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PREFACE.

THE journey described in the following pages is over a route more
familiar to the general reader than are the countries which have
been hitherto visited by Frank and Fred; but it is hoped that those
who have been following those youths in their wanderings will find
their present tour no less interesting than its predecessors. The Boy
Travellers have kept a careful record of what they saw and heard ; have
been studious in history and geography; observed closely the manners
and customs of the people among whom they travelled ; and, altogether,
have presented us with an interesting picture of the British Isles as they
found them. An excellent addition to their narrative will be found in
what we have gleaned from the mother and sister of Frank, who accom-
panied the youths in this expedition. It was the first journey abroad
of Mrs. Bassett and her daughter Mary, and we are certain that the
boys and girls who peruse this volume will be greatly entertained with
their comments upon everything that came under their observation.

The plan pursued in the preparation of previous volumes of the
“Boy Travellers” series has been followed in the present one. Perhaps
it will be found that Doctor Bronson is less conspicuous than hereto-
fore; this arises from the fact that Frank and Fred may now be re-
garded as veterans of travel, and have less need of their accomplished
mentor than in former journeys. They have become authorities of
themselves, and especially so when endeavoring to answer the numer-
ous questions propounded by Mary, or to dispel some of the illusions
into which Mrs. Bassett had fallen. We will leave our young readers
to judge of the fitness of the much-travelled youths to undertake the
care, the escort, and the instruction of the amiable woman and the viva-
cious and intelligent girl who accompanied them on their roundabout
way from New York to London.

For the historical matter that has been introduced here and there in
the volume the author has taken great care to insure accuracy ; should
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any errors be discovered, he trusts that they may be regarded as arising
from a conflict of authorities rather than from neglect. In several in-
stances discrepancies have been found in historical data; in such cases
preference was given to those which were of greatest weight, or were
corroborated by other events.

As in previous volumes, the author has made use of the work of
other travellers over the same ground, in addition to the results of his
own observations in several visits to the countries described. Nearly
all these authorities have been quoted in the text of the book, and their
repetition here is unnecessary. Indebtedness is also acknowledged to
the liberality of Messrs. HarrEr & Broruers, who have kindly allowed
the use of engravings that appeared in previous publications of their
house.

With this brief preface the narrative is submitted to the hands and
eyes of critics and readers, young and old, with the hope that it may
enjoy the kindly reception accorded to other accounts of the travels of
Frank and Fred. )

T. W. K.

New York, July, 1890.
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THE BOY TRAVELLERS
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GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

CHAPTER L

A NEW JOURNEY.—ACROSS THE ATLANTIC.—ARRIVAL AT QUEENSTOWN.—IsAND-
ING IN THE TENDER.—MRS. BASSETT AND HER DAUGHTER.—ROUTE OF THE
MAILS BETWEEN QUEENSTOWN AND LONDON.—IRISH EMIGRANTS FOR AMER-
ICA.—THE EMERALD ISLE, AND IIOW IT GETS ITS NAME.—PASSING THE CUS-
TOM-HOUSE.—PEDDLERS AND BEGGARS. —IIOW MRS. BASSETT WAS DECEIVED.—
THE MONEY-CHANGING BEGGAR. -SIGHTS OF QUEENSTOWN.—OLDEST YACHT
CLUB IN THE WORLD.—UP THE RIVER LEE.—MONKSTOWN AND ITS THRIFTY
BUILDER.—CORK.—IN A JAUNTING-CAR.—BLARNEY CASTLE.—KISSING THE
BLARNEY-STONE.—FATHER MATHEW AND HIS TEMPERANCE CRUSADE.

«“"TYHERE'S the tender comingout -~ °~ °~ 7
“ Yes, there she is,” was the :

“She’ll be alongside in a few

minutes. We're all ready for her.

The baggage is on deck, and the

steward is keeping a watchful eye

on us, as he hasn’t yet received the

fees that he expects from us.”
The foregoing dialogue took

place between Frank DBassett and

Fred Bronson on the deck of the

transatlantic steamship City of Par-

s at an early hour one morning.

The steamer had brought them from

New York, and they were intend-

ing to land at Queenstown and pro-

ceed thence through Ireland on a

roundabout way to London. They

had travelled much in other parts A QUEENSTOWN PEDDLER.
1
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of the world, but had never yet visited the Emerald Isle, though they
had several times passed within sight of its rocky shores.

“We are not altogether unlike other Americans when they go
abroad,” said Fred, when they were projecting the tour we now have
under consideration. “ Nine-tenths of them pass by Queenstown on the
outward voyage and go direct to Liverpool ; they are in a hurry to get
to London, and determine that they will see Ireland on their way home;

Vbt Z =~
//,‘7 e < A‘
. NN
. 2, Y
[4 _ S : e
'({: o & y . , // l
- & iy W
S e
At v t
e E ) 27T
P v
(=Y
P o
~
i
<
~
<~ <
A —
2
RS
- A -

‘“A PINNY, EF YER PLAZK!”

'

and their determination is an entirely honest one. But they linger so
long on the Continent and in England that they have no time to stop
on the way home; and that’s the way Ireland is neglected by the Amer-
icans. With many of them it is a question of money as well as of time,
as the majority of returning tourists find themselves with pockets so
nearly empty that they would be no temptation to the pilferer along
the streets or the ordinary hotel thief.”

“We'll land at Queenstown this time, sure,” Frank replied, “and



HOW THE PLANS WERE MADE. 3

will have no further occasion to reproach ourselves for having neglected
Ireland.” This was agreed to by all the party, and in compliance with
the agreement we see them preparing to go on shore.

Previous travels of Frank Bassett and Fred Bronson are known to
many of our readers.* The present volume is the record of their jour-
ney through the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland.

Those who have read the story of the wanderings of these youths in
other lands will remember that they were accompanied only by their
uncle, Doctor Bronson, or, rather, that they accompanied him. On the
journey in which we are to follow them the party was enlarged by the
addition of Frank’s mother and his sister Mary. Neither Mrs.
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STREET VIEW IN QUEENSTOWN,

overcoming his mother’s fear of the Atlantic by one day taking her to
see the great steamer on which they proposed to secure passage. After
thoroughly inspecting the ship, she was convinced that it would be both
comfortable and safe, and at breakfast the next morning she announced
her assent to the proposed journey. Mary was so excited over the pros-
pect of a visit to London and the other cities of the United Kingdom
that she lost all appetite for the morning meal, and devoted herself to

* “The Boy Travellers in the Far East” (five volumes), and ‘‘ The Boy Travellers in
8outh America,” ‘“ The Boy Travellers in the Russian Empire,” ** The Boy Travellers on
the Congo,” ** The Boy Travellers in Australasia,” and * The Boy Travellers in Mexico "
(five volumes). See complete list at the end of this book.
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making a mental list of the fine things she would be able to buy for
herself and her mother in the British capital.

Fortunately for Mrs. Bassett, the ocean was calm during the entire
voyage, and the great vessel behaved admirably, so far as rolling and
pitching were concerned. Very few of the passengers were in any way
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OFF FOR AMERICA.

disturbed by the motion of the steamer, and Mrs. Bassett was not among
the unfortunates. She declared that it was not half so disagreeable to
go down to the sea in ships as she had supposed, and said that in future
she would always be ready to go abroad whenever she had the oppor-
tunity.

Her views changed somewhat when she went ashore at Queenstown
in the tender that carried the mails and passengers, as the accommo-
dations of the boat are very meagre, when compared with those of the
great ship they were leaving. They had the further discomfort of a
. shower just as they started for shore. The consolation which Frank
offered, by explaining that the frequent and copious rains gave the hills
of Ireland the beautiful green which greeted their eyes, did not wholly
make up for the inconvenience.

“This is the port of call for all the great steamers between Liver-
pool and New York,” Frank said to his mother, as they entered the
harbor of Queenstown. On their eastward voyages they land passen-
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A COTTAGE ON THE QUEENSTOWN ROAD.

gers and mails here, and when they go west they stop to receive them.
The mails reach London sooner by this route than if they were taken
to Liverpool, and you know that with the mails time is of the very
greatest importance.”

“ How is it in coming from London ?” Mrs. Bassett asked.

“1 was just going to speak of that,” said Frank. “Suppose a steamer
leaves Liverpool on Wednesday noon for New York. Well, it is a run
of five hours by rail from London to Liverpool, and therefore her Lon-
don passengers and mails would have to start very early in the morning
in time to connect with the steamer. But they may wait, and the mails
do wait, until nine o’clock in the evening, when a train leaves London
for Holyhead. It reaches Holyhead at three in the morning; then the
Channel is crossed in steamboats that get to Dublin by eight o’clock,
and connect with a train reaching Queenstown at four in the afternoon.
Then passengers and mails are put on board the steamer which is wait-
ing in the harbor, and away she goes for her voyage over the Atlantic.
It isn’t a trip to be recommended to invalids, or to anybody who wants
to sleep comfortably at night. The mail-bags don’t mind it, and we can
say the same of business men, and some others, to whom time in London
is of far greater consequence than the fatigue..”

“Why do they call the place Queenstown ?”’ was the next query of
the good woman. “Does the Queen come here to live sometimes ?”

“ Not exactly that,” replied the youth ; “but she came here once in
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1849 ; and in honor of her visit the place received the name by which it
is now known. Before that time it was the Cove of Cork.”

“It reminds me of New York harbor somewhat,” said Mrs. Bassett,
as the tender rounded Roche’s Point and came into smoother water than
she had enjoyed outside. “But there’s this difference,” she continued ;
“the land is more hllly, and there’s no such beautiful green around New
York as we see here.”

“That has been observed by many other visitors,” Frank answered.
Then he pointed to the terraces of buildings that mark the site of
Queenstown, near the head of the broad bay, which is large enough for
hundreds, yes, thousands, of ships to moor in safety. The harbor is
three miles in length by two in width, completely sheltered from the
storms of the Atlantic, and its entrance is two miles long and a mile
wide. According to the histories, it was a small fishing village until
the time of the Napoleonic wars, when it became an important naval
station. With the establishment of steam navigation between England
and America it increased in importance, and is now a port of great
commercial activity and prosperity.

As the tender came to her dock she met a similar boat going in the
direction of a large steamer that was anchored in the harbor. The
decks of this tender were crowded with people who were evidently from
the humbler walks of life, and Mrs. Bassett asked what they were, and
where they were going.

“They are Irish emigrants for America,” said Frank—‘the Michaels
and Patricks, the Bridgets and Norahs, and other Irish men and women,
with whose names we are familiar all over the United States. From
this port of Queenstown more than two millions of the inhabitants of
Ireland have sailed for homes in the New World in the past forty years.
It is the great point of departure for Irish emigrants, more of them
leaving Queenstown than all the other Irish ports combined.”

The white buildings that compose the town appeared in strong con-
trast to the dark green of the hills. Mary said she understood why
Ireland was called the Emerald Isle, as there was never in the world an
emerald with a more beautiful green than greeted their eyes in every
direction. The shower had ceased, the sun came out just as the tender
touched the dock, and as the drops of rain sparkled on the foliage and
deepened the tint of the verdure everywhere, Mary declared she had
never in her life seen anything prettier.

But other things engrossed the attention of the travellers. As they
stepped on shore they found themselves subject to the examination of
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the customs officials, who seemed to have a particular eagerness to dis-
cover contraband tobacco and spirits, two articles on which the British
Government lays a heavy tax. Fred took charge of the trunks of the
party, while Mary stood by to aid in any examination that the officials
might wish to make of the baggage of her mother and herself. She
was greatly amused at the question as to whether she had any tobacco
or spirits to declare. The official accepted her prompt and slightly in-
dignant negative, and courteously passed the impedimenta of the trav-
ellers with a very cursory examination. Customs officials are generally
good judges of character. They make mistakes now and then; but hu-
man nature has a goodly number
of imperfections, and these men are
quite up to the average of their
race the world over.

Before Mrs. Bassett knew how
it came about, she was beset by a
group of beggars and peddlers in
about equal numbers, all intent upon
extracting money from her purse.
They swarmed about her so that
she could hardly move; and had it
not been for the efforts of Doctor
Bronson, she would have been in
danger of being overwhelmed. The
beggars invoked blessings on her
head ; aund so forcibly was she im-
pressed by them that her hand made A CAR-DRIVER.
a movement towards her pocket.
She was checked by the Doctor; and when the beggars found their
blessings of no avail, they changed them to curses. The goods of-
fered by the peddlers were “rale Irish lace” at five times its cost in
New York, a profusion of ornaments cut out of bog-oak, shillalahs
which could be warranted to break any head whose owner was fool-
ish enough to encounter them, grapes and other fruit at extravagant
figures, and now and then a sprig of shamrock, which more than like-
ly was plucked from a currant-bush or some similar product of the
garden or hill-side.

“They are an unbecoming lot of folks,” said Mrs. Bassett, ¢ with
their long cloaks hanging from their shoulders to the ground and their
heads stuck in caps, just as we see them sometimes in New York. They
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must be very poor, for they haven’t any shoes to their feet; I wonder
the authorities allow them to suffer as they seem to.”

The Doctor explained that many of the peddlers were rich, from the
point of view of an Irish peasant; and as for the beggars, they were
able to make a good living through the liberality of American visitors.
“The English,” said he, “ understand all the tricks of the business, and
so do the Americans who have been here and travelled through the
country. DBut the Americans who come abroad for the first time are
generally taken in, as the spectacle seems to them one of real suffering.
They buy things at outrageous prices, and give freely to the beggars,
who pretend to be starving. The beggars and peddlers know their cus-
tomers, and exactly how to capture them.”

Later on the Doctor told, to the great amusement of Mrs. Bassett,
the story of an experience of a friend of his at the lakes of Killarney.

g T
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THE JAUNTING-CAR.

‘While going through the Gap of Dunloe he was greatly annoyed by an
able-bodied fellow, who stuck close to him for some time, pleading ear-
nestly for a shilling or a sixpence, with the assertion that he was starv-
ing. Finally, the gentleman sdid, in a tone of despair, “ Go away, go
away ; I haven’t a sixpence; if I had I'd give it to you.”

Instantly the beggar thrust his hand into his pocket and drew out a
handful of silver, saying, as he did so:

“ All right, yer honor; I’ll change a sovereign for yer.”

“There are four ways of going from Queenstown to Cork,” said
Frank, as soon as they had finished with the formalities of the Custom-
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house. “The distance is about eight miles, and we can go by carriage-
road, by railway, by the river, or partly by river and partly by rail.
Which do you prefer?”

Mrs. Bassett suggested that the river would be the most agreeable,
and in the same breath Mary proposed the carriage-road. But she at
once assented to the river route, out of deference to her mother, and
Frank arranged to have the baggage carried to the boat, which lay at
the quay a short distance away. He ascertained that the boat would
leave in little more than an hour, and so they had time for a stroll about
Queenstown and on the soil of Ireland.

The brightest and least soiled of the boys in the crowd was selected
to serve as guide to the curiosities of the place; but our friends soon
found that they had very little need for his services. Queenstown has
not much to show in the way of sights, as it consists principally of a
street of shops and hotels, that derive their support mainly from emi-
grants and sailors. The steep hill back of this street is covered with
residences, and some of these buildings are quite extensive. A traveller
who has made a close study of them says that the higher up the house
is placed, the more aristocratic is the class to which it belongs. The
finest houses belong to the wealthy ship-agents and other men whose
business affairs are at Queenstown, and there are some costly structures
where the officers of the garrison make their homes.

Doctor Bronson pointed to an old war-ship anchored in the harbor,
and said it was principally used for flying the flag of the admiral who
was stationed there in accordance with English custom. The admiral
has very little to do, and a staff of officers to assist him in doing it.
Whenever a ship of war comes into the port there are certain formal-
ities to be observed, but otherwise the time is chiefly devoted to idle-
ness. There is a club-house which the officers frequent, and the club
to which it belongs is said to be the oldest yacht club in the world.
It was established in 1720. One of its rules in olden times was that
*“no long-tail Wigs, large Sleeves, or Ruffles shall be worn by any mem-
ber of the Club.” It is needless to say that this rule was long since
abrogated in favor of something more thodern.

Our friends were at the quay in good season, and promptly at her
advertised moment the steamer was under way. The course of the Lee
—the river which flows into Queenstown harbor, and on whose banks
Cork is situated —is somewhat tortuous, but this feature adds very
much to its beauty. The hills on both sides are covered with pretty
residences, green fields, and pastures, and not a few cabins of the
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poorer sort. One of the first objects to attract Mary’s attention was
a ruined castle a few miles above Queenstown, and she asked what it

was and who built it.
“That is Monkstown,” said the Doctor. ‘It was built more than

two hundred years ago by a woman.”

BL‘ARNIY CASTLE.

“She must have been very rich to put up such a castle as that,”
Mary remarked.
“Tt cost her only a groat,” was the quiet reply.

“ How much is a groat ¢’
“ Fourpence in English money, or about eight cents of ours.”
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“ How could such a building as that be put up for only eight cents ?”
the girl inquired, with an air of the greatest curiosity. -

“This was the way of it, according to the histories,” the Doctor an-
swered : “ She paid her workmen in goods, on .which she made a hand-
some profit. The profits on these goods covered the whole cost of the
building, with the exception of an odd groat, and so the castle is said to
bave cost only a groat.”

“That woman ought to have been a Yankee,” said Mary, when Doc-
tor Bronson paused; “and quite likely she was the ancestor of some of
the smart people in our own country.” With this philosophical remark
the subject was dropped, and attention given to other features of the
landscape or thoughts that it suggested.

All agreed that “the pleasant waters of the river Lee” deserved the
name they had received, and that the river route of eleven miles was
certainly the most agreeable one between Queenstown and Cork. On
reaching the city the party proceeded to the Imperial Hotel, where they
took luncheon, and then started out for a view of the place and a ride
to Blarney Castle.

Frank explained that Cork was founded in the ninth century, and
that its walls were built by the Danes; its site was in a swamp, which
was called “ Corroch” in the Irish tongue, and it was not at all difficult
to understand how ¢ Corroch” became Cork.

“ But there isn’t any swamp here now,” said Mary, “at least I don’t
see anything that looks like one.”

“No,” answered Frank ; it has all been filled up. The island which
forms the centre of the city was probably the swampy portion, as you
observe that a goodly part of the Cork of to-day has climbed up on
higher ground.”

It was unanimously agreed that the ride about the city and to Blar-
ney Castle should be made on a jaunting-car, partly for the novelty of
the vehicle, of which only a few specimens have ever been seen in Amer-
ica. Here is how Mary described the car in her first letter to her cousin
Effie, who had never been abroad :

“It’s the funniest thing you ever saw,” she wrote. ‘It's like a New
York omnibus turned inside out, the seats placed back to back, and the
top thrown away. Frank rode by the side of the driver; Fred and I
had the seat on one side, and mother and Doctor Bronson were on the
other side. The ordinary cars seat four passengers, but they have some
that will carry from six to ten, and are made for parties of tourists.
The ordinary cars have two wheels, but the large ones are four-wheelers,
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and are drawn by two horses. One horse is enough for a small car,and
he goes along at a good speed, provided the driver is willing to urge him.

“The disadvantage of this kind of a carriage is that you don’t see
much on the side opposite to where you are seated ; you take in all the
scenery on your own side of the road, but anything on the other is apt
to twist your neck.

“Fred told me a story of an Englishman who rode from Queens-
town to Cork on the hill side of a jaunting-car, and didn’t see anything
of the river; on the way back he changed seats with another passenger,
so that he was on the hill side again, and of course had the same view as
when he went up. He denies that there is any river between Cork and
Queenstown, nothing but a ‘ beastly hill,’ and says he has been twice
over the route, and ought to know.”

For the account of the visit to Blarney we will continue our refer-
ence to Mary’s letter. She seems to have been an excellent correspond-
ent, both in her powers of description and the fidelity with which she
wrote to her friends at home.

“We followed the course of the Lee for several miles. Before going
out of Cork we saw Shandon Church, which has been made famous all
over the world by the poem about ‘The Bells of Shandon.” Frank
recited the verses as we rode along, and it seemed to me that they were
prettier than ever. They were written by Francis Mahoney, an Irish
humorist, who was born in Cork in the year 1805. I always thought
the poem was the work of a Catholic priest named Prout; but Frank
says Mahoney wasn’t a priest at all, but he gave the impression that he
was one by writing under the name of ¢ Father Prout.” Ile was right
about the beauty of the river Lee, but when he spoke of ¢ Sweet Cork,’
he was rather more enthusiastic than I am. Cork isn’t sweet at all; at
any rate, the streets are dirty enough, but some of the fine residences on
the hills may possibly justify his words.

It is five or six miles from Cork to Blarney Castle, or, rather, to the
village of Blarney, which isn’t far from the famous ruin. There are
cloth factories and other establishments at the village, but we didn't
stop to look at them; we were there to look at the castle, and so we
went straight to it. It was built before America was discovered, and
is very much in ruins. Close to it are the Groves of Blarney, which
Father Prout has celebrated in his verses, but not so much so as the
bells of Shandon. The groves are very pretty, and a capital place for
a picnic or a camp-meeting.

“The place is kept by an old woman, who took a sixpence for each
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THE TOURIST'S CAR.

one of the party, and intimated that she ought to have an extra shilling
because there were so many of us. Of course we all kissed the Blarney-
stone—not the real one, which is in the wall of the building many feet
from the ground, and can only be reached by the lips of a person who
is suspended by his heels from the top of the castle four or five feet
above. There’s a fragment of rock, which is called ¢ The Ladies’ Stone,
on the floor just inside the entrance, and you can kiss this as easily as
you could the edge of a dining-table.
“TFather Prout says of the Blarney-stone:

““*There’s a stone there that whoe'er kisses, sure he ne’er misses
To become iloquint.’

“Now, if you find when I get home that I'm unusually talkative
and wonderfully winning in my ways of speech, you must ascribe it to
my having kissed the famous stone of Ireland. The tradition is that
anybody who has done so will acquire, in the language of one writer on
the subject, ¢ the gift of gentle, insinuating speech, with soft talk in all
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its ramifications, whether employed in vows light as air, such as lead
captive the female heart, or elaborate mystifications of the grosser
grain, such as may do for the House of Commons.’ -

“ While we were at the top of the castle enjoying the view and rest-
ing from the fatigue of the climb, four young Englishmen came up, and
said they were going to kiss the real stone. And they did it too. Each
was lowered in turn by his three companions. To make sure that they
should not drop him, a sash was tied to his heels, and he was lowered,
head downward, till his lips touched the stone. The first of them for-
got to empty his pockets, and a shower of shillings and sixpences went
tumbling below. Whether he got the money back again or not we
didn’t wait to see. He came up very red in the face from his suspen-
sion head downward, and I fancy that he would not care to repeat the
performance with all its risks.”

From Blarney the party returned to Cork by the valley road, visited
some of the churches, and gave a hasty glance at the public buildings,
of which the inhabitants are especially proud. The driver of the jaunt-
ing-car pointed out the jails, hospitals, asylums, and similar establish-
ments, and said there wasn’t another city in Ireland that had more of
them. Frank asked for the statue of Father Mathew, a noted temper-
ance reformer, and made note of the fact that it was surrounded by sev-
eral drinking shops, as if in mockery of the work of the man commemo-
rated by the figure. Mary asked who Father Mathew was, and Doctor
Bronson made the following reply :

“ He was a Catholic priest, who was born in 1790 and ordained in
1814, and the early part of his ministerial labors was devoted to the
poor people of Cork. In 1838 he became interested in the Temperance
cause, and evoked so much enthusiasm that in five months he adminis-
tered the pledge of total abstinence to one hundred and fifty thousand
converts in and near the city of Cork. After that he travelled through
Ireland, lecturing on temperance and administering the pledge, and it is
reported that he administered it to one hundred thousand persons in
Galway in two days. Then he went to England, and afterwards to the
United States, and there is probably no one man who ever did as much
as he for the cause of temperance. A curious circumstance about the
case is that his brother was a wealthy distiller, and was ruined by the
temperance crusade of Father Mathew, which caused the closing of
many distilleries all over Ireland, in consequence of the great numbers
of people that signed the pledge and kept it, at least for a while.”
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CHAPTER II

FROM CORK TO KILLARNEY; PLANS FOR THE JOURNEY; THE DIFFERENT
ROUTES.—BANTRY BAY.—GLENGARIFF.—GALWAY AND ITS CURIOSITIES.—THE
CLADDAGH.—HOW A FATHER CAUSED HIS SON TO BE HANGED.—REMNANTS
OF THE ANCIENT IRISH POPULATION.—A REGION OF RAIN.—IRISH SCENERY.—
FROM GLENGARIFF TO THE LAKES.—IRISH BEGGARS; FRANK'S PLAN FOR
THEIR SUPPRESSION.— BEGGING AS A REGULAR OCCUPATION.—A LITTLE
STORY.—THE KILLARNEY LAKES AND THE GAP OF DUNLOE.—KATE KEARNEY
AND HER DESCENDANT.—IRISH LEGENDS.—THE SEVEN-YEAR SPECTRE.—
WHERE THE FAIRIES DANCE. — ROSS CASTLE, INNISFALLEN, AGHADOE, MUCK-
ROSS ABBEY, AND TORC LAKE.—WHAT THE ECHO DID FOR THE EAGLE.

N returning to the hotel at Cork after seeing the city and the few
things of interest it contained, Doctor Bronson found a telegram
which called him to London by the first through train. He therefore

THE WITCH'S STONK.

left the youths to take
care of Mrs. Bassett and
Mary, with the under-
standing that they were
to keep him informed
of their movements, and
he would join them at
the first favorable op-
portunity. He had no
hesitation at trusting
them to themselves, as
they had seen a consid-
erable part of the world
and were well versed
in the requirements of
travel.

“We were going, as
you know, from here
to Killarney,” said the

Doctor to the youths, “and I had planned to make the journey by the
coach. It gives a better view of the country than the route by railway
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through Mallow, where the branch to Killarney leaves the main line.
The railway journey takes about six hours, and the station at Killarney
is about two miles from the lake. There is another route from Cork by
Macroom and Glengariff, partly by rail and partly by stage-coach, but
it takes two days, while the all-coach route can be made in a single
day over an interesting road.

“I suggest,” continued Doctor Bronson, “that you hire a carriage
to take the four of you, with light baggage, to Killarney, and send the
trunks on by train to meet you wherever you may designate. Be very
careful about your bargain, or you will find yourselves tricked in some
way. You observed that when we took the car to Blarney I was care-
ful to stipulate ¢ there and back.” Had I not done so, the fellow would
have been sure to claim, on reaching Blarney, that he had only been
hired one way, and an equal sum would have been required for the re-
turn journey, and perhaps more.”

After a few suggestions of a similar character, the Doctor left them
to their own resources. How well they succeeded without his guidance
we will learn as we follow them.

They sought to engage a carriage for the journey; but as soon as
they began to negotiate for it, the prices advanced to a high figure, and .
there seemed to be a combination among the owners of all available ve-
hicles to make the strangers pay the highest possible price. Thereupon,
the youths dropped the idea of a carriage journey all the way to Kil-
larney, and contented themselves with the route by Glengariff. The
trunks were sent on by rail to Killarney, and the four travellers started
for the station in high glee. The anticipations of the carriage-owners
were not realized, and they probably entertained more respect than be-
fore for the young Americans whom they had sought to victimize.

The train carried them through a picturesque country to the head
of Bantry Bay, where the railway terminates, about fifty miles from
Cork. Bantry is a small town, with possibly three thousand inhabi-
tants, and is said to have been in former times a fishing-place of consid-
erable importance; at least this was what our friends learned from a
fellow-passenger in the train, who appeared to know all about the coun-
try and its history.

“It’s the finest harbor in the world, is Bantry Bay,” said he, as the
train brought its waters into view. “Just look at it ; twenty-five miles
long by three or four wide, and anchorage-ground for all the ships in
the world. As if the bay wasn’t enough, Nature has put three or four
harbors around it, so that if the wind gets too strong for weak craft in
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the open water, they can run into these little nooks. We could put the
whole of the Cove of Cork into Bantry Bay a dozen times.over, and
then have room for the harbor of New York.”

Frank was about to suggest that these estimates were somewhat ex-
aggerated, but he remembered the nationality of the speaker and the
probability that he might have a landed interest in the neighborhood ;
so he said nothing but words of approval, and remarked that Bantry
Bay would be an excellent harbor for the transatlantic steamers.

A FISHERMAN AND HIS ABSISTANT.

“You're right when you say that,” was the reply. *It’s been talked
of several times, and some day, perhaps, we’ll see it done. Bantry's
nearer to New York than Queenstown is, and the steamers could save
time by coming here.”

Fred whispered to Frank that he wished there was a Galway man
present, so that they might hear the claims of that port as a terminus
for a steamship route. We may remark that a line was once in opera-
tion between Galway and the United States, and the hopes of the peo-

2
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ple of that city were carried very high. But the Galway line came to "
grief ; and though much talk has been indulged in towards securing the

restoration of the commerce of the port, it has never succeeded. Gal-

way is considerably nearer to Dublin and London than Queenstown,

and also nearer to New York by several hours than the last-named port.

At present it is a sleepy place, with no great amount of commerce, its

inhabitants deriving their principal support from fisheries and a few

local manufactures.

Galway was mentioned in the course of the conversation. The stran-
ger advised the travellers to visit it if it came in their way, but assured
them they wouldn’t be repaid for their trouble. This confirmed the sus-
picion that he had a direct interest in the prosperity of Bantry against
any possible rival.

“If you go to Galway,” said he, “don’t fail to see the Claddagh.”

* Please, sir, tell us what the Claddagh is,” said Mary.

“Why, it’s a suburb of Galway where the fishermen live. They
speak the ancient Irish language, wear the Irish costume—at least the
women do—marry entirely among themselves, and won’t allow stran-
gers from anywhere to live among them. They elect a mayor of their
own every year,and he makes laws for them concerning their fishing
business, and settles most of their difficulties. Sometimes they are ar- .
rested by the police for fighting, but generally any trouble among them
is referred to their own mayor, who has more control over them than
the city authorities have.

“Then you must see a house that has a skull and cross-bones on it;
and when you ask what it means, they’ll tell you that four hundred
vears ago the house was owned by.James Lynch Fitzstephen, who was
at one time mayor of the city. There's a remarkable story connected
with that house.”

“What is that¢” one of the party inquired.

“It is this,” was the reply. ‘A son of Fitzstephen had committed
murder; he was tried before his father, the mayor; and the father, in
his judicial capacity, condemned the son to death. The murder was in
some way connected with the local quarrels of the time, and there was
a rumor of a plot to rescue the young man on his way to the scaffold.
To make sure that there should be no rescue, the father caused the son
to be hanged from the window of his own house, and that’s why you
see the skull and cross-bones on the building.”

Mary thought she didn’t care to see the house which had such a
dreadful memory connected with it. Frank told her there was little
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probability that she would see it, as their plans did not include a visit
to Galway. Mrs. Bassett was glad they were not going there, as she
wanted to forget that horrid house, and wouldn’t be likely to if they
were once in its vicinity.

The stranger apologized for mentioning the matter. Frank assured
him there was no need of an apology, and that the anecdote was inter-
esting. It was an illustration of the conditions of the time when the
incident is said to have occurred, and therefore was worthy of - note.
Suiting his action to his words, he recorded it in his memorandum-book.
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ON THE QUAY AT GALWAY.

Our friends left the railway at its terminus, and had a delightful
drive along the shore of Bantry Bay as far as Glengariff. Sometimes
the road took them close to the edge of the water, then suddenly as-
cended among the hills, and then as suddenly descended. Most of the
slopes were very steep, and altogether the scenery was quite picturesque.
Towards the head of the bay the mountains are in places precipitous,
and many of the rocks are quite bare of verdure. The mountains are
brown in some of the bare spots, black in others, and of a rich green
wherever the grass finds a foothold. Mrs. Bassett wished she could
have a few square miles of the beautiful green of the Irish fields and
hillsides transported to the country around New York, and Mary thought
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each of the mountains that
looked upon Bantry Bay and
sheltered it from the winds.

Frank explained that he would try to meet her wishes to some ex-
tent ; they would spend the night at Glengariff, at the head of the bay,
and for the rest of the month of her desired stay she would be able to
feed upon her imagination. Glengariff has two or three good hotels,
and is quite a pleasure resort during the summer season; in fact, the
spot is so attractive at all seasons that the hotels remain open through-
out the year. The waters of the Gulf Stream are poured upon the west-

WATER-FALL AT GLENGARIFF.
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that shelter the spot have something to do in mitigating the rigors of
the winter. If some one could patent an invention whereby the num-
ber and frequency, and especially the wetness, of the rains could be re-
duced, he might be certain of an ample fortune from his royalties. The
chief drawback of a tour in Ireland, and, in general, of a tour anywhers
through the United Kingdom, is the frequency and copiousness of the
rain, :

“This thing is arranged best in some of the tropical islands.” said
Fred one day, while the rain was under discussion. * There are places
in the world where it rains only in the night; vou know exactly at what
hour it will rain and when it will clear off and be delightful. You have
the whole day out-of-doors, without the necessity of carrving an um-
brella, except to protect vou from the sun; and if you get home any

e
-
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time before midnight, you're all safe. The rain falls between midnight
and daylight, and that’s just the time when honest people are supposed
to be in their beds.”

Frank suggested a petition to Parliament for the regulation of the
rain, and Fred replied that he would think the matter over and report
the result. As no report has yet reached us, it is probable that he is yet
in the midst of his meditations.

As they approached Glengariff the road made a long descent from
the rugged and bare hills to a delightful glen where the grass was thick
and bright, and the lines of ownership of the land were carefully defined
by luxuriant hedges covered with rich blossoms that converted them
into walls of flowers. Vines were growing wherever they could find
clinging-places, and some of the houses by the road-side were so com-
pletely embowered in them that hardly 2 bit of the material of which
they were constructed could be seen by the casual wayfarer. The bay
at this point is almost completely landlocked ; and though the winds
-were blowing outside, the surface of the water was as smooth as that of
a mountain lake. Several islands rise from the bay and add to its pict-
uresqueness and natural beauty.

Several little streams flow into the bay at different points, and as
they tumble down from the hills they form here and there pretty cas-
cades. These water-falls are an attraction for visitors, and our friends
lost, no time in going to the onc of the greatest fame. Frank said it
reminded him of the Bridal Veil Fall in the Yosemite Valley, of which
it might be taken to be a copy in miniature, as the amount of water was
only a fraction of that in the Yosemite stream, and the height was lim-
ited in proportion. Neither Mrs. Bassett nor Mary had any compari-
sons to make, as they had little acquaintance with cascades, but they
agreed that one must go far to find a prettier fall than the one at Glen-
gariff. Below it the bed of the stream was full of picturesque rocks,
and there was a wealth of leafy trees, bushes, and vines all about the
fall that gave it a magnificent setting. The creamy foam of the cata-
ract made a sharp contrast to the dark green of the leaves and the
blackness of the rocks, and the party was reluctant to leave the spot
and continue its promenade.

