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LETTER TO R.R. MADDEN, 1843 
I have read the first and second volumes of your work. You 
could not have sent anything to me of equal value: it refreshes 
my memory, and recalls the events connected with that 
resistance which was offered to misgovernment in 1798; for I 
cannot call it by any other name. I am so well convinced of the 
impartiality of your intentions, and their accordance with my 
own, to be fair and faithful, that my notes are at your service, if 
you think them of any value to my country, which was the only 
view I had in writing them. 

To write the history of Ireland from 1782 until 1804, is a difficult 
task in 1843. Many useful documents having been lost, and few 
are now alive who have a true knowledge of the events of that 
period in remembrance. The power and ingenuity of the enemies 
of our country during that period, exerted in distorting and 
suppressing truth, have never been surpassed in any age. 

When writing of Ulster, you will require an extensive view of the 
influence with which patriotism had to contend – sectarian, 
mercantile, and landed – to a greater extent than in any other 
part in Ireland. The other provinces had only the land and 
church interests against them; our landed aristocracy extended 
to the forty-shilling freeholders; a class to which no other 
province compared in numbers. We had also a manufacturing 
aristocracy, little known in the South or West; and corruption 
ran through those different channels, like that which now flows 
into a common reservoir elsewhere. 

At the time that politics were first mooted in the North by the 
press, the mass confided in the writers and speakers, as men who 
were necessarily competent to the direction of public affairs and 
laid more on them than they were able to perform, had they even 
been, all, honest men. The seeming confidence of the mass 
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emboldened their advocates; but the corruption above alluded 
to, kept pace with the progress of light, detached views of 
interest prevailed, and every honest man became a victim to ill-
placed confidence. Besides, the idea of secrecy was a mere 
delusion, when so many and complicated interests were 
connected with the business. 

The historian who avoids suspicion and surmise has the best title 
to credit. It is hard for a man who did not live at the time, to 
believe or comprehend the extent to which representations were 
carried at the close of struggle; for, besides the paid agents, the 
men who flinched and fell away from our cause, grasped at any 
apology for their own delinquency. I know no responsibility 
equal to that of the historian. To direct the judgement of future 
ages to the events of the past is a difficult, and in many instances, 
a very delicate task. 

The contradiction of falsehood was called sedition in the wicked 
times of Pitt and Castlereagh, in consequence of which, the labour 
of the historian of those times, who wishes to transmit truth to 
after ages, is attended with great difficulty, and, in some 
instances, with difficulties beyond his power to overcome. But 
the leading facts are still attainable by unwearied perseverance, 
to which it is the duty of every survivor of that period, to 
contribute his share. 

Neilson, McCracken, Russell, and Emmet were the leading men 
in that struggle, with whom I was in closest intimacy. They were 
men – Irishmen – than whom I have met none more true – than 
whom none could be more true. The cause of Ireland was then 
confined to a few individuals. The masses had no idea of the 
possibility of managing their own affairs. 

It is easy to asperse our struggle; but let those who asperse us, 
take care that those, who come after them, have not to shield 
them from the misrepresentations which false friends and 
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wicked enemies have forged against them. We had bad men 
with us, and so may they have amongst them; but no good cause 
requires the support of bad men. The bad men who joined us 
had to play the hypocrite; they had the enemy’s ranks for a 
retreat, whenever they feared detection, and they then charged 
us with their own evil intentions. 

Mr O’Connell has written a history of Ireland. He knows more 
of the corruption in his own ranks than I do; and I know more 
than he does of the corruption in mine. If our knowledge could 
be combined, the history would be enlarged perhaps, and 
enriched. When I speak of myself, I mean the survivors of the 
working classes, who struggled from 1794 until 1806, when the 
State prisoners were banished, and the Castle spies paid off: that 
twelve years was the period of Ireland’s infancy in politics 
compared to what it is now. 

Things have undergone a complete change, which make our 
present struggle comparatively safe and easy. We have not now 
an overgrown mercantile and agricultural aristocracy, flushed 
with the profits of every speculation, which an exclusive cotton 
manufacture, and the war price of provisions, furnished in 
abundance. A printer cannot now be banished for publishing the 
advantages of reform to Ireland, (as John Rab, of the Northern 
Star, was), or pillared for the expression of truth, as Richard Dry, 
of Dublin, was. 

The leaders of that day had the raw material of moral force to 
manufacture, they had tyranny to face, and treachery to defeat; 
and their descendants have misrepresentations to get rid of. A 
writer in the Nation, speaking of Sam McSkimmin, of 
Carrickfergus, cannot account for his aversion to United 
Irishmen. But I can; he was a spy, and in arms against them in 
1798, and was gained over by Sergeant Lee of the Invalids, in 
Carrickfergus. 
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Belfast was the cradle of politics in Ulster, of which, the ideas 
held forth at their public meetings, is a clear proof. The 
foundation of Ireland’s freedom was laid there by a few master 
spirits; and, although they now rest in death, their memory can 
neither die, nor be run down. 

In my youth, competence was attainable by industry, until the 
increase of ingenuity produced by the means of luxury, and 
worldly possession was mistaken for the chief good: ranks arose 
in rapid succession, and physical force became the order of the 
day; the pressure of ranks on each other, had a convulsive effect 
on the mass, of which every rank in its turn took advantage, and 
social intercourse became a civil war, which like convulsions in 
the elements, expend their fury and finally settle into a calm. 
Witness the physical-force men of 1798, (myself among the 
number), appealing to moral force in 1843, a fact that no writer 
of Irish history ought to overlook, and here a question arises, 
“Do men change? Or is it only a change of circumstances that 
shews what they are?” 

My life has been a scene of escapes, demonstrating to me, that, 
“With God all things are possible.” I wanted help, and I have found 
it in you, for which I wish to direct thanks where it is due. Let us 
look to a higher motive than praise or profit – to promote truth, 
and labour together as Irishmen, bound by the love of country, 
which is a stronger tie than any human obligation. 

To mix biography with the history of any political movement, 
and do justice to both, is the most difficult task to the historian, 
especially when he interferes with the personal character of men 
of whom he has no personal knowledge, whereby he may take, 
for truthful testimony, the insinuation of a traitor, corroborated 
by some proof in writing or other evidence, the result of an 
interested intercourse between him and the person concerning 
whose character the historian wishes to inquire. 
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I was the bosom friend of Neilson, McCracken, Russell, and 
Emmet, – I mean there was not a thought respecting public 
affairs that one of us, to the best of my belief, would conceal from 
the other, and for their truth I would answer with my life. 

Volumes have been written, recording the crimes and cruelty of 
mankind, but the causes from which they spring, is often 
overlook, of which the circumstances in which men are placed 
appear to have a prominent share, and historians often have 
some reasons for avoiding their delineation, sometimes interest, 
and sometimes ignorance. 

If the Scriptures were searched for application to our condition 
for rules of life, and understanding of the springs of action, 
instead of recurring to them for arguments of controversy, we 
would be better prepared for events as they occur. If historians 
would only state what they knew to be facts, truth would run in 
a freer channel from age to age. From the extension of literature, 
the present age lies under a heavier responsibility, than any age 
since the world began for the transmission of truth to posterity. 

Signed, 

JAMES HOPE. 
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CHAPTER I 
 
I WAS born in the Parish of Templepatrick, in the County 
Antrim, the 25th of August 1764. My father was a native of the 
parish of Temple Patrick, he was a Highlander, a refugee, one of 
the Covenanters. He followed the linen weaving business and 
brought me up to it. My parents died at Templepatrick and were 
buried at Mallusk. They were simple honest people, 
Presbyterians, and their children were brought up in that 
religion, chiefly under the ministry of the Rev. Isaac Patten, near 
Lisle Hill. I had two brothers who grew up to manhood, one of 
whom is still living. By the time I was 10 years of age I had been 
fifteen weeks at school, and this was all the day school learning 
I ever received. 

The first three years I earned my bread, was with William Bell, 
of Temple Patrick, who took every opportunity, of improving 
my mind, that my years would admit. In winter he made me get 
forward my work and sit with him while he read in the Histories 
of Greece and Rome, and also Ireland, Scotland, and England; 
besides his reading and comments on the news of the day, 
turned my attention early to the nature of the relations between 
the different classes of society, and passing events rather left 
impressions on my mind for future examinations, than 
established any particular opinions. 

After some time, I was taken from Bell, and hired to a farmer 
named John Gibson, in the same parish. His father, a small 
farmer, was still alive, and from this venerable old man, I 
received a great deal of good instruction, which confirmed my 
first impressions of a religious nature. I had learned to spell, and 
he set me to read and write, but he died before I had made much 
progress. I served half a year with another farmer, named John 
Ritchy, who gave me a little more help in writing; and 



12 
 

afterwards, returning to my former master, he assisted me in 
reading, until I could read a little in the Bible, though very 
imperfectly. 

At length I was apprenticed to a linen weaver, and I served my 
full time to him without reproof. On leaving my old master I 
entered into an engagement with a small farmer who had a loom 
in his house, at which I wrought, for eight years and a half, 
during which time I improved in reading and writing by 
attending a night school during the winter seasons. I 
subsequently worked as a journeyman weaver with a man of the 
name of Mullen and married the daughter of my employer. Rose 
Mullen, a young woman gifted with noble qualities, with every 
advantage of mind and person, she was everything in this world 
to me, and when I lost her, my happiness went to the grave with 
her. She died in 1831. I had four children who grew up, two of 
whom are now living. 

From early age my mind was directed to public affairs. I 
attended public worship with the members of a seceding 
congregation in the parish of Temple Patrick, in the County of 
Antrim, in which there were then two congregations, one in the 
village where the Rev. John Abernethy was minister, and the 
other near Lile Hill, taught by the Rev. Isaac Patten, where I was 
baptized. One day I heard Mr. Patten explaining the 83rd Psalm 
and praying for the downfall of Turk and Anti-Christ, and for 
the purging of the blood that lay unpurged, on the throne of 
Britain, and also for the downfall of Pope and Popery, which 
latter prayer composed part of his devotions every Sabbath. But 
when the Royal Bounty was extended to our ministers, then the 
destruction of Pope and Popery became the principal 
supplication of the poor northern sinners to the throne of divine 
grace; the throne of Britain, according to the fanatical notions of 
those times, was purged and purified in the smoke of the blood 
then beginning to be shed in the woods of America, and in fairs 
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and markets in Ireland, particularly in the County Armagh; then 
Mr. Patten began praying for the stoppage of the effusion 
of Protestant blood, but from the impression of his former 
instructions on my mind, I used to think of the stoppage of the 
effusion of human blood when attempting to join him in prayer. 

These thoughts began to expand, when I saw the regiments of 
fine looking fellows, driving off to be slaughtered in America, 
and heard ‘the break of day men’ boasting of the indulgence they 
got from Magistrates for wrecking and beating the papists, as 
they called their neighbours, and the snug bits of land that their 
friends got when the papists fled to Connaught, and the fun they 
had, when committing depredations, for which warrants lay out 
against them, of which they had, always notice, in time to escape. 
Our parish was inhabited by settlers from Scotland, some of 
whom had fled from persecution in their own country, of which 
my grandfather was one. 

When King William landed, they joined his interest, and 
dreaded the natives, of course, who had all left our parish but 
two families of the names of Niell and Tolan, who were servants 
in Castle Upton during the siege of Derry and respected by the 
Upton family for many years for their fidelity during that war. 
The parish of Templepatrick was thus cleared of all the natives 
who were Catholics, and was very thinly inhabited, even within 
my own memory, to what it is now. The republican spirit, 
inherent in the principles of the Presbyterian community, kept 
resistance to arbitrary power still alive, though selfishness 
prevented its proper direction, and induced men to do to ‘others 
what they would resist if done to themselves.’ 

The American struggle taught people, that industry had its 
rights as well as aristocracy, that one required a guarantee, as 
well as the other, which gave extension to the forward view of 
the Irish leaders. The war commenced between the claims of the 
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plough and the sword, fiction became arrayed against reality, 
the interests of capital against those of labour, and the rich lost 
sight of their dependence on the poor. Society was disjointed, 
and there was no guarantee for the preservation of the rights of 
industry. The claims founded on fiction, however, 
predominated, and ranks arose in such disproportion that 
mankind seemed divided into different species, each preying on 
the other; from necessity, with the exception of a few 
enlightened men, in every rank, who deprecated those evils, and 
looked forward to a better state of things. 

Until the commencement of the contest with the United States, 
foreign war had encouraged industry at home, but the difficulty 
of recruiting for our armies in America, suggested an unnatural 
expedient. ‘Discourage the linen trade,’ said the then Lord 
Hillsborough, ‘and you will have soldiers.’ The plan succeeded 
and the linen weavers suffered. Every other branch in Ulster felt 
the depression, and until machinery was introduced, trade 
continued low. The cotton manufacture, however, succeeded the 
linen one, and many of the hands that it had employed joined 
the former. 

The Volunteers of 1782 were the means of breaking the first link 
of the penal chain that bound Ireland. They were replaced by the 
Break-of-day robbers, the wreckers, and murders, who were 
supported by an indemnified magistracy; and the system which 
grew out of these combinations, comprehends the political 
history of Ireland from 1782 down to a later period in the history 
of Orangeism. 

The blood of Ireland has been abundantly shed during that 
period, at home and abroad. Those who profited by this system, 
and were privy to it, are not guiltless of murder; — and who were 
they? Every man of mature age during that period, who did not 
use all his rational powers to prevent that mischief, who 
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connived at it, who encouraged, or permitted it to be 
encouraged, who shared in the temporary plunder, or adopted 
the policy of sowing dissentions, with the view of reaping 
temporary or supposed advantages to the governing powers. 

My connection with politics began in the ranks of the Volunteers; 
I was a member of the Roughford corps. Of the first founders of 
the United Societies only two were intimately known to me — 
Mr. Samuel Neilson and Henry Joy McCracken. I lived in the 
country when I joined the society, and was delegated to a 
committee in Belfast, where I met them. Sometime after I met 
Mr. Thomas Russell. There was a rule, then in the societies, that 
required seven to constitute a society; and, when constituted, 
every additional member was proposed and balloted for at one 
meeting and admitted at the next. Mr. Russell told me that he 
took the test from James Agnew O’Farrell, of Larne, when he was 
admitted to the society. 

June 26th, 1795, I was met by a neighbour, who told me that a 
political society was being formed; that the members were 
chosen by ballot; that I had been approved of, if I was willing to 
join; that there was a declaration to be made, and a test or oath 
to be taken, of which, if I did not approve, I was told I might 
decline to take it, on condition that I would not divulge any thing 
concerning the society. We talked on the subject for some time, 
during which I lamented that we should shrink from an open 
declaration of our views, into conspiracy; that oaths would never 
bind rogues, that I would rather act openly, in which way of 
proceeding, there was but one danger. I was told that my 
neighbours would not go with me in this view of matters, and it 
was necessary to know, would I go with them. ‘I will not desert 
my neighbours,’ said I, ‘though I do not like the road; I’ll travel 
it, however, as clean as I can.’ By the direction of the man 
referred to, I attended the next meeting; the declaration I felt to 
be true; I voluntarily conformed to the rules of the society and 
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joined it with heart and hand. A deputation from Belfast formed 
the Mallusk society, of which I became a member, the Hightown 
society having been that in which I was initiated and composed 
of the men I had first joined in arms as a Volunteer. 

I was delegated to a committee in Belfast, and when the baronial 
committees were formed, I was appointed a delegate to the 
upper half barony of Belfast; there was a committee in every half 
barony. I was not qualified for public speaking; my mind was 
like Swift’s church, – the more that was inside, the slower the 
mass came out; my comrades called me the Spartan. My motives 
for joining the United Irishmen were, to carry out the objects of 
the Volunteers; my first views were not beyond theirs; they 
became more extensive. The person who induced me to join the 
society is still living. I was employed in 1796, 1797, and the 
spring of 1798, and again in 1803, as an emissary, going from 
place to place throughout the country, organizing the people. I 
received my orders generally from Russell, Wilson, and 
McCracken, and communicated with several persons, I was 
sworn never to name; also, with John McCann, and Edward 
Dunn, foreman in Jackson’s foundry, who had a very close 
acquaintance with the views of the Directory. In my own society, 
in the north, I held the office of delegate to the county committee. 
I was in the confidence of the Ulster Director, and of some of the 
principal members of the Leinster one. I took the oath of a United 
Irishman by being sworn on the Bible; the Covenanters were 
sworn by lifting up the right hand; the Catholics on their own 
prayer-book. 

Manufacture and commerce sprung up rapidly, and corrupt and 
interested views increased in variety and complication. The 
manufacturer had two strings to his bow, while the mere 
cultivator of the soil had but one, and that one only during the 
landlord’s pleasure. The younger branches of his family either 
learned some trade or became day-labourers. Such as were 
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prudent, and industrious, rented cottages from the farmers, and 
were able to offer a higher rent to the landlord, at the end of the 
farmer’s tenure, which completely destroyed good-will between 
them. This was the real source of the persecution in the county 
Armagh, religious profession being only a pretext to banish a 
Roman Catholic from his snug little cottage, or spot of land, and 
get possessed of it. The sufferers were forced into associations, 
in defence of life and property, directed by a committee, which 
they agreed to obey. This association was for a time confined to 
those professing the Roman Catholic religion, but the members 
joined eventually the cause of their Protestant fellow-
countrymen and became sworn brothers. This plan of union was 
projected by Neilson, assisted by Luke Teeling of Lisburn, and 
his family and connection, being a linen merchant of the first 
rank, and a Roman Catholic, who never came under any oath or 
obligation to the society, but that of conscientious approval. 

