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Ireland has more than once been the object of the contemptuous attacks of certain writers,
and yet, even at this moment, when she displays so fearful a picture of suffering and misery,
she possesses two great and illustrious characters, upon whom independently of political or
religious opinion, the eyes of Europe are fixed : O’Connell and Father Mathew. She can boast
more than one famous personage of every kind, and above all, Thomas Moore. [1] Let us cite,
among the claims of this country to the admiration of contemporary nations, a recent
discovery ; the atmospheric railway.

At the time when I passed through Kingstown in my way to Old Connaught, this new
invention was exciting general enthusiasm. Experiments made under the superintendence of
Mr. James Pin, Treasurer of the Dublin and Kingstown Railway Company, had been com-
pletely successful. A star, until then unknown, was rising in the horizon of industry ; hence-
forth, carriages will no longer be propelled with the rapidity of bullets by steam and coal, but
by the pressure of air. The present moving power will soon develop its marvels ; and if suc-
cess crown the result, if the sequel answer the commencement, there will be ere long, on the
whole line of railways, no more fires, no more boilers, less danger and less expense : and
lastly, to complete the advantages, an increase of speed.

The pressure of air is one of the strongest and most powerful elements of locomotion. Of
this, the simple and complete apparatus, invented by Messrs. Clegg and Samuda has given a
striking proof. [2] The new system of pneumatic (or atmospheric) railways is daily becoming
more perfect : I have seen unheard of effects produced by it. I will not enter here into the
scientific details of this second great moving power; they require an explanation commen-
surate with their importance. Suffice it to say that the noble land of Erin will have been the
first to display to the eyes of the world one of those unexpected lights which work a
revolution in the thoughts and customs of mankind. Homage to the wonder of the age, and
glory to the genius of Ireland. [3]

Since my landing in England, one name had continually resounded in my ear ; a name
which the hundred tongues of fame were bearing from one end of the world to another :
O’Connell, I was very anxious to see this most extraordinary man, who stirred up whole
populations at his will and pleasure, who travelled from place to place surrounded by four or
five hundred thousand men when he chose to summon them ; who held, as it were in his own
hand, the will of all Ireland ; and who, while sowing the seeds of agitation and tumult,
enjoined universal tranquillity and peace.

How can one explain a movement which ordains inaction—a storm which commands a
calm—a revolt which says, “ Lay down your arms !” Such is the state of things caused by
O’Connell as it appeared to me. I had forbidden myself all political discussion respecting
him, and whether the fury of hatred inveighed against the rebel, or the exaggeration of
enthusiasm hailed the Liberator, I listened without contradicting. I had come to Ireland
merely as an observer and as a poet ; I only wished to see and describe. I considered
O’Connell simply as one of those great historical characters who appear, at long intervals, on
earth, for the purpose of accomplishing some mysterious design of Providence. Such beings
can only be definitively glorified or condemned by posterity. I had determined not to hazard
any opinion of my own ; I will still persevere in my resolution. I will present the picture with-



out discussing its merits ; I will mention the effect without developing the cause ; I will not
judge, I will not describe.

On the 15th of August, Assumption Day, the famous meeting was to be held at Tara, where
I was assured from six to seven hundred thousand men were to assemble round O’Connell. I
quitted Old Connaught to repair thither.

On the banks of the wildest lake, beneath the most sterile mountains in the County of
Wicklow, is the most singular retreat imaginable. I stopped there in my way. Lough Bray
belongs to the celebrated physician. Sir Philip Crampton ; its environs display nothing but
lonely flats, barren strands, heaths and swamps. Not a hamlet is to be seen, not a living
creature ; not a bird is to be heard there, for there is no shade ; not a labourer is visible, for
there is no land to cultivate. One would imagine it to be a vast cemetery.

The sun was setting behind the mountain, when I arrived at this species of Siberia, in
which stood what I may call the châlet of Sir Philip Crampton. By the side of a silent lake the
picturesque dwelling, with its walls carved in every variety of tracery externally, and its
degant decorations within, was artistically erected in front of a deep cliff, without trees and
without vegetation, like a flower among tombs. A wild and misty landscape endrded the
pretty cottage : it was a smiling oasis in the midst of a dreary desert. What a poetic contrast !
This spot, with its savage elegance and dismal splendour, once seen could never be forgotten.

