THE LIMERICK REPORTER AND TIPPERARY VINDICATOR

25th August 1863

Western Clare – Four Days Excursion at Miltown Malbay, Lahinch, The Cliffs of Moher, Lisdoonvarna &c &c. 

(Written for the Reporter and Vindicator by M.L.) [Maurice Lenihan]
Nothing can better repay a person confined to the desk and involved in the cares of business—whilst nothing can give a greater impetus to the spirits, conduce more to health, or afford more improvement and information generally than an excursion to the western coast of Clare for a few days. I speak from experience. This coast is but little known; it should be well and widely known to be appreciated. Those who visit it cannot divest themselves of the many pleasur​able sensations which they experience. Everything is new—the mind is struck at once with surprise that a district so much out of the way, so little thought of — a terra incognita to the greater portion of our countrymen, not to speak of the generality of strangers — should be full of the spirit of improvement — full of scenery unparalleled in sublimity—full of evidence of
a state of things which never entered into the philosophy of the uninitiated to dream of— and attractive beyond measure, because it possesses the faculty of giving health to the invalid, animation to the depressed, energy to the dispirited, wonder and delight to all; and hope to every one who avails himself of the facilities of conveyance by rail and by car, which bring you in an inconceivably short space of time from the every day routine of the desk, to the bracing, to the life-giving waters of the Atlantic, or the hygean waters of Lisdoonvarna spas. I was induced by a friend on Tuesday last to bid adieu to town for a couple of days and go with him to

MILT0WN MALBAY.
I had never been at Miltown before. Our route lay through Ennis, for which we left by the 2 ¼ p.m. train, and taking the car from Ennis to Miltown, we passed through a country, which, for some miles, afforded nothing suggestive; it was uninteresting, and apparently unprofitable without scenery of any character until Mount Callan came in view, some distance from Ennis. This mountain may be justly designated “celebrated” --  John Lloyd, in his History of Clare, calls “Callan,” or “Callaan”  a “remarkable high mountain;” and he adds “on it is a large, flat stone, under which Conanus (one of the celebrated Irish Militia) is buried; this stone hath an Irish, Celtic, inscription on it, which implies in English "under this stone lies the furious and long-legged Conanus.” John Lloyd continues to observe that probably this mountain takes its name from this monumental stone, as Callaan is one of the Irish appellations for a rock or stone. O’Brien in his Irish dictionary, says that Callaan was the ancient patri​mony of the O’Hehirs. We are further told by Loyd ‘ that according to Irish Romance, Conanus, or Conaan, as he is vernacularly called, was a very uncouth officer, and a voracious eater.” The stone is eleven feet six inches in length, and three feet in breadth; its greatest thickness is one foot. It is said by Seward to have been discovered by the Hon. W. H. Conyngham, in company with Mr O'Flanagan in 1785; but John Lloyd speaks of it as a well known object before that. There are some even who go to throw some doubt on its antiquity—but these I class with the mere scep​tics of the day, who can acknowledge nothing but on which to throw discredit. The Ogham stone is spoken of in some very old Irish MSS, as the tomb of Conan. Filled as the mind must be with imaginings of this wonderful knight of the earlier days of Irish story, his grave becomes a place of considerable attraction to the antiquary and many are the legends in the mouths of the people respecting him and his deeds of arms. One of these is that Conaan, who was one of the Connaught Knights, after a battle with an opposing chief, in the year 276, proceeded to offer sacrifice on a Druidical altar which is near the road, and which, seen from some distance as you ascend the hill, seems as though it were poised in the air as the sky appears between the ground and the altar, when he was treacherously slain by enemies who lay in ambush.
The Druidical altar, is very large and very curious. Among the vulgar it is called ‘Laba Diarmud agus Grana’ – ‘the bed of Darby and Joan.’ Among the better informed, it is called 'Laba Dia mor na grena’ – ‘the altar of the Great God of the sun;' it was here, they say, that Druids worshipped the sun; and   it was in approaching to do homage to the fountain of light, and the object of heathen adoration that Conaan received that treacherous fatal blow, which is to this hour spoken of in popular tradition as the immediate cause of his death. We gazed on the mountain as we approached it, and on the Druid’s altar, not without veneration for olden days, and memory called back those bardic times which the Irish loved to dwell on when recounting the deeds of those ancient heroes.  The Ogham stone on Mount Callaan, or the Mountain of the Rock or Stone, has been seen by some of our most distinguished Irish scholars, and I have heard that the late learned Very Rev Doctor Renehan, President of Maynooth College, a few years before his lamented death, travelled to see it, and that he read at once the symbolical inscription with the greatest facility. 
Having paused onward on our way we went by the "hand road" to Miltown—it is called the “hand road" from the fact that at a cer​tain cross road a large stone is placed on which a hand thus [image: image1.png]


