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Cong, Sept, 22, 1817.
MY DEAR L.

The earliest rays of a fine autumnal morning beheld us at the Abbey at Cong. We visited
there the spot where lie the remains of Roderick O’Connor, the opponent and rival of Henry
the Second, and the last of the monarchs of all Ireland. He was deposed, by his rebellious
sons, in 1186, and retired to this tranquil and truly venerable spot for the remainder of his life.
In three years after died, at Chinon, in France, Henry the Second of England ;—he, too,
harassed by revolts, and tortured by the rebellion, and turbulence of his sons !

Roderick O’Connor survived the English king nine years, having spent twelve at the Abbey
of Cong. He departed from the world in extreme old age, in 1198. The grave of this unfortun-
ate king is not now marked in any manner ; but it is said, that his tomb-stone has sunk, and
lies some depth beneath the earth. The precise spot is well known, and greatly respected by
the inhabitants here.

In Leinster we followed the steps of Henry, and familiarized ourselves with his history, pro-
gress, and departure from Ireland ; and now, in this western province, we pay our homage to
the shade of the Irish king who resisted him !

The end of Roderick was far more enviable, and, indeed, more suitable to the decline of life
than Henry’s. In this delightful spot, whose walls and gardens were washed by the silent
stream which glides past it to Lough Corrib, he devoted to religion and meditation the even-
ing of his days. Henry clung to power to the last. Both felt the sharpened tooth of ingratitude
from their own family, from those for whom they had sacrificed so much, and who repaid
them with contumely, and by a junction with their worst enemies ; but the sorrows of
Roderick were buried in this sequestered retreat ; and here he learned to despise the base and
cruel minds of his own kindred, who had so unjustly and barbarously used him. He dis-
covered at Cong the emptiness of human life, and the painful and dangerous pre-eminence
that royalty bestows. He had time to repent the despotic acts his situation, perhaps, more than
disposition, forced him into, and fully to perceive the imperfection of the Irish constitution.
From the time of his retirement here, he took no part in public affairs, and seems to have
sanctioned the change of government of Henry the Second, by dignified acquiescence, under
what he deemed inevitable, or from well founded indignation at his own deposal. A crown,
which any one may seize, is scarcely worth grieving for.

The Conversation of learned men must have been a novel and delghtful source of pleasure
and consolation to a man accustomed to the turbulence of chieftains, and the flattery of ig-
norant followers.



The neighbourhood of Cong afforded him interesting walks, and he enjoyed here, perhaps
the only happy moments of his life. When he died, no rapacious sons, clamouring for his
crown, or his wealth, disturbed his last moment, and he dropped into this grave in gentle
peace. I recollected, at the close of these thoughts and reflections, the solemn old air I had
heard on entering Cong, and it now seemed the requiem to his soul !

Memory wandered back to the hour when, in this ancient and then flourishing abbey, the
king expired. The solemn peal of melancholy music arises. The religious have performed the
last rites. On the morrow the body is exhibited with decent yet royal state ; and, if the crown
and sceptre are wanting, the mild dignity of the countenance of the last monarch of Ireland
supplies the deficiency. Affectionate crowds of the people, once subjects of O’Connor, press
near, and their curses are bestowed, not on the English monarch, who had openly dared to
meet him in the field, but on those cruel sons and kindred, who had torn the crown from their
protector, father, and friend’s head, and driven him broken-hearted and wandering to Cong!

The abbey is a very interesting and beautiful ruin, and deserves great attention. I made some
sketches of it, but fear they are not worth sending to you. Some of the arches of the side-aisles
are rounded in the Saxon manner; others very finely finished, and ornamented with carved
stone-work, of great delicacy and beauty. One part of the abbey was pointed out to us as the
dining-hall of the friars. This abbey, has a greater appearance of antiquity than any we have
seen. The ground which formerly was used as such, is still kept as an orchard and garden,
which run to the edge of the river. The clearness and beauty of its waters are matchless. The
crystal wave permits you to see every thing on its gravelly bottom at a good
depth, and fish are discerned with great ease.

The abbey was once very extensive, and must have held a great number of religionists.

