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of its own, but the people of Muighinis say, ““ If you come to
Muighinis, see Molrua; if you go to Torrus Mér, see Cnoc
an Airgid; if to Aran, do not omit Eochaill;™ as if Aran
district sharply into a region of great hills and valleys on
the north, and on the south, a region of low-lying, rough
spicuous  hills. The road from Bunnacoille through
Crosamhima (Maameross) to Bailenahinse and Clochin
(Clifden) marks the division of these two highly contrasted

The valleys in the country of the hills are generally spacious
are bare of all trees, and show a grey face of stone as often
as verdant sod. The valley bottoms are occupied by peat
bogs or by deep clear lakes, such as Einin, Doire Cliir, and
Fuaigh, whose waters are known to all anglers. The
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more lakes than he can easily count. The traveller who hugs
daem@ddamﬂhhﬁnthemeﬂﬁm.&nidh.mdumy
out of the Mim valley, for a view of lakes and moors that
may not be had at a lower elevation.

is scarcely more striking than the different ways of life in the
of sheep and carle is almost the only industry in north
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' ed the lot of the inhabitants of the narrow edges around
the Galway coast. The windsswept islands were occupied
mmmmmmmwww
twenty miles to the west, with their

kmMpwghdMawdmpdem
or indeed of Ireland. It is a paradox to state that the more
fertile the soil the fewer the human inhabitants in occupation
and employment. The districts of Ceathru-rua, Rosmue,
Cill Ciardin and Cama have many more families than
similar areas in the fertile midlands. St. Patrick, it is said
did not visit south Conamara, but viewed it from the height
of Mim Ean, and blessed it. Hcpmmmdthanmidhm
more riches than any other part of the barren land. * Where
amthcﬂehﬁl akdndonbmghmcf&cuuhﬁ.
L M’m&cnndmn&n;uﬂy “ People




The men of south Conamara have had uscful training
and experien ,mbd&gm&epamum
&mumﬂhﬂmdﬁmmw
necessary to introduce tradesmen from outside for the work
of construction. The characteristic adaptability of workers
which has come from the variety of their simple occupations
has enabled them, with Government assistance, to establish
a successful tomato industry that gives new promise of better
times for their barren land. They have turned with success
b&chmgefwmhodsd‘pkntmhvmm




welcome that must have consoled him for his virtual expulsion
by St. Enda. His church was in the townland of Clochmhor.
He stands second only to St. Patrick in the veneration of the
people. His feast day, June oth, is the traditional day for
the arrival of the salmon shoals of summer. Both Patrick
and Colm found rest, or suaimbneas, on their visits, and
suaimbneas is the greatest gift Conamara offers to the stranger.
Patrick was followed for a century or more by other
missionaries, some seeking retreats, and all secking and making

converts. Feichin, the builder of churches in Meath and
Sligo, founded his greatest house at Cong, and holy wells
and lesser churches preserve his memory in the hills and
in the islands of the far west. His name still frequently appears
in baptismal registers. Bréanainn, the great adventurer overseas,
attracted to Inis Ui Chuinn followers who, like Maoldin,
were inspired by his holiness and his adventurous spirit.
Bréanainn and Maoldiin may have designed and built boats
ondnexshnds mdmlodthemonthedeepwafmoﬁheupper




- Branagh, an honest farmer’s house the same year wherein
the most potent Monarch of Great Britain, our present
sovereign (Charles II) bowed his imperial triple crown
undettlnsofanoakttec,whmhxsh&cd
on the shade of the tree leaves.”

Honest farmer, forsooth: more honest surely than the
guests. Charles IT rewarded the English yokel who concealed
him in the tree with a perpetual pension, paid down to our
um.meumiOthh&mwunw«medwthe
Tsolat Cammuoftenrd’medtouapnm In the long
mghwfdxewvemundnndughmhmumaﬂ(loma
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panoramas—and the glens are of the wildest and the panoramas
are great and varied in Conamara—must be prepared to
walk and climb. The paths through the glens are not un
pleasant and the most commanding hill tops are accessible
without cliff climbing. Few glens are without a family or
two and very few of them are without cliffs of desolation that
present the harsh side of Mother Earth, and make one wonder
why in her most inhospitable places she will make a pool
deep and sheltered for trout, or induce a companionable
man to make 2 home. The search for trout or for a good
‘mﬂhhuledthewﬁtuimomnyomofthewayphccs
and the reward has always repaid the wamp and the climb.
The roads lead everywhere: to Coisfharaige, and Casla;
to the land of lakes and fish above Casla; to Rosmuc of

