
Ireland – Southern Circle

Another trip around Ireland, this time a southern circle starting and finish in Cork. On this trip I
am endeavouring to trace my Irish ancestry but am working with scant details.

While all of Ireland is beautiful, the southern part possibly more so. So many verdant pastures,
wonderful vistas and lovely drives. We really enjoy our driving holidays and they are
particularly charming in England and Ireland. This was our first trip to Ireland and sparked an
interest and love of the place that continues to draw us back.

Monday – Day 1

We arrive in Cork and head to the car rental desk. We collect our car, a Fiat Punto, and
have a reasonably quick trip through the city, to our accommodation at Fernroyd House, a
lovely B&B situated on the River Lee.

Tony and Avril greet us and fill us in on all the local info.....restaurants, places of interest, etc.
They are a charming couple and make us feel immediately at home. They have a cute
Scottie terrier, Chippy, who takes a liking to us after the initial barking spree. We have a lovely
room on the first floor, overlooking the river. Whilst we are only a short way out of town, we’re
about half a block back from the main road, hopefully far enough to enable a sound sleep
tonight.

We walk into town, about a mile, and find Market Place, a restaurant I’ve researched that
has good reviews. It is packed (usually a good sign) and we have an enjoyable meal of
bangers and mash with root vegies. The atmosphere is lively but we don’t hang around for
long after our meal, walking home through what is now a quiet city area.

Tuesday – Day 2

The day dawns a spectacularly clear morning and we go for a run, taking along a map with
a scenic walking track on it. It takes us across the river and along a pathway towards the
city. There’s a lovely church, St Anne’s, and a cathedral along the way and the streets are
fairly quiet at this time of the morning (just after 8am).



We linger over breakfast, browsing through the many books on hand. Avril cooks up a storm
and the tomatoes, eggs, bacon, mushrooms are delightfully prepared and served. With relish
on the side.

Once on our way, our first stop is Cobh.... Dave wants to go there as it’s where Sonia
O’Sullivan comes from. Turns out it is also an interesting place as it was the last port of call of
the Titanic, before its fateful journey across the Atlantic. I find out it is where all the Irish
immigrants boarded ships to sail to faraway places, such as the US and Australia. It has the
second largest harbour in the world, after Sydney.

St Colman’s church is perched high above the harbour – the structure is one of the most
imposing we have come across. The first sod was turned in 1868, the first Mass celebrated in
1879 and the church was built on the site of the existing church of St John the Baptist. The
original cost was £235,000 and the restoration from 1992 to 2002 cost £3,200,000! The
belltower has 49 bells and is the largest carillon in Ireland, with one of the bells weighing more
than 3,000lb. As if on request, the bells start chiming, not just the ding-dong type bell rhythm
but an actual musical tune, which I guess you can do when you have 49 options.



We enter the church and the inside is as imposing as the outside structure suggests. Dave
thinks it is the most beautiful church he has ever seen and I can’t disagree. The high pitch of
the roof, the striking construction of the altar and the intricate carvings of pillars and other
parts of the church all contribute to an outstanding feat of architecture.

As we leave the church I muse whether if churches were still built like this there may be higher
attendances. So often these days churches resemble rock concert venues rather than
churches.

Next stop Lismore, one of the prettiest towns in Ireland. Founded in 636AD and flourished to
become the greatest Monastic School of the 8th century. It is like the town that time forgot,
with old buildings, many of which are painted up quite brightly. The Lismore Castle
dominates the landscape... it was the birthplace of Robert Boyle and was once home to Sir
Walter Raleigh. It is now the Irish residence of the Duke of Devonshire, something our hosts
from last night were not that impressed with!

Whilst browsing in the visitor’s centre we come across a copy of The Feckin Book of Irish
History (for anyone who hasn’t been paying attention for the past 30,000 years) The inside
cover reads “Written in a style no historian or teacher would approve of (the style is known as
‘interesting’).... and “It’s a riot. A welcome alternative to the serious stuff – and it manages to
include quite a bit of real history between the laughs.” This is history the way I like it and it is
also slanted the way I like it (in favour of the Irish) so we purchase a copy to read over a few
Guinness’s

We do a quick tour around town, taking in the old train station and the local church, always
a feature of a town, before we hit the road again.



