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DEDICATION.

To the Sister, whose loving care preserved such rough
“ Notes of a Wanderer” as from time to lime reached
her from over the sea, I dedicated the same, when at her
suggestion, I strung them together in their present form.

These pages have lain by for' a lithe while, and in
that interval she, at whose bidding they were penned, has
passed away from earth.

To her loving Memory I now Dedicate them, cre sending
them forth to meet the eyes of less sympathizing critics.

CresswerL, NoRTHUNMBERLAND,



PUBLISHERS’ NOTE.

Ix the unavoidable absence of Miss Gorpox CUMMING from
England during the progress of her work through the press,
the Publishers have to acknowledge their indebtedness to
Miss IsaBELLA L. BIrD, the accomplished authoress of
The Hawaiian Archipelago, who at much personal inconveni-
ence has undgltaken the revision of ‘the proof sheets on
behalf of her friend. Miss BIRD wishes it to be known that,
with the exception of certain omissions and verbal alterations,

the text remains as originally written.



PREFATORY NOTE.

As these volumes were compiled mainly from letters to near

relatives, and from journals intended for their perusal, a few

allusions to family memories occur which may not be of - . .

interest to the general reader. In the absence of the author,
who sailed unexpectedly for Fiji as the first sheets went to

press, the editor has thought it best to leave these allusions

as they stand.
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FROM THE HEBRIDES

TO THE

HIMALAYAS

———

CHAPTER 1.

THE MULL OF CANTYRE.

¢ Both in character and in intellect the Bengalee is the Oriental Celt in almost
everything good or bad, except the Celt’s bravery.” —ALLARDYCE.

A PLEASURE trip to India seems to be one of the possibilities,
still so novel as hardly to have taken a definite place in the
British mind, which invariably conjures up dreary visions of
burning plains, with everything that can tend to make life .
hateful. Long summer months, during which the fair fresh
Western faces become paler, and more pale, as they lie gasping,
under the monotonous swing of the punkah, dreading heat-
apoplexy, should the weary “punkah-wallah” fall asleep (as
he is only too likely to do), and living from dawn to sunset in
such darkness as precludes the possibility of almost any occu-
pation, even reading, while it greatly favours the inroads of
every horrible variety of creeping animal life.

This being the general impression of Indian life, and certainly
my ‘own till a very short time ago, it is pleasant for once to
glance at it through a rosier medium, and see how those who
have times and seasons at their own disposal, may now visit
this wonderful land, and store their minds with its grand
pictures, without being subject to any of its miseries. For my
own part, I can tell of a year of unmitigated enjoyment, during
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2 FROM THE HEBRIDES

-which my “panorama of travel” has carried me over twelve
thousand miles, full of infinite variety, and with no greater
trouble or inconvenience than often attends the simplest journey
across country (and such monotonous country !) in Old England ;
and though an old proverb tells us that “east or west, hame is
best,” it is a very good thing to arrive at that conclusion for
oneself rather than accept an unproven dictum. I have re-
turned from India, having seen more of its marvels than almost
any old Indian of twenty years’ service, and yet have never felt
one day of real heat, and have rarely seen a punkah in action.
Nor have I made acquaintance with any species of venomous
creature in its wild state except three harmless snakes, much
like those familiar to us on English moors.

Of course, everyone who lands at Calcutta receives the
homage always paid by the mosquito to the new comer; but
I never saw them anywhere else, nor found occasion to use
those large bottles of “ Essential Oil of Lavender” which I had
proved to be the only safeguard from the plague of midges,
which were the continual torture of my daily life in Skye.
My experience of Indian climate, by dint of judicious locomo-
tion, has been to prolong a balmy continuous summer, from one
December till the next; and to this a second and a third might
well be added, always wandering over new ground. Perhaps
these wanderings gained an additional charm from the aimless,
easy-going way in which I found myself, almost unconsciously,
drifting from the Western Isles to the Eastern Hills. The only
mistake was, drifting homeward in like manner; and only the
rude shock of finding myself once more in the bitter snows of
an English spring, awakened me all too quickly from this
fascinating dream, to return to the prosaic commonplaces of
ordinary life. Nevertheless, the dream has left the mind stored
with multitudinous odds and ends, of picturesque scenes and
thoughts, but all so jumbled and ravelled, that, like the tangled
skeins in the old nursery story, it would need the touch of a
fairy godmother to bring order out of such dire confusion.
That good fairy will, T fear, not come to my aid, so I must
unravel the threads as best I can. Should any prove inter-
minably long-drawn yarns, you must recollect they were partly
spun by jolly tars, who rarely know when to stop. For the
most part they can be but a heap of short, broken threads, as
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diverse in colour as in quality, and so I fully expect that you
will dismiss my journal, with a criticism akin to that once
passed on an odd volume of Johnson’s “ Dictionary,” by a hard-
headed Scot, who for a whole week had beey laid up with a
broken ankle and with no other light reading. “ Weel,” he said ;
“there’s no doubt the facts may be real interesting; but as a
whole, it’s vara unconnected !”

Do you remember the sunny morning when we parted from
you, under the blossoming old cherry-tree ? little thinking then
of all that would befall us, before you welcomed us home again.
Our only plan was to spend some quiet weeks in the most out-
of-the-world place we could find ; one where my pencil might
keep me busy, while my brother could rejoice in perfect idleness
after a course of hard reading; and what spot more suitable
than the Land’s End of Scotland, the dear bluff old Mull of
Cantyre, which had already given us so many pleasant days ?

So we started, but without reference to our neighbours, and
soon found to our cost that they were keeping holy-day, or
holiday, as the case might be. It was a Sacramental Fast—
very solemn to one section of the community, but a very
“fast” day to the majority. Thus it came to pass that every
station was crowded, and the line blocked with extra trains, and
hours before we reached Greenock, our steamer had quietly
sailed down the Clyde. So far as we were concerned, we had
good reason afterwards (and indeed at the time) to rejoice in
the delay, as it enabled us to test for the last time what, alas !
we may never claim again, the unfailing hospitality of one of
our truest and oldest friends,—whose most unexpected death,
one short month later, added one more great blank to those
which all too quickly thin that precious list.!

The third morning found us under weigh, and by midday
we were watching the changing lights on the Isle of Arran, or
Ar-rinn—* the land of sharp pinnacles’ most rightly named.
Dark shadows were drifting over the granite peaks of Goatfell,
which seemed to tower so high above the mist, though their
actnal height is only 2,875 feet. I little thought, while gazing
wonderingly on the grim peaks of Ben Ghoil, the “ mountain of
the wind,” that I should soon be wandering among mouutain
ridges as shapely in form, and more than ten times their height.

1 Archibald Campbell, Esq., of Blythswood.
B2
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Here and there were little clusters of tiny brown huts, nestling
in the shadow of the great hills, and human beings with collie
dogs and flocks of sheep moved to and fro, like atoms scarcely
visible.  Nevertheless, the sight of these reminded us of
Pennant’s quaint description of his visit to this island in the
last century, when he speaks of the terrible prevalence of
pleurisy, and describes its cure by bleeding—a process to which
every inhabitant was subjected twice a year, in spring and
autumn; a ceremony which was observed with the utmost
regularity. He tells how “the Duke of Hamilton keeps a
surgeon in his pay, who at those seasons makes a tour of the
island. On his arrival at any farm, the people bare their arms,
when they are bled into a hole made in the ground !” T think
_our modern Highlanders would object to such treatment almost
as much as to the wages for which their grandfathers worked.
For, according to the same authority, the farm men considered
themselves well paid*by thirty shillings a year, together with
house, meal, and shoes; while the dairy-maids received thirteen
shillings and fourpence, and common drudges only six and
eight-pence.

As we passed gloomy Loch Ranza, with its fine dark back-
ground to the old ruined castle, once a royal hunting-seat, our
attention was called to the boats of the oyster-dredgers; and
we would fain have halted for a night to find out whether the
oysters of Loch Ranza have the same ear for music as their
brethren in the Firth of Forth, who require a continuous dredg-
ing-song to lull them to their doom, so that the wily fishers must
perforce keep up an incessant monotonous chaunt, in which all
their conversation must be carried on. Various collectors of old
ballads have from time to time gone out for a night with the
dredgers, hoping to add new songs to their store, but all agree
in saying that the same words never occur twice unchanged;
and so they only gain the bitter cold of a night in an open
boat in one of the months “ with an R,” which you perceive
excludes all the bonnie summer nights. One allusion to this
graceful old custom in fisher-life is found in a charming ballad
which begins:—

““ The herring loves the merry moonlight,
The mackerel loves the wind,

But the oyster loves the dredging song,
For he comes of a gentle kind.”
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We passed various small vitrified forts, on prominent head-
lands, said to have been purposely burnt, so that by the action
of fire, a rock-like solidity might be produced. These old ruins
generally have the prefix “Dun” = a fort, as Dunaverty, which
is at the furthest point of the peninsula.

Among the many theories which have been propounded
concerning the traces of a bygone age, none is, to me, so
attractive as that which assumes them to have originally been
fire-temples, the altars of Bel, or Bael, the Celtic Baal, or Sun-
god. These vitrified circular masses are generally placed on
some commanding height, often too near together to have been
used as beacon lights. The stones are fused into glassy masses,
the inside more perfectly vitrified than the outside, as would
naturally be the case, if these raging fiery furnaces were the
altars where fire burnt day and night, and where hundreds of
animals and human sacrifices were offered at the great Baal
festivals. It is said that long after Christianity was introduced
in Britain, the fire-worship was continued; and even human
sacrifices were immolated on Bel's devouring altars, the land
long remaining in a strange twilight state, halting between two
opinions—the grossness of heathen darkness, mitigated indeed
by Christianity, but still very far from the light of perfect day ;
und the people in general resembling the “ mixed multitude ”
which followed the Israelites in their Exodus, with some leaning
to the new faith, but a strong hold on the old idolatries.

The golden sunset fell on Ailsa Craig, and the bold headland
of Davaar, as we entered the fine land-locked harbour of Camp-
beltown, wherein lay many fishing-boats of all sizes, with rich
brown sails. Again we bethought us of old Pennant, and his
account of this crowded harbour, where as many as two
hundred and sixty “busses” might be seen at once. I fear
that the Cockney mind, picturing a ’bus of the present day,
would be somewhat disappointed to find so very dull a little
town. Campbeltown is chiefly remarkable for the amazing fact
that its annual tax for whisky-duty amounts to £600,000 ; of
which £350,000 is paid to the collector of Inland Revenue at
Campbeltown, and the remainder in Glasgow and elsewhere.
This is pretty well for * fire-water.” The whisky of Camp-
beltown and Islay bears a very high character, and the distillers
give so high a price for good barley that-there is no longer any
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inducement for the Highlanders to deal with the smugglers ; who
in very recent times had stills for mountuin-dew all over this part
of the country, so extensive a seaboard affording good scope
for their trade. The Hebrideans crossed from the Isles to Rhu-
nahourine (the Heron’s Point), thence marching across the hills
to Skipness in bands of thirty or forty armed men, whose rough
shelties were laden with heavy creels containing the moonlight
produce, which was then sent to Glasgow. The “stream in
the moonlight which kings dinna ken” has not wholly ccased
to flow, and I have heard of sundry mysterious presents of kegs
of “the crathur,” very superior in quality to any that is to be
procured from the large stills. But the days are gone by when
the wild Skipness men thought it all fair play to fight their
battles with a revenue cutter; and, having overpowered her
crew, to turn them all adrift again without oars or tackle, to
be tossed at the mercy of the waves! Some of the old stills
are yet pointed out, or rather the caves and deep hollows where
the smugglers used to work. Deep pits such as those where
we have so often lingered, on hot summer days, in the dark fir
woods above Dufftown (that paradise of wild flowers), where,
amid richest purple heather, you note in one place a circle of
white-stemmed birches, in another a fringe of golden broom
and tangled wild roses, clustering round a deep, circular cup,
where once the mountain dew was distilled, but where now
the greenest and richest ferns nestle in the cool shade, while
wood-doves murmur on every side. A pleasant resting-place,
in truth. :

To such as prize the rarest flora of our-isle, that wood has
one special interest, as being one of the very few places in
Britain where the dainty little Linnaa Borealis has, from time
immemorial, upliftad her delicate hair-like stem and tiny pink
bell from the low heather beneath which her long sprays of
leaflets creep along the ground, only revealing her presence
in the noonday, by the faintest fragrance, and reserving for
the moonbeams her most honied breath. She is a coy beauty,
not to be lured from her chosen home. On'y on one small
patch of moorland are those fairy blossoms to be found ; a safe
retreat, happily known to but few, too covetous admirers.

