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Abstract  
 
This report is a documented journey to the west coast of Ireland that aims to understand the 
relationship between the folk cultural landscape and the natural landscape. In here is presented the 
ways in which the people I have met, who are inhabitants of this landscape, obtain and reproduce 
culture, the way the knowledge they have learnt was passed on to them… It also looks at the ways in 
which this landscape is conducive to the creation of folklore. 
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1. Introduction 
 
1.1 How and Why the Project Differed From the Initial 
Proposal 
 
At the heart of my project sits an academic interest that lies within the intersection of cultural landscape 
and natural landscape. I am fundamentally interested in the ways in which natural formations and a 
conception of 'place' inspires folk culture, but also how the latter, in turn, has impacted the way in 
which the natural world is understood and how a sense of home is fostered. This essence, which was at 
the core of my original proposal, has been retained in my new project. 
 
The original proposal was very much axed around folk music and the discovery of the intersection 
between folk songs and the local landscape that inspire them. I therefore set out on my travels to 
County Kerry, recording device in hand, ready to seek out hidden musical gems. However, as my quest 
developed, I hit a few major obstacles, which were the following:  
 
1) The intimacy of recording: I had forseen this as an issue before leaving for my trip but I hadn't 
realised how logistically anchored in reality these fears would be. Realistically, recording is a very 
intimate act. It sets in some sort of unshifting reality the words and sounds being recorded, making 
people hyper aware of their wording, of their intonation, of the opinions they express. In order to get 
people comfortable in front of a microphone takes a lot of work, a long acclimatisation period, a scope 
of time I did not necessarily have at my disposal in a month of fieldwork.  
 
2) Lack of temporal scope: thus, the temporal scope came to be an issue. Along with the 
acclimatisation dimension needed to get a quality recording, I also realised that asking permission to 
record bands and artists also took an unexpected amount of time. It was often the case that I would 
find a sound I liked, a band I enjoyed, and at the end of the session ask them if I could record them, 
only to find out that the next time they would play would only be a week later. I was lucky with the 
band “Celtra” which I managed to record in Killarney because I discovered them quite early on when I 
came into the town, and found out that they were playing two nights in a row, enabling me to come 
back after I'd already asked for the permission to record. Another way in which time worked against me 
was in terms of establishing firm connections in order to find people far out from towns. I know that 
what I was looking for was out there, that there was an innumerable amount of people I could have 
met who would have gladly sang me a traditional song to which they had a connection. Logistically, 
however, finding the right people and getting to them takes time, as well as gaining their trust in order 
to record them. My initial project could have been much more feasibly if I had taken, say, four months 
to carry out the fieldwork.  
3) Travelling out of towns: The last major obstacle I faced was getting out of towns (which tend to be 
rather touristic) without a car. I found hitch-hiking to be a good method of transport, but not many 
people are willing to drop you off at random spots off route, which is where I was hoping to record 
songs. Safe to say, I did a lot of walking (which I really enjoyed!). 
 
 
As I came to realise the shortcomings of my project, and felt the despair that accompanied this 
realisation, I came to find myself rich in something else. Wherever I went, I met incredible people with 
stories to tell, with particular relationships to their own natural surroundings, their own ways of bearing 
traditions. It became apparent to me that folk culture was present in all these encounters, that the lives 
that those I met lived all seemed to be impacted in some ways with aspects of tradition. Upon talking to 
people, I discovered their knowledge of the land was often imparted by ancients, passed down, received 
and applied, but also shaped by their own interests, their own paths, their own explorations.   
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I then began to explore the West Coast of Ireland, deciding that it was worth exploring the varying 
landscape of the coast and break out of County Kerry. I let my journey take me where it did, relaxed 
from any fixed plans as I realised that valuable encounters boil down to chance. You don't always find 
what you look for, sometimes it finds you.  
 
Thus, with this new direction, I realised that the outcome of my project would indubitably take a 
different shape. As I lacked material in terms of song recordings, I realised that creating a cd might not 
be a possibility anymore. I had planned to collect all of the rare song recordings onto a cd and produce 
copies of that as a final project. Having played around with the recording device a bit, however, my 
natural curiosity had led me to become interested in the sounds around me, sounds I heard on walks 
around the countryside, in bogs, hills, near streams and began recording those which I found 
interesting. I also recorded a couple of people telling me tales. I soon realised that I had enough 
material to create a database that would collate my own reflections and personal journey with 
recordings of the actual landscape, both in visual and audio form. This would enable an audience to 
read about the journey and the encounters, as well as interact with the sounds of the place.  
 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com 
 

 
1.2 Methodology and Structure of the Report 
  

The body of this report takes the shape of a travel novel, inspired by the environmental writing 
of the German novelist W. G. Sebald in his literary piece The Rings of Saturn, which narrates a walking 
tour of Suffolk. Within this novel, the narrator delves into ecological, historical and social details of a 
place, shaped by his encounters along his travel. Sebald’s work is a truly exceptional piece of prose, a 
fine exploration of place. The body of this report is written in a similar style, which attempts to explore 
and capture the essence of the West Coast of Ireland as I have experienced it. The body of the report is 
be matched to the different recordings, of which I have pasted a link to.  
 
The material present in the body of the work was mainly collected during the trip, throughout which I 
kept a journal to record the stories and occurrences. All of the photographs are my own and were taken 
during the trip. The seaweed illustration was created after the fieldwork period.  
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1.3 The Itinerary 
 
August 2016 
03- Arrival in Knock Airport, Went to Bridget’s farm  
04- Visiting Imelda and Cillian in West Dromore  
05-14 Killarney, Ring of Kerry, National Park, visiting Kerry 
15- Ennis, Fleah Festival  
16- Doolin 
17- Ferry up to Inis Eir, day trip there, then ferry to Inis Mor 
17-19 Inis Mor 
20- Ferry to Galway, daytrip in Galway 
20-22 Dublin 

 
 
 
 
2. The Old and New Ways 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Illustration 1 The Itinerary  
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2. The Story 
Chapter 1. Interconnectivity, Coincidence, Opportunity 
 
