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I remember Ireland.  

I remember the smell of the fresh air the moment I stepped off the plane; air lacking all the 

pollution to which I have become accustomed. I remember the rolling green hills lined with stone 

walls, creating a large grid across the countryside; the inside of each checker box dotted with sheep. 

You could travel for miles in this countryside without meeting another car or person, only the 

ghostly remains of a long forgotten castle. I remember the way the sun shone on a hilltop in the 

distance while the rest of the sky was iron grey. I remember the sound of the ocean waves crashing 

against the Cliffs of Moher or washing up against the geometric rock formations lining the shore of 

Giant’s Causeway.  

I remember the sweet honeyed taste of Bunratty Mead at the start of a medieval feast and I 

remember the sound of the bagpipe player who stood outside the castle that night. Ireland is where 

I had my first taste of Guinness at the factory in Dublin, looking out over the city through windows 

etched with quotes from James Joyce.  

I remember the camaraderie and feeling of unity in the pubs as strangers joined together in sing-

alongs at night. No matter where you were in Ireland it was the same songs, and everyone sang 

along. I remember the feeling of awe standing at the site of an ancient dolmen – a burial ground 

dating back thousands of years before Christ and I remember standing in front of the graves of 

William Butler Yeats and St. Patrick. I remember looking out over Derry from Butcher’s Gate, the 

wall which had divided the Catholics from the Protestants and serves as a reminder of that conflict 

to this day. I remember the seeing “You are now entering Free Derry” and other murals painted on 

the sides of buildings, also reminders of the hostility that is still very fresh in the memory of every 

person in Northern Ireland.  

I remember the stories shared by our tour guide Ken, who never once had to look at his notes 

before referencing thousands of years’ worth of history during our tour. And I’ll never forget the 

emotion we heard in his voice the night he sang of his country and “Four Green Fields.”  

I remember the sights, the sounds, the smells and the people of a country I love just as much as my 

own. I remember Ireland.   
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