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Anecdote of Brydone The Traveller.—Geological Formations.—Best Route Through Western
Highlands.

I am aware that the following sketch of deviations and additions to the route I actually
traversed, introduced for the benefit of future travellers, exposes me to the risk of being
accused of travelling in my armchair, but I can adduce a very high authority, indeed, Mr.
Brydone, for going much further, and without saying so, leaving the reader to suppose me to
have seen and done all that I have there described.

Arrived at the Casa Inglese, the last halting place in ascending Etna, I wished, in the hear-
ing of our guide, that we had such a day-break for the summit as Brydone was favoured with ;
he joined in with, “ Signor Brydone did not reach the summit at all.”

This I of course denied, naming some of the glorious scenes so beautifully narrated by
him.

“ My father,” he continued, “ was Signor Brydone’s guide, and when the party had
reached the spot where we are standing, Mr. Brydone would eat, in spite of the warning that it
would make him too sick to scale the cone. He remained behind ; on our return, Mr. Brydone,
pencil and paper in hand, asked, what was to be seen ?”

“ Nothing, we could hardly see each other.”

“ Well, but what in fine weather can be seen ?”

“ My father described the different effects, which during a life spent in the calling, he
had witnessed in different seasons, and under varying circumstances.”

All which, Mr. Brydone, who was not the man to go up Etna, and like C. Mathews, in the
farce of “ Used Up,” report that he saw nothing in it—in addition to those effects, which, on
the clearing off of the mist he did witness, on the secondary heights of the mountain, has
charmingly delineated—and faithfully too, for as a man of real science, he knew how to
present to the reader each phenomenon with its appropriate accompaniments, avoiding all
simultaneous incompatibilities, the rock on which the veracity of travellers, describing at
second hand, has so often suffered shipwreck.

In any future visit, after acquiring a more distinct knowledge of the newest—I indite the
words, the newest—system of geology, with no more gall in my ink, than will excuse the
insertion of the following.

At the first and only geological section I ever attended, my credence received a shock.
Earnest and perspicuous, the lecturer, on the geological formation of Devonshire, had
carried my convictions along with him. I had hung on his words, noted them down, and was



hurrying away, when the preface of the next lecturer caught my ear. “ Since that we have
turned Devonshire upside down.”

Being fully occupied at the time, I did not wait to unlearn, or decide in my own mind
between the doctors, to my great present regret. For I might by this have been myself “ up to
Trap,” a term of commendation I was startled at hearing applied by Mr. Buckland, before I
knew his antecedents, to some fair pupils, who had enjoyed the enviable privilege of
accompanying the Professor, hammer in hand, in his geological gallop.

I say, after studying the geology and flora of the Western Highlands, I would (unless a
steamer then plies direct from Galway, over the length of Lough Corrib to Maum) leave the
car at Oughterard, and seeing Kirk Castle reach Maum, take the route over the Pass of Main,
just described, cross the valley between Lough Derryclare and Lough Inagh, mount the
opposite gorge of Glencoaghan, bury myself for a few hours in the heart of the Twelve Pins,
mount to the southernmost height of Lettery ; look out on Renvyl, in Mayo, on the north-
west, on the group of Benna Beola, immediately before me, to the north ; on Main Pass and
Joyce’s country to the east ; over Ballinahinch Lake towards the plains of Galway on the
south-east ; towards Galway Bay on the south ; and beyond the Bay towards the Isle of Arran
and the mountains of Clare ; to the Bay of Ardbear, and the light-house to the south-west ;
and due west over Clifden, and its intricate and sinuous bays, as far towards America as the
aërial medium will permit.

Then, if very ambitious, I would mount Bencorr, the highest of the group, to the crowning
summit of this noble land, mark 2336 feet above the sea, whence a view of the Killaries could
be obtained.

I would examine the vertical lines of quartz which cap the summits, and show like snow-
ridges from the eastern bank of Lough Inagh. I would traverse the sky-line of what seems
glistening mica, as viewed from the same point, and white, like the bared habitat of the
ptarmigan.

I would then come down to the south-eastern side of the Hill of Creg, to the green marble
quarries, and thence to that of the white marble on the north-western edge, and descend upon
Clifden over the graduated hills which flank its inland side—all, or the major part of which
journey, I believe to be practicable to the lover of the picturesque in a long summer’s day, and
if horses and side-saddles are sent to the different points, would not be beyond the power of
ladies to accomplish with satisfaction. [1]

I would thence seek the shore, and threading its bays of the oceans (the translation from the
Irish of Connemara) towards the bold breakwaters of the Atlantic, I would bathe [2] under the
waves warmed by the snow-waters of the Andes, which, if not the greatest, I affirm to be the
furthest fetched paradox ever hazarded, but to the full as capable of complete proof as the
acknowledged connection between Tenterden Steeple and the Goodwin Sands, [3]

And then what intense interest would attach to a tour, if, on the tide-line, where the sea
disgorges some fractional portion of its ill-gotten riches, a traveller were to stumble on — not
a golden relic, but one of those botanical prizes from time to time cast up there, called by the
people sea-nuts, wafted on the Gulf stream from the tropical shores of the NewWorld.

