




 
 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Lyreacrompane and District Journal 
Incorporating other parts of North Kerry…  and other bits of the world. 

Number 13.      2020. 

You are welcome to Lyreacrompane and District Journal Number 13. It’s now thirty years since we 
published our first Journal. In this issue we continue to research how life was lived in the past and to 
record life as it is lived now in Lyreacrompane and its hinterland.  Journals like ours will always be a 
bit weighted towards the past as, increasingly, social media and the internet in general, records in 
minute detail what is going on in our world today.  The Covid 19 pandemic has disrupted the globe 
and we are living through a historic event which will leave a lasting mark on the memory of our 
younger generations into the future.   We are confident that the final story on the virus will be that 
our scientists, public health experts, front line workers and the ordinary people worked as one to 
subdue and beat the virus.  

The general Lyreacrompane area may well come out of this pandemic in better shape.  A lot of people 
in the bigger cities, some tracing their roots back to here, are reassessing the quality of their life in 
the rat race that is modern society.  Some people will look at places like Lyreacrompane where life is 
lived at a slower pace that is more attractive and human – a real rural area that still has all the 
facilities that some towns no longer have.  

It is worth considering the important things we have in our community. These include our School, 
Shop, Post Office, Community Centre, Festival, Pub and the various small businesses. It is vital that 
we continue to support the things that both make and keep us a vibrant community. There are a lot 
of things working against small rural settlements like ours and villages like Knocknagoshel, Duagh 
and Kilflynn. Let us appreciate the things we have and work individually and collectively to maintain, 
extend and improve them. No one else is going to do that for us! 

Thanks to all who submitted articles and photos. A special word of thanks to Kay O’Leary. It takes 
active involvement by many people to produce journals like ours. We’d like to thank you for purchasing 
this edition of the Lyreacrompane and District Journal.  We hope you enjoy it.  Work on the next 
Journal starts now and you can be part of that by writing, submitting photos or letting us know what 
you would like to see in the next Journal. I want to wish you all a very, happy and peaceful Christmas 
and we hope that, above all, 2021 will see our scientists develop a vaccine for Covid 19. Keep safe 
and mind yourselves and your neighbours.  

Joe Harrington 087 285 3570 
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Banemore House Revisited 
A marriage announcement in the Dublin Evening Post of 
December 14, 1858 reminds us of the once imposing 
Banemore House which was situated about a quarter of a 
mile south of Banemore Cross on the road to 
Lyreacrompane.  The marriage ceremony took place at 
Tracton Protestant Church in County Cork on Dec 7 of that 
year.  The groom was Thomas Palmer Esq. R.N, son of the 
late Robert J Palmer Esquire, Banemore, Co. Kerry and the 
bride was Margaret Lucy, daughter of the late John E 
Orpen of Glebe Hill, Kanturk. 

Banemore House or an earlier house was on the estate of 
Thomas Crosbie in the early 1700s.  This was the Crosbie 
who was suspected in having his finger in the pie when 
the silver bullion disappeared from the Danish ship, the 
Golden Lion, after it ran on to rocks in Ballyheigue Bay in 
1731.  He died before he had to defend his role in the 
escapade. By 1780 Banemore House was in the hands of 
the Palmer family and according to Valerie Bary, in her 
book, Houses of Kerry, John Palmer either enlarged the 
house or rebuilt it. Thomas O’Halloran was a tenant there 
in 1814 but by 1837 a Robert J. Palmer was living in the 
big house. He didn’t live long enough to attend the 
wedding at Tracton.  

Banemore House survived into the early 1900s when a 
Stokes family was in residence. It then fell into disrepair 
and today nothing remains visible on the site except a 
wall defining the Paupers Well.  It is believed locally that  

 
James Harrington visits the Pauper’s Well in 2020. 

the courtyard was used as a soup kitchen serviced from 
the Listowel workhouse during the famine and the well 
supplied water with the meagre meal. 

Aldwell’s General Directory of 1843-44 may give a pointer 
as to how the newlyweds first met.  It lists the manager 
of the National Bank in Kanturk as a James Palmer – 
perhaps an uncle of the groom? This is just idle 
speculation of course!!!  

 
The Pauper’s Well, Banemore. 

(From the Houses of Kerry by Valerie Bary). 

 
Remains of Tracton Church of Ireland Church, Cork. 

_____________________ 

 
A rent receipt from 1937 for Buckley’s cottage in 

Lyreacrompane. 
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Bob Browne Murdered at 
Knockalougha 

Kay O’Leary 
February 2021 is the Centenary  

of Bob Browne’s murder. 

A loving heart, a nerve of steel,  
like lightening at the gun. 

His name he scorned to conceal,  
they found him on the run, 

No cowardly mercy he did crave,  
they quickly shot him down, 

He’s resting in a Fenians grave,  
remember poor Bob Browne. 

(From a Thade Gouran’s verse) 

February 2021 will be the one hundredth anniversary of 
Bob Browne’s death so I decided to do some research into 
the life of Bob and try and get some insight into the 
person he was, his family, where he came from, the times 
he lived through and how his life ended so tragically.   

According to British Crown Forces Bob Brown was killed 
at Knockalougha Bog on Tuesday February 8th, 1921, but 
on the memorial erected by the Knockalougha Volunteers 
it states that Bob (Robert) Browne was murdered by 
British Crown Forces on Wednesday February 7th, 1921.  

Bob was born on November 28, 1883 and was one of 
eleven children born to John Browne, and Hannah (Anne) 
Dillane.  Eighteen year old Ann, a farmer, from 
Ballincarten, Knocknagoshel and John, a cooper, from 
Lotts, Knocknagoshel were married on February 6, 1883 
at Knocknagoshel Catholic Church. The witnesses at their 
marriage were Patrick Herlihy and David Leahy.  After 
their marriage, the couple settle at Ballincarten where 
they operated a shop.  Their eleven children, Robert 
1883, Honora 1885, Annie 1887, twins John (died young) 
and Michael 1889, Eliza 1891, John 1893, Mary 1898, 
Patrick 1900, Kitty 1903 and Thomas 1905 were born 
there. About 1906 John and Hannah Browne opened a 
shop at Fealesbridge, Abbeyfeale. Attached to the shop 
at Fealesbridge was one acre of land.  In 1910 they 
opened another shop at Clogher, Ballymacelligott. 

Seven of their children emigrated to America. Son, John 
born in 1893, a cooper, a 1st Lieutenant in the Irish 
Volunteers, was killed at Gortatlea Barracks, while on 
active service, with Richard Laide on the night of April 13, 

1918.  Gortatlea Barracks was the first barracks to be 
raided by the volunteers for guns and ammunition during 
the War of Independence. Captain Thomas O’Connor had 
been John’s commanding Officer but at the time of his 
death Thomas McEllistrim was his Commanding Officer. 
John is interred in Rath Cemetery, Tralee. After John’s 
death the store at Ballincarten, Knocknagoshel was 
closed and the family moved to Fealesbridge. 

 
Back, Bob Browne, Front Right John Browne.  

Front left Tom McEllistrim TD.  
Special thanks to Tom Browne, nephew  

of Robert and John, for this photo. 

Robert operated a very successful wholesale, retail and 
cooperage business at Fealesbridge alongside his father. 
His sister, Mary helped with the shop. Robert was seen as 
an astute businessman. He got involved in the butter 
trade and the buying and selling of pigs. He was also a 
volunteer in the A Coy 7th Bat Kerry No 2 Brigade. Prior 
to Bob moving to Fealesbridge he had shared a house 
with his brother, John, at Clogher, Ballymacelligott. This 
house had been burned down by British forces and Bob’s 
life had been threatened.  

Following many raids on Bob’s home at Fealesbridge in 
search of him and because of the threats on his life, Bob, 
a wanted man, went on the run. During a roundup of the 
district in February 2021 he was captured and murdered 
at Knockalougha in a place known as Walsh’s Bog on 
February 7/8th 1921.  Whatever happened in 
Knockalougha Bog on the morning of February 7/8th, 
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1921 no one knows but another young life was laid down 
for Eireann. Bob was only 38 years and single at the time 
of his murder. Shortly after Bob’s death the shop at 
Fealesbridge closed as custom dropped off owing to the 
fact it was continuously raided by crown forces.   

 
Bob (Robert) Browne is buried at Knockane  

Cemetery, Knocknagoshel. 

An enquiry into the circumstances of Bob Browne’s death 
was held at Ballymullen Barracks Tralee on March 2nd, 
1921 under Colonel Commander ER Cummings, 
Commander of the Kerry Brigade.  Details below of the 
enquiry were obtained from the National Archives, 
London. All Witness’s involved in the Enquiry were sworn 
in. 

First witness. Captain GS Livingston, a medical officer 
at Listowel Barracks received instructions about 5 o’clock 
to proceed to Knocknagoshel and view the body of a man 
known as Robert Browne. He was informed by The 
Abbeyfeale police that the body was in the 
Knocknagoshel Church.  “I found the body of Robert 
Browne lying in a coffin in the church. There were about 
twenty persons in the church; all were women. The body 
was fully dressed. Rigor mortis had set in and in my 
opinion the body had been dead for about twelve hours. 
The shirt covering the chest and abdomen appeared to be 
saturated with clotted blood. In my opinion death was 
due to shock and haemorrhage probably from a wound 
or wounds to the chest or abdomen”. 

Second Witness. Miss Betty Browne from Fealesbridge a 
sister to Robert. “On the 8th February at about 1.10pm I 
was informed that my brother Robert Browne had been 
wounded and was lying in Knockalougha Bog. My Mother 
and I drove immediately to the bog. On arrival we found 
my brother lying dead in the bog face upwards.  Many of 
our neighbours were there. My brother had two wounds 
about 1” apart over the right breast and a large wound in 
his abdomen. When I first found my brothers body it was 
not yet cold. I got my brothers body conveyed to my 
home. My brother had previously been threatened 
before Christmas 1920. I was the recipient of that threat 
as my brother was away at the time. My brother was in 
sympathy with the Sinn Fein movement but had taken no 
active part in it. Owing to the threat received my brother 
was a fugitive at the time of his death. Threats had been 
made to me by the auxiliaries and police force that my 
brother’s life was in danger. One of my younger brothers, 
John Browne, was shot in the barracks in Gortatlea. My 
brother, Robert, was 34 years old, he was single and a 
merchant by occupation. 

Third Witness. Mary Lyons Knockalougha. Mary stated, I 
live with my parents at Knockalougha. On Tuesday at 
about 11.20am I was at home when I saw some police on 
the road. I called two of my sisters to come with me. They 
joined me and we walked down the road. About 200 
yards ahead I saw two men wearing black peaked caps, 
black raincoats, and black trousers. I believed them to be 
police. Between them was a man in civilian clothes. For a 
moment he stood talking to the man on his left and he 
had his cap in his hand.  I knew him to be Robert Browne. 
They then walked on up the hill in the direction of 
Listowel. I followed with my sisters. After about a quarter 
of a mile up the road we came to a house owned by a 
relative of mine, M Lyons. As we reached the house two 
men came out, one was in RIC uniform the other was in 
civilian dress wearing a raincoat, grey tweed trousers and 
a grey cap. He had a leather belt around his waist with 
holster attached.  

We were now on the other side of the hill and could see 
about 200 yards away a group of men in police uniform. 
The two men who had come out of Lyons house came and 
spoke to us. They asked us what our business was. My 
sister replied that we were going for a walk. I saw a man 
up front make a signal to the two men to come on. We 
went back to M Lyons house for about ten minutes and 
then walked towards Listowel. We saw several parties of  
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police in front of us on the road coming from the 
mountains during our walk. About half an hour later after 
the two men spoke to us, we heard two shots coming 
from the Listowel direction. Later a man told us that 
Robert Browne was lying shot in the mountain. In 
company with others we went to the mountain and found 
Bob Browne lying dead in Knockalougha Bog. I saw no 
signs of violence only the blood on his shirt. 

 
Fourth Witness. Miss Jane Walsh, Knockalougha. I’m the 
daughter of a farmer living at Knockalougha farm. On 
Tuesday 8th at about 11.30 I saw from the kitchen window 
of the farm four or five men of whom two were in police 
uniform and one was in a light trench coat. I could not 
identify them. They were two fields away from me and 
their backs were turned to me and a young man in a suit 
with them and I could not identify him either. I watched 
them until a man in a trench coat looked in at the back 
window of the kitchen.  I moved away for about three 
minutes. On returning (and) looking in the direction the 
party had gone I saw them standing (about four of them) 
in the bog. They then walked away towards the road. I 
heard no shots and saw nothing more. About two hours 
later my nephew came into the house and told me that 
Robert Browne was lying dead in the bog. Thirty minutes 
later I went down and saw the body as described. 

Fifth Witness. Miss Norah Browne sister of the 
deceased, Robert Browne. On Tuesday 8 February, as far 
as I can remember, my brother’s body was brought into 
our house. There were no marks of violence but two 
marks over the right breast. At the time of death my 
brother was wearing a brown suit and brown boots. 
About December 15 some members of the Auxiliaries 
Division RIC came into our shop at Fealesbridge and asked 
for Robert Browne. He was not in that evening and I told 
them so. I asked them what they wanted him for and one 
of them said “to shoot him” I asked why. He replied, “To 
avenge my fellow officers who were shot in Macroom”. 

At the conclusion of the evidence the fifth witness Miss 
Nora Browne made a statement as follows “Our principle 
witness wouldn’t come. He is a man who actually saw the 
murder and is frightened of the police and won’t give 
evidence to that effect. The court ascertained that the 
name of the man referred to was Edmund Nash and that 
he lived at Knockalougha. The court then adjourned.  

During the period of adjournment, a member of the 
court, Captain W.G. Stone, 2nd Battalion, the Royal 

Regiment was sent to Knockalougha with a view of 
ascertaining certain facts. 

 
A Crossley Tender like the one used by the RIC/Tans 

around Knockalougha. 

Sixth Witness. Captain W.G. Stone.  On Wednesday 
March 9, 1921 at about 10.30 I proceeded with an escort 
of three Crossley tenders to ascertain certain facts in 
connection with the court of enquiry and on the body of 
one Robert Browne. The fact on which I was informed are 
as follows: 

Query 1. (a) The whereabouts of a man referred to as 
Edward Nash and (b) whether he saw or heard anything 
in connection with the shooting of the deceased. 
Answer. See sketched map marked A, point x on sketched 
map corresponds with road junctions at K in Knock-
alougha (OS map 163.1). Position of house marked see 
centre of map. (B) No.  (Editor’s note. The sketch map is 
poor for reproduction, so information is inserted. Nash’s 
house was exactly half a mile from the shooting).  

 
 

Query 2. Whether his evidence was of sufficient value to 
render it desirable to call him as a witness. 
Answer No. Nash stated he saw or heard nothing of the 
shooting. On arrival of the police in the district he went 
into his house to put the names of the inmates on the 
door as directed under R.O.I.R. a thing he had neglected 

Bob Brown 
killed here 

Nash’s 

      Knocknagoshel and Fealesbridge              Listowel    
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to do previously. 
 
Query 3. Whether he had been asked to give evidence 
Answer Yes, by Miss Betty Browne who had threatened 
him if he did not give evidence against the police. 
 
Query 4. The distance from Miss Jane Walsh’s house to 
the spot where the body was found 
Answer 700 yards.  

 
Query 5.  Whether it was likely that the sound of firing 
could be heard from his house. 
Answer Depends on the wind. On certain days yes. 
 
Query 6.   Whether from the window referred to in her 
evidence a good view could have been obtained of the 
spot where the body was found. 
Answer  No 
 
Query 7.  Whether anyone proceeding from the road to 
the spot where the body was found would pass 
anywhere near Miss Jane Walsh’s farm 
Answer No 
 
Query 8.  Whether any shots were heard by any people 
in the district.  
Answer Two shots were fired outside home marked Z 
 
Query 9. Where was the body found?        

Answer At the spot marked *on the sketch map 
 
Query 10. Do you consider the man Edmond Nash has 
made a reliable statement to you? 
Answer Yes. He was straight forward throughout, and I 
conclude he was telling the truth. 

The enquiry then called the remaining witnesses. 

Seventh Witness.  R.B. Robb Aux. Div. RIC stated, “On 
February 8, 1821 I was in charge of a party of eighteen 
cadets of the Constabulary Division RIC. We were 
operating in conjunction with the RIC from Listowel in a 
combined drive in which regular troops and police from 
Tralee took part. About 10.30 hours we dismounted from 
the tender at Coolaneelig and in company with the police 
from Listowel marched to the forked road pound 5.71. My 
party extended and duly went north then west and came 
straight across the bog to the forked road. We arrived at 
this point at about 13.30 hours. Here we met military and 

police from Tralee. We then spread out. I lost sight of 
them because of the intervening countryside. At 14.45 
hours I met the Listowel police at the crossroads”. 

 

Eight Witness. Andrew Gilchrist RIC on the 8 February 
1921 in the company of a party of auxiliary police we were 
combining an operation south of Duagh and I was myself 
in command of about 15 RIC from Listowel. On the 
previous day I received information that a party of about 
300 rebels (were) in the vicinity of Duagh. I reported this 
to OS Tralee he arranged that the crown forces should 
carry out a combined encircled movement and detailed 
the plan of action. I returned in the evening to Listowel 
which at the time was my headquarters. The only crown 
forces to operate South of Duagh were a party of 
auxiliaries under Lt. Robb, H Company, Aux. Div. RIC and 
the police under me. The remainder of the crown forces, 
mainly the military from Tralee and Listowel and the 
police from Tralee, were to operate from the North West 
towards Pike crossroads. The following day we undertook 
similar procedures. 

 

Nineth Witness. Constable William H Smith RIC, head 
constable at Listowel. On the 8 February at 10. 30 hours I 
was in charge of a party of eight men who were operating 
a search of about twenty-five farms. The country was 
scarcely populated. We searched several houses. No 
shots were fired by my party.  

Findings. 
1. That the deceased, Robert Brown, a civilian, a male, 
single, aged 34 died at Knockalougha bog four and 
quarter miles west south west of Abbeyfeale on Tuesday 
8 February 1923.  
2. The cause of death was gunshot wounds, shock and 
haemorrhage.  
3. The said deceased suffered such gunshot wounds in 
the vicinity of Knockalougha on 8 Feb1921. 
4 It was not established whether the gunshot wounds 
were all inflicted at the same place and time.  
5 That there was no evidence to show how such wounds 
were inflicted or by whom they were inflicted. But they 
were not self-inflicted. 
6 That the deceased died as a result of a wound or 
wounds inflicted by a person or persons unknown. 

Following this enquiry Bob’s father, John Browne Snr., 
engaged Mr. John O’Connell, Solicitor, Law Chambers, 
Nelson Street, (Ashe Street) Tralee to apply for 

6 



compensation under the criminal injuries act and also for 
the payment of a sum of £200 from a life insurance policy 
that Bob had.  Mr. John O’Connell had to obtain a death 
certificate from the officer of the G.H.Q. Irish Command, 
Parkgate, Dublin to proceed with both claims. 

In 1924, under the Army Pension Act 1923, John Browne 
Snr. applied to be recompensed for the death of his son, 
John. The recommendation of the board, with the 
consent of the Minister, awarded him the sum of £800 
and £1 a week.  John Browne Snr. died on 9 November 
1933. His widow, Hannah, then applied for the 
continuation of the payment and in 1934 the Minister of 
Finance agreed to the continuation of the £1 a week and 
to be backdated to 1st November last. On January 1st, 
1953, this allowance was increased to £1.10s. Hannah 
Brown also applied under the Army Pension Act 1923 to 
be reimbursed for the death of her son Robert. This was 
refused as the 1923 Army Pension Act states that only 
one allowance is payable to any one person and she was 
already receiving an allowance in respect of her son, John. 
Hannah Browne died on 31 October 1955. 

By 1924 Michael Browne had returned home from 
America. He married Julia Connor from Kilmanihan, 
Brosna in 1924 and they lived at Feales Bridge where they 
operated a shop. Michael Browne had been in the 
American Army and in later years he was in receipt of a 
United States Military Pension. He had also been a 
member of Oglaigh na hEireann, Ballymacelligott 2nd 
Battalion, 1919-1921. He had travelled to the States for 
the purpose of collecting guns and ammunition. Michael 
also qualified for an army pension.  Nora had married …. 
Hills, a member of the British Army. In later years 
following the death of her husband she qualified for a 
British Army Pension of £2. 10d. She lived in Ballybunion.  

Patrick married Catherine Carmody from Maglass, 
Ballymacelligott in 1929 and they lived at Clogher, 
Ballymacelligott where they ran a hardware and grocery 
business. Elizabeth (Betty) married Joseph Quirke from 
Tipperary in 1937.  Mary and Kitty entered the convent. 
One was a Presentation sister and the other became 
Mother Superior of a Loretto Convent. Thomas became a 
Parish Priest in Victoria, Australia. 

Anne, at the age of 37 married 51-year-old Harry Joseph 
Reid, a Salesman, on 16 July 1924 in The Corpus Christi 
Church, District of St. Martin, London, Betty Browne and 
James Brennan were their witnesses. Following their 

marriage Anne and Harry moved to America. In 1925 
Harry Reid went missing in the States and Anne returned 
home to Kerry in 1926. Initially she lived with brothers 
Paddy and Michael before moving to Ballybunion to live 
with her sister Nora Hills.  

In July 1959 Anne Reid, applied to the Minister of Finance 
for a pension, under the Army Pension Act 1957, 
declaring she had been a dependant of her late brother, 
Robert, who had been in service with Oglaigh na 
hEireann. J Collins (T.D.) Abbeyfeale had been his Brigade 
Adjutant. She was unsuccessful but she was advised that 
the Department would reconsider her claim 
sympathetically if her circumstances changed. 
Interestingly, at the time she was also told that under the 
act she could apply for a special allowance but a statutory 
condition for this allowance was that she should have 
been awarded a service medal (1917-1921) in respect of 
continuous membership of Cumann na mBan.  Mr. Tom 
McEllistrim TD Dáil Eireann made representations on her 
behalf and she was awarded a Service Medal and the sum 
of £74 per annum.  In 1963 this yearly allowance was 
increased to £84.  Ann died on December 27, 1963 in St. 
Theresa’s Nursing Home, Listowel and her brother Paddy 
engaged J. Tangney & Sons, undertakers Castleisland to 
look after her funeral. 

 
The memorial at the spot on Walsh’s farm/bog  

where Bob Brown was murdered. 
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My Days in Lyreacrompane  
and some Memories 

Tom Sweeney 
Mrs. Sheehy was my teacher. She lived in Cloghane and 
would collect me in her pony and trap on her way to 
school. We lived in the cottage just before Doran’s Cross. 
In later years Mrs. Sheehy had a Volkswagen Beetle and 
her daughter, Kathleen, used to drive us in style to school. 
My school friends were the Dorans at the cross, (their 
mother fondly referred to them as Joan Theresa Darling 
and Nora Rose Dear), Patrick O’Connor from the butt of 
the Branner, Patsy Canty and his sister, Catherine.  

We’d pass the creamery on our way to school. It was busy 
those times. It gave all the locals a chance to chat about 
the affairs of the day and the gossip that was doing the 
rounds.  My uncle, Andy, used to work there. How 
impressed we were with his ability to handle what 
seemed then to be complex technology.  

John Neville used to call to our home and the talk was of 
football. Sometimes he’d drink all the Andrews Liver Salts 
in the house. As a child I remember Dan Canty killing ‘the 
pig’ and playing the accordion - not at the same time.  My 
favourite tune was ‘The Kerry Slide’. Helping to bring in 
the hay with Bill Patie at the butt of the Branner is 
another memory. Those were happy times. 

We mover to Cill Dara (Kildare) in the late fifties. My 
father worked at Bord ná Móna. Like many others of my 
age I went to England in the sixties for work and 
adventure. I stayed with my uncle, Tim Sweeney. I came 
back home in 1969 and went to Belfast. It was a rough 
place to live for anyone from the ‘Free State’.  

I got married in Belfast to a girl from Ardoyne, Gemma 
Delaney, I had a few close calls while living there. I was 
working for a ford dealer as I was a mechanic. On one 
occasion I was given a car to repair and when they 
discovered it was for Mrs. Paisley I was quickly moved to 
another job in the garage. The boss said, “If Ian found out 
some Fenian, from the Free State, was repairing his wife’s 
car he would close the place down”. Subsequently I left 
that job because I was advised to. All the workers there 
were Loyalist.  

I recall John Neville telling me about the time they went 
north to Belfast for a football game. They stayed in the 
Belfast Europa Hotel. While there they decided to head 

out for a pint. Coming out of the hotel they turned right 
instead of left for the Falls Road. They went into a pub in 
Sandy Row – a loyalist stronghold and not the place to be.  
While they were having their drink the Barman, fair play 
to him, advised them to “Drink up boys. You’re in the 
wrong place”.  They quilted back to the hotel and were 
afraid to leave their rooms after it. It was never admitted 
but it is believed they pushed the wardrobes against the 
doors - just in case.  

 
Sandy Row as it looked when John Neville accidently 

visited there. 

One day while I was working in the Belfast shipyard I was 
told “Don’t come back tomorrow” or I would be shot as a 
Free State Fenian. It was time to leave Belfast. 

We went to Australia in 1974. We stayed there for six 
years. When we came back, we settled in Leixlip until we 
retired to Lyreacrompane. Those were very happy times. 
Gemma passed away in 2012 and a few years after I sold 
up and moved to Dunmore East in Waterford.  I’ve 
enjoyed my life and I’ve travelled a lot but I’m back in 
Lyreacrompane every chance I get.   

 
Tom Sweeney tries his hand at  

broadcasting from the Glen. 
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OLD RIC ROUTE GUIDE  
Showing Lyreacrompane in 1893 

“This work was undertaken with the view of supplying a 
great want of the Royal Irish Constabulary, and of kindred 
public services and also of providing a Road Book of a 
reliable and comprehensive character, for the use of 
cyclists and tourists, of Irish travelers, and others of the 
public who may desire to travel through our beautiful 
Island”.  This is what G. A. de M. E. DAGG. Lisnaskea, 
wrote about the Road Guide he produced on May 23, 
1893.  
 

 
 

This is part of the page showing information on 
Lyreacrompane RIC Barracks. It was nine miles from 
Listowel. (1) on the page refers to the time the post 
arrives which was 11am and (2) refers to the time the 
post was dispatched which was 8am. That would seem to 
mean that the incoming post arrived at 11pm at the post 
office and outgoing post was dispatched from the 
Barracks to the Post Office early in the morning. (3) was 
to show that there was, indeed, a Post Office in the area.  
Money Orders and the Post Office Savings Bank are not 
listed as being available at the Lyreacrompane Post Office 
which, at the time, was in Knockaclare on the left going 
towards Listowel. The OSI map, surveyed in 1897, four 
years later, shows it at this location. (4) referred to the 
number of ‘post cars’ available – which was one.  It is not 
clear to what this referred – perhaps the vehicle bringing 
the post to and from Listowel.  (5) referred to interesting 
places in a locality and only one was listed – the ‘Historic 
Ivy Bridge’ which, according to the guide, was two and a 

half miles from the Lyreacrompane RIC Barracks. The 
Sergeant was Thomas Mooney.   
 
The five nearest RIC barracks to the Lyreacrompane one 
are listed as Doolaig five miles away at the top of the 
Maum, Duagh nine miles, Knocknagoshel nine miles (this 
distance was obviously an error), Listowel nine miles and 
Mountcoal seven miles.  Doolaig and Mountcoal are 
generally referred to as huts which were staffed during 
the Land War or other agrarian agitation. Duagh was also 
referred to as a hut but was more substantial and 
remained in place up to the War of Independence. 
 

The kind of road from the Lyreacrompane Barracks to 
those other Barracks is also given in the Guide.  The road 
to Duagh was described as (B) ‘level and narrow’ and all 
the others were described as (D) ‘Up and down hill and 
narrow’. The condition of the surface of the Roads to 
Duagh, Listowel and Mountcoal was described as (F) ‘fair’ 
while the roads to Doolaig and Knocknagoshel were 
described as (P) ‘poor’. 
 

Solitary Indulgence – 1840s 
 

In the era before Viagra the only course to 
overcome ‘Premature Decline’ was to send for 
advice in the form of a booklet called ‘Manhood’.  
It was enormously popular at three shillings and 
when ordered it would arrive in a “sealed 
envelope”.  An advertisement in the Kerry 
Evening Post of July 30, 1845 stated it would be 
sent “post free” on receipt of a postal order for 
3s. 6d! It could also be obtained by calling to the 
office of the Kerry Evening Post in Tralee. It 
promised “plain directions for perfect 
restoration” and was aimed at “…those suffering 
from the destructive effects of excessive 
indulgence, solitary habits and infection…” It 
also contained observations on marriage and the 
treatment of Syphilis and other nasty conditions. 
It warned against “spurious” editions of the 
publication. 
 
The publication had to compete with another on 
the same topic called ‘The Silent Friend’. It was 
also advertised in the same edition of the Kerry 
Evening Post.  It seemed particularly concerned 
about the “solitary indulgence” thing. It also had 
“…observations on the obligations of marriage” 
and like the other pamphlet it was claimed that 
it was produced by “Consulting Surgeons” in 
London. The Silent Friend was available from  
Mr. J. Huggard, Tralee. 
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At the Knocknagoshel Horse Fair 
Moss Joe Browne 

On my trip to Knocknagoshel for the horse fair I was 
surprised to see local man James Walsh of the local pub 
practicing his hurling skills in the village.  He is the holder 
of three All-Ireland junior football medals and he 
captained the Kerry minor football team in 2010. James 
was on the St. Kierans team who were unlucky to be 
beaten by hot favourites East Kerry in the County 
championship recently. His grandfather Eddie Walsh won 
five All-Ireland senior medals and what is surprising is that 
James is not attached to any hurling team. 

 
James Walsh. 

The Knocknagoshel horse fair is an annual event which is 
held on August 15th. It’s nice to see an old tradition alive 
in this rural village. This year on account of Covid the 
numbers attending were small but at least it went ahead. 
People come from all over such as horse buyer Jimmy 
Donoghue from Charleville - and he did not go home 
empty handed. Next year hopefully with less restrictions 
a big crowd will enjoy a good day out once again. 

 
Photos Moss Joe Browne. 

Lyre Man fights off Highwaymen. 

Michael J Moloney from Lyreacrompane was heading 
from Listowel to Abbeyfeale in pursuance of his job as an 
insurance inspector when he was held up by two masked 
men at the crossroads near Kilmorna Wood. One had a 
revolver and they were after his money. ‘Over my dead 
body’ was the substance of his reply.  The year was 1934 
and starting handles were in fashion. It had often got him 
out of a hold when the old car wouldn’t start but this time 
he used it to stop something.  

He swung it at the hand holding the gun.  The revolver fell 
and the bold Mr. Moloney dived out of the car to get his 
hands on it. He was hit from behind by the second 
masked man but he wasn’t for staying down. Arising from 
his knees he grasped at one of the masks and tore off part 
of it.  However, the marauders were not easily deterred 
and told him “You’ll have to give up the money”. “You will 
have to kill me first” was Moloney’s defiant response. 
“We will get you yet” shouted one of the highwaymen as 
they ran into the woods. Michael J reported the incident 
to the Gardai. (Irish Times November 25, 1934). 

Just a temporary little arrangement 

A story is told of a poor man named Langan who lived in 
the village of Duagh (during famine times). He was driven 
to become "a souper" but before he converted, he visited 
the Catholic Church in Duagh.  Standing before Our Lady's 
statue and with tears in his eyes he said, "Goodbye Holy 
Mary till the praties grow again."  (Collected by Dan 
Heffernan, Kilmorna for the Folklore Commission (1930s). 

 
Gerard Flavin at Timmy Horgans in  

Cloghanenagleragh many years ago. 
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The Three Mile (Pub) Limit in Lyre 
 
The Kerry Evening Post of February 8, 1905 carried the 
story of how RIC Detective Inspector charged, on behalf 
of the King, Hugh Roche, a publican in Carrigcannon with 
a breach of the Licensing Act. Under the terms of the 
license the bar could only sell drink to ‘bona fide 
travelers’ on Sundays. Anyone living more than three 
miles from the pub could claim to be a traveler. 
 
Sergeant Greene from the RIC Barracks down the road in 
Lyreacrompane wandered up to the pub and wandered 
in.  There he saw a John Molyneaux ‘on the premises’ 
having a drink.  Greene, being familiar with the local 
terrain, questioned him about his ‘bona fides’ and 
Molyneaux said he thought he was entitled to be on the 
premises as he was living beyond the three-mile limit.  
Mrs. Roche said she had, at first, declined to serve John 
Molyneaux but he told her he was a bona fide traveler for 
the purposes of the Act. 
 
When the case came up at the Petty Sessions in Listowel 
the new Magistrate, Mr. R. G. Gentleman, was in the 
Chair.  He asked the Sergeant if he had measured the 
disputed distance. Greene told him that he had with “an 
ordinary surveying chain” and he found the distance from 
John Molyneaux home to the bar to be 283 yards short of 
the three miles. 

 
Surveying chain. 

 
Hourigan told the court that they were bringing this as a 
test case “…to show people that they are not entitled to 
go into these premises” on Sundays if they lived inside the 
three-mile limit. In reply to Hugh Roche, the Sergeant 
confirmed that there had been no attempt to conceal Mr. 
Molyneaux and that the premises was well conducted. 
 
John Molyneaux then questioned if the Sergeant had 
given him the “…benefit of the bit of road from the public 
road to my house in your measurements”. While this had 
not been done the 183 yards involved would still not have 
placed him outside the three-mile regulation. He was still 
one hundred yards short of meeting the requirements – 
but it was admitted that Mr. Molyneaux was “a 
respectable man”. 
 

Mr. Gentleman than asked the District Inspector what he 
wanted in this case. Mr. Hourigan said he would be 

satisfied with the smallest penalty. For the defense Mr. 
McElligott suggested that the case would be withdrawn 
and Mr. Gentleman in the chair suggested that it would 
be a “…very graceful act if you could see your way to do 
it”. The District Inspector agreed, and the Chair declared 
it was “a very proper thing to do”. The case was dismissed. 
 

 
The Cross erected to mark the pre-famine church and 
graveyard at Gortacloghane and below the note taken 

about the site during the Ordinance Survey in 1841. 
 

 
There was an old church in the townland of Gortacloghane, 
called Teampall Gortaclocáin, which was totally destroyed. 
The site is marked by some vestiges of the walls about two 
feet high, nearly covered with grass and blackthorn.  
Thomas O’Connor, Listowel, July 17th, 1841. 
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Duagh-Kilmorna Bridge to Nowhere 
A recent edition of Mary Cogan’s Listowel Connection Blog 
reminded us of the time Duagh was mentioned in the House 
of Commons.  Mr. Flavin MP questioned Balfour about 
Duagh Bridge in the House in 1898.  He wanted to know why 
the bridge built in 1891, seven years previously, was not 
available for public use. The Grand Jury of Kerry had erected 
the bridge at a cost of £3,496 10s. Gerard Balfour, the Chief 
Secretary, acknowledged that; “…no proper crossing has 
been provided by the railway company at this point. The 
grand jury, …state they have no power to employ a person 
to look after the gate… I am advised there is no legal 
provision under which the railway company or the grand jury 
can be required to provide a crossing, and the Board of Trade 
inform me they have no power to intervene.”  

Mr Flavin tried to ask why the Grand Jury had used 
ratepayer’s money to build a bridge without first sorting 
things with the railway company but was ruled out of order. 

 
Michael Joseph Flavin (1866 - 1944) Anti-Parnellite 

Nationalist M.P. for North Kerry from 1896 until 1918. Born 
in Ballyduff, he went to St. Michael’s College in Listowel. 

James Connolly’s paper, ‘The Workers’ Republic’ of January 
22, 1916, mentions Flavin in a report of a British Army 

recruiting meeting in Tralee called to encourage people to 
join the British War effort, “Flavin, to his credit be it said, 
has not appeared  on a Recruiting platform since he spoke 
in Tralee some months ago. He has refrained from advising 

any of his supporters to don kakhi.  He is a wise guy”. 

We do know that the bridge was under construction in 1890. 
The newspapers of the time reported that the scaffolding 
used in the building of the bridge had been swept away – 
luckily at a time when none of the workers were present. It 
was feared that the bridge had been carried off as well, but 
we know it was completed in 1891. 

The railway line existed before either the new road running 
from Foildarrig to Lacka East or Duagh Bridge over the Feale 

were put in place.  Why the Waterford and Limerick Railway 
Company did not agree to a level crossing to facilitate the 
opening of the new connecting road and bridge is not clear. 
The reasons may have been the high cost of constructing or 
staffing the crossing or, as Mr Balfour said, there was no 
legal compulsion on them to do so. The line from 
Ballingarrane Junction (two miles north of Rathkeale) to 
Tralee was opened in December 1880 so, when it came to 
the question of a level crossing for a new road, the Railway 
company had ‘squatters right’ so to speak.  

Two years prior to Mr. Flavin’s unsuccessful representations 
to government the Kerry Evening Post of March 11, 1896 
carried a report on the proceedings of the Grand Jury and its 
efforts to deal with the problem of the ‘bridge-to-nowhere’. 
A report stated, in the absence of an agreement with the 
Railway Company on the construction of a level crossing, the 
cost of a bridge over the railway line would be £700 and it 
would cost £1,000 to carry the road under the Railway line.  

Moving into the next century the Kerry Evening Post of 
August 9, 1902 reported that the County Surveyor urged the 
Council to approve the works regarding the approach road 
to the ‘railway bridge at Duagh”.  At this stage it seems the 
Railway Company had agreed to build a bridge over the 
railway line but the Surveyor “had not yet heard from the 
company as to when they will proceed with it”.    

The work on the approach roads required the taking in of 
just over an acre of land. Lord Listowel claimed 
compensation at the rate of £22. 10s per Irish acre and two 
of his tenants, William Stack and Daniel Keane, claimed £90 
and £60 respectively for the loss they would sustain. The 
total claimed for the patch of ground would be around 
€20,000 when updated to today’s money values! I am not 
sure if there were compulsory purchase orders back then. 

So, it seems Duagh Bridge was not available for public use 
for the first twelve years of its existence – a possible world 
record! The nearby railway bridge that was eventually built 
to allow traffic to proceed no longer spans a railway line - 
instead it will offer a fantastic view of the North Kerry 
Greenway which will pass under it!  This railway bridge and 
the nearby Duagh Bridge makes yet another interesting 
story for the many visitors who will traverse the Greenway 
in the future. 

Local historians, Dan Broderick points out that the first 
Duagh bridge was wooden. In 1917 repairs to an arch were 
underway at a cost of £1,500 when the bridge was swept 
away by a flood. The present 375 foot concrete bridge 
costing £7,275 was opened in the autumn of 1932. (Thanks 
also to Tom Pius Moloney for information on the bridge). 
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My Road to School 
Billy O’Connoll 

My road to Lyreacrompane National school was always 
from the east. I expect I was about four but I have no 
specific memory of my first days on that road. I know we 
lived at that time in Knockaunbrack. When my father 
died, we moved to my uncle Ger’s house with his wife, 
Nell and four children - Eileen, Derdie, Phil and Maureen.  
My mother, my brother Bernie and sister Kathleen and I 
stayed there for a while. We shared one room in the two 
bedroomed house. Ger worked in Bord na Mona. His 
wife, Nell, was from Drumin near Listowel.  It was a small 
house for such a lot of people with three adults and eight 
children.  That was not uncommon in the Ireland of the 
time. I don’t remember a falling out.  

The first house we passed on the way to school was that 
of Matt Doran. Matt and his wife Mary who was originally 
from Kilduff, lived in an old-style Council house.  Matt had 
been married previously to Mary Walsh from Trieneragh. 
They had two sons, Jack and Mick.   Mick played at mid-
field for Shannon Rangers in the County Football Final 
against Dingle in 1948. At that time, Shannon Rangers, as 
a divisional team, covered all north Kerry. Dingle won that 
game by 2-10 to 0–05. Mick received a bad old injury in 
that game in what some people claimed was a dirty 
tackle. He later moved to England. 

The next house on our journey was known as Culls.  The 
proper name was Dillon and William Dillon was married 
to Ettie Dore from Kilmorna. Their daughter Jo married 
Eugie Goulding and they had four children – Bill, Hugh, 
Siobhan and Mike - in that house.  They moved up the 
country in some government scheme and their land was 
divided between their neighbours. 

The next house was also Dillons, known locally as Davitts. 
They lived in a long, thatched house. The grandfather 
David, (auld Davitt) and his wife Bridget Doran who came 
from Carrigcannon, lived there along with an elderly 
relative who we knew as Brown Kate. Davitt’s son, David, 
who had married Mamie Dillon from Gortacloghane lived 
in a newer house built around the time I was starting 
school.   They had six children - John, Bridie, Mick, Billy, 
Nora and Gerard. They too moved up to County Meath 
where the boys played some football.  

