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Foreword 
Killesher Historical Society, having ventured into print two ycar"i 
ago with A View from the Hanging Rock, now offers volume two 

Hopefully, it.will meet with the same success as volume one, which 
sold out within months and is being re-printed and issued at the sumc 
time as volume two. 

Again, we offer a mixture of history, folklore, rhyme, poetry and 
reminiscences from, and about, the ordinary folk of Killesher. We 
hope it will remind you of your background, and the stories and 
experiences related to you by your grand-parents. If so, and if you 
are interested, come along and join us. As I said last time, I assure 
you, you will enjoy the 'crack'. 

You might even find yourself writing an article for volume three! 

We appreciate your company as you read on. 

A Tribute to Jack Wilson 
Members of Killesher Historical 
Society regret the passing of a 
founder member, Jack Wilson. 
Jack had written an article for 
volume one and had contributed 
much to debate at our meetings. 

Robert Thompson 
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Riddles 

I/ ere are some well-travelled riddles. Mull over them as you read on! 
The answers are at the back of the book, on page 94. 

1. From house to house he goes 
A messenger long and slight 
And whether it rains or snows 
He sleeps outside in the night 

2. What was but a month old 
When Adam was no more 
What was just a month old 
When Adam was four score 

3. I went to the wood and got it 
I sat down and I searched for it 
Because I could not find it 
I brought it home with me 

4. 'Tis round as dish was ever known 
And white as snow the look of it 
'Tis food and life of all mankind 
Yet no man e'er partook of it 

5. What is better than God 
Worse than the Devil 
Dead men eat it 
If living men eat it they would die 
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1,he Battle of the Ford of the 
Biscuits 
or 

"' Beal Atha na mBrioscadh 

When Maguire was at peace, Fermanagh and Killesher were tranquil 
and peaceful. The baying of hounds and the cry of the hunt echoed 
around the foothills of Cuilcagh Mountain. At night, the chief and 
his nobles feasted in great halls to the sound of poetry and music, 
while their great hounds chewed on the bones. The ordinary folk 
continued with their daily toils. 

However, Maguire was often at war. All battles and wars are terrible, 
ugly and bloody deeds. The excitement of the hunt was replaced by 
the groans and moans of the injured and dying. Poetry and music 
were replaced by wailing and keening for sons and husbands who 
would never return. Even the great hounds yelped and quivered in 
fright. William T. Sherman- a Union Commander during the 
American Civil War- expressed his feelings about war in the 
poignant phrase, War is hell. 

By 1590, Hugh Maguire- now Sir Hugh - and most of the Ulster 
chiefs held an uneasy peace but were on the edge of battle. 
In 1593, Sir George Bingham, Governor of Connacht, was so 
suspicious of Maguire that he plundered Fermanagh. In May 1593, 
for the first time in 300 years, Maguire attacked the English. This 
was the beginning of what became known as the nine-year war, 
when most of the Ulster chiefs united and tried to expel the English. 
It ended with the defeat of the Irish at Kinsale, the flight of most of 
the northern chiefs from Rathmullen, Co. Donegal on 14 September 
1607, and the plantation of Ulster. 
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\ Locally, it brought an end to Maguire's influence, the arrival of 
Capt. William Cole to Enniskillen and, eventually, the domicile of 
the Cole family at Florencecourt. 

In February 1594, Enniskillen Castle was captured by Sir John 
Dowdall, Governor of Lisnaskea, and James Eckarsall became the 
first English Governor of Enniskillen. The loss of his castle was a 
great blow to Hugh Maguire and, in May 1594, he besieged the 
castle. This lead to one of the most spirited and spectacular battles 
fought not only in Killesher but in all Fermanagh. In August 1594, a 
force under Sir Henry Duke was sent to relieve the English garrison 
besieged in Enniskillen Castle. One source puts Duke's army at 
2,500 men while others say that he had no more than 700 soldiers. 
However, one fact remains undisputed. The relieving force was 
intercepted by the combined forces of Maguire and O 'Neill at a ford 
on the Amey River which was later named Beal Atha na mBrioscadh 
-The Ford of the Biscuits- after the poignant sight, at the end of the 
conflict, of army provisions floating on the water. 

The garrison in Enniskillen was subsequently relieved, early the 
following September, by another English force under Sir William 
Russell, who marched through Athlone and Boyle. Hugh Maguire 
again lost control of Enniskillen Castle. 

There has always been a certain amount of contention about the site 
of the battle. Local tradition is conflicting and, to a certain extent, 
unreliable with some accounts favouring the ford at Drumane Bridge 
while others indicate the ford near Arney Bridge, which co
incidentally, is close to Maguire 's old ruined stronghold in 
Drumsroohill. Historians are equally divided about the location of 
the battle. John O'Donovan was among the fust to suggest that the 
conflict took place at Drumane and most historians since have 
followed him. If this were correct, the English army would have 
travelled the route of the Belturbet-Enniskillen road which was 
constructed 200 years later. In 1594, this route would have led 
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through various swamps and marshes, which would have made the 
passage of a large cavalry and a great amount of baggage and 
provisions for the besieged force extremely difficult, if not 
impossible. 

The writing of the "Four Masters" confirms that the English force 
was defeated, but does not mention an exact spot on the Arney River. 
In his account, O'Sullivan Beare, gives an important, if conflicting 
clue when he states that the battle was fought at "The Ford of 
Arney". As a specified, definite area "Amey" could be taken as the 
name given to the district for at least half a mile on either side of the 
old coach road around the old Arney Bridge. 

The Barony map of 1657 shows Arney Bridge - the only bridge on 
the whole Arney River. If this is the site of the conflict then the 
English forces would have travelled the old road or beaten track 
from Derrylin via Kinawley, Derrylester and Mullenaveigh to Amey 
and past Skea, Shankill and Rossory to Enniskillen. This route, over 
solid clay, was selected and reconstructed as the coach road in the 
middle of the eighteenth century. 

There is also a local tradition that the battle may have been fought on 
the ford of the Arney between Clontymullen and Sessiagh. One of 
the chief arguments in favour of this site is the famous "Sessiagh 
Red Meadow" but, as no other oral or written evidence or any other 
landmarks indicate that this was the ford used, modern thought 
suggests that this name refers to latter day brick making rather than 

the blood of battle. 

More recent surveys indicate that this ford and especially Drumane 
ford is too narrow to allow an army of three divisions to pass. Minor 
skirmishes may have taken place at Sessiagh Ford or even Dnunane 
but the eminent historian Fr. Peadar Livingstone favours the Amey 

Bridge location. 
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This site is also considered to be the proper locatwn hy th • lu"ul 
historian Seamus MacCionnaith (Clogher Record , 195Cl) 'I hi :~ vu· w 
is again reinforced by O'Sullivan Bare's account of the hall le i11 
which he states: 

" . . . on the night previous to the battle, Sir Henry, the Engli,\h 
commander, was suddenly overwhelmed by Maguire discharging 

strong musket fire of leaden bullets against which Duke sent his own 
musketeers. With both parties-fighting, at a distance, during the 

night the English troops were deprived of sleep." 

This would indicate that Duke would have set up camp on 
Mullenaveigh, while Maguire had taken up an ambush position in 
Derrycharra and Skea, where the woods and hillocks would conceal 
his soldiers. 0' Sullivan also states that the defeated forces , "fled to 
the other ford which they noticed about a bow-shot up the river" i.e. 
near the mouth of the Larganess river. 

This site is also supported by local tradition which suggests that the 
women and children had been taken to the safety of an old fort close 
to St Mary's Church. The fort derives its name from this event
Mull na-mnd, the hill of women. 

There is also controversy about the survivors of battle, with some 
sources stating that the English discarded their armour in an effort to 
flee. It is recorded that Sir Henry Duke and Sir Richard Herbert fled 
and escaped to Cavan. This being the case, the writings of the 
notorious Bishop Miler Magrath strengthen the arguments for the 
Arney Bridge location: 

"Because of the physical features of Fermanagh, to enter that 
countfy is hard for any army and, considering the marshy nature of 
that part of the country, it would have been difficult f or the English 

survivors ofBeal Atha na mBrioscadh to escape alive if they had not 
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been travelling along the beaten track" 
i.e. the route which later became the Old Coach Road. 

Brendan Corrigan 

Tullyhaw and its Chieftains 
The Kingdom of Tullyhaw - more ancient than many a European 
nation - was, in Gaelic times, ruled by the Clan McGauran. It was a 
fairly extensive territory, stretching from the Woodford River at 
Ballyconnell to Lough MacNean on the Fermanagh border. 
Originally it owed allegiance to O'Rourke of Breifne but, when the 
counties were created in the reign of Elizabeth I, it was annexed to 
Co. Cavan. Tullyhaw was a very important place in pre-Christian 
Ireland, it being the site of the great pagan idol Crom Cruach and 
was a place of pagan pilgrimage and ritual. It was later, 
unfortunately , a sort of buffer state suffering much from O'Rourke 
and O'Reilly interference. At any rate the McGauran clan were 
strong and warlike and well able to man the bearna baoghail when 
called upon. 

Old traditions maintain that the McGaurans descend from the druids 
of Crom Cruach, and this accounts for the fact that in Christian times 
they were noted for the number of priests and teachers they 
produced. They were carrying on the traditions of their founding 
fathers of pagan days. They were also noted for many cures, notably 
that for rabies, known locally as "the bite of a mad dog". This also 
may be a link with druidic days as the Celtic druids were learned 
men, renowned for their knowledge of medicine and "magic". 

The McGaurans were a learned race. The chief work that gives 
account of the family is the Dunaire Meg Samhrain, or Book of 
McGauran, written for the Chief Thomas McGauran who died in 
1343, by Ruidhri O'Keenan. The O'Keenan family were the Bards 
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of the McGaurans. They were, in their day, a very prominent family, 
often mentioned in the Annals of the Four Masters. Marriages 
between McGaurans and O'Connor of Sligo, McGuires of 
Fermanagh and O'Reillys of Cavan are on record. Their generosity 
was proverbial. However, they did not escape the bitter pen of Angus 
O'Daly of the Satires. He wrote of, "Clann Meg Samhrain of the 
little cattle and them all with little food". But then 0 'Daly had no 
good word for anybody. 

In church history, many McGaurans achieved great eminence. There 
were for example Ruidhri McGauran who was vicar of Killinagh 
Abbey between 1430-1433, Thadg McGauran bishop of Kilmore 
between 1455-1465 and Peter Bernard McGauran OFM, the last 
wandering Franciscan Friar, of Creenelea near Dromahair Co. 
Leitrim. But, perhaps the most noteworthy of them all was the 
patriot, Dr. Edward McGauran, who was appointed Bishop of 
Ardagh in 1581. Six years later, on the death of Archbishop Creagh 
in the Tower of London, he was elevated to the Primacy as 
Archbishop of Armagh, by Pope Clement VIII. His place of birth is 
unknown, but was probably Kiltoghert near Carrick on Shannon. 
These were dangerous times for Roman Catholic Bishops, but he 
made his way to McGuires' Fermanagh and, in O'Donnells' Co. 
Donegal, he held a secret council of Bishops which despatched the 
Archbishop of Tuam to Spain to seek Spanish help for the northern 
chieftains, thus involving himself in dangerous political fields. He 
was heart and soul involved in Ireland's cause and was present at the 
Battle of Tulsk, Co Roscommon, where he was killed on 23rd June 
1593. 

The chief McGauran strongholds were at BallyMcGauran, Co. 
Leitrim, Derrycassan, and tradition has it that a McGauran 
stronghold stood near the site of the present Church of Ireland in 
Ballyconnell. With the plantations of the early 17th century the 
power of the McGaurans waned until, finally, they lost all the good 
lands they held. They were forced across Glan Gap into Glangevlin 
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and in all that region on to Dowra and Tullnamoyle their descendants 
live to this day. They were a very tough breed and, even in adversity, 
they held on to their traditions and culture. 

In fact, it was in Glangevlin that the last remnants of our native 
language lingered in West Cavan. The great mountains of Cuilceagh 
and Sleath anlarainn sheltered our hunted people and their 
traditions, "when it was treason to love Ireland". It was in 
Glangevlin that Professor O'Toole came to rescue the last faint 
fading fragments of the dying tongue in West Breifne. Here he 
recorded proverbs which were indeed little gems of wisdom such as, 
Crall agus a chuid is mairig nach mbfonn aige an da chuid, 'sense 
and your share it's well to have both', and Ce mholfadh an ghe 
glmJnna mara mholfadh sf f fhein , 'who would praise the ugly goose 
if she would not praise herself. It was McGaurans, amongst others, 
who gave the Professor these tales, poems, prayers and proverbs 
from the wreck of the old gaelic past. 

Lastly, it was here in Glangevlin we had the last Breac Ghaeltacht in 
Co. Cavan. In fact, in 1920-1921 the Gaelic League founded an Irish 
Summer College here. What a great pity it did not survive as it might 
have helped preserve and restore to life the dying language in Glan. 
But, alas, that was not to be. Political strife quenched the fire of 
cultural revival and we lost for ever what can never be restored to 
living vibrance - our language. Today the McGaurans are still 
numerous in the Kingdom of Glan. They are still a living witness of 
a people who withstood past adversity longer than many a Royal 
House on the continent. But, alas, their dead lie asleep in the silent 
country cemetries, mainly in Killinagh, where they took with them to 
the grave the language, songs and music of their race. As the island 
man James O'Criogan said, "We shall not see their likes again", Nf 
bheidh a leitheid ann arfs go hathach. 

Lorcan Rooney 
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Patrick McGovern 

THE NEW YORK T IMES 

McGOVERN. BUILDER OF 
SUBWAYS, DIES 

Boring of $43,000,000 Wa
ter Tunnel Climax of Career 
Begun With Shovel. 

Patrirk MrGovern, sub,.ay 
and tunnel builder e\traor-
dinar), died ) esterda} 
morning at his home, 
llarbor Knoll, Kings Point, 
Great 'lccl.., I. 1., from a cer~ 

cbral hemorrhagc, .1ftcr " 
brit!f illnt!~~- lie ""' bl 
}ears old. 
\lr. \I eGo' ern ''as born 1n 
Count} Ca' an. Ireland. In 18') I 
when 20 year. old, he r.~rne 10 
th1.~ rountr") to \CC~ hi\ tnnunc, 
l.tnding in lloston .tnd qu>rkl} 
find1ng himself a pu~k-and
shO\ cl job. 

The following inscription can he 
fo und on a plaque at Killlllcy 
Chapel: 

This Church was Enlarged, 
Renovated and Embellished 

in the years 1931-1932 
through the munificence of 

Sir Patrick McGovern, 
R.S.G.K.H.S., New York, 

USA, who died 26th 
November 1932. 

May his sould rest in Peace 
Francis Gilmartin P.P. 

1\ftcr \\Orl..mg as a laborer for a 
re .. } can. he join~'() in the 1\laska 
gold rush. lie d1d not find much 
gold, hu1, he \..tid tn later ~ec:~r~. 
ht• did .tcqu.re, "h>le a m mer, 
murh prar 11cal enginecnng 
l..na..lcdgc "hirh stood him m 
good stead aftcrv- ard. 

I ool Shed for I irst office. 
Ht.:turning tu B<lstun, he ''cnt 
uno the rolllr .le ling bus mess fur 
hlm\I.M, h" hcadquane" bc
mg .1 \m.UI tool sh~-d. His busi
nc\\ gre" and his reputdtion 
'rrc.td. One of the JObs "h>ch 
brought h1m tnl<l the hmchght 
\\J..S the .-onstrun>on ot part ot 
the Boston sub""'. 
l"ent} fi\e }e.tr>.ago, m search 
of "1dcr fields. he <·ame to t-oe" 
York. Smre then he h.1d con
fined h>\ firm'' ani' itics to 
large \ub" .l} and tunnel jobs. 

THURSDAY. FEBRUARY 23. 1933 

Among his J.chic,cmcnts "as 
the fifty-third Street tunnel o f 
the rll) '> ~ub"a) S)stem, .t 
S22,<XXJ,OOO JOb. lie also nm
structcd a~ 1-I,OOO,()(J(J scruon of 
the Philadelphia subwa). 
lhs greatest cntcrpnsc, how
~ er, "as the rit' 's ne\\ ''at er 
tunnel. Numbei' I \\o, "ht<·h 
stretches t\\Cnt' miles from the 
Yonl..crs hnc · through the 
Rron'\. under 1 he F.a~t R" er 
through Queen\ .md termiO.tte> 
in Brookh n. 
The \kGo~ern firm"''" the con
tract for this tube, 10 be caned 
through the solid rO<·I.. hundreds 
or feet underneath the street 
le' cl, "nh a bid of S-1_{,000.000. 
I he t.>sk ""'not srh<.-duled to be 
romplet<;d until I 'H5 but 11 no" 
i-, ncMI~ c.Junc. I he \\ork hd\ 
t.tkcn a toll of more th.tn fift, 
lhes. , 
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The Last Maguire Chieftain 
By 1600, O'Neill and Maguire 
had pushed their campaign 
against the English into Leinster 
and Munster. In a desperate 
effort to rally southern support, 
they pitched camp near Cork. 