Mid-afternoon we get to Tipperary, which is the point of today’s trip. Tipperary was settled in
the 12th century by the Anglo Normans and lies along the River Ara. My nan, on dad’s side,
was born in Tipperary town, or ‘Tipp Town’ as the locals refer to it. It’s a funny feeling as we
drive into the town that is part of my heritage – my nan was a beautiful Irish lass, with thick,
long, black hair. She took care of me the year before I started school, when mum went back
to work, and I remember many special things about her. I have no history on this side of the
family so have come here to see if I can find some information.

My idea is that we will drive down the main street until we find the family name (Greene) on
a business and then we’ll go in. As it turns out, we come across ‘Greene’s Card Shop and
Books’ and venture in. I buy a postcard and ask the guy behind the counter if he’s a Greene
– he’s not and tells me the Greene’s sold out a few years ago, albeit the previous owner
does live locally. Strike one!



We visit the tourist information centre, which also houses a genealogy section, but they are
closed for the day and will be back tomorrow. They give me forms to fill in which may shed
some light on family searches in the morning.

Our next mission is finding a pub to have a Guinness…. not a difficult task in Ireland. I’ve only
tasted Guinness at home and have never particularly liked it but have decided that I will
have a Guinness in a pub in Tipperary. We find The Times Hotel, which features The Black
Sheep public bar. We order two half pints, as there is nothing worse than having to drink a
pint of something you may not like! Much to my surprise it is yummy and so different to the
Guinness we get at home.

I set up the camera to take a photo of us having our Guinness. There’s a local perched at
the end of the bar and he says that we should get a photo of us behind the bar.... so we do.
The publican is a jolly man, by the name of Ryan, and we have a pleasant time in their
company. Note: Most of Ireland is called Ryan and friend at the end of the bar tells us that if
that’s your surname, you’ve also got to know the family nickname in order to trace your
relatives. All Ryan’s have a nickname apparently.



It’s getting late so we get moving to our final destination for today, Cashel, which is about
20km up the road. Unfortunately, accommodation in Tipperary was short on so I’ve booked
close by.

We arrive at Aulber House, an outstanding building with beautifully manicured gardens. Our
host Bernice greets us but is more perfunctory than warm.

We take a tour around Cashel – it’s a small town and the feature is the Rock of Cashel, which
looks like a modern day structure due to all the scaffolding around it, supporting the current
restoration. It features a group of medieval buildings on an outcrop of limestone with towers,
chapel, cathedral and castle.

We take in an early dinner at Bailey’s Hotel and retire back to our quarters for early evening.

Wednesday – Day 3

The day is a bit cloudy but quite mild. We’re the only ones in the breakfast room and Bernice
is once again very functional. She takes our order for brekkie and while it’s quite nice, it
doesn’t have the same feel that yesterdays had. Maybe it’s the lack of warmth manifesting
itself as a cooking style which is more about brevity than quality. Still, it’s a good kick off for
the day. Bernice seems to warm to us a lot more as we’re leaving.



First stop in Tipperary is the Heritage Centre and the lady assisting us is more than helpful.
Searches for nan come up with nothing, based on her birthdate of August 1910. I mention to
Dave that I haven’t noted where this date came from so I’m not 100% sure of my information.
I have the names of her siblings. My enquiry is filed and I can follow up from home if I can find
more information. Baptism records are flied at St Michael’s, around the corner.

Off to St Michael’s where the lady in the Sacristy advises that records for the date we’re
looking for aren’t held in the church itself but in the Presbytery, just up the road. St Michael’s
is another amazing church, both inside and out. I mention to Dave that I cannot enter these
churches without being moved.... they are quite overwhelming.

A charming Irish priest greets us and wants to be helpful but, it’s the middle of Holy Week,
he’s terribly busy but.... let me just see. He brings out an old and worn book with handwritten
records of baptisms from 1907 to 1928. We check August 1910.... nothing. So we go one year
either side, still in August...... again nothing.

