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A guide to some of the sights around the Lakes 
of Killarney as seen through the eyes of the writers 

who visited them in the past two hundred and fi fty years
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Morning stillness.  
Paradise called 
my name, 
I glanced through the window, 
the vision 
gave me life.

Stillness.  
Lough Leinn 
revealed its 
essence. I 
merged into the 
landscape of 
this life.

An ancient monastery 
slept under a 
blanket of trees.  
Content spirits 
danced with 
ritualistic energy.  
Tiny ripples 
the pulse of my 
present, the 
pattern of a past.

To the left, 
a cathedral spire – 
man’s monument of praise, 
meagre beside 
God’s intentional gift.

A small boat smiled 
its way through 
mirror surface 
of undisturbed waters, 
watched by silent swans, 
bowing to destiny.

Brickeen bridge 
the umbilical 
cord to Tomies 
mountains 
tieing mother 
to her 
extended self.  
Stillness.

Through the trees, 
smoke from distant 
fi re cloaked the 
forest with vague 
mystery, 
its history 
a smoke screen 
of visibility.

Deep sight, 
I inhale 
the beauty a 
lake reveals.  
Deep thought 
stirred by such 
stillness, 
spreads the fl ow 
of calm serenity.

Deep waters, 
I will 
recall the vision, 
until my embodied 
spirit escapes 
to its pure self, 
unseen, 
lapping its rhythmic 
dance across Killarney’s 
lower lake,
in search of this moment.

Maire Holmes

Innisfallen
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