To return to Campbeltown, or as it was anciently called, Dal-

ruadhein. Remote as it now seems to us, there was a time when



TO THE HIMALAYAS. 7

it was the centre of Scottish life, and for upwards of three cen-
turies it was, in fact, the capital of Scotland. This continued
till the reign of Kenneth 1L, King of the Scots, who, having
finally subdued the Picts, and merged both races in one
kingdcm, selected Forteviot, in Perthshire, as a more suitable
capital,

These Dalriads seem -to have come over from Ireland about
the year 502 A.D,, and to have founded that kingdom known in
Scottish history as Alba ; their power and numbers must have
increased rapidly, for not long afterwards we hear how the King
of Alba invaded Ireland and fought the great battle of Moyra,
famous in old song. In fact, these Scots-Dalriads held their
place as a strong Celtic race, till the Norsemen overran the land,
and moulded existing institutious to suit their own convenience.
In later days James IV. here held a Parliament, as “ Parliament
Close” still attests. There were, however, certain turbulent
chiefs who would by no means render obedience to his laws;
more especially one Macdonald, whose castle of Cean Loch
stood on the very spot now occupied by the large Castle-hill
Church. In order to keep this man in check, James V. came
here in person, and repaired the old fort of Kil-Kerran, leaving
in it such a garrison as might overawe all rebellious subjects.
But before the King had got clear of the harbour, Macdonald
sallied out of his castle, took possession of the fortalice, and,
in the sight of the King, hanged the new governor from the
walls.

This old castle of Kil-Kerran stood about a mile from
Campbeltown. A very large old burial-ground, close by, still
marks the spot where St. Kieran, the Apostle of Cantyre, first
taught the people. St. Kieran was baptized by St. Patrick, and
soon afterwards seems to have found his way to these shores,
where, according to one account, he died fifteen years before St.
Columba landed in Cantyre, though they are generally said to
have come together. The cave in which he lived, the Cove
a Khiaran, lies among the rocks so close to the sea, that you
cannot enter it at high water. At all times it is a difficult,
slippery scramble. Once there, you find a fine cave, with &
dripping well, filling a rock basin with clear sparkling water,
-whence the Saint drank. And beside it, on a great stone, is
a rudely sculptured cross, where, in the solitude of this grand
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wild temple, guarded from all human intruders by that barrier
of mighty waters, he might worship his God undisturbed. Of
his church, once the most important in Cantyre, littie, if any,
trace now remains; but two shafts of broken crosses, carved
with galleys, figures and arabesques, are among the very ancient
stones in the old kirkyard.
While speaking of saintly names associated with this town,
I cannot forbear to remind you of one, who has so recently passed
away from our midst, that the mention of his birthplace cannot fail
to recall to multitudes (and assuredly to every Scotchman, of
whatever denomination) the name of the great, and good, and
genial Norman Macleod—a teacher as intluential and beloved,
and one as unspariiig of his work, as the mightiest of those
Celtic Fathers; one who needs no canonization at the hands of
earthly Councils to rivet his hold on the affections and his
influence on the life of multitudes, even of those who were
never privileged to hear his voice, but who, nevertheless, were
followed to the uttermost ends of the earth by his good and
loving words—so tender, and yet so strong and invigorating—
learning from him year by year something of deeper reverence
for things human and divine, and perchance catching from his
large-hearted liberality something of a broader and more glow-
ing charity, such as would fain enfold the whole great world in
its own boundless love. Truly, were it only for having given
birth to one such son as he, Cantyre may henceforth claim to be
not least among the provinces of Scotland. In the market-
place of Campbeltown there stands a very fine cross of hard blue
whinstone, covered with well-carved figures, foliage and runic
1 knots, and bearing an inscription, but whether this is Saxon or
, Lombardic is still disputed. It is supposed to have been brought
over from Iona, where at one time there stood 360 stone crosses,
in the cemetery. These the Synod of Argyle, in A.D. 1560, pro-
nounced to be “ monuments of idolatrie,” and commanded that -
they should be thrown into the sea. Some, however, were
rescued, and taken to old churchyards and market-places in the
neighbouring islands, or on the mainland. They are all very
similar, being monoliths, generally of whinstone, and covered
with elaborate designs.
About two miles from Campbeltown lies the old kirkyard of.
Kilcousland, one of many which, to me, give an especial charm
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fo these green shores ; lying, as they do, almost within reach of
the wild spray, which, dashing heavenward, falls in lightest
showers over the rank grass and golden iris, and mossy stones,
beneath which sleep so many forgotten generations. Kilcous-
land has no stones of especial interest, but many are quaint
and old, and though the majority only show crowns and
shields and grotesque death’s-heads-and-crossbones, and fat-faced
cherubs with lumps of moss for their eyes, or else such growth
of golden lichen as Old Mortality would have loved to scrape
away, there are some devices which tell the daily work of the
sleeper forcibly enough. Thus, a ploughman has quite a grace-
ful grouping of reins and harness ; a carpenter keeps his hammer
and saw and sundry other tools; while poor Snip, the tailor,
carries his shears and his goose to the end of time.

Why is it that this most useful of honourable trades should
be connected in our minds with so many uncomplimentary
sayings ? The German proverb says that « If it rains while the
sun shines, a tailor has gone to heaven !”—apparently an ex-
ceptional occurrence. Then we are told that the word “snob”
is a contraction of the tailor’s motto “ Sic Nobilitas.” From
our cradle we are taught that, much as he may impress our
childish mind, he is nevertheless only the ninth part of a man;
and here we find him carrying a goose to the grave. On the
broken shaft of an old cross, a carved galley tells of some
forgotten Island chief, while a neighbouring stone bears a
knight’s two-handed sword, surrounded with runic knotting.

The next tomb bears only a heavy dagger on & shield, no name
to mark who sleeps beneath. The Saint to whom this spot was
dedicated is said to have been a certain St. Constantine, a
Stotch king slain by the Danes in 881. I sat for many hours
in this calm “ God’s acre,” in the shade of the ruined church,
watching the ever-changing colours of the quiet sea, lipping up
to the foot of the green hill on which I rested; constant
changes from blue to greem, and purple and silvery greys, all
blended by the reflection of every tint of sky and cloud accord-
ing as the angle of the broken wavelet either mirrors these, or
lets us see beneath its surface, into its own depths; giving us
hints of the wonderful world below the waters. There were
broken reflections, too, from the hills of Arran, and from Ailsa
Craig, and now and then a white sail would round the light-
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house and enter the quiet haven. I thought of the words of one
whose dying prayer was—

‘¢ Lay me beneath the grass,
‘Where it slopes to the south and the sea ;
‘Where the living I love may pass,
And, passing, may think of mne "—

and I thought that just such a churchyard as this was the rest-
ing-place for which she craved. It was a scene of great peace,
and I lingered till the blue sky of noon had changed to that
pale primrose against which each form of earth cuts with such
intensity of colour; and the evening breeze, rustling among the
tall flags, sounded like & mysterious whisper from the sleepers
around me.

The fine old Castle of Saddell, with its kirkyard and ruined
monastery, lie further along the coast, and here quaint sculptured
tombs of ecclesiastics and warriors lie under shadow of some
fine old trees close to the shore. Unhappily the monastery has
proved a useful quarry for ruthless hands, and the modern
dwelling-house has been in a great measure built at the expense
of the church all the hewn stones having been removed, and
the offices paved with gravest,ones—a species of sacrilege unfor-
tunately but too common even in these days. You remember
with what difficulty our father stopped similar devastation at
Kinloss Abbey, whose old stones were being fast converted into
dykes and farm-buildings, one fine old stone coffin being used
as a pig’s trough! And I am told that the same barbarous work
goes on in many of these neglected burial-grounds, where the
most beautiful old slabs are sometimes taken as convenient
stones for fresh graves, and a modern name roughly chiselled
over the weather-worn escutcheon of some brave knight of old.
In many instances the stone is smoothed and cleaned, to begin
with, as in the case of that beautiful stone at Hilton of Cadboll,
where the elaborate tracery has been completely obliterated from
one side, and replaced by an inscription to the memory of
« Alexander Duff, Esq. and His Thrie Wives”! Often, these
stones have been found convenient for modern gate-posts, some-
times built into bridges. In some cases the grey ruins of the
old church are used by the neighbouring farmer as a convenient
byre or sheep-pen, or even pigstye.
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The Monastery of Saddell is one of considerable interest. 1t
was founded in the twelfth century by one of the Lords of the
Isles—whether by the great Somerled or by his son Ronald_
seems uncertain, but it very soon acquired a reputation for
sanctity, and great men of old craved to be buried there. Of
Somerled, and his wars with Godred, King of Man, both old
Sagas and Gaelic legends tell many tales. There- were terrible
sea-fights, in one of which the Manx fleet of galleys was so sorely
beaten, that Godred was compelled to yield all the Sudereys, or
Southern Isles, including “ Yla and Kintyre,” retaining only the
island of Man itself. The wife of Somerled was a daughter
of Olaf the Swarthy, King of Man and the Isles. Various
accounts are given of the manner of his death, but whether
in a sea-fight with pirates, or by ‘assassination in his own tent,
secms uncertain. One version is that he sailed with 160 galleys
to besiege Renfrew, and fell in action with the Scottish army.
In any case his body seems to have been brought to Saddell for
burial, and laid where so many turbulent spirits now sleep in
stillness, and the only unrest is that of the restless ocean.

¢ Now green o'er their bones the grass doth wave,
And the wild wind over their tombs may rave.”

In the castle is shown an old dungeon where Macdonald
starved a luckless Irishman who had the misfortune to own too
beautiful a wife. At first he only confined him in a granary;
and the prisoner found means to get at the grain, and so was
kept alive. Then he changed his prison ; but through the barred
window a kindly hen came daily, and gave him her egg. So the
flickering flame of life still burned. Once more he was re-
moved, and cast into this deep noisome cell, where nor bird nor
beast could bring him supplies—and here at length he died,
having gnawed his own flesh in the agony of his hunger.
Then Macdonald gave him burial; and the beautiful wife, looking
down from the high tower, espied the funeral, and asked whose

. it was; when she knew that it was her own liege lord, she cried

in bitter anguish that she would be with himn anon, and with
one wild spring, she dashed herself from the battlements, and
was buried by his side.

The ruins of another old prison still remain in the wood close
by, and many tales of the treachery and vengeance of the lords
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of Saddell are told in connection with these grey walls, This
part of Cantyre also has one or two traditions of Robert the
Bruce; and the little Isle of Rachrin, off the Irish coast (dis-
‘tinctly visible from the Mull), was to him a haven of refuge in
times of danger. In the old Fort of Dunaverty he also found
warm welcome. A few scattered stones,on a rocky promontory,
are all that now mark this old Castle of Dunaverty, “ the Fort
of Blood,” once a mighty stronghold of the Danes, whose fleets
were wont to anchor near the opposite Isle of Sanda, still
known to the Highlanders as the gathering-place of the Danes,
by whom it was called Avoyn, the Island of Harbours. Upon it
are the ruins of St. Annian’s Chapel, once a place of refuge,
where all outlaws might find sanctuary. On the ruins of the
Danish Fort a new castle was built by the Macdonalds, who
held their own in Cantyre till the days of Montrose, whose cause
they espoused even unto death. But when the star of the
Covenanters was in the ascendant, and the Royalists were driven
even to this Land’s End, Sir Allister Macdonald sailed for Ire-
land, there to raise new forces. He left his castle in the hands
of his brother, with a garrison of three hundred men. Very
soon General Leslie, with three thousand of Argyle's men,
advanced to besiege the old fort. Bravely it was defended, but
after awhile Leslie discuvered that the only well for the supply
of the garrison lay outside the walls, and that the water was
brought in artificially. Of course this was at once cut off, and
not one drop was to be had to quench their raging thirst.
It was midsummer, and even the kindly rains from heaven
forgot to fall. Vainly were all eyes strained to watch for
Sir Allister’s return, across the sea, whose cool green waves
dashed their salt sea foam so mockingly in the faces of these
dying men at their last extremity. Sir Allister had been slain
in battle; so they might watch till they were weary, but all
in vain.

At length they were forced to capitulate, and for five days
were kept prisoners on their rock together with a hundred more
who had been captured in a cave, or rather, smoked out of it,
as the manner was. Leslie seems to have inclined to mercy
towards the captives, but he was hounded on by a Puritan
preacher, Nave by name, and knave by nature, who insisted on
the slaughter “of these Amalekites.” At length his connsel
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prevailed, and all the helpless captives were either put to the
sword or dashed from the precipice into the sea, where they
lighted on hard, cruel, jagged rocks. And so they perished (all
save one man, and one infant), and from time to time bleached
bones and skulls are still washed up from the clefts of the
rocks ; and the fishers tell how, when the wind drifts the sand
from the bank close by, heaps of human bones are sometimes
seen, which ¢he next kindly wind covers up again with a fresh
layer of soft yellow sand.