When I was eight, we moved back to our own house in 
Glashnanoon.  It was the same distance from school and 
our neighbours were Hickeys, Donoghues, Sullivans, 

Murphys and the three families of the Aherns.  The 
closest to us was Patrick (Birdie) Ahern and his wife 
Maggie Connell. On the way to school from here the first 
house was Bill McKenna, originally from Braumaddera 
and his wife Julia.  She was from Knocknaglough. Most of 
their children had moved on. Just Jack and Brendan lived 
there then and they worked in Bord na Mona. 

At the next crossroads, the way to school went to the left 
near Paddy and Katy Enright’s house. Katy (Hayes) was 
from Gortnaminch near Listowel.   Paddy maintained that 
he attended three schools in his younger days – the Glen 
School, Lyreacrompane NS and Knockalougha NS.  Their 
children were Joan, Bertie and Ellie-Mai.  The Smearlagh 
and the old wood along its far bank was now on my right.  
Not far now to the passage on the left leading up to Bob 
Sullivan place. Robert had great success in ploughing 
matches as recorded by John Joe Sheehy in verse… 

You’ll read and hear from time to time  
the names of great ploughmen 

The deed they’ve done the prizes won  
and how and where and when 

But I’ll sing of a gallant ploughman  
both morning, night and noon 
So I give you Robert Sullivan,  
the man from Glashnanoon. 

 
Bob Sullivan’s abandoned homestead. 

Robert also managed a Kerry team to win the Irish 
Ploughing Championship. He and his family                      
moved to Coolcappa in the Golden Vale of Limerick in the 
1960’s. He wasn’t the only one from Lyreacrompane to 
head for better farming land back then. Others included 
Gouldings, the Dillons (Davits) from Knockanuanoon 
already mentioned and the Careys from Carrigcannon 
who moved to Meath and James Moloney from 
Dromadda who moved to the Dublin/Meath border.   
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Little more than a hundred yards further on was another 
passage to the left.  Jerry Keane and his wife Teresa Fuller 
lived on the left going up that boreen. Their children were 
Rose, Billy and Seán and Teresa’s mother, Ellie 
Fitzmaurice, originally from Glanoe lived there too. Rose 
emigrated to England and died young. Billy married Mary 
Flynn from Broadford and they had two children - James 
and Helen. Billy, a true gentleman, passed away a few 
years ago. 

Just a little further up that boreen lived Charlie and Bridie 
Molyneaux. Bridie (Hayes) was from Glin and their 
children were Bill, Michael, Jim (Shamie), Baba and Peggy 
who married Dan Cantillon from Derrindaffe. Billy 
farmed. Michael worked in an office in Listowel and Jim 
went to the States. Bridie’s brother was a chef in St. 
Joseph’s Hospital, Limerick at one stage.  There were a lot 
of stories about Charlie which are hard to confirm. It is 
said that he lost a leg in an explosion that occurred when 
he was making a bomb during the ‘troubles’. He had a 
wooden leg alright. There were stories too about Charlie 
nearly losing the wooden leg when he sat too close to the 
fire one time and it caught fire.  Of course, around here 
some people wouldn’t let fact ruin a good story. 

There was one shop on the way to school and that was 
McCarthys. The shop had been built onto the house and 
Johnny and his wife Agnes (McKenna) traded there.  
Agnus was from Knockaunbrack and they had four 
children – Danny, Kitty, Peg and Billeen.  Danny and Kit 
emigrated to America. Peg was deaf but she could speak.  
Billeen was very proud of the North Kerry Cup medal he 
won with Duagh.  Unlike the children of today we seldom 
darkened the door of the shop – unless it was to pick up 
‘messages’ for home. 

The next house was the abode of Jerry McCarthy and his 
wife Kate (Nolan) from Knocknagoshel.  They had a family 
of three.  Danny remained single. Mary married Seán 
Gleeson from Athea in England.  Joan married Paddy 
Sheehy from Muingwee.  They lived in Lacca and had two 
daughters. 

Back on the main road and on the right lived Mikey and 
Sheila Carmody, Sheila was Kennelly from 
Knockaunbrack.  They had two children, Lulu and Mattie. 
Lulu went to America to an aunt while she was still going 
to school in Lyre. Mattie is married and lives in Toor.  

There was a long stretch of road then to Mickey Keane’s 
and his wife Kit Hickey who came from Gortaclahane. 

They lived in a long house - sort of semi-detached. 
Working in Bord na Mona, Mickey was a helper to John 
Davy on the loco. One of his jobs was using sand to get 
traction for the loco wheels on the iron tracks. They had 
a large family – Billy, Jimmy, Mary, Michael (Smallie), 
Jeremiah, Mossie, Kate and Helen. The second family, at 
the other end of the house, was Kitty Keane, a sister of 
Mickeys, who lived there with three children, John, Mary 
and Eileen.                 

The last house before the school was Naughton’s where 
lived Jack and his wife Kit Joyce from over around 
Tooreen.  Kit, a lovely person, used to clean the school 
and put on the fire and you’d learn a certain language 
from her that you would be killed if you repeated at 
home. They had three children – Phil, Mick and Marie.  
Jack worked in Bord na Mona. 

Next on the left was Lyreacrompane National School.  I 
didn’t need the eye in the sky to tell me “You have arrived 
at your destination”.  Arriving at the same time, I imagine, 
was the person who was to be my teacher.  I can’t recall 
if Mrs Sheehy was in her trap that day or if she had got a 
lift to the schoolhouse from her daughter Kathleen in her 
little car.  I went inside and my name was entered on the 
roll book as Liam Ó Conall and my address was given as 
Cnocán Breac.  My register number was 326 and the date 
was April 8, 1952.  Looking at a copy of that roll book all 
these years later I can see that I had just gone four years 
of age when I began school. 

      
Proud Limerick born Josephine holds onto Liam while  
Jackie looks on.  The photo was taken at the wedding of 
Betty O’Sullivan Duagh and John D Nash Newcastle West 
in 2018 - the year Limerick Hurlers won the All Ireland 
Hurling Championship. Betty and John arranged to have 
‘Liam’ as a special guest. 
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Carrigcannon Man  
Pushes the Boundaries… 

The connection of King Henry (Sheflin, the Kilkenny 
hurler) with Lyreacrompane is well established but few 
may recall the connection of the Emperor of Kilkenny 
with our area. To find out about it we have to go back 
over ninety years – to 1929 exactly.  The Kilkenny People 
of October 19 of that year takes up the story under the 
heading, ‘The Geraldine and the Glendine Boar’.  It 
records that the County Kerry Agricultural Committee 
dealt with a letter at its last meeting in Tralee from a 
Thomas Fitzgerald, Carrigcannon, stating that the 
premium boar recently supplied to him had turned out 
unsatisfactory and asking that the animal be replaced.  

The letter stated, “Sir, As regards that premium boar you 
sent me through the County Agriculture Committee from 
W. Leahy, Glendine, Kilkenny, by the name of Kilkenny 
Emperor, he is not doing any good.  He is getting staggers 
every second week and I’m treating him with castor oil, 
sulphur and linseed oil to no avail.  It is mortifying to see 
the trouble I have got from him. This boar is no good to 
me.  He gave up altogether this week. I don’t know what 
to do with him. You may send someone to see him. I have 
enough lost to him already… I am treating this boar as 
good as any man in Ireland could and no good”.  

The Secretary said he had sent a letter to Mr. Fitzgerald 
reminding him that there was £8 due on the Boar. A 
member of the Committee, Mr Scully, announced to 
laughter that he had called to Mr. Fitzgerald “and he is 
quite fond of her now”.  It then transpired that Thomas 
had written a second letter to the committee following 
the demand for the £8 and the visit of Mr Scully.   The 
second letter read, “Dear Sir, As regards my premium 
boar – he is doing alright again. – if he stays so…. He is a 
very poor feeder – something dainty always… thanking 
you for your trouble”.  The Chair moved next business. 

Four years earlier, in November, 1924 it may have been 
the same Thomas Fitzgerald of Carrigcannon who 
appeared before the local authority asking how it was 
that his cottage had been relet without giving him any 
notification about it.  When asked by the Chair had he not 
left the cottage Thomas said he never vacated and was 
away from it for only one week. He said that he had left 
his son, who was working for Mr. Doran, in position and 
he slept in it every night. The Chair said he had been asked 
by an ex-RIC man if the council could return him as tenant 

but refused him as he was not a bone-fide labourer. His 
reason for proposing Tom McElligott for the cottage was 
because he would be giving it to a laboured with a wife 
and child. 

There followed some lively exchanges between the Chair 
and Mr. Fitzgerald.  Thomas said some things for which 
he then apologised, expressing regret at his ‘hasty 
remarks’. It was decided that Thomas Fitzgerald would be 
left the tenancy of the cottage provided he pay up the 
arrears of rent due amounting to over £10 (about €700 in 
todays values) – which he did immediately.  From these 
two cases it would appear that Tom Fitzgerald of 
Carrigcannon had an inclination to push boundaries as far 
as he could. 

 

Duagh RIC Barracks 
A case of heading into town in a hurry… 

The spring of 1920 saw the closure of many 
Royal Irish Constabulary (RIC) Barracks.  The 
Black and Tans had arrived in Ireland March 25, 
1920 as the IRA burned over 300 abandoned RIC 
barracks in rural areas. 150 barracks were 
destroyed on the night of 5/6 April.  Duagh 
Constabulary Hut was abandoned at this time 
and the six Constables and Sergeant Watson 
were withdrawn to Listowel barracks. Watson 
was subsequently put in charge of the Moyvane 
district – or Newtownsands as it was called at 
the time.  

The Duagh RIC Hut was strongly fortified but a 
rumour got out that it was to be attacked and 
crowds from the surrounding area were reported 
to have gathered at a safe distance to see the 
action. Nothing transpired but the British 
authorities, deciding that discretion was the 
better part of valour, brought in the military with 
their lorries and emptied the premises.  A week 
later it was totally destroyed by fire.   

The Barracks/Hut stood on the corner of the 
main Listowel/Abbeyfeale road at the turn to 
Springmount on one third of an acre. The old 
Ordinance Survey maps show that the Barracks, 
described as an elaborate hut, stood on a plot of 
ground where a church had stood in pre-famine 
times.    
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Duagh GAA Pitch Development 
Tony Maher and Jimmy Buckley 

 

In 1968, Father O'Sullivan was negotiating a central 
school with the Department of Education. Up until then, 
there were five individual schools in the Duagh side of the 
parish. The Department stipulated extra playing space 
was required to cater for the larger number of children. 

Father O' Sullivan invited the GAA to the presbytery and 
informed them of his plans for a new central school.  
Present at this meeting were Billy Doran (Chairman), 
Jimmy Buckley (Secretary), Billy O'Connell and Tony 
Maher (Treasurers}, Mickey Joe Daly and Ger Murphy. He 
briefed them of the Department's stipulation for extra 
playing space and that he could buy land at the back of 
the proposed school from Mrs. Murphy (Ma Kate) at a 
reasonable price for a football pitch and to facilitate the 
schoolchildren. At this time, the GAA in Duagh did not 
have a playing field, and matches were played in various 
fields around the parish. The land would be handed over 
to the GAA to pay for it and to develop it. It would be 
vested in the County Board and the school children would 
have access to the field. Also, it was agreed that there 
would be a right of way up to the field for the GAA 
through the yard of the school. However, when the 
plans for the school were drawn up, the proposed road 
access for the GAA was not included. 

Sometime later Deborah Scanlon was approached to sell 
a piece of her land. She agreed. The purchase of this 
important right of way was due to the foresight of Jimmy 
Buckley. The GAA were and are to this day very grateful 
to Mrs. Scanlon. The price of the field and the right of way 
was £1,200. 

The land was of poor quality mainly mud, water and 
rushes. It required a lot of work. It was made up of four 
small fields, all with dykes. A group of local men met on a 
Saturday with spades and shovels to knock the ditches 
into the dykes. The main dyke going through the middle 
of the land was filled with stone from the old Lyon's 
residence across from the Elm bar today. Timmy Collins 
from Abbeyfeale opened drains with a spade and shovel 
and shored them with stones. This cost £500. Patrick 
Buckley ploughed the field. It was dressed, seeded and 
stones picked by a group of volunteers. This was over the 
years 1971-1972. The first game was played in 1972 - 
Duagh versus Finuge. 

The field was still of a poor standard, so a Sports Field 
Committee was set up. Chairman - Dan McAuliffe, Vice 
chairman - Billy O' Connell, Secretary - Liam Dennehy, 
Assistant Secretary - Mickey Joe Daly, Treasurers - Tony 
Maher and Jimmy Buckley and P.R.O - Eoin Stack. A lot of 
effort was put into raising money for the further 
development of the field. Card games, dances, carnivals, 
raffles and collections were held over the next ten years. 
 

In 1981, Martin 0’Keeffe was employed to lower the top 
of the field by approximately six feet and raised the 
village end of the field. He dug drains, and a dyke by Mick 
Stack's boundary was piped. The pipes cost £2,000. 
Martin filled in the dyke. There were three lorries and a 
digger drawing topsoil from Tony Maher's quarry. Hire of 
the lorries and digger cost £2,500. Martin levelled and 
spread the topsoil over the field. Martin's bill was 
£11,700. When Martin was finished volunteers ploughed 
and reseeded the field. 

 

Dressing rooms were built at a cost of £18,000. The field 
at this time was too narrow for a stand. In 1988, a strip of 
land was bought from Seano Sheehy for £8,000. In 1989, 
the stand was bought from Kerry Co-op and erected for 
£2,200. The concrete and labour was supplied by Derry 
Carroll at a cost of £5,500. Ger Dillon drew stones up from 
the river to trunk the stand and developed the strip of 
ground to create the embankment. He also developed 
the gravel roadway across the bottom of the field and up 
to the stand. This cost £9,000. Volunteers then wired in 
the field. 

At this stage the Duagh GAA field was of comparable 
standard with pitches in Kerry at the time. Thanks are due 
to all the people who contributed both physically and 
financially. A special word of thanks is due to the late Fr. 
O' Sullivan for having the foresight to source a field in 
such a central location. 

The Sports Field Committee had achieved a functioning 
football field in the heart of Duagh and thus the 
maintenance and further development of the field was 
taken over by Duagh GAA. Since then the GAA has done a 
lot of work to the field and its facilities. It has succeeded 
in developing the pitch into one of the best playing 
surfaces and football amenities in the county. 

 
 

16 



 

 
Duagh GAA Grounds. 

 
 
 

 
In the War of Independence, Jeremiah Lyons, along with 
Walsh and Dalton, fell at Gortaglanna. A Hall in his native 
Duagh was named in his honour. The Hall was damaged in 

a storm in the early ‘60s and the area became a right of 
way when the GAA pitch was being developed.  This plaque 
was erected in Jeremiah’s memory by Fr. Tom McMahon, 

Gerard Galvin, Jimmy Buckley and Tony Maher. 

 

 
 
 

 
Wedding of Eileen Broderick and Charlie Collins April 10, 1958.  

Front Row; Left to Right; Billy Mangan, Tom Sheehy, Charlie Collins, Eileen Collins (nee Broderick), Noreen Broderick, Mary 
Broderick nee Scanlon (Eileen’s mother), Agnes Nolan, The girl in front of Agnes – Eileen Mangan.   

Second Row; The man and the woman with her hands on Billy Mangan’s shoulders not identified, Nora Curtin – Dinny, Mai 
O’Donoghue partly hidden, Martin Sweeney, Nora Curtin (Charlie), Jerry Long, Mamie Long, Mary Cronin, Nora Mangan.  

Third Row; Michael Collins (Charlie’s father), Con O’Donoghue, Nora and Hannah Mai O’Connor both partly hidden. Tom Scanlon, 
Paddy Joe Cronin, Chris Nolan partly hidden, Sandy Mangan. The last man in the third row, in front of Sandy Mangan not known.  
Forth Row; Dinny Curtin with cigarette, Billy Buckley or Billy Nolan, Mick Curtin. At the back; Paddy Doran and Bernie O’Connor. 
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Revolutionary Lyreacrompane Woman 
Amelia Wilmot (1874-1955)  

Joe Harrington 
 

Some excellent research by historian Mary McAulife from 
our own parish has revealed a true Lyreacrompane 
heroine of the War of independence.  Amelia Wilmot (nee 
Canty) was a daughter of the local blacksmith, John Canty 
and Julia Driscoll, Lyreacrompane born in 1874. She 
attended the local Glen School during the 1880s. The 
1901 Censes shows her still, at the age of twenty-four, in 
the family home. Her mother had passed away by then. 
In 1905, four years later, she is in Aldershot, England 
where she married a north Kerry man, John Wilmot. John 
was a private in the 8th Hussars (The King’s Royal Irish 
formed in 1693). They may have known each other back 
in Ireland. 
 

The 1901 Censes shows John Wilmot’s parents, Daniel 
and Mary, living in Glanoe. Daniel was from Banemore 
and Mary (Bunford) was from just back the road in 
Glanoe. Daniel’s father was a blacksmith. The previous 
year, in  March 1900, at the Petty Sessions in Listowel, 
presided over by James Woulfe Flanagan, Mary charged  
her husband with the use of abusive and threatening 
language and succeeded in having him bound to the 
peace for twelve months. In her evidence she claimed 
they were not ‘six months married when he first beat me’.  
 

Amelia Canty’s parents, John Canty and Julia Driscoll, 
came from the Kilflynn area.  They were married in the 
Abbeydorney parish in 1861. It would appear that they 
had five children before they moved to Lyreacrompane – 
Thomas 1862, Mary 1864, Mathew 1865, Julia 1868 and 
John 1870. Amelia was born in Lyreacrompane on May 
21, 1874. Paddy was born two years later in 1876. Both 
families, Cantys and Driscolls, were in the blacksmith 
trade and Lyre may have offered an opportunity for 
building a business there. The old forge still stands in 
good condition near the present house which was built in 
1955 to replace the original thatched house. 
 

Amelia and John had their first child, John James, in 
England and the following year they returned to Kerry 
when John transferred to the army reserves.  By 1911 
Amelie had given birth to two more sons – Daniel in 
Tralee in 1908 and William in Listowel on the last day of 
1911. At this stage John was working as a servant/car 
driver at a Hotel owned by Maurice M Hartnett in 
Castleisland. With WW1 already underway John Wilmot 
was called up to his Regiment.  Amelia was now in Forge 
Lane (ironically), Listowel and depending on separation 

allowance as the wife of a serving soldier. She had given 
birth to a daughter, Julie Mary, that year and her income 
could scarcely support her four children and herself. 
 

But things were about to improve for Amelia. As the wife 
of a serving soldier the RIC saw her as a safe candidate for 
a job as a housekeeper and cook in the RIC Barracks at 
Abbeydorney. What they didn’t know when she started 
work there was her commitment to the republican cause.  
She used her position to keep the North Kerry Flying 
Column informed of the movements of the Crown Forces 
and, according to Mary McAuliffe,  “…she was also able to 
get arms and ammunition out – between April 1920 and 
December 1920, she ‘procured’ two bombs, one service 
rifle, one shotgun as well as 500 rounds of rifle 
ammunition (.303) and several rounds of shotgun 
ammunition from the Barracks, for the Abbeydorney 
Company of the 1st Kerry Brigade, IRA”. 
 

In January 1921 Amelia transferred to the Listowel RIC 
Barracks as cook and housekeeper and continued to 
supply information, arms and ammunition to the Flying 
Column.  In June of that year she stole a revolver from a 
drunken Tan and passed it on to the Commander of the 
local Column, Denis Quill.  Suspicions were growing in the 
local RIC about her loyalty and to assuage these Denis 
Quill sent her a threatening letter warning her to leave 
Listowel Barracks at once. The ruse worked well to the 
extent that Amelia was given a bodyguard of RIC 
personnel to escort her to and from work! 
 

When Amelia applied for a War of Independence pension  
her work for the movement was recognised by Patrick 
McElligott, Commandant of the Volunteers, who said 
that; ‘it would have been nearly impossible for us to carry 
on, in such a hotbed of spies and informers, without her 
aid”. By mid-1921 morale was low among the volunteers 
in the area following the loss of men in action. “I had 
previously got from her some ammunition. I urged her to 
make a special effort to supply some more ammunition. 
On the following evening she handed me 50 rounds of 
.303 rifle ammunition”, McElligott told the Bureau of 
Military History in a witness statement on February 8, 
1955. 
 

John Wilmot survived the ‘Great War’ and was discharged 
in 1919. It seems that the couple did not live together 
after that. In June that same year the authorities brought 
a case of child neglect in relation to the family. The 
outcome was that the children were “committed to the 
care of their mother Amelia” and  John was ordered to, 
“pay to the mother Amelia the sum of twenty five shilling 
a week to maintain the children”.  
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Ten years later she summoned John for desertion.  She 
had been employed by the Civic Guards in the Listowel 
station until the late 1920s. She still had children to look 
after. Amelia continued to live in lodgings in Listowel in 
very poor circumstances. By the mid 1940’s she was living 
on a £7. 10s a year pension sanctioned by the Military 
Pensions Board for her service in Cumann na mBan and 
the Old age pension of 10/- a week.   Amelia Canty-
Wilmot from Lyreacrompane, a real hero of the fight for 
independence, died in 1955. She was living with her 
daughter Julia (Lee) in New Melden, London. She made 
no will as she had nothing to leave. 
 

           
A Cumann na mBan Pin which Amelia would have  

been entitled to wear and one of the  
WW1 medals awarded to members of the  

8th Kings Royal Irish Hussars Regiment. 
 

 
Part of Amelia Canty’s birth record. 

 

 
Part of John Wilmot’s birth record 

 
Amelia is buried in Surbiton Cemetery, Royal Borough of 
Kingston upon Thames, Greater London. The headstone 
records that she died on January 9, 1955.  It also carries 

the name of her eldest son John who died two years later 
at the relatively young age of fifty one. The headstone 
also reveals the sad story of her grandson, Billy Wilmot 
Junior accidently killed on December 31, 1963 aged 
twenty one. 

 
 
The burial record at Surbiton Cemetery lists Amelia as 
having died at 28 Melrose Gardens, New Melden. This 
would appear to be the address of her son William.    
When her daughter Julia Mary (Lea) applied for a burial 
grant for her mother it was from 130 Elm Road, New 
Melden and the application stated that this is where she 
died. Amelia’s son John then lived at nearby Ripley House 
flats/apartments and Daniel lived in Queens Gardens, 
Bayswater. It is not known if these accommodations were 
rented or owned. Amelia was in London for only a few 
months before she died.  
 

According to research by Catherine McDonnell, Amelia’s 
son, Daniel, moved to the USA where he died in 1984. He 
had married Julia Griffin from Knockane, Listowel. 
Catherine has also found a passenger list that shows an 
Amelia Canty leaving for the US on the Britannic from 
Queenstown (Cobh) on June 22, 1899 and returning a 
year later, on July 6, 1900. As the name was extremely 
uncommon and her age on the list was given as twenty 
four this may well have been the subject of our story. 
(Thanks to Kay O’Leary for also providing genealogical 
information for this article). 
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Patsy Canty Remembers Old Times  

The story of Amelia Canty from Lyreacrompane and her 
part in the War of Independence was the topic of 
conversation with Patsy Canty when we got talking about 
the house in which she was born. Patsy spent his first few 
years in the same house just under thirty years after her 
exploits.  This was a long thatched house comprising two 
rooms and a kitchen.  It was built on the Light House Road 
in Lyreacrompane probably sometime in the early 1870s. 
Amelia Canty was born there in 1874.  The blacksmith 
trade was prevalent in the Canty family who moved to 
Lyreacrompane from the Kilflynn area.  Patsy can name 
six or seven who were smiths in the wider Canty family 
over the years. 

Patsy told me; “It was my great grandfather, John, a 
blacksmith, who built the thatched house. His son, Patsy, 
whom I’m called after, was also a blacksmith as was my 
father Dan. I spent my first six or seven years in that house 
until it was replaced by the present building in the mid-
1950s”.  Patsy remembers the thatching of the house.  
The materials used were all local – straight from the 
immediate environment.  There was no shortage of 
rushes back then either and Tom Naughton from Spur 
was the best around to handle a scythe. He was a low 
stocky man and he shaved the ground with each swing of 
the weapon.  Scallops to pin down the thatch were readily 
available and free too. Sallies grew everywhere and were 
cut into fifteen or sixteen inch lengths and pointed. By 
their nature, they could be bent severely without 
breaking and used to pin down the thatch.  If the scraws 
on the rafters needed to be replaced there were no 
shortage of strippings from the wide expansive bogland 
in the area. Builders Providers never came into the 
reckoning. When it came to keeping the rain out nature 
supplied everything.   

The thing that might let the rain in were the blackbirds 
who raided the thatch for material for making their nests. 
This meant getting up at five or six in the morning for a 
couple of weeks to harass them.  Damage to the thatch 
could lead to ‘dropdown’ – which was the liquid referred 
to in the phrase used locally to describe people who had 
a drink problem – ‘He’d drink dropdown’. 

Patsy remembers his father, Dan, talking about the forge 
which closed in 1950 after Dan had a kidney removed in 
what was an extremely serious operation at the time. The 
main business at the forge was making horseshoes and 

shoeing horses and donkeys, making gates and shoeing 
wheels. Dan had one great advantage when it came to 
shoeing horses – he was ambidextrous. This allowed him 
to get in close on either side of a horse.    

Putting two inch wide steel bands on wheels was done 
down at the nearby Lyreacrompane river just thirty yards 
west of the bridge on the northern bank. There was a 
large stone there with a hole big enough to take the stock 
of the wheel.  The flat steel had already been curved into 
a circle with both ends welded together. The band was 
made slightly smaller than the diameter of the wooden 
wheel. 

Back at the river a big fire was lit and the iron band was 
heated to a blood red which expanded it enough to fit on 
the wheel. Once it was in position on the wheel no time 
was lost in dousing it with buckets of water from the river 
– before it had time to burn into the wood. The water 
cooled the steel and it tightened enough to remain 
clamped on the wheel.  A lot of this work was reshoeing 
wheels which took a hammering from having to negotiate 
the rough dirt roads of the time. 

 
An example of shoeing/banding wheels. 

A lot of the gates made at the forge were manufactured 
from old wheel bands which had been straightened out 
again in true recycling fashion. They can still be found in 
ditches and old gaps and are recognised by the fact that 
they are held together with rivets and the edges of the 
flat steel is rounded down by their time spent as wheel 
bands on the roads of Lyreacrompane. There was no 
drilling those days.  The steel was heated and punched 
through on the anvil which had holes for that purpose. 

When the decision was taken to knock the thatched 
house and replace it with the present bungalow provision 
had to be made for sheltering the family and the Jack 
Grady from Templeglantine and Jack Reidy from 
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Glanageenty who bunked in while working on the  
building. They helped the masons and Jack Grady helped 
Dan make the blocks.  A small one roomed building 
adjacent to the northern end of the old house was 
readied for the family and the forge was rigged up for 
Patsy’s grandfather.  The day the roof was to be taken 
down followed a couple of days of heavy rain. There was 
a fine flood in the Smearlagh offering a chance to avail of 
nature’s help again. Denis Nolan’s lorry was procured and 
reversed in close to the house.  Soon the trailer was full 
of the old thatch and heading for Smearlagh Bridge near 
the present-day Lyre Post Office.  The thatch was emptied 
as quickly as it was filled – into the raging torrent heading 
for the Feale and the wide Atlantic. The remainder of the 
thatch was thrown against a nearby ditch to fade back 
into the environment over the years.  

Patsy doesn’t remember it raining from that day until the 
new house was ready a few months later – one of the 
finest summers when Lyreacrompane Church was also 
rebuilt – 1956. The blocks for the new house were made 
one at a time on site. It was built by Willie Falvey from just 
up the road and his father, Johnny, who lived down in 
Crotta. The ridge tiles for the new house were salvaged 
from the old church and used by Tom Connor, Patsy’s 
uncle, who roofed it. Tom also wired the house.  Patsy still 
has one of the church tiles as a keepsake. It hadn’t been 
possible to reuse them when the new house was reroofed 
about twenty years ago. 

In a time when mortgages were not an option the £1,400 
the new house roughly cost to build had to be raised 
through hard graft. The forge had been closed five years 
earlier due to Dan’s health problems.  Dan had built the 
Hedley’s Bridge dance hall in partnership with Tom 
Connor and it had to be managed. Dan had a small 
income from playing music and also took on twelve cows 
at Sonny ‘Cud’ Nolan across the Smearlagh.  These had to 
be milked and looked after.  Cooking was difficult while 
the house was being built and Patsy fondly remembers 
Sonny’s wife, Mary, who took on baking the bread for 
them and it was Patsy’s job to bring it home. 

But the house got built and Dan and Hannah headed into 
JK’s in Castleisland and bought a full roll of curtain 
material. They brought it home and sat at the kitchen 
table and made curtains for every window. Patsy 
remarked; “There were no venetian or roller blinds those 
days, but I have never forgotten those homemade 
curtains. I can still see that pattern in front of me now”.  

Wonderful Old Neighbours 
Phil Sheehy (Naughton). 

I remember my old neighbours, the McCarthy’s in 
Glashnacree - RIP to them all now. Maggie McCarthy, 
better known as Mage, lived with her brother, Johnny and 
his wife Agnes McKenna. They had a shop and sold flour 
and meal before the creamery store was build. They did 
good business at the time. Agnes often gave me 6d 
sweets for doing a couple of jobs for her. Mage was a 
wonderful housekeeper. She used to help Mary Carmody 
with her washing on a Monday. She always starched the 
white clothes and ironed them while slightly damp. She 
used to caution Mick and myself not to be running 
anywhere near the clothesline. We were very small 
children then.  

My mother used to wash Mary Carmody’s hair and tidy 
her house. Mary suffered from chest ailments. 
Wonderful, helpful neighbours then. Johnny McCarthy’s 
brother, Jerry, was married to Kate Nolan in the home 
place and farm. She was a returned Yank. They had one 
son, Danny and two daughters, Joan and Mary.  Joan 
married Paddy Sheehy from Lacca, Duagh and Mary 
married a man named Gleeson and they emigrated to 
England. 

 
Mikey and Liz (Curran) Nash who lived in Spur. 
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John ‘Davy’ Nolan  
A few words by Joe Harrington at John’s funeral 

I left Lyre at 18 not knowing much about the area. When 
I reconnected with Lyre a few years afterwards I had 
developed an interest in the history of my own place. I 
soon found out that John Nolan was the man to answer 
most of my questions.  

When talking to John you would never guess that he had 
rarely moved outside of his Stacks Mountains home – 
except for a brief trip to New York with Bridie to visit a 
sick relative.  Bridie Mai reminded me last night that their 
main impression of the Big Apple was the big sandwiches. 
John reckoned that if you had those with ‘Tae in the bog’ 
there wouldn’t be much turf cut afterwards. 

John Nolan was born in a house in Carrigcannon that still 
stands.  He often told me how proud he was of the fact 
that his father built that house literally single-handedly – 
he had only one hand.  It is not clear how he lost the hand, 
but he was known to be a bit of a rebel - so, maybe, draw 
your own conclusions. 

 

John turned up at Lyreracrompane National School -on 
July 11 1932. Padraig O’Súilleabháin from west Kerry was 
the teacher and Irish was the language. Lyre school 
operated as a defacto Gaelscoil for a number of years. 
Many years later, at the unveiling of the Dan Paddy 
memorial, Micheal O’Muirearthaig was chatting with 
John and others. As he often does, Michael dropped in 
the cúpla fochal and was surprised to get response back 

‘as gaeilge’.  We explained to Micheál and he was very 
impressed. In later years John would still do all 
calculations in Irish and listened to the news in Irish -
except when the newsreader was from Donegal. 

By the time John left school Bord na Mona was harvesting 
turf on 600 acres of Quills mountain.  John told me he 
wanted to be part of that scene.  His father Davy owned 
a threshing machine and John was impressed by the size 
alone of the machine and the workings of it. Now on the 
side of Quills mountain there were even bigger and more 
impressive machines and a locomotive on ten miles of 
track. 

The rebel broke out in John and he applied for a job there 
even though he was two years under the legal age to start 
work.  He got the job and got to know another 
mechanical-minded man there, Harry Starken from 
Germany, who was in charge of making sure that the 
machines ran smoothly.  John eventually became the 
driver of the Locomotive and he told me it was LM12 – an 
American built Whitcomb – from Illinois.   

Driving the Loco on a sometimes steep hillside had its 
dangers and John once gave me a memento of the time – 
a slip brake – a piece of flat shaped steel that had to be 
placed on the track  in front of the loco if it started to slide 
coming down hill.  He often had to throw sand on the rails 
too in an effort to get traction.  John told me that the loco 
was the only one in the country that had to be started on 
petrol but then changed over to diesel to be driven and 
changed back to petrol to be stopped.  The height of 
technology those days - and no health and safety 
regulations.  After talking to John, I would feel I knew 
enough to drive the loco myself.  

Something else John gave me was his union card. In 1955 
the workers joined the Federation of Rural Workers and 
ten years later transferred to the Irish Transport and 
General Workers Union.  The weekly subscription was 9d. 
He was secretary of the local section at one stage.  As part 
of the union the Bord na Mona workers in Lyreacrompane 
were part of the pressure that led to substantial wage 
increases and better working conditions over the years. 

1952 was a big year for John. He told me that a thousand 
people gathered at Roches Racecourse to see the final of 
the Healy cup between Carrig Sarsfields and Smearlagh 
Rangers.  There were four teams in the local district 
league at the time. The others were Boola Tones and St 
Mary’s from Clahane.  It was six pence to get in the gate 
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and the Scartaglen pipe and drum band brought more 
razzmatazz to the occasion. The famous Kerry Footballer 
Niall Sheehy, who won his first medal with John Mitchels 
that year, was there as were the three surviving members 
of the first Kerry Team to will an All-Ireland.  Carrig 
Sarsfields won the game and the captain, John ‘Davy’ 
Nolan, was presented with the Healy Cup by Maurice 
McCarthy of that first Kerry All-Ireland winning team. 

John spent some years in the FCA and had the medals to 
prove it. The concern during the war years was that 
German spies might be around. Why they should have 
been traipsing around Lyreacrompane is a bit of a 
mystery.   The national policy at the time was to take 
down all road signs to confuse the spies.  John told me 
that in Lyreacrompane they concluded that it would be 
better to just turn the signs around in the opposite 
direction and really wreck the German’s heads. 

I cut turf with John in 1966 – a year famous for England 
winning the World Cup. It was all I wanted to talk about 
while we worked in the bog.  John described watching 
soccer as like watching paint dry. I have since concluded 
that he was right. 

John contributed much to the Lyreacrompane and District 
Journal by way of local information over many years. He 
was a real memory man.  In later years I sometimes met 
John on the Mass Path on his tractor heading for the 
graveyard beyond the Smearlagh to spend time with his 
beloved Bridie.  While his thoughts were elsewhere, he 
still took time to answer my sometimes-foolish questions. 

John had a ‘sean focal’ (old saying) from his school days. 
It went something like this; ‘Fan ar lar an bóthair agus ní 
beg baol go deo orth’. Loosely translated it means “Stay 
in the middle of the road and you will never be in danger”. 
And John more or less did just that.  He held his position 
proudly in our community. His approach to life 
encouraged people to have time for people – and time for 
the old ways.  

I think John is the last of the original Bord na Mona men. 
My father, Christy Harrington, worked beside John and in 
my youth I saw from my home how they and many others 
from our community changed the colour of Quills 
mountain from brown to black each year bringing a level 
of prosperity unknown up to then to our isolated, upland 
community. John was a treasure.  He never went to 
university and at the university of life he wasn’t just a 

pupil – he was a teacher.  It was my delight to meet John 
Davy Nolan along the road of life. 

 
Bridie and John Nolan.  

 

Rowdyism Rampant in Knocknagoshel 
This was the heading to a ‘Letter to the Editor’ 
from someone signing him/herself ‘A bird of 
Passage’ in the Kerry Evening Pose of March 23, 
1881. It went as follows… 

Sir – It is a most painful to experience the social 
disorder that now prevails in the above little 
village, which was, some time ago, remarkable 
for its peaceful and law-abiding disposition. 
When peaceful and respectable parties are 
enjoying their quiet repose at night the above 
little village is paraded by a band of vile ruffians 
who keep yelling and rowing; and not content 
with that they throw stones into respectable 
houses, breaking windows and endangering lives 
who may happen to be situated near or in line 
with those windows.   

It is most desirable that the authorities would 
now see the necessity of placing four policemen 
here until this lawless state has come to a proper 
ebb. The emergency requires immediate 
attention and should this be neglected the writer 
believes that this suggestion will be attended to 
when it is too late. It’s only a few days since that 
I took a hasty trip through this Knocknagoshel 
and its vicinity and I say that it is a most 
unenviable place to sojourn. 

I remain, sir, your obedient servant.  

A Bird of Passage. 
23 



Ballymac and Fake News 
Trump may have invented the term ‘Fake News’ but a 
hundred years ago the British authorities were busy 
creating it.  As the War of Independence intensified in 
early 1920s London decided to clear out Dublin Castle and 
new officials were assigned including Basil Brooke, a war 
correspondent for the Daily Mail. He set about using his 
journalistic skills to get out propaganda as news. 

The information section of the police was led by Captain 
Hugh Pollard, who had worked on propaganda at the 
British war office during World War 1. Pollard and a 
colleague, Captain William Darling, published the official 
‘Weekly Summary’.  It contained a lot of Fake News. Their 
lies were uncovered on a number of cases, one of which 
was connected to Kerry.  

On November 12th, 1920, an auxiliary raid at the 
creamery manager’s house in Ballymacelligott, led by the 
notorious Major John Mackinnon, left John Leen (24) and 
Maurice Reidy (25) dead. A press party from Dublin 
Castle, including Captain Pollard, happened to be in the 
area.  Their ‘report’ appeared in the Illustrated London 
News showing the “battle”.  

 

Subsequently it became clear that the Dublin Castle press 
officers had staged an event aimed at producing a more 
positive slant on the story.  Using auxiliaries, some 
dressed as civilians, at Vico Road, Killiney, Co Dublin they 
acted out the story to better portray a “Big battle near 
Tralee”. Pathé also filmed the fictional encounter and 

reported on a “significant success” for the Crown Forces. 
Photographs also appeared showing three dead bodies 
while soldiers took “Sinn Féiners” prisoner.  

Incidentally, along those living on Vico Road these days is 
Bono of U2 fame. 

Footnote: Shortly after the Ballymac incident McKinnon 
was killed in Tralee Town Park by ex-British soldier Healy 
from Tralee. Following the shooting Healy went into 
hiding at Leens in Kilduff. 

Last Post! 

 
Postman Seán O'Connell on his last day as 

Lyreacrompane Postman delivering mail to Norrie 
O’Connell, Carrigcannon on Friday November 31, 2018 

The Kerryman reported on Sean’s retirement 

Nearly 40 years of dedicated service to the mail was 
marked in Lyreacrompane in 2018 as the community gave 
thanks to its postman on his retirement – ending a career 
spanning 38 years – probably the longest ever serving 
postman for the area. 

“We appreciate Sean’s long contribution and wish him a 
long and happy retirement”, local woman, Kay O’Leary 
said. She went on; “We are delighted too that 
Lyreacrompane still has its post office, a very much 
appreciated institution in the area.  We wish our 
Postmaster, Johnny Nolan, all the best for the future”. 
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Hell for Leather in Lyreacrompane! 
Murt Collins from Knocknagoshel (and Clare) starts one of 
his Irish Rambling House stories as follows… “When we 
men drink, we get very intelligent and the more we drink 
the more intelligent we get”. This certainly applies to this 
story from 1889.  The weekly Petty Sessions were on in 
Listowel, held before Captain R. A. Massey, R.M. and Mr 
George Hewson, JP.  A Daniel O’Leary and others had 
been ‘summoned by the Queen’, represented by Head-
Constable Thomas Stretton, for assaulting Maurice 
Carmody and other. 

The story began the previous month, on April 22 to be 
precise, when Maurice Carmody hopped out of bed bright 
and early in his home in Pound Lane, Listowel.  He wasn’t 
going to miss the fun of the Fair day in Castleisland.  Soon 
his two sons and himself were heading up through the 
Light House road in Lyreacrompane and in by Pound Road 
to Castleisland. The day went well and just before six they 
were merry enough as they turned their horse and cart 
for home. A Tom Dowde was with them as they 
approached Gleeson’s public house in Carrigcannon. 

