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Lakes of Killarney—Tralee—Limerick.

July, 1825.

ON the morning of the 5th instant, we set out on a visit to the Lakes of Killarney, which are so
celebrated on this side of the Atlantic, and the fame of which has reached our own shores. The
distance from Cork is about forty-five Irish miles, which the mail-coach travels in nine hours,
—a tardy pace, compared with the rapidity of an American stage. There were six passengers
in the inside, and about as many more on the top, together with the guard and baggage.
Sixteen persons are frequently carried by these coaches. The fare is comparatively cheap. A
passenger aloft pays but about half as much as one below, although in pleasant weather the
outside is preferred, especially by strangers who are anxious to see the country.

The party in the inside was extremely pleasant, consisting of an agreeable gentleman living
at Beaufort, who had just taken his degree at the University of Dublin, and was return-ing to his
paternal estate, with a young and accomplished wife, who is to share with him the pleasures of
his rural retirement on the borders of the romantic Lake. We found them an interesting couple,
—intelligent, literary, and afable. With them was a maiden lady, who had in charge two
beautiful ring-doves—a pretty emblem of the young pair whose nuptials had but a few days
before been celebrated. The remaining person of the party was a bright-eyed and rosy-cheeked
girl, with a musical voice and the full brogue of Ireland. Many inquiries were made about our
respective countries, and the ride was far from being tedious, though the road is not very
interesting. For a considerable distance, after leaving Cork, the fields con-tinue in the high state
of cultivation visible in the environs of the city. Handsome seats and farm-houses border the
way. The peasantry were busily employed, in the harvest, and the aspect of the country clothed
with a deep verdure, and fragrant with “ the new mown hay,” was cheerful in comparison with
the confined streets of the town. It is, however, destitute of trees and shrubbery, and the bare
hills, although in many places fertile, are too uniform ta be grate-ful to the eye, seldom
presenting those rich landscapes every where to be found in the United States.

Midway between Cork and Killarney, commences a rough and sterile region, with ex-
tensive bogs along the road, wild, desolate, and dreary. In several of these morasses, the poor
tenants were at work in cutting peat, which is the principal fuel of the country. It is taken up
in cakes of the size of tile, and arranged in small piles to dry. The process of digging it has
lately been greatly improved, and is much less laborious than it used to be. It is frequently
transported to great distances, and afforded at cheap rates. In these bogs and hills, the White
Boys a few years since were wont to collect in great numbers, and commit frequent outrages.
But Ireland is now comparatively tranquil, and travelling safe.

There are some antiquities and curiosities on the way ; but at these the coach enabled us to
take only a glance. Four miles from Cork is the castle of Ballincolly, once owned by the
Barrets, and celebrated in the wars of the Commonwealth, and of James the Second. The last
of the illustrious family has long since descended to the tomb, and the place is now a ruin.
Opposite this castle are extensive barracks, with powder mills, on the head waters of the Lee.
In the vicinity are also the remains of the castle and abbey of Kilcrea. Macroom, Mill-Street,
and other places on the route are dirty villages, filled with a miserable population. We were
glad to escape from the crowd of beggars who beset us, and whose distresses we could not



relieve. The language of the mendicants is wholly unintelligible, accompanied with all sorts
of gesticulations, and in tones the most importunate.

Some miles from Killarney, the high hills of Kerry begin to meet the eye, and peak after
peak rises successively to view. The ranges extend to the Atlantic, which is visible from their
summits. Kerry is the most mountainous part of Ireland, and the whole aspect of the country
is extremely rugged. The approach to Killarney is pleasant. Several ruins, groves, parks, and
pleasure grounds skirt the road. We arrived at 5 o’clock P. M. The town, containing a pop-
ulation of 8,000, is badly built at the distance of a mile from the lower lake, with the fronts of
the houses all turned from the beautiful scenery. It presents nothing worthy of particular
notice. The hotels are not good, and their locations are inconvenient to the objects of the
visiter. After dinner we rambled through the extensive grounds of Lord Kenmare, whose
woods and walks are enchanting ; but his mansion is in bad taste and unworthy of the natural
charms by which it is surrounded. From an eminence in the midst of his demesne, we had a
fine prospect of one of the three far-famed lakes of Killarney ; with the romantic hills rising
round its borders, and the hundred green islands studding its bosom. The expanse of water is
small, and a low, reedy margin detracts something from the beauty of its northern shore. But
the mountains on the southern side, illumined, as some of the peaks were, with the declining
sun, while others were enveloped in clouds, presented a view in the highest degree wild and
picturesque. The principal summits in this range are Mangerton, Turk, Eagle’s Nest, Tomies,
and M‘Gilly-Cuddy’s Reeks. The last mentioned is the highest in Ireland, being about 3,500
feet above the level of the sea. As its location is near the Atlantic, and in a climate remarkably
humid, its top is almost perpetually covered with mist. Among these hills the three lakes are
embosomed, being near ten miles in length, connected by narrow straits, which are navigable
with small boats. The largest and most beautiful of the islands is Inisfallen.

After gazing for a time at the outlines of the scene, we continued our ramble along the
shore of the lower lake, towards Ross Castle, at the eastern end. It is in itself a fine ruin, but
has been spoiled as an object of taste, by the addition of a large modern wing, occupied as a
barrack, and resembling a hospital. The ancient part is beautifully mantled with ivy to the
very top, which is about eighty feet from the ground, and to which we climbed through a dark
winding stair-way, over crumbling arches. In the upper story is a large hall, in a tolerable state
of preservation, called O’Donohoe’s ball-room, through which the song of the minstrel, and
the voice of merriment once rang. O’Donohoe was an ancient chieftain of Kerry, renowned
for his prowess, his hospitality, and popularity among the Irish. You meet his name at every
step on the shores of these lakes. One of the islands is called O’Donohoe’s prison. He used
there to confine his captives. Another is denominated O’Donohoe’s Library ; and a curious
rock, of a grotesque form, is called O’Donohoe’s-horse-drinking, from the striking similarity
which it bears to such an object. There is a tradition here, that when the storm descends from
the mountains and whitens the waves of the lake with foam, O’Donohoe is seen riding upon
the water, still lingering about his favourite abode.

