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Easter 1889 in Roundwood county Wicklow 
 "From Manchester to Roundwood occupies at the quickest rate of travelling some 14 or 15 hours, a time long 
enough for an Easter holiday; but as an Irishman might say “I’m glad I done it.” 
      You must travel all night and sleep if you can. The Steamer lands you at Kingstown thence a short run of 
twenty minutes in the train finds you at Bray; and there not quite as fresh as paint please find us at half past seven on 
Good Friday morning; three of us of course as there should be for hath not the Shamrock three leaves. 
     Now all care is behind, for Brenan whose foot is on his native heath, is in charge and we follow where he 
leadeth. First the Hotel, into a palatial building we are taken, a snug a Aladdin’s Palace as you will see. The landlord is 
in wait of us and has got baths ready for us! Merciful powers “what could you wish for more” The bathing over we 
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found breakfast ready, despatched it, ordered an outside car, which we soon saw at the door and the Captain called for 
the bill “All right sir there’s nothing to pay.”  Are we still asleep and dreaming on board the Steamer? No its stern fact 
our fellow member Mr -------, no I do not think he would wish me to say anything about it, so we will see our luggage 
in its place and mount our car. You will observe please that we ordered an outside car and the reason is that there are no 
inside ones, so you can’t go wrong, and an outside car is the correct thing. Its Irish logic. 
     Well off we go and in about two hours and a half enter the village of Roundwood. I must not say much of the 
scenery on the way for that’s not fishing. Suffice it that the first part of it is through the wealthy and populous town of 
Bray and its affluent suburbs where no signs of the “most distressful country” are to be seen, then we got into a Valley 
of rocks wild and picturesque, the road winding round the Sugar Loaf mountain and then we are in the open country 
with rough hedgerows of gorse in bright and glorious bloom on either hand and patches of bog, common and 
uncultivated fields, mixed up all ways lending to the mountains which limit our view in every direction. The one 
noticeable thing is the absence of population, there are few people to be seen and fewer houses. A hobbling old woman 
a decrepit old man and a few children, that’s all we saw from Bray To Roundwood. 
    In the old days before Mr Brenan and Mr Hutton had been to Norway and joined the Blue Ribbon Army they 
used to call at every shibeen shop on the way (there’s only one) and so for old associations sake we all called on Good 
Friday morn at Eliza Suttons to see the old woman. There are two things about an Irish cottage that are, I think, 
constants; it is not clean and it is not comfortable. Somehow the knowledge of either one or the other seems wanting 
and Eliza’s place is no exception, there is no pleasant place for cottager or guest to sit in, nothing but the rudest 
ramshackle make shift all over. 