Sir Philip Crampton’s three daughters were standing near him, presenting fresh features of
loveliness jbo relieve the gloominess of the picture. At once rustic and elegant, half sombre,
half embellished, the ensemble was most charming.

Opposite the balcony of my room lay the lake and its sandy shore. I was told that the
violence of the wind uprooted most pitilessly everything that grew there ; and yet, on digging
beneath the surrounding mountains, the trunks of trees have been discovered. Forests then
have once existed there. Why are they now impossible ?

The more we travel, the more we are perplexed by the immeasurable mysteries of creation.
Around Lough Bray, upon broad elevations, extend immense peat grounds. It has been proved
by geological science that these very elevations were anciently valleys, whereas the parts
which now lie below them were formerly high ground. But how has the valley become a
mountain, and the mountain a swamp ? Volcanoes, according to naturalists, have produced
this confusion : but where are the craters of these volcanoes ? No trace of them is discover-
able.

Sir Philip Crampton brought me back to Dublin in his carriage. “ Here,” said he, pointing
out to me some most suspicious looking wilds, which one would have fancied to be the
haunts of cut-throats, “ not a theft, not a crime is heard of ; there is no court of justice near.
For fifteen or twenty leagues round, a trial, a sentence, or an execution are things unknown.
Look at these flocks wandering here and there without a guardian or a guide : they are never
lost. Many poor creatures here have nothing to live upon, and yet, they never think for a
moment of prolonging existence by killing a lamb, by stealing an egg, by milking a cow. If in
order to live they were obliged to steal, they would rather die. They are a primitive people ;
specimens of humanity before the fall.”

I merely passed through the Irish capital, [4] and slept on the 14th of August at Celbridge
Abbey, the seat of Mr. Henry Grattan, one of the opposition members and a devoted friend of
O’Connell. Tara is not far from Celbridge.

I found Mr. Grattan in the midst of his numerous family, consisting of four sons and six
daughters ; his father was the famous Grattan so well-known. [5] His abode was also



celebrated as having been the residence of the political writer Swift, author of Gulliver, the
Boileau of Great Britain. I was lodged in the ‘ ghost’s chamber’. On my appearing surprised
at the name, the following story was related to me.

“ A young and pretty Irishwoman, called Vanessa, became passionately enamoured of
Swift : the Abbey of Celbridge was her property. Swift frequently visited her there, and every
time that he entered her beautiful gardens which were watered by a delightful stream, Vanessa
planted a laurel there ; the laurels have now grown into an immense wood. Vanessa thought
herself beloved. One day. Swift, arrived at Celbridge ; he was as joyous, amiable, and tender,
as usual ; nevertheless, on quitting his mistress at the close of the day, he bade her adieu in an
unaccustomed tone. Love is easily alarmed ; the gentle Irishwoman had a present-iment of
some approaching calamity. She perceived a letter addressed to her lying on a table ; Swift
had left it there as he departed. She seized it eagerly, and read these words, “ I have forsaken
you—I have bidden you a last farewell, we shall see each other no more.” Vanessa sank in a
swoon, and a few days afterwards her mortal remains were laid beneath the cold turf of the
grave.

Swift purchased the Abbey of Celbridge. It is not said whether he did this with the intent-
ion of there lamenting his victim ; nor is his cruelty towards her explained : all we know is
that a new love took possession of him, and that Stella was its object. Swift held marriage in
abhorrence ; but as Stella, far from sharing his ideas on this point, resisted his guilty passion,
he found himself obliged in order to attain the happiness he coveted to conduct her to the
altar : the only condition he imposed was that their union should remain a secret. Stella took
up her abode at Celbridge ; but, as she passed only for Swift’s mistress, and was con-
sequently stigmatised by public opinion, her life was far from happy. One night, it is said,
Vanessa appeared to her in the very chamber where she had received Swift’s fatal adieu. What
the object of her visit was, is not known. From that time a change came over Stella’s lovely
features ; a gloomy despair took possession of her, her brow grew pale, her cheeks hollow,
her grace, her spirits, her youth, all vanished by

“ What is the matter with you ?” Swift asked her anxiously.

“ I shall die soon,” she answered with a trembling voice, “ if you do not openly declare
our marriage.”

Swift left her without a reply.

