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TO THE READER.



The following “Notes” originally appeared in the “Ulsterman” newspaper. The object with which they were written was to call public attention to a district where, most free hitherto from exposure, landlord oppression and rural misery have been most cruelly developed. Many persons have asked me to put my sketches into a more permanent and convenient form, and hence their publication in these pages.








ADVERTISEMENT TO THE SECOND EDITION.


The first thousand copies of this little work having been rapidly bought up, I have been induced to issue a Second Edition, in which some errors which crept into the first have been carefully eliminated.







THE LANDLORD IN DONEGAL.



INTRODUCTION.

CHRISTMAS IN THE WILDS.


Wild as the shriek of distress that is heard ringing above the roar of the storm and the boom of the surf, from the throats of the shipwrecked mariners, striking a death knell on the hearts of the spectators who line the shore, and who have not the power or the courage to bring help to the shattered craft—a cry has come echoing over Ireland to her farthest coast, from the moors and marshes of Donegal (a very howling sea of human misery and suffering) that tells of the threatened destruction of one of the finest and purest portions of a fine and pure old race. That note of sorrowing appeal rings upon our ears even now: with the blended cadence of the ullulu of the child and mother shivering in their squalid cabin, in mid winter, and the smothered curse of the father who sees the misery of those he loves, but dares not breathe the anger that eats his heart within.


It is a piteous sound, that cry for help from the bleak north‐western coast. Amid our Christmas pleasure when some of us as may, are giving up our hours to home‐delights, and all the joys of the happy fireside circle and the pleasant red‐curtained room, it comes upon us, tremblingly with the night‐wind, and carries our imagination back to that grim, black, marsh district, where human creatures, made to God’s image, crouch and shiver by the little steaming turf‐heap, which gives no blaze (so wet it is), but fills with smoke the wretched hut where the ragged cow and the

little sheep are huddled together with father, mother, and children. They have no Christmas delights, these human brethren of the God who was made Man for them: no comfort but to nestle closer, and talk of the landlord’s cruelty and the heavy tax that wrung their last coin from them yesterday—or it may be to mutter a prayer in their soft native speech, and think of Him who was mysteriously born even in such a scene, and whose first incense or worship was the dumb ox’s breath upon His radiant infant brow.


To the mind of the stranger, it is a thing of wonderment and mystery—the thought of the clinging to life and hope which makes these poor creatures endure in patience so much abject misery. For even the crowded city, with its horrors of thronged court and attic, where unemployed poverty—dwelling side by side with sweltering wanton licentiousness and sin—suffers, and revels, and breaks out into stray moments of drunken delirium and forgetfulness—furnishes no means of guessing at, no parallel for, the course of slow torture, hard drudgery, hunger, squalor, degradation, which these patient, virtuous Celtic peasants on spunge‐like bog and granite hill, pass through—as through an ordeal to Heaven. And what a people are these, who endure this condition of existence to which the rude well‐fed serfdom of Russia is Elysium itself: strong‐limbed, stalwart, handsome—singularly intelligent and quick of apprehension—warm of temper, yet gentle in manners as children—courteous, kindly and affectionate—pure in morals, almost to a miracle—and devotedly attached to the beautiful faith which, through persecution and temptation, they have held tenaciously for fourteen hundred years. Thinking what such a people might be, with fair and honest treatment, the heart bleeds at their sufferings—whilst the mind wonders that, so crushed, so despised, so trampled upon, they have preserved the noblest qualities of human nature so fresh and pure. Surely a wonderful race, with a strange inexplicable destiny, is this old Celtic race of Ireland.


Louder is the cry of these suffering peasants—louder for sympathy and help. But, mingling discordantly with it, rises the jeering scoff of landlord, agent and bailiff, who malign whilst they oppress, who labour as zealously to blacken the reputation of their poor land serfs as they do to wring from them the coinage of their sweat and blood. These unhappy denizens of the wilds of Donegal are not only plunged in misery, but that misery is charged against them as their crime: their appeal for pity is termed disaffection, and their protest against cruel wrong is stigmatised as turbulence and conspiracy. In brief, the miseries and horrors which have given the agrarian history of Ireland a terrible celebrity, are intensified beyond parallel, within that wild north‐western district, where man has to struggle, in a long agonizing life‐battle, equally against the terrors of the ocean, the bleak forbidding barrenness of the land, and the cold unfeeling despotism of his legal masters.


