
the Schools’ Collection
A selection from the collection of folklore 
compiled by school children in the 1930’s 

in the Bantry Four Valleys



the Schools’ Collection
The National Folklore Collection, assembled by the Irish 

Folklore Commission and located in UCD, preserves an 

important record of Ireland’s oral tradition. Part of the 

Collection comprises The Schools Collection; in 1937/38 50,000 

schoolchildren in the 26 counties were enlisted to collect folklore 

in their home districts. This included topographical information, 

folktales and legends, riddles and proverbs, games, past times, 

trades and crafts. 

The children collected the material from their parents, 

grandparents, neighbours and transcribed it into their 

copybooks. This resulted in the creation of over half a million 

of written manuscript pages, some in English, some in Irish. 

All of these copybook pages have been uploaded onto the 

Commission’s website and can be found on www.dúchas.ie 

Bantry Historical & Archaeological Society has selected a 

small sample of the material that was included at the time in 

collections submitted by the nine schools situated within the 

Four Valleys of Bantry, and we have included them here in the 

hope that they may be of interest.
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Ínse Cloch 
Inchiclough 
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NFCS:	 Vol 0284 page 028-031

Informant: 	 Mr E Sullivan (60), Dromsullivan South 

Collector: 	 Kitty Sullivan, Dromsullivan, Bantry 

Article: 	 Old Crafts

Teacher: 	 Diarmuid Ó Críodáin, Ínsecloch, Beanntraighe
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NFCS:	 Vol 0284 page 046-049

Informant: 	 Mr J Keohane, (65), Cloonygorman 

Collector: 	 Nora Casey, Caherinecrine, Bantry 

Article: 	 Local Cures

Teacher: 	 Diarmuid Ó Críodáin, Ínsecloch, Beanntraighe

12 13



14 15



1716



NFCS:	 Vol 0284 page 094-095

Informant: 	 Mr O’Sullivan (50), Dromsullivan South 

Collector: 	 Kitty Sullivan, Dromsullivan, Bantry 

Article: 	 The Local Forge

Teacher: 	 Diarmuid Ó Críodáin, Ínsecloch, Beanntraighe
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NFCS:	 Vol 0284 page 145-147

Informant: 	 Mr Harrington (46), Skahanagh 

Collector: 	 John Harrington, Shahanagh 

Article: 	 The Leipreachan or Mermaid

Teacher: 	 Diarmuid Ó Críodáin, Ínsecloch, Beanntraighe
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Drom Clúmach 
Dromclogh 
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NFCS:	 Vol 0282 page 365-366

Informant: 	 unknown 

Collector: 	 unknown 

Article: 	 Ethnographic

Teacher: 	 Riobárd Ó Ceallaigh
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NFCS:	 Vol 0282 page 371-373

Informant: 	 Pádraig Ó Mathghamhna (74), Dromclogh West 

Collector: 	 unknown 

Article: 	 Óisín

Teacher: 	 Riobárd Ó Ceallaigh
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NFCS:	 Vol 0282 page 415-417

Informant: 	 unknown 

Collector: 	 unknown 

Article: 	 Carriganass Castle

Teacher: 	 Riobárd Ó Ceallaigh, Dromclogh
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Com Liath 
Coomleagh 

36 37



NFCS:	 Vol 0282 page 477

Informant: 	 unknown 

Collector: 	 unknown 

Article: 	 Riddles

Teacher: 	 Muircheartach Ó Cróinín, Coomleagh West
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NFCS:	 Vol 0284 page 486-488

Informant: 	 unknown 

Collector: 	 unknown 

Article: 	 Sayings

Teacher: 	 Muircheartach Ó Cróinín, Coomleagh West
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Macha na gClaidhe
Maughanaclea 
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NFCS:	 Vol 0283 page 449-450

Informant: 	 Mrs D O’Leary (52) Cousane 

Collector: 	 unknown 

Article: 	 Biadh na Sean Aimsear

Teacher: 	 Cathal Ó Macháin, Maughnaclea
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Scoil N. Mocomóg
Cappaboy More 
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NFCS:	 Vol 0283 page 225-227

Informant: 	 unknown 

Collectors: 	Diarmuid Ó Suliieabháin, Cahermuckee
	 Diarmuid Ó Mathúna, Maulavanig
	 Conchubhar Ó Macháin, Cappaboymore 

Article: 	 Ainmeaca páirceanna a fuaireas on na scoláirí

Teacher: 	 Seán Ó Macháin, Cappaboymore
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Caolchoill
Kealkil 
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NFCS:	 Vol 0283 page 25-34

Informant: 	 unknown 

Collector: 	 unknown 

Article: 	 Sgéal i dtaobh airgid i lios

Teacher: 	 Micheál Ó Laoghaire, Caolchoill
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Translation by Dan Sullivan, Kealkill