On March 11th, Hugh Maguire 
led a raiding party which was 
surprised by a small band of 
English soldiers under the 
command of Sir Henry Power 
and Sir Warham St. Leger. In 
the battle which followed, Hugh 
Maguire, armed with a lance, 
faced St. Leger, who had a pistol 
and two bullets. Both were 
injured and died a few days 
later. Tradition tells that 

The Maguire Coat of Arms 

Maguire's horse refused to eat anything thereafter and withered 
away. Maguire's chaplain, his son and foster father, were also killed 
in this skirmish near Cork in 1600. 

Hugh 's brother, Cuchonnacht Maguire, survived the Battle of 
Kinsale and completed the epic march north to join with O'Rourke 
in Leitrim. They again tried to rally their forces but, seeing that their 
position was hopeless, they fled to France. Cuchonnacht purchased 
the boat in Rouen and, in this boat, the Ulster nobles departed - in 
the presence of at least one local eye-witness, Tadhg O'Cainain of 
Inishmore Island. 

Their travels around Europe are documented by Tadhg, who was 
historian to the Maguires. He recalls that, while the Ulster nobles 
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were royally welcomed and received great honour and luvish 
hospitality, few European leaders wished to offend the English hy 
offering permanent residence to the Irish. So, they kept moving fnu11 
palace to palace. 

On August 12th, 1608, Cuchonnacht Maguire died of a fever and so 
the last two great Maguire leaders were buried far from Lough 
Erne's shore and their beloved Lisgoole Abbey: Hugh, clothed in a 
soldier's uniform, in Cork, and Cuchonnacht, clothed in the 
Franciscan habit, in distant Genoa. 

Brendan Corrigan 

Ultonians 
In old Killesher graveyard you will find a name inscribed on 
tombstones which you will not find anywhere else in Ireland today. 
This is the name Hultaghan (Hultehan, Holtaughan). This is an 
anglicised spelling of the gaelic 0' hUltachtain, which means, 
descendant of the small Ulster man. So, who were these small 
Ulstermen, from where did they come and whither have they gone? 

According to Fr. Peadar Livingstone's The Fermanagh Story, the 
O'hUltachains were herenachs of Aghavea in mediaeval times. The 
herenach was a steward whose responsibility it was to care for 
church land. Like church office itself, the position of herenach in 
gaelic Ireland was hereditary. In the Annals of the Four Masters and 
the Annals of Ulster there are references to Muintir 0/ltachain
Achadh Bheithe - i.e. the Hultaghan clan of Aghavea. Giolla Padraig 
O'hOlltachain, who was pastor of Aghavea, died in 1515. Cormac 
O'hUltachain (herenach) died in 1532. 
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Presumably the migration from Aghavea to Clanawley occurred 
during the political and social upheavals of the 17th century. 
However in William Petty's Book of Survey and Distribution, c. 
1650, there is no mention of Hultaghans in Killesher. Around about 
this time, however, the Maguire lands in the barony of 
Magherastephena (Maguiresbridge - Brookeborough area) were 
confiscated. Therefore, it would not be unreasonable to assume that 
the O'hUltachan migration occurred about the middle of the 17th 
century. 

The Hultaghan tombstones in Killesher date from 1737. One 
inscription reads, "Here lyeth the body of Patrick Holtaughan, who 
dyed y 30 of Oct 1737. Peter his son erected this stone". An 
adjacent, horizontal stone, bearing what appears to be a coat of arms 
is inscribed, "Pray for y soul of Hugh Holtaughan who dyed y 29th 
of Dec 1744 Aged 63 years. His sons Cornelius, Pattrick, Hugh 
erected this stone". This, I believe to be the grave of my own 
ancestor. These tombstones are located at the eastern part of the 
cemetery, close to the entrance. Other Holtaughan graves are located 
in the north-western section. Fr. Livingstone in The Fermana&h 
s..t.Q.a states that in 1796 there were seven Hultaghan families 
registered in Killesher, three in Aghalurcher and two in Aghavea. 
In the Tithe Applotment Books, c. 1830, three Hultaghans- John, 
Phillip and Cornelius - are recorded in the townland of Cavanreagh. 
Other Hultaghans are recorded in Aghnahoo and Curragh. By this 
time the Hultaghans were also beginning to move into the 
neighbouring parish of Killinagh, in Co. Cavan - a Hugh Hultaghan 
being recorded in the townland of Corn a gee. In 1857, the year 
Griffiths Primary Valuation was carried out in Killinagh, the number 
of Hultaghan families had increased to seven. 

Griffiths Valuation, taken in Clanawley in the early 1860s, although 
recording a number of Hultaghan famiHes, shows that the name was 
now being equated with Nolan. Two Hultaghans and two Nolans are 
recorded in Killesher, while one Hultaghan and three Nolans are 
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recorded in Cleenish. How Hultaghan became Nolan is difficult to 
explain because, at first glance, they would seem to be completely 
dissimilar and distinct. Most N olans in Ireland could trace their 
origin to the O'Nuallain clan of South Leinster. However some 
O'hUallachains of Connacht became Olahan or Nolan, rather than 
Houlihan or Holohan. It appears to me that someone erroneously 
equated the O'hUltachains with the the O'hUallachains. The Nolans 
of Fermanagh and West Cavan did not originate from the 
O'Nuallains of Fohert, but from the O'hUltachains of Aghavea. 

The Catholic clergy seem to have been instrumental in changing the 
name from Hultaghan to Nolan. While Hultaghan was still in general 
use in the 1860s and 1870s, the church registers refer to Nolans. In 
some cases the name appears as Hultaghan in the state register and as 
Nolan in the church register. My grandfather, Patrick, born in 1866 
is recorded as Patrick Nolan in the church records. His father, James 
died in 1878 and again the state register records the death of James 
Hultahan while the IGllinagh parish register records the death of 
James Nolan. 

The decline in usage of the name Hultaghan and its replacement with 
Nolan mirrors the decline of the Irish language and its replacement 
with English in the South Fermanagh/West Cavan area. In the first 
half of the eighteenth century, Irish was still in common usage as a 
spoken medium but by the end .of the century it had almost died out. 
It survived somewhat longer in Killinagh than in Killesher and that 
accounts for the form Hultaghan still being in use in Killinagh in the 
1870s, while at the same time Nolan was in general use in Cleenish 
and Killesher. By the turn of the century there is no mention at all of 
Hultaghans in the official records. The 1901 Census records only 
Nolans- a generation later the name Hultaghan had practically been 
forgotten and Nolan children in the area were erroneously being 
recorded as O'Nuallain in primary school records. 
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To conclude, I would like to 
speculate a little further on the 
origins of the O'hUltachains. As 
I have already stated, the term 
means descendant of the small 
Ulsterman - but why should 
people living in Ulster be 
referred to or identified as 
Ulstermen? Connacht migrants 
in Ulster were referred to as 
Connachtaigh or Conaty, while 
Munster migrants were 
Muimhneachain (Moynihan or 
Monaghan). Those tenns 
identified them and their origins, 
but to identify one particular 
Ulster clan, resident in Ulster as 
Ultachain or Ultaigh, thus 
distinguishing them from other 
Ulster people seems strange. So 
who exactly were the Ultachain 
or Ultaigh? According to the 
ancient sagas, the Ultaigh or 
Ulaidh were the indigenous, pre
Celtic natives of Ulster, the 
Ultonians, who had their 
headquarters at Eamh:un Macha, 
near Anmtgh whO'il' champion 
was Cuchalainn, who lou!!ht the 
advancing Cl'ltrl ar111y l" thc men 
of Eireann"lll·d hy ()lll'l'll 
M:tl'VC ol ( 'nlllllll 'hl. 
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The Cole Influence 
Sir William Cole, the first Cole to come to Ireland, served in Holland 
before returning to his ancestral home in Devon where he raised a 
regiment of horse soldiers for the Irish wars. As a reward, Captain 
Cole was given the estate of Comagrade on which he built a castle. 
He built Portora Castle on land which he bought on the opposite side 
of the lake. He was later given the island of Enniskillen, on which, of 
course, he had no need to build a castle as he took over Maguire's, 
and various other estates in the vicinity of Enniskillen. 

However, in return for all this he had to undertake to settle twenty 
English or Scottish settlers, who were to be chiefly tradesmen, along 
with others of lesser importance. He had to build a church, a 
cemetery, a market house, a prison, and a school. Thirty acres were 
to be set aside for a cattle common. A market was to be held on 
Thursdays. 

He was in control of the town during the 1641 rebellion and played 
an important part in defending Enniskillen. He died in 1653. His 
grandson John added to and adorned many of his ancestor's ancient 
buildings. As well as building stables and coach houses, he was 
responsible for many of the town buildings and for constructing 
numerous roads leading to Enniskillen. He also began their country 
house at Florencecourt. 

In his writings John Dolan describes John Cole's role, "By his 
contrivance and improvement many poor families are supported." 
Perhaps the most famous member of the family is General Galbraith 
Lowry Cole, whose monument stands overlooking Fermanagh on 
Enniskillen's Forthill. He had a distinguished army career, especially 
during the Peninsular wars of 1808- 1813 before entering politics. 
On a more peaceful note, the Cole collection of fossils is world 
famous. It is presently housed in the British Museum of Natural 
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One of Captain Cote's mounted soldiers 
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History in London. The National Trust hope to obtain u loan of pm 1 

of the collection and display it in Florencecourt House as part of 
their exhibition of the House's history. 

Brendan Corrigan 

The Peak of the Speaking Horse 
The first and the most easterly of a range of limestone mountains 
extending to Sligo in the west is the hill called 'Binaughlin', Binn 
Eachlabhra, 1,218 ft. Most mountains have a legend; this one has 
one too. 

A man I spoke to, farming on one side of the hill said: 

"The Speaking horse - ah sure, you' 11 see it there in white limestone 
on the side of the mountain, and in the old days it was Coppa/ Bawn 

they called it. A powerful kind of horse altogether it was, and it 
coming out once u year on the last Sunday of July to speak oracles to 
the people and the like. But there is nothing now but a gathering on 
top of the mountain on that same Sunday, and Bilberry Sunday is the 

name they put to it." 

I believe now that only half of the horse is visible, but I was told that 
a few years ago the outline of the entire animal was plain to see, 
reminding one of that famous horse traced in limestone on one of the 
English hillsides. Old Father Time in Swanlinbar told me that 
Binaughlin was the dwelling place of a fairy king named Donn Binn, 
and that the White Horse was the steed upon which he roamed the 
neighbourhood every May Eve: 

"He would wander round the countryside lookin' for changelings 
and if you hadn' t the piece of mountain ash above the door it was 

God help you and yours, and that's no word of a lie." 
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Benaughlin 

The mention of May Eve reminds us of the great spring festival of 
the ancient Irish, the festival of the 1st day of May, which was called 
Bealtaine, meaning 'the Goodly Fire', and which is as well known in 
Scotland as in Ireland. 

I have another story about Donn Binn Maguire, this time from a lady 
in the district: 

"Sure Donn Binn Maguire was a great man altogether, and nothinJ? 
less than the chief prince of Fermanagh he was. And you mav not 

believe it, but it's the truth I'm telling, this same Donn!Jinn Muguire 
inhabits the peak yet." 

Binaughlin is well worth climbing for the sake of the cxtl'llsive view 
from the summit, looking over the old Florence Court <knwsrw of 
approximately 1,359 ha of farmland, bog and forest tin· pmpnty of 
the Earls of Enniskillen from the 1600s until 1951 On th1· Sllllllllit, 
in a natural basin strewn with limestone chips, lies a stolll' 
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monument, cast down and broken in half. On the stone there is an 
mscription which reads: 

Maxwell & Stuart 
This stone was erected on the 3rd of October 1801 

by Lord E. Stuart, as a memorial of his esteem for the first mentioned 
Gallant Officer 

Looking through army lists, I have been advised that Lord Evelyn 
Stuart must have been Colonel Evelyn James Stuart (1773-1842) 
who was a son of one Viscount Mountstuart. Viscount Mountstuart 
was so named by virtue of a courtesy title and this noble became, in 
1796, Viscount Mountjoy, Earl of Windsor and Marquess of Bute. 
He was twice British Ambassador in Madrid. Beyond this I have not 
been able to go, and Lord Evelyn Stuart is not mentioned in lists of 
officers "Upon the establishment of Ireland", of the period in 
question. Maxwell may have been Captain George Maxwell of the 
Aberdeenshire Fencible Infantry, who got his commission in 1796. 
Or he may be Lieutenant John Maxwell of the North Mayo Militia, 
or Captain William Maxwell of the Donegal regiment, both of whom 
got their commissions in 1797. 

An appeal to Lady Dorothy Lowry-Corry, who is an authority on the 
antiquities of Co. Fermanagh, and also to Lord Enniskillen, upon 
whose lands Binaughlin is situated, revealed very little about the 
stone apart from the fact that it was erected by a madman during the 
lifetime of the Third Earl of Enniskillen (William Willoughby Cole; 
1807-1887) between the years 1840-1886. 

C. Carry Thomas 
(adapted from the writing of Richard Hayward) 
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Marble Arch Primary School 

This is a remote mountain school situated at a considerable distance 
from any road. Owing to its situation it is inaccessible to many of the 

pupils in bad seasons. The attendance is consequently irregular .... 

So runs the 1904 report of Mr Daly, Senior Inspector, Clones 
Circuit, on Marble Arch National School. The school was then 
twenty one years in operation, having opened on 4th June 1883. 
The site for the school was donated by Hughie Nolan of Trumagagh 
where the McGovern family now live, and the school was built by 
voluntary labour. The giving of the site was a courageous act on the 
part of Nolan - the Earl of Enniskillen, the then landlord, 
disapproving strongly of the National School system. 

Other opposition came from the Management of Claddagh school, 
but the Methodists of the area supported the building of the school as 
is evidenced by the fact that five of the earliest registered pupils were 
of the Elliott family of Clionagh- A lice R., Charlotte, Annie Jane, 
Thomas and J ames. 

The measurements of the building are as follows: length 21'8", width 
13'10", height 10'2". It was the last school in the parish built under 
the National School system. The material used was local stone. The 
floor of the school was of wood and records state, "the roof was of 
best Bangor-blue slates". A small porch jointly used as cloakroom 
and fuel store was tiled with Florencecourt red tiles. An open 
fireplace on the east wall of the school provided a limited heat and 
the windows, positioned high up, curtailed the amount of light 
admitted. This was especially noticeable on dark winter days. There 
was no other means of lighting and mains water was then a futuristic 
dream. Water for washing or drinking was carried by can or bucket 
from McGrath's well. 
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Marble Arch Primary School 

Application for teachers salary grant was made in 1883 but a pupil 
contribution existed which read: 

1st & 2nd Class 1/- per quarter 
3rd Class 1/6 per quarter 
4th Class 2/- per quarter 
5th Class 2/6 per quarter 
6th Class 3/- per quarter 

The first teacher, salary £27.10.0, in June 1883 was Julia Martin, 
Derrylin aged 17 years. She took with her her two sisters, Bridget 
and Rose. The school furniture incidentally consisted of 5 desks 
measuring 7'5" and 3 forms, two of 9' and one 5' length. Those same 
desks and forms were there, though long pronounced "obsolete" in 
various inspectors reports, when I went to the school in 1955. 
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Many of the first children enrolled were locals who had travelled 
across country to Manragh school in Co. Cavan. They then 
transferred back to the new Marble Arch - such families were F 
Maguires (Killykeeghan), Murphys (Clionagh), Dolans (Marlbank) 
and McGurns (frumagagh). 

In 1890, Annie Reihill of Trustan, Macken, succeeded Julia Martin 
as Principal and she also enrolled her two sisters, Ellie and Katie. 
Some years later, she was reprimanded for not removing her sisters' 
name from the roll-book though one sister was over 21 years of age. 
She refused to commence lessons until 1lam and so another 
reprimand followed. 

Punctuality must never have been a strong point in the area, for an 
Inspector's report of 7 April 1907 reads, "Arrived this fine morning 
at 10 o'clock to find only five pupils in school - rolls not called till 
11 am." In that year the teacher was Mary A. Clarke, Annie Reihill 
having returned to Crossroads PS in 1904. Miss Clarke was a trained 
teacher but for some reason her appointment was not approved. She 
was succeeded by Miss O'Mara- later Mrs Hannigan. 

Many of the school reports are of the same repetitive nature: roof 
needs repairs, holes in floor; children should be encouraged to be, 
"more vivacious; shy, withdrawn, bookishly intelligent but will not 
respond verbally". But a cryptic line of a report on 19 March 1912 
reads simply, "no fire". 