With the present accurate knowledge of the botany of the Old World, had there not been a
Columbus, such an incident would not merely, as in his day, have supplied a hint to the



scientific, it would have done the work, furnishing, as it does, unmistakable evidence of the
existence of regions then undiscovered. [4]

Turning from the picturesque to the practical, after “ looking through Nature up to
Nature’s God,” I would visit the homesteads of the English settlers, and the field of the late
Waste Land Company’s efforts.

I would allow time for taking an interest in the workhouse [5], in the constabulary arrange-
ments [6], the schools, and the missions, four powerful and philanthropic, aye, philanthropic
agents, all equally forced upon the population for its regeneration, as pioneers opening up the
country, and fitting it for a new and better order of things, lightening the sorrows, preventing
the irregularities, and enlightening the darkness of the adult and rising generation.

The O’Neil Estate.—Lynch-Law on Sheep-Stealers.—Starving Crow. —“AHard Summer.”
—Famine Scenes in India.—Musings on Famine.— Civilization in India.—Anecdote of

Mr. Martin.

I REGRET that time did not admit of my visiting the O’Neil estate on the coast, which passed
through the Encumbered Estates Court about a fortnight since. The purchasers of several lots
spoke very highly of it, but confessed to a wish for more bog to consolidate some spots on the
coast by overlaying the blowing sand. I should much like to have examined into the capabil-
ities which the fisheries, kelp, and coral offer. I was shown some very promising specimens
of the latter valuable product, and as the coast is of granite, the subjoined extract from Sir
Henry de la Beche’s “ Connexion between Geology and Agriculture” seems partly to bear out
the proprietor’s estimate of his acquisition.

“ Generally speaking, the harder the coast, and the less the detritus that can be worn from
it, the greater the proportion of comminuted shells in a given proportion of sand.”

“ On the road from Clifden to Roundstone I passed the stone, gables of a cabin which had
been left in ruins ever since it had been the scene of an act of Lynch-law perpetrated on its
inmate for sheep-stealing, by his neighbours, who murdered him with sticks and stones. There
are no sheep-stealers now ; “ et je sais bien pourquoi,” as the réfrain has it, “ there are no
flocks.” At Ballinahinch I was told sheep did not do well there, an observation so un-
favourable to the agricultural prosperity of the district I was not prepared for.

A crow had perseveringly and rather uncomfortably attended the car at some distance,
when on my jumping down, to examine a very bright sulphur-coloured hillock of moss,
shedding a moat poverty-strickon light about it, I found the bird of ill omen settled on the
droppings of the horse, as close to me as an English crow would venture after a month’s frost,
I thought, and I believe I said, “ A hard Summer, Master Crow,” [7] a remark which,

though sounding flippant enough in a printed narrative, had in my mind associations of deep-
seated feeling ; for, in the first place, the expression was one commonly used by the Irish poor
to the Commissioners for Inquiry into their condition, and their explanation was sad indeed. It
was a hard summer when they were reduced to feed on nettle-tops while the potatoes were
ripening. A hard summer ! what a contradiction of terms. What an unnatural state of things
does the expression shadow out ! If it is so in the green what must it be in the dry ! What
must a hard winter bring with it ?



But more than this, it revived in my mind a scene of horror, pathetically described to me
by a dear deceased friend, who was an eye-witness of it during an Indian campaign.

Marching through a district visited with one of those periodical dearths which scourge a
country, whose epidemics are caused by the excessive luxuriance of wild nature ; his
company passed between groups of passive sufferers. Far beyond the stage at which hunger
breaks through stone-walls, they looked as if risen from the graves into which they were fast
sinking, making no lamentation, motionless, till the droppings of the gram-fed troop-horses
excited the instinctive wish for life, even on terms the most loathsome, and they scrambled
for the dung. I was prepared to deodorise the expression by a paraphrase borrowed from an
old play—“ food that men would die to look on.” But why should I ? To be faithful, a de-
scription of what the eye naturally revolts at must disgust the ear.

To communicate any thing like the reality of such sufferings, the excitement of our
sympathies and sensibilities must give unmitigated pain ; there must be no place left for
the self-approval which accompanies pity in ordinary cases. Nor is this one in which “ ears
polite” should refuse to hear the truth.

That extravagant libel against the princess, who expressed surprise at people dying of
hunger, as for her part she would sooner eat bread and cheese—though a caricature and a
burlesque outré, is still not without its moral. I beg the reader’s attention to the feeling recital
by a lady of a similar visitation.