 I met Bridget back in the early days of summer, or perhaps it was late spring, I do not recall 
exactly. We both attended the same conference. It was Coventry University’s Centre for Agroecology, 
Water and Resilience (CAWR)’s summer party— Greenpeace’s very own Kumi Naidoo was giving a 
talk and Bridget had come especially to see him. She was planning a trip back to South Africa in the late 
summer and wished to speak to the man. Bridget is South African. Trained as a lawyer in land rights, 
she had moved back to Ireland 25 years ago, back to her roots, and became a sheep farmer. The farm 
had been passed on to her from her mother, who had received it from her mother’s uncle Tommy, her 
mother’s mother’s brother. Tommy had gotten the farm from his father. That is as far as Bridget had 
been able to trace the paperwork because the records had been burnt. To her knowledge, she is the 
family’s ninth generation farming this land, and her daughter Skye, the tenth. This, Bridget was telling 
my friends and I over a glass of soda at a bar in Coventry. She doesn’t drink. I look at her over a glass 
of Japanese whiskey, listening to the horrors of Apartheid, understanding that the things she says are to 
be taken in, digested. This, here, is an interesting person, with stories to tell, with experiences to re-
count, and I can sense it.  
 Chris, Rosa and I had plans to grab a drink after the conference. We signal down a cab. It will 
take us from the countryside to the centre of Coventry. As the door closes and the car is about to start, 
a woman knocks on the rear window, looking slightly puzzled, slightly lost. “How can I get to the 
centre of Coventry?” “Hop in,” I tell her, “We’re going there ourselves.” Sitting directly across from 
me sits a tall, slender blonde woman with an intelligent smile. Bridget. She tells us that she flew in that 
morning from Ireland, that she had rented a car but could not remember where she had parked it. 
Once she’ll locate her car, she will try and find a B&B in Coventry for the night- do we know of a 
decent place? “If you don’t mind messy houses, you can stay at ours. Is that of any help?” She accepts. 
I can’t say I’m not surprised. This woman is old enough to be my mother and I cannot imagine my 
mother agreeing to a plan like this.  
 Much later on, in a car somewhere in Ireland, I would come to ask her about this. What made 
her agree to such odd plans? “When an opportunity for an adventure presents itself, there are only very 
few reasons not to accept.” These are the words that would end up guiding my journey across Ireland 
several weeks later.  
 Meeting Bridget came at the right time— I knew that I would be making my way over to 
Ireland in August and I now had a friend up in Sligo. I contacted her a couple of weeks later, she told 
me about the area, and returned the favour, so to speak. She offered me a place to stay up in West 
Sligo. There was my entry point; there was my first destination. I would then work my way from the 
North-West all the way down to Killarney and see from there.   

It’s funny, how these things work. If I hadn’t gone to the conference in Coventry, I would not 
have met Bridget. If I hadn’t met Bridget, and she hadn’t had a dentist’s appointment in Dublin, I 
probably would not have met Imelda and Cillian. Interconnectivity. Coincidence. Opportunity. Several 
days later, I would be sitting out in the hostel’s terrace down in Killarney listening to Kyle, and he 
would tell me about how he thinks the world is full of connections, that we’ve all met before, in an 
infinite possibility of realities. I would come to reflect on this discussion much later on, when meeting a 
French sound technician with the same recording device as me, when a lady from Leicester gives me 
her 2013 Fleadh bag on a bus for helping her out, when Audrey presents me with a sea-polished stone 
to thank me for a conversation, when meeting Tyler, an American musician who was acquainted with 
an author who’d finished writing his book at the Black Sheep Hostel, when in the bunk below me, in a 
little island hostel, sleeps an artist who listens to the cries of seagulls… I take nothing for granted and I 
accept it all, wrapped up in the web of connection that seems to knit around me and around this Irish 
adventure.  

https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-1-interconnectivity-
coincidence-opportunity/ 
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Chapter 2. Cemeteries, Holy Wells, Sheep Farming, Climate 
Change 
    

From Knock, Bridget picks me up in her mother’s car. She’s recently had problems with her old 
Rover— more adapted to farm life than her mother’s pristine city car. Her breaks had given out and 
the town mechanic was giving her a hard time. As we drive up the sinuous path to her farm up over the 
hill, the road is blocked off. Her neighbour is having some difficulties rounding up his lambs. A few of 
them have jumped the wall and ended up grazing the daisies on the graveyard ground. We hop out of 
the car and help him out. I am told to stand in one of the narrow paths, with my arms stretched out. If 
they come towards me, I’ll have to jump up and down, make myself as big as I possibly can. Ever heard 
the expression, “as sweet as a lamb”? There’s nothing funnier to a sheep farmer’s ears. I soon learn that 
lambs are cheeky little mischief-makers, who will do just about anything you do not want them to: 
climb walls, jump fences, hop from crags… Bridget tells me that she often finds them dead, with 
broken necks. Sheep are not just the soft, woolly mammals we read about in picture books. Anyone 
who has interacted with these animals will tell you just how jumpy and full of character they are.  

The late afternoon is wet, and the fine drizzle drenches my hair. Bridget has dropped me off on 
the path to her house. She needs to transport huge hay bales from her mother’s field down at the 
bottom of the hill to her own pasture. The neighbour has lent her his red tractor— it is a lot bigger 
than the one she normally uses, she tells me, but it still can only manage one bale at a time. The trip 
there and back, she approximates to twenty minutes. She has roughly twelve bales left to transport. To 
pass the time and to start familiarising myself with my surroundings, I enter the local graveyard. It is 
made up of two sections, an old and a new. The latter is hardly worth looking at— the grave heads 
have not been graced by the elements. The more ancient half, however, is morbidly attractive. The 
stones stick out of uneven mounds— Celtic crosses, moss-covered and weathered, to behold and be 
held, entire families buried below. Here, the grass is overgrown despite the sheep incident, and I must 
watch where I step, for the ground is not even and the moss, slippery. The stone crosses are beautifully 
carved with Celtic knots, a medley of Christianity and pre-Christian paganism. Such an aesthetic is 
something I will go on noticing throughout my trip: the deep greens of forest magic, the elven tales that 
coat them, the Christian piousness of crosses and effigies and this natural and cultural setting which 
enables such juxtapositions.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Illustration 1 A Celtic cross in the cemetery below 

Bridget's house 
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I next head to the Holy Well, which is just a little way off the main path. I later find out that it is 
one of the few Holy Wells in County Sligo, and perhaps the most famous one: St. Patrick’s Well in 
Dromard. Holy Wells are not as popular as they used to be as they are often situated off the beaten 
path, out of sight of most people. This Holy Well is surrounded by a small stonewall. In the centre 
stands the main well, painted white, a smaller basin at its side. Behind it, an effigy of St. Patrick himself 
overlooks the whole ceremonial grounds, cloaked in green. On the right, a small stone enclave holds an 
effigy of the Virgin Mary. Tucked behind her, a piece of laminated paper holds the instructions to the 
ceremonial rituals — how many barefoot steps to take around the well, which prayers to enunciate…  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 It is debated whether or not Holy Wells pre-date the arrival of Christianity in Ireland, whether 
or not they were part of a pagan tradition. According to scholars such as Ronald Hutton, as cited in 
Varner’s work on wells Sacred Wells: A Study in the History, Meaning and Mythology of Holy Wells (2009), 
most of the wells’ structures cannot “be convincingly dated back to the early Middle Ages, let alone to 
pre-Christian times” (1). Yet, the places themselves were sites of ritual, of sacredness.  

The very next day, Imelda takes me to see another Holy Well, St. Farnan’s Well. To get to this 
one, we have to cross a waterfall. This sacred site is particularly easy to overlook: two natural dips in the 
ground hold the blessed water, while about a metre away, an excavation in the rock face of the adjacent 
cliff has been turned into an altar— a minute idol of Jesus stands protected from the elements and is 
offered blessings by those who come here to pray. Upon getting there, however, Imelda and I witness 
something odd. It seems as though the wells have been sucked dry. Only a minute trickle of water 
glistens its way down the hill and into the wells. Then, it strikes me. Just the evening before, Bridget 
and I had taken a walk to greet her two mares and her white horse, Blue. Walking up the slanted path, I 
had asked her about how flooding had affected farmers this year. The incredibly wet weather of this 
summer had caused streams to overflow, creating inundations in fields and paths. How did farmers get 
rid of the excess water, I had asked, naively? Manually- with shovels and physical strength, they divert 
the excess water back into the main source, controlling the water flow. Could it be that such a situation 

Illustration 2 St. Patrick's Holy Well in Dromard 
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had happened, where, because of the wet weather and the need to control the flow of water, the farmer 
in the field above diverted the stream that was directly feeding into the sacred wells?  
  