Numbers on Roll fluctuated through the years from 38- 41 in 1889, 
to 12 in 1904, up to 40 in the 1930s, down to less than 12 in the 
1940s. The school was initially built to accommodate 29 pupils. 
When it closed in June 1969 the number on roll was 26. 
Christina Moore replaced Mrs Hannigan as Principal in 1915. She 
was later to marry John Gilmurray and build a home in Trumagagh 
in 1945, now the home of Pascal and Geraldine McGovem. She 
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retired after forty years teaching there in October 1955. It is here 1 
entered the history of the Marble Arch school, on 17 October 1955. 

The children were aged from five to fourteen years -John 
McGourty, Killykeeghan, being the oldest pupil and Tommie 
Sheerin, Marlbank the youngest. The number on roll was 34. The 
appointment of a second teacher was sanctioned by the Ministry of 
Education; Fr. John McGrail RIP was Manager, L Dawson area 
HMI. 

The obsolete desks of 1883 were soon replaced by new dual desks. 
Help came in September 1957 in the person of a young teacher, 
Marie McAleer - now Mrs Joe Magee and VP of Bannagh School, 
Edemey. Marie was succeeded by Bernadette Loughlin of Belleek in 
1958, now Mrs Gerry Ferguson, Belcoo, and, when she left in 1959 
to become Principal of Lattoone PS, Belcoo, she was replaced by 
Miss Rose A lice McManus of Killykeeghan, the townland adjacent 
to the school and Trumagagh. She was the only past pupil to teach 
there. 

When Miss McManus retired in 1962, Mary Keaney of Glasgow and 
Glenfarne, now Mrs Frank Kelly, Letterkenny, took her place until 
June 1969 when the Marble Arches school was amalgamated with St 
Mary's PS, Killesher. 

Such is this brief history of the school. Other items of interest are, 
I'm sure, available- little anecdotes and reminiscences of its past 
pupils many of whom are more prolific writers and tellers of tales 
than I. Marble Arch school had been the area's centre of learning for 
86 years and produced fine men and women, who hold positions of 
distinction in every walk of life at home and abroad. 
Ultimately, I say, a school is only as good as the pupils it gets and 
Marble Arches got the best. 

Theresa Do/an 
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1st 5 Boys Registered 4th June, 1883 
Michael McGum, Trumagagh 

Patrick Carson, Legnahorn 
Charles Duffy, Aghanran 

Patrick Fee, Killesher 
John Carson, Legnahorn 

1st 5 Girls Registered 4th June, 1883 
Ellen Carson, Legnahorn 

Kate Dolan, Marlbank 
Bridget Dolan, Marlbank 
Alice R Elliott, Clionagh 

Charlotte Elliott, Clionagh 

Last 10 on mixed Register when the school closed in 1969. 
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Jacqueline K. Dolan, Clionagh 
Sean P. Nolan , Marlbank 

Michael Maguire, Marlbank 
Philip Nolan, Marlbank 

Seamus G. Dolan, Clionagh 

Colum C. Maguire, Marlbank 
Liam G. McCaffrey, Cullentragh 

Martir Dolan, Kilnameel 
Eugene P. Dolan, Clionagh 
John P. Maguire, Marlbank. 



.... 

... 

Marble Arch School {1934) 

Back Row: Fanny McTeggart, Bridge/ McManus, Rose Do/an, Teresa Melanaphy, Mary McManus, Owen Gilmurray, Tom McCaffrey, Michael Magwre , MISs 
Moore (Teacher), Hugh P. Maguire, John McMorrow 

Fr·1nl Row: Phi lip No/an, Patrick McMorrow, Aggie Do/an, Julie McManus, Mary No/an, Ettie McTeggart, Mary McTeggart, Michael Do/an, John Magutu 
Phi/ Maguire 31 



To Our Local Schoolteacher 
A Tribute to Theresa Dolan 

Good people, ladies and gentlemen all, 
A small piece of history tonight we recall, 
As we give our best wishes that I know are well meant, 
To our local school teacher on her retirement. 

It is well I remember a long time ago, 
When first to the Marlbank hills she did go, 
A wee slip of a lassie, with a job to fulfil, 
To take up her first post in our school on the hill. 

I wonder what passed through her mind on that day 
When she took her first look at her pupil display. 
There were big ones and small ones, some young and some old, 
Some that were gentle and a few that were bold. 

I was there myself, just as bold as they come, 
But I know she has forgiven the rash things I have done. 
She settled in well and with life's great plan 
Love blossomed for her with a Marlbank man. 

And I know that it was a big day in her life 
When Jessie and Jim became husband and wife. 
In a few short years a dual role she did play, 
A mother and teacher, and she did it her way. 

She raised a fine family, two girls and four boys, 
That brought here few sorrows but a great many joys. 
I feel sure if she had to live life over again, 
She would want nothing changed, everything the same. 

Now that she has entered her new retired life, 
No longer a teacher but still a mother and wife, 
The hassle is over; from now on life can be fun. 
God Bless you dear teacher, your job was well done! 

32 

John McNu/ty 



Kinawley Creamery 
At the beginning of this century, a group of farmers in the Kinawley 
area got together, their objective being to promote industrial 
development within the area. Hence, they finally decided to establish 
a creamery. They met with some problems as they did so. Money, 
for example, was very hard to find. To solve this problem the men 
decided on floating shares. These shares cost £1 each and were 
bought by farmers over a wide area. The project also received 
financial aid from a bank , and so the creamery was able to begin. 

Building commenced and the creamery was situated in close 
proximity to Kinawley village, on the banks of the Moher river. It 
opened its doors in 1908. It was then that it had its first milk intake. 
The milk was transported from a wide area to the creamery, arriving 
by donkey and cart, horse and cart, and milkvans. 

As the supply increased it was decided to build a sub-creamery at 
Mackens. This was on the site of what is now McEnhill's garage. The 
milk which was taken to Macken creamery was just separated which 
meant that it had to be taken back to its counterpart, Kinawley, for 
churning. It was then made into butter. This butter was packed up for 
distribution to various shops near and far. Much of this butter was 
sold. The late Paddy Maguire transported a lot of it to the 
Florencecourt Station. In return he would be given a load of coal 
which kept the furnace burning in the creamery. 

The longest serving creamery manager came from Templeport, Co. 
Cavan. To mention just a few of the employees: the position of 
dairymaid was filled by a local woman Lily Storey; the fireman was 
Thomas McManus. Local forge owners also benefited from the 
creamery. Andrew Humphries, Owen McCormack, Richard Beatty 
and William Elliot would often be asked to shoe the horses which 
worked the creamery. 
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Taking milk to the creamery by horse and cart 

From early morning the farmers would be deep in conversation as 
they took their milk to the creamery. As there were no radios or 
televisions and very few newspapers, it was treated as an opportunity 
to discuss the events of the day. There would be an occasional row at 
the creamery regarding who was next at the receiving platform, the 
platform being the area from which the milk was taken into the 
creamery. The milk was given into the creamery by each farmer. It 
was marked on a creamery book and the farmers were paid monthly 
by cheque. 

The creamery expanded and, as it did so, an egg store was built on to 
it. The creamery bought eggs from the farmers and sold them again 
making a small profit. The egg store was a two storey wooden 
structure. 
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A saw mill operated from the creamery too. After a short time the 
former closed down as it proved to be a liability. In the early 1940s, 
1t was bought by the late Charles McManus who later used the 
timber to build a hall where dances could be held. 

The creamery itself was a stone structure measuring 90 by 40 feet. I 
remember many's a time being sent from Kinawley school to Bugar 
spring for water. Bugar spring was situated half way between the 
school and the creamery. Nevertheless, many times I by-passed the 
spring, going on to the creamery where the water was tapped. This 
held a great fascination for me and to this day is still captured in my 
memory. Bigger milk factories were built and it was then thought 
that Kinawley stood in a very isolated area. Hence, Kinawley closed 
its doors in the early 1940's. Many that laboured hard in its building 
and its working have now passed on. I would like especially to 
mention the late Master Andrew Anderson who did so much to bring 
the creamery into being. He often sacrificed his job as school master 
for the sake of the creamery and the parish. Hopefully, one day we 
will have a fitting plaque in his memory. 

Recently I visited the remains of the old creamery. Firs around it are 
now tall trees. Walls, which were once the basis of the creamery, are 
now ivy covered. As I walked around, the signs of age and the 
passage of time were visible on the creamery. Like the creamery I 
too have aged. It was then the words of the late Count McCormack 
came to mind: 

"Why do I stand here like a ghost or a shadow.lt's time I was 
moving on.lt's time I passed on". 

Francis Drumm 

35 



Tully Cornmill 

The cornmilltoday 

Tully Commill was built about two hundred years ago by the Cole 
family and from a levy on the Parish. The stone to make the cornmill 
was found in the nearby fields and rivers: the stone was mostly 
sandstone. The brick to make the chimney was made in .he Tilery, 
which belonged to the Cole estate. 

In the Mill Cottage lived the miller. Mr Armstrong was the miller 
between 1880 and 1904. He was followed by Mr Nixon. His daugh
ter married Mr Crawford, who became the miller about 1921. The 
Cole fami ly owned the cornmill between 1900 and 1940. The mill is 
now owned by the Department of Agriculture's Forestry Service. 
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In the mill there is one small window at the front and two pairs of 
double doors, one at the back and one at the front. In the kiln there 
arc three doors leading outside and two inside. Some of the doors are 
made of wood and the windows have bars with wooden shutters on 
the outside. There is no glass in the windows because the workers 
could suffocate in the dusty air. 

Tully cornmill had a special water-wheel which broke down in 1939, 
and my great grandfather helped Mr Armstrong to fix it and get it 

. . 
gomg agam. 

The water was split from the Broad Meadow in front of 
Florencecourt. The water came from the Doohat and ran across the 
Larganess River in a wooden trough. It was also joined by a supply 
from the Largeness waterfalls. There was a headrace and it ran from 
the Broad Meadow to the dam behind the mill. The sluice gates were 
opened and closed when needed. The water from Tully mill was also 
used by Fleming's mill. 

There were only two workers, the drying man and the miller. They 
started work at 8am and worked for 12-14 hours. The drying man 
looked after the corn when the farmer brought it to the mill. He dried 
the corn in the drying room. He kept the fire going under the drying 
room with turf the farmer brought. If the drying man put the corn on 
the mesh wire floor at 7 o'clock at night, he would have to stay with 
it until about 7 o'clock in the morning. 

The miller paid the man who dried the corn one shilling and six
pence (7p) per day. The miller charged the farmer so much per stone 
weight to grind his corn. If the farmer could not afford to pay the 
miller, the miller kept some of the meal and sold it to anyone who 
had no meal. 

First the farmer grew the crop and cut it with a scythe. It was 
brought to the farmyard where it was thrashed or flailed to separate 
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the grain from the stalks. On a windy day, the farmer borrowed a 
sheet from his wife and used it in the field to winnow the grain. All 
the dust would be blown away. He bagged it and brought it to Tully 
mill in his cart. He brought turf as well to dry his corn. He gave the 
turf to the dryer man. The farmer helped the dryer man bring the 
bags of grain to the upper floor of the dryer house and spread the 
grain over the mesh wire floor. 

The dryer man used the turf to light a large fire and the heat from the 
fire dried the grain. He went round with a broad wooden shovel, 
turning the corn twice each time. He would turn it about ten times 
before it dried. He took off his boots when he was turning the grain. 
It took four or five hours to dry half a ton. He rubbed the grain to 
take the schilling off and see if it was dry. The farmer's wife used 
the schilling to make a rough custard called sowings. He scooped the 
dry grain up with the shovel and bagged it: he loaded it on to the cart 
and brought it to the back of the mill. 

The miller took the bags and emptied them into a hopper (a large 
square funnel). The grain went through the hopper on to the grinding 
stones. The water wheel powered a shaft. It moved wooden cogs that 
turned the top stone. The top stone had teeth and every so often the 
miller had to take a pick to the stone to roughen it. The bottom stone 
was stationary. The grain fell through the stone on to the bottom 
stone where it was schilled. It went down a chute and the miller 
bagged it. The bags were winched up to a second hopper. The miller 
could set the stones to make fine meal or coarse meal. After he did 
this. the meal was bagged, tied and put on a weighing machine. The 
farmer paid the miller for his meal. He backed his cart up to the 
double side doors of the mill and the bags were loaded on. 

The farmer's wife baked oat cakes, and made porridge and oat bread 
from the meal. 

Florencecourt PrimGiy School pupils 
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Arney Brick and the 
Jllorencecourt Tile, Brick and 
Pottery Works 
The Florencecourt Tile Brick and Pottery Works was founded by the 
fourth Earl of Eniskillen as a famine relief work during the great 
Irish Famine of 1845-1850. It was intended as a means of giving 
employment to the people of the locality. Known locally as the 
Tilery, neither its founding date nor its closing date are accurately 
known, but the works are described as 'delapidated' in 1894 and as 
'knocked down' in 1898. 

Before the Tilery came into existence, the Ordnance Survey 
Memoirs of c. 1834 record there was a brickworks in this townland 
and in others along the Amey River, at Clintymullan, 
Drumbrugghus, Macken Glebe, Mullinayigh and Rossmackawinny. 
This whole area supplied bricks to Enniskillen, and Amey brick of 
this period is said to be easily identifiable as it bears the marks of the 
grass on which the soft bricks were dried. The erection of the Tilery 
was therefore an extension of an already existing form of industrial 
activity in the area. 

These early brickworks were very rudimentary affairs and the 
making of brick was a very hard, dirty type of work - like working in 
the bog. Brickmaking was an activity that involved a lot of helpers 
and the swapping of work among neighbours. The blue/green clay 
along the Arney River provided a cheap source of brick making raw 
material. 

The process of making brick by hand was as follows: 
1. The top soil had to be stripped off and taken away. 
2. A hole two or three metres across was dug to a depth of about one 
and a half metres. 
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3.Two men stripped to their underpants and climbed into the pit and, 
using short spades, turned over the clay until it was soft like dough. 
4. The clay was then turned over twice in a special way and clamped 
or beaten down with the back of a shovel. 
5. Then it was left for two days to sour. In warm weather a crust 
would form on the top and this was covered with rushes or reeds or 
branches to keep off the sun. 

The following men were involved in the making of the bricks: 
I . The THROWER-OUT was the man who stripped to his 
underpants and climbed into the pit. He dug spadefuls of clay and 
threw it out. 
2. The WHEELER rubbed a barrow with sand, lifted the clay on a 
shovel into the barrow and wheeled the barrow to the Table where he 
tipped it out. 
3. The UPSTRlKER - usually a teenager- gathered up big handfuls 
of clay and put it on the table. 
4. The MOULDER dipped the brickmould into a bucket of water and 
then lifted a lump of clay and clapped it hard into the mould to make 
it spread out in the mould. He then levelled the top of the mould with 
his thumbs. He often had an attendant boy who held his pipe. 
5. The OFFBEARER carried the full mould to the green-bed, a level 
grassy area or an area covered with sand, to leave the brick to 
harden. Giving the mould a special quick jerk to release the brick 
was called stripping the brick. 

The thrower, the wheeler and the moulder were paid 5 pennies per 
day and the others 3 pennies, and these were the on ly people paid 
during the process. A cast was the name given to a batch of twenty 
rows of brick with twenty five in each row. The group of five 
workers was known as a set and these could make 4,500 bricks in a 
day. 

After two days of good weather the bricks were edged- turned on 
their sides. This was done by boys and girls. After a few more days 
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the bricks were put into hacks, which were long rows ftvc: hr icks 
high and one brick wide. They were covered with rushes or cvc:n 
clay and dried for about two weeks until they were white in colour 
They were then put into arched stacks about two metres high , and 
thatched and left for weeks or months, or even longer. 

When the bricks were to be drawn by cart to the kiln, the thatch was 
taken off and a group of as many as six men tossed the brick from 
man to man, from the stack to the cart. These men stood up to four 
metres apart and the crowder built the brick carefully on to the cart. 

When the bricks were to be fired, they were built into large arched 
stacks over the kiln and plastered with wet clay. The fire burned for 
three days and then the stack was left to cool. The bricks were then 
tested and graded. This was done simply by banging them together. 
A good brick made a sound like two bottles banged together. A dull 
noise meant that the brick was a reject. The best quality sold for 65 
pennies per 1,000 bricks, medium quality 50 pennies and poor 
quality, 35 pennies. Most of the bricks were sold locally or sent by 
water to be sold in Enniskillen. It is not known when these rates of 
pay for the workers and prices for the bricks were current, but in Fr. 
Livingstone's, The Fermana~h Story, he tells of Arney brick 
fetching 13 shillings per thousand and the wages being a shilling a 
day for the moulder, ten pennies a day for the wheeler and the 
pitman, with the attendant boys getting sixpence. 

