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VIEW FROMMOUNT HILARY.

“ With ragged monuments of time forepast
All which the sad effects of discord sung,
There were rent robes, and broken scepters plast ;
Altars defyl’d, and holy things defast,
Dislievered speares, and shields ytorne in twaine,
Great cities ransackt, and strong castles rast ;
Nations captived, and huge armies slaine,
Of all which ruins there some relickes did remaine,

Faerie Queene, Book IV.

People read history in books ; and in lectures hear of it ; in Ireland, reader, you may see it
palpably portrayed on the face of the country.

Let us ascend this lofty mountain—called Mount Hilary, and from its summit behold the
vast expanse of inland that meets the eye. Placed in the heart of Munster, it is a spot well
calculated for taking a large survey of one of the most interesting parts of Ireland. It proudly
towers over the vale of the glorious Blackwater, and overshadows a tract of country, that was
the scene of many a fight between, “ the two nations.”

Soh —— ! we are at last at the top. What a magnificent scene ! From east to west we see
nearly eighty miles. And now, English reader, behold one of the most potent causes of Irish
nationality. Who is there that could be familiarised from infancy to such scenery as that before
you, and not love the country in which he was born. The philosophic eye of a Montesquieu
would glisten with gratification, if he were permitted to behold such a scene as
that now spreading before your enraptured sight. He would hail in the appearance of such a
country—its very climate and its scenery—and its suggestive—picturesque variety—and
wildness—a cause that would be influential in determining the character of its inhabitants. And
the character of those inhabitants, would go far to confirm one of his favourite theories. But let
us not mind what any philosopher might have thought upon it ; let us examine it ourselves.

How totally different from any thing in England ! What variety of form in the land-
scapes ! What mountains—vales—and countless streams ! How grand—how poetically wild
—here how beautifully picturesque—and there how sublimely miserable ! Look at that
magnificent chain of Galtees towering against the sky. Observe how sharp and definite is
their outline, and how proudly they spring from the soil. They look down on the north-east
corner of this superb, and almost unequalled panorama. The tract of country at our feet seems
like a vast lake of land, encompassed on all sides by huge hills. In the extreme east lie the
Tipperary mountains, over-hanging Cashel, and branching off to Lismore upon the south. To
the north, they are joined by the vast Galtees, of which the extreme west termination seems to
abut upon the Castle Oliver mountains that connect Cork and Limerick. These latter mount-
ains would be deemed “ stupendous” by the English (except by the natives of Wales, and the
border counties). In this country, however, they attract no admiration, as they are over-
shadowed by the Galtees at one side, and the Ballyhowra mountains on the other that grandly
fill up the extreme north of our landscape. From this Ballyhowra chain the eye runs over a
vast tract of elevated table land, until, in the west, it falls upon M’Gillicuddy’s Reeks, that
strike up against the sky with a succession of jagged, broken, pointed, conical peaks. We can



just catch a glimpse of Mangerton over the far famed Killarney Lakes, from which the eye is
attracted to another chain of mountains—called Clydagh, connecting Cork and Kerry. Ah !
there are “ the Paps,” a pair of mountains so called from their striking similarity to a woman’s
bosom. A fine pair of plump billowy masses of rock and earth, suggesting a thousand quaint
images to the mind ! Not in all that territory—nor in all Munster is there a wilder spot than
the said Clydagh. The boasted Connemara of Connaught has nothing drearier or sublimer to
shew than Clydagh, with its great—desolate hills ; its lonesome lakes, to which seldom the
fisherman repairs, although they are well stocked with delicious red trout ; its “ potheen”
manufactories, where you can get the real “ mountain dew,” and its rude—primitive—semi-
savage population—who obtain existence—Heaven alone knows how ! But come ! we have a
vast deal to see, and must not linger on the horizon of the view. From Clydagh the eye returns
towards the east, (and, along the south), by the Millstreet and Kilcorney mountains, until it
comes to Hilary where we stand. Then glancing over Ahadalane, it is caught by the Mallow
and Nagle mountains, and arrives again at the Tipperary and Waterford hills.