 Bridget learnt to farm the hard way, throwing herself into it without the wise council of the 
elder generation. Her family had only recently moved back to Ireland when she decided to settle back 
there too and work the land. Yet ever year, Bridget delivers lambs into this world, every year, Bridget 
bales the hay and tends to her grazing flock… I am in awe at the sheer energy and strength of this 
woman, who has decided to farm this land entirely on her own. This doesn’t mean that she did not 
receive wise words from experienced neighbours. One evening, Bridget tells a most wonderful story 
which has stuck with me ever since. In the early days of owning the farm, the municipality had asked 
Bridget to restore the original stonewall that surrounded the property, as part of a preservation of 
culture program. Bridget did not have the money to get it re-done, so ended up having to rebuild it 
herself, one heavy stone at a time, all while running the farm. One cold wet day, she was out building 
the wall. She had just completed the first straight line of the wall and had just moved past the bend. She 
was at a stage where she could only see what she had accomplished starting from the bend, a few 
meters away from her. It was difficult for her to visualise the progress she had actually made. Her finger 
gets pinched between two of the heavy slabs— the pain is excruciating, the finger is bleeding… 
Bridget’s heart sinks, her morale is low. She begins to sob, sat atop her wall in the drenching rain. A 
man approaches her. It is her old neighbour, the one no one gets along with. He is known for his 
grumpiness, yet he’s always had a soft spot for Bridget. “What’s the matter Bridget?” She tells him 
about the wall and how she can’t see the end of it. “I’ll be back at four tomorrow and I want you to 
show me how much you have done.” Then he walks away. Bridget decided to call it a day— 
 her finger was giving her much grief.  
 The next morning, her finger has doubled in size. She’s lying in bed, her mind foggy. She 
doesn’t want to get up. Suddenly, she remembers the words of her neighbour. She quickly gets out of 
bed and continues on her wall. And at four, on the spot, the neighbour turns up and inspects the work. 
“I’ll be back tomorrow at four to see how you have progressed.” And the day after that, at four, he 
turns up to see how she’s done. This ritual will go on until she’s only got about a few meters left, where 
the neighbour tells her that she doesn’t need him anymore. Only a few weeks after finally completing 
the wall, the neighbour, who was old already, passes away. It is almost as if he’d completed his duty. He 
had passed on a bit of himself and of his knowledge.  
 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-2-cemeteries-holy-wells-sheep-
farming-climate-change/ 
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Chapter 3. Water, Tradition and Seaweed 
 
Imelda is water. She was that for me the day I met her. Water. Fluid and strong. An artist working with 
waterways, with flows, capturing movement and the distinct colour of the water you find in Ireland, a 
deep rusty brown. Between midday and the early afternoon, we sit in her kitchen discussing her art. She 
shows me some of her sculptures and her field-based work. She feeds me too, hospitably places in 
front of me an array of food, which I do not turn down. Earlier that day, Imelda took me to the 
seaside. On our way to the beach, we passed by a campervan where two travellers were having a bite to 
eat. She winds down her window, sticks her head out of the side of the car and tells them they are 
welcome here, that they should not pay attention to the “DO NOT CAMP HERE” sign and enjoy this 
sweet spot for an evening or two, or ten. The campers return our smiles, and we drive off to get to the 
water. The tide is low and Imelda and I walk along the beach’s rocks. Upon closer inspection, one starts 
to notice the inscriptions by one’s bare feet- fossils are everywhere here. They create intricate patterns 
all along the coast. I find one, which will follow me throughout my trip in Ireland, along with a few 
rocks, seashells and driftwood. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
  

 
Imelda takes my hand and sticks it into the elevation in the sand, at the edge of the beach. Underneath 
the ridge, the earth is cool and moist. Heavy. It is clay. We take some in our hands and kneed it into 
balls, which we flatten on the fossils in an attempt to make moulds. Imelda tells me she has used some 
of this very clay for her sculptures.  
 A little further down, we walk past a stretch of greens, browns and purples. Different kinds of 
seaweed cover this rocky stretch of the coast. Imelda takes me through them, pointing out the different 
varieties, ones she uses in her cooking, to make jellies and to season her food. She harvests them at the 
right tide and then dries them in her kitchen, hanging them off a line like some sort of salty socks. I ask 
her where she learnt to use these. She replies that she gained some of the knowledge from books but 
also that her mother and grandmother were also using some of these, such as the Irish moss to make 
jelly. Her family is from the coast, and seaweed has always been part of her and her ancestors’ diet. It is 
interesting to see that this knowledge has lived on through the oral tradition- for how much longer 
though? Seaweed are so readily available throughout shops in Ireland and around the world. On top of 
recognising the species, one must also know the best ways for harvest so that the plant can regenerate 
and so that it is at its freshest point.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

Illustration 4 & 5 Fossils in the rocks on Easky Beach 
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https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-3-water-tradition-and-seaweed/ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Illustration 6 Some species of edible seaweed 
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Chapter 4. Fire, Erratic Boulders, Folklore 
 
Cillian is fire. With a mane of wild curly grey hair, once as red as flames themselves, and a flamboyant 
sweater of every single colour imaginable, he talks composedly, pausing in unexpected places— a 
storyteller’s tone. Cillian’s playfulness is all around him despite his 65 years of age. He is a performer. 
The giant on stilts, the still mime, the ten foot Yeats puppet… Imelda and Cillian’s converted 
workhouse is brimming with colourful papier-mâché costumes that they have designed, handcrafted 
and sewn with the help of their daughter. Over they years, he has incarnated a multitude of characters.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We set off in the afternoon on a pair of bikes. It is a slow ride. With a grin, the man tells me he adheres 
to the “Slow Cycling Club,” but I cannot tell if he is joking. The pace enables us to immerse in good 
conversation and also for our eyes to wander extensively, searching for a sublime light, a sweet spot. He 
tells me cycling is not popular here, a sentiment dating from way back, as to be riding a bike must 
surely mean you cannot afford a car. “I want to make cycling cool here. I want to make sure I am seen. 
This is why I wear my most colourful clothes when I am out cycling.” The bright coloured jumper. 
Cillian tells me he aspires to explore every street and ally in the neighbourhood- map it mentally and 
physically, have it all in there. “It doesn’t matter if I have to go back on myself, if I reach a dead end…” 
On the way, he starts to tell me a little bit about his life, how he ended up becoming a street performer. 
Having grown up and always lived in that part of Ireland, going to art college had been his first way 
out. There, he quenched his thirst for knowledge by fraternising with all sorts of people who studied a 
multitude of disciplines. From astronomers, he learnt the physics of the sky, from mathematicians, he 
started to understand the way in which reality could be read otherwise. He met sociologist, 
philosophers, biologists, geologists— all these people would help him form his mind.  

