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CONMACNOISECLONMACNOISE, CLARE, AND ARRAN.

PART I.


I had been under the impression that the banks of the Shannon, immediately below Athlone, offered nothing to the view but a dreary expanse of bog, and was prepared to see a succession of level, black, peat‐banks at either side, as I descended the river to Clonmacnoise. It is true, these banks of the Shannon are low; and stakes, erected at different points, show that in flood‐time the channel has to be marked out from lateral inundations. With the exception, also, of the flight of wild birds, the occasional passage of a turf or hay‐boat, or the appearance, here and there, of a solitary angler, there is little to vary the monotony of the scene; but on the clear and serene September day on which I descended the Shannon from Athlone to Clonmacnoise, it was a monotony of verdure and beauty that surrounded me. The banks are continuous meadow; and, as our little bark was wafted along, the breeze came deliciously scented from the harvest of the after‐grass. The skies were of a pearly lustre; the river was just heard to murmur among the beds of sedge and bulrushes, that occasionally fringe its banks. Where the green sward, at any point, rose a few feet above the level of the water, the banks, through a distance of several miles, were seen to consist of a white stratum of marl, supporting the vegetable soil; but in general, the emerald carpet of the meadows extends to the water’s edge. Without timber, without any diversification of surface, without edifices, even in ruin, the scene was fresh, sparkling, and delightful. Shall I ascribe all those agreeable impressions to the sky, and air, and the smooth motion with which I was carried along between continuous green meadows and whispering reeds? The gentle reader will probably guess that other influences contributed to the charm; and that such pleasures as the scene could afford, were enhanced by being shared with a sympathising companion.


At five or six miles below Athlone,



the eye becomes aware of the line of the Slievebloom mountains, extending along the southern horizon; and we perceive that several minor elevations rise from the intermediate level, and run in picturesque green ridges towards the left bank of the river. At length we have a feature; a long green esker, or gravel‐ridge, terminating in a steep mound of about one hundred feet in height, round the base of which the river, here enlarged to a considerable lake, takes a sweep westward. As the hill is thrown back in our progress, and the further prospect opens, we come into view of the towers and gables of Clonmacnoise. At first sight, the long line of buildings appears as if rising from the water; but, on a nearer approach, the ruins are seen to stand on a green acclivity rising from the river, and sloping backward to another series of romantic eskers, which overlook the left bank of the river, through a distance of about two miles. On the opposite side, beyond the margin of meadow, lies the vast flat of red bog so conspicuous in all Petrie’s drawings of the locality. But to imagine that Clonmacnoise stands immediately in the midst of bogs, would be a very erroneous conclusion to draw from Petrie’s paintings. On the contrary, it stands in the midst of meadows, and pastoral hills, and warm tillage lands, set, it is true, in an encircling ring of bogs, which surround the fertile tracts on every side and, in truth, nothing can be more impressive than the sight of these vast deserts from the summit of any of the green heights around the ruins. Towards the east, in particular, the brown, heathy surface, as level as the sea, extends from beneath your feet to the horizon; and, if the eye could penetrate so far, would conduct it, hardly interrupted by any object to break the solemnity of the solitude, to the confines of the County of Dublin; for, at this point, we are in the major axis of the Bog of Allen. The unbroken bog‐surface is not unpleasing to the eye. It is only round the margins of those tracts, where pools and peat‐banks alternate with rushy patches of swamp, that the sight of them impresses us with the feeling of ruggedness and sterility. The level, russet floor of the interior possesses the grandeur of the sea, and wears an air of repose that is almost sublime. Between the level, brown surface of the bog, and the undulating, verdant eskers, the contrast is one of the most striking that can be imagined. These detached green ridges are composed of limestone‐gravel, often mixed with disintegrated limestone in the form of marl, and are clothed with the sweetest grasses. The porous nature of the substratum keeps them, at all times, perfectly drained. The excellence of the soil is seen not only in the verdure of its grasses, but in the golden hue of its corn‐fields. Nowhere have I seen straw of so deep and florid a yellow. This combination of objects so diversified in form and colour, with the wide; blue Shannon, its course defined by those immense tracts of meadows, backed by the still more immense tracts of bog winding through the midst, would alone fill the eye of a lover of natural beauty with abundant enjoyment; but, seeing in the midst of so singular a scene, the remains of a place so venerable and celebrated as Clonmacnoise, adds vastly to the charm, and really renders this one of the most interesting spots that can be imagined.


The objects constituting the group of ruins are of an antiquity of from six hundred to upwards of a thousand years. In crossing the stile that leads into the churchyard, you step on a tombstone of the tenth century. When Dr. Petrie first visited this vast depository of historic evidences, one of the earliest inscriptions he deciphered was that of Suibhne Mac Maelhumai, one of the three “most learned doctors of the Irish,” who visited Alfred in the year 891, and aided in laying the foundations of learning at Oxford. Since the publication of Dr. Petrie’s work on Irish ecclesiastical architecture (for so, in truth, it should be called, and not merely an essay on the Round Towers); the formula employed in this class of inscriptions has become familiar to antiquaries; and the legends on the tombs at Iona, which so long baffled the Scotch archæologists, are now read with facility. The formula is simple and affecting, however it may offend those who deprecate prayers for the dead. “A prayer for Daniel,” “a prayer for Columb,” written thus:—“Or do Daniel,” “or do Columb;” the contracted or standing for the Irish oroit or oratio. With enough of repugnance to the system which enables ecclesiastics to make a market of their intercessions, I cannot quarrel



with the sentiment which leads any one, on entering a cemetery, especially a cemetery where the remains of so many pious and eminent men repose, to breathe the aspiration, “May the souls of the faithful departed rest in peace.” How their names have been preserved through so long a lapse of ages, may excite surprise in any one who has endeavoured to decipher the inscriptions, of even one or two hundred years’ date, in a modern churchyard. The success of these early stone‐cutters has arisen from the hardness of their material, and the simplicity of their inscriptions. Whether it may have been from the difficulty of procuring slabs of the silicious sandstone, which seems to have been the material most in request, or from any peculiar fitness ascribed to materials which had already served some of the purposes of life, it is a singular fact, that most of these early Irish headstones are fragments of irregular shape, and many of them obviously broken portions of querns and mill‐stones. Their extreme hardness has, in general, preserved the characters in wonderful freshness; and the vividness and distinctness with which the round, incised, Roman‐Irish letters are engraved, enable a moderately skilled antiquary to decipher the greater number with comparative ease. Among the names which, from the character of the letters and form of the monuments, may be referred with confidence to periods before the twelfth century, I noticed:—Finnachty, Cholumb, Maelfinnia, Findretich, Ingor(m), Brigte, Meloena, Lorcan, (Fe)rgal, Maelphetir, Gillagiaran, Eochaig, Comascache, Dathal, Ronain, Martain, Dainiel, Cellach. Most of these have probably been identified, and their dates fixed by Dr. Petrie, who has already, in his “Round Towers,” given the dates and details of several others, and possesses, I believe, the material of an ample and satisfactory history of the place. ClanmacnoiseClonmacnoise has its own annals, of which a translation, in quaint old English, by Connel MacGeoghegan, is extant, and frequently quoted by O’Donovan, in his commentary on the Annals of the Four Masters.


The most conspicuous objects among the ruins are the two round towers; and the greater of these, or O’Rourk’s tower, may be said to be the most remarkable building of its kind, both as being the largest and the only one the date of which is known with absolute accuracy; for, as recorded in the Annals, it was finished by the Abbot O’Malone, for King Turlogh O’Connor, in a.d. 1127. The other, the tower of Temple Fineen, is evidently and unquestionably of contemporaneous date with the church to which it is annexed. The age of the church is doubtful. The remaining decorations of the chancel‐arch may be of any date, from the ninth to the twelfth century; but, in the absence of direct evidence, these speculations from style are necessarily very uncertain. But of whatever age the church may be, of the same age is the tower; its stones being recessed, and adapted to the slope of the chancel roof, and so carefully jointed into the work of the wall, that, in some instances, the same block forms portion, at one end, of the flat surface of the church wall, and, at the other, of the curved surface of the round tower. The masonry of both parts of the building is of remarkable excellence.


Next to the round towers the great sculptured stone crosses, at the west‐end of the cathedral, take the eye with peculiar attraction. The formula of inscriptions on stone crosses is equally simple and emphatic with that on the old tombstones, but is longer, and demands a somewhat better acquaintance with antiquated Irish; and the misfortune of such inscriptions is, that being committed to a softer stone (for the labour of carving one of these decorated crosses out of such adamant as is employed on the old tombstones would be insuperable), they have, in almost every instance, been more or less obliterated by the corrosions of time, as well as in some cases by the violence of fanatics. Although pretty successful in reading like legends elsewhere, I failed to make out more than a small portion of the inscriptions on the great cross, but believe they have been truly deciphered by Dr. Petrie, who reads them thus:—On the west face—Oroit do flaind mac maelsechlain, “A prayer for Flann, son of Moelsechlainn;” and on the east, Oroit do Colman dorroindi in crossa ar in ri flainn, “A prayer for Colman, who made this cross on (for?) the King Flann.” Now, Flann, son of Moelsechlain, King of Ireland, and the abbot Colman Conolly; built the Cathedral of Clonmacnoise, as we learn from



the Annals, in the year 909, and, doubtless, set up this cross in their joint commemoration, on the same occasion. We have here, therefore, a specimen of the art of sculpture, as it flourished among our Irish forefathers nearly a thousand years ago. The western side of the cross is covered with bass‐reliefs, representing, in a rude but effective way, the crucifixion and other scriptural scenes, from which the cross derives its appellation of cros‐na‐screaptra. The sculptures on the east side appear to refer chiefly to acts of donation and events in the life of St. Kieran, the patron. Intermixed with these, and on both sides, are objects of the same grotesque character as we see in early English and Lombardic churches. The rudeness of these sculptures is barbaric, not barbarous. There is considerable grandeur in the proportions of the stone, great delicacy in its knops and interlaced pattern‐work, and a sumptuous, although rude beauty, in its general effect. It is eminently interesting also, as exhibiting the costumes of its period. Here we have the Roman soldiers asleep at the sepulchre, arrayed in conical helmets, such as the Bayaux tapestry exhibits on the Normans of two centuries later. Here we have kings, warriors, and various orders of ecclesiastics in their proper costumes. On the base appear horses and chariots, with very high wheels, and hunters following the deer with hound and horn. The other cross is of even greater elegance of form, but its decorations are confined to ornamented bosses and pattern work. These circular‐armed stone crosses are peculiar to Scotic and British districts. They are nowhere to be found on the continent of Europe, save, I believe, in Britanny. A suitable monument to O’Connell would be a cross of this kind, of gigantic size, covered with bronze bass‐reliefs, bearing the old conventional inscription, or do Dainiel.


It happened that the two days I spent at Clonmacnoise were the eve and festival of the patron Saint, Kieran; and the holy wells, crosses, and sacred graves were, during most of the time, surrounded by pilgrims at their devotions. This idea of the peculiar efficacy of prayer offered at particular places, seems to be an oriental one. We find it continually presented in the Koran, and in the writings of Mahommedan doctors. The course of devotion at Clonmacnoise begins with certain repetitions of prayers, at the well of St. Kieran, distant about a quarter of a mile. After pacing round the well and its aged hawthorn in several circuits, from left to right, the pilgrims proceed to Tobar Fineen, a clear fountain, immediately below the ruins, and close to the Shannon, which covers it in flood time. Thence, after like exercises, they proceed to the churchyard, and having made certain rounds of that precinct, they repeat the same proceedings at the crosses, and at the graves of Saints Fineen and Kieran, following, throughout all these gyrations, the course of the sun, and making certain circuits and progresses, from point to point, on their bare knees—a very sad spectacle. Those who were so engaged on this occasion, were of the poorest and most ignorant sort, guided in their rounds by two miserable old women, and were almost exclusively females. Great multitudes used formerly to flock to this pilgrimage, even from counties so distant as Kerry and Cavan; but famine, and emigration, and, I believe, recently, ecclesiastical disapproval, have so reduced the number, that I doubt if one hundred in all went their rounds during the two days of my sojourn. Whether these pilgrimages be or not of pagan origin, it is certain that for a period of twelve hundred years, Clonmacnoise, and, in particular, this well of St. Fineen, have been so frequented. Under various dates, between 610 and 758, the Annals record the death of Gorman, the progenitor of the MacQuins, on his pilgrimage here, after having fasted for the space of a year on bread and the water of Tiobrait‐Finhin. The well is a clear and copious one, as, from the character of the tract of eskers, from the foot of which it issues, may be well understood.