The readers of newspapers, in Ireland, have had their notice directed often, of late, to the case of these Donegal peasants. Public attention was first attracted to them in the usual way in which it falls upon the peasantry of Ireland. They stood before the empire, charged by their own landlords with grievous crimes, conspiracy, turbulence, and rapine. Many persons were startled by the novelty of these charges against a people previously remarkable only for their peacefulness and primitive simplicity. But by‐and‐bye some glimpses were given of the other side of the case: murmurs went forth of cruel landlord wrong, of evictions, fines, notices to quit, trebled rents, and the rankling oppressions of parish despotism. Briefly, it was told that the Donegal peasants, hidden in these far wilds beyond the range of the law’s protection, though not of its penal cruelty, were suffering an amount of wrong and misery unequalled even in Ireland. The landlords denied this stoutly, and protested with virtuous indignation. Humble priests, ever faithful to the people who love them so well, raised their voices

to vindicate their poor flocks. In vain: they were bullied, and coerced, libelled and scandalised: yes, the effort was made by cunning, unscrupulous men, to bring down upon their devoted heads the censure of an ecclesiastical power which they insolently deemed they could easily sway and pervert. Corrupt newspaper writers were hired to libel priest and people. Honest journalists were warned against what were called the exaggerated statements of rash and presumptuous clerics. Yes, captious lawyers were set to watch their pages; and libel actions were threatened against them in scores—so hard is it for the conscientious journalist in Ireland to vindicate the poor against the unscrupulous tyranny of their territorial lords.


In this state of things I resolved, even amid the severities of winter, to visit that wild district of Donegal myself, and satisfy my own eyes of the condition of the people. To this self‐imposed duty I devoted some ten days, travelling, amid cold and storm, in darkness or daylight, over a tract of coast, unequalled anywhere else in Ireland for its cold, bleak, forbidding barreness of rock and moor, and marsh, yet remarkable too for a wild picturesque beauty of its own which the tourist’s eye might gratefully enjoy, if the human misery around him did not jar so painfully on his heart. In my tour, I did not content myself with any man’s statements, unsupported by evidence. I demanded facts, with unrelenting pertinacity. I searched for the angry tenant’s act of outrage, as well as for the landlord’s fiat of oppression. I dived into Griffith’s statistics of valuation as attentively as I listened to the hungry cottier’s piteous tale. I demanded the truth of the peasant’s possible profit on kelp‐burning, as carefully as I calculated his loss by high rents and deprivation of his mountain patch. And what truths I gleaned with close examination, what facts I saw before me with my own eyes, I now proceed to lay before the public—honestly desirous to give the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.


That my narrative may be as accurate and intelligible as possible, I shall endeavour to map out, under the eye of my reader, the line of country I travelled over, picturing each stage successively, describing the character of the locality, the condition of the people, and the relations subsisting between the tenantry and the landlord in a region which, to most men in Ireland and Great Britain, is utterly an unknown land.


I proceed at once, then, to re‐enact my mission and its incidents of travel.






CHAP. I.


FROM LONDONDERRY TO MILFORD.


It was a clear, dry December morning, when I shaped my course from the Maiden City towards the shores of Lough Swilly. I secured a good posting‐car, and a capital horse, of first‐rate trotting capacity, at the City Hotel. The society of two intelligent and good‐humoured fellow‐travellers shortened the road; and ere I had thought of taking a last peep at the pointed steeple of Derry church, our fast‐trotting horse pulled up in the little village of Newtown‐Cunningham. Already, I was within the circle of the peculiar operation of Donegal landlordism. For even in this dwelling‐place of the favoured Presbyterians, the cry of discontent was raised. The rich and generous soil, the broad green fields, the fat kine and fleecy sheep, were no cure against that disaffected cry. The sturdy Covenanters, who cared little about the ragged ‘Papists’ of Guidore, wore a frowning brow and an angry glance: the flood had swelled to their doors, too. It appears that a pious professional gentleman, of the strictest “religious” principles, had recently come into possession by purchase of a tract of that fine richly‐swelling soil, and had signified his intention of doubling the rents forthwith. To screw the native Irish is accounted a small thing; but to lay heavy hand on the sturdy Covenanters who were planted here two centuries ago on the richest, fattest lands, to keep the discontented Irish in subjection, is quite another matter; and fiercely indignant are these Presbyterian tenants, so little used to ill‐treatment; but I had no time to sympathise with their unexpected grievance—for the ferryboat on Lough Swilly does not wait for loiterers.





THE FERRY AND THE LOUGH.


A beautiful sheet of water is that glorious

lough. Grandly the mountains rise up all round. With fanciful caprice the rugged peaks seem cut like a picturesque framework against the arching sky. Graceful and fantastic are the shifting mist‐wreaths which drape round their tops. Soft and pleasant are the pastures and the wood‐belts that stretch down to the shores. Calm and solemn are those queenly islands that rest amid the waters and make the dark green deep darker with their sleepy shadows. Lovely is the stretch of ocean‐tide far inland southwards, where the brine of the Atlantic mingles with the fresh sweet current of the Swilly. Noble scene for the painter’s pencil and the poet’s fancy is that fine, wild, romantic estuary.