“ January 5th. Arrived at Urowl at six A.M. When I quitted my tent to mount my horse it
was bitterly cold, the poor starving wretches had collected on the spot my horses had quitted,
and were picking up the grains of gram that had fallen from their nose-bags.”

“ Passing through the bazaar at Kanauj was a fearful thing. There lay the skeleton of a
woman who had died of famine ; the whole of her clothes had been stolen by the famished
creatures around ; the pewter rings were still in her ears, but not a rag was left on the bones
that were starting through the black and shrivelled skin. The agony on the countenance of the
corpse was terrible. Next to her a poor woman, unable to rise, lifted up her skinny arm and
moaned for food. The unhappy women, with their babes in their arms, pressing them to their
bony breasts, made me shudder. Miserable boys, absolutely living skeletons, pursued the
elephant imploring for bread ; poor wretches, I had but little money with me, and could only
give them that little and my tears. I cannot write about the scene without weeping, it was so
horrible, and made me very sick. Six people died of starvation in the bazaar to-day.

“ Lord Auckland daily feeds all the poor that come for food, and gives them blankets ; five
or six hundred are fed daily. But what avails it in a famine like this ? It is merciful cruelty,
and only adds a few more days to their sufferings ; better to die at once, better to end such
intolerable and hopeless misery ; these people are not the beggars but the tillers of the soil.

“ The very locusts appear to have felt the famine. There is no hope for rain for five
months, by that time the torments of these poor wretches will have ended in death.” [8]

Alas, for the mighty of the earth, how poor in power are the very greatest of you to relieve
suffering humanity ! What more painful or more humiliating position can be conceived than
that of Lord Auckland (a humane man, of whom might have been truly said, “ nihil humanum
a me alienum puto”), Governor-general of a vast empire, having its resources at his disposal,
responsible for their employment, standing with his arm thus shortened in the midst of a



famishing population. What sweets can office have, to qualify the enduring bitterness of such
a reminiscence !

The district on either side of the road, excellently well laid down by the great opener up of
the country, Mr. Nimmo, bore so much of the character of the abomination of desolation
about it, [9] and my fancies had taken so sombre a hue, that I tried to break their tissue, and
changed my route. I turned towards Ballinahinch, but my musings were still upon famine, not
in the East, but on that dreadful one of which the effects were present and around me.

The probabilities of its recurrence crossed my mind painfully ; but as I pondered I came to
the cheering conclusion that it could not again run the same dreadful course ; not because
victims were scarcer, which, though a reason, was not one I took into calculation, but because
now, while it is the paid office of intelligent public servants to know every living soul in the
district, and report on their actual condition, and prospective means of sustenance ; while the
medical officer, as a sentinel, gives notice of the approach of the fiend, and the guardians pre-
pare to resist his inroads ; now, a ray of light [10] has shot into the minds of the poor, showing
them the direction in which they may find disinterested aid.

Nor did this chewing the cud of bitter and sweet fancy, leave me hopeless for the poor
Hindoo; for the tenth of the human race under our rule, and as British subjects entitled to the
appliance of all the means of civilization which art and science have invested us with, to raise
them above exposure to the chronic visitations of famine and its sequence pestilence.

The country is being opened up, for the civilizing process is now begun, coupled, as I trust
it will be, with a boon never before extended to India under any dynasty,—a blessing, I really
believe it may be fairly termed a Christian one, a lever which has never been applied except
in the Christian era to the elevation of the masses,—money-wages.

We have been slow enough in marking our career with great works of utility ; thank
God these modern triumphs of civilization, which are striking through the jungles, will be
unspotted with blood. They will not be made as the tanks, the pyramids, and, in in our days,
as the Mahmoody canal with men’s, women’s, and children’s lives, and a villanous cal-
culation of the powers of human endurance, but by a fair day’s wages for a fair day’s work.
Then will the Christian be had in honour among the heathen, and his creed in reverence
among the nations.

“ Le physique influe sur la morale, et la morale sur le physique.” I do not recite the remark
for the truism it contains, but to call attention to the just order in which this reciprocating
action is placed, as the imperious demands of the physique must take precedence of the re-
quirements of the morale.

Thence I reached the stronghold of the Martins, heretofore rate, law, tax, and excise proof.
Many are the anecdotes still in circulation, proving that the original proprietor, the Mr. Martin
of O’Trigger memory, did not exercise “ wild justice” in Connemara only, but that he carried
his principle about with him into society, and even brought his favourite weapon to bear from
his seat in St Stephen’s. On one occasion, having said what was sufficiently favourable to
government to admit of the minister of the day, Mr. Percival, offering an interchange of
courtesy,—in answer to an inquiry where he might have the pleasure of calling on Mr. Martin
of Galway, he got for answer, “ Within pistol-shot of the Treasury !”