The parish priest must go out and the housekeeper hasn’t arrived but, God bless him, he says
we can continue reading but don’t answer the phone and don’t let anyone in! He’ll be 10
minutes and the housekeeper should arrive shortly. On the way out he says “May the luck of
God be with ‘ya.” The rest of us would say “the luck of the Irish”. The housekeeper arrives
shortly and we pass on the information from the good Father. She asks if she can be of any
assistance before letting us continue our search.

Eventually, we go through all the notations from 1907 until 1912, trying to find any record of
anyone in the family but to no avail. We note a couple of records where members of the
family could have been sponsors (godparents) of a child but nothing concrete.

I’ve exhausted all options, apart from door knocking, so thank Father and leave. A bit
disappointed but not put off .... I’ll continue the search and be better prepared next visit.

We drive out towards The Glen of Aherlow, which is a 16 mile stretch across some of
Tipperary’s most breathtaking countryside. The Glen sits between the Galty Mountains, to the
south, and Slievenamuck Ridge to the North.



I was planning to do a search through the cemetery but given I’ve turned up nothing we
decide to cut our losses and head for Doolin, on the west coast, where we’ll be based for
the next two nights. On the way up the coast we see dozens of board riders out surfing. There
is a good wave coming in and we’re amazed at the number of surfers in the water. One
should never underestimate the thickness of a wetsuit!

The weather has turned and, finally, we have rain. Quite possibly, coming to Ireland and not
having rain may be disappointing in itself! The temperature has dropped but it’s still quite
pleasant. The drive up the coast has dramatic coast lines and cliffs, matched with local white
houses, which look so Irish in the now drab weather.



Doolin is in Co. Clare and is famous for Irish music. Three pubs in town, O’Connor’s, McGann’s
and McDermott’s are, reputedly, the three most famous music pubs in Ireland. Shame we’re
only here for two nights! We’re staying at Trildoon House and our host, Lorraine, is warm,
welcoming and quick with a cuppa tea. We have stunning views of the coastline and
Atlantic Ocean from our room.

Doolin is about 3 minutes from our B&B and what a gorgeous place it is. Right on the harbour
and very small, it has the real Irish west coast feel to it. We take in dinner at Gus O’Connor’s
and the meal is fabulous.... great seafood chowder followed by pork with cabbage for me
and Irish stew for Dave. And Guinness. The Irish music group is made up of a piano
accordion, squeeze box and Irish flute, joined later in the evening by a chap on a fiddle,
who looks for all the world like he was just passing by and decided to join in. A great night
out.

Thursday - Day 4

Out for a run – Lorraine told us about a circular route we can take. We set out and the first 17
minutes are all uphill.... some quite steep, some long and drawn out, but all upwards. We
wonder if we’ve missed a turn somewhere but finally find a right turn which takes us across
the top before dropping back to the main road which we follow back to the side road to the
B&B. It’s only a 35 minute run but it wasn’t easy!



Breakfast is relaxing and we have views over the harbour and out to sea. We make plans for
the day.... stay relatively local and not try to do too much. The drive up the coast from here i s
marked as a scenic drive but our first stop is in Doolin itself. There are a few shops down the
harbour end and I find a key ring and fridge magnet with the Greene family crest on it. It’s
about as close as I’m going to get to finding family on this trip.

We go down to the harbour and talk to the people who do the ferry trips to see the Cliffs of
Moher from sea level. They are a friendly couple and we end up making a booking for the
3:30pm ferry this afternoon.

The drive up the coast is postcard material, with the limestone of the Burren matched with
tufted, yellow grasses. We are surprised to find cows grazing on the rocks but they must find
enough grass there to make it worthwhile. They seem quite tame and pay us no attention at
all as we wander amongst them.

We make many stops along the way for ‘photo opportunities’ and the views just keep
coming. Ballyvaughan is a beautiful harbour village and Monks restaurant is ‘famous for its
seafood.’ It is right opposite the harbour and we take a table outside. The weather is warm,
with a prediction of 23 today, the warmest this year. It’s not quite 23 but it’s certainly lovely in
the sunshine. We enjoy seafood chowder - each one we’ve had since arriving in Ireland is
better than the last and this is no exception.