We crossed the ferry of Fort‐Stewart, with a tolerable breeze—some two miles across. There were in the ferryboat a couple of Presbyterian dames, very inquisitive about the sailings “on Sabbath,” and a gentleman who stared at the swelling lug‐sail with manifest uneasiness. He had once, he said, crossed over to one of the islands on our Northern coast in a sail‐boat which narrowly escaped being swamped, and since then he cherished a wholesome horror of canvass. We assured him there was no danger; and humanely tried to keep up his courage by relating the most terrific stories we could remember of ships wrecked off the coast and small boats overturned by sudden squalls with all hands lost. He did not seem to be much comforted by this; but looked supremely happy when he planted his feet upon the opposite shore.





BENEVOLENT DESPOTISM.


Hardly did I touch land when a new sample of landlord caprice and despotism was offered to my notice. Opposite the ferry is a well‐stocked shop, whose tenant is “licensed to sell ale, tea, tobacco,” and other necessaries of life. It appears that the person who keeps this shop was specially brought here by the landlord under tempting inducements. Being a Derry Protestant, he got special privileges—the only drawback being that

he should not sell whiskey. This man paid a good rent, and, doubtless, thought his position a fortunate one. But he was a tenant‐at‐will, subject to the whims and caprices of that unique animal, an Irish landlord, the advantages of which position he learned soon enough. In some way or other this tenant (albeit a Derry “Prentice Boy”) earned the displeasure of his landlord; and he has been served with a notice to quit. After all his trouble, he has now to pack up his “household gods” and trudge back to the “maiden city” again: wise enough, let us hope, never again to trust his industry and his chances of success to the benevolent despotism of an Irish landlord.


Yet the proprietor in this instance is said not to be bad of his kind: his name, I think, is Sir James Stewart or Stuart. But what dignity or independence can there be amongst any people who are the slaves of irresponsible caprice; favoured or whipped as their masters’ whims may prompt?


We sent our luggage round by the main road; and walked briskly over the hill to Rathmelton. A hasty dinner at the hotel was our preparative for a farther stage of our journey; and our next halting place was the little Presbyterian town of Milford.





MILFORD AND ITS LANDLORD.


Donegal landlordism here presented itself to us in some of its liveliest aspects. The proprietor of Milford, and of the surrounding district for some extent, is an individual who has a peculiar reputation in two provinces—the Earl of Leitrim. This person, whom his tenants seemed to regard as their natural enemy—as a sort of Egyptian plague troubling them with periodical visitations—developes his Irish notions of a landlord’s rights and duties in a most remarkable manner. He is a wag, this precious Earl; and when the other day one of his miserable tenants, complaining of his rent being raised to the starvation point, said—“you might as well cut off my head at once as treat me in this way”—the lordly taskmaster replied with a facetious grin, “I won’t cut off your head, my boy, but I’ll shave you as close as possible.”




The case of Milford is a remarkable one. Several years ago it was merely a collection of thatched cabins. The late Lord Leitrim (who seems to have been a tolerably good man as landlords in Ireland go) encouraged the tenants to build better dwellings. The first slated house was built by a Mr. Lavens, a respectable Presbyterian; and so delighted was the landlord that he overwhelmed Mr. Lavens with public praise—and, I believe, promised that he should have the ground rent free. This encouraged the other tenants: all took to building and slating; and now, by their unaided industry and expenditure—without the help of a shilling from the landlord—the collection of thatched cabins has become a handsome little town.


As an example of the spirit which actuated these tenants—so foolishly confiding in the honour and honesty of an Irish landlord—I may mention one case out of many: that of Mr. Lavens’s son, Mr. John Lavens, now resident in Rathmelton. This respectable tenant built a beautiful house in the very centre of the town at a cost of £787. When he was done the landlord evicted him! In the year 1856, he humbly applied to his lordship for some compensation, for the enormous sum he had expended. The stout earl replied with some incoherent talk about Ribbonmen and Molly Maguire; and he informed the tenant more sturdily than gramatically that “he cared for him or no man.” Nothing came of it: no compensation was given; and poor Mr. John Lavens, hard‐working respectable man, and father of a young and numerous family, has lost every shilling of his £787.


To Mr. Lavens, jun., the exemplary earl seems to have taken an unaccountable antipathy. And the punishment of the supposed offences of the son are visited on the parent; for I have been told that on old Mr. Lavens, too—a grave, venerable‐looking Presbyterian elder, who resides with his wife in Milford, in the handsome house built by himself—a notice to quit has been served; and thus, the reward of all the old man’s industry,

perseverance, and that good example to the other tenants which delighted the late lord, is to be turned out of doors, and behold his property coolly appropriated by the landlord “according to law.”


To an Englishman the infatuation of these credulous tenants must be astounding. I went through the apartments and out‐buildings of the fine house built at Milford by Mr. John Lavens. It is one of the most tasteful, commodious, and comfortable dwellings I ever saw in a country town. My astonishment, for a moment, was great to think that a shrewd, sensible, intelligent man should have expended his capital in building so expensive a structure, with no other security than the good faith of an Irish landlord. But, after all, the love of home is strong; and men will cling, at every risk, to the place of their birth, which all the associations of childhood and family and domestic love have consecrated. The feeling is a beautiful one: how sad that it makes trustful men only the more ready victims of oppression and rapacity!