Seats were secured on the coach for Killarney, and our friends took
their places for a ride through the wild scenery of this part of Ireland.
Frank had secured places on the outside of the vehicle, and taken care
that the water-proof cloaks of his mother and sister were ready for
them to don when the first shower came. It came before they started,
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and reminded Fred of Mark Twain’s pugilist, who “broke up the riot
before it began.” A water-proof cloak or overcoat is as necessary an
adjunct of travel in Ireland as a rifle is to a hunter of bears or lions.
Woe betide the tourist who ventures into the Killarney district with
neither water-proof nor umbrella.

From Glengariff the road ascends far up into the mountains, and the
rich verdure of the lower ground disappears. There are farms here and
there, but they do not have an air of prosperity, and some of them are
altogether deserted and their houses are crumbling into ruin. The for-
mer inhabitants have emigrated, perhaps to other parts of the United
Kingdom, or, more likely, to the shores of America, and none have come
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to take their places. The mountains are rugged, and however attractive
they may be to the eye of the traveller, they are not specially inviting
to his feet. They are interspersed with bits of moorland, which are
broken by rocky ridges, and very often we come to narrow ravines that
the road-maker has not dared to penetrate. Some of these ravines widen
into valleys, while others dwindle down to nothing and disappear alto-
gether. A fellow-passenger described them to our friends, and Fred
said they must be like a road he had heard of somewhere in the West-
ern States of America that began grandly with sufficient width for
four or five carriages at once, but gradually diminished till it became a
squirrel-track, and ran up a tree.

Forty miles of this kind of travel brought our friends to the en-
trance of the‘valley where the Lakes of Killarney are situated. From
the top of a ridge, several miles away, they caught sight of the three
lakes, and Mary’s cheeks were red with excitement when she beheld the
sheets of water in their setting of hills and verdure. She was disap-
pointed at their size, as the mention of a lake suggested to her mind
something like the vast bodies of water upon the map of the United
States. Fred tried to make a mental calculation of the number of Kil-
larneys that could be made out of Lake Erie or Lake Michigan, but soon
abandoned the effort in despair.

As they descended towards the lakes the sterility of the uplands
gave place to rich foliage, and on each side of the valley there was a
bewildering mass of vines and other green things that almost hid the
rocks from view or revealed little more than their outlines. At one
place the road wound around the side of a mountain covered with green
almost to its top; on one side was the mountain, and on the other a rich
slope down to the lakes. The slope was diversified with field, pasture,
and forest, with here and there the houses of the inhabitants. Some of
the newest of the houses were clearly distinguishable through the con-
trast of their color with the surrounding verdure, but the older ones
were embowered in vines like those around Glengariff, which we have
already described.

The approach to the lake was indicated by the swarm of beggars
that made its appearance and solicited alms in tones calculated to ex-
tract money from the most hermetically sealed pocket. I‘rank and
Fred held counsel, and determined that they would go on record as not
having contributed in any way to the begging propensities of the na-
tives, and they asked the ladies to be guided strictly by them, and not
to give out a penny, or the half of it, except with their approval.
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Mrs. Bassett and Mary agreed to the plan, and, as a preliminary, each
of them handed her purse to Frank.

“They’ll be sure to wheedle something out of me,” said Mrs. Bassett,
‘“in case I have it about me. Now that Frank has my purse, I can’t be
generous if I would.”

“These people live by begging, and some of them are said to be com-
fortably well off,” said Frank, in explanation of his apparent want of
charity. “This is their business, their occupation, just as much as any
occupation or trade where people work for their living and come hon-
estly by their money. They have a settled purpose to tire you out and

TORC LAKE.

compel you to give something from sheer weariness at the repetition of
their demands, and experience has shown them that this plan is pretty
sure to succeed.”

“That reminds me of a little story,” said Fred, “of a man who had
been dunned a great many times for the amount of a bill which he
finally paid. When he paid it he said to his creditor, with a good deal
of indignation in his tone:

“¢You’ve dunned me at least a hundred times for this money. I'd
like to know what made you do it ?’

“¢ Because the ninety-ninth time didn’t fetch it," was the reply.”
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“That's exactly the principle on which these Killarney beggars
operate,” said Frank. ¢They stick to you all day, in the confidence
that you'll surrender in the end.”

As they reached the unprepossessing town of Killarney and de-
scended from the coach, Frank saw a priest in the crowd, and a bright
idea occurred to him. Walking up to the priest, he handed him a sov-
ereign, and explained that it was the contribution of his party to the
poor of the parish. The priest accepted.the coin, and Frank bowed
himself away. During their stay in the neighborhood they referred
all beggars to the fund in the hands of their spiritual adviser, and thus
cleared their consciences of any charge of having neglected the apparent
suffering around them. Their example is commended to other tourists
as long as the begging nuisance is allowed to continue. If the British
Government were half as tyrannical to Ireland as some people have
claimed, it would suppress this degrading business by putting every sup-
pliant for alms under arrest and sending him to the poor-house, which is
his proper place, if his sufferings are as he represents them to be.

To follow our friends in their movements around the lakes of Killar-
ney would require more time and space than are at our disposal. We
will quote from Mary’s letter on the subject, which was submitted to
Frank and Fred for their criticism before its completion. At their sug-
gestion some of its exuberance was stricken out, through the fear that
any one who came there with the letter in hand and looked for all the
wonders set forth might be doomed to disappointment. The letter, in
its amended form, ran as follows:

“We've been here three days, and are to leave to-morrow. A good
many visitors hurry through in a single day, and others stay a week
and don’t find it too long. I could stay a month, but Frank says three
days are quite enough to ‘do’ the lakes thoroughly. Ile’s seen so many
places that he ought to know. To me the place is the grandest I ever
saw or imagined, but Frank says it doesn’t compare with the Italian
and Swiss lakes in the way of grandeur, though it may in beauty.

“There are three lakes altogether, and they are called the Upper,
Middle, and Lower. The Lower Lake is the largest; the guide-book
says it is five miles long by three wide, the Middle Lake (also called
Torc Lake) one mile wide and twice as long, and the Upper Lake just a
little smaller than the middle one. It is about three miles from the
Upper to the Middle Lake, while the Middle and Lower lakes are so
close together that many people regard them as one. Some of the
guides here would make you believe, if such a thing were possible, that
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there are a hundred or a thousand lakes in the Killarney group, and
then they’d proceed to collect a shilling from you for cach lake. The
guides, boatmen, pipers, and all the other people who make a living out
of the tourists that come here are nearly as bad as the beggars, and
have shaken my head so that I hardly know what I'm writing about.

“The Upper Lake is the prettiest and most picturesque, but all of
them are very nice, and I wouldn’t have missed them for anything. We
went along all the lakes in boats, and had carriages and saddle-horses
wherever they were needed. The boatmen amused us with lots of sto-
ries and legends as we went along, and some of thein must have drawn
a good deal on their imaginations.

“ Here's a specimen of their legends: when we were in the Lower
Lake we came to an island large enough for a good farm, and contain-
ing the ruins of Ross Castle, which was built hundreds and hundreds
of years ago. It’s all in ruins now, and very much ruined it is, fit only
for the owls and bats, and all grown over with ivy and other creeping
and clinging vines.

“¢That,’ said the boatman, ¢ was one of the castles of the O’Dono-
hues ; there was lots of thim in Ireland, and this was the powerfulest
of thim all. P’r’aps yer won’t belave me, but it's thrue for a fact that
iv'ry sivin years the chief of the O'Donohues comes back to see his cas-
tle. And yer can't imagine how he comes.’

“Of course we couldn’t imagine, and asked him to tell us.
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“¢Well, thin,’ said the man, ‘this is the way of it: he wakens out
uv his grave and gits up; thin he calls for his hoss, that’s white as the
goat’s milk they sell at Kate Kearney’s cottage, and whin they bring
the hoss he gets onter it. And away he rides right over the lake jist
like a bird, till he comes to the castle, and thin he blows his horn, and
there stands the castle, iv'ry stone of it back agin jist as it was whin he
lived in it five hundred years ago.’

“Frank asked the man if he had ever seen the castle when it was
thus restored, and how long it remained standing.

“¢Jt stays there jist as it was until the day breaks,’ said the boat-
man, ‘and whin the furst bames of the risin’ sun touches it, it milts
away and goes off for sivin years more.’

“ Frank repeated his question as to whether the narrator had ever
seen this wonderful restoration of the castle.

“¢P’ve nivir seen it meself,’ said the man, ‘but there’s a dozen frinds
of mine that has seen it and told me all about it” We were obliged to
accept this story as the nearest we could get to the actual facts con-
cerning the performances of the O’Donohues.

* There’s a place where the fairies come down and have a dance in
the moonlight once in every three years, and another where the witches
assemble on stated occasions for a grand revel. We went through the
ruins of the castle, and certainly found room enough for the ancestor of
the O’Donohues to hold a council of war and summon his followers to
battle. One of the pipers said he was a descendant of the real O’Don-
ohue, and wanted extra pay for his services in consequence. Iie played
some Irish airs for us, and put on a good many more when we paid
him off. These fellows are never satisfied.

“We had a ride through the Gap of Dunloe, a very wild pass be-
tween two high mountains, called the MacGillicuddy Reeks and the
Toomies. Before we came to the Gap we passed the cottage of Kate
Kearney. You remember the old song:

**Did you ever hear tell of Kate Kearney,
\Who lived by the banks of Killarney?’

“Well, Kate was accounted a witch in her day, and she was won-
derfully beautiful, according to the song and the legend. One of her
descendants keeps the cottage to-day, and sells milk and *mountain
dew’ to thirsty travellers. Kate was evidently selfish, and kept all
her beauty to herself, if we are to judge by her descendant, who hasn’t
any. Ired says she’s a descendant through another line of fathers and
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mothers, and I guess he’s right. T wonder they don’t get a pretty Irish
girl to como here and pass for the great-granddaughter of Kate. I've
seen some that are pretty as pinks, and I envied the roses on their
cheeks, which seemed to be just as natural as the dew on the grass.

“There’s a brook running through the Gap of Dunloe which they
call the Loe, and every little while it rounds out into a pool. After
getting through the Gap you come to the Black Valley. It gets its
name partly from the peat, which gives a dark color to the waters in
the pools scattered through it, and partly on account of the shadows
from the Reeks. At some places the Gap is so narrow that there is
barely room for the path by which we went. One of the beggars that
was following us missed his footing and fell into the water. We all
laughed, and, would you believe it? the fellow picked himself out of the
water, scrambled after us, and was soon alongside demanding pay for
having given us something to laugh at. Frank referred him to the fund
we had left with the priest; and when the fellow repeated his demand,
he was told that we did not owe him anything, as we hadn’t hired him
to tumble into the water for our amusement or any other purpose.

“ Our ride ended at Lord Brandon’s cottage, and we had the journey
back by boat, a distance of about eleven miles. We went ashore at In-
nisfallen Island, not far from Ross Castle. You’ve heard the song about
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‘Sweet Innisfallen,’ and it certainly must have been a delightful place
before it went to decay. It's very pretty now; and though it looks
from the lake like a mass of forest, you find when on shore that it has
pretty lawns and glades, with the same abundance of vines and leafy
plants that we see all about here. Fred said the ruins were very much
out of repair—worse, if possible, than those of Ross Castle.

“There are several caves that they showed us; but since we saw the
Mammoth Cave in Kentucky last year, I don’t care much about any

‘““LIT ME TILL YER ABOUT THE AIGLR.”

small caves they can get up here. The
prettiest they have are the Colleen Bawn
caves, which seem almost as though they
had been hewn out of the rock. The
sun was quite warm outside when we
went there, and you may be sure it was
delightful to feel the coolness of the
caves and listen to the echoes of our
voices. And speaking of echoes, there’s
a remarkable one at a bluff called the

‘Eagle’s Nest; it repeats a short sen-

tence very distinctly, but gets confused
if you give it a long speech. Frank
says this is the case with the echo-places
all over the world.”

Our friends took a day to visit Torc
Cascade and Muckross Abbey, together
with the ruins of Aghadoe. Ilere is
Frank’s description of these curiosities:

“Torc Cascade is a charming water-
fall, sixty or seventy feet high, tumbling
down from the mountain very much as
the old poem says the water comes down
at Lodore. Prettier and grander than
the cascade was the view of the valley
from a point higher up on the path that
we followed to reach the cascade; and
some who have been all over the coun-
try say there isn’t a finer view in all

Ireland. Fred and I wanted to climb to the top of Mangerton Mount-
ain; Mary was willing to go with us, but we thought the climb would
be too much for mother, so we gave it up. She told us to go without
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her; but we didn’t want to be selfish, and besides, we'd seen more than
we're likely to remember.

“ Muckross Abbey is an interesting ruin, which is all that remains of
what was an important seat of religion five hundred years ago. It
serves as the tomb of many distinguished families of former days, and
we found the portions of the building that remain very interesting.
Whatever they lacked in any way, the guide made up in the flowery
language of this part of the world. Mary thinks he has not only kissed
the Blarney-stone, but had a few pounds of it pulverized, so that he can
take a pinch regularly in place of snuff.

“We've greatly enjoyed the stories of the guides all around here,
though sometimes there’s a trifle too much of them. The best of their
talk is found in the legends and traditions, as the most of them are of a
very supernatural kind. Here’s a sample, which relates to the echo at
the Eagle’s Nest :

“¢There was an aigle had a nist there for years and years, and that’s
why the place got its name. The ould bird was a sly one, and she’d put
her nist where it wasn't aisy to get at it. The only way was for a fel-
ler to lower hisself down along the face of the big rock you see over
beyant there. Well, one day whin the ould bird woz away, a sodger
said he’d have the young uns out o’ the nist onyhow, and so he goes
and gits a long rope and lowers hisself down.

“+Jist as he got in front o’ the nist the ould bird come a-flyin’ out
of a cloud. “Mornin’,” says she to him; and he says * Mornin’” to her
jist as perlite as yer plaze. “ Wot yer want here?” sez she. * Nothin’,”
sez he. “I jist dropped down to ask arter the hilth uv yer nice little
birdies.” ¢ That's a lie,” sez she. ‘ It’s the troth,” sez he. * No, 'tisn’t,”
sez she. And thin she hollered out so's yer cud hear her a imile, ez ef
she woz a-talking to the mountain, “ Didn’t he come to rob the aigle's
nist 7 Av coorse the echo sed, “ Rob the aigle’s nist,” and wid that she
hit him a wipe atween the eyes wid her hooked ould nose, and away he
tumbled inter the lake, and he'’s bin thar iver sence.””
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CHAPTER IIIL

ORIGIN OF WAKES; ORIGINALLY RELIGIOUS CEREMONIES; SUPPRESSED BY ROY-
AL COMMAND.—*“A GOOD SUBJECT FOR A WAKE.”—A DISAPPOINTED WOMAN.
—INCIDENTS OF A WAKE, AS TOLD BY A SPECTATOR.—THE “KEENER”™ AND
HER OCCUPATION. —PROFESSIONAL MOURNERS.— A GHASTLY FESTIVAL.—A
DANCE AND “KISS IN THE RING.”—IIOW THE CHURCH REGARDS THE WAKE.—
LIMERICK ; ITS FISH-HOOKS AND LACE MANUFACTURE.—IRISH BUTTER.—
THE POTATO HARVEST.—AGRICULTURAL PRODUCTS OF IRELAND.—THE FAM.
INE OF 1846 ; EMIGRATION TO AMERICA IN CONSEQUENCE ; ANECDOTES OF THE
NEW COUNTRY.—DUBLIN.—CAR-DRIVERS AND THEIR WIT.—TEN MILES WITH-
OUT A LINCHPIN.—A WAGER AND ITS RESULT.—“THE TWELVE APOSTLES.”

N their last evening at Killarney our friends made the acquaint-

ance of a fellow-countryman who had spent much time in Ireland,

and was familiar with the customs of the people. He was ready to give

the strangers all information in his power, and promptly answered the
questions which were put to him.

™

WAITING FOR THE FUNERAL.

Mrs. Bassett had read and heard of an Irish “wake,” and wanted to
know what it was. She was aware that it was a form of mourning for
the dead, but beyond that she was ignorant.

“Pardon me if I am a trifle pedantic,” said the gentleman, “but it
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is well to begin at the beginning. ¢Wake’is a Saxon word, and means
a holiday festival. Wakes had their origin at the time of the conversion
of the Saxons to Christianity, and were established for the purpose of
celebrating the birthday of a saint to whom a church was dedicated.
In this respect they were exactly like the saints’ days of the Catholic
and Russian churches, and were properly devoted to religious ceremo-
nies exclusively. In those times the Church day was reckoned from
sunset to sunset, and consequently the people began their celebration in

THE DISPENSARY DOCTOR.

the evening, continued it through the night, and all the following day
until the sun went down.

“So much for the wake as it was in the beginning. Gradually the
ceremony degenerated into boisterous merrymaking, and worse. So bad
did the wake become that it was discontinued by royal edict three hun-
dred years ago. It was not entirely suppressed, as the saint’s day still
continues to be ‘celebrated in various parts of England and the other
countries of the United Kingdom. In Ireland the principal existence of

3
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the wake is among the humbler classes of the people, and it is connected
with the services over the dead.”

“That’s the kind of wake I wish to know about,” said Mrs. Bassett,
as the gentleman paused.

“Well,” he continued, “ through nearly all the country it is the fash-
ion among the poorer classes to hold a wake when one of them dies. I
can best tell you what they do by describing the last one I saw in a vil-
lage on the west coast.”

The listeners gathered closer about him, and by their movements
and attitudes indicated their interest in the subject.

*In the small villages of Ireland the principal amusements are wed-
dings and funerals, and the tendency of human nature is to make the
most of its opportunities, all the world over. What wonder, then, that
an old person of either sex is generally regarded as a fit subject for a
wake, and that the rest of the population looks forward with some
eagerness to the day when,the Angel of Death will favor them with a
chance for a local festivity.

“I once saw a case of real anger on the part of a woman who was
celebrated for the fervor with which she could cry at a wake. An old
man in the village had fallen ill and was supposed to be near his end,
and his friends had sent word to this ¢ keener,’ or crier, who lived some
distance away. When she arrived he had taken a turn for the better,
and was able to walk about and make short calls upon the neighbors.
Norah ——, the crier in question, pointed at him with a look of scorn,
as she said :

“¢Look at the ould chate, gittin’ up and goin’ round among folks,
and me a-coming from two counties away to cry at his wake. He ought
to be ashamed of hisself ; but niver mind, he can’t stay round this way
for long, and whin he does go we’ll have a moighty foine toime over
him. I won't go back to County Cork jist now till I see how the ould
scoundrel holds hisself.’

“Well, the wake that I attended was that of an old man who had
gone the way of all flesh and yielded to the inevitable. I happened to
be passing the cabin one morning, and observed a crowd of people com-
ing and going. On stopping to ascertain the cause of the commotion, I
learned that ‘ould Dinnis’ had died during the night, and his people
were considering how the wake should be held. ‘Sorra bit o’ money
there’s in the house,’ said my informant, ‘and the coffin-maker won’t
give’em the box till he’s got the money in hand.

“I entered the house, and on questioning the son of ‘ould Dinnis’ I
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learned that such was the case. A collection was then being taken for
the purposes of the wake, but all the people were poor, and the money
was not easy to obtain. So I opened my purse and gave what was
needed to make up the amount.

“ Blessings were showered upon me, and I was invited to the wake.

WAY-8IDE TOILKT.

As this was my object in making the contribution. I gladly accepted,
and took my leave, not, however, until I had been solicited for an addi-
tional contribution, * jist for buyin'a drop o’ whiskey.! A wake without
whiskey would be ‘Hamlet' without Hamlet, or Boston without the
east wind.

1e day the coftin was obtained, and on its way to the house
d by many of the people, as though it had been a hearse
the cemetery. This is a custom of some parts of the

“of 'l. Those who follow the empty coffin give them-

ations over the friends they have recently lost,
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recounting their many virtues, and the grief of the living over the depart-
ure of the dead. When the coffin reached the house of Dennis it was
hidden away until wanted, as it is not the custom to place the corpse
within it until a few minutes before it is to be taken to the cemetery.

“In the evening I went to the house, where several neighbors and
friends had already assembled, and was cordially greeted by all whom I
knew. The late Dennis was lying upon a table with a sheet over him,
and a dish filled with tobacco resting upon his breast. There was a jug
of whiskey, and not a small one, either, and there were cups at hand
for drinking the fiery beverage. Then there were pipes for all who
wished to smoke, and each smoker as he filled his pipe did so from the
dish of tobacco that I have mentioned.

“People chatted freely until the entrance of an old woman, who
paused at the door-way, and said: ¢ God bless all here! God rest the
soul of the dead!” Then she sat down by the side of the corpse and
began to lament in a loud voice. It seemed as though she could have
been heard for a‘mile or more, and a stranger passing along the road
might have been excused for supposing some one was suffering the
most excruciating pain.

“There were perhaps a dozen other old women in the room, and all
of them joined in the lament. This lasted for several minutes, and then
gradually died away as the old woman who led the chorus had com-
pleted the enumeration of the many virtues of the deceased. Whenever
a new group of guests entered the house, it was the signal for fresh
lamentations, which were particularly loud and prolonged when two
old women came in together. I asked one of the party why this was,
and he answered, ‘ Thim wimmen’s the tidiest criers in the parish,” an
explanation which was sufficient.

“You’ve been in Egypt, I believe,” said the gentleman, turning to
Frank and Fred. “The keeners, or professional criers, in Ireland are
exactly analogous to the professional mourners of Cairo and other cities
in Moslem lands. Where the custom arose among the Irish no one can
tell, but it is generally bclieved to be of Eastern origin.”

“The custom of hiring mourners to cry at funerals,” said Frank, “is
not confined to the countries you have mentioned. It is to be found in
various parts of Asia and Africa and in some of the islands of the Pa-
cific Ocean.”

¢« All the population of the village, old and young, was assembled at
the wake, and it very soon became more a merrymaking than a scene of
grief. The whiskey-cups circulated freely from hand to hand, and the
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consequence was that the party became noisy at a very early hour. The
old men and women sat and gossiped in the intervals of the lamentations;
the young people started a game of some sort, which reminded me of
the ‘ Round a ring, Rosy’ of my childhood days. They formed in a cir-
cle at one side of the room ; one of the girls was placed in the centre,
where she picked out one of the youths and saluted him with a kiss.
Then she retired and joined hands with the rest of the circle, while the
youth selected a girl to be kissed
by and left in the ring. Then there was
a dance, in which all the younger
ones joined, and altogether no spec-
tator would have imagined that it
was a place of grief.

“I didn’t stay very late, as there
was quite a chance of a fight when
some of the party had become af-
fected by the whiskey. Wakes have
been the scenes of many fights. The
Church has tried to suppress them,
but its power is defied, though it is
a gratifying circumstance that the
number is less numerous than for-
merly. The scene is a demoralizing
one in every way, and it is not sur-
prising that the ceremony is frowned
upon by the best people of the coun-
try.

5 “I have heard a story,” the gen-
- * tleman continued, “of a wake where
the supposed corpse was only in a
trance. He came to life in the midst
of the lamentations over him, and
quietly reached out for a glass of
whiskey which one of the mourners
had placed on a chair close by. Tak-
ing the glass and draining it, he soon afterwards sat upright, to the
great consternation of the assemblage, who fled in horror from the spot.
And there’s another story of a man waking from a trance under such
circumstances, who was beaten into actual death by the infuriated at-
tendants, who declared that he couldn’t impose on them by pretending

E—

FROM LIMERICK.



38 THE BOY TRAVELLERS IN GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

to be alive when he wasn’t. Needless to say that it was late at night and
they were in a condition of wild intoxication. One of the saddest feat-
ures of a wake is the wild revelry that almost always accompanies it.”

“I'm glad we have nothing of the kind in our country,” Mrs. Bassett
remarked, when the description of this strange custom was finished.

“We have a relic of the wake,” was the reply, “in the ¢ watching’
that is maintained in some parts of the United States throughout each
night between a death and a funeral. The old custom, now happily
unknown among us, of making a festivity out of a funeral, was also a
relic of what I have been describing, and you will find the wake still in
existence among many of the Irish people who have settled in the land
beyond the sea. But the world moves, and every year customs and
practices are changing for the better.”

Various other topics were discussed during the evening, and then the
party retired for the night.

The next day our friends went to Dublin, taking the railway line to
Mallow, where a junction was made with the main line from Cork to
the capital. The distance is 186 miles in all, of which 145 belong to the
main line and the rest to the branch.

Fred wished to make a detour from the line long enough to visit
Limerick, but the scheme was voted impracticable under the circum-
stances, and the journey was not made. The youth’s acquaintance with
the city was chiefly due to his having used Limerick fish-hooks in sev-
eral angling excursions, and he thought it would be interesting to see
where and how they were made.

“If that's why you want to go there,” Frank answered, “I can save
you the trouble. I thought of the same thing, and have been looking
up the subject.”

Then he went into a dissertation upon fish-hooks, which we have not
space for in full. It was to the effect that the English fish-hooks are
made from steel wire, which is first cut into the proper lengths for
hooks. Then the wire is softened, and the ends of three of the pieces
are inserted into a rest or standard, where they are held while the barbs
of the three are cut at a single blow with a knife. Then they are
pointed and turned, and after this has been done the other end of each
hook is flattened out to prevent the line slipping over it. The Limerick
hooks are made by cutting the steel wire into lengths sufficient for two
hooks ; the ends are then forged out to the shape of barb and point, and
the barb is undercut with a file, instead of being turned up with a knife,
as is the case with the English hooks. This feature constitutes the chief
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advantage of Limerick hooks over English ones. The shaping is done
by means of pliers, which are manipulated with a great deal of skill
by expert workmen.

Fred listened with much interest to Frank’s account of how fish-
hooks were made, and Mary did likewise. When it was ended, she
mildly suggested that Limerick was celebrated for lace as well as for
fish-hooks, and she had been trying to find out how it was made.

“I've learned something about it,” said she, “but not all I wanted

BELOVED BY THE BUTTKR-MAKER.

to know. A great deal of it is made in the houses of the people, and
that kind is called pillow-lace, for the reason that it is wrought upon
pillows into which pins are stuck to hold the threads. One must have
excellent eyesight to make this kind of lace, as it is very trying to fol-
low the fine threads and see that they all get into their proper posi-
tions. Then there is lace which is woven in looms, and it is so cheap
that the hand-made lace can’t compete with it in price. Nottingham,
in England, is the greatest place for loom lace, so far as I've been able
to find out, and I hope we’ll go there and see the looms at work.”

“You're a good traveller,” said Frank, proudly, as the girl paused,
“and I’'m sure you’ll learn a great deal before you get back home again
in America.”

Mrs. Bassett joined in the commendation, and so did Fred. Mary
blushed at the praise for her efforts, and, to change the subject, called
attention to some cows that were grazing in a field near which the train
was passing. They were sleek animals, and evidently received careful
attention from their owners.
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“The fine grazing in this part of Ireland,” said Frank, “and the good
breed of the cows are probably the reasons why the butter is so famous.
The butter of this region goes to Cork for a market, and Cork butter is
claimed to be the finest in the world.”

The Irish butter had already been discussed by our friends, though
they were hardly prepared to admit that the dairy product of Ireland
was better than that of some parts of the United States. Mrs. Bassett
was emphatic on this point, but readily agreed that she had never tasted
finer butter anywhere than had been served to them since they landed
on Irish soil.

After the subject of butter had been exhausted, the potato came next
under discussion, the subject being brought up by the sight of a potato-
field where several men were at work. Everybody knows that the po-
tato is the reliance of the Irishman, and that a failure of the crop has
more than once caused a famine.

“Many people have an idea,” said Frank, “that there is little else
than the potato raised in the fields of Ireland. To show how much they
are mistaken, I’ve been gathering some figures of the agriculture of the
country in a single year, and here they are.”

So saying, he read off the following, remarking beforehand that he
would omit the last three figures of each statement: wheat, oats, rye,
and barley, 2,091,000 acres; potatoes, 992,000 ; turnips, 346,000 ; other
green crops, 136,000 ; flax, 122,000 ; and meadow and clover, 1,800,000.

“ Nine hundred and ninety-two thousand acres will produce a great
many potatoes,” said Fred. ¢ Let us see how many there are.”

Frank turned again to his figures, and reported that the crop of po-
tatoes in Ireland in a single year was estimated at 2,794,641 tons. The
population in the same year was 5,402,759, 80 that there was not far
from half a ton of potatoes to each inhabitant.

“No wonder there was so much distress when the potato crop
failed,” said Mrs. Bassett. “I well remember the reports of the dis-
tress in 1846 and 1847, and how there were liberal subscriptions every-
where to relieve the suffering. They told us that a great many people
actually died of hunger, and thousands were reduced to skeletons before
relief came to them.”

“The potato famine in those years,” said Frank, ¢ was largely the
cause of the emigration to America, which had been growing slowly
before that time, but afterwards increased rapidly. Finding life so un-
certain at home, the people went abroad, and as fast as they earned any
money they sent home for their relatives and friends. Probably three-
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fourths, if not more, of the Irish in America were brought. there by
their friends who had already found a home in the New World.”

“ They used to send back the most wonderful accounts of the wealth
of America,” said Mrs. Bassett. “ 1 remember one of the stories current
when I was a child was that an Irishman wrote home to his friend:
*Come to America, Dinnis, where the rocks are covered with loaves of
bread, and the pigs run around all roasted, with knife and fork sticking
in’em ; the dollars and shillings grow on the bushes, and you may have
all you want for only the trouble of picking ’em off.””

“ And there's another story,” said Frank, “of a newly landed emi-
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A FRUGAL BREAKFAST.

grant, who saw a piece of silver lying in the street. His friend stooped
to pick it up, but the new-comer checked him with the suggestion that
it wasn't worth while, as they’d come soon where the heaps of gold
were to be found.”

It was now Fred’s turn, and he recounted the statement of an emi-
grant as to the easy way in which he was earning his money. “All I
have to do,” said he, “is to carry a hodful of brick up a ladder to the
top of a four-story building, and the man up there does all the work.”
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Then Mary was called upon, and the only anecdote she could remem-
ber at the moment was about a cook from Ireland who had learned to
prepare some French dishes, and thought it would be a good thing to
have a French name.

She consulted her mistress on the subject, and the latter consented
to put “ Mary Murphy” into good French.

After a moment’s thought, she said, “I have it. Mary Murphy will
hereafter be known as Marie Pomme de Terre.” And she went by that
name as long as she remained in the service of her new godmother.

The presence of policemen at some of the railway stations suggegted
the disturbances with which Ireland has been afflicted for a very long
time. Frank said it would be a hopeless task to inform themselves
thoroughly on the subject of the wrongs and rights of the Irish ques-
tion, as it was utterly impossible to get at the exact truth from the
statements of either side. ‘ Human nature,” said he, *“ is so constituted
that nobody can give an impartial account of a dispute in which he is
concerned. In the quarrel between England and Ireland there are two
sides, and neither party can be relied upon. I don’t mean to say for a
moment that they wilfully misrepresent the case, but it is impossible
for either to see things through the other’s eye-glasses.

“There are no more patriotic people in the world than the Irish,”
Frank continued ; “and this is shown by the money that has been sub-
scribed and the blood that has been shed in the effort to liberate Ireland
and give her the independence that she had centuries ago. The efforts
in that direction have been more patriotic than practical, as any one can
see who reads the accounts of the various insurrections of the past hun-
dred years. That the Irish were in earnest was very clearly evident,
but they were contending against a military and naval power which
was altogether too great for them.”

“Later on,” said Frank, “we’ll take a glance at Irish history; at
present we will employ ourselves with Dublin, which we are fast ap- -
proaching.”

In due time they reached the Irish capital, and were quartered at a
comfortable hotel. Then they set out to make a tour of its sights, and
to study the peculiarities of the city which is associated with many fa-
mous names of the Emerald Isle.

Mary ventured upon a conundrum that she had heard somewhere,
in which was the query, “ Why is Ireland the richest country in the
world?’ and the answer is that “Its capital is Dublin every year.”
Fred thought it could be improved upon by using “day” or *hour” in
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A WANDERING BARD.

place of “year.” The conundrum, he said, was made long ago at an
Irish fair, and took the first prize, the second being awarded to the
following :

“Why is a timid girl like a ship coming into a harbor ”

The answer to this interrogatory was, “ Because she endeavors not
to come near the b(u)oys.”

Fred had duly acquainted the rest of the party with the historical
fact that Dublin was a city of great antiquity. ¢ It was,” said he, * the
Eblana of Ptolemy, the Dubh-linn (Black Pool) of the ancient Irish, and
the Duflyn or Dyvlyn of the Danes. It was captured by the Danes in
the ninth century, about the time of the capture of Cork and Limerick,
and during the next three hundred years it was the scene of many
battles. Celtic remains had been discovered in making excavations in
Dublin, the last of them being only a few years ago. The Castle, which
is an important edifice, was built in 1205, but has been so often rebuilt
that very little of the original structure remains.”

Our friends had been advised to hire a jaunting-car for their sight-
seeing, and rely upon the driver to serve as a guide. They found one
to their satisfaction, and the man proved so amusing that they gave
him an extra shilling by way of acknowledgment. On receiving it he
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thanked them for the gift, and suggested that a shilling additional
would enable him to remember his American friends a good deal better.

Frank said the circumstance reminded him of a story about a gentle-
man who said that it was impossible to pay a Dublin car-driver enough
to prevent his asking for more. IHe offered to wager a supper for half
a dozen that such was the case. The offer was taken, and he and the
one who took it started out together to settle the question.

They engaged the first car they found, drove about for nearly two

A LOVE-MATCH.

hours, and then returned to the club where the wager was made. As
they stepped from the vehicle one of them handed a sovereign to the
driver, and said :

“ Never mind the change, Pat; it's Saturday night, and you want
to make out a good week.”

The driver turned the shining gold over in his palm two or three
times, and then said :
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“Shure, yer honors wouldn’t be afther havin’ me break this nice
pxece, which I wants to take home to Biddy and the childer. Plaze,
ver ’onors, won’t yer be afther givin’ me a small saxpence to drink yer
’onors’ health #”

“ After all,” said Frank, “though the Dublin drivers have a bad rep-

utation in this respect, they are lit-
tle, if any, worse than men in the
same occupation all over the world.
Where the cabby, boatman, porter,
guide, and all of that ilk are not re-
strained by law, the result of deal-
ings with them is pretty much the
same. The story of the wager is a
good one, but it might apply to hun-
dreds of other places, as I have good
reason to know, and with the dif-
ference that the demand for more
would not be accompanied by so
plausible a reason as in this in-
stance.”

Innumerable stories are told of
the wit of the Irish car-drivers. It
is next to impossible to get them to
say what their fare is; they always
want to “to lave it to yer ’onor;” and
no matter what is paid them, they
insist that it is not enough. Some- THE RIST IS INSIDE, A-SORTIN' THE LETTHERS.”
times they offer to carry a passen-
ger “ for nixt to nothin’ at all,” but when the journey is ended he finds
that the respective views of employer and employed upon the exact
quantity of “ nothing” are materially different.

A story is told of a driver who took a traveller across the country
for a considerable distance, and when the settlement came at the end of
the route there was considerable grumbling at the offer of a single shil-
ling extra. As he took the shilling, the fellow said: ¢ Faith, it’s not
putting me off with this you'd be if you knew everything.” The trav-
eller offered an additional shilling, and then asked the driver what he
meant by “knowing everything.”