We continue our drive to Kinvara before tracking back to Ballyvaughan and taking the
inland road home. It’s just as breathtaking as the coastal road and, as we climb up “The
Corkscrew”, there are magnificent views back to the coast. We stop at the Lisdoonvarna
Smokehouse on the way back but it’s disappointing and we are in and out in a flash.

Back in Doolin at 3:15 for our ferry trip and the light haze of the morning has all but cleared to
leave a beautiful afternoon. As we sit and wait, more and more people start turning up –
obviously the good weather has brought them out in droves for the afternoon views of the
cliffs. The ferry comes in and hovers for quite a while waiting for the tide to come in a bit
before docking. It’s about 4pm when loading takes place and there’s a fair bit of pushing
and shoving by the Johnny come latelys to get the prime positions on the boat.

I notice the chap on the ferry say “that’s 87,” referring to the clicker in his hand. There are far
more than 13 people left on the wharf (boat capacity 100) and they call certain people on
whilst leaving others behind. The owner of the boat, Bill O’Brien, whom we booked with this
morning, looks straight through us and we get left behind. They tell the stragglers that there’s
another boat coming. We call it quits and go back to see Bill’s wife. She is very pleasant and
apologetic when refunding our ticket. Really disappointing but we drive to the Cliffs and to
the walk from the top, which is fantastic.



Back home, shower and another night out. This time we’re off to McGann’s.... highly
recommended and much looked forward to!

Something worth mentioning – the lovely Lorraine did our washing today. Rather than splash
about in the (very small) ensuite basin, I asked if I could rinse our running gear out in the
laundry. It’s time! She kindly offered to do them for us and we’ve returned to find them
laundered, folded and place on our bed. Now that’s service..... as only B&Bs will provide.

A slight diversion here to talk about horses. After our first run at Doolin, I noticed a horse
behind the house and asked Lorraine if it is hers. Well, kind of, in the way that most parents
take ownership of a pet. The horse belongs to her son and his girlfriend and Lorraine made
what I thought was an off the cuff comment “they bought a horse instead of a house.” No...
really. It turns out they paid €10,000 for this pure breed Connemara pony. No one loves
horses more than me but 10,000 euro!!! She’s currently in foal, having had her first foal last
year. Lorraine also went onto explain that the bottom fell out of the horse market, along with
every other market in Ireland, so the 10,000 euro hayburner is not quite worth what she used
to be! So.... now we all know what a €10,000 nag looks like.

Dinner tonight is at McGann’s, another of the famed music pubs of Doolin. It’s smaller and
more intimate than O’Connors but I spot a few of last night’s crowd. Once again, the food is
great. A chap approaches us to ask if he may share our table.... Bill is his name and he’s
unmistakably Aussie. He’s travelling for 3 months and has been on a photographic jaunt in
Ireland. He’s good company and we chat while the musicians are warming up. We can’t see
the musicians as we’re behind a wall but we can hear them just as well.



Tonight’s group consists of a guitar, banjo, an instrument that looks like a violin and, every so
often, a whistle chimes in. Bill spots a table out in the main room, from where we can see the
musicians, so we swoop. I think I prefer tonight’s music as there’s singing involved, which just
adds a bit more of a dimension to the entertainment. The singer asks “Any Aussies in the
crowd”.... yes, but only the three of us. He launches into a song about an Aussie BBQ which is
really funny and gets the crowd going. Bill then tells me he has it on reliable information (from
his landlord) that the guitarist is South African, which takes the shine off the Irish music night
just a tad.

On talking with Bill, he says he’s staying at the local hostel, which is really nice, he has his own
room, etc. I enquire as to the tariff and he’s paying €35pn.... it doesn’t include brekkie but
the owner puts out bread, some cereals, etc. We’re paying €65pn, for the two of us,
including a superb breakfast each day. B&Bs are still great value in Ireland.

We enjoy another great night of Irish entertainment before saying our goodbyes and head
home.