The old lady is the Captain’s old friend and he greets her in his own 
joyous hearty manner but without bringing a smile to her somewhat 
gruesome face. She has not got over the winter very well and shaking her 
head leans her face in her hand while she explains how she is a martyr to 
neuralgia how her face has been all raw with mustard but as the doctors says, 
nothing will do any good, she is going to try nothing more for it.  The pain 
has now got down to the tip of her chin so she hopes it is going out there 
please God. I wish I could give some of her laments in her own words, 
which were really most extremely well chosen with an occasional startler 
that would make you split if the poor old lady was not so serious and so 
evidently depressed by her pain. She remembered that Brenan had taken a 
photograph when last there of one of her daughters and a baby, which was 
since dead and asked if he could let the mother have one.  “No I’m sorry to 
say it did not turn out a success so I cannot help her” he was obliged to say 
and E replied “deed I’m very sorry too Sir, and sure Mary will be twice as 
sorry” 
    It is not far from Ellen’s to Roundwood and as we approached the 
place Hutton gave a wild haloo to summon the people of the Royal Hotel, 
which was the ambitious title of the Inn at which we presently drew up. Here 
we found a warm welcome from Mr and Mrs Englebach and there was quite 
a number of the Englebarh family so that at meal times we sat down nine at 
the table.  We found everything prepared for us and in a few minutes were 
equipped and ready to take our seats on Mr Englebach’s outside car and driven the couple of miles or so to the river.  
    The Annamoe has already been described, in eloquent and picturesque language such as I cannot aspire to, by 
one of the three present travellers. Could I borrow his manuscript I could not do better than quote him but as some of 
you know when that gentleman makes up his mind to a thing he sticks to it so what little I shall say of the duckling 
stream shall be my own and therefore brief, and as prosaic as brief. I do not know where the river rises. I only know that 
you come to it at a bend in the road and if you have a rod in your hand and can go past it you are a pretty strong minded 
man. But let me say a word or two of the short drive down to the water. It is again through a gorse covered country and 
I must say coming suddenly from a dirty brick town to this blaze of golden colour with its glorious contrast between the 
blossoms and the dark green of the spikes and leaves with the rich deep shadows in the cavernous depths of the foliage I 
felt much inclined to follow the example of Linnaeus and fall on my knees to thank God that I should ever have seen 
such a sight. The gorse is everywhere lightening up the landscape, in a blaze of glory, but alas that it should be so; it is 
but a sign of neglected fields of half tilled lands and a despairing people. 
    But as well as gorse we have seen a few cottages, some of them rough and dilapidated enough in all conscience 
to make a picture of for the photographers and some mental notes were made that another journey must be taken down 
here with a camera instead of a rod; one wonders if the people pay any rent for cribs like these and it is from such places 
that we read of evictions and distress. On this point we could gather no information; our driver either knew little or 
cared to say little. 
   I was in the hands of the Captain and while part of the freight of the Car was put down at the above mentioned 
corner I was carried on another while to Annamoe Mill and the Bridge. This is a favourite spot of Mr Brenan’s, he has 
photographed it over and over again and caught fish there as frequently, so while he commenced operations I went 
below the Bridge and first threw line on as captivating a pool as trout fisher could desire. The bridge is of irregular and 
picturesque build it is fringed on my side (which was the left bank) by the ubiquitous gorse, has a fine dark June wood 
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on the opposite bank and the brown water of the Annamoe (for it is a peaty stream) dashes and ripples and dances with 
delight as it rushes through the shadowed arches and emerges to be hugged by those two beautiful banks. I soon raised a 
fish and missed him, but there was not much vexation in that for he was a little one! Then I landed two or three (for they 
came fast enough for anything) but they were little two or three ounce trouties, which my gorge rose against basketing. 
Mr Hutton had told me I should need no landing net but I did not expect the fish to be so very small as I soon found 
they were all likely to be. I fished down some half a mile or so casting at nearly every yard for nearly every yard is 
fishable and getting nothing larger retraced my steps and joined the Captain at the bridge again with nothing in my 
