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LETTER V.
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Ventry, which lasted 366 days—Hanmer’s Account of it—The Blasket Islands.

Dingle.

My dear S——

It is pouring rain ! a wet Sunday in Dingle ! can any thing be more doleful ? We had
intended to have gone to Ventry to church, but the rain prevented, and here we are, “ cabined,
cribbed, confined.” What is it to us that the Atlantic is near ?—we cannot see it—we cannot
hear it. What is it to us that we are surrounded by mountains ?—they are shrouded in mist. I
can think of nothing but Washington Irving’s description of a wet day, and the cow standing
patiently to be rained upon ! Our greatest variety is the inspection of the folk returning from
mass, and opposite to us the sale of vegetables, and of pork so nasty looking, as to induce me
to believe the Jews were wise in prohibiting it as an article of food ; and the young natives
fighting amongst each other, none the cleaner for its being Sunday.

A funeral has just passed, and on my remarking how very poorly it was attended, the
waiter, “ Bailly junior,” who enters into conversation most familiarly, yet without the smallest
degree of impudence or impertinence, informed us “ it was one of them turncoats who never
had big funerals ; for only their own sort went with them.” It was quite evident that Bailly
thought a small funeral a disgrace to Dingle. He continued to detail with great indignation the
effects of the “ parvarting” or “ convarting” that is carried on here. Pity such excellent
intentions should produce distrust and dissension. However, where there is sincerity in the
soul, this zeal will be, like mercy, twice blessed ; “ it blesseth him that gives, and him that
takes.” These conversions are attributed to the exertions of the Irish Society, and to the use of
the Irish language in the church service, and are regarded with much interest. I am told that
since 1822 the converts to the Established Church have been nearly a thousand.

At this moment a drunken man is declaring he would “ rather give three cheers for himself
than for Dan O’Connell,” suiting the action to the words, in which he is clamorously joined
by the surrounding ragged little regiment. Indeed it is deplorable to see how little influence
the advice of Father Matthew has had here. I have seen more drunken men since our arrival,
than for twelve months in Limerick—a certain token of want of civilization.



We are really quite unfortunate in our search for a lodge. There are none built near the
shore, and the only tolerable one, situated in a retired part of the town, is engaged. There are
lodgings, but as they are in the main street, we may just as well stay where we are, and make
our stay as short as possible, for the uncertainty of the weather makes our excursions
uncertain also. It is surprising that some of the owners of the soil have not speculated in
building and fitting up summer residences for sea-bathers in this healthful and lovely place. I
am certain they would let well, and be a profitable investment for capital.

We endeavoured yesterday to go to Ventry, but could not get a car. One car was out with
another party, and “ the other” (by which we judge there are but two for hire) had no horse to
draw it ; for he was out of town two miles off, “ at a bit of ground.”

The Kerry accent is very different from the low gentle brogue of Limerick. It is jerky like
that of Cork, but not so expressive of good temper and liveliness ; on the contrary, it is rather
of a complaining tone. The people are extremely obliging and civil, placing, alas ! far too
little value on their time. But that is common to all Ireland ; except, perhaps, in the North,
where the folk have some of the notions of their neighbours the Scotch, and amongst the rest,
that time is wealth. Provisions are very cheap ; we saw good sized chickens bought for four-
pence per pair. Mutton is small, but excellent, and very reasonable. I imagine beef is only
to be spoken of upon Christmas Day,—at least we saw none here. Eggs are scarce, as well as
butter, as they are exported to Cork for the English market. Fish of various kinds are to be had
for a song. Fuel is also very cheap, and why not ? for Dingle is surrounded with bog. We
seem as if quite out of the world here, and only conjecture that the assizes are being held in
Tralee, as the rain has come in such abundance to the county. [1]

Situated on the south-west side of the harbour is Burnham, Lord Ventry’s residence. It
must command a fine prospect, but in itself is not at all handsome, and is quite bare of trees.
It is in such an exposed situation, I suppose it would be difficult to coax trees to grow there ;
perhaps our climate was different in the days of old, when forests clothed our hills and
covered the space now occupied by bogs. Burnham was formerly called Ballingolin—I
marvel why they ever changed the name. We were told that near this, in a bog, was lately
found a large brass spur, which had been gilt. It is supposed that it belonged to one of the
Knights Templar, as a body of that order possessed a considerable portion of land in the
neighbourhood.