The story of the original foundation of Clonmacnoise is one of those monkish legends in which the dependence of the royal authority on the ecclesiastical is inculcated without much regard to the morality of the means employed in exemplifying the moral. In the lowest compartment, on the east side of cros‐na‐screaptra, may be seen two figures, which, although mistaken by Dr. Ledwich for Adam and Eve at either side of the tree of life, are evidently enough a king and monk on either side of a stake, or young tree, to the stem of



which their hands are applied, those of the monk being uppermost, as if in the act of planting it. The monk is St. Kieran, and the king Dermot Mac Cearbhail, who made the first donation of lands to Kieran’s Church. The incident represented is thus related in the Annals of Clonmacnoise, under the years 535 and 547, in the quaint translation of which I have spoken:—


“Twahal Moylegarve (Teuthal Mael‐Garbh) began his reign, and reigned eleven years. He caused Dermot Mac Kervil to live in exile and in desert places, because he claimed to have a right to the crown, having proclaimed his banishment and a great reward for him that would bring him his heart. Dermot, for fear of his life, lived in the deserts of Clanvicnose, then called Artibra, and meeting with the Abbot St. Keyran, in the place where the Church of Clanvicknose now stands, who was but newly come thither to dwell from Inis‐Aingen, and having no house or place to reside and dwell in, the said Dermot gave him his assistance to make a house there; and in thrusting down in the earth one of the piers or wattles of the house, Dermot took St. Keyran’s hand and did put it over his own hand, in sign of reverence to the saint. Whereupon St. Keyran humbly besought God of his great goodness that by that time to‐morrow ensuing that the hands of Dermot might have superiority over all Ireland, which fell out as the Saint requested; for Mulmory O’Hargedie (Maelmora Mac Airgeadan) foster‐brother (elsewhere called tutor) of the said Dermot, seeing what perplexity the nobleman was in, besought him that he would be pleased to lend him his black horse, and that he would make his repair to Greallie‐da‐Phill, where he heard King Twahal to have a meeting with some of his nobles, and there would present him with a whelp’s heart, on a spear’s head, instead of Dermot’s heart, and by that means get access to the king, whom he would kill out of hand, and by the help and swiftness of his horse save his own life, whether they would or no. Dermot listening to the words of his foster‐brother was loath to refuse him, and more loath to lend it to him, fearing he should miscarry and be killed: but between both he granted him his request; whereupon he prepared himself, and went as he resolved, mounted on the black horse, a whelp’s heart besprinkled with blood on his spear, to the place where he heard the king to be. The king and people, seeing him come in that manner, supposed that it was Dermot’s heart that was to be presented by the man that rode in poste haste; the whole multitude gave him way to the king; and when he came in reach of the king, as though to tender him the heart, he gave the king such a deadly blow of his spear that he instantly fell down dead in the midst of his people; whereupon the man (Maelmora) was on all sides besett, and at last taken and killed; so as speedy news came to Dermot, who immediately went to Taragh, and there was crowned king, as St. Keyran prayed and prophesied before.”



Dermot in return for these services afterwards became one of the most munificent patrons of the Church; but having in a luckless moment asserted his authority, by following and arresting a civil culprit in the sanctuary of Bishop Rodhan of Lorah, brought down the vengeance of that ecclesiastic, who contented himself, however, with fulminating his curses against the royal residence, so that Dermot was compelled to evacuate Tara which has lain desert ever since. Worse still, it was the lot of this unlucky monarch to incur the displeasure of the better‐known churchman, Columbkille, not only in consequence of a similar assertion of the civil jurisdiction against a criminal who claimed Columba’s protection, but also on account of Dermot’s award as arbitrator between Columba and St. Fineen, in their dispute about Columba’s transcript of a copy of the psalter belonging to the latter. Dermot adjudged that, on the principle partus sequitur ventrem, Columba’s copy should be the property of the owner of the original, which so incensed the choleric Tri‐Connellian, that he returned to Ulster, raised the Clanna‐Neill, obtained aids from Connaught, and gave battle to the king at Cuil‐Dreibhne, near Sligo, where he utterly overthrew him, and compelled the restoration of his manuscript. It was in his forty‐second year, and after a life of so much turbulence, that Columba went on his mission to North Britain, leaving his psalter, however, with his clan, by whom it was, for a thousand years after, preserved as a palladium, and borne before them in battle. Until within a very recent time, this renowned manuscript, after an existence of thirteen hundred years, rested in the custody of the Royal Irish Academy, where it might be seen beside the coeval crozier of St. Kieran. As for Dermot, he was slain at Rathbeg, on the Six‐mile‐water, in Antrim, by that “valde sanguinarius homo et multorum trucidator,” Aedh the Black, King of the Picts of Ulster, whom Columba afterwards ordained a priest, under the strange circumstances related by Adomnan. His body lies buried



at Connor, and his head rests here at Clonmacnoise. Dermot, at Cuil‐Dreibhne, appears to have apostatised to paganism, which, indeed, after such examples of episcopal violence, is hardly surprising; for we find him, on that occasion, employing the sorcerer Fraochan, the son of Tenisan, to cast him a Druidic spell, for the protection of his host against the army of Columba. Columba’s own hymn, or battle‐psalm, composed on the same occasion, invokes the protection of God against “the host which makes the circuit (timchel) of the carns,” alluding to some pagan practices of Dermot’s people, which, most probably, were the same with the rounds still in use in our Irish pilgrimages and stations.


The cathedral so founded by Flann still stands, and in a state of sufficient preservation to enable one to judge pretty accurately of its former appearance. The east end appears to have been modernised at the time of its restoration by Mac Dermott, in the end of the thirteenth century. A very graceful doorway, in florid Gothic, adorns the north side, having an inscription in the raised characters of the fifteenth century. The contrast between the easy simplicity of the old inscriptions, and the crabbedness and obscurity of this legend, is very striking. Doctor Ledwich, it seems, quite failed to read it; and, save in the unpublished portfolio of Doctor Petrie, I know not where the true tenor of it is to be found. This cathedral, like all the other ancient Irish churches, here and elsewhere, appears to have been an edifice of great simplicity. Some traces of grotesque sculptures appear on the columns of the western doorway, and elsewhere in the interior. We may judge of the class of objects which constituted its treasury from the entry in the Annals, at a.d. 1129, of a sacrilege committed by certain thieves, who stole from the high altar, among other valuables, a model of Solomon’s Temple, several chalices, one of them bearing the stamp or engraved motto of the daughter of Roderick O’Conor, and a gold‐mounted drinking‐horn presented by Turlogh O’Connor.


On the south of the churches, at a little distance, stands Lis‐na‐abbaid, or the Abbot’s fort—an earthen dun, surrounded with a deep ditch and lofty external rampart, and crowned by the ruins of a fine old feudal castle. It has been destroyed by gunpowder, and its massive fragments lie and lean against one another in picturesque disruption. The green hills, the fragrant meadows, this verdant mound with its toppling masses of masonry—the towers and ruins of the roofless churches, with their one ash‐tree and wilderness of grave‐stones, all form a scene not to be forgotten, and, as often as recalled, associated with recollections of pleasing intercourse, at the homely but genial hearth of my entertainer.


I cannot leave Clonmacnoise without again ascending the green ridge of eskers lying immediately behind the churches. The forms assumed by the rolled gravel are not unlike those seen in sandhills on the sea‐coast, only, instead of a glaucous covering of bent, we have here the greenest and sweetest grasses. Bowls and hollows, which in any other formation would catch the drainage, and form little lakes, are here quite dry at the bottom—perfect cups and chalices of emerald. These eskers extend across the centre of the island, from hence to Dublin; and, in the old times, under the name of Esgair‐Riada, formed the division between the territory of Conn of the hundred battles, who reigned over the northern half, and of Mogh Nuadeth, who reigned over the southern half, of Ireland. As being the dryest ground, also, they constituted the leading line of communication between the western and eastern parts of the kingdom; and of the five chief highways leading to Tara, that which lay along Esgair‐Riada was distinguished as early as the second century by the name of Slighe Mor, or the great road. The causeway extending northward from the churches marks the site, and, perhaps, contains some of the pavement of this highway, which, at least in point of antiquity, equals most of the Roman roads in Gaul and Britain. But the steamer from Athlone is in sight, and we must hasten on board.


Of the descent of the Shannon to Killaloe, and the drive thence to Limerick, I need say nothing. Loch Dearg and the rapids of Castleconnell have received their full tribute of admiration, even, in truth, to overflowing. In reference to the rapids, I must discharge my conscience of a public duty. Let no one who seeks for moderate enjoyments launch on the eddies of



Doonas, in charge of its extortionate boatmen, without a previous bargain; nor believe the lying emissaries of these knaves, who hang about the inn and boat‐station, that the rapids cannot be seen without their assistance. A turn to the right, after passing the ruins of the castle which stand conspicuously in the centre of the village, leads direct to the river’s edge, and thence, by the brink of the rapids, through Lord Massy’s demesne of Hermitage, within the compass of a half hour’s walk. If you desire a boat, and would protect yourself from inposition, let no representation of the toils and dangers of the adventure tempt you to stipulate for more than half a‐crown.


The Lower Shannon, although its banks have great woods and castles, possesses none of the peculiar charm which the near green meadows and pastures impart to the upper portion of the river. Everything is on a widely‐expanded scale; and but for the distant outlines of the Galtee and Kerry mountains, and the dome of Keeper, which presides over the eastern half of the scene with imposing grandeur, the prospect would be tame. Keeper is little more than 2000 feet high; yet its isolation and massive swelling outline give it the effect of much greater altitude. The object most worthy of note on the passage to Kilrush is the huge old Keep of Bunratty. Built in or about 1210, and inhabited until within the present generation, it presents the most perfect realisation of the castle of a powerful noble of the thirteenth century to be seen anywhere in Ireland. Its dimensions are apparent from the height to which it towers above the lofty timber trees that surround it. I wish either of our Archælogical Societies could be induced to publish, with a good translation, the Caithreim Thoirdealbach of Mac Craith, a really heroic prose‐poem, which chronicles all the events that occurred in Thomond from the erection of Bunratty to the expulsion of its owners, in 1296. An imperfect translation of the “Wars of Turlough,” by Peter Connell, among the Egerton manuscripts in the British Museum, will give the metropolitan reader, who may have any curiosity to know more of Bunratty, a good idea of the old Irish modes of historic commemoration. The Dublin reader may consult another copy in the collection of the Royal Irish Academy.


Of the various fine seats which one sees in the descent of the Shannon, there seem to me to be three worthy of particular notice; Derry Castle, on Loch Dearg, a mansion of the last century, of moderate dimensions, but of admirable compactness, elegance, and solidity; Mount Shannon, a noble palace, embosomed in equally noble woods; and the house of the Knight of Glynn. This last is unfinished; but in point of site and design, is quite worthy of the great river and estuary which it overlooks.


Foynes and Tarbert are doubtless excellent roadsteads; but one cannot help thinking them rather distant from the sea. The selection of a spot not at present accessible by railway for a western packet station, is tantamount to having, for the present, no western packet station at all. If another railway must be made before the mails will be suffered to go by any shorter route than at present, why not make it to the point which is really the best and nearest—Bantry Bay, at once? From Mill‐street, on the Killarney line, now in progress to Bantry, is not much farther than from Limerick to Foynes. For the present, Galway Bay suffices for a traffic employing vessels of every size, and we hear no complaints of any want of shelter or secure anchorage. A gain of twenty‐four hours is worth having, in the meantime, although a gain of forty‐eight hours may be had by‐and‐bye. But by the time this railway is made to Foynes, I much “misdoubt” the packet station will have been decided on somewhere else.


Although I spent two days pleasantly and with instruction on Scattery Island, I need not repeat descriptions of objects already so well known, farther than to mention the existence of an Ogham inscription on the great stone at the west end of St. Synan’s Chapel. This stone, which had served as the covering of a tomb at some distance, was lately raised, to make way for some agricultural operations, and placed in its present position.


The peninsula of Moyarta, running south‐west from Kilrush to Loophead, although destitute of timber, and full of bogs, has a favourable exposure to the sun, the surface sloping with a gentle ascent to the west and north, till it terminates on the cliffs that overhang the Atlantic. No one, to look at the bleak, black, and water‐soaked



aspect it presents, on entering it from Kilrush, could suppose that it yields, as in fact further west it does, good crops of oats, and sustains a tolerably comfortable class of farmers. Approaching the Atlantic also, no one would imagine that so many charms of coast scenery lay at the back of a district so rugged and featureless. In this respect the neighbourhood of Kilkee resembles that of the Giant’s Causeway, the land rising towards the coast, and presenting little to please the eye, and much to wound the sensibilities. But although mendicancy shows, or used to show itself in sufficiently painful forms about Ballintoy, and elsewhere on the Antrim coast, no one ever beheld there such distressing sights, not, indeed, of mendicancy, but of silent destitution, as, I grieve to say, are still to be seen in this part of Clare. In the month of September, 1852, in walks in the immediate vicinity of Kilkee, I saw no fewer than three families living actually in the wayside ditches, and as many more among the ruins of prostrated cabins. The weather was fine, and the spots they had selected were then dry; but when these ditches should become water‐courses, as they since have done, I shudder to think of the fate of the many helpless children and aged people who have been driven out shelterless from their poor holes and burrows in these bog‐drains. Poverty, however, is on the decrease; and a ride to Carrigaholt or Loophead sends one back with more cheerful feelings. 1t requires, indeed, something very urgent and instant in its pressure to check the flow of animal spirits excited by the Atlantic breeze, and the varied recreations for the eye, presented by the downs, and cliffs, and great swelling waves of the ocean rolling below. The cliffs all along the coast of Clare are characterised by their abruptness. Elsewhere we usually find masses of debris at the foot of the precipice, and frequent dells and ravines, conducting to the beach. Here the masses of clay‐slate, as they are detached by the elements, plunge at once out of sight in deep water; and, owing to the reverse slope of the surface, which carries all the drainage inland towards the Shannon, there are no streams to seek the sea, and, consequently, no channels to convey their waters. Nevertheless, the continual action of the waves and weather on strata of different textures and inclinations, has wrought the wall of rock into an endless variety of clefts, chasms, caves, islands, and sloping glacis, of the most picturesque forms, and of sufficiently grand proportions to excite sensations of pleasing awe. The little creek of Kilkee forms a nearly circular basin, with a level beach of fine, firm sand, to which the sea has access through a break in the external cliff‐line, of about 600 yards in width. A reef of rocks, extending nearly across this opening, forms a natural breakwater, but, at the same time, prevents the entrance of large vessels, save at high‐water, and through one very narrow passage. Were a portion of these rocks cleared away, as might readily be done by submarine blasting, and the rest of them raised to above high‐water mark, the creek would form, not only, as now, a delightful resort for bathers, but a harbour of refuge for embayed seamen. It is distressing to hear of the fate of many fine ships, which have lately gone, one cannot say on shore, but rather against shore, at various points along this natural sea‐wall. The only one of them whose crew escaped, was the Edward passenger ship, which had the extraordinary and most singular fate to be driven into the creek of Kilkee, through the narrow opening of the reef, and stranded on the beach within. The astonishment of some Kilkee emigrants, who had left their homes here but a few days before, may well be imagined, on finding themselves thus emerged from the very bosom of destruction, and cast up literally at their own doors. A portion of the wreck still remains firmly wedged under the bridge at the head of the creek.


