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ADVERTISEMENT.

•

THERE is, perhaps, no country dependent on the British Crown, which Englishmen know less
of than Ireland ; and yet it may safely be affirmed, there is none which has a fairer and a
stronger claim to their attention.

If civilization has not there been carried to that degree of perfection, which it has attained
in England ;—if commerce does not flourish ;—if manufactures do not thrive ;—if agri-
culture be yet in a rude state ;—if a spirit of discontent and emigration prevails ;—in a word,
if the connection between the two islands has not not been productive of the greatest mutual
advantages, it can only be imputed to a general want of information, and to those mistaken
politics, which have, in consequence, influenced the councils of this nation.

But the time seems to be approaching, when the value of Ireland will be better understood,
and when the maxims, on which it is now governed, will be found to be too narrow, it not
illiberal. To hasten that period is the design of the following letters, and the favourite
political wish of the Writer,

London,
May 14 1777.

LETTER XV.

Cashel.

MY short stay here has afforded me frequent opportunities of conversing with the common
people ; who, having observed me measuring one of the monasteries, would sometimes
follow me at a distance, and sometimes throw themselves in my way, in order to get or give
information.

Their native humour was entertaining, and their remarks upon men and manners shrewd
and sagacious ; but nothing could be more ridiculous and absurd than their traditional tales.
Asking them for the reason of the name of the Hore Abbey, they told me, that one of their
queens, who in her youth had been a great whore, founded it for the salvation of her poor
soul.

Their curiosity was strong to know whence I came, and where I was going, and what could
be my motive for taking the dimensions of such old walls. It contributed not a little to remove
their reserve towards me, that I was unknown by every body ; yet they did not, with-out an
artful and wily address, discover their sentiments as to the White-boys. They always took care
to say, that they were wrong in what they were about, at the very time they were insinuating
that others were more in fault than they.

Yesterday there was a horse-race, and at night an assembly. Too busy for the course in the
morning, I was glad of an opportunity to change the solitude of an inn, for such gaiety in the
evening. And never was I more surprised than at the multitude and politeness of the company.
Some nobility, and all the gentry from far and near, were collected together. We had no less



than two sets of dancers, and three or four card tables. The ladies were not only well but
elegantly dressed, in the ton of a winter or two since in London.

Of what extremes is this country composed ? Here every thing wore the face of festivity
and pleasure ; it looked as if Amalthea had emptied her horn in this spot. I had heard of
vivacity, and I had seen it in individuals, but never, till last night, did I see it universally
pervade so large a mass. The women vied with the men in the display of animal powers.

You have seen Stubbs’s picture of the Chariot of the Sun ; and you may remember how the
wheels blaze, and how the horses are maned with flame ; every thing seems in the nascent
state of conflagration. It was just so here. You would have said they breathed fire. We frog-
blooded English dance as if the practice were not congenial to us ; but here they moved as if
dancing had been the business of their lives. The Rock of Cashel was a tune which seemed to
inspire particular animation.

These people have quick and violent spirits, betraying them sometimes into sudden starts
of indecorum, which the severity of punctilio would not fail to censure, while candour would
only consider them as the venial flashes of mirth and good-humour. I have seen the whole
room in a convulsion of laughter at a false step made by one of the dancers. Nor does penury
repress these ebullitions among the lower ranks ; for though four centinels, with their
bayonets fixed, were stationed at the door, the mob rushed in, and rendered the room very
offensive.

How different are the effects of the same sensibility in another line ? I had been strolling
through the market, in order to see what commodities were sold, and to observe the humours
of the people ; when I remarked a poor woman, who had lost her purse, containing but two or
three shillings. The poor creature wept aloud, and the women, about her, joined in the lament-
ation ; which had such an effect, that a general outcry was the consequence, so piteous and so
doleful, that the men theirselves could not refrain the sympathetic tear.

In this market I observed a great number of little bags, which men carried in upon their
shoulders, and set down for sale. Upon examination, I found them filled with wheat ; some of
them contained ten or twelve pounds, some a stone and a half, some more and some less. It is
hardly necessary to review the face of the country, in order to learn the state of its agri-culture
; this single fact reflects it as a mirror.

Were I to devise an emblematical figure of Ireland, in her present state, it should not be a
Minerva-like figure, with her spear and harp ; nor should it be a Diana with her wolf dogs
coupled, and the moose deer in the thicket of the back ground. For that species of deer has
been extinct here longer than the records of Irish history reach ; the wolves too being all
destroyed, and the dogs therefore useless, it looks as if nature intended that their species
should fail also, for I never could see one of them. But my picture of Ireland should be mulier
formosa superne, a woman exquisitely beautiful, with her head and neck richly attired, her
bosom full, but meanly dressed, her lower parts lean and emaciated, half covered with
tattered weeds, her legs and feet bare, with burned shins, and all the squalor of indigent sloth.