As I cannot at all convey an exact description of this remote peninsula from my own
observation, I must have recourse to whatever information I can obtain ; so do not be sur-
prised at my correctness, when you compare my pen and ink sketch with your map. You will
see that Dingle Bay encloses all the space between Valencia and Mount Eagle ; that Dingle
Harbour is one nook secluded from the bay, that Ventry Harbour is another, and that they are
divided by a narrow isthmus of hill, upon which Burnham is seated. The western point of
Ventry Harbour is called Cahir Trant, and there is an old Danish intrenchment there. The
people have a tradition that this isthmus was the last ground that was possessed by the Danes
in Ireland, and that it could be easily defended by a handful of men, who were also masters at
sea, against a multitude. They have another tradition still more romantic, of a battle fought on
Ventry strand, which is fully three miles long, between Dara Down, monarch of the world,
and Finn Macoul, which lasted for three hundred and sixty-six days ! J. —— brought me a
narrative of this famous fights which he obtained at a shop : I believe it would be very
difficult for him to get many other books here. It is entitled, “ The battle of Ventry Harbour,
which took place in the fourth century, and continued without intermission for a year and a
day. Being a literal translation from an old Irish manuscript.” Certainly, of all the wild stories



that ever I read, this is the wildest ; but I am convinced our edition is no translation from the
Irish ; it contains neither the strong and gorgeous descriptions that are to be met with in Irish
prose, and which equal and resemble the lustre of the Arabian Nights, nor the musical pathos
of the Irish poetry. Still, as a tale of the soil, it afforded some interest to us, and a hearty
laugh. It is in high repute here as a literary treasure. I find, in a note in Smith’s Kerry, the
following account given of the legend, which I think worth extracting :—“ It is not
improbable that this tradition was founded on the account given by Hanmer, in his Chronicle,
p. 24, 25, for which he cites the book of Hoath, of a great battle faught at Ventry between the
Irish and the Danes, about the time of Constantine the Great ; the occasion of which battle,
according to the said author, was as follows :—“ There were, at this period, several persons
kept in pay, not only to defend the kingdom, but also, it seems, to travel into distant countries,
where they fought several combats, and brought a yearly tribute to their country. (Which
latter part, the excursions of the Irish, then called the Scots, into Britain, in some sort
reconciles). These champions, he says, were so much envied for their exploits, that several
foreigners joined to invade Ireland, in different places at once. Some landed in the north part
of the kingdom, and were repulsed with great slaughter by Conkedah, one of the Kings of
Ulster. A second party, that landed at Skerries, was defeated at a place called Knocknegan,
i.e. the hill of dead men’s heads, by Dermot, King of Leinster. The third company of these
invaders came to Ventry, (Hanmer calls it Fintry) i.e. the white strand, where the Irish, being
assembled from all parts, prevented their landing for seven days ; which occasioned the
slaughter of so many people, that the sea was coloured red with the blood of the slain. At
length one Gillymore, Prince of Thomond, being disgusted because he was ordered from the
front of the battle to the rear, revolted to the enemy, and gave them notice of a proper place
that was left unguarded, to land their forces ; which they did accordingly, and set fire to their
fleet. The place where they landed wag easily defended by an isthmus, where they refreshed
their men for ten days, without the Irish being able to annoy them ; during which time Gilly-
more headed them in several attacks against his own countrymen. One day, says the legend,
Gillymore having washed his hands in some water, which he had dis- coloured with the blood
of the natives, and soon after calling for a cup of wine, he was answered that there stood a
bowl of that liquor upon the table. He having, it seems, mistaken the bowl he had washed in
for that of the wine, drank it up. Upon which a foreigner asked him what kind of fellow he
was, who like a brute had drunk up his own blood ? Gillymore, upon hearing this, took it so
much to heart, that the next night he departed secretly, submitted to his father, and gave him a
particular account of the weakness of the invaders, which turned out so much to their dis-
advantage in several succeeding skirmishes, that they were at last overthrown with great
slaughter.” Such, I suppose, is the most reasonable report of the Battle of Ventry, which bears
no shadow of resemblance to the Dingle edition, save that in both, one of the Irish band
proved to be a double traitor,—the very part one would fain expunge.