Ross Castle, like many other places in this vicinity, was distinguished in the wars of the
Commonwealth. It was attacked by General Ludlow, and gallantly defended by Lord
Muskery. A superstition prevailed, that it could not be taken until a man-of-war should ride
upon the Lake of Killarney. A large boat in the shape of a frigate was accordingly brought
across the mountains from the ocean, and soon after, the Castle was reduced, though not
without a desperate conflict, attended with much bloodshed. We lingered about this ruin until
9 o’clock in the evening, and in the enthusiasm of the moment were not aware, that we had
walked about eight Irish miles after dinner.

On the morning of the 6th inst. we set out, on ponies, for the head of the upper Lake, there
to meet a boat which was to take us home.The path leads by the ruin of Aghadoe, which is



renowned in ecclesiastical history, and still gives title to a catholic bishop. We also passed the
river Lanne, forming the outlet of the lake, over which is a handsome stone bridge with
numerous arches. Near this are Beaufort and Dunloe Castle. In the course of the day we
received some fine fruit from the garden belonging to the former—a present from our fellow-
passengers in the coach from Cork. At a little distance from this point is the celebrated pass of
Dunloe, being a narrow and rugged defile in the mountains, just wide enough for a road,
which was so rough that we were compelled to dismount from our ponies and walk through.
The hills rise almost perpendicularly on either hand, and immense masses of the rock have
crumbled from the cliffs, blocking up the sides of the way with the fragments. A little stream
with several expansions, in the form of ponds, passes through the gap. Goats and sheep were
seen in some places among the rocks ; and at one point, two of the latter had imprudently
descended upon a cliff, from which they are unable to extricate themselves, and must soon
perish. Around the summit of the highest mountain, we saw a brace of eagles, soaring and
basking in the solar blaze. They build in the crags.

In the exaggerated descriptions of the scenery about these lakes, it is stated among other
things, that persons have entered the gap of Dunloe, and were so terrified at the precipices
overhanging them, as to retreat without venturing through. They must have had weak nerves,
if there be the least foundation for the report. We experienced nothing like terror. The scene is
grand, but cannot be considered awful. In sublimity, it is far inferior to the Notch in the White
Hills of New-Hampshire. The Saco is a much finer river, than the streamlet hurrying down
the rocky pass of Dunloe, and M‘Gilly Cuddy’s Reeks and Purple Mountain are mere mole
hills, in comparison with Mount Washington.

From the height of ground in this celebrated gap, the sequestered vale of Comme Duff
opens on the view towards the south-west, winding among the hills. It is a beautiful glen,
watered by a small stream falling into the upper lake, near the mouth of which is a cottage
and castle, belonging to Lord Brandon. Here we found our boat in waiting, and after a most
fatiguing walk over a pathway impassable to our ponies, we embarked and commenced our
descent through the lakes. Our first landing was upon Ronan’s Island, situate in the midst of a
group of four or five others, raising their verdant and wood-crowned summits to the height of
fifteen or twenty feet above the tranquil surface of the water. We climbed to the top of
Ronan’s, whence a fine panoramic view of the mountains and lake is obtained. On the border
of the isle under a cliff, are the ruins of a cottage, the site of which is not inferior to that
described by St. Pierre, and which a Paul and Virginia might not have disdained to inhabit.

The boat next landed us near the base of one of the loftiest hills, denominated Derry-
Cunnihy, on the south shore of the upper lake. Along a glen and brook of the same name, a
walk winds among the trees for some distance. On emerging from the woods, and close by a
beautiful cascade, the murmur of which is sent back in echoes from the mountain, the visitant
finds a neat garden and cottage suddenly bursting upon his view. The sequestered dwelling is
low-roofed and thatched, with alcoves in front, defended from the beams of the sun by trees
and shrubbery. It is entirely surrounded by hedges of flowers. Roses and woodbines, in full
bloom, actually peep in at the windows, and fill the air with fragrance. The grounds, garden,
and cottage display more taste than I have elsewhere discovered in the vicinity of Killarney.
They belong to the Rev. Mr. Hyde.

From this rural retreat we hastened down the shore of the upper lake, and through the straits
connecting it with Turk, or the middle section, debarking at several points to take part-ing
views of the hills. Several bridges in ruins and covered with ivy, crossed our passage and added
much to the picturesque beauty of the scenery. The boat landed us on Dinis Island, just at the
entrance of Turk Lake, and our guide conducted us to a cottage overhung and con-cealed by a
delightful grove, where we dined on provisions brought from the hotel. Near this point we



passed close by the foot of Eagle’s Nest, the most rugged and finest peak of these mountains. It
takes its name from an aerie of that noble bird, lodged for many years in the same crag of the
rock, which was distinctly seen by us, at the height of a thousand feet from the base.

The echo at this and several other places is remarkable for its distinctness and number of
repetitions. A bugleman first tried the experiment ; but as the wind was high, Æolus outblew
our Irish trumpeter. A small cannon was next loaded and discharged twice. The paterara, as it
is called, succeeded to admiration. Half a dozen reverberations from remote parts of the
mountain, at intervals sufficient to enable a person to count them, were clearly distinguish-
able. It is said that sixteen have been counted in still weather.

There is nothing very peculiar in Turk Lake, which washes the base of the mountain of the
same name, except that it is the largest unbroken expanse of water. It is, however, in all respects
inferior to the crystal sheet of Lake George ; and the scenery about the latter is equally beautiful
with that of Killarney, with the single exception, that the mountains do not present so great a
variety. As night was now fast approaching, we hurried across its dark and ruffled surface, and
landing at its outlet, walked four Irish miles through the grounds belong-ing to Mrs. Herbert,
for the purpose of viewing the ruins of Murcruss Abbey, which is the most celebrated spot in
this region. Its location is at the eastern extremity of the lower lake. The ruin is entirely
concealed from view, by the thick foliage of aged trees which surround it. Even on a near
approach, the eye does not readily discover it, as the dilapidated and desolate walls are mantled
with ivy, scarcely distinguishable from the verdure of the ground and woods.