Mr. John Lavens’s fine dwelling‐house is now a police barrack!—no doubt, paying Lord Leitrim a large per‐centage on his unfortunate tenant’s money.


In Milford the rents on all the houses and holdings have been raised enormously. In some cases they are doubled, in others trebled, in others quadrupled—in others increased sevenfold and eightfold. “The tenants on Lord Leitrim’s property,” says Mr. Lavens, “thought their possession as sure as if they held in perpetuity.” And with this belief, they laboured away, hedging, ditching, draining, building—expending sweat and strength and money. For which insane confidence their reward is to have their rents multiplied beyond endurance. Such is the enlightened and fostering landlordism of Donegal.





THE AGENT’S RESIGNATION.


The agent of Lord Leitrim till recently was a Mr. Wray. This gentleman has flung up his

office, after protesting against the proceedings of the honest proprietor. It is affirmed that the immediate cause of his resignation was the fruitlessness of his efforts to get some justice done in the case of Mr. Lavens; but many people shake their heads and say that the real cause was fear of his life—that, in fact, he was afraid to remain on the property as the landlord’s representative, as the collector of his rack‐rents, in the midst of a chafed and angry tenantry.





A NOCTURNAL DRIVE.


In the darkness of a winter night, we bid farewell to the town of Milford; and push on farther into the “wilds.” We drive over a treacherous mountain road, up hill and down hollow, sometimes with the Atlantic on one side, grim and dark, and the rude mountains grimmer and darker on the other—sometimes right through bog and march, bleak and desolate: where human beings contrive to live, however—for faint lights glimmer from the distant cabins. One of our fellow‐travellers hums a tune, and essays to crack a joke or two with the stray peasants who are toiling homewards to their cabins along the dark road. But the driver—a Milford Presbyterian—whispers in terror—“Don’t talk to them, sir. The creatures are in bad humour these times. The high rents an’ the landlord oppression make their tempers sore; an’ they’re not fond o’ jokin’ now.” What an account to give of the merry genial peasantry of Ireland! The driver adds, quickening his horse—“they might mistake you strangers for agents of the landlords, or more o’ the police officers, and give you a knock on the head.”


This intimation stopped the witticisms of our humorous companion; and we drove along in silence till we reached the miserable village of Carrigart—the capital of Rossgull.








CHAP. II.


Though it was mid‐winter, the weather was mild and genial in the early morning, when I rose from refreshing sleep. In Carrigart, there is no hostelry; but there is that home of hospitality to be found in every parish in Ireland—the humble dwelling of the humble Catholic priest. In the house of the parish priest of Rossgull, Father Doherty, I had found my lodging and hospitable welcome for the night.



THE PRIEST AND THE LANDLORDS.

My reverend host, too, had his piteous tale of landlord wrong to tell! He had been parish priest in Guidore, or Bunbeg; and he had earned the mortal antipathy of some landlords in that wild region by his efforts to protect his unfortunate flock there, who loved him with such affection as only the Irish peasant cherishes for his faithful priest. Amid oppression, misrepresentation, and cruelty he had long battled for the unhappy tenantry, denouncing the wrong‐doings of the landlords and their magisterial coadjutors on the one hand, and calming down the angry wrath of the outraged peasantry on the other. It must have been a painful struggle for him—one maligned and slandered humble priest against a host of powerful opponents. It must have been a piteous spectacle for him—the sight of the miseries of the poor oppressed people whom he loved so well. Against the honest priest a combined war was waged. Every effort was made to have him removed. It was even threatened that his stay in the parish would be made the ground of fresh troubles for the people. Every influence attainable was brought to bear upon the aged bishop of these diocese; and, by the venerable diocesan, Father Doherty was induced, at length, to remove from the scene of his painful

labours to this other parish. Here his labours are lighter, and his income, doubtless, less scanty; but his heart still turns to the poor people for whom, amid their sorrows and sufferings, he has laboured so long and zealously.





THE CHAPEL ON THE SANDS.


It is Sunday morning. After the celebration of the Divine Sacrifice, in the priest’s dwelling, I stroll out upon the hill. Most bleak and wild is the prospect on every side. Inland, the rugged mountains lift up their fantastic peaks against the morning mist. Towards the ocean, the grim, bare headlands stretch far out, dark with bog and marsh, and fretted with huge masses of bleached rock. The calm waters are low; and along the sides of the winding bay the sands lie bare and yellow, glistening in the light of the pale winter sun. Far in upon the low‐lying grounds—here as all along this tract of coast—these sands have spread, covering the green spots where the peasants’ cattle formerly grazed, and filling up the ruins of the little cabins where those peasants and their little ones often nestled by the burning turf‐pile from the cold sea‐breeze. Would to Heaven that the encroaching sands were the only foe these poor Irish Celts had to struggle against in wild Donegal!