It is not recorded as to which of them suggested going in 
for ‘a few pints’ but it was probably agreed unanimously.  
So, Maurice, his two sons, Thomas and Pat, and Tom 
Dowde were just ordering their drinks when Maurice 
heard someone call him “lordeen” in a not too friendly 
fashion.  Turning to see who it was Maurice recognised 
Daniel O’Leary in the company of Prendiville and Curtin 
who had just followed them in the door. They too were 
on their way home to north Kerry from the fair and they 
too had decided to top up the drink they had taken in 
Castleisland. Carmody clarified that his name wasn’t 
‘lordeen’ and it rested so.   

Sometime later when Maurice Carmody and his party left 
Gleeson’s public house he had “a share of drink taken”. 
At this stage they had an O’Connell man with them. They 
hadn’t noticed that Daniel O’Leary had left before them, 
but they soon found out when, at full gallop, they caught 
up with them about a mile further on and, in fine style, 
passed them out.  O’Leary was having none of this second 
place status and encouraged his horse to take back the 
lead. They were now approaching Lyreacrompane Bridge 
which, then, was a narrow humped-backed structure with 
room for only one cart to pass safely over at a time. 

‘Hell for leather’ best describes what happened next. 
With a hundred yards to go to the bridge O’Leary called 
out for “half the road”. Carmody, like Ben Hur, wouldn’t 
give ground.  O’Leary again “screeched” for half the road 
and drove his cart on until its shaft came inside the 
overhanging legs of one of Carmody’s sons who grabbed 
O’Leary’s horse by the head to drag it to a stop.  As both 
carts ground to a halt Carmody hopped off and was 
immediately knocked to the ground by Prendiville who 
also, allegedly, beat him with his crop and kicked him in 
the jaw. The remainder of the story unfolded in front of 
Captain Massey at the Petty Sessions in Listowel exactly a 
month later. 

Questioned by Captain Massey, Carmody confirmed that 
both O’Leary and Prendiville kicked him while he was on 
the ground and claimed that; “Only for Connell calling out 
‘murder’ they would have killed me”.  Shades of the Land 
War and the Moonlighters surfaced when he was asked 
why he thought the attack was so vicious. Maurice 
Carmody answered that it might have been because he 
was “drawing hay on Mrs Sandes farm last year”. 

Head-Constable Stretton confirmed that the incident 
took place near the RIC barracks in Lyreacrompane but 
there were no policemen on duty at the time – “only the 
guard”. Thomas Dowde, who, remember, was in the cart 
with the Carmodys, then gave his evidence.  He said he 
had tried to come between Carmody and O’Leary to stop 
the skirmish and he saw no one kicking Maurice Carmody 
when he was on the ground. He said that the only one 
drunk was “old Carmody”. He described how, after the 
row, O’Leary ran back towards the public house with the 
Carmodys in hot pursuit but unable to catch them. 
Thomas Dowde said he saw “…young Carmody firing 
stones and Prendiville bleeding”.  

Captain Massey said that Dowde’s evidence was given 
“very fairly” and threw a great deal of light on the 
transaction. Massey then summed up the case, according 
to the Kerry Evening Post of May 22, 1889, as “simply 
more or less a drunken row arising out of those cars 
coming in collision”. He then sentenced all three 
Carmodys to 14 days with hard labour and gave O’Leary 
and Prendiville the same. The Curtin man, who was in 
O’Leary’s cart, seems to have stayed out of the row and 
is not mentioned. This dramatic incident in the generally 
quite rural area of Lyreacrompane must have been talked 
about for years.  
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Julia Dillon in Kelly Country 
Joe Harrington 

Just picture the scene.  The year? Not sure about that but 
somewhere between 1929 and 1945. The place - 
Lyreacrompane.  The main actor – the local postman. He 
is standing beside his bike on the Lighthouse Road - the 
Listowel to Castleisland road as we know it today.  He is 
rummaging through a handful of letters and parcels in his 
postbag that he is to deliver in the townland. One parcel 
in particular catches his eye. The stamp identifies it as 
having travelled the furthest of all - twelve thousand 
miles from Victoria, Australia.  A quick glance at the 
postmark revealed that it had started its journey in 
Essendon, Melbourne. The packet feels like it might 
contain a book and is addressed to; Messrs Dillon Bros, 
Lyreacrompane, Co Kerry, Ireland.  It is delivered safely 
into the hands of Paddy Dillane at the ‘Barracks’. 

What was in that parcel and did the sender ever get a 
reply to the accompanying note?  Any sort of an answer 
to these questions requires us to travel into the valley of 
Knockanure – specifically to the home of local historian, 
Jer Kennelly. Jer runs the North Kerry Wordpress website. 
It is full of everything relating to North Kerry and to the 
exiles from our place. It was from Jer that we found some 
answers to the letter delivered by the Lyre postman.  

It seems that a letter had also arrived from the same 
address in Melbourne to Ger’s grandfather in 1945. How 
do we know the date?  While the original letter is mislaid 
the second page was transcribed and Jer has it on 
northkerry.wordpress.com   The letter mentions that the 
Duke with and Duchess of Gloucester was in  Australia to 
take up the job of Governor-General - an event marked 
by the issuing of a stamp in their honor - in 1945. 

 
Stamp commemorating the Duke and Duchess of 

Gloucester’s visit to Australia in 1945. 

The letter to JJ Kennelly at Gortdromagowna, Knockanure 
was from a cousin in Australia – James Jerome Kenneally.  
The part of the letter still in existence explains a lot… 

…The North Western portion of this State has been visited 
by a plague of grasshoppers. Some say the hoppers came 
to visit His Royal Highness, Duke of Gloucester who is still 
here and must feel somewhat bored with the fulsome 
flattery and other rubbish that is daily heaped upon him 
by the Jingoistic element in these parts. In the hope of 
getting an advertisement for my book. I sent a copy to the 
Duke, but so far, I have not heard from him. If he accepts, 
the papers will have a feature of “Ned Kelly” being 
installed in the bosom of the Royal Family, but if he does 
not accept  I will send a similar copy to President De Valera 
with a suitable letter. 

My father, Dan Kenneally arrived in Melbourne in 186?  
My mother, Julia nee Dillon of Lyrecrompane, with her 
four children -Johanna Matthew, Honora, and Daniel 
arrived at Melbourne on the 10th of August 1865. Patrick 
had died in Listowel. He was between Matt and Honora. 
Those born in Australia were Julia (Mrs. Ryan), Jeremiah 
who died on 31st of August 1884, James Jerome yours 
truly, Elizabeth and Mary (Mother Benedict at the 
Presentation Convent, Windsor, Melbourne). Dan died 
16th July 1933. Honora is an invalid and has lived with me 
for many years. Matt is a well to do farmer at Eleven Mile 
Creek, Glenrowan West, Victoria, Australia. Matt has 
three sons and one daughter. Dan had four sons and three 
daughters. Mrs. Ryan had two sons and two daughters. 
Matt married Bridget O Brien, Dan married Ellen Kelliher 
and I married Elie (Emily) Deegan.  

I addressed a copy of my book to Messrs Dillon Bros, 
Lyrecrompane, but I have not heard from any of them. I 
understand that some of Ned Dillon’s sons are still living 
in the old family homestead and I would like to learn 
something about them. I am inclined to think that Cousin 
Tim Kennelly when living in West Australia was not very 
enthusiastic in his search for relatives in Victoria. I 
contested the Mernda Federal Electorate as a Labour 
Candidate in December 1906 and again in 1910. In each 
case I was defeated by one of my own nationality. In 1906 
the late Richard O Neil acted as vote splitter for Robert 
Harper the retiring (outgoing?) Member. In 1910 Mr. 
Thomas Hunt of Kilmore, who had previously attended as 
delegate to the Pan Celtic Congress in Ireland acted, 
knowingly or unknowingly as Harpers vote splitter 

The result was Harper protectionist 7900 votes. Kennelly 
Labour 7200 votes. Hunt Independent Labour 1945 votes.  
In a non-Labour Electorate, my effort was regarded, as 
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the best fight put up for Labour in the whole 
Commonwealth Elections of 1910. 

I am pleased to learn that you are taking a keen interest 
in Public Affairs. 
With Fondest Love to All and Wishing you and yours a 
Happy Christmas and a Happy and Prosperous New Year.  
Your Loving Cousin  
Essendon, Melbourne. 

This letter from James Jerome Kenneally, a son of a 
Lyreacrompane woman, Julia Dillon, mentioned a book. 
In 1929 he had written the first serious account of 
Australia’s best known ‘Bushranger’, Ned Kelly.  His 
sources for his account were sound and close. His parents 
had been neighbours of the Kelly family in Glenrowan.  
When Jerome’s brother passed away the Australian 
newspaper, the ‘North Eastern Ensign’ of February 5, 
1937, reported the death of Mathew Kenneally, at his 
residence at Glenrowan West at the age of 79 years.  “He 
was the son of Dan Kenneally of the Listowel area and 
Julia Dillon of Lyrecrompane and came to Victoria with his 
parents at an early age. He had been a farmer at Eleven 
Mile Creek in Glenrowan West. He was interred in the 
Benalla cemetery where Rev. Father O’Reilly read the 
service at the graveside. The coffin bearers were Messrs 
Kenneally, J.J. Griffiths, J. Cotter, and L. Halloran. The pall 
bearers were Jim Kelly, Ned Griffiths, P. Keady, A. Bower,’ 
P. Halloran. J. ‘M. Lee,’. M. Kenneally and Tim Kenneally. 
Glenrowan is famous as the town in which the Kelly gang 
fought it out with the police and where Ned was captured.  
It seems that one of the pall bearers, Jim Kelly, was Ned 
Kelly’s only surviving brother. The Griffiths would have 
been Ned Kelly’s nephews”. 
 

 
 

Jer Kennelly of Knockanure believes that Dan Kenneally 
was one of at least four Kennelly brothers who were 
landowners in Pallas Banemore, Rathea and 
Gortdrommagowna. It seems Dan was in the yeomanry 
before emigrating to Australia ahead of his wife Julia and 
family. Like many others on arrival the lure of gold took 
him into one of the goldmining areas – Gaffney Creek, 118 
miles east of Melbourne.  The pickings were never great 
at that mine. After Julie joined her husband in Australia 
her daughter, Elizabeth, was born and registered there - 
in 1870.  All her other children, born up to that point, 
were also registered on the same day. 
 
Later the family moved 150 miles north of Melbourne to 
Goomalibee near Glenrowan where they farmed for 
many years and were neighbours of the Kellys. When Dan 
died in late 1898 at the age of 78 the local paper, the 
Benalla North Eastern Ensign, carried an obituary which 
said that Dan was “…one of our oldest colonists, having 
arrived in Victoria … in 1863.  …he tried his luck upon the 
goldfields but finally took up a selection of land at 
Goomalibee… bringing up a large family. Deceased, a 
native of Kerry, was a typical Irishman and his quaint 
disposition and warm-heartedness had won him the 
goodwill of everyone who knew him. He was one of the 
few remaining relics of a people who preserved the soul 
of Irish nationality, who transplanted its vigorous spirit 
under the Southern Cross and who helped to raise the 
standard of Australia’s present welfare…” 
 

 
A Kenneally headstone in Benella, Victoria. 

 
Julia, Dan’s wife, outlived him by 17 years and died on 24 
July 1915 at Benella near Glenrowan. Once again the 
‘North Eastern Ensign’ recorded the fact that; “…Julia, nee 
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Dillon, relict of the late Mr Daniel Kenneally …died at 
Goomalbee aged about 80 years. Deceased was the 
mother of a large and respectable family, among them 
being Matthew Kenneally, of Winton/Glenrowan West, J. 
J. Kenneally, at one time an auctioneer at Benalla, Mrs 
Robert L Ryan, of Yarrawonga, and Mary (Sister M 
Benedict) of the Presentation Convent, Windsor”. The 
paper described Mrs Kenneally as; “…a typical 
Irishwoman, and like most of her sex hailing from the 
Green Isle, she was a generous, warm hearted, person 
whose hospitality was unbounded. She was buried in the 
Catholic portion of Benalla cemetery beside her late 
husband, one of the district’s most worthy pioneers - the 
burial service being read by the Rev J, O’Reilly, P.P.” 

Incidentally, the Presentation College, once known as the 
Presentation Convent School mentioned above, was 
closed 105 years later - at the end of 2020 and the 
statement issued explained this was, “… due to a shift in 
the residential make-up of inner Melbourne suburbs….  At 
the same time, circumstances have reduced public 
confidence in the Catholic Church”. Different times surely. 
 
The Melbourne Argus of February 22, 1949, announced 
the passing of; “…James Jerome Kenneally, of Daisy street. 
Essendon, Victoria aged 78 years – the son of Dan 
Kennelly of Listowel area and Julia Dillon of 
Lyrecrompane. In 1929 he had published a comprehensive 
account of the Kelly Gang who were acquaintances of his 
father, Dan Kennelly”. 
 

 
James Jerome Kenneally, who wrote the  

book, ‘The Inner History of the Kelly Gang’, 
 and his wife Emily Winifred Deegan. 

 
 

	
Lyreacrompane woman, Julia Dillon  

and her daughter Elizabeth.	

A footnote to the story of Julia and Dan relates to 
the ship they are believed to have travelled on to 
Australia. There are no shipping records to prove 
they travelled on the famous ship – the Lightning 
but, within the family descendants it is believed 
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that they did arrive separately (probably four years 
apart) on that clipper. 

The Lightning was built in the USA in 1854, at a 
cost of £32,000, for the Black Ball Line in Liverpool. 
Right away it began to set records. She crossed 
from New York to Liverpool in 13 days, 19½ hours. 
In 1854–55, she made the passage from 
Melbourne to Liverpool in 65 days, completing a 
circumnavigation of the world in 5 months, 9 days, 
which included 20 days spent in port.  Back then 
those were impressive achievements.  

After one of its many trips to Australia the 
Lightning was fully loaded for a return voyage to 
Liverpool when it accidentally caught fire. The date 
was October 30, 1869 and the place was Geelong 
in Port Philip Bay just over forty miles west of 
Melbourne. She was carrying 4,300 bales of wool, 
200 tons of copper, 35 casks of wine, and 
some tallow. When it became clear that the fire 
could not be controlled the Lightening was towed 
seven miles out into the bay and scuttled in 27 feet 
of water.  

 
Part of an Emigrant Fleet in Hobsons Bay,  

outside Melbourne. The Lightening is on the left. 
(Drawn by Captain D.O. Robertson, who once 

commanded the ship). 

 
The sad end of the Lightning in 1869. 

My thanks to Christine Kenneally, Australia for 
passing on information she has on her ancestors, 
Dan and Julia Kenneally. Christine is an award-
winning journalist and author who has written for 
publications such as The New Yorker and the New 
York Times. Her book, ‘The Invisible History of the 
Human Race: How DNA and History Shape Our 
Identities and Our Futures’, was one of 100 New 
York Times Notable Books of 2014.  My thanks also 
to Jer Kennelly, local historian, for access to his 
wide knowledge of the genealogy of families in 
north Kerry and to Kay O’Leary for help on the 
genealogy side of thing too. 

 

St. Michael’s College Facelift 1903 
In the early 1900s St. Michael’s College Listowel, which 
was founded in 1879, was in urgent need of renovation 
and a fundraising drive was undertaken.  Towards the end 
of 1903 the subscribers were named and thanked 
through the pages of the Kerry People newspaper. The 
largest single amount was contributed by Lord Listowel – 
an ostentatious £50. Limerick merchants, James 
Bannatyne and Sons enclosed a cheque for twenty-five 
guineas.  Fr. John J. O’Connor, one of the first students to 
enroll in the college, send on £5 from his parish in 
Pennsylvania “…in order that the rising male generation 
of North Kerry may have at their doors the means of 
obtaining a sound education”. Three guineas arrived from 
a couple of priests in Australia. $100 was collected from 
ten contributors in San Jose, California by a Rev. Barnaby 
Cantillon. Pounds and half-crowns came in from all parts 
of the county. The following contributed from the 
Rathea/Lyreacrompane area….  

P. Trant, R.D.C, Toornageehy - £1. 
T. O’Connell, C. R.D.C., Toornageehy - 7s.6d. 
J. Galvin Rathea, J. Kirby Rathea,  J.J. Keane Rathea,  
Mrs. Kirby Derrindaff, M. Larkin Rathea, G. Stack 
Tournageehy - 5s. each. 
C. Galvin; Glenderry - 4s.  
G. Galvin Glenderry, G. Galvin Rathea, Mrs. Prendeville 
Rathea, Miss A. Lyons Rathea - 2s. 6d. each 
T Galvin Glenderry, M McElligott Rathea  
P Dillon Derrindaff,  Mrs. O’Connor Derrindaff - 2s. 
Wm. McElligott, Rathea - Is. 6d 
D. Lyons, Rathea; W, Joyce, Rathea - 1s.  
M. Costello, Lyre 6d 
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Lyreacrompane in the 1950s 

As years go 1956 had a lot going on. Elvis Presley enters 
the United States music charts for the first time, with 
‘Heartbreak Hotel’.  Norma Jean Mortenson became 
Marilyn Monroe. Doris Day recorded Que Sera, Sera.  My 
Fair Lady opened on Broadway.  Videotape is first 
demonstrated by Ampex. Rocky Marciano retired 
undefeated.  The first Eurovision Song Contest is 
broadcast from Switzerland and the host country won 
with ‘Refrain’ by Lys Assia.  The hard disk drive was 
invented by an IBM team, led by Reynold B. Johnson. Fidel 
Castro and his followers land in Cuba, from the yacht 
Granma. 

There was plenty going on in Lyreacrompane too and Dan 
Paddy Andy’s Hall at Renagown wasn’t just for dancing.  
Picture shows were popular there with motion pictures of 
the time been shown on the silver screen midweek.  In 
June 1956 Kingdom Pictures presented The War of the 
Worlds - a 1953 American technicolour science fiction 
film from Paramount Pictures staring Gene Barry and Ann 
Robinson. The film was a loose adaptation of the novel of 
the same name by H. G. Wells.    The War of the Worlds 
won an Academy Award for Best Visual Effects.  It cost $2 
million to make and had a running time of 85 minutes. 

 

This is the poster used to advertise the film and it is easy 
to imagine those who attended the screening at Dan’s 

Hall looking over their shoulder on their way home for 
any Martian UFOs in the night sky seeking targets in 
Lyreacrompane to destroy with their ‘Heat Rays’! 

Earlier on in February the Smearlaside Players were 
staging successful concerts at Hedley’s Bridge Hall and at 
the Six Crosses Hall.  Outside competition came in the 
form of Purcell’s Road Show which camped on the 
Racecourse in Carrigcannon and put on a nightly variety 
concert and Bazaar. Good crowds attended those 
amusements. 

A more unusual event took place in November 1956 when 
a number of cars of various models took part in trials at 
Renagown Cross.  A big number of local people gathered 
to watch the jalopies get revved up.  

There was entertainment too on the pitch. A local seven-
a-side league brought great excitement in the game 
between Dromadda and Glashnanoon. After an hour of 
“tense, exciting football” Dromada won by four points. 
The winning team had Pat Brosnan in goals and the other 
six were T Horan, Gay Starken, Pat Starkin, T O’Connor, M 
Lyons and J O’Connor. 

Election excitement hit the area in February 1956 when 
Lyreacrompane man Dan Jim Moloney challenged for a 
seat for Fianna Fail from his Listowel home.  His slogan in 
this by-election paraphrased Sarsfield; “Moloney is the 
word and Moloney is the man”. 

On this occasion Dan Jim was beaten by Clann Na 
Poblachta’s Kathleen O’Connor, daughter of Johnny 
O’Connor whose death caused the By-Election. At age 21 
she was the third youngest to be elected to the Dail up to 
that time. Fianna Fail had thrown everything behind Dan 
including a four day visit by Eamonn De Velera to north 
Kerry during which he addressed meetings in Causeway, 
Knocknagoshel, Ballyheigue, Ballybunion and Tralee 
culminating in a finally rally in Listowel.  

The Tralee meeting was particularly impressive. He 
arrived from Ballyseedy Cross with an escort of 20 
motorcyclists and was received at the town boundary by 
a huge crowd, who surrounded his car and cheered him 
loudly. Then, escorted by the Cullen (Millstreet) Pipers’ 
Band, a large contingent of torch-bearers and a guard of 
honour of I.R.A. veterans it  passed through streets lined 
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by cheering crowds to the meeting place in Denny Street 
where Dev addressed a crowd estimated to be 12,000. 

 

But it was not to be. However, Dan Jim Moloney was 
elected in the subsequent 1957 General Election before 
losing his seat in 1961.  

1957 saw hopes rise that busses would soon be seen in 
Lyre. CIE was reported to be considering extending the 
Tralee/Listowel bus service to embrace the district.  Local 
people wishing to travel by bus to Tralee or Listowel had 
to walk to Banemore Cross or the Waterfall, Kilflynn, 
before they could get a connection.  Due to the 
deplorable condition of the roads it was not feasible to 
run a service through the area up to then, but with the 
roads leading to Lyre undergoing repairs it was hoped a 
bus service would follow. This turned out to be wishful 
thinking and the best CIE did was to run a bus service to 
Ballybunion over the summer months. 

Christmas time in that same year of 1957 was brightened 
by the appearance in local shops of Christmas cards 
bearing the message ‘Christmas Greetings from 
Lyreacrompane’.  These cards contained a photograph of 
the new church and were well designed. 

The Castleisland players presented the three-act comedy, 
‘Professor Tim’, at Lyreacrompane in May 1957 in aid of 
the local Church Building Fund.  The new church had been 
opened the previous year and fundraising was still on 
going. This was also a very active and busy time for the 
Lyre Drama Group presenting plays and concerts.  Some 
of these were staged in Lyre National School where a 
partition between the two biggest rooms could be 
opened to provide a large seating area for audiences. 

The Duagh G.A.A. Drama Group presented Thomas King 
Moylan's hilarious 4-act comedy ‘A Damsel for Dublin’ 
(written in 1945) to a large audience at Lyre school and 
the Duagh school children presented a concert at the 
same venue in aid of Parochial Funds. 

These things and events were taking place, however, at a 
time when the area was experiencing a lot of emigration.  
The summer of 1957 saw the departure for Canada of the 
Buckley Family who operated Banemore Post Office.  
Thomas Buckley was well known in the area – especially 
for his role in acting as spokesperson for deputations 
representing County Council bog workers.  The living 
standards of many local families had been improved by 
the jobs provided and the workers showed their 
appreciation of his efforts by presenting him with a travel 
clock on his departure.  Mrs Buckley was presented with 
a piece of jewellery. 

Seasonal work in Bord Na Mona and other bogs, from 
May to September, provided increased income in the 
area during the 1950s. The Kerryman of May 25, 1957 
carried the report that “Since Tuesday of last week, a big 
number of local men have secured employment on bogs 
at Lyreacrompane. Upwards of thirty men leave Kilflynn 
Cross every morning on a lorry owned and driven by Mr. 
Michael Fuller, of the Half-Way”. 

However, local football clubs were losing players “to the 
Boat”.  The work available in the Council run bogs and in 
Bord Na Mona was a stabilising factor but petrol 
rationing, due to the Suez Crisis was countering this 
positive element. A lot of workers had found that the 
most economical way of traveling the mostly long 
distances in reasonable comfort to work was the 
motorbike, but petrol rationing was now pushing them 
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back to walking or the bike. Many choose to take the 
‘Cattle Boat’ instead. 

During 1957 the local football club lost its chairman, two 
secretaries and treasurer in addition to a number of 
players. The club's chairman, Mr. Pat Brosnan, an 
outstanding worker for Gaelic games in the locality, 
emigrated to England and became a member of the staff 
at Aston-on-Trent Mental Hospital, Derbyshire. 

 
Aston-on-Trent Psychiatric Hospital, Derbyshire  

( photo taken after it was closed). 

The secretary, Mr. J. P. Carey, also a very able official and 
an outstanding footballer, followed him. J. P. was a 
member of the Carrig Sarsfields team that won the Con 
Healy Memorial Cup in 1952 and 1953. He captained the 
Rest of Lyre team in their spectacular win over Bord na 
Mona in 1956. The man who replaced him as secretary, 
Mr. John Costello, subsequently emigrated to the United 
States. The club suffered a further setback with the 
departure for America of its popular treasurer, Mr, Pat 
Starken. 

Matters like this were surely discussed at the AGMs of the 
various political party branches in the area. The AGM of 
the Fianna Fail branch, that year, saw Jeremiah Long re-
elected to the Chair.  The position of Secretary when to 
Charlie Molyneaux and the Joint Treasurers were John 
Dillon and Dan Canty. Tommy McEllistrim TD attended 
the meeting. 

A commentator of the time noted that “Time marches on 
and the echoes of brave words and golden promises 
spoken from election platforms die away and life in Lyre 
district goes on in much the same old manner.  Credit, 
however, must be given where it is due and there is no 
doubt that the County Council have made a genuine effort 
to improve local roads recently. They have even built a 
new Council house here, the first in living memory. A new 
scheme has been opened by Bord na Mona in 

Carrigcannon which is also very much to the good. In 
other matters this district is still very far behind. No rural 
electrification, no public transport, many families living in 
condemned houses, lack of some kind of social centre, are 
all very serious local problems. Worse, still, the young men 
of the district are drifting away, week after week. No 
prospects here, they say, and it is hard to disagree with 
them” 

In the meantime, Lyreacrompane continued to do what it 
did best – produce turf. One of the more unusual things 
the product was used for was making houses – well, 
miniature dwellings for the tourist market. Architect and 
designer, Babe Jo Collins of Church St, Listowel, made 
perfect replicas of Irish rural homesteads with 
accompanying ricks of hay and turf and outhouses.  She 
called her creations; ‘The Ould Sod’. One old man who 
had emigrated forty-five years previously was deeply 
touched when his daughter, on a visit to Kerry, brought 
‘The Ould Sod’ back to him. It had been produced from a 
sod of turf from his native townland – Lyreacrompane. 

The Knocknagoshel notes in the Kerryman of July 12, 1958 
carried the story that Miss M. Nolan N.T. who had been 
teaching in Knocknagoshel for a number of years had 
taken up an appointment in her native Lyreacrompane. 

Late 1958 also saw the publication of ‘Working Conditions 
in Ireland and Their Effect on Irish Emigration’ by P.J. 
Morrissey Jnr, from Knockbrane, Lixnaw and dedicated to 
the late Rev. Patrick O’Connor of Lyreacrompane. It cost 
12s. 6d. Fr. Pat O'Connor of St. Gertrude's Rectory, 
Edgemere, Long Island, New York had died in the summer 
of the previous year. During the erection of the new 
Church at Lyreacrompane he, apparently, subscribed very 
generously. Fr. O'Connor aged 52, had been a student at 
St. Michael's, Listowel, and St. Kieran's Seminary, 
Kilkenny, before ordination. He had been due to arrive 
home on holidays on August 11. 

 
 

JOE’S COUNTRY KINGDOM 
Broadcast from Lyreacrompane 

Tuesdays and Saturdays 9 to 11pm  
To tune in just go to… 

www.irishcountrymusicradio.com  
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Foundlings Unite! 
 

2020 has been an incredible year, where determination 
and a lifelong goal has paid off!  Tracing family origin has 
been top of my agenda for nearly five decades. The 
importance and significance of this journey for me was all 
about identity! 
 
As a baby, on the 11th of March 1968 in Dundalk Co. 
Louth, I was found on the floor of a telephone phone 
kiosk in a tartan bag. I had been prepared well for my 
journey that lay ahead. I was subsequently placed for 
adoption and grew up in Co. Meath. My parents were 
very open about my adoption from a very young age. I 
was in my thirties when I discovered that I had been a 
foundling. The emotional impact lay very much towards 
the fate of my birth mother and what she must have gone 
through all those years ago.  
 
In the 1960’s, Ireland was very much a hostile place for 
women who fell pregnant out of wedlock. They had little 
or no support and many endured a lifetime locked in 
silence. They were forced to make difficult decisions that 
were beyond their control. As a result, it has had a 
rippling effect for decades thereafter. 
 
It has taken many years of searching to get to where I am 
today but advances in DNA technology has enabled so 
many of us to unlock the mysteries of the past that 
otherwise could have been lost forever. In July 2019, out 
of the blue (a year after I had taken a DNA test), I was 
approached by the UK show “Long Lost Family - “Born 
without Trace’’. They had discovered that I was a match 
to a gentleman that they were doing a search for. That 
match turned out to be a full sibling match - my brother, 
David Mc Bride. He too was a foundling.  
 

In January 1962, at just two weeks old, David was placed 
on the front seat of a car in a tartan bag, in Dunmurry, 
Northern Ireland.  It materialised that we both were on a 
parallel journey in search of our identity. Thanks to the 
show, especially their researchers, we were brought 
together and have since paved the way for our journey to 
Lyreacrompane. It has opened my eyes to how fortunate 
we both have been, on such an intense and emotional 
journey and to have had the support, direction and 
expertise of an incredible team who showed us great 
respect every step of the way. 
 

On January 14th, 2020 myself and David set foot in 
Lyreacrompane in Co. Kerry for the first time. I was taken 
aback by the peace, tranquility and beauty that was 

surrounding us on that cold afternoon. I stood beside my 
brother at our birth mother’s grave, on the final day of 
filming.  Unfortunately, she had passed away in 2017. As 
we stood there, I reflected on her life. Leaving her family 
in this remote area and travelling to Dublin to start a new 
and exciting life at 17 and the trials and tribulations she 
encountered and the circumstances surrounding her 
choice for David and me. Then I thought of how poignant 
it was that we both ended up united on her homeland to 
pay our respects.!! 
 
As we close one chapter and begin another, I hope that 
our story will be met with a willingness to pass on the 
stories of the past without fear or judgment. I feel we 
should celebrate those who have gone before us, 
remembering their strength and courage, that helped 
them through difficult times. 
 
Six months after filming I returned to the area but 
unfortunately due to Covid 19, I was unable to make 
contact with extended family or locals to find out 
information that would help piece her life together and 
give us an insight into who she was.  
 
Thanks to www.lyreacrompane.com for all your help and 
the opportunity to put pen to paper and highlight our 
celebration on finding our birth mother. 
Kind regards, 
Helen Ward (hmlward@gmail.com) 
 

 
David McBride and Helen Ward. 
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Brief History of Turraun Bog  
Fr. Brian Starken. 

The end of the 19th Century saw a new industry come to 
Pullough, Co Offaly. In the 1890s Kieran Farrell began a 
peat harvesting business at Turraun bog. By 1900 he had 
240 acres of bog land under development and had built a 
factory to process the peat. After a flood destroyed 
Farrell’s factory in 1903, he was forced to immigrate to 
America. The Turraun Peat Company (Works) was bought 
by a Welshman, Sir John Pursar Griffith, in 1910.  
 
Later, Griffith decided to implement, at his own expense, 
the recommendations of his Committee’s 1921 Report on 
peat development. Griffith founded the Leinster 
Carbonising Company. He drained Turraun bog and 
imported German Peat Excavators – known in Germany 
as ‘Torfbaggars’.  The first ‘Baggar’ or excavator to be 
used in Ireland operated in Turraun. The Baggar arrived 
in 1924. It was bought from the Wielandt Company that 
had its operations base at Elisabethfehn – about 50 miles 
from the city of Bremen in Germany. Henry Starken, and 
at least two others, came from Germany with the Bagger. 
They were to stay for three weeks, assemble the Baggar 
and train local ‘fitters’ in the maintenance of the 
machine. We can only assume that Pop Starken, who 
stayed on permanently and spent many years at the 
Lyreacrompane Bord na Mona works, was already 
working with the Wielant Company at the time. Griffith 
built a peat operated power station and an electrical 
network in Turraun to power the German equipment.  
 
The bog produced over 4,000 tons of sod turf each year. 
Because the Extractors (Baggars) could mix peat from 
different depths of the bog, their use resulted in a more 
consistent product than hand cut turf. In 1936 the Turf 
Development Board (TDB) purchased the company for 
£6,500. Between 1938 and 1940 the TDB bought four 
more ‘Baggars’ from Germany. The first machines caused 
considerable problems as the German ‘Baggars’ were not 
suited to Irish conditions and often sank in the bog.  
 
During the fuel shortage of the Second World War 
hundreds of workers lived at Turraun Camp and peat was 
shipped to Dublin via the Grand Canal. The Grand Canal 
Company was set up in 1771 with the idea that a canal 
would be built to link Dublin with the River Shannon. The 
canal passes through Turraun. It was opened in 1804 and 
remained in use until 1960. The Turf Development Board 
also built a charcoal factory at Turraun.  
 

Bord Na Mona was set up by the State in 1946 to 
supervise all bog development in the country. Turraun 
provided high density peat for the Ferbane Power Station 
until the Station was closed in 2002. 
 

 
 
Today Turraun is a nature reserve. Much of the bogland 
used to produce turf is now under water, as a lake was 
created to encourage wild life in the area. All that remains 
of the original infrastructure at Turraun bog is some 
evidence of the old railway line used to transport the turf 
from the bog to the tip head. The old factory floor and the 
remains of two walls of the factory also survive.  
 
Boora bog is not far from Turraun and in 1945 was 
identified as one of a number of bogs suitable for sod peat 
production for power generation. After building the 
necessary infrastructure of workshops, offices and roads, 
the first turf cutting machine arrived in 1947. The first 
accommodation for workers at Boora were Nissan hut 
type ‘billets’ that housed up to four hundred workers and 
apprentices. Many of these Nissan huts are still there in 
Boora and used for storage purposes. Ten years later, 
realising that Boora had a longer-term future, the ‘Bord 
Na Mona’ houses were built in Kilcormac as 
accommodation for workers and their families. When the 
Starken family moved from Lyreacrompane to Kilcormac 
we occupied one of those Bord na Mona houses - 94 St. 
Cormac’s Park.  Frank and Pauline, when they first got 
married, occupied No. 95 before they moved to Athlone. 
 
The decision to build the power station at Lumcloon was 
a further economic boost for west Offaly. Construction on 
the station commenced in 1953 and the power station 
began operating in 1957. Boora bog was harvested for 
fuel into the 1970s. The land is now reclaimed for 
agricultural and eco-tourism use. 
 
The marsh fritillary was recorded on Turraun Bog in 2019 
for the first time in many years. See photo on page 49. 
 

 

 

Find us on Facebook 
Lyreacrompane Heritage Group 

Dan Paddy Andy Festival 
The Irish Rambling House 
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Blood and Murder outside Lixnaw  
James Fitzmaurice is Brutally Slain 

Kay O’Leary 
On a cold, bleak January morning in 1888 James 
Fitzmaurice left his home in Ahabeg East, Lixnaw 
at 4.30 am heading for Listowel fair to sell a pig. 
James, who was in his sixties, was accompanied by 
his twenty-two year old daughter, Norah, who sat 
at the back of the cart. Two policemen were 
escorting them as James was under police 
protection. Shortly after passing Kiltomey 
Graveyard James got off the cart and began to 
walk to warm himself and Norah took over the 
reins. At this stage James requested the policemen 
to go back as their presence would influence the 
sale of his pig. Initially the two policemen refused 
but James insisted, and they withdrew. James and 
his daughter, Norah, carried on alone. Just as they 
passed the old castle that had once belonged to the 
Fitzmaurice’s, Earl’s of Kerry, a man came out of 
the trees and looked closely at them and 
disappeared again without uttering a word. As 
James and Norah went by The Old Court in Lixnaw 
Norah saw two men with guns running after them. 
Six shots were fired in quick succession and James 
Fitzmaurice fell to the ground and died. The gun 
shots frightened the horse and Norah had to get it 
under control before going to her father’s aid.  

The inquest into James Fitzmaurice’s death was 
held later that same day and it found that two 
shots penetrated his lower back passing right 
through his body and another hit his thigh. Norah 
identified Daniel Hayes and Michael Moriarty (who 
declared he was innocent) as the perpetrators. 
They were arrested and taken to the County Jail. 
Hayes was a thirty one year old, unmarried, 
itinerant shoemaker, a native of Tralee. Moriarty 
was a thirty year old married man with a young 
child, he was a native of Glenbeigh, but had worked 
around Lixnaw, as a labourer, for the past couple 
of years. 

Sometime previously the Lixnaw branch of the 
National League had held a meeting at which 
James Fitzmaurice’s conduct was discussed and he 
was condemned and the League members 
declared; “That as James Fitzmaurice, of Ahabeg, 
still persists in allowing his cattle to graze on the 
farm from which his brother, Edmond, has been 
evicted and refused to give any explanation to this 
league (Lixnaw Branch) in extension of his 
conduct, we hereby call on the public to treat him 

as a land grabber of the most inhuman type”. In 
1886 James Fitzmaurice and his brother Edmund 
Fitzmaurice had been evicted by Samuel Hussey 
from the sixty-six-acre farm that they jointly 
farmed when their rent got into arrears. However, 
sometime afterwards James Fitzmaurice, 
reoccupied the farm and this was the reason that 
he was boycotted and had to seek police 
protection. Two policemen were assigned to him.  

When it came to hearing the case of Daniel Hayes 
and Michael Moriarty in Tralee it was decided for 
security reasons to move the hearing from Tralee 
to Wicklow as there were two cases of murder and 
another for attempted murder been held in Tralee 
at the time.  In March 1888 Daniel Hayes and 
Michael Moriarty were removed from the county jail 
under strong police escort and taken to the Great 
Southern and Western Railway Station, Tralee and 
put on the 10.30 train for Dublin in route to Co. 
Wicklow for trial at the Assizes there which would 
commence the following Monday.  

Mr. Justice O’Brien was the trial judge.  The Jury 
members were, John Hope (foreman), G Ernest 
McCormack, Charles Wynne, Robert Lawrenson, 
George Fenton, James H Kerr, Samuel G Leeson, 
Richard Ludlow, Barbizon Rathbourne, Thomas 
Hudson, Ralph Laurson and Frederick M Cruz. The 
Attorney General, Mr. William Ryan QC and Mr. 
Edward Carson (later to become known as Sir 
Edward Carson), was instructed by Mr. Alexander 
Morphy, prosecuted for the Crown.  

 
Carson making a political name for himself some 
years after his involvement in the Lixnaw case. 

Mr. Matthew J Burke and Mr. William Hennessy, 
instructed by Mr. Francis Creagh, appeared for the 
prisoners.   
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Mr. William Ryan QC opened the case. He said the 
two men who stood in the dock, Hayes and 
Moriarty, were the men whom the crown accused - 
the people that were at that scene of blood and 
murder outside Lixnaw village. He said that James 
Fitzmaurice was a good farmer, but his brother 
Edmund was not, and he owed a year and a half’s 
rent to Mr. Hussey. He evicted them both but 
shortly afterwards he allowed James back into his 
share of the farm. James Fitzmaurice rather than 
let the half of the farm that Edmund had been 
evicted from go out of the family decided to take 
it.  

When James took possession, Mr. Ryan claimed, it 
was seen as a “great offence in the eyes of that 
lawless organisation which had brought woe and 
death to many a household in Kerry. James 
Fitzmaurice was boycotted in a relentless manner 
and ultimately when persecution did not coerce 
him to surrender the murder was the sanction of 
the boycotting system which was put into action 
against him”. The Attorney General concluded by 
declaring that when the evidence was laid before 
the jury the murderers would be found to be “hired 
assassins or volunteers of this notorious 
organization”.   

Samuel Hussey, on been examined, stated that he 
knew Ahabeg very well that he had become the 
landlord of it having purchased it in 1879. He said 
he knew of James and Edmund Fitzmaurice. They 
jointly farmed a sixty-six English acre holding at a 
yearly rent £54. 18s.6d. James paid his rent, but 
Edmund did not so in March 1886 he evicted them 
both.  

 
Sam Hussey 

He reinstated James in November 1886 in his half 
of the farm, but Edmund would not agree on the 
terms. On the 4th May 1887 he gave the entire farm 
to James. His brother, Edmund, was offered a 

house an acre of ground and grass for a cow but 
he did not agree to this either “and his wife got 
very violent about it, not towards me, but towards 
James” Hussey explained. 

Norah Fitzmaurice, daughter of James, was next to 
be examined by the Attorney General. She stated 
that her father, her mother, herself and her sister 
lived in a small house in Ahabeg East. The police 
who had protected them for the past seven 
months, before the murder, lived in a room onto 
the house and her uncle Edmund had lived close 
by. She told Mr. Ryan that; “It was when my father 
got the land that my uncle, Edmund, had farmed 
that we were boycotted. On the morning we were 
going to Listowel pig fair, my father was walking to 
get warm when Daniel Moriarty came up and fired 
at my father and my father lifted the whip and 
struck him. Then Daniel Hayes fired. Four carts 
passed by while my father was lying on the road 
and not one of them stopped. I went into 
McAuliffe’s house close by but he was afraid to 
open the door. Then I went to the house of a man 
named Carroll. He got up and came over to my 
father. Then he and another man named Mahoney 
took my father into McAuliffe’s house. Next day in 
Tralee nine or ten men were brought out before me 
and I pointed out Moriarty and Hayes as the men 
who had murdered my father. I had not the 
slightest doubt about it”.  