While Tone and Neilson were endeavouring to establish the 
United Irish Societies in Belfast, young Charles Teeling was 
labouring in the meantime to unite the Defenders and Catholics 
of the smaller towns of Ulster; and even the Break-of-day-men 
and Defenders were made friends, and joining in sworn 
brotherhood, became United Irishmen. At a later period, Henry 
Joy McCracken advised and assisted in the special organization 
of a body of seven thousand men, originally of the defenders, to 
act as a forlorn hope, in case of necessity, out of the twenty-one 
thousand that were returned fighting men in the county of 
Antrim; they were directed by a committee, by whom their chief 
was chosen, who communicated with the committee by a 
deputy. 

In Ulster, the population holding on by small patches of the soil, 
the influence of agricultural wealth, had the greater number of 
roots, and that influence ran through every channel of rural 
society, and likewise through the commercial and 



18 
 

manufacturing classes; the pulpit and the bench there were 
under aristocratic influence. Nor was the jury-box exempted 
from it, so that the men who attempted to stem the torrent of 
corruption in Ulster, had still the heaviest task. The southern 
mass, consisting of landlords, tenants, church-lords, and 
labourers, had but four interests, diverging from that which was 
general; while in Ulster, manufacture and commerce, fictitious 
capital, fictitious credit, fictitious titles to consideration, 
presented the numberless interests of the few, in opposition to 
the one interest of the many. 

Such were the difficulties with which the men of Ulster had to 
contend, besides that perplexity arising from a pensioned clergy, 
puzzling its followers, with speculations above human 
comprehension, and instigating them to hate each other, for 
conscience sake, under the mask of religion. So complete was the 
concentration of aristocratic monetary influence, that nothing 
but its own corruption could destroy it. I remember when power 
was law, and physical force settled every question. The 
destruction of the “Northern Star” silenced moral force for a 
time, and physical force was then resorted to, by the people, for 
the preservation of life and liberty. 

In the battle of the press, Neilson, in the hour of danger, stood 
alone, as McCracken did in the field, at the close of the struggle; 
all their former auxiliaries having abandoned them in the time 
of peril. Mr. Neilson’s partners in the “Northern Star” 
establishment retired from it when the capital of the concern was 
consumed by legal tyranny; he continued the struggle of moral 
force at his own expense; while a prisoner in Kilmainham, the 
unlawful destruction of his property, by a military mob, took 
place. Let posterity observe, the providential turn of affairs, how 
the sword, that was drawn to put down moral force, now rusts 
in the scabbard by the operation of other powers, admonishing 
mankind to ascribe the retribution of evil to the true cause, as in 
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the case of Herod, who was consumed by worms, for rottenness 
itself became the proper punishment of that man’s exalted 
wickedness. Moral force, in its operation, resembles that of 
Herod’s visitation; it ultimately works on the opponents of truth 
like a consuming worm. 

The ‘Northern Star’ represented the moral force of Ulster, sowed 
the seeds of truth over the land, and the opposition of the enemy 
only caused its roots to strike deeper in the soil, and they are 
now springing up in all directions. Physical force may yet 
prevail for a time, as we have seen it recently did in China and 
Afghanistan; but there is music in the sound of moral force, 
which will be heard like the sound of the cuckoo. The bird lays 
its eggs and leaves them for a time; but it will come again and 
hatch them in due course, and the song will return with the 
season. 
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CHAPTER II 
 
I EARLY observed, that in the different ranks which had sprung 
up under the influence of war-making wealth, no one rank was 
willing to throw its interests into the common stock, and act in 
concert with another for the public benefit. In every rank there 
were a few honourable exceptions; but these were marked for 
death, banishment, or for ruin if they had property, wherever the 
power of the enemy could reach, or bring pretended friends to 
desert or betray them. 

The demands of the popular leaders of that day, were, for a bill 
to regulate places, one to regulate pensions, and one to make the 
servants of the crown more responsible. Had Grattan produced 
drafts of these bills, instead of that of the insurrection bill, by 
which he pointed out to ministers, at a later period, how to tie 
the people’s hands, he might have done a little good. But Grattan 
was with a party, not with the people, though he took the test of 
the United Irishmen from Mr. Samuel Neilson, and the rules of 
the society from its founder. The knowledge he gained is 
displayed in the bills which originated with him, when he 
declared in Parliament, that Ireland required a strong 
government; for a French party existed in the country. The 
wounds he had inflicted on faction with his tongue, he healed 
with his pen, when he drew the gagging bills for his country, 
and thereby made his peace with the high priests and ministers 
of despotic power; but it is hard for me to note the recollections 
of fifty-seven years without digression or be correct in dates. I 
must only follow my recollection as matters strike me. 

Grattan declared, in the House of Commons, that they might as 
well stamp on the earth to prevent the rising of the sun, as think 
to prevent the eventual parliamentary independence of Ireland, 
when he saw their drift was a Legislative Union, which, he said, 
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would terminate in a total and perpetual separation after two 
civil wars. How far he contributed to their success in the first 
civil war, it is difficult to say. The conduct of public men, of 
popular men in those times, convinced me, that so long as men 
of rank and fortune lead a people, they will modify abuses, 
reform to a certain extent, but they never will remove any real 
grievances that press down the people. 

It was either in the year 1790 or 1791, that the Belfast Battalion of 
Volunteers, with the sovereign, Stewart Banks, at their head, first 
celebrated the taking of the Bastille, on the 14th of July, and next 
year a review of the Volunteers took place for the same purpose: 
the company to which I belonged, marched into the field in 
coloured clothes, with green cockades. We had a green flag, 
bearing for a motto, on one side — ‘Our Gallic brother was born 
July 14, 1789. Alas! we are still in embryo;’ and on the other side 
— ‘Superstitious galaxy;’ ‘The Irish Bastille — let us unite to 
destroy it.’ These are the words, though somewhat varied by a 
writer of a History of Belfast; and I have a better right to know 
them, being the one who dictated them, and my brother-in-law, 
Luke Mullan, painted them on the flag. 

Mr. Neilson’s incarceration, and the destruction of his printing 
materials, left the venal press in quiet possession of the 
agricultural interest, which had not then emerged from the 
cupidity of former ages, when every man looked into his 
neighbour’s field, and wished he could annex it to his own. — 
The higher classes of the old Volunteer officers abandoned their 
corps and began to yawn for rank in a mercenary militia. 

There are circumstances which should be kept always before one 
connected with the events of 1798; to which their production is 
mainly to be attributed. As a people, we were excluded from any 
share in framing the laws by which we were governed. The 
higher ranks (in which there never was, nor never will be a 
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majority of honest-principled men) usurped the exclusive 
exercise of that privilege, as well as many other rights, by force, 
fraud, and fiction. By force the poor were subdued and 
dispossessed of their interests in the soil; by fiction the titles of 
the spoilers were established; and by fraud on the productive 
industry of future generations the usurpation was continued. 

A person called Atkinson, who lived in Belfast, and a Low 
Church clergyman near Lisburn (Philip Johnson), organised a 
faction of intolerant turbulent men into lodges, like Freemasons, 
called the Loyal Orange Institution. It at first consisted of 
persecuting yeomen, renegade ‘croppies,’ the hangers-on about 
landlords, and Low Church clergymen, with their spies and 
informers, all over the country — the bullies of certain houses in 
garrison towns, and those of fairs and markets in the rural 
districts. This association, under the nursing Care of the 
magistrates, left no visible protection for either life or property 
out of its own Circle, and its members boasted, that the 
government protected its institution, and that a judge did not 
ride the circuit that was not a friend to Orangeism. Their July 
rites were duly observed by the sacrifice of numerous victims to 
the memory of King William the Third; and when legal redress 
was resorted to by the relations and friends of the sufferers, the 
conduct of the authorities fully justified the above assertion. The 
character of the Orange lodges was such, that no man who had 
any regard for his character would appear in them; but most of 
the United Irishmen, known as the Foreign-aid men, found some 
means of secret connection with them; some took the Orange 
oath in personal confidence, and were reported in the lodges to 
be loyal men. 

These renegades were the cause of more bloodshed in 1798 than 
the open enemy whom we knew and might avoid. Some of the 
sufferers took personal vengeance, but paid dearly for it, either 
by death or banishment, and several suffered for acts of which 
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they were known to be innocent; for at that time there was any 
money got for swearing; and in every district there were some 
men, who by taking contradictory oaths, became habituated to 
swear whatever any cause required, in which they were 
embarked; and although these were few in proportion to the 
mass, they were sufficient for the reign of terror, and there were 
still men of high rank among them, who had the address to 
retain the confidence of the people, who are ever ready to give 
such men credit for more than they deserve. 

Ulster was the seat of politics, in which there were three parties: 
those whose industry produced the necessaries of life, those who 
circulated them, and those whose subsistence depended on 
fictitious claims and capital and lived and acted as if men and 
cattle were created solely for their use and benefit, and to whom 
a sycophantic clergy were ever ready to bow with the most 
profound respect. The town of Belfast was the centre of this 
factitious system, and, with few exceptions, the most corrupt 
spot on the face of the earth. In Belfast, the British ministry had, 
and long continued to have, its sheet anchor, whenever a 
political storm menaced its interests. These circumstances, and 
changes in the currency, the staple manufacture of the country, 
and condition of the people, tended to a state of things, in which 
hucksters became merchants, merchants became bankers, and 
bankers became provincial bashaws; and then, as now (1834), 
when the fitness and capability of Ireland for independence 
were discussed, the above classes were always with the 
government. I remember being present at one of these 
discussions. Mr. Henry Joy McCracken was the only man 
present who supposed self-dependence possible. His arguments 
had little effect on the company. One — the chief difficulty with 
those who opposed his opinion — was, in reference to naval 
protection. I said that Ireland was the eye of Europe — it 
required no naval protection; it was the connecting link in the 
chain of the commerce of the two hemispheres. 
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When we parted, McCracken blamed my rashness, and bade me 
never use such language while Ireland remained as she then 
was; ‘for’ said he, ‘there are many mercantile men, and some of 
them were in that very company, who are efficient members of 
our society, and who, rather than see their shipping interests or 
commercial establishments, on the east and north-east of this 
island, lessened in value, by the increased traffic on the western 
coast, would see the whole island, and every vestige of our 
liberty, sunk into the sea.’ 

‘Well,’ said I, ‘Harry, these are the men that will put the rope on 
your neck and mine, if ever they get us into their power.’ 

‘Are you afraid of being hanged, Jemmy?’ said he. 

‘It would ill become one, who has pledged his life to his country, 
to shrink from death in any shape,’ I replied, ‘but, I confess, I 
have no desire for that distinction.’ 

‘For my part,’ said he, ‘I do not desire to die of sickness.’ 

The struggle at that period, as at the present, was merely 
between commercial and aristocratical interests, to determine 
which should have the people as its property, or as its prey; each 
contending for the greatest share. When an appeal was made to 
the mass, the mercantile interest had the support of opinion, but 
the aristocracy, which carried with it the landed interest and the 
court, had the absolute sway. Grattan was the darling of the 
merchants, for his exertion in 1782, and Castlereagh that of the 
landlords; and with these competitors for power, — to a certain 
extent having one common object, the promotion of the interests 
of the wealthy classes, — Pitt rode rough shod over the people, 
and eventually secured or banished all the active leaders of the 
north, taking care that a traitor or two, should keep them 
company in prison or in exile, who might furnish him with their 
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secrets the more easily, having gained their victim’s confidence, 
from having apparently shared his punishment. 

The influence of the union soon began to be felt at all public 
places, fairs, markets, and social meetings, extending to all the 
counties of Ulster, for no man of an enlightened mind had 
intercourse with Belfast, who did not return home determined 
on disseminating the principles of the union among his 
neighbours. Strife and quarrelling ceased in all public places, 
and even intoxication. 

The ‘Break-of-day boys,’ and ‘Defenders,’ lamented their past 
indiscretions on both sides, and tracing them to their legitimate 
source, resolved to avoid the causes which led to them. In short, 
for a little time, Ulster seemed one united family, the members 
of which lived together in harmony and peace. A secret 
delegation to Dublin was resolved on, and I was one of two 
persons, who were appointed to proceed there, to disseminate 
our views among the working classes. We succeeded to our 
wishes, and likewise formed connections with Meath and 
Kildare, which soon extended to the other counties. In Leinster 
the gentlemen soon found the people prepared to support them 
in any effort, and the power of a united population became 
perceptible everywhere. Our enemies trembled at the prospect 
of unanimity, they insinuated themselves among the people, and 
even some of them joined the association. These were the parties 
who were mainly instrumental in deluding the people into 
conspiracy, and a desire for foreign aid, pointing out France as 
the then arbitrator of the destinies of Europe, which the success 
of her arms seemed to indicate. The people were advised to 
prepare for action; in 1797 some of their friends who had fled to 
the Continent were accompanied by traitors, who by the 
assistance of other traitors at home, deceived the principal 
leaders abroad, and urged them ultimately to consent to attempt 
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with a handful of men, what in reality they knew would have 
required a considerable and well provided force. 

The idea of foreign aid, and French connection, which although 
the original projectors of the society did not approve of, was now 
introduced by men of weight and influence in the societies. 
Henry Joy McCracken was the first who observed the design and 
operation of this underplot. The majority of the leaders became 
foreign aid men and were easily elevated or depressed by the 
news from France, and amongst their ranks, spies were chiefly 
found. They were also the prolific source of contradictory 
rumours, to distract the societies and paralyze confidence. 

The appearance of a French fleet in Bantry Bay, brought the rich 
farmers and shop keepers into the societies, and with them, all 
the corruption essential to the objects of the British Ministry, to 
foster rebellion, to possess the power of subduing it, and to carry 
a Legislative Union. The new adherents alleged, as a reason for 
their former reserve, that they thought the societies, only a 
combination of the poor to get the property of the rich. The 
societies as a mark of satisfaction at their conversion, and a 
demonstration of confidence in their wealthy associates, the 
future leaders, civil and military, were chiefly chosen from their 
ranks. We had traitors in our camp from the beginning to the 
close of the career of our society. For years our agent in 
Hamburg, (Mr. Turner), and one of our state prisoners, at Fort 
George, were furnishing Pitt with all our secrets, foreign and 
domestic. 

McCracken, who was by far the most deserving of all our 
northern leaders, observed that what we had latterly gained in 
numbers, we lost in worth: he foresaw that the corruption of 
Ulster would endanger the union in the south. Agents had been 
sent to Paris at an early period of the revolution, and while the 
Republican party predominated, funds were at their disposal, 
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but on the change of parties in France, and the unfavourable turn 
of affairs at home, many of the refugees were left to starve, or to 
embarrass private friends. Such was the state of the refugees 
when those from Fort George arrived in Paris. For the reason 
above stated Bonaparte did not like the Irish, and for the same 
reason they had no confidence in him. It was easy to persuade 
them, that he was in treaty with the British Government to 
banish them from France; and even in America, their asylum had 
been doubtful under one president. But the republican spirit of 
the Irish refugees did not accord with Bonaparte’s imperial 
views, this was the chief cause of his unfavourable dispositions 
towards them. The first attempt at invasion, that of Hoche’s 
expedition, seemed powerful enough, but was disconcerted by 
separation from their commander at an unfavourable season. 
The aristocrats rushed into the societies, complaining that they 
had only been deterred from joining, from a suspicion that 
foreign aid could not be had, but that they now most earnestly 
wished to join in every prudent attempt to free their country. 

Their plausible pretensions soon lulled the people into 
confidence, and having obtained it, they began to persuade the 
people that if the French came here with a formidable force, they 
would hold the country as conquered, that a few experienced 
officers, an able general, and a small supply of arms and 
ammunition, was all that would be required and that the 
standard once raised would soon collect a sufficient force. This 
being communicated to Bartholomew Teeling, in Paris, he made 
the demand of the French Government, which they reluctantly 
complied with, as afterwards became evident from their 
ordering him immediately to the place of embarkation, and then 
delaying the sailing of the expedition, by retaining the pay of the 
troops, until General Humbert had to force the officer whose 
duty it was, to pay the troops, which he said he only delayed for 
want of orders. 
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The other half of the expedition, with J. N. Tandy, was detained 
until the defeat of the first was known at Paris, and from this it 
is conjectured, if not fully ascertained, that there was treachery 
all along with the French Government, for Admiral Sir John 
Borlace Warren, knew when to fall in with the last division of 
their fleet, with a superior force, and to capture it in sight of land. 
General Hoche, who commanded the expedition to Bantry Bay, 
was of opinion that the frigate in which he sailed was separated 
from the rest of the fleet by treachery, and this is thought by all 
who knew him, to have broken his heart, as he died soon after. 
The internal enemies of Ireland were no less successful at home 
than abroad, headed and directed by a renegade Volunteer, 
Castlereagh, whose very name rouses all the angry passions of 
the Irish heart. 