The story of how he became a street performer is there too. Upon arriving to art college, he 
met who he believed was probably the very first street performer in Ireland. The man (who had a 
completely shaved head – a pretty revolutionary thing back then) stood perfectly still in the streets, face 
and head all made up in white. For a coin, he would jiggle an eyebrow and give you a massive wink, 
then return to his perfect stillness. But the police soon tried to get him for loitering, for staying 
immobile in one place. The artist soon found a way to circumvent the law, and developed a technique 
inspired by art of the East, which consisted of taking infinitely slow, deconstructed movements. 
Mastering his body motion, the man had found a way to avoid arrest. It was this art of mastery and 
economy of language that Cillian was drawn to and inspired by.  

We reach the site of the dolmen. It is clear that the grounds surrounding the site have been 
marked by an all-consuming fire. On the way, we pass a spruce cemetery, which seems to bring glee 

Illustration 7 A giant’s head, hanging from the workhouse wall 
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into Cillian’s eyes. He cannot see these monocrop spruce forests as anything other than a product of 
bad environmental policy-making, destructive landscaping, along with ignorance. These trees are 
specifically grown for timber because their exceptionally fast rates of growth- this however means that 
that they take away precious resources from the soil at a damaging pace. Their deep roots dry up this 
land which is accustomed to bog vegetation, creating erosion of top soil and landslides.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The dolmen itself, also called the “Giant's Griddle” because of its shape and size, had once 

been entirely engulfed by such a forest, which the landowner had planted for timber. The sanctity and 
significance of the site had been entirely overlooked. The fascinating thing for Cillian is the fact that the 
fire had caused absolutely no damage to the dolmen (e.g. from timber crashing down on the site, or 
signs of burning…), nor to the adjacent hawthorn bush, visibly ancient from its tortuous trunk. It is 
almost as though it had been protected by the dolmen’s ancient powers, or perhaps vice versa. Cillian 
steps away and allows me to greet this ancient structure in a way that is personal to me. I touch the 
rock’s surface— powerful. The folklore counts that sitting atop the dolmen increases young women’s 
fertility. I sit on top of it and feel its ancientness below me. It is incredibly stable— heavy yet 
simultaneously delicate, the top slab sitting perfectly balanced on three points, two of which are no 
bigger than a thumb and the other a fist. Cillian is still in awe in front of the site, even if he has known 
it since his early childhood. We marvel together over the fact that humans would have carried these 
massive slabs of stones across miles and then lifted the top one onto the other points, finding the 
perfect balance— one that would last for over three thousand years under the elements. Folk tell the 
story of the giant Fionn mac Cumhaill, and how he had built the dolmen to cook his meals on.  

Back at the workhouse, Cillian agrees to tell me a little bit about the way in which the folk 
stories that are told around here reflect natural formations in the landscape. It becomes apparent where 
geology and storytelling come into contact with one another— curiosity arising from the observation of 
nature (e.g. noticing rocks whose geological make up don’t make sense in a certain landscape) led to 
creation of myth as an accompaniment to the ‘natural history’ of the place (glaciers would have 
displaced these said rocks, for example). The myths aren’t taken as explanations, but rather as layers to 
map onto other versions, weaving folklore and geology together and eroding the Nature-Culture divide 
that prevails in Western thought.  

I left Sligo the next day, enriched and certain that I was on the right path. This trip would be 
fruitful in unexpected ways, as the promising start of this journey was.  

 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-4-fire-erratic-boulders-folklore/ 

Illustration 8 The spruce cemetery 
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Chapter 5. Recording Music and Humans of Killarney 
 

Killarney was certainly a striking place for me. This tiny town, overwhelmingly touristic in the 
early days of August, became my home for about 10 days, during which I was able to meet its people 
but also immerse myself into the landscape of the Killarney National Park, which sat at the doorstep of 
the hostel I was residing in.  
 It was chance that brought me to the Black Sheep Hostel. Its proximity to the national park had 
initially drawn me to it, along with its vegetable garden and chicken coop— what I found there was a 
perfect place for me to set camp and explore. I fell in love with the people, and I fell in love with this 
little hostel. There, I met Kevin, Kyle, Claudia and Solveig, which would provide a safe base for me to 
return to from my explorations.  

It was in Killarney that I recorded pub music for the first time. I was nervous. This was new. 
How would I approach a band? Is it okay to record artists in playing public places? Would I need to ask 
them for their permission first? I settled on the latter. The plan was as follows: I would identify a sound 
a liked then ask the band members when and where they would play next and if I could record them. I 
spent quite a few evening scouting pubs, trying to find a sound I was interested in. Killarney is known 
for its live music— I would walk down the street in the evenings and find myself listening in to 
fragments of songs coming out of different doorways. It was like tuning a radio and going through the 
different frequencies. There were a lot of things I didn’t particularly care for— Americana country 
covers, pop karaoke, even some of the Irish folk tunes I skipped over... The town was filled with 
tourists and bands play to their audience, for they know who will fill the pot with gold and it certainly 
wasn’t going to be locals. It soon became apparent to me that there was a shared repertoire of 
seemingly authentic Irish tunes that would be played over and over again to an excitable crowd of 
tourists (mainly North Americans), most of which would spend a majority of the experience behind an 
iPad screen. I was very self-aware of my own status as a ‘tourist’ and found myself in the 
uncomfortable position of also having to experience this privileged moment of musical interaction 
through a piece of technology: my recording device. It was hard for me to overlook that. Actually 
finding a band to record proved to be more difficult than I anticipated. It was often the case that I 
would find a band whose sound actually fell nicely in my ears, listen to the session and then ask them 
when they would play again, only to find out that it was out of my timeframe.  

On the third night, I made a lucky encounter. From the street, I heard a tune I was familiar 
with, a tune Chris and I often played together. I walk into the pub. Murphy’s Bar. Directly on my left, 
three men are sitting around a table- one is playing the concertina, one the guitar and the third is 
singing, bodhrán in hand. Together, they form the band ‘Celtra’, a contraction of “Celtic” and 
“Tradition.” It is the kind of music that resonates through my cavities— shaking air in and out of me, 
possessed by devil’s good sound. And it speeds up. The musician playing the bodhrán has now 
swapped his percussion for the spoons. It is almost as though he is dancing in his seat. His right hand 
holds the instrument and his left oscillates between tapping the top and the bottom of the instrument 
intermittently. The spoons hit his thigh every so often. It is mesmerising to watch and from by corner I 
am able to observe this closely, much to my delight.  