According to the same author, the Irish were assisted in repelling this invasion by the
Danes, who were then long settled in Ireland ; and by the sept or clan of Fin-ma-Coyle and
Fin-Erin. Saxo Grammaticus, who wrote the history of the Danes, says that Fin and the Finni
were a great people in that country, hardy, tall, and given to plunder ; that the name of Erin
was of royal blood amongst them ; and that Fin Erin was a great commander, who brought
many Danes into Ireland ; from whence Hanmer conjectures this kingdom might have form-
erly received the name of Erin.

Mount Eagle and Maran’s Reeks enclose the waters of Ventry Harbour at the northern
side. To the west of Mount Eagle is Dunquin, of which the outer point, called Dunmore Head,
is the most western extremity of Europe. The country people call it Ty-Vorney-Gueerane, or
Mary Gerane’s house, and hold it in high respect.



From this point the most remarkable objects in the landscape, or rather the sea-scape, are
the group of islands called the Blaskets. I cannot do better than allow my favourite Smith to
describe them for you ; for why should I trouble you with my poor attempts, when I have him
at my elbow ?

“ About a mile and a half from this promontory stands the largest of the Blaskets, or
Ferritur’s Islands ; called also the Blasques, probably from blaosc or blaosg in Irish, a scale,
or shell, being supposed to have been scaled off the continent of Ireland. These islands were
twelve in number, but four of them are only rocks. They formerly belonged to the Earl of
Desmond, who gave them to the family of Ferritur, and these, by joining in the rebellion of
that unfortunate Earl, forfeited them to the crown.

“ The island called Innis-more, i. e. ‘ the Great Island,’ is about three miles in length ; it
hath a high mountain, with some arable ground towards the north-east end ; five or six
families reside on it, who pay tithes to a very distant parish called Ballinvoher. The inhabit-
ants are strong, lusty and healthy, and what is very surprising, neither man, woman, or child
died on it for the space of forty-five years, although several persons, who during that period
came over to the mainland, fell sick and died out of the island, almost within sight of their
usual abode. Somewhat like this salubrity of the air is also mentioned of the Western Islands
of Scotland. On this island are the ruins of a very ancient church.

“ The second of these in magnitude they call Innis-Mac-Keilane, or Mac Keilane’s Isle. It
lies seven miles west by south from the headland of Dunmore. As it stands too far out in the
great Western Ocean, and the lands being low, and too bleak to afford shelter to inhabitants,
there have been none there for many years past. But there stand in it the ruins of an ancient
chapel, in which an old stone chalice, and a baptismal font also of stone, still remain ; like-
wise a small cell or hermitage, being an arch of stone neatly put together without any mortar
or cement, which admits of no rain through its roof. There is one of the same kind at Fane, in
Ventry parish, in a ruinous condition, and another at Gallerus, of which more hereafter. The
Irish say that these cells were erected by the first missionaries who preached the gospel in
these parts ; they have the same appearance with inside as the most ancient Roman arches,
and were, like them, built without mortar. They were probably the first edifices of stone that
were erected in Ireland, and may possibly challenge even the Round Towers, which stand
near several of our old cathedral churches, in point of antiquity. Their form seems to have
been taken from that of the small huts, made of bended wattles by the old inhabitants of the
British Islands, which being stuck in the ground, and bent so as to form an arch at top, nearly
resembled those ancient cells.