A favourite ride from Kilkee is that along the range of the southern cliffs to the promontory and ruins of Doonlickey. This was a castle of the MacMahons (not the northern clan of that name, but a branch of the great Dalcassian family), in the sixteenth century. Nothing now remains but the gate‐tower, and part of the wall which cut off the peninsulated rock from the mainland. On one side, the sea lies, as blue as amethyst, in the bottom of a perpendicular cleft, some forty feet wide, and perhaps 200 in depth; and on the other, breaks with a continually rolling surge along the natural glacis, where a vast rock‐slip has left the shelf of stone, smooth and steep as a cathedral roof, sloping to the



water’s edge. A close carpet of verdure covers the summit; and when the sun shines on its many‐coloured groups of visitors, with their equipages of ponies and donkeys, and ragged lacqueys, the scene is as amusing as picturesque. If Mac Mahon resided here in winter, he can hardly have preserved his hearing; but his provisions, I think, would have kept from Christmas to Easter without salt: for the air, even in summer, is a kind of gaseous brine.


A geologist may find matter enough for speculation on any of these shelves, or other accessible points of the coast. You see stratum over stratum of sandstone and clay‐slate, the former all rippled, just as if the sand, before being consolidated into rock, had been beaten into these furrows by the action of the tides or winds: and the direction of these ripplings is different in the different strata; as if, after one beach or bed of blowing sand had been turned to stone, a new floor of sand had been spread over it, rippled by another current of air or water, then hardened and covered again with a fresh supply of sand, to be subjected to the same process, in its turn, and so on, through successions of layers to so great an extent, that to account for them on any ordinary hypothesis, would demand periods of time quite inconceivable.


Still more remarkable is the formation of the clay‐slate further north, which splits into thick flags, such as one sees on the trottoirs of cities, but of great size, and, what renders them peculiarly suitable for surfaces to be walked on, rusticated, or I should rather say vermiculated, with infinite remains of cel‐like fossils. The mass of mud now constituting this rock, of many miles in extent, and many hundred feet in thickness, must have been as thickly alive with these creatures, as a cup of corrupt paste with its vermiculi, when the shock of electricity, or whatever other agency has been employed in its transformation, was sent through it, and turned all into stone. The facility of obtaining these great slate slabs has led to some peculiarities in the modes of burial characteristic of the cemeteries of this district. The whole surface of the churchyard is flagged over, several layers of these flat covering‐stones being often laid and piled on one another where many interments have taken place; and, again, the ease and security with which a vault can be roofed in with a few of these broad, massy slabs, has led to the erection of great numbers of little chapel‐like burying vaults. Thus the old church of Kilmurry Ibrickane, about midway between Kilkee and the cliffs of Moher, appears, at a little distance, to be surrounded by a multitude of lateral chapels, which, on nearer examination, turn out to be the burial‐vaults of the neighbouring families, roofed in for the most part with not more than four, in some cases with no more than two, of these great flagstones.


Where this formation occurs, from Killmurry to Liscanor, the coast is, comparatively speaking, low, but equally fatal to embayed vessels, as the names of Malbay and Spanish Point, where one of the Armada went to pieces, may sufficiently attest. Beyond Liscanor the land again rises towards the sea, but with a much bolder ascent than in the neighbourhood of Kilkee, and having attained a height of from 300 to upwards of 500 feet, terminates over the Atlantic, in the great range of the cliffs of Moher. For a distance of nearly seven miles these vast precipices present a rugged, and in general, perpendicular front to the Atlantic. The strata being horizontal, give to the cliff all the appearance of a natural wall, built up in courses of uneven masonry. The rock is more argillaceous than on the southern portion of the field, and especially when lighted by the rays of the evening sun, is full of colour. Seen from the ocean at sunset, the range of cliff looks, in truth, like a mighty wall of brass. But save for the grandeur of their general effect, a grandeur, indeed, amounting to sublimity, these cliffs present less variety, and are less accesible than the lower and more picturesque ranges near Kilkee. Looking from the highest point, where one stands in the midst of Mr. O’Brien’s well‐improved lands, laid down in excellent pasture to the very verge of the cliff, the whole coast of Connemara and isles of Arran lie in distinct prospect; the latter, seemingly within three or four miles, though their nearest point is ten miles distant. I do not know whether at Meenaun, in Achill, where the cliff rises to more than double the height of the highest point at Moher, it is absolutely perpendicular; but if it be not at Meenaun, I know of



no other spot of equal altitude, where one can look from so dizzy a height directly down on the sea. Several of the points of view at Moher overhang, so that a stone dropped from the verge, after a descent of five hundred feet, falls in the water; and this, notwithstanding a palpable inward deflection, caused by the attraction of the mountain.


The clay‐slate and sandstone formation terminates at the northern extremity of Moher, where the cliffs subside at the beach of Doolin and little bay of Ballaghalyne. Beyond this commences the singular limestone district of Burren, which occupies the north‐west of the county of Clare, and exhibits a very extraordinary contrast to the scenery of the rest of the country—a species of scenery, indeed, quite unlike anything in the rest of Ireland, save in the isles of Arran, which form portions of the same geological formation.


For those who do not regard a few splashes of saltwater, the shortest and, in moderately calm weather, the most eligible access to the isles of Arran is by canoe from Doolin, which is only seven miles distant from Inishere, the southernmost of the group. The canoe, the modern representative of the British coracle, or hide‐covered boat of wickerwork described by Cæsar, is formed of a light framework of ashen ribs, covered with tarred canvas. Being quite cylindrical at bottom, and without a keel, the canoe is easily upset, but possesses the advantage of floating with so slight an immersion, that a stroke of the paddle will spin it round, as on a pivot, in less time than would be required to change the position of the helm in a keeled boat. No sea‐bird rises more buoyantly on the wave than these waifs of navigation; but the portion of them above water being so much greater than that below, they catch the wind, and are liable to be thrown over by a sudden lateral blast or breaker, unless the crew see the coming danger and turn their prow, which, indeed, they do with the rapidity of thought, to avert it. Each oarsman pulls a pair of narrow‐bladed “oar‐sticks,” or skulls, and a corragh is not adequately manned with less than three oarsmen. One passenger being then placed in the stern, and another, or in his absence a heavy flat stone, as counterpoise, in the prow, the canoe is trimmed, and will pull through a very rough sea without more danger than arises from the spray occasionally dashed up, when the spoon‐shaped prow encounters the stroke of the wave.


Doolin is one of the most secluded and primitive places on this coast. The people in general speak English imperfectly; and two of my crew from hence to Arran did not speak English at all. Strange to say, the name of the third, the owner of the canoe, was Davenport; but I imagine this must have been a corruption of some native Irish name, for although Davenport spoke a little English, nothing could be more Irish than his features; and, indeed, nothing could afford a better example of the cheerful and obliging Irish character, than his conduct during the three days his crew remained in my service. I had regarded Doolin as the scene of the great final battle between the Clan Turlough and the Clan Brian‐Roe, commemorated in the wars of Turlough; and, on that account, gave a closer examination to the remains of the little ruined fourteenth century abbey than I otherwise would have done. But although the building offers nothing remarkable beyond a pretty ogeed transept window, with a square dispstone, it stands in a field which a stranger cannot walk through without wonder. As I mentioned, we are here on the verge of the limestone country of Burren, and I had often heard of the surprising verdure and succulence of the grasses in the spots where grass grows amongst these fields of marble; but so green, so thick, and so tender a coat of grass as covers this particular field I was not prepared to see. The enclosure contains, perhaps, fifteen acres, and was crowded with bullocks eating down the thick juicy herbage with assiduous delight. It seems this field, part of the property of Major Macnamara, is reputed the best piece of grass‐land in Clare. To step on it after walking in ordinary pasture is, in truth, like treading on Wilton carpet after drugget. Yet at the distance of a few fields on either side the surface is almost sterile. Near the abbey ruins, on a pretty slope of sheep‐pasture, are the remains of a well‐built square castle of the same period; and about a mile southward, in the direction of Moher, on an eminence overlooking the vale and creek, stands the round castle‐tower of Donagore,



one of the few mediæval round castles of this country, and one of the most singular to be seen here or elsewhere. A full description of this keep, which, in the sixteenth century, was a residence of Sir Donnel O’Brien, and had then, probably, been built some two hundred years, would furnish material for a lengthened archæological essay. To compare small things with great, it closely resembles the tower of Coucy, in Picardy; only in its chambers, stairs, passages, and other contrivances in the thickness of the walls, it comes nearer than it to the primitive type of the Pictish dun or stone cahir. The present doorway, opening from the level of the ground, is modern; but on the south side of the tower, at a distance of about fifteen feet from the base, is an opening which, if it constituted the original doorway, appears to me to be the most singular feature of that kind to be found in the architecture of the period. It is an oblong aperture, of about six feet in width by three feet high, having at either side stone holdfasts, grooved towards the wall, as if to provide for the letting down of a cover from above; and immediately over this opening, separated from it only by its massive lintel, is another aperture of equal width, but not more than one foot high, seemingly designed for some portcullis apparatus, by which this sliding‐door may have been lowered and elevated. If it be a doorway, I am not aware of any like example elsewhere.


A cheerful apartment at the summit, commands the prospect of the surrounding district, through four windows, in one of which are the stone stanchions of a well‐wrought ogee window, of like workmanship with that of the abbey. The tower is twenty‐four feet in diameter, and about fifty feet high, and has been surrounded by extensive buildings and outworks now in ruin.


A row of two hours, against an unfavourable wind and through a rough sea, brought us to a little creek on the south side of Inishere. Here the canoe was drawn up, inverted, and carried on the backs of two of the crew, to one of the country dry‐docks for the reception of craft of this kind, which might, without much impropriety, be called a corragh‐haggard. Half a dozen other corraghs were already laid up within the little enclosure, resting with their gunnels on stone props, so as to clear their curved prows of the ground; and ours being deposited on a vacant stand, we proceeded to the village. Our path lay across a vast sheet of grey limestone rock which separates a capacious pool that nature seems to have designed for a floating dock, from the external waters. On the opposite side of this lake, the ridge of limestone rises with a mural front all along the ascent to the higher part of the island. This natural wall is quite smooth, save where it is diversified by patches of ivy, and in some places is about twenty feet high. A natural stair, wonderfully resembling the architectural approach to the platform of an Assyrian palace, leads up this escarpment to the upper division of the island. A section of the rock, of some thirty feet in length, and about a yard thick, has detached itself from the face of the wall behind, and stands forward just at a sufficient distance to admit two persons between; and the debris accompanying its disruption has so fallen in this interval, as to form two stairs of stone, leading symmetrically from either side to the top, and there meeting at the centre. It would make a pretty picture, with the faces of some of the handsome young Arran people peeping over the rock parapet to gaze at the unusual sight of a stranger—for this South Island is still very rarely visited.


Following the pathway, which is defined only by the polish of the rock‐surface, over a further succession of limestone ridges, we reached the principal village, consisting of about a dozen cabins, in the midst of irregular stone enclosures, sheltered on the north and west by a craggy knoll, exhibiting the first patches of verdure that had so far caught my observation. The cabins are of a better character than on the mainland. That of the respectable Widow O’Flaherty, to whom I am indebted for the rites of hospitality, contains a cheerful, though unceiled and earthen‐floored sitting‐room, with a little bed‐room attached, not to be despised by one accustomed to sea‐side lodgings. As elsewhere along the western coast, the thatch is tied down by a net‐work of ropes fastened by pegs projecting from the wall. To admit of the insertion of these pegs, the top part of the wall immediately under the eaves, is sometimes built of mud; but the masonry



of the walls is generally of the most massive kind. There are many cabins in the hamlets of Inishere which would be called Cyclopean, if they were of ancient date. Indeed, it is scarce possible to avoid the employment of very large stones in building here, the ground, or rather the rock‐surface, being everywhere strewed with masses of limestone ready squared and cut by the hand of nature; for the natural cleavage of the rock detaches it in blocks and slabs disposed in the most convenient way to the hand of the builder. Masses which would not disgrace the foundations of the Temple at Jerusalem, may be seen in the lower courses of many of these cabin‐walls; and, I have no doubt, if a block of the dimensions of Cleopatra’s Needle were required, such a one might be found without going beyond the ready‐cleft segments of the surface. The patches of vegetable soil which occur here and there over this rugged tract are carefully enclosed, and generally planted with potatoes. The soil is light and sandy, but owing to the absorption of heat by the rock, peculiarly warm and kindly; and the islanders here have had the singular good fortune never to have been visited by the potato blight; never to have had a death from destitution; and never to have sent a pauper to the poorhouse. They are a handsome, courteous, and amiable people. Whatever may be said of the advantages of a mixture of races, I cannot discern anything save what makes in favour of these people of the pure ancient stock, when I compare them with the mixed populations of districts on the mainland. The most refined gentleman might live among them in familiar intercourse, and never be offended by a gross or sordid sentiment. This delicacy of feeling is reflected in their figures, the hands and feet being small in proportion to the stature, and the gesture erect and graceful. The population consists principally of the three families or tribes of O’Flaherty, Joyce, and Conneely. Martin Joyce, an obliging young fisherman, conducted me to the objects of interest, and beguiled the way, which, for the most part, is the roughest imaginable, with conversation full of intelligence and good‐nature.


