
           
Of this imposing house and its impressive annexes what is left today is an ivy-smothered ruin                  

(the editor is indebted to Karen Ievers for her kind permission to reproduce this unique historic photo).  



 

Ballinagarde House, 2022 

 



 

The interior: brick-built throughout; the exterior frontage is entirely of render 



                      
Oddly enough, limestone masonry is evident only on the rear of the house, in parts, but even this rear 

gateway to the garth is of cut limestone with a recessed shield motif. 



                                 

 

 

The temple-like, 

colonnaded structure 

projecting from the 

east wing in the 

historic photo has, still 

extant in its ruin, this 

classical niche, large 

enough to have 

housed a full-scale 

sculpted figure. 

Even here, as is 

evident, the 

construction appears 

to be a thin render 

over brick, but the 

execution is flawless.  

 

 



  

 

The house, dating from 1774, stands on level, low-lying ground and its height was necessarily accentuated 

by a flight of steps to the terrace. 

The façade is classical, with a pedimented breakfront (projection), which whole arrangement is now sadly 

the most-damaged feature. 



 

                                       

Tithe Applotment books from 

1826 and 1825 show Edward 

Croker (1756-1830) as 

landholder of 58 acres at 

Ballinagarde and 72 acres at 

Lemonfield in Pubblebrien. By 

the time of Griffith's valuation 

in the 1850s, the Ballinagarde 

demesne had enlarged to a 

more commensurate 134 

acres, but that in itself does 

not signify: 

the Landowners of Ireland 

1876 directory shows the 

Crokers of Ballinagarde, 

Dromkeen, Grange and 

Kilpeacon (all in East Co. 

Limerick) as being in 

possession of over 6,000 

acres, putting the family in the 

top league of landowners in 

the county. 

The impressive houses that 



                       

 

Ballingarde, among the 

Anglo-Irish great houses, has 

accrued to itself a particular 

fascination; no doubt lent to 

it by the legendary deathbed 

utterance of John Croker and 

through association from 

Thomas Crofton Croker, the 

influential 19th century 

folklorist. 

That Oliver St John Gogarty, 

the associate of Joyce and 

Yeats, should have 

celebrated it in sharply-

observed doggerel is no 

mean tribute, and a fitting 

enough elegy. 

   


