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The Square, New Town Centre, Tallaght. In the foreground will be the site for the new 
Regional Hospital and Sports Complex, on the left is Tallaght Village and in the background 
is St. Maelruan's. 



INTRODUCTION 
The Tallaght Heritage Teamwork Scheme was set up in July 1989 and 

lasted until March 1990. The scheme was funded by FAS and managed by 
a committee made up of members of the Tallaght Historical Society, and 
people interested in local history and orienteering. Tallaght Youth Service 
helped initiate the scheme and provided advice and support throughout. 
The purpose of the scheme was to produce a booklet of walks in the neigh
bourhood of Tallaght, emphasising the history of the area to help Tallaght 
people of all ages to become more aware of the rich history which 
surrounds them. 

The final team were: 
Niamh Drew: Supervisor and Illustrations 
Irene Coady: Research 
Jackie OToole: Research 
Geraldine Clarke: Text and Typing 
Siobhan O'Connor: Research 
Lily Raftery: Research 

Others involved were: 
Elizabeth Cleary Sara Howlin 
John Kelly Tricia Nugent 
Jane Bingham Alan Deegan 
Sophie Hamilton Noel Hamilton 
Leann Jones Anthony McDonald 

The committee included Liam Collins, Willie Young, Pat O'Neill, Mary 
McNally and Tony Esmond. Therese Kane, Community Development 
Worker, with the Tallaght Youth Service, worked with the committee in an 
advisory capacity and Jim Ryan, Youth Officer, with the Tallaght Youth 
Service, helped the Teamworkers with job seeking skills. 
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Preface 
We would like to think that our booklet will help 
Tallaght folk and other Dubliners to know the new 
town and its environs. We hope it will help them to 
imagine the people who lived here in ages past and 
their ways of life - the primitive Parthalonians, the 
monastic settlements, the coming of the Normans 
and theircolonisation, the raids of the O'Byrnes and 
OTooles on their sturdy mountain ponies, the build
ing of castles and fortified houses to protect the 
Norman Settlements and their homes and stock. 
Then in more peaceful times, the big houses and the 
people who lived in them. 

St. Colmcille, Red Hugh O'Donnell, Dean Swift, 
Lord Edward Fitzgerald, Robert Emmet in his green 
and gold uniform, Daniel O'Connell, John Devoy, 
Patrick Pearse; all passed through Tallaght. And on 
the other side, body snatchers, highwaymen, and 
other rogues were here too. Think about all of them 
as Tallaght expands with more houses and more 
businesses, The Square, the Superbowl, the new 
Garda Station, and of course the planned Regional 
Technical College, and the Regional Hospital, making 
new history every day. 
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Tallaght 

St. Maelruan's Tree 

Irelands early history, like that of many other countries, is composed of 
legends faithfully handed down by word of mouth. In Ireland's case, the 
number of ancient graves and cromlechs show that the country was 
occupied some thousands of years before Christ. Nowhere are these 
monuments so closely scattered as in the hills south west of Dublin where 
passage graves, cist and barrow graves abound, and so give substance to 
the legends. 

It is said that, being expelled from Greece after a failed rebellion, 
Parthalon and his family and following first landed on the Kerry coast and 
later made their way along the coast until they reached Dublin Bay and 
landed near Howth. Here they settled and for some hundreds of years 
increased and multiplied, gradually occupying all the land from Meath to 
the hills. They brought with them their burial rituals and customs and we 
find their passage graves on Seefin, Seehan etc, and the smaller barrow 
and cist graves at lower levels. 
Then plague struck and according to all the earliest written records, in a 
short time over nine thousand had died, five thousand of these in one 
week, and according to the oldest records all of them were buried in 
Tallaght - Taimhleacht - Plague Grave. The area where they were buried 
is believed to have been on the south west side of St. Maelruan's Church. 
After that there is no record of Tallaght until 766 AD when it is recorded that 
there was a small religious settlement called Tamlachtense Monasterium. 
Four years later St. Maelruan came to take charge and under his guidance 
the monastery was greatly enlarged and peace, piety and plenty prevailed 
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throughout the ecclesiastical 
houses of this land. It is said he 
was called "The Bright Son of 
Ireland". The High King 
Donnchadh, 766-792 is said to 
have bestowed the site on St. 
Maelruan. The great monastic 
movement of reform, which he 
started, spread to Lindisfarne 
in England, and even through 
Europe. It was known as Ceilidh 
De or Friends of God, later 
shortened to Culdees. The diet 
was strict and St. Maelruan was 
especially against intoxicating 
drink! St. Maelruan was joined 
in Tallaght by St. Aengus. To- Remains of Talla^ht Castle 

gether they composed one of the most ancient of our manuscripts "The 
Martyrology of Tallaght" which is preserved in the Burgundian Library in 
Brussels. St. Aengus also wrote "The Festilogium of St. Aengus". 
The Fosse or boundary ditch of the monastery can be traced on the west 
side of St. Maelruan's Church and recent excavations have again high
lighted it. From that time on, the Monastery of Tallaght continued to be a 
centre of religious learning. 
A walnut tree, which survived being split in two by lighting, still thrives in 
what is now the Dominican grounds and is said to have been planted by 
St. Maelruan. 
The Danes attacked Tallaght in 811 but it survived to the Norman 

Conquest and became a village of the Pale. It was given into the charge 
of the Cathedral of St. Patrick and the Archbishop of Dublin, De Bicknor, 
who built Tallaght Castle in 1324 and was the first Norman Prelate to live 
in Tallaght. The castle, with the exception of the 14th century tower, was 
demolished by Archbishop Hadley in 1729 and the large episcopal palace 
was built. The archbishop ceased residing there in the late 18th century 
and it fell into decay. It was sold to a Major Palmer in 1822 on condition that 
he demolished the palace. Having done so he built a house near where the 
Retreat House now stands. He sold the property to Sir John Lentaigne who 
sold it to the Dominicans in 1842. And so Tallaght has continued to be a 
religious centre almost since the coming of Christianity to Ireland. A 
church for the use of the laity of the area had been built outside the Palace 
grounds. The present St. Maelruan's Church was built close beside it. The 
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architect Semple designed it and used the stone from the old church to build it. 
The old 14th. century bell tower which incorporated the priests residence was 
left intact, and you can see the mark in the stonework of where the older chu rch 
joined it. The church built by the Dominicans in memory of their famous 
preacher Fr. Tom Bruke, was extended when the Dominicans took over the 
careof the ParishofTallaght. The architect of the extension, Edward Brady won 
a special award for the design, during European Architectural year in 1975. 
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St. Maelruan's Tower 



Walk 1 
5 V4 miles approx. 
1 3/4 hours at 3mph. 
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WALK 1 
Gathering Point - The Dominican Priory 
Distance - 5V4 miles approximately 
Time - 174 hours @ 3 miles per hour and viewing time 

Turn right as you leave the Priory and again right at the Dragon Inn. Behind 
the "Dragon" was the bath house of the old palace of the Archbishops of 
Dublin. Part of the river Muireann was diverted to serve the bath house and 
it was in this area that Talbot of Belgard Castle made a daring jump across 

the riverto escape the Cromwel-
lian forces and the name "Talbot's 
Leap" remained. 
Walking toward St. Maelruan's 

Church, you are on one of Ire
land's most ancient sites, that of 
the Parthalonian Settlement. 
Believed to have come from 
Greece originally, the Parthalo-
nians had settled in the Liffey 
Valley; from Howth to the hills 
where they flourished and multi
plied for over three thousand 
years. Then suddenly they were 
struck by a plague and in one 
week five thousand died, and so 
Tallaght got its name - Taimh 
leacht - plague grave. The main 
burial is believed to have been 
from what is now West Park to 

MCW^ 
The Dragon Inn. 

the travellers tigfns on the Belgard Road, but many ancient graves have 
been found from Greenhills to the mountains. 
On the left you pass St. Maelruan's Church with its ancient Norman tower. 
Turn right again onto the Belgard Road, on your left is the space where 
Tallaght Hospital will eventually stand. A large house on that site, which 
had until 1982 been the headquarters of Bord na gCapal, was burnt down 
in 1983. It had earlier been the rectory for St. Maelruan's Church. Still on 
the left is the busy new industrial estate of Cookstown, on what was once 
Tallaght Aerodrome. In 1917, the Royal Flying Corps was expanded into 
Ireland by the setting up of eight aerodromes, and Tallaght was among the 
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first. It was not retained after the treaty of 1922, and shortly afterwards Mr. 
Gallagher who had been Crown Solicitor in Donegal, bought a lot of the 
land and set up Urney Chocolate Factory in the disused aerodrome 
buildings. Until it was closed down by its new owners, Premier Dairies 

about 1980, it was the major 
employer in the area with a 
staff of over six hundred. Re
lated businesses employed al
most as many. On the opposite 
side where Jacobs or Irish 
Biscuits is now, with all the 
other new industries, there were 
large farms supplying Dublin 
with milk, meat and vegetables. 
FurtherdowntheBelgardRoad 
is the monument to Andrew 
Cullen Tynan, the father of 
Katherine Tynan, a major Irish 
poetess and writer from 1861 
to 1931. The modern genera
tion will know more of his great 
grandson the comedian, Dave 
Allen. Before you turn to the 
right into Ballymount Road, at 

Baiiymount Gate House. t h e Belgard traffic lights, look 

down the road to Belgard Castle, one of the line of frontier castles to 
protect the Pale from the OTooles and O'Byrnes of Wicklow, who con
stantly harassed the Norman settlers and stole their cattle. Below Belgard 
Castle, also on the left is Newlands Golf Club, once Newlands House, 
residence of Arthur Wolfe, Lord Kilwarden, Chief Justiceof Ireland in 1795 
-1803 period. Although it was well known that he had done all in his power 
for Lord Edward Fitzgerald, Tone, Emmet and for Father James Harold of 
Rathcoole, he was killed by some of Emmets followers. 
As you go down Ballymount Road, you pass on your left the Tynan Home, 
Whitehall, where all the giants of the Irish Literary Movement were enter
tained, Yeat's, Russel (A.E.), Pearse, Padraig Colum, Gogarty and so 
many others. Follow the road past St. Killian's Church, Kingswood Heights 
and watch out for an opening on your left, which takes you to what is left 
of Ballymount Castle. Little remains of this extremely large and important 
ediface, which must have controlled access to Dublin from the south. 
There is a gatehouse and the cairn and mounds from which the area got 
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its name - Baile Mota. The mounds have not been excavated but archaeologists 
believe them to be a State Neolithic burial ground, among the oldest in Ireland, 
one they would like to have excavated. 
As you return to the road you pass, on your left, the remains of the entrance 

to Kilnamanagh House and Castle, demolished by the developers of the 
modern Kilnamanagh Estate. Also eliminated was all trace of the ancient mo
nastic settlement, graveyard and holy well of Kilnamanagh - the church of the 
monks. One of the new residents dug up an ancient sword in his garden and 
donated it to the museum. 
Take the right turn at the roundabout and come up to Ballymount Road Upper, 
to just below the Cuckoos Nest Public House. Much of Georgian Dublin was 
bu ilt out of the sand of this area, and taking out the sand many strange remains 
were found including, according to Handcock in his "History of Tallaght", some 
of the oldest human remains found in the country. 
Continue up the Greenhills Road back to Tallaght. From the grounds of 

Gallaghers factory, a little river goes under the road and down through Bancroft 
Park, and that is part of the River Poddle, which was one of Dublin's main 
sources of water in ancient times. 
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Walk 2 
5 V4 miles approx. 
1 3/ hours at 3mph 
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Walk 2 
Gathering point - The Dominican 
Priory 
Distance - 5V4 miles approxi
mately 
Time - 13/4 hours @ 3 miles per 
hour and viewing time 