Constable Hunt and Constable Ryan who had been 
protecting James Fitzmaurice also gave evidence. 
The case lasted three days and Moriarty and Hayes 
were found guilty and sentenced to be hanged. On 
Saturday April 14, the two condemned men arrived 
back at Tralee Railway station, on their way to 
Tralee jail. A large crowd had gathered at the 
station to cheer them.  

During April 1888, the widow, and daughters of 
James Fitzmaurice, whose murderers were 
awaiting execution at Tralee jail, were been 
severely boycotted by their neighbours and had to 
be guarded day and night by six policemen.  

A fund was set up in Ireland and England for Norah 
Fitzmaurice, her mother and sister as they were 
finding it very difficult to get labour having been 
denounced by the National League. Lord 
Hartington expressed his opinion that; “it is most 
desirable and indeed necessary to take steps for 
placing Norah Fitzmaurice in an independent 
position and protecting her from the hostility of the 
National League”.  
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Subscriptions/Contributions will be received and 
acknowledged by Ven. Archdeacon Orpen of 
Ardfert, The Rectory, Tralee: Wm. T Talbot-
Crosbie, Esq., Ardfert Abbey, Co. Kerry: Sir 
Maurice Fitzgerald, Bart, Knight of Kerry, Grafton 
Lodge, Newmarket,  The Ven. Anthony Denny, 17 
Birdswood Avenue, Leamington: R U Penrose 
Fitzgerald, Esq., MP, Carlton Club, London: JA 
Froude, Esq., 5 Onslow Gardens, SW: Sir Rowland 
Blennerhassett, Bart, Brooks Club, St. James 
Street SW: Brinsley Fitzgerald, Esq., Gurterard, 
Listowel and Sam Hussey, Esq., Tralee, County 
Kerry. 

The Bishop of Peterborough said, “I have read with 
deep interest and sympathy of the account of the 
cruel treatment of the daughter of this cruelly 
murdered tenant”.  

Mr. Beatty, secretary of the Cork Defense Union, 
an organisation that claimed to be non-sectarian 
and non-political, established in Cork in October 
1885 by Lord Bandon and wound up in 1887, 
visited Mrs. Fitzmaurice. Following this meeting 
labourers were sent to Ahabeg to work the farm. 

On Sunday April 15, 1888, Norah Fitzmaurice went 
to mass at St. Michael’s church in Monument, 
Lixnaw for the first time since the murder of her 
father, James. Constable Ryan was one of her 
escorts and all were in uniform. On entering the 
church, the secretary of the local National League 
branch, Thomas Dowling, stood up and signaled to 
the congregation to leave.   About fifty people left 
and they were followed by the priest who tried to 
get them to come back inside. This was repeated 
on the following Sundays that Norah went to mass. 
Thomas Dowling and Murty Gallivan, Liscullane, 
were arrested for this intimidation.  Norah’s first 
cousin, Thomas Quilter, was assistant secretary of 
the Lixnaw National League Branch.  

Thomas Dowling and Mortimer (Murty) Gallivan, 
both farmers, were prosecuted by District 
Inspector Hickie, Listowel, and brought before the 
Listowel Crimes Court (Balfour’s Coercion Act) on 
April 21 1888 charged with intimidating Norah 
Fitzmaurice, a witness in a Kerry murder case. 
After a hearing that lasted for four hours, the 
charge was upheld, both men were sentenced to 
six months hard labour. Dowling and Gallivan, 
through their solicitor, appealed the sentence and 
were allowed on bail at £200 each and two sureties 
of £100 each. 

On April 30, 1888, Daniel Hayes and Daniel 
Moriarty attended 7 am mass in Tralee Jail which 
was celebrated by Rev. Father Quill.  Shortly after 
8am, within the grim walls of Tralee Jail, Daniel 
Hayes and Daniel Moriarty forfeited their lives on 
the scaffold at the hands of executioner James 
Barry for the murder of James Fitzmaurice. Before 
the hanging Hayes walked firmly up the eight steps 
to the landing but Moriarty had to be helped up still 
claiming that he was been hanged for a crime he 
knew nothing about.  

After the hanging a black flag was hoisted onto a 
prison tower to let the public know that the hanging 
had taken place. Berry the executioner left the 
prison in a covered car guarded by a large force of 
police and taken to the Great Southern and 
Western Railway Station, Tralee. He left Tralee on 
the 10.30 train.   

Both men, Hayes and Moriarty had made 
declarations before been hung. Daniel Hayes, been 
literate, wrote his own. It was dated 22 April 1888. 

 “I, Daniel Hayes, declare now, going before my 
God, and standing on the brink of eternity, I would 
die a thousand deaths before I would go before my 
God with a lie on my lips. I declare to God and the 
Heavens that you, James Fitzmaurice, I never saw 
to my knowledge. I didn’t shoot you on that 
morning. I don’t know who shot you. You, Moriarty, 
I did know in my life before. I was not with him 
that morning. I forgive from the bottom of my 
heart all those who swore my life away. I may not 
be believed but time will tell it. All will be in the last 
day. May God forgive me my sins as I forgive 
them”.   

Daniel Moriarty was illiterate, so his statement was 
written for him, but it was signed by him. The 
statement was made on the 27 April 1888 in the 
presence of the Governor, Chief Warder and 
Warder James Berne, one of the officers in charge 
of him in Tralee Prison. 

“I made a false statement in Wicklow Prison about 
10pm the night before I was found guilty, when I 
accused men that I don’t know whether they were 
there or not. I am going before my God tomorrow 
and I am after telling the truth and the reason I 
made that statement was to try and safe my own 
neck”.   Signed Daniel Moriarty. 

Interestingly, both Norah and her sister Julia 
(daughters of James Fitzmaurice and Elizabeth 
Quilter Firzmaurice) married RIC Constables. 
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Norah Fitzmaurice married Martin Hunt, RIC 
Constable, in Lixnaw Church in February 1889. 
Constable Hunt had been one of the policemen 
protecting her late father, James. Her sister, Julia, 
married James Colleary, RIC Constable, in Lixnaw 
Church in March 1889. Constable Colleary had also 
been stationed at Ahabeg.  

 
James Fitzmaurice left £216 in his will in 1888. That 
would amount to about €30,000 in today’s values. 

 
Lord Hartington, the British statesman who called for 

support for the fund started for  Norah Fitzmaurice was 
the elder brother of Lord Frederick Cavendish, who 

along with Thomas Burke were fatally stabbed in 
Phoenix Park on 6 May 1882 in what became known as 

the Phoenix Park Murders. Cavendish was the Chief 
Secretary and Burke was the most senior Irish civil 

servant. The assassins were members of the ‘Invincibles’ 
a breakaway from the IRB. Coincidentally, Lord 

Hartington was given the Freedom of London in the 
same year as the Fitzmaurice killing. 

The Cork Defense Union 

The previous article related how the Cork Defense Union 
came to the aid of the Fitzmaurice family when they were 
being boycotted in Ahabeg, Lixnaw. So, what was the 
Cork Defense Union?  

During the Land War of the 1880s the practice of 
boycotting was a very effective weapon against the 
landlords. Evictions were of no use to the landed class if 
they couldn’t replace the evicted tenant with another 
tenant or caretaker who would pay the rent or work the 
particular farm.  

Some half-hearted efforts were made by landlords to 
form associations to defend their interests against the 
National Land League.  Up to that time the gentry had 
been able to depend on the political support of the MPs 
that they elected and on the Crown Forces. However, in 
political circles there was a growing belief that the 
landlords, many of them absentees, were the authors of 
their own misfortune. 

Some landlords saw the need to co-ordinate their 
opposition to an increasingly organised tenancy. One of 
the best efforts in this regard was the Cork Defense Union 
(1885-86) but its effectiveness was limited.    

In a pamphlet published in March 1886, the CDU set out 
its aims and objectives. It listed as its president the Earl of 
Bandon, Smith-Barry as its chairman, Lt-Col Johnson as 
honorary secretary and Viscount Doneraile as vice-
president. The CDU declared itself to be non-sectarian 
and non-political and ‘to unite together all friends of law 
and order of all classes in this county in a body for their 
mutual defense and protection.’ Their primary aim was to 
resist ‘the tyranny now exercised over many persons in 
this country by a body calling themselves the Irish 
National League.’  

The CDU offered to “assist and support as far as possible 
all persons - landowners, merchants, farmers, 
shopkeepers, artisans or labourers - who, for asserting 
their just and lawful rights, have incurred the censure of, 
and been boycotted or otherwise interfered with, by the 
National League”. They also promised to assist “any 
boycotted persons - farmers, shopkeepers or others - who 
may require aid in selling their farm produce or goods; to 
furnish them with supplies, where necessary and to 
establish agencies requisite to their purposes.’  

 

Keep in touch 

WWW.LYREACROMPANE.COM 
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Letter from Bawnogue 
 

The Presbytery 
Bawnogue 
Dublin 22 
 
Dear Joe and Kay, 
Many thanks for reminding me of all the wonderful 
things that happened in 1948 the year I was born.  It also 
reminded me to locate this photograph of my mother 
(on the left) and Mrs Hannah Sheehy. 
 
As you know, Mrs Sheehy taught in the school in Lyre 
and was my first teacher there. The photo was taken 
outside the Sheehy house – I don’t have a date for it – 
probably in the mid-1950s. We left Lyre in 1958. 
 
The first wake I ever attended was that of Ned Sheehy.  
If I remember correctly the body was laid out upstairs 
and the food and drink was served downstairs. 
 
Ned Sheehy’s niece lives here in Bawnogue!!! 
 
Yours, 
Brian.  
(Fr. Brian Starkin) 

 

 
Mrs. Starken and Mrs. Sheehy outside  

Sheehy’s house in Cloghane. 

Bog Machinery Museum in Germany 
 

The town of Elisabethfehn in Germany mentioned by Fr. 
Brian, in the article on Turraun Bog, now has a museum 
featuring the machinery and the story of its connection to 
peat. The village is connected to the cultivation of the vast 
wetlands in north western Germany. Elisabethfehn 
witnessed all the techniques of wetland cultivation 
(burning of peat bogs, fen cultivation, German marsh 
cultivation and mixed soil cultivation of sand and peat). 
All of them are displayed in the museum.  
 
The outdoor area covers 1.5 hectares and includes an 
experimental garden with 90 species of plants typical of 
highland and lowland fens. The garden features a fen hut, 
a buckwheat field, reconstructed plank walkways, a fully 
equipped white peat plant, numerous large machines to 
extract peat (bulldozers, excavators, peat cutting 
machines, turf collectors), the narrow-gauge steam 
locomotive "Katharina" and a steam tractor. 
 

 
 

 
Michael Carmody and ‘Friskie’ in 1964. 
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The Creagh-Harnett Family  

and Moynsha House 
John Stack 

The Creagh-Harnett family were an integral part of 
life in Moynsha on the Kerry side of Abbeyfeale 
from 1855 to 1984 when the last direct connection, 
Willie Creagh-Harnett, passed away aged 93 at 
Chesswood Nursing Home in Tralee. His wife 
Hannie (nee Dalton) at 88 passed away two years 
later also at Chesswood. The family headstone can 
be found in the graveyard in Abbeyfeale behind the 
Boys’ National School on the banks of the river 
Feale just inside the entrance opposite Paddy 
Reidy’s business premises. The Purefoy, 
commemorated on the headstone (Willie’s 
brother), farmed in the townland of Shanbally a 
short distance from Moynsha and was the third 
“Purefoy” in the Creagh-Harnett line… 

In a fascinating and wide-ranging article in the 
Limerick Leader, Saturday 26th January 1935, on 
the; “HARNETT CLAN AND OTHER FAMILIES OF 
SOUTH-WEST LIMERICK”. The journalist (assumed 
to be James D. Harnett of Abbeyfeale) who signed 
off the article as ‘One of Them’, provides the origin 
of the Creagh-Harnett name and family from the 
following marriage or “agreement” as it was 
described….. 

An agreement of the 20th of August 1798 is to the 
following effect between…. 

William Harnett of Kilconlea, County Limerick, Esq, 
Daniel Harnett, of Kilconlea gentleman father of 
the above, William M Creagh of Waterville Co 
Limerick, Esq, Mary Creagh, his eldest daughter; 
Robert Marnell, of the City of Cork; Jonas Leake of 
Baths, County Limerick, Gerdam M. Creagh of 
Waterville barrister. The witnesses were Richard 
Cloncughs and Michael S Harnett; 

With a marriage impending between William 
Harnett and Mary Creagh, the lands mentioned in 
this settlement were the following: (the origin of 
some of these names has been lost). 

Coolamiligo (?), Tilan (?) Barony of Clanmorris 
(Clanmaurice) Co Kerry; Shanvally (Shanbally), 

Knocknacroggan (possibly Knocnacrohy), Island – 
Coyle (possibly Islandboy), Droumleagh 
(Dromlegach) Kilcaramarelog (most likely Kilcara) 
in the barony of Clanmorris (Clanmaurice) all in 
County Kerry;  and the lands of Drumtrasna, alias 
Monnivullen (a version of Monavilla), in the barony 
of Upper Connello Co Limerick. 

The following are some of the children of William 
Harnett and Mary Creagh… 

Daniel – who became a Justice of the Peace and 
lived in Glin, Co Limerick. He married a Catherine 
Minchin. Richard – a very prominent solicitor and 
coroner who was based in Listowel and married 
Robina Forbes. 
William – a sub-sheriff for County Kerry and a 
very prosperous farmer at Kilcreen, Listowel. 
Stephen – a bachelor, who died a “Gentleman” 
John – who was to farm at Moynsha. 

The Marriage of  
John Creagh-Harnett and Sophia Maria 

Lockwood 

On St Patricks Day, the 17th March 1848, John 
Creagh-Harnett and Sophia Maria Lockwood were 
married under the Church of Ireland rites, in the 
parish Church of St Michael’s in the City of 
Limerick. 

John Creagh-Harnett is described as a ‘Gentleman’ 
residence at the time of marriage at Finuge, Co 
Kerry.  As John Creagh-Harnett died aged 84 in 
1884, he was aged approximately 48 when he 
married. Sophia Maria Lockwood was, at the time 
of marriage, living in Nenagh, Co. Tipperary and 
was the daughter of Purefoy Lockwood, Captain in 
the Royal Hospital. Sophia Maria was 56 when she 
died in 1885, which means she was approximately 
17 when she married and therefore was a minor as 
stated on the marriage cert. 

So, this marriage made John Creagh-Harnett a 
son-in-law of Captain Purefoy “Bombproof” 
Lockwood of Waterloo. 

Purefoy fought in the Battle of Waterloo in 1815, 
suffered a grievous head wound, but survived to 
tell the tale, married twice, and lived out his life at 
the Royal Hospital Kilmainham in Dublin not far 
from Heuston Station. 
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Captain Purefoy “Bombproof” Lockwood 

In 2015, on the 200th anniversary of the battle of 
Waterloo, Amanda Townshend, the great-great-
great granddaughter of Purefoy wrote… 

My great-great-great-grandfather is something of 
a legend in our family in the light of his unlikely 
survival upholding the honour of his regiment at 
Waterloo (Quatre Bras)! In spite of the severity of 
the head wound he received, his recovery was 
remarkable and subsequently earned him the 
nickname of “Bombproof Lockwood”. He became 
quite a notability of the day… 

He was born in 1792 in Tipperary, Ireland, son of 
a vicar. … he obtained his commission first in the 
Tipperary Militia from whence he joined the 30th 
Regiment of Foot as an Ensign on 18th April 1811. 

He served in the Campaign of Holland in 1811 and 
his first battle was probably the storming of 
Badajoz on April 8th, 1812. Here it is said he was 
the first man into the breach, but history also 
relates that he rescued a distressed young nun by 
returning her to her parents “on a mule” after the 
battle. ...His next fight was the battle of 
Salamanca, fought on 23rd July 1812, for which he 
received the medal and clasps. 

On the memorable morning of June 16th, 1815, at 
Quatre Bras, Lockwood was severely wounded by 
a musket shot to his head. The story goes that on 
this occasion it was a nun who saved him! Finding 
his lifeless body, but discovering he was not quite 
dead, she took him from the death cart to the 
surgeons. It is likely that he was first ‘trepanned’ 
at the field hospital at Quatre Bras, in order to 
remove the shattered bits of bone and some of the 
disrupted musket ball from his head. The musket 
ball had been split by the sharp edge of the cranial 
bone. It is probably that he was trepanned later, 
probably in Brussels, so as to remove the rest of 
the bone shards and the lead ball. Whether one 
could remain conscious for such an operation 
without anaesthetic, with only some laudanum or 
opium after the operation, is doubtful, but Purefoy 
Lockwood was saved. (‘Trepanned’ is a surgical 
intervention in which a hole is drilled or scraped 
into the human skull). 

As the bone would never grow back and, disliking 
the look of his head wound, he had a silversmith 
tap out a silver plate inscribed with the word 
“Bombproof” to cover the head wound - which he 
then partially covered with a dashing black 
headband, “which lent to his handsome face and 
tall manly figure, something of its distinguished 
bearing” 

Capt. Lockwood was placed on half pay in August 
1816. He married the daughter of a distinguished 
Dublin physician, had three children and died in 
June 1859, taking his wound to his grave some 
forty-four years after the Battle of Waterloo. His 
silver plate however, remained a rather gruesome 
relic!  

He had a funeral with military honours; his coffin 
was borne on a gun carriage led by a firing party 
with the band of the Scots Greys (his son’s 
regiment) and the pall bearers were four captains 
of his regiment. 

Purefoy died on June 5th, 1859 and is buried at 
Mount Jerome cemetery in Harold’s Cross. As this 
is being written (2020), his headstone still stands 
161 years later. 
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Captain Purefoy’s headstone at Mount Jerome  
Cemetery in Harold’s Cross. His portrait once  

hung in Moynsha House 

John Creagh-Harnett and Sophia Maria Lockwood 
had eight children three of whom, Danial 1865, 
Augusta 1866 and Elizabeth Emma 1868, were 
born in Moynsha. 

Another of their children, carrying the name 
Purefoy, had been born c1858 and emigrated to 
the USA but never forgot his native shore….  

In the Kerry Weekly Reporter on Saturday 
December 22, 1894, the paper published a poem 
entitled Moynsha House from Purefoy Lockwood 
Creagh-Harnett who at this time was living in the 
United States at 220 West 60th Street, Now York 
City.  The last of four verses went as follows… 

But should I be there again,  
I’ll miss the fondest and the best,  
For my parents dear have sought “the Golden Shore”, 
And the old arm-chairs are vacant  
for the grave is now their rest, 
And the loving smile will light their face no more. 
The good God who took them from me  
will not turn me from my prayer, 
Though the world my wish a foolish one may deem – 
All I ask is that our ashes  
in one grave may mingle there, 
Near that dear old Moynsha House beside the stream. 
 
The  writer  added  a note  at the end,  explaining 
that  Moynsha  House  was    “The  residence  for 
centuries of the Creagh-Harnetts, standing beside 
the  River  Feale.”   However,  this  drew  a  quick 
enough  response,  for  the  times  that were in it. 

Within six weeks a letter winged its way from 
Australia to the Kerry Reporter paper and read… 

“Kleummin” 
Lennox Street, Hawthorn, 
Melbourne, Australia.  February 12, 1895. 
 
Sir, 
I beg small space in your paper in order to make a 
few remarks with reference to a poem which 
appeared in your issue of December 22nd 1894, 
entitled “Moynsha House” in which the author P.L. 
Creagh-Harnett claims for his family as being in 
possession of “Moynsha House” for centuries. 
Allowing Mr Harnett something in respect to 
poetical license, I would venture to correct him in 
regard to the former ownership of this “House”. 

As a matter of fact, it was in possession of my 
ancestors up to the year 1845, when the occupant 
(my great uncle William Harnett son to John of 
Moynsha) resigned the tenancy to the landlord the 
Earl of Listowel and with his family went to 
America, his wife being a Miss Blennerhasset of 
Tralee. Though having the same name (Harnett) as 
the present owner, I don’t think the families 
claimed kinship. The name of Creagh, which the 
writer has prefixed to his name, he brings from his 
grandmother. 

With apologies for encroaching so much on your 
valuable space, and thanking you in anticipation, 

Yours faithfully 
Ellen Mary Daly. 

 
Brothers John, Eamonn and Aidan Walsh at the 

Lyreacrompane School reunion in 2013. 
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Tom and Sonny Bawn 
Joe Harrington 

In the 1950s and 60s the people of Lyreacrompane were 
willing customers of the traders who arrived in vans and 
cars to sell their goods to a people who couldn’t get to 
the local towns as often as they would have liked. One 
such trader was Tom Bawn and his son Sonny. They were 
Prendiville’s from Castleisland. It was always a wonder to 
us how their Ford Prefect made it up the Maum and up 
the Branner to get to our house. That it was not a new 
model would be the kindest thing one could say about it.  
Still, it got them around and to Dingle and back for the 
mackerel and other fish they sold door to door in the 
Stacks Mountains and, I presume, other places as well. 
They never seemed to be in a hurry and would always 
come into our house for tea and a chat – an occasion 
much looked forward to by my mother, Julie. The only 
negative point about their arrival was the little terrier that 
went everywhere with them – he never stopped barking.  

 
Tom ‘Bawn’ Prendiville at his home in Pound Road, 

Castleisland. 

The story of the ‘Bawns’ is probably best told by someone 
who knew them better than we did – the late Con 
Houlihan.  He wrote the following account of his fellow 
Castleislanders in his column in the Evening Press of May 
2, 1984…   

I had a friend long ago – and despite everything I still 
have a few – who was known as Prendiville - Thomas 

on the voter’s list but was referred to be all and sundry 
(wherever they were) as Tom Bawn.  Tom was a man 
of many parts.  Indeed, he was involved in so many 
occupations that you would say he had spare parts.  In 
his youth he had been a jockey – and a professional 
one at that. 

In later years, when the going was rough, he used to 
console himself over a few long-drawn-out pints by 
saying; “I once wore silk”.  This was the little piece 
of verbal magic that kept alive his faith in himself and 
the world. Such a saying today is called a mantra. It 
is, I think, a Sanskrit word and figures large in Hindu 
philosophy.  We had no word for it in Tom Bawn’s 
time, but we understood, more or less. 

When Tom was forced to sign on at the Labour 
Exchange, he put himself down as “jockey and horse 
trainer”. A few days later he was ordered to report to 
the local quarry. There he found himself employed as 
a carter of big stones which he had to load and unload 
himself – and he was a little man with delicate hands.  
And the steed he piloted was seventeen hands, three 
inches. The circumstances put extreme pressure on 
his mantra. 

Tom didn’t spend long as a carter of stones, either big 
or small. In a bid for freedom he acquired a Baby Ford 
and set up as a fish dealer. His partner and pilot was 
his first born, a young man known to all and sundry 
as Son Bawn. He was an untrained genius as a 
mechanic - this Baby Ford seems to have been put 
into the world to disprove the saying that faith 
without good works is to no avail. 

And before dawn on Thursday morning Tom and 
Son, Limited (Ireland) would set off for the far west 
of the Dingle peninsula and be home for the start of 
the market day. And in such little villages as Cuas, or 
Brandon or Ballydavid they would buy mackerel or 
herring – or whatever was going – from canoe 
fishermen who were glad of cash on the nail.  They 
would make another journey on Friday – and sell their 
fish up in the mountain country in such territories as 
Broughane and Dromadda and Muingaminane and 
Carrigcannon, not to mention Lyreacrompane itself. 

Tom was happiest on Friday nights. He liked little 
pubs that had open fires and stone floors – Monny 
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McGillicuddy’s in the Latin Quarter was one of his 
favourites.  I said that he was a man of spare parts and 
indeed he was: he could dance a step and play the 
mouth organ and “give” a sweet song.  The Rocks of 
Bawn was among his favourites.  He had his own 
version – and it solved whatever puzzle there was 
about the meaning of the title.  In Tom’s singing he 
feared that he’d never be able “to plough the rocky 
bawn”. It made more sense. 

And now that I come to think of it, he was something 
of a rocky bawn himself. He had an especially 
beautiful song called ‘Adieu, Lovely Mary’. It 
consisted of a conversation between a young man and  

 
‘Son’ Bawn Prendiville. 

his sweetheart, verse by verse in, turn.  He is a sailor 
about to return to sea; she plans to go with him in 
disguise.  He tries to dissuade her… 

Your little white fingers strong cables can’t handle, 
Your dainty white feet, love, on the high mast will 
stray, 
Your delicate waist rough winds can’t resist , love, 
Stay at home lovely Mary, stay at home from the say 
(sea). 

Tom lived in the native quarter of our town. It was 
known officially as Pound Road. Most of the houses 
were tiny and built of a mixture of mud and stone. 
Almost all were thatched.  This humble setting reared 
a great breed of people, decent and hardy and expert 
at surviving. It produced some great rugby players too 
including The Gaffer Kelly who was hooker on our 
team on the only occasion we brought home the 
Munster Junior Cup. Incidentally, you won’t find his 
name in Charlie Mulqueen’s history of Munster 
rugby. It was common then to call people after their 
mothers and on the team list he is Dave Griffin. That 
was his legal name. That’s another story. We’ll come 
back to Tom Bawn. 

A time in his life came when he decided to hibernate. 
Like the squirrel and other sensible beings, he didn’t 
go by the calendar but by instinct. On a certain day he 
would take to his bed and let the business to his junior 
partner.  When he reappeared, people knew that 
summer had been declared open – or at least that the 
worst of the spring had passed. 

 
Tom and Sonny Bawn’s car. 

Primitive Conditions Indeed 

In his article above Con Houlihan described those living in 
Pound Road as “a great breed of people, decent and hardy 
and expert at surviving”.  They certainly needed to be all 
those things given their living conditions as described by 
Seamus McConville in a front-page article in the 
Kerryman of January 8, 1966.  Under the heading, ‘These 
scars must be erased from the face of our county’, he 
outlined the primitive conditions in Pound Road “…that 
are a disgrace to Kerry and to the Nation”. 
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McConville went on… “The sooner the scars of Pound 
Road and Convent View are erased from the face of 
Castleisland the sooner can the social conscience of the 
country rest at ease”.  He describes one house as being 
no more than ten feet by twelve feet with the sagging 
thatched roof supported by a timber pole. “There was no 
running water save what came in with the flood or trickled 
down the walls when the rain came, no sanitation and no 
electric light”.  The house had been condemned twenty-
five years earlier. 

Next door the home of Tom ‘Bawn’ was a bit bigger but 
still consisted of one room. “Eleven of us lived here at one 
time” Tom told Seamus. In the smoke-filled room the 
eighty-two-year-old Mr. Prendiville said that the chimney 
was “very bad and may as well not be there at all”.   

Many of the houses had mud floors and flood waters 
often entered the dwellings. Leaking roofs were a 
constant problem with beds being pushed around 
regularly to avoid dropdown.  Between two of the houses 
was a vacant site where the sanitary buckets of the 
neighbourhood were dumped. 

In 1878, Pound Road was described as ‘decidedly the most 
unhealthy part of the town of Castleisland’ where 
sickness was ‘almost always present’. Of the fifty-seven 
houses only a few had a second room.  Ninety years later 
Paddy McElligott told the Kerryman that “those people 
fought with the Moonlighters and IRA and are 
descendants of Kerry men and women evicted from their 
homes in the landlord days”.  

 
Brendan Fealy and the late Jimmy Roche. 

The late Jimmy Roche  
and the late Ann Wixted 

Since our last Journal the Dan Paddy Andy Festival 
Committee has lost Jimmy Roche and the Lyreacrompane 
Heritage Group has lost Anne Wixted. There was no 
better man to bring an occasion to conclusion with a 
rousing chorus of ‘Óró sé do bheatha abhaile’ than Jimmy.  
No singsong at his Four Elms bar was complete without a 
song from the man behind the bar. And he could, with 
humour, tell a local story too.  It would be safe to say that 
many people travelled from outside the area just to have 
the over-the-counter chat with him. 

Jimmy was always supportive of the Dan Paddy Andy 
Festival and was, himself, a link with the matchmaker of 
all those years ago.  He provided the piece of ground in 
the corner of the ‘Racecourse’ for the monument to Dan. 
The Racecourse was the field in which he played football 
with the local teams in his youth.  

Ann Wixted will be remembered for her great interest in 
‘tracing’ and for her great interest in people. She had a 
video camera before most people knew what they were. 
Over the years she built up a ‘moving’ record of people 
and events in the area. A lot of the extended Nash family 
in Lyre, in Australia and in other parts of the world know 
their ancestors thanks to Ann.  Like Jimmy, she could see 
the humour in everything and tell the story well.  Ann 
could talk for Ireland and any call to her house was never 
a short visit.  Ann was a member of the Heritage Group 
because of her interest in genealogy – one of the services 
that the proposed Heritage House will provide. 

Our groups will feel the loss of the support given by Jimmy 
and Ann as will, even more so, Joan and Willie and their 
respective families feel the loss of their loved ones. 

 
The Late Ann Nash Wixted. 
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From Lyre to Meath      
Maureen Blackwell 

 

I posted a photo on my Facebook page a couple of 
years ago of my mother, Julia Carey, leaving the farm 
in Lyreacrompane in 1948 to go to England.  It led to 
many responses including from Joe Harrington who 
asked me to write down what I remember for the 
Lyreacrompane Journal.    My grandparents, Patrick 
Carey and Mary Doran, lived in neighboring farms 
almost opposite Roche's pub. Sadly Mary died young 
leaving five children: Elizabeth, Tomasin, Richard, 
Julia and Mary.  
 
In the 1960s the Land Commission offered some 
farmers in the area the chance to move up country 
to better land.  Some families took the opportunity 
to move to the Navan area of Co. Meath where they 
prospered due to working hard at dairy farming.  
Grandad Patrick, son Tom, wife Eileen and four 
children moved lock, stock and barrel. They are still 
there; my cousin Brendan Carey farms it now.  
 
In 2017 I visited Lyreacrompane and spoke to Jimmy 
Roche.  I found it staggering that he knew so much 
about my family and what had happened to 
everyone since. The most surprising news he gave 
me (and none of my Irish family knew) was that 
Patrick and Mary were Dan Paddy Andy's first match!  
I was very sad to hear of Jimmy’s passing and 
therefore his knowledge of everyone past in Lyre. 
 

 
Maureen Blackwell and her grandfather, Patrick Carey, 

in Navan 1963/64. 
 

 
Maureen’s mother, Julia Carey (centre), leaving the 

 farm in Lyreacrompane Kerry circa 1948 to go to 
England. On the left Sheila Carey (cousin) and on the 

right Mary (Molly) Carey.  
 

 
Patrick Carey 1886 – 1977. 
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Six Stars of the Stacks 
Dr. Barry O’Donoghue 

The Stack’s Mountains are home to some of the most 
iconic wild birds of Ireland. In fact, the Stacks are home to 
some of the rarest birds in Ireland. We are privileged to 
have these sights and sounds on our doorstep. The vast 
majority of people across Ireland may never hear or see 
these birds. These birds have shared the countryside with 
us for generations but are now just barely hanging on and 
may be lost completely in the coming years. Here, I 
document six stars of the Stack’s. 

Hen Harrier -Circus cyaneus - Cromán na gCearc 

The Hen Harrier is undoubtedly the must-see 
bird of the Stack’s Mountains. This stunning bird 
of prey is famous for its spectacular ‘sky dance’, 
the courtship display of the silver-grey male as 
he shows off to potential suitors and any 
competition, his flying skills, agility, prowess and 
stamina. He will go higher into the sky than any 
other Irish bird, so high up that he will disappear 
as if a speck of dust into the clouds. Then all of 
a sudden, he plummets downwards like a fighter 
jet (the harrier fighter jet was actually named 
after Hen Harriers), spiralling, twisting and 
turning and corkscrewing as he descends 
rapidly, hurtling towards the ground seemingly 
without care for his own safety. Then within feet 
of hitting the heather, he pulls himself around 
and begins the upward ascent, just as 
spectacularly, flapping his wings and chuckling 
his voice. He rises again to a crescendo before 
falling towards the ground again.  

This invisible roller coaster ride continues across 
the sky, especially prominent on sunny calm 
days from late March through April into early 
May. Find yourself a high vantage point with a 
wide view and scan around with binoculars to 
see if you can find any. People travel from far 
and wide to see this springtime spectacle. The 
female looks quite different from the flashy silver 
male, with his snow-white underside and broad 
black wingtips. She is a beautiful rich brown. 
Watch carefully for a white patch where her tail 
meets her body. She is the only bird of prey in 
the Stack’s Mountains with this. You might get 
very lucky and see the male passing food to the 
female, as if by aerial refuelling – a mid-air ‘food 
pass’, where she rises to meet him in the sky 

and he drops the quarry to her. She turns upside 
down presenting her talons and grasps the food 
from beneath the male. 

Curlew – Numenius arquata – Crotach 

The Curlew is one of Ireland’s best known and 
most loved bird species. The sight of the Curlew 
with its distinctive curved bill and long legs and 
the stirring call of its beautiful bubbling call have 
been part of the Stack’s countryside since time 
immemorial, a familiar friend calling out as 
people worked in the bogs or in the meadows. 
However, the hills are now falling silent and 
there are just a few pairs left in all of Kerry.  

These birds hang on in the Stack’s Mountains, 
but urgently need to rear young and to see 
positive changes in the landscape if there is to 
be a future for them. Our grandparent’s 
grandparents listened to these birds, but they 
may be lost in our time. This would be such a 
shame for a bird that inspired so much of our 
literature, songs and poetry. Listen in the bogs 
for its unmistakable call – treasure it and 
consider that you might be the last person in 
Kerry to hear a Curlew calling out in the 
springtime or summer.  

Kestrel – Falco tinnunculus – Pocaire Gaoithe 

Is aoibhinn na hainmneacha a chuirimid ar 
ainmhí fiáin. The names we gave to wild animals 
in our native language are beautiful. They 
describe eloquently the character of the animal. 
None more so than the Kestrel, an Pocaire 
Gaoithe. This describes how the bird of prey 
punches, frolics or romps on the wind, standing 
in the air as he looks down searching for his 
prey.  

If you were able to watch carefully enough, you 
would see that while the bird’s wings and body 
are constantly moving up and down, adjusting 
to the slightest variation in wind currents, his 
head is completely stationary, giving him the 
utmost advantage in using his 10x magnification 
eyesight to search for food on the ground. The 
Kestrel’s eyesight is so good, that they can even 
see in the Ultra-violet spectrum, effectively 
acting as X-Ray vision, allowing the bird to find 
mice or voles even under the tall vegetation of 
bogs and grasslands. To many, this bird is 
known as ‘the hawk’. 
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Cuckoo – Cuculus canorus – Cuach 

“The Cuckoo comes in April. She sings her song 
in May. In the middle of June, she changes her 
tune and in July she flies away!” A famous rhyme 
that children would have always known, 
heralding the advent of summer. Of course, it is 
only the male Cuckoo who calls the 
unmistakable ‘cuckoo-cuckoo’ call, but what 
would the summer be like without this foreign 
language from deep Africa, arriving to our bogs 
and fields, exotic yet so familiar?  

It would be anathema to most people of 
Lyreacrompane to think the Cuckoo would 
become scarce, but travel to other parts of North 
Kerry where farming is intensive and habitats 
have been removed and you will find people who 
say they haven’t heard the Cuckoo in years. Of 
course, the Cuckoo is famous for laying its egg 
in other bird’s nests. The ‘host’ species may 
include Meadow Pipit, Dunnock or Reed Warbler, 
with females laying in the nest of the species 
that reared them. The eggs are precise replicas 
of the host eggs, so there are different ‘types’ of 
Cuckoo, suited to whatever bird reared them. It 
is fascinating to watch small Meadow Pipits feed 
their ‘chick’ which may be many times larger 
than itself! Let’s hope the Cuckoo continues to 
come in April every year in the Stack’s 
Mountains. 

Red Grouse – Lagopus lagopus – Cearc Fraoigh 

The Red Grouse is a favourite bird of many 
country people. The males have a stunning 
bright red ‘comb’ over the eyes during the 
breeding season and its distinctive call ‘go-back 
go-back go-back go-back’ is a joy to hear. It is  

 
Dr. Barry O’Donoghue at work. 

 

a true bird of the bogland, feeding on heather. 
Chicks will feed on small insects on the ground. 
They require a mixture of young heather (for 
food) and old heather (for shelter). 

Older generations will remember with pride how 
the Stack’s Mountains were renowned as one of 
the best places in Ireland for Red Grouse, with 
gun dog field trials regularly undertaken. 
However, all that has changed with habitat loss 
and fragmentation, particularly turf cutting, 
forestry and uncontrolled fires. There still remain 
a small number of Red Grouse breeding in the 
Stack’s Mountains and it is a true joy to see the 
flashy red comb of the male on guard, or the 
little chicks making their way across the bog. 

Skylark – Alauda arvensis – Fuiseog 

There are few sounds that can lift the heart like 
the song of a Skylark. Some showery day in 
February or March, when you have come 
through a tough winter, all of a sudden without 
you ever considering it, a Skylark will strike into 
its first song of the year, heralding the arrival of 
longer and brighter days ahead, a spring and 
summer to look forward to! It is a song of hope 
and joy. He soars to the sky, singing his little 
heart out, getting higher and higher and then 
parachuting down in the most amusing of ways, 
laying claim to his Kingdom.  

The Skylarks will keep singing all summer long, 
a constant companion. They can even begin 
singing before dawn. It is though that more 
poetry has been written about the Skylark than 
any other bird - a testament to how inspirational 
their song is. They do especially well in bogs and 
in fields that are not cut until late summer. The 
national population of Skylarks has plummeted 
in recent years. 

Interestingly, all of these six species nest on the 
ground. All are suffering significant population 
declines, for various reasons, but all leading 
from habitat loss and damage. They are a link to 
our previous generations, as if messengers from 
the past. Will we leave any message for the 
future people living in the Stack’s Mountains, or 
will the hills fall silent? What can you personally 
do to help any of these birds, which have shared 
the hills with us since before living memory? 
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Hen Harrier - Circus cyaneus - Cromán na gCearc 

 

 
Curlew – Numenius arquata – Crotach 

 

 
Kestrel – Falco tinnunculus – Pocaire Gaoithe 

 
Marsh Fritillary (See page 34). 

 
Cuckoo – Cuculus canorus – Cuach 

 

 
Red Grouse – Lagopus lagopus – Cearc Fraoigh 

 

 
Skylark – Alauda arvensis – Fuiseog 

   

The Songs of Joe Harrington 
including  

The Road John Murphy Made 
Available from 087 285 3570 

Proceeds to  
Lyreacrompane Heritage Group. 
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                             Sign of the times!                   Cllr. Charlie Farrelly with organisers and helpers of the Dan Paddy run/walk. 

    
  Some participants in the 2019 Dan Paddy Walk/Run.                 Ann Carmody, Mary Nolan and Betty Brosnan RIP. 

 
            Helen Keane celebrates a birthday with many relatives and friends. 
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In 2018 the proceeds from the Dan Paddy 5K/10K Walk/Run went to Enable Ireland.  Bryan Long heading for the top. 

       
Siobhan Kelly, Duagh, and John and Helen Collins, Abbeyfeale, make it up Collins Hill from the Ivy Bridge in 2019 10K.  
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  The wedding of Joe Sheehy and Eileen Griffin in 1963. Seán                 Nora Carmody celebrates 92 years young. 
   Dillon was best man and Margaret Griffin was bridesmaid. 

     
 Sisters Ann Ferguson and the late Maureen Harris.    Right Marie Murray and Eirn Lyons monitor the 5K/10K finish line.  
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       Chloe Lyons with her nan, Pat Dillon.        Cllr. Fionnán Fitzgerald and brother Damien heading for the finish line. 
   

              
        Daniel Breen’s winning throw at the 2019 Lyre Sports Day.              Katie Beer with Paddy and Joan (Stack) Hickey.                               

 

 
Finn Harrington tries out the sleán. 
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     Billy McKenna, Con ‘Cud’ Sullivan, Mixie Galvin and Sean Dillon at the old Four Elms. Odhran Lyons at the live Crib in Duagh.       

         
   Jimmy (Dan Paddy) O’Sullivan and family on a visit to Lyre from New York.        Chris Quinn with Phil and Jer Sheehy. 

                   
       Mick Naughton, Bill Curran and Danny Joyce at the old Lyre Creamery.           Amelie Harrington leading the Bog Walk. 

 54 



  

                 
                                                                                                                                        .  
                                                                                                                                  

                 
   Katie Beer, Danny O’Connell, Mairead Kennelly, John  
    Walsh, Peter Galvin, Richard Buckley with Mr. Kirby. 