creel. Mr B. was pulling them out and basketing them and before long I began to do the same, but I think I was driven 
to it by the sorrowful eyes, which a young girl near the Mill cast upon me as she saw me throwing back the little fish. 
Probably she thought me daft to be so throwing things away. I remember once fishing in Scotland and catching fish of 
about the same size and carefully putting everyone of them back until a girl on the stream side who watched me for 
some time could bear it in silence no longer and called over the water to me “You should keep all the troots”  and I 
think she was right; where little trout are so thick and so hungry as they are in the Annamoe it is a good thing for the 
stream that a lot of them should be taken out. Our party were really benefactors to the district for removing so many of 
the fish from their over populated quarters. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    From the Mill upwards you have water of every description again all of it fishable but nowhere will the size 
of the trout improve, otherwise the stream is all that man could desire; it is beautiful, flow in now through copse now 
through moor, now you have high banks with deep pools now low and open banks with shallower pools and swifter 
runs, every possible variety of water is there for you and after all if the fish are small they are at any rate good to eat. 
When we met in the evening at that top pool, where the road runs close by the river what a shoal of these little trouts did 
our creels deliver up; all had fish; there was Mr Hutton who as ever topped the tree, Mr Brenan, Mr Englebark, George 
and Frank and Jim and Tom (the latter a friend of the boys) and the present narrator. The total catch might be expressed 
in dozens, in scores, or in hundreds, but there was not one fish of four ounces in the lot though I do believe I raised a 
giant of about that weight in one of the pools. 
    Still it was joyful day for as the Proverb says “Small fish are better than none” and here comes James with the 
outside car to take us home and when we get there we find a cheery welcome from Mr Englebach and dinner ready, 
which a merrier party never say down to devour. 
    Now there is in real Irish Inns a real Irish dish always served up for dinner if the dinner is a good one. Friend 
Brenan had prepared us for it, the day long he had been anticipating and smacking his lips at the thought of it, a rale 
good boiled leg of mutton with a flap. It was the flap that distinguished the dish from all other boiled legs and there sure 
enough when the dish made its appearance at table was a flabby, sickening flipperty flopperty lump of fat attached to 
the leg and about the size of a child’s cricket bat. Would anyone have flap?  No, no one would so the valiant B.  took 
the lot. We who have travelled before with that gentleman know him not to be of delicate stomach, but that flap was too 
much for him, slower and slower became the action of his knife and fork, silent and more silent became his ready 
tongue. How often do our cherished anticipations prove but delusions which possession awakens us from?  Poor B. he 
struggled manfully as you might be sure he would but gave in at last and Mrs Englebach’s beautiful dog Shep—a gift 
by the way of Mr Harker cleared off the difficulty at one gulp and Brenan was himself again. 
I must not linger over the pleasant talk of the evening or the plate juggling in which Mr Englebark is a proficient and 
Brenan soon found the knack of. We all went to bed early and happy and rose betimes and refreshed. 
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     There is a fox chained up in the yard of the Royal Hotel, which leads the life of any dog. The photographers 
determined to secure him but he was full of cussedness. When you didn’t want him to he would jump on the top of his 
kennel and snarl at you; when you wanted him to do this he would slink round the kennel and hide himself in the 
deepest shadow or run about like mad from side to side. The stable boys unwisely tried to force him up, got into his 
stinking Kennel so that he should not go in, set the dog on him (fortunately a good tempered creature that loved the fox 
like one of his own kind, indeed he is, I suppose, a sort of half cousin) but nothing would do and my photo I assure you 
has no fox in it at all. But I was happier with the pigs, whose portraits (minus their heads which are so buried in the 
trough) I succeeded in securing. 
    This was for two of us a photography day so it should be passed over quickly as shall another day devoted to 
the camera which followed. On one of these we went Glendalough and the seven churches, a district fully represented in 
Mr Brenan’s series of lantern views already shown here. The other day we journeyed to Loch Dan. Either of these 
excursions is delightful but the former is the most famous. 

