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I
n the 15 minutes or so before I lost my 
fingers and toes to numbness, against all
odds I was rather enjoying sitting in a
rowing boat in the snow. After all, travel-
ling should be about new experiences and
in London it isn’t often that I find myself
fishing for pike on a Saturday morning,
snow or no snow. Needless to say, the out-

ing hadn’t been my idea – my suggested plan had
involved a long lie-in and a late breakfast – but my
boyfriend Jules was having none of it, even as we
had watched the first snowflakes fall the night
before. What was the point, he reasoned, in coming
to Ireland if we weren’t going to make the most of
the great outdoors? He was right, of course, and the

world was beautiful in the sparkling early sunshine,
but the fish (very sensibly, I mused, as all sensation
finally left my extremities) remained hidden, des-
perately clinging to the extra smidgen of warmth
offered by the water’s darkest depths. 

We weren’t staying in a hotel but a members’
club, Castle Leslie, in Glaslough, County Mona-
ghan, tucked right up against the Northern 
Ireland border, close to Armagh. The distinction 
is an important one since the intention of the
estate’s owner, Sammy Leslie, a very entertaining
divorcée in her early forties whose father Desmond
ran the estate before her, was to create a place 
that people could use and treat as their home-
from-home; a private country house, in effect A
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