The escape of the little infant was the only gleam of light
in that day's devilish work. Its nurse caught it up naked
in her arms and fled along the shore. She was stopped by a

Campbell, and vowed the child was hers: “It has the eye of -

the Macdonald ” was the answer. Nevertheless, the heart of
Craignish was soft, and, dividing his plaid, he gave her half for
the naked baby and suffered her to escape. During those five
days of waiting on the rock, another Macdonald drew near with
a small body of men, to relicve the garrison. As soon as the
piper perceived them, he struck up a note of warning to bid
them turn back. Thus they were saved from the cruel fate that
awaited their brethren; but the piper paid dearly for his tune,
the enraged Campbells cutting off his fingers to prevent his
playing any more such sirains. Thus it was that Cantyre
passed from the hands of the Macdonalds to those of the gleed
(squinting) Marquis of Argyle and his clansmen. It seemed
as though Heaven's righteous retribution sought them out,
when, ere many years had past, a terrible plague came and
utterly depopulated the whole of Cantyre. It was the same
year that the Great Plague was raging in London. The pesti-
lence swept over the land in visible form, as a great white cloud
laden with death—just such a cloud as, in later days, has rested
on Malaga, and other cities, in times of cholera; on Dumfries,
for instance, where in 1843 the cholera raged for months, nor
ever stayed its ravages till one-third of the inhabitants were
laid in great pits in the overcrowded churchyards. And during
all the time that the Angel of Death thus brooded over the
city, a pestilential cloud hung like a death pall, floating in mid-
air, above the circle of hills which enclose the city as in a cup.
It was a dull heavy film, through which neither the foul air
could escape nor could fresh air circulate, but all was dead
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stagnation ; even the sunbeams passing through were dis-
coloured, and fell with lurid glare upon the scene of horror below.
The fever-cloud rested long on Cantyre, and left its traces for
many generations. So sorely dil Argyle’s estates suffer, that
moneys were voted by Parliament for his relief, while the poorer
folk received such help as the churches could collect.

A sunnier legend of Dunaverty in its palmy days tells how
its chief rescued the fair daughter of the King of Carrickfergus
from the pillion of O’Connor, the King of Innisheon, who had
run away with her against her will. He restored her to her
father, and continued his honoured guest till, in his turn, he
claimed the maiden's hand, and was cast into a dungeon to rue
his presumption. Thence rescued by the damsel, he escaped to
Dunaverty ; but once more returning in quest of his love, found
that she too was now in durance vile, for having aided his
flight. So, like the hardy Norseman of old, he showed that
neither bolt nor bar could part him from his own true love, and
carried her safely across the sea to his own old castle. The
wrathful king followed in his galley, with many mighty men
of war, vowing swift vengeance. Happily counsels of peace
prevailed, and the lady obtained pardon for her lord; so they
all went back together to the Emerald Isle, and lived merrily to
the end of the chapter, and their children became kings, from
whom the Earls of Antrim claim descent.

The names of the old churches or cells, all about this country,
are at ounce recognised by their prefix Kil—as Kil-Choman,
Kil-Michael, Kilcoinan, Kilkeran, Kilcoivan, Kilkevan, Kilcous-
land, Kilraven, Killdavie, Kileolan, Kill-blaan, Kil-ewen, Kil-
lean, Kil-Kenzie; most of these have some carved stones—
sometimes knights, sometimes ladies, always swords. On
some we find the galley of the Isles; on others deer-hunts,
hiounds, otters, creatures like griffins with wonderful tails of
scroll-work, winding about in intricate patterns of foliage or
other tracery ; sometimes birds fighting; sometimes shears or
other implements of work. All, or almost all, are alike name-
less, covering the dust of long-forgotten heroes. . Some of those
in the best preservation are in the chapel of St. Cormac at
-Kiels, in North Knapdale, where there are an unusual number
of well-carved devices of all sorts. At sonte of these old
churchyards there now remains literally no trace of the ancient
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cell, though they are still used as places of burial. As
‘Wordsworth has it :—
“ Of Church or Sabbath ties

No vestige now remains. Yet thither creep

Bereft ones, and in lowly anguish weep

Their prayers out to the wind and naked skies,

Proud tomb is none ; but rudely sculptured knights

By humble choice of plain old times are seen

Ievel with earth, among the hillocks green.”
The majority, however, still retain some ruins of the old
churches. Others, again, do not betray their character by their
name, as Patchen, an enclosure among the sand-hills- where the
old tombs are half overgrown with bent, and half veiled with
salt drifting sand. Many a sad story these churchyards of our
seaboard could tell; of terrible nights in which all the bread-
winners of a hamlet have been lost, and none but lads and
women left to fight life’s battle. Such women, though ! so hrave
and hardy ; and withal so leal to the dead. In one of these
quiet little churchyards in Yorkshire is a simple headstone,
and the fishers will tell you that the man who lies there was
drowned one awful night, and the sea did not give up her dead
till the end of eleven weeks !'—from December till March ; and
during all those bitter wintry days his wife followed every re-
ceding tide, scanning each ledge and crevice of the black rocks,
each pool below the slippery tangled sea-weed. Vainly did the
neighbours urge her to forego the hopeless search. Early and
late the sad solitary woman was at her post, reckless of the
beating storm and bitter frosty wind, still keeping her weary
vigil; and at last, when almost despairing of success, her
prayer was granted and the waves brought him to her feet. So
she buried him in “mother clay,” and watched by the green
mound for upwards of thirty years, ere she was laid by his side.

Of the old kirkyards in Cantyre, perhaps the most striking

is one at the extreme end of the Moyle, near the ruined Fort of
Dunaverty before alluded to; just such a one as that where
King Arthur was laid, when sorely wounded in that battle
among the mountains beside the winter sea—-

** A ruined shrine, beside the place of tombs,
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men,
Old knights. And over them the sea wind sang
Shrill, chill—with flakes of foam.”

This is Kil-Colm-Keil, or the Cell of St. Columba at Keil.
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In defiance of the commonly received account of his having
first landed on Isle Oronsay, near Colonsay, and having thence
departed becanse he could still see Ireland, which he had vowed
never to behold again, the tradition in Cantyre is that he
first landed at this spot ; and that, although in full view of the
Irish coast, he here built this little church, where he preached
for some time before he went to Iona, leaving his saintly mark
on many a nook. The Highlanders still point out the “ Bay
of the Boat,” as the spot where his frail currach, of wicker-
work covered with hides, first touched the shore, whence he was
to make his way to the court of Connal MacCongail, King of the
Northern Scots, to whom he was nearly related, being himself of
the blood-royal. Connal and his people, being already Christians,
gave him warm welcome, and sent himn under safe escort to Brude,
the King of the Picts. He too declared himself a Christian;
and his chiefs and people were not slow to follow his example.
Soon even Broichan, the Arch-Druid, was converted, having
been cured by St. Columba of a dangerous and sudden illness.

The illness of Broichan was as miraculous as his cure. St.
Columba had requested him to release a certain captive, an
Irishwoman. This Broichan refused to do. Columba proceed-
ing to the River Ness, took thence a white pebble, and, showing
it to his companions, told them that the Angel of God had
stricken the Arch-Druid with a sudden stroke, so that he lay
nigh unto death, but that should he repent, he had only to
drink a cup of water in whieh that pebble had Leen dipped,
and he would assuredly recover. While he yet spake, two horse-
men galloped up, bearing tidings from the king that all had
befallen even as Columba had predicted. The holy man straight-
way sent messengers to the palace; they received the captive
from the hand of the repentant Broichan, while he himself,
having drunk of that mystic cup (whereon the pebble floated
as though it had been a nut), was immediately made whole.
That little pebble was afterwards preserved among the treasures
of King Brude, and, retaining its miraculous power of floating
on water, in common with other magical stones, it wrought
- divers wondrous cures. Thus it was that, when the king pro-
posed to bestow on St. Columba the Innis-nan-Druid-a-nach,
the Holy Isle of the Druids, he was suffered to hold it in peace,
aud without great opposition.
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Tam told that no part of Scotland is richer than Cantyre
in relics of those pre-Christian times; cairns and barrows,
monumental pillars erected above stone coffins, and rude urns
containing the ashes of bodies that had been burnt, having been
found in many of its green downs.

There seems every reason to believe that the honour of having
first introduced Christianity to this district has been erroneously
attributed to St. Columba, his tutor, St. Kieran, “ the Apostle of
Cantyre,” whose church and cave we saw near Campleltown,
having come over from Ireland with a colony of Christian Dal-
riads, who settled in Argyleshire, some fifty years before Columba,
the fiery Abbot of Durrow, had quarrelled with and been banished
from Ireland by the Ardriagh, or President of the Irish King. It
seems that when attending a great meeting of the lords temporal
and spiritual of the Green Isle, Columba was rash enough to
take with him a young son of Aodh, King of Connaught, who
was at enmity with the Ardriagh. Even the sanctity of the
Abbot proved no protection for the young man, who was treach-
erously slain. Then followed war, in which Columba sided
with the aggrieved father, and eventunally received that com-
mand to quit Ireland which brought his fiery energies to the
aid of the little Christian band of Dalriads in Cantyre; whence
he moved onward to that Isle where, in after years, kings and
rulers craved permission to lay their dust near that of one
so holy.

St. Kieran is not the only pioneer of the faith whom we ore
apt to rob of honour due, while heaping veneration on St. Co-
Jumba. How constantly we hear the latter spoken of, as though
he first bad brought to our western isles that light of Chuisti-
anity, which thence radiated to the furthest corners of the main-
land! So far from this being the case, we know that for a
century before the birth of Columnba, a series of duly ordained
bishops had ruled over Scottish dioceses in various parts of the
Jand ; these being, for the most part, native Christians, who of
their own accord had gone to Rome to study. Their existence
as Christians gives some colour to the belief that, so early as the
third century, Christ’s Name was known in this land.

The first hishop of whom we hear was that St. Ninian who,
in the end of the fourth century, returned from Rome to his
native county of Galloway, where, we are told, “he ordained
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presbyters, consecrated bishops, and organized parishes.” At
Witehorn may still be seen his Candida Casa,the first Christian
church built of stone in Britain. Here he was buried, about
the year 430. In the following year St. Palladius was sent to
this country as “Primus Episcopus to the Scots believing in
Christ.” .

The next great name that appears is that of St. Patrick (born
ubout the year A.D. 373, at Kilpatrick near Dumbarton), who,
having been captured by pirates and carried over to Ireland,
seems then and there to have longed to Christianize the Hiber-
niaus. We lear that he escaped from slavery, and contrived
to reach the shores of Gaul, where he studied the Scriptures
for thirty-five years before he was ordained priest. Nor was it
till he was about sixty years of age that he was sent back as
bishop to commence his mission in the FKmerald Isle. The
patient student proved a long-lived teacher, and is said to have
died at his post in his 120th year.

Icarly in the sixth century, we hear how St. Kentigern (better
known to us as St. Mungo, the patron saint of the beautiful old
Cathedral at Glasgow), fixed his see at the place where that
city now stands. To him the credit seems due of first Chris-
tianizing part of Wales. He owed his early training to St.
Serf, the Apostle of the Orkneys; so those remote Isles must
have had their first rays of light long before the disciples of
Iona went thither “as doves from the nest of Columba.” The
fame of that most energetic worker certainly has no need to
borrow lustre by defrauding his predecessors of their rightful
share ; doubtless, when he landed on this wild shore of Cantyre,
his heart was gladdened by the knowledge that the light he
strove to diffuse was already glimmering in divers corners of the
land. "This old Church of Kilcolmkeil (where first he taught
the people) lies so close to the sea that the salt sea foam dashes
over the old tombs, and the tough green bent creeps up
amongst the stones, while bright sea pinks gleam through the
mossy grass. A steep crag of reddish rock rises directly above
it; and, just beyond, the Lluff headland of the Moyle itself
rises abruptly from the sea, which here scarcely ever knows
calm, but seems to revel in its joyous liberty. There is not

u sailor or a fisher on all this coast, or the opposite shores -

of Ireland (Antrim being but twelve miles distant) who does
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not dread the mighty green waves that are for ever raging in
their ceaseless battle with the stern old Moyle. In quick
succession the booming breakers burst on the unfeeling
rocks, which have withstood them for suclh countless ages, and
now fling them:back once more. With swift rush the baflled
waters fall back on the advancing wave, and thus reinforced
renew the ceaseless; hopeless attack, then, “ white with rage,”
dash themselves to atoms, and fall in dazzling spray and foam
over the cliff. If you count the waves, you will see that about
every sixth is larger than the others, a chieftain in fact; and if,
as it curls proudly over, you can catch a gleam of light through
the transpareut water, you will see its wonderful clear green,
at the very moment that the land breeze carries back its crest
in tossing spray, like the mane of some white sea-horse. Most
bLeautiful of all is the moment when two waves, whose courses
differ slightly, come to a violent collision, and dash their white
spray heavenward, an encounter which you will here see to perfec-
tion, as two strong currents meet at this point. Perhaps if the sea
is not very angry indeed, there will come a lull—an amnesty,—
and the graves that were drenched with the salt sea spray will
dry in the sunlight ; and the shepherds can put off their boat,
and row to the grassy islands to see how it fares with their
sheep.