On the northern side of the rocky knoll I have described, a sandy beach, terminating in a strip of verdure, runs up between it and the central eminence of the island. The sands occupy a considerable extent of beach, and have risen round the picturesque ruin of the church of St. Cavan (brother of him of Glendalough), which stands at the opening of the little valley, till the surface is nearly on a level with the top of the side wall next the sea. But the doorway in the inland wall has so guided the draught of the wind, as to keep a passage on that side clear, the sand sloping down to the threshold, as in the upper half of an hour‐glass. The aspect of these graceful ruins, with their airy chancel‐arch, and ivied gables, surrounded by a surface so pure and untrodden, is singularly impressive. On the sea‐side all the hillock is covered with tombs and headstones. A rugged pillar‐stone, higher than the rest, marks the site of Leaba coemhain, or St. Cavan’s bed—a grave held in great veneration, which the blowing sands have risen around till it now forms a pit of about five feet in depth. An engraved cross, of very ancient design, decorates the flagstone at the bottom, but there is no inscription. The clear, fine sand alternating with patches of verdure, and backed by the blue, incorruptible ocean, gives an air of purity to the scene very congenial to the idea of a last resting place for people of a simple and virtuous life. “Our island is clean—there are no worms here,” were the repeated expressions of my companion; and when, on passing a little farther on, we came to where the wind had stripped the sand from a skeleton, I could see that the cleansing, calcerous envelope had brought the bones to the whiteness of chalk. I thought of Archytas, prope littus Matinum, and bestowed the rites of ancient piety—ossibus et capiti inhumato. Old as this interesting ruin is—I judge it to be of the twelfth century—it is the most modern of all the ecclesiastical remains on the Isles of Arran. It is, at the same time, the most picturesque, and, perhaps, the best calculated to awake, while it tranquilises, the soul.


The rocky eminence behind St. Cavan’s, forming the central elevation of the island, is crowned with a telegraph tower and a grim old castle of the O’Briens. The construction of the castle is worth remark. The lower story is divided into three parallel vaults, the arches of which formed



the floor for the principal apartments. The wall‐plates of broad flagstones, and the apertures for the discharge of the water, show where the roof was set on; but, what is chiefly remarkable is, that the parapet‐wall of the tower rises to so great a height as must have quite masked the roof, even though of a very high pitch. Perhaps the design was to protect the sedge or other light materials with which it may have been covered; for the tower stands exposed to every blast from the Atlantic. I afterwards observed the same disproportion between the height of the roof and parapet at the church of MacDuagh on Arran More.


Re‐entering among the rocks, we passed through another village, the pathway to which runs between enclosures of apparently a very unprofitable kind; for, in several cases, the only thing enclosed is the bare surface of limestone, no earth having yet been laid down; and, when earth does occur, it is wholly adventitious, having been carried from a distance and spread on the rock. Yet these patches of fictitious soil yield very good crops of oats and potatoes. To see the careful way in which the most has been made of every spot available for the growth of produce, might correct the impression so generally entertained and so studiously encouraged, that the native Irish are a thriftless people. Here, where they have been left to themselves, notwithstanding the natural sterility of their islands, they are certainly a very superior population—physically, morally, and even economically—to those of many of the mixed and planted districts.


This practice of forming artificial fields by the transport of earth, recalls the old tradition of the Fir‐Volgic origin of the early inhabitants of Arran. It is stated by Duald MacFirbis, on the authority of an ancient tract preserved in the book of Leacan, and the statement is corroborated by very evident remains of which I shall speak by‐and‐bye, that after the overthrow of the Fir‐Volg, by the Tuatha‐de‐Danaan, at the battles of Traigh Eochaille and northern Moy‐Tuire, the remains of these people crossed over to the Isles of Arran, and inhabited them at the beginning of the Christian era. These Fir‐Volg, according to their own account, were Thracians, who had been enslaved in Greece, and there employed in carrying earth in leathern bags, to form the artificial terrace‐gardens of Bœotia. If any portion of the existing population of Ireland can, with propriety, be termed Celts, they are of this race; and, certainly, those who now represent them here, whether of Welsh or Gaelic descent, do the name no discredit.


Passing beyond the village and its rugged, diminutive gardens, the track conducts to the little old cell of St. Gobinet, seated under the shelter of a great limestone crag, and backed by a stunted thorn‐bush, the one tree of the island. St. Gobinet’s is of the primitive type, so fully illustrated by Petrie; and may vie in diminutiveness with any of those described in the Round Tower Essay, measuring, internally, no more than thirteen feet by nine. A corpulent person would find some difficulty in entering by the narrow Egyptian‐formed doorway. This Gobinet is the same who has given her name to the church of Kilgobbin, in the county of Dublin; and there seems no reason to doubt that her cell in South Arran is of the period at which she lived, the early part of the seventh century. South Island seems to have been a favourite resort of female ascetics. At the western extremity of the little valley, running inland from St. Kevin’s, are the graves of seven holy ladies, called the Seven Sisters, and now converted into penitential stations. The path leading to the fountain here is the only part of the whole island where a person can walk a distance of twenty yards on tolerably level ground. All the rest is rock, reticulated with dry stone walls enclosing scattered patches of cultivation and pasture.


An hour’s rowing brought us from Inishere over Gregory’s Sound to Middle Island, or Innis Maen. On approaching our landing‐place on the southern extremity of the island, my eye was attracted by two edifices, the only ones in sight, in remarkable contrast with one another. Close by the sea, under the shelter of a similar wall of limestone to that which encircles the inner platform of Inishere, is a church, to all appearance older, as it is still smaller, than that of St. Gobinet. On the eminence above stands one of the circular stone fortresses of the Firvolg, enclosing, perhaps, half a rood of land, and its walls, of twelve feet in thickness, still standing, to the



height, in some places, of fifteen feet. The little church is called Teampul Cinerigi; the fort, Dun‐Farvagh. Who Kinerigy, or Cennanach, may have been I know not; but an elder bush of moderate size suffices to fill his church to overgrowing: its whole interior space might be scooped out of the thickness of the wall of the Gentile stone fortress that overlooks it. Its dimensions, internally, are twelve feet by eight; and when roofed, it received its modicum of light through a triangular‐headed east window of some ten inches high. The doorway, not more than two‐and‐twenty inches across, is of equal width at top and bottom. In the north‐east angle the walls are joined by the mere apposition of the stones, without any tying of the masonry. I know not whether it was from the idea of a portable shrine, or arc, that these little churches were designed; but in this, and several other primitive churches, I observe a peculiar feature, not irreconcilable with this idea. At each end, two of the quoin stones of the side wall are made to project, like handles, by which the little structure might seemingly be lifted, as one would lift a sedan‐chair. I vouch for nothing but the fancifulness of the idea, and the fact, that the primitive churches of Macduach on Arran More, and of Oughtmama, in Burren, are provided with similar appendages. These cellulæ have no chancels; as I shall also have to observe respecting the larger churches of the same epoch.


The Christian remains on Innis Maen yield in interest, as well as importance, to the pagan. The fort on the hill over Teampul Cennanach, imposing as it appears in contrast with that little oratory, is of moderate dimensions when compared with the really magnificent stone fortress of Dun‐Conor, which crowns the central summit of the island. A square barbican, containing about a rood of ground, stands in front of the entrance, towards the east. The walls of this outpost are about six feet in thickness, built, as all the rest of these Gentile works are, without mortar; but the size of the stones is not sufficient to justify the appellation of Cyclopean. In all the structures of this kind which I shall have to mention, the stones employed in the main work of the walls are such as could be carried by, at most, two or three men of ordinary strength. In this respect, the Fir‐Volgic remains in Arran correspond, I believe, with the Picts’ towers of the Scottish isles, which Irish tradition assigns to the same people for it is said, that on the dispersion of the Fir‐Volg, after their last stand at Moy‐Tuire, they took refuge not only in the isles of the west and north‐west of Ireland, but also in Rathlin, Isla, and the Innis‐Gaul, or Hebrides. Judging from the nearer approximation of Dun‐Dornadilla, and other like structures in the Scottish isles, to the form of the feudal round castle in its early development, as at Coucy and Donagore, it seems probable that these are of more recent date than the wider, lower, and less artificial stone fortresses of the west of Ireland. A peculiar Greek feature, however, which strikingly corroborates the tradition associating these structures with the Cyclopean architecture of Greece, the triangular aperture over the doorway, present in the Hebridean duns, is wanting in these Arranese stone fortresses. The doorway of Dun‐Conor is broken down, and although the walls which remain are of a considerable height externally (twenty to twenty‐five feet in some places), the internal arrangements can only be guessed at through masses of debris, the ruins of the upper portion of the fort. From the remains, however, of several flights of stairs, still visible on the inner face of the rampart, corresponding to similar remains in Dun‐Farvagh, and other fortresses of like construction, it appears pretty clearly, that the construction was much the same as that of Staigue fort in Kerry, a model of which may be seen in the vestibule of the Dublin Society House, and which, as it is the most perfect of these remains, though not comparable in extent to the Arran fortresses, I may here shortly describe:—Externally, the circular enclosure presents the appearance of a low, round tower of wide diameter, bulging above the base, and thence receding to the summit—a form observable in several of the Hebridean duns, and apparently designed to prevent escalade. A single low, broad doorway admits to the interior. Within, the thickness of the wall, at about six feet from the surface, is diminished by one‐third, so as to leave a circular ledge, or terre‐plein, of five or six feet in width, projecting all round. This ledge is reached



by flights of stairs, on the inner face of the wall. At a height of five or six feet higher, another contraction of the thickness of the rampart takes place, leaving a like ridge, or shelf of masonry, approached in like manner, by steps from the former, and serving as a kind of banquette to the parapet formed by the remaining height of the rampart. At Staigue, the flights of stairs are carried up in symmetrical lines, each lower pair of stair‐flights converging to the point where each upper pair diverge, and so surrounding the internal face of the rampart with a reticulation of pyramidally‐arranged stone steps. In the Arran fortresses the same distribution of the rampart into three successive thicknesses, forming successive platforms, or banquettes, on the interior face, is still quite traceable, but the stairs which led from one to the other do not appear to have been symmetrically arranged, or so numerous as at Staigue. The communication with the first platform at Dun‐Farvagh appears to have been by a stair ascending laterally on the right of the entrance. At Dun‐Conor there are tiers of several ascents, not laterally stepped in the plane of the wall, but carried perpendicularly into its thickness, giving access to both banquettes. An arrangement in the building, exhibiting a good deal of military contrivance, is made subservient to the formation of these internal stages. Instead of building the rampart in bulk, and starting with a fresh face of masonry above each ledge, the Fir‐Volg builders have, in every case, built their rampart from the foundation in as many concentric independent walls as they designed to have banquettes; so that if an enemy should succeed in breaching the external envelope, he would find immediately behind it a new face of masonry, instead of the easily‐disturbed loose interior of a dry stone wall.


The outer envelope, as rising higher than either of the others, and having only its own thickness to oppose to the elements, has fallen all round Dun‐Conor to the level of the second, and in some places below it; so that what formerly constituted the upper banquette behind the parapet, now forms the top of the rampart—its independent face of regular stone‐work being visible in some places as low as the foundation, through breaches of the external rind of masonry that formerly overlapped and overtopped it. The dimensions of these walls is something surprising. Making allowance for the disruption and spreading of the masonry, each envelope appears to have been nine feet thick at the base, giving an aggregate breadth for the composite triple rampart, of twenty‐seven feet. The original height may have been about twenty‐five feet. Cavities are discernible, which seem to indicate the site of chambers in the wall; but the dislocation of the loose materials renders this a very uncertain speculation. Exposed as the fabric is to tempests from the Atlantic, and dependent for its cohesion on the weight of its materials only, it is surprising that it should have stood, even in ruins, for so many centuries. The walls, however, are built with considerable art, long stones being employed on both faces, and carefully laid with their ends outward. Dun‐Conor covers a large space of ground; the area is an irregular oval, the greater axis measuring seventy yards, and the lesser forty. Looking at the enclosure as it now stands, one is led to speculate on the sort of habitations its tenants may have had within it. Traces of minor buildings appear over the area, but too indistinct to afford material for any tangible conjecture. A sloping roof might easily have been erected against the inner face of the wall; and from the occurrence in other buildings of the class, of recesses and cells round the internal area, it seems not improbable that such may have been the arrangement. It is interesting to trace the gradation from the single enceinte of stone, behind which the warrior could stand, and throw his dart at his enemy, to the round castle‐tower of feudal civilisation. First, we have the means of access to the summit of a loftier rampart, provided by means of stairs cut perpendicularly up the inner surface, as here at Arran; next, we have these stairs and passages; the extent of which before was limited by the thickness of the wall, carried spirally up its plane, and included within it; as at Dun‐Dornadilla and the Scottish Picts’ houses; next, the height being thus capable of indefinite increase, the diameter is narrowed, and, while a covering, thrown over the top,



excludes the weather, light is admitted by windows, pierced through the upper side walls; but the stairs and chambers of greater security are still retained within their thickness, as at Dunagore; and, finally, the admission of light by windows diminishing too much the strength of the walls, to admit of other cavities within them, the stairs, and all other accomodations of the dwelling, are brought under the area of the roof, as in the finished castle or modern dwelling‐house.


Leaving Dun‐Conor with feelings of admiration strongly excited, I pursued my way to the beach by Killmurry, a little old church, which, with the addition of a modern transept, suffices for the island congregation, and past the grave and holy well of St. Canannach. Leaba Cinerigi, as the grave is called, serves as a penitential station; it consists of an oblong pile of rough stones, of no great size, and appears as puny a work, compared with a Gentile sepulchre, called by its generic name of Leeba Diarmuid as Graine, on the beach hard‐by, as the patched, dwarfish chapel does in comparison with Dun‐Conor. I were ungrateful, having recorded the name of my guide, on Inishere, if I left Martin Faherty, my companion on Innis Maen, uncommemorated. He was waiting for the evening tide to return to Kilronan with his hooker, and would have been happy to accommodate me with a passage, or to tow us at his stern; but time pressed, and I put off for Arran More in my coracle.


