Tae et 1

? o - 3 i
T
S

from there. That’s where all the records of Bloody Foreland may have
peen kept. We drove out to the coast-and could see Tory Island, not far
in the «distance to the north. Suddenly .the rain,started. with sleet/snow
and peasized hail. The hail lasted about 5 minutes but snow was off and
on during the rest of the day, mixed with sunshine. They call it liquid
sunshine.. The Bloody Foreland is mostly bog land with a red color.
Actually it is one big mountain of bog. It was cold and windy and some-
what isolatedﬁggxhthere.aré some’ very'nice homes up there right next to
the 19th century’ abandoned homes. In nearby villages school kids were
on the glgyground,lqillgearing uniforms. (Most school children. wear

f’Weﬁﬁfbvéfbaﬁkfto Gortahork and met with Father - McGlynn for an
hour. I guessed his age at late.70’s or:early 80’s.+~He told us that
records of Gortaherk only went back as ifar as 1870 and that was too
late to find any:of Wayne’s relatives. He suggested we try the village:
of Derrybeg sincé’ both parishes were together in the old days. He has
been in this parish for about 14 years. He talked about his trips to
Tory Island. He would got out there once every 2 weeks with the med-
ical team in a helicopter. Now they have their own priest. He said Tory
Island has not changed much. Everything is in Gaelic. He was wearing a
gold circle pin on his jacket. He explained that it ‘is worn by'Gaelic -
speakers to identify themselves to others. He can travel to Dublin or
cther places where it is not spoken so much and people who understand
the language will notice his pin and they will have their conversation
in the old language. He also talked about the "troubles" in northern
Ireland and how they wish the British would get out. He also talked
about the unemployment rate in Ireland and because of it so many young
people are still leaving the country. B L

" .We left Gortahork about 3:00 pm. We Yeally enjoyed the trip to:
this little village which was rather different than any we had been to.
We drove thru the Glenveagh National Park which was a short cut to
Letterkenny. Very: iittle traffic and a very pretty drive. The bog land,
had the red color 'similar to what we saw at the Bloody Foreland. In
Letterkenny there was still some slush on the ground and kid were
making snowballs. Final stop tonight was' in Donegal City. We asked at a
pub 1f there was an traditional Irish music anywhere in town that night
and he shook his head and said, "Not during Lent." We had a good supper
at Chinese restaurant. We would eat twice a day. Breakfast of egqgs, _
ham, porridge, (ocat meal), toast and juice was always filling enough to
last sometimes until almost 9:00 pm.

March 11: Left Donegal going south toward Dublin. Father McGlynn
in Gortahork suggested we take a route to take us thru parts of North-
ern Ireland to gc back to Dublin. We decided not to. Arrived again in
Sligo. I would be reading the tourist book as we drove thru some of the
towns and if I found anything interesting enough before we left we
would stop. In Sligo we stopped to see the 13th century abbey built .
by 0l1d Maurice Fitzgerald, the first Fitz in Ireland. It was sacked by
Cromwell in the 1640’s but the walls have been preserved. It was not
open at this time but we could see it from the outside.

We drove thru County Roscommon. More bog with cows grazing. In one
town we stopped at another old abbey that was closed for the season.
School boys were playing soccer in light rain. Sheep. (I'm reading my
‘notes.) Hay was wrapped in very big plastic bags here to keep it dry.
Stopped in Castlerea to see the Clcnalais house which is a 19th century
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mansion built over the site of an old G’Connor castle. It was also
closed for the season. Arrived in Longlord City, Co. Longford, near the
center of the country. Was a large gathering of tinkers at the edge of
town. We walked around town and stopped at a little shop. The owner was
Tommie MacGuinness and he never stopped talking from the time we enter-
ed the store until we left. He had all kinds of suggestions for us to
do while in Longford and Ireland in general. "We should always stay at
a B and B because that is where to meet the people. We should never
leave a car unattended in Dublin.” He had all sorts of advice. He sug-
gested a good restaurant and a possible pub where we might find Irish
music. He told us about a craft festival going on at one of the hotels
and he gave us his own invitation. So we went. People were very dressed
up and we didn’t guite fit in but no one seemed to notice. We signed
in, walked thru it, then left.

We stopped at the Misty pub but there was no live music on Wednes-
day. They had music the night before and there would be some Thursday
but nothing tonight. The bar owner was Sean Dalton who had spent 17
years in New Jersey but came back to Ireland to raise his 5 children.
We also met Terry Reynolds whe is a musician for some back up country
bands in America. And his wife is a Donohoe.

March 12: Left Longford, always driving toward Dublin. Made a side
trip to Castletown Geoghegan, Co. West Meath, home of my Donchoes. A
man at Claffey’s pub suggested I talk to Mr. Joe Donohoe who lived in
the next town of Ballinagore and runs a gas station. So we did. Mr.
Donochoe came out and I told him I was Mary Donohoe from America and
that my Donohoes were from Castletown. He asked, "Are we related?" He
then told me his Donchoes were originally from Killarney in Cork. I met
his wife who is from Castletown. She had never heard of any Donohces in
Castletown. Either they arrived there from somewhere else or left no
one behind after the main family left for America in the 1840’s. This
couple was in their late 70’s or early 80’s. I took their picture and
he asked if I would send him a copy and I said I would.