What a lesson on the mutability of all mortal things, my dear L., does not this ruined pile
afford us! What learning and genius bloomed here in sweet and undisturbed luxuriance, dur-
ing the monastic era ! How did that glassy tide invite to silent contemplation, and how much
young genius of Ireland budded and grew beneath these walls, and on yonder green banks! I
can hardly wonder that study prospered so much in her better times in Ireland. The calm re-
treats that learning chose formerly in this island, unlike the over-crowded and formal
colleges of Europe, placed near cities, in modern days, were admirably calculated to promote
meditation and knowledge. Their seclusion, silence, and romantic beauties, invited the soul to
ruminate and expand.

No situation could have been more congenial to the labours of the mind than Cong ; and the
many similar ruined seminaries of learning and piety we have now seen in Ireland, amount in
themselves almost to demonstration of the noble progress we are told she made in the bright
paths of science, when England, and continental Europe (and we may add, other parts of the
globe), slept in the darkness of comparative ignorance.

It is no unpleasing conjecture to suppose, that before civil fury and petty despotism ravaged
the land, that Ireland had similarly placed repositories of learning, not less fertile in the pro-
duce than those of the monastic era. How silent are they all now ! and how swiftly has fleeted
from the mortal scene all that genius, whose fragrant blossoms were sheltered in them !

Here, too, my dear L., even kings may draw instruction from the past. At our feet lies all
that remains of a monarch who governed millions, who sat on the throne of Brian Borom, that
royal hero, illustrious by every loyal, personal, and philosophic virtue, who dethroned or
made kings at his pleasure, and ranked with the oldest monarchs of Europe ! But this king



governed by despotism, had had but the nominal support of other despots. He possessed no
real friends ; he had no faithful subjects ; other despots but envied or hated him ; his people
were slaves, and no firm bond united them to their king ; a foreign army of brave adventurers
came, and his brilliant crown trembled on his brow !

The heroic Fitzstephens, whom, in fancied thought, we saw land his martial band at Bag
and Bun, touched the shores of Ireland, and the distracted despot (for there was no public
spirit to rally round him), found his imagined power fade away, The remainder of his reign
was a weak struggle. Could subjects fight for a good they never possessed ? or a despot
expect to embody a nation around him? His own family in the end conspired against this un-
happy king, and tore from him the shattered sceptre he searccdy retained. This once-
renowned monarch, sheltering in these walls, became nearly forgotten, and his last, and only
possession, this humble grave !

From the abbey of Cong, we turned our steps to Ashford, the seat of Mr. Brown, delight-
fully situated on the river, and at the head of Lough Corrib. Mr. Brown, jun. had invited us to
breakfast, and received us with real hospitality. We crossed the river to go to the mansion, and
were charmed with the admirable transparency of so fine a river. It flows gently past Ashford
into the majestic Lough Corrib.

Ashford commands a very fine view of the lake, and its well-wooded demesne spreads
along its shores. In winter, vast quantities of water-fowl frequent them. They go from hence
to Galway in boats with great ease in the day.

Lough Corrib is one of the noblest lakes I have ever seen, and rather seems an ocean than a
body of fresh water. Several islands can be discerned fromAshford ; but to examine them all
would require fine weather and considerable time. They, and the extensive shores of this lake,
require planting, which they once had, for a few trees are to be met in some of the islands,
and vestiges exist of many more. There are also ruins in one of them.

On taking leave of Mr. Brown, who omitted no kindness to further our wishes of seeing
Ashford, and the beauties of this great lake, we again crossed the waters of the river we had
so much admired, and returned to Cong.

You may, perhaps, ask. Where does this so much-vaunted stream rise ?—I answer, within a
few hundred yards of the village of Cong. This extraordinary natural phenomenon filled us
with surprize. In the central parts of a small piece of water, close to this place, burst from the
bosom of the earthy great springs, which are equal to turning two large mills ; assuming the
form of a beautiful river, flow past the abbey of Cong and Ashford, and contribute much to
fill the noble lake we have been visiting. The rapidity with which these mighty streams pass
the end of one of the mills is very great, and whoever may fall into it cannot escape. Some
fatal accidents have occurred here. An intelligent and obliging miller shewed me, from his
mill, the different spots where the waters burst upwards from below ; and as he knows the
country very well as far as Sligo, gave me a great deal of general information. 1 was glad to
know that every part was tranquil in Connaught, in the midst of great distress and sickness.
Some ill-disposed and turbulent people have made partial outrages, but not more than is com-
mon to most countries.

