Mar 199+ L(

sin, from Parish Bruffl in Co. Limerick. I have Fitzgeralds buried in
the same cemetery. 50 maybe the rumcr is true.....

We drove thru Adare in Cc. Limerick, known as the prettiest little
village in Ireland. There is a row of thatched roofed homes on main
street. There are few in Ireland as they have to be replaced about
every 5 years or so.

Our final stop was in Ennis in Co. Clare. It was late Saturday
afternoon and there was a open market downtown. Very narrow streets
with lots of people coming and going. We parked in front of the church .
and walked to a tourist office who suggested a B and B closeby. We also
asked where we could find traditional Irish music in the pubs. We had
the pm all set. Went to mass at the cathedral at 6:30. They said the
Our Father in Irish/Gaelic. I read in the bulletin that the 10:30 mass
on Sunday was all in Irish.

We did find Irish music in & pub called C'Kellys. Two sisters, in
their early twenties were the main attraction. One played the fiddle.
The other played on a Casic portable organ. A oy in his 20‘s joined
them later with a button accordion and later in the pm a man in his
70’s added to the music with his harmonica. The smoke was getting thick
as more people arrived. We talked to a couple from Cork City named
O’Donovan. He teaches traditional Irish music and agreed that this
fiddle player was very good. He suggested I look for traditional Irish
music for fiddle written by G’Neill and not settle for anything else as
that is the best. The Irish are very, very sure of their instructions
to Americans.

As we left O'Kellys that night about 11:30 there were no clouds
and the stars were bright and we could see the Big Dipper. But clouds
would always roll in by late morning almost every day.

March 8: We left Ennis about 14:36. I couldn’t help but notice a
plaque inside the B and B. It read, “Ennis, 1990, Celebrating 750
Years? Imagine thatl

We drove past the church and I stepped in to hear just a bit of
the Mass in Irish. It was the same priest wno had said the Mass the
evening before. There were a iot of people in attendance.

We drove out Lo the western suge vi Cou. {lare. We got ofi on a few
rough paths that tock us past some iarms cf cattle and sheep, a very
isolated region. The stone fences hiere were incredible. The more rock
in an area the more impressive . We saw the (Cliffs of Mcher
from a distance. Just a mile further north the Aran Islands were very
visible. They were so close, about 5 miles. We could see one village
and a light hocuse.

We drove through Dooliin, a iittis village just north of the Cliffs
that is known for it‘s Irish wmusic in the pubs. Since it was Sunday
morning, it was pretty guiet.

We were driving toward the Burren in northwest Clare. It is an
area all to itsgelf. Some say it resemibles the moon. There is a Visitors
Center in Kilfenora but was closed wihen we got there. So we followed
the signs to the Burren. One of (romweli’s men in the 1640’s said of
this place: "There is not enough water here to drown a man, enough wood
to hang a man, or enough dirt Lo bury him." This is an exaggeration to
a certain extent. The center of the Burren is rather barren, just solid
rock in certain areas with very little vegetation. It is an unusual
area to the fact that arctic plants and Mediterranean plants grow here,
side by side. 7
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We searched for the Delmens that we had seen in pictures. Dolmens
are Ireland’s answer to Stongehenge. They are large slabs of rocks put
in formation for ceremonial reasons. Unce in the Burren all signs to
points of interest are just about non-existent. There were few people
on the road to ask directions. We did ask a young man, walking with his
horse and a load of hay, the direction to the dolmens. He didn’t say
much, just motioned to the road we were on, and to turn left. We were
not accustomed to being given directions in 80 few words. Another man
who seemed to have a Norwegian accent told us how to get there. Finally
we saw one dolmen. We almost missed it. It was in a cow pasture, off
the road, and it blended in so well with the rest of the rocks that it
would have been easy to miss. Postcards make it look huge but it was
not that big, maybe 5 to 6 feet tall. It had sides of slab stone with
a slab over the top like a rocof. There was another one called a wedge
tomb that was a few yards further up the road. These structures were
arranged about 2000 BC. They know little about then.

