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views,— Oh, indeed Sir, it would be a pity
for a gentleman like you to come to Pe-
tigo without seeing the sacred Lough—hun-
dreds and thousands come here for that pur-
pose.””  “Well Sir, and do pilgrims stop at
your inn?” ¢ Why, sometimes they that
are rich come—1 had one here not long ago,
that came all the ways from the back settle-
ments of Maryland in the United States.”
“ Well, and was he satisfied with the results
of his pilgrimage ?”” ¢ Why, Sir, I happen
to be a Protestant, and it is not to me that
such a man would open his mind; but I
think at the same time I could gather from
the man, that the wisest act of his life was
not the very expedition in which he had been
engaged.” ¢ Well, my good Sir, how can I
get to Lough Derg, which you say is four
miles off 2>’ ¢ Why Sir, your gig cannot go,
that ’s certain, there being no road ; and
your horse, unless very surefooted and ac-
customed to rocks and bogs, may not find it
easy either.” ¢ Well then, can I hire a

horse 2”” ¢ No Sir, this is harvest time, and
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not a man in the village can spare a horse.”
“Well, and can you hire one ?”’ “No, Sir,
but I can lend him, and he is very much at
your service, and I will also send a boy to
guide you to the place, and a message to
the man who owns the boat, in order that
he may ferry you to the island.”” Now, my
good reader, if you have been a traveller
either in England or on the Continent, no
matter whether it was a Swiss, or an Italian,
or a British lake you were travelling towards,
I feel almost certain that you have not met
with a more accommodating inn-keeper than
mine inn host of Petigo; perhaps you never
had the use of a post horse for nothing ;—
accordingly, accepting of the facilities afford-
ed me, I set out on horseback, attended by my
guide; and I can say truly that a safer horse,
or a more intelligent little guide I could not
have desired. The guide was a boy about
fourteen years old—aloose, barefooted, agile
youth, with an open countenance, and a
lively eye.—“ Do you often go to Lough
Perg?’’ < Ohvery often in the season, your

I
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honor ; T go to pick up a penny by holding
the horses of the clargy and the quality when
they come to the station, please your honor,”
“You are a Catholic, no doubt?” “'F'o he
sure, your honor.”” “And were there many
here this year ?”” “Ah no—what they call the
Jubilee has spoiled the place out and out for
this year.,”” ¢ And well, and my fine fellow,
can you read ?”’ “No in troth I cannot.”
“And why not? it is a pity that a boy of
your age and smartness cannot read.” ¢“Och
indeed Sir, but it is a pity ; and after all
it is not my fault : my mother, who is a poor
widow, cannot afford to pay for myschooling,
and I went for a time to the Protestant
school ; but the priest, God bless him, took
me away from it, and sent me to a school in
the chapel; which he set up to take away
the scholars from the Protestant school ; but
Sir, the chapel school died away, and is gone
to nothing, and Y lost my luck for edication.”
¢“ Well and my good boy, do you know your
catechism 2 “ A bit of it, Sir.” ¢« Come

now, what ’s the fourth commandment?”’
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“ Oh please your honor, I have not come to
that yet.”” But if my poor companion, who
thus, at this most interesting and capable
period of his life, was so ignorant and totally
destitute of every portion of religious and
useful knowledge, it was not so with his
mind in other respects : it was well furnished
with all the country news and the traditionary
. stories about St. Patrick’s purgatory, which he
told me with a lively facility that bespoke in-
genuity gone astray, and talent run to waste.

The road from the village of Petigo lead-
ing towards Lough Derg, runs along a river
tumbling over rocks; and then after pro-
ceeding for a time over a boggy valley, you
ascend into a dreary and mountainous tract,
extremely ugly in itself, but from which you
have a fine view indeed of the greatest part of
the upper lake of Lough Erne with its many
elevated islands, and all its hilly shores,
green, wooded, and cultivated, with the inter-
spersed houses of its gentry, and the com-
fortable cottages of its yeomanry. The fin-
est yeomanry in lreland : men living in

2,
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comparative comfort, and having in their
figures and bearing that elevation of charac-
ter which a sense of loyalty and independence
confers. 1 had at length, after travelling
about three miles, arrived where the road
was discontinued, and by the direction of my
guide ascended a mountain path that brought
me through a wretclied village and led to the
top of a hill: here my boy left me and went
to look for the man who was to ferry us to
purgatory, and on the ridge where 1 stood
I had leisure to look around. To the
southwest lay Lough Erne, with all its isles
and cultivated shores: to the north-west
Lough Derg, and truly never did I mark
such a contrast—Lough Derg under my feet
—the lake, the shores, the mountains, the
accompaniments of all sorts presented the
very landscape of desolation—its waters ex-
panding in their highland solitude, amidst a
wide waste of moors, without one green
spot to refresh the eye, without a house or tree
—all mournful in the brown hue of its far

stretching hogs, and the grey uniformity of
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its rocks; the surrounding mountains even
partook of the sombre character of the
place—their forms without grandeur, their
ranges continuous and without elevation.
The lake itself was certainly as fine as rocky
shores and numerous islands could make it,
butl it was encompassed with such dreariness
—it was deformed so much by its purgatorial
island—the associations connected with it
were of such a degrading character, that
really the whole prospect before me, struck
my mind with a scense of painfulness, and I
said to myself] I am already in purgatory;”’
a person who had never seen the picture that
was now under my eye—who had read of a
place consecrated by the devotion of ages,
towards which the tide of human superstition
had flowed for twelve centuries, might iinagine
that St.Patrick’s purgatory, secluded in its sa-
cred island would have all the venerable and
gothic accompaniments of olden time ; and its
ivyed towers and belfried steeples—its carved
windows and cloistered arches; its long dark

aisles and fretted vaults, would have risen out
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of the water, rivalling lona or Lindisfarn;
but nothing of the sort was to be seen: the
island about half a mile from shore presented
nothing but a collection of hideous slated
houses and cabins, which give you an idea
that they were rather erected for the recent
purpose of toll houses or police stations, than
any thing else —and true it is, they were no-
thing else but toll houses which priesteraft
had erected to tax its deluded votaries. I was
certainly in an interesting position : I looked
southerly towards Lough Erne, with the Pro-
testant city of Enniskillen rising amidst its
waters, like the Island Queen of all the loy-
alty, and industry, and reasonable worship
that have made her sons the admiration of
past and present time ; and before me to the
north, Lough Derg, with its far famed isle,'
reposing there as the monstrous birth of a
dreary and degraded superstition—the enemy
of mental cultivation, and destined to keep the
human understanding in the same dark unpro-
ductive state as the moorland waste that lay
outstretched around. 1 was soon joined by
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my guide and by two men carrying oars, with
whom 1 descended from the ridge on which
I was perched, towards the shores of the
lake, where there was a sort of boat, or ra

ther toll house, wherc the pilgrims paid a
certain sum before they were permitted to
embark for the island ; in a few minutes we
were afloat, and while sitting in the boat I
had time to observe my ferrymen: one was
a stupid countryman, who did not speak;
the other was an old man with a woollen
nightcap under his hat, a brown snuff colour-
ed coat, a nose begrimed with snuff, a small
grey eye enveloped amidst wrinkles that
spread towards his temples in the form of
birds’ claws, and gave to his countenance a
sort of leering cunning that was extremely
disagreeable. I found he was the clerk of
the island chapel—that he was a sort of mas-
ter of the ceremonies in pnrgatory, and guar-
dian and keeper of it, when the station time
was over, and priests and pilgrims had de-
serted it. I could plainly perceive that he
had smoked me out as a Protestant— that he
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wag on his guard against me as a spy, and
that his determinatiou was to get as much
and to give as little information as he could ;
in fact he seemed to have the desire to ob-
tain the small sum he expected from me,
with as little exposure of his cause, and as
little explanation of the practices of his craft
as possible. 'The man informed me that the
station time was over about a month, and
he confirmed my guide’s remark that the
Pope’s Jubilee had much diminished the re-
sort of pilgrims during the present season.
He informed me also that the whole district
around the Lough, together with all its
islands, belonged to Colonel L , a rela-
tion of the Duke of Wellington; and that
this gentleman, as landlord, had leased the
ferry to the island to certain persons who
had contracted to pay him f£260 a year;

and to make up this sum, and obtain a

suitable income for themselves, the ferrymen
charged each pilgrim five pence. Therefore,
supposing that the contractors make cent

per cent by their contract, which it may be
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supposed they do, the number of pilgrims to
thisisland may be estimated at 13,000 ; and as
my little guide afterwards told me, (though
the cunning old clerk took care to avoid
it,) that each pilgrim paid the priests from
1s. 8d. to Zs. 6d. ; therefore we may suppose
that the profit to the Prior of Lough Derg
and his priests, was no small sum. Itis cu-
rious here to remark, that this very landlord
I have just spoken of, the proprietor in fee
of Purgatory, should have been so perse-
cuted by the priests at the late election-—
that - he who had represented for seven
successive parliaments, a northern county,
was actually turned out in spite of his high
character—high connections—and numerous
friends : really this bespeaks great forbear-
ance on his part— another more vindictive
might be induced to retaliate, and ejecting
the priests from this source of their gain,
and this strong hold of their superstition,
have forbad access to the island by sinking the
boats, and sending John Thrustout to go his

rounds, and keep his stations in Purgatory.
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In a short time I arrived at the island,
and as stepping out of the boat, I planted
my foot on the rocks of this scene of human
absurdity, I felt ashamed for human nature,
and looked on myself as one of the millions
of fools that have, century after century,
degraded their understandings, by coming
hither. The island I found to be of an oval
shape ; the buildings on it consisted of a
slated house for the priests, two chapels,
and a long range of cabins on the rocky sur-
face of the island, which may contain about
half an acre, there were also certain round
walls about two feet high, enclosing broken
stone and wooden crosses ; these were called
saints’ beds, and around these circles on the
sharp and stony rocks, the pilgrims go on their
naked knees;—altogether I may briefly sum
up my view of this place, and say that it
was filthy, dreary, and altogether detestable
—it was a positive waste of time to visit
it, and I hope I shall never behold it again;
but as it is still, and has been for a thousand
years so famous in the annals of superstition,
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1 shall, with your leave good reader, give
an account of its modern state as recorded
by an eye witness, who, more fortunate than
I, was witness o the process of the pilgrim-
age during the busy time of the station.

¢ The island is about half a mile from the
shore ; on approaching it we found all the
people walking round one of the buildings,
in the direction of the sun.

“There are two chapels, one for confession,
and another for general worship. In the
former no strangers are admitted; but on
entering the latter by one of the galleries, a
mighty multitude of the most apparently de-
vout worshippers I ever beheld, presented
themselves. All were kneeling except the
choir, and every one busy for himself, with-
out the smallest interruption from his neigh-
bour., The only instruments they used
were their beads, crucifix, and manual.
Their food is a small quantity of bread,
which they bring into the island with them,
and water, which by the Priest’s blessing, is
supposed to be made equally nutritive as wine.
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"T'hey take this only once a day, except when
in the prison, where they remain twenty-four
hours. During this period they are prohi-
bited from tasting food of any kind. 'Twen-
ty-four Priests are the regular number for
officiating in this place, each one hour. The
prison is a dungeon into which the light of
day is not allowed to enter. A man with a
switch is kept in regular exercise here, to
keep the pilgrims in a wakeful state. Sleep
is very dangerous, for a single nod may lgse
the soul for ever, without the interference of
all the fathers and saints of the calender, and

a considerable suin of money.”

THE FOLLOWING 15 EXTRACTED FROM BISHOP
HENRY JONES’S ACCOUNT, PUBLISHED 1647.
¢“The island called St. Patrick’s Purgato-
ry is altogether rocky, and rather level:
without the compass of the island, in the
water towards the north east, about two
yards from the shore stand certain rocks, the

least of which and next the shore, is the one.
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St. Patrick knelt on for the third part of the
night in prayer, as he did another third in
his cell, which is called his bed, and another
third in the cave or Purgatory; in this
stone there is a cleft or print, said to be
made by St. Patrick’s knees ; the other stone
i1s much greater and further off in the lake,
and covered with water, called Lachavanny :
this is esteemed of singular virtue ; standing
thereon healeth pilgrims’ feet, bleeding as
they are with the cuts and bruises, got in
gaing barefoot round the blessed beds.

“ The entrance into the island is narrow
and rocky; these rocks they report to be
the guts of a great serpent metamorphosed
into stones. When Mr. Copinger, a gentle-
man drawn thither by the fame of the place,
visited it, there was a church covered with
shingles dedicated to St. Patrick, and it was
thus furnished : at the east end was a high
altar covered with linen, over which did
hang the image of our Lady with our Sa-
viour in her arms; on the right did hang

the picture of the three kings offering their
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presents to our Saviour ; and on the left the
picture of our Saviour on the cross: near
the altar, and on the south side did stand on
the ground an old worm-eaten image of St.
Patrick ; and behind the altar was another
of the same fabric, but still older in appear-
ance, called St. Arioge ; and on the right
hand another image called St. Volusianus.

‘ Between the church and the cave, there
is a small rising ground, and a heap of stones
with a little stone cross, part broken, part
standing ; and in the east end of the church
was another cross made of twigs interwoven :
this is known by the name of St. Patrick’s
altar, on which lie three pieces of a bell
which they say St. Patrick used to carry in
his hand. Here also was laid a certain
knotty bone of some bigness, hollow in the
midst like the nave of a wheel, and out of
which issue, as it were, natural spokes : this
was shewn as a great varity, being part of a
great serpent’s tail—one of those monsters
the blessed Patrick expelled out of Ireland.

“ Towards the narrowest part of the
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island were six circles ; some call them
saints’ beds, or beds of penance. Pilgrims
are continually praying and kneeling abeut
these beds; and they are compassed around
with sharp stones and difficult passages for
the accommodation of such as go barefooted.
“In the farthest part northward of the
island are certain beds of stone cast together
as memorials. for some that are elsewhere
buried ; but who trust to the prayers and
merits of those who daily resort to this pur-
gatory. Lastly in this island are several
Irish cabins covered with thatch, and ano-
ther for shriving or confession; and there
are separate places assigned for those who
come from the four provinces of Ireland.
“In all, the pilgrims remain on the island
nine days--they eat but once in the twenty-
four hours, of oatmeal and water—they have
liberty to refresh themselves with the water
of the lake, which, as Roth says, ¢is of such
virtue that though thou shouldst fill thyself
with it, yet will it not offend ; but is as if it

flowed from some mineral.’
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“The pilgrims at night lodge or lie on
straw, without pillow or pallet, rolling
themselves in their mantles, and wrapping
their heads in their breeches; only on some
one of the eight nights they must lie on one
of the saint’s beds, whichever they like.”

This  Purgatory, with all its supersti-
tions is very ancient.—Casarius (quoted by
Keating) who lived 500 years, (says mine
author,) after Christ, asserts ¢ whoever doubts
whether there be such a place as purg:atory,
let him go to Scotia—let him enter into the
Purgatory of St. Patrick, and he will no
longer doubt the pains of purgatory.” And
as a sample of the stories which grave histo-
rians could palm upon poor credulous Pa-
pists, I shall contract for the reader’s edifi-
cation a tale full of unction, delivered by
Phil O’Sullivan, in his Historia Catholica
Hibernice, tom. 1, lib. 2, which story this
veracious annalist asserts to be full worthy
of remembrance, as both delightful and

wonderful ; serving to exhort sinners to
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ohserve (zod’s commandments, to avoid sin,
and wonderfully setting forth the pains of

purgatory, so that they may be feared ;—

THE HISTORY OF A SPANISH VISCOUNT,

“1 Ramon, by the grace of God, Viscount
of Perels, Baron of Lereta, was a follower
of Charles King of France; and in his
court I did hear persons discoursing of
strange things, especially what concerned
Patrick’s Purgatory ; and when Charles the
French King, died, 1 did repair to John
King of Arragon, whose subject 1 was, my
patrimony lying in his dominjons, e als
ways csteemed me as a King should a sub-
ject s and my éhservance of him was great
he gave me a command of three gallies in the
Pope's service ; and while therein engaged,
news was brought to me of the King’s death;
and at the relation thereof being troubled in
mind, 1 did earnestly desire to know in what
estate the King’s soul was; and if in purga.
tory—what pains it suffered there, Where.
ppon I called to mind what T had heard of

M
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St. Patrick’s Purgatory, and I resolved to
visit it, to know some certainty concerning
the King’s soul, and also to obtain pardon
for my own sins.”’

The grave historian then proceeds to ve-
late how the curious and loyal Ramon ob-
tained leave from Pope Benedict XIII. to
go to Purgatory ; and how he set out from
Avignon on that day in September, sacred
to the blessed Virgin, in the year of our
Lord, 1328.—Proceeding then to Paris, he
obtained letters from the French to the Eng-
lish King—and under the protection of that
puissant monarch he arrives at Dublin ; and
receiving all honour and escort from the
Lord Deputy, the Primate, and O’Neal
King of Ulster, he arrives at Patrick’s Pur-
gatory. Here he is introduced to the Prior
of the monastery, who dissuades him from
the adventure—warning him how he has un-
dertaken a difficult task ; and informing him
how many have failed in the attempt, and
made shipwreck of body and soul.—But the

sturdy commander of the Pope’s gallies, re-
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solves to proceed, and is therefore initiated
into those preliminary rites, which were by
St. Patrick appointed ; and which are now
observed.—Going then into the convent, and
the mass for the dead being said, he is
hrought in procession to the cave, being well
sprinkled with holy water. Then said the
Prior most solemnly, addressing him just as he
was entering into the cave, ¢ Behold the place
into which you desire to enter; and particu-
larly attend to what 1 say, while I prepare
you for what shall happen :—First God’s
messengers shall meet you, and you shall be
taught by them what to do ; afterwards you
shall see Satan, who will seek to destroy
you : first, by flattering speeches, and after-
wards by threats; but you may escape from
all his cruelty by saying these words, “JEsus
THOU SoN OF THE LIVING GOD, HAVE MER-
cY oN ME A SINNER.””’ The Viscount thus
warned, after kissing the prior and all the
friars, procceds into the cave, followed by an
English knight, with whom he was forbidden
to discourse on pain of death. The door being

M2
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then closed, ¢ 1,”” says Ramon, ¢ observed that
the size of the cave in which I was shut, was
about four elues, and I found the inner
part to turn to the left ; and as T wenton 1
perceived the ground under me so weak and
shaking, that it scarcely seemed able to sup-
port a man ; therefore fearing to fall into
some untried depth, I did slip back, and fell
on my knees to pray. In about an hour I
began to tremble, to sweat, to be heartsick,
to vomit,-—in which trouble 1 was overtaken
by sleep, but was awoke by the noise of
thunder; and while the fear of these awful
peals was scarce over, a new and sudden
terror seized me, as I felt myself sliding
downwards with inconceivable rapidity ;
and with the fall I was so astonished, that ¥
did not recover myself until I said the words
taught me by the prior,—*“Jesus thou Son
of God have mercy on me a sinner.” And
now I found myself in a place very dark, but
the gloom soon passed away, and 1 perceived
1 was in an immense hall, arched and stand-

ing on pillars, but there was no more light
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in it than the twilight of winter; and while
admiring the size and grandeur of the struc-
ture around me, 1 was interrupted by the
entrance of twelve men in the garb of reli-
gioners, who saluting me courteously, said,
¢let our great God be praised, who has given
you the resolution to descend here for the
purging of your sins—a hard task truly, and
difficult, but which shall be richly rewarded
if thou goest through successfully ; but if
térrified with the fear of threatened pain, or
terrible forms, you fall back, you shall then
be everlastingly destroyed ; wherefore, that
thou mightest not be destroyed by the adver-
sary, we are come to tell thee that Satan in
this place will assail thee after our depar-
ture;” whereupon they went their ways; and
suddenly amidst horrific noises, in rushed an
innumerable multitude of devils, in fearful
and sundry shapes—all accosting me—all
protesting against my error and madness in
daring to descend to a place unfrequented
by, and unsuitable for mortal man ; that

though my boldness deserved instant de-
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struction, yet through regard for the manifold
services I lad done them on carth, they
would spare me, and conduct me back to the
door of purgatory; but if I would not
hearken unto them, but persevere to pass
through the infernal kingdom, that theu they
would destroy me, hody and soul for ever.
To all this, I knowing and prepared for their
craft, would not hearken : whereat being
enraged, they came upon me, grinning and
making mouths, and one catching me by the
poll, cast me into the midst of a raging fire in
the midst of the hall ; others amused them-
selves drawing me to and fro, with iron
hooks and flesh-forks ; still I remembered
the direction of the twelve men, and of the
prior; and did call on the name of Jesus.’
The Viscount thus goes on to narrate how
some fiends of the hall haled him away, and
hurried him along where was a mighty and
fierce wind that took away his breath, his
hearing, and pierced through his body ; and
with a prolixity which we have no desire to

copy, he describes his passagc through the
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second, third, and fourth fields of torment, all
in safety, in consequence of calling on the
Divine name. ¢ In the first field I met,” says
he, ¢ John my King, who, with tears in hig
cyes, said he was here with sundry others of
the like calling, for showing favour to one
man move than another.” e also met a priest
of his acquaintance, who confessed he was
within a hair’s breadth of being eternally
damned ; and he met Aldonsa Cawlea, his
cousin, (ladies, I pray you mind this,) who
sighing, said, she was in this sorrowful place
for spending three hours every morning in
patching and painting ber face. Thus the
Viscount gives a graphical, and questionless,
an authentic account of his passage through
the furnace, the river, and the pit of pain;
for the sake of its brevity, we transcribe the
account of the River of Pain:—

¢ Being astonished with the terribleness of
the punishment, I was along with my attend-
ant devils, driven by a high wind over a
huge mountain, and cast into a great river,

extremely cold, and distressingly stinking,
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where many were tormeunted, who, once on
earth sat in warm palaces, in the midst of
perfumes and. odorous frankincense, and
vivet; but now were tormented with frigorific
shiverings, and with smells intensely detesta-
ble,” And now the Viscount is brought to
the very gates of hell itself, and casting one
peep into that abode of Satan,he was so asto-
nished that he forgot the Divine name, and
gave himself up for lost—but by the help of
the Deity, he was recalled to himself, and
eried “Jesus thou Son of God,”” and instantly
by a rushing and ascending wind, he was
forced upwards, and cast upon the brink of
the pit: and now he is brought to a deep
river, whose flood was flame, and it was as
full of devils, as an carthly river is fraught of
fish ; and here hesees arching high above the
accursed stream, a narrow bridge, and a
demon says to him--¢ over this, which is the
bridge of calamity, must you pass or retire,
and if you will be advised by me, who know
more of the matter than you can do, you will

go back quickly; for if you attempt the
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passage of the bridge, you shall, by a mighty
and strong wind, be forced back, and driven
into that hot river.’

But this was the Viscount’s last trial, and
he was not the craven caitiff, to let an imp’s
persuasion daunt him fromn his steadfastdess ;
and in spite of Satan and his fiends, bitterly
cursing him, the pilgrim in the very fore-face
of the gate of hell, passed out of purgatory,
over the bridge of calamity, into paradise. We
need not occupy the time of our Catholic read-
ers with the recital of the numerous amenities
of a place where we hope they will all be in
due time ; but of this you may be sure, that
the Viscount met with innumerable crowds
of Popes, Cardinals, Archbishops, and
Bishops, not forgetting Monks, Friars, Nuns,
&c. &c. of all colours in the rainbow. The
Archbishop of Paradise, upon whom it de-
volved, Ex Officio, to escort purgatory pil-
grims, most kindly brought him to a high
mountain, whence he could discern the very
gate of Heaven.

We desire not to relate how it was that the
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Viscount returned, suffice it to say, that he
got back with the greatest ease in the world,
and mceting the English Knight at the
door, they both knocked—his Reverence the
Prior opened,. and they were dismissed to go
fortle into the upper world again, under the
consoling assurance that all their sins were
forgiven. That creditable historian Philip
O’Bullivan affixes his inprimatur to the
above story, in the following words.—¢ If
this history of the Viscount scem in any thing
difficult to believe, let him who desireth to
be satisfied, read Dionysius Carthasianus, his
work of the four last days, where he more at
large prosecutes the subject, and resolves all
doubts and difficulties.”

This authentic circumstance took place in
the fourteenth century, and yet in after time
Patrick’s Purgatory begun to lose its cha-
racter, so much so, that even the Pope order-
ed it to be destroyed as a filthy nest of super-
stition and of evil deeds ; and in the annals of
Ulster for the year 1497, we find the follow-
ing record :-—¢"The Dean of St. Patrick’s
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Purgatory in Lough Derg was in this year
cashicred by the guardian of Donnegal, and
sent by the Bishop, under the authority of
the Pope to the Deanerie of Lough Ern on
St. Patrick’s day ; the people understanding
out of the book of the Knight, and other an-
cient books, that this was not the purgatory
which Patrick had from God, although the
people resorted to it.”’

But soon again Purgatory was restored¥

* As aspecimen of the estimation in which Patrick’s Pur-
tory was held before the reformation, we subjoin the following
certificate from the Primate of Ireland, to two French Pricsts,
of their having entered the Purgatory :~—

« To all children of our mother the church, to whomn these
testimonials shall come, Octavianus, by the grace of God, and
of the See Apostolic, Archbishop of Armagh, Primate of all
Ireland, wisheth everlasting salvation in the Lord—wishing
you without question to credit what followeth ; seeing it isa
Tioly and meritorious thing to give festimony unto the truth;
chiefly seeing our Saviour Jesus Christ came down from hea-
ven ¢ to bear witness of the truth.”’—Hence itis by these pre-
‘sents we make known unto you, that John Garhi and Francis
Proly, of the city of Lyons, priests ;3 and John Burgess their
boy and servant, the bearers hereof—men of good repute, and
piously affected, did visit the Purgatory of the holy Confessor
St. Patrick, the Apostle for Ireland, within which the sins of
men even in this world are purged. And the holy mountain

in which the said holy confessor did fast without temporal
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to its pristine honour and renown ; it was
too profitable a concern to Friars, net to be
kept a going, and therefore in 1632, we find
that the superstitions of the place had arisen
to such a shameful height, that the State
ordered Sir James Balfour, and Sir William
Stuart, to seize unto his Majesty’s use,
this island of Purgatory, and accordingly
we find that Sir William proceeds to the
island, and reports that he found an Abbot
and forty Friars, and that there was a daily

resort of four hundred and fifty pilgrims,

meat, forty days and forty nights, together with other places

of holy devotion, and things of greatest observation in Ire-

lund 5 and that afllicting their bodies in fasting, and according

to the ceremony of that place, they did for a certain time re-

main in that purgatory as it clearly appeareth unto us; and

that by the power. of Christ our Redeemer, they did contem-

platively encounter all the frauds and fantastical témptations

of the devil, devoutly so finishing the purgatory and deserv-

ing the merits and prayers of the said saints to the Most High. '
‘Whom by these presents we receive into the protection of our

chiurch of Armagh, and of the said holy Confessor—whose

manner of life and conversation we recommend unto you all, of
which we are confident, having for iwo years conversed with

them. ILx Registro Octaviani—in Bibliotheca Rev. Patri

Jacobi Ardmachani—I485.
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who paid eight pence cach for admission to
the island.

Sir William {urther informs the Privy
Council, that in order to hinder the seduced
people from going any longer to this strong
hold of Papistry, and wholly to take away
the abuse hereafter, he had directed the
whole to be defaced, and utterly demolished;
therefore the walls, works, foundations,
vaults, &ec. he ordered to be rooted up, also
the place called St. Patrick’s Bed, and the
stone on which he kaelt ; these and all other
superstitious relics, he ordered to be thrown
into the Liough, and he made James M‘Grath
the owner of the island to enter into recogni-
zances that he should not in future permit
the entrance of Jesuits, Friars, Nuns, or any
other superstitious order of Popery to enter
therein.

Having thus given the modern and ancient
state of this purgatory, it is time to think of
leaving it ; and I confess I prepared to turn my
back on this strong hold of superstition, with-

out a desire ever again to visit it, I considered
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that 1 was withdrawing myself from the
exhibition of a stationary satire upon human
reason, where the craft of the cunning had
made a successful experiment on the exireme
credulity of uneducated man.

A large flock of well-fledged comfortable
geese, headed by a very solemn looking grey
gander, were sailing under the shelter side
of the island, and hove in sight just as we
were about to depart. I think geese are
very much belied when made the represen-
tatives of stupidity or folly ; but in the com-
mon acceptation, they might be considered,
in the absence of pilgrims, as fit substitutes
to frequent this island. A black cormorant
with outstretched neck, passed over our
heads on his way to exercise his voracious
propensities on some of his fishing haunts on
the lake : if the Pythagorean system could
be entertained in fancy for a moment, it
might be imagined that in the metempsycho-
cis, this all devouring bird represented one
of the old priors of this purgatory, who had

lived on human credulity, and battened on
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the terrors and fears of man. As1 put my
foot into the boat, and pushed off from the
island, I observed that the priest’s house
which was contiguous to the little pier that
served as a place for cmbarking and disem-
barking, had a large window that fully
commanded the ferry, and from wheuce could
be observed the whole line of march of the
pilgrims, as they descended from the ridge
of hills that surrounded the lake and ap-
proached the ferry; in fact, no man could
draw near the ferry, or embark for the island
without being accurately noticed by omne
stationed in this window. And as we rowed
away from the island, 1 busied my mind with
supposing the various characters of priests
and friars that have sat in that window, ob-
serving the freights of human folly that were
discharged from this little boat before their
eyes. 1 fancied one, a man, who had from
his infancy to manhood, year after year,
taken up a new trammel of submissiveness to
authority under the bearing-down system of

Popery, until his intellect was enveloped -
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amidst the cords that tied it up; and there
he sat, deluded and deluding— the slave of a
talisman, which, if he had the courage to
strike with one vigorous thought, would
have shivered into atoms.—Another I fan-
cied as one who gloated on the lucre of
the craft, and who sat in his window,
counting the coming pilgrims— his avaricious
heart beating quick with delight, as he mea-
sured the boatfuls of people coming over to
add to the store of money he was collecting,
and which was to him as a God ;—and then
I conceived another ecclesiastic sitting sadly
in that casement; every deep line in his
countenance denoting the inward struggles
and discontent that consumed him-—sitting
there as the abettor of a fraud that his soul
revolted at—acting there a part in a drama
that at one time forced him unfeignedly to
Jaugh, and at another time to weep ; and yet
still without courage to break through the
guards that custom, associations, and the
frown of others drew arvound him—with the

deep compunctions of the guilty- without the
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courage of a martyr—the Breviary he was
forced to read—his abomination—the Bible,
which some secret force impelled him to ex-
amine, his accuser, and at the same time
convincer—thus a child of light walking in
darkness, who would not mourn over, yes, and
find excuses too for such a man, when in the
gaudy vestments that covered his abased
body and his suffering soul, he administered
those rites he knew were idolatrous; and
took a part in those absurd and monstrous
superstitions which he felt were as contrary
to the simplicity ef the Gospel, and the truth
as it is in Jesus, as darkness is to the risen
light. :

The only picturesque object 1 observed, as
we rowed towards shore, was a little island
in the centre of the Lough, on which there
was a hut. It was an interesting object for
the eye to rest on, as the only human habita-
tion within the whole scope of vision in the
vicinity of Lough Derg—all else around
its shores, waste and desolation; and it
immediately struck me that this little cabin,

N
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on this speck of an island, was the solitary
cell of some devoted ascetic. But on inqui-
ry, I found from my companions in the boat,
that it was no such thing—it was built by a
potecn distiller ; and there occasionally, and
to answer the demands of the resorting
pilgrims, he provides a supply of that arti-
cle, which seems intimately connected with
the devotions of the lower classes of the
Irish Roman Catholics; from north to south,
wherever I observed a holy well, or holy
station, there was always adjoining some
place for the sale of strong liquors—yes,
even now, wherever piety erects a new cha-
pel, cupidity soon sees the gain of con-
structing a public house.