But to return to our assembly ; where, though unknowing and unknown, I met an instance
of that civility to strangers, for which this country is so justly famed. I had indeed hitherto
withdrawn myself from all possible occasions of meeting with it, as I had little time to spare
for this purpose, and was rather desirous to learn the true state of the country and people in
other respects ; their character for hospitality being already sufficiently established. But as
this was the first opportunity I ever took, of experimenting in this way, I cannot in justice to
true politeness pass it over.

A gentleman, whom I since learn to be a physician, seeing me a stranger, accosted me in a
manner which bespoke the liberality of literature and travel ; and after offering all his services
in conducing me to whatever might gratify my curiosity in his country, he asked me whether I



would chuse to dance or play cards, that he might introduce me, &c. I need not tell you which
I chose. He got me an agreeable partner for one set, and the next I chose for myself. Their
conversation was as spirited as their dancing. One of them had a person that
would be gazed at in St. James’s. These people were upon the whole so free, so easy, and so
engaging, that I cannot help feeling myself interested in their national prosperity.

My new acquaintance the Doctor, whose name is Carrol, made me known, or rather indeed
he made several gentlemen known to me ; for as yet, he did not know my name. Several
polite invitations were the consequence ; one of which I accepted from a gentleman, who, as
my conductor, the Doctor tells me, is son to a Roman catholic of large property and great
influence, descended from the once royal family of the Macarty’s. This will be a scene of
novelty. I shall not forget to let you know all that shall befal me, among these descendants of
Hibernian kings. Farewell.

L E T T E R XVI.

Tipperary, September 20, 1775.

SINCE my last, I have spent some days most agreeably at Mr. Macarty’s of Springhill ; where
hospitality was displayed in its best manner, divested of those qualities, which of old tarn-
ished the lustre of that virtue in Ireland. There was no constraint in the article of wine, nor
indeed in any other. There was as much ease as in the house of an English Duke.

However, left from the little I have seen, so repugnant to what I have heard on this sub-
ject, I might lead to a misconception of the ruling manners at present, I must observe, that this
ancient family have seen much of the world. The eldest daughter is married to a colonel in the
Imperial service, who is also an officer of state at court ; the eldest son, whom I met at
the assembly, is an officer in the same service, and Miss Macarty is but lately returned from
visiting her sister. You will not be displeased to hear, she preferred England to every other
country she had seen ; which to me still more endeared her,

——who had every grace, and every charm.
To win the wilest, and the coldest warm.

Here we were at meals, even on Sunday, regaled with the bag-pipe, which, to my
uncultivated ear, is not an instrument so unpleasant as the lovers of Italian music represent it.
After supper, I for the first time drank whisky punch, the taste of which is harsh and austere,
and the smell worse than the taste. The drinkers of it say it becomes so palatable, that they
can relish no other ; which may very possibly be the case, for I suppose that claret is not
relished by any palate at first.

The spirit was very fierce and wild, requiring not less than seven times its own quantity of
water to tame and subdue it. They told me there was a sort much stronger, distilled with
aromatic substances, at a guinea a bottle, called usque-bagh, which is eau-de-vie, as whisky
or uisge is emphatically the water.

This was the liqueur, which the Czar Peter the Great was so fond of, that he used to say,
“ of all wines, Irish wine was the best.”

Here I met with Mr. Baker, a clergy-man, and a man of letters, who gave me a cordial
invitation to his house, promising to introduce me to Mr. Armstrong, minister of Tipperary ; a
gentleman curious in the antiquities of his country, and furnished with one of the best
libraries in the kingdom, I had no difficulty in accepting this invitation, but that it separated
me from the agreeable family at Spring-hill.

In Mr. Baker, I found a young-looking man, but of ancient plainness, and simplicity of
manners. His words were few, but those were correct, and all his sentiments shewed that he



thought for himself. His wife, of an elegant person, was rather under the common size, but the
stature of her mind was of the first magnitude. She is sister to Mr. Jephson, author of
Braganza, which had such a run the last winter. If this lady writes as well as she speaks, she
would certainly figure in the Belles-Lettres. She has such a purity of diction, such elegance of
sentiment, and such warmth of imagination as would amaze you. Yet these shining qualities
serve only to shed a lustre upon the goodness of her heart ; those make her an admirable, this
renders her an amiable woman.