The session is over. I approach the singer and tell him about my project. He tells me they are 
playing again tomorrow in the same spot, that I should come and join in, such is the nature of these 
gatherings. They are simultaneously a performance and a get-together in which anyone can contribute a 
musical skill. To tell the truth, I find myself intimidated and do not seize the chance to bring my 
pennywhistle, however, the very next evening, I manage to finally record some live music. Through that 
recording session, I learn that all the jigs were learnt by ear— the men learnt to play together by 
listening to each other. This reminds me that folk music isn’t one that necessarily lends itself to the 
conception of music that we have now, in which music and songs belong to certain artists. The idea 
that one must master music to be able to play is contrary to the idea that folk music is a form of 
communication, much like that of talking, which is accessible to most people, of all walks of life. I will 
be confronted by this idea once more, walking through the streets of Ennis during the Fleah festival.  
 As it turns out, recording sound is rather technical, especially when recording live music from 
up close. I had to make sure I was close enough so that other people wouldn’t be in the way of the 
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microphones, but not too close either that I would be capturing too much of one musician as opposed 
to the whole sound. This is why Clement came at the right time, and another example of what I was 
talking about earlier regarding the interconnected nature of things. One sunny afternoon, Kevin, Kyle, 
Claudia, Solveig and I decide to make the most of the good weather (as everyone knows sun doesn’t 
last in Ireland), and have a barbecue outside. No one is at the reception— Kev should have been on 
duty, but the delicious prospects of eating outside convinced him to do otherwise. He has blu-tacked a 
piece of paper which reads: WE ARE IN THE GARDEN, COME FIND US FOR CHECKING IN. 
We are halfway through the meal when a tall, lanky dreaded redhead comes in, asking if we know where 
the check in is. Kevin tells him to sit down with us, and enjoy a drink in the sun. “What do you do?” 
The question is asked after some conversation. It turns out Clement is a French sound technician. My 
ears prick up— “What sort of recording device do you use?” “A Zoom H4.” The same as mine. In 
front of me sits a man who knows everything about the art of recording and who owns the exact same 
device as the one I am using. Call it coincidence, call it whatever… it happened that way and the 
knowledge was passed on to me.  
 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-5-recording-music-and-humans-of-
killarney/ 
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Chapter 6. The Sound and Silence of the Killarney National 
Park 
 
 There are many ways in which one can take in their surroundings when walking amongst 
nature. One can simply march through, focussing on the endpoint. Practical. As an artist interested in 
sound, my experience was somewhat different to most people’s. On top of being a visual feast— for 
one can only imagine the quantity of different greens and textures I was able to encounter in the 
National Park— the place became, for me, a palette of different sounds. Walking along the path, my 
ear would suddenly catch the wet, muted sounds of water lapping at the sides of hidden banks and 
green rocks. My desires to record such sounds led me off of the beaten path, onto slippery rocks, into 
the mouths of delicate waterfalls, into the thick of the forests…  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 There is one thing that strikes me, walking through these parts, in terms of sound: the park 
seems so eerily silent at times. Suddenly, it dawns on me. Where are the birds? Through all my 
meanderings in this place, I will only catch the glimpse of three birds, hear a few songs, within the 
forest itself. It strikes me as odd, but the rare bird song I do hear, I attempt to record. This proves 
difficult with the wind. I do not have a wind block, which I hadn’t thought about purchasing before 
arriving in Ireland. This will be greatly missed in my attempts to record the sea, later on in my travels.   
 

My walks are sinuous and beautiful, many parts of which I complete without another human in 
sight. I try to walk some of the parts barefoot, as it enables me to pay particular attention to the 
composition of the ground I am treading upon. The stones here are of an intriguing shade of pastel 
purple. The forest here is mossy and deciduous. When it is sunny, the sun shines through the holes of 
the canopy and illuminates the green undergrowth, highlighting the extensive palette of greens that is 
present here… some dark, some citrus, some even a slight shade of blue. Some of the rocks are 
covered by what appears to be at times up to five inches of thick moss. It is so thick that I will go on to 

Illustration 9 Recording in the streams 
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take a nap on one of the warmer, drier days, on a moss bed, away from the prying eyes of people. The 
National Park is so big that one can get lost for hours. The big loop around and back to Killarney can 
take up to nine hours by foot, and at the slow pace that I am walking, absorbed by all that is beautiful, 
it takes me an even longer time to get around.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It is with a heavy heart that I leave Killarney at the end of what will be the longest leg of my journey, in 
terms of staying in one area. It felt nice to have an extended period of time for fieldwork. The 
transience of passing through towns is at times exhausting and makes it hard to grasp the essence of a 
place.  
 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-6-the-sound-and-silence-of-the-
killarney-national-park/ 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Illustration 10 Barefoot walks on purple stones 
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Chapter 7. Tiny Fingers and Musical Nails 
 
 I’m on a bus. By now, I’ve been on many buses in Ireland. I am used to the slow rides and 
unusual departure times, but I am relaxed. I’ve got no fixed schedule, no time to keep. I need to meet 
my couchsurfing host at some point but I have her number and she doesn’t finish work until late. 
These busses are perfect for people like me, who are in no rush at all. It is in this very bus, the one 
connecting Limerick and the little town of Ennis, that another sign of interconnectivity presents itself. 
On the seat next to me is an elderly woman from Leicester. She seems a bit lost and asks me whether 
or not she can use my phone to call the relative she is trying to locate in Ennis. She has been travelling 
all day she tells me and has not been in contact with this person, that they might be worried about her 
and that her English phone number doesn’t enable her to make the phone call. I am happy to help her 
but tell her that I am in the same situation as her— my English phone number is utterly useless in this 
part of Europe. However, I suddenly remember that the bus has Wi-Fi. I connect my phone to the 
Internet and through that we managed to reach her friend. The lady, Eileen might have been her name, 
asked if she could reimburse me, contribute to the cost of the call… I decline. Suddenly, the woman 
starts emptying her tote bag, transferring her belongings to another larger bag that sat at her feet. She 
turns to me and hands me this bag on which was printed: “Fleadh Cheoil 2013.” “Take it, it’s yours. I 
saw you looking at it earlier.” This bag was my destination— I was heading straight to the festival, 
which was based in Ennis this year. I was certain to be on the right track.  
 I arrive in Ennis late in the evening. The festival is in its early days. My couchsurfing host takes 
me through the illuminated streets for a beer— here and there a few musicians are still performing 
outside. We sit by a fountain. In front of us, four young girls are playing traditional folk tunes together. 
I would not have given them more than twelve or thirteen years of age. Two of them are playing 
concertinas, while the other two are on penny whistles. I am initially struck by how young these 
musicians are. Walking a little further into town, I start to notice that that is not an uncommon thing— 
most of the musicians playing outside are very young.  
 I spend the next day exploring the town’s streets, tuning in to the different street performances 
as I walk along. Much like in Killarney, I find myself traversing through different radio signals, catching 
glimpses of different songs, ever so slightly overlapping each other.  
 
 The youthfulness of the musicians strikes me once more. Near the centre of town, two tiny 
boys, probably around the age of six or seven, are playing the penny whistle. The odd wrong note 
reminds me of their age, but apart from that, I remain in awe at the skills on display. Further along, a 
young harpist is playing with her fiddler friend. The music is enchanting. She is as tall as her harp. It 
becomes apparent to me that in front of me are the leftovers of an oral tradition. These folk songs have 
been passed on from one generation to the next through this tradition, and “most of the people 
participate actively without much specialisation” (Nettl 11). As mentioned earlier when I was talking 
about the pub sessions with Celtra, all these young people are playing music not necessarily because 
they want to become professionals, but rather as a way of participating in this aspect of culture.  
 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-7-tiny-fingers-and-musical-nails/ 
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Chapter 8. Boulders, Tides, Loneliness and the Lost Artist 
 
 Doolin. A tiny seaside village. One main street that climbs up to the port. As soon as I have 
gotten off the bus and dropped my bags at the hostel, I set off to find the sea, for I am drawn to it. 
Coastal environments are a great source of creative energy for me. The ecotonal quality of where a 
shallow saltwater environment meets the land ecology makes for an incredibly rich, biodiverse meeting 
point, by which I am fascinated. 