Friday – Day 5

This B&B is deadly quiet of a night-time, being back from the ‘main road’ (if you could call it
that). We take breakfast and have a good chat with Lorraine.... the other guests have
moved on for the day so it’s just us. Time to go and we say our goodbyes to both Lorraine
and Pat and hit the road, destination Kenmare.

Bill had given us a hint last night, advising to catch the car ferry across the River Shannon,
rather than drive through Limerick. Lorraine confirmed this is the way to go, so it’s off to
Kilrush.

The drive takes us down the coast, repeating a lot of what we saw the other day on our
journey here. The weather is dubious, drizzling ever so slightly as we left Doolin. By the time we
get to Kilrush (about an hour) the weather has closed in and it’s cold and windy. The trip
across the mighty River Shannon is cold and wet.... Dave gets out to experience the weather
but I really can’t see the point. He returns in double quick time!

Departing our ferry, the sky lightens and starts to break and by the time we’ve completed
the quick drive to Tralee it’s a beautiful sunny day. We’ve taken the direct route, rather than
the coastal drive, in the knowledge that we want to get around the Dingle Peninsula (if
possible) this afternoon, enroute to Kenmare.

Tralee is a lively town, pretty as a picture and bustling on Good Friday. We check out the
tourism centre, which is comprehensive, pick up some pamphlets and hit the road again. It’s
a short journey to the Dingle Peninsula and the coastline unfolds before us.... absolutely
stunning.

We take the inland route from one side of the peninsula to the other, via Connor Pass. The
weather has closed in again, the hills are shrouded in mist and the views impaired but it is an
impressive drive.



Down the other side and onto the seaside village of Dingle.... again, really buzzing on a
Good Friday afternoon. Busy, busy, busy.... we do a drive through and continue down the
coast, towards the furthest point west before the USA! We don’t quite make it as time
dictates we head for Kenmare. Our accommodation has a check in time of 4-6pm and, as
we’re not sure of the roads, we decide to err on the side of making it on time (unusual for us).

Kenmare....what a stunningly beautiful town. Old style shops, banners adorning shop fronts,
not a neon sign to be seen anywhere and an old style charm that cannot be replicated....it
just is. Kenmare is on the point of the Kerry and Beara Peninsulas, with immediate access to
both.

We find a park right outside our accommodation, Virginia’s Guesthouse, which is lucky as it is
in the main street. While there’s a buzz about the place it’s not the hustle bustle we’ve
witnessed in other places today.

Our host, Neil, greets us and escorts us to our room. It’s huge, with a king size bed (I’m sure I
booked queen, what a bonus), heaps of room for unpacking, a large bathroom and lots of
hanging/storage space. The room overlooks the street and I enquire of Neil about nighttime
noise. He says there is a bit but, once things quieten down, there’s not a lot happening in
Kenmare.

Neil is a delight, full of information, showing us around the guesthouse and advising us of the
breakfast “menu” which you order in advance. While this is a bit of a novel idea, the
breakfasts on offer are top shelf and I can understand why they would want orders in
advance, to assist with buying, wastage, etc. We happily order for the morning and retire to
our room. I can just feel that three days here in Kenmare are going to be (1) fantastic and (2)
not long enough.



Kenmare is not a large place and the ‘CBD’ is contained with two short blocks. We do a bit
of a walk around before returning to the Coachman’s Hotel for dinner. It’s still relatively early,
before 7pm anyway, so we take a seat at the bar and order a couple of Guinness. We’re not
in any hurry to eat and enjoy the surrounds, chat to the bar man and eventually order,
choosing to remain at the bar rather than take a table out the back in the restaurant. We
both have the same, vegetable soup followed by fish pie.... both of which are outstanding.

It is relatively early when we waddle the few steps back to Virginia’s. We watch tennis on TV
for a short while – Stosur v. Goerges (Stosur lost) – me for a much shorter while than Dave!

Saturday – Day 6

What a cracker! The sun is shining brightly and it couldn’t be a better day for our drive
around the Ring of Kerry, reputedly one of the picturesque places in Ireland.