Before we landed I ascertained from my
cautious conductor that the present Purga-
torial Island which we had just left, was not
the one always resorted to, nor indeed the
one that was consecrated by St. Patrick ; and
as it appears that the Romish schoolmen are
not agreed as to the precise spot where pur-

gatory is located: so the Romish priesthood,
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until that knotty point is settled, have arro-
gated to themselves-the right of changing the
position of Patrick’s Purgatory. ‘The clerk of
the present purgatory confessed that the pre-
sent island has been used for that purpose,
but comparatively at a late period ; and he
pointed out an island due north of the present
station, which is called the Saint’s Island, and
which he said was the one St. Patrick sancti-
fied, and wherein he opened a passage to the
real purgatory under ground.

The position of this larger island agrees
with the description of Coppinger and Jones,
written two hundred years ago; and.it is
probable, that when by the direction of the
Council Board, Sir William Stuart invaded
and uprooted this nest of superstition in the
seventeenth century, that the priests migrat-
ed to the present isle. My old and cunning
friend, so far passed beyond the bounds. of
his caution as to assign a substantial reason
for this change of purgatory.—* The old
island, Sir, was too near the shore, and in
summer time, the people could come from

N2
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the mainland to it by a little wading ; and
often, Sir, ungodly people used to bring over
to the pilgrims, liquor and other things, that
used to spoil their devotions and interrupt
their fasts; but now he must be a good swim-
mer who could get to our present holy
place.”—Now I suspect that the real rea-
son of the change was, that pilgrims, as he
said, could wade to the old purgatory, and
so smuggling themselves through the neces-
sary stations, unperceived by, and without
payment to the friars, get a pardon for their
sin—thus cheating the Devil and the priest
at the same time.

‘We at length landed ; and I was not sorry,
after giving my old Charon some silver, to
get rid of him; and with my light, merry,
and communicable guide to return towards
Petigo. To beguile our mountain road, 1
asked the boy why the lake was called
Lough Derg ?—derg signifies red in Irish :
the water has no red colour, but is as clear
as that of any other mountain lake—perhaps

it is called red from the quantity of red bog.
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% Oh, indeed, Sir;"” and mind here, reader, I
pray you, that my memory does not serve
me to give the following story exactly in
the boy’s words, “that is not the reason I
have heard the old people give : formerly, 1
hear say, it was called Lough Fin or Fin
M¢Coul’s Lough, but afterwards it was call-
ed Lough Derg, or the Red Lough; and
the reason of that, as I have heard, is, that
once upon a time, long ago, there was an old
wicked witch of a woman, who had a great
big giant of a son; and the whole of their
evil days they spent in contriving how much
mischief they could do in Ireland. 'The
witch was knowledgable in all the bad herbs
in the country, and her whole delight was to
boil all these herbs in a pot, and brew poison,
in which the son used to dip the points of his
arrows ; and every man or beast that he
touched with one of these, surely died. Now
this old witch went by an Irish name which
signified the Hag with the Finger; for she
had but one finger on each hand; but that
finger, was withal so long, and so pliable, that
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it could execute all the bad plans which her
evil mind.contrived. Now Niul, King of Ire-
land was at his wits’ end to know how he
should get rid of this pest of an old woman;
and he consulted wise men'of those days, who
were -called Druids’; fand they said that none
but the Fions could destroy her; dnd they
could-only do it by shooting her with a silver
arrow. Whereupon King Niul sent for Fin
M¢‘Coul, and commanded him to rid the realm
of Ireland of the Hag with the Finger; and
you may be sure that Fin M‘Coul, who was
ever loyal and loved his country, did not
refuse to hunt the Hag : so taking with him
Oisin his son, and Gal' M‘Morni, and Cuneen
Miul, he 'went in search of the bad woman.
Now, so. it'is, that in East Munster, there ig
a green:hill on which there is not an -herb or
flower, good or ‘bad; bitter or sour, sweet or
stinking,-growing in all Treland, that does
not also grow on thatlittle hill; and there the
Hag with the Finger was a culling of sim-
ples ; ‘and-she always carried the silver pot,

in which she boiled her poison. Now just as
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she was in the midst of this bad work up
came Fin and his heroes, and surprised the
mother ‘and son; and Gal M‘Morni, who
was formost, let fly his arrow at the wickqd
ones ; but it missed its aim, and only upset
the pot and spilt the poison ; and then it was
that throwing the old mother over his shoul-
ders, the giant made off as hard as possible
through the bogs and woods; but just as
she lay dangling at his back, Fin M‘Coul lect
fly'a silver arrow which picrced her heart,
and her bad soul flew off to hell, its proper
place.  But the stupid giant, (for giants,
they say, are always heavy-headed,) per-
ceived not that his mother was struck ; and
so onwards he went, never l'ooking behind
him, going as fast as'ogres do, until he came
to. ‘the mountains of Donegal ; and there
stopping to take rest, and looking behind
hiny, he found nothing remaining of his mo-
ther, but her spindle shanks, her back bone
and arms, not forgetting ‘the long finger—all
the rest worn and torn away while passing,

as he did, with a strong man’s speed, through
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woods and Dbushes and brakes. So finding
nothing remaining but an anatomy of his old
mother, here he threw her down, on one of
these hills, and away he went where he never
was heard of more; and I hope he may never
come back. Now it came to pass not many
years after, as the Fions were hunting along
these wilds of Donegal, in pursuit of a broad-
horned deer, (one of those whose bones and
antlers are found at the bottom of our bogs,)
the party consisting of the same Fin M‘Coul,
Oisin, Gal M‘Morni, and Cuneen Miul, came
to the very hill and very spot, over yon-
der lake, where the giant boy cast down his
mother’s bones ; and Oisin the poet, as he pass-
ed theserelics of mortality, began to moralize,
as he saw hleaching under sun and shower,
what man must come to.—Thus as the Fions
were musing, a little red-haired, long-chinned,
hump-backed dwarf passed by; and draw-
ing near to the hunting party, standing as
they were around the skeleton; the dwarf
with great civility accosted them, and said,

¢ Gentlemen and valiant Irishmen, for such
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surely you seem to be, from your appearance
and bearing, I do entreat you to pass on,
for I would have you to know that those
bones before you are the remains of a perpe-
trator of evil; and even at this moment,
mischief, extreme mischief, is mixed up with
what lies before you; for in the thigh bone of
these relics of the Hag with the Finger, liesa
red worm, which if once let loose from its con-
finement, and if it gets water enough to drink,
will destroy the world.” This news the dwarf
gave with that sententious gravity that be-
comes such acute and quaint folk : and then
with the importance of alord, he marched off
and pursued his path over the hills. Now
it is right to inform the reader that of all
the Finian race, Cuneen Miul was the most
hand-over-head person, utterly regardless of
consequences—a rolicking ¢ pococurante’
sort of a blade, very like a proper Paddy at
the present day,

‘Whose sweetest divarsion that ’s under the sun,
Is to fight in a fair for the sake of the fun;
And while fists are tossing,
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And cudgels are crossing,
And every head broken,
1s of glory a token :

Iiuzza for the boys when the row is begun.

Such a personage was Cuneen Miul ; and
therefore smashing the Hag’s thigh bone
across with his hunting spear, out, without
any doubt, crawled forth a long hairy worm,
that writhed and wriggled about as if look-
ing for water ; whereupon Cuneen Miul,
all reckless of consequences, took the worm
up ou the point of his spear, and giving it a
sling, cried, ¢There is water enough for
you.” and he pitched it into the middle of
yonder lough.—My dear Sir, in an instant of
time, and with the rapidity of enchantment,
there arose out of the bosom of the lough,
an enormous and turbulent beast, of ‘such
magnitude and destructiveness, that the Fions
with all their valor; were obliged to hide
themselves from its fury ; and then ‘this pro-
digy ranged over the whole country, destroy-
ing man and beast—-swalloWihg Thundreds at
a mouthful, whenever he unclaspsed his en-

sulping jaws.
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Fin M‘Coul and all his merry men were
in the utmost dismay at this extraordinary
event; and as force and valour were quite
ineffectual against such a murderous monster,
Fin had recourse to his wits, and as his cus-
tom was, he began to chew his thumb; and
he had not long continued this oracular ope-
ration, until a spirit of wisdom came over
him, and he was given to know that this de-
vouring beast was only vulnerable at a spot
where was a mole on her side ; and with the
discretion that always directed him, he made
ready for the attack; and to that purpose
prepared a short‘sharp cut-and-thrust sword ;
and with this rapier under his arm, he stood
before the monster, who came ranging along
with open mouth, sucking into that tremen-
dous gulph hundreds of men—procceding
with such velocity, and doing such destruc-
tive deeds that the words of the rhymer
might be applied when he says,

© Ariver or asea
‘Was to him a dish of tea,
And a kingdom bread and butier.
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So, as 1 before said, Fin M‘Coul stood be-
fore the monster ; but instead of innocently
submiftting to be sucked in like a common
man, Fin, famed as he was above all the

Fions* for feats of agility, took a hop, step,

* The famous militia that Fin M‘Coul enrolled and trained
in Ireland, before the Christian era, was perhaps the bravest
and most accomplished body of men ever recorded in the mili-
tary annals of the world. Some of the indispensable qualifi-
calions of a member of this corps, may be here inserted on the
authority of Keating and other Milesian historians of esta-
blished credit; and we challenge the British Guards, or the
French Legion of Honor to come into competence with these
Hibernian worthies i military education : in the first place,
the Fion must have a poetical genius—he must be well ac-
quainted with twelve books of poetry : now a modern Guards-
man is supposed to be well accomplished if he is acquainted
with the poetical adventures of Johuny Newcombe 3 and for a
recruiting serjeant it is enough if he stoutly lies in good round
prose.

The Fion also, to show his dexterity in the management of
arms, was placed in a green field, encompassed with sedge
that reached up to his knees, with a target on his left arm, and
a hazel stake in his right hand, an ell in length ; and then nine
experienced soldiers were commanded to stand at the distance
of nine ridges of land from him, and cast their javelins at
once : if with his target and stake he had skill to defend
himself, and come off unhurt, he was admitted—if not, he was
sent to the right about. But this was not all : it was not only
requisite that he should fight well, but also that he should run
away well ; and therefore to make trial of his activity, he had
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and leap, and fairly and clearly jumped
down its throat, and without any accident
he arrived at the bottom of its stomach ; and
there looking about as well as such a dark
place would permit, he observed about 200
men and women alive, who had been lately

his hair plaited, and he ran through a wood, a company of the
Fions pursuing him ; and he was allowed but the distance of
one tree from another, as law, when he started : if overtaken
or wounded before he got tlirough the wood, he was declared
unfit for service.

A further qualification was, that he should not only be swift,
but also light of foot, so as not to break, as he ran,a rotten
stick when he trod on it. His body must be so agile that he
could leap over a tree as high as his forehead, and must as ea-
sily stoop under one lower than his knees ; and moreover, it
was required of him that without stooping or lessening his
speed he should be able, in running, to draw a thorn out of
his foot.

Like the Indians on the plains of Paraguay, his food was
heef and water ; and like his warlike antipode, the New-Zea-
lander, he baked his beefin the same way ; for instance, hot
stones were laid at the bottom of a pit, upon which was placed
the raw flesh, then a layer of bullrushes, then a layer of hot
stones, and so on until the pit was filled ; and so the meat
was baked.

In a word it was the pride of the Fions that one of them
could beat nine Englishmen or Scotchmen ; and as an English-
man can certainly beat nine Frenchmen, so by legitimate con-~

sequence & Fion was an overmatch for eighty-one Gauls.
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swallowed—100 quite dead, and sundry more
who, under the agency of the gastric juice
of the monster, were passing through the
process of digestion and assimilation. You
may be sure that Fin did not forego his acti-
vity in this black hole ; and therefore he lost
no time in ascertaining the topography of the
aforesaid mole, when after some groping, he
found that it lay about twenty yards below
the region of the heart; and to work he fell
with his short sword, and in a little space of
time he opened an orifice about the size of a
coach-house door in the monster’s side, who,
during the operation, no doubt, felt very
alarming symptoms of cholera morbus, more-
over, it is not to be supposed that Fin and
his fellow prisoners were slow at making

* and well it

their exit from ¢ durance vile ;’
may be said, that such a jail delivery was not
since the evacuation of the Trojan lorse.
And thus Fin not only released many cap-
tives, but he spoiled the appetite altogether
of the ¢ blatant beast” who lay along bellow-

ing, and its abominable blood streaming from
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its opcn side, and rushing like a mountain
torrent into the lake, all whose waters were
thereby dyed red ; and so along theshoreit lay,
in purgatorial agony, suffering all the pains
due to all its former voraciousness, until’ St.
Patrick came ; and he in order to show unto
the obstinate Pagans, what power was com-
mitted unto a Christian saint, commanded
the monster to arise and proceed. to its ap-
pointed place at the the bottom of the lough,
where it lies to this day, living, and at times
roaring, but for ever restrained by Patrick’s
power from coming ashore to perpetrate its
former mischief.—’Tis true in stormy wea-
ther, when the tempest sweeps over the lake,
whose vexed billows appear like squadrons
of white horsemen, making their battle
charge on the eastern shores: then it is
that the ancient monster is observed amidst
the foam and fury of the elements, riding
and bellowing across the lake ; and many an
old man can testify that from the top of these

hills he has seen the apparition, and has fled
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in terror, fearful of its coming ashore to te-
sume its former destructiveness.”

This edifying legend I not only heard
from my young guide, but also with little
variation, it was repeated to me not long
ago, at the foot of Croagh Patrick, while
sitting on the edge of a cliff that overhangs
the entrance into Clew Bay, which lay be-
fore me with its hundred green isles, and
Clare Island in the offing, spread under the
setting sun, and presenting in firm outline
its ancient castle and picturesque elevations
—to the right the sacred mountain, with its
sharp and well defined cone cutting the
cloudless horizon, and its. long shadow
stretching many a mile inland; and in all the
stillness of the atmosphere sitting serenely
magnificent, as the landmark for the Atlan-
tic mariner, and the signal station of a peo-
ple’s superstition. On a rock at whose base
some hundred feet below, the ocean tide
boiled and growled, I sat along with Te-
rence O’Flaherty, whose mind was a store-

house of superstitious and legendary lore ;
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and among other acts and monuments of
saints, witches, fairies, and Fin M‘Coul,
which he took as much pleasure in narrating
as I in hearing—he corroborated the above
history ; and morcover gave a most sufficient
and satisfactory account why it was that Fin,
whenever he was at a “ non plus,” had re-
course to chewing his left thumb. —His ac-
count, in substance, was as follows ;—

In days of yore, Cormac, son of Art,
ruled Ireland, and a hospitable prince was
he. His house was always open, many were
the retainers kept in his hall; and thereby,
like more modern princes, his expenses out-
ran both his ready money and his tardy cre-
dit; and he was at his wit’s end how to sup-
ply with meat and strong drink, those who
honored his quality by feeding at his expense.

After all the most obvious recipe that
can occur to any prince, when desirous of
aggrandizing himself, is to go to war with
one of his neighbours. 'The grand monarque
of Versailles, and the celestial sovereign of
Ashantee, have had recourse to the same

o
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expedient, and why not Cormac son of Art?
Now, Fiachadh Muilliathan, King of Mun-
ster, had some fat pasture lands along the
banks of the Suir, which preserve their cre-
dit for fertility unto this very day, and go
under the name of the Golden Vein; on
these plentiful plains Cormac cast his long-
ing eye, assuring himself, that were he once
possessed of such mensal lands, he should
never want a sirloin or baron of beef to
grace his board. Go to war, therefore, he
should ; but withal, Fiachadh of Munster was
potent and wise, and he valued those very
fields as the apple of his eye ; and his merry
men of Ormond and Desmond, were as fond
of fighting as their White Boy and Rockite
descendants are, at this very day.

In this difficulty Cormac resorted for
advice to a Druid, who was a Caledonian;
for even in these early days the Scotch itched
after foreign travel, and were every where
at hand to give advice to those who could
pay for it ; and he being an enchanter and

depository of old prophecies, told the King
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that in one of those rivers that run under
ground in the western land now called Mayo,
and not far from that lofty mountain, now
named Croagh Patrick, there was a salmon,
which if caught and eaten, would communi-
cate such wisdom, prowess, and good fortune
to the eater, that from that day forth, fame
and prosperity would attend him in all his
wars. You may be sure Cormac lost no time
in setting out on his fishing excursion into
Connaught, and attending to the directions of
his adviser, he came to the banks of a river
that rises in the mountain chain surrounding
the reek of Croagh Patrick ; and pursuing that
river’s course through a fertile valley, he at
length came to where the turbulent stream
falls into a fearful cavern, and is lost to be
seen no more; and whether it seeks by some
unknown passage the depths of the ocean, or
whether it plunges into the earth’s abyss
and goes to cool the raging of its central
fires, was never yet ascertained; but close
to the jaws of this engulphing cavern, there
is a dark, deep pool, where the stream, as if
02
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in terror, whirls about in rapid eddies, and
here amidst multitudes of fish it was suppos-
ed the salmon of kwowl dge spent its days,
On the bauks of this pool, Cormac and hig
Caledonian adviser sat day after day; and
complain they could not of want of sport, for
many a fine fish they caught and broiled on
the live coals which they kept for their ae-
commodation on the bank ; but still Cormac
became not a whit the wiser; and after feed-
ing on salmon, firm and curdy enough to
satisfy the ¢ gout” of the Lord Mayor of
Dublin, he at length grew so tired of fish,
it palled so much upon his appetite that the
Milesian monarch began to sigh after the fat
mutton that the broad pastures of Tara sup-
plied ; and never did one of his Catholic
descendants loathe more the sight of fish
at the close of a black Lent, than did the
son of Art his salmon diet. At length the
the fish were caught with such rapidity, that
if he got thereby the wisdom of Solomon,
he could not be brought to taste of every

one taken in this populous pool. And now
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fie and his adviser presumed to make se-
lections ; and applying the arbitrary princi-
ples of physiognomy to fish, ventured to throw
back some into the stream, while others, as
more plump and well favored, were elected
to the honor of being broiled; and here
methinks the discretion of the King and his
Druid was not evinced ; for many a time
and oft, ugly heads contain capacious brains,
and sleek skins fail to enclose shining in-
tellects : so it proved here, for one evening
a little fish was taken—a poor, long, lank,
spent thing, with a hooked snout, just such
another as a poacher spears by the light of a
blazing wisp of potato stalks, on a dark night
in October. Now who would suppose that
any one who had his pick and choice would
think of feeding on a spent salmon : so this
good-for-nothing fish was thrown on the
bank, leaving it to its own fancy to bounce
and wriggle back into the river ; and just as
it was in the very act of eloping into the
stream, an idle ¢ gorsoon” who was looking

on, caught it by the gills, and says he to him-
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self, ¢ though this he not plump enough for a
King’s palate, it may not come amiss to me ;”’
so choosing a snug place behind a rock, just
within the cavern’s mouth, he blew up a fire
and set about to broil his fish.—Now it is
time to tell who this boy was, for question-
less his match Ireland has not produced from
that day to this.——No one else he was than
the famous Fin, the son of Cumhall, and
grandson of Trein the Big, who was sent to
these shores of the Western Sea, from his na-
tive halls of Almhuin, in order to save him
from the enchantments of the tribe of Morni,
that sought to take his life; and here he
lived, sporting along these wild hills, and
here he might have died, unknowing and un-
known, were it not for the circumstance I
now record ; thank therefore he may, his stars,
that he was not so squeamish in the choice of
his fish as King Cormac : so having lit up his
fire, he was not long in clapping his salmon,
all alive as it was, on the coals; for, alas,
sportsmen as well as cooks, think little of the
pain they may inflict on fowl or fish; and
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thus on the live coals the poor animal was not
long, until a great swelling blister arose by
the force of the fire, on its heretofore bright
and silver side; and Fin seeing the broiling
salmon, was uneasy, not at its sufferings, but
in apprehension lest all the nutritious juices
of his game should be wasted in the fire, if
the blister should rise any more: so press-
ing his left thumb to it, he caused it to burst,
and the said thumb feeling a sensation of
burning, he claps it into his mouth to cool;
and oh, what a change—he, who, until that
moment was as little troubled with know-
ledge as with care; and, as the saying is,
“knew not a B from a bull’s foot’’—the
instant his thumb came between his teeth he
felt as wise and prudent as if he was 100
years old—all his future glories—all the fail-
ures of his foes, and all his own achieve-
ments flashed before his eyes, and he saw
prospectively how that Ireland and Caledo-
nia would ring with his fame, and both con-
tend for the honor of giving him birth,

Thus it was that Fin M‘Coul, instead of
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King Cormac, happened on the salmon of
fnewledge ; and time and your patience,
good reader, would fail me, to recount all
his succeeding renowned deeds.

And now, I take my leave of Patrick’s
Purgatory and Donegal, advising you, my
good Sir, unto whom I have ventured to ad-
dress these letters, and every other person
who may have leisure to peruse such trifles,
if you do not like the information and amuse-
ment I have placed before you, to go and see
for yourselves.

I remain, my dear Sir,
Your’s, &c. &c.
C.0.

Lucan, Dec. 16, 1826.
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LETTER 1.

TO TIHE REV. TIIOMAS r.M

S /J/vv/ e e Ty

DEAR SIR, Ly FA e

Our mutual friend, Sir F. B. has, T un-
derstand, shown you some letters which I
addressed to him, descriptive of a portion of
Donegal with which you are well acquaint-
ed. If I am rightly informed, you were
pleased to express your approbation of these
my sketches, when you said, that after your
day of active exertions, when the mind but too
much partakes of the exhaustion of the ani-
mal spirits, you could take up my light and
trivial matter, while unable to resort to

more sedate or profitable reading. Allow
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me, then, to address similar sketches of the
southern coast of Ireland to you; for to
whom have I a better reason to dedicate
these and any thing else my humble pen can
produce.

In the following pages you will perceive
that I have not trodden on worn tracks. 1
leave to tourists and lakers to hurry along,
like a gang tied to fashion’s chain, from the
Giant’s Causeway to Killarney : no, (to use
a huntsman’s phrase) like flinging hound, I
track a scent of my own, and desire to seek
amusement where neither the seal-skin cap,
nor the Tilbury tournout of a tourist ever
were sgen. It is needless to inform you what
brought me to this extreme southern part
of the county of Cork; suffice it, for all
our present purposes to say that I"arrived
at the village of Skull, (as it is now called ;
but in older and Catholic days, Sancta Ma-
ria de Scholia, St. Mary of the Schools,*)
ona fine cold clear day in the month of last

* This was, as tradition informs us, the Maynooth of Mun-
ster,
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Karch, and as T rolled along a M¢Adamized
road leading to the village, I had no occa-
sion whatsoever, to lock out for a sign-post to
tell me where there were dry lodgings, or
entertainment for horse or man ; for if there
be entertainment in a hearty welcome, com-
fortable fare, and a community of Christian
fellowship and feeling, 1 had all prepared
without money and without price, at the
house of the curatc of the parish. If any
reader of these sketches be a quiet easy per-
sonage, that loves a summer jaunt along the
lower road to Liucan, or by the Glanmire road
into Cork; one whose eye perhaps is made
up for the enjoyment of such scenes, where
the industry of man dresses, brightens, and
brings into full point and prominence the
features of nature ; perhaps* Such taste
and likings made and moulded on land-
scapes such as these, would not relish the
rough coast of Cork, the cliffs of the Aflan-
tic, the mountain bulwarks that curb the
angry ocean ; but still, after all, if T could

show even a cockney these shores, gilt and
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gladdened by the sun, I think ¥ should com-
maid his admiration ; and I might expect
even him to exclaim, “these are thy glorious
works, Parent of good.”

My friend resides in an ancient glebe-
house, sheltered down on the shore, in a
sunny nook, half way between the church
and the village. It is under the guardian-
ship of a protecting hill, and some old sy-
camore trees in solitary magnificence and
unpruned luxuriance, their long branches
sweeping the lawn; seem to say we are
here to show that no one should be so com-
fortable as a good minister. Here also, the
myrtle, the hydrangia, and many a tender
plant grow, adorning the pastor’s garden;
altogether it was a happy, quiet, close, and
secluded spot, and the contrast it presented
to the serrated mountains, to the black sea-
beaten rocks, to the bold promontories and
boiling ocean, reminded me how in lapse of
time, and succession of its dwellers, this quiet
glebe might give shelter to some delicate

mind; some intellect, luxuriant, and gifted
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with high and Christian imaginings—a lively
contrast to the rugged mountaineer, and rude
seaman with whom it was his fate to min-
gle, but not coalesce. On the morning fol-
lowing my arrival, my host said he really
did not know better how to induce me to
stay with him, than to take me on an excur-
sion amongst the parishioners; for this is
one of those new-light clergy, who consider
that one of the most useful purposes for
which a minister can live, is to go from house
to house amongst his flock, and hold commu-
nion with them in pastoral visits ; there pre-
siding as teacher, guardian, counsellor, and
friend, ¢ instant in season, and out of sea-
son,”’—¢ reproving, rebuking, exhorting with
long suffering and doctrine.” What do you
choose then, I offer you land or sea, moun-
tain or ocean; I am vicar of Cape Clear
Island, where I have no Protestant parish-
ioners, except about twenty of the water-
guard : I am curate here, of Skull, where
interspersed amongst moor and mountain, I
have fifteen hundred Protestants to visit, and
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oversee. Some how or another every one
likes to land on an island. Sancho Panza
was not solitary in longing to have a Bara-
taria of his own, of which he might say all
here is mine. Tis true, that old Cyclopean
man-mountain, Johnson, who loved a blind
alley in London better than a green field
at Richmond, says, ¢ every island is a prison
strongly guarded by the sea.”” But I prefer
Sancho’s fancy to the Doctor’s, and there-
fore, my dear friend, I will even attend you,
to your vicarage of Cape Clear. Very well,
so be it. The day is unusually fine for the
time of the year; the mist is ascending from
the sea; the cap is rolling off from the moun-
tain ; I see the boats going out to cut sea
weed ; all likely to be safe: I will go into
the village and get some lads to handle the
oars ; also, to the kitchen and bespeak some
cold meat ; do you get ready your great coats,
for it is cold, and see, don’t forget to put a
Bible in your pocket: in half an hour we
shall be afloat—and so it was, in less than

the given time the boat was launched, four
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as fine fellows as ever Ireland sent to make
Wellington a Duke, or Nelson an Earl, had
their horny hands fastened to a oar—three
were young and loose lads, about twenty
years of age, full chested and broad shoul-
dered, all bone and muscle, not a particle of
fat on their whole frames, loose, light, and
joyous in their appearance; fit for land or
sea, trained to oar or spade.—The potato
after all is a wonderful root, that can rear,
invigorate, and throw such life, elastici-
ty, and energy inte the human frame—the
fourth was an older and steadier charsaeter,
selected for his prudence and knowledge of
tides, currents, and localities. Bays I to my-
self, when I looked at his shrewd sedate
*countenance, this man may, like my boat-
man to the Holy Island, be able and willing
—may have the tact and find delight in giv-
ing me some supply of the legendary stories
and traditionary supérstitions of this vicinity.
But alas! my friend put this expectation out

* The boatman above alluded to, may come before the
public in another volume.
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of promise when he whispered me, the three
young fellows are Catholics, but John is a
Protestant, a good Christian, a God-fearing
man, a man whom it is well to have with us,
when venturing in equinoxial weather in an
open boat, some leagues out on the Atlantic;
O then, says I, this man cares nothing about
the saints or good people. A well-found boat,
four springing oars set in motion by as elas-
tic backs, soon brought us out into the mid-
dle of the bay of Skull ; not a breath was on
the ocean; the grey mist of the morning had
risen, and was dissolved in the clear cold
atmosphere; the sun walked above in its
pride of light, the harbour had become a
looking glass for the hills and headlands to
dress themselves in, and assume a softer and
sweeter countenance, as
The smooth expanse received, impressed
Calm Nature’s image on its watery breast.

The bold and cave-cut promontory; the
lofty light house; the ruined castle; the
green island; the sable rock, with all its

gulls and cormorants, round which the tide
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growled, danced, and boiled; all these were
reflected and prolonged in westward lines
upon the bosom of the deep, and above, tow-
ering as the lord paramount of the mountain
range, stood Mount Gabriel.

Reader, if you have never been in the
South Western district of Ireland; if you
have not seen these great bulwarks, that
stand as redoubts to the continent of Europe
against the force of the great ocean, you can-
not form, from seeing English hills, or even
Welsh or Wicklow mountains, an idea of
these out-works of Ireland; they look as if
Noah’s deluge kere first operated, and the
windows of Heaven had opened here parti-
cularly, and washed them bare to the very
bone. No bog, no soil, no verdure on them
—all grey and rugged in the anatomy of their
stratification: amidst these everlasting hills,
arose in peculiar prominence, Mount Gabri-
el. Why, my lads, said I, is yonder moun-
tain called by such an outlandish name; one
would think it was brought here by Oliver

Cromwell, it has such an un-Irish—such a
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Saxon name ? O! then, says Pat Hayes,
who wasone of the most talkative of the par-
ty, a fine youth, with a huge curly head,
that disdained the wearing of a hat ; a broad
face, giving ample latitude for the grin of an
immense mouth, which as belonging to an
Ichthyophagous, or fish-eating animal, was
set with teeth bright and sharp like those
of a sea lion, or a walrus. O! says Pat,
it is a pity that the blockhead is not here to
tell the gentleman the story about this, for
sure and certain such poor garsoons as the
likes of us, know little, and care not the tail
of a herring for such ould stories. And who,
said I, is the blockhead2 O, says my friend
the Vicar, who sat beside me at the helm,
the blockhead is an old man living up on the
mountain, who, from his great memory, his
knowledge of cures for cattle, charms against
fairy-struck people, experience in bleeding,
acquaintance with legends about the good
people, the Milesians, and Fin M¢Coul, is
called far and near, the BLockuEAD.