A feeling of awe is felt on entering the cloisters of this venerable pile. It was near sunset
by the time we had reached it. The heron from the lake was rustling and croaking among the
branches of the trees, where it builds its nest. At the right hand of the tottering arch, forming
the principal entrance, is a mass of human bones, which at one time reached to the second
story of the building ; and the heap of rubbish is scarcely less at present. The skulls are by
dozens, not to say by hundreds, so arranged as to stare the visitant full in the face. At every
step, we stumbled over fragments of coffins, which strew the apartments of the ruin. Such a
horrid scene appeared to us highly indecorous. The relics of the dead might at least be
collected, and decently covered.

This abbey was a friary, founded in the sixth or seventh century, and has ever since been a
cemetery, for which purpose it is still used. So strong is the attachment to the consecrated
ground, as a place for depositing the dead, that the whole surrounding country flock to it ; and
persons are sometimes brought from Cork to be here interred. The O’Donohoe family have a
tomb in a conspicuous part of the shattered building, around which are grouped the graves of
the principal chieftains, renowned in war, or eminent for piety. We penetrated every cloister,
climbed the dark flights of steps, and read many of the inscriptions, some of which are very
ancient. In the centre of the ruin, is a yew tree, said to be three hundred years old. Its trunk is a
foot and a half in diameter, and its branches fill one of the apartments, rising to the top of the
building and hanging over the walls. Each of us plucked a twig, as a slight memorial of the
scene. By the time our survey of the abbey was completed, the boat arrived, and took us across
the lake and among the islands to Ross Castle, where we landed and returned to the hotel at 10
o’clock in the evening, fatigued but highly gratified with the numerous adventures of the day.

It was our intention to climb some of the peaks, if the weather would permit, and there
should be a probability of obtaining a favourable view. Mangerton is the easiest of ascent, and
offers perhaps the most attractions. The prospect from the summit is said to be both wide and
grand. On the top is an oval and unfathomable lake, a mile in circumference, called the
“ Devil’s Punch Bowl,” around which the celebrated Charles James Fox once swam—a feat
which is here accounted scarcely less arduous than that of Lord Byron in swimming the
Hellespont, as the water is very cold, and the shore in some places rugged. As the clouds still



continued to hang round the brow of the mountains, though the sky below was clear and
bright, the excursion to Mangerton was abandoned ; and at 5 o’clock on the afternoon of the
7th, we took the post coach for Tralee, which we reached about sunset. The road is excellent ;
and the country on either side, for the greater part of the way, rich and well cultivated. From
several turns and eminences, the hills of Killarney, and those still farther to the north-west,
about Castlemain, were in full view, mingling their blue summits with the skies.

Among the passengers in the coach was an intelligent and literary lady, an enthusiastic
admirer of Goldsmith and Cowper, and strongly prejudiced against Byron and Moore. Her
animated flow of conversation and the local information she imparted, contributed in no
small degree to the pleasures of the ride. She had resided many years in the village of
Killarney, and was familiar with the scenery, the state of society, and the traditions about the
lakes. Several interesting anecdotes of the family of O’Donohoe were related by her. The last
of the line, whom she recollected, was a princely looking man, but so ignorant that he could
barely write his name. By indulging too freely in the pleasures of the chase and the rites of
hospitality, he ruined his fortune. His purse was replenished and his estate redeemed, by
marrying with the daughter of a wealthy merchant, which was, however, regarded as a
degradation of character, although his lady was an accomplished woman. As an instance of
his humanity and gallantry, it was stated that one day in a stag-hunt, a doe was driven from
the hills into the lake. On approaching the poor animal, the big tears were seen to roll from
her eyes. O’Donohoe took his handkerchief from his pocket, bound it around her head, and
treating the captive kindly, presented her to Lady Kenmare.who with great delicacy of feeling
loosed the bonds, and permitted her to return to her native forests.

The mind of this lady, notwithstanding all her intelligence and refinement, was strongly
tinged with superstition. In speaking of Murcruss Abbey, and on being informed that a sprig
of the yew-tree was plucked as a memorial of the place, she raised her hands in astonish-
ment, and exclaimed that she would not have broken a twig for the world. She remarked that
there was a story still current in the village, of an officer, who cut off a branch of the sacred
tree with his sword : the wound wept blood ; and an awful fatality pursued the hand which
perpetrated the deed. In her opinion however, the sin of ignorance would be winked at in our
case ; yet the act was abhorrent to the sentiments of the people in the neighbourhood,
although they are by no means scrupulous in other respects. The boatmen on the lake, will
refuse to row a visiter to the shore, if they know he has a relic from the Abbey.

Our informant stated that two summers ago, the celebrated poet Moore paid a long visit to
Killarney and the county of Kerry, in company with the Marquis of Lansdowne and his lady.
On his return, he wrote the work called Captain Rock, comprising the facts and materials
which he collected in this excursion. The volume, I believe, has been republished in the
United States. Captain Rock is a common designation of the White Boys. We heard a great
deal of Moore at Cork. The gentleman from whom we received so many civilities,
accompanied him to the Cove and the entrance of the Harbour, pursuing the same route, over
which he conducted us. He was a school-fellow with the poet, and lived in the next street to
him in Dublin, of which both are natives.

A few miles from Tralee, the road passes Ballyseedy, a fine seat belonging to Mr.
Blannerhasset, a relative of the man of the same name, who once owned an island and a
beautiful residence in the Ohio, and was involved in the ambitious schemes ascribed to Aaron
Burr. Lady Kenmare at Killarney, said to be an accomplished woman, is a sister of the
individual who figured in the supposed conspiracy. According to our informant, the beings with
whom Mr. Wirt, in his celebrated speech, peopled the little paradise upon the Ohio, were not
that innocent and immaculate pair, which the vivid fancy of ourAttorney General portrayed.