Turn left when you leave the Pri
ory main gate and cross at the 
traffic lights on the Main road. Here 
on the left, where the shopping 
centre now stands, until recently, 
was Bancroft Castle. It was an
other of the fortified houses of the 
Pale. Like Kilnamanagh, there was The Fox's covert. 
a main big room/barn downstairs, where the cattle and horses were 
gathered in, when a raid was threatened. Up a winding stone stairway, two 
floors above that, was the accommodation of the family. Good example of 
these houses can be seen at Three Castles beyond Blessington, or in 
Newcastle. Just in front of Bancroft Castle, before the houses were built, 

j 
Main Street. 
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was the stand for theTallaght Motor Races. The Leinster Trophy compe
tition was held here from 1935 on a six mile lap down the Main Road to 
Templeogue Bridge, then right over the bridge, then right again up the 
Firhouse Road to Oldbawn (now Bridget Burke's), and back to Tallaght. 
Many international drivers took part. The total distance covered was about 
204 miles! With plenty of spills and excitment. The pits were where the 
carpark for Super Valu is now. There were also motorcycle races on the 
same circuit. 
Go down the Main Road turning left at Castle Tymon road, keep to that 

road past St. Aengus Church until you see a Celtic Cross on your left. This 
is one of a number erected, in the farms during a cattle plague, when a 
holyman told the farmers the plague would cease. Tradition said it did. 
Cross the road and enter the Tymon Park. As you take the path across the 
park you cross the remains of Tymon Lane where yet another castle stood 
- Tymon Castle, which belonged to a branch of the Talbot family of Belgard 
Castle. 
Coming out of the park at Wellington Road (once lane), turn right. On your 
left is Templeogue Graveyard and the remains of an old church. This was 
erected in the seventeenth century to serve the local Protestant commu
nity but these were few and after a very short time the church was 
abandoned and fell into decay. The graveyard continued to be used and 
has some interesting gravestones. Immediately beyond this, until very 
recently stood the towering remains of Templeogue Mills. Originally a 
calico and cloth mill - in its later days a flour mill. It was knocked down to 
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Medieval Castle House 

widen the road. Keep 
left and just beyond the 
mills is Templeogue 
House. Originally be
longing to the Talbot 
family, the house has 
had many interesting 
owners. The old city wa
tercourse, fed by the 
Poddle, ran right under 
the house. The archway 

"•A S which Dublin County 
££_ ^Council preserved, was 
v^S^ part of the beautiful land

scaped gardens which 
included waterfalls and 
streams. 
On the opposite side of 
the road is Kilvare 
House, now Cheever
stown House because 

the orphanage which had been at Cheeverstown, between Tallaght and 
Clondalkin, was moved here in the 1930s. It is now a Centre for Mentally 
Handicapped, with very modern, independent living accommodation for 
some of the patients. Just to the left, nearer Templeogue Bridge, lived the 
celebrated poet Austin Clarke. 
Turn back now towards Tallaght. By the roundabout you will see a lane to 
the left, locally known as the Strand. There were a number of cottages 
down there at one time. 
Next you will see on your left one of the oldest surviving houses in the area 
- Spawell House - once Spawell Inn. At one time there was a very 
fashionable Spa there, much frequented during the seventeenth and 
eighteenth centuries. 
Behind Spawell and parallel with the bypass, flows the Dodder, and, as 

long ago all power was supplied by watermills, there were a number of 
these between here and Tallaght. First the Bella Vista Mills, near where the 
new bridge to Firhouse now stands. On the Tallaght side of the bridge is 
the old City Weir, built in 1244 AD and still as beautiful and just as 
functional as when it was built. Nearer to Tallaght was the Bolbrook Mills 
and behind where Super Valu now stands, was Manor Mills. Bella Vista 
was a paper mills. The other two were flour mills. 
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Walk 3 
7 V4 miles approx. 
2 V2 hours at 3mph. ffrjfi 



Walk 3 
Gathering Point: The Dominican Priory. 
Distance - 7V4 miles approximately 
Time - 2V2 hours @ 3 miles per hour and viewing time 

Turn right when you leave the Priory and keep to the footpath right round 
to Belgard Road traffic lights. You will pass, on your right, the site of the 
new Regional Technical College on what was the Dominican Farm. Old 
Tallaght residents still call it Lentaigne's, after the family who sold the land 
to the Dominicans. On the left is the old Garda Barracks, now Fanagans 
Funeral Parlour. The Portacabin, which housed the Heritage Team, was 
located behind Fanagans by kind permission of the owners, and their 
manager Andrew O'Donnell was very helpful to the Teamworkers. Also on 
the left is St. Maelruan's Church of Ireland, built in 1829 on the site of an 
earlier church. The tower adjoining it was built in the 14th century. 

Go straight across 
the traffic lights. On 
your left is the new 
Garda Barracks 
known as 
"Southfork" for its re
semblance to the 
ranch in the famous 
soap opera, Dallas. 
Rumour has it that 
there will be a new 

The Blessington Tram. s p o r t s C 0 n t r e b e s j d e 

it. Next to that is the new town centre - The Square - which we are looking 
forward to seeing in operation in October 1990. 
On the opposite side of the road was the old entrance to the Rectory of St. 
Maelruan's, later Bord na gCapal. It was burnt down in 1983. It was a very 
large house with fine stable yards, and the Miss Minchams, (daughters of 
the last rector to live there) used to ride sidesaddle to the hunts. 

Next, on the right, was Bathampton Lodge and Airfield, which was 
occupied by Nora Tynan O'Mahony and her family, and like Whitehall (see 
walk 1) famous artists and literary giants were entertained there. It is said 
that Jack B Yeats got the idea for his two paintings of Glenasmole from the 
beautiful view from the end window of Airfield. On the left side of the road 
were Bathampton Cottages, all have been demolished. 
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Behind the rectory, stretching far away, was Tallaght Aerodrome which 
had a short life in the British time. Airmen say it was unsuitable as the down 
draught from the mountains caused a few crashes. Now it is a hive of 
industrial acitivity as Cookstown Industrial Estate. 

Before you come to Springfield Estate you pass St. John of God Remedial 
Centre which is doing wonderful work for the Tallaght children. Springfield, 
Virginia and Fettercairn were all names of farms. Mooney's of Springfield 
and Fettercairn specialised in growing potatoes for market. It should be re
membered that vegetables grown on Crumlin and Tallaght farms were 
shipped by the Mailboat from Dunlaoghaireto Hollyhead, and were on sale 
the day after they were picked, in Covent Garden, in London, at six o'clock 
in the morning. Boothman's of Virginia was a mixed farm as was Foxe's 
next door to them. Kavanagh's was a dairy farm supplying milk to the city. 
Fast ponies with light carts took the milk in the afternoon and in the early 
hours of the morning. The ponies knew their roads and flew along with bells 
jingling on their harness. 
Fettercairn House was built by Scottish settlers named Browne in the 

nineteenth century. They brought the name with them from their old home. 
Out in the fields on the left was Cheeverstown House and Castle. Also 
there was a tall gaunt building, which, until it moved to Templeogue in the 
1930s, was the Cheeverstown Home, then an orphanage. When adoption 
was legalised, few children were left in orphanages and the Cheeverstown 
Home became a home for the mildly mentally handicapped. Roadstone 
bought the Cheeverstown House farm and got planning permission for 
their enormous works, subject to the ruling that when they had finished 
with it, the ground would be reclaimed and reseeded for agriculture, but 
since urban development has got much closer, it may not be possible. The 



St. John of God's, Main Road. 

remains of Cheever-
stown Castle are partly 
covered by modern 
rubble. 

Return to Jobstown 
traffic lights and turn 
right for Jobstown. Two 
pleasant detached 
houses, Brookfield and 
Whitestown House 
were on the right. Nei
ther had large acreage 
and were usually occu
pied by business or pro
fessional people from 
the city. Jobstown 
House was also in this 
area and the ancient 

Castle of Jobstown which was pulled down just one hundred years ago. On 
the left is the Jobstown Inn. It would be very difficult to say how long an Inn 
has existed on this site. It was the centre for groceries and hardware, as 
well as drink for a large area, but it will be remembered through "Malachi 
Horan Remembers". It was here he listened into Radio Eireann in 1943 to 
the "launch" of his book by Dr. Little, see page 69. Jobstown was also a 
famous stop on the Streamtram route. Most of your walk from Tallaght has 
been along the route of the old Steamtram which operated from Terenure 
Cross to Blessington and Poulaphuca from 1888 to 1934. Many people 
were served by this line and quite a few were killed by the tram. The last 
tram at night only ran to Jobstown and when it arrived, often late, pony 
traps and gigs would be waiting to take the passengers home. Trap drivers 
had to cover the ponies heads in case they took fright at the noisy engine 
belching smoke. The Steamtram also carried cattle, sand, stone, timber 
and hardware, and of course the post bags for all the local post offices. An 
important and well paying service was carrying supplies and soldiers for 
the large British Army camp at Kilbride. It is said that there were over 
twelve thousand troops there in 1914. The soldiers were very agreeable 
customers on the tram, and when the tram sometimes ran off the rails, they 
were always ready to lift it back on. Of course, for this reason, during the 
Rebellion and Troubles, the line was ambushed several times by the IRA. 
Just a little above the Jobstown Inn on the right hand side is Kiltalown 

House. This was another very pleasant residence, but again with a 
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comparitively small farm, so all its owners were either of independent 
means or business or professional people. There had been a very ancient 
church near where the house stands. 
It is stated that this was knocked down by a Mr. Carpenter, who built the 

present house, which is now a community centre. In 1988 it was damaged 
by fire and a FAS team are restoring it at present. It should be very 
interesting to visit when it is finished. 
On the opposite side of the road was De Selby Quarry. The stone was 
quarried high up on the hill and transported to the roadside by an elaborate 
system of cables and buckets. At one time, with the help of a German 
engineer, beautiful tiles were manufactured, but the coming of lino and 
plastic made it uneconomic and the quarry was sold by the De Selby 
sisters in 1955 to Roadstone. The late Mrs. De Selby caused a Marian 
Grotto to be built up the road near the ancient holy well, and on the 15th 
of August every year a crowd of people assemble for devotions. Mrs. De 
Selby was assisted by the quarry manager, the late Mr. Tierney, and 
members of his family have always attended. Because of its dangerous 
condition, admission to the quarry is strictly by permission of Roadstone 
Ltd. 
Turn back now and walk back to the Jobstown Inn. Just beyond it on the 
right is Killinarden Estate and beyond it Whitestown Industrial Estate. At 
the back of Whitestown stood Lily Vale House. Like other houses, it has 
been demolished but it will always be famous as the birthplace of the 
famous journalist William Howard Russell, whose reports on war and 
peace were so respected that they helped to overthrow the party then in 
government in London. He received many decorations from all over the 
world and was eventually knighted and became Honorary Secretary to 
Edward VII, then Prince of Wales. He was a great friend of Dickens 
Thackeray and Dion Boucicault of the Irish Theatre. He died in 1907 and 
there is a bust of him in St. Pauls Cathedral, London. By now you will be 
on your way back to Tallaght, go through the new Watergate Park, which 
has been so beautifully laid out by the County Council. Wouldn't it be nice 
to have a copy of Russell's bust erected in the park? 
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Impression of the new Town Centre when complete. 



Walk 4 
5 V2 miles approx. 
2 hours at 3mph. BrJfJMnMkE: 
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Walk 4 
Gathering point - Bridget Burke's Public House 
Distance - 5V2 miles approximately 
Time - 2 hours @ 3 miles per hour and viewing time. 

The Hell Fire Club 1779. 

Your main walking starts at Bridget Burke's Public House. This pub was 
known for many long years as Kennedy's of Oldbawn, a long thatched 
building, which in the old days of "Bar and Grocery" was the main stay of 
all the surrounding country. From there walk to the new roundabout with, 
on the right, the newest County Council estate in Tallaght, Ballycragh, the 
house design and layout of which being the best in the new town. 
Follow up along the Oldcourt Road and on the left is the ruin of Allenton 

House and Killininny Tower. Allenton House which was near Killininny, 
was built by Sir Timothy Allen, who was the Lord Mayor of Dublin in 1762. 
He died in 1772. A memorial was erected in St. Maelruan's Church, 
Tallaght. Allen built his house on the lands formerly owned by Walter de 
Ridelsfort, who was a very powerful man at one time. There was a mon
astery and mill on the lands and before becoming the property of Allen, 
they were owned by the DeMerisco and the De Ashbourne families, (these 

21 



like the Ridelsforts were members of the first Norman families to divide the 
land after the conquest in the twelfth century). The house was built on a 
vaulted chamber and faced west. There were many outhouses at the back 
and the main door was very large. Allenton House, however, met the fate 
of many other historical residences in the twentieth century. It was 
destroyed despite the best efforts of the Tallaght Historical Society, An 
Taisce etc. The de
struction received a 
lot of coverage in the 
newspapers (article 
available in "St. 
Maelruan's and Tal
laght"). 

Above Allenton 
House on the right of 
Oldcourt Cottages, 
was Dollymount 
House also known as 
the Long House or 
Mount Pelier House, 
built by the Earl of 
Ely in the eighteenth 
century. The view 
over Dublin Bay is 
well worth the walk if 
you don't feel like the 
long walk tothe "Hell 
Fire Club". 