        
                Brendan Harrington with daughter Linda and  
            grand-daughters Zara and Alena on a visit to Lyre.    

 

Billy O’Connell with sister Kathleen O’Connor  
and Murphy cousins. 

Cousins Margo Maguire, Katie Beer,  
Dianne, Jacqui and Mary Maguire. 

‘Our World Turned Upside Down’ by Kay O’Leary 
Radio Kerry ‘Picture of the Week’ winner Aug 8, 2020. 

Helen Schisas enjoying the dappled shade  
of a local walk. 
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   Helen Linnane and Mai Keane. 

 
        Kate and Aaron Lyons  
                  thinking of 
             Lyreacrompane! 

 
Pupils of Lyreacrompane NS who wrote about Covid 19 for the Journal.  
Front left: Sophie Rinkevics, Isabelle Cahill, Emma Long, Larissa Riges.   

Middle row: Vicente Santo, Timmy Cahill, Oliver Kupiec.  
Back row: Ellie Lyons, Kasia Witkowska, Paudie Brosnan. 

 

                                      Sports day in Lyreacrompane 2019.                                               Jamie Lyons ready for action! 
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A Year to Remember –  
The Year of the Covid 19 Pandemic 

Some thoughts from pupils at  
Lyreacrompane National School September 2020. 

The special year - Emma 

You probably know why it’s so special! Well I got one 
word - COVID19. It all started on December 2019. Don’t 
worry, it only came into Ireland in February 2020. 

One month later schools are closed, doors of businesses 
shut, and hairdressers shut, no Tokyo Olympics, GAA 
pitches closed, no county matches. On top of that we had 
to do homeschool (aka google classroom). Next thing we 
had to wear face masks or a visor in shops. At least we got 
to spend time with family. I learned how to knit and cook. 
I missed not getting to play football during Covid.  

Months later…… schools have re-opened and people have 
got back to work. We still have to wear face masks or a 
visor and social distance and…  Use hand sanitizer.  

Hopefully soon we will get back to reality. 

 
My quarantine story - By Isabelle 

Life during Covid19 was not easy. I could not see my 
friends. I loved swimming but I couldn’t go because of 
Covid 19. I used to go to my nana and grandads all the 
time and I could not go any more. I missed them. My 
birthday was during Covid 19. I was a bit sad on my 
birthday. I could not do anything. 

However, there were some good things. I learned how to 
use my stove and I got to spend time with my family. 

I love the time I got with my brother. My dad was off work 
and I got to spend a lot of time with him. There are some 
things I learned. I learned how to appreciate what I had. I 
had a lot of time to think and have some ‘me’ time.  

Life is kind of normal again. We can go to school and I can 
see my nana and grandad again. 

 
My Covid story - Ellie 

My name is Ellie and I would like to share my experience 
of Covid 19 with you. 

The worst thing that happened to me and my family 
during Covid 19 was that my uncle’s wedding was 
canceled followed by my Nan’s big birthday. We were all 
devastated by that.  

I really missed seeing my friends and family. I was 
ssssoooooo bored during this whole pandemic. During 
lockdown I spent a lot of my time reading books in my 
garden. It was one of my favorite hobbies as well as 
sewing and swimming so when sewing was cancelled I 
was quite upset. During lockdown I made a patch work 
blanket for my Nan’s big birthday. I had to hand it in 
through the window because of social distancing which 
felt quite hard to deal with. I just wanted to give her a big 
hug. I really missed my other nana and grandads too and 
wanted to give them the same big hug.  

On the bright side I got to facetime my cousins and other 
relatives and spent a lot of time with my family. I learned 
how to build a bird house with my dad. Dad helped me 
make one and I made another one by myself. It was so 
much fun. I also did a lot of cycling. I learned the rules of 
the road and am now able to cycle around a roundabout. 
I did a lot of baking with mom and made loads of yummy 
treats. One evening I made mom and dad a three course 
meal. Chloe, my sister was the waitress. We made 
restaurant signs and menus. It was really funny.  

I also did sea swimming lessons with my best friend and 
cousin but we had to … You guessed it -  Socially Distance. 

 
Some good things that happened - Kasia 

Um, Covid 19 was pretty lame. Isolation was boring. But 
there were some good things that happened.  

We got a 3.5m wide swimming pool. It was very cool. 
Oliver came over many times to play in the pool. 

I got a baby brother. His name is Edward or how we like 
to call him – Eddie. When I’m writing this he is around 7 
months old. His birthday is at the start of March when 
Covid started in Ireland. We got to see him in the first 3 
hours of his life. Two days later we couldn’t see him or 
mom. Only our dad could see them.  

Also, I was very lucky because my brother and I made our 
confirmation just two weeks before all the schools closed. 

I could have had the best holiday ever. We were due to 
go to Malta. The only countries I have been to in my life 
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is Ireland and Poland (I’m Polish). I couldn’t see my family 
because they all live in Poland. I was lucky though 
because my gran was in Ireland when we went into 
lockdown so she stayed with us a lot longer.  

I now go horse-riding every Saturday and I love it. Horses 
are just fascinating and amazing animals. When I started 
horse riding in Dingle the amusements were also there. 
So, whenever I went horse riding I was allowed go to the 
amusements too.  

I’m hope everything will be easier by Christmas. 

 
Time with my pets - By Larissa 

Hi. Here is my story of how life was with COVID19, 

I love to go see my friends but with COVID 19 I did not get 
to see my friends and that was sad for me. I had to move 
homes so that was not so easy to do with COVID. I had to 
move with my baby goat. When I moved I was kind of sad.  
I did not get to go to shops with my mom. But I was happy 
I got to be with my family. I got a dog called Sky which 
made me happier. I got sad too because my cat died. We 
were working on our house because it was so old. I 
worked on my bedroom making it look new and lovely. 
With time my room and our house looked lovely. It 
definitely kept us all busy during Covid. 

I loved the time I had with my pets. I got to cook and do 
art at home. I missed my friends. With Covid I had to wear 
my mask at all times, all but at home.  Covid 19 stopped 
being so bad and I got to SEE my FRIENDS! And go to 
school but school was not the same. It was all weird. 
Somehow my friends and I were not the same with 
COVLD 19. We had to sanitise on our way in and on our 
way out of school. 

The important thing is that I’m with my friends and family 
and we will all get through this together. 

 
My Donegal to Kerry Covid journey - Vicente 

During Covid I lived in Donegal with my mom, dad and 
brother. When school closed I was happy at first but after 
a week I missed my friends and started to get bored. I 
couldn’t go to the shops or play in the park. I spent my 
days watching ‘home school hub’ on tv and playing with 
my brother. During lockdown I learned to make porridge 
and I went on lovely walks with my family. 

We were planning on going to Portugal or France during 
the summer but because of Covid we couldn’t. I keep in 
contact with my family in Brazil by WhatsApp. They tell 
me all about what is happening in Brazil. Sometimes I 
worry about my family and I can’t wait to see them again 
in the winter.  

Now I am living in Kerry and have moved into a new house 
and have a mobile home. I am very happy in Kerry and 
look forward to life returning to normal. 

 
A lot of bike rides to Johnny’s shop - Oliver 

Well, covid19 started off not that bad until we were told 
it would last longer than expected. 

I mean at least I got new games on the Xbox and got much 
better at the new games. My favourite game is Tom 
Clancy’s Rainbow Six Siege and I’m fairly good at the 
game. I unlocked a lot of operators. I also went on a lot of 
bike rides to Johnny’s shop. It was a lot of fun. I went to 
Timmy’s house a few times and stayed up until 6am. We 
had a ton of fun. I also went to Killarney a few times to 
meet my friends and then to Cork to my aunt for her 
birthday. We surprised her and she was really happy. I 
missed not getting to see my family in Poland this 
summer. I kept in contact with them by phoning them.  

During lockdown my mom and sister were at home with 
me. It was nice having my sister home from college. 
However, my dad had to go to work in the forestry for 
Coillte.  

There are a lot of changes in school now. We must 
sanitise during our school day and socially distance. Our 
teachers must wear masks. But I am happy to be back 
with my friends again. 

 
Quarantine was tough - Paudie 

Many people said 2019 was a bad year and 2020 would 
be great, God they were wrong. 

I was sitting in school just talking to my friends when my 
teacher, Mrs. Lyons, came in and said, “the school is 
closing due to covid-19 at the moment”. At the end of the 
day I went home but I didn’t know I’d be there for the 
next 6 months. I will never forget that Thursday. About a 
week after school we started an online app called google 
classroom for work. 
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Quarantine was tough but some good came out of it. I 
could spend more time with my dad, or sleep in some 
mornings. But even though I was doing good, the world 
wasn’t. It was being destroyed by an invisible enemy - the 
virus. I saw none of  my  extended  family.  My cousin 
pulled up into the yard to say hi one day but in a mask 
which I didn’t know of at the time. Luckily, my nans were 
at my house during Covid. 

On the news it said, “we’re opening up the country” This 
leads to when I’m writing this in school. This is the story 
of my life in lockdown. 

 
A virus trying to kill us! - By Sophie 

2020 has been the worst year. I think we all hated it. 
Everyone stuck inside! We couldn’t travel! We couldn’t 
see our friends AND THERES A VIRUS TRYING KILL US 
ALL!!!! But after a while we got used to it. I was lonely - 
no one to talk to and no friends.   

We still had homework online. I was very bored in my 
bedroom so I drew a lot. One of my friends gave us two 
of her chicken eggs. We put her eggs with some of our 
eggs but sadly while they were being incubated the 
power went off and only three survived. One of hers and 
two of ours.  

It was my birthday on August 21st.It was a very strange 
birthday. On the upside I got lots of money so I decided 
to buy some fish. Also, I started learning some songs on 
the piano. It was really fun.  

So, I guess 2020 wasn’t all bad. I did learn a lot of new 
skills. 

 
Not much to laugh about - Timmy 

2020 – What can I say – Hell! Hell! Hell! – Social 
distancing, face masks, Visors, quarantine – we had it all! 

Life during Covid19 was pretty bad, just about bearable. 
It was kind of sad. There wasn’t much to do. Play on the 
Xbox or go to the beach. It wasn’t all bad though. I spent 
more time with my mom and dad which was nice. Due to 
Covid they were both off work.  

Normally we go to our nan and grandads once or twice a 
week but because of Covid we couldn’t visit them. That 
was really tough. 

My birthday was during Covid. I had one friend over. We 
mostly chatted. There wasn’t much to laugh about. My 
grandparents couldn’t even come over. My nana from 
Croom came though and my auntie, her daughter and 
cousin came. On the bright side I had three different 
birthday cakes. 

I’m happy to be back to school even though there are a 
lot of changes. I missed meeting all my friends. I hope this 
will not be our new normal though. 

 
If only 

 

If only? 
There was some way, 

We could tell all our youth, 
That no matter what, 

Whatever is happening in their lives, 
Good or bad, 

That someday, sooner than later, 
They will look back and think, 
It was the time that made me, 

The wonderful person, 
that I am today. 

 

 
Friends meet up at the Dan Paddy Andy Festival. 
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Cooperation, Conflict and 
Knocknagoshel 

The Creamery War. 
Joe Harrington dips into Patrick Doyle’s book,  

Civilising Rural Ireland 

At the time of the Land war of the 1880s and the 
rise of nationalist sentiment, Sir Horace Curzon 
Plunkett (1854 - 1932) stepped forward.       He 
had been educated at Eton and Oxford and due 
to health problems effecting his lungs he spent 
ten years in the Bighorn Mountains of Wyoming 
(where General Custer came a cropper just three 
years before Horace arrived there in 1879. 

On returning to Ireland Horace set up the Irish 
Agricultural Organisation Society (IAOS) in 1894 
having promoted the idea of cooperatives since 
his return from America... By 1903 over eight 
hundred societies had been established.  360 
were dairy, and 140 agricultural societies, nearly 
200 agricultural banks, 50 home industries 
societies and 40 poultry societies. The 
membership was about 80,000, representing 
some 400,000 persons. The first creamery co-op 
had been established in Dromcollogher in 1889, 
while Plunkett was involved in setting up the 
second in Ballyhahill in 1891. 

The main foe in the work of promoting IAOS 
cooperatives was the presence in Ireland of the 
Manchester-based Co-operative Wholesale 
Society (CWS) founded in 1872.  The CWS 
creameries were in competition with Plunket’s 
organisation and provided a market for butter. 
However, the prices offered to Irish farmers 
were low as the CWS was not a Farmer’s 
Cooperative but a cooperative wholesaler to the 
British market. 

In the winter of 1908, a meeting of the most 
influential farmers in North Kerry met in the 
Courthouse in Listowel for the purpose of taking 
steps to set up a cooperative creamery.  IAOS 
organiser, Mr. C C Riddall addressed the 
meeting. He pointed to the existing IAOS 
cooperative creameries in Ballyduff, Brosna, 
Ballylongford and Newtownsands. The most 
recently established, he said, was in 
Knocknagoshel which he helped organise.  He 
pointed to Knocknagoshel “as an example of the 

organisation of a creamery where great 
difficulties had to be confronted but which were 
ultimately, thanks to the grit of the people of 
that part, successfully overcome” (cheers of 
hear, hear). 

Warming to his subject C.C. explained that in the 
case of Knocknagoshel “…the principle element 
of opposition… was a creamery trading under the 
cooperative banner (CWS). This English 
Cooperative Society was thoroughly co-
operative in England but in Ireland it stood on 
the very same level as a proprietary creamery. 
In Knocknagoshel… the farmers… were tied hand 
and foot to that English institution and it became 
the task of the farmers of that locality to liberate 
themselves from these English persons who 
came over to Ireland some twenty years ago 
posing… as philanthropists but who have proved 
in many cases to be the very opposite”.  

Mr Riddall described the situation that prevailed 
as difficult but “…nevertheless, the people of 
Knocknagoshel were equal to it”. The farmers in 
the area pressed for the conversion of the CWS 
creamery to an IAOS creamery over which they 
would have control. When negotiations broke 
down the farmers, with the help of the IOAS, 
built their own creamery and the CWS one 
quickly “ran dry”. The CWS creamery in 
Knocknagoshel finally succumbed to the 
inevitable in January 1909 and closed. 

Interestingly, Mr Riddall explained the condition 
of membership of the Co-operative Society – the 
purchase of shares. In the case of starting a co-
operative creamery each share was generally 
twenty shillings and each person applying for 
membership would be asked to take a share for 
every cow they owned. Two shillings and six 
pence (a half crown) per share was payable on 
application for membership and a further two 
shillings and six pence per share in each of the 
months of June, July and August 1909.  The 
balance of ten shillings would not be called up at 
all unless the Society had to be wound up. - an 
unlikely event Mr Riddall declared which “…must 
not be even dreamed of”.  

In his book, ‘Civilising Rural Ireland’, Patrick 
Doyle of Manchester University and with 
connections to north Kerry and Lyreacrompane, 
recalls that George William Russell, who wrote 
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under the pseudonym Æ, described the CWS in 
an article in ‘Irish Homestead’ as a usurious 
presence in Ireland. “Their game – let us put it 
plainly – has been in Ireland the game played by 
any gombeen trader who lets his customers 
have credit so that they may remain on his 
books”. 

Patrick Doyle also points out how the co-
operative movement “played a prominent role in 
the conception and definition of the Irish nation 
– in particular the economics of the Irish nation. 
…the economic arguments made by the IAOS… 
fed into a wider nationalist critique that existed 
outside the traditional forms of parliamentary 
debates around Home Rule and political 
autonomy. As shown in their speeches, Irish co-
operative organisers frequently deployed a 
nationalist infused rhetoric when they appealed 
to farmers to establish a co-operative society 
along the IAOS principle rather than the CWS”. 

 
A detailed and intriguing look at the contribution the 

 Co-operative Movement made to our rural lives. 
 

 
Patrick Doyle on the right on a visit to Lyreacrompane 

with his parents Mary and Mike. Some ancestors of 
Patrick’s came from Spur, Lyreacrompane. 

An Ancient Paddle from 
Knocknagoshel 

Around 1988 David O’Connor found what is now 
described as a paddle three feet below the surface in 
Mortimer O’Donoghue’s bog.  While it was broken it was 
about three feet long comprising a flat wooden ‘blade’ 
and a handle.  It wasn’t realised, understandably, that it 
was extremely old, and it remained cast aside in 
Mortimer’s shed until 2009 by which time the handle was 
lost and the remaining part had dried out.  Marie 
O’Sullivan, a member of the Kerry Archaeological and 
Historical Society, became aware of its existence and 
advised that it be offered to Kerry County Museum. 
Sarah-Jane Hogan made a line drawing of the object and 
it was treated for woodworm at Muckross House. 

The paddle had been found in the townland of 
Loughfouder (John O’Donoghue’s Ordinance Survey 
Name Books of the 1800s names the townland as 
Lackbrooder – Brooder’s flagstone).  It has been 
determined that it was made from hazel. The surviving 
part of the paddle, now in Kerry County Museum, is about 
fourteen inches by three inches by one and a half inches. 
This paddle does not resemble the two other paddles 
found elsewhere in Kerry but is similar to a number of 
river and crannog finds in County Antrim according to 
Griffin Murry of Kerry County Museum in an article in the 
Journal of the Kerry Archaeological and Historical Society. 
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Remembering Peggy O’Callaghan 
 

The Lyreacrompane website certainly keeps people in 
touch and makes connections between the younger 
generations and the ‘good old days’.    Jennifer Connors, 
who lives in Dublin, was browsing  the site and spotted 
that some back copies of the Lyreacrompane and District 
Journal are still available and remembered being told that 
it once carried a photo of her Granduncle, George 
O’Callaghan from Pallas, Banemore - a relative she had 
never met.  Jennifer made contact and we sent her on the 
back issue. Jennifer wrote back… 
 

I am a granddaughter of Margaret O Callaghan, better 
known as Peggy. Peggy was a sister of George and had 
moved up to Dublin. It’s nice that you remember her 
taking her holidays down there with her children Jo, PJ 
and John. Well I am the daughter of Jo, and Peggy is my 
grandmother. I can't believe you were in her house in 
Dublin, Joe, all those years ago.  I’d say she was delighted 
to see you. he always loved to see people from Kerry. She 
was such a proud Kerry person.  I have a memory of her 
throwing her walking stick at the television because Kerry 
was losing a final. She was always so proud that she never 
lost her Kerry accent.  
 

 
Photographed outside George O’Callaghan’s  

old homestead in Pallas in 2020 are -   
Tracey, Jo, Jennifer, Patrick, John, Linda. 

Peggy loved Pallas with all her heart and loved to tell 
stories about her time there. I actually remember her 
speaking about your mother Julie, she was so very fond 
of her.  Well Peggy would have been 100 years old on the 
28th of August this year if she had of been alive. So, in her 
memory and to mark the day, we all took a road trip down 
from Dublin to her old house in Pallas. I have attached a 
copy of the picture we took at the old house. In it you can 
see her three children and three grandchildren.  
 
 

In Kilmorna by M. O’Connor Reidy 

Oh, the soothing, sweet aroma 
Of the harvest and the hay; 

And the blossoms on the thorn 
In the flowering month of May. 
Life is good with nature smiling, 

And the sun is on his way. 
In the sky of blue above me in Kilmorna. 

 
The cattle tracks in muddy paths 

That lead from field to field: 
And the crops I’m always watching 

For a big abundant yield; 
And the scythe and spade and shovel 

That thank God I still can wield 
Are my hope and heart and heaven in 

Kilmorna. 
 

We’ve had many sons and daughters 
Go to worlds so far away. 

Some will never see the blossoms 
On the thorn in the May. 

I don’t envy them their riches 
For sure every night I pray 

To the Lord that left me toiling in Kilmorna. 
 

This verse is from a book entitled ‘At Home and Abroad - 
Dedicated to the Boys and Girls Around the Irish Firesides’ - 

published in 1929 by M. O’Connor Reidy. 

Teacher from Lyreacrompane 

The death of Mr. John O’Connor, National 
Teacher, Lyreacrompane, Listowel, which 
occurred after a protracted illness at the Meath 
Hospital, Dublin, evoked heartfelt sorrow among 
a large circle of friends. John was principal at 
Islandanny NS, having previously been principal 
of Duagh N.S. (Irish American Advocate. Aug 
1943). 
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What a Record… 
Local woman Helena O’Connor is the proud owner of five 
All Ireland Championship Medals having been a member 
of the great Kerry Ladies Football team during the years 
1984, ’85, ’86, ’87 and ‘88.  The Kerry Ladies also won in 
1989 and 1990.  They were beaten by Waterford in 1991. 
The counties of Kerry and Cork share the record of having 
won 11 (7 in a row for Kerry) All Ireland titles each. The 
Kerry Ladies also hold the title of been the first County to 
lift the Brendan Martin Cup (Photo bottom right) in Croke 
Park in 1986. Prior to playing in Croke Park the ladies all 
Ireland finals had no fixed playing venue. Helena is also 
the proud owner of five Munster Championship Medals 
and National League medals. Helena began her playing 
career with the Castleisland Club. 

The Ladies' Gaelic Football Association was founded on 
18 July 1974 at a meeting held at Hayes' Hotel in Thurles, 
County Tipperary - the same venue that the Gaelic 
Athletic Association was founded. Representatives from 
four counties, Offaly, Kerry, Tipperary and Galway 
attended the meeting. Mick Fitzgerald had organised a 
meeting to form a Kerry County Board and when Kerry 
won their first All-Ireland in 1976 Mick was chair of the 
County Board. The Ladies Gaelic Football Association 
organised the inaugural All-Ireland Senior Ladies' Football 
Championship in 1974. The Ladies Football Association 
was recognised by the GAA in 1982. Galway born, Tralee 
based Garda, Mick Fitzgerald was the trainer of the Kerry 
Ladies team from 1984 until 1989. He retired in 1989 
having the distinction of never losing an All-Ireland final. 

Kerry’s 11 Titles 
1976 against Offaly played in Littleton, Co. Tipperary. 
1982 against Offaly played in MacDonagh Park, Nenagh. 
1983 against Wexford played in Kilsheelan, Tipperary. 
1984 against Leitrim played in Páirc Mochua, Timahoe. 
1985 against Laois played in Páirc Uí Chaoimh, Cork. 
1986 against Wexford played in Croke Park. 
1987 against Westmeath 
1988 against Laois 
1989 against Wexford 
1990 against Laois 
1991 against Laois 

   

 

 

 

Mike Fitzgerald presenting the County 
League trophy to the captain, Helena 
O’Connor (O’Mahony) of the winning 

Castleisland team, 1985.  
Team photo above courtesy of  

Marian Bowler.  Helena is second right 
in back row in the team photo.  

Her All-Ireland medals are on the right. 
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From Peat to Eternity 
How Lyreacrompane could form the template for a new 

economically flexible rural Ireland. 
                            By Seán Wixted. October 2020. 
 
About the author: A native of Listowel with strong family 
links to Lyreacrompane, Seán Wixted lives and works in 
Edinburgh. He is the Secretary, and past-President of the 
Astronomical Society of Edinburgh. 
 
When Ireland emerges from the economic, cultural and 
psychological shadow of the coronavirus, we will need to 
look to our strengths to rebuild both our economy and 
the social framework of our society.  Kerry has many 
strengths to help in this task, not least of which are her 
people and the story they have left on her landscape.   
 

The post-coronavirus world 
 

As the success of the Wild Atlantic Way has shown, 
travellers today are looking for a more immersive 
experience. The story of the places they visit, and the 
people who live there, are as important as the scenery of 
a place and the visitor attractions on offer.    
 
So, when most people think of Kerry and tourism they 
probably think of the rugged beauty of the Dingle 
Peninsula, or Killarney and the towering Reeks, or the 
sweeping vistas of the Iveragh Peninsula and its Star Wars 
coastline around Valentia and the Skelligs.  From the mid-
19th Century to the present, costal south and west Kerry 
has formed the backbone of the county’s tourism 
economy.  
 
But there is an oft-overlooked reserve of rich natural and 
human heritage in communities like Lyreacrompane in 
north Kerry. Here the stars have long shone over an 
ancient landscape, and the past and future are 
interwoven in a much more natural manner.  The post-
coronavirus world may provide an opportunity for this 
area of Kerry to take its rightful place alongside its costal 
neighbours as a jewel in the tourism crown of the 
Kingdom.    
 

Change comes slowly: except when it doesn’t  
 

It often seems to be the way that the truly great events 
that shape our world are like buses. You wait for 
generations for one societal-changing event to come 
along, and then suddenly three show up at once.  
 

For Kerry and Ireland, the first two decades of the 21st 
century have brought us the Great Recession of 2008, 
Brexit and now the global coronavirus pandemic. And 
that is to say nothing of the climate emergency that 
dominates all our lives now.  
 
So, how we respond to these challenges could shape 
Kerry, her economy and her people for the rest of this 
century.  It is natural to be apprehensive at all we could 
lose because of this period of change. But it is worth 
remembering that the Kerry we know and treasure today, 
with agri-food and tourism at its heart, was borne out of 
great destabilising and disrupting events of the past. 
Those events also upended the prevailing social and 
economic order of their day.    
  
The Great Famine of the 1840s and Land Wars of the 
1870s/80s went on to shape the demographic, physical 
and economic landscape of rural counties like Kerry for 
the last century and a half.  The Irish decade of war from 
1914 to 1923, the Spanish Flu of 1918/19 and the 1929 
stock market crash all gave rise to the political and 
economic landscape from which the prosperity of 
modern Ireland, and its place in the EU, sprang.  
 
But, to harness the full potential of the current era of 
great change for communities like Lyreacrompane, we 
need to build the flexibility to capitalise on new 
opportunities.  And the peat uplands of north Kerry can 
position itself to take advantage of those opportunities.  
 

Life can be local if the future is flexible 
 

Coronavirus has changed the way we live and work, for 
now at least. Working from Home (WfH), has become the 
buzz phrase of 2020.  But working from home in many 
cases has also meant parenting from work; as people try 
juggle online remote working (where they can) with 
childcare responsibilities.  And, in many cases online 
home schooling is another new phenomenon the post-
Covid-19 world has forced on many.  
 
So, while some see the change brought by Covid-19 as a 
possible answer to the challenges that globalisation has 
presented for rural Ireland: such as depopulation, loss of 
traditional employment or social isolation, we also need 
to be realistic about what technology will do to us, as well 
as what it can do for us.  
 
We can start to understand what some of these 
challenges mean for Kerry by asking an important 
question. What will the global tourist economy of 2030 
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look like?  For a start the digital workplace is here to stay. 
That means the once clear separation many people 
enjoyed between their home life, their working life and 
leisure time is becoming a thing of the past.  It may also 
mean that, in future, the tourists who visit Kerry may 
have to bring their work with them. 
 
We must rethink the 1960s tourism model we’ve grown 
up with in Kerry, where couples or family groups from the 
USA, the UK or Europe spent two to three weeks on 
holiday touring Ireland.  The tourist who visits Kerry in 
2030 may be in the county for a week, but they may need 
to spend a day or day-and-a-half of that working remotely 
for their employer back in New York, or Berlin, or 
Manchester.   
 
Just as the staycation became the key tourism model of 
2020, so the ‘workcation’ may be the shape of things to 
come for overseas tourist of the mid-21st Century as they 
look to balance the demands of modern work with leisure 
time.   
 
So, projects like the planned development of the old Glen 
National School in Lyreacrompane could become more 
than just a centre to learn about the history, culture and 
biodiversity of north Kerry’s peatland plateau.  With the 
use of reliable free high-speed broadband, and the 
provision of a modern shared office workspace at the old 
Glen National School, both tourists and locals could have 
the flexibility to live or visit Lyreacrompane, while 
working remotely part-time for their employer in Dublin, 
or Los Angeles or Sydney.  
 
A tourist from Germany or Texas may be more likely to 
spend five days based in Lyreacrompane over a long Bank 
Holiday weekend in 2030 if they can work two days 
remotely online from a reliable work hub. This would 
leave the mornings, evenings and the weekends free to 
explore all that North Kerry’s peatlands have to offer.  
 
And, if such a development included a rapid electric 
charging station for e-cars or e-bikes at a location like the 
old Glen National School, then a sustainable non-
polluting form of local transport to and from such a hub 
can be provided.    
 

A sponge of ancient starlight  
 

And speaking of what north Kerry has to offer, 
sustainability and flexibility will need to underpin the 
approach adopted going forward.  
 

Kerry’s upland peat bog landscape is one of its richest 
natural resources. For thousands of years our peat bogs 
have drawn people to their stark beauty as a basis of 
economic development, a site for social and ceremonial 
expression and a source of domestic fuel.  
 
Part of the story of our ancestors is that they built their 
world not only with one eye on the needs of their present, 
but also with an eye to the future. This is a quality modern 
Ireland has lost and the coronavirus may give us the 
opportunity to regain it.  Our peat bogs are a living 
example of adaptability, the perfect marriage between 
the past and the future.  
 
Today, we have a much greater understanding of the 
immensely rich biodiversity of plant and animal life 
supported by our peat bogs. Our bogs are not only a 
cornerstone of a stable healthy climate as a repository of 
ancient carbon, they are also a repository of deep time - 
holding safe the memory of Kerry, her landscape, her 
climate and her people from the ancient past.  
 
From the beauty of ancient bog oak to the mystery of 
prehistoric bog bodies, our blanket peat bogs are a living 
connection to our past. And it is a past more alive than 
ever.  
 

 
 
In 2014 the International Dark Sky Association 
established the 700 sq. km Kerry International Dark Sky 
Reserve on the Iveragh Peninsula.  Part of the rationale 
for this welcome development was the partial protection 
from light pollution offered by the McGillicuddy’s Reeks 
and the ocean. Another is the historical link of the 
Neolithic stone monuments which dot the Peninsula and 
incorporate astronomical alignments in their 
construction.  
 

However, our peat uplands can make an equally strong, if 
not stronger claim to be the basis for astronomical 
observations in Kerry. Not least because far from 
providing a landscape free from light pollution, astro-
based tourism in our peat uplands could create a dialogue 
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between visitors, locals and the landscape that brings 
together our past and our future in a unique way.    
 
A dark sky bog 
 

All life on this planet is carbon-based. With the exception 
of water, carbon atoms form the basis of almost all the 
important biological molecules in our bodies.  And 
carbon, like every other atom besides hydrogen and 
helium, was formed inside the nuclear fusion reactors 
that are at the heart of massive dying stars.  These stars 
spread the elements of life across space at the moment 
of their death, in a Supernova explosion.  We are, quite 
literally, all made from stardust. 
 

And a living connection with those stars is reflected in the 
vastly complex ecosystem of our peat and bog 
landscapes. It is estimated that peatland covers 
approximately 3.7 million square kilometres of our 
planet. And peat is the most efficient carbon storage 
system on Earth.  
 

Peatland plants capture carbon dioxide naturally released 
from the peat, maintaining a perfect equilibrium. It is 
estimated that the peatlands of the northern hemisphere 
store around 415 gigatonnes of carbon. That’s equivalent 
to about 46 times the 2019 worldwide emission levels of 
carbon dioxide. 
 
So, what’s the link with a dark sky bog?  Well, the success 
of space missions over the last ten years from Mars, to 
Pluto to landing on a comet, has shown that there is a 
huge public appetite for astronomy and astro-based 
activity.   Astronomy is probably the most publicly 
accessible science. All you have to do is look up at the sky.   
 

 
 
While the idea of a dark sky zone may seem to replicate 
what is already on offer from the Dark Sky reserve in 
south Kerry, Lyreacrompane can offer a unique 

connection to another fast-growing area of the 21st 
Century, eco-tourism. The development of a dedicated 
reserve in the peatlands of Lyreacrompane, with a system 
of low-impact boardwalks and viewing areas, supported 
by dedicated tours, self-guided walks and an overall 
visitor management plan, could create an eco-tourist 
activity by day.  
 
Here visitors and locals alike could explore the unique 
biodiversity of the bog. Learning about the vital 
importance of peatlands in maintaining the climate 
stability of our planet, as well as the threat posed to their 
existence by climate change, is a story that must be told. 
And Lyreacrompane could tell that story. 
 

By night, this same reserve could serve to provide astro-
walks and guided or individual observation opportunities 
of the night-time sky. And rural upland Lyreacrompane, 
free of urban light pollution, is an ideal location for this.  
 

Using sustainable methods like photovoltaic cells could 
power low-level boardwalk lighting, outdoor broadband 
access, and device charging points, which would add to 
any boardwalk infrastructure. This integrated 
development would enhance the protection of the 
environment it serves.    
 

What a story our peatlands such as Lyreacrompane could 
then tell to the visitors of the 2020s and 2030s.  By day, a 
fragile living ecosystem existing in perfect balance. It 
could provide a glimpse into how we humans will need to 
live our lives if we are to halt and reverse the damage we 
have inflicted on our planet.  
 

By night, such a reserve would provide the perfect dark 
sky environment from which to marvel at, and 
photograph, the very universe that has created the 
environment on which we stand.   
 

Whether such a development formally became part of 
the Wild Atlantic Way or not, the case for Lyreacrompane 
to become Ireland’s first Dark Sky Peatland Reserve is 
compelling. Visitors could see the full lifecycle of our 
universe laid out both in the	stars	above	their	heads	
and the carbon beneath their feet.  Far from competing 
with south Kerry, a dark sky peatland reserve would 
enhance the visitor experience to the Kingdom.  
 

And coupled with the opportunity to have a sustainable 
work hub facility, linked perhaps to a sustainable grant-
aided electric transport scheme, Lyreacrompane could 
become the model for the new economically flexible rural 
Ireland of the 21st Century. 
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The Landlady of Lyre gets Married 
Various aspects of the connection between 
Lyreacrompane and the Locks of Norbury have been 
written about in previous issues of this Journal. The Locks 
were the landlords of Lyreacrompane (and much more of 
north Kerry) having acquired it from the Earl of Kerry in 
the late 1700s. They sold the general Lyreacrompane area 
to the Hurly’s in 1857.  At that time, the member of the 
Lock family in ownership was Augusta Selina.  She had 
become Lady Burghersh on October 17, 1849 at the age 
of 17, when she married the Right Honourable Ernest 
Fitzroy Neville Fane (known as Lord Burghersh) and son 
of the Earl of Westmoreland.   

The wedding in the village of Apethorpe in 
Northamptonshire was a two-day affair and Miss Lock, 
whose father had died in 1847, was walked up the isle by 
the Dublin-born Duke of Wellington who had beaten 
Napoleon at Waterloo thirty four years earlier.  The 
previous evening relations and friends, thirty-six in all, sat 
down to a banquet in the old Oak Gallery (120 feet long) 
in Apethorpe Hall, the ancient seat of the Westmoreland 
family. 

Apethorpe Hall in 1824.  
Image courtesy of the Victoria and Albert Museum, London 

Later that evening the families of all the neighbouring 
gentry and clergy arrived to a Ball that went on until 3 am. 

The Morning Post of August 22, 1849, recorded that “the 
poorest classes were not forgotten. A substantial dinner 
was provided in the schoolhouse for upwards of two 
hundred of the villagers … and Alms were distributed to 
all the children on the Earl’s estate”. The three wedding 
cakes were from Gunter's Tea Shop in London's Berkeley 

Square. Gunters was an expensive place to hang out but 
it survived for two hundred years – from the 1770s to the 
1970s. 

Through this marriage, Augusta Selina became known as 
Lady Burghersh and under that name she is recorded in 
Griffith’s Valuations in the 1850s as the owner of the Lock 
Estate in north Kerry. 

 
A recent photo of St Leonard's Church, Apethorpe,  

built in 1485, where the Landlady of Lyreacrompane  
was married in 1849. 

While two of her three husbands did so, it seems unlikely 
that Lady Burghersh ever made the trip to Kerry to visit 
her tenants whose rent was helping to make her lavish 
lifestyle possible.  The married couple however did attend 
the theatre in Dublin where, according to the Duchess of 
Sermoneta’s book – ‘The Locks of Norbury’, “…the whole 
audience would turn to gaze at her admiringly and shout 
‘Three cheers for the lady in the pink wreath’”.   

Augusta Seline was to be widowed within two years. In 
1851 Lord Burghersh died following a serious head injury 
received in a fall from a horse while in Ireland. Benjamin 
Disraeli Letters 1848-’51 mentions that “Lord Burghersh, 
who married Miss Locke, an heiress, and who gave some 
odd symptoms two or three months ago on his return 
from Ireland, is gone raving mad and is at his father’s 
house with four keepers”.  

By 1854 Lady Burgersh was married again, this time in 
Italy to Don Luigi Caracciolo, the Duca Di Sant’ Aprino and 
San Teodoro. She was married for a third time, many 
years later, to Lord Walsingham.  In 1857 she sold the 
Lock Estate in Kerry for £80,000. 
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Fr. William Ferris:  
Turbulent Priest and Local Historian 

Brendan McCarthy 
 

Introduction 
 
When Fr. William Ferris arrived in Ballymacelligott parish 
in September 1929, the 48-year-old curate was no 
stranger to trouble. A fervent gaeilgeoir and leading Sinn 
Féin activist in Kerry , he had had previous entanglements 
with teachers and school managers in Kerry for his 
scathing 1919 report into the state of teaching of Irish in 
the county’s primary schools and with Crown Forces for 
his outspoken support for Sinn Féin and the IRA during 
the War of Independence. He had even been targeted for 
assassination by a shadowy Black and Tan hit-squad 
called ‘the Black Hand Gang’ but had managed to avoid 
that fate. 
 
The Civil War had left him greatly disillusioned and, 
following that tragic episode in Ireland’s history, he 
withdrew from the party-political arena and devoted his 
subsequent career to the promotion of the Irish language 
and Irish culture, local history and the temperance 
movement (among many other causes). 
 

        
The author of this article, Brendan McCarthy, is a  
native of Tralee, a graduate of University College  

Dublin and a solicitor by profession. After a twenty- 
five-year legal career in the City of London, he now 
pursues his interest as a local historian, his current 

 area of research being Fr. William Ferris’s  
unpublished histories of Kerry parishes. 

This book on Fr. Ferris can be ordered from 
‘www.ballymacelligott.com’ or by e-mail to 

‘ballymacbook@gmail.com’ 
 

He was to spend five years in Ballymacelligott and the 
major project he embarked upon during that time was 
the writing of a comprehensive history of the four ancient 
parishes of Ballymacelligott, Ballyseedy, O’Brennan and 
Nohoval. Little did Fr. Ferris realise when undertaking this 
scholarly enterprise that this project was also going to 
lead him into trouble once again… this time with his 
clerical superiors! 
 
History of the Ancient Parishes of  
BallymacElligott, Ballyseedy, O’Brennan and Nohoval 
 

As regards local history, Fr Ferris realized that, with the 
passing of the older generation, an enormous amount of 
oral history, handed down over generations, was being 
lost. He put it poignantly in the book: ‘Each time the east 
wind blows, it takes an old seanchaí with it”. He decided 
to record this history before it was too late. 
 

He developed his own unique system of doing this and 
that was to use the occasion of station masses in the 
various townlands to collect the heritage, genealogy and 
searches particularly from the older parishioners using a 
questionnaire which he had devised. In the evenings after 
the stations he would write up his notes and from this 
material he then compiled the book. It represented a 
colossal amount of work over a number of years. 
 

As was required at the time, he submitted his finished 
manuscript to the Bishop of Kerry, Dr. Michael O’Brien, 
for permission to publish and was shocked to be informed 
that he was prohibited from publishing due to his claim in 
the book that St. Brendan was born in Ballymacelligott 
and baptised in O’Brennan !  Accepted diocesan tradition 
was that Kerry’s patron saint was born in Fenit and 
baptised at Wether’s Well in Ardfert. In the book, Fr. 
Ferris had controverted this tradition. 
 

Some weeks later, he received a letter from the Bishop’s 
secretary Fr. Donal Reidy (later to become Dean of Kerry) 
saying that publication would be permitted if he changed 
his chapter on St. Brendan. Headstrong and single-
minded as he was, Fr. Ferris refused and shelved the 
manuscript. He was moved shortly afterwards to the 
parish of Millstreet. However, he neither forgot nor 
forgave the ban! 
 
Who was Fr. William Ferris? 
 

Originally from Rattoo in North Kerry, William Ferris had 
been a brilliant student at St. Brendan’s in Killarney and 
at Maynooth where he was ordained a priest in 1906. 

68 



Like many young priests of that generation, he left 
Maynooth fired up with enthusiasm and passion for the 
cause of Irish independence and for Irish culture and 
language. He became deeply involved in The Gaelic 
League and the Sinn Féin movement which had just been 
formed and was a friend and admirer of Arthur Griffith. 
 

