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lona, Staffa, and Fingal's Cave.
BY THX EDITOR.

Tue south-western isles of Scotland
nresent some of the finest scenery and
most interesting associations of any
part of Great Britain.  The little
steamer Jona leaves the busy quay cf
the Broomiclaw at Glasgow, and glides
down the river Clyde, through the
crowded shipping from every land

whose quiot “God's-nere” sleeps the
dust of ' Highland Mary,” the object
of Burns’ purest and most fervent love,
and the subject ¢f his most tender and
touching ballad.

We enter now the winding channel

burned for long ages the beacon fire of
the Christian faith, when pagan dark-
ness enveloped all around.

Aumong the wild mouuntains of Done.
gal, in Ireland, early in the sixth
century, was born s child of royal race,

of the Kyles of Bute, the clifls rising | destined to become famous throughout
abruptly frow the sea, like n land- | the world as the Apostle of Christianity

locked Inle.

Crossing Loch Fyue, we | to Scotland, and the patron saint of

enter Crinan Canel, which saves a that land, till he was superseded by

detour of seventy miles around the St. Andrew.

which throng the busy port. On tho
B north shoro we pass the littlo haulet
B of Kilpatrick, the reputed birth-place
B cf the patron smint of Ircland.  Ac-
B cording to legend, the holy man was

f 10 beset, by the minions of Satan, that
Mbie fled in asmall boat to the Isle of
DWRR Gaints.  Satan, enraged at his escape,
B wized o huge boulder and flung it after
3 Ye fugitive.  1f you presume to doubt
K e story, you aro shown the identical
E:tone, Dumbarton Rock, crowned with
it loity castle, 560 fect in air. To
), Ioft is the Port of Greenock, in

FINGAL'S

Mull of Cantyre, and threading the
Jurn Sound, between magnificent cliffs
and crags, we glide into the benutiful
“White Bay " of Oban,

From Oban, n staunch little sea-
worthy steamer—for the passage is
often very rough—conveys one around
the rugged island of Mul), calling at
Tona’s holy isle, and at the mnrvellous
cave of Staffa.  The island of Tona—
Isle of the Waves, or Icolmkill, the
Isle of St. Columba’s cell--is very
small, only two miles and a half in
length, by one in breadth—but here

CAVE,

STAFFA,

Columba, who in his youth had a pas-
sion for borrowing from the convent
founded by St. Patrick, and copying
manuscripts of the Gospel and Psalms.
When grown to man’s estate, in fuliil-
ment of a vow. he became a missionary
to the pagan Picts and Scots. With
twelve companions, in  skin-covered
osicr hoats, he reachod Tona's loncly
isle, amid the surges of the melancholy
main.  Here ho reared his monasteries
of wattled huts; his chapel, refectory,
cow byres, and grange. The bare
ground was their bed, and o stone their

pillow. The sca-girt isle became s dis-
tinguished seat of learning and piety—
a moral lighthouse, sending forth rays
of spiritual illumination atnid the dense
heathen darkness all around. Much
time was spent by the monks in the
study of.the Greek and Latin tongues,
and in the transeription of MS. copies
of the Scriptures.

‘The pious Culdees, as these wmission-

This boy was Colum, or { aries were called, in their frail osier
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barks, penctrated the numerous gulf
and straits of that storm-lashed coast.
They carried the Gospel to the far-oft
steeps of St. Kilda; to the Orkaey,
Shetland, and Faroa Islands; and even
to Iceland itself, where relics of their
visit, in Celtic books, bells, and crosses,
have been found. Three hundred mon-
asteries and churches are ascribed ¥
their pious toil, some of which survived
the stormy tumults of o thousand
years. - .
The island has no harbour, and only
one very rude pior; visitors, therefore,