The scene is indeed beautiful and glorious to behold, but let us discriminately observe it,
and note some of its marked characteristics For it is Irish all over, and nothing else but Irish.

If, reader, after having visited all Europe, (with the exception of Ireland), you were by
some strange chance brought upon this view, and asked to name what country it was, you
would be puzzled. “ It cannot be Italy—the scene here, though beautiful, is frequently
repulsive in its sternness, and the land is strangely chequered over by the appearance of
desolation. What is the meaning of all those ruins upon the face of the country ? Here is a
whole chain of castles, dismantled and shattered, and mark ! also the ruined churches, and
dilapidated abbeys. And what are these heaps of dirt and filth out of which human figures
seem to come and go ? Surely they cannot be human habitations ! And the climate seems
fitful and rainy. It is by turns cold and warm. It certainly is not Italy—nor Spain, for Spain
has no such endless ruins, nor such a quantity of mud hovels upon its surface for animals of
any kind to dwell in. There is nothing splendid or magnificent in the principal structures that
seem strongly built in shapes that mock all rules of the graceful or elegant. It is not Germany.
I do not know any part of Germany, with such chains of mountains, and there is a strange
jumble of misery and wealth, (or what appears such), of beauty and wretchedness on the face
of the scenery before us, that one could not meet with in happy and well ordered Germany.
Why bless me ! now that I apply the telescope to my eye, some of yonder houses are English
in appearance, though not altogether so—and what I thought at first were black patches of
land appear on close inspection to be bogs—and I can discern squalid, half naked forms—
and shoals of bare-legged urchins. Well ! I do declare—a light breaks in on me— positively I
conjecture this must be that Ireland, about which we are always hearing so much in
Parliament, and reading of in the newspapers. Well ! it seems really a monstrous fine place—
nay ! a downright glorious country, though I don’t quite like the look of some of it. It is
decidedly too foreign in its appearance for my calm and quiet John Bullish tastes. It seems
like a land, where you would expect to meet banditti, and romantic adventures, and “ all that
sort of thing.” But what ails the people, that they cannot be happy in such a land ? I warrant
that English people would live peaceably and comfortably in it.”

You are right, reader, in noticing the appearance of the country so totally different from
what you have seen in other lands. Well permit me now to illustrate “ Ireland and its Rulers”
by actual sight. You have been told that there are “ two nations in Ireland,” well ! behold their
characters and distinctive existences made palpable even to the eye.

Behold all those isolated houses—anglicized in appearance, and standing by themselves in
demesne lands, these are the mansions of the “ Upper nation.” On the other hand those heaps



of dirt and mud, which you doubted were human habitations, are the residence of the masses
of “ the lower nation.” You see the country appears to be all Peasantry, and much Gentry, and
in reality it is little more. But mark all those houses belonging to the Upper Nation. In
England you would say that such were the residences of the upper classes, but if you want to
understand the state of Irish society, for “ class” you must substitute “ nation,” because such
is the real distinction.

For example ; let us from our lofty perch on Mount Hilary examine the Upper Nation with
our eyes.

That huge tract of country lying at our feet, was in former times parcelled out between
several of the old Irish chiefs, and some of the successors of the Norman invaders. From
1172 down to the reign of Elizabeth it was chiefly owned by the Lords of Desmond, by
various branches of the Mc Carties, the Butlers, and the Barrys. In Elizabeth’s reign, how-
ever, the Earl of Desmond bore almost undisputed sway over that vast tract. His lands
extended one hundred and fifty miles, containing 574,628 acres of English measure, on which
were innumerable strong castles most of which you see before you in ruins. He had a
great number of vassals, and of his surname and kindred there were five hundred gentle-
men ; in short he was confessedly the greatest of Queen Elizabeth’s subjects.

Upon the fall of the Desmond, in Elizabeth’s reign, all of his lands were parcelled out ;
amongst others Spenser the poet, and Sir Walter Raleigh obtained enormous tracts. Yonder in
the middle of this vast plain, you can discern with a telescope, a square, crumbling tower
standing by itself, that is Kilcoleman Castle, where the poet composed much of his immortal
poem. Amongst others who on that occasion, obtained large parcels of that beautiful piece of
country at our feet were Sir Warham St. Leger, 6,000 acres ; Sir Thomas Norreys 6,000
acres ; Sir Arthur Hyde 5,574 acres ; Mr. Hyde 5,577 acres, and others.