The disease made rapid progress. Stella felt with joy that the close of her sufferings was at
hand. Returning after a short absence. Swift found her on her knees in her chamber ; she re-
sembled a spectre.

“ Oh !” cried he, seized with alarm, “ I will avow the marriage !”

“ It is too late,” answered Stella with a melancholy smile.

She expired on the following day.

Heaven avenged the two victims. Swift had built a hospital for lunatics in Dublin ; he
himself went mad—and was confined there. His name is not the less immortal :—the man has
disappeared in the writer.

At Celbridge there is a gothic tower adorned with two colossal statues. [6] The ghost’s
chamber is there. I thought with sorrow on all that Swift’s unfortunate paramours had
suffered. I did not invoke their spirits, and yet I should not have been sorry to have seen
Vanessa appear before me ; with this idea I fell asleep. The ghostly hour passed by without
any supernatural occurrence ; but at daybreak, a strange noise awoke me. It was a sound of



distant melody, horns, flutes, and harps. Could it be Vanessa and Stella who were lamenting,
as if they had been daughters of Fingal, their past misfortunes on the lyre of the ancient
bards ? Were their shades hovering above my head ? Before long, the strains died away by
degrees in the distance, and I sank once more quietly to sleep.

Next day all was explained. The concert of harps, flutes, and horns had been no dream.
During the whole night a crowd of musicians had passed through the country on their way to
the famous meeting of Tara ; they were the bards of O’Connell.

At nine o’clock in the morning, I found myself in Mr. Henry Grattan’s open carriage, and
we set out for Tara.

The spot selected by O’Connell for the solemn event of the day was naturally calculated
to excite the imagination. The hill of Tara, celebrated by historians and poets, was the abode
of the first Kings of Ireland. There, according to tradition and the annals of the country the
sovereigns were crowned ; the Stone of Destiny is still there. On this sacred stone, the
monarch stood upright at the moment when his hand raised towards Heaven, and his brow
circled by the diadem, he swore to consecrate his life to the welfare of his people. A hundred
and forty-two Kings received the sceptre there, from the first establishment of the monarch-
ical power to 561. [7] An Irish manuscript in Trinity College, Dublin, as well as several other
chronicles, attribute to the following fact the cause of the palace and hill of Tara being
abandoned towards the middle of the sixth century. [8]

King Dermott, having in the year 563 attempted to infringe the rights of religion and
liberty in Ireland, St. Vaadan, one of the successors of St. Patrick, thundered forth a most
fearful anathema against him. He cursed the Prince and the mountain ; he caused the bell of
death to be rung ; and, amid its funereal tolling, he pronounced these terrible words : “ May
the curse of the Lord fall on Tara and its royal abode ! May God no longer permit Kings nor
Queens to dwell there ! May no court nor palace be any longer seen there ! Anathema on
King Dermott and his race ! Anathema—Anathema !”

The excommunication produced its effect. Dermott took to flight and perished : his suc-
cessors no longer dared to inhabit the accursed mountain, and since 568, Tara has been
nothing more than a desert. [9]

Thomas Moore has sung of Tara. An Irish poet of the tenth century, O'Flynn, wrote a
poem, as he himself tells us, on the sacred Stone of Destiny. Tara was also the scene of a
battle in the rebellion of 1798. Rnally, Tara has been in every age one of those spots
privileged by fame, where some of the greatest events in Irish history have occurred.

We were approaching the famous mountain ; a distant and increasing noise echoed far and
wide. All the houses situated on the road along which O’Connell passed, were hung with
laurel. Public prayers had been offered up for him since day-break in all the Roman Catholic
Churches of the district. The valleys, the hills, and the plains were covered with from five to
six hundred thousand men, hastening in crowds, and in a sort of delirium at the call of a
single orator ; who, without being either warrior or king assembled immense armies, and
prepared for himself as it were a sovereign throne. On every side triumphal arches were
erected, adorned with the portrait of the Liberator and enthusiastic inscriptions. Flags of
divers colours were waving throughout the country ; transparencies, along the roadside,
displayed a vast number of allegories, and these crowds were repeated a hundreds of times.
“ The Liberator of Ireland !” “ The liberty of our Country !” “ The Liberator surrounded by
five hundred thousand men !” “ Ireland for the Irish !” “ Great O’Connell for ever !”