There have been other ventures into pottery in Fermanagh and its 
vicinity, with the most famous being the Belleek Pottery, founded in 
1858. Fr. Livingstone, in The Fermanagh Story, states that there was 
a small earthenware industry in the Brookeborough area in the 17th 
and 18th centuries and the O.S. Memoirs of 1835 state that there was 
a small manufactory of coarse earthenware in the townland of 
Lisolvan near Brookeborough, which employed two or three people. 

41 



Again at the time of the Ordnance Survey, there is a pottery noted in 
the townland of Bannagh Beg in the parish of Drumkeeran near the 
Bannagh River, about half way between the villages of Kesh and 
Pettigo. There was also, about this time or perhaps a little later, a 
pottery in the townland of Gortanessy, also near Pettigo, but in Co. 
Donegal. There are no written references to these little local pottery 
works but they are of interest and perhaps an influence on later more 
successful pottery ventures. The Tilery at Florencecourt in the 
townland of Derryhowlagh West is the best documented of 
Fermanagh's utilitarian potteries in the 19th century. While Belleek 
Pottery also produced utilitarian ware, it always had its eyes set on 
being an Art Pottery and its later success places it in a different 
league entirely to that of Florencecourt Tilery. 

The Florencecourt works were situated on the banks of the Amey 
River on the Florencecourt Estate, about six miles from Enniskillen. 
Blue clay was dug from two large pits about three metres deep and 
put through a pug mill, which sliced up the clay and mixed it with 
water to make it more plastic. 

The pug mill looked like a big churn and, inside it, Swedish iron 
knives were attached to a central shaft. The shaft had two straight 
arms which horses pulled around. Water was added as the clay was 
sliced and mixed to a suitable consistency. As the clay came out of 
the base of the pug mill it was cut into sections using a wire. 

The clay was then extruded or squeezed through moulds to make 
various articles such as bricks, tiles and land drains. The clay from 
the pug mill was put into a press moulding machine. The appropriate 
mould was selected and a handle was turned to force the clay 
through the machine. 

The shaped bricks and pipes moved forward from the machine on 
rollers called the web and then were divided into suitable lengths 
with a wire cutter. It was important to force the clay through in this 
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way - under pressure - to drive out the air from the clay for, if this 
was not done, the trapped air would explode when heated and shatter 
the article or, at the very least, leave a hole in it. 

Next, the items were dried in drying sheds which were about 120 
metres long. There were two shelves running along the centre of the 
shed interior and one on either side. The weather had a great effect 
on the drying time, but it was usually one week for most articles. 

After drying, the articles were fired in an oven or kiln heated from 
below, in a covered brick structure with a layer of sand on the roof 
about eight or nine inches deep. The layer of sand acted as an 
insulator to stop the heat escaping. The fire in the kiln was beneath 
the floor which was made of fueproof brick. This was called the 
riddle. The flames came up through the floor and the ware was 
baked for seventy two hours. The kiln was hotter at the top than the 
bottom. Despite the huge heat below, it was possible to stand on the 
roof of the kiln as long as one stayed away from the vents or 
openings in the kiln roof which belched out smoke and flames. The 
kiln was a wonderful sight at night as the flames and smoke soared 
into the night sky. The articles were a bright cherry red colour when 
they cooled down 

In addition to the ware already mentioned, chimney pots, flower pots 
and saucers, seedpans and ornamental vases were manufactured. 
These were made or thrown on a potter's wheel. The potter's wheel 
was a circle of wood revolved by a band connected to a wheel 
underneath. The speed of the wheel was controlled by the potter 
using a pedal. The person making the ware, and known as the 
thrower, sat on a stool and the clay was passed to him by another 
who had made sure that there were no stones or leaves or other 
foreign matter in it. 

In a single day the thrower could make 1,000 thumb pots (flower 
pots of 5cm diameter at the top), or 700 7.5cm flower pots, or 600 
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A Florencecourt vase 

A decorative piece; inspired by 
Florence Court /louse 
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lOcm flower pots. However, 
making big pots was more 
difficult and only a dozen big 
45cm pots or 50 cm pots could 
be made in day. The biggest pot 
thrown on the potter's wheel was 
the 15 cm pot and bigger ones 
than this were moulded. The 
biggest pot made was 90cm in 
diameter. 

The fancy flower vases were 
also thrown on the potter's wheel 
and varied between about 12cm 
and 60cm in diameter. The 
ornaments of leaves, flowers or 
figures were added later. The 
12cm vases sold for 15 shillings 
(75p) per dozen delivered from 
the works, while 60cm vases, 
when finished and covered in 
omamental designs, sold at 30 
shillings (£1.50) per pair. The 
drain pipes used to drain land 
were from 20cm to 15cm in 
diameter and their price ranged 
from 15 shillings (75p) to 
£5.13.4 (£5.67) for 1 ,000. 
Trenches were dug in the land 
and these drain pipes put in, and 
covered with some stone to help 
make the land drier. 

The number of people employed 
in the works varied from time to 



time, but in general two dozen worked there during the summer 
months when it was in production. In the winter, the workers worked 
on the land. Wages were between 8 shillings and 24 shillings per 
week i.e. 40p to £1.20. Some accounts tell of hundreds of workers 
being employed cutting turf for this fuel-hungry industry. When they 
are counted along with those employed in carting in and out the 
finished bricks, tiles etc., then perhaps there were hundreds of 
additional employees as a result of the workers in this little factory. 

In 1851, the works were leased from the Earl of Enniskillen by a 
local man, Mr. T. Beresford. It was announced as follows in the 
Impartial Reporter: 

FLORENCECOURT 
TILE, BRICK AND POTIERY WORKS. 

T. BERESFORD. 
Begs leave to acquaint the Nobility, Gentry, Farmers, Builders and Tradespeople of 

Fermanagh and surrounding counties that he has become lessee of those extensive works 
and (having made arrangements for securing the services of Mr. T Kelly and the excellent 
staff and workers hitherto employed by the Earl of Enniskillen) trusts by prompt attention to 

order, and the production of prime articles to merit a continuation of the patronage with 
which this Establishment has been so highly favoured. 

Drumsilla, Florencecourt 1st Nov., 1851 . 
Depot- New Market, Enniskillen, Mr. William Macken, Agent. 

In an advertisement in the Impartial Reporter of December of the 
same year Beresford lists the following products from the Works: 

Draining, Flooring, Roofing and Ridge Tiles, 
Solid and hollow bricks of various dimensions. 

Building ornaments made to order. 
Chimney tops of all patterns. 

Flower and Sea Kale pots of all types. 
Black. Brown, Cream and Buckingham Pottery Ware. 

Whiskey, Blacking, Oil and Ink Pots etc. etc. etc. 

Price Lists and specimens may be seen with any of the agents viz:
Belfast- Mr. Michael Hanlon. Timber Merchant, Corporation Square. 

Belturbet- Mr. William Seed. Ulster Canal Stores. 
Caledon- Mr. William O'Donovan. Ulster Canal Stores. 
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Clones - Mr. Winfred Higgins. Ulster Canal Stores. 
Clonmel- Mr. Joseph Higgins, Seed Merchant. 

Cork- Mr. Henry Haycroft, Seed Merchant. 
Dublin- Mr. John Higgins, Seed Merchant. 20 College Green. 

Dublin- Messrs. Geoghegan and Co .. Irish Manufacture, Essex Bridge 
Enniskillen- Mr. William Macken, New Market 

Monaghan- Mr. R. Bradley, Ulster Canal Stores. 
Newry - Mr. Edward Bowink Ulster Canal Stores. 

Portadown- Mr. John D. Robinson, Ulster Canal Stores 
Waterford- Mr Edward Fennessy, Seed Merchant. 

Works- Mr Thomas Kelly, Manager. 

Florencecourt. 1st December. 1851 . 

In 1852, the Impartial Reporter notes the despatch of the 
Florencecourt wares to the Cork Exhibition of that year. 

Florencecourt Pottery- Six cases of first rate pottery have been dispatched to the 
Exhibition (in) Cork, by Mr Thomas Beresford, the proprietor of these works. The most 

superficial thinker will acknowledge the importance of Irish manufacture when he is told 
that it is no uncommon thing for 1 00 to 200 men to enjoy employment at making tiles, 

drainage pipes, brick, pottery etc. and that Mr Beresford pays them in hard cash, regularly 
every week- some as high as 7 shillings per day. Not long since this profitable clay lay in 
an idle heap until discovered by the Earl of Enniskillen who spent vast sums in setting the 
works going, when his Lordship leesed the concern to the intelligent, indefatigable and 

able man who now owns them. 

This generous support by the Impartial Reporter for local industry 
was followed by a mention, on August 19th, 1852, of the success of 
this venture at the exhibition itself: 

The Cork Exhibition 
We extract the following from a lecture that was delivered at Cork by Mr J . 
F. Maguire MP. lt refers to the Tile and Pottery Works of Ireland in which 
honourable mention is made of our spirited and enterprising friend and 

neighbour Mr Thomas Beresford of Florencecourt :-
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"The coarse pottery which is shown in variety deserves notice, especially the draining 
pipes, tiles for roofing and flooring, hollow bricks as well as fire-bricks. -articles wh1ch are 

imported in vast quantities, but which are now made in various districts in Ireland. As 
another illustration of the utility of this exhibition I can state the fact that architects of the 
greatest local eminence, including Sir Thomas Deace, were unaware, until taught by the 
display of articles to which I now allude, that tiles which are used in churches and other 

public buildings, were to be had in this country, and in ignorance of the possibility of 
procuring such at home, large orders were lately given for such tiles for buildings in this 

city. in this county, and in the neighbouring county of Kerry (hear hear}. But the admirable 
specimens exhibited by Mr Fahie, of Tipperary; Mr Hughes, of Dungannon; Mr Beresford of 

Enniskillen: Mr lngram of Dublin: Mr Walker of the Larne Pottery Company, and Mr Me 
Millan of Cork, have left no room for future doubt as to the native capability in this 

important branch of industry (applause}." 

ln 1853, the Tilery is under the management of Beresford and Kelly 
and has exhibited in London and Dublin. 

FLORENCECOURT TILE, BRICK, & POTIERY WORKS 
The subscribers beg leave to announce to the Landlords and landowners of Fermanagh 

and surrounding counties, that they have now on hands all extensive stock of the 
undernamed articles, all of which have obtained such universal celebrity at the London and 

Cork Exhibitions and are now being exhibited in Dublin, viz. · 

Draining, Roofing and Ridge Tiles; 
Oven and Superior Patent Hollow Flooring Tiles: 

Solid and Hollow Bricks of all dimensions; 
Together with a variety of Glazed Earthenware 

Flower Pots &c., &c., &c., 

BERESFORD AND KELL Y. 

FLORENCECOURT 11TH OCTOBER. 1853 

In the Impartial Reporter on June 20th, 1867, there is an account of 
an eloquent tribute to a former manager of the Tilery entitled, Mark 
of Respect and continues: 

"'n friday morning last Mr Taylor of Tully, late manager of the Florencecourt Tilery, was 
awoke at an early hour by his servant who told him that a number of people were 
assembled in one of his fields. Mr. Taylor, on going to inquire into the matter, was 
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agreeably surprised at finding upwards of one hundred men and boys, the employees at 
the Tilery, who had come to pay a mark of respect to their late manager. The party at once 
set to, and put in Mr Taylor's potato crop, after which they partook of his hospitality, and in 

the evening returned to their respective homes wishing prosperity and happiness to him 
who for so many years presided over them with such kindness of disposition and urbanity 

of manner, as to win for himself the respect and esteem of all who know him." 

The Lisbellaw Gazette and County Fermanagh Advertiser, a 
newspaper printed by the Lisbellaw landlord, J.G.V. Porter carries 
this description of the Florencecourt Tilery on November 18th, 1879: 

"Turning in through the gates of the Tilery here, at least, are neatness and every sign of 
human occupancy. On the left is the white-washed cottage of the manager of the Works. 
The windows are omamented within by pretty curtains. On the sills without stand pots of 
plants and the smooth and well arranged beds and lawn are not yet blighted by the frosts 

of winter. Internally and externally the little cottage bespeaks of care and comfort and 
cleanliness; and it is easy to see that a woman's hand is in the arrangement of the furniture 

and ornaments. 

The Florencecourt works were established by the present Lord Enniskillen some thirty to 
thirty five years ago, and have ever since been a quiet and unpretentious source of 

industry. They are carried on with the system and hand labour of a past day, which, though 
steam and other improvements have rendered antiquated, are not unequal to the wants of 
those whose custom supports the works. The Florencecourt wares are distributed largely 
over the counties of Fermanagh, Cavan, Monaghan, Donegal. Derry and Armagh. The 

busiest time is from April to November, and during these eight months the clay dries more 
easily, few frosts interfering with the manufacture, or the work of the mason or builder. in 

which pipes or tiles are required. 

About two dozen hands are kept employed, the wages varying from 8/- to 24/- per week, 
and the hours of labour being from 6.30 to 7pm. lt is said of Lord Enniskillen that he kindly 
and considerately employs on his lands in the winter those whose services are temporarily 
needless at the tilery. As an instance of the activity which has always marked his lordship's 

career, he only a few days ago left for England. Though past the partriarchial age of 
seventy, and totally blind, the venerable Earl is equal to a boisterous voyage across the 

channel in the month of November. Lady Ennniskillen's kindness (the Earl's second wife) is 
a household word with the good people around Florencecourt. Her Ladyship, I was told has 
just ordered 60 tons of coal to be distributed by the clergy amongst those who are short of 
fuel - and few are not - for the coming winter . Simple and benevolent acts like these find 

their way to all hearts.· 



In summary, the Florencecourt Tilery existed for about fifty or sixty 
years and provided a great deal of employment, directly or 
indirectly, in the rural area along the Arney River. It introduced 
mechanisation and capital into an already existing local handcraft 
industry. It made a product that had a ready sale in the local 
community and further afield and it depended on the Arney River for 
transport. Outside competition and an insufficient size of operation, 
and lack of capital to expand and become more efficient, probably 
caused its demise. Little remains to be seen today at the site of the 
Tilery other than the two large clay pits along the bank of the river. 

However if, you look around the countryside from every house and 
farmstead Arney bricks stare back. 

Sweathouses 
It is strange that one of the most 
unusual monuments that is 
unique to Ireland is the least 
known, recorded or protected. 
Yet it is possible that they were 
very widespread throughout 
Ireland. Certainly, there are patts 
in some counties where they 

John Cunningham 

were to be found in nearly every Sweathouse inside Moneygashel cashel 
town land. 

Although there may be similarities with the Scandinavian and 
Turkish baths, the Irish sweathouses are unique in many ways. In 
this short article I hope to look briefly at their present distribution 
and state of preservation. I will refer to reports on their mode of use 
in the past and hope to encourage further interest in their study, 
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preservation and even possible repair. I also hope that further 
sweathouse sites may come to light. 

There have been very few studies made of the uses and distribution 
of sweathouses. The fLrst reference is by Latocnaye in 1797. 1 

Although a number of writers at the end of the last century referred 
to them, no systematic study was undertaken until 1940 when Phyllis 
Richardson reported on the 25 sweathouses in North Cavan.2 

Further studies were done by the Archaeological Survey of Northern 
Ireland. The most comprehensive study was undertaken by Anthony 
Weir in 1979.3 Weir produced the first (almost) complete list of 
sweathouses in Ireland and reported on his own visits to many of 

) those in Co.s Cavan and Leitrim. I have made use of his records to 
visit and record the current state of the 120 or so sweathouse sites 
listed for Cavan and Leitrim. I have, to date, visited nearly all of 
these (and discovered a few on the way). These I have mapped, 
measured and photographed (that is when there was something 
there!). This article is both an interim report and an appeal for 
contributions from people who may have some further information 
to offer or better still a sweathouse site in their locality which has not 
yet been discovered or reported on. 

Modes of use 
Although a fair amount has actually been written about sweathouse 
uses many questions remain unanswered. What is generally agreed 
upon is that there was a fire lit inside which would be kept burning 
for up to 24 hours or more until the complete structure was hot. Turf 
was generally used although in parts of Ireland where turf was not 
locally available wood, heather and brambles were used. (five 
donkey-loads were used at Corrakeeldrum, Co. Cavan, according to 
Richardson). The ashes would be swept out and the sweathouse was 
made ready for use. Some reports suggest that rushes were put on the 
floor and others that water was thrown on the hot stones, to create 
steam, however, there is no doubt that when several sweating bodies 
were inside the humidity need hardly be supplemented. Ordnance 
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Survey maps refer to some sweathouses as vapour houses. It has 
been variously suggested that women, or men only, entered in groups 
of three or four. There are also reports of mixed groups or families. 
In any case they definitely all went in naked. 

Another issue is whether the users bathed in cold water afterwards. 
Some writers report this, whereas others clearly had received no such 
information. Reports I have received also conflict. It is most likely 
that the treatment varied from area to area, from ailment to ailment 
and possibly from person to person. Richardson identified quite a 
few sites nowhere near a water source. This suggests that water was 
not always a requirement. (unless buckets of water were carried a 
long way!) On the other hand nearly all the sites in Leitrim are 
located near a stream. 