The secret of organization of the people, while it sheltered 
treachery and nourished spies, completely tied the hands of the 
honest and resolute: this class, naturally unsuspecting, and 
possessing moral, as well as military, courage, patiently waited 
the signal for action, from the year 1797, until May 1798, whilst 
the country, suffering every species of military depredation, was 
driven to distraction. The counties of Wexford and Wicklow, 
which had not been so long organized, were selected by 
government for singular vengeance. A considerable number of 
the Foundling Hospital Boys, of Dublin, had been nursed in 
those counties, and having settled in it, without any natural ties 
of blood or kindred, prejudiced by their education against the 
Roman Catholics they were found to be ready tools, from their 
local knowledge, to point out the men who were suspected. 
Thus, they became a public scourge in those parts: the corrupt 
and the corruptible, of every circle, from the Giant’s Causeway 
to Cape Clear, were known to the dominant despotism of that 
day, and regularly employed either as yeomen or spies. 
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The seeds of corruption, it was evident to me, were sown in our 
society, but I was unable to convince my acquaintances, my 
observation was only useful to myself, and prepared me for the 
worst, which realized my dreariest forebodings, without, 
however, sinking my spirits in the least, or making me regret any 
step I had taken. Although I executed the part assigned me, in 
every movement cheerfully, I was always prepared for defeat, 
for none of our leaders seemed to me perfectly acquainted with 
the main cause of social derangement, if I except Neilson, 
McCracken, Russell, and Emmet. It was my settled opinion that 
the condition of the labouring class, was the fundamental 
question at issue between the rulers and the people, and there 
could be no solid foundation for liberty, till measures were 
adopted that went to the root of the evil and were specially 
directed to the restoration of the natural right of the people, the 
right of deriving a subsistence from the soil on which their 
labour was expended. The plan of the United Irishmen was 
carried into effect with success, until Lord Castlereagh had the 
address to get into the confidence of a United Irishman, named 
James Breese, who afterwards suffered death in ’98; by taking 
the test or oath of the society, he was put in possession of all the 
secrets of the society that Breese was acquainted with, by which 
means he could weigh all the other secret information he 
received, and find out proper agents for any purpose he might 
require. 
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CHAPTER III 
 
In the spring of 1796, I was sent to Dublin, with a man named 
Metcalfe, as delegates from the Belfast Society of United 
Irishmen, to introduce the system among the operatives in the 
capital. We were promised assistance in money, which did not 
arrive, and the men to whom we were recommended, showed 
no inclination to forward our designs, but rather discouraged us; 
we had to rely on our own exertions. One of them directed us to 
a man we might rely on but took care to send Rim word not to 
see us; the man was denied, but afterwards acknowledged that 
he had seen us through a hole in the door. I had the pleasure of 
freeing the same man at a later period out of Roscommon goal, 
by appearing at the assizes as a recruiting sergeant. I took up my 
residence at Balbriggan, in the character of a silk-weaver from 
Scotland, and used to come backwards and forwards, between 
Dublin and that town, without exciting suspicion for some time. 

The man with whom I worked in Balbriggan was a bitter 
Orangeman, and at length I became an object of suspicion to 
him, on learning which, I returned to Dublin, and succeeded in 
obtaining my freedom to work in the Liberty, which enabled me 
to promote the objects of my mission. From Dublin the Union 
soon reached the other provinces, and a National Committee 
was formed, which met in Dublin. The leading men were still 
unknown to the societies, for no one knew anything of the 
persons belonging to them, besides those who met in his own 
society, except the delegates who met in the Baronial Committee, 
and the delegates from it again who met in the County 
Committee, and those from the counties who met in the 
Provincial Committee, and appointed a National Council, or 
Executive. 
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After having formed a society, and obtained a deputation to 
Belfast, I returned to the north, to report, and was again sent to 
Dublin to complete the organization among the workmen. I got 
to work on my arrival, and the circle of friends increased; 
societies were formed through the City and Liberties, and former 
connections were renewed; but the imprudence of my comrade 
brought us again under suspicion. He was a Protestant; I a 
Presbyterian. One of the Dublin societies had entrusted a secret 
of some importance to him, and there was a breach of confidence 
on his part. I was brought under suspicion unjustly, and without 
cause; however, it was thought most prudent to drown us both; 
for which purpose an appointment was made with us to attend 
a meeting outside of the Circular Road, by the side of the Royal 
Canal, where six men were appointed to meet, and drown us. 

We kept the appointment until it grew dark and returned to our 
lodging. On going to work next day, I observed my employer 
change colour when I appeared. I inquired what was the matter: 
I insisted on his candidly informing me what caused his 
agitation. The truth came out — I was suspected of having 
betrayed the secret which my comrade had divulged. I had been 
denounced — my doom had been pronounced — and the man 
who had left his home to execute his murderous commission, 
had been accidentally prevented from carrying it into effect: he 
had met a comrade on the way to the place of appointment, had 
accepted an invitation to drink with him, and the time of the 
appointment expired before he quitted the public house. 

Such meditated acts even were injurious to our cause; but it was 
the object of our enemies to have wretches in our ranks to 
blacken the character of our society, and to have crimes ascribed 
to its members. Nay, even to have them committed in their 
name, of which they were wholly guiltless. They had even 
highway robberies, and house-breaking offences, committed in 
our name. 



32 
 

I met a man, named Connell, in Dublin, who said he came from 
the county of Cavan; he lived at Bluebells, and invited me to 
breakfast there with him. He introduced me to his family, as a 
friend to our country from Belfast. He had a stout-looking son, 
to whom he introduced me; and also, six of his comrades, whom 
he said belonged to a society of United Irishmen. He told me 
they lived about the commons of Crumlin. A few nights after, 
the young man and his mother called where I worked and asked 
my employer and myself to take a walk. Our road was up the 
canal, and the old woman kept my employer in talk until the 
young man and I were out of sight, for it was then dusk. She 
persuaded him to go home, as she said there would be a meeting 
at her house, and her husband wanted to introduce me to the 
neighbours. There was a line of high trees, and a path behind 
them, and she could pass on unnoticed by us. I wished to stop 
until the old people would come up, but my companion said he 
would stop at a lock that was before us. We stopped at the lock, 
and he began to whistle a tune, when a number of men came out 
on the road, and he then told me I was on a command. 

‘What for?’ said I, — ‘to lift some arms,’ was his reply; ‘and we 
want your north country tongue to give orders.’ 

I then saw my situation, and asked if there ‘was any money in 
the way?’ ‘We don’t demand it,’ said he; ‘but if it is offered, we 
don’t refuse it.’ 

‘I have no arms,’ said I; ‘Here is a blunderbuss,’ answered one of 
the company. I took it, drew the ramrod, and found it loaded. 

‘I’ll use no arms but what I load myself,’ said I. They gave me a 
rod, with which I managed to draw the charge; I tried the flint, 
and put in a heavy charge of swanshot, and, clapping the muzzle 
to Connell’s breast, I said to his comrades — ‘You cannot save 
him; if one of you move, he is a dead man; you shall not make 
me rob. Do you, Connell, walk before me, until I get within a 
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race of the watch; I will not injure you if you obey; turn your 
back, and walk before me.’ He obeyed, and I warned his 
comrades not to follow us. I made him keep his hands down by 
his side, for fear he might have pistols; and when I came within 
a short distance of the watch, I made him stand; I then walked 
backwards until I could just see him, and, holding up the 
blunderbuss, flung it into a meadow, and took to my heels. 

I thought it advisable to leave Dublin for some time. I returned 
home to Belfast; but was soon ordered back to Dublin. I was 
charged with a message to the Kilmainham prisoners. I stopped 
with them all night; and in the morning I was standing, 
conversing with Tom Storey, in one of the cells, looking into the 
condemned yard, when I saw Connell crossing the yard, with 
bolts on him. Storey informed me, that he had been sentenced to 
death, for a highway robbery, committed by a gang of robbers, 
called the Crumlin gang, of which he was the chief. 

An informer, named Edward John Newell, was procured by 
George Murdoch, a hearth-tax collector, near Belfast. Among 
other services performed by him, he had pointed out the soldiers 
who were shot at Blaris Camp. Newell had also five young men 
of Belfast arrested, who had been sent to Dublin for trial at the 
Four Courts. He was to have appeared as a witness against them, 
but the trials were put off, for that term, for want of a material 
witness in their defence; H. J. McCracken, who could not attend 
from bad health. In the meantime, a criminal correspondence 
was discovered between Newell and Murdoch’s wife. The letters 
which passed between them were sent up from the north and 
communicated by me to Murdoch. The consequences were, that 
the coalition between these worthies, then living in the Castle, 
were broken up. They quarrelled, and Murdoch shot at Newell, 
in the Castle Yard, and, for that act, was sent to Newgate, but 
was only confined a few days; and, on his liberation, Newell fled 
to the north, taking with him Murdoch’s wife. After a trip, in the 
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direction of the Giant’s Causeway, he returned to Doagh, and 
lived there in concealment for some time. At length, when he 
was about to leave the country, he wrote to Murdoch, telling him 
where he would find his wife. Newell stayed with her at the inn, 
until Murdoch, and his son Robert, appeared at the door, in a 
carriage, and then escaped by a back window. What became of 
him afterwards, little is known; but Murdoch returned with his 
wife, as if nothing of the kind had ever happened! 

If any committee, or body of men, directors, or managers of 
assassinations, had existed in any part of Ireland, some traces of 
the proceedings, discussions, or reports, in reference to such an 
object, would be forthcoming; but none such are in existence, for 
the best of reasons, because no such committees ever existed. It 
is the duty of the historian, in handing down the virtues and 
vices of the age he treats of, as examples to the virtues, and 
warning to the vicious, to make the information he obtains 
confirmatory of the maxim — ‘Virtue carries with it its own 
reward, and vice its punishment.’ In all the societies, or 
committees, or in any meeting that ever I attended, I never heard 
a system of assassination advocated. My motion in the Baronial 
Committee, to exclude any man that would advise it, was 
opposed, on the ground, that the agitation of the question would 
only extend an idea, that no good man ought to be thought 
capable of harbouring. 

An attempt was made to form a committee to manage 
assassination, of which it is only necessary to say, Newell was 
one of the agents employed for that purpose, he was seen 
through by the United Irishmen, and disappointed. We all set 
our faces against it, and our success is evident; for, if such a 
system had any existence, evidence of it could easily be had; and 
no such evidence was ever brought forward on any trial. 
Assassination was the work of individuals, either in defence of 
their lives, or that of their associates. Neilson, McCracken, and 
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Russell were altogether adverse to it. It was by their advice that 
I brought forward the motion in our society, formerly 
mentioned; and the motion would have been brought forward 
again, but from the state of the times; the public mind was ill 
prepared for its calm discussion. Had such a committee been 
formed in Belfast, it could not have been kept secret, as most of 
its advocates that I knew, became Orangemen, on our reverse of 
fortune. 

Nicholas Maginn, of Saintfield, the noted informer, and protegee 
of Lord Castlereagh’s spiritual guide and tutor, the Rev. John 
Cleland, had a meeting in his neighbourhood, to assassinate the 
Marquis of Downshire; but the Marquis escaped, by taking a 
different way home from that by which he was expected to pass; 
which prevented any further collection of assassins in that 
county. This account I had from the very best authority. 

The preceding account was given to me by one of the Northerns, 
who was as undaunted in the field, as he was worthy of credit 
and respect — Thomas Hunter, a native of Killinchey. On his 
death bed, he was asked, by a woman in attendance on him in 
his last moments, if he would wish to turn? He seemed not to 
understand the question, or his thoughts were running on events 
which had been long uppermost in his mind, he replied — ‘No; 
I will never turn or take a bribe.‘ These were nearly his last words. 
He had stood the brunt of the battles of Saintfield and 
Ballynahinch. 

The following anecdote I had from John Murphy, one of the 
young men who was arrested with Hart and Weldon, on the 
evidence of William Lawler, who had caused them to become 
Defenders, and then had them arrested in 1797. The names of the 
young men were, John Murphy, John Newburn, John Cusack, 
John Brady, John O’Leary, Patrick Hart, and a dragoon, named 
Weldon. Counsellor Curran was employed by Murphy’s mother 
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to defend her son. Counsellor McNally was employed to defend 
O’Leary, who was tried and acquitted, on the ground ‘that the 
witness was an atheist;’ upon which admission, Alderman James 
led the witness to the quarters of the informers, at the Castle, 
where he had the sacrament administered to him. Hart and 
Weldon were convicted: the others were liberated: and some of 
them became my associates and friends, when I was sent from 
Belfast to Dublin, to introduce the Union. 

O’Leary, subsequently, went to Roscommon, and through his 
imprudence, was committed to jail there. A young man, named 
Richard Dry, had been sent from Dublin with money to him, and 
was committed also. Two other men had been sent, and were 
taken in Mullingar, and were sent to the Provost, in Dublin. I 
was sent for the same purpose, from Belfast, with a comrade, 
named Daniel Digney. We went through the counties of 
Monaghan, Cavan, Armagh, and Leitrim. We formed a County 
Committee in Castleblayney, and Societies in the other counties, 
as we passed. But, arriving at Elfin, the gentleman to whom we 
were directed. Colonel James Plunket was in Dublin, and all we 
could learn of him was, that he was recruiting for some 
regiment. We returned to Belfast, and were sent to Dublin along 
with William Putnam McCabe, and got beating orders. We had 
left five hundred copies of our constitution in and near Elfin, and 
went there for headquarters, to wait the coming assizes. 

Our money failed, and I was sent to Dublin, by McCabe, for 
more. The man to whom I was directed, was on his death bed, 
and I had to go to Stratford, in the county of Wicklow, to sell a 
horse that McCabe had left with the brother of this person. The 
horse was sold, but the money was not forthcoming. I started for 
Roscommon; in the disguise of a soldier I took the rank of a 
serjeant. The assizes had begun. Colonel Plunket was there, and 
likewise, McCabe, in the character of an officer of militia, on 
recruiting service. I enlisted Dry in the dock; and when he was 
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called to the bar, and represented as a vagabond, the colonel and 
the pretended captain interfered, and I got my recruit. I would 
have got O’Leary also, but for his own imprudence. He made 
such a noise in the dock, with the chains and bolts he had on, 
that he had been ordered back to his cell before the arrangements 
were completed. 

McCabe, Dry, and myself, went to Strokestown, settled our 
accounts, and started for Athlone, where we parted, — McCabe 
for Dublin, and I for Cashcarrigan, in the county Leitrim, to join 
my comrade, and return to Belfast. Dry proceeded to Cork, and 
there had the misfortune to be recognised by an Antrim militia 
man, named McDermott, who prosecuted him, and transported 
him to Botany Bay. O’Leary was left in prison, through his own 
imprudence, and I never heard of his liberation. 

Having assisted in forming the county Monaghan Committee, in 
Castleblayney, on a market day, when several very respectable 
linen merchants were there, we planted the Union at Maguire’s 
Bridge, Clones, Enniskillen, Ballynamore, Cashcarrigan, 
Carrick-on-Shannon and Strokestown, where we saw delegates 
from a body of the old Defenders and initiated them. We left five 
hundred copies of the constitution in Roscommon, and on our 
return home, formed committees in Ballyhays, Butlersbridge, 
and Newtownhamilton, such of these connections as we were 
able to visit the second time, were increasing rapidly. 

The substance of the reports, however, which we were obliged 
to deliver in, was communicated to the County Committee, of 
which Maginn, the informer, was a member; and likewise, to the 
Mudler’s Society, of which Hughes was a member. No real 
secrecy ever existed among us; for as soon as any efficient 
measure was proposed, the government was instantly prepared, 
if not to prevent its execution, yet eventually to counteract its 
effects. 
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The progress of the revolution in France had excited the mass of 
the people in this country and had put the aristocrats to their 
shifts. The people, as appeared afterwards, wished to rise at 
various times, trusting solely to their own resources; but were 
always withheld by their committees, who were, for the most 
part, aristocrats, and foreign-aid men, who contrived to involve 
the people with France, thereby frightening government, and 
enhancing their own value as traitors. Many of them thus 
obtained and enjoyed tolerable advantages, and some hold 
them, even unto this day. 

Mr. Samuel Turner, of Newry, had made great professions of 
patriotism at an early period. On one occasion, he walked into 
an inn, in Newry, and was there met by Lord Carhampton, who, 
seeing a green handkerchief on his neck, proceeded, very 
quietly, to take it off. Turner sent Carhampton a challenge, and 
the act served as an apology for him to fly, for fear of arrest. He 
fled, and settled in Hamburg, where he was entrusted, by the 
Executive, with carrying on the correspondence between the 
Irish and French Executives, always taking care to furnish Pitt 
with true copies of the correspondence. 