This friendly miller was a man of superior understanding. It is impossible to walk through
Ireland, as we are doing, and not meet instances of quick and unerring intellect amongst all
classes ; but in the lower or middle class, where opportunities of improvement are inferior, it
is most gratifying, to witness it so repeatedly as we do. In the higher walks of life in the em-



pire, every profession has its way of thinking,—every party has its creed and opinions : men
thinks as it were, by rule ; and originality of idea is often considered by them a crime.

How delightful, then, in these wanderings, my dear L., to meet the unshackled emanations
of the mind, produced without the hope of applause or profit, those great stimuli of the
world ! How pleasant in the middle of that region of Ireland, long thought, and styled by your
countrymen—barbarous to hold intercourse with persons in the plain and humble walk of
life, whose ideas and language exhibit more strength of thought in half an hour, than the orat-
ions of politicians do in three !

Although the general language is Irish, they speak English at Cong very well, and with
grammatical propriety. This is very peculiar to Connaught, and there appears the tinge of the
scholar very much through the province. Learning has not flourished here formerly in vain,
and the “ quo semel imbuta” of Horace may not inapplicably be used to the west of Ireland. A
book, or a little drawing, always commands respect and attention from the inhabitants. They
have instinctive reverence for the implements of the scholar. There is no vulgar antip-athy
here to strangers, or English, but a wish to receive and give information accompanies pleasing
manners, which are devoid of impertinence or shyness.

What materials have been left to slumber in obscurity and degradation, for so long a lapse
of time, through the fatal blunderings of a bad system! How miserably has prejudice
triumphed, reign after reign, in styling Connaught a country of barbarians ! If you cast your
eye on the map of Ireland, and observe the remote corner where I make these observations,
and consider that they are no effusions of an heated fancy, or of an inflamed orator, but the
offspring of practical experience ; the remarks of the pedestrian, judging fairly of a people he
sees, hears, and converses with, in and near a village, unknown to many in the northern and
eastern provinces of Ireland, and to England ; or deemed a savage haunt, if known at all ; you
will consider them of some value.

Near Cong, are the wilds of Connamara and Ballinahinch, of which it is the little metrop-
olis. Those extensive districts, whose awful shores are washed by the Atlantic, and whose
mountains and vales contain a hardy and most hospitable race, teem with corroborating
proofs of the justice of what I have said. We are told here, that though there are no inns to be
seen in them, the hospitality of the people render them unnecessary and that the early and best
virtues of the golden times of Ireland are yet practised there. But for the fears of the ad-
vanced season, and our wish to seek for our letters in Westport or Newport, we should now
explore them.

Cong.

I laid down my pen, but now resume it. We have been to see what are called the “ Caves of
Cong,” which might more appropriately be denominated “ Grottos.” As there is a small party
of military quartered here, who are not much required, their Serjeant, a pleasing, active, and
well-informed young man, offered to accompany us to the most remarkable of these grottos,
called the Pigeon-hole. It is about a mile from Cong. As we walked across the country to it,
we discovered that its rocky and romantic surface was intersected by subterraneous channels,
whose stony sides formed tunnels for volumes of water. As we went along, the serjeant
pointed out to us several deep cavities, full of water, which emerged a moment, and then
passed away beneath the earth. The solution of these phenomena, including that at the mills,
is, that a vast body of water, from Lough Carrah, and Lough Mask,, many miles distant,
penetrates by subterraneous channels to Cong, and there bursting up, forms various beautiful
grottos, little pools, and the fine river passing the abbey and Ashford. It is positively as-



serted, that the different trout of Lough Carrah, Lough Mask, and Lough Corrib, can be dis-
criminated in the latter lake ; those of the first being of a silvery white, of the second black-
ish, and of the last reddish. These fish are said to pass and repass, in these dark and sub-
terranean channels, for the purpose of spawning. The extraordinarily rocky nature of parts of
the county of Galway, admits of what might otherwise be thought impossible and fabulous.

Passing a very rocky field, at the termination of our walk, we reached the “ Pigeon-hole.” It
is a circular cavity in the earth, nearly covered at its mouth by some old oaks and evergreens,
and is about one hundred feet and upwards of perpendicular depth, and thirty or forty
diameter. You descend by many stone steps, made in times immemorial, for the purpose of
getting water. As you approach the bottom, the loud rushing of a river becomes very percep-
tible. In a few moments the grotto widens, and you find yourself in the midst of dark and
vaulted arches of rock, with a river, whose entrance or whose exit you cannot observe, rolling
swiftly past your feet. Æneas never followed his sybil to a more awful or striking spot ! All
we had seen faded away, compared to this wonderful grotto of Cong! There was a kind of
twilight, sufficient to shew us the trout playing in the streams of this other worlds and render-
ing the place more sublime from the dim shades of its rocky and verdant sides. We had pro-
cured a female guide, who resides near, and carries a light for the accommodation of such
travellers as wish to observe the interior of this magic scene.