I find the port first and buy my ferry tickets for the next day. I will be travelling to the Aran 
Islands tomorrow. From the port, I start climbing some boulders on the shore. The lady at the ferry 
kiosk told me that at low tide, one can walk all the way to the cliffs if I follow those boulders and walk 
along the water. It isn’t low tide. I haven’t checked the tides but decide it’s worth a shot, so I start 
hopping from one boulder to the next. Soon enough, I cannot see any other human. I become 
increasingly aware of the fact that I am utterly alone. At times, the gap between the rocks is large and I 
cannot help but wonder what would happen if I slipped. Occasionally, the water rises suddenly and laps 
at my feet, hungry. After a while, I begin to realise that I am actually walking straight into a rising tide. 
The wind is strong on this landscape— from afar I can see tall waves bashing into the cliffs ahead. 
After sometime, I decide that there is no point taking useless risks and attempt to get back onto the 
road. I soon find out, however, that I am fenced off from being able to reach it. Beyond the boulders, 
pastures surround the place. Between the road and I, stand three fences. One field is empty but the one 
closest to the road encloses a herd of cows. Though I am not afraid of animals, the fences are 
electrified and a sign says “BEWARE OF THE BULL.” I decide that it is probably best for me to 
avoid any attempt at crossing that field. I realise, a little exasperated, that the only way for me to reach 
the road is to go back on my tracks. There is a weird pressing sensation on my chest as I realise that the 
tide is working against me. Soon, the path I took to get to where I was would be entirely submerged. I 
must hurry.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Illustration 11 The herd of cows in front of the cliffs. Behind 
them are the boulders on which I was walking. 
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I eventually make it back to the hostel. It is raining torrentially. I had planned to go to the pub 
and listen to some folk music, as I heard that Doolin’s traditional musical scene is quite famous. I 
choose to stay in however. The rain makes my heart heavy and I am very aware of my loneliness. It has 
finally hit me that I have left Killarney and the friendships I have made there, that I am on the road 
again, all alone.  

That evening, I sit by the fire in the hostel’s main room. My bones feel the cold. Across from 
me sits a woman with short brown hair and sparkling eyes. Audrey. She is part of the hostel staff. Her 
accent is beautifully Irish and we start to talk. As it turns out, Audrey is an artist. She studied literature 
at university a long time ago and told me she had worked a lot with nature. We start to talk about 
environmentalism and how important the human’s conception of its place within an environment is to 
the role it will assume in attempting to preserve it. We try to understand where the human sits, where 
we think we sit, within the web of life… The conversation takes interesting turns, so I take the 
opportunity to tell Audrey about the reason for my trip. “I want to try and understand how the 
landscape and ‘nature,’ so to speak, are in conversation with the culture found here”. She allows me to 
record her, a recording which is unfortunately tainted by the voice of another man who, without having 
actually listened to what the project what about, decided to contribute, as he wanted to hear his voice 
played back to him (and such is the nature of these things— I let him speak in case something 
interesting would come out of it, but one can never be certain).  

The next morning, as I prepare to leave, I find Audrey to bid her farewell. She takes my hand 
and leads me to a staircase on which sits some beautiful black stones. “Pick one.” I am caught by 
surprise. This woman, who I met for an instant, decides to present me with something that actually 
means a lot to me— a stone that tells a story, and that gets darker every time it is touched, for it 
absorbs the oil from the skin. It holds bits of others’ lives, captures their essence… I am enchanted. 
She tells me that she had lost her path, and that our talk had given her a new sense of direction. Life 
had hampered her practice, and now, it had given her a line to grab. I also left this town feeling like I’d 
found something to follow.  
 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-8-boulders-tides-loneliness-and-the-
lost-artist/ 
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Chapter 9. Stranded Boat and Island Microcosm 
 
 I meet a Belgium man with a perfectly Scottish accent as I step off the ferry onto the isle of Inis 
Oírr. He is waiting for his ferry back to the mainland. “I have just spent four days staying with some 
friends. They are musicians and last night was intense. We held the pub open until three in the 
morning.” “That’s odd for Ireland no?” I ask, being used to pubs closing at one. “Yes, but it’s such a 
small island that it doesn’t have a police force. This means there is no one to enforce any rules onto the 
one and only pub here. The establishment decides when it closes.” This here was island life. It escapes 
certain conventions that you might find on the mainland.  
 My time in Inis Oírr is limited to a few hours— my ferry to the bigger island, Inis Mór, leaves in 
the late afternoon. I leave my bags behind the counter of the one and only pub and head off to explore 
this tiny island. My first destination is a shipwreck of which an old man at the pub has told me about. I 
am intrigued. According to this man, the vessel, named Plassey, was shipwrecked back in the sixties. I 
will also later be informed that the boat features in the opening credit of the renowned TV series 
“Father Ted,” a series to which I had been initiated at the very start of my Irish adventure by Bridget. 
After a short trek to the far east of the island, I find myself in front of this impressive, rusty carcass, 
into which one can peer. The rocks around the wreck have been impregnated with iron and are of the 
same rough, tawny colour. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I spend the next few hours on the seaside, practicing the pennywhistle. It is hard because of the 
wind but I find a comfortable rock to lean against, which provides temporary shelter from the wind. 
On my way back to the ferry, I pick up some seashells and rocks to add to the small collection I had 
already started up in Easky Beach.   
 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-9-stranded-boat-and-island-
microcosm/ 
 

 
 

Illustration 12 & 13 The Plassey Shipwreck, Inside the Whale’s Belly 
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Chapter 10. The Sea Speaks in its Own Tongue  
 