“It’s jist this, yer ’onor,” said the driver, “that I've druv ye the last
tin miles widout a linchpin.”
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An examination of the vehicle showed that this was actually the
case, and the necks of both traveller and driver had been in no little
danger.

An Irish driver is never at a loss for an answer to a question. If
he happens to know the correct one he will probably give it, unless it
should happen to interfere with his prospects of revenue from his cus-
tomer; but if he is ignorant of it he will give the first that his imagi-
nation suggests.

A traveller tells a story of an English tourist who was seeing the
sights of Dublin, and on passing the post-office asked what the statues
on the roof represented.

The driver thought a moment, and then answered: “Thim, sur,
thim’s the twilve apostles.”

“That can’t be,” responded the tourist; “there are only four of
them.”

“ And shure it’s right I am, sur,” replied Pat. “Thim’s the twilve
apostles; there’s four of ’em there,and the rist is inside a-sortin’ the
letthers.”
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CHAPTER 1V.

THE SIGHTS OF DUBLIN.—“THE LIBERTIES.”—THE SILK INDUSTRY.—AN ENTER-
PRISING POLICEMAN.—THE BREWERY OF GUINNESS & CO.—ORIGIN OF BREW-
ING IN IRELAND. —THE RIVER LIFFEY. —HOUSE WHERE TOM MOORE WAS
BORN.—TRINITY COLLEGE; A GREAT SEAT OF LEARNING.—CHARLES LEVER.
—OTHER FAMOUS BUILDINGS OF DUBLIN. —ST. PATRICK'S CATHEDRAL.—
SNAKES IN IRELAND; HOW THEY WERE BANISHED.—PHENIX PARK.—DON-
NYBROOK FAIR—ROUND TOWERS AND THEIR CHARACTER.—THE GRAVE OF
DANIEL O’CONNELL.—HISTORICAIL TALKS.—THE IRELAND OF ANTIQUITY.—
EARLY KINGS.—ORIGIN OF MANY MODERN FAMILIES.—THE MILESIANS; WHO
AND WHAT THEY WERE.—END OF THE PAGAN DYNASTIES.— BRIAN BORU,
AND WHAT HE DID.

FRED will tell us what our friends saw during their stay in the cap-
ital of Ireland.

“There is so much in Dublin that is interesting,” Fred wrote in his
journal, “ that I hardly know where to begin, and am afraid that when
once started I shall not know where to stop. Tke contrasts which the
city presents are not always seen even in places of as great a population
as we find here. The aristocratic part of Dublin is very pretty, the
streets being wide and the houses fine in construction. There are some
beautiful squares in this part of Dublin, and everything is laid out with
a great deal of taste. We have driven through many of the streets in
the wealthy part of the city, and are never weary of admiring them.

“But when we go to the south-western district, which is known as
‘ The Liberties,’ there is a different story to tell. Dirt and degradation
are all around ; men, women, and children are in rags, and it seems as
though we were in the midst of people on the verge of starvation.
Fights are of hourly occurrence among the inhabitants of ‘ The Liber-
ties,” and the police have no easy task to preserve anything like order.
In former times the silk trade had its centre here, but very little is to
be seen of it now. The name of the district comes from certain privi-
leges or ‘liberties’ that were formerly enjoyed by the inhabitants.
Some of the houses are very old; they show signs on their exterior of
baving cost a considerable amount of money to build, and they were
once the homes of wealthy people. Now they have gone into the
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A HOUSE ON KILDARE STREET, DUBLIN.

occupation of the poor, and are divided into tenements of the most re-
stricted character. It is said that at one time over one hundred persons
were found sleeping on the bare floor in one house, and not a very large
house at that ! . .

“Frank and I went through ¢ The Liberties,” accompanied by a guide.
‘We had been advised not to take the ladies with us on that excursion,
and very glad we were that we heeded the advice. The guide pointed
out several buildings that had been the scenes of murders, and in
Thomas Street he showed us the house where Sir Edward Fitzgerald,
one of the insurgents of 1798, was arrested. He had concealed himself
there, but was betrayed, and when the officers went to arrest him he
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killed one of them with a dagger, and was himself fatally injured by a
bullet from a pistol.

“The inhabitants of ¢ The Liberties’ are employed at any kind of
labor that comes to hand, and it is proper to say that there are many
industrious and sober persons among them. Our guide told us that the
curse of * The Liberties,’ as of other parts of Ireland, was whiskey. ¢If
it wasn’t for whiskey,’ said he, ‘there’d be a dale of prosperity where
vou see nothing now but wretchedness.” Very little observation is re-
quired to show the correctness of his assertion; drunken people are to
be seen on the streets at almost every turn, and as long as they make
no actual disturbance they are not molested by the police. And this
reminds me of a story of a policeman who had just been appointed on
the force, and the very day he went on duty he made an unusual num-
ber of arrests of men charged with drunkenness. When the cases came
to be investigated, it was found that nearly all his arrests had been made
after the victims had gone home and retired to bed. Ile had heard they
were intoxicated, and thought it his duty to bring them to justice. The
judge reproved him, and said that for the future he must not disturb any
one under similar circumstances, greatly to the surprise of the over-zeal-
ous officer.

“We saw some hand-looms in which the celebrated Irish poplins are
made, though they are fast giving place to machinery. Ioplins are the
most celebrated manufacture of Dublin. The work was introduced by
French refugees, and is said to occupy five or six hundred people. The
manufacturers complain that their product is imitated in other parts of
the world, and one of them told us that not one-tenth of the Irish pop-
lin sold in London was ever in Ireland at all. There was once a large
industry in Dublin in the manufacture of woollen goods, but it has fallen
off greatly in the past sixty or eighty years.

“The guide took us to the immense establishment of Guinness &
('o., famous for its brewery where porter is made. It covers a large
area of ground, and its product goes to all parts of the world. - Our
guide said that Dublin owed this enormous business to the west wind.
This statement excited our curiosity, and we asked him how it came
about that the wind could make a brewery.

*¢This was the way of it,’ said he. ¢The porter for Ireland used to
come from London; that was before the days of steammboats and rail-
ways, when everything was carried by sailing-vessels, and of course they
had to look out for the winds.

“¢Well, one time there were west winds and west winds for a long
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THE BIRTHPLACK OF THOMAS MOORE.

while, so that the country ran short of porter, and for weeks there
wasn't a bottle to be had for love nor money. The agents of the Lon-
don firms thought they would not be caught again, and so they set
about the experiment of making porter for themselves. They hit it the
first time, and made porter so good that it couldn’t be told from the
London sort. Ever since then we haven’t imported any from London
or anywhere else; and, what's more, we’ve sent more of it to England
than they ever sent to us.

«+If you don’t believe there's money in the business,’ he continued,
‘I'd have yer know that Guinness is one of the richest men in the world,
and some say he’s the very richest of thim all. Anyway, he's rich
enough to spend a hundred and fifty thousand pounds on repairing St.
Patrick’s Cathedral, and he did it jist as aisy as yer honor would give me
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an extra sixpence for telling about it. His ginerosity is in iverybody’s
mouth—jist like his porter.’

“ Dublin stands on both sides of the river Liffey, which is navigable
for small vessels up to the middle of the city, but not for large craft of
the present day. There is a harbor at the mouth of the river, partly
natural and partly artificial, where larger craft may find good anchor-
age. The foreign commerce of Dublin is said to be very small, most of
the imports and exports being by small steamers from Liverpool. We
went down to Kingstown, eight miles away, and saw the swift steamers
that carry the mail between that port and Holyhead. We were told
that they were the fastest steamers in the world, as they can run twenty-
two miles an hour, and have been known to exceed even that high rate
of speed. They are as full of machinery as a watch, and have very little
room for anything but passengers and mails and such baggage as the
passengers carry. Freights by these boats are so high that nothing but
the most important express matter is sent by them.

“There are several bridges over the Liffey, some of them very old.
One that they call the Barrack Bridge was formerly known by a more
sanguinary name, for the reason that there had been much blood spilled
in its vicinity in the battles for the supremacy of Ireland. The tradi-
tions concerning it are too long for me to give, and they are a good
deal confused, owing to the carelessness of those who have written
about them.

“We were shown the house where the poet Thomas Moore, better
known to the reading world as Tom Moore, was born. It's a very ordi-
nary building, and has a bust of the poet in a niche just above the cen-
tre of three windows in the second story. The ground-floor is ocoupied
by a grocery, and our guide said a large part of the revenues of the
proprietor came from showing the house to strangers. We did not go
through it, as we were told that the interior had been changed very
much of late years,and it was said that the house would soon be torn
down to make way for a finer structure.

“ Moore’s melodies are very popular in Ireland, and in fact all over
the English-speaking world. His long poems are hardly so well known;
but what school-boy or school-girl is there who has not heard of ¢ Lalla
Rookh,” or does not know by heart a verse or two at least of ‘Araby’s
Daughter’? The melodies are for sale in every music-store in Dublin,
and the guide said they had made a fortune for their publishers since
the death of their author, as well as before it. We have been to a
fashionable concert one evening since we came to Dublin, and nearly
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half the songs given for the entertainment of the audience were from
Moore.

* Who has not heard of Trinity College, Dublin, where so many men
famous in life have received their education? Probably many who were
never within its walls have claimed to have graduated from it, and cer-
tainly the college is widely celebrated and is an object of great interest
to the visitor here. We were shown through a part of the college, and
couldn’t fail to admire its extent and facilities for instruction. It was
founded by Queen Elizabeth in 1591, and its charter was confirmed and
extended by King James I. It has been in successful operation ever
since, though it has passed through some stormy scenes. Formerly the
fellows of the college could not marry without losing their fellowships;
but this condition was removed by Queen Victoria. A gentleman told
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us that when the prohibition was ended, every fellow of the college
seemed to consider it his duty to fall in love and get married as soon as
possible.

“We entered the college through a large quadrangle, the buildings
being erected around this open space. The Examination Hall, Library,
and other buildings are spacious and finely equipped, and the man who
showed us about said that the hall of the library was the largest of its
kind belonging to any college in the world. There are many very old
and valuable manuscripts, and they told us that the library contained
more than two hundred thousand printed volumes. The college admits
students of all religious denominations. Formerly the adherents of the
Catholic religion were excluded, and this naturally caused a great deal
of opposition on the part of the Catholic Irish. The managers of the
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college try to hold it clear of politics; and in order to do so they keep
a very watchful eye over the debating societies and other associations
formed by the students.

“Our visit to the famous institution recalled some of the scenes de-
scribed by Charles Lever in his stories of Irish life, many of them hav-
ing been laid at Trinity College. He was born in Dublin, and educated
at the college. Ilis books are still popular here, and the salesman in
a book-store that we visited said their sale was as regular as that of
‘ Moore’s Melodies,” or the speeches of Daniel O'Connell. His first sto-
ries were published in the ¢Dublin University Magazine,” and he was
the editor of that publication for three years and more. Some of the
incidents in his early stories were actual experiences of the writer, who
is said to have been mixed up in a good many pranks of the students
during the time he was here.

*“That will do for the institution of learning which has been the
schooling-place of many famous men. The other celebrated buildings
of Dublin are the Castle, St. Patrick’s Cathedral, Bank of Ireland, Post-
office, Four Courts, and Christ Church. We have seen them all, and
they are very interesting, especially to Mrs. Bassett and Mary, who are
not as old travellers as Frank and myself. We might have omitted
some of the sights if it had not been for the ladies, and their enthusi-
asm has helped us along very much.

“I've already mentioned St. Patrick’s Cathedral when referring to
the handsome gift of the brewer, Guinness, for its restoration. It
stands on the site of a church which is said to have been built by St.
Patrick himself. As he died about the year 495, the church must have
been a very old one when the present building was begun in 1190. The
saint did such excellent work for Ireland that it is no wonder he is held
in such high estimation. le converted nearly the whole population to
the Christian faith, and, according to tradition, banished snakes from
the country.

“ Speaking of snakes, there is a dispute as to where the last of them
disappeared under the influence of St. Patrick, as several places claim
that honor. There are naturalists who assert that the climate of Ire-
land is unfavorable to serpents of every kind. A gentleman tells us
that snakes are brought here sometimes to be exhibited for money, but
they never live more than a few weeks. Ile also said that moles will
not live in Ireland, and that Irish earth is sometimes carried to Scotland
to cover lawns, for the reason that the moles cannot live in it. There
is an old song which locates the scene of the departure of the last snake
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from Ireland at the Hill of Howth, not far from Dublin; it begins as

follows:
*“'Twas on the top of this high hill
St. Patrick preached his sarmint ;
He drove the frogs into the bogs,
And banished all the varmint.’

‘ The historians say there were no frogs in Ireland as late as the end
of the last century, but they are now common enough in many parts.
“ When we had finished with the public buildings, we went to the

—
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far-famed Pheenix Park, of which the Dublinites are very proud, and
justly so. Very few cities in the world have parks that can approach
it in extent and beauty. It occupies nearly two thousand acres of
ground, and one can walk or drive about it for hours without travel-
ling the same road more than once. The trees are splendid specimens
of their kind, and many of them are of great age. The Park is a popular
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resort for pleasure, and was formerly equally popular for the shedding
of blood. It is said that in the days when duelling was in fashion there
were not fewer than a hundred duels a year in Phoenix Park, and some-
times the average was three a week. Since duelling passed under the
ban of the law, there are not as many hostile meetings with sword or pis-
tol as of yore, and whenever one occurs the affair is managed with great
secrecy. The scene of several famous duels was pointed out to us, and
also the spot where Lord Irederick Cavendish was murdered. The
residence of the Viceroy is in the Park, and at the farther end of the
grounds we come to the Strawberry Beds, which are a very popular
resort in the season of strawberries. Everybody goes there, from high-
est to lowest, or at least everybody who can afford the price of a vehicle
and the feast upon berries and other refreshments, which are a i)art of
the excursion to the famous locality.

“We asked for Donnybrook Fair, of which we had read, and were
told that it ceased to exist years and years ago. The authorities legis-
lated it out of existence on account of the riotous scenes that occurred
there. The story is that men used to go to Donnybrook with their
coat-tails dragging on the ground, and then issue a challenge to any one
to ¢ jist trid on the tail of me coat.” Of course some one would do so, in
the determination to provoke the fight that was sure to follow. *I’ve
chalked a band all round me hat,’ said an Irishman at the fair one day,
*and challenge anybody to say it isn’t gold-lace.” Irish and other writ-
ers have described the scenes of the fair in former times as a disgrace to
civilization, and it is a wonder that they were permitted to continue as
long as they did. The fair was formerly held in August of every year,
and was attended by the largest and worst part of the population of
Dublin, and continued for several days.”

Mary was interested to learn that the Duke of Wellington was born
in Dublin, a circumstance of which she was not aware until she saw the
monument to his memory. She had read about the battle of Waterloo.
and knew that Wellington commanded there and was a great general.
When she came to the monument to O'Connell she asked if he was also
a great general, too.

*“No,” answered Frank, good-naturedly: “he was a great orator,
and one of the most talented men that Ireland has ever produced. He
did more to secure the rights of the Catholics and their equality before
the law than any other man of his time. lle made many speeches to
‘immense assemblages of people; and while he always denounced the
treatment of Ireland by the British Government, he never counselled
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opposition to the law. The Irish people revere his memory, as you see
by that monument which they erected.”
*“What a funny shape it is!” said Mary; “I never saw such a monu-
ment as that in a cemetery anywhere else.”
“There is something typical of Ancient Ireland in the shape of the
monument,” Frank answered. “It
represents a ‘round tower,’ as it is [ -
called, of which you've already seen |
several specimens.”
Mary recalled that she had seen
one of these towers at Aghadoe,
but she had not thought to ask any
question about it.
“They were once very numerous
throughout Ireland,” said Frank,
“but at present there are only fifteen
or twenty perfect ones in the whole
country, and about sixty which are
more or less decayed. Their use is a
mystery that has never been fully
revealed, though there have been
numerous explanations or attempts
in that direction. They vary from
seventy to one hundred and thirty
feet in height, and their diameter
is from eight to fifteen feet. They
are perfectly round, and their doors MONUMENT TO DANIEL O'CONNELL.
are several feet above the ground.
Each floor has a single window to light it, except the upper floor, which
has four windows facing the cardinal points of the compass.”
“ Who built them, and what were they built for {” Mary asked.
“That is the conundrum that has been unanswered through hun-
dreds of years,” replied Frank. *Nobody knows their history. and.
from present indications, nobody is ever likely to know it positively.
The people have a great many legends about the structures, and the
idea prevails among the superstitious that each tower was built in a
single night by supernatural aid or agency. Volumes have been writ-
ten about the round towers, and they have been ascribed to every race
of people, from the earliest and prehistoric pagans down to the Danes
of the ninth century. If you can solve the riddle you will receive a
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handsome prize, which has been offered for a satisfactory and authentic
explanation. Nobody has yet formed a theory that has not been quickly
demolished by some one else.”

The modern round tower which marks the resting-place of O'Connell
in Glasnevin Cemetery, Dublin, is one hundred and seventy feet high.
Curran, Ilogan, and other celebrated Irishmen are buried in this céme-
tery, and also several men whose deaths on the scaffold testified to their
love for their native land. Their graves are frequently strewn with
flowers, and handsome shafts have been raised in their honor.

The conversation about the round towers naturally led to questions
relative to the early history of Ireland. Mrs. Bassett and Mary wanted
to know all about the subject, and Frank kindly set about the collection
of the desired information. Here is the result of his investigation :

Like nearly every other country the world over, Ireland has a good
deal of mystery connected with her early days. It appears on a map of
Ptolemy, and is mentioned in the “ Argonautica” of Orpheus and Cro-
tona, where it is called Iernis. It was mentioned by Caesar, Tacitus,
and Pliny as Hibernia; other historians allude to it as Juverna, and the
native name is given as Ir, Eri, and Erin. Irish writers have claimed
a very remote antiquity for their native land, and some of them would
even place its existence prior to that of the Garden of Eden.

Taken altogether, it would seem that the country could be traced
very fairly since about one thousand years previous to the Christian era,
and that all before that date is fictitious or mythological. The island
was occupied by various tribes, who seem to have been of the same race
as the early Britons. About the year 900 B.c. there appears to have been
a sort of triennial assemblage or Parliament at Tara, under the leader-
ship of Ollav Fola. This Parliament condensed and arranged the laws
into what was called the psalter of Tara. Ollav Fola (probably the an-
cestor of the Foleys of the present day) was a progressive and far-seeing
ruler, as he founded schools of philosophy, astronomy, medicine, poetry,
and history, and established them so firmly that they were continued by
his successors. lle may be regarded as the earliest king of Ireland of
whom we have any reliable record.

About the year 300 B.c. the country was ruled by ITugony the Great,
who married a daughter of the King of (Gaul, made war upon the Picts
until they consented to pay tribute, and divided Ireland into twenty-
five provinces for administrative purposes. Previous to his time the
kings had been elected by the different tribes or provinces. Hugony
thought he would improve on this plan, as there was great jealousy
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clans. One of the rebellions was so successful that the King was forced
to give up half his dominions to the King of Munster, and the line of
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division between them was marked by a ditch, which extended from
Dublin to Galway. This separation lasted only a year, and the country
fell under the control of Conn Keadcahagh, or Conn of the hundred bat-
tles. His grandson Cormac (ancestor of the M’Cormacks) was a great
warrior as well as a statesman. During his reign Fin M’Cool, or Fingal,
organized a military brotherhood, which was hostile to the King and
made considerable opposition, but it was conquered during the reign of
Cormac’s successor.

“You have often heard the term ‘Milesians’ applied to the Irish
people,” said Frank to his mother. “Now, what do you suppose was
the origin of the word #”

“T don’t know, I’m sure,” replied Mrs. Bassett. “I always supposed
it was another way of saying they were natives of Ireland.”

“I always thought so too,” answered the youth, “but find I was
mistaken. There was a Spanish warrior named Mileagh, who invaded
Ireland before the Christian era, and settled there with his followers.
IIis people were called Milesians, and in a few centuries they were so
mingled with the original inhabitants that their identity as a distinct
race was lost. But traces of them are preserved in the people that we
see about us to-day. Haven’t you observed that some of the girls have
long, coal-black, silken hair, while others have the hair of a very posi-
tive auburn hue?”

Mrs. Bassett had already remarked it, and said she was speaking to
Mary on that very subject only a few hours before.

“Well,” continued Frank, “the dark-haired ones are of Milesian
blood, while the blondes belong to the more ancient stock. The same
characteristics are observable among the men, some having dark hair
and beards, while others run very much to a sandy hue.”

Leaving this dissertation upon the Milesians and their origin, Frank
returned to the historical discussion.

Nial (O'Neil) was the last but one of the pagan kings, and his suc-
cessor, Dathi, was the last of the line. They were both inclined to war,
the former being killed in battle on the banks of the Loire in France,
and the other losing his life in the same way at the foot of the Alps.
Altogether, Ireland is said to have had a hundred and seventy-one kings.
The royal families were sufficiently numerous to furnish many lines of
descent, and this is the reason why so many people of the present day
can trace their ancestry to a throne.

“ Now we come,” said Frank, “to the establishment of Christianity
and the troubles that arose between Ireland and England. The Danes
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and Normans invaded Ireland in the eighth and ninth centuries, built
Dublin and other cities, or greatly enlarged the settlements that they
found there, and gave an impetus in the direction of civilization that
the country had not before known. Naturally the native Irish resented
this invasion, and rose against the invaders. Several battles were fought,
in fact many of them, and a vast quantity of blood was shed. The most
successful warrior against them was Brian Boru, whose name is revered
among the Irish people everywhere, and from whom the O’Brians, or
O Briens, claim their descent.”

“I've seen him mentioned very often,” said Mary, “and wondered
what it was that made him famous.”

“It was his successful warfare against the Danes,” was the reply.
“He besieged them in Limerick and Waterford, and compelled them to
pay tribute to him. He made himself supreme ruler of Ireland; and in
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order to do so, put aside the legitimate families of O’Neills and O’Me-
laghlins (O’Laughlins). This reminds me that I once heard of a fight in
New York between two Irishmen, Kennedy and O’Neill, growing out of
the action of Brian Boru (the son of Kennedy, King of Munster) in the
year 1002, nearly nine centuries before the quarrel on Manhattan Island.
“ Brian Boru’s palace was at Kinco-
ra, County Clare, and he had two other
! palaces, one at Tara and one at Cashel.”
Mary asked if that was the palace,
the one at Tara, of which the poet

Moore speaks in his melody about

*“The harp that once through Tara’s halls
The soul of music shed.”

“I suppose it is,” Frank answered,
“as the historians seem to agree pretty
well as to there having been a royal pal-
ace there. Of course it can hardly have
- been a palace such as we understand a
P building of that sort to-day. DBut let us

go back to Brian Boru and what he did.
It is said that in his reign the laws
- were so strictly administered that a lady
could travel from one end of the king-
\ dom to the other with a gold ring on the
! top of a wand in perfect safety. It has
been surmised that the custom of the
bk .+ time was for ladies to wear their rings
in this way and not on their fingers.
= You remember the lines in one . of
Moore’s poems :

-*“Rich and rare were the gems she wore,

And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore;

But, oh! her beauty was far beyond
Her sparkling gems and snow-white wand.’

“ Brian Boru had his final battle with the Danes at Clontarf, a vil-
lage near Dublin. The battle was a defeat for the Danes, but the vic-
tory of the Irish was saddened by the death of Brian and his son, and
also of other of the native leaders. The Danes had no power in Ireland
outside of Dublin after this battle. They remained in the city, however,
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for more than a hundred years later, when they were driven out by the
English, who made up their minds for the conquest of Ireland.”

“ What was the date of the Clontarf battle ?” asked Fred.

“The battle was fought on Good Friday, 1014. The country, after
his death, was broken up into five kingdoms and many small principali-
ties, which were constantly at war with each other. This made Ireland
an easy prey for the English when they came here in the latter part of
the twelfth century, and the country fell into their hands with very
little opposition.

“That will do for this evening,” said Frank, glancing at the clock.
* Some other time we’ll have a further talk on the subject.” The oth-
ers thanked him for the information he had given them, and Mary was
particularly grateful for being instructed as to the origin of many fa-
miliar names.

IRISH RURAL SCENE.
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CIIAPTER V.

THE VALE OF AVOCA.—THE MEETING OF THE WATERS.—EXCURSION TO COUNTY
WICKLOW; FAVORITE RESORT OF THE PEOPLE OF DUBLIN.—THE DARGLE.—
LOVER'S LEAP; AN INTERESTING LEGEND. —PHOUL-A-PHOUCA FALL.—THE
SPIRIT HORSE.—TOMMY CUTTINGS'S ADVENTURE.—*“ WHERE THE BRIGHT WA-
TERS MEET." — GOLD-MINES IN WICKLOW. —MANUFACTURING INDUSTRIES IN
IRELAND. — WOOLLEN AND LINEN INDUSTRIES. — REPRESSIVE LAWS OF ENG-
LISII RULERS. —TEXTILE FABRICS IN ANCIENT IRELAND. — LEGEND OF THE
MIRACULOUS SPRING. —BELFAST; ITS GENERAL APPEARANCE AND CHARAC-
TER.—FUNNY STORY OF IRISH SHIP-BUILDING.—ORIGIN OF THE TEMPERANCE
MOVEMENT.—RELIGIOUS RIOTS IN BELFAST AND THEIR SUPPRESSION.

o HEN 1 was called for breakfast,” said Mary, the next morning,
“ I was looking through ¢ Moore’s Melodies,’ and had just got to
* The Meeting of the Waters.” Iow charming is the beginning :

‘“There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet
As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet.

(31)

“ Well,” said Frank, “ you shall have an opportunity to judge of the
correctness of the statement, as we're going to County Wicklow to-day
and will see the Vale of Avoca, where the scene of the poem is laid.”

“Won't that be delightful I exclaimed the girl, and she fairly danced
with joy, making the circuit of the room.

Mrs. Bassett echoed her views, and suggested that a good break-
fast would make it more delightful, and enable them to bear whatever
fatigues were connected with the journcy. Fred agreed with her, and
Mary became demure at once, and signified her intention of following
the example of the rest.

A carriage took the travellers to the railway station, and the train
whirled them quickly into County Wicklow, which is claimed to be the
prettiest county of Ireland: at any rate, such is what you will hear
from its inhabitants. It is proper to say that there is a certain amount
of jealousy on this point, and the rest of the country is prepared to dis-
pute the views of Wicklow.

The impartial stranger will certainly agree that County Wicklow is
a very pretty region, though policy may dictate his withholding the
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are many of the houses that the traveller who looks from the railway
train would not be aware of the extent to which the country has been
5
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occupied by city people. This was the case with our friends; and nei-
ther Mrs. Bassett nor Mary was aware of it until informed by Frank
and Fred. The railway wound through a very picturesque country, and
carried them rapidly to their destination. Frank said it was a pity they
were obliged to travel so fast, and he more than half wished that the
old system of posting was still in vogue. “However,” said he, “ we’ll
accept things as we find them; and perhaps the railway will show us
enough of the beauties of Wicklow to satisfy us, at least till we can
come again and look for more.”

. Their first stop was at Bray, where they took a carriage to the Dar-
gle, a beautiful glen, which is a favorite resort of the people of Dublin.
It is a deep ravine, with steep hills on each side, and the hills are cov-
ered to their tops with a thick growth of trees, save in a few places
where the absence of soil does not leave sufficient clinging ground for
their roots. In the centre of the glen is a steep crag, called “The Lov-
er's Leap,” and of course there are many stories concerning it. A guide
had joined the party, and, in answer to a request on the part of Frank,
he gave some of the legends, of which the best is the following:

“ A long time ago there was a lady whose lover died suddenly, and
she knew nothing about it until she heard the bell tolling for his fu-
neral. Every night she went and sat by his grave, and no matter how
much her friends tried to persuade her, she would not come home till
after sunrise the next morning.

“(One day she told her sister that her lover had risen from the grave,
and had promised to walk with her in the glen as soon as the sun went
down. Then her friends knew that she was out of her mind, and they
tried to shut her in the house, and thought they had her safe. But she
managed to get out; and when they found she had gone, her brother
went straight to the church-yard. Ile was just in time to see her run-
ning, or almost flying, to the Dargle. He followed as fast as he could,
but could not stop her. She jumped from the top of the cliff into the
river, and every midsummer night since then her spirit comes here, and
can be seen floating in the air on its way from the church-yard to the
glen. Sometimes it takes the shape of a white fawn, that runs through
the forest and jumps from the cliff that you see there. Ever since then
it has been called * The Lover's Leap.””

“ A very good story,” said Mary, as the guide paused.

Thus encouraged, the guide gave them a bit of history, to the effect
that during the various revolutionary disturbances for which Ireland is
noted, the mountains of County Wicklow have often sheltered the rebels.
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* There was once,” said he, “a rebel general here—it was in the revolu-

tion of 1798—who was so close beset by the military and the police that

he could see no way of getting out. He had been wounded in the head,

which of course was a mark by which they might know him: but he got

away by his impudence, and nothing else. He walked boldly up to a

party of soldiers, and asked which way the army had gone, and he de-
nounced the rebels who had
robbed him of his horse and
hat. They showed him which
way the army was, and he fol-
lowed, and then he turned off
into the bushes and got safe-
ly away.”

From the Dargle our
friends paid a visit to the
demesne of Powerscourt,
which is one of the finest
estates in Ireland. It con-
tains about fourteen hundred
acres, and the buildings are
extensive and constructed
with much taste. It is the
property of Lord Powers-
court, and a great deal of
money has been expended
upon the grounds. There

TOM MOORE. are several water-falls on the

slopes of the mountains sur-

rounding the estate, and one of them, Powerscourt Fall, has in the sea-

son of floods a perpendicular descent of nearly three hundred feet. In

ordinary times, however, it is a good deal broken by the rocks over
which the stream tumbles, and much of its beauty is lost.

There is another interesting cascade in Wicklow, called the Phoul-a-
Phouca Fall, where the river Liffey is precipitated over a steep rock into
a deep pool, which has been worn into a gigantic bowl by the action of
the water through centuries and centuries of time. The term Phoul-a-
Phouca applies more particularly to the pool than to the cascade, and of
course there’s a legend connected with it. The whirlpool at the bottom
of the fall is said to be unfathomable, and is the haunt of a spirit-horse.
the Phodl-a-Phouca, that lures people to the brink of the cataract, to
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drown them beneath the waters. The only person who ever escaped
was a little tailor, who started out one night to carry a pair of breeches
which he had been making for the priest, and was under contract to
deliver as soon as they were done. “His name was Tommy Cuttings,”
said the guide; “and when you know his name youw’ll know the story
is true. His rale name was Moloney, but they called him ¢ Cuttings’
because he was a tailor.

“It was just after dark when he started, and he hadn’t gone fur
before a foine black horse come up and asked him if he wanted a ride.
Tommy didn’t like the looks of a horse that could talk, but he knew he
could get along faster, and, besides, the horse tould him to get on whether
or no. Tommy had never rode any beast in his life, except it was a
pig, when he was a boy. Of course he always mounted a pig by taking
hold of the tail and sliding up his back, and he started to get on the
black horse the same way. With that the beast guv an awful kick, and
tould Tommy to come around to the side and take a hold of his mane.
Tommy trembled for his life, but he did as he was bid, and when he
touched the critter’s mane he found himself on his back in no time.

“ Away wint the horse as soon as Tommy was mounted, and he wint
like wind, with his feet never touching the ground. When he come
to the edge of the cliff above the fall he guv a shake, and Tommy wint
overboard as though he had been shot from a gun. How he ever got
out nobody can tell; and he’s the only one that ever did get out after
he’d been shook over by the spirit-horse. Tommy come home all wet
to the skin, and widout the priest’s breeches, which he'd lost in the wa-
ter. He never wint out-o’-doors after dark again in all his life, though
he lived to a good old age, rispicted by all his neighbors.”

Our friends returned to Bray in season to take a train that carried
them to the station near “ where the bright waters meet.” They spent
the night at a comfortable hotel in the neighborhood, and after visiting
the famous spot, returned to Dublin by the way they had come. Here
is Fred’s account of their experiences:

“The spot is very pretty, but if any one comes here with his hopes
raised as high as they may be by Moore’s verses, he is likely to be disap-
pointed. He will be forced to remember other lines of the poet,in which
he says, ¢’Twas not the soft magic of streamlet or hill,’ but ‘the friends
of his bosom’ who were there to meet him. Happily we were four
friends together, and so we did not lose much enjoyment.

“The famous meeting of the waters is formed by the junction of the
rivers Avonmore and Avonbeg, which together form the Avoca, just as
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the Alleghany and the Monongahela form the Ohio. The ‘Sweet Vale

of Avoca’ extends from the meeting-point to the town of Arklow, a dis-

tance of about seven miles. There are other valleys in the world, and

a good many of them too, that are just as attractive; but altogether we

think that the poet was justified in his work, when

due allowance is made for the license which is per-

mitted to men of genius. Where the two rivers

meet, the united streams form a little lake,

which contains an island covered with

low bushes, and

the picture is

framed in

mountains,

one forming

a background

in the distance,

and the other

rising near at hand

and covered with a rich forest. They

showed us the spot where Moore is

said to have sat while he composed the verses. In a note

to his ¢ Melodies’ he says the poem was composed in 1807, but

he makes the curious mistake of saying that the rivers which

meet here are the Avon and Avo- ca, when they are really the
Avonmore and Avonbeg, forming the Avoca, as already stated.

“ Howard Castle and Shelton Ab- bey are in the neighbor-
hood, but we did not visit them. The guide told us there were
gold-mines in the Wicklow mountains, and that they had
been worked at different times, but never very profitably. And
speaking of gold in Ireland, it is evident that there were fine de-
posits of the precious metal known to the an- cient inhabitants.
Every few years there is a ‘find’ of gold ornaments of different kinds,
some of them of considerable weight, and all made of fine metal. There
was one that weighed thirty-six ounces, and another weighing twenty-
seven ounces and a trifle more. In the Wicklow mountains gold to the
value of many thousand pounds has been taken out, and it was so fine
that the Dublin jewellers used to buy it of the peasants by giving weight
for weight in coin. The alloy in the coin gave them sufficient profit
on their purchases.

“ Many of the ornaments of gold and silver that have been found by
5*

THE TARA BROOCH.
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the. peasantry have unfortunately gone into the melting-pot and been
lost to the world, but a goodly number have been preserved, and are
now in public or private collections. That the workers in these metals
were very skilful and quite equal to many of the jewellers of the present
day is very evident from the specimens that we have seen. Look at the
picture of one of these specimens known as the Tara Brooch, which is
made of bronze, silver, and gold, jewelled and enamelled, and then bear
in mind that it was made hundreds and hundreds of years ago. Look,
too, at the Cross of Cong, which is quite as old, and made in the same
way. If you ever go to Dublin don’t fail to see the collection in the
Royal Irish Academy, and in Trinity College.”"

Having finished with Dublin and its neighborhood, our friends went
northward in the direction of Belfast. As they rode out of the capital
Fred remarked that they were leaving the largest Irish city, and would
henceforth be obliged to put up with smaller ones.

“You're wrong there,” said Frank, “this is not the largest Irish city
by a great deal.”