Beyond the sands, round the swell of a low hill, is a dark, calm pool, deep blue in the shadow of the mountains: a charming spot, soft and picturesque, amid that bleak scenery: here, the peasants tell you,  there is deep water and safe anchorage for craft of tolerable size; and here adventurous smugglers have run a smart cargo of tobacco or brandy in safety ere now: they call it Downing’s Bay. This larger, shallow, winding, intricate bay, whose sands are swallowing up the thin green pasture, is called Mulroy; and it has its antique tradition in Irish lore, which we cannot pause here to tell. Deep inland, where the wet sands are shining, stands a long, low, barn‐like structure: it is the chapel where these poor peasants worship their God with a worship

more fervent and pure than, we fear, is found in the gorgeous temples of wealthy cities: a meagre, miserable structure; but yet sufficient to shelter the heads of the devout and simple flock, whilst they commune with the God, who (unlike Irish landlords) loves the poor. A patch of green, enclosed by a stone wall, surrounds the chapel; and here the frequent wooden cross, above the narrow mound, tells of the humble dead who—more fortunate than the living—sleep in calm disregard of landlord or bailiff. Even now, whilst I look, hundreds of peasants, old men and matrons—stalwart youths clad in their best attire—and maidens with the vigour of the mountain air upon their cheeks—are coming down the hill sides, along the winding road and over the level sands, all crowding to the chapel: from distances of six and seven miles many of them are coming to worship God together this day.—Wonderful is the faith and fervour of these Irish peasants!


This miserable village is surely a dreary spot for an educated man to live in; but the pious self‐sacrifice of an Irish priest is equal to any lot. Opposite us is the post‐office, where the rural post‐master takes your letters (if you write any), and deals you out tea and sugar and a little tobacco, if your wants lie that way. Poor and thoroughly Catholic as the district is, the plethoric Establishment has raised its emblem here in the shape of a church—to which the rector himself as usual, contributes the largest portion of the congregation. He has a good name, however, this worthy representative of “religion by law established”—if he has not a large flock—and the people speak kindly of him. Here to the left is the best house in the village, tall, and well‐slated: it is empty to‐day; but tomorrow it will be tenanted by a force of police. The landlords are succeeding in getting this unfortunate district planted thickly with armed peace‐preservers.





MORE CLOSE‐SHAVING.


Though we have not breakfasted, it is not too

early to gather a fact or two about landlordism here. From the high ground where we stand we can see stretching out northwards the headland of Fannet. A portion of the country lying towards that point is blessed by the landlord rule of the Earl of Leitrim. There is Ballyhernan, for example. A poor widow, with a large family, held a farm there. Her husband, weak, credulous soul, had expended £200 upon it. The facetious Earl, who loves “close shaving,” ejected her, and took the farm into his own possession. Compensation the poor widow has got none. She owed, I believe, a year’s rent: but what is that opposite her husband’s £200? The widow is foodless and shelterless, with her family; and I am assured that she will not be suffered to settle anywhere on the estate.


At the “bottom of Fannet” the landlord has taken a considerable quantity of land from the tenants, which, it is thought, he intends to improve, himself. When the Yankees exterminate the Red Men of America, they facetiously call it “improving them off the soil.” Lord Leitrim loves a humane joke: I record this anecdote for his amusement.


Another poor widow was recently ejected from the property of the noble “shaver” at “the bottom of Fannet.” She had been permitted to crop her little farm; and I am told that a pledge was given her that she would be suffered to take her crops. But in due time the bailiffs came, turned her out, and seized the crops, oats, potatoes, and all.





WHOSE COWS?

Amiable little facts of this kind are plentiful here. James Doherty was ejected from his farm at Tunadall. The cows of John Shiells, a neighbouring tenant, trespassed on the unoccupied ground. The agent, who happened to be driving that way at the time, encountered the little boy (Shiells’s son) who had been sent to mind the cows. He asked the child—“Whose cows are these?” “They are my

grandfather’s,” said the boy: for there were two Shiellses, tenants—father and son—and both, I believe, had a joint property in the cattle. Farther down the road, the agent met old Shiells, and asked him why he dared suffer his cows to trepass on the land? The poor old man, frightened by the official’s frown, stammered out—“They are not mine: they belong to my son John.” Thereupon, the worthy agent deliberately turned back, came up with the little grandson, and flogged him, “for telling a lie.” The issue of the whole affair was, that poor John Shiells was evicted from the land—for no other reason that I could learn, except that his son, a mere child, did not know whether some three or four cows which trespassed on an unoccupied patch of land belonged to his father or grandfather.