It was not a little gratifying to our feelings to hear this lady speak in terms of the highest
applause of the writings of Washington Irving, which she had read with attention, and gave a
discriminating opinion of their merits. She gave us the origin of the story of the “ Broken
Heart,” in the Sketch-Book, and related all the particulars respecting the unfortunate heroine
of the tale, whose ashes sleep in a retired spot, at a little village in the county of Cork. Her
affections were indissolubly wedded to one, whose name is familiar in our city, and who fell a
victim to his attempt to break the chains of his countrymen ; while her hand, after the death of
her betrothed, was imprudently and not without some reluctance given in marriage to another.

On our arrival at Tralee, a large and well built place, situate at the Head of a bay of the
same name, we walked to the port, which is a mile below, and connected by a canal, up which
the tide flows to the heart of the town. The estuary opens into the Atlantic, at the dis-
tance of five miles, and is easy of access. The trade of the town is now considerable, and is
about to be greatly increased by the establishment of a line of steam-boats, four in number, to
run to the United States. The Knight of Kerry is the projector and patron of this enterprise.
We were told that the boats are now building, and one of them will be at Tralee by the first of
August, in readiness to commence running. If this plan succeeds, it will be of great import-
ance not only to Tralee, but to Ireland, through which a direct communication will be opened
between the United States, Canada, and Europe. [1]

At 3 o’clock, on the morning of the 8th, we took the post-coach for Tarbert, a small village
on the left bank of the Shannon, with the intention of ascending the river to Limerick, in the
steam-boat. Finding that the boat would not arrive for several hours, and that part of her
passage would be performed in the night, we concluded to proceed in the coach, especially as
the day was delightful, and afforded a fine opportunity for viewing the country from the top
of the carriage.

The road pursues the left bank of the Shannon for 14 miles. It is a noble stream, and its
shores are highly interesting, not only on account of the variety of landscape which they
present, but from the great number of ruins crowning almost every eminence. These
antiquities, consisting of mounds, towers, castles, churches, and monasteries, are not all
satisfactorily accounted for. Some of them are said to have been erected by the Danes ; others
are the relics of feudal times ; and others were reared by ecclesiastics, and for military pur-
poses, during the civil wars in Great-Britain. They seem to prove, that this part of Ireland has
long possessed a dense population, and was deemed of great importance.

A few miles below Limerick, we passed St. Patrick’s Well, a spring by the way-side, which
has given name to the little village around it. With the holy waters of this fountain, the tutelary
Saint is said to have baptized the neighbouring inhabitants in person, who flocked to him in
multitudes, to receive the token of the remission of their sins. Four miles from town stand the
ruins of a castle and abbey, reputed to be the oldest in the Island. The spot is said to be
enchanted. A legend is still in circulation and currently believed, that the wife of a peasant went
out one evening to milk her cow, when the animal made for the ruined abbey and entered the
door : the woman followed : suddenly the dark and crumbling cloister became a splendid
apartment, with furniture of the most dazzling description : the cow moved on, and the house-
wife pursued with her pail : another cloister was changed to a repository of gold and precious
stones : in an instant, the scene was changed, and the ruin became dark and silent as the grave :
the woman groped her way out, but the cow was never again heard of. Lights were also seen in
the dilapidated castle so insufferably brilliant, that whoever looked at them became blind. St.
Patrick presented himself one stormy night at the door of a cottage, and requested admittance
and shelter from the inclemency of the weather. The tenants of the cabin refused to rise and let
him in, lest they should see the light and be struck with blind-ness. He knew the cause of their
fears, and gave them a charm against the influence of the light, commanding them to cross their



faces as soon as it appeared. The custom prevails to this day of making a cross, when a candle
is lighted. I asked the guard of the coach who is an active and intelligent man, possessed of
good understanding and sound sense on other sub-jects, if he believed these stories. He replied
there was no reason why he should not ; for St. Patrick had removed serpents and every thing
venomous out of Ireland : and that shows, added he, that he had power to do these things. The
opinion was expressed in so much sincerity, and with such gravity of manner, that his faith was
disturbed by no further interrogatories.

We arrived at Limerick at 2 o’clock. On the left of the road, just as it enters the town, are
the unostentatious residences of Lord Limerick and of the Bishop, side by side ; and on the
right, at a little distance, a large and new county jail, a lunatic asylum, and an infirmary for
the sick and aged. That part of the city through which we first passed, is handsomely built.
The streets are wide, and the houses, nearly all of brick, are spacious, finished in the modern
style. This is called the new town and is inhabited by the wealthier portion of citizens, who
make it merely a winter residence. While dinner was preparing, we visited the Court House,
Custom House, and Cathedral. The last is a venerable pile, of great antiquity. Around its
mouldering walls are the tombs of the nobility, with the bearings of their families, and many
inscriptions, some of which are in illegible characters. The organ, which is profusely
ornamented, and the tones of which are said to be uncommonly sweet, was captured from the
Spanish by Admiral Drake. We climbed this edifice, which is a specimen of pure Gothic
architecture, to the very battlements, whence a perfect view of the city was obtained.

After dinner our rambles were resumed. Limerick was once a walled city, and is celebrated
in the history of the wars between England and Ireland. A section of the ancient rampart is yet
standing ; as are also two castles, in one of which, King John for some time resided. They are
now both vacant and shut up. Adjoining to them are the barracks, in which there is a regiment
of troops at present stationed. Near these old fortresses, a stone bridge of equal antiquity, ex-
tends across the Shannon, A bloody battle was once fought upon it, and multitudes of the
troops were in the heat of the conflict precipitated into the river and seen floating over the
falls below.

The Shannon, opposite Limerick, is a narrow stream, but the channel is of sufficient depth
to admit ships of 500 tons burthen to ascend with ease and safety. It soon becomes wide.
Where we first saw it this morning, it is nearly as broad as the Hudson. The distance from
Limerick to its mouth is 63 miles. It rises far in the interior, and is the largest river, not only
in the three kingdoms, but on any island yet explored. Its commerce is extensive. The steam-
boat Lady of the Shannon, which is small in comparison with ours, runs every other day to
Killrush, a village on the right bank of the river, near its mouth.