These grants were given by Queen Elizabeth for the Anglicizing of Munster. Sir Walter
Raleigh obtained about forty-two thousand acres (Feb. 3rd, 1585,) but in 1602 he sold them
to Sir Richard Boyle, ancestors to the present Earls of Cork and Shannon.

During the seventeenth century, upon two occasions, nearly all that tract of land was
fought for by the Irish interest, but the property remained in the hands of the successors and
representatives of the original grantees. Let us now see, who in the year 1844 hold that
beautiful country ; let us glance at the principal persons residing on this plain.

Looking to the extreme west, you see upon the confines of a desolate and dreary tract, a
well planted demesne ; it runs down from the mountains that hang over the lonesome town
of Millstreet ; that is, Drishane Castle, the residence of the gallant and hospitable Captain
Wallis. That high tower rising in the midst of the demesne, was built by Dermot Mc Carry,
son to Tiege, Lord Muskerry, who died in 1448. Despite the troubles of Elizabeth’s reign, the
Mac Carty’s kept Drishane until 1641, when Donogh joined the rebels, and lost his estate.
Since then the “ Upper Nation,” rules the roast over that wild country.

Run your eye some sixteen miles to the east by north of Drishane, you see that large
square building, flanked with four turrets, that is Kanturk Castle, built in Queen Elizabeth’s
reign by a branch of the Mac Carthies. Some of them adhered to the Irishry, others to the
English interest ; within about forty years during the reigns of Elizabeth and James, that
Kanturk estate was knocked to and fro between the Mac Carties, like a shuttlecock. One time,
Donough Mac Carty flourishing a British battledore, got a touch at it, but then Dermod Mac



Owen Carty, his kinsman, struck it up with his Irish battledore, and thought he would have all
the play to himself, but up springs little Cormac Mac Carty, who insists on giving it a stroke.
Well-a-day ! there is something very Irish—something painfully national about Kanturk
Castle. Its design was very magnificent—a parallelogram eighty feet broad, by one hundred
and twenty in length, four stories, all the window frames and battlements, made of hewn
stone, and the whole meant to be very grand. And there it stands to this day, for it was never
roofed ; there are its walls perfect and uninjured, but the castle was never finished. Queen
Elizabeth put her veto against the building, as it was represented to be dangerous to the
English interests, that the Mac Carties should have so strong a residence. And thus Kanturk
Castle and its associations are emblematic of the whole course of Irish history. How grand
and striking are the first designs and labours of Irish Nationality, like Kanturk Castle it
challenges admiration for some time, until it rises too aspiringly, when lo ! the British Power
calady interposes with a “ You shan’t go on,” the work is stopped, and the people lie quiet
again, sorrowing that the structure was never finished !

“ Just so !” cries Young Ireland, “ that hateful British Power will never let us erect any-
thing grand. England puts a veto against Ireland doing anything splendid.”

“ Not so fast. Young Ireland,” cries the Englishman, calmly surveying the scene before
him. “ If Kanturk Castle had been finished, and if there had been no Elizabeth, or James, or
Cromwell : your Dermod Mac Carty’s—your Owen Mac Carty’s—and your Cormac
Mac Carty’s, would have been breaking each others head to obtain possession of it. Well,
and what became of the estate then ?”

On the fall of the Mac Carthies Mac Donogh (as they were called) in the early part of the
seventeenth century, the estate fell into the clutch of Sir Philip Perceval, on the 23rd of
October 1641. Since that time the Perceval’s,—Earls of Egmont, possessed the property
without disturbance, but the Kanturk estate should follow the normal law of all Irish prop-
erties. Some of the Percevals were spend- thrifts, and all of them were absentees, you
can imagine the rest ! Within a few years it has passed into the hands of Mr. Tierney, [1] the
former agent and attorney to the property. Residing in Ireland, he constantly visits it, and has
made such improvements on the property, that by general consent Kanturk Town has
improved more within a dozen years than any other place in Munster has done since the
Union. Mr. Tierney belongs to the Upper Nation by prejudices and politics, but if all other
proprietors in Ireland were like him, and Irishmen animated by his industry and common-
sense, the distinction between the two nations would be rapidly obliterated.