Another informer, named H, formerly a shipbroker of Belfast, 
was one of the prisoners in Fort George. A coolness had been 
occasioned among them, from a conversation between Robert 
Simms and Arthur O’Connor, in which they agreed, that the 
then present constitution of France, was too good for Ireland. 
This idea was resented by Joseph Cuthbert, and some others, 
and occasioned very warm words, — Cuthbert asserting, that no 
constitution could be too good for Ireland. ‘I am talking to a 
politician, not to you, Joe,’ said O’Connor. Joe, and his friends, 
took that ill. Russell took no part in the debate, but was not of 
O’Connor’s, or of Simms’ opinion. 
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Prior to this, some attempt had been made by individuals, to 
open a communication with the Scotch militia, and H, having 
had a knowledge of it, wrote to Pitt about it, who, being in 
communication with Turner, did not answer H’s letter; and the 
prisoners having notice of an expedition preparing in the 
Scheldt, were cheered by that prospect, although the 
misunderstanding still continued individually among them. 
One night, as they were in society over a glass of punch, H, 
observing a feeling of distrust prevailed against him, which he 
could not account for, concluded that his letters had been 
intercepted, and in a moment of compunction, of fear or of 
unguarded conduct, he made a confession with tears and 
protestations, that he would never follow up his information. 
Peace coming on, the discharge or banishment of the State 
prisoners ensued. Messrs. H and Turner were permitted to 
return. 

Mr. John Palmer, of Cutpurse Row, formerly eminent in the 
hosiery line, and a sincere friend of our cause, had a son named 
John, one of the warmest and most faithful friends I ever had. 
He and William Putnam McCabe met Major Sirr and his party in 
Bridgefoot Street, on their way to arrest Lord Edward Fitzgerald. 
The Major stopped them, and McCabe knocked him down, and 
Palmer made a stab at the Major’s neck, which cut through his 
neck handkerchief. Palmer would have succeeded in his attack, 
hut McCabe prevented him, McCabe was arrested the same 
night. Palmer was arrested two days subsequently; but in the 
bustle about the capture of Lord Edward, before the Major had 
time to visit the persons sent to prison. Miss Biddy Palmer, sister 
to the young man, went to the Castle, and, meeting Major Sirr, 
she hung on him, and would not let him go until he gave her an 
order for her brother’s liberation, not knowing that he was the 
man who wounded him the night before. 
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McCabe, no less fortunate, through being familiar with the 
Scotch dialect, and the gaol being under a Highland guard, he 
passed on a Highland sergeant for the son of a manufacturer in 
Glasgow, named Brand. The sergeant went to his officer, and, as 
no complaint lay against him, he was liberated. But when the 
Major came to Newgate a few hours after, a rigorous pursuit was 
commenced after both Palmer and McCabe. Palmer immediately 
fled to France, and from thence to Holland. He had learned that 
one Bureand, who had formerly been a spy in Ireland, was 
employed in the same branch of business in Holland. Although 
this man had run away from the Castle of Dublin and written 
against government. Palmer set off on foot, with the design of 
frustrating this man’s villainy, and travelled from Paris to 
Hamburg, and mostly barefooted, where he met Samuel Turner, 
and entered freely into communication with him. 

Palmer gave him a gold watch to keep for him, lest distress 
might force him to sell it, the watch having belonged to his 
mother, who was dead. His father had sent him thirty guineas 
by a man named Murky, which he never got. However, under 
every disadvantage, he had Bureand arrested, and put into the 
hands of the French authorities. But Bureand’s employers 
exerted their influence and caused him soon to be released; 
while Palmer was forced by want to enlist in a Dutch regiment, 
and, while bathing with some recruits in the Scheldt, was 
drowned. Rumour attributed his death to Bureand’s vindictive 
feelings. When Turner returned to Dublin and was applied to for 
the watch by his sister, then Mrs. Horan, he coolly replied, ‘He 
did recollect something of a watch he got from her brother but 
forgot what became of it.’ 

At Cashcarragan, we learned that a man named Toby Peter, had 
seen us there as we passed that way before, and that a chapel in 
the neighbourhood had been searched for us, the Sunday before; 
We went over the Cash to one Dignum, a schoolmaster, who saw 
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us safe on the Ballynamore road, before daybreak next morning. 
We had formed some acquaintance in Ballynamore, but we 
changed our rout, and came through Belturbet to Butlersbridge, 
in the county Cavan, and from thence proceeded to Newry. My 
comrade, being then among his relations and friends, stopped 
there for some time, but came with me as far as the old four-mile 
house, kept by Andrew Steward; we went into a room, where six 
of the City Limerick Militia sat refreshing themselves, being on 
a march to Carrickfergus, for one of their men had been 
committed to gaol, on the oath of a woman, charging him with a 
rape, of which they said he was innocent, being taken for another 
man, which they were prepared to prove. 

As I was for Belfast, I joined their company; and, while we were 
talking, we heard a scream. As I sat next the door, I sprang into 
the hall, and the first thing I saw was a horseman riding into the 
door, with his sword drawn, and a woman, with a child in her 
arms, creeping under the stairs, at the end of the hall. I had a 
sword in my hand — I drew the sword, and the horseman, not 
having room enough to use his sabre, it struck against the 
ceiling, when he attempted to cut at me; I threatened to run him 
through if he did not instantly leave. By this time the soldiers 
turned out and drew their bayonets. The horseman, on retiring, 
ran his horse’s heels against a door in the hall, and broke it; we 
followed him out, and saw another, they both rode slowly on 
towards Banbridge. The affrighted woman then told us, that two 
of the same corps had stopped at the door just before they came 
up, called each for a tumbler of beer, drank it, and threw the 
tumblers on the flags at the door, and rode off, without paying 
anything; that, on account of her standing at the door, and 
looking after them, she thought it caused the others, who had 
just come in sight, to behave as they had done. While we were at 
the door, the main body came up, with an officer at their head, 
whose name, we were told, was Wardle. 
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A Limerick soldier, named Maher, demanded of the officer if he 
had given orders for the ‘raking’ of the house. The officer said, 
‘Who are you, sir?’ 

Maher replied, ‘I am a soldier of the City Limerick Militia.’ 

‘Where is your officer?’ demanded the English officer. 

‘I command this party,’ said Maher, ‘and, being here to refresh, 
and seeing the house perfectly orderly, I think it my duty to 
acquaint your honour with the circumstance.’ 

The officer ordered a party forthwith to dismount the two 
soldiers of his party and march them away on foot; and desired 
Stewart to make out his bill of the damage, and come into 
Banbridge, and it should be paid. But Stewart said he knew 
where he lived, and might injure him again, and he refused to 
do so. I went with the Limerick men into Banbridge, and being, 
as they thought, in the recruiting service, they got me a billet for 
two men, which I did not think right to use; but after spending 
the evening with them, I went to a lodging-house, where some 
of the aforesaid horsemen (the Ancient Britons) were billeted. I 
slept but little, and the next day proceeded on my journey to 
Belfast, and was glad to get home, having travelled — 

To Roscommon and home to Belfast                                         200 
To Dublin                                                        80  
To Prosperous, and back to Dublin                                            30   
To Roscommon from Dublin                                                            79  
To Dublin from Roscommon                                                           79 
To Stratford on Slaney to Dublin                                                    26 
To Dublin from Stratford                                                                  26 
Astray in the Mountains of Wicklow                                              8 
From Dublin to Roscommon                                                          79 
From Roscommon to Belfast, by Athlone                                      100 
TOTAL                                                                                              707      
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Early in 1797, we had been led to expect a movement; but what 
prevented it I know no more of, than what I was told by William 
Putnam McCabe. He said he had travelled from Dublin with 
Colonel James Plunket, of Elfin, and another gentleman, a 
schoolfellow of Bonaparte, who had been a solider, by 
profession, on the Continent, (whether in the French or German 
service I do not know), and John Hughes of Belfast, who turned 
informer in 1798, but was at that time one of Lord Edward’s 
confidential acquaintances, which confidence continued until 
the very day of Lord Edward’s arrest. After viewing the camp at 
Blaris and the adjacent country, the gentleman said, that if the 
people were firm, and would stand to each other, the conquest 
of the camp and country would be easy — the counties of Antrim 
and Down had only so to be directed, to act in concert — to cut 
off the communication with the camp — to secure some guns 
that were then in Hillsborough, with the view of using double-
headed shot against the wooden houses that were in the vicinity 
of the camp, and which would render it impossible for the troops 
to remain there. To ascertain if the organization was as complete 
as it was reported, the gentlemen went over the mountain to 
Crumlin, and stopped at John Dickey’s house. His brother 
James, who suffered in 1798, called a meeting of his company 
after nightfall, that the gentlemen might see them; but when the 
men were assembled, and the gentlemen ready to inspect them, 
James Dickey ran to them with an alarm, that the army were 
coming to disperse or apprehend them; and they, not knowing 
why they had been called together, dispersed at once, and were 
represented by James Dickey as cowards; and when the 
gentlemen returned to Hillsborough next day, they learned that 
the guns had been just removed to the camp. They then went 
back to Dublin, disappointed, and reported that the north was 
not in a condition to act. 

Of this I was not an eyewitness, having had the report, as I give 
it, from Wm. Putnam McCabe, who said he was present. It was 
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soon felt in the societies that some disappointment had taken 
place, and it began to be whispered that our leaders had refused 
to act. Plunkett still continued in confidence and accepted the 
command of the county Roscommon; but when the French 
landed at Killala, he surrendered, and was permitted to go to 
England. He was a man in whom I was deceived, for, when in 
his company, he appeared to me a person whose fidelity to our 
cause was not to be questioned. In looking back at the conduct 
of such men as Plunkett, of which we had many such in the 
association, I do not rank them with the common herd of traitors, 
they were rather men who unthinkingly staked more than was 
really in them — they were like paper money, current for the 
time, keeping business afloat without any intrinsic value. 
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CHAPTER IV: Account of the 
Battle of Antrim 

 
From the time that the French appeared at Bantry Bay, the 
societies greatly increased, but we soon found that what we 
gained in numbers we lost in worth. Our enemies propagated 
rumours varying in their tendencies, by which the public mind 
at one time was raised to the highest pitch of expectation, and at 
another sunk to the lowest depression. The cruelties practised on 
the people, sanctioned by the Indemnity Act of the Irish 
Parliament, left life without security, and innocence without 
protection. This state of things rendered resistance inevitable. In 
the months of March and April 1798, the people were in daily 
expectation of being called to the field by their leaders; an 
intention, as it appeared afterwards, which the leaders had little 
idea of putting in execution. 

The adjutant general of Down, who could neither be intimidated 
nor corrupted, had been arrested; and the general of Antrim kept 
back the signal for a general movement, called a meeting of his 
colonels and resigned; by which means the whole province of 
Ulster, which expected the signal from Belfast, was completely 
disorganised. The influence of Henry Joy McCracken, especially 
with the Defenders, had caused many people to consider him as 
an eligible person for a command in a force in which it was 
desirable to combine them with the Presbyterians. The 
Defenders were directed by a committee, by whom their chief 
was chosen, who communicated with the United Irish Society by 
a deputy. The latter had to fly to America, and the duty assigned 
to him devolved on Henry Joy McCracken. 

On his appointment, he had an interview with the adjutant-
general, and shortly afterwards I was directed to act as aid-de-
camp to one of two persons named, when first called on by either 
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of them. I delivered messages from the leaders I have spoken of 
to several persons, and was pressed to give their names, which I 
declined to do, telling them they would be forthcoming when 
wanted. On the news of a rising in the south reaching Belfast, I 
went to the adjutant-general, who said he would call the 
colonels, to give them their orders; and I went home satisfied 
that such would be the case, and recommended patience to all 
those I met with. This was on Saturday, and on the Tuesday 
following, I received a message from the general. I went to him; 
he gave me a guinea and directed me to go to a camp which he 
said was at Dunboyne, near Dublin; that he had ordered the 
colonels to meet him, and that I was to return with all haste with 
such information aa I could learn, of the state of the south. 

I met Henry McCracken near Belfast, and he stopped me; and on 
learning my order, he said, you must not go, there is no camp at 
this side of Dublin; there has been some fighting at a place called 
Clonee, near Dunboyne, but the men have marched for Tara, and 
are defeated and dispersed. He has concealed the signal and 
must be watched: or the hope of a union with the south is lost. I 
answered, if he is a traitor or a coward, he will have me tried for 
disobeying his orders - McCracken replied, I will put you under 
arrest, and let him try me. Go home, until you hear from or see 
me. I obeyed; he went into town and was attacked by some 
yeomen in Hercules Street. A woman, named Hamell, came to 
his assistance with a large knife; the yeomen fled, and he escaped 
into her house, got out of town that evening, and came over the 
mountains to meet me that night. 

Next day we learned that the colonels met and that the general 
had resigned. We had no communication from the other chief of 
the Union, but Henry, as his deputy, watched the movements of 
the United colonels, and learned that, on receiving the 
resignation of their chief, they had dispersed in consequence of 
a false alarm, and adjourned from Parkgate to Templepatrick. 



47 
 

They selected Munro, and a man named John Coulter (a linen 
merchant), as persons to whom the command was to be offered: 
the first met with, to be applied to, and the proposal made to 
him. The colonels were to meet on Sunday at Ballyeaston. They 
did meet; and Henry and I went to watch their movements and 
learned that none of them had seen the gentlemen named for the 
appointment, and that the colonels had resolved not to fight. I 
learned afterwards that, of three of the colonels who had written 
notices sent them by McCracken, one went in person, and the 
other two sent their notices to General Nugent. 

These orders were sent by the colonels who commanded the 
districts of Larne, Broughshane, and Loughgeel to General 
Nugent, which assisted him in his movements to disconcert 
McCracken’s plans. The colonel of Broughshane sent his brother 
to General Nugent and appeared himself among the people after 
the taking of Ballymenagh and assisted in dispersing a body of 
men who had joined the Braid men in considerable force, on 
which the men of Kells and Connor fell back from Antrim, and 
still retaining their arms, took post in Kells, four miles in 
advance from Ballymenagh, to Belfast. The manner in which the 
plot was managed to get the Ballymenagh men to disperse, was 
this; — The Committee or Council, consisting chiefly of men of 
the aforementioned colonels, gave out that they intended to 
march for Dublin, through the heart of the county Armagh; they 
sent home the Braid men and others who had fought in 
Ballymenagh, for necessaries for the march on Saturday evening. 
The town-guard of the people then consisted mostly of 
strangers, who, sending on the Sunday morning to the Council 
for orders, found the members of it had decamped. They 
immediately got into confusion, threw down their arms, and 
dispersed. 

When our general resigned, Henry Joy McCracken sent me with 
a letter to Dr. Dixon, who had been appointed to the command 
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of Down. John Hughes, the then unknown informer, was the 
man who knew where I would find him. It was early in the 
morning, and few houses were open. I met William Stewart, a 
coppersmith, in North Street; he went with me to Hughes; we 
were admitted and sent up to a room adjoining that in which 
Hughes slept; he came out of his room half dressed, wringing his 
hands in apparent agitation, and exclaimed, ‘It is all over! Our 
leaders have sold us; the packing and removal of the plate of —
-, is the signal for Nugent to commence hanging and flogging the 
people. There is but one way to stop their career of treachery, 
and that is to have them arrested; you have done much for the 
cause, but no service equal to that of lodging information against 
them.’ 

I told them that whatever might take place, if this proposal was 
acted on, I would inform against the person by whom it was 
carried into effect. Hughes still continuing to express his fear and 
his determination, if taken, to give full information, I took a 
pistol from my breast, and pointing it at his breast, said, ‘If you 
were not so near your wife and children, you would never speak 
these words again.’ Stewart, who had sided with Hughes, now 
joined the latter in applauding my firmness, and both declared 
they wore only trying me. I told them whoever would try the 
experiment on me again would have no time for explanation. 
They turned the matter into a laugh, and Hughes bade me go to 
a house in Church Lane, and Dixon would be there. I went, and 
waited some hours, but he did not come. I then wont back to 
Hughes, and he sent me over the Long Bridge to Mr. Pottinger’s; 
but he was not there. On returning to Hughes, he told me to 
come into town next day but one and bring a man and a horse 
with me; that he had some things that Harry would want, that 
would require a day for him to provide, and I went home. 

When I went to town on the day appointed, it was strongly 
guarded by the military at every entrance; it was easy to get in, 
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but how to get out was another question. When I got to Hughes’ 
in Bridge Street, they were preparing to flog men in High Street. 
Colonel Barber and some officers were walking in front of the 
Exchange; we could see them from Hughes’ window upstairs, 
and Hughes seemed greatly agitated. One of Hughes’ clerks 
came up, and said they were flogging Kelso, and in a little while 
the servant girl ran into the room in haste, and said that Kelso 
was taken down, and was telling all that he knew. At this time, 
we could see the military moving in small parties in different 
directions through the street in seeming haste, and Barber and 
the officers coming towards Bridge Street. 

Hughes exclaimed, ‘They are coming here; what will become of 
my poor family?’ 

‘What ails you, Hughes?’ said I, ‘you need not be so frightened.‘ 

‘Oh! Look here,’ said he, taking me into another room, where he 
showed me a strong linen ticken bag with better than a stone 
weight of musket balls and some packages of gunpowder. 

‘I’ll ease you of that,’ said I, gathering them up and running 
downstairs. The clerk followed me to the hall door, and 
exclaimed, ‘Hope, if Barber sees you, you will be hung at a lamp 
iron.’ I gave him a benediction, and told him he and his master 
might hide, if they did not dare to walk the street, while the 
horsemen were jostling me, and laughing as they passed. I went 
into a shop at the upper corner of Bridge Street, where I had left 
a sack, and put my bundles into it, and then went up North 
Street, and got a comrade named Charles Scott; we took the sack 
to a carman’s yard, threw it down, and my comrade watched it 
at a distance, while I put some old things together – two swords, 
the colours which we afterwards fought under at Antrim, and a 
green jacket. 
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Having packed them up into as small a compass as we could, we 
went forth and joined the Town Yeomen, and passing on with 
the soldiers, as if under their protection, we began to quicken our 
step unnoticed by the escort, and soon got out of their sight, and 
striking off the high road by Shankill, we got safe to the 
mountains. 