In Rossgull, a family named M‘Bride were summarily ejected from their farms, without one farthing of compensation, and the farms turned into a sheep‐walk. The men contrived to scrape as much money as took them to America, where human beings are rather more respected than sheep, and where “close shaving” is not fashionable. Their aged mother, clinging to the home of her childhood, and having no wish except to sleep in the old Irish grave‐yard, where her kindred are lying, is now going about from cabin to cabin, among her poor neighbours and relatives, who support her, week about.


The shaving Earl is, I have said, rather impartial in his favours. The Simmses, of Rauras, are Protestants. They are ordered to leave that spot and accept of another farm at a very high rent. One of them bought a large farm, some time ago, from another tenant, under the sanction of the agent. The landlord has taken half of it from him, without compensation; and he is compelled to pay the rent of the whole farm, for the remaining half.


With these few specimen facts, we part from the benevolent Lord Leitrim for the present—sure to encounter his facetious society again before our tour is finished.




We have breakfasted on such homely fare as Carrigart can provide—flavoured by the brisk mountain air and a hospitable welcome. It is Sunday, and there is no travelling to‐day. The priest has got a sick call some five miles off, over yonder mountain. We stroll with him a part of his road over the wide sands, and rest awhile on the top of the slope over Downing’s Bay, whilst the pastor departs on his mission of mercy. The deep blue water is calm and shadowy below; the wide waste of sand is smooth and yellow; the hill slopes are softest and greenest here; and, beyond the sleeping tide, nestling amid the plantation, suggestive of lordly wealth and ease, is the mansion of Ards, the home of “Stewart of Ards,” the wealthiest man, report says, within the shores of Ireland. How odd that unbounded wealth should be found here, dwelling side by side with unspeakable poverty, misery, and toil.


But lo! Here is a spectacle! From the humble chapel, at the head of the long, shallow strand, a crowd is pouring fast. The sacred worship is over, and the worshippers are hastening to their distant homes. It is a singular panoramic picture: over the sands they spread, far and wide. Chiefly hitherward they wend up the rising ground. You might fancy them a little army moving to attack an entrenched position held by a force—say, of hostile landlords, agents, and bailiffs. In front a score or two are scattered over the ground, like skirmishers thrown out to begin the fray. Behind, the rest come on in small detachments, some moving on right ahead, others hastening along the level strand far down—others still sweeping round the hilly ground to our right—and all seeming to deploy like bodies of troops under their several officers. The darker dresses of the men are relieved by the bright plaid shawls of the women; and the moving panorama over the wide stretch of strand and hill‐side, presents a spectacle so curious, that my two companions and I pause on the green mound awhile, and laughingly fancy we are realising one of Russel’s clever word‐pictures of the Tchernaya or the

Alma. But there is nothing warlike here, except yon revenue officer’s bristling beard; these are the most peaceful population in Ireland, returning to their little homes after worshipping the God of Peace in their humble temple.








CHAP. III.



OUR DRIVE TO FALCARAGH.

The Lord’s day rolls calmly over our heads; and Monday sees us on the road again with the good priest for our companion. We want a guide in this unknown region; and Rossgull lends us its pastor for the journey.


High up the mountain road we go, encountering on the way the honest, patient‐looking face of the Catholic curate, who resides at the other end of the parish, and is travelling on some merciful work to‐day. These rude fantastic hills are still around us; and the level sands and the little chapel lie far below. But the sands are populous to‐day, too. Men and women are trooping over the glistening shore. An old village patriarch, with his wife behind him on pillion, rides his shaggy pony up the cross‐road, and doffs his hat to the priest. Horses without riders—mares with comical‐looking neighing foals—small mountain kine with rough hides—mountain sheep, with soft eyes and black faces—independent pigs, not driven but patiently followed by their owners—young men and maidens in their cleanest attire—are crowding this way. It is the fair of Glenn; and men and beasts are thronging to the fair to‐day. Poor peasants of Donegal, we hope your little stock will fetch good prices; for the landlord’s hand is heavy upon you, and rents are terribly high.


But we have no business at the fair: so we turn off by the bye‐road and leave behind us the rustic throng who are hastening on to Glenn. The view is varied and picturesque now. Those strange dark mountains, wreathed by the shifting mists, are on our left; and below to our right the waters of Mulroy, Sheephaven, and that little “Downing’s Bay,” glisten upon the coast. Far out towards the horizon rises the dark gloomy outline

of Horne Head. The wide Atlantic is beyond; and crests of foam, like living things, rise up to flash whitely against the sky and then disappear again. Right before us, dark and frowning, is the mountain of Muckish—so called, because it suggests to the peasant’s fancy the front and neck of a wild boar. Over a rude uneven bye‐road our sure‐footed horse stumbles and picks his way, whilst we meet at every turn sturdy peasants who doff their hats, and pretty dark‐eyed maidens, who duck to the priest, and murmur a “good day” or blessing in their native tongue. A little while more, and we are in the village of Creeslough, where we change horses and refresh ourselves with some good oaten bread and a modicum of milk and “mountain‐dew,” which the stout landlord of the hostelry humourously (in his bill) calls “cake and wine.”