Tipperary is a small, but thriving village, with little or no manufacture. An effort has been
made to establish the linen manufacture, and for this purpose a colony of northern weavers
was settled there about forty years ago. But this proved ineffectual ; for the children of those
weavers, like the other natives, neither weave nor spin ; and in every thing but religion, are
undistinguishable from the general mass. Such is the resiliency of all nature to its original
state.

General and inveterate habits of sloth, must be removed upon systematic principles, before
a way can be made for the introduction of the arts of industry ; a few examples are not
sufficient to excite an imitation of better things. We are all by nature abhorrent of labour, for
labour gives pain. Sloth must prevail, till the incentives to diligence overpower the propensity
to idleness : which can never be the case, till artificial wants become, at least, as numerous as
those which are really natural. If an Irishman feels no inconvenience from walking barefoot,
he will hardly be induced to work for the price of brogues.

The manner in which the poor of this country live, I cannot help calling beastly. For upon
the same floor, and frequently without any partition, are lodged the husband and wife, the
multitudinous brood of children, all huddled together upon straw or rushes, with the cow, the
calf, the pig, and the horse, if they are rich enough to have one.

Their houses are of several sorts ; but the most common is the sod-wall, as they call it. By
sods you are to understand the grassy surface of the earth, or the cespes of the Latins. Some
build their houses of mud, as we do : others use stone without mortar, for two or three feet
from the ground, and sod or mud for two or three on the top of that ; their side-walls being
seldom above five or six feet high.

Sometimes you may see an ingenious builder avail himself of the side of a ditch, which
serves for a sidewall, and parallel thereto, he rears a wall in one or other of the modes I have
described, as his own fancy, the facility of the method, or abundance of materials may lead
him.
Another will improve upon this plan, and make the grip or fosse of the ditch, serve for the

area of his habitation, by a little paring to widen the space ; he being thus saved the labour of
erecting side-walls, and having only the trouble to build his gables ; for the which his prompt
invention has a noble succedaneum in the hip roof.

Their mode of roofing is not less ingenious. They take the branches of a tree, the largest of
which they use as principals and purlins, and the remainder they lay parallel to the principals,
for support of a thin paring of the grassy surface of meadow ground, like the sods, only much
broader, tougher, and thinner. These they call scraws, meaning to be sure scrolls, seeing they
are rolled up in that form, as they are pared. But they would be better called hides, for they
are flayed off the earth. With these, however, they cover the small branches or wattles, and
over all, they fasten a coat of straw, or, in default of straw, they cover with rushes or the haum
of their beans or potatoes, and in mountainous tracts with heath.

Sometimes they have a hole in the roof to let out the smoke, and sometimes none. For to
have a chimney, would be a luxury too great for the generality. The consequence is a house
full of smoke, at least in the upper region, where it floats in thick clouds, the lower part being
pretty clear of it. To avoid the acrimony of which you are obliged to stoop down, and the poor
man of the house immediately offers you a low stool, that you may be, what he calls, out of



the smoke. And this is, probably, the only stool in the house -, for the children nestle round
the fire almost naked, with their toes in the ashes. Even the women, though not so naked, fit
upon their hams in the same way. But in spite of their general adhesion to the ground, the old
people are, for the most part, blear-eyed, with pale and sooty faces.

The only solace these miserable mortals have, is in matrimony ; accordingly, they all
marry young. Most girls are, one way or another, mothers at sixteen ; and every house has
shoals of children. Not that, I suppose, women are by nature more prolific here than in
England, yet their early marriages, and necessary temperance, furnish more frequent instances
of fœcundity.

Nor is this country without instances of extreme longevity. Mr. Russel of Cloneen died,
April 1770, at the age of 145. But such are not found in the sooty [1] cabbins, whose wretched
owners do not grow to the size of well-fed men, and consequently cannot extend their lives to
the natural term. People may say what they please about the wholesomeness of a mere
potatoe diet ; but shew me a set of men, with such a rosy hue of health as the butchers of
England.

From the promiscuous way these people lie together, a suspicion naturally arises in a
stranger’s mind, that incest is unavoidable amongst them. Yet upon the strictest inquiry, I find
the fact to be otherwise. They are bred up in such an abhorrence of the turpitude of this crime,
that I am inclined to think it as infrequent here, as among more civilized nations. The better
sort of people seemed rather surprised that I should entertain such an opinion ; which only
shews, that what we see practised from our infancy, though ever so unnatural, makes no
impression.