“Certainly it is,” was the reply, “look at the populations; let me
read them to you.” :

Thereupon Fred read the following, omitting the odd hundreds from
each statement :

“Dublin, 249,000 ; Belfast, 207,000; Cork, 78,000, and the rest of
the Irish cities are smaller still.”

“You have forgotten New York,” said Frank, with a smile. “It
has more inhabitants of Irish birth or parentage than Dublin, and there-
fore may be called the largest Irish city, just as it may be called the
tifth German one.”

Fred promptly acknowledged that he had been “sold,” to the great
amusement of Mrs. Bassett and Mary; the conversation was changed
to something else as soon as the laugh had subsided.

Soon after leaving Dublin the train passed a large building which
appeared to be a factory. Frank asked a gentleman who was in the
same compartment of the railway carriage what the building was.

“It’s a woollen factory,” was the reply. “Most of the woollen in-
dustry of Ireland is in Dublin or its vicinity, but I’'m sorry to say there
isn’t a great deal of it. You probably visited Blarney on your arrival
in Ireland, if you came here from America, and must have seen the
factories there.” Frank replied that they were at Blarney Castle, and
passed through the village, which appeared to be prosperous, though
they did not visit the factories there. :
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“It was at Blarney,
erally supposed,” the gen-
the first machinery was
ning flax. That was in
cloth made from the yarns
for clothing the British
lar War. This historic
tion of the present wool-
nys, which employs near-
pays out £20,000 a year
is the enterprise of three

Mahony, and their work
handsome fortunes. The
come from their factory.
known in the principal
pete successfully with the
goods. The factory cov-
and there is a fine reading-
supported by the owners
constantly patronized by

Frank -regretted that
subject more attention
soled himself with the re-

is much like another of-

would be sure to visit
ries at Belfast during their

Then the gentleman
len factories at Douglas,
lone, Navan, and Kilmac-
was started by Lady Wa-
ment to the people on her
any expectation of profit,

THE CROSS OF CONG.

and not at Belfast, as gen-
tleman answered, *that
set up in Ireland for spin-
the last century, and the
spun at Blarney was used
army during the Peninsu-
flax-mijll was the founda-
len factory of the Maho-
ly a thousand hands, and
in wages to its people. It
brothers of the name of

has been rewarded by
famous ‘ Blarney tweeds’
These cloths are well
cities of Europe, and com-
best of Scotch and English
ers four acres of ground,

" room, library, and school,

of the establishment, and
their employes.”

they had not given the
while at Blarney, but con-
flection that one factory
the same size, and they

" some of the linen facto-

stay in that city.

told them of other wool-
near Cork, and at Ath-
thomas; the latter, he said.

‘terford to give employ-

husband’s estate without
but its work was so good
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that the cloths from the factory were always in demand at prices
which gave an excellent return.

“You must know,” said he, “ that Ireland was for hundreds of years
burdened with many exactions that were calculated to destroy her indus-
tries. They began during the reign of Henry VIII. with an act of Par-

liament that forbade the impor-
tation of Irish woollens into
England, and this was followed
during the time of Queen Eliza-
beth by a similar decree. Then
the Irish manufacturers sought
to introduce their goods into
foreign markets, and did so with
great success until, by a decree
of Charles I., Irish manufactur-
ers were forbidden to export to
foreign countries as well as to
England.”

“What was the object of
that ?” Frank asked.

“The object was to kill the
industry altogether, and force
the Irish to buy their goods in
England. Other enactments fol-

JOHN GRUBB RICHARDSON. lowed in the reign of William
I11., and armed ships were sta-
tioned in and near all the Irish ports to enforce the requirements of the
law. The Irish woollen manufacture was completely ruined, and the
operatives were thrown into the greatest distress. Many of them emi-
grated to Germany and France, and others to America; the statistics
show that twenty thousand went to America and helped to build up
the weaving industry there. The restrictions were removed in 1780,
but in the mean time the industry had been so built up in England and
Scotland that it took some time for the Irish manufacturers to be able
to compete successfully. There was a revival of business in Ireland soon
after the removal of the restrictions, but it did not last long; manufac-
turing industry languished until the great famine in 1847, when it seemed
to have died out altogether, with the exception of the linen industry of
Belfast and its vicinity, the brewing and distilling interests of Cork and
Dublin, and the lace-making of Limerick.”
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The youths listened attentively to the recital of the manufacturing
troubles of Ireland, and Frank remarked that the men who had built
up the industries of the country in the face of so much difficulty were
deserving of much praise.

* Certainly they are,” was the reply, “ and one of the most deserving
among them is Mr. Richardson, John Grubb Richardson, of Bessbrook,
in Armagh. His father went into the business in 1846, in a small way,
and ever since then the factory and its accessaries have been grow-
ing. It is one of the model establishments of the world,” he continued ;
it has twenty-two thousand spindles, and a proportionate number of
looms ; employs four thousand people, and has a town of five hundred
houses around the factories. This town is a model in its way,and it’s a
great pity there are not more towns like it.”

“Why so?” -

** Because it contains churches, schools, libraries, a savings-bank, and
a post-office, but not a drinking-shop, poor-house, police-station, pauper,
or policeman. Where is there
another place, of as many inhab-
itants, of which the same can be .
said 27 :

Frank was unable to name
one, and Fred was in the same
quandary. Their informant then
went on to say that the Irish
manufacturers practically con-
trolled the linen trade of the
world. “ They have,” said he,
* 300,000 spindles in their mills,
while the combined force of Eng-
land and Scotland is 337,000.
They have 22,000 power-looms,
while England has 4000, and
their annual product is worth
£12,000,000, or $60,000,000 of
your money. They import large NICHOLAS MAHONY.
quantities of flax, notwithstand-
ing that Ireland is one of the best countries in the world for producing
that article.”

There was a pause of a few minutes, and then Frank said he had
read somewhere that the people of Ireland were manufacturing textile
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fabrics and wearing them at a time when the inhabitants of Great
Britain were clad in skins, or went with very little covering upon their
bodies; in other words, the Irish were well advanced in industry while
the Britons were little better than savages.

“ Commissioner MacCarthy, of Dublin, is authority for the publication
of that statement, which is doubtless correct,” said this gentleman. It
was deduced from the Brehon Laws, the system of jurisprudence that
prevailed in Ireland from very early times. The brehons (judges) used
to make laws for the tribes to which they belonged, and their decisions
were pronounced in the open air, very much as judicial decisions are
now given in court. All through the Brehon Laws, there are references
to weaving, carding, dyeing, and other processes to which wool and flax
were subjected, which show that textile fabrics were then made. There
is a volume called the ¢ Book of Rights,’ which is said to date from the
time of St. Patrick (fifth century), which says that tribute to the kings
was paid in mantles, cloaks, tunics, and other articles of wool or linen,
and some of them were embroidered with gold or trimmed with fur.

“So you see,” he continued, *“ we have a right to be proud of our
ancestors, and if we are backward in comparison with the rest of the
worid, we think we know where to look for the reasons.”

Then he dropped the topic of industries, and, as the train slowed up
at a station, he bade farewell to the travellers, but not, however, until
he had received their hearty thanks for his courtesy.

As our friends passed through County Down, Mary suggested that
they should visit the town of Downpatrick, which is a place celebrated
for its antiquity, and also for containing the grave of the patron saint
of Ireland. She had been conning the guide-book, while Frank and Fred
were storing their minds with information on other points, and thought
the grave of St. Patrick, and also the miraculous spring which is attrib-
uted to him, would be well worth seeing.

“Of course there’s a legend about the spring,” said Frank. «I
wonder what it can be ?’

“ Here it is,” replied Mary. ¢ St.Patrick and St. Bridget were walk-
ing there, and the latter, feeling thirsty, asked where it was possible to
procure water. St.Patrick was carrying a staff, which he struck vio-
lently on the ground ; immediately a stream of water gushed forth, and
has flowed ever since.

“There's a church there,” continued Mary, “which stands on the site
of a very old one that was destroyed by Lord de Grey in 1538. He was
impeached for several crimes, and among others for the destruction of
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the church of St.Patrick at Down, and his impeachment resulted in the
loss of his head.” .

Frank thought it would hardly be worth while to delay their journey
to visit Downpatrick, and so they remained in the carriage as the train
reached the station nearest to it. They passed through Newry, which
has a considerable population and presents a prosperous appearance, but
they did not stop there; in fact they made no halt until reaching
Belfast, 112 miles from
Dublin, and a city of
whose importance we
are already aware.

Here is Fred's note
about the city:

“ Belfast is a very
attractive place in
many respects; it
stands on both sides of
the Lagan River, and
they tell us that the
flat portion of the city
was reclaimed from a
marsh exactly as was
the case with Cork.

Compared with Dublin,

in point of age, it is a

modern town, as Dub-

lin had become quite

venerable before Bel-

fast was thought of.

As late as 1586 it was

so insignificant that it

was not mentioned in

a list of the towns and

villages of the counties

of Down and Antrim. THE SHRINE OF ST. PATRICK'S BELL.

A map that was printed

in 1660 gives only five streets and five rows, which consisted of 150
houses; and in 1782 it had a population of 13,000, which was thought
by some to be an exaggeration.

*Its public buildings are handsome; it has fine bridges to enable us
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to go from one side of the river to the other, and its factories are a
prominent feature in a country where there is so little manufacturing
industry as in Ireland. The prosperity of the city, and of much of the
surrounding country, comes from the linen manufacture and the work
connected with it. A great deal of embroidery is made in the north
part of Ireland for the linen makers of Belfast, and it is sold in the

PIRCE OF LACE-WORK, UNFINISHED.

market as Belfast work. In addition to linen factories, there are distil-
leries, breweries, flour-mills, ship-yards, and founderies, together with
other industries, which are, in the language of the auctioneers, ‘too nu-
merous to mention.” The steamers of the White Star Line, running be-
tween New York and Liverpool, were built at Belfast, and the people point
out the yards where they were constructed with a great deal of pride.
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ORIGIN OF SHIP-BUILDING AT BELFAST. ]

“ There is a funny story about the origin of ship-building at Belfast ;
it is said to date from 1636, when an enterprising clergyman of the
Presbyterian Church built a privateer for the purpose of preying upon
the commerce of the nations with whom England was at war. Priva-
teering was fashionable in those days, but it seems an odd sort of a
business for a preacher of the Gospel; but he made money at it, and
his neighbors went into the same enterprise, so that the building of
privateers established the ship-yards of Belfast. The work of building
wooden ships was kept up for two hundred years, and was quite an
industry until iron ships came into fashion. Then, as Belfast had no
iron or coal, and could not compete with the Scotch and English build-
ers, the business of ship-construction was stopped altogether.

“In 1853 some enterprising men started a yard for building iron
ships, and from that beginning the enterprise extended until a single
firm employs five thousand men regularly, and in some years many
more. Ships are built here for all parts of the world, and any New
Yorker who has crossed the Atlantic on one of the White Star steamers
knows what good work is turned out at Belfast.

“Of course we have been through one of the great linen factories,

POWER-LOOM FOR FANCY WEAVING.

and seen how table-cloths, handkerchiefs, and a hundred other things of
that class are produced. It wouldn't be interesting to tell about the
processes, at least not interesting to everybody, and so I’ll let you refer
to any good encyclopedia if you want to know how the work is per-
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formed. That it is well performed, you may be convinced by looking
at the goods in any of the shops of Belfast, or, if you can’t come here,
yvou may go into any good shop in your own country, and look at the
cambric handkerchiefs and other fabrics that come from this enterpris-
ing city of the north of Ireland.

“A gentleman, whom we met at the hotel, told us a good many

SUNDAY SCENE IN AN IRISH VILLAGE.

things that were interesting to us, and probably will be so to others.
He said Belfast claimed the honor of having started the temperance
movement on this side of the Atlantic, and added that the originator
of it was a Presbyterian clergyman, Rev. John Edgar, who sent out an
appeal in favor of temperance in August, 1829. He obtained the idea
from an American clergyman, Dr. Penny, who was visiting bim, and
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told of the progress of temperance societies in the New World. Dr.
Edgar caught -at the idea and issued the appeal, and this was followed
by others; the appeals resulted in the formation of temperance societies
in Ireland, and soon afterwards in Scotland and England. At the time
the movement began, it was estimated that the annual expenditure in
Ireland for strong drink was three guineas, or nearly sixteen dollars
for every family !

*“Another thing that he said, but it was not by any means new to
us, was that Belfast was the seat of a great many quarrels of a religious
origin, and these quarrels had frequently resulted in bloodshed. There
is a much larger Protestant population here than in any other city of
Ireland, and the Protestants and Catholics do not get along harmoni-
ously. Some of the riots, growing out of the hostility of the religious
sects, have lasted for several days, causing a suspension of business, the
destruction of property, and the necessity of calling out the military
forces to restore and preserve order.

¢ Formerly it was the custom for the Orangemen and Catholics to
parade occasionally,’ said the gentleman; ‘and whenever either of them
did so, the other was pretty sure to attack the procession with a shower
of bricks and stones. Things came to such a pass that it was necessary
to prohibit all displays of the kind, and that was the reason for passing
the Act of Parliament known as the Party Processions Act. DBelfast is
a slumbering volcano, and very little will serve to start a row at any
time; if anybody wants a fight he has only to put on a Catholic or an
Orangeman's badge, no matter which, and walk along any of the streets.
He'll have a row on hand before he has gone a single block.’

“We were willing to take his word for it, and did not make the
experiment. From all we could learn through other sources, he de-

scribed very accurately the religious sentiment of the city.”
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CHAPTER VI.

FROM BELFAST TO PORT RUSH.—THE GIANT'S CAUSEWAY.—AN ELECTRIC RAIL-
WAY; THE FIRST OF ITS KIND IN THE WORLD; HOW IT WAS BUILT AXND
MODE OF WORKING. —DUNLUCE CASTLE.—THE BANSHEE.— AN IRISH SUPER-
STITION.—ANECDOTES OF GIANTS AND THEIR PERFORMANCES. — CAVES NEAR
THE GIANT'S CAUSEWAY.—WRECK OF A SPANISH SHIP.—CARRICK-A-REDE.—
BY WATER TO LONDONDERRY; CURIOUS FACTS IN THE HISTORY OF THE
TOWN; THE GREAT SIEGE; REV. GEORGE WALKER; RELIGIOUS WARS IN
IRELAND; HOW THE SIEGE WAS RAISED.—THE HOLY WELL.— MIRACULOUS
CURES OF PILGRIMS.

NY traveller in the North of Ireland who does not see the Giant’s
Causeway is certain to be regarded as not quite right in his mind.
As our friends were all in the possession of their sober senses, they
: arranged to visit this wonder of the world, and
found that the journey could be made with great
ease from Belfast; so, on the morning of the
second day after their arrival in the city, they
took a train for Port Rush, a ride of four hours
over a distance of seventy miles. Port Rush is
about nine miles from the Causeway, and on the
west coast of Ireland. There is a carriage road
along the shore from Port Rush to the Cause-
way, and until quite recently the mode of travel-
ling this road was by jaunting-car. In the last
few vears the journey has been made by electric
railway, a circumstance that has brought to the
place many visitors who otherwise would have
never seen it.
OF THE OLD STOCK. Frank obtained from one of the gentlemen in
charge of the road some interesting information
concerning its construction and management. Here is the substance of
what he learned on this interesting subject:
“The idea of the railway was formed about 1881 by several enter-
prising men, who thought that the power of a water-fall at Bushmills,
which is on the road from Port Rush to the Causeway, might be utilized
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for propelling trains by means of electricity. There was much opposi-
tion to the scheme as soon as it became known. The car-drivers opposed
it as a matter of course, because it would interfere with their business;
and there was a fear,on the part of the ignorant, that the thunder and
lightning which the new railway would bring would change the climate

DUNLUCE CASTLE.
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of the country altogether, and make matters very dangerous generally.
The directors of the railway company owning the line from Belfast to
Port Rush opposed it, and so did nearly all the land-owners; but the
projectors pushed ahead, and obtained an Act of Parliament authorizing
them to build the road, and under this authority the line was laid down.
It is at the side of the main road, and separated from it by a low fence.
It was opened to Bushmills in 1883, and to the Causeway three years
later. The managers claim that it is the first electric railway in the
world, but doubtless the owners of other lines will be prepared to dis-
pute the assertion whether it be true or not.

“The station whence the power comes is at Bushmills, and the
machinery is propelled by great turbines that utilize the power of the
stream which pours down from the hills above. These turbines are
controlled by the engineer in charge, who regulates the amount of water
flowing into them according to the movements of the trains along the
road. There are indicators on the walls that show him when a train
has started, and he knows how to regulate the power to the needs of
the propulsion; when the trains stop the current is reduced, and when
they are ready to start it is increased.

“The opposition to the road has pretty well died out, with the ex-
ception of that of the car-drivers, who cannot view with satisfaction the
trains filled with passengers whom they consider their natural prey.
Not infrequently they injure the road by cutting the rod which serves
to conduct the electric current, and I was told that they had gone in
gangs of a dozen or more and torn up whole sections of track. But as
time goes on they will accept the situation, drift into other occupations,
and allow the trains to run in peace along the electric track.

“We enjoyed this novel ride very much,” Frank continued, “and
wondered when, if ever, the new system would take the place of the
locomotive with its showers of cinders and clouds of smoke. No smoke,
no cinders, no dust, no steam, nothing whatever apparent to the eye,
and a delightful air around us, fresh from mountain and sea. We glided
along as though on a descending grade, and passed a unanimous vote of
thanks to the man who designed the electric railway, and to the men
who had the enterprise and energy to construct it.

“The first object of interest along the road was Dunluce Castle, to
which we paid a brief visit. It is a mass of ruins, and of course there
was a swarm of guides to take us through the place and tell us all about
it, together with much that didn’t concern the castle in any way what-
ever. Exactly when it was built nobody seems to know with certainty,
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ters being on the shore. It is said
to be haunted by a Banshee, whose
wailings are often heard above the
storms, and who can be seen at certain times. Perhaps vou don’t know
what the Banshee is?

“The literal meaning of the word is ‘fairy spirit,’ and the sex of
this spirit is supposed to be feminine. She foretells death, and when
her form is seen or her presence made known by her song, it is believed
that there will soon be a death in the family of those who hear or see
her. Like most spirits, her appearance is usually at night, but she is

COAST SCENE IN THE NORTH OF IRELAND.
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sometimes heard or seen at mid-day. When she is seen it is usually in
the form of a beautiful woman, but sometimes in that of an ancient hag, '
of the sort supposed to be witches in the early days of New England.

“ Many people in Ireland, not only among the peasantry, but of the
higher classes, believe solemnly in the Banshee, and can relate how she
has foretold death among people whom they have known. Several in-
stances of this are mentioned in ¢ Hall’s History of Ireland,” and it is
stated in that work that nearly all of the old families of the country
lay claim to an attendant spirit that informs them when death is about
to occur. Shane's Castle is said to be a favorite retreat of the Banshee;
and whenever a member of the old race of the O’Neills was in danger,
she never failed to give warning. She still occupies the ruins of the
castle, as she does that of Dunluce. In the latter they pointed out the
Banshee’s room, which is always swept clean. Of course they believe
that the lady herself attends to the house-keeping of her own apart-
ment, while the probability is that the currents of air perform the work.

“The belief in this guardian spirit is not confined to any part of
Ireland, as it exists in the south quite as much as in the north. She is
supposed not to appear visibly except to a member of the family to
whom she belongs, though she may be heard by anybody. She never
deserts her family, no matter how much their fortunes are breken or
into what degradation they have fallen, and in this particular she is an
excellent example of the constancy attributed to her sex.

“ From Dunluce Castle we continued on to the Causeway, and after
taking lunch at the hotel set out to inspect the wonder. The Giant’s
Causeway is a work of nature, and not of art. It consists of basaltic
columns of stone ; and if you are familiar with geology, you will remem-
ber that basaltic rocks, all the world over, are nearly always found in an
upright position. There is a sort of jetty, or pier, that runs out into the
sea, and this jetty is composed of basaltic columns, on whose tops you
walk as you would on a paved street ; indeed, it has a wonderful resem-
blance to pavement, as the blocks are set accurately together, so that
they form a floor like that of a house or street. The immense size of
the Causeway is what caused it to be attributed to the giants, who are
said to have built it in a single night.

“One version is that it was built as a play-ground for the wives and
children of the giants who came here to bathe, and hence the sloping
direction into the sea. There is the same basaltic formation all through
the northern part of Ireland. In the islands of Staffa and Iona it may
be seen, and there is a legend that it extends all the way to Scotland.
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THE GIANT'S8 CAUSEWAY.

It was built, according to this legend, by Fin M’Cool, an Irish giant,
who had invited a Scotch giant to come over and fight him. The
Scotch giant objected to venturing on the water; whereupon Fin built
the Causeway, ¢ jist fer perliteness,” to save the Scotchman from getting
his feet wet.

“ And this reminds me of a story about an Irish giant who had
issued a challenge to a Scotch giant to come over and fight him. The
challenge was accepted, and when the Scotchman arrived in sight of the
house of his about-to-be antagonist, the latter was frightened at his size.
He ran into the house and hid in a large trough ; his wife covered him
partially with bedclothing, and had just done so when the Scotchman
entered, looking very fierce.

“¢Where’s the giant that was to fight me? he asked of the lady of
the house, who was busy with her sewing.

“<He’s gone out fer a walk, yer ’onor, and will be back in a jiffy.’

“¢I’ve come here to fight him,’ was the reply, ‘and want to see him
this very minnit” And he stamped on the floor and made such a noise
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that the Irish giant’s wife reproved him, and said he must not wake the

baby that was taking its nap. 4
“Ile gave a look at the ‘baby,’ and thought, ‘If that’s the baby,
what must the father be like?” Prudence, which

LANDING-PLACE NEAR THE GIANT'S CAUSEWAY.

Scotland, glad enough to escape alive, and without a broken head.
“There are some caves near the Giant’s Causeway, but the water
was 80 rough that we didn’t try to visit them, although the guides and
boatmen assured us there was no danger. The caves must be visited in
a boat. The boats go out upon the waters of the Atlantic for the ex-
cursion, and the waters of the Atlantic on this part of the coast are not
at all agreeable to nervous persons. So we stayed on shore and listened
to the stories of the guide as he pointed out objects of interest to which
fanciful names have been given.
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CARRICK-A-REDE.

“There are the Chimney-tops, the Giant's Organ, the Giant’s Grand-
mother, the Giant’s Loom, the Lady’s Wishing-chair, Lord Antrim’s
Parlor, and several other places of which I did not make a note. Lord
Antrim’s Parlor is a small nook, with walls smooth enough to receive
the names of visitors. A great many names and dates are cut in the
rocks, and the guide showed us the most ancient of them, which was cut
in the year 1717. This seems to be the first record of a visit to the
Giant’s Causeway, and the curious circumstance about the place is that
it is not mentioned in any of the ancient literature of Ireland.

“There is a legend about a ship of the Spanish Armada that went
ashore close to the Causeway and then to the bottom of the sea, taking
down all the people on board, with the exception of four sailors. The
place where this ship went down is called Port-na-Spania, and the story
i3 that for many years afterwards Spanish coins were washed up on the
beach, and a chestful of treasure was gathered and taken to Dunluce
Castle. The chest was moved from place to place, and finally went into
the hands of the Earl of Antrim, but when it reached him it was empty.
This seemed to us the most probable part of the treasure story.
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“ A gentleman whom we met at the hotel told us not to miss a visit
to Carrick-a-Rede, and after we had finished with the Causeway we went
there. It is a rock standing out in the sea, with high precipitous sides,
and accessible only over a foot-bridge of very frail construction. Fred
and I ventured across this bridge, but the ladies stayed behind. The
bridge consists of two ropes about twenty inches apart, on which boards
are lashed, and there are hand-ropes by which a passenger may steady
himself. It is a hundred feet above the water, and there is a whirlpool
below that would swallow up the strongest swimmer in a few moments.
A fall from the bridge would be almost certain death. The fishermen
who inhabit the island, or go there to catch fish, cross with the greatest
coolness, and think nothing of doing so. I asked one of them if there
were ever any accidents. Ile admitted that now and then somebody
tumbled from the bridge, but he declared that it was always the result
of carelessness or drunkenness.

“The guide said we must cross one at a time, as the bridge sways so
much with one's footsteps that it is unsafe for two persons to be upon
it at once. The wind was blowing pretty hard, and this added to the
danger; but by clinging well to the hand-ropes, and remaining as cool
as was possible under the circumstances, we got over and back again all
right. Anybody who is at all nervous, or inclined to be dizzy when at
a great height, had better think twice, and even three or four times,
before venturing to cross the frail bridge of Carrick-a-Rede.

“We were much interested in Sea-gull Island, a large rock lying to
the east of the Causeway, and the home of thousands of the birds that
give the place its name. They breed there and upon other rocks along
the coast, and it is forbidden to disturb them during their nesting sea-
son, except in certain localities. I said there were thousands, but the
number might almost be expressed by millions, so numerous are they.”

From the Giant’s Causeway our friends returned to Port Rush, and
there laid their plans for proceeding farther in their exploration of the
Emerald Isle and its places of interest.

Mary had read and heard of Londonderry, and wanted to see it.
Mrs. Bassett seconded her desire, as one of her ancestors was said to
have come from that city, and so it was decided that Londonderry was
the next place to be visited.

“Why do they call it Londonderry?” Mary asked. “Why isn't
Derry enough of a name for a place of that size ?”

“It was originally called Derry,” replied Frank, “and is supposed to
have been founded some time in the sixth century. It was captured and
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held by the Danes, but not without opposition from the Irish chiefs, who
pillaged it on several occasions and ultimately drove out the foreigners.
In the twelfth century it was captured by the English, and through a
good many years it was the scene of a great deal of fighting. It was
pillaged and burned so many times that it seems almost a wonder that
even the ground on which it stood can be found there.”

“ And it was Derry all that time, was it #” Mary asked.

“Yes, down to the early part of the seventeenth century it was
Derry, and nothing more. It resisted the authority of King James L.,
and on that account it was captured, and the whole town, with the land
on which it stood, and much that surrounded it, was declared forfeited
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to the Crown. The King gave it to the mayor, aldermen, and corpora-
tion of the city of London, and it was parcelled out to the city compa-
nies of London. They proceeded to rebuild it, and from that time on
it was called Londonderry.”

“That’s something to be remembered,” said Mary; “and to make
sure of remembering it I'll write it down.” She suited the action to
the word, and we give the information she obtained that our readers
may remember it too.

Just then Fred came in and said there was a steamboat about leav-
ing for Londonderry, and he thought it would be pleasant to go thither
by water. So the party set off presently for the landing-place, and in a
little while were under way for Lough Foyle, at whose head, or, rather,
on the Foyle River, lies Londonderry. They had an hour or so of rather
unpleasant dancing on the waves until they passed the entrance of the
lough and were in comparatively smooth water. The voyage up the
lough or bay was delightful, and Mrs. Bassett was warm in her praise
of Fred’s spirit of inquisitiveness that had discovered the boat, which
she was glad to take instead of the railway.

Frank was silently contemplating the bright waters and picturesque
shores, when Mary suddenly came up and offered him a penny to know
what he was thinking about.

“You can know it without the penny,” was the reply. “I was
carrying my thoughts back two hundred years, and picturing the scene
here in the year 1689.”

*“ What was that 2"

“It was the siege of Londonderry,” replied the youth, “one of the
greatest events in Irish history. When the town was rebuilt in 1633 by
the city of London, as I've already told you, it became the stronghold
of Protestantism. The wars of those times were mostly religious, and
this was no exception to the rule. In December, 1688, an army, under
the Catholic king, James II., marched into this region with the avowed
object of subduing it. The army was 20,000 strong, and was composed
of French and Irish Catholics, just as brave men as the people against
whom they were marching, and that's saying a great deal in their favor.
The population and garrison consisted of Scottish Presbyterians and
English Episcopalians, and though they might quarrel among them-
selves about points of religion, they were united against the Catholics.
They were 7000 against 20,000, but that did not prevent their making
a most heroic defence.”

“ What did they do?”
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“ They drove out all the Catholics in the place, shut the gates, and
sustained a siege of one hundred and five days, until they were re-
lieved by a fleet from London.”

“I read something about that,” said the girl. ‘“Half of the garrison
and population died, and the rest were on the point of starvation.”

“Yes, and the defence was conducted by a clergyman, the Rev.
George Walker, who was governor of the town during the siege. He
kept a journal, which shows to what straits the garrison and townspeo-
ple were reduced.” And Frank read from a book in his hand the follow-
ing memorandum of the worthy
governor: “One pound of horse-
flesh, 15.84. A quarter of a dog
fatned by eating the bodies of the
slain Irish, 2¢. 6d. A rat, 1s.; a
mouse, sixpence.” And when re-
lief came the garrison had eaten
all their horses and dogs, and were
on their last ration of tallow apd
salted hide. Governor Walker
says: “We had nothing to eat,
unless we could prey upon one an-
other. A certain Fat gentleman
conceived himself in greatest dan- -
ger. Fancying the garrison lookt ... . ‘
at him with a greedy Eye, he "~
thought fit to hide himself for
three Days.” —

“ They must have been in great lmu o
distress,” Mary remarked. “And *°
did an army come to drive away “THERK I8 AMERICA "
the besiegers ?” .

“No, their relief came by water. A ship of war with two trans-
ports came sailing up the lough one day, the war-ship ready for fighting
and the transports laden with provisions. The besiegers turned their
cannon against the vessels, but were unable to stop them. There was a
boom stretched across the river just below the city to keep ships from
entering, and the boom was held fast by ropes. One of the shots di-
rected against the ships cut the ropes, and the fleet sailed up to the
city, where it was welcomed by what remained of the garrison. More
than half of the garrison and population had perished, and by far the



92 THE BOY TRAVELLERS IN GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

greater number of them died for want of food rather than from the
enemy’s shot.

“ A lady of Londonderry has described the arrival of the Mountjoy,
the first of the relieving fleet, in a poem, of which I will give you the
last verse:

‘¢ 8he sails up to the town, like a queen in a white gown,
And golden are her lilies, true gold are all her men ;
Now the Phenir follows after—I can hear the women's laughter,
And the shouting of the soldiers till the echoes ring again.’

“That was the end of the siege,” said Frank. ¢ The army of King
James disappeared in a few days, and the people were free to go .outside
their walls for the first time in more than three months.”

While this conversation was going on the steamer was nearing Lon-
donderry, and when Frank paused after the story of the siege the spires
of the place were in full sight. A little later they were at the landing-
place, and ashore in one of the prettiest cities in the Emerald Isle.

As Mary has shown a deep interest in Londonderry, we will listen to
her account of what they saw there.

“It is very interesting to see a walled town such as this. The walls
would be of very little use nowadays, as Frank says the cannon that
they use to-lay could fire all over them and break them down in a very
little while; besides, the town has spread out beyond them, and if an
army should come, as it did two hundred years ago, it ‘would have a
great deal to plunder before reaching the walls at all.

“The town, or rather city, is on a hill, and on the very top of this
hill is the cathedral of Derry, with a tall spire that can be seen for miles
and miles around. This is not the only object of interest that youm
see as you look towards the hill. There'’s a column that was erected in
1828, in memory of Governor Walker and his heroic defence of the city,
and there’s a statue of the governor on the top of it.

*“They showed us a cannon-ball that the bgsiegers fired into the
town in the early days of the siege. In this cannon-ball was a letter,
which offered a great reward to any one who would open the gates and
admit the enemy. The offer was never accepted, and there does not
appear to have been any one in the place who was willing to surrender.
One day, so the story goes, one of the gates had been opened to have a
talk with the enemy under a flag of truce. Some apprentice boys hap-
pened to discover that several French soldiers were creeping close to the
gates, and, without waiting for instructions, they ran and shut them, and
thus saved the place from capture.
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“They showed us the spot where the besiegers drove a band of Prot-
estants under the walls of the town and threatened to kill them unless
the gates were opened. The garrison immediately brought out the
prisoners that were in their possession, and threatened to execute every
one of them on the spot in case their own friends were harmed. It is
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BATHERS AT THE SEKA-SIDE.

proper to say that it was the French commander, not the King, who thus
endeavored to secure an entrance to the city. From all accounts this
Frenchman seems to have been a man of great barbarity, and it is said
that he caused much discontent among the Irish Catholics in conse-
quence of his cruelties.

* Londonderry, or Derry, as I prefer to call it, is a quiet sort of place
when we compare it with Belfast or Dublin. It has about thirty thou-
sand inhabitants, and its principal business is like that of Belfast—the
manufacture of linen. Very few travellers come here, if we are to judge
by the way people look at us as we go about the streets and along the
pleasant walls.”

As our friends sat at dinner in the hotel, after their round of sight-
seeing, Fred remarked that he was very glad to have come to London-
derry and read and heard the story of the siege. And he added that it
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threw light upon a subject that had been hitherto shrouded in darkness
to a great extent.

Mrs. Bassett asked what that subject was.

“Why,” replied Fred, “it’s the bitter feeling that exists between
the two religions in the north of Ireland—the Catholic and Protestant.
When we were at Belfast I couldn’t understand why there should be so
much hostility of each for the other, but now I comprehend it. It is
the fight that began here centuries ago, and has been kept up in various
forms ever since. The feeling between the adherents of the two relig-

DANCE IN AN IRISH CABIN.

ions to-day is that of the besiegers and besieged at Derry. Both feel
that they are right, and both are determined never to yield an inch in
their faith. For three hundred years the quarrel has been kept up, and
is likely to continue for three centuries more.”

“ More blood has been spilled in the name of religion,” said Frank,
“than for all other causes put together. Men believe they are right,
and so believing, they are ready to die for their faith. The spirit that
leads them on cannot be too highly praised, though it is impossible to
say the same of all their acts.”

Wt
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“There is this difference in favor of the present time,” said Mrs. Bas-
sett, ‘“that nations and people do not go to war, as they did formerly,
for religious reasons. It is true they occasionally indulge in riots such
as we heard of at Belfast, but the spirit of the age is against that form
of missionary work, and there is no danger that Londonderry or any
other city will ever be required to undergo a siege for religious reasons,
as in the case we have heard and read about. Intelligent people every-
where believe in religious liberty, or, at all events, do not believe in
making war in order to force others to adopt their faith ; and where the
intelligent people favor freedom of belief, the ignorant and bigoted are
forced to follow their example.” 4

Our friends made some excursions into the country around London-
derry, and found much to interest them. On one occasion the driver
told them of a holy well, where pilgrims came from long distances to
pray for the cure of their ailments. * And they are cured, mum,” said
he to Mrs. Bassett ; “ ef yer don’t belave me, jist ask the folks in Derry.”
The driver then went on to say that he had taken people to the well
when they were only able to hobble about on crutches, and had taken
them back again walking as well as any one of his present customers.
He gave several instances of miraculous cures, and said that the well
they were visiting was not the only one in Ireland which possessed the
property of healing the lame and sick.