My dear fellow, will you to-morrow bring
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me to that man; I would pilgrimage over
many of your hills to get into chat with him;
for said I to myself, this is just the man that
I want. And Crofton Croker shall not make
all the Fairy legends of the South his own.
—Ah my good friend, do bring me to the
blockhead to morrow. Why, yes, to be sure,
-—but stay, can you speak Irish? Not a
word, to my sorrow be it spoken. Well
then go home first and learn Irish, for Tha-
dy Mahony can speak no other language.—
Well boys, can none of you (as I cannet get
it out of the blockhead) tell me about Mount
Gabriel; O! yes, Sir, says Pat Hayes, my
godmother used to tell me it was called
after the Angel Gabriel, who came, you
know, from Heaven to deliver the happy mes-
sage of mercy to the Virgin—ever blessed be
her name. And so on his return, as he was
flying back, he looked down upon Ireland,
and as he knew that in time to come, this
honest island would never part with the wor-
ship and duty it owes to the Mother of God,
he resolved to take a peep at the happy land,
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that St. Patrick was to bestow for ever on the
Virgin. So down he came, and perched on
the western peak of that mountain; the mark,
they say, of his* standing is there to this
day, and his ten toes are branded on the
rock, as plain as if I clasped my four fingers
and thumb upon a sod of drying turf; and
just under the blessed mark, is a jewel of a
lake, round as a turner’s bowl, alive with
trout ; and there are islands on it that float
up and down, east and north, and south;
but every Lady-day they come floating to the
western point, and there they lie fixed under
the crag that holds the track of the Angel’s
foot. With conversation such as this, we
beguiled the row until we passed two long
islands that sheltered the entrance of the bay
of Skull-and now we were abroad on
what appeared to a poor landsman like me,

to be the great Western Ocean ; and oh!

* A Correspondent acquainted with the country and the
Irish language, informs me that the Irish name for the moun-
tain is Knockcushthe—Knock signifies hill, and cush—foot.
—The Mountain of the foot.
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what a noble expanse, as East, and West,
we ran our eye coastward.—To the right,
Baltimore; to the extreme left, Crookhaven,
and the Mizen head, and studded along,
rose

Sea-girt isles,
That like to rich and various gems, inlay
The unadorned bosoms of the deep.

And here and there this bold coast had its
high head-lands, and cave-cut promontories,
relieved with fortresses of other times, pleas-
ing to the eye from their picturesque forms
and positions ; interesting to the mind, from
the associations connecting us with days gone
by, of romance, enterprize, and peril.
Eastward, the dark Rosbrine, the Forta-
lice of Felimey O’Mahony, the pirate and
the Popeling, under the shelter of whose
strong hold the Spanish Jesuits from Valla-
dolid and Salamanca landed, and diffused
their deadly animosity against Elizabeth and
the Reformation.——Here Archer, Sanders,
and Allen concocted the furious insurrections

[ of Byrone and Desmond; and hither came
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Carew, the Lord President, withall the pow-
er of Munster, to quell the pride, and lay
low the bulwarks of the Bishop of Rome :
and where is now the Psalter of Rosbrine—
the rhyming record of all the pious practices,
and crimson aechievements of these sea
Lords. Nearer again, Ardtenent Castle,
another cliff-nest of these Mahonys; and in
the western offing, look at the Black Castle
out there, like a solitary cormorant watching
all day long its prey on her rock-perch. And
westward still, the bold and high Ballydive-
lin, see how it cuts the elear blue sky with its
embattled loftiness. O ! says Denis O’Dris-
col, one of the boatmen, as he rested on his
oar, many a white bone, bleaching under
sea and sun is wet and dry, day by day, under
that old Castle ; there lie the unburied bones
of two tribes of the Mahonys-—Justin Oge,
and Carberry Buy O’Mahony of the North.
They fell out about a prey of cattle, and
met here to deeide the feud on that sunny
strand ; for a summer’s day they fought hand

to hand, and foot to foot. Justin’s true love,
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the sloe-eyed Grace O’Sullivan, sat on the
tower of Ballydivelin. Justin fought under
the weavings of his Girace’s scarf ; and Car-
bury Buy never feared, or pitied, or forgave,
—on they fought, till the sun sinking over
Crookhaven, looked on them all lying life-
less on the strand, like tangled sea-weed ; not
a mother’s son remained alive to wake or
carry to the grave the exterminated tribe.

It was now time to look seaward, where
the southern expanse lay beautifully green
—a liquid jasper beneath your eye; but like
sheeted quick-silver before it.—Thus the
ocean in all its smooth splendour, lay bask-
ing beneath the sun; quiescent after its equi-
noctial troubles, and yet there was a long,
full, slow swell, heaving in from the south ;
like the calm breathings of a Giant’s sleep,
it majestically raised our little skiff, and laid
us down again; as if it would say in the
treachery of its ¢ grim repose,”” how could
I do harm—I who had never been on the
ocean before—who had never crossed any

sea, except the narrow channel that divides
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Woales froin Dublin, now, out in a little bark
on the skirts of the Atlantic, I was greatly
struck with this awful swell, that seemed as
an attribute of its own great grandeur, uncon-
nected with the influence or operation of any
other element. As we rowed along, we came
near an island, on the western side of which
was a little sandy cove protected by an old
shattered castle, whose top was covered with
grey moss, and its base clothed with sea-weed,
and studded with limpets.—This was evi-
dently, in distant times, the hold and retreat
of some dark rover of the deep—some bar-
barian that united the bold bad occupations
of the smuggler and the pirate. In latter
days, within man’s memory, it was the scene,
of shipwreck, ruin, and plunder. Before
light-houses were established, and placed
under the now admirable arrangements on
those coasts, it was too much the practice,
for the barbarian dwellers of these rocks and
isles, to hang out false lights to lure unwa-
ry vessels in dark and stormy weather, to

venture in and to go to pieces on these
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rocks.* 1In this way, on a dark and howling
night, was a wisp of potato stalks kept burning
on the top of the Castle, and Denis Mahony
who had the care of the light, says to his son
Felix, Phelim my boy, I see a light, it seems
to be on this side the Calves —sure enough a
vessel has mistaken our lucky wisp for
Crookhaven light ; in she comes, give me a
fresh wisp.—She is our’s, as sure as thereisa
cottoner in Cork.—There she drives, sweep,
crash, on the Seal rock ; Phelim, my darling,
she is our’s.—Such was the language of the
old wrecker ‘to his son. The whole family,
the whole islanders were soon down on the

shore—an African trader had struck on the

* T am informed by one who knowsthe southern coast better
than a hasty traveller can, that the most approved method of
alluring a vessel amongst the rocks of this dangerous coast,
was to tie a lanthorn about the neck of a horse, and send him
otit to graze along the shore ; and the tossing of the light as
the animal lifted or lowered his head, resembling the moving
of a ship’s light, mariners were induced to belicve that they
might safely keep rearer shore as a vessel was seen still nearer
than themselves ; and thus they struck upon the rocks—this was
also the established custom in Connsmarra and Erris on the

western coast.
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rocks, and the people were busy, not in sav-
ing either crew or vessel, but in getting on
board the wreck, and plundering and tearing
up every thing to pieces ; the best and only
thing that can be said for them was, they did
not commit murder. She was laden with
the rich produce of the African coast—gold,
ivory, gums, ostrich feathers, &c. &c. The
crew next morning were put on shore at Bal-
timore-—they made the best of their way to
Cork—they complained to the authorities,
and a Commissioner of Excise, with somesol-
diers, were sent to the wreck; but all the
property was plundered, nothing but the
shattered hull remained. But what became
of the enriched people? Little good, in
troth, says John Bennett, gold dust was ea-
sily secured, bags wereburied, and their for-
tunes made ; as for the ivory, the Guager
might take that, it was of no use to them;
but the women wear the foreign feathers to
this day, and many a year after, girls of the
Mahony’s of Castle-island were known at a

patron or fair by an ostrich feather stuck to
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the side of their caps. DBut what good did
all the gold do the Mahonys? Arra, they
were worse off than their neighbonrs—what
came over the devil’s back went under his
belly—they sold the gold to pedlars and
shopkeepers, in Baltimore and Skibberreen,
they bought tobacco by the roll, and whis-
key by the hogshead, they brought a piper
from Bantry, and a fidler from Clonakilty,
they lived as well as a Priest at station, eve-
ry day from Saturday to Thursday, eating
bacon,swilling whiskey, dancing, and running
lewdly to the devil, until at last, the fever
came amongst them : they died like sheep of
the red water. Oh! it was a bad day for
the Mahonys that the Neger’s gold came
amongst them—the church-yard has them all
now except an old man, who has no son to
carry him to the grave ; what good did the
Neger’s gold do him, the lone beggarman ?
Now as we approached Cape Clear island,
the wind began to rise from the north-east,
a sharp curl rose upon the sea, which one of

the young men said was called in Irish the
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rootings of the pig. As we neared the island,
we observed a little harbour partly defended
from the south-west wind, by high and cavern-
ed cliffs; to the right lay a castle called Duna-
more, or the Golden Fort, a most pictur-
esque object, built on a rock beneath a beet-
ling precipice. Half of this structure lay in
large masses of ruin, round which the sea
rushed, growling as in triumph over its fallen
honours ; the remnant still stood, dark and
shattered, the ready victim of some future
storm. Just as we sailed under the cliffs,
and turned our helm into the snug cove,
was an old church, clothed with ivy, lichens,
and wall-pepper, and the first sight that met
my eyes in landing directly under the church-
yard, was a human skull, that lay tossing
about, as idle as an egg-shell. It has often
struck me, what little consideration the Irish
have for human bones—these memorials of
their own mortality—they seem to pay no
regard to the relics of their once loved
friends, when committed to the grave. I

particularly remarked this, all through the
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county Cork, and nothing to me could be
more revolting, than to see in all their bury-
ing grounds and abbeys, human bones heaped
together in immense stacks, or tossed about
mouldering, crumbling, and decomposing,
covered with nettles, hemlock, and rank
weeds. I observed to one of our rowers,
that there was a large skull. O! Sir, it is
nothing to the skull and bones of Cornelis
O’Driscol, whose thigh bones they keep for
the people to kiss on the chapel altar. And
who was Cornelis O’Driscol? Oh the big-
gest man that ever was born, but the best
naturcd fellow that ever supped milk. He
could beat a whole faction at a fair, and he
could drive a ball with his hurl as high as
Mount Gabriel, but he never kilt a man that
he was not sorry for it, and his heart was as
tender as a sucking chicken, and then he was
so huge and strong. One night, God rest
his soul, he was lying along the fire-side, and
his old father was sitting under the hob on
the other side. The wind was strong from

the south-west, there was a spring-tide, and
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it raining so, that you would think cvery ca-
bin in Cape Clear would be washed away.
Cornelis, says the old father, did you moor
the launch well to the rock—my life to a
hap’worth of tabeccy you did not, you needle
legg’d red shank ; get up you spalpeen, and go
moor her tight, or the tide will toss her away,
and what will we do catch the hake and her-
rings for the wife and childer next Summer.
Up, without saying a word, got Cornelis,
and out he went ; it was well he was strong
and long, for there was so high a wind, and
a stream running so strong from the rocks,
that it would have driven or washed ano ther
man into the sea; but down went Cornelis,
breasting the wind like a sea-gull; he caught
up his father’s launch, just as readily as I lift
this spar, and clapping it under his left arm,
he brought it up clear and clean, and laid it
in the cabbage garden, behind the cabin ;
and so my dear soul, when the neighbours
went out in the morning, they found the
launch, which would have taken four good

men to row out to sea, carried like a potato
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basket, and laid where boat was never seen
before, since Cape Clear was an island*

While I was thus prating to poor Pat Hayes,

* A valuable correspondent has given me another version of
‘the story of the strong man of Cape Clear.—He inforns me that
itis true there was 4 man on the istand of remarkable strength,
and who may be remembered by persons yet living, but his
name was Cadogan. ¢¢ I heard many stories of him in my boy~
ish days, among which was, his power of lifting enermous
weights. One of the best stories I have heard, and I have
reagon to believe it true, is the following :—A revenue officer
with a small party went into the island on information of
smuggled goods- -Cadogan not liking such intruders, was de-
termined to take measures, but without bloodshed, to prevent
what was deemed an invasion of the islanders’ privileges; ac-
cordingly having with some followers surrounded and disarmed
the party, he seized the officer with Herculean gripe, and
holding him over the brink of a tremerdous precipice, he ad-
dressed him in words like the following-—¢ You see now, Mis-
ter S. how like a fool you are after acting, in coming to trou-
ble the dacent and quiet people of this little place of an island,
warnting as you do to speil our little trade,—are you not now
in my power? might I not drop youasa gull would a herring
into the sea there below, and what could you do then? But
no, Mr, Gauger—give me your oath as a Christian, and your
honour as a gentleman, that neither you nor your people shall
ever set foot on this island again, and I will draw you in to
myself, and let you go home to your wife and childer like a
happy man, and you will haveé my blessing going along with
you.”  Youmay be sure the officer acceded to the proffered
terms; and so he and his men were dismissed with no otiher

injury than what they suffered from their fear<.’”

Q
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I was joined by my friend, the Vicar of the
island parish, out of which he receives the
immense sum of £30. Yes, said he, it wasa
curious scene the day I was inducted into my
Vicarage in this old ruin. The people,
when they saw me with my surplice on, and
reading English prayers, thought I was come
to change their religion—they believed I
was here to invade the province of the
Priest ; old women surrounded the walls
chattering Irish, and groaning, the boys
howled, the men scowled, and looked gruff
and angry, and perhaps something worse
would have been done, if sonie one who could
speak Irish, had not éxplained, that there
was no intention of doing them harm, or
changing their religion. By the way, the
Priest is a Prince paramount here, absolute
master of the bodies and souls of these is-
landers; none dare dispute his word, for hea-
ven and supernatural powers are on his side.
Some very few years ago, certain persons
that the ¢ Soggarth,” or Priest, did not like,
had established themselves in the Castle of
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Dunanore, which I have justspoken of: I did
not hear exactly in what way they offended,
perhaps they were smugglers, and did not
pay the regulated fees, or dues, but out of
Dunanore they must come. Now you see
how yonder castle is perched on a rock in the
sea, the approach to it is by a narrow cause-
.way, the breadth of a man’s path; on either
side is the boiling tide daucing and springing
about ; a single stone thrown from the castle
would have sent the Priest to purgatory ;
but on the sacred man marched, who dare
touch him; he bore a charmed life—he walk-
ed on surrounded by the halo of reverential
respect, and stouter than mortal would he be
that dare bar his entrance. “Out of this, ye
vermin—out of the castle, pack every mother’s
son of you: begone, or I will send the old
walls tumbling about your ears.” The man-
date was obeyed, one took up a stool, another
a bed-post, the children carried pots, porrin-
gers, and trenchers, and when all were gone,
like the children of Israel departing out of
Egypt; then it was that the Priest, taking
02
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out bell and breviary, pronounced his curse,
and down with tremendous crash, and dash,
went the half of the old castle into the sea,
and there the remainder of it now stands, a
memorial and mark of priestly power. My
good reader, do not be in the least incredu-
lous, for all this must be quite true ; every one
on the Island believing it, except a few poor
heretics of the water-guard. But you will
ask, is this omnipotent Priest still in power
on this island ? No, he is not, it would have
gladdened mine eyes to have beholden him.
Alas! mortal man, even in the midst of his
might, is given to faults, and must bend to
fate, and our friend of the castle had one fail-
ing-—and if, in anyinstance it would be excus-
able, it was here: in the dark and misty at-
mosphere that surrounded him, after his chil~
ly walks over the barren heights of his parish,
on returning home to his lonely parlour,
with no companion but his breviary—none of
the charities of domestic life around him—
no one in the world near him that had a

claim to say, live for me; what wonder is it
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that he fled to the bottle for refuge from the
sense of desolation and one-ness ; what won-
der that he souglht in brandy, from that arti-
ficial excitement of spirits, which could lift
him up from the prostration of all those
hopes, endearments and associations, that
make life to others desirable. His end was
awful and sudden; he left his island parish
either for the purpose of relaxation, or bu-
siness, and landing at the town of Baltimore,
he went to a public house, and called for a
quantity of spirits; it was left with him in
his apartment. In a few hours, those that
came into the room found the liquor drank,
and the Priest no more. ‘

It is now time to think of the Water-
guard : youknow, says my friend, it was not
to prate about old bones or castles I came
with you ; will you come about my business ?
Yes, certainly ; I hope, though feeling an in-
terest and amusement in old legendary sto-
ries, and the play of a people’s superstition,
I do not set the less value on the work, the

. efficiency, the furtherance of Divine truth :
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onward, let us go. So we toiled along a
eraggy path, that led us to a hollow sort of
ravine, that seemed to cut the island in two,
and connected two coves, or bays—one on its
north, and the other on its south side. In
this sheltered hollow was the house of the
water-guard, a crew of about twenty sailors
with their families, who are stationed here
to put a stop to smuggling on the coast; and
what a contrast was here between the hovels
of the Irish, and this neat little habitation :
low and lonely as it was, it was trim and
clean ; and more than that, about men, wo-
meu, and children, there was a neatness and
a tidiness, a decorum and a keeping in dress
and furniture, evincing, that wherever an
English family is stationed, let it be cast
wlhere, or tossed how, still it retains the in-
delible character of superior comfort, and
that irrepressible self-respect, that holds it-
self entitled to enjoy, and bound to preserve
order, cleanliness and decency; and it was
quite delightful to see how respectfully they

approached their minister—how the women
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came round him with their little ones—how
the urchin “climbed his knee, the envied

kiss to share,”

all anxious to catch the good
man’s smile, all clamorous to bid him wel-
come ; for indeed it is not often in the year
that this island can be approched in an open
boat—all through the winter it is impossible.
You then, good reader, who enjoy the bless-
ings of a pfeached Gospel, who have the
word of salvation delivered to you Sunday
after Sunday, who experience fully ‘ how
beautiful are the feet of those who bring the
glad tidings of peace,”” you who thus in rich
abundance hear ¢ the ingrafted word which
is able to save your souls;” what can you
know of, how can you estimate the wants of
these poor destitutes, condemned to see Sab-
bath after Sabbath pass silently away, with-
out hearing the announcement of God’s in-
finite love to poor sinners—no toll for them
of the dear church-going bell-—none of these
greetings and Christian communings that
congregating parishioners hold together;

when taking sweet counsel together, they
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pass onwards towards the house of Geod. In-
deed these poor secluded people seemed in
the fullest extent to know their deprivation,
as, in the words of the Prophet, they felt a
famine, “ not of bread and water, but of
hearing the word of the Lord.”” 4th Amos.
Well, in a short time all were assembled ;
the rough, but steady respectable seaman,
his trim and tidy wife, the blushing, bloom-
ing daughter, the bluff boy, with his cate-
chism in his hand ; all met in a comfortable
room, that contained the well arranged fur-
niture of a kitchen, with its cleanly move-
ables calling up the associations of a kitchen’s
goed cheer, and at the same time displaying
the neatness and snugness of a parlour. We
will read first a chapter in the word of the
God, said the Vicar, and the 14th of John
was opened. Reader, this dear consoling
chapter mnust surely be familiar to you. If
you havye experienced your birthright of sor-
row and suffering—if ever the Holy Spirit
has convinced you of the exceeding sinfulness
of sin,—if, taking of the things of Christ,
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it has displayed before you the precious-
ness of a Saviour—then doubtless you have
made this chapter your friend, and have ex-
ercised yourself in it—for, if deprived of all
the rest of the word of God, if but the one
leaf of the Bible, containing this chapter,
floated ashore, it were enough to console an
exiled Emperor at St. Helena, or a deserted
Selkirk on Juan Fernandez ; amidst the soli-
tariness of destitution, and the abandonment
of the world, it would prove a castle of com-
fort. ¢ Let not your heart be troubled, ye
believe in God, believe also in me. Jn my

’ and

Father’s house are many mansions ;’
thus the consoling Saviour proceeds, telling
of all the fulness of his sufficiency, ¢“the way,
the truth, and the life;” no where to go to
but to e, no way to go but by me, that you
may attain eternal life. Lord, then (as a
Christian saint has said,) we will follow thee,
by thee, to thee. Thee, because thou art the
truth, by thee, because thou art the way, to
thee, because thou art the life. And so pro-

mising the Comforter, bequeathing peace,
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the Saviour concludes this precious chapter,
rich as it is in glorious truth, and abundant
in consolation, with his farwell words, ¢“Arise,
let us go hence.”

The place, the occasion, the adaptation of
the chapter to the wants, the feelings of these
exiled people, (connected perhaps with the
visible excitement of him who communicated
the exposition, and prayed with his whole
soul for grace, and peace, and salvation
through the Lord our righteousness,) gave
such a tone of feeling to the entire transac-
tion, that there was not a dry eye in com-
pauy. One old seaman, with a countenance
as weather-beaten and time furrowed as one
of the cliffs of the isle he guarded, sat before
us, the very personification of manly feeling
—the big drops coursed down his cheek, and
yet no change of countenance, like a summer
shower falling on the sea-ward rock, only to
cool and brighten it in its passage.

But it was time to depart ;—and wont you
come again to us soon; and sure, says an old

motherly woman, your Reverence wont for-



SOUTII OF IRELAKND. 235

get to bring a Testament with large print:
and sure, says the mother of two beauteous
children, you will not forget the catechism
for Mary and Jane; and thus they followed
with blessings and remindings, until we got
out of sight. The parties who had thus ta-
ken sweet counsel together, never perhaps to
meet again on this side of eternity.

But it was a pity to depart without ascend-
ing the summit of the island, without look-
ing down on the fine stretch of land and sea
that the light-house hill presented; so on we
toiled a devious track, up towards the sum-
mit. As we passed along, a girl of about
fourteen passed us by; she appeared to be
of the peculiar and indigenous and fixed
breed of the island, as did the sheep and
lambs. The lambs were like motherless
kittens, with wiry and starvation hair, in-
stead of wool ; and this girl, I never saw
such a specimen of an uncaught and untutor-
ed savage,—her hair was of a deep madder
red, her eyes ferret-like, sparkled from under

hair unacquainted with comb or cleanliness;
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when she neared us, apparently to avoid the
stranger and the enemy, as she considered
us, she ran off, barefooted, on the stony rock,
whining and gabbering Irish. Further on
as we ascended the hill, we came into a snug
hollow, in which was a low hut without a
chimney, covered with a net work of ropes,
to save the thatch from the stripping of the
storm ; and there came forth from this hive or
hovel, a hum as if from a wasps’ nest. This
may be the Cape Clear School, said my
friend, let us go in and see the seminary; so
bending double to pass, as through the aper-
ture of a cavern’s mouth, we descended into
a hole, as dark, smoky, and smelly, as the
cave of Cacus; but in a short time, our eyes
assimilating themselves to the palpable ob-
scure, could observe about twenty children
sitting on stones, humming forth their les-
sons like hornets preparing to swarm ; every
little healthy, ragged, fish-smelling urchin,
had a bit of a book in his hand-—one had a
leaf of Reading made Easy, another a scrap
of the Church of England Catechism, ano-
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ther a torn copy of the Heart of Jesus, and
a big girl was poreing over a large octavo
volume, covered carefully with a case of
green stuff; the name of this useful book
was the Gentleman Instructed. The furni-
ture was of a heterogenous character, be-
speaking the multifarious occupations of the
pedagogue. In a corner by the fire-side was
his bed, over which were hanging sundry
kinds of fish put to smoke or dry, over the
door were nets and rods, along the walls
were hanging a number of dead rabbits, and
over the game was suspended a bag full of
feetid ferrets, all which bespoke, that inde-
pendent of his college, this worthy Princi-
pal, drew much of his livelihood from the sea
in summer, and from the sandhills in winter.
Then the quaint look of the Ludimagister
himself ; his wig, that seemed to be made
of the dag wool of the hairy sheep of the is-
land, grown small by scratching, hung on
the left side of his head, being pushed away
by the pen which was fixed in his right ear.
With a magisterial scrape of the foot, and an
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imporlant bow, he bade us welcome. Sir,
says the Vicar, I am glad to see a school es-
tablished on the island, I hope you are doing
well.  Oh yes, Sir, very well indeed, his Re
verence the Priest approves of my method ;
I came in order to please his Reverence, my
“ Magnus Apollo,” and teach the natives
not only the rudiments of reading and
writing, but also arithmetic scientific and
commercial, gauging, surveying, and naviga-
tion, the use of the globes, geography, and
the mathematics, and I have left my late
establishment in Courtmasherry, and the
Lord will, T trust, prosper me in the desire
to communicate the liberal arts to the poor
islanders. Having delighted some of the
little scholars by asking them to spell a few
words, and giving them half-pence, we eva-
cuated the academy, and my friend said on
leaving it, I am glad the new Priest is suflici-
ently liberal to allow a school to be esta-
blished here. The owner of the island some
time ago built a school-house, and offered to

pay a master, hut the Priest, his miraculous
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Reverence, said he would allow no School,
they were well cnough without learning;
the fish were caught, and the potatoes grew
without it,and men could doall that man want-
ed, eilt, drink, and sleep. It was a happy little
place, and he would not alter things, or turn
what was well enough ‘nside out—such were
his authoritative reasons. He argued ¢ if
ignorance be bliss, ’tis folly to be wise !!”
And now we had arrived at the summit of
the island, and looking abroad into the im
mense Atlantic, might in fancy imagine we
saw the sons of Milesius, the dark riders of
the ocean, coming in their thirty ships to the
invasion of Ireland ; and if we had faith be-
fitting a proper Milesian descent, and ima-
ginations worthy of a Gadelian pedigree, we
might fancy we saw the Tuatha Danaan
assembling round their circles of power, and
raising incantations to bar the entrance of the
invading fleet into the river of Kenmare. We
might figure ourselves as surrounded by the
very magical mist that gave Ireland the form

and figure of a pig’s back, and from whence
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in bardic story it hasbeen called Hog-island,
and from hence probably it has retained a
propensity for pigs and pig-styes to this day ;
but divesting my narrative of these Milesian
imaginations, in sober seriousness, we saw
nothing but the wide stretch of ocean, now
looking dreary and darkly towards the south,
in accordance with the dim and gloomy des-
tiny that seems to hang over the Spanish Pe-
ninsula. We observed the fishing smacks
hastening in, and one of our oars-men gave us
warning that there was every appearance of
a rapid change, and threatening marks of a
rising gale of wind : still it was fair and
calm where we were, beneath us was the
whole island, a congeries of rocks and cliffs ;
to look at it, it might be said to be incurably
barren, and yet to see it studded as it was
with human habitations, and teeming with
people, you might imagine that they fed on,
and digested stones. But like the sea-birds
around, they merely nested upon these rocks
—they owed to the teeming ocean the entire

of their sustenance—indebted to it for the
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weed that produced their potatoes amidst the
rocks—and drawiug from thence the fish that
made the potato palatable. In the centre
of the island lay a lake, the qualities of
which, as we were informed by one of our
men, were not more strange than useful ; it
saves the necessity of soap, it will wash your
shirt as white as a gull’s breast, without a
lather of suds ; steep a train oil barrel in it
for twenty-four hours, and it will come out
so sweet that it smells like a bean-blossom,
and you may churn butter in it. O! Gentle-
men, says he, it would amuse you to the heart
to see the women tucking flannel and frize
in it of a summer’s evening ; there is no
tuck-mill on the island, and yet, thanks to
the lake, and the legs of the honest women,
they have the finest frize in Munster—they
make it as lasting as leather; it would make
any one as merry as a miller to see the “Cal-
Ieens’ on a summer’s evening, as noisy as crows
in Lord Bantry’s rookery, sitting opposite one
another in the soft sweet water, kicking a
piece of cloth from one to another, until if
R
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came out as tight as a board. But on this
subject wec checked our communicative
friend, not having any ambition to know
more of thesc succedanea for the machinery
of a tuck mill.

I inquired ¢ What island is that to the
cast? it looks as if it had some fine land on
it; and of all the picturesque castles I have
observed on these shores, 1 think that yonder
is the most striking ; and then to north of
the castle 1 saw more ruins. Altogether, it
is an interesting island. I wish we had time
to row there.”—¢ Not, certainly, to day,”
said my friend, ¢ it is well even if we can get
home ; the clouds are coming down from the
mountains. —Look at Gabriel what a night
cap he is putting on; see the white horses
are beginning to ride on the wave. It will
be a hard pull on the boys to bring us home.
Pat Hayes, run down to the Cove and make
all ready to have us afloat and out to sea
immediately.”” So off Pat ran; and as we
followed him, descending the hill, T received

the information I wanted concerning lnni-
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sherkin. This island formed the wealth and
strength of Sir Fineen O’Driscol; that was
his castle of Dunalong, and yonder is the
Franciscan abbey which Florence O’Driscol,
when in wealth and power, built for the
good of his soul. Here thirty friars said
masses for the souls’ safety of these sons of
the sea, who but two often left their Chris«
tianity behind them when they gave their
sails to the wind, as their forefathers, when
going to be christened, kept their right arm
unbaptized, that it might be free to plunge
in deeds of blood ;—thus the name of O’Dris-
col was feared from the Bristol Channel to
the Shannon’s mouth; and so Florence
O’Driscol, the wrecker and the smuggler,
the rover and the ravisher, in order to settle
accounts with his Maker, built the monas-
tery; and thus the castle and the friary, kept
a regular and fair account with each other.
—The O’Driscqgls supported the men of God,
and the friars saved the souls of the sons of
the sea. But of all the O'Driscols none
maintained Dunalong, or the Ship Castle, in
R 2
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such bravery as Sir Fineen—none perpetrat-
ed his preys by land, or his piracy by sea, with
such address and success. He and his natu-
ral son, the dark Gilly Daff, or Black Gil-
bert, lived in right Milesian glory—what
was gained by barbarian force was spent in
profuse hospitality. 'The Ship Castle was
the seat of their strength and the storchouse
of their pllmdér : there the pedlars came to
purchase the soft goods and female drapery
that were robbed or smuggled from foreign
vessels : here the inland gentry came to pro-
cure the pipes of wine and Cogniac brandy
that were necessary te support the hospita-
lity of their inland fortresses; and thus Sir
Fineen, under the walls of Bunalong kept a
sort of fair—the produce of his adventurcs
on the ocean was exchanged for the cattle
and corn of the rich plains of Tipperary and
Limerick: and thus, in the curious combina-
tions of his fortunes and character, he pos-
sessed the attributes of a merchant, a mari-
ner, a pirate, and a Milesian chieftain. All

was fortunate and fair with Sir Fineen and
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his dark son, until in the net which he laid
privily for plunder, was his own foot taken.
Ou a stormy night, in 1539, as Black Gilly
was coming in his ten-oared launch from
locking along the line of the shore, he saw a
vessel in distress driving towards the entrance
of Baltimore harbour, with one mast cut
away, her rudder unshipped, and totally wa-
ter-logged and unmanageable. Up rowed Sir
Gilly, and proffered to pilot the vessel, and
tow her in safety into port, provided he was
well: paid. . “ What are you freighted with2”
—¢ Portugal wines. 'We belong to the cor-
porate merchants of Waterford, and we are
out from Oporto these three weeks.”” ¢ Give
me three tuns of wine,” says Gilly, ¢ and
you shall be safe in moorings in two hours.”
—*“Agreed,” said the supercargo; and in a
few minutes O’Driscol had her in tow, and
brought her safe to moorings under Duna-
long Castle. ¢ The fire of hospitality,” says
Gilly, ¢ was never out on my father’s hearth :
come from the dangers of the sea, come with

a hundred thousand welcomes to O’Driscol’s
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board.” With joy and gladness the master
of the vessel and his men went on shore; and
eagerly partook of the food and festivity of
Str Fineen : wine in abundance, and drugged
wine afterwards, were pressed on them, and
partaken of —and fast sunk in sleep and wine,
they left the vessel to her fate. Then it was
that the ckjeftain and his clan fell to work :
every bark on the isle was busy—and before
morning not a pipe of wine in the Sancta
Clara de Sozi but was stowed in the caverns
of the castle, or the ccllars of the Franciscan
convent : for Sir Fineen was ever the man
to be true to the Church ; he knew hé had a
long account to settle, and therefore the fall
tenth of whatever he won by land or sea was
sent to the convent, in honour of the Virgin
and St. Francis. Next morning, when the
master and crew of the Sancta Clara awoke,
they saw their ship riding very high in the
water —she sat on the sea as light as a drum;
and to their surprize and shame they expe-
rienced that the hospitality of their enter-

tainer was the snare of a thief and a robber.
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However, Sir Fineen helped to-ship their
rudder, aided them to set up a jury mast,
and with many dry jokes on the Waterford
merchants, he sent the Sancta Clara empty
away from the Ship Castle.