It was on one of these unwonted days of rest, that I found
my way to Kilcolmkeil. You, who love the peace of naturs
even more dearly than I do, can picture the scene for yourself
The beetling crag,—God’s-acre bathed in light,—earth and sky,
gleaming with that clear shining that cometh after rain. And
the hush and silence of the calm wide sea, noiselessly stealing
on and on, till the great brown rocks, with their wealth of
golden seaweeds, lie hidden, like purple shadows, beneath the
cool and quiet blue, and only a tiny edge of white rippling
foam, marks the lip of the lazy wave as it glides to and fro, or
brims over the ribbed sand, glancing and gleaming in the bright
sunlight. Only here and there, the still surface of the waters
is broken by a broad leaf of brown sea-ware, waving idly from
the forest below, with quivering motion, like some curious
wriggling sea-snake ; or a floating tangle, like long human hair
washed to and fro, suggests some fancy of the sea giving up her
dead to this green resting-place. Now and then there is the
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quick flash of some white-winged gull, as it darts upon its
prey, and then again floating upward, hangs idly poised in the
sunny air. :

Altogether it is a scene of most blessed peace, such as sinks
into the heart with strange sweet power, soothing and lulling
the turmoil of its cares. For there is no more dear companion-
ship than that of the sea, which in its ever changing moods
seems almost like some human thing, that one day claimns our
sympathies with its own wild joys or sorrows, ready in its turn
to weep or laugh with ours; to-day so calm and peaceful,
laughing in the sunlight ; to-morrow roused to mad excitement,
lashing itself into wild rage; then, when its wrath is spent,
subsiding as though repentant, lying still and silent beneath the
cold mists, dreary and desolate and sad, like a sorrowful spirit,
when all life’s energics are subdued.

They only who have been cradled and nurtured within sound
of that ceaseless song of the wild waters can fully realize their
subtle charm, or tell the unutterable yearning for their music,—
the craving for their breadth, for their reflections of the great
clouds,—for their incessant movement, which oftentimes comes
over the spirit, when the body is tied to some monotonous
inland region ; the unspeakable longing for sight and sound of
the great green waves, the tossing spray and screaming sea
birds, and the wild breeze that rushes past, laden with the salt
sea brine. None else can understand the intensity of that
passionate love which the seca and its shores can inspire—the
thousand memories linked with those wide white sands—those
slippery rocks—that brown, wet tangle, each leaf of which
seems to have some hidden power whereby to twine itself round
the innermost depths of the soul. None else can sympathize
with the bitter disappointment of awakening from some blissful
vision of shell gathering or idling by those great waters to find
that in truth it was but a dream.

To such I say, if you would see Old Ocean in its glory, come to
Cantyre ; but those who desire true mountain scenery had better
stay away, for when once you leave the seaboard and turn
inland, you will find that you have left all beauty behind you;
the great swelling green hills do indeed rise to a height of 2,000
fect; but the very name Cnoc Maigh, or the Hill of the Plain,
‘suzgests mere shapeless high ground. Much of this is arable,
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but at the time of our visit a sore pest was troubling the land,
owing to the lack of frost in the previous winter. This was a
gluttonous grub, which had appeared in countless myriads, and
had eaten bare all the fair green crops, leaving only fields of
parched red earth. Some of the farmers were brave enough to
hazard a second sowing, but with small hope of better success.

But the glory of Cantyre lies in her dairy farms; the rich
. fine soil yielding abundant pasture, and supporting from twenty
to thirty cows on each farm. It is a land flowing with milk
and honey, with comfortable, well-to-do inhabitants who thank-
- fully told us that the cattle plague had as yet never found its
way to their shores. DBut though the farmer will offer you
wine and spirits in abundance, you must not test his hospitality
so cruelly as to expect such a bowl of creamy milk as any old
“ Caillach ” in a black bothy would be proud to offer you, should
she own but one gentle “Crummie.” At these great dairies,
the farmer prides himself on his unbroken pans of rich milk,
therein estimating prospective pounds of butter and cheese for
market, with as strong a sense of their pecuniary value as any
modern shooter (sportsman, T cannot say) counting heads after
a good day's battue; in which comparison, by the way, the
farmer has, perhaps, the best of it; his rich green fields, and
bevy of well-paid dairy-maids, leaving no room for invidious
qualms, such as may sometimes afflict the seller of game which
may possibly have fattened at the expense of tenants, and has
certainly been bagged at that of guests, whose dog-carts too
often return home after these modern days of butchery and
game-dealing much lighter than they came. Just imagine the
indignation of a genuine sportsman of the generous old school, on
being referred to a head keeper for permission to buy at market
price the bird that has just fallen to his own gun, slain by his
own powder and shot! Yet such things are, even on Highland
braes, in these degenerate times.

There are.countless old legends attached to these green hills,
and to the cliffs and caves along the shore ; tales of the warrior
and Nimrod, Fingal, and his faithful hound Bran; wonderful
holes in the rock, that have served for his cooking pots, wherein
to boil rude kettles formed of the skins of the decr, and filled
with flesh, such as he lcved to eat half raw, and caves that have
been honoured by his presence; but these tales have been so care-
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fully collected by our kinsman, Campbell of Islay, that all lovers
of such lore need only refer to his writings. A quaint story is
told of the old stone at Kilcouslan, with a hole in the centre;
namely, that kindly old St. Couslan, who had a strong sympathy
with luckless young couples, and very little for stern guardians,
established a law that every runaway couple reaching this stone,
and here joining hands, should be considered indissolubly tied.
So here, you see, was a forerunner of Gretna Green, or else a
trace of Scandinavian mythology, as the old Norse custom of
betrothal bade the lovers join hands through a circular hole in
a sacrificial stone. This was called the promise of Odin, and
was practised in the northern Isles long after they had embraced
Christianity.

On the other hand, St. Coivin gets the credit of the most
wonderful law of divorce, namely, that all unhappy couples
should, on a given night, meet at his cell, when they were all
blindfolded, and started on a pell-mell race thrice sunwise round
the church, suddenly the saint would cry “ Cabhag!” i.e. seize
quickly ! and each swain must catch what lass he could, and
be true to her fer one whole year, at the end of which, if still
dissatisfied, he might return to the saintly cell, and try a new
assortment in the next matrimonial game at blind-man’s-buff!
This disorderly proceeding has given no character of unwonted
frolic to the peaceful and “ dacent ” inhabitants of the present
day. No spot on earth could well hc more calm than the
shores of beautiful, Macnahanish Bay, and the green woods and
braes of Losset. 71“—|1e fields close to the house are white with
narcissus, the uncultured growth of many generations; while
genuine wild flowers, blue and green and gold, riot in the
shelter of the glen, and all day long the mavis and merle pour
forth their jubilant songs in the quiet wood.

It is curious to note how the absence of frost favours the
growth of plants too delicate for our eastern coast. Camellias
bloom in the open air, and great hedges of crimson fuschia live
securely all the winter, on the lee side of sturdy fir trees, whose
upper branches, however, a1e all scorched by the blighting sea
winds. -

I wonder what peculiarity of atmosphere causes the wonder-
ful splendour of the sunsets on this coast. You know how
wuch we have always heard of the amazing glory of sunrise
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and sunset in the East, more especially during the rains. I may
safely say that I have scarcely once neglected to do homage to
these outgoings of morning and evening, but with perhaps two
exceptions, I have seen nothing that could bear away the palm
of beauty from our own skies; and I am more and more tempted
to believe that these “odious comparisons” are due only to
the different hours of rising and dining, which compel tra-
vellers to use their eyes in a way they quite forget to do when
at home.

Have you not sometimes wondered at the dull hearts and
blind eyes that could scarcely glance westward for one moment,
though the golden gates seemed to have opened behind the
heavy purple clonds, just flushed with rosy crimson ; and all so
quickly changing; softening and mellowing in the hazy sunset
light, till earth, and sea, and sky, alike lay steeped in loveliness ?
Blind eyes they must be, that have not yet been opened to read
the Divine Book of Nature, written day by day by the finger of
Gop Himself; the Gob of Infinite variety, Whose worship men
are so apt to reduce to a mere system of forms, of infinite
sameness: Surely the mind that most dearly loves to drink in
the beauty of the visible world, must be the most in sympathy
with that of the Great Artist who delights in creating such
refinements of beauty, “ rejoicing in His work.” One advantage
over the sunsets of the-East we certainly possess, in the long
beautiful hours of twilight, when the curlew and the plover alone
are on the wing ; and that still later hour “’twixt the gloaming
and the mirk ” when all voices of nature are hushed, except the
grand old music of the sea, murmuring its endless’harmonies
to the wild bent hills.

I doubt if there-is any spot in all the British Isles, where you
may study Old Ocean in all its varied tempers, more perfectly
than you can here, in beautiful Macnahanish Bay, which lies
outspread before our windows, so ﬁxat morning, noon, and night,
we watch its changing moods. From earliest times this spot
has been noted for the tremendous size and roaring of the
waves, which on the slightest provocation seem to lash them-
selves to raging fury, and many a brave ship has perished here,
deceived by the lowness of the land, and so lured on to destruc-
tion. The whole force of the broad Atlantic seems to sweep
into the Bay, as the great wild waves rush onward, chafing in
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their tumultuous wrath, albeit with such “method in their mad-
ness;” rising and swelling so deliberately, as each mighty green
billow curls and breaks, in a crest of gleaming foam ; and the
seething water dashes noisily over the shingle, bubbling and
surging among the masses of rock which lie heaped in such
grand confusion along the coast—or else tossing its spray in
wild sport, right over the cliffs and caves, where the delicate
ferns are nestling, to the green bank above, where the young
lambs are learning to crop the sweet short grass from those
dangerous ledges, and spring back, startled, by such chilling
practical jokes.

The waves are not idle in their sport. They are washing up
great masses of brown sea-ware, not carefully gathered with a
loving hand, but torn up by the roots, from the great gardens
in the ocean depths. And the poor kelp burners are watching
anxiously to see what harvest they may hope to reap. Some
have only their creels, rough wicker baskets, which they carry
on their own shoulders, but here and there is alittle cart, drawn
by a strong pony; a willing little beast, which strains every
nerve to drag its burden of wet, heavy weed, over the rough
shingle, to some spot above high-water mark, where it may be
gpread over the grass or sand, and left for several days to dry;
this is the most anxious time in the harvest, as anxious as
haymaking, in this uncertain climate; for one heavy shower of
rain will wash away all the precious salts and iodine and leave
the beach strewn only with useless lumber. As soon as it is
safely dried, the weed is heaped into little stacks, till the last
moment, when the furnace is ready to burn it. It is not “all
fish that comes to the net” of the kelp burner. Those broad
fronds of brown wrack which strew the shore are useless to
him. He only collects the masses of brown tangle covered
with little bladders, and when the tide goes out, he will cut
all that le can find growing on the rocks, and add it to his
store ; this being by far more valuable than that which is cast
up by the sea.

Let us sit down awhile, and watch him burn those brown
heaps which he collected last week. We cannot stand on the
open shore, or the bent hills, for the wind is blowing inland
with such violence, that we should be sent right across the
Isthmus—but there is a green bank at the foot of the cliff,
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facing the sea, where hardly a breath of air stirs the blue bells
and foxgloves ; for the wind strikes the shore in front of it, and
then seems to be thrown upward at a sharp angle to the top of
the crag, and though we seem to be right in the wind’s eye, we
shall really be in perfect shelter. This is a wrinkle, which
holds good for all rocky coasts.!

Now the kelp burners have made their kiln—it is a long
deep grave lined with large stones. First they sprinkle a light
covering of dry weed over these stones, and coax it till it burns,
then slowly they add a handful at a time, till the grave is filled,
and heaped up, with a semi-fluid mass, which they stir in-
cessantly with a long iron bar; and a very picturesque group
they are, half veiled by volumes of white opal smoke which
has a pungent marine smell. This work will go on for hours,
and when all the tangle has been burnt, the kiln will be allowed
to half-cool, and its contents cut into solid blocks which become
as hard and as heavy as iron, and are then ready for the market.
From this material, much carbonate of soda, iodine, and various
salts are obtained. And it was formerly of very great value in
the manufacture of soap, alum, and glass.