PILGRIMS AT A HOLY WELL.
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CHAPTER VII

A GLANCE AT THE “IRISH QUESTION."—RELATIONS BETWEEN ENGLAND AND IRE-
LAND. — RELIGIOUS WARS.—CONFISCATION OF LANDS.— THE BATTLE OF THE
BOYNE.— ABSENTEEISM; THE CAR-DRIVER'S EXPLANATION. — REVOLUTIONS
IN IRELAND; THEIR CAUSE AND CONSEQUENCES.—LANDLORDS AND TENANTS.
—WILLIAM, PRINCE OF ORANGE.—ORANGE SOCIETIES; THEIR FORMER AND
PRESENT EXTENT.—FROM BELFAST TO GLASGOW.—SHIP-BUILDING ON THE
CLYDE.—JAMES WATT. —COMMERCE AND MANUFACTURES OF GLASGOW;
FIRST VIEW OF THE CITY; ITS GROWTH AND PROSPERITY.—THE IRON IN-
DUSTRY. — TRYING JOKES ON A SCOTCH GUIDE; HIS VIEWS OF “THE JUMP-

ING FROG.”

WIIILE the party was at breakfast preparatory to taking the train
for Belfast, there was an animated discussion between two gen-
tlemen at a neighboring table concerning the much-debated Irish ques-
tion. The disputants were evidently opposed in politics; and though
their demeanor towards each other was decorous, they said a great
many things that were not at all harmonious.

“England is to blame for all the troubles of Ireland,” said one of

TOMB OF THE FIRST LORD ANTRIM.

them. ¢ She has oppressed the coun-
try ever since she came into it, and
the oppression goes on to-day as much
as ever.”

“You have just as many rights
to-day as the English have,” was the
reply, “and in some cases you have
more. You have the Church dises-
tablished, and that’s more than the
English have; and some of the laws
about rents are more liberal towards
the tenant than those in any part of
England.”

“Admitting, for the sake of argu-

ment, that such is the case,” said the first speaker, “you haven’t any
right to be here at all and receive the rents of the land. The rents go
to Englishmen in great part, and are spent outside the country.”
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it is the right that your people would ex-

ercise to-day as much as any other people in the world if you had any
sort of an opportunity.”

As a matter of course this assertion was promptly denied, as is gen-
erally the case in a political discussion. Thus disputing, the gentlemen
left the breakfast-room, after having turned the attention of the listen-
ers to a subject that had already served as food for thought.

Mary asked Frank what was meant by the rents of the land going
to Englishmen and being spent out of the country.

*It’s a long story,” replied her brother, ¢ but may be briefly summed
up in about this way: As a consequence of the wars between England
and Ireland, a great part of the land was forfeited to the conquerors
and parcelled out to English settlers. Whether this was right or wrong

(f
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is a question we will not discuss; it was in accordance with the custom
of the times, and even of much later times, as you heard one of those
gentlemen say.”

“1 remember he said so,” Mary answered, “and he said that it was
recognized all over the world. He must have been wrong there, as I'm
sure we would do nothing of the kind in America.”

“Don’t be so sure of that, my dear,” said Frank, with a smile. “ We
took our country from the Indians who lived there ¢ by the right of con-
quest,’ and there is a very large part of our territory, including Texas,
California, New Mexico, and Arizona, that we annexed in consequence
of the defeat of the Mexicans in a war which we provoked, though we
did not take away the rights of private owners.”

Mary was silent. She wanted to believe, in common with many of
her countrymen, that the American eagle hovers over a land where op-
pression of all kinds is unknown, and this awkward truth enunciated by
her brother was not at all to her liking.

“I’ve been reading up a little more of the history of Ireland,” Frank
continued, “and will give you some of it to facilitate the digestion of
vour breakfast. In the year 1155 King llenry II. obtained from the
Pope a decree authorizing him to take possession of Ireland on condi-
tion of paying a certain amount of revenue into the papal treasury.
Exactly how the Pope could thus give away the country does not clear-
ly appear, other than on the ground that his missionaries had converted
the people from paganism to Christianity. IIenry did not make use of
his authority until ten or twelve years later, when he supported one of
the deposed Irish kings and assisted him to regain his authority and
lands. The King came with a powerful army and fleet, and the result
was that he received the homage of some of the Irish chieftains, sup-
pressed others, and divided many of their lands among his followers, in
consequence of his grant from the Pope. Very naturally the Irish were
much opposed to this system of appropriating their lands, and they re-
sisted. They retained possession of some parts of Ireland, while the
invaders occupied other parts, and for many years there was almoat
constant warfare. After a time some of the settlers became rebellious,
and formed an alliance with the natives. The outcome of all the trouble
was that the English authority diminished in the fourteenth and fif-
teenth century, and amounted to nothing outside of a few towns along
the coast, which were frequently besieged.

“Ireland bad a parliament at Dublin, and in 1541 this parliament,
which was composed of English settlers and native leaders favorable to
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them, bestowed the title of ¢ King of Ireland® upon the English Henry
VIII. Some of the native princes acknowledged his authority and were
created peers of the realm. But there was great opposition to the new
King, and much fighting followed. In Queen Elizabeth’s time a large
army was sent here, which had varying fortunes, and whenever it tri-
umphed there was a division of land among the conquerors. Some of
the Irish chiefs held out and were recognized by the English Govern-
ment ; but such recognition, in several instances, compelled them to flee
from the country to save their lives.

“In 1641 there was an insurrection, in which many of the Protes-
tants were massacred by the Catholics, and there was a state of anar-
chy till Cromwell overran the country, shedding blood without mercy.
There was another revolution in 1688, which lasted for four years. This
was the war in which occurred the siege of Londonderry, of which you
know. In 1690 the battle of the Bovne was fought. The English were
victorious in this battle, which is often referred to as the one in which
the liberties of Ireland were crushed. Some historians regard it as much
more than a struggle for the control of Ireland. They regard it as a
battle between the two religious forces of Europe---the Catholic and
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Protestant—and say that the issue of the battle settled the question
for England and a considerable portion of the Continent. The armies
were eaoch about thirty thousand strong, and composed respectively of
Catholics and Protestants. Its result is to this day revered by Prot-
estants all over Ireland, and correspondingly mourned by those of the
opposing religion.

“I think there is enough of history for one breakfast,” said Frank,
“and I hope you’ll be able to digest both.”

The rest of the party agreed that they wanted no more for the pres-
ent, as their time was limited, and the meal was fimished in comparative
silence. The fact was, that while Frank had been talking, his listeners
had indulged in “an occasional bite,” as Fred expressed it, and conse-
quently the historian was somewhat behind his auditors.

During their drives in the neighborhood of the town Mary had used
her sketch-book to advantage, and soon after they took their seats in
the railway train she set about finishing one that required a few touches.
It represented an Irish cabin of the poorest sort, a mere heap of stones
fashioned into a shelter, and not an attractive residence for one who
could afford anything better. She was told that she could find many
cabins of the same sort in various parts of the country, and that their
abundance was partly due to the improvident character of their occu-
pants, and partly because of the high rents which the tenants were re-
quired to pay for their land; so, when the opportunity occurred, she
asked Frank if this were really the case.

“That is a subject on which there is a great difference of opinion,”
Frank answered. “ The owners of the land insist that the rents are fair
and just, while the tenants declare, with equal emphasis, that they are
required to pay so much that they cannot make a living by tilling the
soil.  'Who is right and who is wrong 1 will not venture to say. No
matter what opinion may be given by one man, there will be found an-
other who will demonstrate to a mathematical certainty the utter falsity
of the first one's claim. Whoever comes here from another country and
endeavors to be enlightened on the Irish question has a formidable task
before him. It's a bewildering subject.

“ But there can be no doubt,” he continued, “ that it is very injuri-
ous to the country that so much of the money paid for rents should be
spent outside of Ireland. There is a strong feeling, and very justly so,
against the absentee landlord—the man who lives out of Ireland alto-
gether, or for the greater part of the time, upon the money drawn from
his Trish estate. If the money were spent in the country it would not
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be so bad, as it would be kept in circulation, and some at least would
drift back into the hands of those who produce it.” .

Frank paused and gave an opportunity for Fred to speak.

“ Your remark,” said Fred, “ reminds me of a story I heard the other
day about an Irish car-driver who was talking to his customer, a stran-
ger. while showing him around Dublin.”

“What was that ¢’

“The driver remarked that the curse of the country was the absen-

A CABIN AND ITS§ OWNER.

tee landlords, whereupon the stranger said he supposed there were not
many of them.”

“«Many of ’em! exclaimed the driver; ‘many of ’em! the absen-
tees! the country’s full of ’em.”

There was a laugh all around at this specimen of an Irish bull, and
then Frank returned to the subject of the historical wrongs of Ireland.

“ From the time of the battle of the Boyne down to the end of the
last century,” said he, “Ireland had a parliament which was completely
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under the control of the Protestants, and a large part of its occupation
was to enact severe measures against the Catholics. Possibly the latter
consoled themselves in some measure by planning how they would re-
venge themselves if ever they should have the opportunity. In 1801
Ireland was united with the Kingdom of Great Britain, just after the
revolution of 1798, in which 20,000 English lives were lost and 150,000
Irish. There have been other insurrections since then, but none of such
magnitude. At 'no time has the country been in a condition of abso-
lute peace, nor is there much probability that it ever will be. A distin-
guished revolutionist in Poland once stated the case of that country
against Russia in a way that will apply very well to Ireland.”

Mrs. Bassett asked what it was.

“It was this,” said Frank: “‘Under a despotic ruler it is Poland’s
duty to rebel against tyranny ; under a mild ruler it is her duty to rebel
because she has the opportunity.””

At Coleraine our friends were somewhat surprised at the entrance
into their compartment of the two gentlemen whom they had seen in
the breakfast-room. It seems they had been travelling in the same
train, and the carriage in which they were riding had been left at that
station. They apologized for their intrusion, and said they should drop
off at the second or third station and would make no further trouble.

They were made welcome, and, after the ice had been broken, Frank
told the strangers how much he and his companions had enjoyed the
dialogue at breakfast.

This brought up the subject of Irish politics, and so interesting was
the talk which followed that before anybody was aware of it the train
was at the station where the two antagonists were to leave. From
what they heard in the course of the ride, Frank and Fred summed up
the Irish situation about as follows:

The great desire of Catholic Ireland at present is for Home Rule,
the restoration of the Parliament it had .before the Union in 1801, and
the right to manage its own affairs in its own way. The dissolution of
the Union is opposed by England and by the Irish Protestants, for the
reason that it would give the control of the country into the hands of
the Catholics, who are very largely in the majority.* Neither side can

* In 1881 the Catholic population of Ireland was returned at 8,960,891; that of the
Church of Ireland (Protestant Episcopal), 620,000. There were also at the same census
470,374 Presbyterians, 48,839 Methodists, 6210 Independents, 4870 Baptists, and 8645
Quakers.

L el
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be relied upon to exercise impartial justice to the other in the present
inflamed state of feeling, and therefore neither is willing to trust the
other, nor is ever likely to be.

The relations between the landlords and their tenants are very un-
satisfactory. The tenants, in many instances, refuse to pay their rent
to the landlords, and the latter proceed under the law to evict the ten-

A VILLAGE ON THE WEST COAST OF IRELAND

ants from their houses and farms. The tenants occasionally murder
landlords or their agents, resist the authorities, and in other ways give
trouble of no ordinary character. Each side proceeds to severe meas-
ures, and justifies itself by the conduct of the other. A large police
force is maintained in Ireland to keep the peace, and the police is sup-
ported by the military. Irish members of Parliament are denounced
as traitors or extolled as patriots according to the political views of the
individual who has them under consideration. Treason and patriotism
are practically interchangeable terms, so far as the consideration of the
Irish question is concerned, and they will probably remain so for years
and years to come.

As long as this turmoil continues Ireland will remain a land of pov-
erty. Only peace can give it prosperity. How to bring peace to the
land has baffled the best men of the British isles for many years, and
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will doubtless continue to do so through the existence of all men now
living and for many years afterwards.

“I've a question to ask,” said Mary, as soon as their party was left
to itself in the railway train.

Frank turned his kindly eyes towards his sister and awaited her
query, which he surmised to be political.

“It is this,” said the girl. ‘“I’ve heard the Orangemen mentioned
several times, and don’t know what they are. Please tell me.”

“Certainly,” was the reply. “I’ll tell you as briefly as I can. You
remember what I said of the battle of the Boyne, do you not ¢’

“Of course I do,” Mary answered. “That was the battle where the
Protestant army defeated the Catholic one, and decided the control of
Ireland from that time to this.”

“Quite right,” responded Frank. “But I didn’t tell you that the

Protestant army was commanded

by William, Prince of Orange, a

stadtholder of Holland, who had

married Mary, the daughter of

James. James became King of

England in 1685, and it was ex-

pected that after his death his

daughter Mary would become

Queen. James sought to estab-

lish the Catholic religion in Eng-

land, and of course in this meas-

ure he roused the opposition of all

the Protestants. William, Prince

AMONG THE HILLS. of Orange, was an earnest Protes-

tant. He was invited to England

with an army, and when he came James fled from the throne and sought

refuge and support in Scotland, and afterwards in Ireland. William and

Mary were invited to the throne, and William went with his army to

Ireland and fought the battle of the Boyne, which we have already
talked about.”

“ Now I understand,” said Mary, “ why orange is the color loved by
the Protestants and detested by the Catholics.”

“ But I haven't yet told you of the Orangemen,” continued Frank.
*“They are a secret society, on the same general plan as the Freemasons,
Odd-fellows, and other well-known organizations. They had their origin
in the ¢ Peep-o’-day Boys’ in the north of Ireland, who committed many



ORIGIN OF ORANGE SOCIETIES. 105

outrages upon the Catholics. The latter retorted by organizing under
the name of ¢ Defenders,” and being equally violent in their conduct.
Armed bodies of these organizations met quite often, and rarely with-
out bloodshed, and on some occasions they had regular battles in which

PR - IS4 .
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hundreds of men fought on each side. The ¢ Peep-o’-day Boys’ grew
into the Orange societies, the first of which was formed in 1795 in
County Armagh. The system spread rapidly throughout Ireland, and
thence to England and other countries. At one time (1835) it was said
to embrace 250,000 members, but from that date it has greatly declined
in consequence of the injudicious acts of some of the ignorant and vi-
cious persons enrolled in it. To-day there are probably more Orangemen
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in Canada than in any other country in proportion to its population,
and not infrequently they come into collision with the Catholics of that
colony. A Catholic procession in Canada is always liable to an attack
by Orangemen, and a Protestant one by Catholics, so that the honors,
or dishonors, of the business are about equal.”

From Belfast our friends proceeded to Glasgow, crossing the chan-
nel which separates Ireland and Scotland in one of the steamers that
connect those ports. There are two steamers, one leaving at five in the
afternoon and the other at nine in the evening. Frank suggested the
later boat, for the reason that it would give them a better view of the
Clyde than the earlier one. The voyage is made in eight or ten hours,
and the last two hours of it are on the Clyde, where the immense ship-
yards are an interesting sight to the stranger from America. By rising

A RURAL SCENE IN IRELAND.

at five in the morning the party had a good view of the river, and Fred
declared that five in the morning was quite early enough for anybody
to get up. It is fair to say that the ship-yards were more interesting to
Frank and Fred than to Mrs. Bassett and Mary, neither of whom re-
mained on deck during the entire trip up the Clyde.
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VIEW OF GLASGOW IN 1698.

Here is Fred’s note on this subject :

“We were not deafened by the sound of the hammers, as some trav-
ellers have said, perhaps because it was so early in the morning; but we
heard enough to convince us that the hammer plays a very important
part in the construction of an iron or steel ship. We are quite ready to
believe what we were told, that two-thirds of all the British steamers
afloat were built on the Clyde, or, at any rate, were equipped with their
engines here. We saw some very large steamers on the stocks, and also
many small ones, for the Glasgow builders construct steam craft of all
sizes and at all rates of speed. The steamers of the Cunard, Inman,
(uion, and other well-known transatlantic lines were built here; in
fact, all, or nearly all, the ships of the British companies, with the ex-
ception of those of the White Star line, which come from Belfast, as
already stated. And it is quite proper for Glasgow to be the principal
seat of steamship building, since the first steam-engine was built in Glas-
gow in 1763 by James Watt, a native of Greenock, near this city, and
the first steamboat on this side of the Atlantic was built at Glasgow in
1512, to run on the Clyde between Glasgow and Greenock.

“ Just see how the business has grown: from that one steamboat in
1812, Glasgow had in 1882, an interval of seventy years, a fleet of 683
steamers, with a measurement of 458,668 tons! And this does not in-
clude the hundreds and thousands of steamers built for other ports of
the United Kingdom and the rest of the world. In some years Glas-
gow has built more than two hundred steamships and steamboats, and
her builders are ready to take contracts to compete with all other
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builders on the surface of the globe. Their yards cover many acres of
ground, and employ thousands and thousands of men, and the vessels
are turned out ready for service with all their fittings complete and in
order. Not only can the ships be supplied ready for work, but also with
officers and crews. The Scotch are excellent sailors, and the Scotch
steamship companies are noticeable for the shrewdness and economy
with which they are managed. It has been said that they can make
money by the establishment of lines between uninhabited countries in
unknown waters.”

The steamboat landed our friends safely in Glasgow, and they pro-
ceeded immediately to the hotel which they had previously selected and
notified of their coming. They landed at the Broomielaw, a quay more
than a thousand feet in length, on the north side of the river, and just
below Glasgow Bridge. As they approached the pier they had a fine .
view of the harbor and the shipping it contained, and the youths quickly
reached the conclusion that the city they were entering was one of the
most important seaports in the kingdom. -

They remarked as much to a fellow-passenger, a resident of Glas-
gow, who had kindly pointed out the principal ship-yards during their
ascent of the Clyde.

“You may well say that,” replied the gentleman, “and if anybody
has any doubt on that point he can satisfy himself by looking at the
figures of our commerce. In one year (1886) the harbor was entered
by 15,878 vessels, most of them steamers, with an aggregate measure-
ment of more than three million tons. The corporation of Glasgow has
spent more than four million pounds sterling in the harbor and dock
improvements, and the customs dues every year are about a million
pounds. Fifty years ago the harbor was 200 feet wide and only three
or four feet decp. They have dredged and widened it so that it is now
450 feet wide and 20 fect deep, and lower down it is deeper than that.
The greatest ocean steamers can come up here at high tide. They enter
and leave at high water, just as they do in most other ports the world
over, and it's a splendid sight to see them come in from America and
from the other countries they run to. And we owe pretty much all this
to Jimmy Watt. If it hadn’t been for his invention of the steam-
engine, Glasgow wouldn’t be what it is to-day.”

Frank readily assented to the suggestion that Watt's invention had
been the foundation of steam navigation the world over, but he added
that the recent improvements in the compound engine had left the orig-
inal invention far behind. To this the stranger replied that if Watt had
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lived he would have invented the compound engine and made it a great
deal better than it is to-day, and then the subject was dropped, as the
boat was making fast to the dock and everybody was in a hurry to go
on shore as soon as possible.

What our friends saw and did in Glasgow may be best learned from
their journals. We will first listen to Frank on this subject.

“We had ocular proof as we came here that Glasgow is a very im-
portant seaport,” said Frank, ‘and as we look about it we also see that
it is a great manufacturing centre. It has the tallest chimneys in the
world, one of them being 435 feet high ; and as if that were not enough,

it has a neighbor that rises 455 feet

in the air. The intention is to carry

A..,ﬂ‘g z&, the smoke and fumes of the chemical

works to such a height that they will

not pollute the air, and if all the chim-

neys in Glasgow were like them I'm

sure the city would be less smoky

than it is. We are told that a mill-

ion and a balf tons of cast-iron are

made in Glasgow every year, and a

hundred thousand tons of wrought-

iron. Just think what an immense

mass of iron that is, and how many

thousands of men find employment

in making it! Then there must be a

great many more men employed in

shaping such of the iron-as is made

into other things, and therefore you

ARMS OF GLASGOW. needn’t be surprised that the city has

a population of not far from 750,000.

* They have a great trade in coal, as a matter of course, where there

is so much manufacturing industry. They have cotton and other facto-

ries, with thirty thousand looms run by steam-power, and these looms

turn out every year more than three hundred million yards of woollen

and cotton goods, which go to all parts of the world. They manufact-

ure machinery, chemicals, glass, pottery, and I don’t know how many

other things. A gentleman I talked with said they could make any-

thing in Glasgow, from a pen-holder to a marine engine, and from all I
can find out he was within the truth.

** The same gentleman told me that Scotch engineers and mechanics
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were to be found in all parts of the world, and it was universally recog-
nized that there could be no better training for them than they get in
this prosperous and busy city. We have been through some of the fac-
tories and other large establishments, and certainly what we saw there
was the equal, if not the superior, of anything elsewhere of the same

THE OLD CUSTOM-HOUSE.

t. The St. Rollox Chemical Works, the one that has the chimney
:I; feet high, occupies fifteen acres of ground, and employs a thousand
men, and there are several other manufacturing concerns of equal ex-
tent, or nearly as great.

“At the beginning of this century Glasgow had only about one-fifth
its present size and population, so that its rapid growth has been within
the memory of living men. The most of the ground on which it stands
is level, but in the districts to the north and north-west there are eleva-
tions which add to its picturesqueness, as they afford fine views over the
lower portions. We went to the top of one of the hills, but were some-
what disappointed, as the cloud of smoke hid a great deal of what we
wanted to see. On a clear day, when a strong wind is blowing, there
are some fine views, but they disappear when the weather is foggy and
the smoke and dampness are mingled. Fred remarked to our guide that
the cloud was ‘thick enough to cut with a hatchet’; whereupon the
guide replied it was not so; he had lived here, man and boy, for forty
vears, and had never seen the smoke so thick that anybody could not
walk in it. ‘I’ve walked around meself mony a time when it was very
thick,” said he, ‘but never yet did I see the day or night when I had to
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cut it with anything.’ The fellow hadn’t the least idea that the expres-
sion was a jocular one, and not intended to be literal.

“We've tried this guide several times with jokes, and find he has no
more comprehension of them than a cat has of the operation of a sew-
ing-machine. Fred asked him the old conundrum, ¢ Why is a dog’s tail
like the centre of a tree?” and soon after gave the answer, ¢ Because it's
farthest from the bark.’

*“¢That doesn’t follow at all,’ said the guide. ¢Bark, as applied to
the voice of a dog, is entirely different fromm the covering of a tree,
which is called the bark. The two things are entirely unlike in char-
acter, the one being a sound and the other a substance.’

“We tried him with Mark Twain’s account of ¢ The Jumping Frog,’
but he insisted that the story was highly improbable, as it would be
quite impossible to put five pounds of shot inside any frog that ever
lived, and especially into an athletic frog, such as the one in the narra-
tive. He also doubted if a frog could ever be made to understand the
command to jump from the floor to the counter of a store and seize the
flies that might be there. IIe had never heard of a frog that could un-
derstand the human voice, although he had read many works of natural
history and had been in the country districts where frogs abounded.”

ON A SIDE STREET.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

THE GREAT BUILDINGS OF GLASGOW; THE CATHEDRAL—WHEN IT WAS BUILT;
THE NECROPOLIS.—UNIVERSITY OF GLASGOW ; ITS EXTENT AND AGE.—BIRTH-
PLACE OF SIR JOUN MOORE.—HOW GLASGOW OBTAINED ITS COMMERCIAL
IMPORTANCE.—STATUES OF BURNS AND SCOTT.—INDUSTRIES OF GLASGOW.—
HOW THE JOKES OF THE VISITORS WERE NOT APPRECIATED. —SHOPPING IN
GLASGOW ; MARY'S COMMENTS THEREON.—EXCURSIONS ARUUND GLASGOW.—
PAISLEY AND ITS SHAWLS. — HAMILTON PALACE AND PARK.—CADZOW CA&
TLE.—AYR AND THE COUNTRY OF BURNS.—TAM O'SHANTER INN.—WALLACE
TOWER. —THE TWA BRIGS OF AYR. —RELICS OF BURNS; HIS BIRTIIPLACE.—
ALLOWAY KIRK.—BRIG 0’ DOON.— SCOTCH CUSTOMS. — THE MONUMENT TO
BURNS.

LIKE most manufacturing cities, Glasgow has few stock sights in

the shape of antiquities. The most famous and the oldest edi-
fice of note is the Cathedral, and thither our friends went soon after

8 GLASGOW CATHEDRAL.
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their arrival. We will let Fred tell the story of what they saw
in and around the venerable building.

“ According to the histories,” said Fred, “the Cathedral was built in
the tenth century, but it has been repaired and restored so much that
hardly anything remains of the original building. In fact, there can be
little besides the foundations, as the first one was burned and a second
one rose on its site, both in the tenth century. It took several hun-
dred years to complete it, and by the time it was completed the old
parts needed restoring.

“It is a very handsome building, and our guide said there was noth-
ing better in all Scotland. The stained-glass windows are magnificent,
and must have cost a great deal of money. As we looked at the win-
dows we could hardly believe we were in Scotland, where the people
are more inclined to practical things than to those that only please the
eye; but there the windows are, and no mistake. The city had its be-
ginning around the Cathedral. It extended to the south-west, with this
as a starting-point, and we tried to picture the scene as it was centuries
ago. The crypt is very fine, and must have received a great deal of
honest work to carry out the designs of the architect.

“On a height near the Cathedral is the Necropolis, or cemetery. As
a French writer says of the cemetery at Scutari, opposite Constantino-
ple, it is ¢ very well inhabited,’ and evidently shares in the prosperity of
the city. We went through a part of it and looked at the monuments,
one of the most interesting being that in memory of John Knox, the
great preacher of the Reformation. There is no danger that he will be
forgotten, as he is remembered by monuments in various parts of Scot-
land. Mrs. Bassett is a great admirer of Knox, and the first thing she
wanted to see was his monument, as soon as she heard there was one here.

“ From the Necropolis there is a fine view of the city. Frank said
the people who selected this place for a cemetery must have been in
sympathy with those inhabitants of the Orient who think much more
of having a pleasant resting-place after death than a comfortable house
to dwell in during life. Some of the tombs are so old that the inscrip-
tions on them are hardly legible, and this made us think of Scott’s ¢ Old
Mortality,” who went about renewing the inscriptions on ancient grave-
stones, and devoted all his time to that work.

“ Of course we went to see the University, which has almost as much
connection with Glasgow as the Cathedral. It was chartered by James
II. in 1443, but did not prosper very much until Queen Mary gave it
half of the Church property that had been confiscated in the city. Then



GRADUATION AT THE UNIVERSITY. 115

the Government and the city corporation added to the grants, and alto-
gether the University is very richly endowed. You will understand
that it is very extensive when I tell you that the grounds include twen-
tv-two acres, and there are several buildings, one of them a library with
120,000 volumes. One of the halls that we visited contained portraits of
eminent men who have taught in the University in past times; and some
of them were evidently ‘ characters’in their way. A very good idea of
the changes in costumes from time to time can be obtained from a study
of these portraits. There are about twelve hundred students attending
the University, and they can study pretty nearly everything in the way

UNIVERSITY OF GLASGOW.

of science that can be named, with the exception of base-ball. The
American colleges and universities have a monopoly of that accom-
plishment and some other athletic studies.

“There used to be a great deal of ceremony ahout the graduation of
students of the University. It began in what was called ¢ The Black
Stone Examination,” and passed through several stages, which termi-
nated with a sort of coronation, or ¢ laureation,’ in the principal hall of
the University, and sometimes in one of the churches. But these cere-
monies have disappeared, along with other ancient customs, so that at
present the graduation exercises are very much like those of universities
in other parts of the world.



116 THE BOY TRAVELLERS IN GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

“ After we had finished with the Cathedral and the University, we
- were shown the Royal Exchange, Merchants’ Hall, and some other large
buildings of which Glasgow is justly proud. A building that interested

THE OLD TOLBOOTH.

us very much was the old Tolbooth, which dates from I don’t know
when, and has a very fine chime of bells. The tower is square, and the
top is crenellated, like a fortress.

“ Another building that took our attention more than the Royal
Exchange, or any of the great edifices, was the house where Sir John
Moore was born. What school-boy is there in America who doesn’t
know the lines about ¢ The Burial of Sir John Moore,” and recited them
when compelled reluctantly to ‘speak a piece’? You may be sure that
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Frank and I revived our memories, and repeated in unison the whole of
that famous production, which begins with—

‘“*Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note,’

and ends with—

“ ‘But left him alone in his glory.’

“ Tt is a very ordinary-looking house for so great a man to have been
born in, but Frank reminds me that it is a great deal better than the one
where Shakespeare first saw the
light, and a palace compared with
the birthplace of Abraham Lin-
coln. The sight of the house led
us to learn more of the hero of the
poem than we had ever known
before. We knew only what our
school-books told us, that he fell
at Corunna in Spain, in 1809, but
the circumstances of his death
were unknown to us. We now
learn that he was born here in
1761, and was the son of a cel-
ebrated Scotch physician, John
Moore. He entered the army
when fifteen years old, served in
Corsica, Egypt, and the West In-
dies, assisted in suppressing the
Irish rebellion in 1798, and was
made a lieutenant-general in 1808,
and sent to Spain to unite with
the Spanish forces in the north of
the Peninsula to fight against the
French. And there it was that .
he was killed and ‘ buried darkly at HOUSE WHERE SIR JOHN MOORE WAS BORN.
dead of night,’ as we are told in the
poem. And by-the-way, do you know that Lord Byron said ‘ The Burial
of Sir John Moore’ was the most perfect poem in the English language ?

“We drove through the part of Glasgow which contains some of
the houses built by the ‘tobacco lords,’ as they were called. And here
comes a bit of history:
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“Scotland was united with England in 1707, in spite of the opposi-
tion of many of the people of the former country. So hostile was Glas-
gow to the union that there was almost a riot when it was proclaimed,
but it wasn’t long before the merchants saw that it was greatly to their
advantage. As they were thus made commercially equal with England,
they set about getting some of the trade of the latter with the Ameri-
can colonies, and their position gave them great advantages. Bristol
had a monopoly of the tobacco-trade at that time, and Glasgow set
about taking a share of it. She not only got a share, but in time the
whole of 1t, leaving poor Bristol to go about something else for a living.
The Glasgow merchants grew very rich on the tobacco-trade, and were
called ‘lords’ in consequence of their expensive way of living and the
fine houses they built. When the American Revolution came on they
lost this trade, but before the war was over they had established them-
selves in other lines of commerce, and managed to hold on to their
wealth. It was about that time that they went into the manufacture
of cotton goods, and they prospered in it until the American Civil War,
which brought them to grief by stopping the supply of cotton.

“There are some fine statues in Glasgow, and we've looked at all of
them. We didn’t pay much attention to those of royal personages, but
turned our eyes towards those who have done more for the world than
to make war and issue decrees; we were interested in looking at the fig-
ures of James Watt, David Livingstone, Robert Burns, and Sir Walter
Scott. To show how the people appreciate Burns, I may mention that
his statue was paid for by subscriptions of a sixpence or a shilling each
among Scottish working-men. It was executed by a Glasgow sculptor,
and appears to be an excellent piece of work. David Livingstone, the
great missionary and explorer, was born near GGlasgow, and therefore the
people take especial interest in what he did for humanity. Thomas
Campbell, the poet, was born in Glasgow, and he, too, is honored with
a statue, which he certainly deserves.

“In driving around the city we have observed several temperance
hotels, and on inquiry find there is a considerable number of the hotels
of Glasgow that are run upon total abstinence principles. The Scotch
seem to combine the opposites of thrift and shiftlessness to a degree
more marked than any other people; their economy is of the most careful
character, and on the other hand, their poverty and wretchedness, when
they exist, are equal to anything we saw in Ireland. The poor quarters
of Glasgow are the haunts of a great deal of vice and misery, and the
charitable institutions, which are numerous, have plenty of occupation in
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caring for suffering in all its forms. There are many temperance socie-
ties, and they do a vast deal of good ; but in spite of their work there is a
large consumption of ardent spirits, and a great amount of drunkenness
and degradation. The temperance hotels had their origin in an effort to
remove travelling people from the temptation to drink, and altogether
they have been very successful. They are to be found all through Scot-
land, and the advocates of temperance have secured the passage of laws
that materially restrict the amount of drinking in all parts of the country.

“Some of the people excuse themselves for their drinking habits by
arguing that the climate is very moist, and something is needed to ‘ keep
out the damp.” They certainly have a very moist climate; an American
whom we met at the hotel declares that it has rained forty hours every
day since he arrived, but our guide says ‘ the mon is mistaken, ye ken, for
there be only twenty-four hours in the whole day.” Of course he's right.”

Mrs. Bassett and Mary were less interested in buildings and statuary
than Frank and Fred were, but they went the rounds with the youths
and duly inspected everything. While the latter were absent on an
excursion among the factories, the ladies took the opportunity to inspect
the shops, in company with a feminine compatriot whom they met at
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the hotel. Perhaps some of Mary's schoolmates will be interested in
what she saw while on the round of shopping; for the most that she
wrote she was indebted to their new acquaintance, Mrs. D——, as the
girl’s practical knowledge of such matters was somewhat limited.

“ They have fine shops in Glasgow,” wrote Mary, “and I'm told that
a good many American women come here to get their supply of dresses
before going home; they say that serviceable dresses are cheaper here
than in London or Paris, though the styles are not always equal to those
of the capital cities. They make fine tweeds, Henrietta cloth, and other

NTREET VIEW IN GLASGOW.

wood materials in Scotland, suitable for travelling and ¢ every-day’ dress-
es, and the prices seem very low to any one just from America. The
fitters understand their business thoroughly, and the best houses pride
themselves on giving perfect satisfaction. Dresses of the kind I speak
of will cost less when all complete and ready for wearing than the mak-
ing of them would come to in America, to say nothing of the cost of the
materials. Mrs. D says that the most of her dresses cost her as
many shillings in Glasgow as they would cost in dollars in New York;
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she thus gets for one hundred dollars here as many dresses as she would
pay four hundred dollars for at home. This rule doesn’t hold good in
all cases, but it does in the majority of them.” ]

When Mary read the foregoing note to Frank, the latter said it used
to be the same in regard to men’s clothing, but the competition in Amer-
ica had brought prices down more nearly to the figures that prevail on
the eastern side of the Atlantic. *‘In the five or ten years following the
) Civil War,” said he,“ an Amer-
ican could cross the Atlantic
and save the cost of his steam-
ship ticket out and back by
laying in his stock of clothing
for one or two years. Men
used to come over with hand-
bags or valises holding just
enough for the trip, and go
back with trunks filled with
new clothing, which they had
worn sufficiently to enable
them to go through the cus-
tom-house without paying du-
ties. But of late years they .
cannot make any great saving,
and the practice is not as com-
mon as it used to be.”

“ I should have said,” add-
ed Mary, “that the saving on
dresses made in Glasgow ap-
4 plies only to those of Scotch
materials. In the case of silks, laces, and other things not manufactured
in Scotland, the prices are higher here than in London or Paris.”

Doctor Bronson had written that he woulad be in Glasgow as soon
as possible, and that the party had better wait for him before going
farther, as there were many interesting places easily reached from the
city, and time would not hang heavy on their hands. His business had
detained him longer than originally expected, but he was not at all
solicitous about the welfare of his friends, as he knew Frank and Fred
would manage everything satisfactorily.