Orlagh College, 
which lies on your 
right as you go up 
Oldcourt Road, is the 
next point of interest. 
Orlagh, once called 
Footmount, was built St OolmcUle's Well. 

around 1790 by Lundy Foot, a well off Dublin snuff merchant who was also 
a magistrate, (remember that snuff was extremely fashionable in those 
days, and every gentleman carried his jewelled or enamelled snuff box). 
Daniel O'Connell was a guest in Footmount and was said to have advised 
Lundy Foot on the trial and execution of three men named Kearney (father 
and two sons), for the murder of a gamekeeper. Their execution made Foot 
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the most hated man in the country and he was, in 1835, hacked to death 
on his property in Kilkenny after an initial attempt on his life failed. Some 
years later the property passed to the Augustinian Order who extended it 
as their noviciate. Although the Augustinians extended the house they 
preserved many of the more important features. 
Outside Orlagh College, directly across the road, at the top of Ballycullen 
Road is St. Colmcille's Holy Well. Here you must follow Patrick Pearse's 
example and bathe your eyes. Is is said that St. Columcille rested here and 
blessed the well on his way to Glendalough and so multitudes of people 
have come for a cure for sore eyes. The feast is on the 9th of June and a 
Feis is held every year afterthetradition of the ancient "patterns". It is also 
said that Red Hugh O'Donnell and his companions passed this way on 
their way to Fiach McHugh's stronghold at Glenmalure after their escape 
from Dublin Castle. 
A little further up the road and you will pass the quiet, well kept Jewish 
Cemetery. On up the hill for the turn right towards Killakee House. On the 
left is Mount Venus with its massive cromlech said to be the largest in 
Ireland. 
Climb with the view of the Pine Forest on your left until you reach the site 
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of the beautiful mansion and gardens of Killakee House. The house was 
built by a Colonel White, but later passed to Lord Massey who died in 1910. 
Lord Massey lived very extravagantly, entertaining King Edward VII and 
other famous people. When his son succeeded to the title, the estate was 
heavily in debt. He married in 1919 and had one son. The house was 
frequently raided by opposing sides during the Rebellion and later during 
the Civil War. Lord Massey could not afford to repair the house and went 
to live in the gatelodge. The lands were acquired by the Land Commission 
who demolished the remains of the house in 1939. The stableyards were 
on the right-hand side of the road and they have been turned into a 
restaurant and art centre now known as Killakee House and Restaurant. 
It is said to be haunted and RTE have done a programme about it. 
After Killakee House you come to the stiff climb up to Mount Pelier also 

known as the "Hell Fire Club". Access is gained through the car park on the 
right. It is worth all the effort for the magnificent view. Here, on a clear day, 
you can identify landmarks in up to twelve counties. September is sup
posed to be the best month to see them all. What can one say about this 
extraordinary building? Still standing after 265 years of wind and weather. 
It was built in 1725 by William Connolly, Speaker of the Irish House of 
Commons, as a shooting lodge. He is said to have used the stones of a 
prehistoric monolith and perhaps this is how the building got its fearsome 
reputation. Speaker Connolly is said to have built it where it could be seen 
from his home, Castletown House, Celbridge and vice versa. The name 
"Hell Fire Club" comes from a club of wild young "gentlemen" who used to 
meet in a tavern on Cork Hill, outside the Castle gates in Dublin. They were 
thrown out of Dublin by the authorities because of their bad behaviour, and 
then made Mount Pelier their meeting place and we all know the story of 
the man who bent under the table to pick up a playing card and saw that 
his neighbour had a cloven hoof! You need no story on the way back down 
with new vistas of beauty at every turn. 

St. Columcille's Well 
As I went out from Dublin 
To climb mount Pelier Hill, 
To Killakee and Fetherbed 
and up the mountain still. 

My thoughts were scare a penny-worth, 
Until I chanced to see 
The name of dear Saint Columcille 
Bright-lettered on a tree. 
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A rugged stile, a rustic bridge 
Soon added to the spell: 
They led me to a lovely Shrine 
Beside a holy Well. 

A statue of the Saint is there: 
He looks so young and sweet, 
In robe of white, with script and staff 
And sandals on his feet. 

In olden times, in golden times. 
I hear the waters say: 
Saint Columcille from Tolka side. 
Came wandering up this way. 

0 bless the Lord, bright noon-day sun, 
Fair land and shining sea, 
Clear springing water, happy stream, 
Come, praise His name with me. 

And so the memory that we keep, 
The story that we tell: 
The Saint, the blessing and the prayer 
Beside his holy Well. 
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Walk 5 
Gathering point - Bohernabreena 
Distance - 7 miles approximately 
Time - 2V2 hours @ 3 miles per hour and viewing time. 

Bohernabreena Waterworks 

Take the 49A bus to St. Anne's Chruch, Bohernabreena or park your car 
above the church. St. Anne's was built by local effort in 1868, replacing an 
older church nearby, two holy water fonts from the old church are in the 
entrance porch of the present church. 
Just below the church on the opposite side of the road (on you r left as you 
come from Tallaght) is Bohernabreena Graveyard. Every year in May, 
mass is said in the graveyard and the graves are blessed. Large crowds 
attend. The local people will tell you, even if the weather is bad, it will clear 
up while the ceremonies take place. 
Go up the road and take the right turn for Friarstown. At present there is 
an enormous ugly County Council refuse dump. Friarstown House was 
once the residence of Ponsonby Shaw, who had the grounds beautifully 
laid out. Many of you may recall when the low lying fields of the Dodder, 
right up to the bridge below the Waterworks were used as a dump, now 
they are pleasant green fields again. Hopefully the same will occur at Fri
arstown. 
Having passed the dump, continue past old and new houses and past 

Glassamucky School on the left. What a lovely place to go to school! Near 
the school is Annmount, where the Carmelite Brothers ran a school for all 
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the children of the glen from 1821 to 1887, without any grants or Govern
ment support. The place names are like music - Glenasmole, Glassmucky, 
Allagour, Annmount, Cunard, Piperstown, Castlekenny. 
On the hill near Cunard were once some buildings known as the ice 

houses where people were employed to produce ice for the well-off 
Dubliners. 
Near Cunard too, at the Brakes Crossroads, were four circles of stones 

set on edge, and on Cunard Hill is a large rock raised on three smaller ones 
known locally as the Shed Stone. Ask the local people to show you where 
it is, or if you prefer keep to the right of the cross roads. Pass five houses 
and watch for an iron gate, painted green with a small cross on the top. 
Remember to shut the gate and go on down the lane which zig-zags 
around the fields for a quarter of a mile before reaching Santan Graveyard. 
The ruined church is said to be one of the oldest in Ireland. There is also 
a very old font similar to the one in St. Maelruan's. 
On the right is St. Anne's Well where mass is said in August every year, 
attended by large crowds. The water from the well is said to cure sore eyes 
and stomach pains. 
The peace and silence of this place has to be experienced. The Reservoir 
lake is quite near and it is possible to walk around the lake but the path is 
not well kept and is slippery in places. From 1927 on, the peace must have 
been rudely shattered by the Leinster Motorcycle Club's Patland Cup 
Trials, held higher up the hill. You will probably feel like a rest and a picnic 
here before going back to the road. 
Turn right and continue up the narrowing valley until you pass Glenasmole 
Lodge (also known as Cobbe's Lodge or Heathfield Lodge) on your left. 
The house was built in 1792 by George Grierson, the Kings Printer. It has 
a very interesting history. It was burnt down early in the nineteenth century 
but rebuilt in 1812. Just inside the boundary wall is a large boulder called 
Finn McCool's Stone. This reminds us that Glenasmole was traditionally 
Finn's favourite hunting ground and many legends of the Fianna are 
centered on this glen. 
Cross the little bridge over the headwaters of the Dodder and before 

entering the waterworks be sure to acquire your permit. Enter by the upper 
gate and walk down by the lakes to the entrance by the Bohernabreena 
Bridge. As you walk down, on your right is Mount Pelier and the Hell Fire 
Club, behind you is Kippure and on your left Glassavullaun and Ballymore 
Finn. This truly beautiful reservoir supplies millions of gallons of water to 
the city and surrounding area each year. The treatment works are at 
Ballyboden. The bridge was built across a very narrow part of the glen in 
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1837. Return now along the pleasant road to a right hand uphill turn which 
brings you back to Bohernabreena Church and transport home. 
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Drawing of a Forge. 
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Some of the team, Patricia, Lily, Niamh, Jackie and Noel. 
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The Stone Crusher at Old Bawn. Back row; Mr. Munro, Tommy Cullen, ?, Dudley Dolan, ?, 
Edward Downes, Michael Healy, ?, Mr. Grierson, Jack Smullen, ?. Front row; Johnny Cullen, 
?, Simon Corcoran, ?, ?, Paddy McCabe, Edward Corcoran, ?. 
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Slibh-Carra, quarry and crusher 
Ballad 1926 

At the bridge in Oldbawn in 1926 
A Scotch road-making company their plant did erect 
When the plant was constructed and ready for going 
They sent out an order for lots of green stone. 
Thomas Corcoran took the contract for stones to supply 
At five shillings per ton, as they said they would buy. 

So they all met together and each man agreed 
As the price was alright they were badly in need. 
So the work it began and the Quarries got light 
They were quarrying and pounding and sledging all night. 
So they just held a meeting one day on their own 
to hire a borer to blast out the stone. 

When the meeting came off they could not agree 
The borer was taken over by a man named Tom Lee 
He opened his Quarry on Mount Pelier Hill and hole after 
hole it is there he did drill. 
As the blasting began showers of spalls they came down 
With the blasting and boring they shook Friarstown 
And the likes of such stones you never have seen 
That is now coming down from the Boring Machine. 

During the blasting you'll quite understand 
The stones they came down on Pat Grimes's land 
When Pat saw the stones he said to Munroe: 
"If I don't get compensation that borer must go!" 
The company refused compensation to pay 
So they went to law without further delay 
When the law it was over it is pleasing to tell 
Grimes got compensation and things went on well. 

They are now as united as a King and Queen 
Here's luck to Tom Lee and his boring machine. 
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Walk 6 
5 miles approx. 
1 3/4 hours at 3mph. 
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Walk 6 
Gathering point - The Dominican Priory 
Distance - 73/4 miles approximately 
Time - 2V2 hours @ 3 miles per hour and viewing time. 

Malachi Horan's Cottage. 

Turn right at the Priory gate and walk up the Main Street to the new statue 
erected as a result of a competition, run by Dublin County Council. It was 
left up to the people of Tallaght to decide on the winning idea. It was the 
design of Dick Joynt of Athy, Co. Kildare, and it is called "The Victors". It 
represents the women of Tallaght, struggling to rear and educate their 
children. It was unveiled on June 24 1989, by the late Sean Walsh, Fianna 
Fail TD. Chairman of the County Council. 
Beyond the statue on the other side of the road was the forge and next to 

that, the harness-maker, two of the most important businesses in any 
village up to the 2nd World War, when the dramatic change over to tractors 
took place, and carting, ploughing etc, were speeded up, and horses dis
appeared from the farms. 
Turn left by the statue and cross at the pedestrian lights to the other side 
of the road. Cross the Dual Carriageway at the lights and walk to the right, 
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through the new Watergate Park until you reach Killinarden Estate. On 
your left is the fastly developing Whitestown Industrial Estate. All this land 
was once rich agricultural land with prosperous farms. Being so close to 
Dublin gave them a ready market for all their produce. You pass the site 
of Lily Vale, birthplace of Sir William Howard Russell, newspaper reporter 
for The London Times, and known as the "First and greatest of War Cor-
respondants". His dispatches, from the Crimean War cou Id be said to have 
been the start of modern journalism. 
Next was Killinarden, another large farm which changed hands several 

times and above it, Knockmore, which was on the side of the road when 
you turn left before the Jobstown Inn. All this ground once belonged to the 
powerful Fitzwilliam family, but it was gradually divided into smaller units. 
The new road curves away to the left, but take the right turn and in a 

moment you can forget about town and housing estates. You are in the 
country with the steep road up Killinarden Hill in front of you. Go straight 
across the crossroads. The left side leads to Kiltipper, the right goes back 
to De Selby and rejoins the Blessington Road. On your right is the home 
of Jim and Biddy Daly, known locally as the "Blind Man's House". The road 
is so steep it was called the Rock. 
Further up on the left was a typical farmyard and house still belonging to 

one of the old families, the Healy's. Keep climbing until you reach a gate 
on your right with a modern barn just a few yards back. In front of that barn 
is all that remains of Malachi Horan's stone cottage. It must have been 
snug with its thatched roof - warm in winter, cool in summer - and no win
dows on the cold east side. 
Past Malachi Horan's entrance, on up the lane to a rough fieldgate. All the 
land beyond this was once common land, but in Victorian times an Act was 
passed enabling those in power to fence in the common land and deprive 
the poor people in the cottages of their grazing rights. It has changed 
hands several times since then and is now owned by the Doyle family. 
There are sheep on the land, so if you have dogs with you, make sure they 
are on leads. Also make sure to leave the gate secure. Now you are on top 
of the world! On a clear day you see all Dublin, Dunlaoghaire to Howth, 
Lambay and away to the north, Sliabh Guillian and the Mourne Mountains 
to the north-west sometimes as far as the Cuillceagh Mountains where the 
Shannon rises. Due west is Uisneach in the middle of Ireland. Nearer at 
hand, Mount Pelier with the Hell Fire Club, the mast on Kippure, and 
Seechan. 
Continue across the field and you will see a bleak and wild lake called 