Returning to the Diocese of Kerry , he threw himself into 
separatist politics , speaking at Anti-Conscription rallies, 
campaigning for Sinn Féin in the 1918 General Election 
and being an outspoken supporter of the War of 
Independence (earning himself two death threats from 
the ‘Black Hand Gang’). 
 

As regards the Treaty, he considered that Collins and 
Griffith had got good terms for the Irish people and 
campaigned in favour of the Treaty in Kerry (quite a brave 
endeavour, given how anti-Treaty Kerry was at that time). 
Overall, however he was very disillusioned by the Civil 
War, felt that the country fell into a general malaise as a 
result of it and, from that point forward, withdrew 
himself from party politics. 
 
Later Career 
 

After Ballymacelligott, he spent just over a year in the 
parish of Millstreet where he also wrote a parish history 
but this time he used a pseudonym so as not to have to 
submit it again to the Bishop of Kerry! 
 
Around this time, he also published a book called The 
Democratic Constitution setting out his proposals for a 
new Irish Constitution. So impressed were two members 
of Dáil Éireann with this book that they nominated him 
for the 1938 Nobel Peace Prize! 
 

He was finally appointed a parish priest in 1935 at the age 
of 54. That was in the parish of Allihies. A short spell 
followed as parish priest of Glenflesk and he then spent 
26 years as parish priest of Ballylongford. He died in 1971 
at the age of 91 years. 
 
His drive and energy were prodigious and amongst other 
achievements during his career were: 

- writing five parish histories and three books on 
politics and government 

- working tirelessly in the cause of temperance 
- establishing Cumann na Sagart nGaelach in Kerry 

and becoming its national secretary 
- running clubanna Gaelacha in each of his parishes 
- writing religious plays 
- translating Dante into Irish 
- introducing bilingual preaching in his parishes 

- recording and saving old Irish placenames. 
 
Publication of the book 
 

Fr. Ferris’s censor, Bishop Michael O’Brien, died in 1952 
and the following year Fr Ferris dusted off his 
Ballymacelligott manuscript and made further edits and 
amendments to it. It seems he was finally preparing it for 
publication but, for whatever reason, this did not happen. 
 
His other censor, Dean Reidy, died in 1966 and two years 
later Fr. Ferris published a detailed article on St Brendan 
in The Irish Independent. The content comprised, almost 
verbatim, the banned material on St Brendan from the 
Ballymacelligott manuscript as well as a not altogether 
complimentary reference to Dean Reidy!  Fr Ferris 
derived no little satisfaction from finally bringing his 
theory on the birthplace of St. Brendan into the public 
arena, albeit he had to wait 35 years to do so!  
 

I came across Fr. Ferris’s manuscript in 2012 while doing 
some research into my Ballymacelligott ancestors and 
soon realized what a treasure trove of material it 
contained. I felt that it was an invaluable resource which 
simply had to see the light of day. 
 

And so, began the laborious process of deciphering Fr 
Ferris’s handwriting, typing up each of the 1770 individual 
pages and getting them back into order as they had 
become hopelessly jumbled over the years. 
 

After five years work, publication finally took place in 
June 2018 and a little bit of history was made when the 
current Bishop of Kerry, Ray Browne, launched the self-
same book his predecessor banned 85 years previously! 
 
Invaluable source of Lyre history 
 

The book is a rare chronicle of the political, economic and 
social history of these four (ancient) parishes including 
the townlands which comprise the Stacks and 
Glenaruddery Mountains. 
 

For those townlands, as well as for all the other 
townlands of the four parishes, the book includes: 
 

– a huge genealogical archive of local families 
(listing some 1,400 separate individuals, many 
with years of birth and death and townland of 
origin) 

– a census of householders in 1932 
– gravestone inscriptions from the cemeteries of 

the  parish. 
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– an account of the Land War of the 1870s/80s 
(listing landlords and middlemen, evictions, local 
‘Moonlighters’, policing, coercion, etc) 

– an account of the War of Independence and the 
Civil War (Fr. Ferris was closely involved in both) 

– a social and cultural archive (e.g. Penal Days , the 
Famine, hedge schools ,hedge school masters, 
National Schools with lists of teachers ,sports and 
pastimes, industry, holy wells, old cemeteries, 
Irish language, Protestant/Catholic relations, 
church history, clergy, duels, faction fights, etc) 

– a place name and field name inventory. 
 

In addition, the Introduction to the book includes a 
biographical portrait of Fr. Ferris who was a fascinating 
individual in his own right.  The book is fully indexed so 
will be an indispensable resource for all those interested 
in Lyre history and genealogy. 
 

Learning about the Glen School 
 

 
We were delighted when we received the above ‘Thank 

You’ from Conor Shanahan. It brought a smile to our 
faces and it made us feel that what we do is 

appreciated. We sense the future of Lyreacrompane is in 
safe hands when its young people, like Conor, 

appreciate the history of their own place. 

Female Irish Orphans 
By Pamela O’Connor 

 
They came here in their thousands – little orphan girls, 

Cast aside, like a string of imitation pearls. 
Having no value and no worth, 

Having no place, no purpose on earth, 
Gouged from the heart of Ireland’s deathly blight, 

No one cared or sorrowed at their plight. 
 

They landed on this shore and the lonely men were there. 
Waiting to choose a wife – the chance for this was rare. 
The women were waiting to choose their servant girls, 

Nobody saw the tears of the little imitation pearls. 
Friendships made on the voyage out were lost, 

As the pearls across the colony were tossed. 
 

These little orphan girls became the mothers of this land, 
Though heaven only knows, that wasn’t planned! 

For fate had not destroyed their joy and song, 
And God was kind because it wasn’t long 
Before they rose above the fear and pain, 

The ridicule of others - and disdain. 
 

They taught that freedom of the spirit 
 was just a state of mind, 

That pride and love and laughter  
were first nature to their kind, 

Each day and night their work and toil 
Brought life into the barren soil, 

And finally their roots were sown 
And now their love for this great land had grown. 

 
Their sons and daughters carried on their ways, 

Many are the thoughts that take us back to those far days, 
As Australians we thank them for the heritage they gave 

For the poets, priests and larrikins – the identity we crave, 
Sometimes one can hear their distant voices singing loud. 

From these pearls I am descended, and I’m proud. 
 

 Lyre NS pupils at the old Glen Schoolhouse in 2018  
with teacher, Kieran Quirke and Joe Harrington. 70 



The Clay Pipe 
Mattie Lennon. 

In fact, and in fiction, every area in Ireland has at least one 
character who has the dubious talent of being able to get 
the maximum amount of alcohol with the minimum 
amount of money. The Bird O’Donnell in The Field would 
be an example. We had one up our way - no, it wasn’t me 
but you’re close. It was a neighbour of mine. 

Two Dubs who took a No. 65 to Blessington on a Good 
Friday. For some unknown reason they thought Licensing 
Laws would be less strictly applied there. Still, they had 
no desire to be stranded in outer suburbia should it turn 
out to be a “dry run”.  So, they didn’t alight but remained 
on the platform while the bus was turning. One of them 
addressed a question to the solitary figure of “The 
Mouse” Carroll standing at Miley Cullen’s Corner; “Do you 
know anywhere two lads might get a drink?” “Begob I 
don’t”, says “The Mouse”, equal to the challenge, “But I 
know where three lads would get a drink? 

During elections he would manage to get numerous 
libations from each candidate through a system that I 
won’t go into here. Let’s just say that it involved giving the 
candidate some lesser known facts about the pedigree of 
his or her opponent. At Christmastime, he would get his 
hands on a stray dog, make an improvised lead from a 
length of binding twine and go from house to house 
enquiring if they had “lost a dog.”  

But to my mind the time that his alcoholic acumen came 
into its own was on one Tuesday morning. It was after a 
Bank holiday weekend and he was badly in need of a hair 
of the dog. (As far as I can remember that was the 
morning he said to his own dog, “Bite me if you like but 
don’t bark”). On the morning in question his total 
finances amounted to one solitary English truppeny bit. 
Do you remember them?  Anyway, the English truppeny 
bit was brass and twelve sided. There’s a word for that. 
An oul schoolmaster told me once. It’s Dod . . dod . . . 
meoul head is goin…Dodecagonal. Dodecagonal.  Where 
was I? Oh yes. The mouse an’ the trupenny bit. Now, even 
though things were cheap at the time it would take five 
shillings, or a half a crown at the very least to make any 
impression on a hangover.  So what could a man do with 
a trupenny bit? I couldn’t do anything with it. An’ I bet 
you couldn’t do much with it either.  But the ‘Mouse’ had 
a plan. The price of a clay pipe, at the time, was 

truppence.  So, he went to Burke’s shop, in Lacken, and 
he purchased a new clay pipe. 

Head splittin’ - mouth like the inside of a septic tank and 
the nerves in bits - and now you are going to ask me what 
good a clay pipe - even a new one - would be to alleviate 
such a condition. Well, at the time it was believed that a 
clay pipe had to be seasoned. (or saysoned as they say up 
our way). The favoured method was to fill the pipe bowl 
with whiskey - something that even the most 
parsimonious publican couldn’t very well refuse to 
supply. 

Armed with his new pipe, the mouse headed for 
Blessington and into Hennessy’s where he asked the 
barman to fill his purchase with the necessary amber 
liquid which he promptly sucked out through the stem. 
He visited Miley’s, Powers and Dowlings with the same 
request. And then he crossed the street to Mullally’s and 
the Gunch Byrnes. He got a bonus in the Gunches. He 
managed to get a fill in the bar and the lounge. You with 
the mathematical turn of mind will know that the bowl of 
a clay pipe would hold approximately 8 ml and if you were 
paying attention you’d know that he got it filled seven 
times which would amount to a sum total of 56 millilitres 
of whiskey. I won’t bore you with the exact conversion to 
imperial measure. You went to school longer than I did 
but... the total alcohol involved amounted to slightly 
more than a small one. Hardly enough to make inroads 
into a severe, seasonal, hangover. But it was a start, and 
as luck would have it, the Mouse got a lift to Naas where, 
at the time, there were thirty-seven pubs.” 

 
Found at the Glen, Lyreacrompane. 
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John Francis Quill 
John Francis Quill, 82, of Pearl River, New York died on 
August 24, 2018. He was born on January 1, 1936 in 
Lyreacrompane, County Kerry, Ireland to parents Thomas 
and Margaret Quill. He immigrated from Ireland in 1960 
to the Bronx, New York where he met his loving wife of 
53 years, Mary, at an Irish dance held at The Jaeger 
House, in Manhattan. They were married at the Church 
of the Holy Spirit in the Bronx. Members of Saint Nicholas 
of Tolentine Parish in the Bronx, they moved to Pearl 
River in 1977 where John was an active member of Saint 
Aedan's Parish. 

 

John worked over 30 years in the telecommunications 
industry in New York City for AT&T, New York Telephone 
and Lucent Technologies as member of the 
Communications Workers of America. He enjoyed 
working with his hands and was always willing to lend a 
helping hand to friends, neighbours and family members. 
John loved his NY Mets and Jets and was an avid 
supporter despite many challenging seasons. He enjoyed 
the culture of his native Ireland and particularly loved 
listening to Irish music on Sunday morning on WFUV or 
catching up on news in the Kerryman publication. John 
cultivated a legendary tomato garden using skills which 
harkened back to his experiences growing up in rural 
Ireland. Family and friends savored the delicious 
tomatoes he shared each year. John will always be 
remembered for his pleasant demeanor, warm smile 
which would light up a room, and his devotion to his 
family. 

He is survived by his wife Mary Quill, son Thomas and wife 
Karen of Nanuet, NY, and son Patrick and wife Erin of 
Wyckoff, NJ. Pop loved his grandchildren Kevin, Kristin, 
John, Caroline, Brendan and Matthew. He was 
predeceased by brothers Christopher and Joseph and is 
survived by his brother Timothy and wife Phil of England. 

Hall of Fame 
 

 
In his younger days, the late Willie Falvey, 
Lyreacrompane, lived in hurling territory 

 and played with the famed Crotta O’Neills.   
Many years later, in 2003, his contribution to 

hurling was remembered when the club  
honoured him by adding him to their Hall of Fame.   

The inscription on the presentation that was 
 made to him on the night reads…  

‘Crotta O’Neills Hall of Fame 2003 – William Falvey’. 
 

 
The inscription on this Tomb in Kilshenane Cemetery 

reads – Rev. D O’Connor 1825. Edward 1927. Humphrey 
1935. Humphrey Knockaclare Lyre 1902 aged 81. 
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The Islandanny Murder 
Joe Harrington 

It wasn’t likely to end well!  Not after Tom Broder, driving 
Margaret Collins to Duagh church on her wedding day, 
overheard her say; “I wish to God either him or myself 
were drowned before we crossed the river”.  She was 
young and her husband-to-be was “in advanced years”.  
The date was February 1879 and the marriage was of 
Margaret Collins to James Brosnan, both of Islandanny. It 
was a ‘match’ with land at the heart of it.  Within six 
months, James who was actually aged forty five, would 
be dead in a most violent manner and Margaret would be 
charged with his murder. Margaret was born twenty 
years earlier on Christmas Day, 1859. 

James Brosnan’s body was found some distance from his 
home on August 21. 1879.  A young boy engaged in farm 
work spotted the body and raised the alarm. The RIC were 
called and Head Constable Bloomer, along with 
Constables Samuel Kerr, John Nolan and James Power 
arrived at the scene.  James Brosnan had received fatal 
injuries to the head and a hatchet was found hidden in 
nearby bushes. Head Constable Bloomer noted that there 
were no traces of blood on the victim’s clothes or on the 
hatchet. There were some marks of blood on the 
backdoor of the house. 

James Brosnan’s body was laid on a couple of planks in 
the house and to add to the macabre situation Margaret’s 
mother, Mary (Broder) Collins, was found drowned in a 
small stream nearby in what seems to have been a case 
of suicide.  At the Coroner’s inquest, overseen by Mr. 
Hartnett, Dr. U Fitzmaurice, who had carried out a post-
mortem, stated that “such an instrument as a hatchet… 
must have likely caused the wounds”.  James’s death had 
occurred three days before the body was found – on 
August 18. The jury found in accordance with the 
evidence. The inquest on Mary Collins was then carried 
out and the jury were of the opinion “that she came to 
her death by being drowned in said stream and not 
through any violent cause”. 

Chamber of Horrors   

The horrors of the whole situation were well described by 
the reporter for the Kerry Evening Post of August 23, 
1879. “On this morning Sub-constables Breen and Tierney, 
who were in charge of the remains pending the coroner’s 
inquiry, were startled by the information of the deceased 

sister-in-law that her mother was lying in a pool of water 
a short distance from the house. Sub-constable Breen at 
once proceeded in company with the girl and found the 
poor woman lying in three feet of water. He brought the 
remains to the house where the body of James Brosnan 
was lying. 

“It is utterly impossible to describe the effects which the 
sight of the murdered man and the no less unfortunate 
woman would have on a person… In a miserable room, 
without any furniture, save the rude planks on which the 
bodies rested, lay the remains of two persons which, but 
a few days before, possessed life and health. On one end 
was stretched the remains of the murdered man with 
clotted blood adhering to his ghastly wounds and on the 
other was that of the woman from whose clothes and hair 
water was still dripping. It was, without exaggeration, a 
chamber of horrors”. 

 
Image by Shane Harrington, New York. 

Following further investigations Margaret Brosnan was 
brought up on remand in the Courthouse in Listowel.  The 
charge against Margaret was that she had, on the night of 
Monday, August 18, 1879 “wilfully murdered her 
husband, James Brosnan”. Her father, Patrick Collins, her 
brother, Denis Collins and a young girl named Margaret 
Colbert were charged with being accessories after the 
fact. Margaret Collins was described in press reports as 
“an extremely good-looking country woman”.   

Mr. R. H. Massey was in the chair with Mr. George Sands 
J.P. and Mr. Henry Cooke J.P. and over fifty witnesses 
were called. Mr. McGillycuddy, Crown solicitor, appeared 
for the prosecution and Mr. Creagh appeared for the 
prisoners.  A number of witnesses gave evidence on the 
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events of the day and night of the murder. Jeremiah 
Madigan stated that he held about 40 acres of land at 
Tullamore outside Listowel for which he paid £56 a year. 
Sometime previously he got into financial difficulties 
which still impinged on him and which lead him to hide at 
the Brosnan/Collins house to avoid a summons to court. 
He was a cousin of the Collins. Madigan’s plan was to 
avoid any stranger who came looking for him. He was 
there for three days prior to the awful event. 

Madigan went on to state that James Brosnan and his 
wife Margaret were “disagreeing”.  They did not sleep in 
the same room.  She complained that her husband had 
“taken the cows off the land” for five weeks. She said she 
had gone to the priest and bishop and that they said they 
would “write to the Pope for a divorce”. 

On the night in question Madigan was in the house with 
Denis Collins, Margaret Brosnan, Margaret Colbert a 
friend of Mrs. Brosnan, Mary Collins, the mother of 
Margaret Brosnan and a young neighbour called Dillane. 
Margaret Brosnan’s father, Patrick Collins, had gone to 
Abbeyfeale and stayed there overnight.  It appears that 
Dillane went home just as James Brosnan arrived home 
on horseback.  James took off the saddle and bridle and 
came in. An argument then ensued over some bills his 
wife, Margaret Brosnan, had incurred in Listowel and he 
said he would not give her the horse to go there anymore.  
Margaret then said, “You vagabond, was it not for your 
own use the money went”.  Both got up to go towards 
each other and Madigan said he had to “quiet them”. 

Three Blows with the Hatchet 

Denis Collins and Mary Collins had already gone to their 
beds and now Margaret Brosnan insisted that Jeremiah 
Madigan and Margaret Colbert should do likewise.  When 
they did so Margaret bolted the room door behind them. 
There was an open space at the top of the door and 
Madigan claimed he heard Margaret say, “There now you 
vagabond, will you strike me now”. James Brosnan said he 
would not. Jeremiah Madigan then stated that he heard 
her strike a blow and he ran to the door, but it was 
fastened on the outside.  He awakened Denis Collins and 
the older woman. Mary Collins said he should go out the 
window.  Margaret Colbert then called out to Madigan by 
name and said, “She has hit him three blows with the 
hatchet”. 

Margaret Brosnan then opened the bedroom door. 
Margaret Colbert went to see if James Brosnan was 

dead… “and there was not a stir in him”. Margaret 
Brosnan then started to scream and asked Madigan to 
“…take her to her own people”. Jeremiah then headed for 
Abbeyfeale to alert Patrick Collins of the dreadful events. 
According to the court report his evidence in this regard 
was corroborated by Alice Lane and Mary Colbert in 
Abbeyfeale and by his wife Mary Madigan. Thomas Lynch 
and Michael O’Connor both summons servers (probably 
the ones he was hiding from) also corroborates part of his 
statement. 

For and Against Margaret 

A number of witnesses who were not at the house on the 
date of the killing were called to give evidence on things 
they claimed Margaret had said and done since the 
wedding seven months earlier.  Mary Nolan stated that 
she had gone to the Listowel races with the married 
couple some weeks previously. Patrick Collins, Margaret’s 
father, and some local girls went along as well. She said 
she was in the house before they left for town and 
Margaret Brosnan took a bottle of reddish coloured stuff 
from a drawer and gave it to witness to keep for her until 
they got to town.  

When they got to Listowel Mary returned the bottle to 
Margaret who then went to order a round of drinks in the 
shop attached to the kitchen where they were.  She was 
taking a long time to return, and Mary Nolan went looking 
for her.  She found her in a dark corner poring the 
contents of the bottle from the drawer into her husband’s 
pint. When she asked her what she was doing Margaret 
said, “I’ll make that old fellow not follow me again to the 
races”.  Next day James Brosnan said that the porter he 
had the day before had “swollen his head”.  Mary Nolan 
claimed that a few days later the young wife promised to 
give her a free house if she would slip the concoction into 
her husband’s tea as she was not talking to him and could 
not get to do it. Mary Nolan claimed that she told James 
Brosnan not to take drink from his wife in Listowel. 

Margaret McCarthy (17) said that some time before the 
murder she asked Margaret Brosnan; “Are you not a 
queer wife to not take to your husband the same as other 
wives do”. Margaret replied, “I wouldn’t have anything to 
do with that old bullock. I must have a young man for my 
young heart and I’ll soon put an end to him”. 

A number of other witnesses gave similar evidence 
including a Jer Brosnan who said she had expressed her 
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abhorrence of her husband by saying; “He wouldn’t let me 
sleep at night moaning and scratching himself”.   

Then on the other hand… 

As opposed to all this evidence against Margaret some 
witnesses gave evidence of threatening words and 
behaviour by Patrick Collins (Margaret’s father) against 
the murdered man, James Brosnan. Timothy Forde, a 
private in the Limerick Artillery Militia said he met Patrick 
Collins in Listowel. Collins, he said, wanted Brosnan “out 
of his sight” and that if he could get any person “to put 
him out of the way that person would be well paid for his 
work”.  A witness named Daniel Brosnan said that three 
months previously he had a conversation with Denis 
Collins, Margaret’s brother, on the way home from mass. 
Collins was under the influence of drink and he said he 
would kill the deceased that day …”and make him stop his 
talking”. 

Piling on further evidence against Patrick Collins, a John 
O’Neill said Collins declared on August 3, that he would 
take James Brosnan’s life “sooner or later”.  Daniel John 
Brosnan said he heard Patrick Collins tell his daughter 
when they were doing business in a bank in Listowel; “You 
will see, he will be dead soon”. 

This evidence did not swing things in favour of Margaret 
and she was then sent forward for trial at the Winter 
Assizes in Limerick before Mr. Baron Dowse.  The trial 
started with the swearing in of a jury. The members were 
chosen from the ‘long panel’ and those on the panel who 
were not in attendance were fined £10.  The ‘gentlemen’ 
sworn in to hear the case were Michael O’Brien 
(Foreman), John Cronin Charlotte Quay, George 
Mathews, John Longbottom, John Cronin William Street, 
Thomas McMahon, James Trousdall, Garret Curtin, 
Martin Maguire, Patrick Kenna, Stephen Hall and William 
H Swaine. 

The prosecution’s case, led by Mr. De Moleyns, was that 
Margaret had, against her wishes, married the diseased, 
James Brosnan who was a man of “substance”.  Her 
parents were in fear of losing their farm as their 
circumstances had declined and it was thought by her 
father, Patrick Collins, that the fortunes of the family 
could be turned around by this arranged marriage. The 
prisoner, it was claimed, appeared to be “a ruthless 
woman with a violent tongue” and that she “meditated 
deep designs for the purpose of terminating this 
unfortunate state of affairs”. 

Ye finished him at last… 

A strong point against the prisoner, Margaret, was that 
she had admitted that she knew that her husband was 
intending to take back a saddle and bridle he had 
borrowed from a John Darby Brosnan.  While she went to 
Listowel and elsewhere seeking her husband in the three 
days before the body was found she had not checked at 
John Darby’s house.  There was some evidence that the 
dead man, James Brosnan, had been in a dispute with 
James Yankee Brosnan over money even though he had 
stayed with Yankee for three months during which he had 
been separated from his wife. Johanna Brosnan, Yankee’s 
wife, stated that it was “an awful thing for a woman not 
to make an alarm about her husband from Monday to 
Thursday”.  The prisoner replied, “What alarm would I 
make? He was oftener with your ladyship than he was 
with me. He was up and down with ye; ye coaxed what he 
had from him and now ye finished him at last”. 

At one stage, his Lordship, Mr Dowes, stopped 
proceedings and stated, “I must ask those gentlemen in 
the court who have no business here, and who are 
suffering from severe colds to go home. Just as most 
important answers are about to be given… a series of 
coughs commence which make it impossible to have them 
heard”. 

A Thomas Connor said Margaret had told him that she 
would “sooner poison him (her husband) than play with 
him”. Thomas had gone to confession to “the priest” and 
explained that; “…he would not give me absolution until I 
told all about it”.  Jeremiah Madigan gave evidence 
similar to that given by him in Listowel. 

The trial continued the next day.  Efforts were made by 
the defence to discredit the Crown witnesses. The jury 
retired and after half an hour returned to say there was 
no chance of agreeing. There were eight members of the 
jury in favour of acquittal on the grounds that “Madigan’s 
evidence was tainted and unreliable”.  His Lordship, Mr. 
Dowes, retorted; “Don’t tell me how you stand as to 
numbers.  I must remind you that Madigan’s evidence has 
been corroborated on several points. You must retire 
gentlemen and I will return at nine o’clock when I will 
discharge you if you have agreed”. 

The jury returned at eight thirty and the foreman handed 
up the verdict of not guilty of murder but guilty of 
manslaughter with a recommendation to mercy on 
account of the prisoner being married against her will. His 
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Lordship said the verdict was a very proper one and that 
he would sentence the prisoner in the morning. The 
prisoner, Margaret Brosnan, was upset as she was led 
away, and the verdict was met with “general approval” 
by the public outside.  

Next day Mr. Dowes handed down a sentence of twenty-
year penal servitude. He stated that but for the jury’s 
recommendation to mercy he would have sentenced her 
to penal servitude for life. The date was December 16, 
1879. On January 1, 1880 Margaret was moved from 
Limerick Prison to Mountjoy. At the time Margaret was 
described as being five foot two inches in height, with 
dark brown hair, grey eyes and a fresh complexion. She 
could read and write.  

(Just six months after the trial Baron Richard Dowes died 
suddenly while hearing a case in Tralee. It was said of him 
that he was “better known for his wit than his law”). 

Some questions 

The trial did leave some questions. The evidence 
suggested that there were at least two others who 
seemed to have had expressed strong hostility to the 
victim - Patrick Collins, his wife’s father and the Yankee 
Brosnan.  It seems likely also that the removal of James 
Brosnan’s body from the house to the spot where it was 
found could not have been accomplished by Margaret on 
her own. However, in the days before forensics the jury 
verdict decided her fate and history marks her down as 
having killed her husband, James Brosnan.  

One of the main witnesses for the prosecution of 
Margaret Brosnan was Jer Madigan.  He had been hiding 
out at the Brosnan/Collins house in an effort to avoid 
process servers.  Six months later, in July 1880, he was in 
court, in front of Judge Barry.  He was in trouble on a 
number of counts.  He was a tenant of Ben-Walsh, an 
absentee landlord who was going bankrupt. Madigan had 
previous judgements made against him.  The first two 
were in September 1879 for a debt to John Foran of £34. 
5s. 6d. and a debt of £20. 1s. 6d. to James D Keane. The 
third was in October for a debt of £26.10s. to Jeremiah 
Riordan “for shop goods”.  There had been another in 
relation to a Con Mulvihill to the amount £18.10s. 

The case was that Jer Madigan, to avoid the possibility of 
having to pay the creditors, passed on possession of the 
farm to his son Pat and that Ben-Walsh and/or his agent, 
Mr. Sandes were complicit in the manoeuvre.  Judge 

Barry, in charging the jury, exonerated Mr. Sandes of all 
blame. The jury found against Madigan. 

A month previously Con Mulvihill had been in court to get 
judgement on Jer Madigan’s debt to him. It was claimed 
that Madigan had sold off all his cattle, furniture and 
farming stock for £78. Madigan also owed two gales of 
rent to the landlord. 

There were interesting aspects to these cases.  The first 
was a rant by Judge Barry.  While the jury was been sworn 
in his Lordship observed they were using “a disreputable 
looking thing” as a bible. In the north of Ireland, he 
claimed “…they always used a proper, decent looking 
edition of the second testament; giving a degree of 
solemnity, ceremony, sanction and weight to the taking of 
an oath. In this respect they might well imitate the people 
of the North”.  

On a more serious note it was claimed during the court 
cases that Jer Madigan had received £100 “from the 
government” and £50 from Lord Listowel to give evidence 
in the Islandanny murder case. It would seem that George 
Sandes, a magistrate in the case, had pressed Madigan to 
reveal all he knew and Madigan may have seen an 
opportunity to get Sandes, as the landlord’s agent, to 
sanction the transfer of the farm to his son, nineteen year 
old Pat, in return for agreeing to co-operate on the 
witness stand. Madigan’s hoped to stymie the creditors.   

This should have made Madigan an unreliable witness in 
the murder case although he was probably telling the 
truth. Jer Madigan claimed that he used the money to 
help family members get to America and to pay the rent 
owed to his landlord. 

John Foran and the Groves of Mountcoal 

The other interesting footnote to the case was the 
mention of John Foran as one of the plaintiffs who was 
owed money by Madigan. He seems to have settled with 
Madigan for promissory notes and one of £8 had been 
paid already.  Four years later John Foran came by a 58 
acre farm in Coolaclarig. It was the farm of Thomas Walsh 
who had been evicted in April 1883 after falling into 
arrears to landlord John Benn-Walsh (Lord Ormathwaite). 
Foran was accused of ‘grabbing’ the farm and as a 
landgrabber he was boycotted. People made it difficult 
for him to sell his produce at the town or in market. 
 

Foran couldn’t get labourers to work in his farm either 
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and he went to a hiring fair in Tralee Sunday, July 29.  
When he was returning home he was ambushed and 
killed at Mountcoal on the old road from Tralee by way of 
Irramore Church and Dromclogh.  He was traveling in a 
horse-drawn cart with his 15-year-old son, Michael, three 
labourers he had hired in Tralee and a young girl, Kate 
Sullivan, to whom he had given a lift. A number of arrests 
were subsequently made and eventually there was an 
effort made to bring a case against James Curtin who lived 
in the same general area as Foran. There were a number 
of hearings before the state dropped the case. The main 
witness was young Michael Foran and he was found to be 
unreliable. He is called a perjurer in the following verse 
collected from Mrs. Foley (74) Mountcoal for the National 
Folklore Commission in the 1930s. 

The Groves of Mountcoal 

Ye all know Shaun Foran who lived in Shrownoun. 
He got a sad death coming from Tralee town. 
When down from Castleisland two Moonlighter strolled. 
And laid him in a corpse in the groves of Mountcoal. 

He fell from the car and his head met the road. 
And Michael the Perjurer began to roar 
Oh Father, Oh Father forever Farewell 
They send you both body and soul into hell. 

He sat into his car and he made for Listowel, 
And going down through the Square he began to roar. 
Oh sergeant! Oh sergeant! My father is dead. 
And inside in his body are four balls of lead. 

When Stritter he heard it, he jumped all around. 
Saying "Hurry up men we’ll make for the ground. 
For someone will suffer as you may depend. 
For shooting John Foran the government’s friend”. 

When they came to the spot in amazement they stood. 
The place all over was covered with blood. 
They looked at each other but had nothing to see 
But a land-grabbing body lying near an ash tree. 

Ye all know James Curtain that innocent youth. 
He got eight months in jail for Foran the brute. 
So don't ye be fond of grabbing the land, 
For you know, there are Moonlighters always at hand. 

Some Footnotes 

What became of Margaret Brosnan after her jail 
sentence?  Further research may answer that question 
someday but for now we have only uncertain folklore to 
go on.  Helen Broderick of Lacca East says there is a local 
belief that Margaret was pardoned some years later and 

went to America with a young man named Mulvihill 
whom she used to know before her ill-fated marriage. 
Mulvihill may have worked on constructing the railway 
line from Ballingarrane Junction (just north of Rathkeale) 
to North Kerry which was opened in December 1880.  

Jer Kennelly of Knockanure relates one story passed down 
that Margaret was one of those pardoned on the 
occasion of the Diamond Jubilee of Queen Victoria in 
1897 and went to America under a false name. There, it 
was said, she was recognised and pointed out by an exile 
from Duagh which resulted in her suicide.  There seems 
to be no evidence that ‘common criminals’ were 
pardoned by the Queen back then although she did 
pardon deserters from the Army. 

We started the story of Margaret Collins on her way to 
get married and wishing that she or her husband-to-be 
would be drowned; “before we crossed the river”.  Helen 
Broderick thinks that the crossing referred to may have 
been by boat to Duagh Church. A nearby spot on the 
northern bank of the Feale is still known as ‘Cott Hole’.  
Folk memory is of ‘Bateen the Boatman’ taking people 
across the river here in a small cott (boat) which was 
hauled to the other side (and back) by a rope. Helen 
points out that the timeline suggests that Bateen’s father, 
John, may have been on the rope the day Margaret was 
heading for the church. 

 
Helen Broderick at her home in Lacka East. From 

 this pre-famine house the Brosnan families in  
the area can trace their roots.  James Brosnan, the 

murder victim, was one of nine children born to James 
’The Fols’ Brosnan and Mary Galvin, Knocknagorna. 
Helen has researched the family trees of the various 
branches of the Brosnans and my thanks to her for 

helping with genealogical aspects of this story. 
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Mat the Herder 
The schools in the area all took part in the 
Folklore commission of the 1930s in which pupils 
were encourages to talk to older people in their 
community and write down the things they told 
them. These were later compiled in a collection 
that can now be accessed on the internet. The 
following was contributed by Liam Dillion, a pupil 
at Rathea School… 

Mat Sheehy lived in the townland of Gortcloghane in the 
beginning of the nineteenth century. He was commonly 
known as Mat the Herder. He was a stout firm man and 
had great arms. Another great man lived long side him by 
the name of Seán O’Leary. The two of um used to go to 
Cork once a fortnight with firkins of butter in a horse and 
cart. At the same time there was a great fighting man in 
Cork. One day the Buffer of Cork challenged any man to 
fight him. Mat came up to Leary and said that it wouldn’t 
take such a great man to beat him. “You better keep your 
tongue in your pocket” said Leary “don’t he hear you”. At 
that the Buffer heard him and challenged him to fight and 
handed him a blackthorn stick so they took at it. The 
Buffer was giving him great strokes in the head but they 
weren’t taking no effect out of him. In the finish Leary said 
to Mat in Irish “Tóg íseale” to take him low. At that Mat 
struck him across the ribs and brought him to the ground 
and the Buffer said to Mat “You’re a good man. I was 
never beaten before”. The Cork people said they would 
give him his hat full of gold if he shouted as a Cork man 
but he said he would not, saying “I am a Kerry man and 
I’ll shout for no other county but Kerry”. 

Mat had fourteen heifers grazing in the mountain owned 
by Stephen Galvin at present. He had a big dog. His dog 
was called Bully and he used always mind the heifers for 
fear they would be stolen. One morning as the ground 
was covered with snow Bully came barking to the door 
and made signals to Mat that the heifers were stolen. So 
the two started out in search of them. They tracked um 
as far as Limerick and there they found um between two 
glens. They went about turning the heifers for home 
when ten men attacked um to take the heifers off um so 
they started fighting and he beat the ten men but he 
would never do so without the dog. When five of um 
would come in front of him and five more behind him the 
dog would jump up and catch um by the cape of the coat 
and bring um to the ground and in that way he beat the 
ten men and brought home his heifers to Gortacloghane. 

Soon after a great man from County Limerick heard about 
Mat so he said he would have a trial out of him. He picked 
two good sticks. One for himself and another for Mat. He 
enquired from house to house until he came to Mat. As 
soon as Mat saw him he got in dread of him so he said he 
was not Mat the Herder at all but he’d carry him to Mat’s 
house. But that if he’d like, himself would fight him but 
that Mat should be present at the fight. Mat was in dread 
to attack him alone without Leary with him for Leary was 
a better man than himself. If he beat himself Leary would 
have another chance and if Leary beat him Mat would still 
hold his good name. When they landed at Learys house 
Mat had a private talk with him and Leary said to him not 
to be in dread. Then they started fighting and no one of 
um was getting the upper hand for half an hour. It was 
getting very hot then and Mat was getting too much of it. 
Then Leary told him in Irish not to draw at all but to keep 
up his guards and that he would get tired. Mat did so and 
stroke by stroke the other fellow was failing. Then all of a 
sudden Mat struck him across the ribs and brought him 
to the ground so Mat held his good name and gave up 
fighting at the age of fifty. 

Liam Ó Duilleáin 
Gortaclocáin, Liostuatail 
Ó M’athair a fuaireas é seo. 
 

 
Postmaster, Johnny Nolan with the previous 

Lyreacrompane and District Journal. 
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Barna Bog – The Lyre Connection 
As has been mentioned in the Lyreacrompane Journal 
previously one of the locomotives used by Bord na Mona 
in Lyre was moved to Barna Bog in East Kerry when they 
closed Lyreacrompane bog. Recently we visited Barna 
where the turf cutting operation has also long since 
closed. There are still some traces of the works such as 
the tip and the Nissan sheds. In the silence of the place 
one can still imagine the huge activity that once took 
place there – the men, the women, the conversations, the 
machines, the trucks and the noise.  But it is all quite now. 
Just a passing walker on the long bog road or a hen harrier 
overhead. 

 
The locomotive shed and maintenance pit. 

 
Re-opening of the Mass Path walk in 2018. 

 
The turf was sold by weight. 

 

 
Thanks to Mary Cogan, Listowel Blog, for this photo  

of a new Nissan Hut at Barna in the early days. 
 

 
The same Nissan Hut in 2020. 

 
On the Dan Paddy Andy Fest Bog Walk. 
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Listowel Dancehalls 
Jim Sheahan talks to Mary Cogan (Listowel Blog) 

 
Jim remembers the dancehalls dotted around North Kerry 
in the 1940s and 50s. These were the main venues for 
entertainment until the advent of the big ballrooms and 
the easy availability of transport meant the people went 
dancing outside their local area. 
 

 
Jim and Nora Sheahan 

 

There were two dancehalls in town, Walshe’s Ballroom 
and The Plaza. The Plaza which was built by Frankie Chute 
was a cinema, but it held dances on big occasions like the 
Races. Walshe’s Ballroom was first located upstairs in 
premises in William Street. Sunday night was dance night 
and older people remember long queues of young people 
waiting for this hall to open. This hall had to close when 
the floor collapsed, and Vincent Walshe moved 
operations to a site he owned opposite the Astor Cinema.  
 
Vincent built a big luxurious state-of-the-art ballroom 
with a sprung maple floor, a mineral bar and a cloakroom. 
‘The Las Vegas’, as it was called had a mineral bar, with 
“catering by Diana.” The Diana in question was Diana 
McElligott. The cloakroom was another luxury you didn’t 
have in the smaller crossroads halls. For a small fee you 
could leave your coat in safekeeping for the duration of 
the dance. You handed in your coat to the cloakroom 
attendant who attached a ticket and gave you the ticket 
stub. If you had no pocket you had to keep the stub safely 
in your shoe until you came to collect your coat later. 
 

The Las Vegas also had a resident band. Bunny Dalton was 
the band master. Jim Sheahan played the saxophone with 
this band for 5 or 6 years. Other members of the band 
were Jerry Scanlon, Mai Chute, who played the piano, 
John Moore of Mountcoal who played the saxophone and 
Jerry Barry on trumpet. Tim O’Sullivan was Jim’s music 
teacher. For one shilling a lesson he taught him to play 
the fiddle. Tim also played the saxophone and he spotted 
Jim’s potential. Jim was already playing the tin whistle 
and the skills transferred to the saxophone as the notes 
were the same. Since he neither drank nor smoked he had 

plenty of lung power and he took to his new instrument 
with enthusiasm.  At one stage the band had a vocalist, 
Johnny Cahill. This is the same Johnny Cahill who played 
Carthalawn in the first production of Sive. 
 

This was the era of the big band and Vincent Walshe put 
together a band to rival the best in the land. Bunny Dalton 
and his band played for the dancing on Wednesday and 
Sunday nights. Occasionally Vincent Walshe brought big 
names like Mick Delahunty and Brendan Boyer to town. 
These were known as ‘all night dances’ and they went on 
until 3.00 a.m. The big band would take a half hour break 
from 12.00 to 12.30 and the house band would play 
during this half hour. Those were the days my friends! 
 

Thomas Molyneaux    
Kay O’Leary 

The teacher most associated with the Glen School in 
Lyreacrompane was Thomas Molyneaux who was born 
in 1844.  His father was Thomas Molyneaux and his 
mother was Margaret Stack. Thomas began teaching at 
the Glen School in January 1874. He was aged 29.  He 
finished teaching there on January 1, 1911 at the age of 
66.  Thomas Molyneaux died in 1916 aged 72. 

Thomas Molyneaux Jnr. married Margaret Begley on 
February 9, 1877. Margaret’s father was Thomas Begley 
and her mother was Johanna Walsh.  Margaret (Begley) 
Molyneaux was born around 1856. She started as an 
assistant teacher at the Glen School in November 1874 
at the age of 18.  She died on October 13, 1919. 

Margaret and Thomas had ten children. They were James 
1877, Helen 1879, Bridget 1881, Margaret 1882, Johanna 
1884, Mary 1886, Elizabeth 1888, John C 1889, Catherine 
1891 and Thomas Joseph 1894.  Mary was subbing for her 
mother Margaret in the new Lyreacrompane NS School 
on October 30, 1912 but is not recorded in list of teachers. 

