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^tamp, tlicn In heaven's name step aboard

IS soon &s possible, for a crime it would be

igainst your conscience to turn back vvith-^

in sight of the green old Isle where Moore
ind Griffin *' wept and sang."

Once there, pass not hurriedly over it,

lor every inch is classic ground. Not a

lountain or valley from ^'ape Clear to the

riant's Causeway but has its old traditions,

[f you ever read Bar^im, or Morgan, Culli-

mne or Griffin, ask the guide at your elbow

to point out, as you ride along, the scenes

they describe and the monuments they

chronicle. If you fever listened to the

iongs of Moore, and felt the sadness they

Inspire, stop for a moment and gaze on the

renerable ruiris to which they are conse-

crated, and they will seem to you more sad

ind plaintive than pvpr. You may not

^veep over those mouldering walls and ruin-

id shrine«i, like the returning exile revisit-

ing once more the haunts of his boyhood,

)ut still, stranger as you are, the very sigl J

>f them will do you good ; the tottering

lower and the crumbling wall, and the holv

pell, and the broken cross, will bring you

lalutary reflections—will teach you that

Wery conntry, to deserve a place in the re-

lord of nations, must have a past, and that

purishing as the republic of Washington
now, its whole history up to this hour,

muld hardly cover a single page in the fu-

ire annals of the world.

But, dear reader, wrhenever you ramble

irou^h the old place, forget not to visit

llije s^cene of our story. It may not be so

jrand as Niagara ppr so picturesque

ks the Hudson, bat it will repay you
rell, nevertheless for yonr trouble. 'More-

over, it lies directly in your way from the

iouj)tains of the west to the famous Giant's

Jauseway—a wild solitary spot to the east

^f llfose blue hills that shelter the fertile

faljeys of Donegal frpni tlie stoxnis of the

rfortliern Ocean.

CHAPTER II.

heera light house, and the Tillage of Rath-
mullen on the river SwilLy, is an extremely
wild and mountainous district, being indeed

little more than a succession of hills rising

one above the other and terminating at last

in the bald and 'towering scalp of Benra-

ven. Standing on this elevated spot, the

traveller has a full view of the country for

a distance of some twenty miles around.

£{eyond Araheera point appears Malin
Head, the northern extremity of the far-

famed Barony of InnishovRen, running far

out into the ocean, and heaving back the

billows in white foam as they break against

his dark and sulky form. Westward looms

up the majestic brow of Horn Head^ under
whose frown a thousand v.essels hav« per-

ished, and close by its-, side the- famous

opening in the rock called McSwine's gun.

thundering like the roar of a hundred can-

non when the storm comes in from, the

west. Between these two land marks,

standing out there likeiuge sentinels guard-
ing the coast, stretches the long white-

shore called Ballyhernam Strand, andi be-

tween that and Benraven- the beautiful;

quiet 'little sea of Mulroy, with its count-

less islets lying under the long deep sha-

dows of the mountains. Close by the

broad base of the latter—so close indeed

that you can hurl a stone from the top into

the water below, is the calm, quiet lake

called Lough Ely, so celebrated for its sil-

very char and golden trout. As the tra-

veller looks down from the summit of Ben-
raven, there is hardly a sign of human ha-

bitation to be seen below, if indeed, we
except the light house itself, whose white-

tower rises just visible over the heads of

the lessening hills. But when he begins

.

to descend and pursue his way along the

manor road, winding as it nms through the

dark and deep recesses of the mountains,

.

many a comfortable little homestead meets.

his view, and many a green meadow and,

wavy cornfield helps to, relieve the barren^

and desolate character of the

The country b»'t\veen Enni.s, or Ara- scene.
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