 The first person I meet as I arrive to the hostel in Inis Mór is Tyler. He is playing a strange, 
slender stringed instrument and I am curious about it. “Is that a Celtic instrument I do not know 
about?” I ask. He laughs. It is actually a backpacker’s guitar— the body has been cut out for practical 
purposes but it plays just like a normal guitar. Tyler is an acupuncturist musician from Appalachia. 
Appalachia. Chris and I listen to a lot of music from there. I find out later on that Tyler is heading to 
the Black Sheep Hostel next, the place in Killarney in which I found a family and a home. “Why there? 
How did you hear about it?” “I met a writer in a small pub in Dublin who recommended it to me. 
Patrick McDonnell.” name sounds familiar. Suddenly, I realise where I’d heard this name before— this 
was the name of the write who had finished writing his book at the Black Sheep Hostel. Out on the 
little outdoor patio where we would sometimes eat lunch stood a sign that said: “The artist’s corner, 
dedicated to Patrick McDonnell.” I’d spent many a days looking up at that sign. How odd that the first 
person I talk to here had a connection to another leg of my journey!  
 The next day, Tyler and I head off to the cliffs. We have heard of a natural excavation off of the 
shore called the Worm Hole. It is perfectly rectangular, a swimming pool geometrically cut out into the 
limestone. It is almost as though aliens had come down and had laser cut a leisure corner for their 
bathing desires. We spend hours there, looking down at this mysterious hole. We are there long enough 
to witness the change of tides. The pool is slowly filling up from below, for it is connected to the 
seashore. Eventually, the waves will be high enough to fill the hole from above.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Illustration 14 The Worm Hole, view from the overhanging cliff 
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On the walk back to the hostel, I venture into caves that line the seashore. There is definitely 
something mysterious there, a portal to another world, a ‘thin place’. My hearing is muted. I am 
definitely inside the body of something greater, larger, older. I can feel myself touching upon a deeper 
geological timescape. From within, water trickles down the rock face— the sounds resonates, guttural.  
 I spend the next couple of days along the seashore, collecting rocks and being fascinated by the 
sculptures that the water and the wind have created within the sand. There is a piece of Scottish 
folklore that explains these formations. According to a story recorded by Alexander Polson in 1932, the 
first Lord Reay was thought to have associations with the devil, and “regarded by his tenantry as a 
wizard” (50). Having defeated the devil in a fight, the latter had gifted him with a “legion of workers 
who would do his bidding” (Poslon 50). They were very efficient at doing the farm work and “when he 
could find no other work for them, he sent them to the seashore to make ropes of sand. The tiny ridges 
seen on the seashore when the tide is out are regarded as their work” (Poslon 50).  
 On the morning of my departure, I eat breakfast with my new bunkmate. I hadn’t been feeling 
my best the night before so hadn’t really been social with anyone. It is only at breakfast that I discover 
that below me sleeps an artist with a beautiful mind. Keren is an Israeli artist working in Berlin. We talk 
about her practice. She tells me about her stay in Dublin, which is where I am heading next. The 
common room of her hostel had a rooftop window, out of which, if one cared to lend an ear, one 
could hear seagulls conversing with one another. It was nice to find someone who found beauty in the 
little things.  
 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-10-the-sea-speaks-in-its-own-
tongue/ 
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Chapter 11. Big City Blues  
 
 I’m on the last leg of my travels. The ferry ride back to the mainland was tumultuous. The 
howling winds from the night before had created large waves. From the port, I took a bus to Galway 
and then from Galway, another bus to Dublin. In Dublin, I was struck by what I like to call ‘big city 
blues’. I am entirely surrounded by people and yet I am speaking to no one. My eyes do not connect 
with another’s gaze. All I hear is an array of different languages as I walk through the streets. During 
the evenings, I am on the look out for some live music. I find it difficult to get someone to steer me 
towards a sound worth listening to. Everyone I ask seems to send me in the direction of pubs that play 
traditional music for tourists, with tap dancers and all the shenanigans that come along with that… I 
am disappointed.  
 On the second day, I decide to check out Phoenix park, which is one of the most extensive 
parks of Europe. I get lost in the “fifteen acres,” which is essentially a fifteen acre field, extending as far 
as the eye can see. The grass is long and the sun is hot. I decide to record the sound of the wind playing 
in the grass and lie down to get a better sound. Suddenly, the Zoom H4, which is connected to my 
headphones, picks up a soft rumbling sound which starts to get louder and louder. I am perplexed— it 
sounds quite mechanical and nothing like the wind. I look up. About five meters away, a tractor is 
heading towards me, mowing down a path in the long grass I was lounging on. And that is the story of 
how I almost got run over by a tractor in the middle of Dublin! 
 My last day is spent in rainy melancholy. I cannot help but recall the incredible times I have 
spent in this country. The coast has been good to me and I have learnt a lot, from people and from my 
own experiences. I thank Ireland one last time before to head back home to France.  
 
 
https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com/2016/11/24/chapter-11-big-city-blues/ 
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3. Conclusions and Dissemination 
 
3.1 Summary and Personal Reflection 
 
 This journey has been an incredible source of personal enlightenment. Though it perhaps failed 
in many of its initial objectives, what I encountered was probably in many ways more valuable than 
what I had hoped to find. As described within the chapters, my travels across the west coast of Ireland 
was just as much about discovering a striking landscape as it was about meeting people and sharing a 
piece of their culture. I was able to delve into the centre of a culture that has preserved a large part of 
its oral tradition, through song, through its ecoliteracy (like Imelda and the seaweed), through its 
folktales… I found myself confronted with the fact that the way knowledge is passed on isn’t always 
under tradition, that the times we live in make it that certain ancient ways of doing things are lost to a 
globalised nation. The relationship the people I met have to their surroundings and direct natural 
landscape, along with their knowledge of it, is simultaneously imparted by the past generations and 
shaped by their own explorations and interests. Bridget didn’t learn to farm directly from her ancestors. 
She learnt on her own. Yet her old neighbour also shared with her the wisdom of perseverance. Imelda 
has learnt to cultivate seaweed partially through observing the past generations do it and cook with it, 
and partially through books because it is of interest to her…  
 Another thing I discovered along the way was the eerie quality of the stark coastal landscape. 
The cliffs are abrupt, the rocks are perplexing, there are erratic boulders and damp caves in which 
bright green water festers… It is a landscape that is conducive to mythmaking, to the creation of 
stories, of folklore. It is a landscape on top of which we, as humans, have superimposed layers from 
our own creative mind and active imagination. 
 
 
3.2 Recommendations 
 
The advice that I would give to future participants is to not fixate yourself too much on an ‘end 
product’. Your journeys take you where they do and in the end it is the process that matters a lot more 
than the product. Behind my desire to create a CD as a way of collating and curating a collection of 
folk recordings, stood the real process of going out to meet and record people. As it turns out, the 
latter was a lot more difficult to accomplish than expected, especially within the timeframe I had set 
myself, and I found myself in a situation where I had to radically re-think the trajectory that my project 
would take. This, however, doesn’t mean that the project was a failure. In fact, if anything, it is a lot 
more adapted to the situation and the place than the original idea. Instead of actively seeking for a 
certain type of recording (and thus creating a portrait of a place skewed by my own preconceived ideas 
of the place), I let the opportunities come at me.  
 I would love to pursue the project further and go back out there to make a documentary on one 
of the people I met, notably Bridget, whom I find to be a remarkable person with a lot of stories to tell. 
I’d really like to explore the way in which her path took her to take on sheep farming, and the hardships 
she faces as a single farmer. I’d also love to explore and understand her take on sheep farming, which is 
politically packed in relation to the history of enclosures, but also as being agents for the creation of a 
certain treeless landscape because of grazing.  
 