After some time spent in silent admiration, she set fire to a small bundle of straw, which
she contrived should float down the dark stream, and cast another on the rocks. The whole
cayities, river, and far-retiring rocks, were suddenly illuminated. The roof of these subter-
raneous regions was formed entirely of stone. The gloom of the caves on each side of this
awful stream—its audible and far-spreading murmurs,—our complete removal from the
earthly scene and glarish light of day,—made an extraordinary impression on the mind !

As our guide, whose dress was party-coloured and bad, and whose form was marked by
misery and age, rekindled the flames, and advanced on the inner rocks to give them more
effect, the smoke,—the flame,—and herself, surrounded by all this midnight and splendid
scene,—presented to our astonished eyes such a scene !—But, my dear L., you must behold
it. You must,—you, whose poetic mind could so well embrace and describe every feature of
it,—you must behold this awful grotto of Cong, and you will admit that I have not exagger-
ated. You will then say, I think, that our neglected Ireland contains one of the most surprizing
natural curiosities in Europe. Let Mrs. L. come also, and her charming fancy paint with magic
pen this unrivalled scene ! Surely, never did the Muses find a more solemn silent retreat.
Never did Helicon’s cool stream appear more soul-entrancing! Nor did Petrarch, at his loved
Vaucluse, whose waters rushed beneath dark recesses, ever find there a more poetic or sub-
lime retreat.

The serjeant, who had before frequently seen this grotto, and who possessed a great deal of
feeling and taste, enjoyed our surprize and pleasure, and assisted our sybil to light up this
novel theatre ; nor did his military dress and good figure appear amiss on the dark rocks. As
the fire grew faint, and all the splendid picture sunk into its first gloomy obscurity, we turned
to the visible parts of this subterraneous river, and slowly reascended.

What a pleasing retreat, in the heats of summer, for the students of Cong-abbey! What a
place for deep meditation, for piety, and learning ! Here might genius have drank deep of im-
mortal stores of knowledge, and returned to the upper world invigorated and enlightened !
Here might the venerable and care-worn king, whose grave we have just left, have forgotten
all his woes beside the dark murmuring stream, and if he had one friend at yonder venerable
abbey, here might he have brought him, and confessed that all earthly pomp was empty il-



lusion, and that a throne could confer no pleasures equal to those of this sequestered and in-
imitable scene !

On returning to Cong, we saw numerous other grottos, much inferior in beauty to that we
had just left, but very singular and romantic. There is a handsomely arched one, entered by an
easy descent, in Mr. Ellard’s grounds. This gentleman has a most beautiful place, which he is
greatly improving, opposite Ashford.

In the village of Cong, I am concerned to state, we met with great extortion at the cottage
where we lodged. The Irish cannot sometimes resist the temptation of exacting double their
fair claim, if a good opportunity offers ; but this is chiefly in very humble inns, or temporary
lodging-houses, when persons of genteel appearance go to them. They do not consider that
they injure themselves, and deter travellers from visiting them again. There is very great want
of an inn at Cong.

They have here a small manufacture of hats, made with lamb’s-wool ; and with some en-
couragement, the building a small inn, &c. &c. this might soon become a flourishing little
town. The vicinity admits, and almost demands, planting. It would have the happiest effect ;
and Cong, well wooded, with its unrivalled grottos, its reign. The Lord President Bingham
governed with firmness and wisdom ; and though their military ardour carried a good many,
at the close of the queen’s reign, to follow O’Donnel to Munster, when the Spaniards landed
at Kinsale, yet the province remained quiet.

James, towards the close of his inglorious reign, began to plan the plantation, as it was
called, of this fine country. The proprietors had prudence enough to satisfy him with a sum of
money. Charles the First followed his idea ; for, since Elizabeth, plantations in Ireland had
become the means of raising money for the crown. In that monarch’s unhappy times, Conn-
aught remained tolerably tranquil, and was much restrained and regulated by Lord Clan-
rickarde, the representative of the De Burghos. Though the proprietors were goaded and op-
pressed by Wentworth, they remained loyal to the crown and favourable to good order.