A spit of sand, terminating in what constitutes an island at high water, forms the southern boundary of the harbour of Killaney. Here we landed, through a considerable surf; and having drawn our canoe across the isthmus, launched again on the still waters of the inner basin, crossing which, we reached the creek and pier of Kilronan.


After a two days’ dependence on the hospitality of poor villagers, I found the change to Mrs. Costello’s comfortable, albeit deal‐furnished and carpetless, apartments extremely grateful. Her house immediately adjoins the inner pier; and should her two rooms be occupied, the visitor will find accommodation of the same description in the house of Mr. Patrick Dillon, a little farther up the street of the village. Patrick Mullen is the guide and antiquary of the island. Hitherto his intellectual pursuits have not added much to his worldly wealth; but as the island becomes better known, Mullen, I should hope, will be able to make an appearance more suitable to the dignity of his calling. Ponies can easily be procured, and I believe Mrs. Costello can, if necessary, furnish a side‐saddle; but there are no wheeled vehicles of any description on this or either of the other islands. It is, however, a great relief, after the toil of stepping from rock to rock, or scrambling up and down the rugged trackways of Inishere and Innis Maen, to find here, all along the eastern coast of Arran More, a smooth and tolerably level road. The island faces the east and north, and rises to the south‐west. All the higher portions are bare rock, although divided by innumerable dry stone enclosures. In the crevices, which everywhere occur through the limestone, there is found a sweet winter herbage; so that none of these paddocks can be said to be absolutely barren, but the quantity of pasture fenced off by such an enclosure is extremely small. The fertile soil of the island lies at foot of the rocky ascent, along the eastern shore; and in this tract all the religious houses have here been located; but the great Gentile stone fortresses of Dun‐Angus, Dun‐Eochaill, and Doo‐Cathair are erected on the summit and Atlantic verge of the rocky desert above; Dun‐Angus on the north, Doo‐Cathair on the south, and Dun‐Eochaill, on the highest and central point of the island. The first speculation that suggests itself on sight of these immense keeps is, as to whence supplies were procured for so large a force as they must have needed for their occupation. In the end of the fifth and beginning of the sixth century, when the first Christian recluses settled here, the difficulty of obtaining supplies of food for even a few persons was so great as to furnish material for the best part of their chroniclers’ miracles. Was it by plunder, or by those arts of rock‐cultivation which their ancestors practised in Greece, that Angus and Muirbheac Mil, and Conor, and Farvagh victualled their stone palaces? Of the Picts, their cousins, or, more probably, their brethren, who remained in Ireland after



the first Cuithneac emigration, recorded in the Irish Nennius, we are told—(Irish Nennius, p. 145)—



“Plundering in ships
By them was taught—
Hills and rocks they prepared for the plough;”




so that, they may have been utrobique parati; but, I should suppose the former method of livelihood the more probable. King Angus must have possessed more treasures than the rocks of Arran could well have afforded, when he employed such labour as has been expended at Dun‐Angus, in fortifying the approaches to his stronghold.


I noticed the Pictish form given to the name as pronounced by the Arran people, “Doon‐Ungust,” and “Doon‐Unguish.” It is the same name as the Scandinavian Hengist, the Roman Ancus, and the Trojan Anchises. Angus, the founder of this fortress, was son of Uaidhmore, and built it in the first century of our era (Mac Firbis’s Account of the Firbolgs, Book of Lecan, fo. 2776). As the most extensively fortified and best authenticated of these remains, it will probably be the first object sought by visiters. The road to it from Kilronan abounds in objects of the greatest interest.







CLONMACNOISE, CLARE, AND ARRAN.

PART II.


Some of the readers of the Dublin University Magazine may remember having accompanied me, in the month before last, to the Isles of Arran; and that, on my taking leave on that occasion, we had left the chief village of the island, Kilronan, and were on our way to Dun‐Angus. It may also be in their recollection that we had already, on the middle island, visited Dun‐Conor, a very grand example of the same species of building, also erected in the first century of our era, by another son of the Fir‐Volg king, Uaithmore. Connor O’Brien, one of the great lords of Clare, of whom I shall have occasion to speak hereafter, is confused in local tradition with this Fir‐Volg prince, although twelve hundred years elapsed between their epochs. In fact, no distinct tradition of the Fir‐Volgs remains in the islands; and but for the written records preserved in the book of Leacan, we should have known as little of these barbaric fortress‐palaces as the Scotch antiquaries know of Dun Dornadilla, or the Burgh of Mousa. The traditions of the people of Arran are either hagiological, or have reference to the exploits of such personages as Croohore‐na‐Suidine O’Brien, Emun Laidir O’Flaherty, or Oliver Cromwell. The saints and their miracles supply the great historical topics of these simple people, as, next to the pagan fortresses and clochans, their ruined churches and sepulchral monuments constitute the main attraction of the islands for the ecclesiastical and architectural antiquary. And for any one imbued with these tastes, the way westward from Kilronan is, indeed, on both sides full of objects of curiosity.


On the right, in the low tract between the road and sea, are the remains of Manister Connachtach, with the chapel of St. Kieran. It was here the founder of Clonmacnoise disciplined himself for his subsequent mission on the mainland. If the reader have any curiosity in early Christian architecture, I would direct his attention to this chapel, as a work of, I should suppose, the ninth or tenth century, notwithstanding its added Gothic doorway. The east window exhibits an early and interesting attempt at decoration, being pillared externally, and having a scroll on the inside, terminating in some rude symbolic representations. Hard by are the ruins of Teampul Assurnuidhe, with its wondrous bolaun or font, which always contains water, be the weather wet or dry. Colgan takes the name to be that of St. Iserninus, mentioned in the lives of Patrick; but from the name given to the place at present, Teampul Sournich ni Cealla, I apprehend the saint was a female, and a daughter of the Hy‐Manian family. Sourney’s font is a hollowed bowl of granite, overhung by ferns and underwood, and carefully covered over to prevent evaporation. When I saw it, it contained some much‐soiled water, derived, as Mullen expressed it, and I dare say truly, “from the climate.” The church site itself is a mass of stones and bramble, but distinguished by the presence of a venerable thorn, one of the few trees on the island, and the haws of which are the largest I have ever seen. These brambly dells are, it appears, rich in rare ferns and other objects as interesting to the naturalist as their stone monuments to the historical student.


On the left hand, at a little distance up the craggy ascent of the hill, which is crowned by the pagan fortress of Dun‐Eochaill and the lighthouse, stands another of the little churches mentioned by Colgan, Teampul Ceathair Aluinn, the Church of the Four Beautiful Saints. These Colgan states to be Fursey, Brandon of Birr, Conall, and Barchann. Fursey was the founder of the Abbey of Lagny on the Marne; and no one, certainly, walking through the beautiful aisles and cloisters of that once sumptuous establishment, could suppose that so much ecclesiastical grandeur took its rise from these little Irish cellulæ, scarce better at their best than well‐constructed hovels. Still more surprise would the visitor of the splendid French foundation experience, were he told that Fursey’s attachment



to his Irish hermitage had brought him back to spend the evening of his life on those rugged crags, and to seek a grave under the rude pillar‐stone which at a little distance still marks the sepulchre of the Four Beautiful Saints.


The “Church of Beauties” preserves its altar—a not inelegant piece of masonry, with a corniced slab or top. A bracket, adorned with a corresponding moulding, projects from the wall at the north side, just above. A square hole in the centre of the altar slab may have received the foot of a cross. The remains of an ogeed window, however, lying among the ruins, indicate a comparatively recent period for these remains. Closely adjoining their cell is the equally diminutive and ruinous one of the Ladies of Honour. Of these ladies I find no mention made in the books. About two hundred yards higher up the hill, stands one of those singular stone cave‐houses illustrated by Petrie, called Cloghan‐a‐Phooka. This Cloghan differs from all others that I have seen or heard of, in being divided internally into two apartments. Externally the structure presents the appearance of a rude cairn, or pile of stones, about thirty feet in length and eighteen in breadth, by twelve or fourteen feet high. Two low doorways, like entrances to an artificial cave, in the middle of either side, admit to the interior, an oblong apartment twenty‐two feet long by ten broad. One end of this space, about ten feet by seven, is cut off by a low cross‐wall, having a doorway in the middle, and apertures serving as windows at either side. The inner apartment derives its light through these, and over the top of the cross‐wall, from the outer one, but this latter enjoys no light save what enters by the low doors. The cross‐wall may have been of subsequent erection, but it appears to be of contemporaneous workmanship. The roof of this singular dwelling is formed by the approximation of successive stone courses of the building, to within a couple of feet at the top, where it is covered in with flat stones. No trace of chimney, hearth, or window is discernible. The door towards the north is now blocked up by the fall of debris from above, but appears to have been formerly flanked by walls forming a little enclosure externally at each side. In many cabins I have observed the same arrangement of two opposite doors, one of which, according to the quarter from which the wind blows, excludes the cold, while the other serves for the admission of light. I find it hard to reconcile myself to the idea that these were the dwellings of Christian ecclesiastics. They betoken far more of the power and energy of the Pagan period, when great fortresses were erected for the living, and great sepulchres for the dead. Mortar has been employed in all the early churches, but in none of these; neither have I seen nor heard of any Christian symbol, such as a cross or other ecclesiastical token, on any of them. Yet from the situation of some of these, represented by Dr. Petrie, they appear to have formed portions of monastic establishments. O’Flaherty (West Connaught, p. 68) speaks of some of greater size than any that now remain. “They,” he says, speaking of the Arran people, “have cloghans, a kind of building of stones layd one upon another, which are brought to a roof without any manner of mortar to cement them, some of which cabins will hold forty men on their floor; soe ancient nobody knows how long agoe any of them was made. Scarcity of wood, and store of fit stones, without peradventure, found out the first invention.” Clochan‐a‐Phooka would hold about twenty persons. It is not within any ecclesiastical precinct; and the same may be said of Clochan‐a‐Carrigy, illustrated by Petrie, which lies to the left of the road, beyond the creek of Kilmurvy, at a still greater distance from any church. My own impression would be that they are gentile dwellings, found vacant by the first Christian recluses, and by them inhabited for want of better.


Proceeding towards the creek of Port Murvy, which penetrates a considerable distance into the island, we arrive at a series of wayside monuments, pillars, crosses, standing‐stones, and cairns of modern as well as ancient date, marking the boundary between the two divisions of the island, the southern pertaining to the monastery of Enda, at Killany, and the northern to that of St. Brecan, at the Seven Churches, lying about three miles north from Port Murvy. From the traditions of the islanders, as well as from some passages in the Acta, it would appear that this division was not effected without considerable



commotion. Descending to Port Murvy we catch sight of Dun‐Angus, lying inward from the head of the vale, on the Atlantic brow of the opposite eminence. But before reaching Dun‐Angus we have still further Christian antiquities to encounter.


Port Murvy derives its name from the Fir‐Volg chief, Muirbheach Mil, some remains of whose Dun still encircle the precinct occupied by the Church of Mac Duagh. Teampul‐Mic‐Duagh is an edifice of the end of the sixth, or beginning of the seventh century. The Cathedral of Colman, the son of Duagh, on the mainland of Clare, was founded in a.d. 610, and this church, probably, was erected at an earlier period of his labours. The body of the church is evidently the original building. It is of considerable size, and built of stones which in any other region would be regarded as enormous. Four and five stones in length, and five and six in height, form some of the courses of the side walls. It is distinguished by the “flat rectangular projections or pilasters of masonry” at the angles, described by Petrie, in connexion with his illustration of the Church of Mac Dara. Mac Duach’s Church wears an iron aspect, as well on account of the rusty colour of the stone, as of the severity and solidity of the building. The east end of the original edifice has been thrown open, and a chancel has been added. The heavy limestone block, with its semicircular indentation, which formed the top of the original round‐headed east window, still lies on the ground, at the end of the church; just as at Clonmacnoise, the stone which served the same purpose in the east window of the cathedral there, having been removed, to make way for a Gothic chancel, in the thirteenth century, has been preserved at the foot of the great cross, where it now serves as a species of chair‐back within which rheumatic patients repose their shoulders. The addition at Teampul Mic Duach is easily distinguished from the original building by the appearance of the masonry, as well as by the parapetted side walls rising, as I have already remarked, to so great a height, for the protection of that end of the roof. A cairn and standing‐stone, decorated with an ornamental cross, mark the grave of some unknown holy person, immediately in front of the western doorway. This church stands immediately behind the farm‐yard and offices of Mr. O’Flaherty, a gentleman of property, and magistrate, who may be regarded as the chief‐justice and chancellor of the islands.