So far all went wondrous well. Night af-
ter. night, Sir Fineen got obstreperously
drunk; and not one in hall or kitchen-—cou-
sin, fosterer, and gossip—kern, oarsman, and
cuddy—all were at the free tap of the Wa-
terford pipes.  Gilly Duff always brought a
keg of the black drop, as he called it, when
he went his rovings on the coast, and often
his oarsmen saw'so double, that they missed
their‘;ourse, and were saved by a drunkard’s
luck. And even the good friars found it ex-
pedient to take a mutual oath that a suffici-
ent number of their Reverences should keep
in turn sober, in order that the thirty masses
might be said duly and daily for the soul of
their founder Sir Elorence. Thus all went
carousingly, in real Irish glﬁry, until one
fine morning in May, at day dawn, a three-

masted vessel was seen sweeping in under
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press of sail towards the castle.—The watch-
tower bell of Dunalong telled loudly. Up
started Sir Fineen and his son Gilly..  The
great thirty-oared barge was soon manned ;
and in proud appointment they pulled away
to hail the stranger, and bid him welcome,
when a whizzing shot passing over their
heads, bespeke the enemy and avenger; and
Captain Pierce Dobbin soon shewed he had
the will and power to do them evil. The
O'Driscols soon backed their oars, and re-
treated to their strong hold. The iron guns
were shotted on the battlements, the calivers
were pointed from the loopholes ; but what
could all their old artillery or defences avail
against the Waterford force, well appointed
in all the fmunitions of war, and commanded
by men as disciplined as brave ? And to en-
ter at a breach which was soon made in the
castle wall, Lieutenant William Grant and
his men land2d and marched to the storm.
Sir Fineen, 'fieavy and plump, thought in
good time of making his retreat, and in his

four-oared launch he stole off through the
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shallows, to his cousin, (’Sullivan Bear, of
Dunboy.

But not so Gilly Duff, he stuck to his de-
fences to the last ; he fought, and fired, and
swore, like one who feared neither God nor
man ¢ and when at last the Waterford men,
under the command of the gallant Captain
Grant, had forced the barbican and burst
into the castle, then Gilly, seeing all was
hopeless, scized a burning brand, and run-
ning to the powder-room over the porteullis,
cried, ¢ the ferret shall choke with smoke in
the hole where the rat dies,” and applying
the fire to a powder barrel, conquerors and
conquered were exploded into the air. Wil-
liam Grant alene stood unhurt in the deep
recess of one of the tower windows—and that
tower of the castle stood, but enveloped in
flames. 'The defeat and destruetion of the
O’Driscols were accomplished—but how to
save the bravest man in Waterford! The
flames were crackling around Itim ; burning
beams and melting lead falling on every side

made his station perilous, and lis standing
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every moment hotter and more intolerable.
“ Come, boys,” cried Lieutenant Toby But-
ler, ¢ there is only one chance under God for
his life ; give me that cross-bow.” And
then fastening a cord to a steel bolt, he
fired it fair and direct over Grant’s head.
¢« Catch hold of that string before it is burn-
ed, if you desire to be a living man—W illiam,
my boy, mind my bidding.” Grant did so.
“ Now draw up the rope. There now, fas-
ten it to the stone mullion of the window-—
slide down—that’s my hearty.” And Grant
in the twinkling of an eye was safe and sound
in the arms of his companions. The Wa-
terford men had their revenge. The city
standard floated on the summit of the island.
All Sir Fineen’s bawns, orchards, and villages
went to destruction. Even the Franciscan
friary was sacked and ransacked; and the
goodly friars, relieved from the responsibi-
lity of their thirty masses, wandered through
the abbeys of Munster, sighing amidst the
austerities of cold cloisters, after the flesh-

pots and wine-pipes of Innisherkin.
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Thus beguiling the rough way with the ca-
tastrophe of the O’Driscols, and after taking
some moderate refreshment under shelter of a
cliff, we pushed out into the deep. And here,
what a contrast ! The morning mirror was
now a boiling billowy chaldron. And as our
men pulled the little yawl out of the shelter
of the cove, the face of the troubled ocean was
truly awful—the wind directly in the hoat’s
bow--the waves comingon rapid and broken.
I have not marine terms to describe the eha-
racter of this sea; but it was the most the
men could do to keep the boat’s head to the
wind. We made little or no way ; and now
and then a high-headed billow washed over
us, and wet the men from head to foot; and’
yet, drenched and working as they were, they
joked away as joyously as if they were in a
tent at a fair.

A poor fellow from the island had begged
of us to take him to the mainland. He sat,
or rather lay, at the bow of the boat, for the
men would not let him sit up, lest he should

catch the wind. Every surge that washed
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over the boat drenched the poor fellow as he
lay along, and still the rowers, dripping as
they were themselves, amused each other in
bestewing Job’s comforts on the man, and
telling him to cheer up, for sure he was a ca-
bin pussenger. And still we made no way,
and now and then a wave would strike the
bottom of the boat, so that landsman as 1
was, I apprehended that we should swamp
and go to pieces. And now I looked to my
friend’s countenance, as he held the helm,
and saw a gathering seriousness upon it ; and
I observed him looking wistfully towards
the island : his look seemed to say, we must
indeed put about, and I was anticipating
what a pleasant time I should have to spend
on that place of barrenness. Well, said I to
myself, God send we may even get there ;
our friends of the water-guard will get us
some accommodation. But try, my good
friend, to face the gale for some minutes lon-
ger. While we were thus consulting, two
sail-boats coming from Jhe mainland ap-

proached, on the wings of the wind, which
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blew directly in their stern, and sent them
forward with the vclocity of arrows. As
they cutthe surge, gracefully and majestically
passing us, the men reclining at their case
set up an uproarious shout ; it was a malici-
ous triumph over our jeopardy and trouble—
¢ Oh boys,” says Pat Hayes—he with a
mouthful of ivory, ¢ we will never be able
to stand in Skull, if we let these Capers*
have the laugh over us—we are done for
ever if we put back to Clear—we may as
well when we get home, go spend the rest of
our days in Judy Mahony’s cabin, knitting
stockings, if we let these duck-footed fellows

cut capers over us:”’

and off he tugged his
dripping waistcoat.  All stripped to it, and
wrought at their oars as if instinct with new
life and power. I never witnessed such ath-
letic cxertion : I never saw such a display of
temper, spirit, and perseverence. They
gained their point : they won their way;
and the wind in some measure, in reward of

® The inhabitants of Cape Clear go on the mainland by the
naine of Capers,
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their bravery, having subsided, taking advan-
tage of the lee-shelter of the Calves islands,
&c. &c. we shortly after nightfall got safe
on shore.

Fare ye well, my fine young fellows of the
skiff of Skull—never, perhaps to see you
again; but long shall I remember your joy-
ous good-humour, your engaging good na-
ture, your full possession of all those quali-
ties which make Irishmen, with all their
faults, the most social and entertaining peo-
ple in the world.

C.0.

* . * Though the writer of these Sketches aims not at giv-
ing accurate or slatistical information, yet he is desirous, in
gratitude for the amusement aflorded him during his day at
Cape Clear, to call the attention of the public, as far as in
him lies, to the state of the poor Capers; and for that purpose
shall quote tho remarks of a correspondent, who can be de-
pended on :—* Unfortunately the great want of this island,
and the main cause of its poverty and depression is the defi-
ciency of a secure harbour, There are two indentures or
coves by which the island is nearly bisecied—one on the north
and the other on the south side ; they are wide at the entrance,
and without any indenture to secure vessels from a wind blow~
ing in, or from the dangerous agitation of a high swell : hence
the inhabitants are restricted to the use of very small boats,
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which they can draw on shore, and which can be used for the
purposes of fishing or pilotage, only in settled weather. A
harbour where decked vessels or large boats, like those of the
Kinsale fishermen, might ride securely, would soon make a
change in the circumstances of the inhabitants; they would
then be enabled to avail themselves of a situation so admirably
adapted for the deep-sea fishery ; and there is reason to think
that this is practicable: at all events the place would be worth
the cxamination of a Government Engineer,~-The south cove
from its immediate exposure to the ocean, is of course imprac-
ticable ; but the north cove is much more favourably circum-
stanced, and it is through that a mole or pier might be con-
structed at comparatively moderate expense ; and it would be
worthy of a paternal government to take measures conducive
to the well being of a numerous and rapidly increasing popu-
lation ; and the proprietor of the island, William W. Becker,
Tisq. would doubtless contribute to the work.

Now let us attend to the probable consequences of such an
improvement—an almost daily intercourse wonld be opened
between Cape Clear and the mainland--vessels would be ena-
bled to start either for fishery or pilotage, at every favourable
change of the wind—a permanent revenue establishment
might be formed iu the neighbourhood of the harbour, for the
prevention of smuggling ; and thus a little Protestant colony
would be settled there, perhaps a small church might be buiit
and a curate settled, and certainly a school-house established ;
and thus a Protestant Government would be entitled to say
we have at length done something for an island containing o
numerous race of hardy, honest, and adventurous natives ; and
which has hitherto never received the smallest favour, either
in the way of encouragement, or relief, or instruction ; and
to which attention has been as little turned as to Kamtschat-
ka.”’
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I also remember,” says the same correspondent, ¢ the
axtraordinary atiachment which the natives bore to their ap-
paveatly desolate island 3 so much so, that when crimes were
perpetrated amongst them, (and they were very rare,) the only
mode devised for repressing them was, that a tribunal autho-
rised by the priest and the proprietor, sentenced the delin-
quent to banishment to the mainland for a longer or shorter
period, commensuraic 1o the offence s and this punishment
proved so effoctual, that it was rarely found that a person so
punished ever attempted to commit a crime again; and no
jail prisoner ever returned lo the bosom of his family, after
long and loathsome confinement, with more delight, than the
poor Caper whose tiwe of banishment had expired, came back
to his beloved dsland.



SKETCHES

IN THE SOUTH OF IRELAND.

LETTER II

TO THE REV.THOMAS P.M—E.

DEAR SIR,
Havine abundant business to call me away
from the village of Skull, before I took my
leave of my valued friend and his hospitable
attentions, he asked me would I go and see
his humble little church—a plain building,
said he, and fitted for perhaps as plain, and
yet as ample a congregation as any in Ire-
land; few parishes even in Protestant Ul-
ster, can boast of a better filled house of
worship. We walked, therefore, some hun-
dred yards to this unadorned but neat build-

ing, which stands on a high elevation over
s
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the sea: and when its modest little belfry and
whitewashed walls send their bright shadows
over the water on a calm and sunny Sabbath
day, when all is still, when even the sea-birds
are silent on the rocks, and the toll of the
church-going bell circulates solemnly over
the bay,—the sacred sounds reverberating
from cliff, and castle, and cave,—it must be
a tranquil and blessed scene, as sun, earth
and occan harmonize with that peace which
religious worship communicates, and which
worldliness with all its pretences and pro-
mises, cannot give and cannot take away.

I observed in the grave-yard, that Protes-
tants and Romanists were buried in distinct
allotments. It was unseemly thus to carry
division even into the grave ; to see mortals
lie separate in their common clay, and divided
even in their dust, though believing in one
common God, and seeking to enter a com-
mon heaven by the only merits of one aton-
ing Saviour.

Here 1 was shown the grave of a holy

priest; I had seen one before at Kinsale,
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hut now I had more leisure to examine and
enquire concerning this object of a most de-
grading, disgusting, and barbarous supersti-
tion. Unlike every other grave in this large
cemetry, no head-stone was elevated, no
grave-stone covered thesacred dust, not even
a sod ¢ heaved its mouldering heap ;* but the
grave looked like a shallow pit, the bottom
of which way covered with small stones and
rags, scraps of cloth, cotton, and linen. On
enquiring why this grave had such a pecu-
liar aspect? I was informed that the clay was
all carried away, in order to be infused in
water, and drank by Catholics and their cat-
tle, as a cure for disease in the one, and a re-
medy against sin in the other; and that it was
deemed proper in every case when a devotee
carried the holy clay away, to bring back
the rag in which it was conveyed, and deposit
it on the grave. “ And pray,” said I, ¢ was
this Priest remarkable for his extreme sanc-
tity? Did the ¢ Divinity stir within him 2’—
did he walk as if God was with him ?—was he
a powerful preacher, able and successful in
s 2
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dividing the word of life, in speaking peace
to the wounded conscience, through the
blood of the all-atoning Jesus? Had his
ministry been blessed in the moral culture of
his people—and was he a constraining instru-
ment of Divine grace ¢ in turning men from
darkness to light, and from the power of Sa-
tan unto God ?’”  “ Why no,” says my in-
formant, “1 have not heard that there were
such scals to his sanctity as these; but it is
firmly believed he worked miracles. He
was proficient at curing the ague, rheuma-
tism, sore eyes, falling-sickness.”’— Well,
but was he a man of austere life ? did he de-
ny himself daily, and carry his cross 2 Ques-
tionless, he was an ascetic and mortified
man, another St. Jerome, or St. Anthony ?”
“ Why, no, not that either; for, if I am
rightly informed, he could eat until he was
full, and drink until his head was light, as
well as any other Father at a station ; and it
has been said, that coming home at night
from these reverend festivities, it was gene-
rally found necessary for two of the neigh-
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bours to walk alongside of his Holiness, to
keep him decently and safely straight upon
his saddle.—It is questionable whether Caf-
fraria, Tartary, or Hindoostan, can produce
any superstition more revolting or absurd
than this Ierolatria or Priest-worship of the

Irish.”’* -

* Extract from a Communicalion of Doclor Picknell, Physician
to the Dispensary of Cork, April 4, 1823,  Published in the
T'ransactions of the Fellows of the College of Physicians of
Dublin, vol. 4, p. 189.

This communication states that Mary Riordan, & native of
Cork, aged 28 years, was afflicted with a most surprising com-
plaint ; whereby at intervals she discharged by vomiting, &c.
quantities of insects of the Beetle species, some more than
half an inch long, in all stages of their existence—some aslar-
v, some as pup, and some in their winged state ; which, as
soon as they were discharged, flew about the room. The Doc-
tor, in anxiety to elicit every circumstance which might tend
to develope the mode of the introduction of these insects,
asked the patient had she Dbeen in the habit of eating clay ?
Her answer was, that when she was about 15 years of age,
two Clergymen of her persuasion died, and she being told by
some old woman, that if she would drink daily during a cer-
tain period a portion of water, in which was infused clay ta-
ken from the graves of those clergymen, she would be secured
for ever against disease and sin ; she accordingly walked to
Kinsale, a distance of twelve miles, where one of the clergy~
men was interred ; and succeeded in bringing away an apron
and hankerchief full of the clay from the grave. To this she
added some mugs full of clay from the other clergyman’s



262 SKETCHES IN THE

But (as perhaps in the course of my travels
I may find occasion to recur to this subject,)
I proceed to take my leave of Skull, and ask
you, reader, to accompany me to the north-
west, Bear patiently with me, and I shal]l at
my leisure take you to Killarney. On my
way to Bantry, I passed the dark and lofty
Mount Gabriel to the left, and took my
dreary way over a comfortless tract of coun-
try, the peninsula of Ivaugh, the ancient
territory of O’Mahony Fune; princes these
O’Malonys were of bogs and rocks enough :
and here the tribe of the O’Mahonys has
contrived to increase and multiply, and has
replenished those wastes with Paddies, pigs,
and potatoes. Let no one say, after looking
at these moors, studded over with cabins,
grave, who was buried in the city of Cork. Her practice was
to infuse from time to time, according to the exigency, ina
vessel of waler, a portion of the holy clay;—the mixlure
being always allowed to rest until the grosser particles of
clay subsided. She had been in the daily use of the water
medicaled according to this disgusting formula. The Beetles
discharged from the woman, were principally of the Bleps

Mortisaga species, which is well known to inhabit Church-
yards.
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and these cabins crowded with children, pigs,
goats, cocks and hens, that a poor Irishman
is not an industrious creature. No; look
at that string of men, women, boys, and girls,
toiling up the mountain-side with sea-weed
and sea-sand, in baskets on their backs. See
them reclaiming, from amidst rocks and bogs,
patches of ground on which to cultivate
their only food, the potato; and no one wit-
nessing this struggle of human industry
against nature, but must acknowledge that
the Irish can be industrious.

As T descended the highest ridge of the
mountain-chain which divides Dunmanus bay
from the southern coast I had just quitted, I
observed a druidical circle composed of a
number of upright rocks. From the posi-
tion of this circle of Loda, as Ossian would
call it, there is a magnificent mountain and
sea view, and at a short distance from the
circle are two upright pillars of stone, some-
what like obelisks, about fifteen feet high.
Such straight upright shafts of stone are of-

ten connected with, and scem to helong to
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the arrangements of that now obscure super-
stition that raised these circles, and which in
some parts of Ireland are called Fin M‘Coul’s
Fingers. I asked a man who was ploughing
in an adjoining field, what placed these stones
there. He said, that all he knew about
them was, that the old people called them
““the dance of the strange children.” These,
such a double-sighted antiquarian as Val-
lancy would pronounce to be the Tuatha
Danaan, who, dwelling originally in Greece,
on a fine day took a short sail from thence
to Norway or Lochlin, in order to learn the
art of magic; to raise circles of power to
Loda, and call up magical mists to confound
and envelope their enemies. Having ac-
quired all this knowledge, they came and
settled in Ireland, where they amused them-
selves raising stone circles, and setting up
rocking-stones and cromleachs, until, in an
evil hour for them, and perhaps for the
world, the swaggering, bragging, hectoring
Dons, the Milesians, chose to come in forty

ships, to possess this inviting island, whose
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history may well be called the Book of In-

vasions, *

* A Roman Catholic historian gives this character of these
Milesians, from whence the O’s and Macs claim honorable de-
scent :—<¢ Never have we read of any people so implacably,
s0 furidusly, so eternally set upon the destruction of one ano-
ther, as the progenies of Heber and Heremon. Never have
we heard of any other country upon earth so frequently, so
miserably, beyond almost all belief afflicted, harrassed, wasted,
-turned into a wilderness, by the accursed pride of her nobles,
tyranny of her princes, rebellion of their subjects, fury of her
men at arms, preying, sacking, burning all that stood over
the ground. Never has either book or man told us of any
pation besides Ireland, that beheld so many of her beauteous
fields so ruddy, all covered with the bloody gore of above 600
battles, fought by her own children, of the same language, li-
neage, religious rites ; tearing out the lives of one another,
partly for dominion, and oftener for mere revenge, Never has
the sun bestowed its light on any other land to behold 118 mo-
narchs slaughtered by their own disloyal subjects—24 of them
in battle, and the rest by downright assassination ; and what
is yet more hideous, 86 of them succeeded in their regal
thrones, by those men who had so villainously dispatched
them.”? ¢ But that which, in this whole account of battles
fought, and monarchs killed by their own natives, must be not
only strange but astonishing, is that the fury extended to many
ages of Christianity, or rather indeed ir a very great measure
to the whole extent or duration of their being a free people.
In the very first four hundred years of the Christian religion
flourishing in Ireland, with myriads of holy Professors; yet
these princes, and nobles, and mariial men were as furiously
given to the destruction of one another, as their ancestors bad
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Gentle reader, pardon me: 1 forgot that
you may not be so partial to druidical anti-

quitics and Milesian tales as I am. So we

been in the time of paganism —insomuch that of 33 monarchs
who reigned successively in that nation from Luogirius (in whose
reign 8t. Patrick entered upon the work of conversion,) to

the reign of Aodh Ordnigh, in which the first invasion of the

Danes began, 24 were by their own Irish Christian subjects
most unchristianly murdered in the Island of Sainfs, six of them
in battle, and eighteen without battle, or solemnity, or cere-
mony, than that of the vilést assassination ; and besides all
thiy, infinite were the depredations, wastings, burnings, of the
country, beside the endless harrassings of the poor peasants,
and even someétimes the violating of sanctuaries, burning of
churches, killing of clergymen, and abbots and bishaps too,
for company ;3 besides lesser fights and skirmishes without
number. By all which you may perceive that Christianity
wrought so little on that people, that for 400 years (the most
flourishing part of Milesian history,) their princes were more
fatally engaged pursuing one another with fire and sword,
ihan their Pagan predecessors had been,”” Nay, more, ¢ not
even the great holiness of some of their very meekest and
most justly celebrated saints has been exempt from the fatali-
ty of their genius of putting their controversies to the bloody
decision of battle, though they foresaw that the death of so
many thousands must needs have followed. Even Columb
Cille himself, sp religious a monk, Priest, Abbot, so much a
man of God, was nevertheless the very author, adviser, pro-
curer of fighting three several battles.””  So far Peter Welsh
in his Prospect of the Slate of Ireland, pp. 77. 101, And
was not this a pretty Spanish importation ? or are we to won-

“ler, readers, at the pertinacity in turbulence of this Milesian
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will pass on, if you please, round the head of
Dunmanus Bay, a very fine estuary, a safe
harbour, for any thing 1 know to the con-
trary—certainly to be admired for its fine
mountain and sea views. But sitnated as it
is between Crookhaven and Beerhaven, be-
tween Bantry and Baltimore bays, it can
bear no comparison with either, and sinks,
by juxta-position with its more favoured
neighbours, into insignificance. But before
we harry on, let me interest you my Protes-
tant reader, in the condition of the poor
Protestants of this south-western district of
the county of Cork, planted here originally
by the piety of the Boyles and other under-
takers of the plantafion of Munster. The
encouragement, the increase, the cherishing
of this Protestant yeomanry formed the pride
and honest boast of a Boyle, a Cox, or a
Carew ;

¢¢This bald peasantry, a Briton’s pride,
They knew, if lost, could never be supplied 5’

brood, or that a battlesome people or pugnacious Priesthood
should make Ireland like a steam-boiler, always full of hot
water, and always ready to explode ?
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and therefore they were as proud of the
number of their Protestants as of their acres:
but now that their absentee descendants
have other views and other partialities—as
the modern system of elective franchise has
changed the face of the country, and made
Ireland one wide expanse of populous pau-
perism, the Protestants are effectually dis-
couraged. There was something in the Bri-
tish stuff of which these Protestants were
composed, that made them revolt against the
slavery of being driven like a herd of swine
to the wallowing abomination of a modern
election ; there was a sternness of self-respect
in these men that did not suit with the abso-
lute prostration of private judgment which
landlords required ; therefore they were dis-
placed to make way for the more pliable
Papist. O, yes! if ever you want a tool for a
despot, go into the workshop of Popery; go
look there and you will find a man who has
made a spiritual surrender of his understand-
ing, and he is the ductile metal out of which
you may forge tools and subjects for arbitrary
power. '
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The ambitious land-owners of Ireland have
had, then, their wicked will of the land:
they have inflicted all the evils of universal
suffrage on the country, and given a fran-
chise to a population without property, and
the powers of freemen to men who are very
slaves. Oh, the short-sighted men ! they
little thought how transitory was to be their
time ; they little thought that they were
holding their power only iz commendam for
Popish Priests.—When they were making .
such comfortable nests for their own gran-
deur, they little thought it was to hatch
cockatrice eggs; when they sowed the wind,
they little dreamt they must reap the whirl-
wind.

May I be pardoned for this digression;
and, if reader, you won’t forgive, why throw
my tour aside. DBut if Lord Broghill or Sir
Richard Cox were alive, they would agree
with me in the bitterness of my contempt
for those purblind men, who have delivered
Ireland, hound hand and foot, into the hands

of priests.
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But, besides, the Protestant yeomanry of
the South did not answer for those grasping
landlords who insisted on pocketing the ut-
most penny their estates could produce. The
Protestant may not venture to promise what
he knows he cannot perform—he dare not
undertake the high rent that his Roman Ca-
tholic competitor binds himself to; he can-
not bring himself to the lazy contentedness
of living on dry potatoes; he cannot bear to
feed on an equality with his hog—without
the comfort of a bed to lie on, or shoe to
walk with, or a coat to cover him—the de-
cencies of a man, and a Christian man, whose
immortal soul is above a world’s value in the
sight of God and his angels : these he feels
himself cntitled to, and claims as his herit-
age; and therefore it is that when a propri-
etor canis away his farms to the highest
bidder, the Romanist is sure to get the land,
and the Protestant is forced to emigrate.
Besides, the poor Protestant lies under other
disadvantages, to a serious and religious

mind abundantly distressing. It may be, for
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the greater part of the year the comforts and
consolations of religion are denied him.
Possibly he may be seven or ten miles from
his parish church; possibly through the long
winter he is never able to bring his family to
public worship ; and what is he, thus circum-
stanced, to do? 'Why, pray to God to put it
into the hearts of those having authority, to
place good men in the ministry of such pa-
rishes ; men who are not merely content to go
when called for, but go about uncalled ; who
are instant in season and out of season ; who
are anxious and prepared to bring. Gospel
truth and the word of life, home to the cottage
hearth; by whose example and exhortations
the power of religion is revived, and a spirit
of prayer is excited—and thus that Holy
Being who heareth prayer,

———=Insome cottage far apart,
May hear well pleased the language of the soul,
And in his book of life the inmates poor enroll.””
Rejoice, then with me, you that delight in
the spread of the Gospel truth more than in

your necessary food, when I tell you that
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such are the men selected to serve the district
over which I now am travelling; and they
are sowing the immortal sged, and fruit is
bearing unto holiness; and if the cottage
cannot be brought to the church, the church
is brought to the cottage. and lo! itisa
beautiful thing, when, on the mountain-side,
of a fine still winter’s night, men are seen
walking along in light, each individual car-
rying in hand a blazing rod of bog fir, as a
lamp to their feet, to guide them to some
central house, where social worship is begun,
and the book of life is opened ;
¢ And kneeling down to Heaven’s Eternal King,
The saint, the father, and the husband prays ;

Hope springs exulting on triumphant wing,
That thus they all shall meet in future days.”

And now homeward they all take their seve-
ral ways. Not brighter the fir torches in
their hands, than the joy and consolation
they have acquired in communing together
on the truths and promises that are in the
Lord Jesus.

The road from Dunmanus Bay brings you
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over another parallel mountain-ridge ; and
after a tedious ascent, you crown the summit,
ant at once see the whole panorama of Ban-
try Bay under your feet; I challenge the
British Empire to show such a harbour, or
such fine land and sea scenery. Nothing I
have as yet seen in Wales, or England, or.
Ireland, is at all comparable to it; perhaps
Lough Swilly comes near it—but it must
yield the palm. It is inferior in climate,
mountain outline, and expanse of harbour.
Besides, Bantry Bay holds that beautiful
gem, . Glengariff, within the setting of its
wide and gorgeous ring.

As I stood on the southern ridge of moun-
tain, and looked across on a fine clear March
day—to the east, in the far blue distance,
rose Mangerton, in dark and lofty massive-
ness : to the left of it, M‘Gillicuddy’s Reeks,
their points piercing the “cumulo stratus”
of the clouds, and leavil;g you to guess at
their mysterious altitudes; nearer still to
the north-west, Hungry Mountain rising
like an embattled wall before you, and down

T
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the mural descent, as relieved from its black
ground, fell the cataract of Adrigoll, in a
perpendicular silver column of 800 feet!—
nearer still, facing the north, the Sugar-loaf
mountain, almost as white in its silicious
quartzose formation, as if it were chrystal-
lized sugar; directly under my feet was the
inner harbour of Bantry, protected and di-
vided from the outer bay by the green Island
of Whiddy; and up and down on that placid
water were studded isles and islets, one
crested with an ancient castle, another
crowned with a modern battery—here a Mar-
tello tower, there the ruins of a fishing
palace ;* and to finish the setting of this
vich jewel, the trees, woods, hills, and fine
mansion-house of Lord Bantry, his green
and highly dressed lawn, sweeping down in
casy undulations to the very water’s edge.
I cannot say how much I was struck with this
delightful tout ensemble. And certainly, as
was exemplified here, any thing that is admi-

* Fishing palaces, as they were called, were large esta-
blishments on the coast, where they used to care pilchards.
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rable, is made much more so by contrast. I
had for miles travelled over a dull and drea-
ry way—bare, desolate, unsatisfactory—rocky
elevatioas, or gloomy moors, crowded with
miserable huts, a population evidently and
fearfully encreasing, amidst difficulties and
privations altogether insufficient to check its
monstrous progress; and I had read Mal-
thus’s convincing but gloomy book; and,
war, pestilence, and famine, *({erribiles visu
Jormee,”’ rose up in Recessary association, as
summoned to feast on and make prey in fu-
ture, of this teeming population. It there-
fore was a pleasant relief coming down from
this disirict to rest on the sweet green shores
of Bantry Bay, to feast the eye on the
wooded hills, with all their herds and deer,
of Lord Bantry’s park, hanging as it does in
umbrageous verdure over this noble sheet of
water ; and to add to the full keeping of the
fine landscape, a large West Indiaman rode
in all the quiet repose of the secure and
land-locked anchorage.

But as travellers have other senses besides

T2
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sight to gratify, I must say, in justice to an
appetite very honestly earned, that its crav-
ings were for sundry days very amply and
agreeably gratified at the hospitable glebe-
house of the vicar of the parish. But, as
these sketches may reach our Vicar, I shall
not requite his good offices to me by wound-
ing the modest simplicity of his character;
and yet he must allow me to express the
wish that every parish in Ireland had such
a Vicar, and such a Vicar’s wife. Nay,
more, to breathe the hope that the Bishop
who appointed this useful man to his im-
portant station, may find his pillow smoothed
at his departing hour by the recollection of
having promoted many such working minis-
ters as he is.,

Of the town of Bantry I can say little.
A sea-port without trade, a harbour without
shipping, and a coast with a failing ﬁshery,
must leave this place the abode of poverty
and misery. Thirty years ago, Bantry Bay
was the scene of bustle, alarm, and terror.