This city is apparently in a flourishing condition. Fewer beggars are seen in the streets,
than in other towns, and the lower classes are more decently clad. This difference in the
aspect of the population is ascribed to the number and activity of the charitable institutions,
among which is a house of industry, where eight hundred or a thousand are constantly kept
employed. There is, however, yet a wide field open for melioration.

•

Route from Limerick to Dublin—City of Dublin—Passage from Dublin to Liverpool.

July, 1825.

On Saturday morning the 9th instant, we left Limerick in the post coach, at 5 o’clock, and
arrived at Dublin at 9 on the same evening. The distance is 91 Irish, or about 116 English
miles. Each of the horses belonging to this line has his name stamped upon the collar. Our
coach was drawn by Bolivar, and other heroes. Relays are stationed at distances of eight or



ten miles, and changes are effected with great expedition, seldom occupying more than two
minutes. So exact are the times of arrival at the different stages, that the teams are standing
harnessed at the door of the inn, and the only delay is the unhitching and hitching the traces.
Irish horses are generally stout and well fed, calculated for strength rather than speed. They
are not so fleet as ours. An American stage, with an American driver, would fly like lightning
along an Irish road, which presents no obstructions. I have smiled at the caution of coachmen
in this country. They begin to turn out by the time another team is in sight, always taking the
left hand side of the path, exemplifying the solecism that in travelling, “ the left is always the
right.” Where there is only a moderate descent, the wheels are locked. With such precautions,
accidents very seldom happen. Travellers feel so much security as frequently to sleep upon
the top of the coach, although at almost a dizzy height from the ground. We were told that our
ride from Limerick to Dublin was a pretty fair specimen of English travelling ; and if so, it
has the preference in point of comfort over ours. The motion of the coach is easy, and very
little fatigue was felt at the end of this long journey.

The road between these two cities stretches across the Island in a diagonal direction ; and
as we rode almost the whole distance upon the outside, we had a good view of the interior
and agricultural part of the country. Both in point of soil and cultivation, Ireland has much
surpassed my expectations. The surface is uniform, consisting of moderate undulations, with
here and there chains of hills and intervening bogs. There is however, very little waste land,
the high grounds being used for pastures to their very tops, and the morasses for supplies of
fuel. A destitution of trees and timber is the greatest defect, both in point of convenience and
beauty of landscape. No woodlands are seen, except about the seats of the more wealthy
inhabitants ; and the residence of one of the nobility may be ascertained as far as the eye can
reach, by the green copses about his dwelling. Geologists infer from the strata in the bogs,
that Ireland was at three different periods covered with forests of heavy timber. These moras-
ses are composed of vegetable and ligneous materials some of which are found in a perfect
state, in different layers, for many feet below the surface. Stumps and trees of a large growth
have frequently been dug up in cutting turf.

The formation of the Island is secondary, being chiefly composed, as far as our
observation has extended, of lime stone and slate, lying in strata nearly horizontal. We have
seen no primitive rock since landing, not even about the mountains of Killarney. The soil is
heavy and moist, being much better adapted to pasture and grass-land than to other crops.
Wheat fields frequently look well, and are sometimes extensive. One was observed contain-
ing twenty acres. Potatoes, however, are the staple commodity, and fields of them are every
where to be seen. The mode of tillage, both as it respects this vegetable and grain, is generally
different from ours, the ground being thrown up into beds four or five feet wide. Sometimes
the former is planted in drills, but never in separate hills, as with us.

Fruits of all kinds are rare, with the exception, perhaps of the gooseberry, currant, and
strawberry ; and these are insipid, compared with those of the United States. We have not seen a
dozen orchards in the whole of our route. The few apple-trees to be found are dwar-fish, and the
fruit equally small and stinted in its growth. New-York pippins are spoken of in terms of
admiration by those who have tasted them. They are very frequently brought to the principal
cities in Ireland. Our cherries are as much superior in size and flavour as our apples ; and the
peach will not grow here at all. The traveller is struck with the scantiness of the fare at the inns,
compared with the profusion of our hotels. Nothing is placed before him, but what is expressly
ordered, and a dozen little articles are not thought of, until the knife and fork are extended to
take them. The necessity of making one’s tea is awkward enough. We are not very well versed
in Madam Glass ; and our tea has on some occasions been a strange kind of beverage.
Experience has, however, taught us to measure the quantity with tolerable accuracy.



Immediately after leaving Limerick, the road runs along a section of the Grand Canal,
which connects the waters of the Shannon with those of the Liffey and the Barrow. This is an
important work, and has been of great utility to the country. Boats are constantly passing this
navigable channel extending across the island. Farther north is the Royal Canal, running
nearly parallel to the other. But I have not yet seen enough of these great national works, to
enable me to enter into detail, or to draw a comparison between them and similar improve-
ments in our own country.

In one of the villages, a beautiful range of white cottages was observed, with neat doors
and windows, and the grounds about them in a high state of cultivation. Every thing appeared
in a thrifty condition, presenting a perfect contrast to the poverty, dirt and wretchedness of the
ordinary cabin. The appearance was so novel, as to arrest the attention of the passengers. A
gentleman in the coach, who was acquainted with the country, furnished an easy solution of
this moral phenomenon. He remarked that the tenants were all freeholders, feeling the pride
and ambition of citizens.

Seven or eight miles from Limerick, is Castle Connel Spa, with a cluster of houses about
it, situate upon the banks of the Shannon. The waters are chalybeate, and said to be
efficacious in bilious complaints and obstructions of the liver. The Spring is much frequented
in the summer months. Mineral waters are very common in Ireland, there being eight hundred
or a thousand similar springs, scattered over the island. Near this fountain are the ruins of an
old castle, blown up by the Prince of Hesse, in the year 1690. The Earl of Clare has a
beautiful seat called Mount Shannon, within a mile of this watering place.