We made way with difficulty through the obstacles which crowded a road where carriages
might be counted by thousands, and individuals by hundreds of thousands. Nevertheless,



there was no confusion among the spell-bound masses who rushed towards O’Connell as
towards their destiny. “ Liberty—Liberty ” There was no blood in these cries, no wish for
revolution ! The object for which so vast a body of men was summoned was a religious one.
Their shouts were not for revolt or vengeance ; they were cheers of confidence and affection.
The countenances of the multitude expressed neither fury nor hatred, but hope and devotion.

The elevated stage erected for O’Connell was on the summit of Tara Hill, the high ground
on which it was constructed had been hired for the meeting, at an expense of two hundred
guineas. Forty bands, each consisting of from fifteen to twenty musicians were ranged one
above the other all up the mountain, and welcomed with flourishes the arrival of the
Liberator. O’Connell, in a carriage and six, advanced at this moment, followed in procession
by several Roman Catholic bishops and priests, the different corporations with their banners
and devices, the members for the county and an innumerable multitude. He ascended slowly,
in the midst of most deafening acclamations towards the kind of throne on which he was
about to sit. The air seemed no longer to support the shouts of transport that rent it, Carriages
and four, and other vehicles, covered with flags, were seen above this sea of human waves,
perpetually agitated to and fro in a commotion without revolution, and in a hurricane with-out
a storm. O’Connell bowed on the right and left with evident emotion. His powerful and
sonorous voice addressed here and there a few words of gratitude to the crowd. He arrived at
the summit of the hill. There was placed the Stone of Destiny, the sacred stone of the land.
Was he about to use the language of a King ? No, it was as a prophet that he spoke ; “ Irish-
men ! a little longer and you will have regained your rights ! You will have your parliament in
Dublin ; you will become a great nation !”

This was received with frenzied acclamations. O’Connell, pointing with his hand towards
Heaven, continued in a solemn tone :

“ To-day is the 15th of August, the day on which the Mother of our Lord was carried in
triumph to Heaven ; like her, and speedily, you also will rise triumphant to freedom. On such
an anniversary, the language of imposture and error could not issue from my lips. You shall
be free : God will it !”

Thus spoke Peter the Hermit, announcing victory to the Crusaders ; he promised the Holy
Land, he destroyed the infidels. Alas ! the Holy Land is still to be conquered, and the infidels
are still to be destroyed !

Opposite the platform, on which O’Connell stood, was the figure of the immortal Ossian
dressed in the costume of the earliest ages. The old man, who represented the poet of bygone
days had his white beard, his brown robe, and his golden harp. His glance was by turns calm
and animated ; seated, and leaning on the lyre of the bards of Morven, he seemed to invoke
for O’Connell the inspirations of glory and liberty. One would have fancied that, rising from
the fogs like a true son of Fingal, he said to the people, “ Come forth from the night of the
tomb ! The palace of lightning opens ! Behold the King of meteors !”

I had arrived within a little distance from O’Connell’s throne. Mr. Henry Grattan, one of
the most popular orators in the country, was suddenly recognised by the multitude ; from
forty to fifty thousand persons welcomed him by clapping their hands as he passed, and I
found myself thus in the centre of a popular ovation. The people would have taken off our
horses if there had been room to move, but the carriage was shut in and compressed as if
between iron walls. Henry Grattan, standing upright by my side, his head bare, and his eyes
filled with tears, greeted the people with voice and gesture. We could not advance a step
through the close ranks which were crowded together and all shouting at once, in the midst of
which our horses disappeared half stifled. The road, the earth itself was no longer visible.
Nothing was to be seen but a mass of heads, which, like living waves, undulated from one



horizon to another. Henry Grattan, whose destined post at the meeting was beside the great
man of Ireland, took this opportunity of leaping from the carriage, and was borne along by the
multitude to the spot where the Liberator awaited him. I found myself obliged to follow him.