A little reflection, however, will remove even the grounds of suspicion. Bred up from
childhood together, their wonted and innocent familiarity is carried on step by step, without
impure emotions being excited. One of these poor souls is no more inflamed by the nude
bosom of a sister, than in a more affluent state he would be on seing it covered with gauze.

There is no indecency in mere nakedness. Would drapery add to the modesty of the
Medicean Venus ? The chastest eye may gaze upon the naked figures of the Graces ; but
emotions will arise on seeing the lady stepping over the style ; yet nothing is seen that our
Madonas do not disclose. It is the imagination too dainty, from mistaken refinements, that
annexes modesty or immodesty to dress, or to the want of it.

There are certain adjuncts peculiar, neither to the concealment nor display of beauty,
capable of exciting ideas either gross or refined. And as the artist, by availing himself of these
associations, may paint modesty naked, and lewdness wrapped up, so the nakedness of savage
nations may not tend to immorality, whilst the dress of civilized people may be panders to
sensuality. Was there not an ancient legislator, who, in order to soften the influence of women
over the men, exposed them naked ? It was far otherwise in the state of innocence and pure
love,——

Then was not guilty shame, dishonest shame
Of Nature’s works ; honour dishonourable !
Sin-bred ! How have ye troubled all mankind,
With shrews instead, mere shews of seeming pure ;
And banished from man’s life, his happiest life,
Simplicity, and spotless innocence ?
So pass’d they naked on, nor shun’d the sight
Of God or Angel, for they thought no ill.



LETTER XVII.

Tipperary.

I Generally spend my mornings here in riding to such places as my kind conductors think
most worthy observation ; I have been to see a large unfinished house of Lord Milton’s at
Shrone-hill, and other places of less note. But the only building worthy any remark, is the
Abbey of Holy Cross, the architecture of which, more than ordinarily elegant for this country,
sufficiently rewarded the fatigue of a long ride.

I learn, from Mr. Armstrong, that this Abbey was founded in the twelfth century, by
Donald O’Brien, whose monument is still to be seen near the high altar. In the south aile is
the shrine, wherein some pieces of the cross were supposed to be preserved ; both of which
are more highly embellished than any other Gothic remain I had seen in Ireland.

From what I have said in a former letter, you may conceive that agriculture is at a very low
ebb in this country ; I need not add that you may ride for miles, in the most fertile part of it,
without seeing an acre of ploughed ground ; except where potatoes had been, a year or two
before. This is a subject I do not understand, but the process of cultivation, generally adopted
by the poor, I hear, is this : the first year they plant potatoes upon the ley, the next they sow
bere, the third wheat, and the fourth oats.

Their manner of planting potatoes is the following : after cutting the potatoe into several
pieces, each of which must have what they call an eye, they spread these sets on the ridges of
about four or five feet wide, which they cover with mould, dug from furrows on each side, of
about half the breadth of the ridge. In Autumn, when they dig out their potatoes, they sow
the ridge, immediately before digging, with bere ; and the same operation serves for gather-
ing in their potatoes, and for covering the new sown seed. This method, you’ll say, is facile
enough ; yet such is the fertility of the soil, that their crops are most abundant from it.

The above method, however, is not universal, for sometimes they do not dig out their
potatoes, till the frost sets in ; and as hard frosts are very rare in this climate, some dig only as
they want them. Whence it happens, that if a nipping frost should chance to surprise them,
many lose their whole crop, their chief subsistence and then famine is sure to cling their
bones the ensuing summer. Such are the effects of having little to do, that people become
indolent and will do nothing.

The little culture, which is carried on, is exercised by the very dregs of the people, upon
one acre or two, in the worst manner, subservient only to their immediate support, without
any farther prospect. Their very implements of labour are of the most awkward and
ineffectual forms.

When I tell you the price of lands here, you will perhaps suspect I report upon hasty
information ; yet be assured that 40s. an acre is the common rent of good lands, and that the
best are rated at two guineas, which are 2l. 5s. and 6d. of this currency. It is true, that the Irish
acre is larger than the English, in the proportion of the squares of the perches, viz. 7 and
5�.

Mr. Armstrong, the rector of this very parish, has just taken a perpetuity of 280 acres, at 2l.
per acre. And, upon my supposing to him, that his inducement to give so much, was a very
good house and offices upon the grounds, he told me, that the same rent could have been had
from a grazier, but that the owner made him a compliment of the bargain ; and he at the same
time assured me, that a great part of Tipperary and Limerick gave two guineas.

The rents are made almost entirely by grazing, and every care is taken to improve the
breed of cattle. They bring over, at the peril of forfeiting both ship and cargo, Lincolnshire
rams ; and the race of these are sold from five to twenty, and sometimes thirty guineas a ram.