One of the largest fleets, and conveying one
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the finest appointed armies that ever depart-
ed from the shores of France, cast anchor in
this bay. Humanly speaking, had this army
landed, nothing could oppose them ; the city
of Cork, in three days, would have been at
their mercy ; there was no military organiza-
tion in Ireland prepared to face the invaders
or counteract disaffection, which, though it
had not completely matured its plans, was
deeply disseminated and ramified amongst
Romanists and Jacobins. Had Hoche landed
and possessed himself of Cork, there was
every likelihood of Ireland being for a
time separated from England. But the pro-
vidence of God directed it otherwise. On
Christmas-eve, 1796, a hurricane came on,
with a fury that those who witnessed it
never can forget. 'The French Fleet was
driven out to sea, and Ireland, by the hand
of an all-disposing Providence, saved.
Immense sums of money, since that time,
have been expended in fortifying this har-
bour : some say to very little purpose. One
purpose I know has been gained—the Mar-
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tello Towers have added very much to the
picturesque beauty of the bay, and that suf-
ficeth me. The town of Bantry remains thus
poor still, in spite of the money lavished in
its vicinity. Even the proximity of a Noble-
man, who has the rare merit of staying at
home, is insafficient to counteract the evils
of a population, encreasing beyond the means
of subsistence. Leaving the town of Bantry
beset and buried amongst hills that seemed
to cover in shame its cabins, I proceeded
towards the north west, and about a mile
from the town, adjoining a pretty oak planta-
tion, a large rock jutted out into the road,
on the right hand: a poor man as we passed
it made a low bow. I asked a fellow travel-
ler what was the meaning of the man bowing
to the rock. 0, says he ¢ that is the rock
of the Priest’s leap. Don’t you observe in it
the impression of the Priest’s hands, feet,
and knees?”” ‘““Why I do observe some holes
in the stone certainly, like the impression
which a man’s knees and hands might make

on soft clay.”” ¢« Right,” says he, ¢ seeing is
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believing-—that is the very spot where the
Holy Priest landed, when he took his leap
from yonder mountain just before you to the
north. Yonder mountain is not only memo-
rable for this leap that the Priest took from
its topmost ridge when he landed here, but
it is also well krown as the best practicable
pass between this and Kerry. Was it not a
brave spring,—did you ever take a great run-
ning leap ? If so, you must have observed,
that the wider the jump, the deeper was the
mark your heels made. Just so you may ob-
serve, that even this good rock could not re-
sist the pound of the Holy Priest’s hands and
knees, when he descended from his perilous
spring.”” “Well, now, can it be possible
that the people believe in this bouncer of a
story 2”” ¢ ] assure you many of them do!!”

¢ But who was the Priest >—his story, my
good Sir, if you please.” ¢ Why that is
not so exactly ascertained, either as to time
or individual. Some assure you it was Fa-
ther Domnick Collins, who had been out

raising the country for the defence and suc-
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cour of O’Sullivan Bear’s castle of Dunboy,
at that time beleaguered by the Lord Presi-
dent of Munster. In the true spirit of one
of the newly established Seminary Priests,
he had gone forth in disguise to raise the
O’Sullivan tribes of Kenmare and Killarney,
the kindred clans of M‘Fineen Duff, and
M¢Gillicuddy. He was thus proceeding in
his vocation, when he was overtaken one day
in Glenflesk, and hotly pursued, by some Eng-
lish scouts, led on and guided by some trai-
torous Bonnaghs, who, careless of their coun-
try and the Catholic faith, sold both to the
Saxon churls, like a Moriarty or a Lutterel.
The Priest, well acquainted with the coun-
try, bent his flight up towards the great
mountain chain that divides Cork from Ker-
ry. The Irish kernes were after him hot foot,
and the English seouts toiled after him, as
well they might, panting and blowing ; and
now the race was near a close—the game was
all but run down—the breath of a redshank
was warming the Priedt’s back. In one mi-

nute more the mountain height was gained,—
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and in one minute more, he would have been
pinioned, and sent to the Lord Carew to gorge
the ravens as he hung from the barbican of
Dunemarc castle. But at the very instant
that the hand of a kern was stretched out to
grasp his shoulder, Domnick put up a prayer
to the Virgin, and then, strong in faith, he
made the spring from the topmost crag of the
mountain : off he went, sailing like an eagle
down the valley—soaring over lake, and
hill, and river—-floating on faith ; until he
pounced on that rock, which stands there, an
incontestible witness of the truth of the
transaction.”

Leaving the Priest’s rock, within half a
mile, we came to a turbulent stream.

> says my intelligent companion, it

“ Come,’
is worth your while to alight here. I can
show you what is worth your notice.”” Ac-
cordingly we proceeded some way along the
stream, and arrived at a very fine water-fall.
I have seen few finer; it is higher than the
fall at Ballysadare, near Sligo, or the sal-

mon-leap at Leixlip.  The river falls more
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than twenty feet, and plunges at once into
the sea. It tumbles into the ocean, like a
turbulent youth, in the midst of all his hot
and angry passions, intoeternity. - Thisriver
Moyallah, like every stream in this moun-
tainous district, is surprisingly clear ; un-
like the muddy Boyne or red Liffey, it is pel-
lucid as chrystal.

¢« Not more transpicuous the invisible air."”

It rushes thus amidst rocks, and boils be-
neath overhanging trees, until it starts into
the bosom of a beautiful bay, which expands
its azure waters to embrace the pure and
lively stranger. The place is called Dune-
marc. Here, according to the most veraci-
ous historian that ever claimed credit, Master
Keating ; Beth, the father of Ceasair, landed;;
he being refused admittance into Noah’s ark,
was advised by the devil to build a bark, and
commit himself to the waves; Beth having
taken the honest advice, with three men and
fifty-three women, (it must have been a noisy

crew,) set sail, and after being tossed to and
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fro for seven years and a quarter, over the
waste of waters, he saw Ireland like an eme-
rald set in the circle of the sea, and, as well
he might, he landed and took possescion.
Here was a fortress belonging to Marquis
Carew, Lord President of Munster, who was
so instrumental in quelling the invasions of
the Spaniards and the insurrections of the
Irish, in the reign of Elizabeth; ¢ when the
bigotted rebels (as Sir Richard Cox says,)
like virginal jacks, started up one after ano-
ther to disturb the reign of the heretic
" Queen.” Here it was that the Lord President
assembled his forces, when preparing to be-
siege Dunboy, the last strong hold of the re-
bels, after the discomfiture of the Spaniards
and Irish at Kinsale. Of Dunboy we may
have occasion hereafter to speak.

At Dunemarc I parted for a time from
Bantry bay, but purpose to bring my readers
back again.

I now proceeded on my road towards In-
chigeela, in an eastern direction. I rolled

rapidly along a capital road, and coasting the
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river Ouvane, by its northern bank, I came
within the gorges of the hills, which now clo-
sed me in on every side, and still ascending
along the banks of the noisy and sparkling
stream, I entered a pretty mountain val-
ley, wherein was a slated cottage, and a
pleasant little meadow, the whole surround-

ed by mountains; and at length

¢t The ascending vale

Long straitened by the mountain here was closed.”’

The road seemed to have got into what the
French call a ¢/ de sac, and you seem at a
dead stop unless you can say some such ta-
lismantic words to the mountain as  open
Sesame,” But all of a sudden you turn a
jutting rock, and enter the singular and stu-
pendous pass of Cooleagh. I have been
through the pass of the Scalp near Dublin.
I have wondered at the pass of Bearnosmore
in the county of Donegal; but neither can
bear a comparison with this chasm, which
nature has cut for two miles through these

mountains.
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Reader, have you ever read Southey’s
poem of Roderick, the last of the Goths ? and
if so, don’t you recollect his awful description
of the vale of Covadonga, in the Asturias.
By the bye, fine as it is, and good as is the
story of the destruction of the Moors there, I
believe he has taken his outline from Hofer’s
overthrow of a French army in one of the
passes of the Tyrol. At all events, g‘;ood
reader, read if you can get it, Southey’s poem
of Roderick, and if this little tour in no
other respect pleases you, you will owe it
thanks for directing you to one of the most
delightful poems of modern times. What
Southey says of Covadonga may be well ap-
plied to the pass of Cooleagh.—

¢ Here amidst heaps
Of mountain wrecks, on either side thrown high,
The wide spread traces of its watery might
The tortuous channel wound.”’
¢ No fields of waving corn were here,
Vineyard, nor bowering fig, nor fruitful vine,
Only the rocky vale. The mountain stream,
Incumbent crags, and hills that over hills
Arose on either hand. Here hung the yew—

Here the rich heath that o’er some smooth ascent
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I'ts purple glory spread—or golden gorse—
Bare here, and striated with many a hue
Scored by the wintry rain, by terrents here,
And with o’erhanging rocks abrupt.

Ilere crags loose hanging o’er the narrow pass
Impended. '

This deep and extraordinary chasm, which
nature has excavated through these moun-
tains, and which, within these last ten years,
has been taken advantage of, in order to
make an excellent road between Macroom
and Bantry, is really one of the most pictur-
esque things in Ireland. It is well worth a
journey to see its rocks and precipices : its
cliffs clothed with ivy, and here and there
interspersed through the masses of rock, old

holly aud yew trees, and occasionally an ar-

butus :—And then its strange and sudden
windings. You look bhack, and you cannot
find out how you got in—before you, and you
cannot imagine how you are to get forward.
You might imagine that the spirit of the
mountain had got you into his strong hold,
and here you were impounded by everlasting
enchantment. 'Then the surpassing loneliness

of the place—
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¢ T never
So deeply felt the force of solitude.
High over head the eagle soared serene,
And the grey lizard on the rocks below
Basked in the sun.”’

And now I had arrived at one part of the
Pass where an immense square castellated
rock, a keep of nature’s own construction,
seemed to stop up the road for ever. The
gides of this natural fortress were clothed
and garnished with ivy, maiden hair, fea-
thery ferns, and London pride; and on the
very top of the crag, as if its warder, on the
very extreme beetling point, a goat, a high-
horned shaggy fellow, stood—and hew he
stood I could not explain, or scarcely ima-
gine—but there he was in all bearded so-
lemnity. Salvator Rosa would have painted
for a month gratis, to be indulged with an
opportunity of fixing such a characteristic
scene, and such accompaniments on his can-
vass. My companion in the gig in which I
travelled, was an orderly and well conduct-
ed servant ; he had journeyed with me over

many a hill, and along many a coast, and yet
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so imperturbable and so unsusceptible was he,
that hitherto in all my journeyings he had
never ventured to make a remark on scenes
so sublime or so beautiful, that they used to
make me wild with delight and noisy admi-
ration. But here the soul of the man could
not contain itself, and he cried out—* Oh,
dear Sir, what a mighty grand place ;—this
flogs all we have seen yet. DBut then, Mas-
ter, take care you don’t stay too long here,
looking at it, for sure enough Munster has
no readier place for cutting a throat.” <1
declare, George, you are quite right as to
the grandeur of this wondrous spot, and you
are not wrong in saying, that it is a close
convenient place for cutting throats.” And
this brought to my mind that this very spot
was, not very long ago, a scene of blood
and battle. It was the strong hold of the
poor misguided Rockites, in the winter of
the year 1822, when instigated by incendia-
ries, and deluded by dark and curtained
men, who put forth amongst them Pastorini’s

and Columkill’s prophecies, and
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¢ Trusting to the strength of these wild hills,’*

hither the deluded peasantry retired, as to a

strong hold, where they imagined

¢¢ That nature for the free and brave prepared
A. sanctuary, where no oppressor’s power—
No might of human tyranny could pierce.’

And from hence, as from an insurrectionary
centre, they made incursions in search of
arms towards Bantry, Macroom, and Dun-
manway. After an incursion of this kind,
and an attack on a gentleman’s house near
Bantry, Lord B Yy, and his brother, Cap-
tain. W——e, of Glengariff, attended by

about forty mounted gentlemen, and a party

of the 39th foot, commanded by an officer,
pursued the insurgents, who retreated before
them, and sought the recesses of the moun-
tains that surround the Pass. On arriving at
the defile, the . pursuers halted and held
council ; the hills were found inaccessible to
horsemen, and the officer commanding the
military, declared, that unless the heights
were scoured by a large body of troops, he
would not enter such a man-trap as the glen.

U
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Whereupon Lord B y and his brother,
urged on by their contempt of the rebels,
and reckless of unascertained danger, per-
sisted in pushing fofward, and dashed into
the straits, while the cautious officer persist-
ed that his small detachment could only
serve to keep the gates of the mountain open,
and cover their retreat. The grey of a win-
ter’s morning was just opening as the horse-
men burst into the Pass, and on they pricked
at full gallop, as it was his Lordship’s desire
to proceed onwards towards some villages
situated on the lakes of Inchigeela, where
he hoped to apprehend certain notorious cha-
racters, the leaders and promoters of the
present insurrection, About half way in
.the Glen a scout of Captain Rock lay on a
‘bed of fern, under a cliff, wrapped in that
loose frize coat which Spencer, two hundred
years ago, so graphically described as a fit
house for an outlaw, and a meet bed fora
rebel. This man started up from his lair,
pike in hand, and joined the horsemen, sup-

posing that they were some of the Boys, that
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had returned from a marauding expedition.
The poor creature, while huzzaing for Cap-
tain Rock, was cut down, and left there for
dead, and the troop moved on through the
Pass. But other scouts were more on the
alert, and the leader of the insurgents was
soon informed that there was a party of the
military stationed at the western mouth of the
Pass, and that a large body of horsemen was
advancing through it. He who personated on
-this day the ubiquitarian Captain Rock, was
not calculated to throw discredit on his ““nom
de guerre.”” He was not one to overlook or
forego the advantages his enemy presented
him with. He felt that his foes were with-
in_his grasp, for he stood secure that they
must repass the defile : and he counted on
their capture as much as if he had them with-
in the clenching of his fist. No one could
-tell who this young man was, his bearing,
attire, accent, bespoke him much above the
common sort, and as not a native of Cork.
Be he whom he might, no one presumed to
question his power —all scemed as on oath
U2
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bound to-obey, and with a blast of his bugle he
summoned in his forces, and called to his side
his Generals of Division, Lieutenants Pat
Peep-o-Day, and Sylvester Starlight, and
then in a speech, not so round and set as Livy
or Tacitus would record,* but in an abrupt,
joyous, presumptuous tone, fast and fiery, like
a true Milesian Irishman, he announced that
Pastorini was a right prophet, and the ap-
pointed hour was come to push a pike into the
throat of every heretic, and parson, and proc-
tor, and landjobber ; and that this day the Vir-
gin and all the powers had put the orangemen
and red coats into their hands. Only, boys,
look this once to your cause and your oaths—
mind my bidding—be steady but for this
morning, and the whole west country is your
own; and I promise you all, doys, the tap
of Lord B
with you westward—take sixty of the smart-

y’s cellar. Peep-o-Day, off

est boys in the whole mountain, and run

* Neither do we venture to affirm that our aburces of infor-
mation concerning this transaction, are as true as the Gazette :
the outline is believed to be correct.
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round the red coats—watch them well—keep
them at play as you would a ball on the hoop
of your hurl-—never come to close quarter-—
keep behind the rocks and turf-clamps—never
fire till sure of your man. Run away as they
advance—coax them, if you can, up into the
hills—teaze them until you see they quit the
Pass, and pursue you into the mountain—
amuse them as a plover would a spaniel, on a
moor, and when we have houghed all the
horsemen, I will come to you and hamstring
all the soldiers.

Starlight, take you fifty of the stoutest on
. our roll ; each man must carry a spade along
with his gun or pike. Go to the Red Deer’s
Rock—that big stone which overhangs the
Pass, and from which the Fairy Buck bound-
ed and cleared the Glen, when Fin M‘Coul
hunted him for a summer’s day, with his
good dog Bran. The stone big as it is, is
loose already; I almost shook it the other
evening with my shoulder. Twenty men, in
ten minutes, will undermine and leave it so,

that at command you can kick it down like a
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foot-ball. Off, Starlight, lose no time ; dig
away as if you were digging by night for
dreamt-of gold. Work for the Virgin and
St. Patrick, and when the rock is ready to
rattle down, clap your Kerry cow’s horn to
your mouth, and blow me the old White-
boy blast, and then wait quietly until you
hear three distinct flourishes of my bugle,
and then in the name of all the saints, down
with the rock: it will plug up the pass, as
this cork stops my dram bottle; and then,
my brave boys, these Orange oppressors,
these pityless men, who rode rough-shod over
the country, are in our power. The foxes
of Bantry and Glengariff are bagged—we
who have been hunted and halloed at—our
blood spilt like water—our necks broken on
the gallows—our heads rolling on their scaf-
folds. We who have borne a century of
suffering and shame ; now, now our time is
come ; we have all the vermin of the country
in our power —fox, and badger, marten, wea-

sel, and pole-cat ;—come, boys, we shall
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have rare sport; we shall be all in at the
death, and every man can chuse his game.
Thus spoke Captain Rock; and forward
marched Lieutenants Peep-o-Day and Star-
light to their respective positions; Captain
Rock disposed his own main body on either
side of the eastern end of the defile, each
man effectually secreted and covered by his
own grey rock; so that were any traveller
to bend lis way through the pass, he would
have felt awe-struck, as lie went along, at the
loneliness of his wayfaring.—But not so at
the western end of the glen. There Peep-o-
Day, the moment he was arrived, began his
tactics ; some of the fleetest and most enter-
prising of the Boys crept along the brow of
the pass, and under shelter of the rocks and
heath, came within shot of the military party,
fired a volley, and then fled towards the
hills. The officer, a cool veteran, whose
experience taught him self-possession, who
was well seasoned in Guerilla practice during
the Peninsular war, saw the hazard of dis-

persing  his small detachment amongst the
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mountains, and ordered his men to stand to
their post, and not attempt pursuit. Again
Peep-o-Day tried his practice, and some of
his men eame so near as to taunt and scold
the red coats from behind the rocks; and
here a few of the soldiers, irritated by the
insolent forwardness of the whiteboys, start-
ed forward in the pursuit, and ascended the
mountain, but they had not gone far, when,
from amongst the hills and bog-holes, up
started the enemy on every side, and a
bloody, and hand to hand contest ensued.
Luckily, all effected their escape except one
light infantry man, who more forward than
the rest, fell pierced by a hundred pike
wounds.

In the mean time Lord B——y returned
from a fruitless search through the villages
along the lakes of Inchigeela. He found
every house deserted, and water thrown on
every hearth, and it was high time to turn
homewards, disappointed and weary,—with
horses blown and jaded, and many lame from

want of shoes. They entered slowly in long
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and loose array, the eastern opening of the
defile. Captain Rock with head and neck
protruded from behind a neighbouring cliff,
and still protected from observation by an
old yew, that waved its palmated foliage
around him, hung in deep suspense, watch-
ing the entrance of the last Bantry man into
the pass—he seemed to fear lest he should lose
even one of them--he counted them as a rat-
catcher would count the vermin that he was
enticing into his cage; and now he crossed
himself—he heard the beatings of his own
heart like the tick of a death-watch, as he
counted the seconds, expecting every mo-
ment to hear Starlight’s horn announcing
that the rock was ready to be uprooted.

The Bantry men had about a mile to pass
on, before they came to the point over which
the loosening rock impended. At the rate
they were proceeding about ten minutes
more would have brought them to it. Rock’s
hopes, or dashed or realized, hung in sus-
pense on these ten minutes; and still onward

the horsemen wound their toilsome march,
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through the silence of the defile. At this
instant an old man of the Mahonys looked
down from his covert, and saw Lord B—y
and his brother just passing under him.
This poor fellow had once two sons, the
pride of his name and the consolation of his
descending years—active, honest, industri-
ous; but, alas! seduced into the Rock sys-
tem ; their house near Gougan Barry was
searched under the provisions of the Insur-
rection Act, and arms and ammunition being
found concealed, they were tried at Bantry,
and sentenced to be transported, which sen-
tence was instantly put into execution, and
their aged parents were left desolate and
destitute : the mother wept her life away,
and her grey hairs descended in sorrow to
the grave ; the father joined the rising,
and cared not how he died. This bereaved
old man saw now, as he thought, the very
man in his power who robbed him of all the
props of his existence, and in an agony of
passion that brooked no restraint, he started

up on the grey rock that hitherto concealed
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him, and holding high in his withered hand
a ponderous stone,

His loose coat floated on tha wind,

His hoary hair

Streamed like a meteor in the troubled air ;
And muttering the curse of him that was
made childless, he cast the stone with won-
y. The
stone missed his Lordship, but wounded se-

derful energy down on Lord B

verely his horse, and immediately Captain
W

rate aim, fired at the old assailant, who stood

e drew forth his pistol, and with accu-

overhead, still foaming forth wrath and
curses. The bullet, true to its mark, passed
through the streaming hair of the poor im-
passioned wretch, and closed for ever his
sorrows and sufferings. Down he came,
tumbling from rock to rock, until he lay
along the road, a mortal ruin, grey, and
blasted, and bloody. 'The sight was too
much for Irishmen to bear; all the prudential
commands of Captain Rock were forgotten:
and setting up one universal yell, each man
started forth from behind his rock, and the
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whole glen bristled with pikes and muskets.

Move ;—march—away, cried Captain W

y, keep
a-head : I will bring up the rear.—Spur,

a gallop or a grave.—Lord B

spur for your lives ;—keep moving and they
cannot mark us. Never was advice better
given, or more carefully taken. The spur’s
rowel and the sword’s point goaded the horses
on, and forward the whole party rushed;
and just as Liéutenant Starlight had loosen-
ed his rock; just as it was tottering to its
fall; just as the horn sounded, the last loy-
alist passed beneath it and turned the point;
and then down it came, a smoking ruin, clos-
ing up the Pass effectually, too late to bar
retreat, but just in time to preclude the ene-
mies’ pursuit.

Thus the whole well-contrived military
speculation of young Rock was defeated.
The destinies of Providence dashed his en-
terprize, and dissolved it like a mist upon
the mountain. The Bantry men soon got
through the defile ; they joined the detach-
ment of the King’s troops at the Glen’s
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mouth, and they all retreated unmolested to
Bantry.

Some time after, a large body of troops
surrounded and scoured the mountains, but
no Captain Rock ; he had retreated in hope-
lessness into the fastnesses of Slievelogher,
and it cost the sappers and miners of the
King’s army many a blast, and many a pound
of powder, before they broke up the rock
with which Lieutenant Starlight, a minute
all too late, closed up the Pass of Cooleagh.

C.0.
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IN THE SOUTH OF IRELAND.

LETTER III.
TO ’iI‘HI;J‘REV.THOMAS P.M—-1I.

DEAR SIR,

Havine now got through the Pass of Coo-
leagh, I descended to a little hamlet, con-
sisting of a few cabins, out of the thatch of
one of which a stick appeared with a sod of
turf at the end of it—which all Irishmen
know conveys information that a certain ex-
tract of turf smoke is to be disposed of there,
to all those who have honour bright. At
this place of entertainment I stopt, and direct-
ing my servant to feed my horse, enquired
for the lake of Gougan Barry, that I knew

was in this direction. There i3 no collec-
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tion of cabins in Ireland that does not con-
tain some idle, chatty, knowledgeable person-
age—a lounger about the smith’s forge—a
collector and dealer in news, stories old and
recent—a man who knows how to live by his
wits, just as well (though in a different way)
as in Paris and London. Such a genius pre-
sented himself to my notice. The lazy gait,
the lively eye, the quaint but intelligent
features of the man, announced just such a
gossipping fellow as I wanted. ¢ If your ho-
nour wants to go to the blessed Lake, I’ll
show you the way and attend you, with a
thousand welcomes.—Many’s the good gen-
tleman from Cork and Bandon, and even all
the ways from Dublin, I have been at Gou-
gan with ; not a man in Muskerry knows the
sweet place better.”” ¢ You are the very
man I want ;—come, let us start.” ¢ Ah,
but, your honour, don’t be after using those
long legs of your’s so fast—seeing as how I
am a little troubled with shortness of breath,
and I am kilt with a quinsy which I got last
Candlemas at Judy Sullivan’s wake ; so,
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please your honour, just now be after going
a little asier—fair and asy goes far in the
day.”

So out we set across a bog, attended by all
the little children of the hamlet, a set of
merry, noisy, naked little urchins, that ran
along side of me, simply to enjoy the pleasure
of looking and laughing at the stranger.
Some of them could speak a little English—
the rest chattered away in Irish, and danced
and cut capers like lambs about a rath on an
evening in May. Some were in a state of
complete nudity, save and except a coarse
woollen shirt, that came down half way the
thigh, and was bound about the waist with a
suggan or straw rope. The day was sharp
and dry, befitting the month of March ; and
yet these young savages were as warm, and
ruddy, and happy in this simple tunic as if
they were clothed from top to toe. What
fine trainings for young soldiers —what fine
tools for the officina gentium !—Such are the
materials out of which discipline and talent,

working in after times, shall make invincible
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armies. Iaving dismissed these urchins with
a few halfpence, I was left alone with my
Cicerone ; and walking on for about a mile
over one or two hilly ridges, at length, at the
turn of a craggy mountain point, I saw a
beautiful circular vale before me, surrounded
on every side, except where I was standing,
by craggy mountains, that rose like mural
battlements around. So perpendicular to the
north and west were they, that they bore
neither heath nor furze ; the ledges of the
stratification were all bare and waterwashed,
except that here and there some white lichen
or yellow moss variegated the grey undulation
of the rock veins—and in the middle of this
mountain vale lay the lake of Gougan Barry,
and out of that smooth glassy lough rose an
island covered with ash trees, through whose
houghs were seen some moss-crowned walls
and ruins.—The day was certainly as fine
for viewing a mountain-scene as could be
desired : the atmosphere transparently clear
—the sun abroad in heaven ; there was a
braciness in the air, that nerved you to

X
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take exercise, and without lassitude enjoy the
scenery your activity had made you acquaint-
ed with, Besides, there were a number of
fleecy clouds that occasionally passed over the
sun, and now veiled and again revealed it;
and the different lights and shadows that ca-
reered along the faces of the mountains, gave
an astonishing variety to their groupings, pre-
senting new outlines aud new colours with
the fertility of a kaleidoscope. Arriving at
the shore of the lake, a little causeway
brought us to the island.

My conductor, whom I beg, Mr. Reader,
to introduce you to by the name of Cornelis
Colclough, showed me, as we entered by the
causeway, a little covered enclosure, which
admitted the waters of the lake. “'That is the
Holy Well, wherein pilgrims coming to go
their rounds at this holy place, wash them-
selves, and begin their prayers.” As we
proceeded onward, “ Do you observe, Sir,
these ash trees 2 There are not the likes of
of them in all Ireland. Do you notice how

white the bark of them is? and their leaves
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are twice as big as the leaves of any other ash
tree in the county.” That I could not ob-
serve, for they were now only putting forth
their black and bursting buds. We now came
into a sort of quadrangle surrounded by
those trees, and which contained an open
space enclosed by a sort of coarse dry wall ;
and up against this wall, within the quadran-
gle, was eight open vaults, somewhat like
the vaults in front of unfinished houses in
Dublin, in each of which was held one of the
stations of the round. When I came into
the quadrangle, there were seven or eight
men and women, sitting round a fire in one of
the vaults, laughing very loudly. I asked
Cornelis what they were doing there. ¢ Oh,
Sir, they are only laughing and chatting like
happy pardoned Christhens, after perform-
ing the rounds.”” As I went on to another
vault, I observed a comely young girl on her
knees—her head was covered with her mantle
and her long, lank, black hair, hanging likea
a veil over her face : a little iron crucifix
was before her; in her lap was a number of
x 2
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small stones, like jack-stones, and before her,
under the crucifix, another heap of little peb-
bles. She was motionless, and intent on the
repetition of prayer, which her lips ran on
with, in an under suppressed tone ; and every
now and then, at the close of a prayer, she
transferred a stone from her lap to the heap
before the crucifix. ¢ What is she about,
Cornelis?” ¢ OD, she is going the round.”
¢“ And what is the round ?”’—¢ Come with
me, Sir, and I will shew you.” So he
brought me outside the quadrangle, where,
leaning against a tree, was a sort of tomb-
stone, on which was engraved the following
inscription : ’
This place of Devotion is dedicated
To Almighty Ged, and to the Virgin, and Saint Fin Barry,
By the Rev. Denis O’ Mahony,

Who, after erecting these buildings, made them his residence
to the end of his religious days in this world, and
died A, D. 1700.

God be merciful to lis soul, and the souls of the faithful departed.

’Tis said, and is probable, that St. Fin Barry, in his sancti-
mony, had recourse to this place, from whence it has ac-
quired the name of Gougan Barry. The duties asually per-
formed hare are in the following manner, and divided into
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thirteen places or squares, toagree with the places appointed
for prayers, in the afterncon of the 24th of June, the festi-
val of 8t. John the Baptist ; and on the afternoon of the 24th
of December, the festival of 5t. Fin Barry, When, on each
time, at each particular place, in alternate form, recite the
Lord’s Prayer, and the Salutation of the Virgin, as often as
they are laid down in the subsequent square, and at the finale
of ench part of prayer, then recite the general Confession and
the Creed.

Underneath the above written direction is
a regular scheme of prayer. For instance,
there are thirteen stations or places in the
island : when the pilgrim comes to the first
station, he goes on his or her knees, kisses
the ground, crosses him or herself, and then
says five Paters and five Aves. At the next
station ten Paters, and ten Aves ; and so on
in arithmetical progression until he finjshes
at the thirteenth station. So that, according
to my computation, the devotee repeats 936
Paters, Aves, and Credos, before he has done.
A fine specimen this of disobedience to the
Saviour’s injunction, ¢ Use not vain repeti-
tions, as the heathen do.”