“ The third island is called Innis-ni-Broe, or Quern Island, from its round form, a ‘ quern’
being a small kind of mill-stone, about two feet diameter, and five or six inches deep, like an
earthen pan, within which they place another stone pretty equal at the edge to that hollow, and
as flat, about three or four inches thick ; and in the centre of it is a pretty large round hole,
which goes quite through, whereby to convey the oats between the stones ; there are also
other holes to put in a stick to turn it round till they have finished the operation. I have been
the more explicit on this matter, as many have never heard of this kind of mill, which is very
common in both Scotland and Ireland.” [I believe it would be a difficult matter, in 1845, to
find a quern in familiar use in Ireland, whatever it might have been ninety years ago.] This
island lies at no great distance from the second, before mentioned, and about four miles from
the Great Blasket.



“ The fourth island is called Innis-Tuskart, or Inishuigh, i. e. ‘ the Northern Island.’ It is
above an Irish mile in length, and hath no buildings on it except one of the cells before
mentioned, it being not inhabited.

“ Near the Great Island are three small ones ; the first is called Beg-Innis, i.e. ‘ the Little
Island,’ which is a very fertile spot, consisting of about sixteen acres, that will fatten thirteen
bullocks every summer ; the grass is mostly plover and cinque-foil, and is constantly enriched
by the spray of the sea, which always leaves a considerable quantity of salt behind it. The
other two are used likewise to fatten cattle, but they are smaller.

“ Four miles W. N. W. from the Great Island is a high stupendous rock, on the side of
which rises a smaller pyramid, not quite so high. In the spring season this rock is covered
with an infinite number of sea-fowl, which breed upon it ; and great numbers are hatched
upon the other isles, which are destroyed by the country people, chiefly for their feathers, of
which they collect several hundred weight during the months of April, May, and June. Most
of these islands are stocked with sheep and black cattle ; the latter are very difficult to be
landed on them, being generally carried in when about a year old, .and on some of the isles
they grow so wild, that their owners hunt them down, and are obliged to kill them before they
can carry them off. The hides, flesh, and tallow sufficiently pay for their pasture, for as these
islands are not inhabited, no profit can be made of their milk. All of them are well stocked
with rabbits, which have scarce any other enemies than the hawks and eagles, and these
devour great numbers of them. The hawks of this coast are remarkably good, and were form-
erly in much esteem ; those of the islands are accounted better than the falcons that are bred
on the continent, because they are always on the wing, and constantly fly over to the main-
land in search of prey. They seldom kill sea-fowl, nor will they feed on their flesh, except
they be kept long fasting. There is a small bird said to be peculiar to these isles, called by the
Irish gourder, the English name for which I am at a loss for, nor do I find it mentioned by
naturalists. It is somewhat larger than a sparrow ; the feathers of the back are dark, and those
of the belly are white ; the bill is straight, short and thick ; and it is web-footed. When they
are first taken, the country people affirm that they cast up about a tea-spoonful of a very
foetid oil out of their bills ; they are almost one lump of fat, when roasted of a most delicious
taste, and are reckoned to exceed an ortolan, for which reason the gentry call them the ‘ Irish
ortolan ;’ these birds are worthy of being transmitted a great way to market ; for ortolans, it is
well known, are brought from France to supply the markets of London.”

You will say this letter is all made up of extracts,—if it give you the information you
desire, in better words than my own, are you to find fault with it ? If your cook, being in an
agreeable frame of mind, furnish you with a dish wholesome and savoury, what matters it to
you by what receipt she compounds it, or whether it be composed of French or Irish ortolans,
or seasoned with home-grown or foreign spices ?

With this simile, worthy of Apicius, I take my leave of you, most simple and temperate of
human creatures !

Ever yours.

•



LETTER VI.

An Excursion—Splendid Eqnipage—Legend of St. Brandon—Curious Architectural Remains
—St. Brandon’s House—The greatest Cow that ever was seen—An Inquisitive Old Lady—
Aboriginal Edifice—Smith’s description of it—Gallerus Castle.

Dingle, August.