Their first excursion was made to Hamilton, which is a favorite re-
sort of the people of Glasgow during the summer. Near the town is the

~

A GLASGOW TENEMENT.
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palace of the Duke of HHamilton, and our friends obtained permission to
visit it through the courtesy of a gentleman to whom they had letters of
- introduction. They spent an hour or more in the palace, which contains
a splendid collection of paintings, and then drove in the park, where they
saw the mausoleum where the Hamiltons are buried. Frank thought the
mausoleum was almost as attractive as the palace, and Fred replied that
it was certainly second to it so far as the owners were concerned. From
Hamilton they drove about two miles to the ruins of Cadzow Castle, and
were charmed with the magnificent forest of stately oaks, which has
been carefully preserved for hundreds of years.

The guide who took them through Cadzow Forest called their atten-
tion to a herd of white cattle which he said was the survivor of an an-
cient stock, once very common in England, but now nearly extinct. It
is found only at Cadzow and at Chillingham, near Newcastle-on-Tyne,
and the owners of the herds refuse to part with a single specimen on any
terms. The animals are allowed to run wild in the forest, and are not
put to any kind of labor, in the hope that their decline may be checked.

Mrs. Bassett wished to buy a Paisley shawl at the place of its man-
ufacture, and so the party made an excursion to that smoke-begrimed
town, which possesses nothing attractive to the ordinary tourist, but is
very interesting to a student of industry. Frank noted that it contained
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sixty thousand inhabitants, was famed for its manufacture of shawls,
thread, corn-starch, and other things, and was a fine specimen of what a
city can be made with Scotch thrift to develop and sustain it. M.
Bassett bought the shawl that she wanted, and Mary followed her ex-
ample; both discovered that they could have obtained the same things
somewhat cheaper in Glasgow, but consoled themselves with the reflec-
tion that they had made their purchases at Paisley itself, which was one
of the objects of the visit.

The excursion in which all were specially interested, and which was
deferred until Doctor Bronson’s arrival in order that he might share in
the pleasure to be derived from it, was to the Land of Burns. The town
of Ayr is considered the centre of the * Burns Country ”; it is about forty
miles from Glasgow, and reached by the railway ; and as it was not to be
seen in a hurry, our friends gave up their rooms at the hotel in Glasgor,
and went “bag and baggage™ to Ayr. They had telegraphed for rooms
at the King’s Arms Hotel, and found everything in readiness for them.
The hotel is an old-fashioned affair, and this made it all the more at-
tractive to the travellers, especially to the feminine contingent. A por-
trait of Burns was in the dining-room, and the walls were hung with illus-
trations of some of his poems, or pictures of places mentioned in them.

Ayr is a seaport, and was once a prosperous place, but the growth of
(zlasgow has completely overshadowed it, and at present it looks very
much like a town * gone to seed,™ save that it has a considerable business
in coal and iron, which are exported to Ireland and elsewhere. Our
friends found it clean and attractive, and the principal streets lined with
substantial buildings, many of them of great age. High Street is the
chief thoroughfare, and it has a conspicuous landmark in the Wallace
Tower, 113 feet high. There is no sidewalk to High Street, at least in
the ordinary understanding of the term. The whole of the street is
paved with cobble-stones, and there is a small depression forming a gut-
ter, and supposed to mark off the space reserved for pedestrians. The
houses are mostly two stories in height, and very solidly built. Frank
remarked that when the Scotch put up a building they made it of hon-
est materials and gave honest work. Very little is used for show, but
a great deal for substance.

Fred was disappointed in the Wallace Tower, which he had supposed
to be something very old indeed. Its modern appearance caused him to
inquire about it, and he ascertained that it was built in 1832 on the site
of an old tower, where tradition says Sir William Wallace was once im-
prisoned. Ayr was the scene of some of Wallace’s exploits in making
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war upon his enemies or defending himself from their attacks, and it is
also famous as having been an abiding-place for a time of Oliver Crom-
well. Bruce embarked here with his army in 1315 for the invasion of
Ireland, and during the numerous wars in Scotland it was often the
headquarters of operations. There is a great deal of history connected
with Ayr, apart from its special recommendation as the centre of the
Land of Burns and the scene of many of his poems.

From the Wallace Tower our friends went to the Tam o’ Shanter
Inn, which is claimed to be the very one from which Tam set out for
his famous ride, wherein he encountered the witches after witnessing
their dance. They paused in front of the house to look at the sign above
the door, which represents Tam leaving the house on his way home when

““The night was dark and Tam was glorious,
O'er all the ills of life victorious.”

Souter Johnny is bidding him good-night, and Tam is settling him-
self into the saddle preparatory to his ride. If any one questions the
absolute truth of the poem, he has only to go to Ayr and listen to the
landlord of the Tam o’ Shanter Inn, when everything will be verified to
the satisfaction of the most persistent doubter.

We will listen to Fred’s account of their visit to Ayr and the country
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around it. Having already made ourselves acquainted with the history
of the place and with the outside of the inn, let us accompany the youth
and his companions within the door-way.

*“The landlord showed us the very chairs on which Tam o’ Shanter
and Souter Johnny sat on the eventful night. The room where they

TAM O’ BHANTER INN.

passed their convivial hours is up a narrow stair-way. The ceiling is so
low that a tall man must look out fer Ins head, and if he does not re-
move his hat out of reverence for the place, he will certainly do so on
the score of preserving his head-covering. The room is not large—per-
haps twelve feet by eighteen, and the floor has been so worn by scrub-
bing and the passing of many feet that the knots of the wood rise up
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‘“THERE'S A FINE HAGGIS!"

like islands in a lake. There is a long ‘table in the room, and near the
big fireplace are the two chairs, which are identified by brass plates.
Certainly they are old enough to have been occupied by Tam o’ Shanter
and his convivial friend; and for the matter of that, they might have
been available to Sir William Wallace or Oliver Cromwell on their visits
to the town, though it is very doubtful about the latter, when we con-
trast his character with that of Tam o’ Shanter. There is also the very
‘ coup,’ or mug, used by the famous Tam ; that also bears marks of an-
tiquity ; but there is a rumor that the ‘real coup’ has been sold on sev-
eral occasions to travellers willing to pay a high price for it, and another
immediately appears in its place. . We did not venture to ask if the ru-
mor were true,as we shou:d certainly have given great offence had we
done so, besides getting a prompt denial.

“Quite as interesting as the chairs and the ‘coup’ are some auto-
graph letters of Burns'’s, framed and hung on the walls of the room,
which is dingy and smoky from the pipes of Tam and his successors.

“From the inn we went to the bank of the river Ayr, which divides
the town into two parts, connected by the ‘twa brigs o’ Ayr,” which
Burns has immortalized. The ‘auld brig’ and the ‘new brig’ have a
neighbor in the shape of a third bridge, which was built long after the
time of the poet for the use of the Glasgow and South-western Railway
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Company. Naturally we cared little for the railway bridge, our atten-
tion being concentrated upon the others and the dialogue which they
once held, if we accept the words of Burns. They are well-built bridges;
and though it has been suggested that the ‘auld brig’ ought to be re-
built, the project is generally opposed by the inhabitants, lest one of the
great objects of interest in the place should be lost.

*“ A stranger who had never heard of Robert Burns would not be
long without acquaintance with him after coming to Ayr. Nearly
every house contains his portrait, and every man, woman, and child in
the place is pretty sure to allude
to him in one way or another in
the course of a minute’s conversa-
tion. At the river’s bank we were
accosted by a guide, who was some-
thing of a poet on his own account,
and offered to recite the production
of Burns about the ¢ twa brigs,’ and
then follow it with one of his own.
He was somewhat disappointed
when we declined his offer; but
whether from the affront to his
vanity or the loss of prospective
sixpences or shillings in return for
the recitations, we did not inquire.

* Mrs. Bassett had a curiosity
to try a Scotch haggis, and on our
arrival at the hotel, before setting
out for our walk, we asked that
one should be prepared. On re-

“AT THE $POOT.” turning for luncheon we found it
ready. Perhaps you don’t know
what a haggis is? Well, it's a boiled pudding, that reminds you in its
appearance of the boiled pudding of some parts of the United States.
The marks of the string and cloth that held it were distinctly visible.
and altogether it was not very prepossessing to look at. The waiter
assured us that it was a ¢ verra nice dish,” and that it was nowhere bet-
ter made than at the King's Arms. We were not afraid, but boldly
attacked it. None of us had ever tried haggis before, but our hopes
had been raised high by the popularity of the dish in Scotland, and
especially by Burns’s poem in its praise.

BT
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“We waited for Mrs. Bassett's opinion before venturing any ideas
of our own. She pronounced it agreeable, and was ready to make a
good meal at once, but did not believe the haggis would ever become
popular in America. The Doctor didn’t think much of it at the start,
but a second. or third
mouthful gave him a
more favorable opinion,
greatly to the satisfac-
tion of the solemn-visaged
waiter. Frank said that
he would paraphrase the
remark of the critic who
said that Wagner’s music
is better than it sounds,
by suggesting that the
haggis is better than it
tastes. Mary-thought it
very toothsome, but de-
clined a second helping;
and as for myself, I shall
not urge that it be pre-
pared at any of the hotels
where we stop in future,
though I readily appreci-
ate its excellent qualities
and the fine physique

possessed by those with e e -Pﬂ;;‘{ v
whom it is the ddily food. AR c R
Most of us retain our fond- THE SPINNING-WHEEL.

ness for the dishes of our

vouth, and it is easy to understand how a Scotchman, wherever he
goes, will hear with moistened lips the mention of the haggis of his
native land.

*In the afternoon we drove to the birthplace of Burns, the ‘auld
brig o’ Doon,’ Alloway Kirk, and other objects of interest which are
about three miles outside the town of Ayr. The road is a fine one for
a drive, as it is macadamized all the way, and the stone walls are not
high enough to prevent your seeing over them for the greater part of
the way. There are several quaint cottages along the road, and it is
evident that the character and customs of the inhabitants have not

9
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BIRTHPLACE OF BURNS.

changed since the time of the poet. At one cottage a woman sat at a
spinning-wheel, her wrinkled face revealing a pair of piercing eyes in-
side her snow-white cap. A little farther on a rosy-cheeked girl was
tilling a bucket at a ‘spoot,” or spout, which had its source of supply in
a spring a little way above the road. Scotland is abundantly supplied
with good water, and the people appreciate its value very highly. Sev-
eral times in Glasgow we were told that the water of the city came from
Loch Katrine, and that the supply was the most liberal of any city in
the world in proportion to its population.

“(lose by one of the springs two women were standing in tubs, and
at first sight we thought they were having a dance there. A nearer
view showed what they were about. They were engaged in washing
clothes, and for this purpose used their feet instead of their hands.
They reminded us of the French and Italian peasants who tread the
grapes in making wine, instead of crushing them in their fingers, and
we could not fail to admire the adaptation of the feet to uses not gen-
erally known in America. We asked the driver of our carriage if this
was the way of washing clothes throughout Scotland, and he declared
that it was, so far as he knew. Of exactly the extent of his knowledge
we are yet in ignorance, as just then some new object claimed our atten-
tion, and the subject of Scotch laundry-work was dropped.

“ The cottage where Burns was born is like many another cottage in
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Scotland—a long low building one story in height, and having a roof of
coarse thatch. It is no Jonger the home of a hard-working gardener,
but has been turned into a show-place and drinking-house, in which ca-
pacity it undoubtedly makes a handsome return to its owner. In the
summer-time there are crowds of visitors daily, all anxious to see the

SCOTCH WASHING,

place where the poet was born, and of course every visitor must pay for
the privilege of seeing and inspecting. If you want a delightful descrip-
tion of the cottage, you will find it in Hawthorne’s ¢ Our Old Ilome.
The floors are of flag-stones, kept white by scrubbing and by touches of
pipeclay, and the walls had been freshly whitewashed at the time of
our visit. Everything was spotlessly clean, and the woman in charge
of the place smiled with pride as Mrs. Bassett praised the evidences of
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unsparing attention and muscle. There was a row of dishes on the

sideboard at one end of the room, and each of them fairly shone from

its recent scrubbing. Even the cat seemed to have been freshly combed,
and each particular hair was laid with the greatest precision.

“They showed us some letters and other relics of the poet, and ser-

eral articles of furniture which are claimed to be of his time; and aftera

brief stay at the cottage we pro-

o - 7 Tich

en-

ar
th
tle
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pr
religious purposes a few years
ago, but some one suggested that
it would be impossible for a con-
‘gregation to sit there without
thinking more of Tam o’ Shanter and the dance of the witches in the
haunted building than of the sermon. So the scheme fell through, and
we thought it was well that it did.

*In the cemetery attached to the Kirk we saw the graves of the
poet’s father, mother, and sister, together with other graves, some of
them bearing very old dates. The guide who showed us through the

ALLOWAY KIRK.
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and we all remarked that he was

AULD BRIG O’ DOON. the most serious-looking guide we

had ever seen. We tried a few

jokes on him by way of experiment, but they would have received just
as much appreciation if they had been tried on one of the gravestones.

“Our next steps were towards ¢ the banks and braes o’ Bonny Doon,’

where ‘the auld brig o’ Doon’ spans the river in a single arch. The

stream which flows beneath it is a charming one, and we do not won-

der that it inspired Burns in the composition of some of his prettiest

lines. The bridge is the one that saved Tam o’ Shanter from the

witches, as they could not pass beyond its key-stone. In the legendary

lore about witches, it is asserted that they dare not cross a running

stream, and the point beyond which they could not pass was the centre

of the old bridge. It is probably in the same condition to-day as when

Tam and his mare dashed over it, pursued by the assemblage whose
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antics had been witnessed in
Alloway Kirk when they were
quite unconscious of having a
spectator.

“On the bank of the Doon,
near the bridge, is the mon-
ument to Burns—a circular
temple on a pedestal, the
whole being about sixty feet
high. In the pedestal are
some relics of the poet, in-
cluding the Bible which he
gave to Highland Mary, the
wedding-ring of Bonnie Jean,
and a copy of the first edition
of his poems. The popularity
of Burns is shown in the fact
that the cost of the monu-
ment, nearly seventeen thou-
sand dollars, was paid for by
private subscription, in the
same way as the statue in

Glasgow. Of course we've all taken to reading and rereading the poems
of the hero of the monument. Mary has suggested that when she makes
her first attempt at writing verses, it will be in regard to this visit to
Ayr and the country around it ; but her work in this direction will very
likely be indefinitely postponed, as has that of many other visitors to
the place. Some have been inspired to the extent of writing very bad
doggerel in the visitors’ books, of which I would give you a few speci-
mens were it not that they would seem almost like sacrilege. For any
ordinary mortal to compose verses here would be quite as ambitious as
to seek to ‘paint the lily or add a new perfume to the violet.””
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CHAPTER IX.

ANECDOTES OF GLASGOWEGIANS; CAPTAIN PATOUN.—A TOBACCO LORD; JOHN
WALLACE; A MAN WHO PAID TO BE ABUSED. —LOWRIE COULTER. — ARRAN
ISLAND AND THE ARRAN ISLANDS.—ANCIENT FORTS AND CHURCHES.—EGYP-
TIAN DOOR-WAYS IN IRELAND.—RIVALRY BETWEEN GLASGOW AND EDIN-
BURGH. —DIPLOMATIC TEACHINGS FOR TRAVELLERS. —FROM AYR TO EDIN.
BURGH.—A GLANCE AT SCOTTISH HISTORY.—THE CATTLE-STEALERS OF OLDEN
TIMES.—SIR WILLIAM WALLACE AND HIS EXPLOITS; HIS CAPTURE AND EXE-
CUTION.—SCOTS AND PICTS.—IN EDINBURGH; THE CASTLE.—REGALIA OF OLD
SCOTLAND.—HISTORICAL ASSOCIATIONS. —MONS MEG; VIEW FROM THE RAM-
PARTS.—EDINBURGH, OLD AND NEW.

Al‘ the hotel in Ayr our friends fell in with an old gentleman of Glas-
gow, who was spending the summer in the capital of the land of
Burns, and was glad to talk with the strangers for the sake of the relief
they brought to the dulness of the Scotch town. He was well informed
concerning the history of Scotland and its people, and some of his ac-
counts were so interesting that Frank and Fred asked permission to
make note of them. The permission was readily given, and thereupon
the youths recorded several anecdotes of the famous characters of
Glasgow in former days.

“There was Captain Patoun,” said the old gentleman, “Captain
David Patoun, as he liked to be called, though he was a doctor, and
had at one time a high reputation for his medical skill. In the latter
part of his life he used to walk for hours upon the sidewalk in front of
his house, which was opposite the Tontine, or Old Exchange. His mili-
tary title came from a commission he held in a regiment that was raised
in Scotland for service in Holland ; and he used to declare that it was
only in consequence of the jealousy of those in power, and the fear that
he might become dangerous to the Government through his popularity
with the soldiers, that he was not made a general. The captain was a
fine swordsman, and, if his story is to be believed, he had killed many
men in duels, as well as in the more legitimate work of the battle-field.
There was reason to doubt the correctness of his accounts, as the num-
ber of men he had killed varied every day, and sometimes he would
change the figures within five minutes. He was such a curious-looking
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and altogether so odd a character that his portrait has been preserved,
and the anecdotes about him are numerous. He had a very long nose
and chin, always wore military. leggings, and had a pair of white gloves
protruding from his pockets, but never on his hands.
“You heard of the ¢tobacco lords’ while in Glas-
" " you not ?” the old gentleman asked.
tainly we did,” Fred responded. “ And they
‘e been an interesting group of men.”
v were-that,” was the reply, “and the city’s
ories about them. One of the quaintest of
s John Wallace, who was descended from
am Wallace. Have you read up the history
illiam 2”

The youths admitted that they had not
done so, somewhat to the disappointment
of their entertainer, who was a true Scotch-
man, and therefore regarded Sir William

Wallace as one of the greatest characters
; the world has ever known. He said as
:h to the strangers, whereupon they prom-
to study the character of this hero of Scot-
L at the very first opportunity.

*That’s all right,” said the old gentleman;
id now I'll tell you about John Wallace, the
endant of Sir William. He made a great
| of money in the Virginia and West India
trade, and built one of the finest houses in Glas-
gow. He used to go about the streets with a
white nightcap under his three-cornered hat, instead of a wig. They
wore wigs in those days, and a gentleman who wanted to stand well in
society did not go out without one. Sometimes he would dress himself
like a working-man, and go into the poorer parts of Glasgow, where he
thought he would not be recognized. Thern he would get into conver-
sation with the people, and pretend to be a stranger from some other
part of Scotland. He would ask a good many questions, and one of his
inquiries was about old John Wallace and the meanness of which he
was accused. The more they abused John Wallace the better he liked
it; and sometimes he singled out those that were most abusive, invited
them to the nearest tavern for dinner, and filled their pockets with silver

coins. Those who spoke well of John Wallace received nothing at all.

CAPTAIN PATOUN.
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“One day a man who knew him, although he pretended not to, pro-
nounced John Wallace the meanest man that was ever in Glasgow, or
ever could be. As proof of his assertion, he cited several known in-
stances of the closeness of Wallace's dealings, together with some that
were quite imaginary. -

“The tobacco lord was delighted. He invited the man to eat din-
ner with him at the tavern, fed him bountifully, filled his pockets with
money, and then told him where to call the next day and obtain em-
ployment at a liberal salary. The man went as directed, and was hired
to circulate just the kind of stories which he seemed to be fertile in in-
venting. The consequence is,” the gentleman added, “that we cannot
always be sure that the stories about John Wallace which have come
down to us are all true, but enough of them are to show that he was
one of the oddest characters ever known in Scotland.

“Almost as strange in another way was Lowrie Coulter, who went
about the streets dragging a cane nearly as tall as himself, and some-
times brandishing it so fiercely when in an argument that people found

it a safe plan to keep out of his reach. He
nted to be considered the wisest man in the
y, and was never so happy as when he heard
nself praised to the very highest degree of
ttery. When others failed to give him the
ise he was not slow to make it himself, and
always wound up by declaring that every-

ly else was a fool.”
“There are many people like him to-day,”
d Doctor Bronson, who had listened to the
versation, “and they are by no means con-
ed to Scotland. We have some of them in

nerica.”

The Glasgow gentleman agreed with him,
wugh he said he had never been in America,
and therefore could not speak from
his knowledge of that country, but
AR he knew the race still existed in the
- British islands. “ We have a great
respect for America,” said he, “as
it has made wonderful progress in
the last hundred years, and we're all
JOHN WALLACE. fond of saying that it was peopled
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from this part of the world and that’s
what makes it so progressive. It's the
Scotch and English and Irish blood in
vour veins that has made you what you
are. If you’d been colonized fromn any
other part of the world you would be no-
where near as great as you are to-day.”

This remark led the conversation in
the direction of the colonization of the
portions of the North .American conti-
nent that now form the United States,
and especially of the share which Scot-
land had in the work of settling the New
World and opening it to civilization.

From Ayr our friends proceeded to
Edinburgh. Frank and Fred wanted to
visit Arran Island, which lies a short dis-
tance off the coast, but it was found that
the trip would cause some delay, and
they were assured that the attractions
of the spot were not sufficient to com-
pensate for the loss of time.

“ But I've been reading,” said Fred,
“that the Arran Islands are quite in-
teresting, and contain some remarkable
ruins of very ancient date.” ,

“T see you’ve made a mistake that is by no means uncommon,” said
his informant, with a smile.

“What is that ?”

“You've confounded Arran Island with the Arran Islands, or South
Isles of Arran,” was the reply. ¢ Arran Island is in front of us, but the
South Isles of Arran are at the entrance of Galway Bay, on the west
coast of Ireland.”

Fred acknowledged his mistake, and said he remembered hearing
about the Arran Islands when they were in Ireland, but gave no atten-
tion to the matter at the time, and so it had slipped from his memory.

“I’ve been in the South Isles,” said the gentleman, “and it is true
they have some very old ruins there. They had about twenty churches
and monasteries there at one time,” he continued, *but the most of
them have crumbled away. One that was built in the seventh century

LOWRIE COULTER.
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is standing yet, all but its roof, which is gone, as you might well expect
it to be. Then there are some little huts of the monks of the sixth cen-
tury that were preserved by having been covered up with rubbish for
hundreds of years, and were brought to light only very recently. There
are nine circular forts, supposed to have been built in the first century of
the Christian era. They are of unhewn stone, and some of their walls
are twenty feet high. They would be of little account as places of de-
fence in these modern days, but at the time they were built they were
no doubt the wonder of the people all around there.

‘“ And let me remark,” he continued, “ that they were built by Scotch-
men. There were three brothers named Angus, Conchovar, and Mil,
who went over there and built the forts, and their names are preserved
in them to this day, so you may know the story is true. They didn’t

DWELLING-HOUSE OF THE SIXTH CENTURY, ARRAN ISLANDS,

have any mortar to build with, and they took the flat pieces of lime-
stone and laid them up into solid walls. They made the door-ways to.
the forts by inclining the stones so that each stone would have less to.
bear than the one below it.

“And talking about door-ways,” he went on, “I'll tell you some-
thing that will interest you very much if you are at all fond of archa-
ology. There’s an old church of the sixth century on the Arran Islands,
called Teampull Mic Duach, and the door to it is a perfect picture of
the entrance to an Egyptian tomb. I'll show you a picture of it, and if
yvou take away the Irishman who's been put in to show the height of
the door, you might think you were looking at a sketch from Thebes
or Aboo-Simbel. Now, the Irish at that time bad no intercourse with
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Egypt, and knew nothing about its architecture, but there isn't any-
thing in all the land of the Nile more thoroughly Egyptian than this
door-way in the Arran Islands.”

Further conversation on this topic was cut off by the announcement
that it was time to be
getting ready for the
train which was to

; carry the travellers
u to the city famed
wherever Scotland is
known.

“ Edinburgh peo-
ple hold their heads
very high,” said a
native of Glasgow,
“and for many things
they have a right to.
Theirs used to be the

. largest city,and there

is no question but that

P— they had all the

DOOR-WAY OF TKAMPULL NIC DUACH. Wea‘lth and: reﬁne‘

ment at one time.

But Glasgow has grown, while Edinburgh hasn’t, and it’s now a good

deal richer and more populous. Since my time it has been said that

Glasgie’s the place to make money, and Edinburgh the place to spend

it; but there’s plenty now in Glasgow to spend money on, and you can
certainly make it easier there than in Edinburgh.”

Our friends had observed this rivalry of the two cities ever since
they landed in Scotland, and, like the prudent travellers that they were,
they carefully refrained from expressing opinions that could embarrass
them. Frank gave this bit of advice to Mary :

“A good rule all the world over, when visiting cities, buildings, fac-
tories, or sights of any kind, is this: ¢ Praise everything that you can
conscientiously, and where you can’t praise, say nothing.’ Thus you
will avoid giving offence, and be within the lines of truth. Especially
is this the case in regard to cities that are rivals of each other.”

The advice was not lost on Mary. The girl bore it in mind con-
stantly during the entire journey of which this volume is the record.

The train carried the travellers through a picturesque country, hills

-~
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and valleys alternating in rapid suc- Lo

: : WP L
cession, and cultivated fields con- C i
trasting with barren moors. The
rugged character of much of the
country through which they passed
made it very apparent to our friends
that only a patient and industrious
people could prosper there. “To
understand the Scotch,.you must
know their country,” said Frank, as
they rolled along, and his opinion
was echoed by his companions.

After studying the scenery
where the country was wildest in
its character, Mary suggested that
it was a capital region for brigands.
¢ They might hide here very easily,
and the soldiers who pursued them would have a hard time to find them.

“That was exactly the state of affairs in former times,” said Doctor
Bronson. “The mountains of Scotland were the retreat of many roving
bands that were at war with the Government and the peaceful inhab-
itants, and sometimes these robber bands became so powerful that they
took possession of the Governinent.

*The history of Scotland abounds in stories of the achievements of
the bands that invested the mountains and made descents upon the
plains. Patriotism and cupidity were very much mingled in their oper-
ations, and in many instances it is not easy to determine by which prin-
ciple they were animated. On the whole, it may fairly be accepted
that the outlaws believed themselves justified in their course by the
cruelties that had been heaped on the people by their rulers. Many a
man became a freebooter because he was not allowed to live quietly at
home. Heavy taxes were wrung from him, and he was called to fight
in battle for a king or a noble who had no regard whatever for the
rights or property of his subjects. To escape the conscription or plun-
der, he fled to the hills, joined with others who had suffered in the same
way as himself, and sometimes these robber bands maintained them-
selves for years and defied all attempts at their capture.”

Mary asked how these wandering parties managed to live—where
they obtained food, as they evidently could not remain long enough in
one place to till the soil.

DOOR-WAY, FORT ANGLUS.
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“They used to make forays into the inhabited regions and help
themselves to whatever they could find. Cattle were their favorite
plunder, and these men are often referred to in history as cattle-thieves.
The herds were taken from their pastures, or wherever else they hap-
pened to be, and driven to the retreats of the robbers. They were more
acceptable than any other kind of plunder, as they supplied their own
transportation. Corn or wheat would require to be carried, but the
cattle carried themselves, and only needed to be directed and driven the
way they should go.

“The great William Wallace, about whom you were talking at Ayr,
was known as a cattle-stealer in the early days of his career. The story

" is that while attending

school at Dundee he was

insulted by the son of

the governor of Dundee

Castle. A fight follow-

ed, and in it Wallace

killed his adversary. Of
) course he was obliged to
flee to save his life. He
went to the mountains,
where he gathered a
body of insurgents, and
for years kept up the
existence of a bandit.
He stole cattle on which
to support his followers, and every attempt to capture him or disperse
his band was unsuccessful.” :

“I have just been reading up the history of Sir William Wallace,”
said Frank, as Doctor Bronson paused, “and find that he was the son
of Sir Malcolm Wallace, of Ellerslie, in Renfrewshire. From a bandit
in the mountains he became a warrior of great renown, and is one of
the men whose meinory is revered by the Scotch people on account of
his services to the country. The oppression of the people by their Eng-
lish rulers was so severe that the forces of Wallace increased steadily,
and he was able to meet the English armies on the battle-field. He
defeated them at Stirling, and so complete was the defeat that the
English were driven from Scotland, and the country was under the
rule of Wallace. Ie invaded the north of England without opposi-
tion, but was compelled to retire before an army led by King Edward

ORATORY OF ST. BENAN.
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in person. The Scots were defeated at Falkirk, and after that the
power of Wallace declined.”

“Yes,” said Fred, as his cousin paused, “and the old story followed.
Wallace was betrayed by one of his followers and delivered into the
hands of the King. There was a trial, which was little more than a
farce, and then the patriot was executed. DBut before his capture he
gave the English a great deal of trouble, and when the habits of those
times are considered, it is no wonder that they treated him as they did.

“Scottish writers have given Sir William Wallace a very prominent
place in history, and he no doubt deserves it. But much that has been
written about him is known to be untrue, and the whole story of his
life is so interwoven with romance that it is impossible to separate
truth from fiction.” .

From this contemplation of Scottish history the conversation turned
upon the people. Mary said she wanted to ask about the Scots and
Picts. She had read of them somewhere, but didn’t know exactly what
it was she had read.

“T know that the people of Scotland were the Scots and Picts,” said
she, “ but don’t know what the difference is between them.”

“ That’s a subject that has greatly puzzled the antiquarians,” said
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the Doctor, “and will probably puzzle them as long as the country and
its inhabitants exist. The best authorities say that the Picts were a
Celtic people, and are first known in history as occupying the whole of
that part of Scotland north of the Firth of Forth, except the western
portion, which had been colonized or conquered by the Scots, another
Celtic people, whose original home was in Ireland. In course of time
the Scots and Picts became so intermingled
that the boundaries between them were not
easy to be defined. Hence arose much of
the controversy concerning them.”
“ Haven’t I read somewhere,” queried
Fred, ¢ that Ireland was the original Scot-
land ?”
“Quite likely you have,” was the reply,
‘“as it appears that the original Scotland,
or Scotia, was Ireland, and the people of
the last-named country were called Scoti,
or Scots, when they first appeared in the
earliest history that may be considered au-
thentic. 'What is now called Ireland was
originally Scotland, and the country in
which Edinburgh and Glasgow are the
great cities had the name of Scotia Nova
(New Scotland) as late as the tenth cen-
tury. Gradually the name of Scotland
was dropped from the Emerald Isle and
wholly appropriated by the land of the
Scots and Piets.
“ That's another of the ¢ wrongs of Ire-
~iont view or THE oLp TowN.  Jand’' that should be recorded. But the
people of Ilibernia do not mention it in
their list of complaints against England, and possibly many of them are
not aware of how their country's name was changed.”

Frank remarked that he thought the assertion would be character-
ized as a DBritish falsehood, and said he should be very careful not to
mention it in public on his next visit to Dublin or Cork. “It might do
for Belfast and the rest of the north, who are friendly with the Scotch
and closely related to them,” said he, * but as for the other parts of the
country I have my doubts.”

In due time the party reached Edinburgh, and was safely landed at



FIRST VIEW OF EDINBURGH. 145

the station of the Cal-
edonian Railway. As
they drove through the
streets on their way
to the hotel their eyes
were busy with the new
sights revealed at ev-
ery turn, and they all
agreed thatevenin that
brief view they found
it the most picturesque
city they had seen thus
far in their journey.

As soon as they
could do so they start-
ed out for a more de-
tailed observation. At
the suggestion of Doc-
tor Bronson they went
first to the Castle, from
which they looked
down upon the old city
and the new one, and
upon the plain and hills
bevond. Mrs. Bassett
said the only place she
bad ever seen of which 4 STREET IN OLD EDINBURGH.
she was now reminded
was Quebec. It had a castle on a steep hill, just as Edinburgh has, but
the castled city of the New World was by no means to be compared
with that of the Old in several important features.

Frank was made the historian of the visit to Edinburgh, and we
will look to him for an account of what the party saw.

“We looked down upon the city from the parapet of the Castle,”
said Frank, “and were so fascinated with the view that we could have
spent the whole day there and other days besides. The Castle is on a
rock four hundred feet high, and perpendicular on three of its sides.
On the fourth side it slopes away gradually, so that it can be ascended
with ease, provided no opposition is made. But with a garrison hold-
ing the summit, a hostile force would have a hard task to get there

10
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if it had no weapons other than those of a thousand years ago, before
the invention of gunpowder and fire-arms.

“It was the peculiar shape of this rock that caused the city to be
located here. It was used as a fortification in very early times, and was
a Saxon stronghold. Edwin, the King of Northumbria, established him-

VIEW FROM CALTON HILL.

self on the rock and built a fort there. Then the city began to rise
around the rock, and was known as Edwin’s Burgh, which is the origin
of the name by which we know it to-day. This was away back in the
seventh century. At that time the city was not very populous, and the
buildings were mostly of wood and rudely constructed. From Edwin’s
time the city grew, and four centuries later it became one of the principal
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burghs in the kingdom and the seat of the royal court. King David L,
in the twelfth century, founded the Abbey of Holyrood, and gave the
canons of the abbey the right to build a suburb between their church
and the rock where the castle stands. It is from this grant to the can-
ons that the name of Canongate is given to that suburb to-day.

OLD TOWN, FROM PRINCES STREET.

“The story goes that in old times the kings of Scotland used to send
their daughters here to be educated, and they were not allowed to leave
the place until negotiations had been made for marrying them. Royal
marriages were then very much as they are now. They were matters
of contract, in which love and sentiment had very little, if any, place.
When a prince reached a marriageable age, his father looked around for
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an eligible maiden to whom he could be united. If the views of the two
kings were in harmony, the transaction was quickly concluded, and then
the parties who might be supposed to have the greatest interest in the
matter were informed that the wedding would come off on a certain day.
As the prince and princess had never met, they could not possibly have
any objections to each other, and if they ventured to protest they were
shut up in dark rooms and soon convinced of their mistake.

“There was one princess who had fallen in love with an officer of
the court, and when told that she was to be married on a certain day to
a prince whom she had never seen, she vowed that the wedding should
not come off. She managed to convey a message to her lover, and told
him to come to a certain place under the walls and wait there during
the night. He was to indicate his presence by lighting a fire at a point
she designated. When she saw the fire, she let herself down the front of
the rock by means of a rope she had somehow obtained and concealed.
and when daylight came she and her lover were far away among the
hills. Of course there was great excitement when the rope was found
there in the morning and the absence of the girl was discovered.

* Pursuit was made, but the pair had such a good start that they
were not overtaken. The girl’s father sent a force of soldiers to capture
the runaways, but the latter were protected by their friends, and the
chase came to nothing. The princess and the courtier were married
immediately on their arrival in the mountains, but they were kept morv-
ing so rapidly from place to place that they had no chance to set up
house-keeping. After vainly trying for months to secure the return of
his daughter, the King offered pardon to herself and husband if they
would return; but they distrusted the offer, and watched their chance
to get out of the country.

“Years afterwards, in one of the wars which prevailed, the courtier
came with a strong force of followers just as his father-in-law was about
to be overwhelmed by his enemies. With the efficient aid thus secured,
the King defended himself successfully, put his enemies to flight, and
became fully reconciled to the runaway match.