 is cut, pointing to Miltown.  As yet we perceived nothing more than the mountain and the altar to suggest observation except the great nudity of the country and the coldness of the soil. We had left the lime stone soil and the green pasturage after us when only a short way from Ennis. We were now going by land which had but little tillage and even that little was not advan​cing to a fruitful maturity—it looked wet and sickly, and the little rye or oats or barley that appeared here and there on small boggy patches of spewy ground, seemed as if it would never turn to profit. — We met but few people— scarcely any—a wilderness was all that encountered us so far, with the exception of what we have indicated.  At length we began to de​scend the hills and to approach our destination—and it must be said that a considerable degree of improve​ment was apparent in the homesteads of the farmers hereabouts — there were symptom of a denser population too—more animation — more tillage —more seeming comfort: And, going farther onwards an object met the vision, which imparted the liveliest satisfaction. It was the spire of the Catholic church of Miltown surmounted by the cross, the first object seen in the landscape as you approach the sea. It was an agreeable feature in the view; and the pastor, who like the Rev M. Bugler, P.P of Miltown, struggles against dire and implacable opposition from those who ought to befriend and cooperate in a generous spirit for the advancement of religion and education, is worthy of all credit, and all-right-thinking men ought to yield him the palm of merit for his constant and unwearied exertions. When within a mile or so of Miltown, we were shown what had been a school house which had been shut up several months ago "by the lord of the soil, Lord Leconfield, because it was not an orthodox school, according to his estimation. Of Lord Leconfield's doings in this respect I shall have to report more largely as I proceed, in this instance, I understand, that in order to provide a moral and religious education for the children of the people in that rather distant portion of the parish, the Rev Mr Bugler purchased the interest of a poor widow in this house, which he immediately converted into a school; but Lord Leconfield, who says that the bible must be read in every school on his property, if he can diffuse a knowledge of it by this mode, gave the door to schoolmaster and scholars, and converted the school itself into a cowhouse. This was not magnanimous; neither was it suggestive of what a millionaire absentee ought to do. If Lord Leconfield receives his rent from the enormous territory which good fortune has given him, he ought to bless his stars, and leave the moral and religious training of the children of the people to their Pastors, who are accountable for the becoming performance of this duty —not he. I could scarcely have credited the efforts that have been persistently making in this quarter under Lord Leconfield’s auspices to wean the people from the old faith, if I were not a witness, as it were, of an indisputable state of facts, such as reflect no credit on him. As I approached nearer to Miltown, just fronting the high-way, in a blazen-faced position stands out one of those proselytising schools which Lord Leconfield especially patronises, and on the building and decora​tion of which, in an approved plan, he exhibits the expenditure of a portion of that immense wealth which is contributed to him by the horny hands of his tenantry hereabouts. It is a very well built stone house; comfortable, with spacious rooms, good out-offices, a capital supply of every requisite for the resident preacher; it is trim and tidy, the kind superior to it anywhere—and it is called "Ball's School"—not because Ball, or any person of the name is the proprietor, but because Lord Leconfield has placed an individual of that name here, an enlightener -general of the rising generation of Miltown parish, according to his lordship’s ideas of what a schoolmaster should teach in the midst of a population which numbers very few indeed—scarcely more than a few units of native Protestants, and not one real Protectant who would send his child to this school. Having passed "Ball's school" we soon reached the village or town, with the extent, cleanliness, and order of which I was greatly surprised— here with “a wilderness," as I have said lying between us and Ennis, with a most implacable determination on part of the lordly owner to discountenance the growth and progress of education unless according to his crude notions, I found Miltown parish full of educational facilities of the right stamp— these are afforded through the un​ceasing energy and resolution of the worthy pastor, who is sustained so well by the true-hearted and zealous co-operation of his estimable curate the Rev. Mr Fahy, who has suffered so much in consequence.  Miltown is not the old name of the village; it is a new designation — the immense breadth of bay, which is called with so much accuracy "Malbay," on account of its inhospitality to ships, stretches far over the coast, and bears the impress of its real character with a vivid distinctness. The parish itself is called “Kilfarboy"—it is in the barony of Ibrickane —about the etymology of Kilfarboy there is little controversy. Some assert it is derived from the circumstance of the yellow men—“fara buee"—or the Spaniards -part of the Armada —who were wrecked on this coast in the reign of the 'Virgin’ Queen Elizabeth, having been buried in the old church near the village. Others, with more propriety, say that the parish is called "Kilfarboy," because it is dedicated to Saint Joseph, who is called in some of the Irish Martyrologies, “Far bá” that is the blessed or the good man; and this designation is that which is generally accepted by the better informed. Others again assert, and among them, on what authority they do not state, Lewis in the Topographical Dictionary, that it was anciently called Kilforbrick, "from the monas​tery of that name, founded in 741, of which Cormac, who died in 837, is said to have been bishop, but of which no traces remain." The old church is a mere ruin now; it is sometimes visited by the antiquary, whilst the bones are laid there of many of the rude forefathers of the hamlet. Where the village now stands, a cahir or fort formerly stood, the remains of which may be seen, and the village went by the name of Cahir. My first visit, as the reader may judge, was to the
SCHOOLS