The plan of the Antrim movement formed by Henry Joy 
McCracken was sent by express to the colonels of the county 
Antrim, each of whom was appointed to command five hundred 
men. The plan, in substance, was as follows. The different 
colonels, at the appointed time, are to attack any military post in 
their neighbourhood; or leave light parties to prevent 
communication, and march to Donegore Hill; while he, 
McCracken, with the men from the neighbourhood of Killead, 
Templepatrick, Carmony, and Donegore, marched to Antrim to 
secure, if possible, the governor, deputy governor, and 
magistrates of the county Antrim, who were to meet in Antrim 
on the 7th of June; and to devise means for raising men to 
reinforce the army destined to effect a junction with the men in 
arms in the south. Some of the colonels sent these orders to 
General Nugent, and we were betrayed at all points. We, 
however, marched to stop the rebellion of the Orangemen 
against the king’s subjects, and not to promote their objects, as 
some writers would insinuate. 

Men at this time were daily driven from their homes, thousands 
from their country, some by compulsion, some by a kind of 
choice that was influenced by fear or famine, to be slaughtered 
on the Continent, or to fly from danger, and to beg their bread in 
foreign lands: while many persons, not the most unthinking or 
unsteady in their principles, seemed to be of opinion that it was 
a question not easily to be solved, whether resistance or 
submission would be attended with most injury to human life 
and happiness, —bearing in mind that the gagging bilk had left 
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no power to public opinion, no protection in a free press, no 
arena for a moral conflict with oppression. 

Some information appears to have been received of my intended 
journey to the south, to inquire about the Wexford men; for I 
learnt afterwards that a yeoman was stationed for three or four 
days at a place I would have had to pass, with instructions to 
shoot me. Some of my own party wanted to get rid of me. It was 
finally decided, when neither Munro nor Coulter could be 
found, that Henry Joy McCracken should be appointed to the 
chief military command., He wrote, on his appointment, to 
Steele Dixon, by one Duffy. The letter fell into the hands of 
Duffy’s wife, and was burned by her. 

The South had been forced into resistance on the 21st of May 
preceding, but the North had been kept inactive until the 
beginning of June, by the men appointed to command, whether 
from prudence, cowardice, or concert with their opponents, is 
best known to themselves. McCracken, who was one of the first 
founders of the Union, and the only one who was not then in the 
power of the enemy, drew up and signed the fighting orders for 
the 7th of June, and sent them to the officers who had been 
appointed, and were expected to direct the movements of the 
people, but they declined to act. 

He set out at length on his march, with a force of trusty followers, 
which did not at first exceed one hundred men, but from the 
starting point, having five miles to march, they were augmented 
on the road by considerable numbers, who considered 
themselves more as a forlorn hope, than a force having any well-
founded expectation of a successful issue. 

Having no organized staff to convey his orders. McCracken 
could only give advice, which at first was received with attention 
by the people. We marched into Antrim in good order, until our 
front arrived opposite the Presbyterian meetinghouse, when a 
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party of the 22nd Light Dragoons wheeled out of the lane below 
the church, fired on us, and then retreated. Another party then 
advanced from the same quarter, but was soon brought down, 
men and horse. The rest of their force fled to the market-house, 
and we advanced under a heavy fire from a body of foot, 
covered from our fire by the castle wall and two fieldpieces, by 
a shot, from one of which, a gun we had brought from 
Templepatrick, placed on a common car, was dismounted. We 
then went into the churchyard, and silenced the fieldpieces, and 
relieved our pikemen from the shower of grapeshot which they 
had stood without flinching. Part of our rear had been 
imprudently drawn up in a field, on the left of the church, and 
rendered useless during the action. 

Another party, which had appeared on our right on the 
Donegore Road, as we entered the town, was ordered to enter 
the other side of the town, by the back of the gardens. On the 
approach of this party, the horsemen at the market-house, in 
danger of being surrounded, and being then galled by our fire, 
made a charge at full speed up the street, some of the troops 
having previously fled by Shane Castle Road. The body that 
charged soon fell by our pikemen. At this time, the party 
stationed on the west side of the town entered by Bow Lane but 
were checked by a destructive fire from the men behind the wall, 
and a volley from another party posted at a house in the lane by 
which they entered. They were forced to retreat at the moment 
that a body of five hundred men from Connor and Kells, who 
had taken Randalstown on their march to Antrim, came to our 
assistance, and on entering the town, mistook the flying 
horsemen for a body of the King’s troops making a charge, and 
the retreat of the Bow Lane party for a complete rout. 

They became panic-struck, and instantly fled, McCracken 
immediately led a party down through the gardens, to dislodge 
the enemy from their position behind the wall, in front of the 
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demesne of Lord Massareene. This party, however, seeing the 
flight of the Connor and Kells men, followed their example and 
two of them crossing a pike-handle against McCracken’s breast, 
threw him down, when attempting to stop them and their 
comrades. The Monaghan regiment, with Donegall’s cavalry, 
now made their appearance on the road from Belfast, and took 
up a position at a little distance from the town, and placed two 
fieldpieces on an eminence, the main body keeping behind the 
elevated ground, as if expecting an attack, while a party of the 
Donegall corps surrounded our men who were stationed in the 
field, between them and the town, and slaughtered them 
without mercy. 

We then formed in the street, and proceeded with our colours 
flying, to the upper part of the street by which we had entered 
and kept our ground there until the troops on the hill began to 
move; we then marched leisurely down the street, and went out 
by the back of the gardens, on the right hand side of the road, 
the enemy throwing some round shot at us, which we did not 
regard, and none of us fell. We retreated slowly to Donegore 
Hill, where we expected to find a body of men in reserve, 
commanded by Samuel Orr, the brother of William Orr; but they 
had dispersed before our arrival. There was nothing more to be 
hoped or to be done; all went home, with the exception of a very 
small number, of which I was one. Next morning, the news of 
Lord O’Neil’s death reached us. The account of that event I had 
from some of the men who had advanced and taken the guns 
near the market-house. When our men were approaching by 
Bow Lane, Lord O’Neil came out of a house beside the market-
house, with a pistol in each hand, one of which he fired at a 
pikeman, and wounded him in the thigh, of which wound the 
man continued lame during life. The man turned round, and 
seeing the other pistol levelled at him, used his pike in defence 
of his life. He declared that Lord O’Neil might have entered the 
castle-gate without any molestation from him, had he only 
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consulted his safety. I believe this to be true, though I was in the 
churchyard at the time it happened. 

Had Lord O’Neil surrendered, the capture and treatment of 
Major Jackson and others, who did so, is a proof that he would 
have got quarter, for such was both the orders to, and inclination 
of, the people. The troops under his lordship had intrenched 
themselves in the houses in Bow lane, to cover their retreat, if 
necessary, on Shane’s Castle, while a light corps, appointed to 
meet the assailants, were directed to wear each a red thread 
round his hatband, by which to know each other. 

One of the old volunteers who had served under Lord O’Neil, 
belonging to the Klage company, named Andrew Lewars, whose 
son fell at his side in the action in Antrim, seeing his boy quite 
dead, took his pouch and belt, and putting it on over his own, 
fell into the ranks, and with the additional ammunition during 
the action, kept up a well-directed and steady fire. He escaped 
in the retreat, and I met him at Muccamoor ten years afterwards, 
evincing the same fearless spirit. 

Samuel Orr behaved like a coward in Antrim; his flight caused a 
party headed by McCracken, who were proceeding to dislodge 
a body of yeomen in Lord Massareene’s demesne, to take to 
flight, when McCracken endeavoured to restrain them, but was 
thrown down and the panic became general; he then proceeded 
to Donegore hill and did not enter the town again. 

His party diminished in the mountains from one hundred to 
twenty-eight; Colonel Clavering sent up a letter by a spy to say 
he would grant terms to all the people, provided they gave up 
their arms, and give a reward of 100l a piece for each of the four 
following: – William Orr, Samuel Orr, and his brother John Orr, 
and Robert Johnstone. McCracken was not named. Samuel Orr 
surrendered, and got home. William Orr, still living was 
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transported; John Orr escaped to America, from Island Magee, 
along with Robert Orr, a chandler, who died there. 

Henry was already at Donegore hill, when we arrived, but on 
seeing the Kells men going home and our party dispersing in all 
directions, he and a few of his followers went further back into 
the mountains and joined some Belfast friends in the 
neighbourhood of Glenerry, but for want of some countrymen 
to learn the state of affairs, they could not ascertain whether any 
considerable numbers were brought together; but on hearing 
that the Kells men still remained in arms, they proceeded to 
Kells. Early on the tenth, when the Kells men were breaking up 
in consequence of news from Ballymenagh, that the people who 
collected had been deserted by their leaders, they likewise 
dispersed. Henry McCracken then went to Slemish, with such as 
were loath to give up the struggle and remained there until our 
number was reduced to twenty-eight; we then left that place and 
took post on the heights of Little Collin, where we heard the 
guns at Ballynahinch. 

On our march to the battle of Antrim, McCracken said, ‘If we 
succeed today there will be sufficient praise lavished on us, if we 
fail, we may expect proportionate blame. But whether we 
succeed or fail, let us try to deserve success.’ Henry had no other 
design in making this attempt, than to try the last effort for 
effecting a junction with the men in arms in the south, and to 
gain that point he was quite willing to sacrifice his life. But the 
fact is, when persecution and ferocious bigotry were stalking 
abroad, had we come to a quiet understanding to join in small 
communities, for the protection of one another’s life and liberty, 
by verbal agreement without any other obligation or design, 
many a valuable life would have been saved and perjury 
avoided. 
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News having reached us, that the men from the lower part of the 
country were flocking into Ballymenagh, from the 7th of June, — 
I joined them in a few days, and was ordered by the 
commandant of the town, to open a communication with the 
Kells men. The town had been taken on the 7th by the 
neighbours, and they were receiving reinforcements every hour; 
the commandant told us he had eleven thousand under his 
command, a thousand of which number had firearms, that he 
intended to march through the county Armagh into Louth for 
Dublin, and wished me to accompany the advanced guard, 
which he intended to be composed of the Kells men, to keep 
them from running home again. I obeyed his orders, and on the 
9th, we were ordered to Donegore Hill, but the men mutinied on 
the hill, and returned to Kells in the evening. We got billets and 
kept pickets on the road all night. The picket on Ballymenagh 
Road took a prisoner, who told us, that the people of 
Ballymenagh had been dispersed by the desertion of their 
officers; we sent a messenger to that place, and found the 
account was true. 

Henry McCracken having joined us that morning, and seeing the 
Kells men dispersing also, advised such as were loath to go 
home, to go with him to Slemish, and keep a rallying point, or 
let such as durst go home, have time to hear if they would be 
safe. We went to Slemish and found a spring at the south end of 
the hill, which we opened, and we remained there until Colonel 
Clavering came to Ballymenagh with four hundred men. He sent 
a message to us offering pardon, and one hundred guineas each, 
for four men supposed to be with us. We returned for an answer, 
that the men at Slemish would not pardon him. 

We were then reduced to twenty-eight and learning next day 
that a female visitor had reported our numbers and means of 
refreshment, to Clavering, we left the hill and marched in the 
direction of Belfast in open day, but stopped at Glenerry for the 



57 
 

night, and assembled on a hill called the Little Collin next 
morning. In the evening we heard the guns at Ballynahinch and 
marched in the direction of them; on our way we disarmed a 
guard at Ballyclare, and frightened their leaders a good deal, but 
hurt none of them. We crossed the country to Divis mountain 
and saw several houses on fire in the county of Down. 

On learning by a messenger, we had sent to Dunmurry, that the 
people were dispersed at Ballynahinch, we retraced our steps, 
and took post on the Black Bohell; there we were informed from 
Belfast, that the Wexford men were on their march for the north. 
We were then reduced to eight men, including McCracken, who 
sent word to his friends in Belfast, that he intended to meet the 
Wexford men; for although the people were dispersed by 
treachery, their spirit remained unbroken, and men were calling 
to us to learn if there was any hope, for the burning of houses, 
and scouring of the country still continued. Two ladies at this 
time arrived from Belfast at the risk of their lives, with word that 
General Nugent was apprised of our intention. McCracken then 
told us that he could make no farther use of our service, and after 
many words of kindness and of grief, he parted with us, and bid 
us think no more of following him. 

While we were looking sorrowfully after him, as he was going 
away to get some place of shelter for the ladies, it being then late 
in the evening, he called to me and another man, and said he had 
one more request to make, that we should endeavour to 
ascertain what the Wexford men were doing, and return with 
the intelligence to him as speedily as possible; but before we 
could return he had heard of their defeat, and then crossing the 
commons of Carrickfergus for Larne, he was taken, and suffered 
death in Belfast on the testimony of James Beck and John Minis. 

Henry Joy McCracken was the most discerning and determined 
man of all our northern leaders, and by his exertion chiefly the 
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Union of the societies of the north and south was maintained. 
His memory is still fresh in the hearts of those who knew him. 
Forty winters have passed over it, and the green has not gone 
from it. 

I had an opportunity of knowing many of our leaders, but none 
of those I was acquainted with resembled each other in their 
qualities and their principles, in the mildness of their manners, 
their attachment to their country, their forgetfulness of 
themselves, their remembrance of the merits of others, their 
steadiness of purpose, and their fearlessness, as did Henry Joy 
McCracken and Robert Emmet. 
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CHAPTER V 
The organization of the north being completed, the leaders, civil 
and military, chosen from the middle ranks, were exposed to 
greater danger from traitors, than labourers or tradesmen. The 
desire of distinction was a motive that induced many to accept 
of appointments, without seeing the responsibility attached to 
them, or the consequence to others of their delinquency, which 
led them to save themselves at any price, even the blood of the 
men who appointed them. The men of this last sort were so 
mixed with the masses, that the derangement of our plans was 
an easy task to the traitors. Russell, the first appointed General 
of Down, was a prisoner at Kilmainham. The Rev. Steele Dixon 
was appointed in his stead. The General of Antrim was arrested 
with Russell, but was liberated, and had gone home when the 
tortures commenced. It was agreed between him and another 
chief, who was to lead a forlorn hope, in case of necessity, that I 
should attend either as Aide-de-Camp. 

The General of Antrim either misunderstood, or knowingly and 
wilfully misrepresented, the signal for rising on the 21st of May, 
and kept us in suspense until the beginning of June. Blood had 
been shed in the south, and the people of the north became 
impatient. I went to the General of Antrim and told him that an 
irregular movement could not long be prevented. He said he 
would certainly call them out; I went among the people and told 
them what he said, they wanted to know who he was; I said, they 
would know that when he appeared, not being at liberty to tell 
his name, which traitors afterwards made a charge against me. 
The general summoned me, and sent me on a command, to the 
south, and said he had called a meeting of his colonels that day. 
I was met on my way by Henry J. McCracken, who stopped me, 
and said the general had not obeyed the signal for general action 
and must be watched. I went home by his orders, and that 
evening he came to my house, we learned that the general had 
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resigned; and John Hughes, the informer, being the medium of 
communication between Down and Antrim, he sent me with a 
letter to Dr. Dixon, but he had been arrested that day, Hughes 
sent me subsequently to different places to look for him, but he 
knew well my labour was lost. 

The organization of the north being thus deranged, the colonels 
flinched, and the chief of the Antrim men, the forlorn hope party 
of the union, not appearing, the duty fell on Henry J. McCracken; 
he sent fighting orders to the Colonels of Antrim, three of whom 
sent the identical orders to General Nugent, and the messenger 
he sent to Down proving unfaithful, the people of Down had no 
correct knowledge of affairs at Antrim, until they heard of the 
battle of the 7th of June. The greatest part of our officers, 
especially of those who were called colonels, either gave secret 
information to the enemy, or neutralized the exertions of 
individuals as far as their influence extended. 

I never knew a single colonel in the County of Antrim, who, 
when the time for active measures came, had drawn out his men, 
or commanded them, in that character. They had, however, a 
sufficient apology, for the General-in-chief whom they had 
appointed, resigned on the eve of action. We were thus situated, 
forced by burning of houses, and the torturing of the peasantry, 
into resistance. Without the due appointment of superior officers 
in the place of those who had resigned and abandoned the cause. 
I have already given you some account of the battle of Antrim; 
on some points, and not unimportant ones, you were 
misinformed by the Rev. Mr. McCartney. I was present on that 
occasion, and not a mere spectator of that battle. I pointed out to 
you, on the spot, the ground we occupied, and the several places 
where our people, at the onset, had triumphantly charged their 
enemies, and had been at last repulsed by them. Previous to our 
march for Antrim I was not appointed to any command; I had 
refused to accept of any. In the front rank there were eighteen 
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men, most of them personal friends and acquaintances of my 
own, led by a man named John McGladdery. I was in that front 
rank; and it was allowed by our opponents the men belonging 
to it marched up the main street, and met the enemy’s troops in 
good order, and did the duty assigned to them in a becoming 
manner. The first position taken was the churchyard, which 
commands the main street. There our green banner wets 
unfurled, and McCracken was stationed with his principal 
officers about him. 