Tourmaline. Pass by on the left and go on for another hundred yards, you 
are going downhill slightly now but don't forget to take stock of your 

35 



surroundings so that you can find that gate again! As you go down, you will 
see the beautiful Glenasmole - Valley of the Thrushes - and the lovely 
upper Reservoir. On the far side, laid out like a toy farm, you will see, on 
the left below you, Bohernabreena Church and Graveyard Friarstown 
House and the filled in part of the dump. Will it be green next year? 
Further to the right, Allagouer, Glassamucky, Cunard, Castlekenny and 

the road ascending to the Featherbed. You'll probably feel like staying up 
here for hours if it is a fine day. When you decide to go, it is back to the gate 
and down the lane to the crossroads, with the magnificant scenery spread 
out in front of you. Turn right at the crossroads. 
Just after you turn right, there used to be a holy well, but its gone now. As 
you go down the hill you pass the site of the cottage once known as 
"Handel's Cottage, where the great composer is said to have rested when 
he, like you, visited Killinarden. 
Keep going down the hill past many beautiful new bungalows and a few 

farms. Beyond Marlfield, on the right, beside an old house was a small hall 
where all the local young people came to dance. Now you go just a bit 
further down on the left to Thomas Davis Clubhouse - the centre for 
sporting activities for over a thousand young Tallaght folk. Their top team 
won the Dublin Championship in 1989 when the club was one hundred and 
one years old. It was founded in 1888 and it has been creating a high profile 
for Tallaght ever since. 

The Hill of Killinarden 
(By Charles B. Halpin) 
Though time effaces memory, and grief the bosom burden, 
I'll ne'er forget, where e'er I be, that day on Killinarden. 
For there while fancy revelled wide, the summer's day flew over me, 
The friends I loved were at my side, and Irish fields before me. 

The road was steep, the pelting showers, had the ground cooled 
beneath us, 
And there were lots of mountain flowers, a garland to enwreath us. 
Far, far, below the landscape shone with wheat and new mown 
meadows, 
And as o'erhead the clouds flew on, beneath swept on the shadows. 

0 friends, beyond the Atlantic's foam, there may be noble mountains, 
And in our new far western home, green fields and brighter fountains. 
But as for me, let time destroy all dreams, but this one pardon, 
A barren memory long enjoy, that day on Killinarden. 
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Further down on the left is the side entrance to Aylesbury Estate and just 
opposite that, tradition has it, is the place where the three Kearneys were 
executed in 1816, for the murder of a gamekeeper named Kinlin, employed at 
Friarstown House by Ponsonby Shaw. That is a story which will never be 
forgotten in Tallaght folklore. 
A little further down is the Dodder Bridge. This was built about 1840, several 
previous bridges had been swept away by floods. 
Turn left down the Oldbawn Road. Oldbawn House was here on the left and 
behind it near the river, the paper mill of the McDonnell family. The house was 
built in 1630 by Archdeacon Bulkeley to whom the lands had been granted by 
Charles I. The very unusual fireplace from the diningroom, showing the building 
of Jerusalem, is now in the National Museum. Beautiful gardens and deerpark 
surrounded the house. If you pass that way on a dark night, you may see the 
ghost of Archdeacon Bulkeley in his big coach, drawn by six headless horses. 
But if you wantto get home before dark, keep going down the road to the bypass 
and back to the village. 
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Walk 7 
5 miles approx. 
1 3/ hours at 3mph. 
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Walk 7 
Gathering point - Embankment Public House 
Distance - 5 miles 
Time - 13/4 hours @ 3 miles per hour and viewing time. 

Take the Boherboy Road on the right of the Embankment Public House 
towards Saggart. Before motor cars and headlights became common this 
was a scary road at night. If you recall Malachi Horan's description of 
returning along here from the Fair of Naas and being sobered up by being 
butted by some strange presence, and of his rush to Byrne's house. When 
Brian Byrne opened his doorthey both saw a headless man. Both believed 
it was the ghost of a man named O'Reilly who had been killed at the 
Embankment by the Steamtram. There were lots of stories about this 
lonely stretch. But now we continue on towards Saggart, passing on the 
left, Mahon's Lane. 
In the field on the left are two upright statues of unknown antiquity known 
locally as the Adam and Eve stones. On down the hill towards Saggart, 
passing first on the right the field where Saggart Fair was held regularly at 

the beginning of 
June. It ceased at 
the beginning of 
the First World 
War. It was what 
was called a "Hir
ing Fair", where 
farm workers -
both men and 
women - were 
hired to work for a 
year or lesser 
period. 
Also on the right 
is the old school 
built by the parish
ioners around 
1835 on ground 
rented from the 

local landlords for one shilling a year. Here in the 1880s the two teachers 
who lived over the school were the sisters of the Fenian Patriot, John 
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Devoy. John Devoy came here to visit them on several occasions. 
Next we reach Saggart Village. On the right hand side, facing Dublin, is 

St. Mary's Church, built by the parishioners who all combined their money 
and labour so that there would be no debt whatsoever. Malachi Horan de
scribed working with his father there. Opposite is the old graveyard which 
on the lefthand bank has an antique cross, the graveyard itself was the 
scene of macarbre body snatching many times in the early and middle 
nineteenth century. Jacob's Public House had an upstairs room, whose 
window overlooked the graveyard, where the men of the parish took it in 
turns to watch the graveyard and where on one occasion a student of 
Stevens Hospital was killed by the watchmen. 
Below the graveyard on the left is the old Saggart Castle of the O'Byrnes, 
the old leading family until the Penal days. Back up the village now and 
straight across to the Castle Road. On the right the Swiftbrook Paper Mills, 
sadly closed down in 1967. It owed its name to Dean Swift whose 
"deanery" included Saggart. Local tradition has it that he preached in the 
old Protestant Church whose ruins could still be seen, until recent times, 
opposite the mill entrance. 
Now we leave Saggart and, crossing the Craddle Bridge over the Camac 
River, climb the steep hill on the right. On the left is the "Lugg" forest where 
there are stone circles, a moat and a rath. 
Then on the right, just before the really steep hill you can see a lone 

chimney, all that survives of the convent destroyed in Cromwells time 
when his forces murdered all the nuns. 
Turn back now and come back to the turn above the Craddle Bridge, turn 

Downshire Bridge. 
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right and climb the hill until the road takes a sharp and dangerous turn. Just 
beyond this on the left is a gate which leads into the wood. You can follow 
the remains of the old coachroad downhill across the lovely old Downshire 
Bridge built in 1790. Up to then the coachroad had been on the other side 
of Verscoyle's Hill, which towers on the other side of the present Blessing-
ton Road. The authorities decided that route was too hard on the coachhorses 
so they decided to change to the Craddle or Slade Road. This led through 
the woods and was a great hunting ground for the highwaymen. So, after 
only about twenty years it was abandoned and the British Army Engineers 
cut the present Blessington Road into the Slade. 
Proceed along the narrow lane and turn right up the steep lane known as 

Judy's Pinch, to the Blessington Road. Then walk down the side of the road 
back to the Embankment. You are walking in the tracks of the Blessington 
Steamtram which operated until 1934, and on your left you have a 
wonderful view across country over Dublin and the Airport with Ballymun 
looking like an old castle and on back over Clondalkin, Baldonnel Aero
drome, Saggart and Rathcool. In the distance you can see the Spire of 
Maynooth Church and Connolley's Folly. And as you identify all the land
marks you are heading back down to the Embankment and the way home. 

PRIVATE MUSEUM AT SAGGART 
On the Mill Road, Saggart, there is a very interesting privately owned 
museum of old farming and household implements. The owner, Mr. 
Thomas Dungan would be pleased to show small groups around if he is at 
home. His display won 1st prize in this years Tallaght St. Patrick's Day 
Parade. 
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These are but a few of the many beautiful and historic walks within reach 
of Tallaght. Here are a few suggestions. You can get buses to most of 
the starting points. 

1. Brittas, Ballinascorney, Oldbawn. 

2. Bridget Burke's, Ballinascorney to Seehan with its stone circle 
and passage grave. 

3. Embankment, Saggart, Coolmine, Rathcoole. 

4. Bridget Burke's, Orlagh, Mount Venus, Rockbrook. 

5. Bridget Burke's, Firhouse, Ballycullen, Orlagh, Bridget 
Burke's. 

6. Jobstown, Mount Seskin, Brittas. 

7. Pine Forest. 

8. Brittas, Buttermountain, Seefin passage grave. 

9. Lamb Cross (on Blessington Road), Clockleigh, Kilbride, 
Blessington. 

10. Embankment, Saggart, Coolmine, Slade Valley Golf Club, 
Brittas. 

11. Brittas, Slademore Forest, Lee's Lane, Crucknadreena, Cool 
mine, Saggart, Embankment 

and many more. 



Extract from "The Tallaght Press", week 26 July -1 August 
1980, page 14. 

John Lee: Poet of Glenasmole 
John Lee is one of Tallaght's own. He was born in Glenasmole seventy four 
years ago, and has lived there ever since. He knows Tallaght "Like the 
back of his hand", and can delve into its past at the drop of a hat, providing 
us with a fascinating picture of life in the olden days, as he remembers it. 

He is known as the poet of Glenas
mole, and can write a poem in a couple 

j r of days or in a couple of weeks de
pending on its length. His poem on the 

4Ug« visit of Pope John II was t he longest 
atftjkft** and took two weeks to write. 

* *#?*' As a boy, John attended Glenasmole 
| I National School. At that time it was a 

four teacher school (as against two 
teachers now), with separate areas for 
boys and girls. The school, which is 
just a few yards down from his house, 
was rebuilt, and is in its present state 
for the past twenty years. After leaving 
school, John worked and laboured 
around the area. He was in the Corpo
ration for thirty years and also helped 
his father on the farm, which is still 
there to the present day. As a farm 
worker, John spent much of his time 
ploughing and digging. Most of the 
work was done with the help of two 
horses, a mowing machine, a sythe 
and a spade. They are now considered 