Clochin; to the surprising Mim valley; and to the way




Crosamhima you may halt to consider which of the
madrw folbw. The road to the right over the pass of Mdm
Aoidh between Leac Aimhré and Corcdg, leads into the
grandest of Conamara glens and to Lionin beyond. You
will advisedly leave exploration of the region over for a special
day. The road to the left leads to Rosmuc and by Cill Ciariin
to Carna, and these centres may be covered on a return journey
by the sea road. On the main road you will pass close to
Loch Sindile beneath the Corcég. It has a large wooded
slsiand and is valued for white trout fishing no less than for

cturesque setting. The mountains now become con-
the right. On the left the hill of Uirid stands
e of Uirid and is the height around which
: muabmkfmctmmqwmu
~ be d
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for the little chapel at the end of the lake. The main road
is carried over the river by a high bridge under which white
trout and salmon pass in season up to the lakes of Doire
Clair, Einin, lemdiloch and Uirid. The banks below
the bridge make a level foothold for the fortunate angler
who is allowed the freedom of this stream when fish are moving
to the larger waters.

The road continues past the long lake of Bailenahinse,
and by the young and thriving plantation that belies the
belief that Conamara has no suitable soil for trees. The
modern hotel stands within the woods on the Abhainn Mhér,
a salmon river of great worth in every sense. It is a fast stream,
with famous pools in its few short miles to the sca at Tuaim
Besla.  Bailenahinse was fist an O Cadhla possession.
The O Flaithearta enjoyed it for long until Bingham, an
English governor, slaughtered there all the leading men of
dmclann Theéthhmhadbuikandmdowoda




SCENERY

WRITERS ON TRAVEL try to convey the impression which the
impact of a strange land makes on their minds. Intimate
and long acquaintance with scenes described give substance
and colour to the author’s account or word picture, but a
flying visitor can gather only fugitive features of hill and valley.
The reader is not often given the resident’s valuation of the
scenery of his native fields. Generally, such valuation fails
to reach publication or even deliberate expression, and yet
it is the authentic appreciation which explains in some degree
the attachment of a people to grudging soil and unsheltered
shores. Once in a district where every inhabitant was known
to me I saw a girl, then on the very eve of her departure for
America, walking pensively alone by the shore of a lake which

28

had been familiar to her, with all its wooded islands, since
first she could walk abroad. I had expected her to have been
busy in preparation for her long journey, or saying a last
farewell to relatives and friends. As I approached she said,
as if in anticipation of my surprise, “I am taking with me
the full of my eyes,”—td mé &’ tabbairt lin mo shil liom. She
had become conscious of the scenes that were dear to her,
although she may never before have spoken of them, and
she knew that in exile the vivid memory of them should
be an unfailing comfort. Most exiles depart without such
deliberation, but they undoubtedly try in pensive moments
to recall the scenes of youth. An exile who had returned
from America early in life told me that all his dreams while
away had been of the little ficlds of home. He would see
them, as if from the air, the quilted hillsides, and the shore
stripes with their walled boundaries, and the green patches
around the grey rocks. He also had taken with him “the
full of his eye.” The exile from Conamara never thinks that
his land is anything but beautiful. It still remains as it
came from the hands of the Creator.

Rainbow colours may be seen more often than the rainbow
but not in its violent contrasts. The yellow of the furze, the
red of the fuchsia, the scarlet of the rowan, the purple of
the heather, the pinks of rhododendrons and the creams
of many blooms will make a generous display, but not all
together in time or place. The roadsides and slopes are
brightened by the green and gold of the furze from February
to high summer. The fuchsia of the red and purple flower
is almost a vanity in its display. Its drooping, tender bloom
and pale stems are not peculiar to our mild climate, although
they prosper in it, and the shrub has never spread over whole
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acres as the whins have done. The demonstrative thododendron
hasgunedaﬁtmholdmdthegteys.gtecmandpmplﬁ
of Coill Mhor, it has colonised Corr Ui Mhongiin, and
is luxuriant in spots about Mdm and on the road east to Cong.
We have no fowering chestnuts or great beeches, but
the humble rowan is treasured for its creamy bloom in
summer and its wealth of shining red fruit in early autumn,
brighter than haws and less glaring than cherries. The
holly is even more solitary than the rowan, for single trees
find root in the most desolate places, birds scattering the
fruit stones in their wanderings. The planting, of course,
repays the planter, for the holly berry is a good winter standby
for blackbird, thrush and redwing. A single, starved holly
bush on a stony hillside or on a lake islet is here as important
as the beech on the lawn. The vivid green tree or clump in
a waste of sedge has an exaggerated colour-value in summer,
when:tnanemnxald,andmwxm«,whenna
wdmzlofdxccvcxgteem Itsiblugemakcs