The great extent to which petass is now imported has how-
ever proved a very heavy loss to the kelp burners, whose. hard
work now brings in very small return. And years ago, the
removal of the duty on Spanish barilla was a matter of ruin to
many of the Islanders, chiefly those of Skye, where the weed
contained a much smaller proportion of the prectous salts, than
on other shores, such as those of Orkney, and where, con-
sequently, this manufacfure has been almost entirely given up.
The Orkney kelp is used in the manufacture of plate glass, and
fetches double the price of that made in the Hebrides, which is
only fit for soap. Within the last few years, the price of
kelp has fallen to 4/ per ton. In former times 6L was the
average, though it varied from 2/ to 20/ This high price was

1 Mr. Darwin evidently alludes to this circumstance in his Notes on St. Helena.
He says, ‘“ I was standing on the cdge of a plain, terminated by a great cliff of
about a thousand feet in depth, when, at the distance of a few yards to windward,
1 saw some tern struggling against a very strong breeze, whilst where I stood
the air was quite calm. Approaching close to the Lrink, where the current seemed
to be deflected upwards from the face of the cliff, I stretched out my arm, and
immediately felt the full force of the wind : an invisible barrier, two yards in
width, separated perfectly calm air from a strong blast.
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of short duration, and only continued during a sudden failure
in the supply of Spanish barilla. When you consider, with
what infinite labour and risk this crop is gathered, and that
every ton of kelp represents twenty-four tons of sea-weed, you
must allow that there is pretty stiff work for the money, and
that these kelp burners do not eat the bread of idleness.

Of all beautiful sandy shores, I know none to compare with
the golden beach of; Macnahanish Bay, where the broad firm
strand stretches for miles along the coast, making the pleasantest
drive that can well be imagined, close to the water’s edge, where
the sand is hard and firmn, and the rippling wavelets run up past
the horses’ feet, and retreat again, till you become giddy with
watching them, and are fain to look away across the mellow sea,
to where the sun is sinking behind the hills of Islay, and the
five blue peaks of Jura, endeared to you and to me by many
early associations with those who have now gone from us. This
drive along the sands being the shortest road to Tarbert, it is
not only on fine days that it proves tempting, and sometimes
the well-trained horses, who have never felt a whip, but work
gladly in obedience to their master’s kind voice, have a difficult
task to make their way, with blinding surf almost bewildering
them. : '

Once, only once, the beautiful shore proved treacherous. A
long line of shingle had been thrown up, by an unusually
violent tempest, and great beds of wrack lay between that and
the sea, till day by day fresh layers of saud were blown up, and
washed up, and it all looked smooth and firm as usual. But
underneath, the hidden weed lay rotting, and as we drove con-
fidently along, suddenly we found ourselves sinking lower and
lower into dangerous quicksands. The good steeds knew the
danger, and with violent effort dragged us out into the deeper
water; and so, got round the perilous bank, which stretched far
along the shore. Happily the sea was dead calm, or we should
have had a poor chance of escape, especially as we had tied the
children into the carriage with a series of intricate knots, to
prevent their jumping out to catch jelly fish, and such-like
treasures.

On the high ground overlooking thie bay lies the old Kirk-
yard of Kilkevan, where St. Coivin’s strange games at blind-
fold love were played. It is one of the most interesting of
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Ocean’s face, it seems such a constant emblem of the tossing
and unrest of life, that he cannot well put away the thousand
thoughts thus awakened, and as the murmurous echoes rise
and fall with the breeze, they seem to whisper the words of an
old song : —

¢ Like the wild ceaseless motion,
Of the deep heaving wave,
Is our heart’s restless beating,
From our birth to our grave.
Toss’d by strong stormy passions,
On the swift wind we flee,
Till life's bark reach the haven
Where is no more sea.”




CHAPTER 1I
THE INNER HEBRIDES.

““The Isles, where dewy morning weaves
Her chaplet with the tints that twilight leaves ;
Where late the sun, scarce vanished from the sight,
And his bright pathway graced the short-lived night.”

Reat Argyleshire rain! Drenching, pouring, soaking, pitiless
rain! How it did rain! After such a spell of sunshine, why
should it have chosen this very morning to begin this cruel work
just as we started for a forty-six mile drive, first across the hills
to Campbeltown, and thence to Tarbert, along a coast whose
beauty we had already proved, and with which we had vainly
hoped to refresh our memories? Ourconveyance was the lum-
bering old coach which still runs between Campbeltown and
Tarbert, and it was suggested that we should go inside; but,
thinking the remedy worse than the disease, we preferred testing
our good and trusty waterproofs; a panoply without which they
would be rash indeed who Wqu’d’wenture to set foot in the
dominions of His Hieland Glory, the great MacCailian Mor,
and brave his lawless rain.

It was some consolation that the worthies at the various
stages, for once, allowed that it was something more than a “fine
saft day,” and condescended to take refuge under their own
roofs, and leave drowned understrappers to do all the work;
while good John, our gentle Jehu, whose aversion to the whip
was as great as that of our host at Losset, soothed and coaxed
obedience out of the most unpromising quadrupeds. “ Steady,
my wee pet,” to a great raw-boned brute;with a wicked eye.
“ Noo, my bonnie lassie,” to a long-legged, clumsy old cow. A
very master in the art of kindly flattery, is this master of the
ribbons. '
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As we drove along the coast, we had a farewell peep of the
little Isle of Gigah, the buriul-place of the Macneils, a meet
Liaven for these turbulent island lords, with the wildest sea-waves
for ever guarding their rest. On several of the old tombs we can
still trace the rudely-carved two-handed sword, half hidden Ly
a coating of warm dark moss. Some relics, too, there are, of
yvet more ancient days. Great cairns near which stand tall
rough monoliths, once, doubtless, susresting names that in their
day were deecmed immortal, but of which all tradition has long
since been lost. At one place there is a group of three such old
cairns, and one great monolith, which has Tieen carved into the
semblance of a cross, by some zealous Christian of old. Near
this is a well, which the Macneils of yore had only to stir,
if they were wind-bound, and straightway a favourable gale
arose, to speed them on their course. A little further to sea
lies the low shore of Islay, so called from Ylz or Eila, a Danish
princess, whose grave near the bay of Knock is still marked by .
two large upright stones.

Here, too, on the Lrink of the river Laggan, “ Brian of Ila”
was buried, standing upright, and holding in his hand a spear,
such as that which he used to dart at the salmon. The ruling
passion, you see, was strong in death. In Islay, beside Loch
Finlagan, one (or more) of the old Lords of the Isles held his
court ; and standing on a big stone seven feet square, received
the homage of all his vassals, a ceremony graced by the sanction
of the Church; “ for,” says the old chronicle, “the Bishop of
Argyle and seven priests did anoint and crown him king of the
Isles, placing his father’s sword in his hand, whereupon he swore
to protect the Islesmen, and do justice to all his subjects.”

It is curious to hote the strange quibble by which this penin-
sula of Cantyre came to be included among the Hebrides. A very
narrow neck of land, such as that which connects this with the
mainland, is generally called Tarbat or Tarbert, from two old
words : Zarruing, to draw, end Bata, a boat; because in some
cascs it saved both time and trouble to drag the boats across the
isthmus, rather than sail round the land. This was especially true
of the Mull of Cantyre, whose difficult navigation and fearful
storms were so dreaded, that vessels of nine or ten tons were
frequently drawn by horses out of the west loch to that on the
east (a distance of barely a mile), thus avoiding the long and
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dangerous sail all round the peninsula. This fact was taken
advantage of by the Norwegian king, Magnus, “the barefoot
king,” when Donald-Bane of Scotland was forced to cede to him
the Western Isles, including all placesthat could be surrounded in
¢ boat. Piacing himself in the stern of a boat, he held the
rudder, was drawn over this narrow track, and thus took posses-
sion of the Mull.

Well, it poured without intermission till we reached Tarbert,
where there still remain the ruins of a castle built by the Bruce.
Thence we took the steamer to Lochgilphead, where a smaller
steamboat was waiting to take us through the Crinan Canal,and
we sat on the deck to catch a glimpse of old Duntroon Castle,
but it Jooked grey and cold and wet, and not a bit like the same
place where we used to sail, or row, or scramble in the sunny
summer evenings. At Crinan we again changed steamers, and
still the rain poured on: “It was never weary.” We knew that
on our left lay the Islands of Scarba and Jura, between which
rush the mighty tides which swirl and roar round a hidden reef
in mid channel, whence shelving rocks on every side project far
under the water, and so create the whirlpool of Corrievreckan,
“The cauldron of the foaming tide,” which boils and ferments
a3 the impetuous currents meet, till the waves are heaped up
like pyramids, which. break and spout in dashing spray.
Sometimes this wild ferment makes the whole sea white with
foan), and then the people say that. the Caillach (the old hag)
has put on Ler kerchief, and any ship rash enough to approach
would meet its certain doom.

The legend of these tumultuous waters tells that the word
Bhreacan (Corrie-Bhreacan), which some have translated as
“foaming stream,” was really the name of a brave young
Danish prince, who loved a daughter of the Lord of the Isles,
and desired to woo and win her. Her father did not favour
his suit, yet, not willing to offend the King of Lochlin, he
answered craftily that the prince should indeed have his daugh-
ter providing he would prove his courage and his skill as a
seaman, by anchoring his galley for three days and three nights
in the dread whirlpool. The young prince, nothing daunted,
returned to Lochlin to consult with his wise men as to the best
means of safety. They bade him take three cables,—one of
Liemp, one of wool, and one of woman's hair. The hempen
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cable and the woollen one were easy to find, but as to the third,
every hair of which must come from the head of a maiden of
spotless fame, it demanded such sacrifice as few damsels would
care to make. However, the prince was beloved, and the fame
of his beauty and of his brave deeds in love and war, had
reached the bower of many a Danish maid. So the daughters
of the land cut off their long fair locks, and a cable was woven
thereof, which should resist the mightiest tempest that ever raged
in that seething cauldron. Then the prince returned to the
father of his love and announced his readiness to do his
will. He anchored in the whirlpool. The first day the
hempen cable broke. The second day the woollen one parted.
The third day came, and the gift of the maidens of Lochlin
still held its ground. The young prince was full of gladness,
for his triumph seemed nigh at hand. But alas! for that
law which makes the strength of the mightiest cable equal
only to its weakest link. There was one fair tress binding
him to the anchor of his hope which had been shorn from
the head of one whose fame was no longer without blemish,
So the resistless might of unspotted purity was not there
to bind the raging waters, and the last rope parted, and the
ship was sucked down in the mad whirling vortex, down, down;
down, to the unfathomable depths of ocean. But the body of
the prince was brought to land by his faithful dog, and
dragged to a cave that bears his name, where a little cairn still
marks the spot where Bhreacan was buried. The dog returned
to the water, doubtless seeking some other friend, and he perished
in a lesser whirlpool between the Isles of Scarba and Lunga,
and that Sound is still known as the Grey Dog’s Slap. :
- To the north-west of Scarba lies the little island of Elachnave,
where there remain traces of some of the very earliest monastic
buildings, situated near an ancient cemetery of the roughest sea-
stones, one of which bears a rudely graven cross; there are
also two beehive cells of slate, covered with grass, perhaps the
humble homes of holy men of old.

. All this time we were passing through scenery which we
believed to be bewilderingly lovely, if we could but have seen it,
instead of the sheets of grey rain, which poured down incessantly
from the heavy clouds. But towards evening, as we neared
Qban, the quiet little harbour, as its name implies, the dark
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storm drifted away, and the sun shone forth in penitent beauty,
changing the whole fiace of nature. Instead of earth, sea, and
sky being all of one leaden hue, the scene was now flooded with
tender rainbow-coloured light ; fairy islands in the fardistance
seeme to float ethereally on the opal-tinted sea, and the great
hills of Mull appeared as if rising from the waves, like some
pale spirit, faintly visible through the tremulous evening light.

Just beyond the town rises the stern old Castle of Dunolly,
perched on a grey projecting craig, which, rising abruptly from
the shore, commands the harbour on either side ; a strong tower
of defence in olden days, and one which no foeman’s galley
could approach unseen. Now a picturesque garden nestles
round the base of the craig, adding gem-like touches of colour to
the flush of heather which lies in every cranny of the grey rock,
while a background of green and gold foliage serves as a rich
setting to the whole. Near the base of the cliff one huge rock
boulder stands upright, as if placed there by some giant hand.
This is known as the Dog’s Stone, for here it was that F_ngal
was wont to tie his faithful dog Bran in ages long before Mac-
dougals or Campbells had taken possession of the land. You
know this grim old fortress of Dunolly was the eerie where tha
Macdougals of Lorn, eagle like, built their nest overhanging
the waves. They were lineal descendants of the first Doungal,
Lord of the Isles, son of the great Somerled, whose place of
burial we noted at Saddell. The old castle is now in ruins, later
generations having preferred to build themselves a modern home
in a more sheltered nook, where, among other family treasures,
they still retain the far-famed brooch of Lorn, snatched from the
Bruce by their ancestor John of ILorn. '

Resolved to make the most of so beautiful an evening, we
wandered along the shore in the direction of Gallanach, by far
the most lovely, and yet the least frequented road in the neigh-
bourhood of Oban, winding beneath grey crags, close to the sea ;
and disclosing at every turn some fresh vision of beauty ;
dreamy isles or the nearer mainland.

