
Part 2 : Other Aspects 
 

 Walking out of Glenview Park where I live I realise that I’m surrounded by many townlands. In 
fact, Kilpedder is a townland with the village of the same name in it and the townland is made up of 
Kilpedder West and Kilpedder East, which is on the other side of the N11 as you travel south. 
Glenview Park is really in a townland called Johnstown and as I walk north towards the Old Downs 
Road I pass through Holywell and Killickabawn townlands. Killickabawn is more commonly 
known as Willow Grove and there is the popular public house called Grove Bar there. Hopefully in 
a future article I will tell of these townlands. 
 Walking along the Old Downs Road nowadays it is noticeable that most of the houses on it are 
on the west side of the road. About 45 houses face directly onto this road and most of them in my 
opinion were built in the 20th century. The exception being a house called Downs Lodge on the east 
side. George Newenham Wright in his book “A Guide to the County of Wicklow” lists Arthur Hume 
Esq. as residing at Downs Lodge in 1837. He was Teller of the Irish Exchequer, Revenue Dept. He 
died in 1844 aged 79 years. On this same road is the old ivy covered public house and residence 
called Rocks Bar and Rock house. It closed in the early 60’s and the last owner was Kevin O’Brien 
who died in 2017. 
 Another fascinating fact for this road is the variety of the names of the houses. A Ph.D about 
why people give particular names to their homes would be a wonderful read. Most houses have 
names rather than numbers here. 
 The surname Delamere is a housename and probably commemorates a Dr. Lewis Delamere 
who opened a Boarding School for young gentlemen in the early 19th century in the area. The name 
is of Norman origin from La Mare, France. Close to Downs Lodge is The Downs Cottage. A literary 
themed house is Rivendell and the owner told me her husband loved the book The Lord of the 
Rings. Foreign sounding names are also noticed like Ruwenzon, Savoia and San Antonia and not 
forgetting Bella Vista. Our first language is not forgotten either with Cnoc Rua and Cluanéan. But I 
think the house that really catches the eye is Cobwebs and I think it’s named with great imagination. 
 Coming to the end of the Old Downs Road, to its junction with Drummin Lane (old N11), you 
descend the steep hill that caused, it has to be said, the demise of Downs Village. Across the road at 
this junction is a modern house called School House Delgany. Delgany village wasn’t on the route 
of the mail coach back then and a person had to travel from Delgany to the Post House which was 
on this site to collect the mail. Later on the Post House was converted into a schoolhouse., known as 
Downs Male School and local girls attended Delgany Girls School. Records from the National 
School Inspectors show concerns about low attendance of pupils at Downs School and that the 
schoolhouse was unsuitable. So, in January 1906, the Downs and Delgany schools were 
amalgamated in a new school called Downs National School built at Downs Village Fairgreen, near 
the ruins of St. Mary’s Church (see part 1). Local children continued to attend this school until the 
1970’s when it closed permanently. A postscript for the Downs Male School was that Hugh 
McLindon opened a forge on the site. Then it was unoccupied for decades and neglected until the 
new house, School House Delgany, renewed the site! 
 The Old Downs Road is lined with trees on both sides now – oak, ash, sycamore and of course 
the ubiquitous pine. Blackberry bushes are plentiful with seasonal pickers. Halfway along the road 
is a small copse of tall eucalyptus trees. We thought a strange bird was to be heards in these trees 
when we started walking last March! It made a squeaking, wailing kind of sound. We discovered 
that when the wind blew from the north a horizontal branch of the eucalyptus rubbed the 
perpendicular trunk of the same tree and made this sound! As a result we didn’t make the call to 
Birdwatch Ireland regarding a new arrival! Birdsong of all kinds makes the walk a very pleasant 
journey, and we viewed and heard a beautiful pheasant calling. In a field alongside the road a 
cowbell tinkled as a contrast to the birdsong. As we completed the Loop perhaps the most persistent 
daily sound we heard, near the Grove Bar, was the jarring sound of empty bottles being dropped 
into the recycling containers! 
 