 
Horse fair Listowel - Con Murphy Lyre, with Therese and 
 Luke Keane, Knocknagoshel. (Photo Moss Joe Browne) 
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Report from commissioners for enquiring into  

The Condition of the Poorer Classes in 
Ireland 1836 – Castleisland 

The Report showed that very few labourers got constant 
employment. For those lucky enough to get 200 days 
work in the year at 8d per day the income was £6. 13s. 
4d. Keeping a pig might bring in a profit of £1. 10s and 
eggs 15 shillings bringing the total income to £8. 18s. 4d. 
Soap might cost 4s 4d. and Tobacco 17 shillings per 
annum. (A boy of 14, when employed, would get four 
pence a day). There had been no general alteration in the 
rate of wages in the previous 10 years. 

The number of labourers in the Castleisland parish was 
900 of which less than half were “constantly employed”. 
Ballymacelligott parish had 431 labourers and 120 of 
those were regularly employed. There were 106 
labourers in Nohoval and only 28 were in constant 
employment.  

It was easier for labourers to get work at harvest time and 
less so in the Spring. A lot of new land was being brought 
into cultivation and crops planted but the plough was 
displacing spade work.  

New roads were being built and the report stated; “…that 
on the Cork and Tralee road, now making, employment is 
given in every part of the year to all men who can offer 
themselves and can produce good characters. 1,200 men 
is the greatest number that has ever presented 
themselves… at the same time – for 6 weeks in the Spring. 
In the Autumn hardly any men remain at work on the 
road; they go to work on their own potatoes ground or for 
the farmers”.  

Those compiling this Report were told that; “On a road 
that is now making through Kingwilliamstown (Bally-
desmond) the contractors have been obliged to suspend 
part of the work during Spring and Autumn because the 
labouring men could not be kept steadily working for 
them when they had a chance of getting employment 
from the farmers in the busy times”. 

In most cases, the Report states, it takes a labourer 100 
days work to pay rent for his cabin and potato ground. 
While there was an annual influx of men from west Kerry 
seeking work on farms “Threatening notices to prevent 
the employment of strange labourers have not been seen 
here…”  On the Cork road the labourers stood out for a 

short time for an increase in wages but did not succeed in 
raising the price of labour – the only instance of 
combination (organised strike). There was no record of 
similar union-type activity amongst labourers employed 
in farming work. 

Among those who gave evidence to the enquiry in the 
Castleisland area were men called O’Leary, Twiss, Roche, 
Chute, Sealy and Powell (none, we can safely assume, 
were labourers). They gave their information to WJ 
Gisborne Esq and TN Vaughan Esq and it included the 
following accounts of how labourers lived…  

“I think they make nothing (no profit) by eggs in 
Castleisland parish.  The usual fee for marriage is £1. 1s; 
the Bishop’s licence 10s; both are sometimes remitted. 
The baptismal fee is 2s but it is not paid in half the 
instances. There are no fees at funerals except 2s. 6d. for 
a mass.  The labouring classes pay no offerings in chapel 
and about one third of them pay the confessional dues of 
1s each at Christmas and Easter”. 

The account, mainly quoting Mr. O’Leary goes on; “A 
labourer rarely buys his potatoes; he grows a quantity 
sufficient, or nearly so, for the supply of his family by 
renting half an acre of ground for about £3 a year (nearly 
half his income from labouring during the year). He 
spends about two months labour in tilling it. He has not 
always enough to last him until the new crop is ready. 
Bogwood is used instead of candles.  They spend nothing 
on groceries. At Christmas, Easter, Shrovetide and once or 
twice a year besides they eat a little meat.  I do not think 
that misery and distress is to be attributed to the general 
improvidence of their wives. There is a striking 
improvement in the moral habits of the peasantry 
generally in the last twelve years; they are less riotous and 
less drunken and, in every respect, better…” 

This last observation tallies well with the work and 
reports of Richard Griffiths.  The Lord Lieutenant at the 
time of the 1820s Whiteboy uprisings was an Irishman, 
Richard Colley, Marquis of Wellesley and eldest brother 
of the Duke of Wellington. It was Wellesley who sent 
Griffith to take charge of Relief Works in the district 
comprising the counties of Cork, Kerry, Limerick and 
North Tipperary.  In his Report of 1831 on the ‘Roads 
made at the public expense in the Southern Districts of 
Ireland’ Richard Griffith recounts the improvements that 
had followed the new roads. Before the roads “very little 
corn was grown in the mountain country as there being 
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no roads on which lime could be drawn … but within the 
last two years the produce in grain has been very 
considerable” Griffith reported. He also reported on the 
absence of “disturbances” since the roads brought 
relative prosperity to the usually lawless area. 

Richard Griffith wrote, “In the year 1822, the town of 
Castleisland bore the most unequivocal signs of poverty in 
its inhabitants. The houses were universally dilapidated, 
and the windows and roofs broken.  There was no Inn (at 
least none deserving the name) and no shop could supply 
anything beyond a farthing candle and a pennyworth of 
tobacco. The street represented a mass of uneven rock, 
resembling a quarry rather than a road and was almost 
impassable for wheel-carriages.  

“Within the last four years (1827-31) a great number of 
new houses have been built, all of which are two stories 
in height, are slated and otherwise well finished, along 
with an excellent Inn; several shops have been established 
at which clothing of all kinds and groceries can be 
purchased at modest rates. The street has been levelled, 
formed, and an excellent road made (at the expense of 
the proprietors of the town) with footpaths on each side 
neatly curbed with cut limestone”. 

It would seem that prosperity was brought to Castleisland 
(and to Abbeyfeale) by Griffith’s roads in the 1820s. The 
new roads that Griffith had built in the hinterland to the 
east, provided employment in their making, opened up 
the area for improvement and the production of produce 
that found its way to market towns like Castleisland. 

 
Cousins meet up – Nancy Tangney, Joe Harrington  

and Mary Orr. 

The Old Bog Road 
The following appeared in the Torch, paper of the Dublin 
Labour Party branches, June 15, 1940.  The Torch cost 1d. 

Mr. Lemass is sorely depressed about the 
reluctance of unemployed men in Dublin city to live 
luxurious lives on the Clonsast Bog (thirty-four 
miles from the city).  They were to get sixpence a 
day in addition to food and bed. This he said, of 
course, was a temporary arrangement.  When they 
became qualified turf workers they would be paid 
at the normal rate and, presumably, would have to 
pay for their own food and shelter out of their 
wages. 

What is a bog worker earning? In Kerry 
(Lyreacrompane) where the same machine and the 
same Turf Board sets the pace and pays the wages 
the most that any worker receives is twenty-seven 
shillings per week.  Those are men who were born 
and reared at the side of the bog. They work as 
much as twelve hours a day.   

Just for talking and letting things drift; for failing 
to carry out their own election promises Ministers 
of the Government are paid £1,700 a year with the 
certainly of a self-awarded pension of £500 for life 
after being sacked from office by the electors. 
Many of the Ministers who are destined to become 
ex-ministers will have other pensions and other 
sources of income to sustain them in their declining 
years. They will not have to travel the old bog road.  
No wonder they are satisfied with things as they 
are. That 750 years of national resistance to 
foreign rule has not been in vain so far as their 
interests are concerned. 

 
A Turf Development Board wage slip from 1941. 
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Trouble at the Bord! 
Anyone who ever cut turf will know that the main concern 
is to get it as dry as possible. Most years this is not an easy 
job and usually requires cutting early and having a bit of 
luck with the weather.  However, there was a case in 
Lyreacrompane where the Turf Development Board (later 
called Bord na Mona) won damages for having to get their 
turf to market when it was too dry.  It wasn’t the only 
thing they got compensation for on that day in October 
1940.  Maybe we will start with that side of our story…  

The place was Listowel Court. The Judge was E.J. 
McElligott K.C. and he wasn’t a bit happy. The Turf 
Development Board was claiming £125 from Kerry 
County Council for damage to a sod collector and engine 
which was alleged to have been maliciously damaged at 
Lyreacrompane Peat Works on the night of July 18, in the 
same year - 1940. 

The Judge described as a “very sad case” because as long 
as he knew it Lyreacrompane was a poor district. Now 
there was employment for eighty men and sixty women 
and children according to E.J. but they were saying, “We 
won’t have systematic work and we’ll burst up the 
machine”.  It was a shocking state of affairs the Judge 
bemoaned. He said that he was not given to denouncing 
the working class of Kerry “…but they clamoured for some 
work and they got it and then they tried to destroy it”. 

Mr. Binchy BL appeared with solicitors Marshall and 
MacAuley for the Board while Mr Roche BL, with Mr 
O’Connell, solicitor, represented Kerry County Council. 
Michael Coote, manager of the Lyre Works gave evidence 
of how he had found the machine broken on the morning 
of July 19.  He said that it seems that the damage had 
been done, under cover of darkness, with a steel bar 
taken from the cabin of the same machine. He confirmed 
that they had already dismissed some workers for not 
working with the machine. The machine had been in use 
for eighteen months until then and its normal life would 
be about fifteen years. 

Mr. Coote went on to say that the men objected to the 
machine. The whole crew objected - three men in 
particular.  They preferred to “work in their own easy-
going way”. Christopher Carmody said that on that day 
he had been driving the sod collector and finished work 
about 10pm.  He locked it up and went home. On the 
following day it was broken. Garda Corcoran from 

Knocknagoshel stated that in response to a phone call to 
the Barracks he headed to Lyreacrompane to investigate 
the matter.  The machine was about a quarter of a mile 
from the public road and the door of the machine had 
been damaged. He made no arrests. “Nobody would give 
them away?” asked Judge McElligott. “No, my Lord” 
answered the Garda.  “Are all the employees at 
Lyreacrompane local” the Judge inquired. “Yes, my lord” 
answered Garda Corcoran. His Lordship then gave a 
decree for £125 with £13. 7s expenses – the amount to 
be levied off the electoral division of Kilshenane, 
Trieneragh and Duagh. 

But what was that about the turf that was too dry you ask. 
Mr. Coote had explained in his evidence that the collector 
was out of action for a fortnight and the turf was dryer 
and, therefore, lighter and there was a loss to the Board 
as they sold it by weight. The Board aimed to sell their turf 
at 30% moisture content.  Mr Coote was fairly precise 
about the issue, claiming that the turf has lost seven and 
a half percent weight because of the two-week delay in 
collecting it. During the case the chief engineer of the 
Board, Michael McGuire, confirmed same.   

Birthday Tour in Lyreacrompane 

 

The Lyreacrompane Heritage Group have often given 
talks to groups on the heritage, culture and the 
environment of Lyre but it was a first when retired 
teacher, Cáit O'Shea from Lahard, Beaufort decided that 
for her special birthday all she wanted was a tour/talk on 
Lyreacrompane as, from a young age, she had often heard 
of the place. Cáit's daughter, Doreen, contacted Lyre 
Heritage Group, to organise it. So, on September 10, 1918 
Cáit, accompanied by her husband Tony and daughter 
Doreen Moore from Tralee, spent a couple of hours in the 
area with tour guide, Joe Harrington. 

83 



Pass Times in Past Times 

Joe Harrington. 

Going out to chat to the people at the Castleisland Day 
Care Centre during Heritage Week has become a sort of 
an annual event.  They usually wind up doing most of the 
talking – which is really the point of the exercise.  Last 
year the topic was Pass Times in Past Times and it 
certainly brought the memories flooding back.  We 
started by going back in ancient history for pass times 
back then.  Faction fights were mentioned where, though 
people were seriously injured or sometimes killed, it was 
almost a communal pastime.  This passed down in a 
different form in more recent times when a fair day was 
not complete without a scrap of some sort. This is 
referred to in the song; ‘The Story I Tell you is True’ in the 
lines… “When the wheeling and dealing was over, we all 
waited on for the fight”. 

Hunting was a pastime as well as a means of securing food 
and, interestingly, the last wolf in Ireland was killed on 
Mangerton Mountain in 1710. Again, in the 1700s, long 
before the Lotto; “The public streets of Dublin are filled 
with lottery offices, beyond the conception even of a 
Londoner. They are filled with crowds of the most 
miserable ragged objects staking their daily bread on the 
chance of gain”, according to George Cooper in his ‘Letter 
on the Irish Nation’ (1799). 

Moving into the 1900s and the conversation got around 
to the 1930s Folklore Commission. Schoolchildren of the 
time were asked to talk to their parents, grandparents or 
elderly neighbours about older times. The Collection is 
now up on the internet on www.duchas.ie and can be 
searched by school name. Many of the contributions 
were lists of pass-times.  Riddles were popular. We picked 
out a few examples.  

“What is it that’s no use till its broken”? This was collected 
from Nellie Kearney, Scartaglen. And the answer was “An 
egg”. 

“Why is a black hen cleverer than a white one” was listed 
by Hannah Prendiville Glenlahern and the answer was 
“Because a black hen can lay a white egg, but a white hen 
can’t lay a black one”.  

There were two from Nuala Milward, Cordal; “What’s the 
difference between a teacher and a stamp”? And the 

answer was “One sticks with a lick and one licks with a 
stick”. 

“Why is a hungry man like a glutton”?  And the answer; 
“Because one longs to eat and the other eats too long”. 

After a bit of fun with the riddles the conversation 
changed to discussing the people who had contributed 
the riddles all those years ago. Connections were quickly 
made and some of the people in the room turned out to 
be related to them. 

The next period we looked at was the ‘50’s and the ‘60s 
when the clients of the Castleisland Day Care Centre were 
young. Everyone remembered card playing to be very 
popular.  Games such as 31, 25, 41, 45, 110, Patience, 
Beggar my Neighbour and Lives were mentioned. Card 
Drives/Gambles were common, especially around 
Christmas. Some people fancied themselves as been good 
card players back then and mistakes by less sharp players 
was viewed with disdain. Some houses were well known 
as the location for card playing but a gamble for a 
Christmas turkey, or more likely a goose back those time, 
would be moved to the local school. Community Halls 
were scarce back then. 

House dances were very popular although musical 
instruments were not as plentiful as today and 
sometimes the dancers had to make do with ‘Puss Music’ 
– lilting. Another night in the week might be set aside for 
reading the newspaper. There would be an arrangement 
with someone local to pick up the paper in town and the 
reader would regale everyone with the latest news, 
squinting at the pages in the light from an oil lamp or from 
a Tilly lamp in the slightly better off houses. 

The conversation then moved on to other pass-times 
people recalled from their youth. Spinning tops (Gig and 
Grasser) were popular as were Rings and Marbles. In a 
time of limited colour the marbles were a wonder with 
their varied transparent internal colouring.  Ludo was 
developed in 1896 from a more complicated game from 
6th century India.  Snakes and Ladders and Draughts were 
great games beside the fire on a cold night.  

The Yo-yo was known in Greece in 440 BC.  It was called a 
Bandalore in the 1700s. In 1928 the first Yo-yo factory 
was built in Santa Barbara, California.  Skipping, chasing 
and Hop-Scotch (pickie) were common in the schoolyard 
as was Blind Man's Buff where the word buff is used in its 
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older sense of a small push while pitch and toss might 
have been played on the way home.  

   
A sketch of a woman playing with a yo-yo in 1791.  

It was known back then as a Bandalore.  
On the right, the famous Penny Black. 

The modern hula hoop was invented in 1958 by Arthur K. 
"Spud" Melin and Richard Knerr. Stamp collecting meant 
a lot of trading – and hoping to find a Penny Black which 
was issued by Britain in May 1840 and pictured a young 
Queen Victoria. The Biddy, Halloween and St. Stephen’s 
Day offered good chances of indulging in pass-times. 
Local boxing tournaments were popular and Spider 
Lenihan from Castleisland was remembered.  Football, 
hurling, athletics and Sheaf throwing were popular pass-
times on Sundays. And if there is one thing better than 
those pass-times it is the pass-time of recalling pass-
times.  

Crime in Kerry 1862 
In the eighteen months up the March 11, 1862 the 
following were the recorded crimes in Kerry.  There were 
two murders for which two people were acquitted. There 
were fourteen ‘felonious assaults on females’ for which 
there were seven convictions.  Infanticide, concealing 
birth and child desertion were recorded on seven 
occasions. There were sixty-eight assaults on bailiffs, 
process servers, Constabulary and Coast Guards which 
led to 79 convictions. There were twenty other serious 
assaults – presumably on ordinary people.  

Kerry had one case of bigamy and nine of arson but no 
one was found guilty of with striking the match. There 
was sixteen cases of housebreaking and robbery and one 
case of highway robbery. Riots and affrays totaled 
twenty-three and there was one faction fight for which 
nine people were convicted.  There were five incidents of 
cattle stealing but stealing sheep was much more popular  

at eighteen cases. Three threatening letters came to the 
notice of the police as did thirty-five cases of ‘resistance 
to legal process’. Injury to property or places of worship 
numbered twenty-five and two people were convicted of 
making or passing fake coins.  

Polite Moonlighters 

The Lincolnshire Echo of June13, 1894 reported that the 
houses of two farmers named Dillane and McElligott, at a 
place near Listowel called Lyreacrompane, were visited 
by a band of armed and disguised men on Sunday night 
and two guns were taken away. The moonlighters 
promised to return the guns when the “business” on their 
hands was done. 

Transported from Kerry to the Americas. 

In the seven years between 1736 and 1743 sixty-eight 
people were transported from Kerry at a cost of £413. 
10s. 4d. Among the merchants paid for taking this human 
cargo to the Americas were John Langly, James Campbell, 
Joseph Weld and Thomas Steel.                                                         

This is the list of Kerry people who were transported – a 
punishment system that largely replaces execution, jail 
and whipping at the time. Some were described as a 
“felon convict” and more as “vagabonds”.  

Maurice Savane (Savage?), Tom Savane, Willian Howran, 
James Stack, Charles Crowley, John Connor, Cornelius 
Shea, Joan Carthy, James Marshall, James Agherine, 
Owen Sweeny, John Mcloughlin (Oltagh) Darby Downey, 
John McJeffry Connell, Danial Killeghane, Danial 
Callagnan, Denis Downey  John Bromehane, Ally Noonan, 
Dennis Connor (Gunskagh), Danial Frenighty, Thomas 
Doolan, Maurice Doolan, Darby Sullivan, Charles Rahelly, 
Denis Sweeney, Mary Griffin, Matthias Gallavan, Thomas 
Paradine, Owen Ferris, Dermor Collity, Michael Cullity 
James Bourke, Cornelius Donoghoe, Teigue Dinaghy,  
Daniel Dinaghy, Patrick Connor, Darby Connor, Timothy 
Connor, John Sullivan, Denis Sullivan, Dennis Spillane, 
James Mulcare John Stack (Crosbie), Garret Joy, John 
Deneen, Hugh Brosnehane, Thomas Bryan, John Hease, 
John Dillane, Maurice Cullane, Florence Scannell, David 
Sheghane, Danial Buohilly, Danial Breene, Thomas 
Millone, John Bryan, Denis Shea, Murtogh Shea, Timothy 
Managheene, Danian Quirke, Ellenor Mohill (Quirke) 
Cornelius Lyne, Cornelius Launy, Morgan Sweeny, Ellenor 
Connor, Mary Mansfield and Catherine Fitzgerald. 
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A Bit of Humour…. 
Thomas Dillon 

 
Long ago a man went to Listowel with two calves to sell. 
He had a price in his head for the two - £45.  Jobbers came 
to him and made him offers that were near what he 
wanted but he would not budge from the £45 he had in 
mind.  The day wore on and one of the jobbers came back 
and upped his offer to £45 – but less 10%. The seller had 
no idea what this meant so to buy time he told the jobber 
he’d think about it and to come back in ten minutes.  The 
jobber was just gone when who passed by but a lovely girl 
dressed like a Hollywood star. “Excuse me Miss” he said, 
“If I offered you £45 less 10% how much would you take 
off?”  “Everything bar my earrings” came the reply.  
 
A man coming over the bridge at Listowel one night heard 
a man shouting in the river below. “I can’t swim, I can’t 
swim!!!”  The man above shouted down; “Neither can I 
but I don’t shout about it”. 
 
A priest went to a barber for a haircut and a shave one 
day.  It was known that the barber drank a little too much 
and had a shake in his hand.  He cut the priest’s hair and 
started on the shaving. He did OK on one side but as he 
started in the other side he drew blood.  The priest on 
noticing this remarked that the drink was an awful curse. 
The barber replied, “True for you Father. It makes the skin 
very tender”. 
 
Two men see two women walking towards them. One 
said: “Here comes my wife and daughter” and the other 
man said the same. Both men are correct. How can this 
be? 
 
 
 

 

 
 Bridie Sheehy RIP, Marion Walsh and Mary and Billy Nolan. 

Michael Gallagher – Poet 

Lyreacrompane has the privilege of having Michael 
Gallagher on board. Michael was born on Achill Island and 
worked in London for forty years. His poetry, prose and 
songs have been published in journals and anthologies 
throughout the world and translated into many 
languages. He has edited several poetry and prose books 
and is editor of thefirstcut, an online literary journal. 

Stick on Stone by Michael Gallagher 

We knew each other only as men 
Emigration saw to that: 

Him in London, me in Achill 
Me in London, him in Luton. 

Even living together, we remained 
Strangers in a rented room, 

Speaking, not talking, 
Robbed of our relative roles. 

Sure, there were memories – 
One golden Dukinella day 

When Mick, the Yank, called; 
We straddled a low stone wall, 
Talked of Wimpy and McAlpine, 

Roads and bridges, 
Digs and pubs; 

The boy was man! 

A lunchtime booze in Wandsworth; 
Three of us now living in London, 

Yet chatting only the once. 
Inheritance was split, spoils divided, 
Unequally, but with good humour, 

Padraig was always his favourite – and mine. 

Nights in Castlebar hospital 
After the emigrant’s dreaded summons: 

“Come now, while he still knows you” 
Between the awkward silences, 

Came words of stuttered support; 
And he survived – again and again. 

I almost made it, that last time, 
Got to Westport before news 

Of our final silence. 
Now, as I walk in Dromawda, 

His gnarled stick, a stolen spoil, 
Taps the unsaid 

On the tarstone road. 

Both men were married previously and 
both had one daughter each. Both 
men’s wives had died and each 
married the other’s daughter. 
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Going to Dan Paddy Fest 
Mike Fitzgerald. 

Local festivals, and before them the Carnivals, have 
played a big part in promoting ‘pride of place’ in villages 
and towns over the years.  When I went along to the 
unveiling of the Dan Paddy Andy memorial in the late 
1990s it didn’t occur to me that I was witnessing the 
beginning of one of the most enduring ones – in a place 
without even a village. Neither did I think I would be 
playing there the following year – and nearly every year 
since then. 

Our band, Southern Pride, with Helen Scollard and 
Connor Dineen became regulars.  The early years were 
outdoors and while the Festival generally had fine 
weather on an odd occasion there would be a scramble 
to cover the instrument and amplification as a shower 
swept over the Stacks Mountains.  But, like everything 
else, we tend to remember the sunshine and the outdoor 
platform packed with dancers. 

Amazingly the Dan Paddy Festival developed into a four 
day event and one year actually ran from Thursday to the 
Bank Holiday Monday. While it is a dancing festival there 
were other aspects added as the years went by.  I never 
got to go on the bog walk - but maybe next year! 

One lovely thing about the festival was meeting exiles 
who came back every year or two to take the opportunity 
of meeting up with old friends at the gathering. We got to 
know so many of them. Most people came from a twenty 
mile radius and they came for the waltzes, the quicksteps, 
the foxtrots and military two steps etc and for the set 
dancing. Sometimes I came under pressure for not 
playing enough sets! In the babble of noise could be 
heard the slightly differing accents from north Kerry, 
Abbeyfeale, Rockchapel, Meelin, Scartaglen and 
Castleisland and faraway Rathmore. The festival marquee 
was like a beacon – day or night.  Tourists passing by 
would stop to see what was going on and sometimes join 
in the fun.   

Before Facebook and all the social media, the Dan Paddy 
Andy Festival poster was one of the main ways the 
organising committee had of getting the word out that 
the festival was on the way. On our way up from 
Knocknagree we would come across the big four by four 
roadside signs highlighting the festival and if we turned 
on Radio Kerry we were sure to hear Kay O’Leary rattling 

out the information about the event in an advertisement.  
But at the end of the day it was word of mouth that got 
the message out and anyone who ever attended the 
festival spoke well of the experience. 

One other thing that has well publicised the festival is the 
Dan Paddy Andy Festival song which was written by Joe 
Harrington.  I was delighted and honoured to have been 
asked to record it all those years ago. Every place we play 
we are asked to sing it and it has received a massive 
135,000 hits on You Tube so far. We are looking forward 
to playing that song on stage in Lyreacrompane in 2021 
when, hopefully, the pandemic will be over. Going to 
‘Dan’ is a tradition that, I’m sure, that old virus won’t end. 

 
Mike Fitzgerald. 

 
 The late Bill Curran’s old home.           
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Messing About on the River 
On Sunday, June 23, 1889 a few of the boys from 
Cloghaneleskirt decided to do some fishing along the 
Lyreacrompane River that ran from their homes back in 
the mountains to join the Smearlagh near the present-
day Post Office. Well, at least we think most of them were 
from Cloghane going by their names – Timothy Costello, 
Thomas Sheehy, Patrick O’Sullivan, Thomas Reidy and 
Thomas McElligott. They didn’t have a fishing rod 
between them. It would have been pretty useless anyway 
in such a small river.  They carried something way more 
effective that left nothing to chance - a buckets of lime.   

Now, back in the quiet land of Spur, the boys may have 
developed a false sense of security as they tossed lime in 
to the bigger holes along the river and picked out the fish 
that has experienced a shortage of oxygen as a result.  As 
they worked their way along towards the Lyreacrompane 
Bridge they should not have been surprised to meet an 
RIC officer or two given that the Lyreacrompane RIC 
Barracks was just a field away – but they were!  Nothing 
for it now but brazen it out.   

It was a slow day at the office and Constable Patrick 
Young decided to go for a ramble along the track on the 
riverbank which was technically a cul-de-sac that passed 
in through Spur and ended in Cloghane. Constable Smith 
was at a loose end too and went along.  They weren’t too 
surprised to bump into the boys, but they were a bit 
surprised to see Sullivan and Costello holding empty 
buckets in a place where there wasn’t a cow or a well to 
be seen.  They went back to being not surprised when 
they saw one of Landlord Hurly’s brown trout lying lifeless 
in the stream. They realised what was afoot and their 
suspicions were confirmed when they saw a bucket full of 
lime badly concealed nearby.  

It is not recorded what Constable Young said next, but it 
might be something like, “Hello, Hello, and what’s going 
on here.  Why are you poisoning the river”?  Obviously, a 
rhetorical question.  He wasn’t quite ready for the answer 
he got from Thomas Reidy who piped up, “We thought it 
was no harm as there are no fish in the river”.  While it 
sounded like a nonsensical answer Thomas may well have 
been very accurate.  The boys had probably taken every 
fish in the river between Cloghane and Lyreacrompane 
Bridge on their way down and had them stashed along 
the riverbank for picking up on their way home. That 

there were no fish in the river may have been pure true 
at that point in time. 

Mr John Moran, solicitor, did his best for the defence 
when the case came up in Listowel, but Sullivan and 
Costello had been caught red-handed with buckets of 
lime in the vicinity of dead fish. They were fined £5 each 
or, in default, two months in prison. The case against the 
other’s was dismissed. 

Dare I be gentle 
 

Susan Hitching, an artist/poet originally from London but 
now living in Knockalougha published a lovely book of her 
poems during 2020. It is available locally and from Susan. 
The following poem is from the book. 

 

Between the Lines 
 

I want to live 
in the quiet of an inbreath 

between the lines 
where commas and dots silently 

punctuately 
stop everything 

I want to be  
the dance of rhythmic sounds 

flowing silkily down 
under and over lines 

trapezing and tripping 
into another verse 

I want to be  
a scattering of words 

thrown on a page 
a nonsense  

of jumbled chaos 
for someone else to make sense. 
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The Knockalougha Rambling House 
Jim and Tom Lyons 

 
On the 4th July 1824 Jeremiah Lyons was 
born. He was the second of eight children born 
to Denis Lyons and Julia O'Connor. Jeremiah 
was born in the house presently owned by 
Denis Lyons Knockalougha. When he was 28 
years of age, in 1852 he married Ellen Kelly of 
Knockadireen, Duagh. Jeremiah was given the 
farm here in Knockalougha by, we presume, an 
uncle also called Jeremiah. 
 
There would have been an old house 
somewhere on the farm. Jeremiah and Ellen 
built this house sometime between 1860 and 
1866. We don't know much about the build, 
but one tragic story remains. During the 
construction, loads of timber were 
transported by horse and cart to the site. One 
day a daughter of Jeremiah and Ellen was 
riding on top of the timber load.  Tragically she 
fell off and was killed. Jeremiah and Ellen had 
nine children, including this daughter. 
 
Jeremiah lived less than a decade in this 
house. Jeremiah Lyons died in 1869 aged 45 
years. Cause of death was given as typhus 
fever. 
 
Jeremiah and Ellen's son James or Jim Nell Kelly 
was the next owner. James was the 5th child in 
his family. He was born on March 26, 1860. He 
married Catherine Shanahan, Knockalougha on 
March 9, 1886.They had ten children. 
 
James and Catherine's sixth child Maurice was 
the next owner. He was born in 1896. He 
married Ellen Sheehy of Muingwee. He was 44 
years of age when he married, and they went 
on to have three children, Jim, Tom and 
Sheila. Jim Lyons, along with his wife Margaret 
O'Connor, are the present-day owners. The 
Lyons family have been living here from 1860 
until the early 1980s when they moved to 
Ballingarry, Co. Limerick having bought a farm 
there. Mick Sheehy, who was an uncle of Jim 
Lyons, was the last to live here until 2005. 
 
The house was vacant for a number of years. 
A group of us got together in 2011 and 
identified a need in the Knocknagoshel area of 
developing a Rambling House. This vacant  
 

traditional farmhouse was selected, restored 
and is managed by a voluntary community 
group to be run as a Rambling House. 
 
Whilst we had to engage a builder to carry out 
the restoration, (supported by a Leader grant 
& NEWKD) the committee and volunteers 
worked very hard and put in many days and 
nights cleaning, painting and getting 
everything ready for the opening.   It brought 
back memories to many of us of preparing for 
the Station Mass which used to be held in the 
country houses in times past. 
 
The Rambling House was officially opened on 
the 20th March 2014 by Minister of Arts, 
Culture and the Gaeltacht, Jimmy Deenihan.  
 
Since then we have held a rambling house 
session on the third Tuesday of every month. 
It has proven to be a resounding success.  
People from Kerry, Cork, Limerick and Clare 
attend along with people holidaying or visiting 
the area. It is a beacon of light in this rural 
area and it recreates how our forefathers 
entertained themselves in days gone by, in a 
world without electricity, radio, television and 
few newspapers. 
 
People gather in this old farmhouse to 
socialise, play music, sing, recite, dance and 
chat as in days gone by. Tea and 
refreshments are served to everyone. As 
there is no admission charge, we encourage 
people to be involved in the running of the 
session by baking a few scones or queen 
cakes which we serve with tea to all on the 
night. Again, this keeps alive the tradition of 
the people of long ago when they would bring 
some food when they visited. Patrons, if they 
so wish, may even bring a bag of turf for the 
fire! 
 
We know that through Knockalougha 
Rambling House many friendships have been 
made.  The goodwill and kindness that is 
shared, the caring and love that is shown are 
things that money cannot buy. In these times, 
with the stresses of modern day living, it 
provides a space where people can enjoy  
themselves and as the words of the song 
goes - 'The cares of tomorrow must wait 
until this day is done' 
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The Fall of the Fitzmaurices 
Kay Caball introduces her new book 

‘The Fall of the Fitzmaurices: The Demise of Kerry's First 
Family’ tells the story of the passing of the Fitzmaurice 
family, as powerful Lords of Kerry, since the year 1235. By 
1818, after over five hundred years as Kerry’s premier 
family, through a combination of extravagance, 
irresponsibility, and feckless living, their titles and estates 
were no more. A potent story of   power, wealth, land, 
money, and sex among the Irish aristocracy in the 18th 
century.     

 

There are many aspects to the story but I think one that 
may be of most interest to readers of  the Lyreacrompane 
and District Journal is the chronicle of  the passing of 
ownership of great stretches of land in north Kerry, 
particularly from Lixnaw to Knocknagoshel  These are 
lands once tenanted and  occupied by your forefathers.  
For over five hundred years, this land was controlled by 
the Fitzmaurices.  From the mid-1700s new Landlord 
families - Hare (Lord Listowel), Locke, Harenc and Benn 
Walsh were among those who held power right up to and 
after the Great Famine 1845-1852.  I have already listed 
names of 100 tenants and their townlands in 1755 in 
MyKerryAncestors.com blog. The link is as follows… 
(https://mykerryancestors.com/100-tenants-earl-kerry-
1755) and in this new book, there are other mentions, in 
personal letters from Francis 3rd earl to his agent the Rev 
Christopher Julian.   It is only a small section of north Kerry 
land history that is available from the treasure trove of 
documents in the Archives Nationales, Paris and also 
copies on microfilm in the National Library in Dublin.  

While the spending and lavish living started with Thomas 
Fitzmaurice, 1st earl of Kerry in the early 1700s, it was 
Francis 3rd earl who ultimately sold off the land.   
Francis's first cousin William Petty-Fitzmaurice, Prime 
Minister of Great Britain, said of Francis: 

“He fell in love with a married lady twenty years older 
than himself, the daughter of an eminent Roman Catholic 
lawyer, and she having obtained a divorce, married her – 
[she was] an extraordinarily vain person. Having to fight 
their way up into good society, and having no children, 
they sold every acre of land that had been in our family 
since Henry II’s time”. (Lord Edmond Fitzmaurice, Life of 
William, Earl of Shelburne, Vol. 1 (London, 1875), p. 4.) 

The 'married lady' in question was Anastasia Daly.  Her 
husband took an action against Francis Fitzmaurice, and 
there followed a sensational court case which revealed 
lurid and explicit descriptions of their sexual encounters. 
The aggrieved husband was awarded £5,000 
compensation for the loss of the company of his wife. This 
would be over €974,235 in 2019, (Bank of England 
Sterling Inflation Calculator) and resulted in the 
commencement of the large-scale sale of land and assets 
from the Fitzmaurice Lixnaw estates. Soon after, a divorce 
was granted by the Westminster Parliament, and Francis 
and Anastasia married in England in 1768. Initially, they 
settled in London, before moving to Paris in 1778. 

The Earl and Countess, Francis and Anastasia, lived 
extravagantly, dined, wined, entertained, and shopped.  
But this ended abruptly when they had to flee during the 
Reign of Terror at the time of the French Revolution. 
Francis and Anastasia were lucky to escape with their 
lives, but their servants were executed.  

Though they had to abandon their possessions in Paris, 
their papers – letters, bills, receipts, invitations – were 
saved, and this collection of eight boxes of documents, is 
now housed in the Archives Nationales, Paris. The story 
of the Fall of the Fitzmaurices is based on these 
documents as well as other research over the past five 
years. 

 
The Fall of the Fitzmaurices: The Demise of Kerry's First 

Family, published by the North Kerry Literary Trust in 
2020. It is now available in local bookshops or from 

Kay’s website – www.mykerryancestors.com   
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Lyreacrompane Heritage Group 

 

Lyreacrompane Heritage Group were delighted when the 
Dan Paddy Andy Festival Committee choose them to be 
the recipient of their third Festival Walk/Run in 2019. We 
were delighted to be presented with a cheque for €1,260. 
The previous organisations chosen by the festival 
committee were Kerry Cork Cancer Link Bus and Enable 
Ireland.   

Lyre Heritage Group are progressing with converting the 
old Glen School into a Heritage House. The schoolhouse, 
which exists from the mid -1800’s, is one of the oldest 
buildings in the locality and is a protected structure. Apart 
from the extra cost associated with dealing with a 
protected structure it also involves a lot more paperwork. 
We have just undertaken another requested study – on 
the building/environment and hopefully we will be in a 
position to start on the project in 2021. In the meantime, 
our proposal to erect heritage name signs on three local 
bridges, Lyreacrompane, Smearlagh and Ivy, has been 
accepted by Kerry County Council.  Our thanks to Cllrs. 
Charlie Farrelly and Fionnán Fitzgerald for their help and 
of course to Kerry County Council. 

 

 
Mike and Mary Mangan take a break from helping at the 

Dan Paddy Andy Festival in 2010. 

2020 – The Year of the Pandemic 

 
Katie’s website is http://katiegalvinarts.com/  

Katie’s welcoming message on the site is…..   
Are you looking for music and singing tuition? Do you like 
traditional and innovative storytelling?  You have come to 
the right place! I am qualified in both areas. 

I have a Bachelor of Arts degree in Performing Arts from 
the University of Limerick. I have a City & Guilds in Digital 
Journalism & Radio Broadcasting from Kerry College & 
Radio Kerry. 

Do you know anyone who will benefit from high quality 
music and singing lessons? Let them know! Thanks! 

 
Katie Galvin, Braumaddra, Lyreacrompane. 
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Murder at Muingnaminane 
Kay O’Leary 

I first learned about the murder of Denis Daly on one 
of my many visits to local historian, the late Jer Breen 
from Cahir, back in the late 1980’s. Jer told me that the 
location of the murder was close to the 
Muingnaminane Landfill site and for many years it was 
marked by a pile of stones. Every time a person passed 
by they added a stone to the mound and said a prayer 
for his soul. Denis Daly was murdered on Friday 23 
November 1888. About a fortnight before Denis was 
murdered he had visited his brother, Con, as he wanted 
to make a will. He felt his life was in danger. 

 
Local historian, Ger Breen  

Denis Daly came from Magh Ballymacelligott. He 
married Frances Huggard from Clahane, Tralee in 1872. 
The couple moved to Dingle and bought a one hundred 
acre farm for £350. Following the death of Frances, he 
sold the farm in Dingle for £700 and moved back to 
Magh. Six months later, in 1885, he married Roseanne 
Hickey from Curranes (The Maum), getting a dowry of 
£100. He then bought an interest in a medium sized 
farm owned by Mr. Hussey at Carrignafeela in 1884. 
The previous tenant of this farm had been a man 
named Rourke. Rourke’s son had been sentenced to 
penal servitude for moonlighting activities and Rourke 
Snr. wished to sell his interest in order to go to 
America. Daly purchased the interest for £300 under 
the Lord Ashbourne Act (Lord Ashbourne, from Co. 
Meath was responsible for the setting up a £5 million 
Government fund and any tenant who wanted to buy 
land could do so. One could take a loan from the 
government and pay it back in instalments).   

On Friday 23 November 1888, 45 year old, Denis Daly 
left home in a railed cart to go to the bog at 
Muingnaminane to bring home some turf. 
Muingnaminane was described by the police as “a wild 
place in the hills between Castleisland and Listowel and 
about three or four miles from Lyreacrompane”. The 
track leading to his turf was through cutaway bog with 
deep trenches on either side. Daly left the bog with a 
rail of turf about 12 o’clock. His body was found at the 
side of the road by Michael Moore, a farmer’s boy.  
Moore went to alert the police. Policemen from 
Ballymacelligott were joined by four policemen from 
the Lyreacrompane Barracks at the scene of the 
murder. The previous week Daly, while in a pub in 
Tralee and while under the influence of drink, had said 
that he feared for his life. At the time he was on bad 
terms with his wife’s family, Hickey’s.  

The murder of Denis Daly differed from similar crimes 
been committed in Kerry at the time. It was not an 
agrarian incident connected to the Land War. It was the 
result of an unhappy marriage.  A few weeks before his 
murder he had moved his fifteen cattle and his two 
young sons to his brother’s farm with the intention of 
selling off the cattle.  Following this move, he was 
visited by a party of men who threatened him with 
serious consequences if he did not bring back the 
cattle. He then returned the cattle to the farm. 

When he started for home from the bog, about 12.30, 
he was attacked. His assassins had lay in wait for him 
by hiding in a trench which concealed them from view 
until he had come up quite close to them. Daly was 
leading the horse by the head when he was shot.  

About two years previously Daly had lost the sight in 
one eye when he was attacked on his way home from 
a fair in Castleisland. 

On Saturday night/morning, after lying for sixteen 
hours on the roadway, Denis Daly’s body was removed 
to his residence in his own turf cart. Captain Spring, 
district coroner, opened an inquest on the body at 4pm 
with a jury of 14 people. The jury viewed the body. 
Thomas Daly brother of the deceased from 
Dromtacker, Tralee said he came to his brother’s house 
today after been told about his murder.  On entering 
the kitchen he saw his brother lying dead with bullet 
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wounds in his head. He said the remains that the jury 
viewed were those of his brother. Mr. Robert D 
Morrison, District Inspector, RIC, Castleisland stated 
that at one o’clock this morning he was informed that 
Denis Daly was lying murdered on the public road at 
Muingnaminane.  