“ They showed us the room where King James I. of England was
born, the prison where many distinguished personages were confined at
different periods of the Castle’s history, and the esplanade where many
a political offender yielded up his life at the hands of the executioner.
The main part of the Castle dates only from the fifteenth century, but
the older portions can boast of much greater antiquity.

*In the Crown-room, where the ancient kings were installed, we saw
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the regalia worn at the coronations. The crown is said to be the very
one that was placed on the head of Robert Bruce, and the sceptre and
sword are nearly, if not quite, as old as the crown. They told us that

HOLYROOD FOUNTAIN.

the regalia was lost for a hundred years, and many searches were made
for it in all parts of Scotland. One day, in overhauling an old chest in
the room, the regalia was found, and it turned out that during all the
time they had been looking for it it was close at hand !
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CHAPTER X.

HOUSE WHERE JOHN KNOX LIVED.—COMMENTS ON KNOX'S CHARACTER.—CHURCH
OF ST. GILES.—THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN.—SIR WALTER SCOTT.— PARLIA.
MENT HOUSE.—THE SCOTTISH LAW COURTS.—GREYFRIARS' CHURCH AND
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PALACE. - MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS; INCIDENTS IN THE LIFE OF MARY; HER
CHARACTER. —MURDER OF RIZZIO; THE SCENE OF THE CONSPIRACY.— LORD
DARNLEY; HOW HE WAS BLOWN UP.—MRS. BASSETT'S VIEWS ON HOLYRO0OOD
HOUSE-KEEPING.—QUEEN MARY AND THE EARL OF BOTHWELL

“’FHE Castle of Edinburgh would be of no consequence to-day in a
military sense,” continued Frank, “but it is very interesting his-
torically, and every Scotchman would be indignant at the suggestion
that it should be destroyed. As the inside of the Castle brings up a
great many events of history, so the
view from the ramparts seems to show
to the spectator a large part of Scot-
land. For miles and miles the vision
extends, including the Pentland Hills
on the south, the Ochils on the north,
the mountains Ben- Lomond, Benledi.
and others in the north-west, together
with other hills and mountains in vari-
ous directions.
“The Firth of Forth spreads its wa-
ters, running far into the land, and away
in the direction of the sea there is a
beautiful view. The eye easily takes
in Leith, the suburb and port of Edin-
burgh, and there are other suburbs nes-
tled here and there, as though they
COVENANTERS' PRISON GATE. - were chickens waiting for the mother-
hen to call them in. We spent much
more time over the view from the ramparts of the Castle than in look-
ing at its interior. All the antiquities, however interesting they might
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be, could not compare with the sight of the country surrounding the
old fortress and the city at its feet.

“I don’t know any other place in the world where you can look down
upon the Old and the New so well as from the top of the Castle. On one
side you have the old town of Ed-
inbargh, with its quaint roofs and
gables, its narrow streets, where you
can almost brush against the houses
on both sides as you walk along.

On the other side is the new part

of the city, regularly laid out with

modern buildings that might have

been brought from New York or

Paris,after having been constructed

in conformity with the latest fash-

ions. The streets in the new city

are generally wide and run at right

angles to each other, and the build-

ings present the appearance of hav-

ing been erected with no parsimo-

nious hand. Between them is a

ravine, which has been partially

filled by the Princes Gardens, the

Scott Monument, and the Waverley NORTH BRIDGE.

railway station, and is crossed by .

handsome bridges. A railway occupies part of the ravine, and where
the open cutting comes to an end the trains enter and leave a tunnel
that burrows beneath an inhabited portion of the city.”

We have seen that while in Glasgow Mrs. Bassett was much inter-
ested in John Knox, one of the heroes of the Reformation; and almost
her first wish, on reaching Edinburgh, was to see the house where he
lived in that city. When the party left the Castle they proceeded in
the direction of that famous building, which proved to be a very hum-
ble one, like the homes of many other famous men. There is a general
impression that Knox was born in Edinburgh, but this was not the case.
He first saw the light in a small village of Lothian, the county in which
Edinburgh is situated, but the great work of his life was performed in
the capital city. He lived and died in a house in the Nether Bow, be.
tween Canongate and High Street, and the building has been changed
very little since his death, which occurred in 1572.
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“T love to read about him and talk about him,” said Mrs. Bassett, as
they stood in front of the memorable house. ‘His character is one I
have always admired, and the world would be better if there were more
men like him.”

“Yes,” replied Doctor Bronson, “ he was a man of firm convictions,
and never hesitated in expressing them, even at the peril of his life and
liberty. He used to say of himself that he had learned ‘to call wicked-
ness by its own terms—a fig, a fig; a spade, a spade’ When he was
buried in St. Giles’s church-yard, the Regent Morton said of him, ¢ Here
lies one who never feared the face of man.’ He suffered banishment,
persecution, imprisonment, but never wavered in his faith.”

“ He deserves a fine monument,” said Mrs. Bassett. ¢ Is there one
in the church-yard where he was buried ?”

“No,” replied the Doctor. “His grave is marked by a flat stone,
which is in accordance with his wishes. It bears nothing more than his

initials and the year of his death.
In that respect he was like that
other great leader of the Refor-
mation, John Calvin, who wished
no monument erected over him.
s wish was respected, as every
visitor to Geneva can see if he

takes the trouble to do so.”
Of course the grave of Knox
GRAVE OF THE REGENT MORTON. was visited, and very natura.lly
the journey to it was combined
with an examination of the church of St. Giles, one of the most inter-
esting buildings in Edinburgh. The original church was erected in the
twelfth century on the site of an earlier building whose date is not pos-
itively known. The present structure belongs to the fourteenth and
fifteenth centuries, but it has been through many troubles consequent
upon the religious changes from time to time. During the Reforma-
tion it was stripped of many of its ornaments, and was then divided by
partitions into four separate churches. Other changes were made, both
inside and outside, and altogether it is fortunate that the building was

preserved at all.

It owes its present appearance to Dr. William Chambers, the well-
known publisher, who devoted much time and money to the work of
restoring the church as nearly as possible to its original appearance.
These restorations were completed only a few years ago, about the time
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of the death of Dr.Chambers in 1883. John Knox preached in the
church on many occasions, and some relics of him are shown to visitors.

As the party came out of the church, Fred asked Mary if she had
read Scott’s novel entitled “ The
Heart of Mid-Lothian.”

“1 have not,” replied the girl,

* but hope to some day.”

* Well,” said Fred, “I will add
to your enjoyment of the novel by
showing you where it was.”

He led the way to a spot to the

north - west of the church of St.
(siles, where a heart is cut in the
pavement. lHe pointed it out to
Mary, and indicated that it was
what she wished to see.

- Is that all there is of it?” said
Mary, in a tone of surprise. “I
never had an idea what it was, but
supposed it had reference to a vil-
lﬂge. citY, valley’ or something Of CELLAR WHERE THE UNION WAS SIGNED.
the sort.”

“You are not very far out of the way,” replied the youth, “as it was
something niore than a mere stone with a heart cut into it. The old Tol-
booth, or city prison, stood here. The slang name for it was ¢ The Heart
of Mid-Lothian,’ and it might have been forgotten when the prison was
torn down, had it not been for the novel which has preserved its mem-
ory. As long as Scott’s novels are read this curious name will live.”

“ That reminds me,” said Mary, “ that Sir Walter Scott lived a long
time in Edinburgh. Can’t we see the house where he dwelt

“Certainly you can,” was the reply, “and you can see more than
one house, as he did not live all the time in one spot. Ile was born in
Edinburgh, his father being Walter Scott, and a member of an old fam-
ily of what was called ‘the Border.’ After the poet’s reverses of fort-
une, he left the home he had established at Abbotsford and came to
Edinburgh, where he hired a lodging and set about earning money to
pay his debts.”

“Do all literary gentlemen do like that when they get into debt ¥’
queried the girl. “Do they sit down and work hard, so as to pay off
their creditors
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“There are exceptions in all things,” remarked Doctor Bronson, to
whom the inquiry seemed to be addressed, “and the lives of literary
men will afford a sufficient number of illustrations in that line.” With
this diplomatic explanation the Doctor dropped the topic, and the atten-
tion of the tourists was turned to something else.

From St. Giles’s Church the visitors went to Parliament House, on the
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FAC-SIMILE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT'S HANDWRITING.

other side of a square, or open space, which was formerly a church-yard.
The Scottish Parliament used to meet in this extensive building, but it
is now used for the Supreme Law Courts of Scotland. Many legal gen-
tlemen were to be seen there, some of them in gown and wig, which ex-
cited the curiosity of Mrs. Bassett and Mary, to whom the costume was
a novelty. They were shown the immense library of 300,000 volumes,
the largest library in Scotland, and Mary’s curiosity was aroused when
the manuscript of the *“ Waverly ” novels was pointed out. Mrs. Bassett
was more interested in the copy of the first printed Bible ever issued,
and the “ Confession of Faith,” signed by James V1.in 1590. Then they
were shown another library of 60,000 volumes, and were told that it be-
longed to the Writers of the Signet.

Fred asked what a Writer of the Signet was. Ile had been told
that Sir Walter Scott’s father was one, and that the great novelist was
brought up in his father’s office.

“Originally,” said Doctor Bronson, “a Writer of the Signet was a
clerk of the Secretary of State, who prepared documents that were to
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pass under the King’s signet. At present the Writer of the Signet is a
lawyer of the kind that the English call ¢ solicitor.’”

Fred said he had often been puzzled by the designation of lawyers
in England, which seemed to be different from those of America.

“There is quite a difference between the two countries,” the Doctor
answered. “In the United States the term ‘lawyer’ covers every man
who practises before the courts, but in Great Britain it means a practi-
tioner of law or an officer connected with its administration. In Amer-

PORTRAIT OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

ica a lawyer may be attorney and counsellor, but in Great Britain the
attorney, or solicitor, prepares the case for the barrister, or counsel, who
pleads it before the court, the attorney not having the mght to appear
there and make the argument.”

* It compels a man who goes to law here to employ two men instead
of one. as he would in the United States, does it not?” Fred asked.

“That is the practical result,” replicd the Doctor, “and in compli-
cated cases even the two are not sufficient. It is a subdivision of labor
similar to that in a household where the servants have their specified
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EDINBURUH CASTLE AND THE SCOTT MONUMENT.

duties to perform, and each religiously refrains from anything that
should be performed by another, no matter under what circumstances.”

Fred made note of the fact, which may be interesting to his legal
readers and possibly to others, that the Supreme Court of Scotland con-
sists of two Courts of Appeal, each with four judges, who form the
* Inner Iouse,” and five courts of first instance, with one judge to each.
These five compose the “ Outer 1louse,” and there are thirteen judges
in all, their chief officers being the Lord President and the Lord Justice
Clerk. The Criminal Court sits Monday only for serious offences, and
the Civil courts sit daily except Monday. There are vacations from the
middle of March to the middle of May, and from J uly 20th to October
15th, and also a vacation of about two weeks at Christmas.

*From Parliament House,” said Frank, * we went to old Greyfri-
ars’ Church and church-yard. The church is historically interesting as
the spot where the * National Covenant’ was signed in 1638. Accord-
ing to the accounts which have descended to us. a crowded congrega-
tion listened to a sermon by Alexander Ilenderson, and then the famous
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document received the signature of the Earl of Sutherland and all the
others who were present. It was then taken to the church-yard and
placed on a flat tombstone, and for hours and hours the people came
forward to attach their names to the scroll. Some even signed it in
their own blood, pricking their fingers to produce the flow. They fore-
saw the blcod that would be shed in consequence of the Covenant, and
thus signified their willingness to die for their faith. We saw the stone
where the document was signed. It is protected from vandals by an
iron railing, and is an object of curiosity to all visitors, whatever may
be their religious faith.”

THE OLD TOLBOOTH—HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN.

Mary wanted to know what the Covenant was, and the Doctor
kindly explained it to her.

“ It was,” said he, “a bond of union or agreement drawn up by the
leading Presbyterian ministers of Edinburgh, and embodying the Con-
fession of Faith of 1580 and 1581. Those who signed it agreed to spare
no effort to protect and preserve their religion. They were called Cov-
enanters, in consequence of having subscribed to the agreement, and this
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was the origin of the name which has such a prominent place in the re-
ligious history of Scotland. Many copies were made of the document,
and it was sent to all parts of Scotland for signatures. A goodly num-
ber of these documents are now in existence, there being five of them in
the Advocates’ Library in Edinburgh.”

“Is that the document which is known as the ¢ Solemn League and
Covenant’¢” inquired Fred, who had listened to Doctor Bronson’s re-
marks to Mary.

“It preceded the Solemn League and Covenant some four or five
years,” the Doctor answered, “though the two did not differ in any
very essential points. The National Covenant referred to Scotland
alone, while the Solemn League and Covenant was a bond of religious
union between England and Scotland in an effort to bring about a uni-
form mode of worship in both countries. The two covenants were in
force for a considerable period, and in many instances penalties were
attached to their violation. Where the Covenanters were in power they
were generally quite as severe in their discipline as were those against
whom their covenants were made. The history of the religious troubles
of Scotland is a history of many cruelties perpetrated on both sides in
the name of religion.

“Though the Covenants were long ago set aside so far as their offi-
cial force is concerned, there is still a religious body of Covenanters in
the Scottish Highlands. They are called Cameronians, and officially
designated as Reformed Presbyterians. Their first-mentioned name
comes from Richard Cameron, a Scottish preacher who flourished about
two hundred years ago, and died fighting for the faith which he pro-
fessed. He is regarded as a martyr, and has a prominent place in the
history of Scotland.™

“ This is where Sir Walter Scott worshipped in his youth,” continued
Frank, in his-account of Greyfriars’ Church. *“ We saw the graves of
his father and other members of the family in the church-yard, and also
the graves of many noted men. A saddening feature connected with
many of these spots is that their occupants died on the scaffold on ac-
count of their religion. There is the grave of the Regent Morton, whose
headless body was interred on a dark night, and for a long time the lo-
cation of his burial-place was not known. There is a monument to the
memory of many martyrs, and its inscription tells more than & volume.
Perhaps you would like to see it; here it is:

“¢From May 27, 1661, that the most noble Marquiss of Argyll was
beheaded, to the 17th February, 1688, that Mr. James Renwick suffered,
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were one way or other murdered or destroyed for the same cause about
18,000 ; of whom were executed at Edinburgh about 100 of noblemen
gentlemen, ministers, and others—noble martyrs for Jesus Christ. The
most of them lie here.

“ From the monument we went to the south side of the yard, where
we saw the Covenanters’ Prison. Here some twelve hundred Cove.
nanters, who were taken at the battle of Bothwell Bridge, were kept in
confinement for five months. They had no shelter from night or the
weather, and were fed on four ounces of bread daily to each man, with
a small supply of water from one of the city pipes which ran not far
away. At night the prisoners were or-
dered not to rise from the ground, under
penalty of being shot at. Many who
rose up in their sleep, not knowing what
they were doing, were put to death or
seriously wounded in consequence. No
man was allowed to visit the prisoners
or bring them food. Women might oc-
casionally do so, but only at*the risk of
rude treatment by the guards. Some of
the prisoners were released on signing
bonds not to take up arms against the
King, and many died from the effects of
the severe winter. Over four hundred
refused all terms of release, and were
shipped as prisoners to South America.

The ship which carried them was wreck-
ed. and very few escaped. MACKENZIE'S TOMB,

“ Not far from the gate of the Cove-
nanters’ Prison is the tomb of one of their worst enemies, Sir George
Mackenzie. There was a belief in his time, and for many years after
his death, that his spirit could not rest in consequence of the terrible
cruelties which he practised on the unfortunate Covenanters who fell
into his hands. It was supposed to wander around the place where the
victims of Mackenzie were buried, and act as a perpetual sertinel over
them. Mackenzie was King’s Advocate under Charles II. and James II.,
and it was by his orders that most of the executions at Edinburgh and
in other parts of Scotland were performed.

*« Before we left the neighborhood of the church, Mary asked about
*Greyfriars’ Bobby’ that she had read about. The guide readily
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answered her question, and showed the spot where a faithful dog kept
watch for fourteen years above the grave of his master. Bobby was
one of the mourners at the man’s funeral, and when the coffin was low-
ered into the ground he refused to go away. Every night he lay there
without regard to the weather. The sexton of the church tried to per-
suade the dog to go home with him, but he would not go. When he
was taken away by force he howled continually until allowed to return.

The sexton put a box on the ground near the grave; the dog could

crawl into this box at night, and he slept there summer and winter till

he died. Just think of it—fourteen years!

“¢Bobby showed that he knew the hours of the day and the days of
the week,’ said the guide. ¢Every
day, when the gun was fired at the
castle, he would go to the restau-
rant at No. 6 Greyfriars’ Place,
and get his dinner. The keeper of
the restaurant was very kind to
him, and one day he was summon-

1 ed to answer the charge of harbor-

ing a dog without a license. Bobby

soon learned that the restaurant

was not open on Sunday, and tow-

ards the end of the week he used

to save a part of each meal and

| hide it under a tombstone in the

KEY OF THE OLD TOLBOOTH. yard, to serve for his Sunday’s din-

ner. People who knew about Bob-

by used to bring food to him on Sunday morning, and the dog was
looked upon as the property of everybody in Edinburgh.’”

“ He deserved a monument,” Mary remarked, when she heard the
story of this faithful creature.

Frank shook his head at the guide, and the subject was changed.
Later, Frank gave the girl a pleasant surprise by taking her in front of
a drinking-fountain which is surmounted with the-figure of a Scotch
terrier, and bears on its pedestal an inscription reciting the fidelity of
the dog, and saying that the fountain was erected by the Baroness Bur-
dett-Coutts with the permission of the city authorities.

“I don’t know who it was that called the dog ‘the most faithful
friend of man,’” Mary remarked, as she read the inscription on the base
of the fountain, “but here's an illustration of the correctnees of his
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words. I shall be fonder than ever of my pet dog at home, now that
I’ve heard of Greyfriars’ Bobby and what he did.”

“From Greyfriars’ Church,” said Frank, ¢ we went through College
Wynd and over the South Bridge to Tron Church and the open square,
where the people come on New-year’s Day to shake hands with each

HOLYROOD PALACE.

other and exchange their greetings. The guide said that they begin to
assemble soon after eleven o’clock, and if the day is pleasant the square
is crowded before noon. Just as the clock strikes twelve everybody
calls out, ¢ A happy New Year! and shakes hands with all around him,
whether he knows them or not. It is taken for granted that every one
is there to give and receive good wishes for the new year, and if he
doesn’t want to be-of the party he should stay away. Fred thought it
was a good way to save the trouble of making New Year's calls, and
the Doctor suggested that it was probably a device of thrifty Scotch-
men who wanted to save the cost of hiring cabs. But the good Doctor
was certainly wrong, as the custom arose hundreds of years ago before
cabs were thought of, and when the streets of Edinburgh were innocent
of wheeled vehicles of any kind.
11
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“A cellar near the Tron Church was pointed out as the place where
the union between England and Scotland was signed in 1707, but we
saw nothing about the place to indicate that it was deserving of honor.
It is occupied by a basket-maker, who did not seem to care how many
articles of Union were signed there, so long as he could collect a fee for
allowing the shop to be visited. Light is admitted through a hole in
the sidewalk above, and those who signed the agreement must have had
good eyes—or candles.

“We didn’t stay there long, as we were anxious to get to Holyrood
Palace, which is so closely connected with the history of the unfortu-

nate Mary Stuart, Queen of

Scots. It was not necessary
' to tell us that the quadran-
i gular building bearing the
| name of Holyrood Palace
\ was very old ; that was very
|
|
|
|
I
t
|

—_—

evident from the style of
architecture and the time-
stained condition of its
walls. The north-west tow-
ers were erected by James
V. of Scotland in 1528, but
the rest of the edifice did
not come into existence un-
til a century later. At the
corner of the palace are the
ruins of Ilolyrood Chapel,
which was built long and
long before the palace was
! thought of. Like many oth-
L — —— —— ————— erruined buildings, it is sad-
LORD DARNLEY. ly in need of repair, but is

not at all likely to get it.

They showed us dates in the gravestones on the floor of the chapel as
far back as 1455. These dates are perfectly legible, in spite of the lapse
of time and the pressure of many feet. Many Scottish kings and queens
are buried in Holyrood, and the grave of Lord Darnley, Queen Mary’s
husband, was pointed out. You may be sure we didn’t waste much time
over him, as his character does not reveal anything worthy of admiration.
“ Much more interesting than the grave of Lord Darnley were the
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rooms where Queen Mary lived—* French Mary,” as some writers have
called her, on account of her great love for France, which seemed to be
stronger than that for her native Scotland. There has been a great deal of
controversy about her character, and, like most controversies concerning
the prominent personages

of her time, the views are

largely influenced by the re-

ligious opinions of the writ-

ers. In the eyes of certain

historians, Mary was all

that was good, pure, and

noble, and her fate was

most cruel and unfortunate.

Others declare her to have

been crafty, treacherous,

and all else that was bad,

and that the sentence which

carried her to the scaffold

was fully deserved.

“But here we are in the

apartments of Mary, and
have no time just now for
historical discussions. They
are in a very sad condition,
as might be expected, after -=
being without renovation MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS,
for three hundred years.
The bed in which the Queen slept is still here, the curtains moth-eaten
and hanging in tatters, and everything about the place going slowly to
ruin. The room may have been comfortable enough in the time of Queen
Elizabeth, but it would be difficult to find a tenant for it to-day, except
with a change of furniture and fixtures generally.”

Mrs. Bassett remarked that she thought they had a very incompetent
house-keeper at Holyrood, and suggested that she would have a new one
immediately if the matter were given in her charge. Especially was she
impressed with this belief when the blood-stains, showing the spot where
Rizzio was murdered, were pointed out. Fred thought that Rizzio must
have been of the noblest and strongest kind of blood for the stains to
keep so long. Doctor Bronson took a practical view of the matter, and
said it was currently believed that the stains were renewed every few
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months, in order to keep them fresh for the contemplation of travellers.
Mrs. Bassett said they would have been washed out the next morning,
if the house-keeping had been properly attended to.

Frank tried to picture the scene on the occasion of the murder, the
night of March 9, 1566. “There,” said he, ¢ was the Queen at supper
with several friends, and among them was Rizzio.”

“Who was Rizzio ¥’ Mrs. Bassett asked.

‘“He was an Italian, who first came to the court as a musician, but
was promoted before long to be the French secretary of Queen Mary.
According to the historians, he was not only a power behind the throne,
but he sat upon it, and nothing could be done without his approval
Mary had quarrelled with her husband, Darnley, and the latter believed
that the quarrel was brought about by Rizzio. Accordingly, he entered
into a conspiracy for the murder of the Italian, and it seems to have been
almost the only act of his life in which he displayed any courage. In re-
turn for the assassination, he was to have the Crown of Scotland settled
upon him, and would reign king of the land. 1Ie promised to support
the Protestant faith and procure the pardon of all the Protestant con-
spirators who were associated with him in this unpleasant business.”

“I remember, now,” said Mrs. Bassett, * that Mary and Darnley were
cousins. Ilis first name was lenry, and he was proclaimed King of
Scotland after his marriage with the Queen.”

Frank nodded assent to this, and then went on with his account of
the memorable night.

“While the supper was in progress Darnley suddenly appears by a
private stair-way from his room below and sits down by the side of the
Queen. Then other conspirators present themselves, Rizzio is seized,
and, as he discovers his danger, he gets behind the Queen, clutches at
her dress, and begs her to save him. The conspirators throw a rope
about his body and drag him from the Queen’s presence. Though they
aro determined to kill the man, and have the greatest hatred for the
Queen, they refrain from shedding blood in her presence. '

“It was their intention to keep him a prisoner until morning, and
then go through the form of a trial and hang him; but on hearing a noise
below, they fear a rescue, and so he is despatched in the anteroom,
where we have seen the blood-stains. That they did their work thor-
oughly is shown by the fact that when his body was found by the serv-
ants it bore no fewer than fifty-six wounds.”

“What became of the men who killed him?” queried Mary (Bassett,
not Stuart).
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“ Darnley did not keep his promise to secure their pardon, and they
were forced to flee to England to save their lives; he denounced his
accomplices, and declared himself innocent of all association with them.
They, in their turn, produced the bond which he had signed with them,
and thus showed him to be not only a traitor, but a double one, and
a liar besides. The Queen pretended to believe in his innocence and
forgave him. She induced him to come and live in a house at Kirk o’
Field, near Edinburgh, and one night, after she had visited him there,

DOOR-WAY WHERE RIZZI0O WAS MURDERED.

the house was blown up with gunpowder, and Darnley was found dead
in the garden. )

“Suspicion fell upon the Earl of Bothwell as principal in the mur-
der of Darnley, and Mary as accessary. She not only shielded him
from a fair trial, but married him within three months of the assassi-
nation. This was such an outrage of public feeling that the lords and
people, both Protestant and Catholic, rose against her and drove her
from the throne.”
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CHAPTER XI.

ARTHUR'S SEAT AND SALISBURY CRAGS.—GEORGE HERIOT'S HOSPITAL.—A MAG-
NIFICENT BEQUEST. —EDUCATIONAL INSTITUTIONS OF EDINBURGH.—THE
SCHOOLS AND THE UNIVERSITY. — LEITH WATER. — LEITH.—A DOG STORY.—
HAWTHORNDEN.—ANECDOTE OF BEN JONSON.—MELROSE ABBEY AND ABBOTS-
FORD. —RELICS OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.—THE ENTRANCE HALL, LIBRARY,
STUDY, AND ARMORY.—THE HAUNTED DUNGEON IN DRYBURGH ABBEY.—THE
VOW OF THE LADY.—TOMBS OF SCOTT AND HIS ANCESTORS.—CISTERCIAN AND
NOBERTINE MONKS.-—THE WHITE MAID OF AVENEL.—A SCOTCH MIST.

AFTER completing their inspection of Holyrood Palace, the party
went to the Queen’s Drive, a road about three miles in length en-

ST, ANTHONY'S CHAPEL.

circling the height known as Arthur’s
Seat. The younger members ascended to
the summit by a path which took them
near the ruins of St. Anthony’s Chapel,
but Mrs. Bassett and Doctor Bronson pre-
ferred remaining below and taking a lon-
ger carriage-ride, which they found pref-
erable to pedestrianism. The youths and
Mary declared that they would not have
missed the view from Arthur's Seat “ for
anything in the world,” at least those
were the words of the girl, to which the
others made no protest. They said the
air was clear, which is not always the
case, and the view included the High-
land Mountains, the Pentland Hills, the
Firth of Forth, and also the whole city,
which lay beneath them like a map.

A similar view is afforded from the top
of the Salisbury Crags, but these heights
were not ascended by the travellers.

During their drives about Edinburgh
their attention was called to George He-
riot’s Hospital, and also to the Heriot
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LEITH WATER AND ST. BERNARD'S WELL.

schools, and the curiosity of the youths was roused concerning the man
who had founded these institutions. A gentleman whom they met
kindly informed them on the subject.

“You will find a great deal about him in Scott’s novel entitled
‘The Fortunes of Nigel,’” said their informant. ¢ George Heriot was
a banker and goldsmith in the time of James V1., to whose service he
was officially appointed. He was born about 1563, and died in 1624.
He had no children, and it was very fortunate for the people of Edin-
burgh that he was without direct heirs, as he left the bulk of his fortune
to found hospitals for the care of needy persons belonging to the city.”

“It must bave been a very large fortune,” said Frank, “as I hear
that in addition to supporting and educating two hundred boys at the
hospital which bears his name, there are Heriot schools all over the
city, attended by six thousand children.”

“ It wasn’t a large fortune at the time,” was the reply, “ but the in-
creased value of the property has made it yield a large revenue. Much
of the land on which the new part of Edinburgh stands belongs to the
Heriot Fund, and the annual inceme from it is now about twenty thou-
sand pounds. A hundred years ago it was less than two thousand.
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“And it’s not by any means the only institution of its kind in or
near Edinburgh,” he continued. “There are Gillespie’s Hospital School,
Stewart’s Hospital, Donaldson’s Hospital, and the Merchant Company's
schools, all of them supported from funds given by benevolent men or
associations, and well supported, too.”

They visited Heriot’s Hospital, and found it a handsome building.
which was erected in 1642 (or completed in that year), and is to-day
much admired by architects. It avas long supposed to have been de-
signed by Inigo Jones, but is now attributed to William Aytoun and
William Wallace, both natives of Edinburgh. Oliver Cromwell occu-
pied it for a military hospital after the battle of Dunbar, in 1650, and
it remained in the hands of the authorities till 1658, when it was re-
stored to its directors. Thirty boys were admitted during the following
vear, and ever since then it has been constantly used as a school and
home for destitute boys. They are well cared for, fed, clothed, and edu-
cated, and many a thrifty Scotchman of the past two hundred years has
owed his start in life to the bequest of George Heriot.

Their informant explained that the revenue from the property be-
longing to the hospital became so great that it was not possible to ex-
pend all of it within the walls of the building; and in 1837 an act of
Parliament was obtained permitting the trustees to establish schools in
Edinburgh, where poor children could be educated free of all expense.
This was the origin of the Heriot schools already mentioned.

“What better monument could a man wish for his memory #’ said
Mrs. Bassett. “Thousands of men and women are every year blessing
George Heriot for the good he has done and is daing to-day, though he
has been dead for more than two centuries. Great warriors and states-
men may go into obscurity, while his name will be preserved and re-
spected by many generations.”

Donaldson’s Hospital was found to be a similar home and school for
boys and girls, founded by a successful printer named James Donald-
son, who died in 1830, and left his fortune of £215,000 for that purpose.
The building was erected at a cost of £124,000, but this sum was de-
rived from the accumulated interest, so that the original endowment
was not touched. The building can accommodate 150 boys and the
same number of girls. Preference is given to those of the name of Don-
aldson or Marshall, and to “such others as shall appear to be in the most
destitute circumstances and the most deserving of admission.” None
are admitted whose parents are able to take care of them. The chil-
dren are fed, clothed, and educated, the boys for trades and the girls for
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servants. The other schools mentioned are of the same general char-
acter as those described.

The University of Edinburgh has long been famous, and the youths
paid a hasty visit to the extensive buildings which it occupies. Fred
made note of the fact that the University was founded by James V1. in
1582, and that its ‘faculty included forty professors, ten lecturers, and
twenty examineérs, togeth-
er with ‘some fifty or more
assistants in the various de-
partments.” Doctor Bron-
son was interested to learn
that the medical depart-
ment had about two thou-
sand students, and that the
new building .recently
erected for the medical por-
tion of the University was
one of the finest in exist-
ence, which may readily be
inferred from the circum-
stance that a million dol-
lars was expended on’its
construction. Many emi-
pent medical men were
taught here, and students
come from distant lands to
receive their education.

The rides of our friends
about the new town of Ed-
inburgh included several
glimpses of Leith Water, a
stream winding through a HAWTHORNDEN.
pretty valley that has con-
siderable depth in many places. Frank made a sketch of Leith Water
at a bend which shows a sort of Doric temple, erected above an ancient
source known as St. Bernard’s well. The particular relation which the
saint bears to the well could not be established, as it is not on record
that he ever visited Edinburgh or any other city of Scotland.

A pleasant drive took the visitors to Leith, the port of Edinburgh,
which lies on the shore of the Firth of Forth, and is closely connected
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with the commerce of the city. Times have changed since the period
when the jealousy of Leith was so great among the citizens of Edin-
burgh that the city council passed a law forbidding any merchant to
form a partnership with any inhabitant of Leith under penalty of a
fine of forty shillings, and the more serious penalty of being deprived
of the freedom of the city for a year. In addition to its commerce,
Leith has the further advantage of being one of the places where the
" people of Edinburgh go in the summer season for salt-water bathing
and other recreation. Apropos of this circumstance, Mary heard an
interesting “ dog story,” which she duly recorded. Here it is:

“In summer a bathers’ train is run at an early hour, so that gentle-
men may go to the sea-side for a swim, and return to their offices in
time for business. Mr. Thomas Nelson, of the publishing house of Nel-
son & Sons, used to go by this early train, and was accompanied by a
large dog that was very fond of the water. At one time Mr. Nelson
was away from home for three weeks, and on his return was surprised
to receive from the railway company a bill for three weeks’ first-class
dog-fares. On inquiring into the matter, he learned that during his
absence his dog had gone daily by the bathers’ train and returned, just
as he had been accustomed to go with his master. The bill was paid
without objection as soon as the facts were known.”

Our friends devoted a day to an excursion to IIawthomden and Ros-
lin Castle, taking the train at the Waverley station for a half-hour’s ride
by rail to the station, where a carriage had been previously engaged.
Hawthornden was the home of the poet Drummond, who was a famous
man in his day, but is not much read at the present time. According
to his biographers, he was greatly sought by eminent men, and it is said
that “rare Ben Jonson” walked all the way from London to Edinburgh
to make Drummond’s acquaintance and spend a few weeks with him.
Mary asked why he did not come by railway, and travel third class, if
he could not afford the price of a better ticket; whereupon Frank re-
minded her that Drummond and Jonson flourished two hundred and
more years ago, when the railway had not been thought of.

In Professor Masson’s “Drummond of Hawthornden” is told the
story of the meeting of the two celebrities, which is certainly amusing,
whether it be true or not. According to the story, Drummond was sit-
ting under a sycamore-tree in front of his house, when he saw Jonson
approaching along the avenue which leads up from the main road, and
is pointed out to visitors to-day. Drummond rose and greeted his vis-
itor, of whose coming he had been notified, with the words, “ Welcome,
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welcome, Royal Ben;” to which the visitor responded with, ¢ Thank ye,
thank ye, Hawthornden.” Then they both laughed, greeted each other
affectionately, and went into the house together.

Hawthornden was an old castle belonging to Drummond’s father,
and was sadly dilapidated when the
poet went there to live. He was not
able to repair it thoroughly, and so he
made his home in such of the rooms
as were least injured by time. When
Ben Jonson went to see him, in 1618,

Drummond was keeping bachelor’s

hall in the ruins, which overlook the

valley of the Esk, and present a view

such as poets are supposed to love.

In 1632 Drummond married, and then

rebuilt a portion of the castle, and CAST OF SIR WALTKR SCOTT'S HEAD,
made it more suited to the wants of

a family than it had previously been. It is still the home of the Drum-
mond family, and is one of the prettiest spots in the very attractive
region that surrounds Edinburgh.

An excursion, in which all the party took great interest, was made
to Melrose Abbey and Abbotsford, the home of Sir Walter Scott. In
order to do it leisurely, arrangements were made for passing a night at
Melrose, a railway station about thirty miles from Edinburgh, and close
to the famous abbey. Fred was appointed the historian of the occa-
sion, and we will hear what he has to say on the subject.

“We had a pleasant ride of an hour and a half on the railway,” said
Fred, “and as we wound along the banks of the Tweed e caught a
glimpse of Abbotsford through the trees. Several other points of in-
terest are indicated for this route, but we were so much occupied with
what we were going specially to see that we gave other matters very
little attention.