My Dear S——

To-day we arose blithe and gay, determined to conquer our fate, and fortunately the
weather promised to become our ally ; so, under the guidance of the inimitable “ Bailly
junior,” we set off upon an outside car, newly painted, or, better to say, lamp-blacked, which
stained our clothes and soiled our gloves. Surely such painting was never equalled, save by
that choice spirit, Jack Robinson of Kilkee. The horse was quite in keeping, a poor forlorn
looking creature. However, as we were determined to look only through rose-coloured glasses
“ all went merry as a marriage-bell.” Our drive lay through a bleak mountain region, not very
interesting, unless to sportsmen, until we reached a height which afforded us a splendid view
on either side. Behind, beyond the harbour’s mouth lay Valencia, and more to the east the
Iveragh range, in all their broken outline, laved by the ocean. Before us, towards the north,
were Smerwick Bay, with the lofty cliffs that form its barrier, Sybil Head, and “ the Black
Point,”—black enough, and far higher than Baltard. We were on the summit of one hill, with
hills all around, save where their openings permitted those two glimpses behind and before ;
the uncertain weather rendering the distant highlands peculiarly distinct and clear, while the
passing clouds, varied by the brilliant sunshine, gave to those near us an indescribable grace
and beauty. Our object to-day was not entirely to pay homage to Nature, though in the heart
of her lovely works, but to visit the ruins of the wonderful church of Kilmelkedar, which we
were solemnly assured “ was built in one night by holy angels.” One evening, ever so many
ages ago, the sun, when he set in those wilds, saw no place dedicated to the worship of the
Creator : he rose the following morning, and smiled upon a perfect
chapel, with pillared niche and carved saint, and holy fount, and massy cross ! all ready for
the purposes of prayer and sacrifice ! A matin-call rang loud and clear over lofty mountain
and lonely glen, to summon the devout and arouse the unthinking, where no vesper strain
could sound the evening before ; all gleamed proud and fair in the glad light, and the heart of
man became purified, as the sacred bell called him to prayer ! And this was the reward of the
unceasing prayers of the holy Saint Brandon ! Such is the legend ; and such, I really believe,
the belief of the people who dwell in these solitudes.

This ruin is not only very interesting, but a fine specimen of ancient architecture, whether
Saxon or Gothic I am not qualified to say. The entrance is a perfect rounded arch, with rich
carving of heads, flowers, and foliage, which is not very much injured by time or climate. The
cross was blown down by a storm, and now stands at the head of a simple unknown grave.
The eastern window is small, but the upright shafts are quite perfect, and they say it possesses
a charm to cure lumbago. A saint, who was suffering from this complaint, passed through this
window, by which exertion he lost his pain ; whereupon he left his blessing and this soothing
power to it. Any person thus afflicted, who goes three times between the centre shaft of the
window and the left side, saying his prayers each time, will have his back-ache cured, and
what is more, will never suffer from it again. Only a slender person can avail him-self of this
privilege. A large old cross, shaped something like the Maltese cross, stands in the churchyard
nearly opposite the door of the church, but at some distance from it. It does not appear to



belong to any particular grave and although as large as those with the round heads, that we
have seen in some old churchyards, it is not like them.

There are also very ancient tombstones with inscriptions—a sealed book to unlearned
eyes. One is shown as having defied the wisdom and skill of many who endeavoured to trans-
late it. It is engraven upon the edge of the atone instead of the flat surface, whether in Ogham
characters or not I cannot say.