When the street firing on us commenced, a girl came up to us, in 
the churchyard, and told our leader there was a loophole in the 
wall where he had better go. She had come there in the midst of 
the firing to point it out to him. When the panic occurred, and 
the party in reserve mistook the flight of some dragoons for a 
charge on their companions, McCracken on quitting the 
churchyard to check the disorder, left me in command of that 
place, and I maintained it as long as there was a hope of keeping 
possession of the town. 

I wish to correct a few errors in the statement of Dr. Macartney’s, 
respecting the battle of Antrim. It is not true, that we had two 
pieces of cannon at Antrim, we had a brass piece which had 
belonged to the Volunteers. It, and another of the same 
description, had been buried without the knowledge of the Rev. 
Mr. Campbell, in his Meeting House at Templepatrick. When the 
Monaghan Militia were burning the village of Templepatrick, 
the other piece was discovered, and Mr. Campbell, who knew 
nothing whatsoever of the concealment of the pieces there, was 
suspected to have had a guilty knowledge of the fact and was 
never forgiven by Lord Templeton. The men who were in the 
foremost ranks of the people, marching into Antrim, were a 
small body of the Roughforth Volunteers, remarkably steady 
men, they came on in three files, six deep. The colunm that 
followed consisted of Templepatrick and Carnmoney men, and 
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some of the Killead people, who had arms. Those of the 
Campbell family were particularly distinguished among them 
for their courage; Joshua and Henry fell in the action. 

It is stated by Mr. Macartney, that the people marched to music, 
or that the air of the Lass of Richmond Hill was played. We had 
no musical instruments of any kind amongst us. A man of the 
name of Harvey commenced singing ‘The Marsellois Hymn, as 
we marched into the town, in which his companions joined, but 
thinking we needed a more lively air, I struck up a verse of a 
merry Irish song, which was soon joined in by our party. With 
respect to persons dressed in green uniform amongst us, the 
only green uniform at the battle of Antrim was worn by Robert 
Wilson, which uniform I had succeeded in bringing out of 
Belfast, in a sack the day that the flogging of the people 
commenced there. Wilson was a young man of great courage, 
and excellent conduct and discretion. He had been very active 
all along, and always behaved with prudence and resolution. 
His family were highly respectable, his father held a situation in 
the Belfast Bank. 

Mr. Macartney, and the yeomen he commanded, after the 
burning of some houses in the town, had taken refuge behind 
the wall of the park of Lord Massareene, in front of the high 
street, and occasionally rose up and fired some shots down the 
street. Close to the market-house, near the castle gate, some 
yeomen and horse soldiers kept their ground, the yeomen had 
two pieces of cannon there, which were soon silenced. We were 
about to attack the horsemen when a body of Ballyclare men 
entered the town by the west end street, and by Bow Lane. This 
caused some confusion, and the troops at the market-house 
profited by it to renew their fire and took off some of our leaders. 
The people began to give way, and in attempting to stop the 
fugitives, McCracken, who proceeding with a party of men, by 
the rear of the houses, to dislodge the yeomen stationed in Lord 
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Massareene’s park, was borne down, disobeyed, and deserted 
by the panic-struck multitude. He then made his way to 
Donegore Hill, along with Robert Wilson, where he expected to 
find a body of men in reserve, but all his plans had been 
frustrated by the defection of the military chiefs. James Agnew 
Farrell, and Mr. Quin, a person employed in the salt works at 
Larne, had been appointed colonels, but neither acted. Farrell 
either brought, or sent, his fighting orders to General Nugent, 
and then he went to Scotland. 

One of our prisoners was a Captain George Mason McClaverty, 
who had been taken that morning in his house, and carried to 
Donegal Hill. He used every argument to prevail on the people 
to disperse and return to their homes, promising them every 
protection in his power. He subsequently fulfilled his promise to 
the letter, not one of the persons in his neighbourhood, many of 
whom he had seen in arms that day, did he suffer to be troubled 
or prosecuted. He was one of the most humane and just 
magistrates in the county. The number of the people killed in the 
town, that is to say in the action, was very few. James 
McGlathery, who had a command, wrote a sketch of the action, 
which Miss McCracken saw in the hands of his sister, Mrs. Shaw, 
of Belfast, in which it was stated that only five or six of the people 
were killed in the town in action, and H. J. McCracken said the 
statement was correct. The dead bodies of both parties were 
buried in the sands, at Shane’s Castle, but those of the people, 
who were found slain in the fields, were buried in the crossroads 
at Muckamore, where it had been customary to inter those who 
committed suicide. 

While any prospect of serving our cause appeared to exist, a few 
of us remained in arms; our ranks at length diminished, the 
influence of the merchants on the manufacturers, and that of the 
manufacturers on the workmen, formed a strong claim of 
pecuniary interests in the province of Ulster, so that shelter or 
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relief of any kind afforded to those who stood out, was at the 
risk of the life and property of the giver. The very perfection of 
our organization in Ulster gave treachery the greater scope, from 
the greater intercourse it caused in societies and committees, and 
numbers of persons, thus becoming personally known to each 
other, the organization of treachery was rendered still more 
complete, and, if a comparative few had not thrown their lives 
into the scale, Castlereagh’s plan of keeping the north and south 
divided, must have sooner succeeded. 

When all our leaders deserted us, Henry Joy McCracken stood 
alone faithful to the last. He led on the forlorn hope of the cause 
at Antrim and brought the government to terms with all but the 
leaders. He died, rather than prove a traitor to his cause, of 
which fact I am still a living witness, who shared in all his 
exertions while he lived, and defy any authentic contradiction of 
that assertion now, or at any future date. 

On the 7th of June 1798, the Braid men had assembled near 
Broughshane, and marched for Ballymena. They were met, on 
the way, by some yeomen from Ballymena, whom they took 
prisoners, and marched back to town. The prisoners seeing their 
neighbours were suffered to carry their arms, until they should 
deposit them in the market house, but when they were on the 
stairs, going up to the market house, one of the prisoners, named 
Davison, having a blunderbuss, discharged it at the people, 
killed one man, and wounded another, firing then commenced 
from both parties, several fell in the streets, and the yeomen got 
in safety into the house. The people left the street for some little 
time, until a tar barrel was set on fire under the ceiling, and some 
shots were fired up through it, one of which killed a yeoman; the 
smoke of the burning tar, admonished the yeomen of their 
danger, they threw out their arms, and begged for mercy, which 
was granted, and they were put into the Black Hole under the 
market-house. 
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A jury sat on the man who broke the peace, and he was 
condemned to die: two imprudent young men went to put the 
sentence into immediate execution, and were followed by 
others, but on entering the cell, they found the man they were in 
search of, sitting on some timber that lay there. They ordered 
him to rise, he refused, and one of them struck him with the butt 
of his musket, he fell back over the timber on which he sat, and 
one of the young men taking him by the hand, to raise him on 
his feet, having a dagger in the other, the yeoman seized the 
weapon, and drove it through the young man’s breastbone, who 
exclaimed ‘I am killed.’ Another young man then rushed 
forward and received three wounds, when an old man entered 
took hold of the prisoner, and though he was wounded by the 
yeoman in nine places, the old man dragged him to the door, 
and there he died by the pike. The other wounded man 
recovered, but the old man was afterwards prosecuted, and 
suffered death in Ballymena. 

The people continued to flock into Ballymena for two days; but 
treachery was too well organized in the middle ranks, 
particularly among the rich farmers, who discouraged their 
neighbours with contradictory reports. An officer of the 
Volunteers of 1784 had the command of the town of Ballymena 
at this time. He said he had 11,000 men under his command, 
with whom he would march for Dublin; that he would put the 
Kells men in the advanced guard, to prevent them from running 
home again. We obeyed his order; joined the Kells men, who 
were ordered to Donegore Hill, and on our march were followed 
by a young man on horseback, who reported, as he rode along 
our lines, that peace had been made; that Lord O’Neil had 
forgiven all his tenants a year’s rent, and they had returned 
home; and that the men at Toombridge had accepted the terms, 
and dispersed, which news produced a mutiny. We then 
returned to Kells — this was on the 9th — and on the 10th, in the 
morning, we learned that the leaders in Ballymena had deserted 
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and the people had dispersed; the Kells men followed the 
example. Mr. McCracken had been employed in collecting a few 
stragglers in the mountains, mostly Belfast men, who could not 
go home; and such as were willing to continue in arms marched 
with him. 

On Saturday, the 9th of June, I joined the Kells-men, and was 
told that there were some boxes of new arms in the 
neighbourhood, that would be distributed as soon as required. I 
got a fine-looking new musket, which my comrade fancied, and 
I gave it to him. He brought it to Slemish before he discovered 
that the touchhole was only bored sufficiently far into the barrel 
to prevent discovery, without its being tried by a pin; my 
comrade threw it on the green. Whether his doing so prevented 
us from getting more new arms or not, I do not know; but we 
saw but the one musket. The open danger which we ran, was 
nothing to the deep treachery which we had to encounter and 
defeat. 

The first authentic account received at Down from Antrim, was 
from William Kane, a native of Belfast, who crossed the channel 
in a boat to Holywood. But the principal leader in that district 
had fled to a tender, that lay in Belfast Lough, for refuge. News 
went to Bangor, and the people, commanded by James Scott, 
who afterwards went to New York, secured some guns from a 
barge that lay in Belfast Lough, and marched to join a body of 
Killinchy men, who had defeated a party of the York Fencibles, 
near Saintfield. They advanced a short distance, when a party of 
Loyalists, mostly belonging to the towns, who had joined 
through fear, was met, and permitted to return home. They were 
reinforced by some men from Holywood, and the surrounding 
country, and learning that a party from Newtownards had 
received a check at Newtown, they marched in that direction. 
The soldiers fled on their approach, and left their drums, 
baggage, and arms with the people. They then marched to 
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Scraby mountain, and next day joined the Killinchy men at 
Creevy Rocks, when Munro appeared, and was appointed, by 
acclamation, to the chief command. 

He marched direct for Ballynahinch; divided his men into two 
parties, in order to enter the town at either end, and, on their 
approach, the enemy fled, and loft a baker (the only one in town) 
hanging at his own door. The main body took post on the hill of 
Ednavaddy, and next day, about two o’clock, the enemy 
appeared, — horse, foot, and artillery, from Belfast. Munro 
ordered his musketry to intercept them at the Windmill Hill, 
which they did by a well-directed fire. The enemy retreated, and 
the people followed them some distance; the troops rallied, 
brought up their artillery, gained the town, and planted out-
posts at no great distance from the people. 

A company of young men, called the ‘Broomhedge Boys,’ from 
their having sprigs of broom in their hats, dislodged them, with 
the loss of seventeen of their number, and thirty-six of the enemy 
killed, and some prisoners, for the people gave quarter, though the 
enemy did not. A troop of the enemy’s horse was cut off in the 
night, by an outpost of the people, which was all that happened 
during the night. Early in the morning, Scott, of Bangor, led a 
select party into town under a heavy fire from the enemy 
stationed in the houses on each side of the street, and grape shot 
from the artillery in the street. The guns were taken and retaken 
three times. The last charge the enemy made, they fell to a man; 
but the sound of the bugle for retreat, on the part of the enemy, 
was mistaken by the people for the signal for another charge, 
which produced a panic, the people fled in all directions; the 
retreat from the town caused the panic to extend to the hill, and 
the whole mass dispersed. 

The people’s cause was finally lost, (at least in that struggle). It 
now only remained for the enemy to attack the memory of the 
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dead, and the characters of the living, and to slander all who had 
dared to resist their cruelty. Such as could be neither intimidated 
nor corrupted, were put to death, or banished; and those, whose 
fortune it was to escape, could not contradict the false reports, 
with any chance of safety or success. At this period, confidence 
was driven back to the narrow circles of well-tried acquaintance, 
and every stranger was met with suspicion. The names of the 
inmates of houses were posted on every door; the situation of 
such as would not surrender on Cornwallis’s proclamation, can 
only be conceived by those who felt it. What induced so many to 
risk the danger of refusing the proffered terms, I will not pretend 
to determine; but mine was this — having joined the Union in 
the spring-time of its strength, from a conscientious conviction 
of its principles being right, and having had no reason to change 
my opinion, when the society was overtaken by adversity, I felt 
bound to that cause to which I had pledged my life along with 
my countrymen, and I considered to surrender under that 
proclamation, was’ not only a recantation of one’s principles, but 
a tacit acquiescence in the justice of the punishment which had 
been inflicted on thousands of my unfortunate associates. 

To hold up my hands for pardon to those who had imbrued 
theirs in the blood of my associates, seemed to me to carry with 
it a participation in the guilt of the blood of my brethren. 
Thinking a clear conscience of all things most necessary, and 
looking to the Most High alone for protection, I could not join in 
any written or verbal acknowledgment of guilt, or solicitation 
for pardon to any human being. I resolved never to be taken 
alive; I knew no danger, but that of wilfully and knowingly 
doing wrong. They in Ulster, that acted otherwise, gave our 
enemies an opportunity of shaking the confidence of our 
countrymen in the other provinces, by constantly reminding 
them how the Dissenters of the north began the business, and in 
the time of need were the first to abandon it. 
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The taunt only served for a time to keep up a desire in the 
Northerns to show that the cause in the North had not been 
abandoned by them. There was an earnest watching of the 
fortunes of the Continental war at this time. The Liberals, or 
moderate aristocrats, in some instances, affecting to sympathize 
with the people, became the channel of intelligence to the enemy, 
of the hopes and expectations that still lingered in the people’s 
mind. In many instances information of this kind was conveyed 
without intending perfidy; its being given, arose from the 
intercourse of the parties with the higher classes. The feelings of 
the people thus ascertained, kept the government in perpetual 
apprehension; but their hired spies often raised the 
apprehension to very unnecessary alarm, fabricating 
conspiracies, plots, etc. 

In this way they fabricated a plot, which they pretended to 
discover, after the suppression of the rebellion, amongst the state 
prisoners in Kilmainham gaol. The report occasioned a search to 
be made, when some papers were taken from a man named 
Ivers, of Carlow, one of the state prisoners, who immediately 
after was removed to Fort George in Scotland. The few who were 
neither to be intimidated nor corrupted, were thus sacrificed in 
one way or the other, either put to death or banished, or 
pursued, and forced to fly to foreign countries.’ 

 

CHAPTER VI 
I REMAINED at work nearly four months, after the failure of our 
last effort in the neighbourhood of Belfast and Ballymena. No 
positive information appeared to have been sworn against me, 
and so far, I was fortunate enough to escape the fate of my noble 
leader, and of many of my brave companions. But stiff I was a 
marked man and was compelled for years to wander from place 
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to place and avoid my enemies. During this period, many 
circumstances came to my knowledge, connected with our 
struggle, which made a deep impression on my mind, and some 
of them ought not to be forgotten. 

James Hunter, of Glenely, near Glenarm, was a respectable 
farmer, and well beloved by every honest man who knew him; 
when the people assembled in arms, on Bellair Hill, above 
Glenarm, he appeared among them. Squire Boyd, of Ballycastle, 
came to his house, some days after the dispersion of the people 
with his yeomen, early in the morning, roused him and his wife 
and family out of bed, set a ladder to a tree before his door, and 
fastened a rope about his neck, and setting his house on fire, had 
him mounted on the ladder ready to turn him off. While the 
yeomen were about their hangman’s work, Boyd inquired, of the 
unfortunate man, if he had any confession of his guilt to make, 
or anything to say. Hunter, who had previously in vain 
supplicated to be heard, cried out — ‘There is a child in that 
house, an orphan, who was brought up by me — if I saw it out 
unhurt, I would be content to die: but the house began to burn 
with such fury that no one dared to enter. Boyd ordered the 
yeomen to take the prisoner down and let him venture in. He 
was taken down, and, the moment he was unbound, he rushed 
into the house. He knew well that no child was there, he ran to a 
window that was in the gable of the house, and near it was a 
hollow, where some apple trees grew, which was so covered 
with smoke, that the yeomen did not observe his escape until 
they saw him on a lime hill, at a considerable distance, waving 
his hand for them to follow, which, from his knowledge of the 
mountains, they knew it was useless to attempt. 

Hunter was taken afterwards and prosecuted by a schoolfellow 
of his own, under the following circumstances, — the witness’s 
name was Daniel McCoy, he had joined the yeomen, and the 
country people had taken some of the yeomen’s families as 
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hostages to Bellair Hill. McCoy’s wife was one of the hostages, 
and lay in, on the hill. Hunter had a tent erected on a convenient 
place and set a guard over the tent to prevent any annoyance to 
her or the women that attended her, which McCoy alleged was 
a proof of his being a commander among the rebels. Hunter was 
condemned on his evidence, and lay under sentence of death, 
nine days in Carrickfergus Jail. By the interest of Sir Henry Vane 
Tempest, of Glenarm Castle, George Anson, McLaverty, of Larne 
Glen, and some other gentlemen, his sentence was changed to 
banishment, and he was sent to New Geneva, and from thence 
to the 11th Regiment in the West Indies, from which he escaped 
to the United States, and got home to his family. He had not been 
long at home when he was taken again, and by the same interest 
that had saved his life before, he got permission to go to Norway. 