In 1641, Connaught was little moved. In succeeding years it was always averse to the
republican parties and generals, which the evil times of England brought forth, and was ac-
cordingly hated by them.

The nefarious plan of Cromwell’s commissioners, to send all the dispossessed Irish to Con-
naught, was a conception worthy of those who had destroyed constitution, crown, and law in
England. How often do we see men pretending zeal for liberty and religion, and by making
their assumed austerity the stepping-stone to power, which they grossly abuse! To force un-
happy gentlemen and others into this province, already full, and where property was well
regulated, was the most fiend-like deed that avarice, hypocrisy, and prejudice could per-
petrate ! The settlement of property had been sanctioned by three monarchs of England ; and
Connaught had shewn more loyalty to the English government, for half a century of general
disturbance, than any other part of Ireland ; yet these men, with virulent and fanatic rancour,
that shocks the mind, decreed, that those whom they plundered in the east of their estates,
should crowd on those quiet and innocent people in the west, and incommode, or dispossess,
or live upon them ! The truth is, the soi-disant republicans hated the Irish as Catholics, and
natives of an isle they wished to seize. Connaught was Catholic and monarchical ; it was to
be punished by famine, civil confusion, and disease, the concomitants of an over-crowded
population ; and the rest of Ireland was to be formed into a republican ally of the republic of
England ! great misery naturally followed ; and those who know the hospitable and generous
nature of the Irish, particularly in the west, may well conceive, that humanity opened wide the
door to starving, banished, and plundered fellow-countrymen !



These unprincipled and upstart commissioners had discovered that the Irish Catholics were
monarchically inclined—admiring the name of king from early times, and reverencing
govemment, under that name, even when most imperfectly administered to them ; and pre-
ferring the dominion of one royal head to the tyranny of many, acting in the name of liberty ;
—they saw this, and formed the project of that banishment to Connaught, which has been er-
roneously ascribed to Cromwell. On his accession to power, he disapproved of it, and, in the
government of his excellent son Henry, prevented its further execution. The force put upon
their consciences alone alienated the people of Connaught from the English crown in any
degree, and Lord Clanrickarde shewed a bright example there of a Catholic subject, the friend
to monarchy in the empire, under every circumstance of insult and persecution! Had William,
at that momentous period when James the Second and Louis the Fourteenth attempted to
seize on Ireland, issued a conciliating instead of irritating and unwise declaration, after the
battle of the Boyne, and marched to Connaught instead of Leinster, there can be no doubt but
the people of this this province would have received that king and military hero with af-
fectionate enthusiasm. He could then have secured every place, passed on the Shannon, and
defied the arts and arms of France ! The war would have been terminated a year sooner, and
the empire been spared a great expenditure of blood and of treasure, as well as the risk of
Irish and French valour expelling the English ! The hills of Kilcommeden witnessed the
military heroism of the people of Connaught ; and the death of St. Ruth, perhaps, alone de-
cided the day against the Irish. But William followed not the dictates of his own noble mind.
He allowed party to speak ; and the monarch was silent. He sent General Douglas to Athlone,
whose army insulted and murdered the peasants ; and a shameful repulse checked the English
arms ! Finally, after the denouement of Limerick, in 1691, France gained the flower of the
Irish military ; and party-blindness sent some of the most spirited troops in the world to fight,
under foreign banners, against their own empire !

Connaught has since borne her privations with exemplary patience and sweetness of dis-
position. The language, manners, and original race, remain very much unchanged ; and prop-
erty is pretty well divided there. The great body, gentry and people, are Catholic ; but they
live harmoniously with the Protestants, who know how to value and respect them, and who
are themselves a valuable acquisition to the province—adorned by education, liberality, and
sound understanding, as they are.