In the course of the forenoon, we passed a lead mine which is the only one wrought to any
extent in Ireland. Several old shafts were observed about the lakes of Killarney, and pieces of
ore were picked up, which probably contained 25 per cent. of lead. Experience proved the
mines to be not worth working. Metals and minerals of all descriptions, except tin, are found
on this island. On the banks of the Shannon we saw several coal mines. One of the shafts
extended about 70 feet under the bed of the river. The coal is of an inferior quality, used only
in reducing lime. It is said that native gold was formerly abundant in Ireland ; and that
immense masses of it were used in the furniture and ornaments of the early chieftains. It does
not appear to be very plentiful at present.

In the county of Tipperary, we passed through the village of Roscrea, where are several
interesting ruins, among which is a castle erected by King John, in the year 1213. It is an
immense pile, and still in a tolerable state of preservation. A few rods from this, stands the
shrine of St. Cronan, consisting of a triangular structure, like the gable end of a house, with a
gate forming the entrance to a modern church. It is a rude piece of antiquity, of Saxon
architecture, and presenting the half-effaced images of Saints, in bas-relief, with some un-
intelligible inscriptions. On the opposite side of the way, is a round tower, 15 feet in diameter,
and a hundred in height, supposed to be of Danish origin. We had barely time to look into the
tower, and stand a moment at the sacred shrine, when the coach took us up and hurried us
away. There is also at Roscrea an ancient castle of great extent, built by the Earl of Ormond.
A dwelling house now stands within the walls.

A few miles farther on, are seen the ruins of an abbey, situate upon a little oasis in the bog
of Mouela, inaccessible for a considerable part of the year. Upon the island, traces of an
orchard and fish-pond are discoverable. The monastery was founded in the seventh century.
Its site is truly romantic. To the south-west rise the hills of Sliew-bloom, celebrated by the
poet Spenser. The morass around the abbey was evidently once covered with a forest of heavy
timber, the remains of which are yet found in the bog in three distinct strata. It is con-
jectured, that the last growth was destroyed in the eleventh century. The monastery was there-



fore for many centuries in the midst of a deep and dark wood, insulated entirely from the rest
of the world.

At Emo are the ruins of the castle of Dunamase, planted upon an insulated rock,
impregnable before the invention of gunpowder. It has gone through many revolutions,
having belonged successively to M’Murrough, King of Leinster, the Earl of Pembroke, Lord
Mortimer, and Lisagh O’Moore, until it was finally destroyed by Cromwell, who was any
thing but a protector to the castles and monasteries of Ireland. The marks of his scourge are
visible in every part of the Island. Had he acted strictly upon the principles which he profes-
sed, the destruction of monastic institutions and of castles might have been beneficial to the
country ; but in most cases, his career was marked by a barbarous destruction of property,
without substituting any thing better, either in religion or government.

Kildare is one of the most celebrated places upon this route. The name signifies the wood
of oaks. It was so called from being originally surrounded by an immense forest. In the centre
of the woods was a large plain, now called the Currah of Kildare, once sacred to heathenish
superstition. St. Bridgid, a natural daughter of an Irish chieftain, after her conversion to
Christianity, here founded a nunnery, as early as the fifth century. She is said to have received
the veil at the age of 14, from the hand of St. Patrick himself. She possessed great talents, as
well as great sanctity, governing for many years a friary connected with the nunnery. Her
name is still enrolled in the calendar of saints, and her festival observed on the 1st of
February. Here also Black Hugh, one of the Kings of Leinster, took refuge and assumed the
habit of a monk, preferring the solitude of a cloister to a throne and the regalia of power. In
1220, the Archbishop of Dublin quenched the inextinguishable fire, (if a bull may be
allowed,) which the vestal had kept burning for many ages. The sacred flame was, however,
rekindled, and continued to burn till the suppression of monasteries.

The Curragh of Kildare is now a common, across which the road passes. It is one of the
most extensive and beautiful in the world, containing about five thousand acres. It is perfectly
level and smooth, covered with little tufts of furze, and the green sod, closely fed by
thousands of sheep which make it their pasture. Large flocks of crows and magpies were seen
walking over it, some of them within a few yards of the coach. The tameness of these birds
surprised me, until I learned the cause. In the turbulent times, now in some degree gone by in
Ireland, fire-arms of every description were taken out of the hands of the people ; and the
crows have gradually become so domestic, as to hover round the cabins, and tear up fields of
potatoes with impunity.

Kildare common is now a race ground, said to be the best turf course in Europe. Amulti-
tude of people were assembled upon it, and we saw a kind of scrub-race at a distance. Several
of the English officers were out from Dublin, to participate in the sports of the turf, which are
certainly more pleasant than fighting the Burmese. One of the fancy overtook the coach, and
gave us an account of the momentous events of the day, in the true cockney style. On the
eastern border of the common are numerous entrenchments, or tumuli. They are denominated
in the Irish language Forranta Foras, or ancient graves, where the first inhabit-ants of the
country were buried.

Near Kildare is the ancient town of Naas, once the seat of the kings of Leinster, and of the
Irish parliament. It is full of ruins. A little beyond the town are the remains of a castle begun
but never finished, by the unfortunate Earl of Strafford, whose barbarous execution is one of
the greatest blots on the page of English history. It is an immense pile, commanding a fine
view of the surrounding country. At Naas are handsome modern barracks, at present occupied
by one or two regiments. Indeed, in every town along the road, in the Streets and market
places of the cities, troops are seen parading with a useless formality—useless certainly at
present, as the White Boys have in great measure disappeared, and the people are tranquil.



Several spots were however pointed out to us, where English officers fell, or were murdered
in this inglorious species of warfare. The traces of hostility between the English and Irish are
still visible.

The former are viewed in the light of oppressors ; the latter are considered rebellious and
despicable. It will be long, very long, before these feelings, which have been cherished for
ages, will be entirely obliterated among the lower classes.