Michael Moore was next to give evidence. He said he 
was drawing turf to a lime kiln that was burning at the 
side of the road and he saw Denis Daly going to the bog 
at about 10 o’clock. Later that day he found Daly’s 
horse straying along the road with some harness on. 
He suspected that Daly had an accident, so he went to 
search for him in the bog. He found the deceased lying 
on his back, dead, between the shafts of the cart which 
was heeled up. He alerted the police and they came to 
the scene.  

 
A lime Kiln of the sort mentioned above 

A young lad named Slattery was next examined he said 
that it was he that informed Mrs. Daly that her 
husband was murdered and she said in reply to him 
“that she was glad of it and that she would have the 
land for herself and many a tear it had cost her in the 
past year”.  Doctors Denny and Falvey carried out the 
post-mortem examination.    Two bullets wounds in the 
head had caused death. A verdict of wilful murder 
against a person or persons unknown was returned. 

Later that day arrests were made. Laurence Hickey, 
brother in law of Denis Daly and brothers Dennis and 
James Connell, cousins of Daly’s wife, were arrested for 
his murder.  

Enquiry opens in Tralee 

On April 16, 1889, the enquiry into Daly’s murder 
opened before Mr. Cecil Roche RM. The court was held 
in private and forty-four witnesses were called to be 
examined. On the closing day of the enquiry, April 25, 
Mr. Roche allowed representatives of the press to view 

the files. Mr. RD Morrison, DI, said he had been on duty 
when he was informed of the murder. He was 
accompanied to the place by several policemen. About 
a quarter of a mile behind the house of Michael Lyons 
he saw the dead body of Denis Daly and on examining 
it he found that he had been murdered. He said the 
body had been on the road for about fifteen hours 
before he got there, and no one had made an effort to 
remove it.  

 
Cecil Roche RM 

Michael Moore was next to give evidence. He said he 
was in Jer Connors employment. He saw Daly’s body 
about half past 5 that evening but he had seen him 
alive about 10 that morning.  He went to Lyons house 
and told them about the murder. Pat Lyons, from 
Renagowan, accompanied Moore to Daly’s house. It 
was about 6 o’clock when they got there. Daly’s wife, 
his mother-in-law, sister-in-law and a servant boy were 
there. He told Mrs. Daly what happened she threw 
herself on the floor and so did her mother. He then 
reported it to the Ballymacelligott police.   

Moore was then crossed examined by Mr. Morphy for 
the defence.  He said that at the time he didn’t think 
Mrs. Daly was out of her mind, but she was out of her 
mind now. He also said that he had seen Denis Connell 
crossing the Dromadda Stream on the morning of the 
murder. Jeremiah Sugrue said he remembered the day 
Daly was murdered. He went down by the Broughane 
River to meet a friend when he saw a man coming from 
the Renagowan direction dressed in black.  

Constable M Wilson in evidence said that on November 
24, accompanied by other policemen, he went to the 
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house of Michael Connell. He entered a bedroom and 
arrested Denis and James Connell and he drew the 
attention of Sergeant Murray to a pair of trousers that 
was wet up to the knees. Head Constable Reddington 
said that on November 24 he went to the house of 
Laurence Hickey, Laccabawn and he made a statement. 
He did not arrest him at that time but he arrested him 
on December 3 and charged him with the murder of 
Denis Daly.  

Sergeant Murray questioned Denis and James Connell 
about their movements on 23 November. In answer to 
a question about where he had been, Denis, said he 
had been at a dance at Jer Galvin’s in Dooneen. On his 
way there about 11 o’clock he met Patrick Brosnan 
who works for Michael Pembroke and he got home 
around nightfall. Michael Reidy, a farmer in 
Glenlahern, said he plays the fiddle. He played for a 
dance at Jer Galvin’s house on November 23. A man 
named Lane and Patrick and John Daly were there and 
Denis Connell came in alone after them. James Connell 
seems to have been released at this stage. 

Patrick Daly, Fahaduff, said Denis Connell came in 
when the dance was on and he noticed his clothes wet. 
James Daly said he thought he saw Connell there about 
3pm. Timothy Leary, a labourer, said he had seen the 
prisoner, Denis Connell, about one o’clock that day. 
Denis Sugrue said he saw a person coming at a fast 
pace from the direction of the murder about 1 o’clock. 
Mary O’Connor, Fahaduff, said she remembered 
seeing Denis Connell, who was a neighbour, at about 
two o’clock, on the day Daly was murdered, running 
quite quickly from the top of the mountain towards his 
own house. Before the case commenced Hickey said he 
wished to make a statement and then said the 
following: “I have nothing to say only that I’m innocent 
of the murder of that man. I have no more to say”.  The 
accused were returned for trial at the next Assises. 

Court moves to Laois 

On Wednesday July 10, 1889 at Maryborough Court in 
Queens County (Laois) before Justice Gibson the case 
against Laurence Hickey and Denis Connell continued. 
Kate Clifford a servant girl at Denis Daly’s said she had 
to give the servant boys their breakfast in the garden. 
She remembered the police coming to the house and 

the labouring boys wanted to leave. Denis Costello 
replying to Mr. Edward Carson (the future Unionist 
leader) said, that the three servant boys at Daly’s slept 
in the loft over the kitchen. Three weeks before the 
murder after they had gone to bed they heard noise in 
the kitchen and they saw Mrs. Daly with a knife in her 
hand. Later there was more noise and the three 
servant boys went down to the kitchen where there 
was two men and a woman. One of the men was Hickey 
and the other was Connell and the woman was old Mrs. 
Hickey, Denis Daly’s mother in law. Mrs. Hickey was 
admonishing Daly and she said to the men “Catch the 
tramp by the feet and throw him outside with the pigs… 
the fittest place for him and not with a decent girl”. She 
said that it was great work for her “little girl to have 
held with him for three years”. Laurence Hickey told her 
to leave Daly alone. Denis Daly went up to the loft and 
slept with the labouring men that night.  John Slattery, 
a farmer, confirmed Daly’s movements.  

 

Edward Gibson, 1st Baron Ashbourne, (1837 – 1913) 
 was an Irish lawyer and Lord Chancellor of Ireland. 
His younger brother, George Gibson, was one of the 

judges in the Denis Daly murder trials. One of his 
daughters, Violet Gibson, famously attempted to 

assassinate Benito Mussolini in 1926.  

Mrs. Mary Lyons in reply to Mr. Carson said she had 
two sons. She said she knew Daly well but did not know 
either of the prisoners.  She remembered the 
murdered man buying a reek of turf from them in May 
and he commenced drawing it home in November. She 
remembered the day of the murder. At about 12 noon 
she saw Daly walking beside the horse heading home. 
Her son, Pat, had gone to Tralee and her other son had 
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gone down to the river. Michael Moore came in about 
dusk and told her about finding Daly’s body. She went 
with him and she saw Daly lying dead on the ground.  

Denis Lyons, son of the last witness said he saw 
Laurence Hickey going to the bog and he was walking 
in the direction of where the murder was committed. 
He was alone and walking slowly. He, Denis, then went 
down to the river with Denis Teahan and he saw Denis 
Connell going towards the scene of the murder. When 
cross examined by Dr. Falkiner witness said he gave 
information to the police of having seen Connell. He 
knew Denis Connell from their schooldays. 

 
The Court House on Main Street, Portlaoise 

(Maryborough) as it is today. It was built in 1805. 

Denis Teahan told the Attorney General he was fishing 
at the river on the day of the murder. He lived about a 
mile west of the murder scene and was going through 
the bog when he saw Laurence Hickey coming towards 
him but he turned off when about 30 yards from him 
towards the place Daly was murdered. He did not see 
Connell that day. Cross examined by Mr. Barton he said 
he fished until he went home and he did not hear about 
the murder until the next day. Mr. Barton accused the 
witness of stating that he did not know the man he had 
met when initially questioned. Since then witness had 
given sworn information and Mr. Barton accused him 
of been fed by the police and getting 10/- a week. He 
was re-examined by the Attorney General. Witness 
said he was in dread and did not say who the man was 
he met. He asked for police protection.  

John Connor stated he was drawing out manure about 
12.30pm when he heard shots coming from the 
direction of the murder. He did not take much notice 
as there were often fowlers in the mountain. 

Denis Sugrue said he had seen a man with a black coat 
and hat moving away from the scene of the murder. 
Arthur Blennerhassett said he was out walking with his 
cousin James Leslie and at about one o’clock he saw a 
man between running and walking. He came within 
thirty-five yards of him before he turned to the right, 
he knew the man to be Laurence Hickey. James Leslie 
confirmed this to be the case. 

Head constable Reddington said the prisoner made a 
statement to him before any charges were made 
against him on November 24. He said “You can write 
down what you like. I’m as innocent about what is 
alleged as the God that is over me. The wisest man that 
ever lived is liable to error”. Nothing was alleged 
against him at the time. On December 3 when he was 
arrested and cautioned, he said “I have nothing to say 
but that I’m innocent. I previously made a statement to 
you about where I was that day and that’s all I have to 
say”.  

Jeremiah Sugrue said he remembered seeing a man in 
a black coat going up Knights Mountain, but he could 
not identify him.  Timothy Leary said he saw a man 
coming straight up the mountain towards him but 
when he got to within thirty yards of him, he turned. 
The man was Denis Connell, the prisoner. He had a 
black coat and grey trousers. John Lynch, a young lad, 
when examined by Mr. Ryan QC, stated that on the day 
of the murder he saw Denis Connell passing about 
three fields away from him. The hearing adjourned for 
the day. 

On July 11 Timothy Daly, Ballymacpierce, in answer to 
Mr. Barton QC stated he was married to Laurence 
Hickey’s sister. He said Larry (Laurence) called to his 
house at 9.30 that morning for a lad named Donoghue 
that Larry had lent him the services of but he allowed 
the boy to remain and Larry, himself, stayed and 
helped with the trashing too. Hannah, his wife, 
corroborated his evidence. Thomas Sullivan, a National 
Schoolmaster, was next to give evidence. He deposed 
that Denis Connell left his school on February 1, 1879 
and Denis Lyons did not come to his school until 
December 1 1880. At no time was Denis Lyons in school 
with Denis Connell even though Lyons had sworn it. He 
produced his roll book containing entries to that effect. 
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On July 13 Mr. Justice Gibson and the special jury 
resumed the trial of the murder of Denis Daly. The 
District Inspector outlined how they went to the scene 
of the shooting to find Daly lying partially under the 
cart which was heeled up and had a bullet wound in 
the centre of his forehead. There was a large wound in 
the right temple and there was also bullet wounds in 
his face and breast.   

Michael Lenihan was questioned about a statement he 
made to Constable Murray about seeing Denis Connell 
with a revolver in Tralee about a month before the 
murder. He now swore that he had no recollection of 
giving the statement. The Attorney General showed 
him a statement which Lenihan admitted was signed 
by him but he refused to swear to it. He also denied 
that Connell ever gave him 2s 6d to buy bullets for a 
revolver. Justice Gibson said of Lenihan that it was 
impossible not to conclude but that he was committing 
willful and corrupt perjury while in the witness box. 

Denis Lyons swore to meeting Connell on the morning 
of the murder, identifying him by his clothes and walk. 
Denis Teahan said he saw a man in the bog walking 
towards the place where Denis Daly was murdered, 
and he said that man was Laurence Hickey. John 
Connor swore he heard shots coming from the 
direction of the murder as he had done previously. 
Timothy Leary swore that he saw Denis Connell near 
the scene of the murder. Several other witnesses were 
sworn in and all said they had seen the prisoner acting 
suspiciously near the scene of the murder. Mr. Barton 
QC for the defense reminded the jury that the murder 
had occurred eight months ago and that the witnesses 
who were examined had only their recollections to rely 
on. All of them had fixed a time of having seen the 
prisoner by guess work.  

Maggie and Roseann Connell, sisters of Denis, said that 
he was at home until after noon when he left for the 
dancing academy. Margaret O’Connell, mother of the 
prisoner gave corroborative evidence. James Fitzgerald 
said that Denis Connell was at his dancing class 
between 12.30 and 1pm. A young man named 
Laurence Pembroke gave similar evidence. Constable 
Reddington reminded him that he had previously said 
Connell were not at the dancing school. The Judge 
intervened and asked him was it for fun he told lies and 

Pembroke said, “I suppose it was”. The Judge said, “I 
think the sooner you retire to your native place Kerry, 
the better”. The court adjourned until the following 
morning.  

Guilty 

When the court resumed next morning before Mr. 
Justice Gibson the jury convicted Laurence Hickey but 
could not agree on Denis Connell. Hickey was 
sentenced to death - the execution to take place at 
Tralee Jail on 7 August. The Judge addressing the 
condemned man said “Laurence Hickey, after a long 
and careful trial, you have been found guilty, upon the 
clearest evidence that was ever given in a court of 
justice of the murder of your own brother-in-law, under 
circumstances of peculiar cruelty and premeditation. 
The crime was committed by you, associated with an 
assassin confederate and was the result of a previous 
plan, joined in by numerous persons…. but your guilt is 
heinous and awful. I can hold out no hope that your life 
may be spared. In the prime of manhood, you have but 
a few days to live. In the short space of existence that 
still remain, I pray that, encouraged and supported by 
the ministrations of your church, you may find mercy 
and pardon in the infinite goodness of the Supreme 
Being and that though your body may die, your soul 
may be saved”.  

Hickey was then sent under escort, by train, back to 
Tralee Jail. The trial of Denis Connell for the murder of 
Denis Daly continued.   

When the court resumed on Friday a new jury was 
sworn in. In addressing the jury, Judge Gibson said; 
“…the murder and the state of Kerry was a case of great 
complications”. He had upwards of 300 pages of 
printed material to refer to but instead of giving it to 
the jury he would sum it up for them. He said “Denis 
Daly was going about his daily chores when he was 
murdered in a quite mountain road. He had been a 
widow but had married a woman named Roseanne 
Hickey four years ago and had got a small fortune, 
£100, with her”.  He also said that following a previous 
incident Denis Daly had only one eye. He had two 
children and unknown differences had arisen between 
Daly and his wife.  
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On Saturday Judge Gibson said the jury could not agree 
and the prisoner, Denis Connell, was been held to be 
retried. 

On August 5 1889 Mr. John J O’Mahony, solicitor, 
Tralee having appealed the death sentence of Laurence 
Hickey received correspondence from the 
Undersecretary Office, Dublin Castle, that having 
looked at the evidence there would be no reprieve for 
Laurence Hickey and that the law would take its course. 
The execution would take place the next morning, 
Wednesday, at 8 o’clock in Tralee prison.  

On August 6 Berry the executioner arrived at Tralee Jail 
and stayed overnight.  Laurence Hickey’s weight and 
height was checked. The condemned man Hickey was 
praying in his cell the following morning when Fr. Quill 
arrived before 7am and conveyed him to the prison 
chapel where Fr. Quill said mass. The chapel was about 
14 yards from the scaffold.  

After mass Laurence Hickey and Fr. Quill were first in 
the procession to the scaffold followed by James Berry, 

 
Berry carried out 131 hangings in his seven years in 

office, including those of five women. He hanged 
William Bury, a man suspected by some of being Jack 

the Ripper.  He charged £10 for each execution and £5 if 
the hanging was called off after the contract was signed. 
Berry also got second-class railway fare from Bradford to 
the place of execution and back, and cab fare from the 
station to the gaol. If accommodation in the gaol was 

not provided hotel expenses were also allowed. After his 
retirement he converted to Christianity became an 

evangelist and a prominent campaigner for the abolition 
of the death penalty. 

the executioner and his assistant, the Governor, the 
sub-sheriff and the warders. Laurence Hickey mounted 
the scaffold. The Church bell rang as the Black Flag was 
hoisted at 8am and people outside the jail said a prayer 
for the soul of 30 year old Laurence Hickey’s. Berry left 
Tralee on the Great Southern and Western Train at 
10.50.  An inquest was held on Hickey’s body at 11am. 
The Governor then read the statement he got from 
Laurence Hickey to the Coroner “The end of my life is 
now drawing near. After one short hour my poor soul 
must stand its trial before the great God who knows all 
things.  Before that awful moment comes I wish to 
declare that I do deserve the death I’m about to die. 
This open confession is the only reparation I can make 
to God and the world. It is not the fear of death that 
worries me now but the remorse I feel for my sins. To 
atone for them I would gladly lay down one thousand 
lives if I had them and I hope my fate may be a warning 
to others when they are tempted to commit crime. I 
forgive those who have given evidence against me and 
may God have mercy on my soul”. 

Signed Laurence Hickey. 

Denis Connell’s trial continues   

On Monday December 16 at Tullamore Court Assises 
before Judge O’Brien, 30 year old Denis Connell went 
on trial for the third time for the murder of Denis Daly 
- the jury having disagreed at the previous two trials. 
The following jury was sworn in, Theodore Wallace 
(foreman), John Davis, Frederick Dillon, Edward Odium, 
Edward Watson, John Bell, Robert H Smith, Thomas 
Graham, JH Fawsett and HD Kenny.  

John Daly, brother of Denis Daly, was examined by Mr. 
Ryan QC. Charles Sullivan was examined by Mr. Molloy 
QC. Sullivan had become an employee of Daly’s nine 
days before he was murdered. Sullivan lived half mile 
away from Daly’s farm. He had his meals at Dalys and 
slept at home. He stated that a couple of men seemed 
to be watching the house of Denis Daly a few days 
before the murder and also that Hickey and Connell 
had visited the house seeking Daly who had gone to 
Tralee at the time. Sullivan subsequently sought police 
protection. 

Further witnesses were examined on the movements 
of the prisoner, Denis Connell, in November 1888. 
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Michael Lenihan, a witness, who had been examined at 
the previous trial at Maryborough had since attempted 
to abscond but was arrested. When called he refused 
to be sworn in and a lively scene between himself and 
the judge ensued. Judge O’Brien threatened to give 
him twelve months in prison, but he still refused saying 
Judge Gibson in Maryborough had called him a willful 
and corrupt perjurer. The judge again threatened him 
but Lenihan said he was prepared to take the 
consequences. The judge ordered him to be removed 
and held in custody and he would deal with him later.  

Jeremiah Sugrue, Michael Leary, Mary Connor, John 
Lynch, James Daly and Jeremiah Galvin all gave 
evidence.  Patrick Daly said he saw Connell at the 
dancing school and the Judge interrupted saying “Have 
they anything to do in the middle of the day in Fahaduff 
but go dancing”. Daly said, “We have sir, but a dancing 
master, James Fitzgerald, comes from County Cork to 
teach the boys how to dance”.  

 

After hearing all the evidence Justice O’Brien summed 
it up for the Jury before they adjourned.  After two 
hours the jury re-entered the court and the foreman 
said they could not agree on a verdict. The jury were 
sent out again. After two more hours deliberation, they 
returned and the Foreman said, “On behalf of my 
fellow juries I may say but that there is not the slightest 
chance of us coming to an agreement”. The fourth trial 
was fixed for December and the jury was dismissed. 

The fourth trial of Denis Connell for the murder of 
Denis Daly opened in Tullamore on December 29, 1889 
again before Justice O’Brien. Mary Connell and John 
Connor, Renagown, gave evidence. John Greaney who 
worked at McMahons near O’Connor’s house was 
examined by Sergeant Hemphill. Michael Lenihan who 
had refused to give evidence at the previous trial and 
had been sentenced to six months in jail was brought 
to Tullamore Court from Tralee accompanied by Mr. 
Oxford, Governor of Tralee Jail, and on entering the 

witness box he once again refused to take the book to 
be sworn in. The prisoner was removed, and the court 
adjourned. On resuming Michael Lenihan was again 
brought into the court but again declined to be sworn 
in and was then remanded in custody for contempt. 
Mr. Barton addressed the jury for the defence arguing 
that there wasn’t sufficient evidence of identification 
to charge Denis Connell. The jury having adjourned 
returned unable to agree. The Judge indicated that 
another trial would be arranged but the state 
intervened to bring a conclusion to what was becoming 
an endless trial. 

Having gone through the initial enquiry in Tralee and 
four trials for the murder of Denis Daly which resulted 
in the disagreements of all the juries, Denis Connell 
was secretly discharged on the condition that he leave 
the country.  

In late January 1890 Denis Connell was quietly 
removed from Tralee Jail by Detective Officers Maguire 
and O’Neill and taken to Queenstown to board the SS 
Germanic Liner just as it was about to sail so that no 
person had an opportunity of talking to him and 
discovering how the Crown had granted him his liberty. 
Denis Connell looked very well and was smartly 
dressed and chatted with the officers before departing 
Queenstown for New York City. He had agreed never 
to return to Ireland. 

 
SS Germanic was built by Harland and Wolff in 1874 

 for the White Star Line. It was broken up in 1950  
after a total career of 75 years. 

In February 1890 a calculation was made into the cost 
of the Daly murder case and it was estimated that the 
costs incurred because of the extra trials of Denis 
Connell for the murder of Denis Daly amounted to 
£2,000. (€285,000 in today’s values). 
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Denis Teahan who gave evidence in the trial of Denis 
Connell and Laurence Hickey for the murder of Denis 
Daly and had sought police protection was, on June 4, 
1890, with his family secretly sent to America. 

As the last trial of Denis Connell was underway in 
Tullamore a young man, James Greaney, (15) was 
found dead in suspicious circumstances in an outhouse 
at Muingnaminane. The date was New Year’s Eve 1890. 
Initially it was suspected that the tragic death was 
connected to the Daly case as many local people were 
involved as witnesses on both the prosecution and the 
defense sides in that case. A local man, Florence 
O’Mahony, was charged with the offence.  Bizarrely he 
was charged on little and seemingly, contradictory, 
evidence and found guilty of manslaughter at 
Tullamore court. He was sentenced to one year in 
prison which he served in Tralee Jail. 

 
The late Anne Lynch and grandchildren back in her 
home place in Carrigcannon and reliving one of her 

childhood activities – this time on ‘Fred’. 

 
 Bernie O’Connell, Carrigcannon. 

Lorraine Nash - Wildflower 
Although just twenty one, Lorraine Nash has 
already established herself as a talented multi-
instrumentalist and singer in her own county 
Kerry but 2020 found us all listening to Lorraine 
on various radio station around the country all 
the way up to RTE Radio One. The attention she 
is getting is because of the release of her album 
of self-pinned songs. It was quickly selected by 
RTE as its Album of the Week – an honour 
achieved by few. The pandemic prevented 
Lorraine undertaking a series of concerts around 
the country but that will, no doubt, happen in 
the future.  In the meantime, her album is widely 
available including locally at the Post office or 
from    
http://lorrainenash.bandcamp.com/releases  

 

 

 
Christopher Nash meets Enda Kenny in Saudi Arabia. 
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The Irish Rambling House 
A view from London 

 

Patrick O’Connell OBE   
Harrow, Middlesex. 

Since my childhood I have been connected to Irish 
communities here in London. I have brought big named 
Irish bands/comedians to London for fundraising 
functions. A few weeks ago, I spotted a post on Facebook 
that was seeking articles for the Lyreacrompane Journal. 
It caught my eye because I had, per chance, got to know 
some people from that area of Kerry. I saw it as an 
opportunity to recall and record my connection with a 
Show that hails from those parts.  

In 2002 I attended an Irish Rambling House show at the 
famous Galtymore Ballroom in Cricklewood. The talent of 
the group on stage that night was so vast and the wit 
throughout their performance was boundless. On 
entering the hall I was handed an Irish Rambling House 
programme on which I noticed the saying ‘If laughter is 
the best medicine then an Irish Rambling House show is 
the prescription’. I thought how apt this motto was as 
throughout the night I noticed the effect the performance 
was having on the people around me. 

I had such a great night I needed to know if the group 
would be returning to England. I am happy to say, since 
2003 I’ve booked the Irish Rambling House Show on an 
annual basis to perform in Harrow. Their show means so 
much to the people, whether exiles or first and second 
generation Irish, here in Harrow that come the month of 
July my phone starts to ring with enquiries of ‘when will 
the Irish Rambling House show be in Harrow this year’. 

I have noticed over the years, as the community gets that 
bit older, what the whole theme of the old-fashioned 
kitchen props means to the exiles – this is more than just 
a show - it brings back memories to people of a certain 
age. You frequently hear their conversations, or they 
want to tell you their stories of such days of their 
childhood. I have seen many a tear in their eyes…. some 
from the memories……. or some from the comedy!! It is 
also a picture of what times were like, before remote 
controls or even TV that often gives subsequent Irish 
generations some idea of what life was like in the ‘olden 
days’ – an education! 

The high standard of the performers over the years has 
left me speechless at times – the blend of the old and 
young performers is a sight to behold and their inter-
action leaves me envious of the relationships they seem 
to form so easily through the music and the wit. Both the 
leaders and organisers, Kay O’Leary and Joe Harrington, 
do all the organising of the tour from their home place of 
Lyreacrompane - their commitment to bringing Ireland to 
the exiles and others, not always Irish, reflects well on this 
Kerry based organisation.  

If all this wasn’t enough - what I find amazing about the 
group is that everyone involved gives their time on a 
voluntary basis! The fact that people are willing to leave 
their homes for almost a week’s tour – a different place 
and a different show each night - reflects the leadership 
and values of the organisers – plus each year is a different 
show with new people. The tour has always been 
supportive of our fund-raising for charities - and I always 
felt that a little bit of Kerry was not only bringing joy to us 
in London but also leaving a bit of Kerry behind – until the 
next time! 

Unfortunately, due to Covid 19 we won’t be seeing the 
tour in November 2020 but looking forward to 2021. 

  
The Pilot License of the late Jer ‘Darby’ Finnerty, Pallas. 
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Survey of the Lyreacrompane District 
Comparing 2020 to 1901   

(Data as of Friday October 8, 2020) 
Kay O’Leary    

Listening to a programme about rural isolation and the 
idea of rehousing rural dwellers into larger villages and 
towns got me thinking about my own place and how we 
and our neighboring settlements are bearing up. The 
earliest complete records available for survey work is the 
1901 census so I used this as my base for comparisons.  I 
was surprised to see that there is a greater number of 
houses here today as opposed to when the 1901 Census 
was documented. Overall, the dwellings have increased 
in number and quality.  The townland, Esk, is now devoid 
of inhabitants. It is covered in forestry.  Yes, the 
population has decreased substantially in all townlands, 
but this is in keeping with the general trend towards 
smaller families.  

Another factor playing a part is that younger people are 
better educated today and are drawn to work in cities and 
large towns. In our area over the last ten to twenty years 
people have expressed a wish to return and settle here 
but they are hindered from doing so by our planners even 
though those same planners don’t have any problem 
giving permission for large wind turbine developments.  

Many surnames that were here in 1901 are no longer with 
us. This could have come about by the entire family 
emigrating or under a government scheme in the 1960’s 
- which moved families up country to better farmland. 
The Grant Structure introduced for planting forestry in 
marginal land also influenced people to move away from 
farming and sell on their farms for forestry development.   

I have a great interest in genealogy and through this I 
have learned that the general lifecycle of a farming family 
in a locality is 5/6 generations! Also, in times past when 
daughters married, they had to accept their husband’s 
surname. If a family had daughters and no sons, or sons, 
who did not marry than that surname became extinct.  
  

On the positive side it is possible that Covid 19 will give 
people the opportunity to think about the quality of their 
lifestyle and some may decide to relocate to rural Ireland 
and work from home (Lyreacrompane has good 
broadband) and enjoy the open countryside, beautiful 
walks and benefit from good fresh air.                      
   The local townlands that I have looked at come under 
             different DED (District Electoral Division). 

Listed below are the surnames that… 
- Existed in each townland in 1901.  

- Those that are still present. 
 - The other surnames there today. 

Lyreacrompane - Kilshenane  DED  
1901  Buckley, Canty, Casey, Collins, Costello, Curran, 
Daly, Doran, Dowd, Driscoll, Hurly, Jones, Kelliher, Lynch, 
Mahony, Mitchell, Molyneaux, Nolan, O’Connor, 
Scanlon, and Walsh.  
Surviving Surnames: Buckley, O’Connor and Nolan.  
New Surnames: Cahill, Cotter, Harrington, Kelly, Long, 
Lyons, Moloney, Monaghan, Murphy, Nash, O’Leary, 
Rigas and Santo. 
 

Carrigcannon – Kilshenane DED 
1901    Carey, Collins, O’Connor, Doran, Gleeson, Lyons, 
Moloney, Nolan, Roche, Scanlan, Sheehy and Sullivan.  
Surviving Surnames:  Lyons and Roche. 
New Surnames:  Bell, Carmody, Costello, O’Donoghue, 
Healy, Johnson, Keane, Leen, Leane, Lenihan, Long, 
Murray, O’Connell, Patterson and Quinn.  
 

Renagowan – Nohoval DED 
1901 Brosnan, Lyons, McMahon, O’Connor, Sheehy, 
Sugrue, Sullivan.  
Surviving Surnames: None.                                     
New Surnames: Allen, Flanagan, Gallagher, Hallissey, 
Langford, Lynch, Scraggs and Somers.  
 

Knockacurra - Nohoval DED 
1901 Lynch, Morris and O’Connor. 
Surviving Surnames:  None. 
New Surnames: Morrisey and Sweeney. 
 

Muingataunlish - O'Brennan DED 
1901 Collins.  
Surviving Surnames: None.                                     
New Surnames: O’Connor and O’Keeffe. 
 

Maughanknockane - O’Brennan DED 
1901: Fitzgerald, Harris, Leen, McCarthy, Moloney, 
Murphy and Scanlon.  
Surviving Surnames:  Harris, McCarthy and Scanlon.  
New Surnames:  O’Connell, Rahilly and Shovlin. 
 

Knocknagoum - O’Brennan DED 
1901 Connor, McElligott, O’Connor and O’Connell. 
Surviving Surnames: None. 
New Surname: Quinn.  
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Esk - O'Brennan DED 
1901   Moynihan.  
No inhabitants in 2020. 
 

Dromaddabeg – Kilshenane DED  
1901   Moloney and O’Connor.  
Surviving Surnames:  Moloney. 
New Surnames:  Brosnan and Callum. 
 

Dromaddamore - Kilshenane DED 
1901   Brosnan, Browne, Cahill, Cotter, Donoghue, 
Doyle, Fitzgerald, Horan, Kennedy, Leary, Lynch, Lyons, 
Mahoney, McElligott, Moloney, O’Connor, Sheehy, 
Sullivan and Taylor.  
Surviving Surnames:  Brosnan, Lynch, Lyons, Moloney, 
O’Leary, O’Mahony and Sullivan.  
New Surnames: Breen, Canty, Courtney, Fletton, Hunt, 
Long, Nolan, O’Carroll, O’ Shea, Rinkevics, Shanahan and 
Tyndale. 
 

Glantaunyalkeen - Kilshenane DED 
1901    Costello, Dillane, Molyneaux, Murphy and Nolan.  
Surviving Surnames:  None. 
New Surnames: Cremins and Mulvihill. 
 

Glashanacree - Kilshenane DED 
1901 Carmody, McCarthy, Quill and Scanlan. 
Surviving Surnames: None. 
New Surnames: Carmody, Hannon, Keane, Kennelly, 
Mangan, Naughton, Nolan, O’Connell and Sullivan. 
 

Glashananoon – Kilshenane DED 
1901    Ahern, Curtin, Dillon, Enright, Molyneaux, 
O’Connor, O’Connell, Quille, Sullivan and Wilmot.  
Surviving Surnames:  Ahern, Dillon, Enright, O’Connell, 
O’Connor. 
New Surnames: Bryant, Hickey, McKenna, Murphy and 
Shanahan. 
 

Muingwee – Trienearagh DED 
1901   Hickey, Shanahan, Sheehy and Short.  
Surviving Surnames:   Sheehy.  
New Surnames: Dalton, Jones, Parish and Stanley. 
 

Knockaunnanoun – Kilshenane DED 
1901   Cronin, Dillon, Kane and Sheehy.  
Surviving Surnames:   Dillon.  
New Surnames: Kelly, Kupiec, McKenna, Tanner and  
White. 
 
 

Knockaunbrack – Trienearagh DED 
1901   Ahern, Cunningham, Doody, Harrington, Hickey, 
Kennelly, McKenna and Murphy.          
Surviving Surnames: McKenna and Murphy.  
New Surnames: Buckley, Connelly, Dillon, Fahy, 
McMahon, Moran, O’Regan and Witowska. 
 

Knocknaglogh – Kilshenane DED 
1901   Ahern, Hickey, Quill and Regan.  
Surviving Surnames: Ahern and Hickey.  
New Surnames:   Doran, Hannon, Hickey, McKenna  
and Murphy.   
 

Knockaclare – Kilfeighny DED 
1901   Buckley, Costello, Donoghue, Edgeworth, 
Flaherty, Horgan, Joy, Naughton, O’Connor, Roche, 
Sugrue and Walsh.  
Surviving Surnames:  Buckley and Walsh.  
New Surnames:  Bolton, Curtin, Fisher, Healy,  
Hennessy and Linnane.  
 

Braumaddra – Kilfeighny DED 
1901   Cahill, Dillon, Donoghue, Howard, Kirby, Lyons, 
Mahoney, McElligott, McKenna, O’Sullivan, Sweeney 
and White.  
Surviving Surnames:  None. 
New Surnames:   Galvin, Gustav, Meer, O’Connell, 
Roche and Walker. 
 

Cloghaneleskirt – Kilfylnn DED 
1901   Enright, Nash, O’Connor, O’Sullivan, Quill, Reidy 
and Stack.  
Surviving Surnames:  Enright. 
New Surnames: Dillon and Keane.   

1901 Census – Number of Houses and  
Building Material used in their Construction  

Lyreacrompane: 12 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete,  
4 were built of Mud. 12 were Thatched and 4 had Iron or 
Slate roofs: One house had one Room, two had three 
Rooms (RIC Barracks & Hurly) and 13 had two Rooms. 
 

Carrigcannon:   12 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete,  
9 were thatched, 3 had Iron or Slate roofs. 11 had 2 
Rooms and one had 4 Rooms (Public House/Boarders). 
 

Renagowan:  6 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete,  
2 were mud, 8 were thatched and one had Iron or Slate 
roof.  6 had 2 Rooms, 2 had one Room. 
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Knocknacurra: 4 built with stone, Brick or Concrete, 2 
were thatched, 2 had Iron/Slate Roofs: 4 had 2 Rooms 
each. 
 

Muingataunlish:  3 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete,  
The three were thatched and had two Rooms each. 
 

Maughanknockane: 8 built of Stone, Brick or Concrete, 
The 8 were thatched and had two Rooms each. 
 

Knocknagoum: 4 built of Stone, Brick or Concrete, 3 had 
Thatched roofs and one had Iron/Slate roof, 3 had 2 
rooms and one had one room. 
 

Esk: 1 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete, Thatched and 
had two Rooms. 
 

Dromaddabeg:  3 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete, all 
were thatched and all had two Rooms each. 
 

Dromaddamore:  13 built of Stone, Brick or Concrete, 4 
were Mud.  16 were thatched and one had Iron or Slate 
roof.  One had three Rooms and 16 had 2 Rooms. 
 

Glantaunyalkeen:  7 built of Stone, Brick or Concrete, 1 
was Mud.  8 were thatched and 8 had 2 Rooms each. 
 

Glashanacree:  4 built Stone, Brick or Concrete, 4  
were thatched and had two Rooms each. 
 

Glashananoon: 7 built Stone, Brick or Concrete, 2 were 
Mud, 8 were Thatched and 1 had Iron/Slate Roof.  
1 had 1 room, 1 had 3 Rooms and 7 had 2 Rooms. 
 

Muingwee:  7 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete and 
were thatched, 1 had 1 Room and 6 had 2 Rooms each. 
 

Knockaunnanoon:  5 built of Stone, Brick or Concrete, 4 
were thatched and 1 had Iron/Slate Roof: and 5 had 2 
Rooms each. 
 

Knockaunbrack:  10 built of Stone, Brick or Concrete,   1 
had Iron/Slate, 9 were thatched, 8 had 2 Rooms and 2 
had 3 Rooms each.  

Knocknaglogh: 5 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete, 4 
were thatched, 1 had Iron or Slate roof.  4 had 2 Rooms 
each and 1 had 3 Rooms. 
 

Knockaclare:  11 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete, 
2 were Mud.  12 were thatched. One had Iron/Slate 
roof.  2 had 1 Room and 11 had 2 Rooms each. 
 

Braumaddra: 7 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete,  
4 were mud, 11 were thatched, 4 had 1 Room and 7 had 
2 Rooms each. 
  

Cloghaneleskirt: 7 built with Stone, Brick or Concrete, 
All were thatched and had 2 Rooms each. 

1901 - Number of Houses and People 
2020 - Number of Houses and People  

(The 2020 data is to the best of my knowledge). 

1901 - Lyreacrompane: 16 Houses and 93 people.  
2020 - Lyreacrompane: 26 Houses and 68 people. 
 
1901 - Carrigcannon: 12 Houses and 110 people.  
2020 - Carrigcannon: 21 Houses and 51 people. 
 

1901 - Renagowan: 8 Houses and 50 people.   
2020 - Renagowan: 13 Houses and 24 people. 

1901 - Knocknacurra: 4 Houses and 34 people 
2020 - Knocknacurra: 4 Houses and 11 people 
 
1901 - Muingataunlish: 3 Houses and 25 people.   
2020 - Muingataunlish: 1 House and 4 people. 
 

1901 - Maughanknockane: 8 Houses and 47 people.       
2020 - Maughanknockane: 7 Houses and 15 people. 

1901 – Knocknagoum: 4 houses and 25 people. 
2020 – Knocknagoum: 1 House and 6 people. 
 

1901 - Esk: 1 House and 7 people.     
2020 - Esk: No Inhabitants 

1901 - Dromaddabeg: 3 Houses and 24 people.    
2020 - Dromaddabeg: 6 Houses and 10 people. 
 

1901 - Dromaddamore: 17 Houses and 154 people.  
2020 - Dromaddamore: 14 Houses and 27 people. 
 

1901 - Glantaunyalkeen: 8 Houses and 49 people.   
2020 - Glantaunyalkeen: 5 Houses and 4 people. 
 

1901 - Glashanacree: 4 Houses and 23 people.    
2020 - Glashanacree: 11 Houses and 17 people.  
 
1901 - Glashananoon: 9 Houses and 54 people.   
2020 - Glashananoon: 11 Houses and 32 people 

1901 - Muingwee:  7 and 49 people.                                      
2020 - Muingwee: 4 Houses and 8 people  
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1901 - Knockaunnanoon: 5 Houses and 31 people. 
2020 - Knockaunnanoon: 5 Houses and 10 people. 

1901 - Knockaunbrack: 10 Houses and 74 people. 
2020 - Knockaunbrack:  14 Houses and 30 people. 

1901 - Knocknaglogh: 5 Houses and 23 people.     
2020 - Knocknaglogh: 9 Houses and 21 people. 
 

1901 - Knockaclare: 13 Houses and 82 people.    
2020 - Knockaclare:  13 Houses and 24 people. 
 

1901 - Braumaddra: 11 Houses and 51 people.    
2020 - Braumaddra: 9 Houses and 12 people.  
 

1901 - Cloghaneleskirt: 7 Houses and 40 people. 
2020 - Cloghaneleskirt: 6 Houses and 12 people. 
 
         I have not included Boarders/Lodgers,  
      Servants or RIC Personnel in the 1901 list. 
   My thanks to the many people who helped me  
               collect the 2020 data for this article. 

 
Sinn Fein leader Mary Lou McDonald TD,  

Pa Daly TD and Eamon Monahan in Lyre 2020. 

 
Caitriona Lyons and Pa Daly TD in Lyre 2020. 

               From Lyre to Ballyseedy 

 

The above house was built in Carrigcannon by 
Sonny Falvey and his sons for Andrew O’ Connell 
and his wife Mary (Long) O’Connell (Mary came 
from Tooraree, Glin) who married in 1899.  Their 
son John O’Connell and his wife Nora (Nolan) 
O’Connell who married in 1921 also lived and 
reared their family in this house.   

The house was built of stone and was originally 
thatched. In later renovations it was reroofed 
and plastered.  

 John and Norah’s daughter Chriss, (who 
supplied the photo of the house) and her 
husband, Pat Quinn, lived there until 1984 and 
they then moved to a new house also in 
Carrigcannon. The old house was then 
demolished and some of the  stone used to erect 
the beautiful stone wall that surround the 
Ballyseedy Monument. Seán Savage RIP asked 
Ted O’Connor to take the stone to Ballyseedy 
which he duly did in his Leyland Truck. 

 
The Ballyseedy Monument featuring some stone  

from a demolished house in Lyreacrompane. 
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