Now let your eye turn some seventeen miles east a little by north of Kanturk Castle. It
lights upon a fine, woody country, with beautiful blue mountains rising to its rear. You can
see a town at the foot of the hills, its houses peeping up amidst the trees. That neighbour-
hood is one of the loveliest in the Queen’s dominions. It is thickly studded with gentry, and
all its lands are so finely planted, and handsomely laid out, that you would think it to be
England, except for the numerous mountains that give so much elevation and grandeur to the
landscape. That is Doneraile, the scene where the “ Conspiracy” was laid—not less
distinguished for its spirited and dashing gentry, than for its turbulent and audacious
peasantry. The Awbeg river immortalised by Spenser, waters that lovely tract, and there is the
noblest park in Munster, that of Lord Doneraile.

All that noble country is interesting to every English eye, associated as it is with the
memory of Spenser and Raleigh. Those towering Ballyhowra mountains are the “ Mole”
celebrated by Spenser in his poem of “ Colin Clout’s come home again,” in which Raleigh is



introduced as “ The Shepherd of the Ocean.” The Awbeg is the “ Mulla” of the poet ; he
mentions it frequently in his works—

“ And Mulla mine whose waves I whilom taught to weep.”
Faery Queene — Canto XI, 41.

In “ Colin Clout” he says —

“ I sate as was my trade,
Under the foot of Mole, that mountain hore ;
Keeping my sheep amongst the cooly shade,
Of the green alders by the Mulla’s shore.

There a strange shepherd chanc’d to find me out,
Whether allur’d with my pipes delight.
Whose pleasing sounds yshrilled far about ;
Or thither led by chance I know not right ;
Whom when I asked from what place he came.
And how he hight ? himself he did ycleep.
The Shepherd of the Ocean by name.
And said he came far from the main sea deep.”

This Doneraile is the seat of the family of the St. Legers, one of the genuine old Norman
conquering race. In the sixteenth century they were Lords President of Munster, and ruled the
province with a rod of iron. Since that time they have identified themselves always with the
High Tory party, and the state of society within ten miles round of Doneraile presents even to
this day many of those moral features, which have been delineated in Spensers “ View of the
State of Ireland” in 1596. Indeed if the family history of the St. Legers were written it would
be as good a picture of Irish History, and Irish Life, as the Memoirs of St. Simon were of the
old French Monarchy. Take for example, an historical incident in the history of the St. Legers.

In 1641, Boyle, Earl of Cork, who came in Raleigh’s property, was staying upon a visit
with his son-in-law, the Earl of Barrymore, at his magnificent residence of Castle Lyons at
the other side of yon Nagle mountains. There were also staying at Castle Lyons several of the
Irishry leaders, amongst others Donogh Mac Carty, Lord Muskerry, who resided at the well
known Blarney Castle. One day while at dinner, a strange gentleman came suddenly with
despatches for the Earl of Cork. He seemed greatly distressed with travelling, and his count-
enance wore an aspect of dismay. In fact, he was the bearer of the news of the breaking out of
the terrible Irish Rebellion of 1641.

Lord Cork was a man fit to have lived in those troubled times. He was not less bold than
sagacious ; and his ambition, which was excessive, was more cautious and controlled than is
usual with that passion. He heard the news without any apparent emotion, and proceeded to
acquaint the company with the intelligence he had received. Lord Muskerry laughed at the
tidings ; and treated it as a ridiculous matter without foundation. However all the company
broke up, and prepared to return to their respective homes, as in Lord Cork’s despatches were
proclamations from Government warning the English and their adherents to be on their guard.
The Earl sent off the news he had received to Sir William St. Leger, who resided at Doneraile,
and was Lord President of Munster, and returned to his own Castle of Lismore.

The next intelligence which Lord Cork received was that Lord Muskerry was up in arms
at the head of several thousand rebels in the west of the county !