The same gentlemen subsequently got permission for him to 
return home with his family. He had not been very long at home, 
when the cattle of his neighbour, the man on whose evidence he 
had been convicted, were seized on for debt. As soon as Hunter 
heard of the distress the man had fallen into, he went to him, 
entered bail for the debt, and relieved the cattle. I happened to 
be on a visit at Hunter’s when the prosecutor came to him for a 
receipt, in discharge for the debt which had been punctually 
paid by him. He talked of his having kept his promise and began 
to boast of his honourable conduct. Hunter took no notice of his 
boasting, but I did, and took some pains to show him the 
difference between Hunter’s conduct and his own. I told him he 
must never think of boasting in the presence of a man who had 
gained two such great victories, for Hunter must have 
conquered himself before he was able to conquer his deadly 
enemy. During Hunter’s exile, his farm which was valuable, had 
been heavily mortgaged, he sold out his interest in it, and went 
with his family to the United States. I heard of their safe arrival 
at Philadelphia, but never had any further account of him or his 
family since his arrival there. 
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Joseph Corbally, a tailor, lived near Nawl. He was a well-
disposed young man, and when Defenderism was introduced 
into the counties of Meath and Dublin, he was appointed a 
captain, but a faction sprung up in his neighbourhood, the 
followers of which began to plunder in the name of Defenders. 
The Defenders of which he had the command, were under 
obligation to obey him, not in any violation of the law, but in the 
defence of life and property. In virtue of this obligation, he 
procured a warrant, arrested some of the robbers, and delivered 
them up to the civil authorities. The Volunteers had not then 
been put down, and he used to discipline his men (the 
Defenders), as if they were Volunteer recruits, on a hill in the 
neighbourhood. Archibald Hamilton Rowan, and James N. 
Tandy, happened to pass, from Drogheda to Dublin, by the road, 
along the side of the hill, in sight of the parade where the men 
were mustered, and went up to them and gave them their advice 
to desist, telling them that their appearing in arms would not 
serve either themselves or the country; and their parades were 
discontinued. A magistrate, named Graham, having discovered 
the circumstance, induced two of the robbers, whom Corbally 
had arrested, to swear against him, as a leader of Defenders, and 
had him committed to jail; while he lay in Kilmainham for trial, 
Graham offered him his liberty, and a large reward, if he would 
swear against Rowan and Tandy. 

Corbally, after his trial was over, told the offer he had from 
Graham, to the gentlemen whom it concerned, who commenced, 
or talked of commencing, a suit against Graham for conspiring 
against their lives. Corbally had no witness but the jailor and lie 
swore that he was drunk at the time, and could not remember 
the conversation, and Corbally was sentenced to four years 
transportation to Botany Bay. On his way to his destination, one 
of the convicts told the captain of the vessel that there was a 
conspiracy to murder him and the crew, and turn pirates; he 
pointed out as leader, whose name I have forgotten, and 



73 
 

Corbally being observed as the acquaintance of the man that was 
accused, was put in irons along with him. The man was tried, 
and condemned, and flogged to death, and Corbally lay for three 
days handcuffed to his corpse, before it was committed to the 
sea. Before they landed, it was found out that the information 
was false, and the captain flogged the informer severely. When 
his term of banishment had expired, Corbally returned to 
England in a South Sea whaler, came to his own country, and 
died with his widowed mother at home. 

At the beginning of the short peace, the Orangemen of Dublin 
held their usual rejoicings on the 12th of July. Cavan Street was 
then the residence of many of them, mostly nailors. An opposite 
party, in the neighbourhood, took a notion, that being then at 
peace with France, they might lawfully hold a day of rejoicing 
on the 14th, which they did by dressing the fountain, in Cavan 
Street, with green boughs. The Orange party, who were mostly 
yeomen, stood inside of their doors with loaded arms. A tall 
young man, named Ryan, a wine-porter, passing through the 
street, being a Catholic, but not at all concerned in the business, 
was shot dead by a nailor named Shiels. The nailer was sought 
for, and proclaimed by the magistrates, but was concealed in the 
Royal Barracks. This was disclosed by a soldier from the barrack 
to a friend of mine; but who dared to go there to apprehend him? 
I had no knowledge of any of the relations of the deceased; but I 
had some knowledge of Counsellor McNally, so I went and told 
him, that if he would procure me a warrant, I would go to the 
barracks, present myself to the commanding officer, and point 
out the very room in which the murderer was. 

McNally seemed highly pleased, and desired me to call in the 
evening, and he would have the warrant, which I did. He then 
put me off until next morning, when he sent his son with me to 
Justice Greenshields, of Bride Street, with whom he stayed in 
private for about ten minutes; and then, coming out of the office 
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with the Justice, he said to him, (pointing to me), this is the man. 
The Justice then asked me my name, and where I lived, my 
business, and if I was any relation of the deceased; and, being 
answered no, he asked what interest I had in pursuing Shiels. I 
said none, but the common interest, that people might feel, who 
wished, to be able to come and go through the streets, about their 
business, without being shot; but if his honour did not think 
proper to intrust me with the warrant, I had no right to insist; 
and telling him where Shiels was to be found, I walked away. 
While I was doing this, word arrived that Shiels was gone off 
with a party of soldiers. A number of the Liberty Boys set off to 
keep them in view, if possible. They met the soldiers returning 
without Shiels, and being then convinced of his flight, two of the 
party, one Donally, who had served with Shiels, in the Tipperary 
Militia, and a lad named Barry, continued the pursuit. 

An uncle of the deceased was called on and acquainted with the 
step I had taken; he applied to Greenshields for a warrant, and 
it was granted to him. The uncle, accompanied by Edward Finn 
and myself, then began our pursuit. Shiels had left the barracks 
in the morning, and the same day, at sunset, we were at 
Castleknock, on the track of the murderer. We passed through 
Dunshaughhn at dusk; we observed Donally standing at a door. 
He had overtaken Shiels, who said he meant to travel by 
Enniskillen for Derry; but a carman joining them on the road, 
Shiels agreed for a seat on his car into Navan, and Donally, 
having no money, was forced to return. At daybreak we set out, 
and passed through the town of Kells, where Shiels had told 
Donally he expected to meet friends, and stop, perhaps, two 
days. Barry was left at Navan, on the look-out; others were left 
on the watch at Kells, and the uncle and I continued our journey 
in another direction. 

The uncle, an old soldier, who had the ague, in the West Indies, 
was unable to continue the chase, so I proceeded, alone, as far as 
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Butlersbridge, where I had some acquaintance closing that pass 
also; but, on my return, I learned that Barry had arrived, and had 
met with Shiels in a public-house in Navan, and being asked by 
him, or some of his company, to drink a toast which he did not 
like, Barry went out, seemingly in a huff, and returned with a 
constable, and arrested him, and had him confined; but the 
magistrate, having no information to warrant his committal, 
could only detain him for twenty-four hours. He, therefore, sent 
Barry forward with a carriage in quest of his uncle, who had the 
warrant, and thus, our object having been accomplished, I set 
out for Dublin. Shiels was committed to goal in Navan, and from 
thence transmitted to Dublin. 

When his trial came on. Counsellor McNally called the strongest 
evidence, which was so clear, that no jury could have acquitted 
him; but it was so contrived that the jury sat out the commission 
and were discharged. A day was appointed for a second trial, he 
was again brought before a jury. The Judge, in charging the jury, 
said — ‘Gentlemen of the jury, I see this is party business.’ And 
so, the murderer Shiels, was acquitted, and rewarded by 
government, by being appointed to the situation of a guard of 
the mail coach; what became of him afterwards I know not, but 
Ryan was not his first victim. 

Of my many escapes from danger, there was one which I had 
great reason to be thankful for. I had been working at my trade 
in Dublin, from the time I came from Tullamore. The house 
where I lived was next to one in which a tailor, named Oder, 
lived, who belonged to Major Sirr’s gang. He was what we called 
a guineapig, from the wages which he received weekly, for 
attending every night, at Smyth’s in Crampton Court, off Dame 
Street, with such information as he could procure. In the house 
where my family was, there was a very honest man, named 
Edward Holmes, who was very kind to my wife and children; 
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he was a slater, and, in the course of his business, he fell into a 
job, in which the notorious Hugh Woolahan was also employed. 

Holmes being a United-man, and an unsuspecting one, was also 
persuaded by Woolahan that he was a friend also. Holmes 
invited him to dine at his house, and, while at dinner, told him 
what a fine fellow lodged upstairs, to whom he would introduce 
him the first opportunity. When I came home at night, he told 
me that a friend of our cause had dined with him, from Wicklow 
or Wexford; and, on hearing his name, ‘Take care,’ said I, ‘It is 
not Woolahan the murderer you have, for whose acquittal the 
officers who sat on his court-martial were censured by Lord 
Cornwallis.’ 

Holmes met him going to work next morning, and asked plainly 
if he was that man, he denied it, and said he was only his brother; 
but as soon as Holmes went to work, he was warned, by stones 
and brickbats falling near him, that he was not among friends, 
and he was glad to get his ladders and his life safe out of it. 
Shortly after, the wife of Oder, the tailor above mentioned, called 
on my landlord, John Golding, and said she had a secret to tell 
him, if she durst, that might be useful to some of his friends who 
were in danger; but he kept his distance, alleging, he knew of 
none of his friends being in danger at all. 

One evening, shortly after this occurrence, I had to go to Cork 
Street, and did not go straight home, which was fortunate for 
me, for when I came home, a man at the door told me that men 
of a suspicious appearance had been inquiring for me, and that 
one, who called himself Adair, a carpenter, said I had appointed 
to meet him that evening; that there were several of them, and 
that they parted three and three, and went different roads. My 
own son James, then about seven years of age, came up, and said, 
that bad-looking men were there, he saw their pistols under their 
coats; I then ran upstairs, but Rosy had been invited to spend 
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that evening at Mr. Palmer’s. I went downstairs immediately, 
and Mrs. Barry, whose husband had given me the first warning, 
met me, and showed me three of the gang at the corner of Little 
Longford Street. I observed a boy under a lamp opposite, in the 
lane; I left the house and walked smartly down the lane, with a 
pistol cocked in each hand, expecting to meet some of the party, 
and, on turning the corner, I observed the boy following me, 
whom I had seen under the lamp: I went down Great George’s 
Street into Dame Street, and over Essex Bridge to Chapel Street, 
to warn a man named Kirkwood, with whom I had been that 
evening, that he might be prepared if the search came. The boy 
who had followed me all this way passed me as I entered Bolton 
Street, and ran before me, I at first thought that Coffey’s house 
might be guarded, and that he was going to warn the guard of 
my approach, but observing him stop at a gateway, and place 
himself close up to the gate, I sprang round the corner into King 
Street, and then turning down by the front of Newgate, and 
crossing to Church Street by the lower end of Newgate, went up 
Church Street, and round by King Street, and into the house of 
one Patrick Martin, a cooper, where I stopped for the night, and 
next morning sent to inquire for my family, and learned that I 
had been only gone from home a short time when the guard 
returned, they stopped there until Posy came home, 
accompanied by Mr. Palmer’s son, William, a very undaunted 
youth, but of a mild appearance. 

She passed in through the guard, and they inquired of her if Mrs. 
Moylan was in, (the name she went by), she said she was going 
up to see, and bid Mr. Palmer come up — her seeming 
unconcern deceived them, and she going into the room, next to 
her own, and biding Mr. Palmer good night, he was not stopped 
at the door. Two of our children being asleep in that room, and 
the third in care of the mistress of the house. Rosy threw off her 
cloak, took the child on her knee, and sat on the foot of a bed, in 
a few minutes the guard came up, and, my door being locked, 
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they went into the room where Rosy was, in which there were 
two men and two women in bed, whom they examined very 
strictly, but they all speaking with up-country tongue, they never 
seemed to see Rosy at all, and the mistress of the place not being 
in bed, kept them in talk until they went out on the lobby, and 
began to talk of searching my room, when Rosy slipped the key 
to the mistress, and she told them, the woman left it with her 
when she went out, they then went in, and searched the room 
narrowly, not forgetting the chimney, but no discovery. 

Rosy was represented as a woman whose husband was at sea, 
but as she had not heard of him for some time, he was thought 
to be dead, but some of my clothes being in the room they 
remarked she must be a curious widow who had men’s trousers 
in her room, which the mistress dexterously answered by saying 
that she was well handed and mended or made for men or 
women for the support of her children. They then went away, 
saying they would call and see their widow again. They took a 
letter which we had been both writing, which they noticed, but 
no clue was in it for them. As soon as they were gone, and the 
hall-door shut, Rosy took her bed, and the children, down to Mr. 
Holme’s room, for the night, and, at the first light in the morning, 
the informers returned, and were told she had left the house on 
hearing of their visit, and no one knew, or wished to know, 
where she went. Oder, the informer, lost his birth, he was taken 
and sworn to as a deserter, and sent to a condemned regiment. 

When I arrived in Dublin, in 1798, it was then believed, by the 
best informed of my friends, that Lord Edward’s arrest was 
occasioned by the imprudence of a girl in Murphy’s house, in 
Thomas Street. But at a much later period, in 1815, I was 
informed by the wife of an employer of mine, John Blair, who 
had been a soldier in the Antrim Militia, that she was in the 
Royal Barracks, Dublin, the day that Lord Edward was taken; 
and that it was known to the soldiers’ wives, the whole 
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afternoon of that day, that Lord Edward was in the house of 
Murphy’s, the feather merchant, in Thomas Street; she said, that 
one of the soldier’s wives had been employed to wash down 
Murphy’s stairs, that Lord Edward had been down stairs when 
she began to work, and had sprung lightly past her, leaving the 
marks of his shoes on the newly washed stairs, and when he was 
out of hearing she cursed his feet, but the servant girl, who heard 
her, said, ‘Why do you speak so rude to a gentleman?’ 

‘He is some scut,’ was the answer. 

‘Oh,’ said the girl, ‘that is Lord Edward Fitzgerald.’ 

This agreed so well with what I had heard in Dublin, that I 
thought it likely to have gone from the barracks to the castle. Nor 
did I hear any other reason given for the discovery, although I 
had recourse to Dublin for eight years, immediately after the 
transaction, and had access to men of all ranks, that had been 
kindly to our cause. 
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CHAPTER VII 
After the battle of Antrim, I remained in the north, till the month 
of November 1798, when I was compelled to quit that part of the 
country to avoid being arrested. I proceeded to Dublin, where I 
was joined by my wife and child, in the summer of 1799, and 
worked there at cotton weaving, until I was employed by Mr. 
Charles H. Teeling, who was then establishing a bleach green at 
the Nawl, in the County Meath. 

While I was living at Mr. Teeling’s, a poor fellow who had been 
discharged from the Armagh militia, and was returning home 
with his family, his wife and children fell sick on the road near 
Mr. Teeling’s and got a lodging in a farmer’s barn for a night, 
but learning it was fever, they were turned out next morning; 
being unable to travel further they lay down in a ditch on the 
roadside. I found them in that miserable situation, and told Mr. 
Teeling of it, he sent his men that instant, and before night had a 
booth erected and thatched, fit to resist the heaviest rain, and 
had the family provided regularly with plenty of clean dry 
wheat straw; by his assistance and support the family were all 
restored to health, and enabled to pursue their journey. 

I worked at weaving with Edward Finn, in the Liberty, till June 
1799. Circumstances then obliged me to move my quarters. I 
went down to Mr. Charles Teeling’s place, at the Nawl, in the 
County Meath, and remained in his employment, as overseer of 
his bleach green, till 1802. A foreman of Mr. Teeling’s, named 
John McCarroll, gave information against me. I then had to fly 
and return to Dublin. With the assistance of Mr. Teeling I set up 
a small haberdasher’s store, at No. 8, on the Coombe, and I 
remained there till the month of June 1803. I had formerly 
worked, for a short time, with Mr. Lawrence Tighe, in his bleach 
green at Blue Bells, near Dublin. Tighe one day asked me a 



81 
 

question which caused me to think he was an informer, and I 
immediately left his employment. 

The place I lived in, on the Coombe, was directly opposite a 
temporary barrack, where a company of soldiers was stationed. 
In the spring of 1803, James McGucken, the attorney of Belfast, 
called upon me for information, which I refused to give him. I 
had a comrade, a native of Dublin, who had settled with his 
family in Belfast. Russell had sent for him, and this he had told 
to McGucken. The latter followed him to Dublin, accompanied 
by Cornelius Brannan, a tailor, and called on me, at my little 
place on the Coombe, to inquire for my comrade, and to put 
other questions to me which I did not answer. He then offered 
me money to quit my connection with the United Irishmen. 

‘If you have fulfilled your obligation to their society,’ said I, ‘you 
can quit when you choose; but it does not seem to me that I have 
fulfilled mine yet.’ 

‘Well,’ said he, raising his voice, and speaking angrily, ‘tell your 
comrade to see me before he leaves Dublin, or by — I will be his 
death.’ 

I had a case of pistols lying in the desk behind the counter 
loaded. I took them out, and levelling one of them at him, and 
pointing with the other to the barrack, I said, ‘James, I know the 
guard is there, you have shewn what you are, I will shew you 
how little I regard your threat.’ 

‘Ah, Jemie,’ said he, recovering himself, quickly, and forcing 
himself to smile, ‘I never thought it would come to this, between 
you and me.’ 