MORE ROADS TO TRAVEL

WEST CONAMARA HAS the advantage that it may be explored
from any of the well known centres, Carna, Caiseal, Gleann.
diloch, Bailenahinse, Clochin, or Lionin, but Clochin
is the pivot for most journeyings. Every bay and inlet call
the traveller, but he will be wise to do his trip northward
before beginning his tour of the coast road that leads back
to Galway. The road to Muighird, Leitirfraig and Salroc
ymbawmdmemounﬂimﬂﬂwm,bymmywinding
affording views from high ground that delight a traveller
from a tamer land. Time is necessary for desirable detours.
The journey round by An Tulach is unavoidable, for you
of the Caoldire. On d&emadﬁ:y;mlmeh Fé you will see a
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STORM AND CLOUD

CONAMARA GETS ITS share of fine weather, when the wild
bloom and scenery of valley and hill may best be enjoyed,
but there are many sorts of weather here by the Atlantic,
and the experience of a great storm is something to remember.
The open sea is often driven to the wildest extravagances
which only the staunch cliffs and rocks restrain. Ceann
Léime, in the extreme west, sends out a chain of rocks into
the open sea and here, when the storm breaks over them,
the greatest upheavals of wave and spray may be seen from
the lighthouse or from the solid mainland. The headland
had an evil reputation for wrecks in sailing days, in spite
of the protection of St. Caoillin whose little church and well
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are nearby. His feast day is on November 13th, which is
about the beginning of ocean inclemency. “ Born for Ceann
Léime,” was said to be the fate most feared by the English
mother for her sailor sons. Nor have native boatmen been
always safe. Less than a generation back a whole fleet of
boats was swallowed in a sudden storm off this coast.
Wreckage came into every little bay during the recent great
wars and tradition tells of many disasters within the more
sheltered waters of Galway bay. Duirling na Spdinneach
witnessed the breaking of a Spanish ship, of the Armada
it is supposed, with two hundred men who were saved only
to meet their official execution by the English garrison of
Galway. A great anchor may still be seen at the base of
the Sceird Mhér, opposite Diirling na Spdinneach. Cuan
an Fhir Mhéir, farther up the bay, brought death to one
hundred souls and their pilot, Tuathal O Miille, in 1560
Many caoine songs, such as that for Liam O Raghaille, telt
of smaller disasters, and there is a reliable account of a
volunteer crew which sailed an emigrant ship to America
after her captain and men had deserted her in mid.ocean.
The crew of volunteers came from Leitir Mealliin, their
captain was a Mary Fitzpatrick, and the mate was a daughter
of a celebrated smuggler named O Miille.

Ara Bheag (Hy Brazil) may not be visible in inclement
weather, but inland, the foating fog blankets will give the
illusion of islands in the sea in places where you know there
are solid hills. The vapoury veil will sometimes halo a peak
like Beann Bhreaciin without hiding its crown, or it will
cloak half a mountain side until scattered by the wind.
When the peaks are snow-clad you may behold a succession
of colours from the lower ground upwards. Beside you,
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' THE ROAD BY THE SEA

THER IN Conamara is sometimes very
mybcfoundmmmuungpiamm, \

n Glinne at Cloch.’m you will pray or 2
no better display to be seen on any of ¢
'hetewhenthenverxsxgﬂood :
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 “Ag bagairt a geinn thar druim a chéile,
'uthnwf‘Ym
“ Come whmhdllmhcaped upon hill,”

but poet or painter must fail to picture their ever.changing
colours. Acluldseungthemfortheﬁrstumemtwﬂ:“t
exclaimed, *“ Does God walk along the great peaks at ni
We see, looking east from hc:e, the isolated hills of
and Uirid, and the two hills of Carna, Coillin and Cnoc
Bui, md across the cuan of Beirtreach Bui are Béacin and
The road turns to the right at Tuaim Bedla bridge for
C‘aueal.Thccoastanthcwayxsﬁ:llofmtc:estmdhu ;
pleasant homes facing the sun and sheltered by the hills
The hotel stands near the turn for Carna. SR
Ibmqudxmehyemnsuhhassomanycultmal
in its singers and storytellers that an unbroken stay of
months would not exhaust them. How the great b
folklore that has been forgotten in many count ]
to .kmwn‘md‘prmvedmdnhukhomﬁom




island, because it contains the very famous church of the saint ;
and An Spidéal which has in its new church an example of !
our new architecture in the design of Scott from Eanach Diin.