Meantime Sir William St. Leger was not idle. He collected as many adherents as possible
to the English Standard, which he hoisted at Doneraile. At first he could muster only some
fifteen hundred men, most of them raw and inexperienced, yet with them he determined fear-
lessly to oppose the Munster rebels, who under the command of Lord Mountgarret—had
rapidly taken Ballyowen—marched upon Kilmallock, and menaced Limerick. St. Leger
posted himself on Spenser’s mountain—Ballyhowra—having under him the Earl of Barry-
more—and three of Lord Cork’s sons—the Lords Dungarvan, Broghill, and Kinalmeaky, with
some English officers. By the authority of Government he rapidly raised a regiment of
a thousand men, and a hundred and twenty horse, and finding that Cashel, Clonmel, Dun-
garvan, and Fethard had all “ pronounced” for the rebels, he determined to give them battle
without delay.

He drew up in order of battle at a place called Redshard, situated where you observe the
mountain slanting down—it is a pass from the County of Cork into Limerick, and there
occurred a scene most characteristic of those times—aye ! and of the subtle, cunning, and
furtive spirit common to all Irish factions.

At that time it may be observed there were five parties in Ireland, and as if the
unfortunate country had not enough of native troubles, the distracted state of England helped
to cast Ireland into more than its hereditary turmoil. There were then struggling for power
upon the Irish soil—First, the Royalists, headed by Ormond ; Secondly, the Parliament-
arians, headed by various persons of local influence in Ireland, most of them recent grantees ;
Thirdly, a party of Covenanters in Ultser ; Fourthly, the followers of the Supreme Council,
led by Prestone ; and lastly, the Papal party, led by Owen Roe, so that you may see it has not
been for want of “ Agitation,” (save the mark !) that Ireland has not been “ great—glorious —
and free.”

When the Irish rebel army approached, where St. Leger was posted, a trumpeter was sent
out from the rebels to demand a parley. He was accompanied by a lawyer of the name of
Walsh. On St. Leger’s desiring to know the reason of their coming, the lawyer said that he
should speak with the Lord President in private. On being rebuked as a rebel, by Lord
Broghill, Walsh replied that neither he, nor those with whom he acted, were rebels, and that
he would soon convince the President of Munster of the fact. On receiving a private audience,
Walsh astounded St. Leger by telling him that Lord Muskerry was acting under the Royal
Commission in all that he had done, and that he had the King’s authority in his favour, which
he would show upon the next day if St. Leger would grant him a safe conduct. This
intelligence greatly astounded the Lord President, but the news, from the state of parties, was
not entirely impossible, although it did not appear very probable. Some of St. Leger’s friends
suspected that there was some deceit in Walsh’s conduct ; they did not forget the consummate
duplicity with which Lord Muskerry had acted his part.

On the next day, however, Walsh and the same trumpeter returned, and the lawyer pro-
duced a large parchment, in which was a very formal commission drawn up, for the Lord
Muskerry to raise 4,000 men, with the broad seal attached to it. St. Leger perused it, and
examined it with care, and told his associates that as Muskerry had really a Royal Commis-
sion for what he had done, that he would dismiss his men. His party, with the exception of
Lord Broghill, were perfectly satisfied.

The stratagem completely succeeded. Though St. Leger was esteemed “ a cunning fox,” he
was completely outwitted. He consented to enter into articles with Lord Mount Garrett, and
disbanded his forces. The rebels passed on, marched to Buttevant—and from that to Mallow,
where, like the genuine Irish, they began to quarrel amongst themselves for the command,



Lord Roche (ancester of the present Member for this County) insisting that Munster rebels
should only be led by a Munster man ! [2] What characteristic localism !
St. Leo-er was so chagrined at having been twice outwitted by Lord Muskerry, and took
the matter so much to heart, that he died of vexation. His excessive veneration for Regal
authority was the cause of his mistake. He was a staunch Royalist, and his eldest son was
slain at Newberry in the service of King Charles.

But come ! we have not time to linger over the many interesting stories that might be told
of the families that are settled in the romantic country lying before us.