“ And pray, Cornelis, who was Father
Denis O’Mahony, and why did he go to the
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trouble and expense of all this 2’ « Why
then, Sir, by this blessed place, myself don’t
know, only as I heard say from my grandmo-
ther, God rest her soul ; and she said, and
upon my troth she did not like to tell it—how
Father Dennis was a Friar that said mass at
Abbey Shrowry, near Skibbereen ; and once
on a time as he came {o a station and patron
here, the devil tempted him to get drunk—
and drunkenness you know is the latch which
the ould enemy lifts, when he wishes to send
mortal sin into a poor soul ; and so it was
with Friar Mahony. He was found after
breaking his sacred vows here, and no Con-
fessor in Munster would hear his confession,
or give him absolution ; so off he went to
the world’s Father, the holy Pop‘e at Rome,
and his holiness ordered him to come here,
and build this blessed place, and live here
all his life ; so he begged through France
and Spain, and all parts beyond sea, where
good Christhens do be, and he came home
with a big beard and long purse ; and he set

up, as it is, this mighty sacred place. And
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sure it has been the blessing of the country
unto thisday.” “Butwhy, Cornelis, is it cﬁall-
ed Gougan Barry ?”’ “Why, Sir, as ould peo-
ple tell me, it was once only a little wee bit
of an island, not much bigger than a potato
platter, and therefore it was called Gougan
Barry, which means St. Barry’s trifle ; but
now, when it is no longer a trifle, but a fine
large and lovely place, it is still called by its
ould name.” ¢ But, Cornelis, when is the
patron here ; I suppose it is a fine holy time
“then.”” ¢ Oh, Sir, our Bishop has put a stop
to the patron—his great Reverence, the ¢ Sog-
garth More,” has excommunicated it ; and
even our own parish priest came by his com-
mand, aud threw our crucifixes into the lake
— for every one of these churches (so Corne-
lis called the little vaults) had a crucifix of
its own. Well, Sir, the Priest threw them
all into the lake as he thought—but you see
we were too cute for the clargy. We stole
one crucifix unknownst to him, and there it
is in that calleen’s hand, who is now going
her rounds.” ¢ Oh, then,” says I, ¢ the Bi-
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shop and Priest want to stop the rounds.”
¢ Oh, no, Sir, I wont say as to that all out ;
but they excommunicated the patron that was
here ; and sure enough they might have let
that alone. As good Priests as ever they
were, God rest their souls, gave their good
will, and often their company, to the merry
and meritorious patron we used to hold here
on Midsummer-day. Oh, what a lovely ga-
thering ! They came from Kerry and Con-
naught, and the world’s end here; such
praying in the morning, and dancing in the
evening —- groaning and craw-thumping as
they went along on their bare marrow-henes,
performing the sacred rounds : and then such
shouting, and sporting, and carousing, and
all ending in a fight and a scrimmage. Och,
there was not a piper or a fiddler from Cork
to Bantry that was not here. It was fine
times for us in our little village : we could
turn a dacent penny upon the whiskey and
bacon that day. O, then, God forgive the
Bishop for putting a stop to it all! Not a
tenpenny has crossed my hand since that
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black excommunication came against Gougan
Barry.” ¢ Yes, but Cornelis, why did they
put a stop to it now, and not before ?”” ¢“Ah,
Sir, they tould lies about it ; besides, they
say the Bishop and his Clargy were afraid of
the Protestants. There are talks about a
Bible people that are after playing the very
puck in the world, turning the people all
Swaddlers and Carmelites-—making fools, as
a body may say, of our fathers and grandfa-
thers, who, God be good to their souls, lived
and died without any of their bother ; and
after all let me tell you, that the old priests
were asier and dacenter and more portly, and
they were jollier than those cross crathurs
who come from the new College. There was
Father Nevil, God’s rest be with his soul—he
never stopped our patron ; no, the good cra-
thur used to come and look in on us here, and
just slip into a tent, and take a drop ; for
sure said he all was done for God’s honour ;
and now his séul’s in glory, and rounds are
gone about his own grave at Inchigeela, and

the clay is blessed over his holy bones ; which
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is more than will ever happen to the dark and
crabbed men who have put a stop to the mer-
riment of Gougan Barry.”

Talking this way, we came to the end of
the ash grove, where lay the trunk of an
immense old crab tree, which appeared to
have been blown down by the last winter’s
storm. “A fine old tree this was, Cornelis.”
¢ Oh then, Sir, wasn’t it a thousand murthers
that ever it fell? but in its fall, it speaks to my
heart, that grace and luck are leaving this
place. Sir, when Gougan Barry was in its
glory—when people from the cast and from
the west, came here, it used to bear swect
apples with cherry cheeks : bappy was the
pilgrim who could get, for love or money, a
bite of one of them ; but now of late, since
the times have begun to look black, and the
priests voteen and sour, this holy apple tree
bore nothing but crabs; and they tasted like
alum and sorrel juice ; and there it now lies;
and myself did not much care if I was dead
and down, and decayed like it.”

Passing the fallen crab tree, we came to
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some old moss-covered walls. There were
the remains of a fire-place, and of an old win-
dow, out of which, as the finishing touch to
its desolation, a fox in perfect keeping might
have looked. ¢ This was the apartment
of Father Denis O’Mahony, here he lived and
died: in that recess he kept his crucifix—here
was his place of prayer, and there he slept.
Oh, Sir, it is a sacred and sanctified spot !
““ Well, Cornelis, and did any one, since
Father Dennis died, reside here?” “Why
yes, Sir ; one Darby Riordan came here, and
lit up his fire on the hearth; he thought to
make the Saint’s place his own, and boil his
praties here. He, as proud as a freeholder,
brought his pig and his cow here; and the
cock that crew on his dung-hill was not more
stout than he, the day he wanted to make
Gougan Barry lis estate: but this did not
last long; never could he get a wink of
sleep from the moment the night fell. The
most terrible clatters, and outlandish sounds
were heard through the whole island ; calves

were heard bleating on the tops of the ash



316 SKETCHES IN THT

trees—pigs were heard squeeling, as if they
were a squeezing under the gate—and cats
caterwawled from the middle of the old ap-
" ple tree; in short the man could get no rest,
and so he was forced to pack up and begone :
and to be sure, no one, from that day to this,
dared to take a night’s lodging in Gougan
Barry.” ‘It is, then, a quiet consecrated
place,” said 1;— O yes, Sir; no bad thing
can stop or stay in it; safe from all evil things,
man, baste, ghost, or devil: and I’ll tell you
the reason: While Father Denis was living
here, he was fond of a fresh egg, when it was
not black lent, or fasting day; and still the
good Father could keep neither cock nor
hen on the island : whenever the neighbours
brought his Reverence a laying hen, or a
clutch of chickens, next morning they were
sure to be gone, and nobody could tell what
became of the fowl. So Father Denis was
resolved to be revenged; and onc evening
before the sun set, he stood at the entrance
of the island, and book in hand, he pro-

nounced, in sacred Latin, a curse, the echo
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of which rattled like a hail shower through
the hills : and sure as you are standing
there, next morning a great dog-fox, as big
as Squire Barry’s greyhound, was found dead
on the pass yonder, that led us into the
island : and from that day until now, the
farmers’ wives, in Autumn time, when the
fowl may do damage to the ripening corn,
send, from all the country round, their cocks,
hens, and turkeys here, until the harvest is
reaped.”

Conversing this way, we entered another
nook, or enclosure, where lay a log of a tree,
apparently one of the decayed ash trees, with
which the island abounds—it had no percep-
tible bark on it; but there were the marks
of nails and other instruments, by which the
bark was carefully taken off.

“ Had your honor ever the tooth ache?”
asked my communicative attendant—¢ Oft,
and too often, indeed.”” ¢ Well, then, it
is your own fault if ever you ecrack a groan
over an ould tooth again ; for the bark of

this tree is a sarlain remedy against it.”
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“Well, but Cornelis, I see no bark on it.”
““Oh, then, may be I won’t be after scraping

a bit for your honour :”

So after turning
and tossing about the old log, at length the
good-natured fellow found me a bit of bark.
“ And now, Sir, here it is; put it in your
pocket-book, and whenever your jaw trou-
bles you, make an act of'faith, think of Gou-
gan Barry, say five Aves and one Pater—
and you will sleep that night as sound as a
trout under a bank.”

¢ Ah! now your honour, before you leave
Gougan Barry, don’t take it at all into con-
sideration, that because the bishop and the
priest, God bless their reverences, have
taken prejudice against it, that therefore the
less good is done by the rounds—no such
thing at all, at all—as ¥ am a sirner, forty
times as many miracles and cures are a-doing
by the blessed rounds and water of the place
as ever. Why, it is not long ago since an
old woman came here from Carberry as blind
as a beetle—she came down here with a little

cropped coley dog leading her—1I myself saw
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the people directing the poor dark crathur
as she went the rounds—I saw her dip her
white and scummy eyes in the well, and up 1
saw her come, thankful to God and the saints
—her two eyes as bright as the dew drop on
a black thorn—and then she took the string
off of her little dog Shawn’s neck, and it was
so nathral to see her kissing Shawn, and the
poor dumb baste licking her eyes.—~¢ Shawn,’
says she, ¢I want you no longer;, I could
now go all the way home to Carberry with-
out you—but come along Shawn, follow me
now as I followed you ; as long as these eyes
can light my fingers at the spinning wheel,
you shall my own Shawneen, lie on Nancy’s
blanket and share her praty.” Then your
honour, listen to what came to pass but the
other day, at the minister’s of Inchigeela ;
he had a little maid, a gay little tidy thing
she was—when she went to sarvice with him
she was full of life and frolic as a kid in
April. She was not with him long until she
got fairy-struck—she pined and withered away

to nothing, as I may say :--one side was dead
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and dried in—the good Christhens saw her
‘thus a cripple and useless, and one full of
faith took her off one morning from the mi-
nister’s kitchen, where she was lying on a wad
of straw, and mounting her on a pillion, he
brought her here to Gougan Barry—why here
she was not longer after going the rounds,
than you would be in saying a pater, until all
the good people’s tricks were driven out of
her, and by vartue of this blessed' place she
went back as straight as a rush, and danced
when she came home as merry a jig in the
parson’s kitchen as ever was footed to bag-
pipe or fiddle.”

As we left the Island of Gougan Barry,
Cornelis showed me Father Mahony’s grave
—as usual with the graves of holy priests,
the clay was taken away from it to be used
in superstitious practices by the people.
Cornelis either pretended or really felt dis-
gust at the practice—he told how Father
Mahony, before he died, had a sort of appre-
hension that his grave should be treated in this
manner, and ordered it to be enclosed with
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wooden railing and a strong oak door, and
directed the key of the enclosure to be thrown
into the lake. He showed me some of the
wooden ornaments of the enclosure. I ob-
served that it was a pity that the hillsaround
were not planted—it would greatly add to
the beauty of the place. ¢ Planted, Sir, why
it wanted no man’s trees, it was all a wood
once—a squirrel could have hopped without
touching ground, from oak to oak, and from
birch to birch-—from Inchigeela, all along
here and up into the pass of Cooleagh, and so
across the hills into Kerry, and until you get
into Glen Flesk. 'T'he English inold times
burned it down, to drive and hang, and kill
the crathurs that sheltered in it—and as for
this Dblessed spot here, the trees were all
safe, and standing until not very long ago.
I have heard my mother tell how on a pajfon *.
here, the boys and calleens used to dance
under and about the big oak trees—Oh! but
it was the jewel of a place for making a
wedding. A greedy man here, who called
these trees his own, though the Saint, even

Y
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St. Finbarry himself, had surely the best
right—he cut them all down, the bark was
sent across the mountains to Nedeen, and
sold to a tanner there—he put it into his
tanpits—he steeped all his hides—better he
had plunged them in bog water; not as much
as would heeltap a brogue, of leather, did
he ever make out of them, they all rotted
and went to dung. The man lost his money
and his character and all—little better could
happen the chap that would turn to filthy
lucre, the holy wood of Gougan Barry.”

I believe I have nearly, if not altogether
tired my readers with Cornelis and Gougan
Barry. 1 therefore, shall say no more about
it, or its superstition. To the westward of
the lake, 1 observed a very interesting little
valley, into the recesses of which I could not
deny myself the pleasure of penetrating ; so
desiring my guide, poor Cornelis, who was
too asthmatic to venture to climb and scram-
ble along, to rest himself—1I setout to explore
my way up a little stream, the head water of
the river Lee. This lovely alpine vale—
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never did I see sosequestered a spot : except
along the little stream by which I ascended,
it was on every other side inaccessible,
the mountains arose almost perpendicularly
around. The Ethiopian valley, that John-
son, in all the richness of his language, de-
scribes as the abode of Rasselas, was scarcely
more inapproachable on every side. The
little level vale lay before me, a lovely green
meadow, a comfortable farm-house, with all
its offices and homesteads, cows, and horses,
scattered depasturing about—a flock of sheep
grouped on a little green knoll-——a heard of
goats on the accessible parts of a ravine,
that conveyed a tumbling torrent from the
western side of the mountain. Eastwards
from about the centre of the precipice, as
from the heart of the hill, flowed the fountain
of the river Lee—it came welling, as if from
the entrails of the mountain; and northward,
on an inaccessible ledge, was an eagle’s nest,
and one of those lordly birds towering on
poised wing in his ¢ pride of place,” chal-
v 2
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lenged with shrill and echoing voice, the
honours of his sovereignty. :

Y sat down to rest meon a rock—beneath
my feet the secluded vale—all around the
embattled mountains—above the fleecy clouds
that sent multitudinous shadows, as in cease-
less pursuit along their tides. Iimmediately
set about to build a castlein the air—X made
the valley and all the hills myown—I invest-
ed myself as the proprietor of yonder farm-
house, it was converted into a lovely and pic-
turesque cottage, withtrelliced entrance, and
woodbined window—then all thesides of the
hills T planted with larch, and the Lee was
trained to pursue its tortuous course, fringed
with willows, and alders, and poplars—then,
why should T dwell alone—why not take to
my repose, some who with attuned feelings,
could respond when 1 might say, oh! this is
peaceful, thisis blessed, this is beautiful ; and
then I cast thought about as fast as Deuca-
lion cast stones and created people. X built

me a little Church, with just such a steeple
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and umbrella spire, as I have seen in a Swiss
picture ; and 1 collected me a congrega-
tion of God-fearing people. I built my low-
ly little school-house just sheltered under the
southern side of yonder bold precipice, and I
fancied the urchins breaking loose from res-
traint, bounding like kids and lambs over the
rocks. I was thus sitting in the midst of my
creation, when a naked-footed sturdy look
ing countryman passed beside me—the fellow
looked at me with rather an untoward sort of
aspect, and the intrusion of the man broke
down all my edifice ; 1 recollected myself to
be but a stranger and a wanderer, and hav-
ing asked the man a question concerning the
name of the valley, he answering me gruffly
in Irish ; the spell was broken, I was remind-
ed to retrace my steps, and make the best of
my way to where I had left my servant and
horse.

I proceeded no farther inan eastern direc-
tion than the village of Inchigeela,* which is

* Tnchigeela was the centre of the Insurrection in 18%2.

The Curate of this parish, merely becanse he wasa Minister,
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approached by a road leading along a very
pretty chain of lakes, that is to say, it would
be considered pretty in a country where lakes
are not numerous ; I returned to the vicinity
of Bantry, having retraced my steps through
the pass of Cooleagh, and passed the Castle
and fortified enclosure of Carriganass on the
river Ouvane, which was one of the last holds
of the O’Sullivans, in the wars of Klizabeth.
It was into this fortress that Donnel, son of

Sullivan More, after he had made his peace

was obliged, in the middle of the night, to fly for his life, aud
teave his house, half naked, and escape across a bog.

As a specimen of the superstition of the people, I must
relate what 1 heard from a person worthy of credit, resident
in the vicinity. He was walking some time ago along the
road, not very far from the Chapel ; as he went forward, he
observed some strange animals coming towards him, whicl,
on nearer approach, he found to be seven or eight men going
on all-fours along ; and each person, as he thus painfully
crept along, carried a bone in his mouth—and he observed
that his own servant man formed one of the creepers. It was
a sirange uncoutb sight; but for the present, asking no ques-
tions, he passed on : in the morning he asked his servant to
explain, and the man {old him that he and bis companions
were in the act of performing penance, according to the ap-
pointment of the Priest 5 and for having eaten meat in Lent,

/
they were thus forced before all the people to imitate dogs. ok .
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with the President, and accepted the Queen’s
protection, enticed a detachment of Sir
Charles Wilmot’s—He offered the English-
men hospitality, and on the faith of treaty,
the detachment entered his Castle ; in the
night they were most cruelly butchered by
¢ this inhuman perjured rebel,” as the old
historian rightly calls him.

And now I request my reader, to suppose
me on the road from Bantry to Glengariff,
passing Dunnemark, and along the shore of
the bay for four miles, and here I was better
off for society than in my passage through
the Glen of Cooleagh—now I kept company
with intellectual men, susceptible of the
beauties of nature, and capable of reflecting,
from their polished and accordant minds, the
pleasurable feeling communicated to them—
I desire not for the rest of my pilgrimage
through this present world, to hold converse
and sweet fellowship with men more gifted
and graced, with all that can make society
endearing. As we passed in our jaunting-
car along, (a most companionable vehicle by
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the way, for three or four to travel in toge-
ther) a personage passed us on horseback, of
singular aspect and bearing, he was not what
you would call well dressed, and yet he was
1ot common or vulgar ; he was strikingly tall,
and yet did not sit straight on his saddle ;
he had a sort of uncouth stoop, and his knees
from the shortness of his stirrups, formed
with his chin, the extreme points of the cur-
vature of his body. He was the very re-
verse of the picture 1 have seen of an old
wigged warrior accoutred in Ramilies cos-
tume, astride on a great horse, as in the days
of good Queen Anne. His bridle-bit and stir-
rups were silver.  He was mounted, not on
a Rozinante, but on a fine, fat, switch-tailed
mare, whose protuberant sides promised very
shortly to give birth to a fine foal. His
countenance had all the lengthy solemnity of
his Spanish ancestry ; his complexion adust
and dark, together with the aqueline nose
and deep-seated eyes and mouth, gave a spe-
cialty and uncouthness to the whole man,

that made you instantly ask, ¢ Who is that ”’
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“ That’s O’Sullivan Dismal.” ¢ Dismal
cnough, without duestion ; but is he thus so
appropriately named from his aspect 2’ ¢ No,
truly, he is a good-humoured, harmless,
honest gentleman ; but he is so named from
his place there yonder ; don’t you sce that
house which stands out on that promontory =
has it not a most lack-comfort aspect? that’s
Mount-Dismal. And there are so many of
the O’Sullivans in this quarter, that we are
obliged to give them soubriquels or nick-
names, in order to mark the men.”

This I found, as I passed through the dis-
trict, was quite necessary, for almost every
man is an O’Sullivan. 'The M‘Gillicuddys
are O’Sullivans, for M‘Gillicuddy only sig-
nifies the son of White Gilbert ’Sullivan ;
M‘Fineen Duff signifies the son of Black
Phelim O’Sullivan.  In the course of my
passage over the mountains dividing Cork
from Kerry, I met a poor man, and entered
into conversation with him concerning the
land he held and the landlord he paid
his rent to. ““ Who is your landlord 27—
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“ Mr. Lieutenant.” ¢ That’s a queer name;
is he a new settler in these parts 2> ¢ Oh,
no, bless your heart! he’s of the old real
race—the right O’Sullivan Bear.” ¢ Why,
then, call him Lieutenant ?”” ¢ Oh, your
honour, sure he’s after sarving King George
in the militia.”” Thus, in Ireland and all the
world over have sirnames originated in ar-
bitrary nicknames.

And now, having coasted along the bay for
four or five miles, we ascended up a clear
mountain stream, and entered, by a defile,
into a mountain valley. The stream here
turned to the right, and we could seé it
writhing like a silver eel through a green
valley, that extended under the mountain of
the Priest’s Leap, and lost itself in the east-
ern hills, towards Muskerry. My friends ex-
cited my curiosity, and caused me to lament
that press of time would not allow a visit
to a lovely lake in this eastern direction,
which lies there in all the retirement of sub-
lime seclusion. But I had Glengariff before

me. An ugly hill, an uninteresting view of
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Bantry Bay, a bad road over a dreary moor
—a scene where chatty companions may ab-
stract themselves into talk of other places
and other times. And therefore we had all
got into a most spirited conversation, as to
who was the best preacher in Ireland. I was
warm in maintaining the decided superiority
of a certain friend of mine, well known at
Bethesda ; when in the midst of my advo-
cacy I became dumb—dispute and argument
all fled. ¢ There’s Glengariff I'” 1 believe
my friends actually contrived to abstract me
thus, and engage the mind in other trains of
thought, in order to produce effect. They
certainly succeeded. I had heard much of
this Glengariff —the Rough Glen — Vallis
Aspera, as O’Sullivan in his Catholic History
calls it. As I passed along from east to west
of the county of Cork, every one expressed
the hope that I should not leave the county
until T had seen Glengariff. I would assoon
have gone through Ttaly, and passed by
Rome:—and now I was there—had it all un-

der my eye! And was I disappointed ? Not
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in the least. Nothing in Ireland is equal to
it, or can be brought into comparison ; it is
singular, it is unique. It is a scene that
winter has less effect on than could be ima-
gined. I may say it was winter when I saw
it—at least winter lingered on the lap of
spring—the 25th of March ; yet all was
grand, and at the same time beautiful, be-
cause verdant,

A bay runs in at right angles from the cast
and west direction of Bantry Bay. This bay
is sheltered entirely at its entrance by an is-
land, on which a Martello tower is erected,
Thus the landlocked estuary looks to be a
lake. Inno respect it differs from a lake,
save that it is superior. Here no ugly strand,
muddy and fetid, left bare by the receding
tide : here no deposit of filth and ooze. No;
the only thing that marks the ebb, is a line
of dark demarkation that surrounds the bay,
and gives a curious sort of relief, (somewhat
like the black frame of a brilliant picture ;)
to the green translucent waters of this gem

of the ocean. No fresh water lake can be at
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all compared to it ; not even the upper lake of
Killarney can stand the competition. Here
is the sea—the green, variable, ever changing
sea—without any of its defects or deformi-
ties. 1 declare I do not know how to begin,
or where to take up, or in what way to put
forth the dioramic conception I have in my
mind’s recollection of this delightful glen.
Mountains—why you have them of all forms,
elevations, and outlines: Hungry Moun-
tain, with its cataract of eight hundred feet
falling from its side ; Sugar-loaf, so conical,
so bare, so white in its quartzose formation ;
Slieve Goul, the pathway of the fairies; and
Esk Mountain, over which I was destined to
climb my toilsome way : every hill had its
peculiar interest, and each, according to the
time of the day or the state of the atmos-
phere, presented a picture so mutable—or
bright or gloomy, or near or distant-—vallies
laughing in sunshine, or shrouded in dark
and undefined masses of shade ; and so de-
ceptive ; so variable were the distances and

capabilities of prospect, that in the morning
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you could see a hare bounding along on the
ranges of those hills, that, at noonday, were
lost in the grey indistinctness of distant vision.
Then the glen itself, unlike other glens and
valleys that interpose between ranges of
mountains, was not flat, or soft, or smooth—
no meadow, no morass, nor bog—but the most
apparently tumultuous, yet actually regular,
congeries of rocks that ever was seen. Sup-
pose you the Bay of Biscay in a hurricane
from the west—suppose you the tremendous
swell, when the top-gallant mast of a ship
would be hid within the trough of its waves
~—and now suppose, that by some Almighty
fiat, all this vexed ocean was arrested in an
instant, and there fixed as a specimen of God’s
wonders in the deep. Such you may suppose
Glengariff. Itappears asif the stratifications
of the rock were forced up by some uniform
power from the central abyss, and there left
to stand at a certain and defined angle, a so-
lidified storm. And now suppose, that in
every indenture, hole, crevice, and inflexion
of those rocks, grew a yew or holly ; there the
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yew, with its yellower tinge ; and here the
arbutus with its red stem and leaf of brighter
green, and its rough, wild, uncontrouled
growth, adorning, and at the same time dis-
closing the romantic singularity of the scene.
I know not that ever I read of such a place,
I think I recol-

lect—Cervantes’ description of the Sierra

so wild and so beautiful

Morena, in Don Quixotte, with all its Ilexes,
and oaks, and cork trees. Could it be at all
like this > or is it like the grand Chartreuse
near Grenoble ?

As we drove along Mr. White’s beautiful
woods, and down to theshore-(of Mr.White’s
immediate improvements bye and bye)—
we skirted along the extremity of the bay ;
and directly from the shore rose a perfectly
conical congeries of rocks, that seemed to be
thrown on each other in regular irregularity,
until they formed a sort of pike or reek, re-
sembling a sugar-loaf. Oh, what a London
banker would give to have in his grounds,
such a rock, and such furniture and garnishing

as this rock was adorned with !~~what a pro-
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fusion of cvergreen variety ! ! from the close
creeping ivyto the loose untameable arbutus,
that is no where in character and at home,
except here amidst its companionable rocks.
There were two cottages directly under this
native habitat of the arbutus. One was the
white-washed abode of a Protestant : it had
some of the conveniencies, and a few of the
comforts, that the Protestants of English
descent ever contrive to have around them.
The other cottage, directly under the hill,
was the habitation of a Milesian, one of the
O’Leary’s of Ivelearagh. Never was there
such a position for a cottage ¢ ornee.” If
fancy roamed the world wide, it could not
light on a lovelier spot, such perfect group-
ings for a landscape, such an entire place of
happy repose ; even a common English boor
would have felt a pride in keeping it clean ;
and this was all it wanted. But this, O, this
descendant of princes, this thick-blooded
Milesian, strutting in all Spanish idleness, in
his loose and lank great coat, stood himself,

his house, his pig-sty and pig, all of a match.
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They deformed the place instead of beautify-
ing it. And yet, after all, in spite of this
(’Leary, the place—even if it was defiled
by a Hottentot’s kraal - was surpassingly
beautiful.

With all the chivalry of a Quixotte, and
elated with the picturesque, I took my glove,
threw it down, and challenged the world, in
island or continent, in tropic or temperate
zone, to match me such a spot. ¢ Come,”
says Edward #euey . «T take up your glove.
—1X hold myself as craven, unworthy over
hill and dale to explore nature’s beauties, if
I do not shew you, hefore we quit the glen,
a more striking scene than this.”” "The chal-
lenge made and accepted thus in solemn
form, we proceeded onwards to where a
stream, the child of the valley, gave up its
pure untainted waters to the ocean—and
such a lovely stream ! !  We came to where
was an ancient bridge. It is not often that
any thing good is associated with the recol-
lections of the Irish concerning Cromwell ;
still this bridge was called after him, and yet

Z
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no curse connected with its construction.

¢ Look around you here,”” says Edward

‘“ and give up the glove. Lookat that wild
wooded hill. Look above, at those astound-
ing mountains. Look at that waterfall,
and the tumbling turbulent channel of this
stream. Look at that mass of oak trees, in
all the grey promise of their bursting buds :
see how they set off the green variegation of
the arbutus and the holly. Then see the
white-barked birch, climbing up that preci-
pitous bank. And this very bridge we are
standing on, look how it flings its airy arch
over the chasm beneath us. T.ook at this
exquisite sea view—the Martello tower on
yonder island, and Glengarriff Castle peep-
ing with its turrets from amidst its woods.
Give up, Sir—the glove is mine to have and
to Lold 2™
C. 0.
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LETTER IV.

TO THE REV. THOMAS P, M—E.

DEAR SIR,
I will fairly confess to you that I was never
more at a loss than how to get on or get out
of Glengariff. I know that my poor pen can-
not do justice to this scenery, and if you were
for half an hour there, you would accord
that he must be a felicitous describer, in-
deed, who could convey a suitable idea of
this curious valley.—The draughtsman it is
true, might catch the character and convey
the idea of some insulated spot—the painter
might arrest upon his canvass some of those
combinations of light and shade that commu-
z 2
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nicate a happy, but changeful glory to some
selected scene ; but the whole panorama—
to convdy a suitable representation of it—to
impress upon the mind an adequate idea of
this singulav glen, the pencil, the pallet, as
well as the pen, must feil.  But, reader, take
what I can give—and perhaps the only thing
I can give, will be a longing desire of in-
specting this beautiful valley with your own
eyes,

I ascended a pathway, accompanied by one
who had a painter’s eye, a poet’s mind, and
a heart so harmonized as to be ever ready to
rise from the contemplation of nature to

look up to nature’s God, and say
¢ These arc tuy glorious works, Parent of Good1”’

We proceeded through woods of oak, birch,
holly, arbutus—here ascending precipitous
rocks, to gain a bird’s-eye view of all around
--—again we sank into a deep dargle, through
which, darkly and far beneath, a river forced
its noisy and petulant channel ;—--again we

advanced where the rocks and precipices re-
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ceded from the stream, and a lovely sumny
meadow expanded itself, through which the
waters glided, silently and slowly kissing
the flowery banks ; and all was still,—except
that here a heron rose with broad and heavy
wing, and shrieked as he ascended from his
solitude—and there the water-hen gave forth
its scolding note, as it plashed across the pla-
cid pool--and from under the fringing alder
the sudden trout rising, and springing at the
May fly, broke the translucent and glassy
surface, with all its reflected images, into
shivering and expanding undulations. Im-
mediately around us were enclosing hills, in
one place mantled with thick woods, and in
another bare, grey, and craggy, except that
a yew spread its palinated arms out of this
chasm, or an arbutus flung its red rough
branches over that precipice, and again the
ivy clinging close round that overhanging
stratum of rock, seemed to be its only sup-
port, binding it up from tumbling in mighty
ruin below. Then all around, in the distant,

but well-defined circle, were the serrated
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mountains of every size, shape, and cleva-
tion; and to the right, where the mountain
formed what is called a gorge, but which the
Irish language expresses by a word signify-
ing “a lovely lap;” extended a deep dark
valley that scemed to cleave into the very
heart of the mountain chain, and which, from
where we stood, appeared to have no end to
its extent, or bottom to its depth. The sun
that had now passed its meridian, was casting
its evening rays on the south-eastern face of
this immense chasm, which was as perpendi-
cular as a wall formed by the line of an ar-
tist’s plummet : and still this abyss, though
two miles off, (as my conductor informed
me,) from the clearness of the atmosphere,
appeared so near and fine in its outlines,
that while the bottom was cast into the indis-
tinct gloom of its own depth, its upper parts,
open to the evening light, sparkled in the
sun, and presented the very ledge on which
eagles for centuries had formed their nests,
and reared their young, unapproachable by

the common arts or enierprise of man.
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‘Walking thus for about a mile, we came to
Lord Bantry’s cottage—a cottage ornde 1
leave to capability men to describe ; suffice it
to say that its site is well chosen, and all the
abundant facilities of the place taken advan-
tage of. It stands in an island formed by a
mountain-stream, and you approach over a
bridge made from the main-mast of one of the
French ships of the line, that attempted to
land invaders on the coast in 1796, and in
the repelling of which Lord B. and his
brother were eminently instrumental. The
proprietor of this delightful spot does well
in protecting all the wild animals and game,
that would in the coure of nature people
such rocks and woods ; the pheasant, the
grouse, the partridge—the hare, rabbit, mar-
ten, squirrel-—range secure here, undisturbed
by the gun of the sportsman. A shower of
rain drove us to seek shelter in the hut of
the man who looks after the pheasants. He
was alone ; and with all the civility that
never deserts an Irishman, he welcomed us

in God’s nane, and produced stools, which
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he took care to wipe with his great coat before
he permitted us tosit on them. On inquiring
from him why he was alone, and where were
his family ; he said they were all gone to
Watch Mass, (it was the Saturday before
Easter-day.) “And what is the Watch Mags 2"’
he could not tell. “ And what day was yes-
terday ?”> he could not tell. ¢ And what
day will to-morrow be 2>’ he could not tell.
“ What ! cannot you tell me why yesterday
has been called Good Friday, and to-morrow
Easter Sunday ?”” “No !”” Turning to my
companion, I was moved to observe with
great emphasis, how deplorable it was to see
men, otherwise so intelligent, so awfully ig-
norant concerning matters connected with
religion. ‘ Not so fast with your judgment,
my good Sir,” said my friend ; ¢ what if you
prove very much mistaken in this instance
coneerning the knowledge of this man :
recollect you are now speaking to him in
a foreign tongue. Come now, I understand
enough of Irish to try his mind in his native
dialect.” Accordingly he did so; and it was
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quite surprising to see how the man, as soon
as the Irish was spoken, brightened up in
countenance ; and I could perceive from the
smile that played on the face of my friend,
how he rejoiced in the realization of his
prognostic-; and he began to translate for me
as follows : 1 asked him what was Good
Friday. < It was on that day that the Lord
of Mercy gave his life for sinners; a lun-
dred thousand blessings to him for that.”
“ What is Watch Saturday ¢ It was the
day when watch was kept over the holy tomb
that held the incorruptible body of my sweet
Saviour.” Thus the man gave in Irish clear
and feeling answers to questions, concerning
which, when addressed in English, he appear-
ed quite ignorant ; and yet of common Eng-
lish words and phrases he had the use ; but
like most of his countrymen in the South, his
mind was groping in foreign parts when
conversing in English, and he only seemed
to think in Irish ; the one was the language
of his commerce, the other of his heart.