Leaving the curtilage and grazing‐fields of Kilmurvy, and turning to the left, we again ascend the rocky eminence, and after a walk of half‐a‐mile, reach the outer rampart of Dun‐Angus, a dry stone wall of about three feet in thickness. This circumvallation encloses a space of eleven acres. A similar wall on each side of the avenue flanks it onward from the outer entrance to a second line of rampart, lying close to the main body of the fortress. This second wall apparently consisted of a banquette and parapet, as it is built in two sections, each about four feet thick. All round the base of this second rampart, and extending from it over the space between it and the outer wall, sharp‐pointed fragments of rock are pitched on end, covering the whole surface with an abbatis of stone, so thick and intricate that even now it is with difficulty one can approach the place save by the avenue. This multitude of long grey stones, standing arrayed round the base of the fortress, like infinite headstones of the dead, amazes and confounds the eye. Within the second rampart, the space to the central fortress is clear, and the avenue conducts direct to the entrance, which is still perfect, about the middle of the eastern front of the building. On a larger scale, it exactly resembles the low‐browed doorway to a clochan, and must at all times have been entered on foot. Owing to the accumulation of debris at present, the visitor must climb in on hands and knees under the wide, massive lintel stones. At the right, on entering, are the remains of a flight of steps conducting to the lower banquette, the form of which is with difficulty traceable among the masses of fallen stone. One or two other indications of stairs may be detected; but were it not for the very distinct construction of the rampart in three concentric sections, one would be at a loss to understand the principle of the construction. On ascending the mound, however, the three concentric walls are seen in perfect distinctness, the middle one rising through the ruins of the other two, save in one or two points, where the exterior envelope still stands to near



its original height; but all are so shaken and disjointed, that heaps of the loose masonry slide down at every footstep; and after a few years, I fear, the whole will be involved in undistinguishable ruin. These several circumvallations, and the ramparts of the inner fortress itself, abut on the verge of the cliff, which all along overhangs its base, and is constantly parting with fragments, that plunge into the depths of the Atlantic. It cannot well be supposed that the builders would leave one‐third of the central area unprotected; and as there is no fence whatever towards the verge of the cliff, and the walls are continued close up to it, without any indication of a regular termination, the inference can hardly be resisted, that a considerable portion of the area of Dun‐Angus has been swallowed up in the sea, and that in process of time the whole will follow. Although it was moderate weather when I visited it, the Atlantic, breaking among the undercut cliffs beneath, sent up a sound like distant artillery. A log of timber from a shipwreck, jambed in a fissure of the rock, sixty or seventy feet above high‐water mark, showed what the sea must be in time of storm. I quitted the dizzy, crumbling ramparts with a profound impression of wonder and sadness.


Turning northward from Dun‐Angus, a rough walk over crags and down rugged pathways, brought us to the minor fortress of Dun‐Onagh, which is in somewhat better preservation, owing partly to its less exposed position, and partly to the more massive character of its masonry; and thence regaining the highway, which we had left at Port Murvy, proceeded to the Seven Churches, the ecclesiastical establishment of St. Brecan. Dr. Petrie has given an engraving of the tombstone of Brecan, with its inscription, ci Brecani, and also of a singular spherical black stone, found in the saint’s grave, with the legend, or ar Brecain n’ailither—“Pray for Brecan, the Pilgrim.” It is startling to find these memorials of a person who died in the early part of the sixth century. Of their authenticity, there cannot be the least doubt:—



“The monumental stone was discovered about forty years ago, within a circular enclosure, known as St. Brecan’s tomb, at a depth of about six feet from the surface, on the occasion of its being first opened to receive the body of a distinguished and popular Roman Catholic ecclesiastic, who made a dying request to be buried in his grave. Under the stone within the sepulchre there was also found on this occasion a small water‐worn stone of black calp, or limestone” (being the stone with the second inscription above referred to).—Round Towers, p. 139.




Brecan’s churches nestle, like several of the others, under the brow of rock, in a ravine opening towards the sea. A well, springing forth at the foot of the crag, adds its inducement to those of shelter and accessibility. All the extremely old buildings have disappeared, and the place at present shows the remains of an Irish monastic establishment of, I should suppose, the tenth or eleventh century. Two walls encircle the precinct, of which the inner one has been battlemented, and both preserve their ancient entrance‐doorways, the external one being of the antique square‐headed pattern, and the internal one semicircular. The tombs of Brecan, and of the Seven Romans, and of certain “Mainach” (Monachi, I suppose), are the only inscribed monuments. In the west wall of the principal church, an inscribed stone has been let into the wall, which appears to be another monument of the same Brecan. In the Continental churches one often sees the sarcophagi of early Christians built into the walls; and the insertion of this stone in the Church of St. Brecan seems to be an example of the same practice. The principal church here has its chancel, and well‐wrought semicircular chancel‐arch. A capacious circular font is sunk on a level with the ground at the back of this building. All betokens a considerable advance on the rude condition of the first recluses. In the eastern portion of the cemetery, are pointed out the graves of certain unknown saints. One stone only in this precinct bears an inscription, that mentioned by Petrie, in memory of the Seven Romans. In the fifth and sixth centuries, the passion for eremitical seclusion prevailed to an extent that may be called epidemical; and Gauls, Saxons, Romans, and Egyptians, males and females, wandered into different parts of Ireland in search of solitude and its contemplative excitements. It might very well be called another Thebais, filled as it was with societies leading this kind of visionary and ecstatical existence. To sit habitually on these rocks of Arran, and listen to the continuous



sound of the waves, were enough in itself to throw the mind into a kind of trance open to the reception of a thousand fantasies. Certainly, there are other intoxications besides those of drugs and liquors, which unfit men for a useful existence, and are equally open to the reproach of selfishness. These islands, when Enda first obtained his alleged grant of them from Angus King of Cashel, had no population to instruct—all the souls to be cured were on the mainland. It seems to have been solely as a place of retirement for the indulgence of contemplative gratifications, that Arran was selected by him and by his followers. Thence, indeed, they afterwards sent out ecclesiatics, who built churches and preached the Gospel for the people; but here, as in all the other eremitical Lauras of Christendom, the objects immediately sought were retirement from the duties of social life and opportunity of visionary enjoyment. Curiosity and antiquarian zeal, and the fashionable character of the topic in certain circles, will render these places, wherever they remain, objects of increasing attention to travellers; and as their true character becomes more generally known, it will probably shake, with a rude concussion, the fabric of Protestant opinion founded on the supposed perfection of the early Irish Church. Any Protestant who looks outside the Scriptures for corroboration of his faith, will find little to strengthen him in Irish ecclesiastical antiquity. He may see much to reflect on with philosophical profit; much to increase his respect for the historical traditions of a people whose annals are corroborated out of every corner of their island; but evidence of this kind he will find little to reflect on with complacency. It is not surprising that the pursuit of this branch of antiquity has excited an alarm which manifests itself so palpably in one of our learned institutions. But it is surprising, that means more philosophical have not been resorted to for counteracting one of the necessary evils of increased knowledge; and that the demonstrations elicited should have betrayed so much more of boyish petulancy than of the grave resistance of men of learning. The people themselves, so fine‐natured, genial, and intelligent, are more worthy of regard than all their monuments from the fifth century downward. The project of getting rid of such a people, with the view of supplying their places out of any other population, can only have been conceived in ignorance of what they are, or in the wantonness of a malevolent ethnological jealousy. The same obliging disposition that characterises the people of the less frequented islands, shows itself in equally amiable ways among the inhabitants of Arran More. In the neighbourhood of the Seven Churches they preserve a grateful recollection of the interest taken in the preservation of their antiquities by Dr. Wilde, during a visit to these islands several years ago. At his instance the fragments of a richly‐sculptured stone cross, which had long lain scattered in different directions about the ruins, were brought together, adapted to one another, and laid in their places on a smooth, flat rock, forming part of the threshing‐floor of Martin O’Flaherty, the guardian of the ruins. The fragments have been surrounded with a low wall of dry stone, to keep off the trespass of cattle, and are an object of much respect and the source of very grateful feeling towards their restorer. I also succeeded in collecting from various quarters of the ruins and surrounding stone‐wall fences, the fragments of another cross of greater dimensions, but ruder workmanship, which is now laid side by side with that restored by Dr. Wilde. On one side is a sculpture of the crucifixion, of extremely barbarous design; the other is carved with knots and patterns of interlaced work of the usual kind. It is understood that the Dublin Exhibition of 1853 will contain plaster casts of several of the most sumptuous of this class of monuments. They were the chief objects of sculptural ornamentation among the ancient Irish, as with the Scots, Manx, and Britons. Nothing of the kind, however, in other countries, can compare, either in size or richness of decoration, with the Irish crosses of Monasterboyce, Clonmacnoise, and Arboe, all of which will, it is said, be represented by accurate models in the “Darganeum.” The use of the interlaced pattern as peculiar to early Christian monuments, is by no means confined to the western parts of Europe; it figures on all the earliest Christian remains on the Continent, although, strange to say, its first appearance as an adjunct to architectural decoration, is on the palace of the persecuting Dioclesian, at Spalatro. That it had



a peculiar significance, as employed in Christian art, would appear highly probable, from the constancy with which we find it repeated in manuscripts, shrines, and ecclesiastical utensils, as well as on stone monuments; but the meaning of this, and of the various other symbols employed in the same class of objects, is a subject of speculation too recondite to be more than glanced at in such a paper as this.


It were tedious to enumerate the various minor ecclesiastical sites pointed out in Arran; nor shall I task the patience of the reader, by following Mr. Mullen on his tour of all the Teampuls and Manisters which the venturous antiquary may still trace through their coverings of bramble and nettles. The principal establishment of the south end of the island, however, remains to be noticed, where the successors of St. Enda maintained their rival monastery to that of Brecan. This Enda, or Enna, was son of the petty king of the territory of Oriall, and lived in the period immediately succeeding the mission of Patrick. His life, as preserved in the collection of Colgan, possesses more of the romance of early Christianity than is usually found in narratives of that kind. He had been educated as a warrior; and after his father’s death, returning from a hostile expedition into the territory of some of his hereditary enemies, in which he had been victorious, he chanced to pass by the cell of Fanchea, a female saint of that period, who appears to have resided somewhere in the neighbourhood of Enniskillen. As he passed, he chanted a battle‐song of triumph; and Fanchea, coming to the door of her cell, demanded wherefore did he disturb the quiet of her mind with those uncouth vociferations. He said, “I have been avenging the death of my father, as becomes a son, and I now sing my song of victory, as becomes a warrior.” “Knowest thou,” said Fanchea, “where thy father now is?” “I know not,” said Enda. “Thy father,” said Fanchea, “is now in hell;” and immediately proceeded to paint the tortures of the damned in colours so vivid as struck the young prince with amazement and terror. Fanchea then varied the picture with an equally lively exposition of the joys of paradise, and disclosed to her hearer the necessity and means of salvation. Enda, returning frequently to listen to her discourses, saw and loved one of the sisterhood, by whom his passion was returned. Then Fanchea said to this sister, “Whether would’st thou have for spouse this young king of Oriall, whom thou lovest, or that heavenly King whom I love?” The nun, recalled to the obligation of her vow, replied, “whom thou lovest, him also will I love.” Then follows the portion of the tale, which, with other like incidents in the lives of Patrick and Columba, has given ground for some suspicions of a very dark character, as regards the means resorted to for illustrating the power of our early ecclesiastics:—



“Then said the holy virgin, ‘come with me into this chamber, that thou mayest rest a little while.’ And the young girl came, and lying on the bed, expired, and gave her soul to God, the spouse whom she had chosen. Then the holy virgin covered the face of the deceased sister with a cloth, and re turning to Enda, said, ‘youth, come and see the young girl whom thou desirest.’ Then Enda, with the virgin, entered the bed‐chamber where was the dead sister; and the holy virgin uncovering the face of the dead girl, said to him, ‘behold her whom thou desirest.’”




Enda, having been thus led to embrace a religious life, is alleged to have journeyed to Rome, whence he returned, says tradition, accompanied by one hundred and fifty monks, about the year 580, and established himself here at the spot which still retains his name of Kill‐any. If I were to indulge a conjecture as to the immediate source of Irish Christianity, I would say these very early monuments point rather in the direction of Greece than Latium.


The island at this time appears to have been wholly depopulated of its Fir‐Volg colony. We read of no occupants besides the religious, and occasional “gentile” visitants from the adjoining district of Corcomroe. The captain of these pagans was one Corban, and Enda, after some negotiations, so far won his respect as to be allowed the undisturbed possession of his desert. A single dun cow, a relict, probably, of the Fir‐Volgic herds, afforded the chief supply of aliment for the first recluses. Enda’s Laura soon increased to a considerable community; and, ere long, disputes broke out between the recluses of the southern and those of the northern division of the island. The contest which ensued is still traditionally



remembered; and the locality already mentioned on the road above Kilmurvy is pointed out as the spot where the rival brotherhoods contended. Some semi‐circular tracks in the limestone rock are exhibited as the hoof‐prints of the horse of some eminent personage by whom the battle of the saints was composed. Tracks of this kind, the traces of some fossil of softer texture than the embedding limestone, occur in all directions through the district. The local tradition is confirmed by the written history; only, in the latter, Enda is induced by the exhortations of his old instructor and friend, Fanchea, to lay aside the pole with which he had armed himself for the fray, and remain within his cell while an incursion of certain lay depredators is going forward. Strange existence! Great must be the charm of solitude and contemplation that could withdraw a man from the haunts of social life to be partaker of the little intrigues and petty embroilments of such a community; but in the age of Enda, it was a choice between bloodshed and rapine in the inhabited parts of the country, and the comparative security as well as seclusion and independence of a hermitical life in the desert. Enda’s original church has disappeared, and the blowing sands have quite obliterated the cemetery famous for its hundred and twenty inscribed tombs of saints, adjoining it. The foundation of his round tower, however, is still visible; and on the brow of the green eminence above, conspicuous against the sky, still stands the cell of Benignus, the most elegant and best‐built, as it is the very smallest, cell in all Ireland. Twelve feet by eight internally, it is more like a sepulchral vault than a house of worship. Its stone roof has now nearly disappeared; but the great blocks composing its well‐jointed walls and graceful Egyptian doorway defy the storms of thirteen centuries. It was evening when I visited the spot. I had come from Dhu‐Cahir and the Atlantic side of the island over the intermediate tract of stone. These immense sheets of rock, ringing to the tread with a metallic sonorousness, cover all the surface with vast ridges and furrows, like the tillage of some extinct race of giants. The hollow reverberations of the Atlantic, the lonely crumbling pagan fortress, and the utter solitude of the dark marble‐ribbed desert over which I passed, had combined to sadden and depress my mind; so that, when at length we came forth on the verdant carpet that fringes the eastern brow of the desert, and stood beside this graceful little temple overlooking the green slope on which the herds of the village were assembled, lowing in the parting sunshine, the spectacle was attended with a sense of pleasure most grateful to experience. The sun had set before I left the spot, having traced in the indistinct light on a square monumental stone under the little eastern window, inscribed in large, deep‐cut Greco‐Irish characters, the single word cari. The tomb “of the dear one” could not have been erected in a spot better calculated for serious and tender contemplation. I returned by the little hamlet of Killaney. This luckless spot suffered about a year since a terrible calamity. The men and youths of the village, to the number of fourteen, had repaired to a flat projecting rock to fish, and were engaged in angling from this natural platform, when one of those sudden waves which sometimes start up capriciously in the Atlantic, rolled in and swept them all away. There was scarcely a house in the village that had not lost a father, a son, or a brother; and the little place, as I passed through, seemed so widowed and desolate, that I had no care to inspect its once proud castle of Ardkeen, which, in the crown‐grants of lands in Connaught, plays the same conspicuous part as “our Castle of Dublin” does in grants in capite in Leinster.