In the rebellion of 1798, Connaught took little part ; and when Ulster, the favourite plantat-
ion of an English king, almost openly declared for a republic, and was disaffected from one
end to the other, this western asylum of the Irish remained faithful to the crown, and gave a
French force, which landed on its shores, a very cold reception,—none but a few hundreds of
the lower rabble ever joining them ! What a lesson to statesmen, such as those of the days of
Elizabeth and James! who thought the exterminating the Irish, and solely colonizing it with
English adventurers and mal-contents, the best mode of securing the island ! How little had
they read Irish history !—How little studied Irish character !—How little knew they human
nature !—And how blind were they to the bursting germ of republican fanaticism in their
own country !—an off-shot of which they laboured to plant in Ireland, and thus madly pre-
pare the future overthrow of our noble monarchical constitution, of an hereditary king, and
free parliament ! Connaught remains to this day favourable to monarchy, and is feelingly
grateful to our revered sovereign, for the benefits he has bestowed—under almost total
privation it has continued loyal, grown as civilized as any other part of Ireland ; and would, I
am convinced, from all I have seen of her gentry and people, be ready to stand forth
tomorrow, if civil storms agitated the empire, as one of the bulwarks of the throne in Ireland !
The royal house of O’Connor has faded into oblivion ; and the petty despotism of Irish
kings, or English barons, has ceased to afflict the intellectual people of this province ! They
feel the happiness and security of one great executive government, and can have the gener-



osity to admit its merits, even though they still experience some degradation under it! Surely,
my dear L., such a noble-minded and loyal people deserve to be relieved from it ! Surely the
equipoise of power in the empire may be improved, by judiciously admitting so many friends
to monarchy into a better position in the balance !

Having walked through Connaught, from Galway and Cong to Ballinrobe, the Atlantic and
the grand mountain-scenery of Galway and Mayo on one side, the rich interior and noble
Shannon on the other, I have been led, on arriving at this town, to compress much of our con-
versation, and some of my former historic research, into this letter. We endeavour to travel
historically, and I send you the results.

Our visit to the tomb of Roderick O’Connor caused many reflections, and the observations
on a country he once ruled, has given us much pleasure. On our way here we saw “ the
Neale,” a finely-wooded place of Lord Kilmaine’s, on whom much praise is bestowed for
great reduction of his rents. We arrived here as the evening-sun dressed the beautiful rural
scene with his golden colours, and in a small quiet inn we repose, and prepare for our ex-
cursion into the wilds of Mayo. Believe me, &c. &c.

LETTER XIX.

Newport, (Mayo,) Sept. 25, 1817.
MYDEAR L.

Ballinrobe is a considerable town of from three to four thousand inhabitants, and extremely
well situated for inland trade. It wants a linen-hall ; and with encouragement, which I believe
the noble proprietor is well-disposed to give, may prove in time, when agriculture revives, a
very flourishing place. A great number of the military are generally stationed here, who cir-
culate a good deal of money. The ancient seat of Lord Tyrawley is converted into a horse-
barrack, and is beautifully situated on the river Robe. We heard there was a great fair to be
held at Lough Mask, near Ballinrobe, in a few days, where great quantities of linen-yarn are
sold and seat to Dublin ; and we had a great desire to see the assemblage of people at that
beautiful lake, and the traffic carried on, but could not spare time. As Lord Tyrawley has a
charming cottage on the edge of Lough Mask, we hope to see its lovely scenes to still greater
advantage, on our return, by visiting that accomplished and venerable nobleman, who will
probably, at that time, be at his villa, as he is expected.

I am sorry to recur to the painful subject of fever, and to say, that near Cong and at Ballin-
robe it has begun to spread.

We left Ballinrobe pretty early, and as the sun brightened through the trees, and glistened
on the river, entered and passed through Creagh, Mr. Gaffe’s beautiful and improved place. A
charming cottage is joined to some new building, which has a pleasing effect. Mr. C. was ab-
sent, but his steward shewed us great civility. As we passed along we learned that the price of
labour was miserably low, from sixpence down to fourpence the day. The cottager may have
some advantages from the employer, it is true ; but what a state of existence, on six or seven
pounds per annum, for a family ! Mr. Gaffe is planting a great deal on bog, which much im-
proves the face of the country already.
Our walk from Creagh to Westport was long, fatiguing, and uninteresting. There was nei-
ther inn nor gentleman’s house on the way, and such is the poverty of the people, that we
could only get potatoes and salt, with some bad whiskey and water, as our refreshment the
whole day.