Reader ! if you ever rambled through
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mountain paths, and over rocks and rivers,
on a cold airy day in spring ; and haply you
breakfasted early, and you were in good, rude
bracing health : if so, 1 dare say about two
o’clock in the afternoon you began to feel a
sort of craving desire, that could in no wise
be gratified by eye-sight. Moreover, that
additional rambling through woods, rocks,
and waterfalls, rather increased than assuag-
ed this want ; and instead of increased ar-
dourto look at this or observe that, there came
over you a longing desire to reach a place
where other senses might be gratified as well
as eye-sight. 1 am forced to confess, gentle
reader, that this was my case ; and I actually
sunk the whole Quixotism of my composition,
and 1 felt all the low propensities of Sancho
—and verily the most pleasurable prospect
presented to my senses the whole day, was on
my entrance into Glengariff castle, to see a
welcoming table provided with abundant en-
tertainment. But as the refreshing of the
natural man is far more satisfactory in the

enjoyment than the narration, we shall let
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such carnality pass. Mr.W has, indeed,
created a place here, which does him and his
lady infinite credit. The sea, the mountains,
the rocks—the arbutus, yew, and ivy, were
all here in spite of man’s waste or neglect ;
but the oak and birch were in a great mea-
sure cut away. A villainous furnace for
smelting iron had been erected in the vicinity,
and its open and cupidinous throat had ab-
sorbed, when turned into charcoal, all the
ancient woods of Glengariff, where the
O’Sullivans hunted in prosperity and hid in
adversity ; all were sacrificed to mining ra-
pacity !-—when Mr. W.
saw the extraordinary capabilities of the
place ; and it at once struck him that he had

nothing to do but build here a house in charac-

, yet a young man,

ter with the scenery, protect and clap nature
on the back, and he had the handsomest de-
mesne in Ireland. The house is built in the
castle style, well-conceived in its elevation,
suitable in its decorations, and convenient in
its accommodations. 'The spot is grand and

lovely beyond compare on which the house
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stands. What a gorgeous view from the re-
ception rooms !—a hanging lawn—but hang-
ing lawus are to be found elsewhere. But
shew me thespot in the British empire, \&:here
there is such an accompaniment of rocks,
precipices, and shelving banks, all clothed
with appropriate vegetation, where the na-
tive ash and oakare so mingled with the fo-
reign ilex and myrtle—where the climate is
so mild and gentle, that plants whose habitat
belongs to more southern climes, vegetate
here in all their native richness.

The family of Glengariff Castle have
shown admirable judgment in simply giving
a helping hand to nature. All that was
wanting was to turn morass into good soil,
and heath into a carpet of greem grass—to
lay out walks through woods, under banks,
and around precipices ; and taste has direct-
ed, and money executed all this; and thus
the most interesting lawn in Ireland (as 1
apprehend) has been formed : underneath,
the bay studded with islands, on one of which
the Government has been gracionsly pleased
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to erect a most picturesque Martello tower.
—One would think that Mr. W , if
such a thing were possible, had bribed the

engineer who located these fortresses, to
build here—just by the way of keeping in
awe the herring fishermen—but in good truth
to crown a prospect. Other islands, not too
many to diminish the beauty of the fine
azure expanse, were dropped here and there
just where wanting : some covered with
copsewood ; others scattered over with holly
and arbutus—and across the bay, the shore
rising bold, rocky, and precipitous beyond
description : and onstill westward one of the
finest mountain ranges in the world, If I
were master of a million of money, or were 1
not sure that, after all, death must come and
say, ‘““Thou fool, this very night thy soul is
required of thee,”” I would buy (provided he
would sell) Glengariff from its proprietor.
And now, my patient reader, I almost sus-
pect that you are beginning to tire of a nar-
rative, ¢ where dull description holds the

place of sense ;”’ and, therefore, bear with
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me while T try another key.—This glen was
once part of the broad domain of the O’Sul-
livans, lords of Bear and Dantry, whose
princely fortress and seat of government was
Dunboy, about ten miles west of Glengariff,
near to Bearbaven. Philip O’Sullivan Bear,
deeply attached to the religion of his fathers,
under the auspicies of the Pope, and the
sanction of the foreign Universities of Sala-
manca and Valladolid, joined the confedera-
cy of O’Neil, O’Donnel, O’Connor, and
M¢Carthy ; and inviting the Spaniard to aid
in shaking off the yoke of the heretic Queen
and her Saxon churls, he surrendered into
the keeping of his foreign friends his strong
hold of Dunboy, and his fortresses on the
Dursey Island. But the battle of Kinsale
having crushed the powers and fortunes of
the confederates, and forced the Spaniards to
surrender, O’Sullivan, either by stratagem or
collusion, recovered his fortresses from the
foreigners, and Dunboy (rhore especially) be-
came the secure and well-resorted retreat of

Jesuits, seminary priests, and all the outlaws



«Q

SOUTH OF IRELAND, 351

who had fostered the insurrection against
the government. Here Dominick Collins,
Eugene M‘Egan, and sundry other Pope-
lings, held council together, and, as from an
insurrectionary centre, kept up the heat and
life of the Catholic League.

Amongst all the mighty minds, stern in
purpose, and original in conception, vigorous
in council,—leading in battle—that the Eli-
zabethan age produced, few were equal—
none superior—to Sir George Carew, the
Lord President of Munster, He saw that if
Ireland was ever to be restored to peace—if
ever the English sway and law were to ex-
tend over the island, this nest of Jesuits and
incendiaries must be pulled down; but how
was it possible so to do. Strong by nature,
and made stronger by art, here the Spanish
engineer, trained in the school of the Low
Countries, had exercised his science, and
made the fortress, as the Irish thought, im-
pregnable, except to treason or surprise;
and M‘Geoghegan, the truest and stoutest

warrior that Ireland in all her wars had sup-
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plied, acting on the courage and discipline of
the garrison ; and Dominick Collins, the
priest, acting on their eternal hopes and
fears, gave sufficient pledges to O’Sullivan,
that neither treasor, incapacity, or terror,
should endanger his last hope and hold.
Mountjoy, the Lord Deputy, saw the difficul-
ty of the enterprize, and would have dissuad-
ed the President of Munster from the under-
taking. The Council Board in England
threw difficulties in the way of the attempt—
but George Carew was not to be diverted
from his purpose : as he had well weighed
all the difficulties, so he had arranged with
consummate wisdom for their removal ; and
after taxing the resources of Eugland by
land and sea to the utmost, he at length suc-
ceeded in sitting down before Dunboy. In
vain did Captain Tyrrel, the best partizan of
his time, surround with his Bonnaughts
his camp, harrassing it by night and day : in
vain did the well-appointed fortress, from
falcon, petronell, and saker, thunder on his
leaguer, which owing to the rockiness of the
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ground, could not be covered by entrench-
nients, and was only protected by wattles
filled with sand. Still the siege went on,
and after many difficulties and delays,. the
keep was laid in ruims, and a practicable
breach effected ; and men such as Raleigh,
Wilmot, Godolphin, rushed up to the assault.
M‘Geoghegan and the best of his garrison
stood like lions on the ridge of the breach,
and Father Dominick Collins, with breviary
in one hand, and a dagger in the other, stood
in the rear ; and now he prayed and pointed
to the Angelic Host, and to the Saints mili-
tant, James of Compostella, St. Dominick
and others, who from their happy thrones
above, were praying for their victory or
waving their crown of martyrdom. Still
the Englishmen, cool and disciplined, borne
up by that valour which in every age and in
every clime, has carried them on victorious
over French enthusiasm, Spanish zeal, or Mi-
lesian devotedness, had at length forced the
defenders from the breach. Captain Kirton
was the man wheo first crowned the ridge and

AA
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planted the pennon of the President on the
eastern tower of the barbican; and yet the
fortress was not won. M‘Geoghegan had
encircled a tower with a rampart of earth,
and thither he and the remmnant of the gar-
rison retreated, and poured a murderous fire
of hail shot from the loop-holes. Still the
assailants rushed in, and a chance shot hav-
ing brought down the chief Irish gunner as
he was priming a culverin, and Captain
Slingsby’s serjeant having got possession of
the south-west tower that commanded the
court of the barbican, the Irish retreated to
the vaults of the Castle, to which there was
access but by one small winding staircase.
Here the Irishmen defended themselves for
many hours, with a resolution uninspired by
any hope, but that of selling dearly their lives.
M¢Geoghegan gathered in the centre of the
vault a number of barrels of powder, and in
the midst of them he sat, with a lighted
brand in his grasp. But a shower of bullets
pouring down the staircase having mortally

wounded him, still, though in the agonies of
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death, he was seen reaching towards a pow-
der barrel in order to end all-in the explosion
--when some one, not so desperate as himself,
forced him back, and beat a surrender. 1t ix
painful to have to report, that the President
gave the ruthless order, that all found alive
in Dunboy should be put to death.*

After this sack of his strong hold, 0’Sulli-
van, with his wife, children, retainers, and
cattle, took shelter in the woods of Gilenga-
riff.  Tyrrel and O’Connor Kerry held com-
munieation with him along the ridges of
Slievelogher. KEugene M¢Egan, the Apos-
‘telic Vicar, was in the centre of the M¢Car-
thys of -Carbery. But the Lord President
was not to be withstood ; and his Lieutenant,
Sir Charles Wilinot, who was as good a gue-
rilla as Tyrrel, and who knew the fastnesses

* The war iu those disastrous days was carried on with pe-
culiar animosity and rancour ; religious. hatred, party feuds,
and national enmities combined to barb and poison the wea-
pons of this warfare. That valiant Apostolic Vicar, Owen
M¢Egan, who was ‘defeated and killed by Captain Taalle near
Bandon, in his zeal unever pardoned an Irishman though a
Papist, who fought for the Queen; but as soon as any such

were taken, he had them confessed, absolved,and then hanged,

AA2
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of Slievelogher and Desmond, as well as if
he were the son of a Sullivan, surprised the
O’Sullivans in Glengariff. The Prince of
Bear and Bantry, amidst his own rocks, bogs,
and woods, foﬁght in the face of his wife,
children and people ;—the battle was for the
defence of the cattle, their only subsistence
—their all. Through the whole Munster
war, never was a field so desperately con-
tested. From rock to rock, and ridge to
ridge, the Irish suffered the assault of the
English ; and still the well-armed and fear-
less assailants carried one position after ano-
ther, until the O’Sullivans gave way, and
scattered over the hills, like sheep, leaving
their herds a prey to the spoiler.

And now Tyrrel, finding the left of his
position on Slievelogher turned by Wilmot
—perceiving the game was up in Munster,
and hopeless of farther Spanish aid, with the
decision and despatch for which he was so
notorious, retreated along the eastern parts
of Kerry, through Limerick, Ormond, and
Ely O’Carrol, until he reached in safety,
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with all his partisans, his own country.
O’Sullivan still clung with craving hope to
his native rocks ; but winter coming on, fa-
mine stared him and all belonging to him in
the face—for Wilmot had wasted all Bear,
Bantry, and the whole of Kerry—not a cow,
garrane, goat, or sheep did he leave from
Slieumiss to Glenflesk. O’Sullivan there-
fore consigning his wife and children to the
care of his faithful gossip, Gorrane M‘Swi-
ney, determined to follow Tyrrel’s example,
and retreat to the confederates that still held
out in Breffny and Ulster. He, therefore,
trustingin Giod and the Catholic cause, set
out in company with William Burke, O’Con-
nor Kerry, and one hundred faithful and
veteran Bonnaughts.

Gorrane, whose whole soul was in his
charge, returned with them to a boolie he
had set up under the foot of the Eagle’s
Precipice at Glengariff. This boolie or hut
was so contrived that Wilmot and his Saxon
devils, (as Gorrane called them,) might scour

the mountain over and never see it, or sus-



598 SKETCILES IN T

pect that there was iu sucly a desert, a human
habitation. It was crected against the face
of a rocky ridge, the roof sloping down
till it touched the moor, was covered with
scraws aird sods of heath, so that the place
was undistinguishable from the shelving
slope of the mountain, and the entrance a
long, distant, and winding passage in the
rock, and charcoal burned on the hearth for
fire—it was secure from suspicion. But how
was the princess of Bear and Bantry to be
suppotted, not a cow was there to give
milk, no corn, nor root, nor pulse. Gorrane
had one salted salmon wrapped up in a cow’s
hide ; that was all his provision when they
entered the boolie, and where to go to seek
for food, Gorrane knew not under heaven,
famine had spread over the southern land—
as Spencer says, ‘““the people of Munster
were brought to such wretchedness, that even
a heart of stone would have rued to see the
same ; for out of every corner of the woods
and glynnes they came creeping forth on
their hands and knees, for their legs could
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not bear them ; they looked like anatomies
of death, they spake like ghosts crying out
of their graves; they did eat the dead car-
rion, happy were they when they could find
them; yea and one another, sometime after;
insomuch that the very carcasses they spared
not to scrape out of their graves, and if they
found a plot of water-cresses or shamrock,
there they flocked as to a feast.”

In this extremity of desolation was the
south-west of Cork and Desmond, when Gor-
rane took home his charge to his boolie, ard
the poor fosterer knew not what to do—all
his trust was that God was good, and the
Virgin Mother, his protectress, would not
fail him in his hour of need. And as thus
one morning he was ruminating, he ram-
bled under the precipice where year after
year the eagles of the valley had nested and
reared their young; and looking up, he saw
one of these huge birds sailing on steady
wing with a hare within its talons, and now
“it alighted on its rock-nest, and anon the

young eagles were shrieking with triumph
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over the divided prey. - ¢ Arrah now isit not
the greatest pity in life that these young hell
birds that look for all the world like the
childer of these cramming beef-eating devils
the Saxon churls—my heavy curse light
upon them all—that these greedy guts
should be after swallowing the game that
nobody has any right to, but O’Sullivan;
and my sweet mistress and her little ones,
all the while starving. Now, it ’s I that
have a thought in my head, which no living
soul but the Virgin herself could have put
into it, and its myself knows what I will do.”
So home Gorrane went, and all day long he
was seen busy twisting firmly with all his
might, a rbpe made from the fibres of the
bog-fir, and towards evening he took out
from his store, his salmon, and gave the
greater part to be broiled for supper, and
long before the following day-break, Gor-
rane got up from his bed of heath, and he
awoke Phadrig his son, a boy of about four-
teen years old: ¢ Phadrig avich get up, come

along with me. The boy, light and active,
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“was beside him in an instant, and out they
both started—the father with his wooden
rope in his hand. Just as the day was break-
ing, they came to the brink of the mountain
ridge that ascends from the precipitous valley,
where the eagles build their nest; and just as
they arrived at the verge of the chasm, they
saw the old eagles soaring away to meet the
sun and toseek for their prey over land and sea.
“ Phadrig a cushla, look down there,”” says
the father, ‘“look down below, and see that
bird’s nest—down there you must go by the
help of this rope; if you have any regard for
the life of the mother that bore you, and of the
sweet mistress, for whom we are bound to
live or spend our blood and die. You must
go down by the help of this rope, and tie
these straps that I will give you round the
necks of yonder gaping greedy guts; don’t
choak them for the life of you, but just tie
their ugly necks so tight that not one morsel

»” ¢« And now father sure

can they swallow.
it ’s T myself that would desire no better

sport than to get down and wring their necks
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off, and bring them up to you; but sure fa-
ther the Lady O’Sullivan must be cruel
hungry when she would eat eagles.” <O
that would not do at all at all Phadrig jewel,
that would be the spoiling without cure of
the whole thing—no, my honey, handle them
gently, treat the nasty things as if they were
your mother’s daughters—only do, Phadrig,
just as I bid you.”” ¢ 'Well, father, mind you
hold tight, and I will do your bidding.”  So
Gorrane fastened well the rope about the
boy’s waist and between his legs, and down
be lowered him, in the name of God and all
the saints. The youth soon got to the nest
—as he was bid, tightened well the necks of
the young eaglets, so that they could not
swallow ; and then he was safely drawn up.
For an hour or two the father and son wait-
ed near the nest, and at length were gratified
with seeing the old ones come soaring down
the wind, one with a rabbit, another with a
grouse in his talons, which they deposited in
the nest, and after a time flew away.

“Now Phadrig avourneen down with you
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again, and to be sure it’s I that will hold
you tight—gut the game, throw the garbage
to the young ones, its right and nathral they
should have it, and bring up under your two
arms O’Sullivan’s rightful property.” All
this the boy did with address and expedition;
and in this manner were the family in the
boolie fed, until the English retreated from
the country, and the wife of O’Sullivan and
her faithful followers could reach a place of
more plenty and security.

In the mean while, O’Sullivan, William
Burke, and O’Connor Kerry had set out on
their perilous retreat : they took their way
through Murdering-glen, and around the foot
of Ivelearagh mountains, and through the
district of Muskerry. That uncertain turn-
coat Teige M‘Carthy, safe with no man, and
true to no party, attacked them in the pas-
sage of the Lee, and they lost some of their
best men. John Barry of Buttevant, who
was neither fish nor flesh, whose blood was bad
because there was the English drop init, a

false Irishman because a mixed mongrel, he,
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instead of giving them welcome at Liscarrol,
turned, churl as he was, the guns of his castle
on them : and moreover sent out all his men
on garrans, to press and prey on them. Still
onward they weunt, leaving to the left the
Ballyhoura mountains. They descended into
the plains of Limerick.—Here they found
for a few days, food for themselves, and pas-
ture for their horses : and then northward
they rode, until passing under. the (ialtee
chain, they reached the rich valley of the
Suir. O’Sullivan and O’Connor trusted that
here, in this very fertile vale, which the Ca-
tholic Church had appropriated to herself,
and amidst the opulent abbeys that raised
their cloistered fronts along its beautiful
stream, they would have been refreshed.
Thus they stopped at Athassel, but the Saxon
spoiler had driven the peaceful dwellers from
this splendid monument of the piety of De
Burgo, the Red Earl—and they passed on to
the Rock of Cashel. DBut here again was
no rest for the hoofs of their horses, for the

Lord President had advised, by his scouts,
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the Sheriff of the Cross in the Palatinate of
Tipperary, that traitors to the Queen’s High-
ness were traversing his bailiwick, and the
rising of the loyalty of the Palatinate was
on horse to pursue the fugitives, who fled
northward along the left skirts of the plain
that lies between the Suir and the mountains
of Clanwilliam. They saw, and only saw,
the tower of Holy Cross at a distance, and
receiving as much refreshment as the poor
monks of Monaincha could supply, they
turned to the left under Benduff, the black
point out of which the Suir and Nore take
their rise. Proceeding by the borders of
Ormond and Ely O’Carrol, they reached the
Shannon, where it spreads broad and beauti-
ful under the old Bardic College of Terry-
glass : and here what was to be done? The
whole English rising, headed by the Sheriffs
of the Cross and the Liberty of Tipperary
were behind, and within a few miles of them
—before them the Shannon spreading like an
inland sea ; and ¢ shall” says O’Sullivan,

“ the Saxon churls, after all our batiles,
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and all our escapes, shall they here take us
like foxes they have driven into the bottom

of a bag ;

shall our quarters dangle from
these trees, as piecemeal food for carrion
crows. No, by the assistance of St. Patrick
and the Virgin it shall not be : come let us
turn our good nags into nevoges, and ride on
them over the ‘Shanpon. Come boys out
with your skeins, let each man:cuthis good
horse’s throat, and more’s the pity to do it,
and we will make coraghs of their skins, and
dress a stake to satisfy hunger oven from
their flesh.” Accordingly they set to work ;
the horses were slaughtered in the wood of
‘Dromina, that overhangs the ancient abbey
of Terryglass, and ‘the old fortress of the
O’Griflins. They made basket boats, and
covered them with their horse hides; and
just as the posse comitalus of Tipperary, with
the Sheriffs at their head, were riding down
the Ormond hills overhanging the Shanuon,
where they expected to find and overwhelm
the runaways—O’Sullivan and his troop were

afloat on the bosom of the Shannon, which,
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as in pity to their adventure, spread its wave-
less bosom to receive them; and across they
wafted themselves in sight of their surprized
and disappointed enemies. And now having
landed on that moorland district of Galway,
which in those days was called Tough-Kil-
nalehem, they here rested as long as their
horse-flesh lasted, and then were forced to
press onward toward Clanrickard, where they
were attacked by Sir Thomas Bourke and
Captain Maltby, who at that time held this
portion of Connaught for the Queen.

The Catholic confederates retired to a
rocky fastness, protected in the rear by the
precipitous ledge of a mountain range—be-
fore them, and in the only accessible point
of attack, was a narrow defile, overhung with
wood, and from behind a rock the confede-
rates could see and defend all approach to
their position. Maltby, in the meantime, who
was a fine tall soldier, but a hot and impe-
tuous character, rushed forward into the de-
file. O’Connor Kerry had known him in

peaceable times, and at a banguet given by
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the Lord President of Munster to the assem-
bled nobility of Munster and Connaught,
O’Connor had given to this Maltby the right
hand of fellowship. He therefore now cried
out—* Maltby, my old friend, come not a
foot farther, or you are a dead man. Cap-
tain, I have you covered with my good ar-
quebuss which never missed its aim. I once
gave you my hand in friendship—that hand
would be reluctantly raised to send you into
eternity. Why pursue us >—Why seek our
lives 2 Let us pass through your country in
peace. Give us food and rest for a few days,
and not a cow or garrane of your’sshall we
touch. Come my ancient friend open the
way for us, let us pass into O’Rourke’s coun-
try.

“What” cried the fiery Maltby, “shall it
be said that 1 parlied with traitors. No! down

2

rebel with your arms, and submit to the
Queen’s clemency.” ¢ Clemency !’ cried
O’Sullivan, ¢ O ye spirits of my people, mur-
dered in cold blood at Dunboy, bear ye wit-

ness to Saxon clemency. TFire, fire ! in me-
R 2
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mory of Dunboy.—Hurra—O’Sullivan, aboo,
~—fire 1> The well-directed volley was dis-
charged, and Malthy, struck by a bullet in
the forehead, fell dead ; many of his men
being killed or wounded, onwards rushed the
confederates : they must fight or die, and
plunging on like desperadoes, they overturn-
ed, conquered, and dispersed the Connaught
men, and effected their retreat unmolested
wmto O’BRourke’s country.

Good reader, I almost fear you are not
pleased with this piece of andient story. But
pray resume your good humour, and come
back with me until you see how with all my
lingering, I shall extricate myself from Glen-
gariff, almost as enchantingly detentive as
the gardens of Armida.

I spent two days there. It cannot be
that this time shall be erased from my me-
mory. But as it is easier to talk about rocks
and waters, to repeat old legends and apo-
cryphal stories, than to narrate with effect
the engagements and amenities of polished
life, I shall only say then, that one of these

BB
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days Ispent delightfully on the water, sweeyp-
ing in a six-oared barge around this ronparicl
of a bay. Every cove, indenture, promon-
tory aud point, we circuumnavigated. It was
one of the ealy water parties that ever 1
engaged in, which begun, continued and end-
ed pleasantly : no storm—no sickness—no
woman’s terror, and no man’s intoxication.
No prevailing talker to tire with his wit,
or tease us with garrulity.—A calm day, and
a beauteous bay— and minds desirous of plea-
sing and being pleased.  Such was our wa-
ter party. And now we glided into a deep
fissure between impending rocks which rose
like walls on cither side, and whose dark and
olver-hanging forms served as a contrast to the
green translucent sca water, which disclosed
many fathoms deep the ocean bed, covered
with an astonishing variety of marine vegeta-
tion, so that really the bottom of this water
seems to rival its overhanging woods, in the
mixture and mutability of its productions.
And again we left these rocky straits, and in-
yaded islands studded with holly and arbu-
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tus, the secure retreat of the sea bird, and
the heron. And again we passed under an
island, a smooth and complete flat, unbro-
ken by tree or shrub, consigned to the her-
ving fisher as the convenient pesition for dry-
ing his nets.  As we thus careered aloug, we
saw a pleasure boat under weigh—a very
pretty vessel, gallant and gay in the full trim
of her appointments. Scarce was there a
breath of wind to raise herlagging sail ; and
slowly indeed it made progress, as if instinct
with reluctance to leave her beauteous road-
stead, and launch into the wider expanse of
Bantry Bay. At length, as it just came op-
posite a wooded point that headed out into
the bay, we observed that she ceased to work
forward, and we could distinguish the helms-
man preparing to put about. ¢ O yes! you
do well to put about,” cried one of the live-
ly inmates of Glengariff Castle, ¢ the lovely
Betsy is not gone from us yet—back she
must go to her old moorings. She has got
into the bog, and not one fathom farther will
she get thisday.” ¢ And what isthe bog "

BB 2
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“Oh! that part of the bay which stretches
in a strait line across from yonder point—
that’s the bog—an unlucky place : if a ves-
sel is becalmed in any part of the bay it is
sure to be there; her anchor drags if she
anchors there ; there is no take of fish in it ;
nets are torn—boats upset—men drowned :
it is an unlucky place.” ¢ And what’s
the matter withit ? why should the shore
be unlucky, of that lovely point, wood-
ed almost to the water’s edge 7 “ Why
this is what ails it—it is the fairies’ pass.
The king of the fairies makes this part of
- the bay his high-road, when tired of hunting
and dancing through the hills of Muskerry
and Ivelearagh, he chooses to change his
quarters, and go into Bear ; and often just at
hollantide, when the herrings are shoaling
into the bay, this little queer king, with a
leather hunting cap on his head, comes to
yonder point, and crying ¢tallyho,” he and
thousands upon thousands of tiny green
men, riding upon little grey horses, are ob-

served dashing across the water, asif it was
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firm land, and up they go in the light of the
moonbeams to Slieve Goul, in a wild, riot-
ous, rushiug rout. Bad luck tothe poor fisher
that is out on the water that night : it’s lit-
tle chance he has for one week after that.
If the whole bay was swarming with herrings,
he knows he has no business to go looking
after them.” |

“QOne night n this way, Florence O’'Dono-
hoe was a fishing, and its not many years ago
—October never gave a brighter or more
promising hour for a take of fish ;—the her-
rings cast up a shining from the deep, as if
they desired to outdazzle the moonbeams. All
was still and quiet, except here and there you
could hear betimes the plunging of a por-
poise. It was Florence’s first night to be out,
and he had just taken a fine cod, and as it
was the first-fruits of his fishing, with all due
solemnity, he spit into its mouth for luck—
taking also care to make asign of the crosson
the hook, for grace, before he cast it out
again. Thus all was well and promising-—
when of a sudden he heard the shrill ¢ tally-
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ho,” that sounded as clear as it it came
through a silver pipe ; and looking up he saw
a troop of the little green men, mounted on
cattle not bigger than cats, waving their hun-
ting caps over their heads, and dashing from
the point across the water, cantering away
over the sea as if it had been a Curragh or a
hill side.  Florenee drew in all his hooks—
he pulled up all his nets, and putting back to
land, he went home sorrowful efiough to his
cabin. And what was worse than all, he dare
not give his soul the satisfaction of casting
one hearty curse after the green king of the
good people, as ke rode in his riot up the
side of Slieve Goul. Therefore, let n» one
venture, while the fishermen are out in Glen-
gariff bay, to cry ¢ tallyho’—for the moment
that dangerous word is uttered, every man
puts about, and gives up fishing.””.

As we passed a cove into which there was
an entrance from the sea by a narrow strait,
Mr. W. said, ¢ You may talk of your sports,
hunting, and shooting, and of your coming

home in the evening with your bag full of
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grouse or partridge ; but commend me to ti:o
sporting 1 had here one day, when we hal
game worthy of Gargantua, and a day’s sport
that the king of Brobdignag would not have
despised. Just after breakfast one morning
not many years ago, one of my people came
running up to me in breathless haste, ¢ O, Sir,
come down to us ; bring all your guns, pow-
der and ball ; a whole herd of whales are in
the bay, and one of them is already aground.’
Accordingly I went down with all my guns
and ammunition; and certainly found a whale
of the bottle-nose species aground, or rather
ent;;apped in the narrow pass at the mouth of
this cove. We fired until we despatched it,
and then with ropes and boat-hooks drew
him to shore. He was succeeded by another,
(for they all seemed to follow the leader,)
which was despatched in the same way ; and
thus thirty-three of them weresecured : and
many a pound the poor fellows of the necigh-
bourhood made by the oil, &c. which was

obtained by this day’s shooting.”

C. O.
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LETTER V.

TO THE REV. THOMAS P. M—E.

DEAR SIR,
Ox the following day my kind entertainers
took an excursion towards the fall of Adri-
goll, or Hungry Mountain. We passed be-
tween the sea-shore and the Sugar-loaf
mountain, along a new road made to Bear-
haven, on the M‘Adamized plan; and nothing
could be finer than the road, or grander than
the outline of the mountain scenery—to the
left, the broad expanse of Bantry Bay—
to the right, the mountains. We had no
longer in view the woods of Glengariff; no

improvement, no cultivation. At length we
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came to where the continuous line of hills
was interrupted, and room left for an open
valley through which a stream descended
and joined the sea : a pretty bridge, a sort
of a village, a church, and close to the sea
shore, a comfortable parsonage house ; and
straight before us Hungry Mountain, with
the bed of the waterfall, like a dark deep
chasm, indented down its side. But the
weather had already set in with peculiar
dryness, and there was not a rill of water
where in winter is a fearful cataract.

¢ Did you ever see a dumb church?” said
one of my companions. ‘“And pray what is
a dumb church 2’ “Why it is a church lately
built and consecrated ; but which has now
no service in it, and is let to go to neglect
and ruin.,”” ¢ And how long is this church
butlt—for it, at this distance, from its posi-
tion, colour, and elevation, appears to be
quite a modern structure 2’ ¢ [t is not more
than ten or twelve years erected—the pre-
sent Primate consecrated it.”’ ¢ Come, let

us take a walk to see this first specimen that
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has come under my observation of a dumb
éhurch.” Accordingly the greater number
of the party proceeded to take a view of the
church. As we approached it, the desolation
became more and more conspicuous; the
windows all broken, sashes destroyed, shut-
ters torn off their hinges, roof all stripped.