obsolete, the modern farmer relying on tractors and heavy machinery to do 
day to day jobs. John used to get occasional work earning between £1 and 
£2 per week in wages. He also spent many hours helping to build the bog 
roads around the area. This would entail rising to start work at 8am and 
finishing at 6pm seven days a week, with a half day on Saturday. His 
weekly wage on the job was £1 a week. 
As part of his farm duties, John would gather in the sheep on cold morn
ings, look after the lambs (some of which would inevitably become lost in 
the snow), milk the cows and feed the calves. All the butter was made on 
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the farm, with surplus sold to customers in Rathmines, Rathgar and Ter
enure (which in those days was called "Roundtown"). 
John can recall vividly the old Steamtram which set off on its journey from 
Terenure to Blessington, making two stops on the way, one at Tallaght, the 
other at Jobstown. Foxe's, (now called Molloy's Foxe's Covert) was re
garded as a meeting place for those using the tram and for friends meeting 
them. Johnny Fox himself was reputed to be something of a comic, always 
ready with a story. He would engage his customers in lively chat but never 
tolerated bad language. 
Another great meeting place was the pump on the village green. What is 
now a "fir" and "mna" used to be a large grassy verge. Villagers used to 
congregate here to chat while they filled their containers with water. The 
population of that time, numbered no more than two or three hundred, - a 
stunning comparison, measuring todays figures. 
John could remember all the shops in Tallaght as they were when he was 
a boy. The village itself was divided down the middle with the inhabitants 
living on one side and the monks of the Priory on the other. Barret's 
Newsagent was the centremost shop in the village; this is now Bagnall's 
Chemist. Miss Martins Post Office is now O'Riordan's shop. The "Dragon 
Inn" as it is today was once owned by a family named O'Neill. They also 
owned a grocery across the road which we all know today as Kennedy's 
Hardware. The Ulster Bank in the main Street was once the local guards 
barracks. At the time that the Irish Free State took over they moved the 
barracks up to Jobstown Road. Sergent Driscoll was the last British Army 
Sergent in Tallaght and at the time of the takeover he retired and set up 
home in the area. The Allied Irish Bank at the top of Oldbawn Road was 
at one time Jack Kelly's Forge. Farmers used to bring horses down from 
the mountain to be shoed here, while next door in Paddy Mullaly's their 
harness was made and fitted. The harness shop is now O'Reilly's 
butchers. 
Doyles Hall was the great central point for festivity in Tallaght. All the 
villagers would dance and sing here until the small hours of the morning. 
Ceili and Old Time was much in demand, as was anybody who could play 
a few tunes on the accordian. On occasion (and before the licencing laws 
were introduced ) the villagers would stay in the hall through the night 
singing and dancing. Their Sunday outing consisted of a bicycle trip to 
the Strawberry Beds, the Scalp or Lucan. Buses were unheard of before 
the 1920's. A trip from Tallaght to Terenure took half an hour on the old 
Steam tram. The Templeouge Inn was known locally as "The Morgue". 
People used to wander out on the tram line , unable to see the outline 
of the tram because of the dense smoke which would completely 
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obliterate it. Consequently many would be killed or injured andbrought tothe Inn 
while waiting medical attention. 
Apart from the tram the only other transport available was the horse an d cart. 
Many local people would buy their weekly supply of groceries in McLoughlin's 
Pub (now Caulfields) of Dean Street, then meet for refreshments in Cock 
Robin's of Thomas Street. This was known as an" eating House". Women 
would be served tea or claret only in the snug, while the men stayed in the bar 
drinking mostly Whiskey and Stout. John Lee talks about the old days in 
Tallaght "as clearly as if they were yesterday". We wou Id like to thank him for 
sharing it with us. 

John Lee died in January 1982. 

The Glenasmole Hills by John Lee 

About the beauties of Ireland a book I could fill, 
Bundoran, Killarney and Lovely Salthill, 
The Green Glens of Antrim, the dargle of Bray, 
They tell you it's heaven around Galway Bay. 
There is one place I know can compare with them all, 
It's neither in Kerry nor in Donegal, 
It's on the banks of the Dodder with its clear flowing rills, 
Around Bohernabreena and the Glenasmole Hills. 

It's a historic place that is plain to be seen, 
It here relics of both Finn MacCool and Oisin, 
Dan Donnelly the Boxer did his training there, 
For his fight with George Cooper down in Kildare. 
To our capital city just eight miles away, 
It sends four million gallons of water each day, 
And Telefis Eireann that gives us all thrills, 
Has its mast on Kippure in the Glenasmole Hills. 

There Carnon the poper, a man of renown, 
Once lived in a place that's now called Piperstown, 
And the stone which he sat on is there till this day, 
No souvenir hunter dared take it away. 
It has one school, one chapel,, it has got no pub, 
But it still has the ruins of the Old Hellfire Club. 
There is one Irish Champion who Ploughs and who tills, 
On his farm at Bohernabreena in the Glenasmole Hills. 
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It is lovely up there on a morning in Spring, 
To see the lambs play and to hear the birds sing, 
There is mist on the heather and buds on each bush. 
And peace and content in the Glen of the Thrush. 
The breeze from the Bogland it gently does blow, 
There's the smell of the peat fire wherever you go. 
If you want good fresh air for to dare all your ills, 
Just take a good walk in the Glenasmole Hills. 

If up with these Hillfolk you go spend a day, 
You are sure to be asked to come in for the Tay, 
They might tell you that the road goes up by Coolroo, 
Goes by Hanalecka up to Garadoo. 
They might talk of Steecora, Cleestalk, Pladavore, 
They might tell you the meadows were bad in Munvore, 
That when Shamernail is flooded the lake always fills, 
They have their own kind of Gaelic in the Glenasmole Hills. 

The Old Crossroads Dances are seldom now seen, 
Still the old people gather to play a "Fifteen", 
But the Hollywood craze the young fold have not missed 
They go to the halls now to rock, roll and twist. 
If you are a football, camogie or Hurling fan, 
And you hear of the team that's called after St. Anne, 
If you go to see them play. You'll get plenty of thrills, 
Because they come from Bohernabreenan and the Glenasmole Hills. 
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Extract from "Newsday", March 31 1983 

Man of Wars 
Russell in 
his 
Crimean 
outfit. 

^t%& 

from 
Jobstown 
by Seam 
Moncrieff 
Many people might have 
been forgiven for thinking 
that areas like Tallaght and 
Jobstown are very new. 
Because of the vast devel
opment that has gone on 
thereinthelastdecade, new 
communities have sprung 
up, which are presently 
struggling to developethem-
selves and establish a sense 
of idenity. 
But the history of these 
stretches far back indeed, 
their influnce on world af
fairs has been greater than 
most people might imagine. 

| In fact, Jobstown produced 
| a man who in his lifetime 
! manged to bring down a 
I British government, as well 
l as playing a very decisive 
I part in the Crimean, Ameri-
I can Civil and Indian Wars. 
j He was William Howard 
I Russell, born at Lily Vale, 
| Jobstown in March 1820, 
| who became known as the 
j "First and greatest of all War 
| Correspondents" in his work 
£ for the Times of London. 
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Story 
Now Russell's life story is told by a new book "Man of Wars-William Howard 
Russell of the Times" (Heinman Educational £12.50 sterling ), by a British 
journalist Alan Hankinson. 
Russells family background represents the sectarian divide which still 
dogs Ireland today: his mother was a Catholic, while his father's family 
were devout Protestants with strong evangelical instincts. It was decided 
that William and his brothers be brought up in their fathers Faith, while the 
girls would be Catholic. 
Neither of the grandparents accepted the situation though Russell later re
membered an "Acriminious Controversy" which waged over him. 
On his fathers side, the Russell's claimed decent from a county Limerick 
Family which numbered many sea captains and Church of Ireland clergy
men. But probablythe biggest influence overWilliam in his formative years 
was a maternal grandfather, Captain Jack Kelly, a large boisterous man 
who added much zest to life in Lily Vale. 
But William never actually learned how Kelly earned the title of Captain. He 
was in fact the master of the Tallaght pack of Fox-hounds. 
One trait that was painfully apparent throughtout all the Russell family was 
an inability to handle money. Despite all his success,William was never a 
rich man, and he was used to money troubles from an early age. 
After bad handling of the farm in Lily Vale, Russell moved to his grandpar
ents in Baggot Street, to scrape an education at Trinity College, which he 
never finished. 

Election 
It was during this period that Russell was given his first reporting assign
ment, to cover a local election in Longford. Impressed with his work, the 
Times quickly followed up with more work: Other elections, as well as 
Daniel O'Connell's "Monster Meetings". 
It was in the summer of 1841 that Russell moved to London, with an offer 
of regular freelance work from The Times. Forthe next thirteen years he 
survived that way, doing theatre and book reviews and parliamentary re
porting. 
In February 1854, Russell left forthe Crimea. His editor John Delane, had 
assured him that he would be at most a few months away. His stint with 
the British Army in fact lasted two very important years. When Russell left, 
he was relatively unknown. When he returned he was famous. 

Criticism 
Over that period, despite much harassment, Russell fearlessly reported 
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how British troops were under-supplied and totally mismanaged. It was 
this criticism, backed by the influence of The Times which led to the 
resignation of one government, and the eventual improvement of the 
soldiers lot in the Crimea. 
His next assignment was the Indian uprisings, where Russell took a 

similar independant line, continuously pointing out that the days of British 
Colonialism were coming to an end. 
During the American Civil War, he was even more controversial. His 

reporting of the Battle of Bull Run, where the Northern forces fled from the 
Rebel Army, caused his life to be threatened quite regularly by Yankees 
who preferred not to face the truth. 
These three campaigns established Russell as a giant in journalism, while 
his affable manner won him the respect and affection of Kings and 
Queens, all over the world. 

Knighted 
On May 10th, 1895, Russell was summoned to number 10 Downing Street, 
where the Prime Minister, Lord Rosebury told him that he was to be 
knighted for his services. On Sunday February 1907, he died and was 
commemorated two years later with a bust in St. Pauls Cathedral. 
But despite his success overseas, Russell never forgot his home in 

Jobstown and visited regularly, perhaps because he was aware of, how, 
where he came from, had some influence in what he managed to achieve. 

W'M^f^iJ^'ii^^mW^tJ^i'T-^ 

The City Weir on the Dodder. Built 1244. 
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The Story Of Urney- by Doiiy winders. 

••• r \ 

':wJb 

In 1923, Mr. Harry Gallagher and his wife and famliy moved to Dublin. Mr. 
Gallagher had retired from his position as Crown Solicitor for Donegal. His 
wife had been running a sweet factory near their home at Urney in County 
Tyrone but the creation of the Border between the Six Counties and the 
rest of Ireland had affected her business. After some initial difficulties, 
they started their new factory on the old Tallaght Aerodome, and gave it the 
name of their old home, Urney. From the beginning, the business flour
ished and expanded and built up a name of quality. The export business 
became very important, and Urney made chocolates under licence for 
Canadian and American manfacturers. They also acquired an English 
confectionery firm and moved all their equipment to Tallaght. In 1963, the 
Urney company went into partnership with W R Grace & Co, a gaint 
Americian company but by 1980, the Americians decided Urney was not 
making a big enough profit to suit Americian ideas of business and they 
closed Urney down. At the time there was almost six hundred people 
directly employed and as many more in related industries. 
The Gallaghers had always been pioneers in the other ventures too, 
tomato and fruit growing and it was Mrs. Gallagher, who introduced the 
white Americian Turkey to Ireland. 
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Dolly Winders went to work in Urney when she left school at the age of 
fourteen. Her teacher wanted her to do a secretarial course, but the 
chocolate industry fascinated Dolly and she got her way. Dolly is very 
modest about her achievements, but her friends have more to say. From 
the beginning she showed a flair for the work and when a German 
confectioner came to teach the staff, Dolly was his most talented pupil and 
he taught her all the skills of handmade chocolates and sweets. Later an 
Englishman, Mr. Baron came to take charge of the " Frenchroom", as the 
industries expanded and became more automated. In 1965, Sean Le-
mass, the Taoiseach came to open the new chocolate plant. By then Dolly 
was supervising a large staff. Since Urney closed down she has not 
forgotten her training, and has given many demonstrations of hand made 
confectionary to ICA and Ladies Clubs. She has given that up as she found 
it too time consuming, with all her other interests but she still makes all her 
own sweets. 

The Priory, Tallaght Village. 
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The Blessington Tram 
In the eighteenth Century, transport from Dublin to a number of provincial 
towns was speeded up by the establishment of canals. In the nineteenth 
century the invention of the Steam Engine revolutionised industry and 
transport. Railway lines linked cities and towns, but the west side of the 

Dublin and Wicklow mountains was the last place to get a transport 
system, although Blessington had grown to be a very important town with 
court sittings and a very widely known monthly fair. The idea of running 
a rail line by the side of the road was first suggested in 1864 but it was 
twenty four years later in 1888 when the first steamtram left Terenure on 
its one hour-thirty five minute run to Blessington. It was widely supported 
both by passengers and freight, bringing out from the city all the goods for 
the shops and farms and on the return , carrying cattle, bricks, stone from 
De Selby Quarries, vegetables etc. At the weekends and holidays, trippers 
from the city flocked out to picnic at Poulaphuca, Brittas or the Slade, and 
of course to enjoy liquid refreshments at the various public houses along 
the route. 
The tramline crossed the road several times as the engineers had tried to 
construct the line with as few bends as possible. A number of fatal 
accidents occurred at these points, and at other places along the line 
where ponies ran away or overturned carts or traps and unseated drivers. 
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It became known as the longest graveyard in the world because of the 
number of commemorative crosses erected along the route, and the 
Templeouge Inn, where many of the inquests on victims were held, be

came known as "The 
Morgue". 
It paid its way until the 
end of the First World 
War but by then motor 
cars and vans were tak
ing a lot of the trade 
away. Also the large 
British Army camp at 
Kilbride was being 
wound down and it had 
been one of the lines 
best customers. It kept 
going until the end of 
1932, but its usefulness 
was gone and the direc
tors reluctantly decided 

it had to go, and by 1934 the stock and property had been sold off and the 
•Tram" was just a memory. The ballad writen by a cobbler from the 
Liberties, truly expresses the love the people had for it and Barry Tynan 
O'Mahony wrote a poem about it, too. The last lines from it appeared in the 
Sunday Press in 1953:-

"But yet I have a feeling, when the world's come to an end, 
That the steam tram will come stealing back like an old and trusted 
friend, 
When we're standing round in billions trying to get across the Styx, 
And the cars are lined up in millions, and we're really in a fix, 
When the buses cannot shift on, and the traffic's all a jam, 
Perhaps we'll get a lift on . . . THE OLD STEAM TRAM. 

