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curious to ascertain. In one shop into which a
friend stepped to buy something, the woman behind
the counter, seeing the unusual throng and excite-
ment, asked a man: ¢ Who is’t that’s come wi’
the steamer the day?’ To which he replied sa-
gaciously: ‘It ’s a man they ca’ Davison | *”

I should mention that Mr. Donald MacGregor,
the somewhat rough but warm-hearted landlord of
the ¢ Royal Hotel,” in Princes Street, Edinburgh
—where we remained for upwards of a week—
treated the ex-President and myself as if we had
been princes. When I asked for the bill, he said :
“Bill? There’s no bill, an’ if ye say another
word about it, ye’ll offend me. I’m more than
paid by the honour ye have done me!” And
the worthy man refused all recompense except our
thanks.
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to Portree, where travellers, either in large or small
parties, may find all needful refreshment, especially
grouse and salmon in their season, and at all times
mutton, oat-cake, Highland butter, and cream, as
well as ale and whisky. The attendance is ade-
quate and obliging, and the charges at the time of
my visit, had not reached half-way to the exorbi-
tant demands so common in Highland hotels, and
for which the only possible excuse is that they are
kept open all the year, and that their only chance
of custom is for a short season of three months at
the utmost.
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