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2 Some Experiences of an Irish %M,
way fares to interview people of influence, before
I found myself in the hotel at Skebawn, opening
long envelopes addressed to " Major Yeates, R.M."
My most immediate concern, as any one who has

spent nine weeks at Mrs. Raverty's hotel will readily
believe, was to leave it at the earliest opportunity

;

but in those nine weeks I had learned, amongst
other pamful things, a little, a very little, of the
methods of the artisan in the West of Ireland.
Fmdmg a house had been easy enough. I had
had my choice of several, each with some hun-
dreds of acres of shooting, thoroughly poached, and
a considerable portion of the roof intact. I had
selected one

; the one that had the largest extent
of roof m proportion to the shooting, and had
been assured by my landlord that in a fortnight
or so it would be fit for occupation.

"There's a few little odd things to be done," he
said easily; "a lick cf paint here and there, and a
slap of plaster "

I am short-sighted
; I am also of Irish extraction :

both facts that make for toleration— but even I
thought he was understating the case. So did the
contractor.

At the end of three weeks the latter reported
progress, which mainly consisted of the facts that
the plumber had accused the carpenter of stealing
sixteen feet of his inch-pipe to run a bell wire
through, and that the carpenter had replied that
he wished the divil might run the plumber through
a wran's quill. The plumber having reflected upon
the carpenter's parentage, the work of renovation
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