erected by the Rev. Mr. Bulger, P.P. They stand in close proximity to the village; but they are not on the property of Lord Leconfield. An excellent gentleman, Sir Edward Fitzgerald of Carrigoran, true to the instincts of his race, generous and kind in all his relations, gave the site and a subscription to the Parish Priest towards their erection -- a pleasing contrast to the contracted views and nar​row conduct of the millionaire; Lord Leconfield! On this property of Sir Edward Fitzgerald, admirably built with every requisite, and under the National Board of Education, there are these three school houses, which I have seen nothing in any other pariah to surpass for neatness, perfection and all that school houses ought to be. Mr Adare, known in song as the County Surveyor of Clare, endeavoured,    very in​effectually some time ago, to remove a certain wall which is near the road, and forms part of the boundary of the schools. The male school is forty feet long by twenty feet broad —the female school is of the same proportions. Both are fitted up in the best possible manner with every   essential. The infant school is twenty four feet long by twenty feet broad, and is equally well fitted up –a Harmonium has been pro​vided for this school, which will be made available, in addition to a singing class. Each school is provided with maps, diagrams, black boards, desks globes, &c. Mr John  Sullivan is teacher of the male school and Miss Bible of the infant school. There are 156 male scholars on the roll, 159 female, and about the same number on the infants' roll, making an aggregate of 450 scholars. The male teacher receives a salary of £44 per annum, with £10 per annum service pay, and about £12 per annum school fees.  The schools altogether cost a sum of about £700 to build; and from what I can judge they are good value for the money. To supply the want felt in the other portions of the pa​rish, and not being allowed by Lord Leconfield to trespass on his peculiar self imposed domain, The Rev Mr. Bugler has just added two other schools to those of which I   am writing but these are about three miles from the village — in fact this excellent pastor has had to   go that distance for a site, and the gentleman on whose property they are built is Captain Callaghan of Cork, son or nephew of the late Dan Callaghan, esq, formerly MP. for that city.