Ballinahinch House.—Enactment for Planting Trees.—Quarries.—Emigrants.—AMist.—
Beggars.—Improbability of Connemara.

BUT I have been twaddling, and must stick to my text. Ballinahinch House is a plain and
moderate country-house without pretensions. The living rooms are much as those of such a
house should be, but the offices such as no very moderate establishment would put up with
elsewhere. A fifty years’ growth of shrubbery shows the capability of the country for timber
out of the eye of the sea-breezes, but no vestige of a tree is in sight beyond the pleasure-
ground, except the stumps which stand out in white relief on the levels of the turbaries.

In these parts at least, there are not any specimens of the trees ordered to be planted at the
beginning of the last century, under the 10th of William III., which enacted, that 260,000 trees
should be annually planted and protected, proportionately to the land occupied over all
Ireland during thirty years, the proportion for Galway being 11,800. If ever complied with in
respect to the planting, it is clear that no law could preserve trees that must have cumbered
the ground of small proprietors. They should, at the present date, be venerable monuments of
the legislative care and acumen of that century. [11]

The quarries are not now in activity, but are far too valuable to remain idle long. The last
of the Martins has left a good name as a resident landlord with the people, and Mrs. Bell
Martin is much regretted : they are unwilling to believe that she is dead.

Happening to name that the new proprietor of two lots of the O’Neil estate had, as soon as
he set foot on his property, met his tenants like a man, satisfied them of his good intentions
towards them, and set all hands to work to break down the poaching-traps on his streams, the
encroachments of a century. I asked the agent at Ballinahinch, whether he considered the
proprietor to run any risk from the people ?

“ How should he ?” was the rejoinder ; “ the sturdy spirits are across the water, or dead ; a
few years since it would have been fool-hardy to have attempted it ; but still with this people
you must be imperative in what you require of them : but to press them to do good to them-
selves is almost a hopeless task. We tried to make them take a third meal a-day, by having a
dinner in the middle of the day, and allowing two hours’ rest ; they took the rest and slept, but
would not alter their meals !”

I joined the high-road to meet the Galway car at a cabin, which seemed to use the garden
for its larder. Whilst waiting till the potatoes were dug and cooked, two travellers came in,
with a woman in company, going the way of all the rest — to the NewWorld. It was the old
story, the son had sent for the father, and his young friend took advantage of his escort. The
young man was very much down at leaving Connemara for the first time [12].

“ I am going,” he said, quite movingly, “ to Amerikee, but where I am going I know no
more than the poor sheep turned out alone upon the mountain.” Neither a glass of whiskey,
nor the information that he was at that moment in the next parish but one to America, raised
his spirits.

I said, I suppose you know whom you intend to send for, which, by his manner, he seemed
to acknowledge ; and I cautioned him to give her proper instructions, lest his case should be
like one that occurred last year. The lady, furnished by her lover with twenty pounds, started
for America in general, but landing a thousand miles or more apart from her lover, was
obliged, poor girl, not to be very particular, and to use his money in providing herself with



another husband. I did not hazard any impertinent inquiry about the intended, but if it should
prove to be my pretty mountaineer, it will fully account for the great heaviness of his young
heart.

Terrestrial distances can never strain
A single link of love’s elastic chain ;
Though east and west a separate path we trace,
Circling the globe, till we meet face to face.

Mounting the car, a pelting rain prevented my forming too favourable a judgment of the
climate ; though I might just have said of the rain, “ The rain, it raineth every day,” I should
have had no disagreeable recollection of its violence ? of the moisture of the air without rain,
so complained of by Arthur Young. [13] I had been made aware by sleeping with my window
open, and finding the blacking of my evening boots on the chimney-piece running down in
the morning. How sorry an idea I must have formed of the country, had such been the weather
during the last three days.

“ The mist was on the hill” (Ossian), that is to say, on Mount Lettery, now in front of me.
In the heart of scenery so admired in coming, I now saw nothing, “ The blast of the north is
on the plain, and the traveller “ would have shrunk in the midst of his journey,” but for the
glass of whiskey I had taken at the cabin. (Adelph.)

I before proved my hardihood in advancing a paradox, and having now set all the prop-
rieties of composition at defiance, by associating the sublime of the picturesque with the
ridiculous of minor theatricals. Reckless—desperate—capable of anything—I snap my
fingers at criticism, and perpetrate a pun. Had the mist not been there, it would not have been
miss’d.

Well ! if I am convicted of being simply ridiculous, I must console myself with being
within one step of the sublime.

An incident was at hand that would have sobered the most frivolous. Violent gusts of wind
and rain did not check the rush of girls (I counted thirteen of all ages) at the approach of the
car, extending their skinny hands for money, as they ran a mile or more beside it, not in frolic,
but in good earnest, as if for life. The sight was indeed a distressing one, their countenances
marking the cares of want, and lacking the contour and expression of their time of life ; one
girl, in the hey-day of her age, holding up a wild nosegay fixed on a stick, still haunts me.