The landlord, who gets his rent without trouble, and the grazier, who thrives upon
depopulation, will tell you the lands of Munster are so rich, that they are injured by
cultivation.

This, however, scarcely requires a serious answer ; for, if their lands were as fruitful as
Arabia Felix, industry would improve them ; but they have many spaces that demand per-
petual culture. Their meadows, mostly in their lowest and wettest grounds, have never been
drained, manured, or sowed with grass seeds. If we add to this, what ground might be saved,
by feeding their flocks with turnips, peas, beans, carrots, cabbages, &c. it will be evident that
the same farms, now occupied by brutes principally, would maintain the same numbers still,
together with farmers and manufacturers five-fold.

There is, I am told, a statute, unrepealed, enjoining the cultivation of not less than five
acres out of each hundred, under the penalty of 40s. But this act is as dead as the letters of it ;
for all the rich are delinquents, and none but the impotent poor are left to enforce the per-
formance of it. Besides, the quantity to be tilled was inadequate to the purpose of population,
and the penalty was too small for a sanction, if the quantity had been sufficient.

It may, after all, be questioned, whether any internal regulation, in favour of agriculture,
can counterbalance the ill effects which result from the external embargo. Nothing could so
effectually remedy these evils, as an open sea, and a free exportation. For, upon a dis-
passionate review of this matter, I am inclined to think that neither landlord, nor tenant, nor
both together, are entirely in fault.

As the matter now stands, we take from hence when we are pinched, and possibly when it
can be but ill spared ; then, when we have served ourselves, we shut up their ports. This
desultory mode cannot answer any great purpose, either to them or us ; whereas, if Ireland
were suffered to export, at all times, it would soon be allured to a systematic industry, and
become a perpetual granary to our manufacturing country.

Farewell.

LETTER XVIII.

Tipperary.

IN Mr. Armstrong’s library, I have found great entertainment, not only from the books, but
from some antique curiosities, found in the neighbouring bogs ; and from a catalogue of
others, not now in his possession. These are of such importance to the forming just ideas of
the ancient state of Ireland, that I would transmit you a catalogue of them, only I find
governor Pownall has published, from the same original I have seen, a copy in the
miscellaneous tracts of the Antiquarian Society.

I send you, however, a sketch of a little crown of silver, lately found near Cashel ; the
diameter of which is 2�, and the height 3� inches. It must, I conjecture, have belonged to
some image of the virgin, or rather child, either in the cathedral, or some of the monasteries
of Cashel.

I give you also, by way of illustration, a rough draft of a tumulus near this town, amidst
hillocks nearly of the same shape, and overhanging a glassy lake. These tumuli are mounds of
earth thrown up, as sepulchral monuments, in form of a truncated cone ; and of dimensions
different, I presume, according to the dignity of the deceased,

——fuit ingens monte Tub alto
Regis Dercenni terreno ex agere bustum.—



Such monuments could be raised only for persons of the first quality. And from a line in
Lucan one would think they were appropriated to kings.

Et regum cineres extructo monte quiescunt.

But Plutarch, relating the death of Demaratus, the Corinthian, upon a visit he paid to
Alexander the Great, says, “ That he had a most magnificent funeral, the whole army raising
him a monument of earth, four-score cubits high, and of a vast circumference.”

These monuments are vulgarly called Danes-mounts. Yet, wherever they have been
opened, urns have been found in them ; a circumstance, which alone disproves their being
Danish. For the practice of burning the dead was disused long before the Danes possessed
themselves of Ireland, or rather of the maritime towns ; for I do not find that their dominion
extended to the internal parts.

Had these mounts been thrown up by the Danes ; from the odium in which, even to this
day, the memory of those invaders is held, the Irish would not have failed to demolish such
memorials of their own disgrace, as soon as they had expelled the authors of it. But, so far are
they from destroying them, that they hold them in veneration, and it would be difficult to find
a labourer hardy enough to violate the sacred earth, with a spade.

Herodotus speaking of the tombs, raised by the Scythians for their kings, says, “ they
laboured to raise as high a mount of earth for them as possible.” These artificial hills then
must be attributed to the Scythian origin of this people. I was surprised to find the ingenious
Mr. Molineux ascribing them to the Danes, especially as he mentions two coins of the
emperors Theodosius and Valentinian, being found in that famous Tumulus, at New-Grange,
near Drogheda. This, though not a decisive evidence, is certainly a presumptive one, that
these sepulchres were anterior to the Danes in Ireland ; and the rather, as those coins are
described to be sharp and unworn.