Sweathouses were used for a wide range of ailments, rheumatism in 
particular. This was not surprising as the Irish for the word 
rheumatism is "pianta fuar" meaning literally "cold pains". 
Latocnaye suggests they were regarded as a remedy for all ills: 

Wherever there are four or five cabins near each other there is sure 
to be a sweating-house, and no matter what may be the malady of the 

peasant, he uses this as a means of cure. 

Distribution 
I have discovered that of the 130 or so sweathouses recorded in 
Leitrim and Cavan just over a quarter of them are still intact, another 
quarter are. in various states of ruin and over half have disappeared. 
Just over 20 of the 90 in Leitrim are intact and over half have 
disappeared. More than half of the Cavan structures are intact, a few 
in ruins and the rest have disappeared. (see distribution map). There 
are 22 recorded in Fermanagh- half have disappeared, only seven 
are intact and the remainder are in ruins. In the rest of Ireland there 
are records of as few as 30. This raises many questions. Do the 
records really reflect their original distribution or have they only 
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survived in these areas where there was less "land improvement" or 
field clearances? It is likely that they were concentrated in various 
localities in the northern pa}t of Ireland - early writers report their 
use in parts of Tyrone, Derry and Donegal. Milligan states:4 

In the localities where the English and Scottish settlers were in the 
majority it fell into disuse; but amongst the lrish-speaking 

inhabitants its value was fully known and appreciated. 

However the absence of sweathouses in other parts of Ireland except 
for a few outliers combined with the fact that in both Leitrim and 

Cavan they are clearly a localised phenomena, being confined to a 
fairly limited area in both counties, would suggest that the present 
distribution is a fair indication of their original distribution though 

they must have been much more numerous. 

Origins and Era of Use 
So little is really known about these enigmatic structures that we can 
only guess as to their extent and period of use. Even less is known 
about their origins. We do know that they fell into disuse with the 
coming of "modern" medicine and the arrival of dispensaries 
throughout the country. Writers at the end of the last century were 
already having difficulty in finding people who could remember the 
sweathouses in use. Richardson reported in 1939 that "Most elderly 
people can remember the Cavan sweathouses in use about forty years 
ago". I have even met some people who claim they remember the 
"old ones" using them. However we can take it that they were in 
widespread use in the early 1800s and well before that. 

Their origins are in much doubt as Richardson suggested: 

I would indeed be tempted to suggest that the Danes, raiding up the 
Shannon, introduced a custom known also in Finland. But it cannot 
be proved that the Irish sweathouses are not earlier than the Danish 
invasions; and the two Ulster groups lie in somewhat inaccessible 
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mountain districts, whither foreign influences would have bet•n .\low 
to penetrate. 

On the other hand it is hardly likely that they are a very ancient 
feature for surely there would have been some mention of them in 
historical references. Furthermore the uniforr.Uty in their structure 
would imply a relatively rapid spread in their use and building over a 
fairly short period of time, a few centuries rather than millennia, so 
allowing little time for evolution or vast differences in design or use. 
I have actually spoken to one man who could tell me about his wife's 
mother and grandmother having had a sweathouse built because they 
didn't like having to cross several fields to use a neighbouring one. It 
was fashionable at that time. Indeed fashionability might have had 
an influence on their original spread. 

Structure 
One of the things that make 
sweathouses a feature unique to 
Ireland is their structure. As 
Weir points out their design is so 
functional that variations are not 
great. I have suggested another 
reason for this above. They are 
mostly beehive-shaped using 
local roughly cut or uncut stone 
with no mortar. They invariably A corbel/ed sweathouse 
use a combination of lintel 
stones and corbelling. Corbelling 
is a building technique using 
overlapping stones to form a 
conical arch so avoiding vertical 
supports or horizontal beams/ 
large lintels - the whole structure 
using counterweighting. They 
are usually built against a bank 

Detail of corbelling 
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or on rising ground. However there are some very fine free standing 
examples. They are generally from 1.5 to 2 metres high inside with a 
similar diameter giving an almost spherical interior usually with an 
earthen floor. 

The internal dimensions invariably allowed only three or four people 
at a time. The doorways are always small (rarely higher than 70 
ems), so that they can be blocked up easily, and sometimes have 
elaborate entrances up to 1.5 metres deep. It is amazing that the 
naked users endured further discomfort in that they had to get down 
on their knees to enter. Reports of "chimneys" vary. It is most likely 
that there was always sufficient ventilation between the loosely 
packed stones to allow the fire to burn and the smoke escape. These 
draughty holes gave rise to some funny stories, Richardson reports 
one woman who recalled that when she was a girl it was a prank to 
remove clothes from a door-way and go off with them. I have heard 
variations on the same story. 

Conclusion 
In Conclusion there is much we still don't know about the Irish 
Sweathouse and its place in Irish folk life. Whatever folk memories 
remain these are literally dying away. The few remaining 
sweathouses are deteriorating. A number have been scheduled for 
protection under the Historic Momuments Act (NI)1971. In the 
South a few have been taken into care by the Office of Public 
Works. However no authority accepts overall responsibility for their 
upkeep or protection. The research to date is limited, unco-ordinated 
and largely unpublished. I will publish in booklet form all my 
findings, photographs, maps and measurements of the 50 or so 
structures remaining and I would appreciate any information in the 
meantime. 
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The following is an almost complete list of Townlands with records 
of Sweathouses: 
Co. Cavan: Barran, Coppanaghbane, Corcashel (A & B), Corradeverrid, 
Corrakeeldrum (A & B), Corraquigley, Corratawy, Corratober Lower, Dowra (A 
& B), Gubaveeny (A & B), Garvagh, Gowlat, Legeelan, Legnagrow (A, B & C), 
Meenaslieve, Moneen, Moneygashel, Port, Teebane, Termon, Tullaghyrory, 
Tullynafreave, Tullynamoyle. 
Co. Letrim: Altkeeran, Alteeenacres Glebe, Annagh Upper (A & B), Annagh, 
Ardvamey or Bronagh, Aughrim, Barlear, Blackgardens, Barrs East (A & B), 
Brackary More, Briscloonagh, Brocagh Upper, Bronagh, Camderry (A & B), 
Canbeg, Carriclcrevagh (A & B), Cleen, Cleighran More, Cloonaghmore or 
Meenkeeragh, Cloonaghmore , Comamore , Coollcgreane (A & B), Corglass, 
Comageeha (A & B), Comagillagh, Coraguillagh (A & B), Cornamucklagh North 
(A & B), Corraweehil Glebe (A & B), Cortober (A & B), Cuiltia, Cuilties, 
Cullentragh, Dergvone (A,B & C), Derreenageer , Derrintawy Glebe, 
Derrinvoher or Knockacosan, Derrynahona, Doolargy Glebe, Druminalass, 
Drumnafinnila, Fertagh, Geaglom, Greaghnaglogh , Gortahork, Gortnasillagh 
East, Gowlaun, Gubnaveagh (A & B), Killadiskert (A & B), Kilarga, Killooman, 
Kilmore, Kilnagams Upper, Kiltyfeenaghty Glebe, Knockacullion (A & B), 
Lacoon (A & B), Largandill, Laghty Barr (A & B), Liscuillew Lower, Lisdarush, 
Lisnabrack, Loughaphunta Barr, Loughros (A & B)), Meenkeeragh (A, B & C), 
Pottore, Rossbeg Glebe, Rossmore, Sradinragh, Sranagarvanagh, Srangross, 
Stralongford, Tonlegee, Tullintowell, Tullynacross, Tullynahaia (A & B), 
Tullyskeherny, Tullyveacan (A & B), Tullywana (A & B) 
Co. Fermanagh: Agho, Braade ,Comacully, Corraghy, Corragunt, Corraleek, 
Crockawaddy Glebe, Derrygurdry, Doon, Dromore, Glenasheevar, Lergan, 
Meenacloybane, Mullan (A & B), Scardans Upper, Sheetrim, Tievenavamog, 

Tullinteskin, Tullygerravra, Tullysranadeega. 

Notes 
I Latocnaye "A Frenchman's Walk Through Ireland 1796-7". 
2 Richardson, P "Sweathouses between Blacklion and Dowra, County Cavan" 
U.J.A. (3rd series) 2, (1939) 30-35 
3 Weir, Anthony "Sweat-houses and Simple Stone Structures in County Louth 
and Elsewhere in Ireland" Co. Louth Archaeological Journal 1979 
4 Milligan, Seaton F, The Ancient Irish Hot-Air Bath, J RSA I XIX (1889) p 
268-270 

GabyBurns 
Gortatole, August '92 
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Memories of School Days 
I went to Blacklion National School in the year 1919 and, although it 
is 70 years ago, I remember the first day I went to school. I suppose 
it was because we lived in a remote place and saw very little of the 
outside world I was very shy and I can remember staying close to my 
sister Annie, who was two years older. At play hour, I clung to her 
because the big boys seemed so big. One of them especially was a 
rough bully and, although he never picked on me, I was afraid of 
him. His name was George J ohnston and he came from some place 
quite close to Holywell. I think he was a first cousin to Tessie Scales 
who was one of the big girl:;, but she was a cheerful friendly girl and 
always brought us all the news of Belcoo. 

Our way to school was a path or 
padroad, then a bridlepath 
wending through heather and 
rocks. We had landmarks, 
placenames like Carrick na 
Brusna, Pu/1-a-Hape/1-a-Hee 
and the Scrunted Bush and the 
White Park and Murtagh' s Rock. 
It was nearly all downhill on the 
way going but very uphill on the 
journey home and, on a day in 
winter and drifting snow it was 
tough going, but we had other 
children for company and ten or 
twelve children together can face 
anything. The distance was 
never actually measured but 
must have been more than two 
miles and in spring and summer 
it was lovely. We looked for 
birds' nests and there was a lot of 
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wildlife, from grouse in the heather to blackbirds and thrushes in the 
scrubland, and there was plenty of nuts to pull in the harvest time. 

Our school was one big apartment and one teacher, although there 
may have been forty pupils at times. Underneath the school was a 
residence for the teacher. For the fust year or two we worked with 
slate and slate pencil. The slate was a very good way of teaching 
sums, even in 4th and 5th class when the teacher would write 4 sums 
on the blackboard and line the class 3ft apart- under her watchful 
eye there could be no copying - and the slate was a firm substance to 
work on, and it was very economic. 

I was only a short time at school when I fust heard the Black & Tans 
go through the "Black" firing their guns and I nearly died with 
fright, for I thought they were fuing at us. It was near going home 
time, but the teacher kept us in till everything was quiet and we had 
got back our composure. When the month of May, came we threw 
off our stockings and shoes and went barefoot, and it felt great. Most 
of us stayed barefoot until the end of September: of course we got 
stone bruises and grass cuts and sometimes more serious cuts. 

I remember when the new Free State Army was doing drill and 
manoeuvres in the creamery field, which was opposite our school, 
and the bigger boys had sticks on their shoulders for guns, and one 
lad gave the orders as we tried to imitate the drill. I wanted to be in 
the line but I was rejected: I was small and barefoot. But, one day I 
persuaded the lad to let me in and I was marking time with such 
enthusiasm when I stamped on a bit of glass. I nearly cut the foot off 
myself and tried to staunch the blood with a bit of newspaper I had 
on my lunch. I managed to get into the desk and keep this ball of 
paper on the floor with my foot firmly pressed against it till the 
blood clotted. 
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Cliffs and Collars: children at the Claddagh National School c. 1912 

Our teacher was a Miss Sale and she had sub-let the half of the 
residence to a policeman and his wife. They had two very small 
children. He was a man named Scott - an Englishman. He was tall 
and spoke with a strange tongue, and we saw strange marks on his 
arms sometimes when his sle-eves were rolled up. We sometimes 
annoyed him when we looked in on his window which was very low. 
I know now that he was what was then called an auxiliary. One day 
when we went to school this wee woman with a toddler and a baby 
in her arms was frantic with grief. She was in and out of the school 
all day so the teacher, with trying to pacify her, had little time to 
teach us. There had been a raid on Belcoo Barracks the night before 
and Scott was taken. However, after some time, Scott came back. 

Another memory that is still very clear is the day the army burned 
their barracks. This house was one of the finest in the village and 
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was known locally as John A's. When we got near the Black that 
morning, smoke and flames were rising sky high and when we got to 
the street it was wild confusion. Someone guided us past the heat and 
smoke and, when we got to the school, the teacher and all the rest of 
the children were outside, because we thought all the houses in the 
row would burn. But men with ladders and buckets of water saved 
all but the one building which burned to the ground. Early in 1923 
our teacher left- she married a man that lived towards Lisbellaw. 
The new Irish Government wanted the language taught in the schools 
and the teachers had to go to learn it so, although there was a new 
teacher appointed for the school, it would be some time until she 
could come. The Rector, who was manager of the school at that time, 
and who was in and out of the school regularly decided to teach in 
the school himself, and so kept it open for a month or two. 

Now, although it's myself that says it, I was the brightest boy in 
Blacklion School and this man thought he had discovered a genius. I 
expect if he had been a trained teacher he would not have acted the 
way he did. He would call me up to answer a question the higher 
class failed to answer and he called me Professor. This had the result 
of turning all the boys against me. At playtime they wouldn't play 
with me; we are not good enough for the professor, they would say. 
Although there was no such term as the eleven plus in the 1920s, 
there were free scholarships and the Rector approached my father 
and mother and said he could coach me for a pass into Sligo 
Grammar School, and after that I would get a scholarship into 
Mountjoy. I totally rebelled against this: all I wanted was to be back 
on the same footing I was with the other boys before this man came 
to teach me. I wanted to stay from school altogether and this couldn't 
be so I decided to be a dunce and learn nothing and this made trouble 
for me with the Rector. Well, after some time, the new teacher came 
and some short time later the Rector was changed to another parish, 
and so the Professor faded into anonymity. 
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The new teacher was a Miss Barbour from County Sligo. She was 
young and pleasant, and if we were slapped we deserved it. The new 
system meant we learnt Irish: apart from that nothing much of a 
change. Our lesson books changed a bit- instead of reading about 
Richard The Lion Heart and Hereward The Wake, we learned about 
Finn and Oisin and the heroic deeds of Cuchulain. 

A family named Elliott came to live in townland of Comagee. Violet 
Elliott came into my class and was all the opposition I had in all 
subjects. If the teacher brought the class round her table for mental 
arithmetic and kept a score V for Violet and G the only two initials 
would ever go down. Sometimes she won, sometimes I would. 
Sometimes teacher would say, "There's 6d for whoever writes the 
best composition in the next half hour." 

I left school in March 1928. My father said to me one day, "Do you 
still want to be afarmer?" I said, "Yes," and he said, "You stop 
school at the end of the week, the Spring's work is starting." 

On Monday morning I got my spade on my shoulder and went with 
wee Peter John Dan to dig comground in the moneens. I was a 
spalpeen fanner. 

George Sheridan 
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The Fair 
The opening of the cattle marts 
brought a whole new concept in 
the selling of farm animals. It 
also heralded the demise of the 
fair. This area had a choice of 
fairs depending on your 
requirements. Derrylin fair was 
held on the first Wednesday of 
each month; Enniskillen fair was 
held on the 1 Qth; Swanlinbar fair was held on the 14th; Lisnaskea 
fair was held on the third Wednesday; Letterbreen fair was held on 
the 20th; Blacklion fair was held on the 22nd. 

In my young days we nearly always headed to Enniskillen to sell our 
cattle. Derrylin fair was considered a good pig fair whilst 
Swanlinbar, Blacklion, Ballyconnell or Ballinamore were the fairs to 
go to with an in-calf heifer or cow. On an average small farm the 
system usually comprised of milk cows with their calves reared to a 
year old. The calves were bucket fed, mainly on creamery milk. This 
resulted in the calves being exceptionally quiet by today's standards. 
Many of them were pets with names, making them almost part of the 
family. There was a great sense of loss among the children at their 
departure. However, it had its advantages in that they were easily 
driven along the road, as all cattle were brought on foot to the fairs. 

In those days ~tacking rates were low - " a cow's place" as it was 
known was only around four acres so generally there was stock to be 
sold only once or twice a year. Naturally it was something which we 
looked forward to with great excitement. We hardly slept the night 
before the fair. We got up around three or four o'clock and ate a 
hearty breakfast. We always hoped for a good day, as there were not 
many waterproofs. The calves were left in a convenient field the 
night before. A hurricane lamp was lit and off we went carrying 
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sticks we had made previously. My mother would help to get us 
ready for the road. Normally you would not have gone far until you 
met someone else either by arrangement or just by chance. On the 
morning of the bigger spring and harvest fairs the roads were busy 
with cattle. The company helped to lighten the journey: whilst you 
were chatting you did not feel the miles go by. 