Her rags, and the wet plight she was in, her lean form and face, ill in accord with any-thing
so gay as flowers, made her, in spite of her youth, a better model for Lachesis than for Flora,
and so, passing Martin’s gate-house, I quitted Connemara.

Distressing as it is to aggravate the annoyance of future travellers, I could not pass again
by car from Galway to Clifden without a supply of loaves enveloped in chemises of different
sizes to meet the instant necessities of the poor girls.

I do not think three days passed in any part of her majesty’s world-wide dominions at
home or abroad, in any latitude, or among her subjects of any shade, would present to the
traveller a more distressing specimen of the mismanagement of the property on which they
vegetate. That such things are, as may be seen in the far west, is a national disgrace.



Mr. Griffith states, “ of all landed estates in Ireland which have reverted to the Crown,
after the same had been enjoyed by the lessees a century or upwards at merely nominal rents,
I do not recollect an instance in which the Crown has succeeded to the possession of a sub-
stantial farm-building, or where the lands have been well or permanently drained, fenced,
or planted.” After this, how can improvement be expected from the cottar, though he may
have a lease or beneficial interest in his holding, till examples of the undoubted advantages of
improvement thicken round him, and leave him in the back-ground ? The pre-eminence
which paying his rent with less of labour or care gives him over his neighbour, who is only
tenant at will, imparts quite enough of self-satisfaction to him. He is greeted with the same
deferential “ good-morrow,” which rewards labour and thrift elsewhere, as Poor Richard
says ; [14] and he finds himself almost as much of “ a gentleman” as his pig, with no very
dissimilar occupation, rooting up potatoes and eating them, the difference being that he is at
the trouble to plant them, and generally (though not always, as appears below) exercises the
distinctive functions of man as a cooking animal. “ You may see by the road-side, or sitting
on walls, or crouching by the threshold, children munching raw potatoes, as children munch
apples ; the mother pares and quarters a raw potato, and indulges the children with it.” [15]

Indeed it is difficult to imagine any distinction more marked, in the social position of two
persons, than that between the Lease-holder and the Tenant at will, to whom the following
description is applicable,—“With arrears of rent unpaid, and probably with a notice to quit in
his pocket ; because in many parts of Ireland it is usual to print a notice to quit upon the back
of a receipt for rent, the consequence of which is, that they were not tenants from year to year,
but tenants at will, and might be evicted at any time in the name of the landlord, by the
landlord’s creditors ;” in short, living from hand to mouth, without security that the landlord
himself, or his landlord’s son, or his landlord’s creditors would not instantly double or treble
his rent on account of any improvements he may have been weak enough to make. It is a bad
state of things when an honest act of industry can only be appropriately designated by a dis-
paraging epithet.

Good examples, and their multiplication and distribution through each union, offer the
only cure for this, and without their assistance, any other remedy will fail of effect. A clever
writer observes, “ As example is better than precept, the Irish must be taught by the eye.”
Fashion is an odd word to apply to such matters, but where a higher principle is wanting,
fashion may carry weight, and have some influence for good. But even with examples at hand
to copy, time will be required to cope with habits, as it were, of inheritance, for it is a matter
of universal experience, that the vis inertiæ in our nature tends to set us against all change
when first suggested. Nor is it Irish or Celtish, but human nature in all its stages, to dread
seeing the only system we are versed in superseded by improvements, and equally pervades
all, whether Red Indians, backward farmers, Ephesian silversmiths, or masters in Chancery.

A district, in a state of collapse, returning to a state of nature, and what remains of the
inhabitants almost literally so—absenteeism, famine, pestilence, evictions, emigrations, seem
to have cleared the district of all life, whether human or brute ; and neither invasion nor con-
scription were wanted to effect a clearing which, but for the workhouse, would be as com-
plete as what the American traveller said would have been effected had Ireland happened to
be an appendage to the United States ; “ We should have improved the population off the
face of the earth in less than six months.”

And here I would suggest to those in the NewWorld, second in descent from the Irish
emigrants, who have thrown the old man Sloth from their shoulders, and walk in the manly
freedom of self-dependence, that they might not do amiss to seek investments in the land of



their forefathers, where surface is to be purchased as cheap, and almost as virgin, as at the
antipodes, their antecedents being well calculated to make them, so to say, masters of the
situation. [16]

To an uninformed foreigner, the sight of the yawning roofless stone-gables, coupled
with the total absence of trees, might well suggest the idea of houses in progress, rather than
in ruins ; and only waiting for materials and hands. It would be difficult to obtain his belief in
the fact, that the roof has been lifted by the lord and burnt. Looking out on the waste, how
could he understand that the room the former inmates occupied in the district, was wanted ;
and that their labour was not ? A peep into the cabins, still weather-proof, shows that, if they
are a type of those overthrown, it was not from a Paradise or an Auburn that the people have
been ejected. I speak of what I saw of the block, as it were, of the Martin fastnesses. The
portions lying in the county of the town, and on the shore, and among the islands, I did not
visit.

