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¢ Mr. 0'Canractian,—Not at all, sir; begeing youf pardon,
-Potatoes should alwuys.come up 'in their jackets. You must
ate a hot potatbe out ofthe pot; in-an Irish.cabin, lo know. what
a delicious thing it is. ‘The craturs won't always have n prain of
salt to give.yon with it : but they’ll be sure (o sweeten jt with 2
ceade mille fultha ; and I beheve, sir; there- is no better saucef
to a plain thing, than the hearty \velcome of a cordlul}ho,spl.
tality. ' o
¢ Mr, Sack. —Not to have snlt to onc’s pomdfre, is a pro- L
vubml expression for poverty ; and literally, not te have saltto
one’s potatoe, seems even belos'{' the scale of Irish privation. -~

“ Mr. 0°Car:—Why then; sir, at_ this moment, within' gun-
shot of this stupendous and splendid-banguet, at which we are -
(thanks to the Lord) faring sumpteously, aud wherey. as the

"poet says,* all is miare than hospitably good.” there are hundreds
of poor creatures, ‘who would think themselves well oﬂ' to have
plenty of potatoes, without the salt; and who would conslderd
scudan rhu, by way of a kitchen, a faist fora king. .

* Mt. Sacx.. ( much affected. )—Good God ! ! ‘The dxsp'\nly is
frightful. But what.is that dish you speak of 1 -Isit uny thmg
that I can supply them: with ? : :

s Mr. O C,\L.—-Is it the scudan rhau, sir? - Oh, it's o’nly 'a;:_,
salt herrm«.r, sir, and a single one is often n gréat trate to a whole .-
family ; auditis slzourrh’d about like an unchovy, dr other deli-
cucy. after a fine dinner like this, . -

“ Dr. Pov.—Afier all that is said of the poverty of !he Trish
peasantry, [ most sincerely believe, that on an average, they are
better off, or at least as well, as the peasantry of the continent,

I have heard many enlightened travellers say so.

“ Mr. 0’Car.—I make no comparisons, Dr. Ployplvls', forT
have not travelled further than Paris ; [lurns lo Mr. Sac]cvillc ,} ‘ .
but when it is remethbred, sir, that the Irish peasant pays to the
land sherk squireens at the rate of six pounds per acre, or more,
for his half-acre of that land, which these middle men get from
you, Mr. Sackville, for thirty shillings—a rent amounting to