The suburbs of Dublin, in the approach from Limerick, are extremely picturesque and
beautiful. On the right, is a distant range of high hills extending along the coast. The grounds
are fertile, and in a high state of cultivation, with numerous seats of noblemen and wealthy
individuals belonging to the city. Just before entering the town, we crossed a stone bridge
over the Grand Canal. Our entrance was at twilight. A ride through several of the principal
streets, bordered by a great number of public buildings and other magnificent edifices,
including the residence of the Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland and the University, gave us a very
favourable impression of the architectural grandeur and taste of this city, which is the second
in point of magnitude in the United Kingdom. Subsequent observation confirmed the opinion,
which was derived from a first glance. Sackville-street, opening in a northern direction from
the bridge of the Liffey, is a spacious and splendid avenue, lined with ranges of lofty
structures, and adorned with a stately monument in memory of Lord Nelson. The post-office
is one of the largest and most commodious establishments of the kind I have ever seen. In
general, the buildings are constructed of substantial materials, and exhibit a high degree of
neatness and elegance. Good accommodations were found at the Royal Hibernian Hotel. As
our arrival was on Saturday evening, no opportunity was afforded of delivering our letters the
next day ; and as we were in great haste to reach Liverpool, it was concluded to take the first
packet, reserving our visit to this place till our return from the north of Ireland. [2]

Our view of the south of Ireland, both town and country, has been as full and perfect, as
could well have been accomplished in the same time. The weather has been delightfully
pleasant, enabling us to be abroad every day ; and we have been constantly upon the alert
with all the inquisitiveness of Yankees. Although we were entire strangers, it has been our
good fortune to meet with many intelligent and communicative persons, who have manifested
towards us their characteristic hospitality and kindness. An instance of this description
occurred at Limerick. On making some inquiries of one of the clerks of the courts respecting
the town, he at once locked his office and devoted an hour to our service, in conducting us to
the public places and in pointing out what was most worthy of observation.

The country was undoubtedly seen under the most favourable circumstances. So fine a
season has not been known for many years ; and the Emerald Isle is now in the full bloom of
summer, with the prospect of abundant harvests. Provisions of all kinds are plenty, and the
ordinary sufferings of the lower classes are comparatively light. There is, however, at present
much wretchedness, which nothing but some radical changes in the structure of society can
remove. At Dublin we read the report in the House of Lords, on the state of Ireland. The
ministerial papers denominate it an able document, and the King thanks the committee in his
speech. But the report appears to be a mere collusion, calculated to lull the people into a state
of quietude, and to cherish hope long deferred, yet always disappointed. It is here viewed in
that light ; and the catholics have already held meetings preparatory to another political cam-
paign. They are confident of ultimate success. Their opponents accuse them of a wish to
revolutionize the Island, and dissolve the union ; but this they stoutly deny, contending that
they are loyal, and ask for nothing beyond the privileges, which other sects enjoy. Seven
eighths of the whole population are catholics. The protestants say, that an accession of power
and influence would increase the number and render it formidable both to church and state.



The result of the controversy, and the destination of Ireland, is a great problem, which
remains to be solved.

It is evident that the government entertain serious fears of such an immense physical force,
in a starving and discontented condition. Hence the policy of sending so many from the
country to Canada. This is a dangerous experiment. The emigrants will by and by look for
that freedom and independence abroad, which they could never find at home. To us republic-
ans the policy to be pursued towards Ireland appears perfectly plain. Education should be the
great and prime instrument of changing the state of society. Let public schools be established
at the expense of the government, and the children be well educated ; let houses of industry
and penitentiaries be founded ; in short, let the great mass of the people be enlightened, and
there will be no danger of the world relapsing into popery. I cannot but think, that the
benevolent efforts of Bible Societies, and other charities, in England, which seek for objects
in remote parts of the earth, might with more philanthropy, and with a better prospect of
success, be directed to the lower classes in Ireland, thousands of whom have almost as little
claim to civilization, or to the enlightened principles of Christianity, as the Chinese or the
islanders of the Pacific Ocean. [3]

At 6 o’clock in the evening of the 11th we embarked at Dublin on board the steam-packet,
for Liverpool. The bustle and confusion incident to our departure, and indeed during the
whole passage, presented such scenes, as we had never before witnessed. Our boat was a
second ark, containing all sorts of beasts and creeping things. A considerable part of the cargo
was taken in, after our arrival at the dock. It consisted, in the first place, of a stratum of
horses, something like a hundred in number, occupying the hold. The process of letting them
down, struck us as novel. A box sufficiently large to hold a horse is placed upon deck, with a
sliding door at each end. The animal is led in, enclosed, and swung down ten or fifteen feet
into the hold. Aman descends on the moveable stable, to open it and stow away the animal.
Above the horses was a stratum of sheep, one hundred and fifty in number, going to the
Liverpool market. On the deck were numerous crates of geese, ducks, pigs, and poultry, with
all sorts of lumber thrown promiscuously together. To complete the freight, between two and
three hundred Irish, consisting of men, women, and children, with their baggage and pro-
visions, were strewed among the rubbish upon the deck of the boat. They were going over to
England, with their families, to labour during the harvest. A gentleman on board informed
me, that they make three harvests annually—the first in England, the second in Ireland, and
the third in Scotland. The difference in the seasons of the three countries is sufficient to give
them time to cross and re-cross the channel.

Scenes were exhibited at the embarkation and on the voyage, which I sighed for the pencil
of a Hogarth to portray. One group in particular arrested our attention. It consisted of a whole
family, husband, wife, sons and daughters, seated upon their baggage in a corner of the deck.
Their poor neighbours were constantly pouring in, one after another, bringing little presents
of cakes, fruits, and other comforts, shaking hands, shedding a parting tear, and giving the
parting kiss, with many benedictions. From the formality of so many long farewells and last
words, we concluded they were emigrants bound to America, and taking leave of their friends
forever, until we were informed that the separation was only for a few weeks. There were
other scenes less tragic, where Matthews might have gleaned new materials for his exhibit-
ions. In the bustle of taking in the freight of horses, sheep, and baggage, one passenger was
knocked off the plank into the dock, mantled with a thick scum. Fortunately he was not much
encumbered with garments. The crowd upon the wharf cried out, “ swim, Pat !”—others,
“ throw a rope !” The good fellow buffeted it with lusty sinews, looking up wistfully to the
spectators, some of whom were laughing and others weeping at the accident. He reached the
steps in safety, and shook the wreaths of sea-weed from his brow, with no other loss than that
of his sugar-loaf hat.