The dewy freshness of a sweet spring morning tempted us
forth betimes, to explore another fine old ruin, the Castle of
Dunstaffnage, a far more imposing mass of building than
Dunolly, though lacking the grandeur of its rocky ramparts.
But the low grassy shore on which it stands is washed sall
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round by the blue sea-loch, so that at high tide it is in fact
an island, and the waters, coming close in shore, serve as a
mirror to reflect the grey weather-beaten fortress, only render-
ing its image in mellower tones than the stern walls ever
wear in reality. Nor is its beauty lessened when the reced-
ing waters expose the dark rocks fringed with golden sea-
weed,—rocks on which you may sometimes surprise a whole
family of seals basking in the warm sunshine,—a grey old
grandmother surrounded by her children and grandchildren,
the latter dark in colour as the dry wrack on which they
liec. They will slip shyly into the water at your approach,
but perhaps you may wile them back with some plaintive
song, for they have keen ears for music, and will brave even
the dreaded human presence for the sake of some favourite
melody. Often, while sailing on this very loch, we have tested
this curious fact, and watched the black shining heads appearing
from time to time, as these music-loving creatures swam in the
wake of our galley, attracted by the sound of songs, or of old
Scotch tunes played on an accordian. Talking of “grey old
orandmothers,” 1 remewmber one patriarchal seal, who in her
old age had turned so siivery white that as she lay on the rocks
close in shore, we all with one accord agreed that it must be a
sheep which had fallen from the cliffs overhead. As we sailed
nearer, the likencss seemed to increase, even to the experienced
eyes of our older sportsmen; so we determined to put off a boat
and rescue the poor sufferer who lay so still and motionless, only
from time to time turning her head uneasily at our approach.
It was not till we were within easy shot (a shot which, of
course, was never fired) that the old lady condescended to lift
herself up, and, looking down on us in calm surprise, plunged
into the cool clear waves, leaving the invaders very much asto-
nished at their own lack of discrimination.

In a cool shady glade, a stone’s throw from the castle, stands
a ruined chapel, ivy-clad, where many a carved stone tellsof the
sleeper®who have here found so calm a resting place after life’s
turmoil—a lonely spot, seldom trodden by human foot, but
hannted hy white-winged sea-birds that float spirit-like in mid
air, sometimes alighting on the hallowed ground, and peering
about inquisilively, as they walk solemnly over tombs of
Vikingr and Chiefs of oll. Apart from the exceeding natural
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beauty which lends such a charm to all this coast, there is the
special interest of countless old legends, which connect not only
these grey ruins, but all the country round, with the successive
holders of the soil,—those divers races who by turns have
swept over the land, each leaving their little mark behind them
The very name of this district—DBeregonium—falls strangely on
the ear, accustomed rather to the sound of Celtic or ot Norse
than to such classic old Latin, and reminds us of the days when
Roman invaders, having driven out the earlier settlers, seem to
have recognised the importance of this position as a key alike to
the Hebrides and the western coast. Here, in the massive head-
land (which, jutting into the sea, commands both plain and
ocean), they found a position so strongly fortified by Nature’s
ramparts of rugged rock, as to require but small aid from human
skill to convert it into an impregnable encampment.

Of the original inhabitants, little is of course known, but this
spot is believed to have been one of the principal settlements
of the Dalriads, if not the capital of their kingdom. Certain
it is, that many of the oldest legends of Ossian cluster round
this immediate neighbourhood, where Fingal is said to have
held his court and shared with his warriors in wild feasts and
frays. '

From Dunstaffnage we overlook a desolate tract of wide flat
moorland, known as Loch Nell Moss, lying between the blue
waters of Loch Etive and the broad Atlantic. Here various
traces have recently been discovered of the homes and graves of
our Pagan ancestors, suggesting dim and shadowy visions of their
life in far remote ages. Half way across the Moss rises a large
cairn, built of rounded water-worn stoues, and surrounded by
stunted trees. This has recently been excavated ; and in the
heart of the tumulus were found two megalithic chambers, con-
taining human remains and urns. Also divers white quartz
. stones, such as various Pagan nations were wont to bury with
their dead, apparently as emblems of purity and indestructibility,
thus possibly conveying some idea of immortality and of sin
forgiven or cancelled, as when the Greeks of old symbolized a
release from some obligation by the giving or receiving of a white
stone,—a custom probably alluded to in the book of Revelations
in the promise “To him that overcometh . . . . I will give a
white stone, and in the stonec a new name written.” Or the
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allusion may have been'to the ancient form of ballot, when the

favoured candidate was known by the number of white stones

which fell to his share. In the present instance, the white

stones were arranged in pairs, on a ledge of rock projecting

above the urns, a single stone being placed at each end of this
double row ; another single white pebble was found inside one
€ the urns.

A considerable number of similar pebbles of white quartz
have recently been discovered in various old British tombs on
the Isle of Cambrae, as also within the Sacred Circle on the Isle
of Man; a circle, by the way, which from time immemorial
has been held in such reverence, that to this day the Parliament
of the island is therc convened. These pebbles were also found
in most of the old toinbs recently excavated in the neighbourhood
of Dundee, in fact so frequent was their presence, that it was
common for the workmen employed in excavating to exclaim,
“ Here are the two stones! now we will get the bones.” Rock
crystal is sometimes found in lieu of the white quartz.

As a curious trace of a similar custom in a far distant land
I may mention that Dr. W, F. Cuming tells me that he found
several graves thus strewed with white pebbles near the temple
of Deir, the capital of Nubia, above the second Cataract of the
Nile. A kindred coincidence (bearing on the religious and
funereal rites of our ancestors) is, that in several tumuli, at
Dundee, Inverary, Letcombe Castle in Berks, and Maiden Castle
near Weymouth, there have been found conical stones of white
quartz, each in connection with human remains, and precisely
similar to those found in the excavations at Nineveh which are
now to be seen in the British Museum, the only difference being
that the latter are covered with inscriptions, and representatious
of serpents and of the sun and moon.

Turning from these dwellings of the dead to the sunny shores
of Loch Etive, we next come on traces of a lake village, of con-
siderable size, and in fair preservation. Here, on removing
accumulations of peat-moss, which would seem to have been
the growth of twenty, or perhaps thirty centuries, a series of
oval palings weré found, still surrounded by wooden stakes,
which doubtless once supported comical thatched roofs, like
those dwellings of the old Gauls described by Strabo as circular,
with lofty tapering roofs of straw. However suggestive to the
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initiated are these slight remains of the homes of their ances-
tors, they offer small attraction to the general public, compared
with the hints of the ancestral worship recently discqvered in
Glen Feochan in the rival district of Loch Nell, which, though
bearing the same name as the Moss aforesaid, lies about three
miles on the other side of Oban.

Here lies a huge serpent-shaped mound, the-very existence of
which, strange to say, was utterly unknown to the scientific
world till dizcovered by Mr. Phené, and by him revealed to the
Antiquarian Society in the summer of 1871. Being in Oban
soun afterwards, we lost no time in setting forth in search of the
monster. Half an hour’s drive brought us to the shores of Loch
Nell, beyond which Ben Cruachan proudly rears her triple
crest, standing in dark relief against the delicate white vapours
vhich cling to her so lovingly, sometimes veiling, sometimes
crowning, this stately queen, as they float around her with
ceaseless motion. '

The carriage-road winds along the shore, and through broken
hummocky ground, in some places clothed with grass, in others
with heather and bracken ; and, but for the presence of one of
the few initiated who had fortunately accompanied us, we
should assuredly have passed close below the heathery mound
which forms the Serpent’s tail (in fact, the road has been cut
right across the tip of it), without ever suspecting that it differed
from the surrounding moorland. In short, we should have been
no wiser than our forefathers, who for centuries have passed
and repassed along the same beaten track, whence only an occa-
sional sportsman or shepherd has had occasion to diverge, It
does seem strange, however, that not one of these, looking down
from the higher ground to westward, should ever have called
attention to so remarkable a form, and one, moreover, which
rises 8o conspicuously from the flat grassy plain, which stretches
for some distance on either side, with scarcely an undulation
save two artificial circular mounds, in one of which lie several
large stones forming a cromlech. These circles are situated a
short distance to the south, to the right of the Serpent, but too
far to be shown in the sketch.

Finding ourselves thus unconsciously in the very presence of
the Great Dragon, we hastened to improve our acquaintance, and
in a couple of minutes had scrambled on to the ridge which
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forms his back-bone, and thence perceived that we were standing
on an artificial mound three hundred feet in length, forming a
duuble curve like a huge letter S, and wonderfully perfect in ana-
tomical outline. This we perceived the more perfectly on reach-
ing the head, which lies at the western end, whence diverge
small ridges, which may have represented the paws of the
reptile.  On the head rests a circle of stones, supposed to be
emblematic of the solar dise, and exactly corresponding with the
solar circle as represented on the head of the mystic serpents of
Egypt and Pha:nicia, and in the great American Serpent Mound.
At the time of Mr. Phené’s first visit to this spot there still
yemained in the centre of this circle some traces of an altar,
{vhich, thanks to the deprcdations of cattle and herd-boys, have
singe wholly disappeared. The people of the neighbourhood
have an old tradition that in remote ages this was a place
of public execution, and, from various analogies in the customns
of other nations, it seems likely enough that this was the case,
and that this wild glen may have been to many the valley of
the shadow of death, whether their lives were taken judicially
or offered in sacrifice.

The circle was excavated on the 12th October, 1871, and
within it were found three large stones, forming a chamber,
which contained burnt human bones, charcoal, and charred hazcl-
nuts. Surely the spirits of our Pagan ancestors must rejoice
to see how faithfully we, their descendants, continue to burn
our hazel-nuts on Hallowe’en, their old autumnal Fire Festival,
though our modern divination is practised only with reference
to such a trivial matter as the faith of sweethearts! A flint
instrument was also found, beautifully and minutely serrated at
the edge ; nevertheless, it was at once evident, on opening the
cairn, that the place had already been ransacked, probably in

.sceret, by treasure-seekers, as there is no tradition of any exca-
vation for scientific purposes having ever been made here.

On the removal of the peat-moss and heather from the r:dge
of the serpent’s back, it was found that the whole length of the
spine was carefully constructed with regularly and symmetrically
placed stones, at such an angle as to. throw oft rain ; an adjust-
ment to which we doubtless owe the premervation, or at least
the perfection, of this most remarkable relic. To those who
know how slow is the growth of peat-moss, even in damp and
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undrained places, the depth to which it has here attained,
though in a dry and thoroughly exposed situation and raised
frour seventeen to twenty feet above the level of the surrounding
moss, tells of many a long century of silent undisturbed growth,
since the days when the Serpent’s spine was the well-worn path
daily trodden by reverent feet. The spine is, in fact, a long
narrow causeway, made of large stones, set like the vertebra of
some huge animnal. They form a ridge sloping off in an angle
at each side, which is continued downwards with an arronge-
ment of smaller stoues, suggestive of ribs. The mound has
been formed in snch a position that the worshipper standing at
the altar would naturally look eastward, dircetly along the whole
Tength of the great reptile, and across the dark lake, to the
triple peaks of Ben Cruachan. This position must have been
carefully selecied, as from no other point are the three peaks
visible.

This reverence for some Triune object, whether a triple-pointed
hill, the junction of three rivers, or the ueighbourhvod of
three lakes, seems to have been a marked characteristic of almost
every ancient faith. It was some such dim conception of the
worship due to an adorable Trinity in Unity which led to the
almost universal adoption of some sacred triple symbol, such
as the trident of Neptune, which we find again, placed .on the
pinnacle of every temple of Siva, and carried in the hands of
his worshippers. It is daily painted on the forehead of every
worshipper of Vishnu, and even reappears as the wmystic sym-
bolic letter painted outside the Phylactery worn on Jewish
brows, albeit’ the. wearers have long since lost all clue to its
hidden meaning. Again, we find it in old drawings of Baby-
lonish priests, who bear it in their hands ; and it has been shown
that not only was this symbol held in deepest and most
mysterious reverence in the temple of Apollo at Delphi, but
also that the far-famed idol Juggernaut, representing the samdb
sun-god, is, when undressed, and shorn of its gorgeous raiment,
simply a triple symbol with a head rudely engraven on the
central limb, for the adoration of the vulgar uninitiated. The
idea is further carried out by the fact that the great Juggernaut
is only one of a grogp of three great idols, his brother and sister
dividing with him the homage of the people. All these three
were, so runs the legend, miraculously fashioned by Vishnu
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himself fromn one divine log of timber. His brother is also
endowed with stumyps for arms, so that he also is a triple symbol;
but the sister is merely a rough block of wood, with a head
carved thereon.