I was given to understand that there were no stock of any description ; that for many good
reasons, connected with rates and rent, what there are remain quite out of sight, and I must
add, so effectually so, as to make me doubtful of their existence.

There is no goat to be seen on the mountain-side, no pig in the cabin, for what could that
omnivorous animal find there but the starving children ? I do not know whether the fowls of
the air have equally good reasons for concealment, but remarking their scarcity as giving an
air of additional desolation to the landscape, “ Nothing that can find wings will stay in
Connemara,” was the reply.

The Law Life Insurance Company have taken upon themselves a most responsible task.
Grant, that the insinuation, that corporate bodies have plenty of head, but a deficiency of
heart, may in their case prove libellous. How they have acted up to the present, whether the
Corporate Head has shown judgment in the purchase, I have no means of learning—with the
property as I found it—whilst the care and maintenance of the inhabitants is their first duty.—
I do not think the burden can prove very onerous, so sparse and enfeebled is the present race,
that dogged opposition has ceased. They are no longer encumbered with such sturdy
characters ; they have no victories to gain over man ; their triumphs must be over nature, only
they must provide, that in the arrangement of the district, the bogside is not again covered
with squatters.

I have long thought that there are localities that governments should taboo as unfit for the
growth of a population, upon the same principle that living in cellars is now made illegal. To
take a strong instance. If instead of hunting up specimens of the Cretin, a medical commis-
sion were to report the localities where, from the nature of things, the human form divine
must assume that degraded type, and remove all but brute life from it, would not the interests
of humanity be better served ?

It has been received in evidence, that if in London, in the heart of civilization, the
shambles of a market, or the dry arches of a bridge, were left unwatched, a tenant would be
found under each in a week’s time. Nay, more, if empty casks were ranged along White-
chapel, each would have its sturdy occupant ready to defend his right to it. We know how
partial isolation, at the edge of an English common, will barbarise a cottager’s family ; how,
then, can any but the lawless grow up on secluded, uncared for, valueless tracts ?



No one taking a superficial peep at Connemara, as I did, can suppose, that, though it may
have a future, it ever could have had anything like a palmy past. The bog up, I will not say to
the very foot, but to the very body of the mountains, forbid one to think so.

The lines of former cultivation between bog and steep are too few to believe, that if the
population ever was considerable, though bullies and smuggling out-laws might have revel-
led there, the bulk of the inhabitants could have been anything but miserable.
Those who probe into, and beneath the bog, and know the under-plan of the country, may

find cause to think otherwise ; but in the cuttings by the road-side I happened to examine, I
observed no mould, but a tolerably uniform detritus of rock, so hard, that the very sand of it
was thrown on the roads to repair them.

When I say, though Connemara may have a future, I feel that but for very modern dis-
coveries, it could hardly ever reach advanced civilization ; and the man was not far wrong
who asserted that nothing would do for Connemara but a railway to join lake to lake, and
lakes to sea, round its borders. And there is a railway to Galway : to extend it would be a bold
speculation indeed.

But it might be a good national one, to remove at any cost, the anomaly and reproach of
barbarism in contact with boasted civilization ; and the depths of poverty appended to an
empire of unparalleled wealth. In that point of view, it would certainly pay the country better
than the government roads initiated during the famine, and left incomplete, and therefore
useless.

But Connemara’s fate will soon be decided. If its corporate lord holds in capita, steamers
and tugs must soon traverse Lough Corrib ; trams must intersect the fastness from the Lough.
Amovable stock, like that of a railway-contractor, must do great works out of hand, and leave
no paupers behind. The fisheries nursed, quarries worked, lead mines opened ; but what a
capital it would require ! Only to stock two hundred thousand acres—or above three hundred
miles—or about nineteen English miles square of country, would absorb all the four hundred
thousand pounds said to have changed hands last Barnet fair.

But as it would be the making of the district, it is devoutly to be wished that the Company
may see their way as holders of the bulk of the estate. If they lot it out for sale, their difficulty
always will be, to lay enough of good surface to bad, to make it worth while to the bold
purchaser to devote his life and his capital to its improvement; and there will be much danger
of a return to past miseries, if inferior lots are ever thrown up in disgust : or, if the needy
proprietor, tempted by present profit, suffer an unemployed population to batten on them
again. Another consideration presents itself.