Looking from east to west, and from north to south, from Kilworth Mountain on the
borders of Tlpperary, to Clara Hill on the confines of Kerry, and from Ballyhoura bordering
Limerick, to this Mount Hilary on which we stand, we survey a tract of country in the very
heart of Catholic Munster—of Munster, the most Irish part of Ireland. We survey a vast
plain some sixty miles long, by twelve to twenty in breadth. Let us examine the nature of the
society which inhabits it.

All the mass of the population on that plain is Roman Catholic in religion; seventeen-
twentieths of it are Celtic in descent ; and all the mases may be classed as Irishry. Let us
now look to the holders and owners of the soil.

They may be divided into three different classes.

1st. I see, and can point out to you the residences and estates of sixteen leading aristocrats
who dwell upon that plain. I take no note of the places of absentees. Those sixteen aristocrats
are men, who in Spain would be grandees of the first class, but in this country, and tried by
the English social standard they may be classed as in the first rank of society. I take them as
they are, Peers, Baronets, and Commoners. I need not give you all their names, but amongst
them are the Kings (Earls of Kingston) the Moores (Earls of Mount Cashell,) the Hares,
(Earls of Listowell,) the Wrixon—Bechers of Ballygiblin, the Longfields of Longueville, the
Jephson—Norreyses of Mallow Castle, the St Legers, (Viscounts Doneraile) the Hydes [3] of
Castle Hyde, &c., &c.

Now, English reader standing in fancy, if not in bodily presence upon Mount Hilary, let
us examine the historical descent, and the present politics and religion of those sixteen great
families.

Amongst those sixteen aristocrats there is not one Roman Catholic.

Only two families out of the sixteen have risen by industry, the other fourteen represent
estates acquired by the sword, and all of those fourteen acquired with a single exception
(Barry of Biillyclough) from 1575 to 1694.

Out of those sixteen aristocrats there is but one whose family is of the ancient Irishry
—Hare, Earl of Listowell. The O’Hares were in the middle of the last century completely
broken down—they had never been a leading race, but still they existed distinct from the
mass. Mr. Hare, great grandfather of the present Lord Listowell, conformed to the
ascendancy of the “ Upper Nation” in 1770, (or thereabouts,) he subsequently made a large
fortune as a trader in the City of Cork, and founded the present family of Hare, which
acquired its Peerage on the Union.



Out of the whole sixteen, there is but one family with a really aristocratic descent that
would satisfy a genealogist. In fact they are all Elizabethans or Cromwellians, people who
can only count at most two centuries and a half. Barry of Ballyclough is an exception—that
family being descended from the invaders of 1172.

Out of the whole sixteen there are five Whigs and Liberals, some professing the principles
of high, and others of low Whiggery. The remainder are Conservatives and Tories. With one
exception they are all thoroughly identified with the “ Upper Nation,” but their different kinds
of politics are not cognizable by the people, who regard the whole sixteen as being men of the
same order—the same prejudices — the same purposes.

On looking over that enormous tract of country, it is impossible to discern one Catholic
historical family. [4] Ah ! stay—there is one, and only one, the Nagles, of Ballynamona
Castle, the descendent of those Nagles, whose name occurs frequently in the troubles of the
seventeenth century. They derive, however, more lustre from their connection with Edmund
Burke. [5]

Thus it is bad enough on looking at the leading families and principal persons of that
district, (which is a sample of all Ireland) to find so little connection subsisting between the
Aristocracy and the people on the score of race, religion, or politics. Let us now examine the
second class of the aristocracy of this territory

We will triple the number sixteen ; and examine the proportions which the opposite races
— politics, and religions bear to each.

The forty-eight families subjected to this classified examination are in every wise dis-
tinguished for social eminence, the tests for marking that eminence, being property—personal
influence—and general estimation. Three fourths of them would probably be annoyed at
being placed in a second class of any kind. Their Irish pride would be flushed at not being
ranked with the sixteen. Nevertheless they exist in an order beneath the sixteen, but con-
siderably above the level of the middle classes. In short, they are Squirearchy, perfectly
distinguished from Squireenarchy (which is a totally different order).

Out of the whole forty-eight, seven are of the old Irish origin.