The place where these latter mentioned schools are situated is called Letiterkelly on the very bounds of the parish. What, I wish to know will the world say of the liberality and enlightenment, of this enormously rich English absentee Lord Leconfield, who will not give a site for a National School to the priest of his Catholic tenants, but who will permit that Prlest to go outside the village some, miles, and to seek from a gentleman, who has but little interest in the place, a site, which is willingly given, in order that the children of the parish may be provided with religious and moral instruction,  such as ought to be countenanced by every well-thinking man! Truth is stranger than fiction; but we venture to assert if what we here state as to the dogged repugnance of the lord, par excellence, of the soil to the system of education which the priest favours were told of a Catholic proprietor reversing cases— say the Duke of Norfolk in England — men would stare with utter Incredulity and attribute the tale to the ravings of imagination, not to the state of the case as it really is; and they would be right. We do not mean to institute a comparison between the Duke of Norfolk and Lord Leconfield. Illustrious by hereditary descent and historical fame, the Howards have never yet been known to interfere with the perfect freedom of conscience. But if it were said that the Duke of Norfolk had not given a site for a Protestant school on his es​tates, and that he erected Catholic schools on those estates, to which he was desirous that the children of his Protestant tenants should go-- and that he refused a site for a Protestant school —what would men say? Would they not answer that there was not a particle of truth in the story—but it stands in a different light when the tale is told of Lord Leconfield —
“Tis true—‘tis pity — pity ‘tis, ‘tis true.”

 This is the black spot in the social state of this remote parish. The Rev Mr Fahy, one morning last winter met a boy going on his way from a distant part of the parish to "Ball's School"—he was desirous of preventing him, and to show the boy that he was resisting his pastor by a gross act of disobedience! — in a moment of thoughtlessness, the zealous curate, who is a true type of a generous Irish priest, forgot that there is a technical breach of the law—he gave a tap of his whip to the boy — and he ran through a field or two after the fugitive. We know the consequence. Father   Fahy has to pay a sum of £300 in costs and damages—he has been heavily fined, and loaded with costs, and he has to discharge this enormous liability; but if there be a particle of generosity among the people, he must not be permitted to suffer, for never yet did a man deserve less to suffer — his error was one of over zeal, no more. I could not have credited the state of things here, were I told them at a distance; and hence I dwell on this matter, which requires to be brought fre​quently before the public in order that they may, if possible, appreciate its features. In addition to Lord Leconfield and Sir Edward Fitzgerald, there is another proprietor of a considerable property here, in the person of Mr Burdett Moroney. I have not heard much about him, except, that like the big lord, he is
fond of the Bible and does not encourage National Schools. He has a well circumstanced and improved property — many of the lodges, which are all first class, belong to him. Driving around by the road towards the coast, and by the well of St Joseph, or as it is ' called  "Tubber Lactheen" (Lactentius -- -the Fosterer) — we visited the well, which is nestled in a dell near a stream, beneath a  pretty hill, and surrounded by trees, the only trees in the country about, one of them, which is very aged, has two trunks on which are affixed crosses, indicative of the people's devotion – cups and bowls are arranged on stoney shelves over the well; and on one of the stones is this legend, rather roughly painted by some rustic artist. "This cross made by Mary Curtin in honor of the Blessed Virgin and in the name of God." A few poor women were fervently repeating their prayers and “going their rounds” about the well, and as they approached a plain cross, which is affixed to the smaller of the two trunks of the great tree, they devoutly reverenced it each time. Going onwards from the well   the distance is short by a fine bridge, to the coastguard sta​tion and the Sand hills, and there breaks upon you anew the lodges or residences for the visitors, not grouped together, as we usually see them at sea-bathing places, but separated widely, and presenting an appearance of beauty and elegance in the midst of those sand hills, and in front of the strand on which several of them are situated. I cannot tell what a very good effect they have; and I must add, that I could not refrain from   expressing the pleasure their appearance gave me. We drove on to Spanish Point, so called because it was here that those Spaniards were wrecked to whom we have already re​ferred; and here, on the ledge of a bold precipitious rock which runs into the Atlantic, and in a position altogether unequalled, a really delightful one is built.
THE GREAT ATLANTIC HOTEL.