 On the first of the two days while we 
rested and changed our plates in the Inn at 
Glendalough a damsel if I may call her so, 
whose portrait I secured so that you may judge 
for yourselves came to ask me to purchase 
some little specimens of lead ore and as I did 
not want any said she had a little song to sing 
to which I replied that she might sing me her 
song and off she set without a moments 
hesitation singing some dismal narrative in a 
tuneless drone. In reply to my question she 
said she had got it from a “History Book” and 
that’s all I know of it or that she knew of it for 
no one could say what it was about. After this I 
took her portrait and the lot was cheap I think 
at sixpence. Very cheap I should say for a 
clean old woman whom we met soon 
afterwards in the burial ground of one of the 
seven churches, somewhat indignantly as I 

thought informed us when the above humble coin was given to her for a similar service, that the last time she was took 
she had four shillings given her by some gentleman, and she proceeded to give details, which showed Mr Brenan that he 
was one of the Gentlemen in question and that it was Mr Harker who had 
been so extremely generous when the collection was made. 
  James subsequently informed me in a somewhat sour manner 
what was the cause of this profuse generosity on our reverend friend’s 
part; it was he said a thanks offering in remembrance of his having been 
preserved from drowning. The story of this episode as told by James is 
one that I would present to you if I could but none but an Irishman could 
tell it “Oh By…” said James using an exclamation using an exclamation 
which I cannot believe Mr Harker ever uttered “Oh by…… I’ll be 
drow’nt”  “and he did make hole as he went down and a bonny splutter 
when he come up” but James landed the biggest, the best and the most 
valuable fish that day that has ever been taken out of Annamoe, more 
power to him, and Mr Harker is now here in propriae persona to laugh at 
the recital of his fears and woes, more power to him too. 
 The village of Roundwood is not a very extensive one. Most of 
its houses are one storey high only and that one storey is low so that the 
place as you approach it has, as have Irish Villages generally, a very squat 
appearance. It consists of two streets at right angles to one another with a 
large new Church at the angle and four buildings that are over one storey 
in height. These are the two Hotels, which are right opposite one another. 
The Shopkeepers and the Police Station, with its bullet proof shutters laid 
back in its whitened walls. Most of the cottages are well thatched and 
white washed so that they look trim and clean at the front; but there is one 
curious thing that struck me particularly; except at our hotel where there is a largish garden at the back, I do not think 
there is a flower cultivated in the whole village. In an English village we should have had a little garden before every 
door, bright with primroses daises and budding shrubs, but there is not one her, Where there is a space, and I think I 
have a photo of one, it is taken up by a dung hill or refuse heap of some kind. It is a very strange thing which I cannot 
understand. 
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My last days fishing was in the lower waters of the Annamoe not far from Glendalough and not far from the fateful spot 
where Mr Harker temporarily disappeared. The water is somewhat larger than where we fished before and the river is 
even more beautiful both from an anglers and an artist’s point of view. There are now fine pools in which two pounders 
might well lurk (they don’t) there are streams and roaring rapids, every charm that an angler could desire, all except 
decent fish, is there in that beautiful, beautiful stream. But fish as we would it was only two ouncers that replied to our 
invitations. 
 The day was a magnificent April one with the rapid alternations only April can give us. Brilliant sunshine, 
glorious piled up clouds, heavy rain and hail, gusts of wind, bright blue sky again, that’s the variety we found on that 
delightful day. Shakespeare hits the thing off to the life in a couple of lines as no other man can do--- 

“Oh how this spring of love resembles 
The uncertain glory of an April day 

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun 
And by and by a cloud takes all away” 

As I crouched under a bank shaded by a gorgeous gorse bush in perfect shelter while the hailstones came rap, rap, rap, 
on my rod I thought I had never seen anything more beautiful than the blaze of colour that surrounded me, the golden 
gorse, the russet hill on the other side of the stream, the gentle green of the springing grass, the glorious blue of the 
reflected sky (for it was only a bit of a passing cloud) and the purple rocks dripping with rain and sparkling in the 
sunshine. Ah that is the delight of Spring Angling. If we catch only little fish what does it matter, our minds are purified 
and our hearts made thankful by scenes like this. 
 There is an old book published I think in 1616, a modern copy of which we recently added to our library, “The 
Secrets of Angling” by John Denny, which had a verse (it is all in verse) breathing this kind of feeling which being a 
Lancashire man said “my sentiments only better expressed”  I will quote— 
 

“All these and many more of his creation 
That made the Heavens, the Angler oft doth see; 

And takes therein no little delectation 
To think how strange and wonderful they be 

Framing thereof an inward contemplation 
To set his thoughts on other fancies free, 

And whilst he looks on these with joyful eye 
His mind is wrapt above the starry skie.” 

 
 There were only three of us fishing this lower water, Mr Englebach, MrBrenan and myself and I think I got the 
most fish but my heart was fuller than my basket. Those boys up the water had more fish than any of the elders except 
Mr Hutton, whom we must always bar, and again our total count was in the centuries. 
 And now our little holiday is over, we have spent the last of our joyous days and our mirthful nights; our kind 
host and hostess only complaining that we had not come for one week have bid us farewell. Then we had 14 weary 
hours hastening home again and the Easter holiday is a thing of the past. 
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 by Abel Heywood, other fishers were Brenan and Hutton 
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