So.... breakfast. I’ve ordered the rhubarb and berry compote followed by the highly
regarded Noreen’s special of Poached Pears with Blue Cheese and bacon. I know, I
know...... straight to the arteries, blah, blah, blah, but there’s no way I’m going to miss out on
this one! Dave has muesli and Scrambled Eggs with Salmon. We meet Noreen and she’s an
absolute delight (so who the hell is Virginia?).

We ponder maps, have discussions, hit the road. We’re driving in a clockwise direction,
something I’d read about as the buses drive in an anti-clockwise direction but don’t go to
the end of the peninsula. The idea is that by the time you get to the end, the buses pass by,
free range the whole way with not too much traffic. Noreen confirms this is the case.

We hardly get out of Kenmare when the first photo stop occurs.  Ayrton (Dave) has once
again got the pedal to the metal but I make it clear that we’re not out to break the land
speed record for circumnavigation of the Ring of Kerry so EASE OFF. Our second stop is where
we get the first glimpses of the Kenmare River, which is more like a bay than a river.



Onward, following the coastline.... a particularly beautiful coastline. The flowers are coming
into bloom ....... the luscious red and fuchsia of the rhododendrons, the azaleas are coming
into bloom, the mass plantings of tulips and the wildflowers with their buds just about bursting
into bloom.... another fortnight and the area will be a riot of spring colour.

The town of Sneem is eclectic and typical of village life, albeit with ever so slight a touch of
tourism about it. We have a quick walkabout before again embarking on our trek. Sneem is
the home of the Big Ice Cream.



Derrynane House and Abbey is near to the end of the peninsula and the beach is crowded
with people – the sun is shining and they are out to make the best of it. There are even some
game souls swimming as well as a few snorkelers. As we walk along the beach one of the
snorkelers is coming the other way and I enquire as to the water temperature – “absolutely
freezing” she responds. She explains that the wetsuit works fine but her hands and face are
frozen.

Abbey Island is set only just apart from the mainland and connected by a sandy beach. The
ruins of the Abbey dominate the headland, as does the cemetery which, interestingly
enough, continues to this day. It is an interesting insight into history and I note the trend to
state where a person hails from, eg “Padraig O’Sullivan, of Derrylane....” The tradition runs
deep and many generations of the same family have found their resting place in the
peaceful seaside quarters of the Abbey.

The further we go, the more sensational the coastline. How come one such small country has
such a mortgage on so much beauty? We travel along the coast, through gaps and over
passes, until we reach Portmagee, a sleepy seaside town where we stop for yet another
chowder, in brilliant sunshine adjacent the harbour.



A bridge connects the mainland to Vincentia Island, a small island that affords amazing
views of the peninsula from Geokaun Mountain.

The views continue to amaze as we make our way up the north/west side of the peninsula.
As is our want to take the road less travelled, we opt to return to Kenmare via the Ballagh
Beama Pass. The road is narrow and the traffic light (thank goodness) and we only manage
to get lost once. Unfortunately, it is for a period of about an hour, due to a combination of
poor/non-existent signage and poor/non-existent maps. We are relying on ‘tourist maps’
which don’t go into much detail when it comes to roads and their identifying features.

Thank goodness for “you are here” maps, which make it clear that “you are here” and “this is
where you should be” are mutually exclusive. We recover well and on finding another “you
are here” map I take a photograph, which we then use to find our way out!



Relief comes when we finally find signs to Kenmare and we return to the peace and quiet of
our accommodation. When we make our way out for dinner, the sun is showing the colours
of the town off to its full advantage. The twilight in Ireland doesn’t fade until around 9.30pm.

Tonight we venture around to the Landsdowne Hotel, where most of the patrons are glued to
the transmission of the local Munster v. Ospreys rugby match, followed by highlights of
various football (soccer) matches. The Irish also refer to football as soccer, which I assume is
because football is Gaelic football. Which, I have learnt, has the same rules as hurling,
without the sticks!

The meal is once again superb pub grub; mushroom soup followed by cod for me and beef
and Guinness stew for Dave. And Guinness.