The inner aisle of the church is very richly carved and pillared. Between those pillars were
niches, I suppose ; but now they are built in, like tablets for monumental purposes, but with
inferior skill and materials. A stone chalice and a broken baptismal font are shown, the latter
as being never empty, always containing water even in the driest weather ; and if any
unhallowed hand dares to empty it, it becomes instantly filled again, like the widow’s cruse.
Who would venture to evince a doubt of the truth by trying the experiment ? Not I, in good
sooth, particularly as there has been already a fearful penalty paid by one audacious meddler.
A tradesman came hither for one of the polished stones in the inner arched entrance, and
endeavoured to take it away for a sharpening stone ; his arm became helpless and dead on the
spot, and in nine days afterwards he died. In fact, there is no end to the legends about this
marvellous building, which was erected in one night by the servants of the Lamp of Faith
performing a more enduring work than Aladdin’s slaves of the Lamp of Fancy were able to
accomplish. And yet the Arabian Nights may survive the last stone of this decaying temple.
Another ancient building called Saint Brandon’s House stands near ; it has a curious circular
recess within, (perhaps intended for a staircase,) and round-arched windows. As there are
traces of several other buildings, I judge this place contained a colony of monks ; and well
they knew what they were about, when they fixed on this retirement ; for, beside its real
advantages, it commands a most lovely view of Smerwick Harbour, The Sisters, and Sybil
Head. They need not want for fish in the refectory on days of abstinence. It is situated in a
sheltered recess of the mountains, fine springs around, and, another popular legend bearing
witness, in the centre of what was once good grazing and tillage ground. A cow is the subject
of this legend—a cow of size and breed suited to provide milk for the giant race of those
days. We saw the milk vessels, and if she filled them morning and evening, she was indeed a
marvellous cow. In a huge flat rock were these milk pans ; six large round holes, regular in
their distances from each other, and nearly of equal size ; they could each contain some
gallons of liquid. This said cow gave sufficient milk for one whole parish ; and was the
property of a widow—her only wealth. Another parish and another clan desired to be posses-
sed of this prize ; so a marauder, endued with superior strength and courage, drove her off one
moonlight night. The widow followed wailing, and he jeered her and cursed her as he
proceeded. The cow suddenly stopped ; in vain the thief strove to drive her on ; she could
neither go on, nor yet return ; she stuck fast. At length, aroused by the widow’s cries, her
neighbours arrived, and the delinquent endeavoured to escape. In vain—for he too stuck fast
in the opposite rock ; he was taken and killed. The cow then returned to her own home, and
continued to contribute her share towards making the parish like Canaan, “ a land flowing
with milk and honey.” The prints of her hoofs, where the bees made their nests, are still to be
seen in one rock ; and those of the marauder’s foot and hand in another, where he was held
fast by a stronger bond than that of conscience. There is a Protestant school for the children of
“ the Soupers,” as the converts are called, close to Saint Brandon’s dwelling ; as I took shelter
there from a shower, an old woman approached me, looked very inquisitively at my face and
dress, took my gown in her hand, felt it, examined it carefully, then inspected the petticoat,
and turned away. She could not speak a word of English. I felt very awkward while
undergoing the inspection, for I could not speak a word of Irish.



Now, dearest S. I come to the most wonderful of all the wonders we saw during this day’s
excursion. It is a long low building, constructed of stones without any mortar ; at a distance it
looked like a “turf clamp” in a bog. It is broad at the base, and gradually narrows, until the
breadth of one stone, about a foot wide, closes the roof in. When I say one stone, I mean in
breadth, for as the building is of an oblong form, it takes many of these, but so dove-tailed
into one-another, that no drop of rain can enter the apartment beneath. We did not measure the
building, but I am sure it is eighteen feet long, and about ten wide ; the walls are of a great
thickness ; there is one deep window, arched, slanting inward, more open within than without.
This window is exactly opposite the doorway, which is about five feet high, and there is no
other aperture whatever. I have been thus minute in my description, because these struck me
as being the most remarkable relics of former days I had ever beheld ; and I had never heard
of them, or, if I did, I had never realized them to my mental vision.

There are two such buildings hereabouts ; and William tells me they are supposed to be the
first stone buildings erected in Ireland, and that they are similar to the first habitations in
every nation. Our guide gave us an additional insight into the object for which they were
erected, by devoutly assuring us that they were “ armitages where saints and holy men lived,
and gave themselves quite up to God !” I believe he was right, for I cannot conceive for what
other purpose than that of hermitages they could be used. Alas ! though dark, damp, and
dismal, they are in reality better dwellings than the miserable mud cabins which are to be
seen in this part of Ireland. Judge if all my thirst for antiquarian lore was not whetted by the
inspection of these most interesting buildings, whose birth belongs to the earliest times,
puzzling the wise like the Round Towers, and coeval with if not prior to them. I have given
you my own impression of them, and I now extract from Smith his more accurate account, as
one upon which you can entirely depend :—“ Not far from Gallerus is one of the curious
stone cells already mentioned, which is entirely perfect. The door is five feet high, and about
two and a-half feet broad, placed in one end of the building ; and at the other end is a small
neat window, the sides and bottom of which consist of only one stone, extremely well cut,
with hardly any mark of the tool upon it. The room is about twenty feet long by ten broad,
and twenty feet high on the outside, to the top of the arch ; and the walls are about four feet
thick. The whole is so neatly joined within side, that it would be very difficult to put the point
of a knife between any of the stones, which are dove-tailed for the most part into one another,
and placed without the least particle of any kind of mortar ; the side walls incline together
from the bottom to the top, forming a kind of parabolic curve. It seems difficult to determine
how these buildings were erected, as most of our modern Vaults and arches were either built
with cement or hewn out of the solid rock. Some think that a heap of earth was first raised in
the form of the inside of the cell, and that they built over it, and wedged in the key-stones at
the top, over which are a range of loose stones laid like a ridge ; and the structure being thus
finished, they carried out all the earth by the door; and lastly smoothed the wall on the inside
with chisels, &c. The stone is a brown freestone, brought from the cliffs of the sea shore,
which cuts readily and is very durable.”