3.3 Dissemination 

 
I have been given the opportunity of giving a talk to a master’s group, as a way of addressing 

fieldwork and how to make the most of materials that might later be used for a creative purposes. 
Though my aim with this travel was neither strictly scholarly nor with set artistic aims, I find myself 
very inspired by the trip and with great desires to pursue explorations within the field of folklore and 
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the oral tradition.  
 The creation and sharing of the blog (https://oldandnewwaysblog.wordpress.com), which I 
have passed onto all those who were part of the journey, will also hopefully act as a dissemination 
vessel. It is easy to navigate, as I have created a menu under which all the chapters are available in 
chronological order, along with a photo gallery and a sound gallery.  
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Annex 
 
1. Transcripts 
 
Cillian about Fionn mac Cumhaill 
 

“I was always listening to the old men, and the stories that they’d tell because when I first came 
here there was no television at all, so those stories were… I brought you up to see one of my favourite 
heroes from mythology Fionn mac Cumhaill, and Finn was a giant and … up in Portstewart in the 
North of Ireland there is the Giant’s Causeway, and that’s Fionn mac Cumhaill, he built that. But he 
lived on this mountain just behind us, here in Sligo, in West Sligo, where the three main mountains are. 
Over here we have Knocknarea, the hill of the queen, or the hill of the moon. Benbulben. And this 
mountain that we were on today Slieve Gamph. And all the giants were up on the mountain and they 
were having a contest, trying to see who could through the stones the furthest. And Fionn mac 
Cumhaill, he took one of the stones and he threw it as hard as he could, an enormous stone. It’s down 
in one of the fields towards the coast… but it didn’t make it to the sea. He was in such a temper, he 
went down and he split it in two. And it said that if it’ll lie in your path and you pass through it it’ll 
close and kill you.  
 But earlier on we went up to see Fionn mac Cumhaill’s Griddle. The griddle is something with 
three legs on it. But it’s a dolmen and the top stone is about a hundred and twenty tonne weight. It’s 
such a beautiful top stone and it’s so delicately supported on three points. It is magnificent. One of the 
points is no bigger than your thumb and the other two points are no bigger than your fists. And the 
idea that this stone has defied gravity and sort of sent out the word of magic, because only a magician 
could lift this huge stone with such technology almost three thousand five hundred years ago, which is 
absolutely remarkable. But it was definitely built by hand… and not by the hand of a giant. But the 
people, in trying to understand how this enormous weight was lifted invented the mythology of the 
giant. And the other stone that’s down the seashore, it’s a granite. And it definitely came from the 
mountain, the mountain we were standing on. That stone definitely came from the mountain and we 
know this by the rock type. In fact, we can actually locate it to a specific part of the mountain. It is an 
erratic boulder. And of course it wasn’t a giant that threw these because there are many of the stones. 
People in their wisdom were trying to put a logic to understand, ‘how did these stones get there?’ So 
they invented the giants throwing the stones. In fact, these are erratic boulders. And I almost love that 
name: “an erratic boulder,” that is distributed erratically across the landscape. These erratic boulders 
were lifted up by the great glaciers during the Ice Age and they are a testimony to the scale and size of 
the glaciers. I mean it is unimaginable, that these glaciers were just so big as to lift the rock down at the 
seashore. The rock at the seashore is probably five hundred tonnes and maybe even more. I don’t 
know if it ever was estimated. So that is the story I wanted to tell you of the crossover between 
mythology and geology. The mythology tells us that the giants threw the rock. The geology tells us that 
it was the Ice Age that moved these erratic boulders. But the dolmen is one of my favourite dolmens in 
the whole world. It is the most beautiful dolmen anywhere and its location is exquisite. Fionn mac 
Cumhaill’s Griddle. Fionn mac Cumhaill’s dolmen.” 
 
 
 
Cillian on Irish Faeries 
 

“Living in an old building like this, you would surely expect to see ghosts. And everybody that 
comes to this building expect that I have seen ghosts, because so many hundreds of people died. This is 
a workhouse and the workhouses were built to house the people after the famine, after the Potato 
Famine. The potato failed and the people died in their millions. But I have never seen a ghost, because 
I don’t believe in ghosts, and I don’t believe in anything other than this reality.  

But my grandfather, he believed in fairies. And he would tell many stories of fairies when I was 
a kid. And we didn’t take them that seriously as kids but I was fascinated by these stories. And one day 
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he told us about when he was on the back of a big cart, with a whole pile of hay on the back of it and 
he was sitting up on the top and it was a sunny day. And they were after they’d been working hard and 
they were bringing the hay back down to the yard, here. When they were going down this particular hill, 
along by the river, he looked over his shoulder and he saw the fairies going around in the field, across 
from them. And they were little men and they were on the backs of horses and they were having a little 
race… around. And he absolutely freaked out and he slid down on the far side of the hay, down onto 
the road and ran through the ditch and looked… and the fairies were gone! And he couldn’t 
understand where the fairies had gone.  

And then one day, I was going down the exact same road and I looked across. And because the 
river is down in a deep cut and the land rises up again, you have that… there is an optical illusion 
created by the distance from where you are standing to the field, which miniaturises the field and makes 
a real person, with a real horse, look like a miniature, a version of it. You have no idea, on a quick 
glance, that this is not such an optical illusion. So surely it looks like I saw a man over in the field and 
he must have spotted me. And the next thing, he picked up his spade and threw it over his shoulder 
and did a little dance. And I swear to god I thought it was a fairy and he had a beard on him and all. 
And the next thing, I looked and I recognised the fairy. So it was a guy that knew me on the far side of 
the river in a field over then, but from my point of view, for that split second it looked like a 
miniaturised human being. And suddenly he disappeared behind a tree and I couldn’t see him anymore. 
And I realised how my grandfather was certain that he had seen the fairies.” 
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3. BUDGET: Proposed and Actual 
 
Preparation Costs + 
Equipment 

Proposed Actual Comments 

Recording	Workshop	+	
Travel	Expense 

~70 32.35 + 24.62 +5.50 = 
£62.47 

Ticket to Edinburgh for 
the workshop + f&d 
while up there 

Zoom	H4	Recording	
Device 

159 £159  

 
Travel Costs Proposed Actual Comments 
Travel	From	UK	to	Ireland	
and	back 

154.6 77.09 + 155.39 = £232.48 
 
 

flight from Edinburgh to 
Knock 
flight from Dublin to 
Toulouse*1 

Inland	Travel	(bus	+	
ferry) 

150 143 (e)= £121.56 missing one ferry receipt 
of 16 euros 

 
Journey Costs Proposed Actual Comments 
Accommodation:	hostels	 540 522 (e) = £445   
Food + Sundries 540 380.24(e) = £323.23  
Cultural Events 176 212.00 (e) = £180.26  
Extra Costs  £25.61 Non-sterling transaction 

cost taken by bank 
 
Cost of Final Project Proposed Actual Comments 
Quote	for	Printing	100	CDs	
(http://www.directcds.co.uk)	
+	Booklet 

194.4 0 That part of the project 
did not get carried 
through, as it did not fit 
the nature of the project 
any longer 

  £50 (expected costs) Dissemination, setting 
up for the conferenceà 
hiring room, boards for 
exposing, speakers 

  £19.8 Printing Costs for the 
Report (30p per colour 
sheet) 

 
 
	
	
GRAND	TOTAL		 	 	 	 	 	 £1619.41	

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                
1 Ticket Dublinà Toulouse was paid by my father, using his miles. I have therefore reimbursed him 
the actual price of the ticket, as his air-miles were used, which was of 150 euros (plus the 32.31 
euros for carbon tax). 
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