Such mounts, however, are not peculiar to Ireland : I have seen some of the same kind
in Scotland, and there are no less than six in a line, within a mile or two south of the little
village of Stevenage in Hertfordshire.

I send you as exact a drawing as I could make, of a brass sword, found in a bog near
Cullen, which is twenty-six inches in length, and weighs near two pounds. Mr. Armstrong
says, he has seen twenty-two others of nearly the same construction, found in the same place.
The catalogue, to which I have referred you, mentions that above 300 have, from time to
time, been found in this quarter.

What makes these brazen swords such a valuable remnant to the Irish antiquarian, is, they
serve to corroborate the opinion, that the Phœnicians had footing in this kingdom. For the
sword-blades so lately found upon the plains of Cannæ, were of the same metal and con-
struction ; and being used by the Carthaginians, who were originally Tyrians, they establish
the certainty, that these brass weapons were Phœnician also. Consequently, somewhat more
than presumption arises, that Ireland had its arts, and letters, from the country of Cadmus ; as
her traditions uniformly report.

With Mr. Baker, I saw eleven old coins, lately found at Marseilles, which, though in no
wise relative to this country, yet being somewhat curious to me, a mere novice in medals, I
cannot help giving you some account of them. They have each a Diana’s head, and on the
reverse, a bull in the act of butting. The legend under the bull is � � � � � � � � 	 
 �. Thus far
they all agreed, yet they had been all struck from different dies, and at different periods ; for
some were very neat, and others in a very coarse manner ; which seems to point out a regular
gradation of refinement in the arts, from the striking of the first to the last. Each of them has
different figures over the Bull ; one a blazing star, another a bow, a heart, a wreath of
laurel, a crescent, &c. And there was a Mercury, on the wing, exceedingly well executed.



But I had almost forgot to mention to you a circumstance relative to the brass sword : Lord
Townshend liked its form so much, that he told Mr. Armstrong he would adopt it in his
regiment of artillery. For you must know, that when this nobleman was Lord Lieutenant of
Ireland, he took a tour to learn the state of the country, and passing this way, he outrode his
suite, and overtook Mr. Armstrong. They fell into conversation, and our worthy parson hear-
ing that the representative of Majesty was to sleep at Tipperary, lamented the badness of the
inn ; and that he could not presume to offer a bed to so great a guest. But, Sir, says he, taking
him for an Aid-de-camp, I shall be happy in giving you a bed and supper too, when you can
disengage yourself from your attendance on his Lordship. I live not far from the town, and
any body will shew you the house of Mr. Armstrong the minister of the parish.

This adventure must have been doubly pleasing to our facetious viceroy, when he alighted
at Tipperary, and had a prospect of the wretched entertainment, to which he must have sub-
mitted in a dirty ale-house. He, however, finessed no longer, but sent down his compliments
to Mr. Armstrong, with a message, that Lord Townshend would take a bed with him. And so
well pleased was he with his host, that he took the first opportunity of promoting his son, who
was an officer in the army. This I relate to the mutual honour of both parties.

In this neighbourhood lives the descendant of him who gave the last and fatal stroke to the
unhappy Charles. He had been a common dragoon in Cromwell’s army ; and for this service,
the usurper rewarded him with a captain’s double debenture.

I spend my evenings still more pleasantly than my mornings. Mr. Baker, and Mr.
Armstrong live so near each other, that we are always together ; and the latter, having a very
large family of daughters and nieces, I have been prevailed on to play at cards. The game,
however, is one which requires neither skill nor attention, and is rather a supplement to the
pauses of chat, than an interruption to cheerful conversation.

As the events of chance were never important enough to engage my attention, I used to
hate cards ; I never could see any amusement in being plundered by my adversary, brow-beat
by my partner, and laughed at by the standers-by. But now I am grown very fond of them ;
and such excellent lessons do the ladies give, that I flatter myself with becoming an adept.

Though Mr. Hoyle has laid down no rules for the game we play, it is worth all he ever
taught put together. It is of so very social a kind, that the number of players is limited only by
the number of cards in the pack. It does not impose silence like whist, but affords a pleasant
exercise for the tongue, and is more philosophical than even that Pythagorean game ; for the
initiated may see in it, as in a mirror, an exact image of the great play of life.

As in our game, one only can get the pool ; so in the world one only can arrive at the
pinnacle of fortune, in the same line of ambition, quia plures excellere nequeunt.

As at each deal one must lose, and another win, the utmost skill being sometimes useless,
whilst a total want of it proves successful ; so in life, some are born to large estates, or obtain
them without diligence or address, whilst others toil on unsuccessfully, and are basted at last,
in spight of all the efforts of human wisdom.