The last tramstop left at the Lamb Cross, Blessington 
Road. 

The stopping places were TERENURE, Kimmage Road, TEMPLEOGUE 
DEPOT, Templeogue Bridge, Templeogue Mill, Balrothery, Stubb's Lane, 
TALLAGHT, Clondalkin Road, The Common, Fortunestown Lane, 
JOBSTOWN, Mt. Seskin Road, EMBANKMENT, Mahon's Lane, Old Sag-
gart Road, Crooksling Crossover, BRITTAS, THE LAMB, Tinode Post 
Office, Hempstown, Slate Quarries Road, Cross Chapel, Redlane, BLESS
INGTON, Corner of Naas Road, Baltiboys Road, Burgage Road, Feather
bed Lane, Ballymore Road, POULAPHUCA. 
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THE BLESSINGTON TRAM 
I'm but a poor Cobbler that dwells on the Coombe, 
As good as they're made, I may safely presume, 
I frown not for riches nor seek not the "dole", 
I'd rather be striving to save your poor sole. 
From early till late for to patch and repair, 
I toil the whole week yet I never despair -
On Sunday I'm off like the good sport I am, 
For a bona-fide "stunt" on the Blessington Tram. 

We first hit on Jobstown, where Toomey resides, 
There's a Cead Mile Failte for all bona-fides, 
You may safely indulge in good porter galore, 
While "Ould Killinarden" keeps watch at the door. 
We bathe our ould gums for half an hour or so, 
Till the thirst-quenched Conductor his whistle does blow, 
Then we-re off with a sandwich of bread and cowld ham, 
To amuse our ould jaws on the Blessington Tram. 

We stop at the "Bank" for our engine's run dry, 
While bould Patsy Brien gives us the "glad eye", 
And Conaty views his rich store on the shelf, 
Where every 'good drop's' stowed away for himself. 
For he-males and she-males of every degree, 
And ould lads with whiskers down to their knee, 
You would ne'er meet the equal from here to Potsdam, 
Of the bona-fide crowd off the Blessington Tram. 

Refreshed and elated we dance and we sing, 
Nor heeds not the Quard yelling "On board for Crooksling", 
Sure the company's good and we can't drink enough, 
For listening to Patsy give out his ould "guff". 
At last we're announced with a terrific roar, 
"The tram's on the move!" - there's a rush for the door, 
Sure the battle of Ypres was only a sham 
compared >to the charge for the Blessington Tram. 

The resolve to comdemn, it's now knocked on the head, 
I believe they become overwhelmed with dread, 
Count all the stone crosses, which tell you quite plain, 
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Of some who tried to stop it in vain. 
Back home to ould Dublin we now retire, 
Lord send us an encore's my prayer and desire, 
All week I'll be careful on tea, bread and jam, 
To save up some cash for the Blessington Tram. 

The big-wigs declare it's a horrible sin, 
The way we do squander our hard-earned "tin", 
Sure had they the will, like a poor wretched ass, 
They'd drive us through life on cowld water and grass. 
They "thump their ould craws" and proclaim as good boys, 
All them they can wind like mechanical toys, 
I'll have while I live let them all go be ' 
My bona-fide "stunt" on the Blessington Tram. 

Roving Bard Peter C. Grattan. 

\ I 

m 

Balrothery. 
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THE BALLY MUDDLE TRAM 
By Major G. F. Gamble (Air: "Killaloe") 

Oh, come listen to my song, it will not detain you long, 
It is all about the Ballymuddle job; 
And, by my soul, you'll stare, when I make you full aware, 
How it's managed -tho" you may not care a bob. 
Tis a wonderful concern, and that you'll shortly learn, 
When I introduce its vagaries to you; 
For let me here remain, that to keep you in the dark, 
Would be very wrong, indeed if it be true. 

CHORUS 
Oh, we love red tape and muddle, 
You may howl and cause us trouble, 
And argue that we're crazy to a man, 
But we're far from fools -
See our code of splendid rules -
And we always salt the public when we can! 

Now the engines take the cake; they are patched from roof to brake, 
And wobble in a manner quite unique; 
As they stagger on their way, you can hear observers say -
"they're a caution" - and "a locamotive freak". 
Then, the coal could not be worse: it would make a lady curse, 
To find her garments ruined by the smoke, 
The sex should keep aloof, or wear a waterproof-
Compensation is considered quite a joke! 

CHORUS 

If on pic-nicing bent, they will charge you ten per cent, 
In excess of every line that you can name, 
This is business, let me add, tho' you'll say it's rather bad -
"Tis the principle to salt, and 'twould be a grievous fault, 
To listen to complaints, and so they say -
"Is it not a good old rule, allowed by every fool, 
When it's sunshine, that's the time to make the hay?" 

CHORUS 
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If you've got a canine pet, your bottom dollar bet, 
They'll make the owner sit severely up, 
He may abuse and swear; but, pray, what do they care?-
Their charge is always First Class for a pup! 
Be it bullock, sheep or hog, be it cow, man or dog, 
It seems to be their melancholy fate, 
To give no satisfaction, be condemned for every action, 
By the victims of the Ballymuddle Rate. 

CHORUS 

M.:-.J 

"The Victors", designed by Dick Joynt. 
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THE BATTLE OF TALLAGHT 1867 
The plaque erected on the Priory wall to commemorate the Fenian Rising, 
was taken down some time ago. Hopefully it will soon be replaced to 
commemorate an extraordinary event. 
The Fenians in Dublin relied heavily on promises of money and arms from 
America, but, although some help did come, it was very little. The rescue 
of James Stephens from Jail in Dublin by John Devoy and his supporters 
in 1865, had raised the hearts and hopes of many. Recruiting agents 
enlisted thousands of men, going the rounds of the Dublin public houses 
swearing the men in. They instructed the recruits to go to Tallaght by varied 
ways, so as not to arouse suspicion. They were promised arms when they 
would get there but few materialised. The authorities in Dublin Castle were 
already alerted and well informed and when reports started to come in of 
large groups of men moving towards Tallaght, the constabulary were 
ready. It would be interesting to know where was John Devoy at this time? 
He was the local man (from Kill just up the Naas Road). 

It is stated that over 3000 were arrested at the time. Many were arrested 
at various points on their way to Tallaght and John Devoy may have been 
one of them. Certainly, leadership was entirely lacking. The men were 
bewildered and could not understand what had happened. An old lady, 
who, as a child of six, saw some of the Fenians come back to Clondalkin, 
heard her mother asking them what happened and their answer "We don't 
know what happened, but there was no battle". The RIC claimed a great 
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victory and it has been written up many times since. It must have startled 
the Dublin Castle authorities to find that so many men were ready to leave 
home and work in cold wintry weather, at the beginning of March. Possibly 
its biggest impact and success was that the British Parliament under 
Gladstone began to consider Home Rule and Land Reform in Ireland. 
Students should find it an intriguing study, but although it appeared to be 
a fiasco, there were widespread repercussions and for that reason alone, 
it is to be hoped that the plaque will soon be replaced. 

Killininney Tower, Oldbawn. 
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MEMORIES OF AN EVENT IN 
TALLAGHT 
A Motorbike Race by Vera Nugent 
In 1940 Tallaght Village was quite picturesque but not always as quiet or 

as peaceful as one would think. It boasted a very suitable and exciting race 
course for motorbike and motorcar racing. Actually living in the area where 
the start and finish lines were sited was a bonus for our family. Our house 
was large enough to accommodate several of the international racing stars 
to book in for full board. Our family's business, garage and petrol station 
did a booming trade and indeed all the pubs and shops did too. Every year 
it was the highlight of entertainment for all the people of Tallaght. A 
grandstand was erected right at the bend of the road about where "News-
Extra" is now, giving a full view of the bikes coming round the roundabout 
from Oldbawn and down the straight. At breakneck speed and going into 
those s-bends that would take your breath away. I know because being 
adventurous teenagers living under the same roof, we were invited out for 
some of the practise runs. I still marvel at how we survived to tell the tale. 
To me, this was the equivalent of going to the moon. 
Stanley Woods was very popular but did not get the thrills and spills some 



of the competitors got. The course went round the Templeogue Bridge, up 
the Firhouse Road, coming back out at Bridget Burke's Pub. Back into 
Oldbawn and into the village again. Yes, the Leinster TT 200 was not easily 
forgotten and brought many people wealth and happiness, and to all very 
happy memories of Tallaght. 

dlbaijon Cso> 

AS. fmA^nj^ 
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THE IRA IN TALLAGHT 
We are indebted to Mr. James Watkins for these notes on the IRA and its 
activities in the Tallaght area from 1916 to 1922. 
"Eamon Ceannt came to Tallaght before 1916 looking for recruits. At the 

time he only got two. When the company finally got organised, the 
following were among the members: 
4th Batallion Commander Gerard Boland, who was Minister for Justice in 
the Fianna Fail Government from 1940 on. At the time he worked in 
Crooksling. Captain Thomas Watkins, Tallaght and his brother John 
Watkins, Edward Boland, brother of Gerard, Tom and Paddy Murphy from 
Rathcoole, Christopher Hynes, Christopher Nolan (father of John Nolan 
VS, Main Road, Tallaght), James Hall from Brittas, James Butler from 
Saggart, Christy Courtney from Kilmashogue, Patrick Rice of Tallaght, 
Jack Minahan and Jack McCoy from Clondalkin, medical student named 
Clarkin was also attached. We would be glad to hear of others. 

There were Royal Irish Con
stabulary Barracks (RIC) in many 
places - Tallaght, Glenasmole, 
Gibbons, Crooksling, Rathcoole, 
Clondalkin and Brittas. Because 

\:-:''-:^^§0* °* attacks by the IRA, several of 
the isolated ones were closed. 
There was also the large army 
camp at Kilbride and from 1917 
on, Tallaght and Baldonnel Aero
dromes. 

The Tallaght IRA company 
! seems to have concentrated on 

the disruption of transport, and 
| forthat reason they several times 

ambushed the Blessington Tram. 
They also blew up the Aughfarrel 
Bridge and ambushed the British 
forces at Bohernabreena Bridge. 
At one stage Tom Watkins strafed 
the Tallaght Aerodrome with a 

machine gun from the top of St. Maelruan's Church tower. And he got 
away! 
Where Boland's Garage, Clondalkin, now stands there was a water 

pumping station which supplied Baldonnel Aerodrome. The IRA wrecked 
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it. Tom Watkins got away in a postman's uniform. 
They had training camps at Mount Seskin and Lynch Park (now SladeVal-
ley Golf Club). John Watkins worked in I.C.I, and made explosives. Tom 
worked in De Selby Quarry and took dynamite from there. He passed it to 
Joe McGrath who was later a Minister in the first Free State Government 
and later still ran Irish Hospitals Trust. 
On another occasion the IRA were caught crossing a bog at Ballysmitten 
in County Wicklow and they were imprisoned in Portlaoise (then Mary-
boro). They dug a tunnel to escape but were betrayed and John Watkins 
was chained to a priest, Father Burgage, who was later parish priest of 
Geashill. They were transferred by destroyer from Dublin to Belfast and 
interned in Ballykinlar. 
At an IRA meeting in Mooney's Pub in Athlone, Tom Watkins was with 

General Sean McKeon and General Michael Collins and Tom had a narrow 
escape from being shot. A book in his pocket saved him from the bullets". 
The photo shows workmen repairing the tram line at Crooksling after the 
IRA had blown a large hole in the track. The men are guarded by Irish 
Soldiers so it must have been during the Civil War. 
Mrs. Mary Hopkins from Bancroft, Tallaght wishes to state that the Patrick 
Rice mentioned in this article was not herfather, who was Patrick Rice of 
Main Street, Tallaght. 