We passed between Lough Carragh lind Lough Mask, the two lakes I have mentioned, at
Cong, whose waters pass subterraneously from the latter to Lough Corrib. Lough Carragh is
very handsome, and adorned by beautiful seats on its shores ; the most conspicuous among
which is Moore Hall, a place dear to science, and rendered eminent by the great literary
talents of its amiable possessor. We had a distant view of Lough Mask. The glimpse was
beautiful. The cultivation in Mayo appeared very respectable. We heard of fever along the
road, and dreaded to enter the cottages. As we advanced to Westport, parsing the Partree
mountains, Joyce’s country, and its sublime scenery of mountains, spread widely on our left.
Crowpatrick, the highest of them, soared to the clouds, and our dreary walk began to be more
pleasing.

The approach to Westport is handsome, and Mr. Denis Browne’s seat, to the left, appears
to much advantage from the road. It has a great deal of fine picturesque of varied lands, a
small river, and noble back-ground of mountain. This gentleman, we learn, has done much
public good to this county; and, in a long parliamentary career, been ever faithfully attentive
to the interests of Ireland. We regretted that he was from home.

Entering Westport, we were very agreeably struck by the sight of one of the best small-sized
towns we had seen in Ireland. It contains from four to five thousand inhabitants, and has
considerable trade. A good well-planned square forms the principal part of the town, and
some handsome streets running into it the remainder. The linen-market of Westport is very
good. Nearly £3,000 worth is sold there monthly, and about £1,000 worth of yarn. The shops
and private-houses in Westport make a most respectable appearance. A very handsome
hotel, superior to any thing we had seen in any country-town, a linen-hall, market-house,
and other public-buildings, were agreeable evidence of great improvement in this retired
part of the island. We passed along Lord Sligo’s wall to the small harbour of Westport,
which is convenient, and has useful accommodation. On our way the view of Clew-bay, with
its numerous islands, the sublime mountains called the Keeh, (of which Crowpatrick is the
principal), and of a cultivated country descending to the sea, filled us with delight. The de-
clining sun threw resplendent glories over this noble bay, and the vast sweep of mountain
scenery beyond it.

Ah, my dear L., how often is the pedestrian repaid all his toils, by meeting those enchant-
ing pictures of nature in their happiest moment ! He can pause, and dwell on the scene as he
pleases ; no noise or crowds disturb him ; nothing incommodes him ; and, breathing the sweet
air, he contemplates the divine landscapes a Deity, in his supreme goodness, has caused to
charm and exhilarate the mind, and thus to give the weary spirit of man refreshment on his
way through a world, which, otherwise, would be fatiguing enough ! We returned through the
Marquis of Sligo’s demesne, who was abroad on account of a domestic loss. Westport House
is a very large, and, indeed, magnificent building. The grounds and woods of this noble place
are very beautiful. The town of Westport must impress every traveller with the idea, that a
presiding hand had spared no pains or expence to make it such as it is. One seems transported
to England, to a view of one of its most respectable country-towns. For this we are indebted
to the late Marquis of Sligo, who was long a resident at Westport; and, we have been in-
formed, has expended from £22,000 to £23,000 a year, in improvements ! Such a man was
truly a benefactor to this country, and his memory deserves to be respected for that true
patriotic disposition which not only makes “ a blade of corn grow where it did not before,”
but erects dwellings, and provides employment for human beings, who might otherwise pine
in wretched cottages, with scanty food.

Lord Sligo has left an example which, when universally followed, may, indeed, civilize Ire-
land ! The ebullitions of oratory too often spring from a desire to convict and confound an



opposing party ; but such quiet beneficence as this late noble character’s has the clear, and-
not-to-be mistaken object, of public good. A flourishing town and improved vicinity, rising
amidst the misery of a generous but long-depressed people is not only the noblest of all
monuments for the late Lord Sligo, but a powerful lesson to the country and the government.
No party-view influenced this departed nobleman’s mind ; the doors of his benevolence were
open to all ;—and, studying to ameliorate the state of the country, be never stooped to
minister to the passions of any party. We were informed on the way, and in the town, that
Westport had suffered most lamentably from the fever or pestilence now raging. Many of its
most estimable characters of the better class, as well as great numbers of the poor, have been
its victims. The mortality, in general, is much greater when it attacks the better classes than
amongst the low. As I cannot but view this malady as an evil springing from the wretched-
ness of a great population, too long suffered to accumulate, and too much neglected, I sin-
cerely trust, ray dear L., that not only a wise precautionary system, for the future, may be
adopted ; but that, also, ministers may be roused to contemplate the subject deeply.