GATHERINGS

GATHERINGS OF THE people may be scen on Sundays, on
fair days, on festival days at holy wells and occasionally at
boat and pony races. Games or sports are little practised in
Conamara for the rugged ground forbids them. The only
level dry ground is the roadway, unless we regard the strands
which are so level in a few places that horses are safely raced
on them. The pony races on the strands at Tomaidh, Leitir
Geis and Baile Maconaola attract many spectators.  The
happiest gatherings of all are those of the school children.
Thackeray who had so many cynical things to say about us
confessed that in Connacht he found the love of children
very remarkable. He wrote of the tenderness shown them
and of the toleration for their childish pranks. The happy
faces and disposition of Conamara children are no doubt
largely due to the kindness of their parents, but teachers and
school regulations no longer repel the not inconsiderable
knowledge which children take with them to school. The
song learned by the fireside at home, and the traditional
tale, are encouraged in the school, so that the young suffer
from no feeling of inferiority in the presence of the te
The improving teacher is ever seeking their assis

building up his knowledge of music, of local




'FheSundzyMwuagtmmmnfmdueomng
together of all, of children and of grown people of both
sexes. Thetoadsfxom the chapel will be crowdedthhwio

aﬁudaeulmboutmchurchwxﬂhawnotcmum 'I’hm:
willx be no display of shabby gentility but the bright and
respectable colours of homespun—the béinin, the bréidin,
themd fannel—will show their homely advantage. The
use of white flannel and bréidin in smartly cut modern s
for the fine figures of the young men and women will give
a new lease of life to native woollens. The nylon stocking
;wtobemeumbkandthekmmngﬁng«smm
longabuqnhomforthepmecuonoffemahmkle_s.
The celebration of festivals at holy wells and other places
dmmnmnmnawommﬁx)olhﬁmnmd
lamlymdmndpeopkofwhumk
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mdumy whﬂeumulnyhuagenaesefdxm
theeﬁemofdmoymgtbesohmymdmn. The

who will fum or fih in his idle days has 3

Imnxsamml of magic, according toouroklm
and the blacksmith’s calling was regarded as sac
‘lemtaho Menwﬂlrepmagmwzdwut}




I dodxedmmg,mdpacktbcﬂmfntak,whm
are sold, The teasing and carding is done entirely
T!mmhmthmmmedownﬁomdmumo{by :
mdzndtbunpmnmgonthchxgewheel dt
the yarn for Aannel and bréidin and for the socks ¢
bemxnmdanddxeworkmwhodtgand‘
Garments made of homespun yarn are more lasting :
table for those who wear them than machined




piece work is done in the home. The finished goods are
marketted by Gaeltarra, a Government agency. The short
carpets have been produced in Conamara, and the small
hearth rugs, made more generally, are admired and purchased
by wvisitors.

THE LOBSTERMAN

Ovur HOsT IN Jorrus Aithneach took us for a walk to
Muighinis on a January evening. It was January the sth,
the eve of the Epiphany, the Twelfth Night of Christmas,
and.theannivu’suyoftheBig Wind. The evening was
mild; sea and coast in Muighinis were so luminous that
we lot darkness fall before we thought of returning, and
lights were appearing in the scattered houses as we turned
inland. Our way back led us past a house where we all
were known. As the door stood open and was flooded
with light from within we entered and were welcomed by

man and wife and by a number of boys and girls in their
teens. The whole Christmas season is one of rest, or of
abnenﬁon ﬁom mmeceswy work md oat-vm was not

mqulriies of her hmbmd eomemmg
mnledhawwllhewhmmduny
» < &c






tale—say also that a fresh barley cake, undaxudi;;
share of fresh butter, is best when taken with a generous cu
dfﬁethmilkthhmducd:mofpmdn :
T have caten scones in Scotland, but, even if I were a poet,
I would not sing about them. Theylcftno
me to compare with that of the scones of Tir na
These were served in free hospitality, hot from the gn

Micheil Breathnach had come to see his old mowin
comrade, O Mulrua, to tell him again of the Horse of Troy
and the adventures of Mac Ri na Binne Brice. There
visitors from Dublin and Galway and in their praises
dmdedthchonouxscvcnlybetwemdzestoryﬁeﬂumd
makerofthesconcs




oached the fall an old man was sitting on the
. He was gazing steadily at the overflowing
W md the noise of the falling water may have pr
1 hearing our footsteps over the stones. When we st
ide him he looked up and said at once without surp
at seeing us, “I am counting the trout.”
He pointed the stick he held towards the little water
- and instantly we understood, for there was a demons
that explained how he was able to count the trout in
stream while we who had followed its course for o

tock bowl (0 the upper stream, and immediately afir
: mnothet ﬁsh Jumped from the stream bclow into thc

Wc Jamed the watch and found that hls rec onmg
roughly right. The brown trout were passing up th

at the rate of about sixty to the hour. The fish wer
none over a half-pound, but we saw no sprat

‘bﬂowt‘hefall‘wa‘s t‘oorapidfot 'p
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] *-'outthc spotted redshank, the grwnshmk'
gtey pbver, and the black-tailed godwit. 2
,"I»'he_gametﬁshcmdeepwatmmd'
lly to the greater bay. It may be seen ascen
beferethedxve.byboatmmmdcven y




OBSERVERS

ASTENING, BUZZING motorist may see all of Coy
Y. At any rate, he may see its limits and
sstling American who had made his h

ces. It is sometimes an inspiration to
roadside when you find a friendly man
2 rest.. When you advance ir 2
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