‘It is your own doing,’ said I. He asked if we could not have 
something to drink, in order to shew that we were friends again. 
I replied that I was not his enemy unless he forced me to be such. 
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I sent out for some porter, we drank out of the same vessel, and 
the unpleasant affair went off as a joke. My landlord lived next 
door. The moment McGucken left my shop, I went to the former, 
paid my rent, packed up my little property, and that evening I 
quitted the house. McGucken came next day, at ten 
o’clock, accompanied by an officer of the Liberty yeomen, and a 
gentleman whom my landlord did not know; but the bird had 
flown. A few days before, I received a note, stating, that if I 
would walk, on a certain evening, between Roper’s Rest and 
Harold’s Cross, I would meet a friend there, I went, and found 
Robert Emmet waiting for me. 

From the Coombe, I removed, along with my wife and an infant, 
to Butterfield-lane, near Rathfarnham, to a house which had 
been taken by Mr. Robert Emmet. During my residence there, I 
assisted Mr. Robert Emmet in all his operations, until Mr. Russell 
required me to go with him to the North. I first became 
acquainted with Russell, in Belfast, soon after the United system 
came into operation. He honoured me with his friendship, — 
friendship, which, ripening to the utmost extent of human 
confidence, continued during his life, and will continue to 
endear his memory during mine. 

It was previous to my meeting with Mr. Emmet, that Mr. 
Neilson, at the risk of his life, returned, without the permission 
of government, from banishment, and that he applied to me to 
accompany him to the North. This was in 1802, when I brought 
him there, and back again, to Dublin, in safety. It was in 1803 
that I was sent by Mr. Emmet to the North, with Mr. Russel. On 
our failure there, I went with William H. Hamilton, the brother-
in-law of Mr. Russel, to Ballyboy, in the County Monaghan. I 
kept him there, in safety, at Mr. Crawford’s, for a long time. He 
left that place, against my will, and was taken in a cabin, in the 
neighbourhood, and I, having been seen in his company, that 
part of the country was no longer safe for me. 
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I went to Drogheda, .and fell to work, where I remained, until 
the 12th of July 1804. I found my wife, after all the perils she had 
escaped, the same in cheerfulness, in hope, in patience, in 
fortitude, I had ever found her. She had gone through scenes, 
which tried some of those qualities. In 1803, a short time after 
Henry Howley’s arrest, and the death of Hanlon, who was shot 
by him, while the soldiers were bringing Hanlon’s body on a 
door, through a street in the Liberty, my wife was passing, with 
her youngest child in her arms, having under her cloak, a 
blunderbuss and a case of pistols, which she was taking to the 
house of Denis Lambert Redmond, who suffered afterwards. She 
stepped into a shop, and when the crowd had passed, she went 
on, and executed her orders. On another occasion, she was sent 
to a house in the Liberty, where a quantity of ball-cartridges had 
been lodged, to carry them away, to prevent ruin being brought 
on the house and its inhabitants. She went to the house, put them 
in a pillowcase, and emptied the contents into the canal, at that 
part of it which supplies the basin. 

After having visited my family, I quitted Dublin, and settled 
down to work, at Rathar Road, from Tullamore to Tyrrellspass, 
in the county Westmeath, where I continued, until I received 
news of my wife’s illness, who had been worn out, by attending 
our youngest child, (who was ill of the small pox). We then three 
children in Dublin, and one in the North. I worked in this place, 
about a year and a half, at my trade, and paid, with my earnings, 
the debt of a poor family, amounting to thirteen pounds. I 
returned to Dublin, and when the child recovered, I fell to work, 
at corduroy making, until compelled, by the vigilance of my 
pursuers, to fly once more, when I proceeded to the vicinity of 
Ratheath, in the County Meath, and remained there, till the times 
began to be settled. 

From the period of the failure of this last effort, nothing 
remained for me, but to baffle the designs of the enemy against 
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myself. I went about armed, for three years, determined never to 
be taken alive, avoiding all connection (with a few exceptions) 
with men above my own rank, still working for my bread, or on 
a journey, in search of work, or to see my family, who were then 
in Dublin. I went with a brace of loaded pistols in my breast, but 
I never discharged them, during all that time, at any human 
creature, although I had repeated opportunities, to have cut off 
Major Sirr, and many other enemies, singly, with the greatest 
safety to myself. I never felt myself justified in shedding blood, 
except in cases of attack, which it was my good fortune to evade. 

In the summer of 1805, I stopped for a few weeks, and wrought 
with a farmer in the country, who took me aside one day, and 
said, ‘Do you know my landlord? 

‘Who is he?’ said I. 

‘He is the Marquis of L—’ said he, ‘and is one of ourselves, and 
wishes to see you, and I think he would give you some money, 
to help you and your family to America.’ 

‘I do not know him,’ said I, ‘and cannot conceive how he knows 
me.’ 

‘He was with Mr. Emmet, when Russell and you parted with 
him to go to the North,’ said he, — (I had seen two gentlemen, 
at Mr. Emmet’s, in Butterfield Lane, whom I was informed, 
were, the then Lord W–, and the other, Mr. Fitzgerald, the 
brother of the Knight of Glyn); and he said, ‘He is afraid you will 
be taken.’ 

‘You may tell him,’ I replied, ‘I will never be taken alive. Thank 
him for me, for his humane offer; but if I were inclined to 
prosecute him, I could not identify him, having only seen him 
by candle-light, and cannot remember one word that ever I 
heard him say. You may tell him, I will never have any 
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connection with any man, of his rank, and would not give up the 
protection I have, for the king’s. I am in charge of a higher power 
than that of man.’ 

At the death of Pitt, the system underwent a change. The Castle 
spies were discharged, and the state prisoners set at liberty. My 
wife sent in a memorial to the Duke of Bedford, in her own name, 
acknowledging that I had fought on the side of the people, and 
had been driven, like thousands of others, unwillingly, to do so. 
She was given to understand, I would be permitted to take my 
chance with the civil laws, and an assurance was given to her, by 
the secretary, that no information, on oath, had been laid against 
me, at the Castle, but merely insinuations against me, and 
suspicions had been communicated, by the gentlemen in Belfast. 

Fleming, one of the witnesses against Robert Emmet, by whom I 
had sent arms and ammunition, into the Depot, in Thomas 
Street, much as he had been questioned, and tampered with, had 
never mentioned my name, either on the trial, or in his sworn 
informations. I resolved to return home, and brave my secret 
enemies to their face, to call on them for employment, or their 
interest to procure it. Many made fair promises, which (like their 
former oaths) they never fulfilled. I was, at length, employed by 
Mr William Tucker, an Englishman, who, although a true friend 
to human liberty, had never been concerned in any of our 
associations. I served him for nine years, the latter five of which, 
was at his factory, at Glenford, near Larne; and, on leaving his 
employment, I returned to Belfast, where I now remain. 

Could I have kept a journal, with dates, materials would not 
have been wanting, for a narrative of some value; but that, being 
impossible, I have only given detached recollections, as they 
occurred to me, at various times, of the most remarkable of the 
events, in which I was a humble actor. The power that has, 
through life, preserved me, is doing the work, to which my poor 
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efforts were directed. It is farther in advance, than I expected to 
live to see it. It is past the power of human resistance to prostrate 
it. Its progress is employing every intelligent Irish mind. Every 
step throws fresh fight on the subject, that engages it, whether of 
success or defeat. The mind of the nation lives and grows in 
vigour. Its object is still before it; and as one of its promoters 
sinks into the grave, another is still forthcoming. Even self-
interest, that was so strong against the nation’s interest, is 
coming round to the latter. Hope for success, under all 
circumstances — have your heart. You may live to see Ireland 
what she ought to be; but, whether or not, let us die in this faith. 
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CHAPTER VIII 
 
The result of a long life’s experience, and observation of the evils 
which press upon the people of this land, and render their 
condition a mournful spectacle to humanity, a scandal and 
reproach to civilization, and an eternal disgrace to their rulers; 
and the gist of the opinions I have expressed in the preceding 
statements, are embodied in the thoughts I have attempted to 
give expression to in the following observations. 

A monopolizing commerce at home, and extensive plunder 
abroad, furnished our rulers, in former times, with unbounded 
means of demoralizing the landed aristocracy of this country by 
corruption, and of keeping down the people by physical force; 
the result is before us in the misery and wretchedness we now 
witness, which some foresaw, and sacrificed everything in this 
life rather than see such dreadful evils entailed on their country. 
Those evils are now at the bottom of the question, called “the 
Landlord and Tenant Question.” In the treatment of it, however, 
matters are left out of sight, which ought to be of primary 
importance. Who is the original lord of the soil, and to whom 
was the first grant given? Sacred Scripture tells us, that the earth 
is the Creators, and that he hath given it to the sons of men; by 
what authority, then, can any earthly creatures cut off the entail? 

My opinion is, that every such attempt is rebellion against the 
law of the Most High; and in this opinion I am confirmed by the 
cause of war, which is the consequence of this lust of the 
possession of land. No man can have a right to the property of 
another, which property has been conferred on him by that Lord 
of the land, who is the Lord of all created things and beings. The 
true interest of every man is to protect the life and property of 
his neighbour, as he would his own, and to cause every man to 
do his duty, in this respect to society. The relation in which the 
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tenant now stands to the landlord, is the relation in which the 
unprotected traveller stands to the highwayman, who holds a 
blunderbuss to his breast, while he demands his purse. 

When we see the offspring of the landlords of one age, the 
beggars of another, it proves the unnatural relation in which 
they stood to the rights of their fellowmen, and the ruinous 
consequence of the violation of nature’s laws. It is beyond the 
power of labour to meet the claims that are made upon it, the 
thing cannot go on, it must end. The class which now fattens on 
taxation, is driven, by pressure of circumstances, to a sliding-
scale, with the view of meeting the varying evils arising from 
famine and commercial difficulties. The time is coming when the 
sliding interests of commerce, no longer supported on a sound 
basis, must sink; and the interests of trade must be founded on 
the true principles of barter, namely, of value for value, and 
these interests will then serve as a plank to the drowning 
prosperity of the nation, and to the people, who are daily swept 
from the soil by the torrent of taxation, and the united claims of 
landlords, church-lords, and standing armies, for the protection 
of both. 

The soil, which is the social capital, being ever solvent, 
possession once secured to the cultivator, in right of the labour 
he expends upon it, and the improvements on it that have been 
derived from his labour, remuneration will then be forthcoming 
for him, and the advantages of prosperous agriculture will 
extend to every other branch of industry. An honest livelihood 
will then be within the reach of every industrious man of an 
adult age, leaving sufficient for all who may be old and helpless. 
If one man could labour the soil of Ireland, he might be 
acknowledged its lord and its proprietor, in right of cultivation, 
which is a just claim to possession. When we repudiate that 
claim, we involve ourselves in a war of classes, for a control over 
the Lives, liberties, and properties of each other, by means of 



89 
 

force in the field, or stratagem in social intercourse. To establish 
the cultivator’s claim and ascertain the relative value of labour 
to its product, is essential to the peace and happiness of 
mankind. This consummation of social happiness is fast 
approaching; it is advancing with the rapidity of the decline of 
aristocratic power, and the wealth on. which its existence 
depends. The landlord and tenant question demands the 
attention of every Irishman. 

There are three heavy burdens, which the lawmakers of former 
ages, have bound on the backs of the people — the landed, the 
mercantile, and the clerical interests. These compose the 
oppressions out of which grow the distractions of society, out of 
which the lawyers and the sword-law gentry live. These burdens 
having increased beyond the power of the masses to bear, a fixity 
of tenure is offered to them, to induce them to renounce the title 
which they have from the Most High, to a subsistence from the 
soil they labour. The present fixity of tenure is maintained at the 
point of the bayonet. Let moral force beware of contributing to 
sustain any, except its just pretensions. 

The leading politicians of our day are only balancing conflicting 
interests; and, whether for want of knowledge, or want of will, 
they have never arrived at a rational view of the one general 
interest. They have not thought of keeping particular interests in 
proper bounds or preventing any combination of partial 
interests from invading that which is general. The soil is not like 
the objects of commerce, which are only possessed for the 
purpose of barter; it is the social capital, from the cultivation of 
which all earthly wants are supplied, — food, raiment, and 
shelter, being necessary to the body, and education to the mind. 
Everyone employed in agriculture, manufacture, and 
instruction, is entitled to reward in proportion to his industry; 
and society must protect the person and property of every 



90 
 

individual who does the duty assigned him. He who will not 
perform his duty, has no right to protection. 

The Most High is Lord of the soil; the cultivator is his tenant. The 
recognition of all other titles, to the exclusion of this first title, 
has been the cause of an amount of human misery, beyond all 
calculation. The old aristocracy having nearly run its race, 
politicians are now striving to preserve some of its privileges 
from wreck. A new arrangement is proposed to ward off its total 
fall; but the fall has been decreed in heaven, and all the men on 
earth cannot prevent or postpone it, because the progress of 
Christian truth, which is the perfection of good-will and Godlike 
love, cannot be retarded. 

We have been journeying through our own land, like the 
Israelites in the Wilderness, afraid to look our Canaanite 
landlords in the face, and longing, too often, for the fleshpots of 
the old corruption, to which we were directed never to return. 
The gift of the land of promise, that will give food to the people, 
lies before our sons at least. My concurrence shall not be given 
to the scheme of a delusive fixity of tenure, to enable the landlord 
to continue to draw the last potato out of the warm ashes of the 
poor man’s fire and leave his children to beg a cold one from 
those who can ill afford to give it. Is this a remedy for the 
miseries of a famishing people? 

A fixity of tenure — a fixity for ever in famine — for those who 
till the soil, and do not get sufficient from it for the subsistence 
of their families. The landlord interest has been promoted at the 
expense of national and individual prosperity. Its maintenance 
has been the cause, not only of domestic plunder, but of foreign 
aggression all over the globe, by sea and land, in the guilt of 
which every sane adult is more or less concerned, and liable to 
his share of retribution, unless he uses all the powers of his mind 
and body to prevent a recurrence of the evil. 
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This conviction induced the calumniated men of 1798, to incur 
the perils of resistance to such wickedness, to encounter 
persecution; banishment, or even death itself, rather than submit 
to crawl, under oppression, or to crouch at the feet of 
indemnified culprits in high places and participate in the 
unhallowed gains of rapacious cupidity. This conviction, too, 
encourages the survivors to persevere in the same pursuit, 
waiting with patience the providential direction of 
circumstances for the establishment of ‘peace on earth, and 
good-will among men.’ 

In all our social relations, it is our duty to preserve the interests 
of every individual, so as to make the good of each contribute to 
the interests of the people. This is the true science of politics; 
every deviation from it is replete with mischief to the masses. In 
former times, we were fooled with the promises of ‘reform, from 
time to time, as circumstances would permit.’ The same idea is 
now couched in other words — ‘a place bill, a pension bill, and 
a responsibility bill,’ was the former promised: now it is ‘a fixity 
of tenure.’ But the seed of moral force, and of natural rights, that 
was sown during the American and French Revolutions, is 
springing up; the tares are showing their heads, and as the crop 
ripens, they will still be distinct; they may stunt the stalks that 
grow around them but cannot ultimately mar the crop. 
Parliaments may decree, but nature will have its course. Patriots 
may modify their demands, but the people will have their 
wrongs eventually and entirely redressed. The power of the 
aristocracy cannot prevent the operation of nature’s laws it 
cannot, even, find means at the present time, to sustain itself; it 
is unable to pay its advocates, and hardly able to keep the poor 
from open rebellion against the rich; it has recourse to a 
parochial law, with a new name, for every year, to restrain a 
famished people within the bounds of law: this is the last stage 
and symptom of its decline. Foreign plunder will not be 
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sufficient for the necessities of the state, nor will domestic 
industry answer the demands made on it at home. 

The absolute necessity of opening new sources of subsistence to 
the people is now evident; that necessity daily becomes more 
urgent. It must be pressed on public attention by the people 
themselves, with a dignity becoming the character of men 
regenerated by temperance, and the exercise of the virtues of 
fortitude and forbearance. Not like the merciless landlords, of 
the past and the present day, turning out on the wide world 
whole families to perish of hunger and hardship, foodless, 
friendless, and naked, but putting the means of life and comfort 
within the reach of the industry of the nation. 

Commerce, freed from unnecessary restrictions, and established 
on sound principles, would furnish, in abundance, all the 
commodities necessary to a people, and the abolition of usury 
and withdrawal of encouragement from the concentration of a 
nation’s wealth, in the hands of a few great capitalists, would 
tend to preserve the true interests of trade, and to prevent the 
fluctuations which arise from fraud, money-jobbing, and a 
reckless spirit of commercial gaming, that follows in the train of 
usury. But no one mind is capable of directing the minute 
application of these first principles, to commerce, in a way which 
the subject requires. 

When we see the social fabric, which is built on the sandy 
foundation of lordship, leadership, and imperial delegation, 
shaken to its base, by a hurricane of conflicting interests, 
pernicious in their nature and results, it is time to look out for a 
rock, on which to found a system more substantial, leaving the 
rubbish of our statute books, as an example of the worthlessness 
of the materials, to future builders. That rock is, self-
government, based on popular delegation, from small 
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communities, not exceeding thirteen members, of each district or 
neighbourhood, of determined limits. 

 

 