Stopped at an antique shop inside an old castle in Tyrellspass.
Getting closer to Dublin and traffic was picking up. The speed limit is
60 in Ireland but not enforced. Tuned in to Irish radio all in Gaelic.
We followed the toll road back to the airport thinking we would leave
our car now and get a taxli to a nearby hotel in order to leave easily
the next morning. But then we decided to stay downtown and someone
showed us on a map how easy it was to drive there. All went well all
the way into downtown Dublin until we got to O’Connell street. There
Wayne turned toc socon and found himself going the wrong way on the
busiest 6 lane street in Dublin while all other traffic was stopped at
a red light. He ducked into the nearest street, found the hotel nearby
and left the car for the rental co. to pick up. He had had enough.

We walked around downtown Dublin. Saw the Nat’l museum 12 minutes
before closing time. Wayne says the guards followed me around because I
had a camera but I saw no one following me. In that short time we saw
some very old exhibits, some 2000-3000 BC and some more recent from the
Vikings era. Some were in temperature controlled cases. Closing time
was on the hour, sharp and anyone was guickly ushered out the door.

We also walked thru St. Stephen‘s Green, a very old park that is
full of plants and trees. It is closed at night.

A waitress at a restaurant suggested that we go to O’'Donoghues pub
if we were looking for Irish music. She =aid that definitely there

T




Mo 174 1O

would be some. I was all Lor that. I had heard of this pub and there is
a pestcard. We arrived about 8:30, too early for the music. It got
noisier with more smoke as the night got longer. We thought it was
fairly busy with 4 bartenders but they told us that we should come on

a weekend and really watch them work. One of the bartenders name was
Matt Whelan from Kildare. He said Mr. OfDonoghue who started this pub
was a Dubliner who died about 2 years ago. The Guinness beer was
flowing however. Let me tell you here that Wayne actually did drink a
few pints of Guinness on this trip. He had tasted it at home and didn’t
care for it. Someone here in Minnesota told him that he should try it
in Ireland as it is much better. Something seems to spoil it coming
over the occean. So he got sou he liked it. Ordering a pint of Guinness
is like ordering a Big Mac with nothing on it. You have to wait since
they don’t have them prepared. The pint is filled to about 3/4 full.
They let it swirl and settle for about 10 to 15 minutes. Then it is
topped off and served. Any other type of beer ordered is served right
away. When business started to pick up about 9:30 at O’Donoghues they
set up about 6 pints of Guiness 3/4 full and let them set. Whenever
someone ordered one they had less time to wait.

The music started about 9:30. There were about 3 banjos, a drum,
cne of the old Irish goat-skin drums, a bag pipe and a girl on a fiddle
joined later. A group had formed arcund the band so it was hard to see
them unless you were on your way out. Matt Whelan found us a place to
sit so we listened [or a while. It was a {un crowd. There are other
private lounges upstairs at G’Donoghues where sometimes there are other
bands. We left before midnight.

March 13: We left Dublin at 7:40 and landed in London. We waited
there about 3 hours before cur rflight tu Mpls/St. Paul. The pilot let
us know that we were flying over Iceland. There were no clouds and it
was very clear. Everything was snow, ice and some rivers and lakes.

We arrived in Minnescta about 3:45. My dad, Wayne’s mom, and
nephew, Pat, and ail the Kids aciepi Jimmy weie Chere to meel us. Many
thanks to my mom and dad who took care ol our 5 kids while we were
gone. Without them we could not have wade this trip.

We were in a total of 17 counties. After a couple days of driving
through Ireland, the unfamiliar starts to look more common. Here are a
few things that come to mind that became familiar: Very friendly
people, old ruins of castles or ifaim houses 1in the distance or along
the road. Sheep or cattle on the road in some areas. School Kids in
uniforms, caravans, yield signs in Irish in the Gaeltacht areas.
Yellow shrub called gorse grew Jjust aboul everywhere. IVy Jrows on
everything, old graveyards, telephone poles, and tree trunks and
branches to make them icck furry. The strong smell of peat burning is
everywhere. Wayne said as we drove past a nice stand of evergreen
trees, "It’s a good thing it rains so much in this country If there
ever was a forest fire this whole isiand would go up in smoke." (Peat
can burn forever.; I never got tired of the hedge that follows every
road on beth sides. Many times you cannct see over it from the car.
Most is overgrown and has to be trimmed. If there is a shortage of
stones in some areas, there will be a wire fence. In one week tho, one
never really gets used to driving cn the left side of the road. It’s
like writing with your left hand if you are right handed.

This narrative has gotten very long. I hope you enjoy reading
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