The musicians start setting up around 9.30pm and we have a bit of a laugh at the number of
trips back and forth they are making with their equipment.... they may as well be setting up
the London Philharmonic Orchestra with all their comings and goings. It’s nearly 10pm and
they’re nowhere near looking like they’ll be striking up a beat so we head home. Big day,
done good!

Sunday – Day 7

Easter Sunday. There’s a lovely wee church just down the way which seems like an
appropriate place to go. The front doors are locked closed and, as I leave, I meet the
delightful Fr. Leo, coming through the gates. I ask if he’s unlocking the church and he says
no, he doesn’t have the keys, but Fr. Sean should be along any time. He asks if I’m wanting to
come in to pray and, if so, he’ll take me in through the sacristy. Once inside he takes my
hand and says “Will you do me a favour.... say a prayer for me.” What a gem.

Brekkie is another fabulous food fest. Noreen does a wonderful juice, called a Zingy, which
we enjoyed yesterday. It seems to be a mix of orange and possibly cranberry, with ginger
root. A great start to the day. Again, we enjoy rhubarb and muesli and have both opted for
the “Full Irish”. What more can I say?

We head out to the Beara Peninsula, a place which Neil assures us is every bit as beautiful as
the Ring of Kerry, just less publicised.



The Beara Way is every bit as beautiful as the Ring of Kerry, albeit slightly different scenery.
The furthest point of the peninsula opens into the wilds of the ocean, with a channel that runs
furiously between the mainland and Dursey Island, which is connected by a cable car.

The continuance of the coast is a plethora of hills, verdant pastures and blue water, spotted
intermittently with houses, ruins and sheep.

I note the many mussel sticks in the water and we discuss the fact that there must be
somewhere close by, selling mussels. And wallah! We come across Kilmackillogue....set
against the sparkling water and a place, as Dave observes, you have to stop at.



There is a lively crowd, sitting along the waterfront adjacent Teddy O’Sullivan’s pub/B&B. We
pull up a pew and are seated next to a local crowd, the women who have been indulging in
a few white wines and are badly sunburnt and the men who join them from the golf course.
The stories from the golf are made more hilarious by the fact they are so difficult to
understand.

We note some references to the “fookin’ tee” and the fact the opponent has cheated and
therefore must shout beers but the whole post match review is full of good banter, much
laughter and great camaraderie. At which time another bottle of white is retrieved from the
boot of the car.

We resist the urge to forge our way through the Healy Pass and continue up the coast to the
Gleninchaquin Heritage Park, which Noreen has recommended and is written up as one of
the ten best experiences in the world. While it’s a lovely spot, it probably only rates as being
in the top ten if you haven’t visited the other nine! The Heritage Park has an old cottage that
is being restored and the history of the area is set out in incredible detail. The famine
devastated the valley – of the 99 people who were recorded as living there in 1841, no trace
exists today of any of their descendants. The restored cottage is typical of the 19th century; a
fireplace and chimney and an uphill gable protected by thatch.

The lifestyle was one of subsistence with little margin for the unexpected such as potato
blight. Many people, even up to the 1950’s, went barefoot, some owned a pair of boots for
Sunday mass and special occasions. The only commodity that was plentiful was water.



It was our intention to have our run in the Heritage Park but the surface doesn’t lend itself to
running, being very uneven. We enjoy a brisk walk, with a bit of a run here and there and
chat with Peggy, the owner and friend of Noreen’s, who stalks the car park assiduously to
secure the €5 entry fee.

We return home with the initial intention of doing a pre-pack for our journey tomorrow.... but
it’s getting late and who gives a toss. I know that anything done tonight will be a job saved
tomorrow so give it my best shot.

We return to the Coachman and there are quite a few more people tonight than on Friday
night. We assume our position at the bar and order a couple of Guinness. The last supper......
chowder and roast leg of Kerry lamb (reluctantly, due to the number of extremely cute
sheep we’ve seen of late). Unbelievably good!

We also do some people watching.... particularly the couple who take up seats to our right
and get right into it with a Grand Marnier each. Followed by another Grand Marnier.
Followed by a pint of Guinness each. Followed by another two Grand Marniers (each) and
another two pints (each) as the night goes on. My fear is he’ll be driving home! Makes our
couple of Guinness seem like a meeting of the wowser association.