Isolation is the dilemma of rulers, as well as of improvers. In this latitude, “ the hills of the
robbers are not” so “ strong,” as in a warmer climate, where banditti can remain through all
the seasons on the heights ; but swamps, fastnesses, loughs, and bogs keep good examples too
far apart to be catching ; and hedge people round with local prejudices, too strong to admit of
their suffering the interference of strangers for their benefit, or of the bettering of their own
condition by the adoption of improved habits.



[1] After laying out so heavy a day's work, the reader may see I do not participate in Mrs.
Hall’s ideas as to the impassibility of the range.— P. 486, v. 3.

[2] Travellers who are invalids should adopt the native practice, and bathe when the tide is
going out, as it “ carries the disorders out to sea.”

[3] I had thought of leaving my readers (who may never have seen the “ Prize Essay, by Mr.
Nicholas Whitley, Surveyor, Truro, on the Climate of the British Islands, with its Effect on
Cultivation”) to quiz me, on the principle, that when a critic finds he has flogged too hard,
he may, by reaction, become more lenient to palpable blots. But I feel I shall do a kindness
to any who are induced to read the whole of that masterly essay, by the extracts necessary
to prove my case, and which I have made more ample than I otherwise should have done.
P. 19, sect. 47.—“After a careful consideration of the facts which bear on this intricate

subject, the only consistent solution appears to be, that the peculiarities of our climate are
caused mainly by the two great currents of the North Atlantic Ocean, the Arctic current
sweeping away the enormous quantities of loose ice of the Frigid Zone to the American
coast, so screening us from the rigour of the frozen north, and that mighty ocean river, the
Gulf stream, bringing to our shores the heated waters of the Torrid Zone.”

Sect. 52, p. 21 .—“The water of the South Atlantic has a general movement westward
to the Gulf of Mexico, into which also the Guiana current flows. Here entangled and con-
fined, the water becomes heated, as in a cauldron, to a temperature above 4° that of the sea
under the Equator, and 8° above that of the Atlantic in the same latitude. The overflowing
of this accumulation of warm water gives rise to the Gulf stream. The stream is first per-
ceptible on the north-west of Cubs, where it flows weakly to the east, but owing to the
narrowness of the Straits of Florida, it rushes with great velocity through this channel,
runs north and north-east to the coast of the United States to Cape Hatteras, from thence it
inclines more to the east, brushes the southern extremity of the Banks of Newfoundland,
and runs eastward across the Atlantic to the Azores.”

Sect 53.—" The high temperature of the Gulf stream in all parts of its course, is one of
its striking peculiarities. It leaves the Golf in summer at 86°. Near Cape Hatteras the
thermometer shows 81°, or from 10° to 12° above the water of the ocean under the same
parallel ; hence, to 43° degrees of longitude, the thermometer falls to 75}°, and at the
Azores to 72°, still preserving a temperature from 8° to 10° above that of the ocean. The
Gulf stream and its widely extended over- flowing form a body of warm water of great
extent in the middle of the Atlantic. Its length, from west to east, exceeds 2000 miles ; this
gives an area equal to four times the extent of France, and larger than the Mediterranean
Sea. The prevailing south-west wind has its origin in this part of the Atlantic, its peculiar
mildness and humidity being derived from the warm current over which it sweeps. It is,
therefore, no flight of fancy to assert, that we are indebted to the continuous mountain
chain of the Andes for our agricultural position and prosperity.”

[4] “ Letters from the Irish Highlands,” 1826, p. 318.—
“ Our sea-nuts are another marine curiosity, having very much the appearance of horse-
chestnuts, hut of various shapes and sizes ; they contain a kernel, white and bitter to the
taste, and some are small and round, like marble ; others, oval, with a handsome black or
yellow band round the middle ; others, again, with an impress like a stamp on one side. On
showing some of them to a nurseryman near London, he pronounced them to be South
American, all diadelphous and siliquosus. The largest, a hymenea, a forest tree, with the
fruit enclosed in pods above two feet long, and six or eight inches broad. These pods dis-



charge their fruit every two years with a report like a pistol. The quantity of essential oil
they contain causes them to float so long in the water that the seeds would no doubt
germinate as hardy store plants. Some of the smaller species were indeed cultivated in
England, but have been neglected on account of their rambling unornamental appearance.
The unlearned natives of Connemara have, however, found a fanciful use for these nuts,
by laying them under the pillows of their straw beds, as a charm against the nocturnal
visits of the fairies.”

[5] Inglis, vol. ii. p. 24.—“ I had an opportunity of conversing with many landowners here and
in the neighbourhood, and I regretted to find among them so little sympathy with the con-
dition of the poor ; I also found among them the greatest terror of any provision for the
poor.”

[6] When I say with reference to the constabulary that it was forced upon them, I allude to its
original institution under the peace preservation act (54 Geo. III. c. 131), of the force
called the Peelers. Mrs. Hall describes the present constabulary as created by themselves,
and having their confidence, p. 417. In most of the counties the magistrates were them-
selves among the first to desire a change, and surrendered up their rights to appoint
constables to the inspector-general.