It is hard to describe the Burren. One area was pure rock, all
gray color and next to it would be a nice green pasture with few rocks.
There were a few rather high hills that were solid gray. From a dis-
tance it looked like gray frosting poured over a cake, or like smooth
lava. And some of these hills had stone fences going part way up. We
could not understand why anyone would bother to arrange any type of a
fence formation as we could see no reason to even try to graze sheep up
there. There was no sign of anything green to eat.

Close to the edge of the Burren we stopped to explore an old stone
ring fort. Little is known about them accept for their superstition.
Fairies are known to live there. It was very overgrown with brush so it
was hard to visualize the size. About a mile further we found an
earthen ring fort that was much different. It was as if someone had
scooped a lot of dirt to form a very huge ring. A trench was all around
it like a dry moat. This must have been used as some type ol defense
many, many vears ago. IL looked like a Jello mold alter the jello 1is
removed [rom the mold. Diameter was about 70 [eet across. It was close
to a perfect circle. Some very old trees had grown up around it.

We stopped at Knock, Co. Mayo for a short time. This is a Marian
Shrine where the apparition of some saints appeared to a group of about
15 people in 1879. This is the closest thing we could find to a tourist
trap. It is rather commercialized and the new church is very modern.
Religious articles were sold in every shop in town. There is even an
airport nearby to handle the many piigrims who come here every year.

On the outskirts of many towns in Ireland we saw the caravans.
They are the mobile trailers that have Come to be home to the tinkers
of Ireland. They live on the sides of the recad at the edge of town.
They would have a fire burning ocutside Lo cook a meal or just to keep
warm. In Co. Sligc this afterncon we drove past a large caravan area
that looked like a dumping ground ior cCar batteries. We were told that
they take the lead out of the batteries to sell. The children don’t
seem to go to school. They would be piaying games nearby. One man’s
cpinion is that theéy would not take a job if they were offered.

Our destination today was Coiconey, Co. Sligo. We stayed at the
Markree Castle, built in the 164G’s. This castle has been in the Cooper
family for 10 generations. It is being restored by owner, Charles
Cooper. He is mostly finished with the first and second floors. There
are about 13 rooms open to the public. The top floor and anything above
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that is yet to be done. It has Clily bLeeli open f{or about 3 years. Work
was being done at the entrance tc the main hall. The history of this
massive structure goes back to William Cooper, an English soldier with
Oliver Cromwell. (Cromwell was the one who nearly destroyed Ireland
completely in 1649, terrorizing and burning anything in his path. )
There is a very impressive and huge stain glassed window in the main
hall at the landing of the ocak staircase. It shows the family tree of
The Cooper family and portraits of William and other members. The :
image of William resembled pictures I’ve seen of Henry VIII. I asked
the obvious question to Charles Cooper. I asked him if he and his
family consider themselves English or Irish. He may have been a little
insulted, I couldn‘t tell, though I did not mean it in that way. He
said, "Definitely, Irish. Our family has been in Ireland a lot longer
than most American families have been in the US." He also said that the
Cooper family name can also be traced further back in England before
Wm. Cooper arrived in Ireland. So, this was one of the aristocrat
families. I doubt there were any Ccopers on a famine ship in the 1840’s
leaving Ireland for North America or Australia.

Mr. Cocper pointed out to us the woodwork that was original and
what had been redone. The oak staircase and parts of the [loor was
original. The ceilings were very high. Some rooms were SO large that
each one had a fireplace. Much of it was built on in the centuries that
followed the 1640°s. There was a very large piece of furniture in the
main hall. There was a sign on it for no touching. It looked like a
wardrobe. It was a dark brown finish, in its original form. It has
never been refinished. It was irom the 1600‘s. This place was an
antiguers paradise.

March 9: Left Collooney in the rain. Drove through Sligo City.
This was Yeats country, the 19th century writer. Entered County Donegal
and Donegal City. We stopped at a book store in Donegal. This town was
built by the Vikings. There is a 15ih century church ruin where 4 monks
spent 3 years writing down ali they RKaew about Irish history. This was
in anticipaticon of their fear that the English were about to destroy
Ireland completely and they wanted tc keep a record of its history. It
is now known as the Annals of the 4 Masters and the original manuscript
is in Trinity College in Dublin. There is a vather ugly obelisk in the
center of town to honor those 4 brave monks.