A strong grey pony carries us the rest of our day’s journey. The inscription on the back of the car informs us that both horse and vehicle belong to the owner of “the cake and wine.” The car is so good for a mountain road, and the grey pony so sure‐footed and swift, that, if we ever travel that way again, we will, decidedly, take this Boniface’s vehicle: aye, and taste his “cake and wine” into the bargain.





“A GOOD LANDLORD”


When leaving Creeslough, we encountered, on the road, a burly, good‐humoured‐looking old gentleman, driving his own car, who was pointed out to us as what Donegal peasants call “a good landlord.” This is the Rev. Charles Stewart, Minister of the Established Church. The rev. gentleman has property in this district: he has not robbed his tenantry of their mountain patches nor overwhelmed them with rack‐rents. Therefore, they speak kindly of him, pray blessings on his name, and call him a good landlord. Heavens! how easily a landlord, with common honesty, common humanity, and a conscience, might earn the abiding love and veneration of this extraordinary people!






“GOOD TO HIS OWN SORT”


Our sure‐footed, fast‐trotting mountain coppal soon brings us to the thriving town of Dunfanaghy. This town belongs to the wealthy commoner already alluded to, “Stewart of Ards.” It is a clean, pretty, and prosperous‐looking place, picturesquely situated by the shore of Sheephaven. The houses are well‐built, and the place has a busy aspect—though the workhouse looms so largely on the top of the hill. The town is chiefly colonised by Protestants and Presbyterians, to whom the lord of the soil (who liketh not “Papists”) shows especial favour; and, when you ask the people what sort of a man “Stewart of Ards” is, you receive the significant reply—“troth, he’s very good to them of his own sort.” When the present “Stewart of Ards” came into possession, he set about consolidating the farms; and he made a rule that, when any tenant gave up his farm, the neighbouring tenant on the same townland should get it. This rule has been strictly observed up to the present, except where the question of religion has turned up, as the following case will show:


On one townland, some time ago, a Catholic tenant gave up his farm. The next tenant to him on the same townland was a Catholic, a prosperous and solvent man. According to the rule which the landlord had established for consolidating the farms, this man was entitled to the farm of the outgoing tenant, as it “marched” with his own. He applied for it, and offered the stipulated rent. The agent, as a matter of justice, strongly supported his claim. But the landlord gave the farm over his head to a Protestant tenant, in spite of the agent’s remonstrance: which proves two things—that Irish agents are sometimes better than one would, perhaps, believe; and that „Stewart of Ards” is “good to his own sort.”





EFFECTS OF THE PROCLAMATION.



Driving up the hilly road from Dunfanaghy we turn around awhile to view the wide expanse of

water, and the rolling sweep of mountain ridges which made this scene so grandly wild; but turn as we would our eye was ever caught by that large impressive structure, towering so pretentiously on the hill‐top—the Union Workhouse. It is significant of the peculiar blessings of model landlord rule in this wild coast country, that, incomparably, the handsomest buildings that meet your eye are the police barrack and the pauper prison. Even poor Mr. John Lavens’s fine house at Milford was thought too luxurious for a mere Irish tenant’s dwelling: accordingly, his benevolent and facetious landlord packed him and his family out, and planted a force of police there instead.


The grotesque and gloomy front of Muckish is behind us, with evening mists growing dim and shadowy upon its brow. The wide Atlantic is before us, rolling dark and stern from the far horizon to the yellow sands below, where the white foam rises and falls lazily in one long panting fringe, as though it were tired from its mighty ocean journey. Farther out, there are crests and tufts of spray springing up fantastically and evanishing in the blue again, like strange things sporting upon the waters. The foam is thick upon the front of the far‐out headland to our right; and the spray starts up in two high shoots, singularly like the spouting of a giant whale. Out away to the left lies the island of Tory, a singular object on the wide expanse of water. Its bold, bluff, rugged coast looks like the ruins of some such mighty line of castellated fortresses as Assyrian or Egyptian monarchs might have built in the olden days. Its easternmost point is the highest: a grand wall of cliff, rising straight up from the waters, and seemingly topped by a huge watchtower where ante‐diluvian giants might have dwelt. Westward the coast shelves down lower and lower, till it seems to melt away into the waters. Most poetically, from the fanciful appearance of its dangerous rock‐coast, have the people named this singular island Torry (Innis‐toragh), “the Isle of Towers.” That headland to the right is Horne Head; and the rock where the water shoots up so strangely

is called “M‘Swine’s Gun.” My reverend companion tells me that, at certain points of the wind, the water shoots up through a hole in the rock with a tremendous explosion, like the roar of artillery—hence the name, M‘Swine’s Gun. The gun is silent to‐day; and my friend is disappointed. I venture to console him with an explanation. Donegal is under the arms’ act; and the country is so thoroughly subdued by the proclamation that even M‘Swine’s Gun dare not go off.





