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The authors attack the principle ‘that there exists among the natives of Ireland an innate and irresistible propensity to blunder.’ (p.3-4.)

 ‘That species of monopolising pride, which inspires one nation with the belief that all the rest of the world are barbarians, and speak barbarisms, is evidently a very useful prejudice, which the English, with their usual good sense, have condescended to adopt from the Greeks and the Romans.’ (p. 19.)
‘Impute a peculiar incurable mental disease to a given people, show that it incapacitates them from speaking or acting with common sense, expose their infirmities continually to public ridicule, and in time probably this people, let their constitutional boldness be ever so great, may be subjugated to that sense of inferiority, and to that acquiesence in a state of dependance, which is the necessary consequence of the conviction of imbecility. (p. 20.)
 ‘It was formerly in law no murder to kill a merus Hibernicas; and it is to this day no offence against good manners to laugh at any of this species’. (p.57.)
 ‘It is a thousand times more consequence to have the laugh than the argument on our side …’ (p.58.)
 ‘We need not in imitating them have any scruples of conscience.’ (p.58.)
‘[T]he Irish, if they be not blunderers, must continue to be thought absurd and ridiculous, from the unchangeable nature of the association of ideas.’ (p.191.)
 ‘[W]henever we hear the tone (brogue), we expect the blunder’ (p.192.)
 ‘The dread of being the object of that species of antipathy or ridicule, which is excited by unfashionable peculiarity of accent, has introduced many of misguided natives of Ireland to affect, what they imagine to be the Engish pronunciation. They are seldom successful in this attempt ... To avoid the imputation of committing barbarisms, people sometimes run into solecisms, which are yet more ridiculous. Affectation is always more ridicular than ignorance.’ (p.193.)
 ‘The attempt to speak delicate English, which are made by son of thy sons and daughters, who, ashamed of their country, betray themselves, by mincing out their abjuration. From all persons, of whatever sex, rank, or pretensions, what call table teebles, and chairs cheers, good Lord deliver us!’ (ibid, p.195.)
 ‘To many people the most stale and vulgar Irish bull would appear more laughable because it was Irish’ (p.232.)