Having now exhausted the sights of Arran of the Saints, I procured a stout hooker, the St. Margaret, Patrick Gill owner, to convey me to New Quay, on the south side of the Bay of Galway, that I might have an opportunity of seeing “the white‐stoned slippery region of Burren,” and of inspecting the ruins of the Abbey of Corcomroe. Enjoying a favourable wind, we made New Quay in a run of four hours, passing close under the bare, round‐backed stone‐mountain of Blackhead, and the castle and picturesque creek of Ballyvaughan. The arm of the sea on which New Quay is situated, is that which yields the well‐known Red‐bank Burren oysters. It is a far‐winding, shallow estuary, separated from the external waters of Galway Bay by the low peninsula of Curran Ruadh. The beach on the seaward



side of this peninsula retains the name of Traigh‐Chairan, or Kieran’s Strand, being pointed out by tradition as the place whence the saints of Arran used to set sail on their voyages to the sacred island.


On St. Kieran’s festival a singular commemoration of him and his companions’ voyages is kept up here, called Snav‐Ænach, or the Swimming Fair. The peasantry bring down their horses, and with them swim about the strand, in honour of the saints of Arran. It is at least a salubrious custom, whatever may be thought of its spiritual utility.


On the landward side of the estuary rises a considerable mountain, the base and lower slopes of which are clad in the delicate green peculiar to the limestone formation; but the summit and upper declivities are covered with the grey shingle, which forms so large a proportion of the surface of this rocky region. New Quay consists of a few bathing lodges, frequented chiefly by the citizens of Galway, whose town and shipping can be discerned across the bay at a distance of about ten miles. There is but little timber in the district, and the place has a windy and bleak, although clean appearance. There is no hotel, nor any means of procuring horses or vehicles nearer than Ballyvaughan; but a walk of a couple of miles by a good road, conducts round the northern base of the hill I have mentioned, to a scene which would well repay a much more troublesome pilgrimage. Behind the mountain the vale expands round the head of another estuary, penetrating inland from the side of Ballyvaughan, also famous for its oysters, and comprising the famous creek of Pooldoody. The fertile area is surrounded on all sides by mountains, more or less enveloped in the same grey covering of limestone shingle. Where the vale withdraws round the inland base of the first‐mentioned mountain, midway on the green declivity, overlooking the land‐locked valley, stands the great abbey of the O’Briens. There is no adjoining cemetery. The pasturage surrounds it on all sides close to the walls, and perhaps the bulk of the building strikes the eye as greater on this account; for, after the diminutive cells of Arran, it appears as mighty a structure externally as it has been sumptuous and splendid within. Nothing, indeed, can afford a greater contrast, than the little unadorned manisters of Kieran and Carnach, and the Manister Mor of Corcomruadh, with its stone‐ribbed chancel vault, its elaborate undercut mouldings, its tombs, and effigies, and fresco polychrome. I had often heard of the tomb and marble effigy of Connor O’Brien, the son of the founder, and at once distinguished it on the north side of the chancel. Some object formerly issued from the mouth of the effigy, which local tradition alleges was a tobacco‐pipe! I believe the same statement is also found in books of authority. Whatever the object may have been (and those familiar with the symbolical representation of the thirteenth century will probably agree that it was not a tobacco‐pipe), it has been broken away, but the figure is in other respects little injured.


As the only existing effigy of a native Irish prince in his proper costume, this figure of Connor O’Brien is of singular interest. Donogh Carbreach O’Brien, father of Connor, and founder of the abbey, was the first who sunk the royal style in the humbler title of Lord of Thomond. He flourished at the period of the Anglo‐Norman invasion, and, dying in a.d. 1242, was succeeded by Connor. Donogh appears to have been a munificent and splendid prince. He himself dwelt in a “palace of a circular construction,” being no other than a rath or earthen fortress, at Clonroad, now Ennis; but his skill in architecture, both civil and ecclesiastical, was displayed in many stone castles, bridges, and churches. The founder of the abbeys of Holycross and Corcomroe, whether he lived in a stone castle or an earthen rath, was no mean mason. Thomond, at this time, included all North Munster, from Cashel and Birr to the Atlantic, including the populous city of Limerick, where the chiefs of the O’Briens, if they had preferred a stone‐built mansion, might easily have lodged themselves. On his father’s death, Connor, who continued to reside in his earthen palace, was inaugurated after the manner of his ancestors, at Moy‐adha, near Kilrush. “He was,” says the native chronicler, “a most fortunate and auspicious prince; there were peace, ease, and wealth, plentiful and cheerful fare, open liberality, festive mirth, and benefactions throughout all the territories of his kingdom. . . . The greater part of the people of the south of Ireland put themselves



under his protection, on account of the greatness of his actions, and his extraordinary gifts from the Holy Ghost: for he was a man of a graceful and majestic aspect—of great strength and agility of body—of great vigour and fortitude of mind, and also of a noble and princely bearing . . . . Not a day nor an hour passed, since he came of age to handle or bear martial arms, during which he was not meditating and endeavouring, by all possible means, to free his countrymen from their slavery. There was not an animal or creature under heaven he held in such hatred and abhorrence as the English offspring; nor did he suffer one of that nation to inhabit the size of the smallest hut of his territory.” Under the sway of this fortunate prince, the Thomondians increased in wealth and courage; and in a.d. 1252, deputed Connor’s eldest son, Tiege, to represent the southern half of Ireland, at a conference with the chiefs of the northern division for the election of a supreme king, under whom the united strength of the island might be employed for the expulsion of the invaders.


If this meeting, which was held on one of the narrow channels of Lough Erne, had terminated in the election of a monarch, it probably would have changed the whole complexion of our history; but the mutual jealousies of the north and south prevented any election, and Tiege returned to Thomond, where in two years after he died. This affliction preyed deeply on the mind of Connor; he became remiss and apathetic; and several of his vassals taking advantage of his apparent imbecility, withheld their tributes. Connor, to compel the payments of his rents, sent out one force, under the command of his younger son, the “broad eyed” Brien Roe, into the eastern part of his territory, and himself assumed the leadership of another band, which was destined to distrain the lands of the O’Loghlens, and other feudatories of Corcomroe and Burren. The driving of cattle for rent is at no time a very civilised proceeding; but we do not often hear of such a levying of distresses as was made on this occasion by Connor Brien. “Connor, accompanied by his numerous household and domestic guards, together with the heroic Kinel Fearmac (the O’Deas), under the command of Donogh O’Dea and the renowned O’Hehir, marched to the upper territory, to reduce its inhabitants to obedience. As they proceeded towards Dubh Gleann, northwards, they left the country in red flashes of flaming fire, and in pillars of darkening smoke after them. When they passed Beal‐an‐Clogaid, westward, making their way by the sea, northward, Connor Carrach O’Loghlen with his partisans and forces came against them, on which occasion a furious and obstinate battle was fought between them; and Connor O’Brien was killed, with many more of his people, in the year of Christ, 1267. His body was nobly and honourably interred in the Abbey of East Burren by the monks of that convent, who also erected a grand marble statue to his memory over his grave.”1 This is the effigy of which I have been speaking, and which still remains, with one slight mutilation, entire in the chancel of Corcomroe. The countenance corresponds with the language of the family poet; the features are large, placid, and regular; the hair, divided on the centre of the forehead, is arranged in curls which descend on each side to below the ear; the face is all shaven; the neck bare; a low coronet covers the top of the head; the body is clad in a flowing surcoat, fastened at the throat by a plain band; the left hand laid on the breast, holds a chain descending from the neck; the right arm is stretched by the side; the feet are clad with shoes open over the instep, and fastened by a strap and buckle round the ankle; the legs which, above the ankle, are concealed by the flowing surcoat, appear to be clad in hose. There is no belt, sword, or other weapon. The feet rest on a triple‐branched fleur‐de‐lis; the whole aspect of the figure bespeaks a very different character from that usually ascribed to the native Irish potentate. Some broken remains of the effigy of Connor’s lady, or countess, may still be traced, built into the adjoining monument of the O’Loghlens. The head is gone; but the form of the robe is still discernible; a border of embroidery surrounds the throat, and is carried down each side of a square‐stepped opening and slit in front. No



trace of anything barbaric appears in either; both effigies are recumbent—that of Connor being protected by an arched niche, and low plain pediment.


Strange to say, there is no printed memorial of these eminent persons, beyond the entries of their ascensions and deaths in the “Annals of the Four Masters.” Yet, throughout the north of Clare and the Isles of Arran, the people are familiar with the name of “Croohore‐na‐Suidine;” and a poor woman who craved charity at the abbey could point in the direction of Beal‐an‐Clogaid and Park‐na‐Suidine, where he met his death upwards of six hundred years ago. In Arran he is remembered as a great builder and warrior, and in the middle island they make the mistake of ascribing the erection of Dun‐Conor to him, instead of to Conor, son of Uaithmore the Fir‐Volg, twelve hundred years before.


But it is time to give some account of the building which contains these interesting monuments. It is an aisled, cruciform church of large size. The chancel end alone appears to have been vaulted, the nave and transept being now unroofed. The style is the pointed Gothic of the beginning of the thirteenth century, with some traces of the earlier taste in the round‐headed windows of the lateral chapels. The east window comprises three elegant lancet opes with one pointed window above. A herring‐bone moulding, deeply undercut, surrounds the lancet heads. The zig‐zags are in black marble, and the traces of red fresco are still observable underneath. The roof is divided by vaulting ribs of very elegant workmanship, the central transverse rib displaying the same rich pattern with the window‐heads, with a rich rosette in the apex, but all cut in white freestone—Caen stone I should suppose. But it is on the columns of the chancel arch that the builder has displayed his taste and resources to the greatest advantage. Nothing can be seen, from Canterbury to Rosslin, more elegant than some of these capitals. Leaves, fruit, and the pendant bells of umbelliferous flowers are mingled with a grace and delicacy that cannot be surpassed. One capital in particular excited my admiration. The coronel is formed of the overhanging flowers of the water‐lily bursting with their seeds. The lower members of the capital are composed of the rocket‐shaped seed‐vessels. The stems rising to support the hanging blossoms unite and symmetrise the whole. Two highly decorated lateral chapels open at either side of the chancel out of the transepts. Their columns are also highly decorated, but in a more severe style, the human face being introduced on two of the capitals with stiff Lombardic accessories. A richly‐flowered moulding, very boldly undercut, decorates the arch of the northern chapel, which has been converted into a burying vault for the family of Moran. There is, as I have said, no external cemetery; and the consequence is, that every inch of the internal space is piled with graves. Scores of bleached skulls lie in all directions; some piled in corners, others tossing about the stone‐crowded area. All are of the same type—long, capacious, but chiefly developed behind. The only lofty skulls I noticed were those of females. It is the form of the native Dal‐Cassian head to this day but heads of the same type may be seen in the first ranks of every profession in Ireland; and nowhere have I met men more frank, courteous, and intelligent than the native people of this part of Clare, though condemned by phrenological decree to perpetual barbarism.


Amid the multitude of gravestones, I looked in vain for those which might have covered the warriors buried here after the great battle of Doolen; but they have been heaped, flagstone upon flagstone, so thick, that there is no seeing beyond the memorials of the last generation. Here again I have to speak of an event of considerable historical importance, of which there is no printed record. Yet it determined the fate of the Dalcassian tribes for many generations; and here, by the tomb of the last of their great princes, it may not be unfit to give some account of it.


The “broad‐eyed” Brien Roe was, as I have said, the second son of Connor, and, after his father’s death, was duly inaugurated at Moy‐Adha, and took up his residence at Clonroad. His nephew, however, Turlogh, son of Tiege of the Conference, or Tiege “Narrow‐Water,” as he is called, having been fostered among the most warlike of the northern families, laid claim to the principality, and by their assistance expelled his uncle.



Thereupon Brien Roe fled to Cork, where he solicited the aid of Thomas de Clare, a soldier of fortune, to reinstate him in his lordship, offering as a reward the territory of Tradree extending from Limerick to near the river Fergus. De Clare, another Strongbow, accepted the terms, raised an army of Anglo‐Norman adventurers in Cork and Desmond, and returning with Brien., a.d. 1277, expelled his rival, and erected for himself, in the midst of the territory he had so acquired, the lofty and strong keep of Bunratty. Brien having bartered his independence for the possession of a despised authority, shortly after met the fate he might have expected, having been put to death by De Clare within the courtyard of his newly‐erected fortress. Turlogh now succeeded to the Irish lordship; but De Clare having obtained a grant from the Crown of all Thomond, reconciled himself with “the dun‐haired” Dermot, son of Brien, and setting him up as a rival candidate, divided the Dalcassians into the distinct and hostile factions of Clan‐Turlogh and Clan Brien Roe, in the expectation of seizing the whole territory from whichever should succeed in exterminating the other. The final struggle between these infatuated rivals did not take place till 1317. The Clan‐Turlogh, the night before the battle, encamped here, sleeping “in the grand, purple‐marbled abbey, and in the polished, starry, and ornamented cells.” The battle was joined in the neighbouring valley of Dubh‐glinn, and eventuated in the total defeat of the the Clan Brien Roe. The slain chiefs were buried in the abbey, under “squared and flowered” flag‐stone tombs, and the common soldiers cast in a dyke, with a mound heaped over it. The victors, contrary to DeClare’s calculations, proved too strong for him also; and, leaving Bunratty in flames, be was obliged to recross the Shannon, in 1318, resigning the territory of Thomond to the sovereignty of the O’Briens, and the “wars of Turlogh” to the celebration of their bard, MacCraith.