Again, it often happens that a junto of young people who sit together, play into one
another’s hands, and of course one of them wins the pool ; so in life, friends and relations, by
mutual partialities, lead one another to fortune’s goal, whilst the best-laid schemes, of those
who stand single and play fair, turn out abortive : something like an invincible necessity
prevailing to determine, in all cases, the winnings and the losings, and to reprobate the
maxim, quisque fuæ fortunæ faber.

To-morrow I shall set out for Cork, where I hope to find a letter from you, I with pleasure
tell you that air and exercise have dispelled that dejection of spirits which was wont to



oppress me ; and the society I have enjoyed here, hath so attached me to the place, that I shall
not leave it without reluctance : I already sigh at the thoughts of parting with such friends,
whom I shall probably never see, or perhaps hear of more. Adieu.

LETTER XIX.

Cork, October 4th, 1775.

AFTER parting with my agreeable and learned friends at Tipperary, I soon ascended the
Gaultees, and then descended into a valley, called the Glin of Agherlow, whence the opposite
ridge seemed stupendous. That which I passed, not without fatigue, was comparatively as the
cock-boat to a first-rate man of war. The ridge just crossed, was for some miles to the right
hand, skirted with oak woods, which at best were of small growth, but they became gradually
stunted more and more, as they climbed the steep, till at length they dwindled into mere
shrubs ; and left the summit bare.

This is the universal order of nature, and I wish gentlemen, who are so fond of circular
clumps on the tops of hills, in hilly countries, would attend to it. Sitting now, after a very
good dinner, and having nothing to observe of the place, but that coming in late, I with
difficulty got a bed in any of the inns, and that I must soon retire to an ordinary bed, and a
dirty chamber, I shall employ the interval, in setting down my reflections upon this subject,
confirmed by what I observed today.

It will not, I believe, be controverted, that the most beautiful countries are those which are
gently varied with hill and dale ; equally removed from the roughness of the mountain, or the
deadness of the flat. If mountains are introduced to embellish the scenery, they must be placed
at a due distance, else their ruggedness is deformity. It should then be the planter’s object to
reduce the landskip to the happy medium of being neither too hilly nor too level. And in this
picturesque mixture of hill and dale, few countries are, I suppose, more happy than Ireland ; it
wants nothing but plantation, and cultivation.

If a country is generally level, and if a spot should swell above the rest, then you are by all
means to encourage the undulation. You are by planting it with the loftiest forest trees, to give
it boldness and variety, for in so doing, you relieve it from that tiresome uniformity which
creeps along a dead flat.

On the other hand, if the country is too hilly, you are, as far as in you lies, to reduce it
nearer to a plain ; not by that expensive, artless, and generally ineffectual mode of removing
earth, but by planting the valley, or along the feet of the hills : for, by this means, you deduct
the height of the plantation from the height of the hill, and, as it were, level the hill by
apparently raising the valley ; and thus approach nature’s varied medium, the very essence of
beauty.

By planting on great eminences, instead of correcting, you exaggerate the deformity of
your grounds. Trees are in themselves so beautiful, that I am always glad to see them
wherever they are, especially in this naked country, but the summits of her hills are not the
place for them. Sed nunc non erat his locus. There is one case, and only one, where they are
not, there, misplaced, and that is in regions uncultivated, to shew that they are not quite
deserted by the human species.

I have put this case, yet it is one barely possible ; for the tops of hills are generally so
barren, and universally so exposed, that trees are with difficulty reared, and never thrive upon
them. Let us then attend to the workings of nature, and we shall find her disclaiming trees on
the tops of hills, by denying them vegetation ; let us consult the feelings of taste, and we shall
find them displeasing to our sense of beauty.



Even the circular figure of these clumps, is of all others the most artlesss, for of
isoperimetrals the circle is the most capacious. Consequently, instead of displaying your
trees to the best advantage, you in effect hide a great proportion of them ; whilst you make an
ostentation of art, both in the choice of the figure and of the situation. But let us naturalize
art, instead of artilizing nature. Plantations upon exposed elevations, are the utmost solecisms
in improvement, both in respect of beauty and utility.

There is between Cashel and Tipperary, a park the largest and bed planted in this king-dom
; containing, it is said, above 1500 Irish acres, or near 2000 English ; and abounding with
droves of red, and other deer, proportioned to its extent. The Gaultees are set at such a due
distance, that they are the finest termination for the prospect a painter could desire ; the lands
are rich, and the trees the best grown I have seen in Ireland. Here are all the capabilities for a
terrestrial paradise ; and yet one thing is wanting that mars the whole. Every violence, that
she is capable of suffering, has been done to Nature.