In truth, this doctrine enters largely into the faith of Hindoo-
stan, where the worship of the Trimurti, or three principal gods
united in one perfect Being, forms the key-stone of Brahminism.
Moreover, we know that the faithful Hindoos who crowd in such
countless multitudes to bathe at Allahabad, are drawn thither
vot merely by the sanctity of the junction of the two great
1ivers visible to human eye, but by their firm belief that a third
and more holy river of life-giving water liere pours its stream
invisibly into the bosom of the Ganges. Terhaps the most
singular instauce of reverence for a mystic triple number is to
be found where we would least expect it, namnely, among the
Buddhists; in whose solemn and very auncient service for the
ordination of priests, each question and answer, each sacred
vow and declaration of faith, must be repeated thrice. That
ordination service is said to have been used without alteration
for upwards of two thousand years, since the days when the
Sanchi Tope (mightiest of Buddhist relic shrines), was reared
by the immiediate followers of Buddha, and its gateways crowned
with the mysterious triple symbol! Even in the decorations
of modern Buddhist temples I have often Leen struck with the
recurrence of the threefold number, bLoth in the grouping of
sacred lotus blossoms, and that of saintly figures, sometimes
seated on the clouds,—decorations generally copied with monkey-
like imitation from aucient temples, by modern priests, ignorant
of all bidden meaning in the work of their predecessors.

The ancient Egyptians likewise believed the Spirit of Good
to be threefold; hence on Theban monuments the gods are
shown in groups of three. Sometimes Osiris, Isis, and their son
"Horus, are thus grouped ; sometimes in place of Osiris we find
Neplithys, sister of Isis. These are also represented by the
figure of a triangle. . . . Thus too, I am told (though I know
not on what authority), that the Persians of old were wont to
1everence the threefold leaves of the shamrock, as symbolic of a
Divine Triad, to whom this plant was consecrated by the sons
of Iran for many long centuries ere St. Patrick made use of the

! Sce the beautiful cast of this gateway in the Kensington Museum.
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same green leaf to exemplify the same mystery to the sons of
Frin—a leaf, moreover, to which they already attached some
mysterious meaning, regarding it as a certain charm against
serpents and all venomous reptiles.?

In like manner, the Druids (those Ghebres of the West), who
venerated the sacred mistletoe by reason of its mystic triple
branches and triple clusters of white berries, were not likely to
overlook so mighty an embodiment of the same symbol as a
great mountain, with its threefold summit towering heavenward,
as if to draw thither the eyes and hearts of a race who were
careful to consecrate all such natural types in their worship of
Nature’s Gob.

It was a knowledge of this tendency that first led Mr. Phené
to examine minutely all the least trodden glens in the neigh-
bourhood of any such natural features, as for instance round the
Eildon and Aran hills, secking for traces which should mark
the spot as sacred; and in each case, among other so-called
Druidic remains, he bas found just such mounds of reptile form
as he was in search of, none however so remarkable as this
strange old Serpent, which for so many centuaries has lain here
undisturbed, as if guarding the valley. All of these are more or
less akin to the reptile mounds discovered in Ohio and Wiscon-
sin by Messrs. Squier and Lapham, always in counnection with
sacrificial or sepulchral remaius. One of these in particular is
of an unmistakeably serpentine form; and the position of the
altar in the circle or oval at the head of the Serpent is identical
with that of this Argyleshire mound, the head in each case lying
towards the west. The American mound is, however, on a larger
scale than its Scotch cousin, being altogether a thousand feet
long. It points towards three rivers, thus indicating the rever-
ence for the triple symbol, —another instance of which occurs on
the hill known as Lapham’s Peak, on whose lofty summit three
artificial mounds were found, carefully constructed of stone and
earth,—materials which must have been transported thither with
very great labour.

Whatever may have been the origin of these huge serpent-
shaped mounds, their existence seems to suggest a clue to the

! The virtue ‘of the shamrock, as a charm against the stings of snakes and
scorpions, has also been recorded by Pliny, who declares that the serpent is never
seen on trefoil.
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weaning of various ancient legends concerning enormous ser-
pents which covered acres of land ; the very fact of their dimen-
sions being given in terms of land-measurement seeming to
imply that the writers merely alluded in poctic terms to Ophite
or Dracontic temples where these symbols were worshipped.
Thus we hear of dragons in Mauritania so great that they were
covered with grass. Alexander ithe Great was taken to see a
sacred dragon five acres in extent, lying in a low valley, sur-
rounded by a high wall: to this dragon the Indians offered
sacrifices of flocks and herds. Strabo mentions two such
dragons in India, one measuring eighty cubits in length, the
other a hundred and forty. And on the plains of Syria, near
the land of snake-adoring Hivites, lay a serpent about an acre
in length, of such bulk that two Lorsemen riding on either side
could not see each other, while its mouth was so great that a
man might ride in thereat—an experiment not likely to be
tried were the reptile a living creature !

But all these are dwarfed by the leguldary Dragon of Damas-
cus, which is described as a serpent covering fifty acres of land !
a description which Bryant interprets as including a grove and
garden round the Ophite temple. He also quotes Ovid’s ac-
count of the serpent Pythion as covering several acres, alluding
surely, not to the serpent itself, but to that temple of Delphi
which Apollo built with great stones on the spot where he had
slain the Python—a temple which Stukely infers to have been
similar to our own great temple of Avebury or Aubury in Wilt-
shire, z.¢. a circle whence started two wavy serpentiue avenues,
forming the Ophite symbol; and although his theories on this
subject are now commonly held in ridicule, it should at least
be remembered that the form was far more perfect in his day
(1723) than it now is, many great stones having been broken
up Ly farmers in his time, and the work of destruction still
continuing mercilessly when Deane wrote in 1830.

The same ridicule also attuches to tlose who claim the
marvellous temple of Carnac in Brittany as an instance of
serpentine form, and who iry to show that these huge mono-
liths are arranged in a sinuous course, so as to describe the
figure of a monstrous snake, so vast, indeed, that its windings
are eight miles in length and must have originally been marked
by ten thousand stones, many of those still standing being
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upwurds of fifteen feet high, while one measures forty-two fect
in circumference. In support of this theory, these Ophite
antiquarians tell us that the peasants of the neighbourhood
have an annual dance at the Carnival, which exactly describes -
the symbol of the Sun and Serpent. They also say that Carnac
is derived from two words meaning fire and snake, hac being
the old Celtic name for the serpent. In confirmation of this,
we are_reminded that the common name for snakes in some
parts of England is to this day hag-worms. Hence the name
hag to describe an old witch, supposed to have derived super-
natural knowledge from her familiar spirits—perhaps originally
a snake-priestess. The same word occurs in the Hakpen hilis
in Wiltshire, and is interpreted as meaning ‘serpent’s head,
being the place where the serpentine avenue of Aubury termi-
nates. The latter name is brought forward as evidence, and
shown to be derived from aud and wr, meaning ‘serpent’ and
‘light ;’ thus exactly describing the worshipful Sun-Serpent !

It certainly is a fact worthy of notice, that wherever—i:r
Europe, Asia, Africa, and America—names occur combining the
syllables Ob and On (the Serpent and Sun deities of Egypt and
Phceenicia), there these forms of worship can be proved to have
once prevailed ; and so it has been suggested as not impossible,
that just as the Israelites called the first place where they
encamped, after the upraising of the bLrazen serpent Oboth, the
race who built the serpentine mound, terminating in a solar
cirele, and who doubtless were settlers from some eastern land, .
may have given the name of Ob On, or Oban, to the nearest -
town. ’

But whatever disputes may arise concerning these vague deri-
vations, and the still more vague forms, of the old temples of
which we have been speaking, there can be no doubt whatever
of the clearly-defined outlines of the great mound now before
us; though, whether its serpentine {or rather Saurian) form is
to be accepted as any direct proof of serpent-worship in this
land, or whether it was simply reverenced as the representative
of some tribe (a Totem, in short, of some extinct British race
answering to the Nagas, or snake tribes, of the East), will
doubtless prove a fertile subject for discussion for many years
to come. Certainly we know that the worship of the serpent
and of the serpent’s egg, by the Druids, is a matter of history ;

o’
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and we are told that they were wont to place live serpents, as
symbols, at the foot of the altar during the time of sacrifice, a
custom common to almost every ancient nation. In Greece
and Rome, Eaypt and Chaldea, Arabia and Central Asia, in
China and Thibet, throughout the whole Indian empire from
Cachmere to Cape Comorin, in Ceylon and multitudinous other
isles, in Mexico and Peru, as well as throughout the whole of
Africa, the same extraordinary worship is shown to have pre-
vailed. Passing northward, we find it in Scythia and Scandi-
navia, as also among vast tribes ncar the Oural mountains and
throughout Northern Europe, notably among the tribes on the
Ob or Obi river, which is said to have derived its name from
the reverence in which this reptile was held. The ancient
Muscovites and the people of Poland worshipped domestic
gerpents, which glided at large in every home and were reve-
1ently tended, all misfortunes being attributed to some negli-
gence in their service. This continued till the end of the
fourteenth century, when the last heathen duke of Lithuania
received Christian baptismn. The people of Lapland, the Fins,
Norwegians, Swedes, and Danes, all cherished these household
gods, which shared the children’s milk! ‘The Vandals also kept
domestic snakes; some lived in hollow trees, and the women
went thither to pray, carrying offerings of milk, as many do at
the present dgy in Indie and Ceylon. The Lombards continued
to worship a golden viper and a tree long after they were pro-
fessedly Christian. It was not till A.p. 663 that Barbatus,
Bishop of Benevento, finding this custom still prevalent, per-
suaded them to cut down the tree, and allow him to melt the
golden viper, and make thereof a sacramental chalice.

Deane quotes a curious proof of the homage which was still
paid to the serpent symbol by the semi-Christianized people of
Constantinople so late as the seventeenth century. It seems
that Constantine had brought thither the celebrated serpentine
column, or conical tripod, from Delphi, whereon the Pythian
priestess sat when delivering her oracles. This column was
a triple-headed serpent of brass. “ When Mahomet IL., the
Turkish conqueror of Constantinople, entered the city and
beheld this object, he inquired ‘What idol is that?’ at the
same time hurling his iron mace with such force that he
knocked off the lower jaw of one of the serpent-heads. Upon
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this, immediately, a great number of serpents began to be seen
in the city ; whereupon the people besought him to leave that
image alone, as only through its power no other serpents could
molest them. Wherefore that column remains to this day.
And although, in consequence of the lower jaw of the brazen
serpent being struck off, some serpents do come into the city,
yet they do no harm to-anyone!”!

The ancient Serpent Temples of Cambodia with their many-
headed snakes, and the temples and rock sculptures of India
and Ceylon, showing the hooded cobra rising as a canopy above
so many of the gods and overshadowing even the pure and
perfect Buddha, tells how this worship was gradually idealized.
Strange, indeed, it is to trace how the creature which to us is
the very type of all things evil, should there have been recog-
nized as the embodiment of good, and to find thousands and
tens of thousands of sculptures of that seven-headed snake, which
to its worshippers symbolized their ideal of that Sevenfold
Spirit of Wisdom, Whom Christians adore! For thus in my-
thology the serpent has ever filled a double part; sometimes
appearing as a meet emblem of the wisdom of Gob, sometimes
as the type of the subtlety of the Arch Fiend,—one day
exalted (as with the Ophites of Alexandria) to a place of
- honour even upon the Christian altar; the next hurled down
to the nethermost hell, as when the ancient Scangdinavians gang
of the dark shore where the sinful dead found themselves in a
dread chilling abode, formed entirely of serpents, twined and
intertwined, fold within fold, like wattled wicker-work. And
all the serpents’ heads were turned inwards toward that vast
and terrible cavern, continually vomiting forth floods of venom,
wherein writhed these wretched ones in their hopeless anguish.
We know that the Chaldeans, like the Chinese, worshipped a
winged dragon as the Being excelling in wisdom; and the
Mexicaus adored a mighty feathered snake, as well as the great
serpent which symbolized the life-giving sun.

This divine feathered serpent, who was born of a daughter of
Earth, was the great lawgiver and civilizer who taught the
Mexicans, not religion only, but also agriculture and the use
of metals; and when he had finished his mission on earth he

! Annales Turcici, by Leunclavius.
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departed, promising to return. Therefore when the Spaniards
arrived in Mexico their coming was hailed as that of the
returning god. In the Mexican mythology, as in those of
Egypt and Greece, the Serpent appears as emblematic of so
many divers gods, that he is evidently considered a symbol of
the intrinsic divinity common to them all. Nor was his wor-
saip only symbolic. Both in Mexico and Peru there were
ureat snake temples, where the living creature was adored and
received offerings of human victims. The entrance to the
temples was guarded by huge serpent idols, while the sacred
drums whereby the worshippers were summoned were covered
with skins of large serpents, and the gods within the temples
were all entwined with serpents.

