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Left and Right, Yin and Yang, East and
West.
As you stand facing the piers of Dun
Laoghaire, two immense stone arms that
embrace a sizeable acreage in Dublin
Bay, you see, well, two stone piers.
But what you see is not all that you can
get.
For much of my youth, the piers were
the nearest thing to escaping the island
of Ireland.
Walk to the end of either of them and
look back and, well, you were almost
one foot in exotic, eh, Wales.
Or so it seemed to the eyes of a boy ex-
periencing the first pangs of wanderlust.
As world capitals go, Dublin can
rightly claim to be in a most enviable lo-
cation, situated as it is between a spec-
tacular bay and rising hills.
Think Naples without Vesuvius.
For most people most of the time the
view of that bay is from the land.
Sometimes, however, it can be seen
from an approaching ship, or a plane fly-
ing overhead inbound or outbound
from Dublin airport.
Or you can have a close up of the bay
from the ends of the Dun Laoghaire
piers.
And even if the wind is blowing you
backwards a bit you can turn around
and stare back at, well, Ireland.
The present day harbor is all of 250
acres (with about 215 acres of the total
being water) but back in the eighteenth
century, when the then village of Dun-
leary (or Laoghaire’s Fort) began to ex-
pand beyond a few cottages, it was only
what is today a small inner berthing at
the side of the harbor now bounded by
the West Pier.
The West Pier is a little longer than its
eastern companion. 
In metric terms the East Pier is 1,290
meters long, the West is 1,548 meters.
The West Pier also has a wilder feel to
it as it is not fully paved in stone and is
a road less travelled by day trippers and
courting couples.
Both piers, and this is immediately ap-
parent, are the result of massive con-
struction projects.
The piers began their journey out to
sea with the laying of the foundation
stone in 1817.
The stone used was granite. 
Nothing less would suffice for a har-

bor that was envisaged as a shelter for
ships lining up to sail up the Liffey to
Dublin and, later, as a point of embarka-
tion for passenger and mail ships bound
for Holyhead, Wales, on the far side of
the Irish Sea.
The piers were reaching well out to sea
by the time the first trains arrived in the
1830s, the line from Dublin to then
Kingstown (later Queenstown and then
Dun Laoghaire after independence)
being one of the first in the world.
Given the degree of exposure, and the
kind of weather they would have to con-
tend with, the piers were never going to
be short, low, or lacking in any kind of
proportion. 
They took forty years to complete and
they were built to be as they look today
– that is permanent come high water or
the other place.  
When I was a young fella, that being
on the right side of thirteen, the West
Pier was the usual haunt, this because it
offered the better fishing.
Now while the Loch News Monster is
widely discussed and hardly ever seen,
the monsters at the end of the West Pier
were constantly discussed and fre-
quently spotted.
The monsters in question were Conger
Eels, some of them bleedin’ huge as we
would say when trying to be polite.
Congers can easily reach six feet in
length and have been measured close to
ten.
Everything is bigger when you’re a kid
so the Congers at the end of the pier
were any length you cared to announce.
You could see them at low tide at the
bottom of a stone staircase going down
to the water at the end and on the inside
of the pier.
They would look back at you. Daring
you.
One day, and this has gone down in
Dun Laoghaire lore, a kid landed a de-
cent-sized Conger and put it in a bag to
take home. 
Congers can live for quite a time on
land.
This one made it to the 46A bus, man-
aged to escape its confinement (perhaps
aided and abetted) and caused absolute
uproar, panic, pandemonium.
There were shrieks of “snake, snake”
as people bailed off the bus which, in
those days, had an open entry and exit
at the back.
The kid with the Conger wasn’t me.
But I was on that bus. In stitches.

A little on, with the wisdom of ad-
vancing years, (past thirteen by now) the
West Pier became a favorite place for a
new hobby, bird watching, or birding as
it is known today.
Winter was the best time as there were
all kinds of fowl bobbing on the choppy
waters of the bay.
Amateurs like me carried binoculars,
the more expert used telescopes
mounted on tripods, which was a good
idea in a gale force wind.
Storms would deliver all kinds of rare
avian oddities to both piers, birds that
were only occasional visitors to Irish
shores, like Black Redstarts and Snow
Buntings.
A sighting would invariably prompt a
rush of birders in oil skins and tweeds
and believe it or not lies were told be-
cause some people were extremely jeal-
ous and possessive when it came to their
“tick lists.”
Yes, I saw the Eider Duck and you did-
n’t. Ha Ha.
I was never like that of course. I shared
all my sightings of rare visitors. Some of
them were even factual.
As time again passed and new things
dawned, the East Pier began to exercises
a kind of gravitational pull.
The East Pier was closer to the center

of town and paved all the way. It was the
social pier, as place where droves of peo-
ple took walks in often bracing air.
There was fishing here too, but no
monsters.
But there was now less time for fish-
ing, the reason being girls.
The East Pier was a kind of test.
If any girl could stand your company
for its entire length and back there was a
chance she might consider you a poten-
tial boyfriend.
A walk on the pier, in that context,
could be considered a date.
And of course it was also just a good
place to walk with friends, or by your-
self if the mood took you.
It still is.
Dublin has changed in many ways
over the years, as has its sidekick Dun
Laoghaire (hometown to that ultimate
Dub Ronnie Drew by the by) but the
piers have retained their air of bemused,
detached, independence.
They were not constructed with a view
to remodeling.
They were meant to simply be.
And there they be: great arms extend-
ing into a capital city’s bay, ready to em-
brace any and all who visit, or pass
through.
More at www.dunlaoghaire.ie
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The East Pier in Victorian times.The East Pier on a fine day.

In a trick of the lens the East Pier, near side, looks longer than the West Pier in this aerial
photo though that is not the case.

Like two great embracing arms of Ireland
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