An exceptionally good night, marking an exceptionally good ending to our time over here.

Monday – Day 8

Home day. Bah humbug. But.... there is always Noreen’s breakfast to brighten the day. Fruit &
muesli (predictable) and Dave has succumbed to the amazing Pears with Blue Cheese and
Bacon.... as do I. We chat for quite a while with Neil, who tells us their daughter is intending to
study aviation and airport management at Cork Uni, with the ongoing ambition of being a
pilot.



We finalise our packing.... stuffing things into our ports, as well as our London Marathon carry
bags, in the vain hope we don’t get caught out for overloading. We catch up with Noreen
on our way out and talk travel tales. They have been the best of hosts and Noreen tells us
they’ll miss us and to keep in touch. I think we will.

One more task before we leave the beautiful Kenmare. I wanted to purchase a piece of
jewellery that embellishes the Celtic spirit (that’s Celtic as in ‘Keltic’, not as in ‘Seltic’, which is
restricted only to football teams). I love the Celtic cross but have been unable to find
anything worth buying, as most jewellery and keepsakes are found in souvenir stores. There
are a couple of lovely stores in Kenmare though and we set out to investigate. Unfortunately,
the fact it’s Easter Monday means most shops are shut. Luckily, we come across a lovely
jewellery store, although it features predominantly pieces that have stones in them. But the
Gods are smiling on me and I find the perfect Celtic cross, in sterling silver. It has the trinity,
another Celtic emblem is engraved on the cross.... perfect.

On our way to Cork airport but, as always, we can never resist the draw of the “scenic road”
and we deviate along the coast and through Kinsale, a gorgeous harbour side town that is
far too busy.

Strangely enough, when I was booking accommodation, my plan was to start in Kinsale, go
onto Kerry, up the west coast, back to Tipperary, then to Cork. As it turned out, I couldn’t get
accommodation in Kinsale and, as a result, planned our lap in reverse. It was the best
decision I could have made and obviously someone was looking out for us as I wouldn’t
have wanted it any other way. Our three days in Kenmare, over Easter, was absolutely the
most perfect way to end our trip to the Emerald Isle.

We arrive at Cork airport with a plan to check our baggage through and distract them from
noticing our excessive carry on. While we can’t check our bags through to Sydney there is no
attention paid to the large and cumbersome carryon bags. As it turns out, our ports are quite
ok.... mine just tops 20kg and Dave’s is 23kg. Not bad for a 20kg max.

We collect our ports in Heathrow and hoof it from terminal 1 to terminal 3, which is made
quite easy by way of underground walkthroughs. Check in is a breeze, a bit of friendly
banter, no problemos.



Now, the real challenge of the trip..... access to ‘the best airport lounge in the world’, the
Virgin Club. Just before entry Dave dons his rather impressive, red jacket, with “Virgin London
Marathon” emblazoned all over it. We carry our packs with the Virgin logo to the fore and
charge up to the entry desk. I forage through my bag as Dave explains we’ve been in
England, working on the Virgin London Marathon and desk lady says how much she likes his
jacket. I fish through my relevant documents, hand over our boarding passes and say “and
we’re gold members of Singapore airlines”. No worries, desk lady will just note down our
membership details, off we go, enjoy the flight. Yay! We have 3½ hours in the best lounge
ever.

We settle in, I have a champagne, Dave a beer. I head off for a shower, which is awesome
as Dave ponders having a haircut. Oh yes, the Cowshed (not sure where that name came
from) has a complete hairdressing salon for those who want to travel with manicured tresses.
Dave makes ‘an appointment’ for 8:15pm and goes off for his shower. This place is sublime
and I entertain myself with an Expresso Martini – so much better than the Baileys coffee I’d
been enjoying from time to time.

We peruse the papers to find that London has experienced the hottest Easter for 160 years!
People have flocked to the beaches. It’s also been the driest April on record, hence our
magnificent weather. Apart from an ever so slight drizzle, we’ve not seen rain in the whole
three weeks we’ve been away.

It’s been the most fabulous trip and it’s ended much too soon.