Eleven families have notoriously risen by trade and professions—seven out of the eleven
have risen within the last forty years. Subtracting eleven from forty-eight—there remain
thirty-seven families, out of which twenty-four were founded by Cromwellian and Williamite
adventurers—the origin of the remaining thirteen is not to be ascertained.

Out of the whole forty-eight there are but ten “ Liberals,” and amongst those ten are men
who supported and approved of the politics of the Anglesey—Stanley Administration, and
others who if not the partizans, are certainly the allies of the Corn Exchange System.

Out of the whole forty-eight there are but five Roman Catholics.
Out of the whole forty-eight there is but one Protestant married to a Catholic wife, and

one Catholic married to a Protestant one. In both instances, the children (as ought to be the
case) are brought up in the mother’s religion. [6]

We have examined the component parts of the resident Aristocracy and leading Squires ;
let us now look at the third class, which is made up of gentry, and the professions of medicine



and law. As we trippled sixteen to arrive at our second class, so will we now tripple that
second class of forty-eight, to arrive at our third class of one hundred and forty-four of the
order of gentry in that district. All professional men of note—very rich traders—extensive
renters of land are included in this third class. Parsons and Priests are of course excluded.

On this list of one hundred and forty-four of the social notabilities of that district, I find
that forty-three are by race connected with the Irishry, or Under Nation ; that thirty-seven
profess the Roman Catholic Religion ; that forty-nine out of the hundred and forty-four are
“ Liberals,” including several Whigs of a dubious cast, (who would be called Tories by
some), and several notorious Corn Exchangers ; and lastly, that four Roman Catholics have
taken Protestant wives, and one Protestant has married a Catholic.

Thus you see how painfully complicated is Irish Society— how all the property, and the
overwhelming preponderance of “ the respectability,” is at one side ; and how the masses of
the population are at the other side. How is it possible that such a country can exert a collect-
ive will ? When the passions are unloosed, its two main elements must come at once into
hostile collision. How true were the words written in 1829 by one who knew that country
well. “ There is alas ! yet no nation in that extraordinary laud ; there are alas ! two races
—two vocabularies—two series of traditions—two creeds—two systems cf public opinion—
two codes of jurisprudence—two standards of public good.”

And yet with all this terrible dissension, the land is in many respects a fascinating country
to dwell in. There is some inexplicable charm in the variety and loveliness of its poetical
scenery ; some spell in the society of its wild and joyous, and by fits depressed and
melancholy population ; some singular influence in the strangeness and romantic character of
the whole island that fascinate and charm its inhabitants, and make them adore their native
soil. Nor is this all ; it presents numerous attractions for the stranger of discernment and
sensibility, and any student of human nature cannot fail to find innumerable subjects of
observation amongst the wildest—the strangest—wittiest in speech—and most eloquent (if
not most poetical) people in the world. [7]

[1] Brother of the late Sir Matthew Tierney.

[2] To prevent disputes, the command was assigned to Garrett Barry, an ancestor of the Barrys
of Ballinahina. He had long served in Spain, and was reputed to be an excellent soldier.

The ancient race of the Barrys (of which a main branch ceased on the death of the
last Lord Barrymore) is now represented only by the Barrys of Ballyclough, and the Barrys
of Ballinahina, In other parts of the south of Ireland, there are Barrys who claim to be of
that ancient race, but they are only very minor branches of it. i'he two families just
mentioned are descended (in common with the last Lord Barrymore) from the same
ancestor, and share alike the historical honour of being the lineal representatives of the
famous race of the De Barries of Normandy and Ireland.

Lord Barrymore was one of George the Fourth’s earliest companions, he was a most
dissipated, foolish and whimsiical person. When George (then Prince of Wales) was living
with Mrs. Fitzherbert at Brighton Lord Barrymore played all sorts of antics for their
amusement. He used to act disgustingly low parts at the theatre, for the benefit of the
manager ; he squandered enormous sums of money for the entertainment of the Prince of
Wales at Wargrave, where he gave a party on coming to his majority, in honor of the
Prince, which cost ten thousand pounds. He was afterwards cast off by the Prince, but it
was not until he had forfeited his honor in money transactions.