My readers have often heard of it in a variety of ways, through the advertisements of the energetic and worthy proprietor, Mr Michael Bergin, through the lists of distinguished visitors who, from time to time, have enjoyed its hospitality and gathered strength from the good things and good air, for which it is celebrated. But like many other things in the world no description that I have seen has done it the most remote justice. It is great in every respect— great in the bold front it shows to the ocean —and to the land as you approach it— great in the extent of its rooms, which count and accommodate in the best style more than I can remember —great in the magnitude of its dining and ball rooms, and to the perfect adaptation of everything to the convenience of its visitors — great in the good and honest heart of ‘mine-host’ who welcomes with a hearty good will all who seek his home, and great in the cuisine which is said to stand A. I. in the estimation of all who have partaken of the abundant cheer which Mr Bergin provides. It has baths in variety also, so that you need not stir abroad, if you do not like, for anything conducive to health and spirits. Such a hotel, in so splendid a situation, amid the roar of the western waves as they break unobstructedly under the windows, with a bracing air, and every temptation to spend a few weeks, ought to be visited not by units but by hundreds; it is a sign of the civilization and advancement of the district; and Mr Bergin, and his amiable wife merit an amount of patronage which I hope they will experience when their really noble establishment in better known.
The hotel is a mile from the village; but for the convenience of visitors there is a post office to afford accommodation in the way of correspondence. I may add that I have very seldom seen a Hotel better or more carefully furnished. It is only doing simple justice to say so much of the Great Atlantic Hotel of Miltown Malbay.
Proceeding onwards from the Hotel we visited the
"PUFFINNG CAVERN, “ CREAM POINT &c. ,
where the waters are thrown to an enormous height, as they dash in from the ocean, I should have men​tioned that there is another Proslytising School on Mr Moroney's property, not far from 'Tubber Lactheen' I am not aware that it flourishes. I rather think that ‘Ball's School' bears the palm, and enjoys a monopoly. We then proceeded by Cream Point, called from the white foam of the waves, or rather perhaps, because it is the Higher Point, as Spanish Point is the Lower,—the name in Irish signifying higher 'eighther,’ by which it is designated, and coming by a really fine road, and passing many very handsome lodges, we return to Miltown Malbay by the National Schools already spoken of and have a perfect view of the extremely fine
CATHOLIC CHURCH
before us. What a contrast this exquisitely built and commodious church presents to the stumpy white washed little church which the state has provided for the state religion in Miltown! The Catholic church is lofty, broad, spacious, of solid masonry— with a spire heavenward, topped with the cross. The spire is symmetrical— and is 120 feet high —with a belfry, from which a clear toned bell sounds loudly, so that it may be heard at Mount Callan. The length of this church is ninety feet the breadth thirty three feet to the transcepts – the transcepts which contain a very spacious gallery each, are equal to the length. It has a stained glass western window — the Stations of the Cross,  painted, are fixed to the walls— the ceiling groined and stuccoed—the floor is flagged—the altar which has been decorated in medieval style by Mr Barrfe, has over it the Crucifixion in full relief— the Blessed Virgin and St. John, life size standing by the Cross — the altar pannels and ante-pendium are of enameled glass –the pillars of the altar, and the Virgin and St Joseph’s Altars, are painted in fresco with the monogram M. V. and S. J. A very fine new carpet is spread over the Sanctuary.

The Sacristy is admirably fitted up with wardrobes for vestments, safes for the Sacred Sacrament, &c. The confessionals are well made and large. I am sure I will not be deemed unnecessarily minute   in en​tering into particulars in reference to all that has been done by the Rev M Bugler P.P. for religion, in this secluded parish. I do so for two reasons: one to show what good he has achieved; the other to show that all this good has been effected not only without the encouraging aid of Lord Leconfield, but absolutely and entirely, as far as I can judge, against the will and principles of that  gigantic acre-owner. I could honor the man who differs from me in opinion—who combats by the   force of argument; but I have no honor for the individual, be his station ever so high or his pockets ever so full, who will oppose my views by his sic volo, sic jubeo, and who will raise proslelytising schools on his estate, to which, if he will not force the attendance of the children of his tenants, he will express a desire that these children should be sent; and under certain circumstances, and with a certain class of persons, we know what the expression of that desire means.
I honor Father Bugler for the noble stand he has been making; and I need not say that I wish him and his excellent Curate, Father Fahy, every possible success in their glorious labors,t for they deserve success on every ground.
Having spent the better part of three days at Miltown, we drove by a capital road to