Apart from its historical associations, the scene itself is one of singular interest. The surrounding pastures are among the best in this country of sweet grass. Some of the tillage lands have borne so many crops of grain in succession without manure, that I hesitate to commit myself to the number I heard stated on the spot. The view over the wide, green valley is uninterrupted by trees. All the surrounding features are on a great scale, and the grey shingle‐covered mountain‐slopes lie far enough from the eye to derive a harmonising tint from the air. On the slope of the hill behind the abbey, about 200 yards from the walls, is the focus of a marvellous echo, which mimics the tone of the speaker, while it repeats the words of a short sentence, in a really exquisite manner.


Leaving Connor O’Brien to rest under the splendid fane raised by his father, I left the comparatively modern abbey to visit the “old” church of Ought‐mama, about a mile distant on the upper verge of the green land, where a few steps might bring the meditative recluse into the stony desert. Here we are again in the midst of Cyclopean gables and Egyptian doorways, massive and unimpaired as the first day the huge blocks that form them were erected. Here also we find again the single stone which formed the arch of the original east window, carefully deposited at the doorway, while the whole of the original east gable has been removed, to make way for a tenth or eleventh century chancel. Of the additional part, the chancel arch and some foundations alone remain, but quite enough to show, by the difference of masonry, that they belong to a more recent period. The same alteration appears to have been made in the Cathedral of Glendalough; and, generally, it would appear that the very old Irish churches consisted of one apartment without any division. The western doorway of Ought‐mama is one of the most massive and imposing of those slope‐jambed entrances, made familiar to us by Petrie’s illustrations. It has probably stood for near thirteen centuries, and seems capable of standing for thousands of years to come.


The desert of stone, stretching from behind Ought‐mama up the acclivity of the Corrin mountains, gives place on their flat summits to a rough pasture, which extends to the eastern verge of the district where the mountain chain stoops suddenly in a long precipice, running north and south over the vast level plain of Kiltartan. The margin of the plain, to within a short distance of the foot of the precipice, is composed almost wholly of the



flat, bare limestone rock. In the intermediate space is a tract of meadow and pasture, looking greener by the contrast; and here nestling at the foot of the cliff stands the hermitage of MacDuach, with his holy well and penitential stations. The capricious fountain has deserted its ancient spring, and now bubbles up outside the sacred enclosure. The ruins are not remarkable for anything but their seclusion; for, even from the brow of the mountain above, the eye cannot discern a human habitation, save at a distance of many miles on the plain; and in the little amphitheatre below, nothing is to be seen but the green grass, the grey walls of living rock, and the vault of the sky. One great flat tract of rock in the stony desert outside has been long celebrated in our Irish hagiology as the scene of one of MacDuach’s chief miracles. The tracks and indentations with which all this limestone district abounds, happen to be particularly numerous here, and from a fanciful resemblance to cups and dishes, and the hoof‐tracks of horses, have given occasion to a legend sufficiently puerile to excite a smile, yet vivid enough to have held its place in the traditions of the people for more than a thousand years. The story is, that Guaire, King of Connaught, feasting at Gort, and bethinking himself of MacDuach and his disciples, then fasting in the desert of Burren, ejaculated a pious wish that the viands just set before him were rather placed before the holy man and his companions, who so much more needed such a repast. The wish was no sooner uttered than gratified. A band of angels immediately transferred the feast through the air to this natural rock table, where some indentations of the surface preserve the form of the plates and dishes, and other caprices of the disintegrated limestone indicate the hoof‐tracks and foot‐marks of the king’s dogs and horses, arrested by preternatural power in their pursuit of the fugacious banquet, while their masters were compelled to witness at a reverent distance the consumption of their viands by the son of Duach and his holy company. The spot has borne its present name of Boher‐na‐mias, or the “Road of the Dishes,” for perhaps a thousand years; and the tale of King Guaire and his courtiers is as fresh in the mouths of the peasantry at this day as it was when first committed to writing by the chronicler in Colgan. Seeing how little change that long lapse of time has made in these particular indentations, one cannot but reflect with amazement on the ages that must have elapsed since the first disintegrations of the limestone surface, the gradual extension of which has worn and honeycombed it into the multitude of fantastical forms which it everywhere assumes. By what a slow process has the earth been formed which now sends up those tufts of succulent grass out of every crevice, and makes even Boher‐na‐mias pasturable, though at a little distance seemingly no more than a bare floor of marble! But it is not alone in these minor peculiarities of the surface that this limestone formation is remarkable. The whole tract from Gort to Blackhead is full of the most singular freaks of nature, as well on the great scale as the small. Just south of MacDuach’s cell, an outlying ridge of the Slieve Corrin chain runs into circular stepped and terraced formations, so strongly resembling hill‐forts, that but for their bulk one might imagine every hill‐top crowned with a huge Cyclopean fortress. One of the most singular spots in this singular country is the valley of Glencolumbkille, at the northern extremity of which this hermitage of MacDuach is situated. Surrounded by these scarped and terraced eminences crowning its grey rocky boundaries of mountain, it subsides into a green hollow, dotted with holly, and hazel, and mountain ash, which at some not very distant time has formed the demesne of a large castle of the O’Loghlens. The ruined and ivy‐mantled castle stands on a green knoll rising out of the hollow, overlooked by crags and terraces, but out of bow‐shot, so that we must not despise the military engineering of the founder. The O’Loghlens must have been a family of great power in this district. No fewer than twenty of their castles are enumerated in the barony of Burren in the survey of Clare of the time of Elizabeth, referred to in the former part of this paper. It may enable us to form a pretty accurate estimate of the wealth and population of the county at that time, to know that the total number of castles of men of the rank of chiefs, specified in the survey, is 187. Looking at the remains of these fortalices



now, one cannot suppose that the proprietary who occupied them were less wealthy than the class who form the present upper class of gentry; and at present the number of justices of the peace for the county, who may be taken to represent the class in question, is 120. The condition of the labouring poor is probably much the same as it always was, save that, perhaps, when a lord proceeds to distrain for his rents, he does not now deem it necessary to carry fire and sword through the land of the defaulters.


Emerging from Glencolumbkille, and taking the road to Kilfenora, which leads over the high table‐land of Carn, we enter on a wilderness of rock and bog, full of deep holes, fissures, caverns, and underground water‐courses; and abounding with foxes, badgers, and weasels. The general level is about six hundred feet above the sea, but in one place the surface sinks to about half that elevation; and here, through a course of half a mile, a considerable river runs on the surface, issuing from a cavern at one end, and absorbed in a cavern at the other. A chapel, a police barrack, and two cabins, constitute the town of Carn, seated in the centre of this rough territory. As the traveller proceeds westward, the surface becomes still more rugged and stony, and the course of the subterraneous waters still more capricious. Through all this limestone country in the west of Ireland, from Castlebar to Killaloe, every one is familiar with the periodical floodings of low‐lying tracts, called turloghs. In almost all these the waters rise from springs and fissures, and return by the way they came, being evidently the overflow of internal reservoirs. At Kilcorney, in the district of which I now speak, was one of these turloghs, fed by internal accumulations, which used to burst forth with unaccountable violence. The philosophical Dublin apothecary, Charles Lucas, addressed an interesting account of it to Sir Hans Sloane, in 1736. He describes the district as being “that part of which it is reported that Oliver Cromwell said (he should have said Ireton) that he could neither see water enough to drown a man, wood enough to hang a man, or earth enough to bury a man in.” He then gives this account of the Cave of Kilcorney:—



“The place is a pretty low valley in comparison to the hills that surround it. The entrance is into the east end of it (for it lies east and west) about midway. There are the ruins of an old church, and a little westward of it an even plain, of about an acre of ground; on the north side of which, under a steep rugged cliff, lies the cave. The mouth of it is level with the plain, about three feet diameter. It has been much larger, but was blocked up with lime and stone, which plainly appears still, but to what purpose is not known. Some conjecture it was an attempt to restrain the great flux of water,; but the fabulous natives, who tell numberless romantic tales of it, say it is a passage to the antipodes, and that a stud of fine horses have been seen coming out of it very often, to eat the corn sown in the valley. They further add, that many stratagems have been tried to catch some of them, but, with the loss of some men’s lives, they could catch but one stone‐horse, the breed of which being very valuable, they say is kept to this day by O’Loghlen, which with them is a kind of titular king that they pay great respect to. But to return to the cave. When you pass this narrow entrance, it grows much wider and loftier. The floor is a pretty even rock, from two to four or five yards over; but when passed, the floor is plain and even as before, for about two hundred yards, which is the farthest that any one known has ventured into it. For my part, I did not pass this pit, but have seen several that did, whose veracity I can depend upon. Most people that have gone into it, went by a thread or clue; others have carried a bundle of straw, and dropped it by the way to guide their return, which seems altogether unnecessary, there being no windings or chambers throughout of any extent. It is all over, even in the depth of winter, as dry as any place of the kind under ground can be; and, what seems very prodigious is, that it often pours forth such a deluge as covers the adjacent plain, sometimes with above twenty feet depth of water. The times of its overflowing are uncertain and irregular. Sometimes it does not happen above once in a year or two, but most commonly three or four times a‐year. It is sometimes observed to succeed great rains and storms, though it often happens without either.


“The neighbouring inhabitants are alarmed at its approach, by a great noise, as of many falling waters at a distance, which continues for some hours before, and generally all the time of the flood.


“The water comes forth with extreme rapidity from the mouth of the cave, and likewise from some smaller holes in the low ground, attended with a surprising noise; it flows for a day or two, and always returns into the same cave, and partly into the small holes from whence it was observed to come before, but with a more slow and tardy course. The water is of a putrid quality, like stagnated pond‐water, insipid as spring‐water. It always leaves a filthy, muddy scum upon the ground



it covered, which greatly enriches the soil. It has been known sometimes (though rarely) to overflow and ebb in six hours’ time, but in a much less quantity.


“There is neither river nor lake anywhere in that part of the country, and it is above six miles from the sea. There are very near it several much lower valleys, in which there is no appearance of water, unless a little rain‐water collected in a pit, in the fissure of a rock, or the like.”—Phil. Trans. 1738, 40, p. 360.




What, indeed, becomes of all the water that falls on this area, is a question admitting of a good deal of speculation. No river—at least no stream at all worthy of the name of a river—flows, sub dio, out of it; and, although the upper waters of the Fergus may, to some extent, be derived from the eastern margin of the district, the volume of that river is quite inadequate to the drainage of so large a surface. At present the flow of water, wherever it goes to, lies deeper than it formerly did, as appears by the drying up of many springs and turloghs, this of Kilcorney among the number. The scarcity of water is, indeed, at present a serious evil in many parts of the barony. At Kilfenora, the town well, covered in by Donatus Mac Donogh, in 1687, “by episcopal permission,” as a Latin inscription informs us, is so scantily supplied in summer, that the water has to be caught guttatim in cups and porringers.


Close to Kilfenora is one of those stone‐plashed, Cyclopean fortresses similar to Dun‐Angus, called Caher‐Flaherty. Its dimensions are not comparable to those of the great Arran citadel; but the arrangement of the ramparts and the distribution of the stone caltrops, if I may use the expression, in the space between the body of the fortress and the outer circumvallation, are the same. Kilfenora is a small and declining place. “The reason,” said my guide, in his Irish idiom, “that is leaving the poor so badly off in this place, is the goodness of the land.” And it is quite true. The land is so excellent for pasturage, that it cannot be had for tillage. The rock surface here has almost entirely disappeared, and the eye ranges, refreshed, over wide tracts of green, dotted with sleek herds, but barren of that first and most important of all produce, a comfortable peasantry.


In descending from Carn to Kilfenora, the road leads by the fine old castle of Leimaneagh, or Horseleap, the chief residence, until within the last century, of the feudalized O’Briens. They appear to have levied toll here, as well as on several of the other leading roads in the vicinity. The pillars of their gates are still standing in three or four places. One of the O’Loghlens, that race whose hereditary mission it seems to have been to curb the ambition of the dominant family, resented this encroachment on the public rights, and, at the head of a sufficient force, probably the last private levy for a warlike purpose ever made in Ireland, prostrated the gates and established the freedom of these highways ever since. The lords of Leimaneagh have left behind them an unenviable character for tyranny, and their ladies have not been more fortunate in their reputation for female virtues. The name of the place has fastened on one of these princesses the principal part in a terrible tragedy, terminating with the escape of her intended victim by a wonderful leap of his horse; but every castle of Horseleap has the same story, and the name for a locality is not an unusual one.


Kilfenora possesses one very fine sculptured cross, and several other objects of antiquarian interest; and the whole of the parish of Noughaval, in which it is situated, abounds with monuments of pagan and early Christian times; but by this time I apprehend the reader will have had enough of antiquities, and will not be indisposed to see his travelling companion safely established on the mail‐car to Ennistymon, whence a similar conveyance will carry him to Milltown Malbay, and a two hours’ further drive deposit him, a stouter, if not a wiser, and certainly not a sadder man, for his ramble, at Kilkee.



S. F.




1 “Wars of Turlough,” MS. translation. Library, Royal Irish Academy.
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