Behind the house is a square parterre of flowers, with terraces thickly studded with busts
and statues ; before it, a long and blind avenue, planted with treble rows of well-grown trees,
extends its awkward length. In the centre of this, and on the acclivity pf the hill, terminating
the vista, are little fish ponds, pond above pond. The whole park is thrown into squares and
parallelograms, with numerous avenues fenced and planted ; where if a hillock dared to
interpose its little head, it was cut off as an excrescence, or at least cut through ; that the roads
might be every where as level, as they are straight. Thus was this delightful spot, treated by
some Procrustes of the last age.

I own to you I felt more pain than pleasure in this demesne. I could not help wishing, that
instead of torturing the place to the plan, they had accommodated the plan to the place.
Indeed, all predisposed plans for laying out grounds are dangerous ; for every place has
within itself a plan, from which true taste can never deviate. Nature may be improved, but
never changed to advantage. Levelling hills and raising mounds, at a vast expence of money,
is like the custom of the Indians, who, at the expence of their blood, slit their ears, and gash
their faces, to improve their beauty.

I breakfasted at Mitchelstown, a very poor village in the county of Cork, fourteen Irish, but
near eighteen English miles from Tipperary. And here, for the first time, I felt enough of that
wretchedness I had so often heard of in Irish inns. But, it was not to be expected that such good
accommodations should be met with, in a cross road, as in the direct ones from the capital.

In all this way, though the grounds were generally fertile and pleasant, I saw but one
gentleman’s seat. This one was well wooded, and situated on the brow of a hill, overhanging
a little stream which meandered through the valley, near which were several old ruins of
religious houses, at a place called Gaul-Bally, i. e. the town of the Gauls or Celts. I then
doubled the southern ridge of the Gaultees, which was terminated by what at a distance
seemed a sugar loaf, but at its base a promontory.

This long chain of hills, which fences in the Glin of Agherlow on one side, disputes with
Mangerton, in the county of Kerry pre-eminence of altitude. [2] Yet, in this respect they are
not to be compared to Snowdon, or even others of the Welch mountains. But they are of
forms the most beautiful, fantastic, and picturesque, that can be imagined. First they rise from
little hills, till at length they swell into mountains, acclivity above acclivity, shade above
shade ; some piercing the clouds in spiral lines, some conically acuminated, and some over-
hanging the rest, in horrible magnificence.

Between two cliffs, I saw what at first I took for smoke ; but at a height too great, and in a
spot too craggy for human approach, I soon perceived that it did not rise from fire, but from
its opposite element : it proceeded from a small stream, which falling perpendicularly, was
checked by a brisk gale, then blowing in a contrary direction, and raised up with such force,
that it was rarefied into vapour as subtile as smoke.



From Mitchelstown, the country becomes unspeakably dreary for seven or eight miles.
The greatest part of it was an unvaried waste, without either hill or dale, bog or mountain,
arable or pasture ; for though it was high, it was level ; and though black, it was hard ; too
stony for the plough, and too barren for grass. The jaded eyes felt some refreshment at sight
of the plantations round Kilworth ; which, though a poor village, looked opulent after
Mitchelstown.

From Kilworth hither, the cottages grow more frequent, and less wretched than those
in the fruitful vales of Tipperary. The country is, however, generally naked, except a sweet
little spot called Fermoy, on the Black-water. Here I was delighted at seeing a good large
nursery of trees ; for I promised myself, from this phenomenon, better things on my approach
to Cork. But I was sorely disappointed, for except at Rathcormac, a poor borough, near which
is a pleasant residence, the whole country is almost treeless. The sorry inclosures being
planted with furze or goss, and the inclosed grounds being very much overrun with them also,
adds double darkness to this gloomy region. Yet the land from Kilworth is rich enough, and
with proper cultivation would produce excellent crops.

But I must bid you good night. Tomorrow I purpose to spend in reconnoitring the city and
its environs ; of which, as my arrival was late, after a ride of above fifty miles, I have not yet
got even the perspective.

[1] The Irish generally call their huts cabbins.

[2] Yet I cannot conceive that any of the Gaultees is 3060 feet perpendicular height, which
Mangerton is said to be. And I should suspect that the height of Mangerton had not been
precisely ascertaincd. The highest of the Pyrennees is but but 2880,—Mount Cenis 3080,
—White Mountain in Savoy 4876,—Teneriffe 5132, aimed three miles,—but Chimboraco,
one of the Andes, is 6440, about three miles and a half.
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