You might have supposed that the French,
when they came into Bantry Bay thirty years
ago, had landed here and made this their
bivouac for the night, and left it in the morn-
ing, a specimen of what ruthless invaders
could perpetrate : but it was no such thing;
this place of worship was not thought of
until twenty years after the French, by God’s
providence were driven from our shores. Its
ruin then, was quite a native work; and
there it stood a monument of desertion by
Protestants, and of demolition by Romanists.
We climbed in by one of the windows—a
goat could have got in, and did get in, the
same way ;—and what desolation !—the pews
torn to pieces—the floor ripped up, and no-

thing remaining entire but the pulpit—it
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scemed left in mockery of the ruin it over-
hangs. Into it I ascended, and was moved
to address Him who heareth prayer, that he
might put it into the hearts of those having
authority, to restore this desecrated struc-
ture—to repair the place where once his
honour dwelt; and that in future times the
truth of the Gospel and unsearchable riches
of Christ, should be preached with power
and converting influence, from this now de-
serted pulpit. When we reached the entrance
door of this degraded temple, it appeared
that for some years at least, no entrance was
made by this way; for long stalactites were
hanging down from the door-way, formed by
the slow combination of water with the lime
of the damp wall; and there they hung like
long white fingers, forbidding the door to
open on its rusty hinges. Whatever was the
cause of all this, my wish was that I could
have the use of Aladdin’s lamp, and by giv-
ing it a good scrubbing, induce the slave of

the lamp to lift up that dumb church, and
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exhibit it for half an hour to the Liord Pri-
mate of Ireland.

But this is not explaining the matter—
whence all this ?—what made the church
dumb ?--where the parson ?~—where the
church-wardens, and the Protestant parish-
ioners ? Good Mr. Reader, not so fast, it is
easier to exhibit effects than to explain
causes ; 1 was but a stranger—I could only
obtain hearsays, and perhaps prejudiced ac-
counts. The parsonage house I saw about
a mile off ; it looked at that distance snug
and comfortable--a nice green lawn-—many
trees—prettily, nay, beautifully situated on
the shore of the sea, and surrounded by the
sublime and various mountains. 1 heard
stories, perhaps not true, how the greater
part of the Protestants had turned Catholics ;
how even the clerk of the parish had shewn
the example, and in order to procure his
salary, had actually torn up the pews of the
church, and sold the timber. I heard how,
some years ago—perhaps a hundred—a cler-
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gyman, on being asked, whether in his minis-
tration he had been successful in inducing the
natives of his parish to renounce their Ro-
mish superstition—laughed outright—*“What,
convert the Papists—No, no! on the contra-
ry, all the Protestants somehow or other are
turning Papists.”” This certainly would be
so unlucky a confession from any Protestant
minister, that I hope it never took place—
but this is quite certain, that many Proges-
tants in this district have within this half-
century joined the Church of Rome—and the
loyal and high-spirited yeomanry, that the
piety and patriotism of the Boyles, &ec. &c.
had planted in these districts, has, under the
neglect of careless parsons, and the discoun-
tenance of greedy landlords, in a great mea-
sure, merged into the mass of the Romish po-
pulation. Not far from the Church was a
little hut, with a potato-garden attached to
it; surrounded by a stone wall, in which
a woman was digging with all the muscu-
lar energy of a man: with an old hat on her

head, without stockings, coarse clouted shoes,
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and a simple woollen gown, and short petii-
coat of the same texture, she exhibited one
of the most succinct and robust figures T ever
saw in the costume of a woman. As she was
the only person to be seen in the vicinity of
the deserted church, 1 called her from her
work, which she seemed to leave reluctantly,
and asked, ¢ What was the cause of that
house of worship being in such a state ?”
“ Why then in troth, Sir, though it is now
no.longer the place I desire to go to, yet it is
a shame, and grief to me often as I look out
of my cabin door, to see it in that state.”
“ Why, what do you mean, my good woman,
by saying that you go no longer to sucha
place—did you ever go to Church ?”” “Why,
not all out to that place ; but all my kiff and
kin were Protestants—but I go, as all about

b

go, to Mass.” ¢ Ah, my dear good woman !
how could you, if reared in the Protestant
faith, condescend to degrade your under-
standing, by giving up its reasonable service
for the system you have adopted ?”’ “Why,

it is easy for you, gentlemen, as vou are, to
you, g p y 9
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talk —but look at me, a desolate widow,
without one on the living earth to proteet
me or give me a meal’s meat—look at that
poor cabin—look at this little garden—I
have robbed it from the rock—it was I that
picked up all the stones out of it, and built
these walls ~it was 1 carried earth to it on
my back—it was I dug it—it was1 carried on
my dripping head, weeds out of yonder sea
to manure it—and here I am a lone desolate
crathur, not a living soul to lift his hand in my
favour, and take my part—how could I con-
tinue a Protestant—-1 never knew the diffe-
rence between the two persuasions—all
about me tould me that the old ancient faith
was the safe and secure Church—built up as
that rock—a Church no more to be moved
than the mountain before us, and what better
could I do than take the safe side for this
world and the next? Oh! if I had when
my poor husband died—-and God rest his soul
~—if I had remained a Protestant, not a her-
ring would I have got to make kitchen for

my pratie, nor a lock of wool from a Chris-
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tian to make this camlet to cover my poor
back.” 'The woman spoke with a feeling
and an agitated anxiety to excuse herself,
which convinced me that she was not quite
satisfied in her mind that she was right.—1
asked whether she could read ? She said she
could.— Do you ever read the Testament
of our Lord Jesus?” ¢ That I do,” said
she, “and 1 am proud to own it to you, but
would not like to confess it to another.”’—
My companions had all deserted me, and
were beckoning me to follow, yet still I lin-
gered beside poor Mary Blake-—and before I
parted, I directed her to passagesin her Bible
exhibiting the need of one only and all-suf-
ficient Saviour, “the way, and the truth, and
the life,”—only able to save-—only competent
to mediate—only sufficient to intercede—as
man, touched with the feeling of our infirmi-
ties—as Grod, capable of hearing prayer;
why fly to another 2—why let go holding to
this head, to trust to living priests or dead
saints ? I spoke with all my soul and with
all my strength. Oh, that I had spoken as
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foreibly as I felt, when seeking thus to turn
asinner from the error of her ways. There
was a tear in the woman’s eye as 1 departed,
which convinced me—and yet 1 might be
much mistaken—that though Mary Blake
will continue all her life to go to Mass, that
living, she will continue to read the Gospel,
and dying, she will rest alone on the all-suffi-
cient merits of her crucified Redeemer.

In this neghbourhood was the mansion of
Ros M‘Owen, and the place where it was si-
tuated was pointed to me, where dwelt one
of the principal branches of the O’Sullivans
of Cork, the two elder branches, those of
M<Gillicuddy and M‘Fineen Duff, being es-
tablished in Kerry, and the lineal descend-
ants of the O’Sullivan Bear being long set-
tled and cnnobled in Spain, where with the
O’Donohue’s, O’Donnels, and O’Higgins,
they have cast some fresh blood, and some
portion of Irish activity into the stagnant
veins of the Castilian nobility. Of Mur-
tough O’Sullivan’s establishment at Ros
M‘Owen, I have received the following curi-

(SN &
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ous and characteristic account, from a valua-
ble and venerable correspondent :—

“ More than fifty years elapsed sincel fivst
visited Bearbaven, and among other excur-
sions, in company with a friend, walked to a
place called Rogs MCwen, where was an old
mansion-house on the south side of Hungry-
hill, at a small distance from the bay.—This
dwelling, though it might savour somewhat
of the bleak and dreary from without, yet
presented nothing of cold or dismal within :
on the contrary, hospitality of the warmest
kind was the order of every day, let who
would be the comer or the visitant. There
was a copse near it, the remains of a consi-
derable oak wood, that the hospitable ex-
penses of O’Sullivan’s table contributed to
reduce to a very limited size—we had come
to it for the purpose of shooting wood-cocks,
and were soon joined by O’Sullivan’s son,
who carried a gun, but had no ammunition,
with which, however, we supplied him. After
continuing our sport for some time, a message

arrived from the old gentleman, desiring the
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favour of our company at his house, an invi-
tation which § would most gladly have declin-
ed did civility permit it, conceiving from the
“Mount Dismal’ appearance of the outside,
that all within was correspondent—Dbut I was
agreeably disappointed. Murtough (’Sulli-
van’s person and countenance were prepos-
sessing, his manners and conversation those
of a well-bred gentlemun, whose youth had
been passed in polite socicty, and who “mores
hominum multorwm widit & wrlbes” It was
evident that the rays of fortune which shone
upon his youth had been withdrawn in his old
age, and that the style of his entertainment
was at variance with his wishes. But he
made no complaint of his altered state; of-
fered no apologies for the plainness of his
fare, and was as cheerful as if he had enter-
tained with claret and venison. We remain-
cd longer than might scem prudent, consider-
ing that it was a winter's night, and that we
had some miles to return over rock and hog,
for as to road, that was an accommodation

then wholly unknown ; but we were furnish-

o e
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cd with a sober guide, and two ecxcellent
ponies, as expert at climbing rocks as goats,
and the enly visk we ran was a chance slide
into a bog-hole—this being a matter of com-
mon occurrence, was only a thing to be
laughed at ; and though the night was dark,
I think T eccasioned but one opportunity for
mirth during the entireride. My companion
was not so fortunate.

“ One circumstance concerning  the old
house of Ros M‘Owen 1 must not omit, as it
is curious. [t was not uncommon formerly
to have water admitted into the kitchen, by
means of an aperture in the wall, through
which it was introduced by a weeden pipe,
and let out again at another opening under-
neath. Tn this old house it was managed
otherwise, a large stream being admitted
ncar one of the angles, which flowing close
to the wall, discharged itself at the opposite
side; at the point of admission a stroug iron
grating was fixed, allowing passage to no-
thing but water, of which a certain quantity

was permitted to enter, the overflow during
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the rains being carried off by an ‘external
channel. It will be naturally asked, for
what culinary purpose could such a stream
be required 2 The answer, if not obvious,
is very satisfactory—as a ready way not only
of supplying the cook with means of washing
fish, which constituted a great part of the
daily food, but also of catching it. Salmon
and sea-trout abound in Banrry Bay, and in
their proper seasons seek cvery stream of
fresh water, in which to deposit their spawn
—that they will ascend even smaller streams
than that of Ros M‘Owen, I know from ac-
tual experience ; and the proximity of this
stream to the bay, renders the fact extremely
probable, that salmon and sea-trout were
frequently taken as well as dressed in O’Sul-
livan’s kitchen. A salmon which made part
of our dinner, we were assured, was so
caught in the kitchen not three hours be-
fore.”
)" "A respectable old gentleman who lived
near Adrigoll for many years, relates many

curious anecdotes of the awkward mixture
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of pride and pauperism, still operating
amongst the fallen classes of the royal race
of O’Sullivan. When the formation of roads
becarne an object of public exertion in that
quarter, he happened to pass by a small
party of labourers just at their dinner hour
—all were sitting sociably together, consum-
ing their humble but warm meal, which
their wives and families bad brought—but
one was sitting apart and alone disconsolate
on a rock. ¢ How comes it, my honest fel-
low, that you are not as well provided as
your ncighbours, have you no wife to bring
you your dinner?” ¢ 'Troth then, it is 1
that have a wife, and that ’s the case as why
my dinner is not after coming.” ¢ Oh, pcor
woman! I suppose she is lying-in, or she is
sick 2’ ¢ Arra musha not at all, your ho-
nour ; troth she is neither sick, nor sore, nor
sorry—1’ll be bound, master, she is as big
and as brave a body as any man’s wife from
Bear to Bantry—but Y'll tell you, master; #
what’s the matter—she’s a lady.”” “ A lady
—why, what do you mean by a lady?” “Arra
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now don’t you know——sure she’s of the thick
blood, she comes of the O’Sullivans.” “Well,
but lady as she is, the O’Sullivans must eat
—she’s not above dining—she has mouth
and teeth like other people.”—¢Oh! then
it is she that has—eat—och, then let Biddy
O’Sullivan alone for that, a better man than
ever I was, she would eat out of house and
home ; and then Sir, she would break the Bank
in drinking tay. Butthough, Sir,she will eat
dinner with me, aye, and after me—she is not
the one to bring it to a poor body that’s after
working all the day—that would be bringing
down her quality stomach too much, your
honour by this pipe I hould in my fist, she
would as soon carry Sugar Loaf on her head,
or Hungry Hill in her hand, as bring me
(and I have been a good man to her) my
dinner.” ¢ This is a strange story, friend.”
¢ Strange is it *—why it’s as true as you are
there.” ¢ Well, but if she don’t work or go
wsabroad, she is surely a good wife at home—
she knits your stockings, she mends, she

makes for you.”—¢Qch, the sorrow one
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stiteh--knit my stockings, wash, mend, maka,
for me !——may I never sit under Father Ma-
hony’s knee, or ever see mass, if one hole in
my stockings she ever darned, or even one
needle-full of thread did she ever fill in
mending or making for me.” ‘It would
appear then, that you have a heavy bargain
of this lady wife of your’s.” ¢ Why,
what signifies complaining, sure she’s mine,
and it’s the will of God, and that’s enough.
But harkee, your honour, (and here the
poor fellow lowered his voice to a whisper,
and inclined his head towards my ear, lest
any of the royal O’Sullivans should over-
hear,) by the powers, if it were to be done
over again, I’d sooner go on board a man
of war, and live under a cat-o’-nine-tails,
than be married to a Lapy.”

I assure you, my good reader, I made a val-
liant attempt to get out of Glengariff—1 was
desirous in order to avoid a distance of forty
miles by Maeroom and Mill-street, to get .-
over the mountain chain that divides Cork
from Kerry—gnd ovexr which there is a pass
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not very practicable for horsemen : but for a
wheel-carriage, there were twenty opinions
for and against its feasibility. Come, says
my hospitable entertainer at Glengariff Cas-
tle, never fear your gig, I will send a gang
of men that shall help to push it up the
mountain, and when it gets to the top, what
with ropes and hand-spikes they can let it
down into Kerry. Accordingly 1 accepted
of his offer, and set out en the first of April
to pass over the mountains. Some as I set
out seemed to look as if I were about to
make an April fool of myself; but out I set,
accompanied by my escort of men, and by
two dear friends, who determined not to
desert me until I was deposited in the king-
dom of Kerry. I would run the risk of
wrecking the best gig that ever rolled, to see
the interior of this sublime mountain scene.
So taking leave, reluctantly enough, of
Glengariff, out I set with my escort, and
commenced the ascent of the mountain chain,
and we had not proceeded far along the
road, or rather horse-path, until the necessity
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of presaution, and of abundant help of men
became evident. Tlere a broken bridge, over
whose ruins my fragile velicle was to be lift-
ed-—there a quagmire across the road, over
which my poor mare was obliged to jump
upon stepping stones : indeed the poor ex-
perienced animal, who had drawn me many)a
thousand miles, and who, if she could hold a
pen with her hoof, might be able to write as
good a tour as her master—she, as passing
over these uncouth places, with her ears
thrown back, and a very hesitating sort of
countenance, now and then looked me full in
the face,and 2]l as one as said, Master, where
are you bringing me, fool as you are, risk-
ing a good gig, and better mare, in such a
dangerous enterprize ; and, indeed, at this
very instant, the foreboding looks of my
worthy friend and long tried companion,
seemed realized ; for,just as we were attempt-
ing to pass what was once designed to be a
bridge, the poor animal’s foot forced its way
through an orifice in the arch, and if the
poor creature had not heen cool and steady,
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her broken leg would have been the punish-
ment of my rashness ; as it was, her torn knee
will long remind me of the Esk mountain.
Were it not for these risks and difficulties,
the scenery that now surrounded us was of a
very grand character : the glen, the lakes,
the continuous chain of barrier mountains,
extending as far as the eye could reach, out
into the Atlantic. On the top of this lofty
chain, ran the boundary between Cork and
Kerry. " It was a day befitting the season,
a fine Dbut characteristic April hour—the at-
mosphere perfectly clear—-the sun now bril-
liant, now obscured. Iere a decep valley
laughing in the sunshine, and reflecting from
its central lake, the forms of its surrounding
mountains, and all the colours and faces of
its overhanging precipices; farther off, to-
wards the west, you might sce a hail storm
gather on the head of a mountain peak, and
the morning sun engendering the half formed
arch of the rainbow, on the skirts of the
approaching shower ; which, however, took

a direction along the hills towards the south,
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and left us to enjoy the clearness of our
prospect, and the glad company of the morn-
ing’s brightness.

In these mountains, it is said, there is a
lake for every day in the year—high or low,
or decp in the recesses of the valley, or
sparkling on the hill side, the higher you
ascend the more you see of them ; and the
varieties of their forms, positions, and accom-
paniments, give a wonderful interest to this
otherwise toilsome march into Kerry. If I
were a young man, and had health and time,
how 1 should like to ramble from valley to
valley, and from lake to lake, filling my
mind with the magnificent picture this Al-
pine -territory presented, and my soul with
the higher and more adoring conceptions of
the Almighty God, ¢ who, by his strength,
getteth fast these mountains,” 'To the left
of our road, as we wound up the long ascents
of hill rising over hill, I was shown a lake,
one of the love%iest we had yet seen: per-
fectly circular, it lay in the bosom of a chain
of peaked and precipitous hills—it reposed
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within the circle of their protecting arms,
and sparkled like a looking-glass in the sun.
“Once upon a time,” said onme of the men
who formed my escort from Glengariff, ¢ that
lake there beyond, was full of as good beer
as ever was brewed in Cork town, In good
old Catholic times long ago, ere Protestants,
saving your presence, came into our land,
Denis O’Donohoe lived in a valley in these
mountains, and he was a great friend to the
good people, and their king and queen used
to come and dance under the moonshine, in
the meadow which lay before Denis’s house ;
and one evening as Denis was a driving
home half a dozen goats that had gone astray
across the hills, he met the king of the good
people sitting on a musheroone that grew
large and round under the shelter of the
high rock that rises to the north side of the-
meadow. ¢ Denis,” says the wee bit of a
king, ¢ have you any thing at home to give
me to drink, for I am as dry as a whistle,
after dancing my round about that ring yon-
der.”” “Qch then,” says Denis, “what could
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a poor crathur the likes of me give your ho-
nour and glory, but a drop of goat’s milk ;
as for water, I suppose as why you know
where to get it yourself.”” ¢ Ah then, it’s
little I value your goat’s milk,”” said the
fairy—¢“have you no beer, Denis?”” ¢ Beer,
a cushla machre, where would the likes of
me get beer in this place ?”’ (bye the bye,
your honour, poteen was not invented in them
days.) “No, but King honey, as I ought
and should please you, and all your good peo-
ple, if you will just be after putting up for
this night with a drop of goat’s milk, why at
break of day to-morrow I will slip over to
Bantry and get a quart of as good beer as
Felix O’'Sullivan has in his whole cellar, and
though it be fifteen miles off, I will be back
before night.” ¢ Why then now, Denis,”
says the king, “you are nothing else buta
good-natured fellow, and it’s a thousand
pities that you and your’s should have no-
thing better to drink than goat’s whey, to
wash down your pratie. Come along with

me, Denis, and I will (provided you promise
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upon your oath not to tell the priest,) put
you in the way of never drinking worse than
the best of beer, all the days of your life,
and all your kiff and kin to boot.”

“ Now, your honour, there was nota man
in all the barony of Bear, that loved strong
beer better than Denis, and it was a great
while to Easthier, when lie must needs con-
fess to Flather Florence ; so he thanked the
fairy very civilly, and said he was at his sar-
vice to command. So the little man desiring
him to leave his goats there, and to follow
him, off they set in the moonshine over rock
and glen, until they came to a hill side, where
grew very large heath, the biggest you ever
saw. ¢ Now, Denis,” says the king, ¢ pull
your arm full of these plants, its long and
many a day since mortal man pulled a handful
before; not since the days of the Danes,
who were as wise as they were wicked, has the
son of a mother made use of this plant—come
away with me and I will shew you what it
was made the Danes stout and strong, when

they carried away poor Irishmen’s daughters,
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and cut off the young men’s noses.”* So off
they set, and came to yonder pretty lake:
¢ take now, Denis, a wisp of that plant you
have in your hand, and whisk it well in the
water of this lake, and wait a bit, and you
will see what will happen.” So Denis did
as he was bid, and after waiting and chatting
a while with the fairy, he was bid to go, and
in the palm of his hand to take a sup of the
water. So down he went, and lifting what he
could take up in the hollow of his fist, he
cried out “by the powers of pewter, please
your honour and glory, it’s the best beer that
ever was brewed——it’s as strong as malt can
make it. Och then, isn’t it the greatest pity
in the world, I have not the piggin to bring
home a drop to Judy and the childer.” So

N

# The Danes after their conquest of Ireland imposed a
heavy tribute on the Irish ; every master of afamily was
obliged to pay in an ounce of gold yearly, and if through
misfortune or poverty he was unable to furnish his contribu-
tion, he was punished with the loss of his xose. This tribute
was therefore called the Nose Rent. Can it in this way be
accounted for, that the Milesian Irish are a short-nosed races

you seldom see an aquiline or long nose with the real breed.
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Denis, after sipping and supping until he was
tired, and a little tipsy, turned about to look
for the fairy, and he was no where, he had
vanished. And sure you may be, that Denis
took good care in going home to mark the
way to his new beer cellar ; and you may
also take for sartain, that from that day
forth, Denis and all belonging to him were
not slow in resorting to the lake, and Denis
was too good natured a fellow not to tell it
to the neighbours : why shouldn’t ke ? All
the men in Bear and Bantry could not drink
it dry ; and may be it was Denis and all his
friends that did not get strong and fat, and
his wife Judy’s face became as round as a
griddle; hut the worst of all was, that the
liquor turned their heads, and they all took
to fighting : there was not a fair or patron in
all the west country, even down to Castle-
town, that they did not kick up a scrimmage
or arow in. Now Father Florence Barret,
the priest, saw there was something not right
a going on; and so when confession time
came round, he took care to send for Denis

vy
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O’Donohoe, and Judy his wife, and all the
neighbours, and his Raverence was too cute
a man, not to squeeze and draw out from
the poor people a confession of all; and
then it was that the good Father said, ¢ Oh
Denis! Denis! how could you be thus after
dealing with the powers of darkness: how
could you consent to drink the Devil’s broth
—never, no never Denis, will you get abso-
lution, for dealing with devils, or fairies,
which are with me all as bad, until you come
with and show me where it is you get this

antichristhen liquor.”

So, sorely against his
will, Denis was forced to guide his Raver-
ence to the beloved lough; and would you
believeit, such was the vartue of this man of
God—such his abstinence from all things
carnal, that though he loved a glass of good
liquor as much as any man, and could take it
cheerfully when it was dacent so to do, not
one drop of the enchanted stuff, for so he
called it, would he let between his lips,—no,
but flinging a Gospel* into the lake, and re-

* A Gospel means, amongst the lower classes, a verse of
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peating the proper Latin prayer, and making
the sign of the cross at the east, and west,
and north, and south side of the lake, in the
turning of a hand, the liquor ceased to be
malt, and came back to be as clear, and as
cold, and as nathral water as ever.”’

With the recital of this wild story, and
others of a similar cast, we were entertained
until we attained the crest of the ridge that
divides the counties, and here taking the
mare from the gig, and lightening it of all
my luggage, the six men, by the help of
ropes, let my vehicle slide down into the
palatinate of Kerry. I had said that the two
friends, who had accompanied me from Ban-
try, attended me to the bounds of their coun-
ty—here we were to part, and I am sure
that it was a painful moment. 'These excel-
lent, amiable, and highly gifted men, stood
on the borders of the county I was leaving,

perhaps never to return to it, as representa-

5t. John’s Gospel written on a slip of paper ; it is used as an
amulet against enchantment, disease, and bad luck,and ishung
round children’s necks.

np g
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tives of the kindness, favour, and friendship
which I met in a long journey up and down,
and from north to south of its wide extent;
and here, in this trivial tour, while I pre-
sume to declare my deep sense of the hospi-
tality and affection, which, as an utter stranger
Y received, I cannot help expressing a wish,
that all Ireland may be blessed with as pious,
painstaking, and efficient a body of Protestant
Clergy as the west of the county of Cork
enjoys.

After proceeding for about two miles down
the Kerry side of the mountains, I having no
farther occasion for my escort, dismissed the
men, full of thanks for a few shillings divid-
ed amongst them. The features of the Ker-
ry side of this mountain district are not so
interesting as those on the Southern side.
After descending gradually for some miles,
the road gets better, but still very rough and
dangerous, and you come to the banks of
a river, dividing the estates of the Marquis of
Landsdowne, and of Trinity College. An

immense district in this quarter was granted
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to Sir William Petty, the ancestor of the
present Marquis, on condition that he should
plant it with Protestants, and expel the To-
ries. I believe Sir William was wise as well
ag true enough to his undertaking, to do his
best in peopling this district with Protest-
ants. I understand that upwards of one
thousand were planted here ; but where are
they now ? where Sir William’s politics are
gone. It is a curious circumstance, how
Whiggism has changed its spirit. Formerly
a Whig was all repulsive of Popery—no-
thing could be more opposed, or more incon-
gruous ; but to a modern Whig, the Romish
religion is quite a beautiful and harmless
system, and the once fearful monster, is con-
sidered now so tamed as to lose its rabid pro-
pensities, or so old as to have lost all its cut-
ting teeth, and therefore, it is quite safe and
right to make a pet of it. But what has a
tourist to do with politics. To return to
Lord Landsdowne’s estate on one side of the
river, and that of Trinity College on the

other, I observed as 1 drove slowly along,
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that his Lordship’s lands were much better
cultivated ; the farms better stocked; the
cabins fower; more grass land ; what houses
appeared were of a better description than
on the Collegiate lands, and on alighting to
walk up a hill, 1 entered into chat with a
poor sickly looking fellow, who was going
towards Nedeen. 'There is no countryman
in Ireland so easy, or I would say, so polish-
ed in his address and manners, as a Kerry-
man—JI was really surprised as 1 passed
through the county, to receive answers and
procure directions fraught with civility and
intelligence, superior much to what I have
met elsewhere. With the man in question I
had a good deal ‘of conversation, as he was
going my road. “Are you, my good friend, a
tenant of Lord Lansdowne ?”” ¢ Ah no, Sir,
and more is my loss! No Sir, if it were my
luck to be under the great Marquis, I would
not be the poor naked sinking crathur that
1 am—his Lordship allows his tenants ‘to
live and thrive—he permits no middlemen

to set and re-set over and over again, his es-
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tate—he allows no Jack of a Squireen to be
riding in top-boots over the country, drink-
ing and carousing on the profits of the ground,
while the poor racked tenant is forced, with
all his labour, often to go barefooted, and
often to live and work on a meal of dry po-
tatoes. No Sir, look across the river there
—look yonder at that snug farmer’s house—
there the man’s forefathers lived, and there
he himself and his seed after will live and
do well, paying a moderate rent, and there’s
no fear at all of their being disturbed.”
“Well, but, my friend, on your side of the
river, is it not the same ? to be sure 1 see
not so much comfort, I see many, very many
poor cabins.” ¢“Oh! Sir, how could it be
otherwise 2 'There are twenty landlords
between the College and the man who tills
the ground—the land is let, re-let, and sub-
let—it is halved and quartered, divided and
sub-divided, until the whole place will be-
come a place of poverty, and potato gardens.
1 have four acres of land, how can I live

and rear my children, and pay thirty shil-
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lings an acre off that? and I am subject to
have my pig or the bed from under me,
canted by one, two, three, four—och, I do
not know how many landlords—and now I
am going to Nedeen, to get some physic
from the Poticary, for the dry potatoes, mas-
ter, agree but poorly with my stomach in the
spring of the year. Och, then it’s I that
wishes that the great College that does be
making men so larned and so wise, would
send down some of these larned people here,
just to be after making their own poor
tenants a little happier and a little asier.”

I left this poor man uttering, what 1 fear
are unavailing regrets, and proceeded to the
town of Nedeen, when I left the worst, and
proceeded towards Killarney, on the best
road in Ireland; so that it was my fortune
on the same day, to pass along the worst and
best road in the world. 'The river Kenmare,
which I crossed before I entered Nedeen,
is the head water of the estuary that runs up
thirty miles from the Atlantic, and how 1

wished that time was allowed to journey
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along its shores, and view all the subjects of
interest, as to scenery and antiquities which
abound here, and in the Barony of Iveragh,
but it was my business to proceed straight
to Killarney.

The new road I have just spoken of, winds
broad and smooth through the magnificent
hills, that divide Kenmare river from the
lakes ; the whole way is grand, before you
the Reeks of M‘Gillicuddy, to the right the
massive mountain of Mangerton. The state
of the atmosphere had quite changed since 1
left the Esk mountains : the morning which
had been sometimes sunny and again showery,
had settled into a cold clear steady evening ;
a cumulo stratum of cloud covered the whole
sky, and like a curtain a litfle let down, it
enveloped the tops of Mangerton, and the
Reeks at a straight and regular defined ele-
vation ; thus you could perceive that these
hills were of immense height, but were left
to guess how high their tops reached, and as
they now appeared, they put you in mind of
the massive Egyptian columns supporting the
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flat roofed temples of Thebes or Tentyra.
Below the stratum of clouds the atmosphere
was very clear, and all the gorges and chasms
and sweeping indentures of the mountains,
were as distinct as possible : and thus if you
could be content to take the Reeks with their
night-caps on, you had an opportunity to en-
joy in full perfection all the beauties of their
lower regions. In this way, turning my body
on this side and that side of my gig, in order
to catch a view of the ever varying scene
through which 1 was passing ; at length, at
a turn of the road, I came full upon the
Upper Lake of Killarney—and my good
reader, I beg here to be excused from giving
a description of what has been described in
tours, travels, and guides, a thousand times
over. If you are a rich reader, questionless
you have spent some of your superfluous
cash in seeing all this magnificent picture
with your own eyes; if you are poor you
have nothing better to do than send to a cir-
culating library for Weld’s Travels, or any
other writer on Killarney that you fancy.
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One secret I will be good-natured enough to
make you master of—1I am told it is very ex-
pensive, very troublesome, and sometimes at-
tended with infinite discomfort, taking a boat
on those lakes—now, I verily believe, that
if on horseback, or in a jaunting-car, or gig,
you take an excursion from Killarney town
for ten miles along this new road towards
Kenmare which I travelled, you will see
Upper, Middle, and Lower Lake, more to
your satisfaction than if you went in a boat.
I remained but one day at Killarney—busi-
ness not pleasure brought me—to be sure when
business was done, I was not such a dull dolt
as not to make the most of my time, and see
Mucruss and Turk mountain, and Manger-
ton, and the Devil’s Punch Bowl. In a
word, Mr. Reader, even suppose you were at
the Lakes—even suppose you are young and
active, and made the most of your time, yet
1 am bold to say, that I saw as much in four
hours as you could, or ever will do in the
same space of time.
C. 0.
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