If demand was good, you would meet dealers on the road. They 
always travelled in cars. Most of the dealers were accompanied by 
two or three helpers known as blockers. The dealer himself would 
view the animals that he was interested in, ask your price, make his 
bid and move on to the next drove, whilst a blocker would try to 
make a price and keep other dealers out. Some animals were sold on 
the road, but the majority continued on to the fairgreen. 

In Enniskillen, the fairgreen was where the mart now stands. It was 
used for bigger cattle and cows, whilst the Gaol Square was taken up 
with smaller animals and horses. When cattle were sold, they were 
marked with scissors or keel and put into a yard. Payment took place 
at an arranged time and a luckpenny was given. Often the longest 
part of making a deal was deciding on the size of the luckpenny. If 
all the cattle were sold, we returned home on a bus but, if not, we set 
out on foot again. Dinner in town was a special treat; we used to go 
to Mick McDonagh's. However, often the highlight of the day was a 
cup of coffee and a Paris bun at the Coffee Van when we arrived. 
Horses were put through their paces being made to walk and trot up 
and down the street. In the spring months, the stallion owners would 
show off their stallions with their pleated manes and tails decorated 
with straw and rosettes. Their brass winkers were well polished and 
their jumps and squeals added to the excitement. 

When selling pigs a different procedure was followed. The pigs were 
fed, washed and loaded onto a cart which was well bedded with 
straw and covered with meal bags sewn together. You would sit in a 
corner at the front of a cart. In winter, the cart was lit by lamps with 
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candles inside. The horses' shoes were fitted with cogs to prevent 
them from slipping on the slippery dry tarred roads, which was a 
certainty at that time of year. In summer, slipping was not a problem 
as the tar melted. However, this gave rise to another problem known 
as shoeing. The outer iron band on the wheels came loose as the 
wood contracted with the heat. 

When you arrived at the fair with the pigs, the cart was removed, the 
horses were taken to a stable, fed and left to rest until hometime. The 
carts were lined up in a row. The pigs were sold off in pairs or 
threes. Some people bought two pigs to fatten for the market and one 
for the chimney. Often a well endowed female was selected and 
bought for breeding. The whole litter often was sold to a dealer who, 
in turn, would retail them again. Frank Lunney, John Gavin and Mrs 
Donnelly were the local pig dealers. Each of them had their own 
customers, who trusted them to supply good pigs. They never had 
any real difficulty in disposing of your litter and so your cart was 
free to return home. 

The May and November fairs were also hiring fairs where the 
labouring men and women were hired for a six month term. The fairs 
in February, to a lesser extent, were also hiring fairs, where men 
were hired out for a three month term to farmers who did not require 
help in the winter months. 

Street traders were another feature of the fair. There were men 
selling second-hand clothes. They had their own special technique in 
selling. They were known as cant-men derived from the Irish word 
caint which means to talk. I remember one in particular who was 
named Devine, who really had "the gift of the gab". There were 
other traders selling horse harnesses, ropes of all sizes, reins for 
driving or longer reins for double ploughing or mowing, heavier and 
longer ropes for tethers to tie loads of hay onto a cart, traces, 
backhands, mowing straps, bits of every size and everything you 
needed for farm work. There were also various showmen 
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perfonning. They perfonned tricks like bending horse shoes or iron 
bars or lying bare-backed on a bed of six inch nails. 

Sadly all this gave way to progress and are now just a memory. 

Gortatole 
Once upon a time there was a 
man named Christy Buchanan .. 
. so might this story begin, 
because I had heard so much 
about the man since I was a 
child. "Christy Buchanan drank 
himself rich," was one saying of 
the country people. 

James Cleary 

Gortatole /louse 

It seems when he went to a fair to buy cattle, if he had a few 
whiskeys before he started to buy, it did not cloud his judgement but 
made him a shrewd businessman. He had Gortgall and land in the 
townland of Kilycreen, and I think he had some in County Leitrim as 
well as Gortatole. There was a man named Dolan who used to tell 
how hard his men had to work when he called his tenants for a day's 
work. This was known as a meitheal and he had a man primed to 
lead them. This man was James Gildea who lived on a cow's grass in 
Gortatole. He was a small man and his motto was, "short sods and 
keep them flying". The only time that a man could pause that day 
was when the Angelus bell rang and never did the men uncover their 
heads as slowly or spend longer at the prayer. But the poor Protestant 
had no relief and had to keep going all the time. 

Mrs Nancy Pulvertaft, whose mother inherited Gortatole in 1915, has 
written her memoirs and I was fortunate to be allowed to read 
extracts from Gortatole in Victorian Times. 
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These are the facts. John Buchanan, who died in 1906, in a 
handwritten note writes: 

My father Christopher Buchanan took Gortatole out of Chancety in 
1848 at 261- per Irish acre, not including woods or Pattersons 

holding. Mr Bailey then bought in 1852 and my father took a lease of 
31 years at £1.10.0 per acre, excluding woods and Pattersons 

holding.ln 1854, Mr Bailey then offered him a lease forever of the 
whole town/and timber, shooting, mines etc for £550 purchase and 

£2 70 rent, which he accepted in 1876. 

The Land Act of 1903, known as The Wyndham Act, left John 
Buchanan owner in fee simple. Mrs Worral, a sister of John 
Buchanan, inherited the place in 1915. Later, she handed over to her 
daughter Ethel and, in 1936, the place was bought by her brother-in
law, Bryan Pulvertaft. He ran the farm as a TT tested dairy farm 
until 1944, when he had to give up Gortatole due to ill health, and 
the place was sold to Robert Elliott. 

As well as the 200 acres, the Buchanans owned Gortgall and 
Killycreen. There was about a dozen tenants who paid rents 
annually, from £3 to perhaps £20, and a little school which Mrs 
Pulvertaft thinks was built by her grandfather. Her notes make 
interesting reading- she describes people in a forthright way going 
straight to the point and sometimes adding her mother's opinion too. 
The car was her responsibility and to crank a Rover car was a heavy 
task for a girl of seventeen. As well, she had to oil and clean it. In 
those days one did not take the car to be serviced - one did it oneself. 
The only garage was Josiah Maguires in Enniskillen. 

James Gildea comes into her story, and I quote: 

Ellen lived with her brother lames in an old thatched cottage in the 
shadow of the Hanging Rock. Beside the cottage the Mill river 
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gushed out of the Horses' Cave. After its noisy exit from the cave the 
little river quietly wound its way through the fields to Lough McNean. 

Ellen was a tiny little person with a wizened face, and eyes as black 
as sloes. Apart from lames' old age pension their only means of 

livelihood was the old red cow whose milk they sent to the creamery 
and whose calves they sold. The cow lived in a lean-to byre beside the 
cottage, the door of which was so low she could hardly get through it. 
They watered her at the little river and Ell en often walked her up and 
down the road to graze on the lush grass verge, their only field being 

a small patch on the side of the rock so steep that we tobogganed 
down it in winter. 

I think £//en liked herding the cow along the road. It gave her a 
chance to chat and gather up the news from all who passed. Ell en 

and lames are dead and gone long ago, and nothing now remains to 
show where the cottage was except some goosebeny bushes amongst 
a tangle of nettles and briars. But the little mill river still gushes out 
of the Horses' Cave and one can hear the peregrine falcon oy and 

the ravens croak and maybe the ghosts of £//en and her old COlA' 

wander up and down the road. 

Thus ends Mrs Pulvertaft's notes on the Gildeas. In St John's Parish 
Church, Killesher, a small brass plaque on the north wall reads: 
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In loving memory of 
Mart ha 

Widow of lames Worral 
Daughter of Christopher Buchanan 

of Gortatole 
Born Aug 1st 1858 Died Ma.v 9th 1958 
Buried with her family at Old Rossorry 

Enniskillen 



Robert Elliott sold Gortatole House and sixty acres of land to the 
Education Authority in 1969. The Western Education and Library 
Board took it over in 1975 and it was officially opened on 3rd May 
1978 as an Outdoor Education Centre, with nearly £1 million spent 
on buildings and equipment. It is a delightful place for sailing and 
canoeing. Mr Finlay, the Warden, and his able assistants are helpful 
and friendly and the descendants of Christy Buchanan are happy that 
Gortatole is now Tfr Na N6g. 

Gortaree 

To play around, where agile sheep would flock: 
Oh happy times they had at Gortaree! 

We followed them in wonder to enjoy 
Those far off days of childhood unalloyed. 
Through shimmering grasses, saxifrage and vetch, 
Wild strawberries, heaths, fern-endowed, 

George Sheridan 
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The place where children ran and grew 
In faith, love, charity known to few. 
Those little ones knew how to give out 
Freely of their talents. And now, 
With Edith 's hospitality, we too can vow 
That happy times there must have been at Gortaree. 

The long, flat road from Brockagh Bridge 
to the Hanging Rock; 
A fine day in mid-June. 
Patches of bog cotton among brown 
Turf clumps, like snow drifts mislaid 
And forgotten by a careless winter. 

Larks singing Glorias over their homes in the whins. 
A faint, red mist of Ragged Robin in the meadows. 
The blunt-topped Florencecourt Hills, 
Butting into the sun-stepped 
Southern sky, like you~g bulls, 
And - let's frame it in the 
Pleasant place name, "Glenawley". 
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The Day of the 
Bicycle 
Life in F lorencecourt over 30 
years ago 

Over 30 years ago, I started 
school at Florencecourt Primary 
and my father, Wilson Elliott, 
used to bring me on the carrier 
of his bicycle during those early 
days. We would be seen off by 
Granny and leave our old home 
at Drummuck (or The Hill of the 
Pig) on the Swanlinbar Road and 
go the short distance to 
Drumcard Crossroads, where we 
would wait each morning for 
another cycling parent and child, 
the late Bertie Geddes of 
Drumduff and his daughter 
Sylvia. 

Wilson Elliott and li. Johnston (fore
ground) 

Our halt was at that famous junction which used to have a big bump 
in the middle, much to the amusement of us youngsters, as we 
watched traffic sail over it and crash land on the other side. Also at 
the cross was the Liddle family's lovely thatched cottage, where 
Alfie, Mrs Liddle and their four daughters were always hospitable 
friends. On the other side of the road was the remains of Willie 
Fraser's barber's shop, he being another well known cyclist and good 
friend of my late grandfather, Thomas Arthurs of Hollybank (who 
cycled into Enniskillen well into his late seventies). 
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Off we would go along the mill road with the wind in our hair and 
both fathers shouting, "Keep your legs out from the wheel". Past the 
site of Bumper Lodge, where the Cole family held their bumper 
parties 200 years before, we would turn the bend and see lovely 
Benaughlin Mountain on our left. Daddy would say that it would 
soon be Bilberry Sunday, when people go up to pick berries on the 
mountain, as a hangover from the Pagan rituals of long ago. 

The old mill and mill manager's house were always a romantic site to 
me, much more when a child's imagination could imagine the big 
wheel turning. We would hear stories of how there had once been 
many mills in the area, and a candle factory, all to make locals self
sufficient. On clear summer mornings, you could then glimpse 
Florencecourt Castle through the trees, across its lovely demesne. 
My mother and Aunt May had worked there, and little did I know 
then that one day my mother would be housekeeper at the big house, 
and my family would live in the lovely old Gate Lodge. The Rectory 
gates beckoned next as we sailed along on our trip and I recall that 
once we had to call up and leave a message for Canon Anderson. I 
still remember how my father did not once get off while cycling up 
that steep avenue- even with me on behind- and, at the top, I 
marvelled at the lovely pond garden with its model island of 
Enniskillen and Devenish. 

On along the mill road, and past the water pump on the left hand 
side, with a door to the well underneath and its clear spring water: 
then came the Grand Gates themselves and, behind, the field where 
the parish sports used to be held. By then we were near the school 
and many more people on bicycles. I can still recall being left at the 
gate and our large class of noisy youngsters. I am glad that Cycling 
Proficiency Tests were introduced, as so many in our rural 
community relied upon the bicycle as a means to get about. We 
would listen to the schools' programmes on the radio and hear of 
young people in many lands, especially children similar to us in the 
Australian Outback, who had to have their lessons by radio as they 
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The Florencecourt gate lodge 

were too far from school, and who relied on the Flying Doctor for 
assistance. 

Over the years since then I have cycled that road many times. But 
those early days flred my imagination with stories of the people, 
places and history that were all around us in Florencecourt. Soon we 
would cycle farther afield, to the Marble Arch Caves and the 
Hanging Rock, and marvel at the view over Lough MacNean, or 
travel up the road to Benaughlin and take in the sights from Bin. 
Other times it would be my mother cycling over to see granda 
Arthurs and to have some of Bridget's apple tarts, and my small legs 
out like wings on the back, as she sang Percy French songs which 
echoed in the tall trees along the road. Now, as I go with my wife 
and three young children along that same road, I recall those happy 
days and feel so grateful to have lived through such a contented time. 

fan Elliott 
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Booley Huts 
The observant walker in the hills 
around the Cuilcagh mountains 
will notice in sheltered hollows, 
or by the banks of streams, 
evidence of small settlements. It 
may just be a circle of stones in 
an area of land which shows 
signs of having been tilled in the 
past. These are the only 
remaining relics of what 

f 

historians now call Boo/ey Huts taken from the Gaelic word Baile 
(often rendered Bally in placenames) meaning home-place or 
townland. 

Booleys were places where the earliest hill farmers took their 
animals to graze in the summer-time. They built small shelters and 
remained there from May until November. They were self-sufficient 
and it is believed that they even made their own pottery. 

Some of the Booleys are very old and date back to the time of St. 
Patrick: some were in use up until the break-up of the Clan system in 
Ireland in early 1600 AD. 

Booley huts are rare in Fermanagh, which may be due to the lack of 
good grassland in the mountains. A few examples can be seen in the 
townland of Gortmaconnell off the Mar! bank road. The fact that hill 
farming in general was untouched by modern land reclamation, 
means that to this day ample evidence of how and where our ancient 
ancestors lived is clearly visible. 

Hill fa;-ming has gone through many changes even in my lifetime. 
The joining of the EEC has had quite an impact on their prosperity. 
Increased commodity prices plus generous subsidies for farming in 
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disadvantaged areas has, I would say, for the first time given hill 
farmers a reasonable standard of living. 

Around the early fifties we were suffering a plague of rabbits. There 
were thousands of them all competing with farm animals for the 
grasses which at the best of times were not that abundant. 
Myxomatosis, a disease of rabbits originating in Australia, arrived in 
Ireland about 1953 resulting in the wiping out of most of the rabbit 
population in our area. To this day there are still very few rabbits 
about with the result that stocking rates of cattle and sheep have gone 
up dramatically. But, who knows, with over-production of most 
meats in the EEC, what the future holds for hill farmers. 

I feel sure we will adapt to the new situation. Looking back to our 
early ancestors in the booley huts of the ninth century- we are 
survivors. 

John McNulty 

Turf-Cutting 
Turf-cutting, as a common-place skill, began to die in this area in the 
early 1950s and had disappeared by the early 1970s at the latest. The 
advent of solid-fuel cookers in the farm-houses meant that less turf 
was required. The economic ability to buy coal, and later, cheap oil, 
meant that the hard work of cutting and winning turf could be 
abandoned. 

The methods of cutting turf, as I remember then, probably remained 
unchanged for many hundreds of years. The most common method 
used in this area, especially in the low-land, or flow, bogs involved 
three men usually referred to as a spade. Incidentally a man who 
had three sons could often be complimented on having, a spade for 
the bog! 
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Twf culling in the traditional way 

The tools required were a turf-spade, two barrows and usually a 
shovel. The turf-spade had a handle about 3'6" long and often had an 
old cow horn fitted on the uppi!r end to give a comfortable grip. 

The main blade into which the handle was inserted was usually 
straight, about 12" long, 4" wide and had a wing projecting at right 
angles to the main blade at the bottom. 

The three men in the spade each had his own job. The senior and 
more experienced man cut the turf with the turf-spade. The next 
man filled the tutf on to the barrows and the third man wheeled the 
turf out to the area on which they were spread to dry. Two barrows 
were used so that the filler could be loading one barrow while the 
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wheeler was wheeling the turf away on the other one. This meant 
that the work could go on without interruption. 

The section of bog, from which the turf were cut, was called a bank. 
The depth to which the bank could be cut depended on how well the 
area could be drained to nearby streams. If the area was particularly 
flat and low-lying, drainage was bad, so the turf-cutters could not cut 
down deeply into the bog. The trench left was called a bog-hole and 
it was essential that very little water remained in the bog-hole. 

Turf was cut in spring, usually in May. They then got the spring and 
summer weather to dry them. The first job when preparing to go to 
the bog was to check the barrows. These were single wheel 
machines with a flat bottom behind the wheel which extended as two 
handles used by the wheeler for lifting and pushing the barrow. 
There was a back on the barrow which prevented the turf falling in 
on top of the wheel when the barrow was lifted. The wheel was 16" 
-18" in diameter, the sides extended from the axle of the wheel , 
which was about 18" long, for about 6' with about 3'5" sheeted to 
carry the turf. The remaining 2 feet or so were the handles which 
were about 2' to 2'5" apart. 