This scene will be ever present to my memory as one of the most extraordinary I have wit-
nessed in my life. On I went, tossed about for I know not how long on the backs and
shoulders, faces and arms of the people, astounded by the clamour that arose from this
strange and swelling sea. I understood not, half bewildered as I was, how I could advance on
this incomprehensible human shield ; but light and air were with me, I towered above both
mountains and men. Henry Grattan was there triumphant, and squeezed, compressed, and
fettered as he was, he breathed the atmosphere of liberty. “ Independence, liberty !” This has
been the cry of every age : will the dream last for ever ? We thus reached O’Connell’s plat-
form. Behind him was an immense chair, surmounted with trophies and devices ; on it was
inscribed “ God save the Queen !” Standing close to the great orator, I did not lose a word of
his speeches, and I confess I could not listen to him without a lively emotion. This extra-
ordinary man, endowed with an eloquence by turns severe and playful, now vulgar and now
poetical, half gentle, half savage, passed alternately from grave to gay, from trifling to pro-
found, from burlesque to sublime, with a clearness of expression and a boldness of imagery,
which, being within the comprehension of every degree of intelligence, both excited and
commanded attention. From his elevated forum he at times established between himself and
his hearers an inconceivably singular dialogue : on the one side, a single voice ; on the other,
more than sixty thousand voices.

“ You will follow me everywhere, will you not ?”

“ Everywhere. To life or death !”

“ No battles—no blood—no insurrections.”

“ No.”

“ Victory through peace.”

“ Yes—yes !”

“ Unless we are attacked. I count then on you.”

“ On all of us !”

“ How many ?”

“ All Ireland !”

“ That’s well.”

One must have been present at such a scene in order to form an idea of it. No petty and
abstruse details were there prepared in secret and with closed doors around the green doth of
a council of ministers. History was there, imposing and vast, written in the open air and in
broad daylight, on the mountain, in the midst of an entire people. There was something about
it that reminded one of Sinai.

O’Connell continued in these words :

“ Brave nation ! I know there is not one hand that would remain hanging by the side and
inactive, if I said to it, ‘ Arise.’ ”

“ No, not one, not a single one !”

And four hundred thousand hands Were lifted up at once above two hundred thousand heads.
[10]



The throne, the Church, and systems of government, O’Connell reviewed in turn, fre-
quently in a tone of raillery, and sometimes in language of inspiration. Take for example these
solemn words :

“ People, behold Espartero ! He attacked liberty, and persecuted religion. He arose power-
ful— he is nothing.”

From the summit of Tara, the prospect from which is magnificent, a commanding view is
obtained over vast plains, heights, valleys, hills and flats. Picture these heights and plains,
these flats and hills from the platform of Tara to the horizon of Dublin, covered as far as the
eye could reach with people on horseback, on foot, in carriages, and all this interspersed with
flags, pavilions, and banners. Here were trestles and tents, there poles decorated with
streamers and triumphal arches. The houses were decked with garlands ; the air resounded on
all sides. Never had I beheld anything so electrifying ; and notwithstanding a melancholy
thought came across me amid all this display of popular triumph and national liberty. Might
not all these words of peace and freedom be a prelude to tempests and civil wars ? Might not
music and flowers cause murder and blood ?

A thick fog had risen in the valley and was already by degrees extending over the tumult-
uous meeting. The trophies, the banners and the laurels began to disappear in the darkness of
the atmosphere. The music and the shouting did not the less continue, they sounded even
louder than before from beneath the vapours and the clouds, but the entire face of nature had
assumed a solemn and melancholy aspect ; one would have said she was about to change the
spectacle into a vision, and the sons of liberty into the shadowy forms of Ossian. All little by
little faded away, all vanished by degrees : the multitude and their enthusiasm, the country
and its legions, the mountain and the associations connected with it, the Liberator and his
throne ! Alas ! perhaps his promises of liberty vanished with them !

O’Connell broke up the assembly, [11] and then still surrounded by adulation, incense, and
homage, took the road to Tara Hall, an imminence mansion belonging to Mr. Lynch, and
situated at the foot of the Mountain of Kings. There, under a vast tent, a banquet of from one
thousand to one thousand two hundred covers were prepared, At which the Liberator was to
preside. The managers of the entertainment had included me among the guests ; a room had
been kept for me in the house, and I was told that my place at table would be by the side of
the illustrious chief. I went to Tara Hall accompanied by Henry Grattan. I was most eager to
enter into conversation with O’Connell, and I was conducted to a small sitting-room whither
he had retired to enjoy some repose after the exertions of the morning. The great hall of the
mansion was full of company : he was to join them at a later hour.

Only one or two of the Liberator’s most intimate friends and the host’s daughter, the pretty
Miss Catharine Lynch were with him. He welcomed me with gracious courtesy, and made me
sit on the sofa beside him. I had thus an opportunity of regarding him at my leisure.