Dublin Blessington Steam Tram. 
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HUNTING IN TALLAGHT 
The instinct to hunt goes back to our earliest ancestors. Glenasmole was 
the favourite hunting ground for Finn MacCool and the Fianna. With his 
famous dogs Bram and Sgeolan he hunted the deer and the wild boar all 
over this countryside. When the Normans came they brought their tradi
tions of falconry or hunting with the hawk on horseback. An effort is being 
made at present to re-introduce falconry by the Irish School of Falconry, 
whose address is at St. Peter's Road, Greenhills. The stag, the fox, the 
badger, the rabbit and the hare were all hunted, but the wiliest and hardest 
to catch was the fox and so fox hunting became the favourite. Numerous 
tales have been told of his cleverness and he even figures in nursery 
rhymes. 
Hunting hounds were bred and developed to pick up and follow the scent 

of the fox and great rivalry grew up between the owners of different packs 
especially from the 16th century on. In England, great landowners kept 
their own packs, and their friends considered it a great honour to be invited 
to join inthechase.ThenamestheQuorn,theBelvoirand many others are 
known all over the world. Here in Ireland the Galway Blazers, the Killing 
Kildares, the Meath and the Tipperary were the best known names. 
It is very expensive to keep and train a pack, so hunt clubs have largely 

im Hickey at Kingswood 1931-2. 
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PRICE ONE SHILLING 

South Coun ty Dublin Harriers 
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taken the place of privately owned hunts. Even then it would be very 
difficulttocarryon. Well-off American, English and French enthusiasts are 
willing to come over and finance a hunt for the season (October to April) 
for the sake of being master of one of these famous packs. 
The hunt starts by going to a known fox covert or den to root out the fox 
and get him going. The different sounds of the hunt horn signal to the 
followers when he is away and the fun starts. Fairly often howeverthey fail 
to get the cute fox to come out and they go home disappointed, having had 
no run. Somebody created the idea of laying a trail by dragging a bag 
smelling of aniseed across the fields (now they have a much more pungent 
smell called rynardine) and the hounds are trained to follow that smell 
instead of the fox and then the followers are sure of a good run. 
The South County Dublin Harriers can trace their origins back to 1867, 

when they were known as the "County Dublin Harriers". In those days they 
hunted the country northwards as far as Cardiffs Bridge near Finglas 
Village, westwards as far as Clonsilla and eastwards as far as Tallaght 
Village and Brittas. 
Originally they hunted hares, however, in 1904, under the Mastership of 
Claude Kavanagh, they commenced drag-hunting (hunting the pre-laid 
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scent). Today they continue to hunt the drag, but as boundaries of Dublin 
City expand, many of their traditional meets at places like Oldbawn, 
Tallaght Village and Clondalkin have been given up. Annually, the Hunt 
meet near Bridget Burke's Pub and from there they have a run through the 
woods of the Tallaght foothills. 
For a brief period after World War 1, the hunt was taken over by a Mr. 

Blackshaw who lived at Templeogue. Mr. Blackshaw renamed the hounds 
the "Hillside Harriers" and he showed great sport from 1923 to 1928 when 
he went to live in Co. Tyrone. The account given below together with the 
photograph, record a run with the Harriers in February 1926 and are taken 
from the collection of Mr. James E. Norton, the hunt's researcher. 

"Meeting at Oldbawn on Wednesday last, these hounds started by drag 
hunting up to the ruins on the hill, where they checked. Then something 
unexpected happened, for just as the hounds moved off, the pack sud
denly came upon a dog fox and a capital gallop ensued. The line was 
carried on up the mountain, over the top and down into the woods, through 
these and on up to the "Hell Fire Club". Leaving this to his right, the fox 
headed for Glenasmole but turned again across the edge of the wood and 
finally the hounds ran into him at the foot of the hill after a most enjoyable 
hunt". 
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Every year, the hunt runs a "Point to Point", that is a number of races over 
open ground with markers to show the course. It has been held at various 
venues all around here - Baldonnel, Belgard, Monastery Bank, Clondalkin, 
both Cheeverstown Naas Road and Cheeverstown Templeogue, Oldbawn 
and a number of times at Jobstown, but difficulties over damage to crops 
has caused them to be held in later years at Naas Racecourse. 
The Kildare Hunt used to meet at Saggart or Jobstown to "draw" For-

tunestown covert from where they got some memorable runs. In the 19th 
century stag hunts took place on Lyons estate near Newcastle and people 
living at Athgoe will point out to you where the Empress of Austria (did you 
see the film "Sissie"?) jumped her horse from a high bank, with a drop of 
more than ten feet, onto a road, to beat off the hounds who had surrounded 
a stag. 

^mmmm 
<>irk ; 

The Old Cheeverstown House, Naas Road. Former home of the Clayton Family. Sold 
1980 and since demolished. 
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MALACHI HORAN 1847-1945 

Malachi Horan was born in 1847 
and lived out his long life at the 
top of Killinarden Hill. From 
ploughing with oxen to tractors; 
from flails to combine harvest
ers; from travelling long dis
tances on foot or on horseback 
to the coming of aeroplanes; he 
saw it all and stored it in his 
wonderful memory. So, when 
Dr. Little of Old Dublin Society 
heard about him and came to 
visit him when he was almost 
ninety five, in 1942, he was able 
to describe events and tradi
tions as if they had happened 
yesterday. 
Malachi lived through the time 

of Mitchell and the Young Ire-
landers, the Fenian Movement, 
the Land War, the gradual im

provement in the standard of living and the consequent arrival of national 
spirit, the First World War, the rebellion and Civil War, Independence and 
the expansion of industries and services and even through a second World 
War. Electricity did not reach Killinarden in his lifetime, but one can 
imagine him adjusting to it and enjoying it. One wonders if he had a battery 
radio before he died. When his book was published, he came down to the 
Jobstown Inn to listen to Dr. Little discussing it on Radio Eireann. He 
enjoyed his visits to the Jobstown Inn and the song about the Blessington 
Steamtram says, while travellers had their drink on Sundays "Old Killi
narden kept guard at the door". 
Malachi and his cousin Black Malachi, both died within six months of each 
other in 1945. They are buried in the parish graveyard opposite Saggart 
Church which their fathers helped to build. 
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ROSE BOYD 
St. Maelruan's Maker of Dolls 
Visitors from all over Ireland and from many foreign countries visit 

Newbridge House, Donabate to see the magnificent doll collection - and 
it all started in St. Maelruan's Park, Tallaght! 
Miss Rose Boyd who lived at St. Maelruan's Park, had a collection of over 
200 dolls, all dressed by herself and many of them made entirely by her. 
She specialised in making them as alike as possible to characters well 
know in history and fiction. Robert Emmet, Finn MacCool, a Leprecaun, 
Cinderella, all the characters in "Strumpet City" and "Upstairs Down
stairs", Queen Maeve of Connaught, Cuchulain, Countess Markievitz, De 
Valera, Madame Maude Gonne, McBride, Mother Teresa and Rose's own 
favourite, Red Mary of Golden Lane, an old Dublin character, and so many 
others. 
Rose Boyd appeared on Gloria Hunniford's programme "Good Morning 

Ulster" in Belfast and on the "Late Late Show" in Dublin with some of her 
dolls. She exhibited them many times to raise money for charity, and all the 
time she had new ideas and added more characters. As well, Rose made 
sets of vestments, including a set for Pope John Paul II when he came to 
Ireland in 1979 and she treasured the letter of thanks she received from 
the Pope's private secretary. Rose has gone to her eternal reward. 

Two of Rose's beautiful dolls. 
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THE WEEKLY FREEMAN CHRISTMAS NUMBER -
6th. December 1919 

A FOX HUNT by John Meagan 
The sunbeams glistened on each rill 
That sparkling flowed down fromTallaght Hill 
And here and there primroses fair 
Were mossy banks adorning. 
The verdant shamrocks bright with dew 
All O'er the scene in clusters grew 
and that eventful morning 

Oh What a scene of peace 
was there 
No note of discord rent the air 
Young lambs at play since 
early day 
O'er the grassy mounds were 
leaping 
And happily they gambolled 
there 
Upon that glorious morning 
fair 
Whilst snug in bed lay Reyn
ard red 
'mid whins and heather 
sleeping 

This Reynard was a roving lad 
Whose conduct lately had 
been bad 
And every night twas his 
delight A Fox Hunt 

To steal the neighbours poultry. 
For prices raging everywhere 
The rogue did not a thraneen care 
He got cheap food both fresh and good 
From Blessington to County 
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And several women from Slademore 
And Saggart Hill and far Lugmore 
Prayed hard that day for Reynard gay 
That bad luck might come o'er him 
He'd steal all their laying hens 
And meals make of them in his dens 
For these fowl crimes in such hard times 
The foxhounds nearly tore him. 

And shrill horn blast now loud and clear 
Is wafted from the valley near 
Hark to the beat of horses feet 
The hunters fast are nearing. 
And crack of whip and foxhounds' yell 
And glittering spur and bridle tell 
That very soon the thieving coon 
Some danger may be fearing. 

And whilst within his covert there 
He's soundly sleeping free from care 
The hounds and men surrounded his den 
His happy dreams are ended. 
And rising startled from his lair 
He finds he's well encircled there 
by dreaded foes just at his nose 
But matters soon he mended. 

With mighty bound he dashes free 
And races off toward Laur-na-ree 
A loud "Hurrah, Away, Away" 
Is heard all through the mountains. 
The chase begins - away they go 
Across the hills and vale below 
O'er waterfalls and fountains. 

The hunt is fast and furious now 
The fox is crossing Crooksling's brow 
The hounds are near and sportsmen cheer 
And urge the chasers onwards. 
But Reynard knows the country well 
O'er rill and stream he goes pell-mell 
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With sparkling eye and tail on high 
Fast racing Brittas Ponds-wards 

And right around by Gaulia Rhu 
He gallops all the pastures through 
Fast gaining ground by every bound 
By fields he now is leading. 
Still swiftly on the foxhounds sweep 
And over fences chasers leap 
And onward still, o'er field and rill 
Across Gortlum they're speeding. 

Onward they go at lightening pace 
And proudly Reynard leads the chase 
But marshy ground they soon have found 
Which holds the horses badly. 
They're clear, they're clear, on on they go 
O'er fresh green fields and valleys lo 
And heather brown past Talbotstown 
The foremost hounds yell madly. 

The fox goes on down through Kilbride 
Fast on his tail the huntsmen ride 
Tant-ta-ra-ra-ra-ra-ra 
Loud sounds the hunting-horn. 
And sweeping o'er each pasture green 
The hounds upon the scent are keen 
And horsemen ride o'er fences wide 
And rows of tall whitethorn. 

Still on they go with furious pace 
The hunt becomes a mighty race 
Through sylvan dales and flowery vale 
O'er silvery stream and road. 
And lash and spur the huntsmen ply 
The hounds are racing in full cry 
As Reynard goes before his foes 
Through the green woods of Tinode. 

Then breaking from the woodlands clear 
The race goes on o'er hillside drear 
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And dashes down past Cromwellstown 
Fast onward by Slademore. 
And onward on o'er hill and lea 
It still continued furiously 
And panting hounds with mighty bound 
Away through Lynches Park tore. 

The huntsmen here had many falls 
O'er roads and dykes and high stone walls 
But quickly they all get away 
And fast are onward speeding. 
Through golden gorse and heather brown 
O'er Glenaraneen they rush down 
Away, away o'er bank and brae 
They follow Reynard's leading. 

He passed down through Saggart Slade 
That joyous peaceful happy glade 
Where loud in spring the echoes ring 
With notes of warbling songbirds. 
And flowers bloom and scent the air 
With choicest blends of fragrance there 
Right through this scene of joy serene 
He dashes swiftly onwards. 

And speeding o'er by Patrick's Well 
Quite close behind the foxhounds yell 
And quickly down through Fortunestown 
The hunt continues gamely. 
Here double fences badly hold 
Many a gallant hunter bold 
Whilst others spring o'er everything 
And more retire lamely. 

The fox now races towards the glen 
Where thrushes flocked in ages when 
Famed Ossian sang and Europe rang 
With deeds of ancient Erin. 
The men and hounds now ease their speed 
As all of them for rest have need 
Their pace goes slow, still on they go 
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Though shades of night are nearing. 

And Reynard who so brisk and gay 
Ran gamely on throughout the day 
Now checks his pace in that great race 
He too is growing weary. 
He's scarce a field begore his foes 
And lesser still the distance grows 
The hounds draw nigh with eager cry 
He climbs the hillside dreary. 