The bank had to be stripped. This involved measuring out a strip 
about 4' - 6' wide along the side of the bog-hole left from last year's 

A turf barrow drawn by 1/enry G lassie 
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cutting. The strippings or sods of heather and moss were taken off 
with an ordinary spade and put in the old bog-hole. This stripping 
was usually about a foot thick so it put a layer about a foot deep in 
the old bog-hole. When all the material with heather and roots were 
removed, the turf was exposed. The cutter then stabbed vertically 
downwards beginning at the outside edge of the bank and working in 
a neat row across the width of the exposed surface. The back of the 
spade cut one side of the square of turf and the wing cut the other. 
The cutter pushed the spade down about 1 0" to 1' and then pulled the 
handle slightly back towards himself. This tended to separate the 
section of turf he had out from that below. This was called shooting 
the turf. As he worked, he edged sideways across each row and 
stepped backwards as he began a new row. This continued 
rhythmically until the entire layer was cut. This layer was called a 
floor. 

As the cutter stabbed the turf along the row, the filler waited until he 
had cut 8 or 9 turf and then he went into action. Depending on the 
quality of the turf, the size of his hands and the strength of his wrists, 
he lifted 4, 6 or maybe even 8 turf by pushing his fingers into the cut 
between the turf, pulling that portion of the row towards himself, 
lifting and swinging sideways to put them on the barrow in neat 
rows. Each turf was about 4" in cross-section and about 1' long so 
the filler could put two rows along the barrow side by side. About 8 
turf made a row and the standard barrowful was two layers and a 
binder. The binder was a single row on top of the two double layers, 
which kept them together while the load was being wheeled, hence 
the term, binder. The filler needed strong arms and a ~trong back for 
he spent all day stooping, lifting, straightening and stooping again! 

The wheeler's job was to leave a barrow in position for the filler to 
reach it easily. When it was full, he lifted the handles with the load 
of wet turf and wheeled them far enough out from the bank to have 
room to spread out all the turf to be cut. He then dropped one handle 
and tipped the barrow sideways at the same time, so that the turf 
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slipped off and lay in a neat pile. This continued until the ground 
was covered with neat rows of piles evenly spaced over the ground. 
As each floor was cut, the filler was standing on a lower layer, so he 
had to reach higher to fill the barrow. Some banks could have 6 or 8 
floors but 5 or 6 was more usual. A good spade was supposed to be 
able to cut 10 horse-crates of turf in a day and, as a household could 
use up to 70 crates in a year, it required a lot of hard work. 

After the turf were cut, they were left to dry a certain amount in the 
piles. Then they were spread out singly over the ground to dry more. 
Dear help the wheeler who hadn't left just enough room to spread the 

turf and still not waste any space! 

If the weather was good, the turf could be clamped a few weeks 
later. This involved building them up in little rectangular 
constructions with the turf in rows on top of each other so that the 
wind could blow through them to dry the turf more. When they 
were dry enough they were filled into the horse's crate and drawn 
home to be stored in a shed for fuel for the coming year. 

It was all heavy back-breaking work from the first turf was cut until 
the last one was in the shed. No wonder oil-fired cookers and 
heaters became so popular! 

Robert Thompson 
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Killesher Parish 253 Years Ago 
What follows is an extract of a manuscript by the Rev. William 
Henry DD who was Rector of Killesher Parish from 1731 to 1740. 
He called this manuscript, An account of the County of Fermanagh 
written AD 1739. Henry was a popular preacher, a keen observer of 
natural history and phenomena, an earnest advocate for temperance 
and of civil and religious liberty. He was elected F.R.S. of London 
on 20th February, 1755. At least 12 of his sennons were printed. 
Three of his papers, read before the Royal Society, appear in 
Philosophical Transactions. 

We are most grateful to the governors and guardians of Armagh 
Public Library for permission to publish this manuscript and to the 
County Museum, Enniskillen, for the use of their typescript copy. 
Elizabeth Sides and I have diligently compared the latter with the 
original in Armagh and a few omissions and errors were made good. 
The spellings are sometimes different from those of today and for the 
most part have been retained as in the original. I am grateful to my 
daughter Elizabeth for her assistance in the typing and correcting 
work. 

Chapter 2: THE FACES OF THIS COUNTY 

The faces of this county arc infinitely 
varigatcd and afford in summer to a 
person standing on one of its 
mountains, Bcnnaughlin Colcough 
(Cuilcagh) or Bclmorc, one of the 
most curious and entertaining 
prospects in Europe. Vast mountains 
descending into large vallics, 
beautified with lawns, lakes. rivers. 
and infinite numbers of small rising 
hills which arc covered with corn, 
herds or flocks and generally skirted 
with small woods and a little brook 
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twisting round. In the midst, Lough 
Erne flowing like a sea. interspersed 
with 400 islands of all sorts of sizes 
and figures with gentlemen's seats and 
towns. From this vast basin the land 
rising again on each side by degrees, 
first in flat meadows green as beds of 
leeks extended along its shores. then in 
small hills variegated with corn and 
cattle and terminating in mountains 
which scrm to touch the clouds - were 
the soil and air proportionate to the 
prospect it might vyc with the 
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Arc.:luapclago or Phillipines Isles for 
agreeableness - But here is its 
m is fortune. 

The Air is exceedingly damp and for a 
great part of the year thick with fogs 
either ascending from the Lough or 
descending from mountains above. 
From the situation I am in at Florence 
Court which stands on rising ground 
half-way between the Lakes and the 
high Western mountains. These fogs 
afford a variety of forms - sometimes 
the lakes seem to swell into one vast 
fog which having covered the flats 
rises by degrees over the hills and 
from this height has the appearance of 
a sea overspreading all below. Of 
which the rising mountains on the 
Eastern side of the lakes seem to be 
the opposite shore. At other times the 
fogs after having gathered in a dark 
gloom on the tops of the mountains 
descend and send along their cliffs 
while often the goats are seen hanging 
along the tops of the mountains above 
these clouds This various appearance 
of the fogs is very frequent in the 
months of September, October, and 
November, and this the whole year 
from the same causes there is a more 
than ordinary proportion to rain. On 
the Eastern side of the lake where the 
ground is drier and the mountains not 
so high the air is much better. 

This extraordinary dampness of the air 
is the cause of many disorders among 
the inhabitants, malignant fevers, 
consumption and Bloody Fluxes, and it 
is probable that these disstempers 
might be still more fatal were not the 

common peoples from their infancy 
accustomed to the use of a kind of 
Aqua vitae called Whiskey which is of 
an hot and drying nature and beckond 
a sovereign antidote against the 
dampness of the air tho it must be 
owned that the excessive uses made of 
this strong spirit produces sometimes 
as bad or worse consequences. 

The soil is in general not much dryer 
than the air, being for the most part a 
cold spewy clay, inclined to rushes; 
yet there are several veins of deep fat 
soil especially among the flats along 
the coast of Lough Erne: and in other 
places hills of gravel interspersed, 
especially on the skirts of the 
mountains and the high ground 
ascending to them, but this requires a 
more particular description. On the 
Southwest side of Lough Erne from 
Aughalane Bridge, which the Southern 
Bounds between it and Cavan, the soil 
from the Lough to Slieve Rusoll 
mountains and Northward to the Amey 
River is a cold clay, except the hill of 
Knockninny and some skirts along the 
foot of Slieve Russoll, which are 
limestone and gravel. This is a tract 
twelve miles long and contains the 
parish of Kinawly. 

From Lough Erne to Lough MacNane 
there runs up westward on each side of 
the Amey River a large valley between 
the Mountain Belmore, on the North 
and the mountains Bennachlin, Tryan 
and the Barr on the South, which 
contains the Parish of Cl in ish on the 
North Side of the Arney River and the 
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Parish of Killasher on the South side. 
This large valley is also for the most 
part clay. In the midst of it along the 
river are vast bogs in which here and 
there rises like an island a small spot 
of good land. The skirts of Bcllmorc 
which lye towards its south sides are 
dry gravely soylc and continues along 
the shores of Lough MacNanc all the 
way to the bounds of the County 
Letrim. 

The skirts also of the opposite 
mountain on the south side of this 
valley are a dry limestone soil. 
especially the Barrs. These arc a range 
of hills exceeding the height of 
ordinary mountains which run along 
the Parish of Killashcr from East to 
West for four miles forming a great 
variety of Antick figures, ridges. 
pyramids, abrupt cliffs. They arc all 
dry limestone rocky soil. abounding 
with all kinds of medicinal herbs and 
covered with nocks of sheep and 
goats. The earth is in these Barrs so 
loose and hallow that in several places 
it falls in suddenly in large deep pits. 
In other places in small holes not 
much wider than funnel of a large 
chimney. Which arc gcncraly shaded 
with some little shrub so as not to be 
perceived and yet sink many fathom 
deep into the bowclls of the earth. 
These pits arc every year fatal to great 
numbers of catcH and often dangerous 
to men especially in snow. 

There arc also in these Barrs several 
large caves. I have been in a very great 
one on the south side of these Barrs 
called Monaster a pull that is The 
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Monk's Hole from a story of some 
Hermit is said to have retyred thither'. 

There is an other much greater on the 
North side in the Clyff of Tryan 
Mountain the mouth of which gapes 
over Florence Court, It is in form like 
a vast Gothick Arch shaded all about 
and up to the top of the cliff with yew 
holly, ivy, Maiden Hair, and many 
choisc herbs. And above it arc a kind 
of Rustick Pillasters seeming to 
support other smaller arches of the 
same forrn1

• The cave is in the inner 
side dry. lofty and capacious. with 
many rcccscs. From the gate of this 
subtcrancous pallacc there is a grand 
prospect of a large wood which covers 
the bottom of the hill and thence 
forcward of all the county. The lake its 
1slands and the coast beyond it but the 
chief curiosities of these Barrs arc the 
subtcrancous ri vcrs. 

The most westerly of these now from 
a small lake m the mountain and 
immcdiatly as it issues out enters the 
ground and continues it course for 
three miles under the earth to the 
North side of the h1lls it issues out just 
on the high road side in so large a 
stream that at the very spot it runs the 
mile of Gortatowcll (Gortatolc)'. 

Somewhat more Easterly these 
descend from the North side of the 
great Mountain Colcough, three rivers. 
The most Westerly is called Owncn 
More or the big rivc,.C. After a course 
for two great m1lcs thro' a barren 
heath. It is swallowed up into the 
ground among great rocks. A mile 



more Easterly runs from the middle of 
Colcuogh Trachran which after a like 
course having passed thro' a narrow 
cut thro' a cliff and sweeping by the 
cave Monaster a pull, comes plumb 
against the face of perpindicular cliff 
above an hundred foot high and enters 
a cave at the bottom5• A little above 
the place where this river enters the 
Earth there is on the bank of it an 
hillock of white crusted freestones, 
which upon the least stroke break into 
a very bright sand. Under this crust is a 
large bank of Fuller's Earth. I call it so 
for it is very heavy, soapy, of the 
proper colour (a bluish white) will take 
out any stain and is allowed to be so to 
several persons to whom I have shew'd 
it. 

From the north east end of Colcough 
flows a third river called from its 
stinking smell Owuen Brene6

• This 
enters the earth not far from the former 
by a cave in the face of a vast high 
cliff. The cave is large and lofty in the 
form of a great Got hick Arch, 
beautified and adorned as curiously as 
that of Tryan - the whole rock and 
cave is of a grey marble speeded with 
white. I have followed the course of 
this river within this vast cave for fifty 
yards till it grew too dark and cold to 
venture farther'. On the side of this 
river a little above its entering the rock 
are got very fine stones for flags which 
may be raised to any size or 
dimensions with very little trouble. 
They are of a blueish grey colour, 
makes good tables and slabs for 
hearths and when polished are used for 

chimney pieces, whirh lw IK'lnlly fall 
little short of marble. 

In every one of these rivers arc l.uavht 
great quantity of trout, especially in 
the last. 

These three rivers meet underground 
and after appearing at the bottom of 
two or three of these vast pits before 
mentioned. They having run a mile 
under ground issues out at once in a 
great torrent from the face of a cliff1. 
This rapid stream hurries thro' a deep 
glin between two very high 
pyramidical hills roaring and tumbling 
vast stones and sometimes rocks 
before it. The western side of the glen 
is skirted with a pleasant wood 
hanging over the torrent9

• 

A few places (paces?) below the cliff 
whence this river issues there is a large 
single arch quite cross the glen about 
the breadth of a common bridge. In it 
grow several small trees whose tops 
bend over the torrent. Thro' this great 
natural arch the whole stream of this 
river passes foaming and rageing. As it 
is of a greyish marble it is called from 
thence The Marble Arch. About half a 
mile lower on the High Road there is a 
very beautiful bridge over this river 
consisting of one large arch 34 feet in 
diameter . The rapidity of the stream 
and great stone hurled down with it not 
permitting to make piers. 

From the River Arney to Enniskillen 
the soil continues clay'y yet is much 
richer and fitter for tillage. From this 
there runs westward a large Country 
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for 14 miles in length and in breadth 
reaching from the north side of 
Bellmore mountain on the south to 
Lough Erne on the north called 
Maghribouy. The soil of this is 
various: That next to the lough is clay 
and consists of many small hills. 
Nearer to the mountain it is dryer and 
lighter. A good part of it is used for 
tillage but much more for cattle. 

By the account given of the Western 
division of this county it appears that 
not much of it is profitable for tillage; 
the cold clay lying so near to the 
surface in most places that scarce any 
manure will melionate it. Sand and 
lime are found the most effectual. 
Marle has been try'd but in vain. 
Besides the exceeding dampness of the 
air prevents the corn from ripening till 
late in the season: by which means it is 
often destroy' d. The last of the harvest 
is frequently out to the middle of 
October. The only grain that gives any 
encouragement to the farmer is wheat, 
which loves a clay soil and Black 
Oats. By the best computation I can 
make the corn tythes of all the 
Parishes on this side the lough when 
raised to the utmost vallue fall short of 
£550 a year, tho' this tract is near on 
half of the county. Potatoes arc the 
main support of the Common people. 

The chief profit of this tract arises 
from Black Cattle, of which there are 
large herds, mostly of a small kind, yet 
there arc several herds also of a very 
large breed, which were first imported 
from the choisest herds in England, by 
the late Sir Ralph Gore and Sir 
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Gustavus Hume, which have now 
spread over the county. The Barony of 
Magheribouy is famous for producing 
light horses for Hunting and padds. 

Compiled by Canon 1. R. Sides 

Some notes on the caves and rivers 
mentioned in Henry. 
1. Monaster a pull - this cave is now called 
Temple Bawn (Teampall Ban). In his 
earlier MS, 1732. he spells it Monaster a 
Boy I. 
2. This description does not fit any 
existing cave feature in the area. The only 
cave below Trien is Tullyhona cave with a 
very obvious river issuing from it. But it is 
not dry and lofty inside! 
3. This rising occurs west of Hanging 
Rock. He correctly identifies its source as 
a small lake in the moutain - Legalough, 
locally known as Lcgola. 
4. Owen More - now known as the Sruh 
Croppa (Stoney River). 
5. The river refered to here is the 
Aghinrawn and it sinks into Monastir C liff 
cave. The Ordnance Survey has named this 
river in all its published maps as the 
Owenbrean. This is, in fact, the name of 
the river sinking at Pollasumera (see note 
6 below). This is an error that is to be 
corrected in the next edition of the 
I: I 0,000 OS map of the area. In his earlier 
1732 MS, Dean Henry calls it Achanran. 
6. Owuen Brene is confirmation of the 
correct naming of this river which sinks at 
Pollasumera cave. 
7. This is Pollasumcra cave. 
8. At Marble Arch 
9. The Cladagh Glen 

Gaby Burns 
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Cures 

This is a transcription of a talk given to the Historical Society by 
Noel Maguire. 

Well Ladies and Gentlemen, 
I am not an expert on the particular 
subject I am going to talk about 
tonight. I am very interested in history, 
but when I asked your chairman what I 
should talk about, he said, "We had a 
lively discussion in Enniskillen on the 
day of the launch of the book and what 
we were mostly talking about on that 
day was cures." And, as this is part of 
our culture, I thought, well I will try 
and talk about the cures that I have 
known of or that I have read about, but 
particularly I would refer to cures as 
they operate here in Fermanagh. 

Basically, there are no really 
traditional Irish cures as such. Many of 
them have various influences in them: 
we have incorporated Anglo-Saxon 
cures and Scottish cures. Some of the 
cures have origins that are rare and 
some that are terrible. Some of them 
are frightening. I suppose the best 
place to start talking about cures is at 
the beginning, and basically the 
beginning of life. 