We have now walked over a great extent of country in Munster and Connaught; and from
the heavily afflicted city of Cork and its neighrbourhood, to the towns of Westport and
Newport, have traced a line of human misery, resulting from famine and fever, the very re-
collection of which appals ! By this pestilence, the extreme privations of this people have
been brought to full light, and although the government should now strain every nerve in the
cause of humanity, and to relieve sinking nature at this moment, all temporary measures will
but leave the wound slightly healed. If I could be heard by them, I would conjure your prince
and ministers to look at Ireland as she now is !—to view her writhing under complicated
sorrows !—to consider her patience and magnanimity under them, and not longer to abstain
from such manly and wise investigation of her case, as might produce a vigorous remedy,
preventing their future recurrence! In parliament there are members, on every side of its
houses, human, intelligent, and liberal to Ireland ! I would conjure them all to contemplate
this picture, and to join in devising effectual and grand measures of permanent relief !

Having found the people of the west very civilized and friendly, we did not hesitate, on
leaving Westport very late in the evening, to walk to Newport. Darkness soon fell around ;
but the distance of six or seven miles to this latter town was trifling. The night proved mild
and fine, and the sparkling stars, that studded the firmament, gave us pleasing light. All was
calm and silent, and a winding, road led us imperceptibly on. The lights in the peasants’
cottages began to twinkle, and the scene was exceedingly interesting. We were now drawing
nearly to the close of our excursion in Connaught, and felt gratified at its results. We had
exchanged, for vague and prejudiced opinion, pleasing truths ; and considered, with quiet
satisfaction, that while so many were passing their time on the Continent, we had made a
meritorious effort to examine, in the most effectual of all ways, this remote and misrep-
resented portion of the empire. History joined her part in our reflections, and brought us to
perceive how happy was Ireland under one great and single executive, and a free parliament,
instead of suffering under the despotisms of innumerable petty royal houses !

In times of dark and pestilent confusion, engendered by so much aristocratical tyranny, we
could not have walked, as we do now, unmolested, and without apprehension. If tyrannical or
corrupt deputies, under the English monarchs, in former times, had afflicted and oppressed,
many good and upright ones had benefitted Ireland. The whole had finally worked well ; and
the feudal and arbitrary institutions of the Milesian, or other Celtic races, been exchanged for
the wholesome Saxon laws and constitution which had made England great and happy, and
are so favourable to the rights and liberties of man. No veil should be cast, with timid or pre-
judiced hand, over the records of the past. The two countries should read history, for the pur-
pose of friendly and full explanation. How many transactions to this day are buried in gloom,



or exaggerated through party-feeling ! How much does the austere antipathy of the rigid
politician of England still condemn the Irish, without considering their sufferings, provocat-
ions, and wrongs ! How much do the warm-minded, but unreflecting in Ireland, misjudge and
pervert the actions of England ! Let history be perused with amicable eyes, on either side the
channel, and on summing up the errors of all, readers will close the page with a. sigh for past
horrors, but with a delighted ejaculation to Heaven, that they are not likely ever to stain it
again ! Such reflections insensibly carried us to Newport. We arrived very late, but were
directed,, with much civility, to a small inn. There we met a most pleasing reception. Mr.
Archboald and family made us very soon forget our fatigue ; gave us a neat supper, and ex-
ceedingly good beds, and were kind enough to procure from the post-office the long-desired
letters.

Newport is situated on a beautiful river, which runs into the bay of Clew, is a small town of
fifteen hundred or two thousand inhabitants, and possesses many natural advantages. The
surrounding scenery of mountain is very grand. The reek and Crowpatrick, on the Westport
side ; and, on the other, Nipheen, and a long range of mountains, tower above the adjacent
country.

Sir Neal O’Donnel’s handsome seat ornaments the town much. He received us to-day with
great hospitality and kindness, and has shewn every wish to facilitate the objects of our tour.
Planting is alone wanting to make this place rival parts of Wales in beauty. A good linen-
market is held weekly, and nearly two hundred pieces of linen sold in it. I was extremely well
pleased to learn that the linen manufacture increases very much, and that last year’s sales
have surpassed any there for fifteen or twenty years.

Sir Neal has given a great deal of flax-seed to his tenantry this year, which will do great
good. As a resident-landlord, not very long in possession of his estates, he has already done
great things. A linen-hall, and some other public buildings, as well as other improvements in
and about Newport, are projected by him.

The fisheries here are excellent, but want assistance. Great quantities of salmon, mullet,
and other fish, abound.
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