O’Connell is tall [12] and strongly built ; one would suppose him to be a wrestler of the
olden time. His eye is animated and intelligent, his voice is keen and sonorous. He expresses
himself elegantly and quietly, and with convincing sincerity and earnestness. His gestures are
often dignified, and though there is a certain vulgarity in his physiognomy, yet his deport-
ment is majestic. He possesses, moreover, all the good qualities and all the defects necessary
for a popular orator, being by turns rough and smooth, energetic and yielding, courteous and
abrupt

Our conversation was extremely animated ; he spoke of the Queen with profound respect
and of her government with bitter scorn.



“ Wellington,” said he to me, “ was born six miles from Tara, and this Irishman thinks only
how he can most injure Ireland : he will not succeed, I hope. Besides he has solved a problem
for me; he has proved that without actions of real merit, without superior talents, one may
become a great man, entirely by accident and chance. It was at the very moment when he was
about to fly fromWaterloo that he found himself suddenly victorious : and he was the last
who expected it.”

I was anxious to speak to O’Connell of the dangers of rebellion, and of the risk they them-
selves ran who opened to others the career of revolt.

“ I, like you, hate sedition,” he answered ; “ but oppression is also odious to me. I do not
labour to overthrow but to be free. I shall triumph by the force of principle, by the irresistible
progress of human thought ; by the breath of civilisation which confers a new existence on
mankind, and by the support of a God of justice. I shall have no need of war.”

“ You may be attacked—persecuted.”

“ Persecutions ! let them come. They will increase my power.”

“ But if the sword quit the sheath? If the axe menace your heads ?”

“ Oh, then, I have but to say one word, and on the following day I shall have under my
banner an army of five hundred thousand men, nay, a million, if necessary.”

“ How would you arm your troops ?”

“ Nothing easier ! They would take the enemy’s muskets and cannons from him. The
enemy himself would pass over to their colours with arms and baggage. I should still con-
quer without fighting.”

O’Connell spoke with persuasive eloquence. This old man, who is said to be near his
seventy-fifth year, retains in his features and thoughts all the energy of a more vigorous age.

“ You are a poet ?” he resumed. “ Here are some lines I composed yesterday before the
meeting of Tara.”

He read me the following stanza :

Oh Erin ! shall it e’er be mine
To wreak thy wrongs in battle line.
To raise my victor head, and see
Thy hills, thy dales, thy people free !
That gleam of bliss is all I crave
Between my labours and my grave.

DANIAL O’ CONNELLM.P.

for the County of Cork.
Tara Hall, County Meath,
14th of August, 1843 : the Repeal Year.

The following is a free translation :

Que ne m’appartient-il, noble terre d’Erin !
De venger tes affironts en bataille rangée !
Et, le front triomphant, de te voir libre enfin
Des chaînes dont on t’a chhargée !

Dieu ! fais que ce jour brille ! et, mes travaux finis,
Une tombe dans mon pays !



“ I should much like to have those lines,” said I to the orator poet.

“ I will give you them in my own handwriting,” he replied with a smile.

And he copied them for me immediately, heading them with these words :

“ Written for the Vicomte d’Arlincourt.”

This is a curious autograph. I received it at Tara Hall, at the foot of the Sacred Mountain,
near the Stone of Destiny, and from the Liberator himself.

O’Connell pressed me to dine with him ; but, although I felt great curiosity to be present at
the banquet of Tara, I thought it my duty to decline his invitation. I knew that many toasts
would be drunk, that some of them might be of a violent character ; and wishing neither to
refuse nor to applaud them, I judged it more prudent, in the position in which I was placed,
not to hear them. I had no business to take a part in the drama : and however picturesque the
spectacle might be, I was obliged to refrain from witnessing it.

I quitted Tara Hall about sunset, and at the very moment when the Liberator was to preside
at the banquet of the meeting. The proprietor of the mansion’s pretty daughter, with the most
charming good-nature, ordered dinner to be prepared for me in a separate room. By her
orders, a horse was harnessed to one of her carriages, and thanks to her, I was enabled to con-
tinue my journey. Miss Lynch, who is but seventeen years old, living alone in the family
mansion ; her mother being dead, and her father an invalid at Dublin, she was there the
mistress of the house, in the midst of bustle, tumult and confusion. Her quiet gentleness, and
her delicate attentions contrasted admirably with the prevailing agitation, clamour and dis-
order ; it was like the presence of an angel amid the eruptions of a volcano.