[3] The Hydes of Castle Hyde are the representatives of the old family of Hyde, from which
Lord Clarendon was sprung. The English branch is totally extinct.

[4] In that whole tract there are but three Roman Catholic families who run carriages ! A pain-
fully significant fact as to the distribution of property.

[5] A village poet, Tom Geran, humourously called ‘ Spenser O Geran—the bard of Bally-
hooly ;’ has in a long string of verses chaunted the glories of Great Nagle of Ballynamona
—a stanza might amuse.

“ Sure he’s sprung from great Sir Richard Nagle,
Who liv’d in the oulcl times ago,
Whom Cromwell did basely inveigle.
For which he’s now burnin’ below.
He’s first cousin to famed Edmund Burke,
Who knocked down the Frinch Revolution,
Was as grand in his style as a Turk,
And saved England from quick dissolution.
Sing the Nagles of Ballynamona,

Their relations so known to fame,
Their deeds so renowned thro’ the world.
Their spirit that nothing could tame.
Oh ! ’tis they are the pride of our country.
With the elegant manners and grace.
The larning and sweet cultivation,
That adorn the rale Irish race.”

[6] It would be very desirable that mixed marriages should be encouraged in Ireland. The
blending of Protestants and Catholics by domestic ties would in the lapse of time weald
together the disjointed state of society in Ireland. It is truly lamentable to observe the
obstacles that difference of religious opinion prevent to the union of many parties that
might live most happily together. One chief cause in preventing mixed marriages is the
tendency (in such cases) to dispute and wrangle about the religion of the children. And as
the writer has frequently observed, it is not the parties themselves that wrangle on the
point, but the quarrel is commenced by the unsolicited interference of their ‘ damned good-
natured friends.’

For example when a Catholic shop-keeper marries the daughter of his Protestant neigh-
bour, such scenes occur as the following—“Ah, now Jerry, ’tis a shame for you, cry the
friends of the husband, to be thinking of giving in to her. Yerra ! don’t allow your people-
in-law to be triumphing over you, and man alive ! would you be after having your children
brought up in a religion which isn’t that of the people.’ On the other hand the wife is well
teazed by her relatives. ‘ Now, Betsy, can’t you show a little firmness. Consider how
uncomfortable you’ll be with your daughters going to mass ! And is it in the religion of
the common people that a genteel woman like would have her own children brought up ?”
And so on.

All these odious scenes might be put a stop to, if society—that is if several individuals
would enforce by example, the natural and just rule that the mother should have the rearing



of the children in their own faith. It is the best rule on religious considerations, because
the faith learned at a mother’s knee, can seldom be effaced in after life, and blended with
the affecting recollections of childhood, will (perhaps unconsciously) influence the
sensibilities of the sternest soul, long after that parental voice has been hushed in the still-
ness of the grave.

The plan of giving the boys, the religion of the father, the girls that of the mother, is not
desirable, because it interferes with effective family devotion, and because it forbids
adequate domestic instruction on religion. For example, in a country district under such a
system, where are the children to be taught their religion ? Who will supply the mother’s
place to those of her children whom she can instruct only in the vague generalities of
religion ? Will the Parson, or the priest ? Or the ladies of the Biblical Society, or the nuns of
the neighbouring convent ?

On social grounds it would be the best rule in Ireland to give the children the creed of
the mother, because such a rule would tend to increase the number of Catholics in the upper
— and of Protestants in the lower circles of society—which is a consummation to be
wished for. The lay-Catholics are far more liberal on the question of mixed marriages than
are the lay-Protestants ; and on the other hand the Priests are vigorous in condemning them,
while the Parsons do not make any objections whatever.

[7] It is not in a work of this nature that the present writer could present to the reader those
features which are loveable in Irish society. It is only in describing its domestic life that he
could portray the causes which counterbalance the hereditary evils of the land. In a work of
a totally different character from the present, he may be enabled to meet the reader with a
faithful picture of life in Ireland. The Englishman will then see, that in spite of
demagogues and absentees—of superstition and fanaticism, that the “ Emerald Isle” is one
of the gayest and most charming places of residences in the world.
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