« Melrose Abbey is quite near the railway station, and it is said to
be the best of the ruined abbeys of Scotland. In the height of its glory
it must have been a magnificent specimen of middle-age architecture.
The original abbey was founded by King David I.in 1136, but it was
destroyed during some of the wars that followed the time of its erec-
tion. About the year 1326 the work of rebuilding it was begun, but it
went along so slowly, in spite of large grants from the rulers of Scot-
land at different dates, that it was only just completed at the time of



172 THE BOY TRAVELLERS IN GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

the Reformation. The architects
say it was in the Second Pointed
style, with some approaches to the
Third Pointed, but none of us are
sufficiently well informed about ar-
chitecture to make any criticism as
to this subject. The best builders
of its time were engaged upon it,
and the tracery and carvings in
stone are of the finest character,
and evince the great care bestowed
upon the work.

* Doctor Bronson says the his-
tory of Melrose Abbey does not
justify all that Sir Walter Scott
has written about it, there being a
great deal of fiction to a very little
fact. Of course we don’t expect a
novelist to restrict himself when
he is trying to make an interesting
story, and are all much obliged to
the great writer for telling us so
many things that might have hap-
pened, even though they never did.
There was only one saint (Wal-
theof) in all the line of abbots be-

" PORTAL OF THE OLD TOLBOOTH. longing to the monastery, and the

building does not seem to have

been the centre of any great religious movement at any time in its
career of several centuries.

“As we walked around and through the ruins we brought up some
of the pictures which Scott has painted in words, and tried to believe
that we could see the knights of old in their armor glistening in the
sun, and hear the clashing of their swords as they met in battle, but the
prosaic chatter of the guide who took usin charge was too much for our
fancies, and we soon brought ourselves back to modern times.

“What now remains of the abbey is the principal part of the church,
which was about two hundred and fifty feet long. by a proportionate
breadth, and some portions of the cloister where the monks lived. Ac-
cording to the histories, the life of the monks was not very severe, and
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would compare quite favorably with that of some of the modern orders
of monachism. Melrose Abbey was occupied by the Cistercian monks.
At one time they had more than eighteen hundred abbeys in France,
England, and other European countries. During the. reign of Henry
'V III. there were seventy-five Cistercian abbeys in England, and eleven
in Scotland, together with about half as many nunneries. The Cister-
cians diminished greatly in numbers long before the Reformation, and
the French Revolution made an end of all their monasteries except a
few in Spain, Poland, and Austria. '
“The guide pointed out several interesting monuments and tomb-

e o >

VIEW OF ABBOTSFORD, FROM THE GARDEN.

stones in the burial-grounds of the abbey, and the tomb of King Alex-
ander II. and the heart of Robert Bruce in the interior of the church.
It is difficult to say from what point the best view of the ruin is to be
obtained. Wherever we stood we were charmed with the beauty of the
work of its builders, in spite of the mutilations it has undergone. Not
only has the structure suffered from the five hundred years that it
has been standing, and from the hands of vandal soldiers, but it has
also served as a quarry from which stone has been taken for building
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purposes in modern times. At present this is not allowed, and an effort
is made to prevent further destruction.

“In‘The Lay of the Last Minstrel’ Sir Walter Scott wrote two lines
for which the guides and all others around the modern town should give
him a hearty vote of thanks. They are these:

“¢If thou wouldst view fair Melrosc aright,
Qo visit it by the pale moonlight.’

“Every visitor is referred to these lines, and assured that the proper
view of the abbey can only be obtained when the moon is shining; or

. ) ~o e oo - —’,,r.r—”

ENTRANCE HALL, ABBOTSFORD.

if he happens to come here when Queen Luna is not down on the calen-
dar for an appearance, he is told that the starlight will do just as well.
There is no moon just at this time, and the evening happens to be rainy,
so we are staying in-doors, and will let the abbey take care of itself.”
The next day the party drove to Abbotsford and Dryburgh Abbey,
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THE LIBRARY.

to see the home which Sir Walter Scott made famous, and the old
church where he is buried.

“Only a part of the house is shown to visitors,” said Fred, “unless
they come with letters of introduction from certain gentlemen in Edin-
burgh. We had not heard of this before coming here, and therefore
were limited to the ordinary round of the stranger. We each paid a
shilling for the privilege of inspecting the premises, and as there are
sometimes a hundred visitors or more in a day, there must be a very
fair revenue from this source. The relics of the poet are numerous,
and at every step there is something to remind you of his works.

“In the spacious entrance hall we saw the chest with the spring-
lock, in which the unfortunate girl who hid herself was shut up and
died, which you can read about in ¢ The Mistletoe Bough.” The chest
8tands close to the fireplace, and is evidently old enough to have served
3 the treasure-box of one of the doges of Venice, to whom it is said to
have belonged. The story goes that it was for a long time in a store-
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room of Abbotsford, whence it was brought to the entrance hall a few
years ago in order that the Queen might see it. She had read the story
of ¢ The Mistletoe Bough, and had a curiosity to look on the box which
served as a temporary tomb.

“That the Scott family is an old one is proven to the casual visitor
by sixteen armorial shields on the roof of the entrance hall, and also by
a double row of escutcheons, whose character is explained as follows:
‘These be the coat armories of the clanns and chief men of name wha

keepit the marchys of Scotland in the auld tyme for the kynge. Trew
men war they in their tyme, and in their defence them God defendyt.’
“I can’t begin to tell you all the things we saw, and if I did I'm
afraid you would be weary with the long list. There is a suit of clothes
here which was the last worn by Sir Walter. It is kept in a glass-case
for preservation from the weather and from the hands of vandals.
There are the keys of Selkirk jail, the key of the old Tolbooth, the
clock of Marie Antoinette, the portal of the old Tolbooth, which was
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THE ARMORY.

presented to Scott and transferred to Abbotsford when the historic
jail was demolished, and there are scores of antiquities from Egypt,
Italy, and I don’t know how many other countries. Mrs. Bassett was
especially interested in the gag for scolding wives, and said she was
.glad that there was no use for anything of the kind in these modern
times. Another instrument of torture is here in the shape of a thumb-
screw, and that is also a relic of olden times.

* The thumb-screw was in the armory, where there is a fine collec-
tion of weapons of a great many centuries. They begin with bows and
arrows and Roman spears, and descend through regular gradations till
they come down to the muskets and rifles in use at the time the collec-
tion was brought to a close. Many of the weapons are historic, such as
the pistol of the first Napoleon, which was found in his carriage after
the battle of Waterloo; Rob Roy’s gun, a sword given by Charles L. to

the Marquis of Montrose, and many other weapons of the same sort.
12
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No doubt these things were of great use to Scott in his work, as he took
much pains to gather them, and often spent hours among his treasures.

“There is a goodly array of pictures at Abbotsford; and many of
them, like the weapons just mentioned, have interesting histories. The
study contains the desk and chair where Scott wrote, and not one of our
party spoke a word as we stood before them. Exactly how the others
felt I can't say, but as for myself it seemed as though the great poet-
novelist was lying dead in the room, and the silence that men observe
in the presence of death was far more appropriate than anything we
could say. The library contains some twenty thousand volumes of
books. It adjoins the study, and the door-way between them must
have been passed many times by the founder of Abbotsford as he sought
for materials on which to base his historical work.

“From Abbotsford we drove to Dryburgh Abbey, where Scott is
buried. The building, which is now in ruins, hke Melrose, was built in
the twelfth and thirteenth centuries, though parts of 1t are ascribed to
an earlier period. The grounds were consecrated on St. Martin’s Day,
in 1150, in order that no demons might come there; but in spite of this
precaution, the ruins of the abbey are said to be haunted. Like most
other haunted places, the ghosts have generally been seen by some one
clse than the informant.

“Notwithstanding its sacred character, the abbey seems to have been
a place of imprisonment and torture, as there are dungeons beneath it,and
holes in the solid walls of stone where the hands of prisoners were held
by means of wedges. These dungeons are the places said to be haunted,
and they told us several stories about the occupants. One was that long
ago a woman took up her residence in one of the dungeons, and never
went out of it in the daytime. Iler lover had gone to the wars, and she
had taken a vow not to look on the sun until he returned. He was killed
in battle, and so for the rest of her life she used to come out only at
night and go to the nearest houses, where she obtained food. Her room
was swept and put in order by a ghost during her absence. She gave
him the name of Fatlips, and said he was a little man with iron shoes,
and that he trampled the clay floor with these shoes to drive away the
dampness. This is the story as it is told by Sir Walter Scott ; he refers
to it in the poem of * The Eve of Saint John,’ as follows:

*“*There is a nun in Dryburgh bower
Ne'er looks upon the sun,
There is a monk in Melrose tower,
He speaketh word to none.
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**That nun who ne’er beholds the day,
That monk who speaks to none,
That nun was Smaylho'me’s lady gay,
That monk the bold baron.’

“ Mrs. Bassett said that if the lady had kept a barometer, and made
a peep-hole whence she could consult the sky, she might have taken
many a walk outside in the daytime without seeing the sun, provided
she had a water-proof cloak or an umbrella. She could have held to her
vow of never looking on the sun, and at the same time taken manv an
outing beyond the walls of Dry-
burgh. According to our observa-
tion of the climate of the British
islands, the vow of the lady was
not half as severe as one might at
first imagine. Somebody has wit-
tily said that the sun never sets on
the British Empire and never rises
on the British Kingdom. .

*“ Dryburgh Abbey was a seat
of the Nobertine order of monks,
and at one time their establishment
was a flourishing one. But revolu-
tion and reformation made an end
of them here, and long years have
passed since their white cassocks
were visible to the traveller along
the road or to the stranger who
strolled within their cemetery and
church. Not only does Scotland
know them no more, but they have
vanished from England, France,
and most other countries of Eu- TOMB OF SCOTT, DRYBURGE ABBKY.
rope. They still exist in Austria,
but not in large numbers. At the time of the Reformation they had
about fifteen hundred monasteries and one-third that number of nun-
neries. At present the female branch of the order can scarcely be said
to exist, and the monasteries are few.

“We saw the window where the White Maid of Avenel used to
appear as narrated, and asked the custodian of the abbey how much
it would cost to induce her to give us a performance. Ile seriously
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answered that the spell by which
she was brought forth had been
lost, and until it was found again
nobody would be able to see her.
We offered a shilling, two shillings
even, but all to no purpose. Some
of the country-people are said to
believe in the ghosts of the abbey
as of old, but we did not find any
one who could aver upon his honor
that he had ever seen one of them.

“Scott's ancestors are buried at
Dryburgh, and so is his son-in-law,
John Gibson Lockhart, who died in
1854, twenty-two years after the
death of the poet. Mr. Lockhart
wrote a biography of Sir Walter,
and any one who wishes informa-
tion concerning the every-day life
of the author of the Waverley nov-
els would do well to read his book,
or a later ¢ Life of Sir Walter Scott’

WINDOW IN THE REFECTORY. by Francis Turner Pa.lgra\’e. Mr.

Lockhart's work abounds in remi-

niscences, many of them trivial, but all interesting to the lover of ¢ Mar-

mion,’ ¢ The Lady of the Lake,” or'* The Lay of the Last Minstrel,’ to-
gether with the many novels which flowed from Scott’s facile pen.”

On their return to Edinburgh our friends laid plans for a journey to
the northern part of Scotland, as they felt that they wished to see more
of this interesting country, in spite of its persistence in favoring them
with rain on very frequent occasions. Mrs. Bassett had learned all the
peculiarities of a * Scotch mist,” and several times declared that it was
one of the things she would have missed most willingly from her tour.
Mary said she didn’t mind the rain at all, and that no dampness could
dampen her enthusiasm, a fact that was apparent to every one of her
companions. Frank and Fred were not far behind her in their contempt
for showers and storms. but Mrs. Bassett and the Doctor possessed the
conservatism which is generally brought by years. They had visions of
rheumatism and kindred hinderances to locomotion, to which youth is
generally a stranger. * He jests at scars who never felt a wound.”
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CHAPTER XII

TO THE TROSSACHS; THE USUAL ROUTE.—STIRLING AND ITS CASTLE.—BANNXNOCK.
BURN. —“THE LADY OF THE LAKE.” —LOCH KATRINE. —FRANK AND FRED
VISIT THE HEBRIDES.—IONA AND STAFFA.—SAINT COLUMBA.—THE CROFTERS;
HOW THEY LIVE —QUARRELS BETWEEN CROFTERS AND LANDLORDS.—HUTS
WITHOUT WINDOWS OR CHIMNEYS. —OLD CHURCH AT IONA.—VISITING FIN-
GAL'S CAVE.—EXTENT AND POPULATION OF THE HEBRIDES.—THE ISLAND OF
LEWIS.—STORNOWAY —A FISHING PORT.—BURDENS CARRIED BY THE WOMEN.
—THE CALLERNISH STONES; THEIR SUPPOSED ORIGIN.—SKYE.—RETROSPECT.

EVERAL routes for the north of Scotland were considered ; all of
them included a sight of the Trossachs, which every traveller in

Scotland wishes to place on
his list of things seen and re-
membered. The untravelled
reader will naturally ask,
* What are the Trossachs

The word means “bristling
country,” and the name is ap-
plied to a wooded valley near
Loch Katrine, where the hills
are rough and need no great
stretch of the imagination to
convert them into bristles on
an enormous scale. The tour
of the Trossachs is usually
made from Glasgow to Edin-
burgh, though it may be tak-
en in the reverse direction,
and in either case may be per-
formed in a single day. Here
is the itinerary as given in
the guide-books:

A BCOTCH LASSIE.
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¢ Railway from Glasgow to Balloch in one hour; steamboat on Loch
Lomond to Inversnaid in two and a half hours; coach to Loch Katrine
in one hour; steamboat to the Trossachs in three-quarters of an hour;
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coach to Callandar in two and a quarter hours (including halt of half an
hour at the Trossachs Hotel); railway to Edinburgh vée Stirling in two
and a half hours, or to Glasgow in one and a half hours.”

The foregoing is the “through by daylight” system, and is usually
followed by those travellers who wish to see as much as possible in the
shortest time, which is generally the case with the Awmerican abroad.
Our friends decided that they would be more leisurely in their move-
ments, and when the journey was ended they felt well rewarded for the
extra time they had taken for it.

Without attempting to follow their footsteps, we will turn to the ac-
counts which the youths have
given us of the tour of the
Trossachs, and make a few
extracts here and there.

“Our first stop was at
Stirling,” said Frank, “as we
wanted to see the town and
castle, both of which have oc-
cupied a prominent place in
Scottish history. The town
is a prosperous one of about
twenty thousand inhabitants,
and the castle is on a high
hill like the one on which the
Castle of Edinburgh stands.
In several features, especially
in the situation of its castle,
Stirling bears a striking re-
semblance to Edinburgh, and
is quite as old, if not older.
In fact, no one can tell when
it was founded, and there is no record to show when and by whom the
first stones of the castle were put in place. The location at the head of
navigation on the Firth of Forth must have made it an important place
from a strategic point of view, as it was the key to the IHighlands and
controlled a considerable extent of country. In these days of railways
it is less important than it used to be, but you had better refrain from
saying so in the presence of any of its inhabitants.

* Histormans think there must have been a frontier fortress here
before the castle was built.  Alexander I. died in the castle in 1124;

A HIGHLAND DEER
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TANTALLON CASTLR

Edward I. of England captured it, after a siege of three months, in 1304,
and it was recaptured by Bruce ten years later, after the battle of Ban-
nockburn. James II. and James V. were born in the castle, and James
I11. built the palace, which is a curious reminder of his times in the way
of ornamentation. I could fill page after page with historical points
connected with Stirling, but those I have given will be sufficient to show
its importance.

“We bad a delightful view from the towers, a finer view by far than
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that from the Castle of Edinburgh. As nobody can tell how the birds
sing and the roses smell, so no one can describe in words the view from
Stirling towers, and I won't attempt it.

“They showed us the room where the Earl of Douglas was stabbed
by James I, but as the incident happened in 1452 we did not pay much
attention to it, since both of them would have been dead long before
this even had no stabbing occurred. They call it the Douglas Room:
I asked the guide why it was not called the James II. Room instead, as
the King certainly had the best of the discussion. He briefly replied,
*That’s the name o’ the room, mon,’ and then turned to something else.

“The view of the ficld of Bannockburn from the towers impelled us
to take a drive there, not because we expected to find any of the heroes
of the fight engaged in peddling maps or relics, but on account of the
beauty of the country. A guide was there to point out the scene of the
battle where, according to the histories, Robert Bruce with 30,000 Scotch
soldiers defeated Edward IL with 100,000 English. e showed us the
* Bore Stone,’ on which the Scotch standard was placed during the bat
tle; it is on a hill near the scene of the battle, and was a conspicuous
point around which the troops could rally in case of reverses. This
was the battle that established Bruce on the throne of Scotland and
secured the independence of the country from any further designs of
Edward [I. and his English advisers.

“ But Edward was not the only king who came to grief at Bannock
burn. Not far from the battle-field is the spot where James IIL was
defeated by his rebellious nobles in 1488, and afterwards assassinated in
a mill where he had concealed himself for safety. The mill is there
vet—at least there is a building that is said to be the same—but neither
king nor rebellious noble can be found there.  Instead of being a scene
of war, Bannockburn is now the centre of a considerable industry in the
manufacture of woollen eloths, especially of the plaids which are worn
by the Highlanders.  The inhabitants also make carpets, nails, and leath-
er, and altogether are better employed than when cuatting each other's
throats and stealing eattle. ‘

*Any reader of the account of our travels who follows in our foot-
steps should fortify himself with a vigorous reading of Scott, especially
of * Marmion* and * The Lady of the Lake.! The latter is particularly
desirable for the journey of the Trossachs, and in many respects is bet-
ter than the regular guide-books.  When not looking at the scenery,
Mary has kept her eves glued to *The Lady of the Lake,’ and it was
difficult to persuade her to leave the poem long enough to take luncheon



S8OUND OF MULL.

AROS, ROUXD OF MULL.

[X]



186 THE BOY TRAVELLERS IN GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

at the Trossachs Ilotel. When we came in sight of Ellen’s Isle on Loch
Katrine she became so excited that it was almost necessary to hold her
to keep her on board the little steamboat. You remember that Ellen's
Isle is the centre of action of Scott’s poem. The description is wonder-
fully faithful, and we can readily believe what they tell us—that Scott
wrote the poem in this neighborhood.

“I was disappointed in the size of Loch Katrine. I had an idea that
it was fifteen or twenty miles long, when, in fact, it is only nine miles
from end to end and less than a mile across. As if it had not beauty
enough as it is it has a sort of serpentine course, and this adds to the
variety of the scenery. I think I told you when writing about Glasgow
that the city is supplied with water from Loch Katrine, which is 370
feet above the level of the sea, and therefore gives an abundant fall
There’s a tunnel over a mile long through a mountain, and then a series
of aqueducts, pipes, and short tunnels, till the city is reached.”

Mrs. Bassett and Mary were not averse to remaining a few days in
the Highlands and among the lakes, while Frank and Fred had devel-
oped a desire to visit the Ilebrides. Doctor Bronson did not care par-
ticularly for the Iebrides, and after a brief debate it was arranged that
the young gentlemen should push on to Glasgow, leaving the rest of the
party at Stronachlacher on Loch Katrine. Doctor Bronson was to take
care of the ladies, and their plans would be made only from cne day to
another during the time the youths were absent. The latter were to
keep in communication with the Doctor both by mail and telegraph, and
in a few days the parties would reunite at some point to be agreed upon.

We will follow Frank and Fred in their journey to the Hebrides.

They reached Glasgow in the evening, and at seven o’clock the fol-
lowing morning were descending the Clyde on a steamer bound for
Oban. They passed Greenock near the mouth of the river, and as they
went on the stream broadened into an estuary which bore to the south-
ward. Following this for a few miles, their course was changed in the
direction of Rothesay, where the vessel halted briefly and then contin-
ued through the Kyles of Bute, where the scenery reminded the youths
of what they had left behind them at Loch Katrine. Next they came
to Loch Fyne, a strait which is better known for the superior quality of
the herring it produces than for anything else.

Oban was reached in the evening, and proved to be an attractive and
busy place. Frank mentioned to a fellow-passenger the appearance of
activity in the harbor, and his enthusiasm was checked by the suggest-
ion that he ought to come to the town in winter. “Tt is lively enough
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now,” said the stranger, ¢ with its yachts and steamers added to the
boats of the fishermen, but come here in the dull season when the yachts
are gone, the steamers are hauled off because there are no passengers,
and the most of the fishermen have laid up for the season. Then you'll
tind Oban as quiet as Robinson Crusoe's island, and ‘possibly a trifle
more so. You'll want to go away at once.”

The youths were not troubling themselves about Oban in winter
and frankly said so. What they particularly sought at that time was
a boat for the Hebrides, which they learned would not leave until the
second morning after their arrival. But in the mean time they could
make an excursion to Iona and Staffa, as there is a boat daily in the
summer season and it makes the entire trip inside of ten hours, if noth-
ing happens to prevent.

Their objective point on this trip was the celebrated Fingal’s Cave,
which has figured in school-books for a century and more as one of the
wonders of the world. :

*“ We had a delightful run from Oban,” said Fred, ¢ passing between
Dunolly Castle on the right hand and the island of Kerrera on the left.
A fellow-passenger pointed out
to us the ancient seat of the
Lord of the Isles, whose power
was once very great. He lev-
ied heavy taxes on the fisher-
men and on everyvbody else
who came within his reach.

There were sometimes several
high dignitaries holding the
same rank, and occasionally
they went to war to determine
who should be the chief collec-
tor and appropriator of revenue.

“The scenery is very wild
through this part of our route.

The coast is rocky, and in many

places it rises in precipitous

cliffs that would be certain de-

struction to any vessel driven AN ISLAND FISHING-FILLAGE.

ashore in a storm. The story

goes that some of the ships of the Spanish Armada were lost here and
only a few of their men escaped. They settled among the people, and
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their descendants are pointed out. They are distinguished by their
black hair and eyes, but all trace of their language has been lost.

“Jona and Staffa are interesting, the former for an old church dating
from the thirteenth or fourteenth century. We were landed in a small
boat, as there is no pier where the steamer can touch,and had a nar-
row escape from a drenching owing to the carelessness of the boatman.
ITe did not seem to think it of any consequence, and said it sometimes
happened and he couldn’t help it. The boatmen and all the people of
Iona. and you can say the same of the inhabitants of the Hebrides gen-
erally, talk but little, and seem as though they had not much energy or
ambition. We asked one of our fellow-travellers why it was so, and this
was his answer:

“¢I’m afraid that if you were compelled to live in these islands and
submit to what these people are undergoing, you would soon fall into
their way of silence. Things have changed somewhat for the better
since the Lords of the Isles used to exact all sorts of tribute, but not so
much as might be supposed. The rents are high, and not one person in
a hundred can support his family decently. The landlords live in lux-
ury, and many of them rarely come here, while the tenants have a strug-
gle to keep from starvation. The royal commission that was appointed
to investigate the relations between landlord and tenant in the islands
found that the crofters, as the small tenants are called, were liable to be
turned out of their holdings at the pleasure of the owners, and if they
made any improvements the increased value of the property was imme-
diately added to the rent.

“¢So wretched has been the condition of the crofters,” the gentleman
continued, ‘ that the authorities have not infrequently been obliged to
give out daily or weekly allowances of food to keep them from starva-
tion. Potatoes, oatmeal, and fish are the only articles of food ever seen
by four-fifths of the people, and if they can get enough or even balf
enough of those articles thev consider themselves fortunate. Tea and
coffee are practically unknown among them, as they are luxuries which
belong only to the rich.’

“ We didn’t pay much attention to the old church on Iona Island,”
said Fred, * but took a walk with the gentleman to the huts of some
crofters in the vicinity. And such huts as they were! They seemed
quite unfit for human beings to live in, and yet each of them contained
a family of from two to ten persons.

“ At the first hut the people were surly and unwilling to admit us,
but our friend spoke kindiy to them in Gaelic and they speedily changed
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their manner. We went inside the dwelling, and what a dwelling it
wis D Awd to think that people actually lived there!

=Any farmer of New York or New England would hesitate to put
his cattle in such a shelter, and certainly he would not have put them
there in the smoke of a peat-tire which made our eves smart before we
had been two minutes in the place. The fire is usually in the iniddle of
the hut ¢ there is no chimney, and the smoke cireulates about and per

1ONA AND THE sal\D

volates through the roof.  The roof is thatehied with straw and the
smoke collects in it and thus the straw is rotted and becomes in the
course of six or cight months sutficiently rich to be spread on the Lind
for dressing.  Over the fire is a kettle in which the cooking is done when
there is any fud to be cooked.

* I hear you say that such a place as I deseribe is an exceptional one,
nml that the gl‘\‘ilt lll:ljul‘il.\‘ of the Il\\'l‘”ill‘_’.\' of poor IN"'I'I“ in the Heh-
rides must certainly be of a better cliuss. Our informant assnred us that
such was not the case, and the huts of the crofters evervwhere  in Skye,
lewis, and the other islands  were of the sime sort as we have e
scribed, or worse. We Lave not space for telling all abwut them,  If
you want more information on the subject, vead * Our Journey to the

i S L
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Hebrides,” by Joseph and Elizabeth Pennell. They travelled through
the islands, much of the way on foot, and the story they tell is sadden-
ing indeed. We found a copy of the book on board the steamer, and
spent all our leisure in reading it, at least all the time when we found
the volume disengaged.

“ Men. women, and children are huddled together like pigs or sheep.
for the simple reason that no better quarters can be afforded. Days
and days they are without food, or have but the scantiest supply ; and
until 15386, when the Crofters’ Act was passed by Parliament, they were
liable to be turned out of their little holdings at a moment’s notice. The
landlords have evicted great numbers of themn in order to turn the land

into deer-parks or sheep-farms, and there
is not land enough for the people to live
upon. Many, who formerly were farmers,
have been driven from their homes to the
sea-shore, and are trying to make a living
as fishermen. Many families have lived
whole seasons on shell-fish because they
had been driven out from their homes and

had nothing else to eat.
“ Let me quote a few words from Pen-
nells’ book to which T have referred you:
»*We knocked at a cottage-door one
Sunday afternoon, J , 88 an excuse,
asking for a light. As we drew near, we
heard the voice of some one reading aloud.
e Now it was silenced, and a tall old man in
- CROFTER'S NCT. his shirt-sleceves came to the door with an
open Bible in his hands. Within, on the
left. was the dwelling-room of the household.  On the right, the stable
-—cattle and family share the only entrance. Into the room, through
a single pane of glass, one ray of light fell across the Rembrandt-like
shadows.  On the mud-floor at the far end a fire of peat burned with a
dull red glow, and its thick. choking smoke curled in clouds above the
rafters and softened the shadows.  'We could just make out the figures
of two women crouching by the fire, the curtained bed in the corner,
the spinning-wheel opposite.  All other details were lost in the gloom
and smoke.  Until you see it for vourself vou could not believe that in

our nineteenth century men still live like this."”

In the past few years there has been much trouble between the land-
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KEADY FOR SPORT.

lords and the crofters. No doubt there have been outrages on the part
of the crofters, but they were brought about by the wrongs which the
people have suffered from the owners of the soil—-the landlords whose
rights are based upon the conquests by their ancestors centuries ago, or
the grants given by the royal prerogative. The crofters refused to pay
rents, and formed a land league similar to that of Ireland. A royal
commission was appointed to investigate the matter, and the acts of the
commission showed the justice of the crofters’ claims. In nearly every
instance the rents were reduced and the arrearages very largely set
aside. On one estate the reduction of rent was from 42 to 53 per cent.,
and the arrears that were cancelled were from 84 to 91 per cent. In a
total of £2422 on this one estate the commissioners cancelled £2043.
The landlords claim the right to do as they please with their property,



102 THE BOY TRAVELLERS IN GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

and on this claim they proceed to evict the tenants whenever they
choose and turn the land into deer-parks and sheep-grazing. In one of
the islands the crofters went in a body and drove the deer and sheep
into the sea; then the Government came in and interfered, and the
crofters were punished. The latter complained that not only was there
not enough land for them to live upon, but that while their crops were
growing they were obliged to sit up all night to save them from being
eaten by the deer. If the deer devoured the growing things, there was
no redress for the crofter, as the
landlord would not make good
the loss.

But we are forgetting Frank
and Fred and the island of Iona
in this digression among the
crofters. Let us return to the
spot which is memorable as the
scene of the labors of St. Co-
lumba after his departure from
Ireland.

It will be remembered that
St. Columba was the founder of
Derry, afterwards called Ton-
donderry, and that he perform-
ed much work in Ireland before
his departure for Iona. The
monastery which he founded

MOONLIGHT IN THE HEBRIDES. in that island was originally of

wattles, but soon gave way for

a more substantial structure of stone. Ile did much towards the con-

version of the Scots and Picts to Christianity, and died at Iona in the

seventy-seventh vear of his life, near the end of the sixth century. The

tradition is that he died while kneeling before the altar of his church

in Iona, and the spot where he died is pointed out by the guides to
this day.

*We spent so much of our time in the huts of the crofters,™ said
Fred. » that we had only a few minutes for the ruins of the old church.
Notwithstanding the pretences of the guides, it is probable that there is
no building on the island to-day that sheltered St. Columba and his dis-
ciples.  The Norsemen invaded the island on three occasions and mur-
dered all the monks they found here. and the probability is that they
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FINGAL'S CAVE, STAFFA,

destroyed all the buildings that were capable of being levelled during
their brief stay.

“The steamer’s whistle announced that our time was up, and we
returned in the same boats that brought us ashore. Then we went on
to Staffa, which is smaller and more precipitous than Iona and not so
fertile. The great attraction at Staffa is the Cave of Fingal, as we are
told in our school-books.

“We were fearful that the wind might prevent our visiting the cave,
but fortunately for us the sea was comparatively calm, and we experi-
enced no difficulty. The steamer stopped in front of the entrance of

13
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the cave, and we made the excursion in small boats which were lying
in wait for us. The boatmen did not quarrel over the opportunity for
taking passengers, but came quietly, one after another, to the steamer's
gangway to receive their loads. There was a slight swell on the water.
which might have been trying to a nervous person, but was just enongh
to add to the delight of the trip to Frank and myself.

“The entrance of the cave is like the gate-way of a Gothic church.
It is about thirty feet wide by twice that height, and supported by col-
umns, as though it was the work of an architect and not a freak of
nature. As we rowed under the arch we heard a deafening roar, which
was caused by the reverberations of the waves in the cave. Even in
calm weather there is almost al-
ways a slight movement of the
water, and the gentlest undula-
tion is sure to create the sound
that attracted our attention. The
greater the motion of the water
the louder is the roar, and some-
times it is said to be like the
crashing of artillery.

“The boat took us to the end
of the cave, which is more than two
hundred feet from the entrance:
and, as we went along, Frank and
I leaned over the side and watch-
ed the curious effect of the light
in the water. The water forms
the floor of the cave, and the light
is reflected through it, just as in
the Blue Grotto at Naples. It
is prettier than the Blue Grotto,
as the space is much larger, and
the lights seem to be flashing in
different colors against the pillars

MAP OF THE MEBRIDES. of basalt that support the roof.

We wished we could have spent a

whole day there, instead of the short time that the steamer left at our
disposal, and left the cave with reluctance.

* And we more than ever wished we could have stayed longer when
we learned that there were other caves in Staffa, though none of them
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were as large as that of Fingal. But time is limited on an excursion
like this, and we turned our backs upon the rocky island and returned
to Oban.”

The next day the voyage was continued to the Hebrides, and, in
preparing for an intelligent understanding of the islands, Fred made
note of the fact that there were 490 of the Hebrides altogether, the
number including every islet with sufficient pasturage to support one
sheep. Out of this 490 not more than one-fourth are inhabited, and the
population altogether is less than one hundred thousand. The area is
estiinated at 3000 square miles, but only about 200,000 acres of it can

THE BUTT OF LEWIS.

be tilled ; the rest, consisting of rocks, swamps, and moors, fit only for
pasture-land, and not always for that. If this were the only land given
over for deer-parks, there would be little cause of complaint on the part
of the crofters; but as the deer need a certain amount of grass-land on
which to live, it follows that the landlords not infrequently order the
eviction of the people from their crofts, which are required for the
support of game.

To enumerate all the places visited by our young friends would be
tedious, as many of them were small villages, where the halt of the
steamer was so brief that the passengers had no time for going on shore.
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The trip was marred somewhat by the fact that the rain fell very often,
and rendered locomotion difficult, even with all the advantages of water-
proof cloaks. The climate of the Ilebrides is moist and warm, owing to
the waters of the Gulf Stream, which are here poured upon the coast of
Scotland ; and warmth and moisture mean a great deal of rain and mist.

STORNOWAY HARBOR, ISLAND OF LEWIS,

Some of the islands were seen only through the mist, and a great many
others were not seen at all. Frank observed that many of the English
tourists who had come on the excursion solely for the purpose of “do-
ing ™ the Ilcbrides, had “done™ them by staying closely in their cabins
or the saloon, and reading novels or guide-books.

This mode of sight-seeing was not confined to the Britons, as there
were three Americans in the party who followed very nearly the same
plan. Frank sketched two of his compatriots ¢ doing the Hebrides,” and
represented one of them lying asleep on a sofa, and the other wrapped
in a water-proof cloak and seated beneath an umbrella that completely
shut out all surrounding objects. No doubt the rain was responsible for
a considerable amount of this indifference, as 1t requires one to be of
very energetic mould to follow up the sights of a place with vigor when
the sky is leaden, and the clouds are emptying their contents on the
earth below.
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“We found ” said Fred, “that it would hardly pay us to spend more
than a day or two in Skye or Lewis, the largest of the Hebrides, and
that the smaller islands could be very fairly seen during the calls of the
boat.

“The most interesting port that we visited was Stornoway, in the
island of Lewis; it is quite an important fishing-place, and the piers
and shores were piled with fish-barrels, nets, and other fishing imple-
ments. The people are a hardy race, and they could not well be other-
wise to endure the severe work and exposure to which they are subject.
The most striking sight among them was to see the women carrying
immense burdens on their backs—burdens that a strong man could
hardly lift from the ground unless he had been trained to that kind of

THE STONES OF CALLERNISH.

exertion. They have large “creels” or baskets strapped to their backs.
and in these creéls they carry peat, fish, grass, wood, fish-bones, any-
thing and everything that requires transportation.

“ One of the creels was standing on the ground while its owner was
gossiping with a friend a few yards away; Frank and I took hold of
the opposite sides of the basket, and in order to lift it we had to exert
all our strength. When we put it on the ground again its owner came
forward, adjusted the straps by which it was supported, and then trudged
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off as though she was doing nothing unusual. Probably she wasn’t, but
it seemed very unusual to us.

“Back of Stornoway the country is uninteresting and we did not go
far in it. 'We wanted to visit the Callernish stones, about sixteen miles
away, but could not do so and were obliged to content ourselves with
an account of them by one who had been there.

“The Callernish stones are of unknown origin and very anclent
many antiquarians nave studied them, and each has a theory of his own
concerning them. They are rough, unhewn, and upright blocks, placed
in a circle, and with an avenue of the same kind of stones leading up

DUNFEILAN CASTLE, ISLE OF SKYE.

to them. They are variously ascribed to the Norse invaders, to the
Druids, and to the ancient Highlanders. There are forty-eight stones
in all, some of them sixteen feet high, and the circle formed by them is
forty-two feet in diameter.

“The northern end of