We drove along the wesi coast oL Co. Donegal. The sun was shining.
We saw some ships cul on Lhe waler at one poinl. The farmland was not
as green as in the south. We saw some abandoned farmhouses with the
sod, green roof still intact. Most oiinerls places the sod roof was
completely gone. This area 1s knowii for tweed material. This is also
bog land. Peat bricks were stacked neatly in piles to dry. The hedge
row of rocks and overgrowth was nct as cobvicus. And there were sone
very nice homes, called bungalows. Scenery changes so rapidly while
driving thru Ireland. Suddenly we were intc the rocks again. The smell
of burning peat was very strong. The land was very rugged. One tall
mountain dominated the area in this northern section; Mt. Errigal. It
looked like one of the hills in the Burren draped in gray rock or loose
gravel. Nothing we could see was growing on it.

Destination today was Gortahork in northern Donegal. This is a
resort/fishing village. This is aiso the home area of Wayne’s mother’s
McFaddens. It is a Gaeltacht/Irish speaking area. All of tne road signs
suddenly were all in Irish, not in English/Irish as they are in most
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areas of Ireland. The name for this town in Irish is Gort a Choirce
which means Field of Corn. We thought thewe was a B and B in this town
run by a McFadden. It turned out to be a hotel, and we checked in. It
was not at all busy at 4:00 pm. We talked to the woman in charge who is
the 5th generation of the McFadden women who have run this hotel. We
told her of our reason for coming here and she was very helpful. Her
name was Maeve Leary Conaghan, about 30 to 35 years old. Mac Phaidin is
Irish for McFadden. We walked through a cemetery across the street that
was full of Curran and McFadden names. Four peacocks were also making
their way thru this cemetery as if they lived there. There was music
coming from an old school house and thru the window I could see school
girls dancing. I walked through the door and asked the teacher if we
could come in to watch. She said yes. There were about a dozen girls
age 8 to 12 learning the old Irish dances. I asked if I could take
their picture. They all giggled and agreed. They spoke only Irish to
their teacher but in English to us. We were guite impressed.

Later at the hotel Maeve told us about the "drama" that night at
the old parish hall. She said we probably would not be interested in it
since it was all in Irish. I said that we would. After supper we did go
to the town hall and saw part of the 2nd play. There was an admission
of 2 pounds. But since the sign was in Irish Wayne did not know if he
put in enough money. He said something to the man at the table who
answered him in Irish. There were 3 one act plays. This one was a-
comedy, about 4 coal miners who were trapped in a cave-in. They were
sharing the water jug and waiting to be rescued. We could not under-
stand a word but only their actions. The audience was very attentive
and they laughed at all.the funny parts. There were a lot of children
in the crowd and they were very well behaved. The program was also only
in Irish and one of the actors’ names was Padraig Mac Phaidin. This was
all local talent and we were impressed how well this small community is
working to preserve the old Irish language thru the school and the
theater. :

Back at the hotel we sat in the lounge and I began to write some
postcards. About 4 teenage girls were deciding what they were going to
do the rest of the evening. Two of them went back to the "drama." We
started to talk to the other two who were from the neighboring village
of "1000 houses" of Falcarragh. They were 14 years old and we talked
about their school and life in this area. They were not natives of
Gortahork so they could not speak the old language fluently but are
required to study it in school and can understand it. The father of one
of them was a new owner of a pub in Falcarragh. We got the teenage
viewpoint of things from these 2 girls. We talked about school, nusic,
movies, among other things. They alsc had seen the movie, "Dances with
Wolves" and liked it alot. I forgot to ask them what they think of the
singer, Sinead O’Connor. But the folks in Ring don’t think much of her.
They were in the lounge waiting for their parents who were in the pub
of the hotel.

March 10: Maeve suggested that we call Father John McGlynn, the
parish priest, and maybe he would be able to help us find out some
information about the old McFadden family. I called him and he said we
could come at 2:00 pm. Since it was only morning we drove out past
Gortahork, up to the Bloody Foreland which is also mentioned as the
home place of the McFaddens. Maeve said that since the only church in
the old days was in Gortahork they could have been labeled as being
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