The first cure that I came across in my 
own area was the cure at Clogh Stone. 
And the cure at Clogh Stone was that 
if a man or a woman was infertile they 
went up to this particular stone which 
is locally known as Clochangadai 
which as translated is the stone of the 

thief This stone is basically a pagan 
symbol, a phallic symbol, and what 
happened was that a man took his wife 
along to the stone and (it's a very high 
stone about six foot high off the 
ground) she stood on top of the stone 
while he circled it. Now, I think that 
the reason or the purpose for this 
particular action was that the man deep 
down had decided that it was one way 
of getting rid of his wife. I remember 
going with a local lady one day to the 
stone, and she was interested in cures. 
She was also a medical practitioner 
and I asked her what did she think of 
this tradition. She said that the best 
way was if the wife would reverse the 
idea and get the man up on the stone 
and if he turned three times on top of 
the stone. She said she'd doubt if he 
could even turn once on it without 
falling to the ground and breaking his 
neck. I would not recommend anybody 
visiting the Bannagh area outside 
Lisnaskca to try to see could they 
gyrate on top on the stone, without 
first making sure that they were in 
some sort of cast, so that if they fell to 
the ground they would remain in one 
piece. 

Now, there was also a practice that 
was very very common amongst the 
accoucheurs or midwives and it was 
another terrible practice. If a woman 
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was having difficulty at birth the 
accoucheur who was assisting at the 
birth put a large lump of cloth into the 
woman's mouth, giving the woman the 
idea that she was being suffocated. As 
a result of the suffocation or choking, 
this helped to expel the foetus from the 
womb. In Leitrim it was a practice that 
they concentrated on, particularly with 
women w1th long ha1r. They rolled the 
hair into a ball and brought it round to 
the mouth and proceeded to the same 
carry on. Those arc basically some of 
the stories that I have heard regarding 
the beginning of life. 

There is a new s<.icncc now known as 
the aroma cure. In the olden days. 
people going into a room could decide 
by the smell in the room 1f the patient 
was on the death list or not. Th1s new 
idea. that one can heal diseases by 
aromas of var1ous plants IS now an 
established and accepted sc1encc. JUSt 
like the sciences of the ch1ropractor 
and the bone seller of long ago. 

Traditionally. bone-selling was handed 
down in farmlies. Bone sellers- I don't 
know if there were any known 1n th1s 
part of the world - were very good at 
selling bones and dealing w1th 
fractures. A few years ago, the person 
who was dealing m herbs was 
considered a quack, but many of the 
herbs that were used then arc now 
being used m medicine. As you know. 
curare which is used as a poison by the 
peoples of the Amaton. is used in 
anaesthetiCS today. And so. bas1cally, 
it is rather d1fficult for anyone. or 
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facetious for anybody, to say that they 
have no belief in cures. 

For example, you might have been 
listening to the news this week that 
Prince Phillip, I think it was, went to a 
holy well in England, and the media 
objected to him going to this holy well 
because he was perpetuating 
superstition. Whether the Prince was in 
pam or not, or whether he had faith in 
the well didn't enter into it. It was just 
because some materialist wanted to 
debunk him. so it was decided that, 
even though it would have been a holy 
and good pract1cc for him to go to the 
well. it was just not acceptable. 

On my way over tonight the first 
person that I thought of with a cure 
was the Ward family that belonged to 
In1shmorc. This fam1ly of Wards, if 
you had a heart complaint or 
condition, you went along to them. 
They put meal m a glass and placed it 
on the patient and. if the amount of 
meal in the glass lessened or incre<t'icd 
m site. they were able to diagnose 
exactly how ill the particular person 
was who had gone to them for the 
cure. Usually the meal in the glass was 
then mixed with mrlk and made into a 
paste and the patient was given the 
milk or the small cake to take away 
and cat it. 

On lnishmorc IS the Noble family. and 
I believe one of the Noblcs lived out in 
the Mackcn area some years back. 
They had the cure for strain. Now the 
Noble family cure gocs back to the 
days of St. Patnck. When St. Patrick 



visited lnishmore his horse stumbled 
and he is said to have blessed a herb 
called Dathog. Some call or pronounce 
it Dho or Dhoge and it definitely cures 
the strain. Mr Noble, if you ever go to 
his home in Inishmore, will be only 
too pleased to show you that particular 
herb and believes in it very much 
himself. 

Another cure that came over into the 
Maguiresbridge area from the 
Kinawley end of the county was the 
cure for bleeding. It is still carried on 
in the Maguiresbridge area by Paddy 
Monaghan. You don't have to go to 
this man. A friend can go for you and 
the bleeding stops. There is in the 
south of Kinawley a family of 
Crawfords who also have the cure for 
strain. 

I will give you an idea of some of the 
old herbs which were used for 
bronchitis: dandelion was very much 
used; ivy leaves were chewed by the 
patient as, of course, were the leaves 
of dandelion. A poultice was made 
from wool that was put into a pan of 
grease with onions and mustard, and 
this was applied to the patient's chest. 
Tallow was used with brown paper and 
I have often heard of red flannel. I'm 
sure somebody here has also heard of 
red flannel for the chest. For asthma, 
boiled flax seed was used. It was more 
or less made into a paste and the 
patient was recommended to eat it. 

For such things as diarrhoea yellow 
mountain spurge was used. Now, how 
this worked on diarrhoea I just can't 

understand. If you were taking 
mountain spurge, I could sec it having 
some effect, but what you really did 
was you sat on the roots of mountain 
spurge. This is one of the cures that I 
can't see anybody operating because 
the old traditional way for dealing with 
diarrhoea in humans was to give them 
flour in water or buttermilk. Wild 
blackberry roots were used. You 
boiled the roots of blackberry and you 
discarded the roots after the boiling 
and you drank the contents. 

I myself have had the pleasure of 
visiting a lady in Florencecourt called 
Mrs Frazer who had a cure for eczema. 
When I was a student many years ago, 
I took eczema on my hands. There was 
a very famous dermatologist in Dublin 
at the time called Freeman and he told 
me that he would clear up my 
dermatitis , or my eczema, in a very 
short period of time. Anyhow I was 
going to him for about eighteen 
months and the condition was getting 
worse. I had reached the stage where I 
had to wear gloves. 

I came home on holidays one term and 
I was recommended to go to this Mrs 
Fraser. The only thing I remember 
about it - I don't exactly know the 
location but there was a pub quite 
close to her (informed by members of 
the audience that the place was 
Letterbrecn) - was that she cured me. 
She gave me a bottle to take. It was 
quite hard to take and I think I had to 
go to her about three times, but it did 
work for me and anybody afterwards 
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that had eczema I always sent them 
along to her. 

For urinary diseases the juice of 
juniper berries was used as a diuretic. 
If you couldn't pass water, you boiled 
juniper berries and drank the juice of 
them. When you couldn't stop running 
to the toilet, turnips were boiled and 
you drank the juice of these turnips. 
There's a very strange, a fetishistic sort 
of cure, where you paint fox's blood on 
the lower part of your body. This will 
kill any infection or whatever is 
causing you trouble. But I can't sec 
anybody going for a fox. 

To cure blood in the urine there is a 
plant known as se/field. Jaundice was 
known by the local practitioner as 
either being black jaundice or yellow 
jaundice. If you had yellow jaundice. 
there was a cure of bark of tree or the 
jaundy bush or the jaundy well. And a 
very astute practitioner in the cure of 
jaundice was able, in his prognosis, to 
conclude whether the person had black 
jaundice or yellow jaundice. Of 
course, black jaundice meant that the 
person had a very short time to live. 
Yellow jaundice could be cured by 
boiling the bark of the jaundice bush. 

If you had jaundice you were yellow 
and, in Sweden, they had the rare idea 
that if you took jaundice you went out. 
you got a yellow hammer and you 
cooked it and ate it. In this country, if 
a patient had jaundice, he went to a 
hog hoping that he could get lice on 
the hog. and he ate the hog lice. But 
hog lice had to be caught and 

90 

swallowed alive. Another rare practice 
in the country was to boil the dun of a 
goose in milk and drink it. This would 
also get rid of the jaundice. 

For ulcers, ragweed heads were dried 
and made into a powder. But the 
greatest cure that I know of for ulcers, 
I'm now talking about leg ulcers, is to 
get - I'm sure you've possibly heard of 
it - poitin and put this on the ulcer on 
the leg. This cured the ulcer, 
especially varicose ulcers. Poitin was 
also used for people with bed sores. 
Also a poultice of cow dung was used. 
As long as it didn't get or become 
contaminated by the earth, this 
particular poultice of cow dung also 
proved successful because cow dung, 
like urine. has a fairly wide spectrum 
of antiseptic in it. 

The most interesting cures I've come 
across have been the cures for 
baldness, particularly in young men. 
One of the most commonly used cures 
was cow marrow - the marrow from a 
cow's bones - made into a paste. There 
is another method of preparing a rug 
for the head. You got human urine and 
put it in a goat's bladder and you hung 
it up to dry. When the urine in the 
bladder had evaporated. you then 
pounded what remained into a paste 
and applied this to the head. There is 
another preparation. You go out and 
get worms and make these worms into 
a paste and again apply the paste to the 
head. The most fantastic cure for 
baldness is in a manuscript in 
Maynooth library and it is a medieval 
cure. For this cure you went along and 



got six mice and the six mice you 
placed in a jar. With the six mice in 
the jar, you then went along to the 
dunghill or the dung heap and you 
placed the jar in the dunghill for no 
less than twelve months. It is recorded 
in the document that you had to be 
very careful when you were removing 
the contents of the jar. You were 
strongly advised to wear gloves on 
your fingers for fear that hair would 
start growing on your fingers it was 
such a potent cure. 

There are cures for cattle. I was talking 
to a gentleman - I'm sure you know 
him, he's about ninety or ninety six. -
about folk medicine and I asked him 
did he ever hear of the Cassidy rag or 
Cassidy cloth. Owen comes from 
Curracos and he said he had a visit 
quite recently from a Tom my Cassidy 
of Dcrrylcstcr and Tom my Cassidy 
had only a couple of days before 
performed a Cassidy cure on a Mr 
Crozier's cow. 

Owen told me that he remembered, as 
a kid, people coming to his home 
when their cow had swelled and the 
swelling was said to have been caused 
by a clock. This is what he called it. 
The animal would drink the clock in 
the water and would start to swell. His 
mother used to lake the band from her 
apron and she would give it to the 
person who was seeking the cure, and 
the person went off and tied the band 
round the cow. The swelling went 
down on the cow immediately. 

You can check up with Mr Crozier. He 

said, "lt'.\ .\hm·~,, !l I"'"'' '''"" 111 1, t 
so much IIUJ/11'}' o111l \ 'Oil hm• 1111 rtllll\' 

cow with a /)11'11' of rloth " 

Whether that is true or not I dun't 
know and I don't think Owcn ww; 
having me on. He said that it w:Lo; 
common for anybody of the name of 
Cassidy living in this part of the 
country to have this particular cure. I 
was inclined to accept it for two 
reasons. The first reason is that we all 
try at some times to increase our faith; 
those of us that have little faith. We 
are always trying to increase our faith 
and faith has a wondrous effect on us 
all. The second reason is that the 
Cassidy family were the traditional 
physicians in this part of the world and 
the tradition of them acting as medical 
practitioners went into our folklore. 
This is possibly how the cure 
developed. 

Now, as you know, there arc cures that 
one cannot explain; the cure of warts, 
for example. You can go along and get 
a cure for warts. I went to a lady, a 
Mrs Hurst, and she prayed. I could sec 
she was moving her lips, she was 
praying and she made circles round the 
wart and I, unfortunately, in my utter 
lack of faith and my utter bad 
manners, started to laugh. I apologised 
and she said to me, "It's alright. 
I will have faith for you." And she did. 
And I would say that in no more than 
two days my warts had cleared up. 

There was another technique USl'd an 
the dealing of warts. The pea son 
sucked the wart and, I prl'SUIIIl' , after 
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increasing pressure on the wart, they 
bit the wart off and this was a cure. 
The wart was gone and I presume that 
whatever roots were sucked up to the 
surface in the process came with it. 

I used to visit Mrs Fraser quite a lot. 
She was a very, very homely person. If 
ever you would meet Mrs Fraser she 
would give you the idea that she was a 
very sharp woman, but her sharpness 
was due to the fact that she suffered 
from what you might call the 
Fermanagh disease. She had 
rheumatism or arthritis, or one of the 
forms of it. She was always in great 
pain when I knew her but her wealth of 
lore regarding cures was unbelievable. 
As a matter of fact she told me many 
of the cures which I wrote down in a 
book. It has only been since her death 
that I have really begun to appreciate 
the true worth of the lady. She was a 
great believer in the healing power of 
primroses. 

Usually, people going for a cure had 
already in faith more or less cured 
themselves. But Mrs Fraser's cure for 
eczema was that she had isolated. or 
somebody had isolated, the tracer 
clement that was in the way to fight 
off the particular skin disease. And I 
remember many years ago meeting Dr. 
Dara, and discussing Mrs Frascr's cure. 
Dr. Dara is the head of Leo 
Laboratories and possibly you will 
have often seen his various drugs in 
the drugstorc. What Mrs Fraser gave to 
people to drink is the foundation of 
every beauty preparation in the 
country that women or men use today. 

And I said to Dara that he should try to 
identify what was in the cure. But he 
said, "If's been used day in day out." 
And I said, "But nobody's taking it, 
they're applying it." However, he 
wasn't interested. 

There are other cures for people with 
high blood pressure. This to me is 
something that is not explained 
properly. As you possibly know, about 
75% of diseases we think we have or 
claim we have arc psychosomatic 
diseases. For example, colitis is a 
psychosomatic disease, bronchitis is a 
psychosomatic disease. Asthma also 
goes into that group and high blood 
pressure is in it also. A good person is 
able to diagnose that there is 
something psychologically wrong with 
a person, that there is some neurosis, 
activating the person to cause debility. 

At the moment I'm using haws to deal 
with my blood pressure. I'll let you 
know, if I ever meet you again, if it 
worked or not. When you're taking 
blood pressure tablets you're taking 
betablockcrs and these betablockcrs 
arc harmful for many people; if you're 
allergic to certain foods, for example. 
If you're on bctablockers the doctor 
won't go and tell you that you can't 
enjoy cheese any more. Usually people 
who arc on blood pressure tablets arc 
very fond of cheese and it's the one 
thing you shouldn't take when you're 
on betablockcrs. 

You gather haws at this time of year 
and wash them. You then boil them for 



no longer than twenty minutes and you 
will gel a rather cnmson brownish 
colour flUid. It's a pint glass of haws to 
3 pints of water- that's what you boil. 
Then you strain it and add 2 pints of 
water and you drink it. 

So, herbal cures arc one thing. 
Psychosomatic diseases arc cured by 
an astute person being able to instil 
faith into a person that they're going to 
be fine, and that is another thing. The 
cures that I don't understand are the 
cures that are brought by faith and I 
suppose it's the Lord that's working 
there. Of the other cures that I 
mention, the horrible cures that have 
their roots in paganism, I would 
strongly advise that nobody would 
indulge in them, including the story I 
told you about Cloch Stone. So, if any 
of you now want to talk about cures 
which you know, I'll discuss cures that 
I don't know about. I have talked 
longer than I did intend. 

Comments and questions from 
members of the audience: 
The cure for cancer, we had it here in 
this district. 

The mairr constituent of it is 
archangel tar. 

I know there's something else 
that has to be got from Russia. 

I'm after hearing about 
somebody up in Annagh one time had 
the same cure. During the war there 
was some powder that ... 

The stuff is available still about 

Barbados tar they used to use, 
Barbados tar which isn't available. 

You sec cancer of the skin 
would respond to this particular 
treatment. The only difficulty is if the 
person has got secondary cancer 
then ... 

It cured a lot, of cancer of the 
lips and breast cancer too ... 

Ringwonn was another thing. 
Ringwonn in cattle is very easy 

to cure. You get docken roots and you 
prepare them like you would prepare 
carrots to eat, and again you boil them. 
The residue of the boiling was really a 
thick cream and you rubbed it on the 
animal and it killed the ringwonn. 

When you mention Killeshandra, there 
is a book I would recommend you to 
read, a book by Doctor Logan. He is a 
native of Leitrim who was a practising 
physician in one of the large hospitals 
in Dublin. He has wrillcn a book on 
cures of Ireland and it's very very 
interesting (Irish Country Cures 
published by Applctree Press). He was 
able to gather the cures because the 
nursing staff in the hospital came from 
all over the country. He's the only 
person I know of who had an interest 
in and has done any work or compiled 
a work on the cures of the country. 

Noel Maguire 
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The answers to our Riddles on p.4! 

1. A pad road (footway or path) 
2. The moon 
3. A thorn in your foot 
4. Breast milk 
5. Nothing 
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Mrs Biddy McCragh. pictured in the Mar/bank in 
1933, wearing widow's dress 