Filled with the emotions which I had felt at Tara, I recalled to memory, while pursuing
my route, the verses of the poet, Thomas Moore, on this celebrated mountain, and attempted
to translate them.

“ The harp that once through Tara’s halls
The soul of music shed.

Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls
As if that soul were fled.

So sleeps the pride of former days.
So glory’s thrill is o’er.

And hearts that once beat high for praise,
Now fed that pulse no more.

“ No more to chiefs and ladies bright
The harp of Tara swells.

The chord alone, that breaks at night.
Its tale of ruin tells.

Thus freedom now so seldom wakes.
The only throb she gives

Is when some heart indignant breaks,
To shew that still she lives.”

“ La harpe qui, naguère, à flots mé1odieux,
Au palais de Tara répandit l’harmonie,
Maintenant suspendue aux murs silencieux,

A perdu son âme et sa vie.
Ainsi dort aupèrs d’elle, en une sombre paix,

L’orgueil des jours de la victoire,



Et le souvenir des hauts faits
Qui remua, jadis, tant de cœurs Irlandais

Ne bat plus que dans la mémoire.

“ O ! harpe de Tara ! plus de chant empressé
Pour les héros et pour les belles !

Ta harpe, qui se brise au vent d’un soir glacé
N’a plus que plaintes étemelles.

A ton exemple, ainsi se tait la liberté,
Et lorsque son front irrité

Cherche à se réveiller sous les nuits sans aurore
Où languit un peuple éploré ;

C’est par les longs sanglots d’un coeur désespéré
Qu’on apprend qu’elle existe encore.”

[1] I greatly regret not having seen in his own country the illustrious author of Lalla Rookh :
he now lives in England.

[2] It was tried eighteen months ago on the Great Western Railway, at Wormwood Scrubs.
[3] See “ The Atmospheric Railway,” a letter to the Right Honourable the Earl of Ripon, by
James Pin, Second Edition, June 24, 1842. This new system is now studied in France ;
experiments have been made which have proved successful.

[4] Shortly before reaching Dublin, I visited Kildakie, the beautiful residence of Colonel
White’s brother. I found there marble halls and gilded salons, decorated with the master-
pieces of Italian art.

[5] I had already been at Tinnehinch where this great orator lived. Tinnehinch is near Old
Connanght. Henry Grattan, at the time of the first Restoration of the Bourbons, had been
to see the island of Elba and Napoleon.

[6] These statues represent an ancient monarch of Ireland and his august spouse. Some
irregular buildings in the gothic style of architecture are attached to the tower.

[7] Out of this number, one hundred and thirty-six were Pagans, and six Christians. The
seventy-fifth King lived three hundred and five years before Christ, and according to the
chronology of O’Flaherty, the period that elapsed between the first and last monarch,
was one thousand eight hundred and fifty-five years.

[8] History of the Antiquities of Tara Hill, by George Petrie, Esq. There still exists at Tara a
water-mill, which dates from the third century.

[9] Book of Clonmacnoise, translated by Connell Geoghegan in 1627.
[10] It would be impossible to conceive (without having seen it) how an orator could be heard
and applauded by an assembly of from two hundred thousand to three hundred thousand
men. I will try to explain it. If a stone is thrown into a pool of water, it will form around
itself a circle, then another, and then a third, a fourth, A fifth, a sixth, a seventh, indeed, an
indefinite number. Let us begin from this point. O’Connell speaks slowly and with an
audible voice. Each sentence of his discourse ends with a phrase which forms a con-
densed summary of the whole. When this phrase is spoken, he pauses. The first circle
formed around him hears, applauds, and repeats it to the next circle ; which, in its turn,
applauds, and repeats it still further Thus a telegraph of human voices conveys
O’Connell’s thoughts to five hundred thousand hearts at once with the rapidity of light-
ning ; and, from one end of the meeting to another, he finds himself listened to, heard, and
applauded.

[11] His speech had been followed by many others, among which that of Henry Grattan was
chiefly remarkable.



[12] It has been affirmed in writing that O’Connell’s head, next to that of Napoleon, is the
broadest and largest that has ever been known.
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