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Oüban, the beauti ful capital of the Western
High lands. Here at ieaet, the office of the
l'Bell- man" isi not yet extinct. Hie takes
the place of the evening paptr, retailimg at
the top cf hie voice, frcm door to door, a
variety of informnation : inter alia, he adver-
tizes the "Pioneer" to sait for Staffa and
lona the next rnorning, at e&ght o'clock-
"Cwind and weather perrnitting.Y

Jfedite.day, .luly 25, 1877. It was blowing
a gale of wind!1 The sea and the sky both
looked dark and angry. The ekipper wae
heard to mutter between hie teeth as hie
turned hie weather- beaten face to wi udward,
ilwe're going to have a dirty day." So, in
the nautical Feuse, indeed, it proved; yet,
it seemed alnioet appropriate to the weird
grandeur of the Sound of Muil.

',Whe re thwarting tides with mingled roar
Part thy swarth hbis from Morven's shore."

Alternate cloud and sunehirie, and pelt-
ing ramn, attended our progrees througyh the
Sound. 0On either side the everlasting hilîs
looked bleak and barren. On almostevery
projectingproinontory was perched the ruins
of a leudat fastness. What memnories thev
awaktued 1 How, in and around these
fortreeses, lived andjotight the Macleane of
of Duart, Carsaig, and Lochbuy, and other
haughty lords of the Manor-law!ese and
unaccountable to mortal nLan. How tra-
rvelters, presentin g themselves before the
gates of Euch "lkef ps" as these, would be
-cloeely interrogated before the port-cullis
was rait.d, and howr, when admitted, they
NJighât be Eeated as a gust at the table of
the petty monarch, Gr thrust into the
idunjon " as a Fpy, juet as it suîted his

caprice!
It was a relief even for a few minutes to

get into the quiet haven of Tobermory. nt ar
the Lead of' the Sound. It is a beautiful
littîs land- loc ked bay, from which one gets
a glirupse of Drumin, the princely estale
and castie pterchased by the late Mr. Bryce
Allan of Liverpool, a short titue before hie
death; and, on the opposite shore, of the
manse of Morven, or, as it used to be called,
Ithe house of Fuinary"-the homne of the

Mcbeode for a huntdred years back, whose
present occupaut, iue hev . Jobu McLeod,

"lthe high priest"-so called on aCcouz4± of
hiq great stature-ie on#, of t.he m'ist.,eyv-
red ministers of the Church of Seotland.

Now we arc out on the Atlantic ocean,
toiling through a he avy sea. Sonne, of us
become prodigious1y sea.sick, others com-
placently affect to admire the grandeur of
the waves breaking on the bare ruouaida of
granite that bound the coast.

STAFFA, at length lorne in sight, and
about mid-day we drop auchor under its Ite.
It ip a Fma1l island, not more than a mile in
diameter, and1 rising out of the sea to a maxi-
mum heiglit of about 300 leet, The object of
our intense curiosity is at the further Bide,
but, owing to the tEmpestuous st.ate of the
weather, we land here, soramble up the
rugged strand, and proceed on foot acros
the islaiad, through ran4t wet grass-for it
lias rainied here every day for the last month;
anid it rains now. Our party numbers about
forty-;ncludiDg Principal MacVicar and
hie wife, the venerable Dr. Sehaif, of New
York-the learned author of the "lHie-
tory of the Creeds of Christendomn,"
and altogether a most lovable man-an d
other "lPans"-« whose narnes I cannot
now recail. We descend a long stair-case
and pick our way for 600 yards along a
basaltieceauFeeway, amid the roar of waters,
tili we conne to the grand entrap-ce of Fin-
gal',sCave. I have nowords to express the
awful feelings with which we penetrated it s
inuermoet recee-ses-two hundred and thirty
feet. As we groped our way along a narrow
ledge, now looking up to its vaulted roof,
seveniy feet above us, and again, down into
the narrow gorge beneath, where the Atlan-
tic billows chase each other, till, final
dashing, thems!elves in wilde@t confuision
against the rock, and with a noise like thun-
der, Lhey fa]îl lback in clouds of epray, as
white ais snow, we feit that we could better
appreciate now the power and pathos of
the familiar uines,-

Where, as to shame the temple decked,
By skili of earthly architeot,
Nature herseif, it seema. would raise
A Minster to her Maker'a praise.

Yet, staffa, more 1 feit His presence in thy cavp'
Than when Ionas' ross rose o'er the western wave.