This is a story about money in a lios (fort). In Derrydubh 
a long time ago – hundreds of years ago there lived a 
man in Derrydubh by the name of Hurley. He had six or 
seven sons and two or three of them were youngsters. 
He had very little of the riches in the world and neither 
was he an untidy looking man. He had three or four big 
cows and three or four calves on the hill. There was no 
day that one of the boys wouldn’t go to the hill to see 
the dry cattle. It was the custom of the man that no night 
came that he didn’t put food on the table when he was 
going to bed for fear that somebody from the other 
world would come in. This particular afternoon the man 
himself went to the young calves on the hill because 
he wanted to know whether they were coming on and 
whether they were good enough for the fair because the 
rent was beckoning. The fog came down on him on the 
hill and though he had often been on the hill in fog, he 
was put astray that afternoon. He spent the afternoon 
going east and west here and there but he completely 
failed to find the path through his home. He was tired of 
walking and with the lateness and the darkness coming 
he sat down on a grassy knob with the intention of not 
stirring from the place he was until the fog would clear 
or until the day would come. He wasn’t long sitting until 
he heard the most beautiful music that human ears ever 
heard. He knew that it wasn’t any person from this world 
who was playing music on the top of the hill and he 
started to shiver with fright. “In God’s name” he said to 
himself “where am I at all”. He got his answer without 
delay. Somebody spoke and said you are with the fairy 
people. It was then he noticed that he was beside the 

fort that is on the top of Curramore. He couldn’t move or 
take a step as at that point night had come and it was so 
dark you couldn’t see your hand in front of you or as the 
Seanchaí said as black as the arse of the pooka. However 
before he had a chance to think of what best to do the 
Sheegee came and landed him into the fort. His two eyes 
widened when he found out that he was inside in a fine 
nice room, a room that was full of young girls and boys 
and they were dancing energetically. There were three 
or four up on the stage and they were playing for the 
dancers and the music was so beautiful that he would 
stay listening to it forever. There was only one person 
who was getting old and that man was sitting on top of 
the stage on a chair that was completely made of gold. 
He was the man in charge and he noticed in a short 
time that the rest of them paid a lot of respect to him. 
There was a lot in the fort that made him wonder but the 
biggest cause of wonder was that he saw here and there 
dancing in front of him, girls and boys who were buried 
for years, his own age group, people whom he knew well 
when he was young and they were so young looking, so 
happy, so full of pleasure that they were when they were 
dancing on the pattern every Sunday afternoon. He was 
a fine dancer himself and he did a little dance for them. 
When he had that done he was taken into another room. 
There was a table in the middle of the floor and such 
food and dainties as were on that table. The knives and 
the vessels on the table were completely made of gold. 
However he sat into the table without any urging and 
ate and drank his fill. After that he returned to the room 
where the dancing was going and he had to do another 
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bout of dancing. Then the old man came down from the 
stage and took his hand and he brought him into his own 
room. In every corner of the room there was a big barrel 
and beside every barrel there was a small man about 
two feet high and he had a sword in his hand. No sooner 
were they in the room than the boss man turned to him 
and said: “It’s time for me to welcome you this time as 
I have no opportunity until now. You came here tonight 
because when I found out that you were out in the fog I 
sent out one of the boys in your direction to guide you 
here. You will have to come again to do another bout of 
dancing for us anytime you’re coming in this direction. 
Drop into us and you’ll be welcome”. Then he said to 
one of the small men to bring him a bag. One of the little 
men went out and he took with him a long purse like the 
purses that the old women had long ago. The boss took 
the purse from him and found the barrel nearest to him. 
He took handfuls of gold and he filled up the purse with 
it. Then he handed the purse to the Hurley man and said: 
“It was often you did me a favour and it’s time for me to 
pay you back”. “Ara” said the Hurley man “when did I do 
you a favour”.

“You did me a favour” said the other man “when you left 
food and drink on the table for us and I promise you that 
it was often we were in need and us coming back from a 
long journey. You and your sons will be prosperous and 
lucky as long as you do nothing that would upset us”.

He warned him not to tell anybody where he got the 
money and told him to be on his way because his family 

was already out searching for him. Out he came and 
the night was as bright as the middle of the day and 
he hadn’t gone very far when he heard a whistle and 
another whistle and who was there but his family and 
the neighbours and they were looking for him. Not long 
after that the neighbours noticed that this man was 
making great progress. His hill was full of animals and he 
had taken pasture from people in the neighbourhood 
for those animals that couldn’t be fed on the hill. There 
wasn’t a buyer going to the fair that was better than him. 
There was no house where there was a scoraíocht or any 
place where people would be gathered but that the one 
subject of talk was Hurley and his money and they all 
wondering where he got the money. “But surely” they 
used to say to one another “what good is the money 
to him and the drop from above falling down into his 
eyes. Tis little consolation he has out of the money”. This 
is how they used to be talking about him because he 
only had a sooty hut and the rain coming down on him 
because neither he nor any of his sons had the time to 
repair the holes on the roof made by the crows. Things 
continued so and like everybody else he died and he left 
his wealth to the sons. It was a strange spectacle with 
what money they had and it was shoved under the roof 
and put in the holes of the walls in the house. The house 
as I said before was saturated and they used to take 
the money out from time to time to air it under the sun. 
There was one promise they made to their father when 
he was dying that they didn’t fulfil. That is to say they 
didn’t leave food and drink on the table every night when 
they were going to sleep.