A cast of one of their idols was brought to this country—the
figure being partly human, while the hands and arms are rattle-
snakes ; and the drapery is entirely composed of wreathed rattle-
snakes woven into what the Mexicans called a garment of
snakes. Tt is to be hoped that this deadly species was not
included umong the tame serpents which glided at large in
every home as household gods! Some of the Mexican sculp-
tures show human beings conversing with the serpent, while
others show a conflict between them, the victor being some-
times a man, sometimes a god; in one, the god is cutting off
a dragon’s head, but not till the dragon has bitten off his foot
at the heel.

The Spaniards recorded very similar forms of worship in
Peru, where in one temple they saw a vast image of a serpent
of divers metals, with his tail in his mouth, to which annual
human sacrifice was offered. At another temple they were told
how ‘the devil did speak visibly, the medium of his oracles
being a spotted snake. The Auztecs, like the Hindoos, reve-
renced the serpent biting his own tail as the emblem of eternity
—the symbol of time ever revolving on itself and returning
into itself. They also held the casting of the serpent skin as
symbolic of an ever-renewed youth and springtide.

To give the names of the gods to whom the symbolic serpent
was held sacred would be to enumerate wellnigh every deity in
the mythology of every ancient nation, this being the one only
characteristic common to all these faiths; a circumstance that
would be utterly unaccountable on any theory other than that
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- of some tradition common to all, such as that of the Serpent of
P’aradisc. It is easy to perceive how quickly the belief in Lis
supernatural wisdom would lead to his worship; and thus from
age to age the arch-enemy has kept up his character as serpent
tempter, inducing all mankind to yield abject veneration and
adoration to the repulsive reptile whose form he had once
assumed.

Of course, the earliest traces of this worship are to be looked
for in Chaldea ; and accordingly we find that in the great temple
in Babylon there were two very large serpents of silver. More-
over the people worshipped a great living dragon (or serpent, for
the two words are used promiscuously by old writers, as when,
in Beeotia, a dragon had laid waste the town of Thespi, and
Jupiter commanded that an annual human sacrifice should be
offered to the Serpent. Or again, in biblical langnage, we read in
the Revelations that “ The great dragon was cast out; that old
Serpent called the Devil, which deceiveth the whole world.”) In
ancient Persia both the good and the evil principle (Ormuzd
and Ahriman) were symbolized by serpents, which were repre-
sented contending for thé mundane egg. In Mesopotamia, in
Syria, in Ethiopia, they were likewise held in reverence, and it
is asserted by various writers that to this day both Arabs and
Hindoos eat the heart and liver of serpents, hoping thereby to
a:quire a knowledge of the language of animals. The same

. curious notion gave rise to the old Celtic legends concerning that
pure white serpent, which, if caught and boiled, would confer
the gift of omniscience on the first man who tasted this broth,
and who would moreover become the wisest of doctors.

Akin to this is the old Greek fable, telling how, when Meclam-
pus had saved the lives of two snakes they came to him as he
slept under an oak, and licked his ears, whereupon he was able
to understand the chirping of birds, and was gifted with
prophecy. The same gift of prophecy was bestowed when
serpents ¢ with their tongues cleansed the passages of the senses’
of sleepers in the temple of Apollo, and made them so sharp of
hearing that they could hearken to the counsel of the gods.
Others requited certain blind men who had done them service
by licking their eyes, and so bestowing on them sight far keener
than any human vision.

The primitive inhabitants of Canaan werc also snake-wor-
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shippers (indeed, their name, Hivite, is said to be equivalent to
the Greek Ophite). Hence, when the Hebrews intermarried with
these tribes, and served their gods, they in fact adopted this
worship, which accounts for the readiness with which veneration
for the brazen scrpent led to actual adoration and burning
incense thereto, so that Hezekiah was compelled to destroy it,
with other idols. Undoubtedly, faith in the supernatural know-
lege of the creature lingered in Palestine till much later days, as
we gather from the frequent allusions to consulting ¢ those that
have familiar spirits, an expression which should rather be
translated! ‘serpents,’ the word nsed (Obor Oub) being the same
as describes the serpent worshipped in Egypt. Passing on
thither, we find the same widespread superstition. That this
worship was coeval with that of the sun is shown by the
earliest Egyptian mythology, relating how Helius, the Sun-
god, married Ops, the Snake-goddess. Though peculiarly con-
secrated to three or four of the principal gods, there is scarcely
. one Egyptian deity which is not occasionally symbolized by the
serpent, and the living reptiles were adored in great temples at
Elephantina, Thebes, Alemndna Ounuphis, and Metele, where
they were fed with flour and honey by their appointed priests.

There is reason to believe that this strange worship still con-
trives to continue its existence in the land, in spite of the rigorous
Jaws of Mohammedanism. Bishop Pocock mentions having been
shown a cleft in a rock on the Nile, near Raigny, where the
great serpent Heredy is said to have dwelt since the days of
Mahomet. Against the rock is built a mosque, but the Bishop
noticed much blood, and the remains of beasts lately killed,
which clearly told their story of recent sacrifice to the Serpent.
He says the Christians have as great faith as the Mohammedans
in its power to cure all manner of diseases, and adds, that, once
a year, the women of the land go a pilgrimage to his shrine, to
seek his favour, as the Grecian women of old were wont to do to
their serpent gods.

In the mythology of Greece there is scarcely one fable in
which the serpent does not figure, nor one god which is not thus
symbolized. First we have Cadmus slaying his famous dragon,
and planting its teeth, which spring up as armed men, and build

1 In Acts xvi. 16, where we are told «f the Philippian damsel possessed of a
spirit of divination, the marg‘nal reading is ¢ Spirit of Python.’
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Thebes. Then Cadwus and his wife are themselves transformed
into serpents, and as such are adored by the people. Next comes
the founding of Athens by Cecrops, whose first care is to erect an
altar to Ops, the serpent-goddess.. One fable after another tells
how divers gods temporarily assumed the form of either a
dragon or a serpent for reasons of their own, generally in order
to win some maidep of earthly mould. Sometimes we find the
serpent entwining the helmet or the mystic staff of sage
Minerva ; then he figures inf the drunken revels of Bacchus and
Isis. Healthgiving Esculapius and his sister Hygeia are both .
invariably accompanied by serpents, sometimes coiled in the lap,
or drinking from-a chalice, sometimes carried on high like
the brazen serpent of the Israelites. Now we have Jupiter
taking the form of a “dragon” to deceive Proserpine. Then
Apollo, the sun-god, slays the Pythian serpent, and himself gives
oracles at Delphi, which were previously revealed by that creature
of supernatural wisdom, in whose honour solemn services were
held every seventh day.

The latter is & curious fact when taken in connection with the
existence of certain Greek sculptures, whereon the serpent is
shown entwined in the branches of a tree, with a woman stand-
ing by, and seems anotherlink connecting this worship with the
traditions of Eden. It occurs again in Orissa, where, at Sumbul-
pore, there lives, or did live a few years ago, a great and holy
serpent, seen by various European travellers, which came forth
from its cave every seventh day to devour a goat offered to it by
the people. Another of these sculptures! represents a man
kneeling near the woman, as if worshipping the serpent; while
on the other side old Charon approaches, leading Cerberus to
guard the tree. Live serpents were kept and honoured in the
dominions of all the Grecian gods. In Macedonia serpents of
largest growth were cherished as household gods, and were
the playfellows of the infant children. One was kept in the
Acropolis, and consecrated to Minerva, on the walls of whose
temples were sculptured Medusa’s heads, fair and beautiful, with
snake-entwined hair. There were sacred groves adjoining most
of the principal temples of Apollo, both in Greece and Italy,
where living serpents were attended by priestesses, and suffered
to glide about at their own sweet will, consuming honey-cakes,

1 Engraved by Fabretti, Inscript. Antiq.
VOL. I E
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delivering oracular responses to all comers, and occasionally
killing a priestess who, with heedless foot, chanced to molest one
of her slippery gods.

The husbandmen annually made solemn pilgrimages to these
temples, and offered propitiatory sacrifices to the serpents,
supplicating a good barvest. Tf the reptiles were pleased to
accept their offerings of cake and wine, the omen was hailed
with gladness. It would seem as if the original curse of the
ground and its produce for the serpent’s sake, had led to the
belief that he who had brought about such mischief still
exerted some mysterious influence, whereby he had power to
regulate the produce of the earth and her fruits. Hence the
Chariot of Ceres, goddess of agriculture, was drawn by serpents,
and throughout Hindoostan the serpent is to this day adored as
one of the Gram Deotas, or corn-gods, to whomn special sacrifice
is made at seed-time and harvest.

The head of the serpent has now been so far bruised that his
nominal adherents are comparatively few. Perhaps the most
curious instance of his open and avowed worship in the present
day, among a people professing high civilization, is to be found
among the Celestials, who, Buddhists though they be, cannot
allow so dangerous a power to remain unpropitiated. Their
edition of the old legend tells of a wicked serpent whose head
was crushed by a woman ; and in their temples they represent a
goddess in the act of crushing the reptile. But on the principle
of always conciliating evil, they offer sacrifices, not to the good
goddess, but to the wicked snake; and in the city of Canton
there is at least one temple where, in the very presence of
Buddha’s statues, is an altar whereon smoulder warm coals,
round which lies coiled a living serpent, which is daily fed and
worshipped by the people. Near him on the same raised altar
are placed certain sacred shrubs; so here we find the old tree
and serpent worship still lingering in the heart of this great
populous city.

But to see it in its glory we must turn to such purely uncivi-
lized savages as the Fiji Islanders, or the negroes of Dahomey, over
whom the serpent continues to hold sway, just as he probably
has done from the earliest ages. Bishop Crowther, writing from

one of the Niger Mission S tations, says that it is impossible to
" rear either goats, sheep, young pigs, or any sort of poultry, by
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reason of the multitude of cobras, which, being considered
sured by the Brass-men, must on no account be killed,
but are allowed to overrun the country and help themselves to
whalever they please! A still more curious reference to this
fact occurs in Britain’s treaty with the natives, made in Novem-
ber, 1856, which contains a clause stating that, owing to the
hindrance to trade, from white men having in their ignorance
killed certain species of boa constrictors which enter houses
and are considered sacred, and having thus excited the anger of
the Brass-men, “it is hereby forbidden to all British subjects to
harm or destroy any such snake, but they are required, on find-
ing the reptile on the premises, to give notice thereof to the
chief man in town, who is to come and remove it.” Just imag-
ine letting a boa constrictor disappear under your bed while
the authorities are providing an honorary escort for their god !

Allalong the western coast of Africa the serpent holds sway,
mnore especially in Congo and Whidah, where ‘the chief temple
is called “ The Serpent’s House.” Here a great retinue of
Priests and priestesses, subject to a high priest, await to inter-
pret the serpentine oracles to all anxious pilgrims. We are told
that these priestesses are called the daughters of God, and are
tattoced with serpentine figures. When Bosman visited these
tribes in 1697, he was duly impressed with the pomp and cere-
monial of the temples, but chiefly with the fanaticism of the
Wworshippers ; for, an Englishman having accidentally killed a
Snake, the people rose en masse, and massacred all white men on
wh°_m they could lay hands, after which they burned their

168 and their goods. Shortly afterwards a hog chanced to kill

8nother snake, whereupon a thousand armed Whidanese went
fqrth, 8word in hand, throughout the land, to slay every luckless
P'g they met! Their tradition of this ancient faith is that in
Temote days a sacred serpent came to them from some remote
lang, to claim their adoration, which was freely given. This old
Serpent still lives, and all his descendants are unspeakably holy.

bey combine this worship with that of tall trees and the
0. The custom is not peculiar to these tribes. It is the
%ommon practice of all the negro race in every emergency to
onsult an Qbi man or Obi woman, just as Saul in his troubles
Sol.lg_ht 2 woman full of “ Ob;” that is, possessed of a familiar
SpInit, o Serpent of wisdom.

E 2
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On the eastern coast the serpent holds a less prominent place,
and, as among the Zulus is simply reverenced as a probable
incarnation of their ancestral spirits, whom they do worship, and
in whose guardianship they have full confidence. Hence in
describing the good or evil that has befallen them, they attribute
it to the watchfulness or neglect of their snake; either they
suppose him to be sitting up wide awake, or else they mournfully
conclude that he is coiled up in deep sleep. The appearance
of certain snakes in their villages, more especially one beautiful
green variety, is hailed with joy ; sacrifices are offered to him,
and he is coaxed to stay there as a welcome guest. ,

In Cashmere the worship of the Naga was formerly so preva-
lent that in the time of Akbar, A.D. 1560, there were in that
kingdom forty-five temples devoted exclusively to his service,
while in seven hundred others were carved i<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>