[7] July and August are called the “ weal month,” from the necessity the people are under of
living upon meal at that period ; but in many months, for instance, in the Summers of 1821,
and during the partial failures in the west of 1835, 1836, 1837, in 1830, 1842, 1846, and
last in 1847, in short, in eight out of the sixteen years, comprised in the above period,
they would be more aptly described as the nettle-top months, if the resources of the pop-
ulation are considered, without reference to the 1007 committees established under the
superintendence of the commissariat, or the concurrent sympathy of the humane of all
countries and denomination, from the very ends of the earth.

[8] 1838. “ Wanderings of a Pilgrim in search of the Picturesque,” vol. ii. p. 141.

[9] The road from Clifden to Roundstone skirts that singular country of lakes. It is entirely
unpeopled, a most desolate looking tract ; ranging the eye over the whole extent of it, not a
habitation is to be seen, not a living creature of any kind ; nothing but a vast flat of brown
heathy land, with innumerable lakes of all dimensions and forms gleaming in every
direction.—Inglis.

[10] Letter XXIV., Ireland. Daily News Correspondent, Oct. 8th, 1852. “ The Kenmare Union
is the most distressed Union almost in Ireland, as we were told on the spot. It is many
thousand pounds in debt. ‘ There is a great wish to shut it up, but’ said more than one
informant, ‘ the Commissioners will stand by the poor.’ ”

[11] All travellers remark that it is only on the islands that wood is now to he seen in
Connemara, which would seem to show that it wants nothing but protection from stock
and destruction.

[12] “ In 1851 there emigrated from the United Kingdom 335,966. The annual increase of the
population is 360,000 to 390,000. If the emigrants were proportionately from the whole
population, we would only not have increased, but of these 335,966 out of twenty-seven
and a half millions, Ireland contributed, say the Emigration Commissioners, 257,372, out
of a population of six and a half million ; that is, our Irish population of one-fourth of the



whole, supplies three-fourths of the total emigration. And the Commissioners further re-
mark, that the emigration from Ireland is four times its annual increase, a rate of de-
population which has already strikingly shown its effects, and will probably show them
yet more impressively still.”—“ Westminster Review,” Oct. 1852.

[13] R. Young observes,—“ Wet a piece of leather and lay it in a room where there is neither
sun nor fire, it will not even in summer be dry in a month.”

[14] Now that I have a cow and a pig my neighbours bid me good morrow.

[15] “ Daily News,” correspondent to, Ireland, Sept. 21, 1852. 18th Letter.

[16] My visit followed close upon the clearance of the estate made by the Law Life Assurance
Company. This will account for my descriptions not corresponding with those of previous
travellers in years past, and I trust they will still further differ from those to be given in
years to come. Among those who have borne testimony to its capabilities are some high
authorities. Sir Robert Peel says—“ There are in the district of Connemara, valleys as
fertile as in any other part of Ireland.”—Speech on Connaught.

Inglis.—“ There is perhaps no part of Ireland so well adapted for experimenting on
waste lands and reclaimable bogs as Connemara. No part of Connemara is more than six
miles from some sea, bay, or lake, having a communication with the sea. If there were
good roads in all directions, this length of land-drainage would not be great, but even this
distance would be much diminished by improving and connecting the navigation of the
chains of lakes which extend through every part of Connemara. One part of that chain
drains into Lough Corrib, and through it to the bay of Galway ; the other part drains into
the western bays. One has only to glance at the map to see how much Nature has done for
Connemara, and in enumerating the advantages offered in this district for the cultivation
of the wastes, the easy acquisition of sand and sea-weed must be kept prominently in
view. First-rate crops are here produced the third year. Rye, potatoes, and turnips succeed
equally well.”

Inglis, again,—“ The quantity of bog-land about Oughterard is considerable, but there
are great facilities for its improvement. I saw excellent crops of oats the second year of
cultivation only, in the midst of the bog-land.”

Hall says,—“ The Martin property is a vast tract of land manageable only by the
capitalist, but here, above all the other places I have examined in Ireland, there is a mine
of wealth, not in the bowels, but on the surface of the earth, that would yield a certain
profit to the judicious cultivator.”

“ The road still lay along that chain of small lakes which extend all the way from
Oughterard almost the whole length of Connemara ; and it was impossible to cast the eye
over the inclined plains of bog-land, skirted by fine water-levels, which seemed to invite
draining, without feeling a conviction of the capabilities of this part of Ireland, and seeing
in prospective these vast tracts bearing abundant produce, and the chains of loughs carry-
ing that produce, on the one side to Lough Corrib and Galway Bay, and on the other, to
Billerby Bay, or one of the other bays that lie to the westward
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