Well may he say it is “ durable,” since ages have passed since the erection of these
edifices, and no record remains of their uses or purposes,—buried in the lapse of time, or
living only in the vague lore of tradition. What does Mr. Petrie say of them ? I long to see. [1]

As we wound our weary way to the mountain’s top on our return, we called at Gallerus.
Gallerus Castle is a fine old Norman ruin, in good preservation as to outward appearance.
It was built by the Fitzgeralds, Knights of Kerry. There is here a large fresh water lake, to
which the wild swans sometimes come, but rarely. The South of Ireland is seldom visited
by these beautiful birds, but they are frequently seen in the North, in the winter season. The



road home was rendered still more dreary by the heavy showers, and by the horrible stories of
murders and accidents in those desolate wilds.

Now, have I not told you enough, in this letter, of old stories to gratify the strongest love
for the marvellous ? But I must not close my sheet, without confessing that besides the
tradition that ascribes the building of Kilmalkedar to the holy angels, there is another, I fear
more probable, though far less poetical, which gives the credit of its erection to the Spaniards,
who formerly erected many churches in this neighbourhood. If this be unhappily the case, it is
but fair to admit that the charming old ruin is a lasting monument of the re-
fined taste and religious feeling of these proud descendants of the Goths.

Have I aught else to say ? We are a week, a whole blessed week in dirty Dingle I and this
day is the only redeeming one we have spent in it. Where shall we be this day week ? If
living, I shall be, for one, in heart and spirit with you, for with Byron I may say

“ My spirit soars o’er mount and main,
And mourns in search of thine !”

Adieu!

[1] There is a notion, or a saying, prevalent in some parts of Ireland, that the assizes bring
rain. I cannot explain its origin ; but this much is certain, that however cloudless the sky
may be on these occasions, they are seldom unaccompanied by heavy hearts and showers
of tears.

[1] This oratory, which is wholly built of the green stone of the district, is externally twenty-
three feet long by ten broad, and is sixteen feet high on the outside to the apex of the
pyramid. The doorway, which is placed, as is usual in all our ancient churches, in its west-
end wall, is five feet seven inches high, two feet four inches wide at the base, and one foot
nine inches at the top ; and the walls are four feet in thickness at the base. It is lighted by a
single window in its east side, and each of the gables was terminated by small stone
crosses, only the sockets of which now remain.
That these oratories,—though not, as Dr. Smith supposes, the first edifices of stone that

were erected in Ireland,—were the first erected for Christian uses, is, I think, extremely
probable ; and I am strongly inclined to believe that they may be even more ancient than
the period assigned for the conversion of the Irish generally by their great apostle Patrick.
I should state, in proof of this antiquity, that adjacent to each of these oratories may be
seen the remains of the circular stone houses, which were the habitations of the fouders ;
and, what is of more importance, that their graves are marked by upright pillar-stones,
sometimes bearing inscriptions in the Ogham character, as found on monuments presumed
to be pagan, and in other instances, as at the oratory of Gallerus, with an inscription in the
Græco-Roman or Byzantine character of the fourth or fifth century.—Petrie’s Round
Towers, p. 133.
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