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severe reflections on the universal contempt accorded to ths needy,
and the corrupted state of society in England, which estimates a
man by the length of his purse chiefly, Robert Wynn formed the
resolation that he would go to Canada.

CHAPTER IL
CROSSING THE “FERRY&

Ropeer WYnN returned home to Dunore, having gained nothing
by his London trip but a little of that bitter though salutary tonic
called experience. His resolve did not waver—nay, it became his
day-dream ; but manifold obstacles occurred in the attempt to

realize it. Family pride was one of the most stubborn; and not
until all hope from home resources was at an end, did his father
give consent.

About a month after his meeting with Hiram Holt in the London
coffee house, he and his brother Arthur found themselves on board
a fine emigrant vessel, passing down the river Lee into Cork
harbour, under the leadership of a little black steam-tug. Grievous
had been the wailing of the passengers at parting with their kins-
folk on the quay; but, somewhat stilled by this time, they leaned
in groups on the bulwarks, or were squatted about on deck smong
their infinitude of red boxes and brilliant tins, watching the villa-
whitened shores gliding by rapidly. Only an occasional vernacular
ejaculation, such as “Oh, wirra ! wirra!” or, “ Och hone, mavrone 1"’
betokened the smouldering remains of emotion in the frieze coats
and gaudy shawls assembled for'ard: the wisest of the party were
arranging their goods and chattels tween-decks, where they must
sncamp for a month or more; but the majority, with truly Celtic