The huntsmen urge their coursers on 
But now from view their quarry's gone 
The hunting horns are calling. 
The chase is over for the day 
The huntsmen seek their homeward way 
In Staunton's rocks the wily fox 
Hides safe as night is falling. 
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The Tunnel/Sous Terrain by Mary McNaiiy 
In 1948 my cousin Reginald Sheil of Rathcoole House was doing some 

work to the Dublin side of the house in the yard when suddenly he felt the 
ground under him give way. He and his two workmen Paddy Pouch and 
Johnny Timmins pulled away stones and earth and to their amazement 

found they were looking down a set of 
steps. They cleared away more debris and 
went down the steps with a torch. They 
found the steps decended about twelve 
steps and then the ground continued in 
a downward slope. Overhead the roof was 
arched and very well built. They turned 
back then as they were afraid of being 
trapped. Reg got in touch with Liam na 
Broin, a local historian. He came very 
quickly and eagerly, armed with a ball of 
string and some candles, also a compass. 
He went down the steps and disappeared. 
He was away so long they were worried for 
his safety, but eventually he came back. 
His string had given out so he had given 

i up. He said the passage continued down-
x. "~ ,7 0 ™ - ~ * hill for some distance, then levelled out for 
The 150-year-old Saggart Parish . .. M . ' 
Church, for decades the focus of wor- a further spell and then started to climb 
ship in the Saggart and Rathcoole uphill again. The string gave out and his 
dlstnct- candle was getting short so he gave up in
tending to come back another day but he was a very old man and his health 
crocked up and he never came back. He died in 1955. Reg and Johnny 
Timmins and Paddy Pouch are all dead now. Now Mr. O'Broin had a 
compass and said the tunnel appeared to lead to Coolmine Convent. 
In May 1987 Fergus O'Farrell gave a lecture in the Rathcoole Primary 

School on the Liffey Valley. After the lecture he was talking about the area 
in general particularly in connection with the Pale and he asked about any 
unusual features in this locality. I mentioned the tunnel and he said he 
would love to bring some friends to open it up and visit it. They would 
recover the entrance afterwards. Mrs. Mary McDermott, nee Lynch, from 
Coolmine who was in the audience said "Well you can't, its blocked over 
at our end now"!! Mr. O'Farrell said such passages had been found in other 
places but no one had ascertained why or at what period they were 
constructed. 
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/4 Dublin team playing in Tallaght 1920. On left, second row, Joseph Sherlock. 
Can you name anyone else?. Others are the Rice Brothers and A. Byrne. 
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Some of our team, Geraldine, Niamh and Jackie. 

I 
Niamh, Jackie, Siobhan, Lily and Andrew. 
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Motor Cycling Again 
Probably Vera Nugents memories of motorbike racing in Tallaght have 

surprised some of our younger readers. The international standard of the 
Leinster "200" Road Races was recorded in the magazine "Motor Cycling" 
over fifty years ago. The roads have been improved and many of the tricky 
bends are gone, but would modern motor cyclists achieve much more 
speed on the same circuit today! 
The issue of 6th. May 1936 shows a standing start by the Priory Wall, the 
article states "The fourteenth annual Leinster "200" was run last Saturday 
on a new circuit near Tallaght, Co. Dublin. The weather was ideal and as 
the course is close to the city a very large crowd was present. This circuit 
is somewhat triangular in shape and has been used successfully for car 
races last summer. It is composed of first-class main roads, which include 
wide straight stretches where maximum speeds can be used, of winding 
sections calling for very skilful riding and also of three acute corners 
requiring smart braking and rapid acceleration. 
Notable Changes 
There were some changes in this year's event, notably the running of three 
separate scratch races instead of one general handicap embracing the 
usual classes. The circuit is nearly six miles and the 800 c.c. riders were 
required to cover 34 laps, the 350c.c. riders 32 laps, and the 250s 31 laps. 
The classes were started en masse. The total entry of 31 was somewhat 
smaller than usual, owing, it was announced, to the clashing of dates with 
the Swiss Grand Priz. Although the 500c.c. race seemed to attract most 
interest, the 350c.c. event proved the most exciting of the day". A detailed 
description followed. 
They were back the following year when J.J. Guthrie from Hawick in 

England with a speed of 80.38 miles per hour. In May 1938 the heading 
read "Irishmen make the fastest speeds but Englishmen gain two first 
places. The team prize was won by the Dublin and District Motor Cycle 
Club and the team of Ernest Lyons, Stanley Woods and Charles Manders 
went on to make motorbike racing history for many years. The second 
World War prevented the races being held from 1940 to 1946 and in 1947 
snowdrifts on the course (in May!) put a stop to it but in 1948 they were 
breaking records again, "Motor Cycling of 13th. May '48 reported "If there 
is one thing an Irishman really loves it is a handicap and in the first 
international road race to be held in Eire since the war - last Saturday's 
Leinster "200" - the organizing Leinster Motor Club had devised such a 
complicated system of handicapping that at times it was difficult for a 
visitor from England to follow the progress of events in the various capacity 
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classes. All the 51 entries had been allotted handicaps, partly on a credit 
lap basis - ranging from seven for the limit man to one for the scratch -
marker, but, in addition, there were time allowances, narrowing the 
differences between the various full lap concessions. The credit laps were 
considered as completed before the race commenced, so that all those 
enjoying, say, a two-minute start on their rivals in the two-, three- or four-
lap groups, went off together, followed by the rabbits, middle-men and 
stars having 1V2 mins. addition to their respective lap concessions. The 
absence of any form of score board or the customary public address 
system contributed to the reporter's purely private handicap". 
In 1949, the last occasion the races were held in Tallaght the result of the 

500 race was 
1. Manliff Barrington (Norton) 
79.00 m.p.h. 
2. Ernie Callaghan (Triumph) 
71.29 m.p.h. " 
3. A.C. Jacob (Triumph) 
69.87 m.p.h. 

Fast lap - 4 minutes 18 seconds, 
Louis Carter (Norton), 82.56 m.p.h. 
This result did not tell the real 

excitement of the day - the duel 
between Ernest Lyons and Louis 
Carter, both of them being unfortu
nate - Louis Carter crashed at 
Templeogue and Ernest Lyons, 
having remounted after a skid on 
oil, had to retire with a damaged 
oil tank. 
What about some of our young 

leaders contacting the motorcycling 
clubs to have it again!. 

ALL MOTORISTS 
ARE WELCOME AT 

MOLLOY'S 
of 

TALLAGHT 
Bar at Grand Stand 

and Pits 
Where " Guinness is 

Good for You " 

Visit our New 
Up-to-Date Lounge 

The House for Good Drinks. 
John Jameson 10 Year Old. 

Power's 12 Year Old. 

in good Guinness and Bass 
condit ion. 

Phone Tallaght 8 

From 1939 Programme 
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G/r/s National School, Greenhills Road, 1907. 
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SNBBIffiiaR 

Miss Pattie Lee, pictured at her home in 
Firhouse, County Dublin. 

Life Begins 
at Sixty 
By permission of "The Raven" (Dublin 
County Council Periodical). 

Patti Lee has lived in County Dublin 
for all of her 76 years. She grew up in 
the rural area of Gleann na Smol, in 
the parish of Bohernabreena in south 
County Dublin. Just twenty years ago 
she moved to a more suburban setting 
in Firhouse, near Tallaght. 
One of six children, she spent a happy 
childhood on the family farm. Home 
was a little two bedroom house with a 
kitchen and a big attic upstairs. "My 
Fatheralwayscalledthat room 'the loft'she recalls. It wasatermwhichthe younger 
members of the family did not like, preferring to call it "upstairs" especially in front 
of their friends. There was no electricity then but paraffin oil provided adequate 
light until World War II cut off supplies, leaving candles as the only alternative. 
Life was carefree for the young Patti Lee, who helped on the family farm and went 

to the local school. Childhood security was upset, however, by the Civil War in 
1922. Although she was still a young girl she sensed her mother's anxiety 
whenever British soldiers came and began to 'rummage around the house'. She 
remembers the fear which gripped the entire household on one occasion when they 
believed two of her brothers to be caught in cross-fire while working on the bog. "I 
can remember my mother crying" she says. The two boys had in fact crept on their 
hands and knees from the bog to the safety of a house and were later reunited with 
their family. 
Music and dancing were ever-present features of life when Patti was a young girl. 
"There were always crossroad dances and house dances and any amount of 
musicians". Homespun entertainment took its first knock with the advent of the 
gramophone. She remembers deary with excitement, in 1927, when the family 
bought its first gramophone. "People came from miles around to hear it". The first 
two records played on that gramophone were "The Geese in the Bog" (a half set) 
and "The Blue Danube Waltz". Not everyone, of course, welcomed this new and 
wonderful invention. She laughs as she recalls how older people condemned it as 
a conversation stopper! 
Shortly after Patti left school, at about the age of fourteen, her young world was 

shattered by the sudden and unexpected death of her mother. "She took pneumo
nia and was gone in a week. It made an awful difference in my life". Apart from the 
personal loss and trauma there was practical matters to be dealt with for the first 
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time. Her father knew nothing about household management. That had been her 
mother's domain. "It all came new to him when my mother died" she recalls. 
Religion was very important in the Lee household with the rosary being said every 
night. "The lads had to be in for that even if they went out again through the 
window". She readily admits she often 'escaped' through the window herself "going 
to a bit of a hooley". 
She went with a group of parishioners from Bohernabreena to the Eucharistic 

Congress in Dublin in 1932. Benediction of the Eucharist took place on Watling 
Street Bridge, followed by a procession to the Phoenix Park where mass was 
celebrated. The famous Irish tenor John McCormack sang at that Mass. "He was 
a beautiful singer" she recalls. She was to see McCormack one more time under 
very different and sad circumstances. He was a patient in Harold's Cross Hospice 
when she next saw him. 
Patti remembers well the first time she ever saw television. It was a friend's house 
and had been hired especially for the coverage of the wedding in April, 1956 of the 
late Grace Kelly to Prince Rainier of Monaco. The gramophone and the radio had 
not prepared herforthe technological leapthatwasT.V. "Icouldn'tbelievethatyou 
could actually see them and hear them". 
She has no regrets about not getting married. "Gosh I hadn't time" she exclaims. 
When her widowed sister died leaving three young children she took them into her 
own home and cared for them. "They are married now" she announced with 
satisfaction. Laterwhen another sister, who wasthe mother of three school-going 
children, died, she helped their father to rear them. It was a task she took in her 
stride. "I only had to get them out to school and have something for them to eat 
when they came back". 
She was nearly fifty before she took up her first waged job. It was with the now 

defunct Telectron Company in Tallaght and her pay was a handsome £7.00 per 
week. "It was terrific, you could save out of it" she says. She continued working with 
the company for sixteen years, until she retired. 
Only once in her 76 years has Patti Lee had occaion to call on the services of a 
doctor. That was when she broke her arm. "I wouldn't believe in doctors at all nor 
I wouldn't take a tablet" asserts this most healthy-looking lady. 
She attends the Day Centre at Glenview Lodge in Tallaght five days a week and 

enjoys it very much. In recent years she has discovered the pleasure of travel. 
"Sure I never went anywhere until I was sixty, its only then I started" she reveals 
with glee. Herfirst major and most memorable journey was to Lourdes. This was 
followed by visits to England and extensive travel at home. She has no unfulfilled 
ambitions but intends to continue to enjoy every day. At 76, she has no intention 
of easing up on her activities and is looking forward to a return trip to Lourdes this 
year. 
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A MEMORY 
By Katherine Tynan 
Andrew Cullen Tynan Whitehall 1829-1905 

This is just the weather, a wet May and blowing, 
All the shining, shimmering leaves tossing low and high, 
When my father used to say. "Twill be the great mowing! 
God's weather's good weather, be it wet or dry'. 

Blue were his eyes and his cheeks were so ruddy, 
He was out in all weathers, up and down the farm; 
With the pleasant smile and the word for a wet body: 
'Sure, the weather's God' s weather. Who can take the harm?' 

With a happy word he'd silence all repining, 
While the hay lay wet in the field and the cattle died, 
When the rain rained every day and no sun was shining: 
'Ah, well, God is good', he'd say, even while he sighed. 

In the parched summer with the corn not worth saving, 
Every field bare as your hand and the beasts to feed, 
Still he kept his heart up, while other folks were raving: 
'God will send the fodder: 'tis He that knows the need'. 

A wet May, a wild May; he used to rise up cheery 
In the grey of the morning for market and for fair. 
Now he sleeps the whole year long, though days be bright, be dreary, 
In God's weather that's good weather he sleeps without a care. 

Now, 'tis just the weather, a wild May and weeping, 
How the blackbird sang and sang 'mid the tossing leaves! 
When my father used to say: "Twill be the great reaping: 
God send fine weather to carry home the sheeves!' 