When the boat reached the swell, the confusion deepened. Some were drinking, singing and
carousing ; others huddled into corners with affright. All sorts of noises were heard, from the
gabbling of the geese to the squalling of children. The deck was literally covered, in some spots
two or three deep, lying length-wise and cross-wise, with the dying and the dead. A part of them
had fallen gallantly by the influence of the bottle, which circulated freely, and was taken “ by
the word of mouth,” to adopt a phrase suited to the theme. Others met a more un-welcome fate,
in sinking gradually, from the motion of the ship. There was a glorious un-certainty to which of
these causes the sufferer was a victim. The cabin passengers were separated from the multitude,
occupying the after part of the boat, elevated several feet, and presenting a full view of the field
before them. Had any serious accident befallen the ship, the loss of hundreds of lives would
have been inevitable, as there were but two small boats on board.

The “ Town of Liverpool” is a vessel of about three hundred tons ; but as unlike our steam-
boats in style and accommodations, as Hyperion to a satyr. There is no forward cabin, and the
after one is small and inconvenient. The deck, as already mentioned, is lumbered with freight.
Almost the only good point about the packet is her machinery, which is safe, and drives her
forward at the rate of about ten miles an hour, consuming in that time something more than a
ton of coal. Owing to her promiscuous cargo, the air is a villanous compound, and said to
resemble that of a Guinea trader. It is impossible to keep her clean, and we suffered more
from bilge-water, or something worse, in crossing the channel, than during the whole passage
in the Corinthian. The captain is a modest, clever man, attentive to the wants of the
passengers, and willing to do every thing in his power to render them comfortable. It is said
the other boats on this line are much better, and several new ones are building, which will
commence running in the course of the season. They pass in all kinds of weather, winter and
summer, although the sea in the Channel is often rougher and more dangerous than any part
of the ocean. The fare across for cabin passengers is a guinea each, with half a crown to the
steward, whether you receive any benefit at his hands or not. This latter fee may be con-
sidered as a species of imposition, since the person who receives it is otherwise well rewarded
for his services, and has amassed a handsome property, amounting to something like £20,000.

As we receded from Dublin, the view of the bay, harbour, and town was extremely
picturesque. It was a calm and bright evening, the fleecy clouds reposing in the utmost
tranquillity upon the hills surrounding the city, and the sun, as it sunk towards the horizon,
gilding the spires, turrets, and castles with a golden splendour. On either side of the bay,
which was covered with boats and vessels under easy sail, are high promontories, extending
far into the Channel, and forming the entrance of the harbour. Back of these on your right in
leaving the city, the hills rise in peaks to the height of perhaps a thousand feet, which, seen in
connexion with the blue waters of the sea, the city, and works of art along the shores, present
a rich and enchanting prospect. On the left, close under the head-land, we passed “ Ireland’s
eye,” a fantastic little island, composed of naked rock, skirted with a low and green margin.
In either direction, up and down the Channel, verdant promontories are seen projecting into
the sea, until their dim summits fade into water and sky.

By sunset the last speck of land had disappeared. Strange as it may seem, it afforded us
real pleasure to find ourselves once more bounding over the billows. The sea in one short
voyage had become a familiar acquaintance, and there was music in the waves as they
foamed and dashed round the ship. We wrapped ourselves in our cloaks, and remained on
deck till a late hour, finding it much more comfortable than a confined cabin. At 1 o’clock in
the morning, the boat passed Holy Head. Its light, as also the one at the harbour, and on the
shores, were visible at the same time, appearing like stars twinkling upon the water. The
moon, with her form wasted to a crescent from the full-orbed splendour, in which she had
lighted our pathway upon the ocean, rose from the waves, and added much to the scene.



By 5 o’clock, we were in full view of the mountains of Wales, lifting their high tops and
basking in the beams of a bright morning. This shore is not less bold and rugged, than the one
which had just been left behind. Lofty eminences are seen projecting into the Channel, with
perpendicular white cliffs. Our approach to Liverpool was extremely interesting. The town is
situated upon the right bank of the Mersey, concealed by a point of land, until you are within
a short distance of it. The port is not easy of access, the channel being narrow and crooked.
Fleets of vessels of every description were seen entering and leaving the harbour, with their
white sails gilded by the sun. Our boat cut her way through the multitude, affording us an
opportunity to read their names, and to perceive, with mingled feelings of pride and pleasure,
that many of them were from New-York and other parts of the United States. Half a dozen
steam-boats were also descending the river, some of them with great rapidity, and others
having ships in tow. Over the town a heavy cloud of smoke hung, so thick as to render the
spires of the churches scarcely discernible. By 8 o’clock, the packet was ascending the rapid
current of the Mersey, which hurries on at the rate of six miles the hour ; and before 9 o’clock
we were comfortably settled at the King’s Arms Hotel.

[1] It is believed this project has been abandoned.

[2] Subsequent events compelled us to defer a visit to Belfast and the Giant’s Causeway, till
our return from the Continent ; and the consequence was, that we did not go at all. Our
stay, at Dublin, therefore, was limited to less than two days, one of which was Sunday,
affording no opportunity of examining the institutions or other interesting objects in this
beautiful city.

[3] It is urged by the protestants of England, that they have instituted schools in Ireland, and
laboured in the cause of education ; but that it has been found wholly impracticable either
to persuade or compel the children of catholic parents, under the influence of the priest-
hood, to embrace the advantages of instruction freely held out to them.
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