Years after their father died there was a fortnight of rain 
came in the middle of June and such rain as never fell 
before. There wasn’t one inch of the roof that wasn’t 
drenched wet. All the money that they had nearly 
became useless. But it was the will of God that the 
weather cleared up and some fine warm days followed. 
On a particular day they took all the money to a small 
little inch field beside the river that was going past the 
house. This river rises in a lake on Cnoc Baoi. It is said 
that they had so much money out on the Inch that they 
were hanging it out and handling it with pikes just the 
same as people would be when they are saving hay. 
When the afternoon came and when they saw that 
there was no sign of rain they said to one another that it 
would be best to leave it out until morning and that if it 
had another day under the sun it would be dry enough 
to bring it in. Anyway they had boxes made to put 
the money into and these wouldn’t be made until the 
following day. They went in and they ate their supper 
and they went to sleep. Then in the middle of the night 
something woke the oldest brother when he heard a 
strange sound and when he couldn’t make it out, he 
called on the others. They listened for a while and then 
they knew that it was the sound of the river they heard.

They ran out and every place was dry. The night was 
lovely and starry. They went towards the Inch but faraoir 
there wasn’t one bit of the same Inch that wasn’t covered 
with water and before then or since then there wasn’t 
such a huge flood. The flood took the money with it and 

they never heard of it afterwards. They were as poor and 
as destitute as they were ever. A while afterwards, one 
day a woman came in to see them while they were eating 
their dinner. She was a fortune teller. They never saw her 
before and they didn’t know her. However she told them 
shortly who she was. They asked her to sit down to the 
table and to eat a bit and she did. When she had eaten 
her food and cleaned her mouth she started to talk: “You 
had enough money a while ago and there’s none of it 
left now and blame is on yourselves”. “How is that” said 
they all together. “You gave a promise to your father 
when he was dying and you didn’t fulfil that promise and 
this is the result”. She told them then that it was from 
the inhabitants of the fort on Curramore that their father 
got the money the first day and it was how they went in 
the middle of the night and were very angry when they 
saw that the table was empty before them and that they 
would take the money from them but that they couldn’t 
take it when it was in the form of gold. When they found 
out that the brothers were to leave it out one night they 
thought of a plan and this was the plan she said. Help 
was gathered together and men came from every fort in 
the neighbourhood and as far north as Tralee. When they 
were all gathered together they went to the lake that’s 
on Cnoc Baoi. There wasn’t one drop of water in the lake 
that they didn’t pour down the slope and that was the 
flood that swept your money away with it.
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Barrlinn  
Borlinn
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NFCS:	 Vol 0282 page 034-035

Informant: 	 James Cotter (81), Derrynafinchin 

Collector: 	 unknown 

Article: 	 About Fairies

Teacher: 	 Máire Uí Chruadhlaoich
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NFCS:	 Vol 0282 page 037

Informant: 	 Mr Thade Harrington (-), Knockanecosduff 

Collector: 	 Mary A Crowley, Derrynafinchen, Borlinn 

Article: 	 Home Cures

Teacher: 	 Máire Uí Chruadhlaoich
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NFCS:	 Vol 0282 page 062-064 and 068-071

Informant: 	 John O’Sullivan (60), Deelis, Co. Kerry 

Collectors: 	Eileen Cronin, Derrynafinchin
	 Mary O’Sullivan, Tooreen 

Article: 	 A Shooting of a Landlord’s Agent in Bantry

Teacher: 	 Máire Uí Chruadhlaoich, Inchinarihen
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Com Sheóla  
Coomhola
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NFCS:	 Vol 0282 page 256

Informant: 	 Unknown 

Collector: 	 Unknown 

Article: 	 Sean Fhocail

Teacher: 	 Conchobhar Ó Séaghda, Kilmocomogue
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Doire na Creithe  
Derrycreigh
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NFCS:	 Vol 0281 page 013-014

Informants: Patrick O’Shea (72), Glengarriff
	 Mrs O’Sullivan, Ardnaturrish Beg 

Collector: 	 Unknown 

Article: 	 Antiquities in Derrycreha School District

Teacher: 	 Chriostóir Ó Driscóil, Derrycreigh
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NFCS:	 Vol 0281 page 003

Informant: 	 Patrick Harrington (69), Isknafeelna 

Collector: 	 Unknown 

Article: 	 Story

Teacher: 	 Chriostóir Ó Driscóil, An Gleann Garbh
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