A REVEREND LANDLORD.


Dunfanaghy is out of sight now; and we are, at length, within the region of genuine model landlordism in Donegal. The road here passes through the property of a retired clergyman of the Church Establishment, the Rev. Mr. Nixon. This gentleman has the reputation of being a very prudent and thrifty individual: disrespectful and discontented tenants, whose mountain patches have been taken away, irreverently and uncourteously called him “a miser.”


About twelve years ago, he came into possession, by purchase, of the property through which we are now driving. At that time, the tenants had each a small farm, with a patch of mountain land attached, on which they grazed their few sheep or cows. They had contrived, by their marvellous patient industry, to reclaim a considerable portion of this wild, barren mountain. The new landlord took the whole of it from the tenants—for English law, which, Judge Pennefather says, was made for the landlords and not for the wretched peasants, empowered him to do so; and, of course, he gave them no compensation whatever. Nay, he continued to charge the full rent upon the portion which he left in the hands of the tenants; and now they inform me that they have received notice that the rent is to be increased immediately. The land here, as throughout the whole district, is mere waste of bog and rock; and it was with the few sheep or mountain kine which fed upon the patches of

pasture that the tenants were enabled to pay their rents and live. The rev. landlord has taken away from them, I understand, two thousand four hundred acres of mountain land, a considerable portion of which had been made arable by their hard, unceasing labour. Yet, not only have they got no compensation, but the rents have not been reduced in proportion to the diminution of each farm: on the contrary, in many instances, I am assured, the rents are doubled and trebled. On this land which he has appropriated to himself the rev. and thrifty owner has built a house, where he constantly resides: yet I could not find that he had received the slightest molestation from the peaceful and inoffensive, but most miserable and suffering, peasantry among whom he dwells. Still, these are the people who have been represented by knaves and liars as turbulent, treacherous, and lawless whose district has been proclaimed—who have been surrounded with a cordon of police stations—and who have been ground to the earth with enormous taxation. It is monstrous, pitiful, heart‐rending to think upon.


I do not believe that, within the whole range of the civilised world, there is a population so steeped in abject squalid misery as that which dwells on this property of the Rev. Mr. Nixon. They are the most miserable, I think, of all the peasantry on this wild coast district; and that is a depth of degradation which no one who has not visited the place, and closely inspected it with his own eyes, can possibly comprehend. There is not a blanket or a table in every tenth cabin.





IRRESPONSIBLE DESPOTISM.


Before proceeding further with my examination of this district, let me call attention to one monstrous grievance under which the people labour. The landlords and the agents here are all magistrates. In other words, they are lords absolute, whose fiats are beyond appeal. The district is so wild and dreary—so utterly outside the track of

civilised life—that the usual appliances of social and civil existence never reach it; and for the most part every act of tyranny and oppression has been hitherto almost as safe from the exposure of publicity as if the place were enclosed by a brazen wall. Of British law or justice the peasantry know nothing beyond what they hear fulminated from the petty sessions bench, or the landlord’s or agent’s hall‐door. British rule is exemplified to them by the landlord‐judge, absolute in his frown, by the stern agent, by the cunning, blustering, bullying bailiff, and by the armed policemen, whose glittering bayonet flashes before the cabin‐door. These poor people, many of whom can hardly utter a word in the English tongue, may mutter their complaints against this—under their breath, though: a justice‐loving people, they feel it is all wrong, all cruelty, all oppression; but, whatever wrong is done, whatever monstrously illegal decision thunders from the irresponsible bench, they believe it to be British law, and submit—for is not the Law’s most picturesque and stately representative, the armed policeman, standing with pointed bayonet at the door?


Arbitrator, mediator, there is none—except when the poor priest, whose heart is wrung by the sufferings of his flock, ventures to raise his voice in remonstrance. But his appeal is vain. He is howled down as a fanatic and brawler; and if no aged prelate can be found to censure him, on gross misrepresentations, he is at least pilloried in the landlord newspaper of the nearest town as a priestly conspirator, plotting against the public peace.


Here, in these wilds of Donegal, the landlord or the agent is constantly prosecutor, judge, and executioner in his own case. Some hapless tenant gives offence—an example must be made—he is pulled up by the bailiff—and, by some imaginary legal authority not found in modern text‐books, he is summarily fined. If he do not produce the money, his cow or his sheep is not far off. By what possible provision of law the seizure is made

no man can tell; but what can the ignorant tenant do? He believes it is all quite legal—or at least his most feared despot, the landlord or agent, rules it; and that is enough for him, poor wretch. What wonder that, in such a state of things, landlords and tenantry in this district should seem to stand in the relation of natural enemies: the unhappy tenants looking on their territorial masters as persons specially empowered by law, and furnished with bailiffs, stipendiary magistrates, and armed police, to screw from them all the gold that can be coined out of their patient sweat and labour.





A LANDLORD LIME‐BURNER.


I have mentioned already already the Rev. Mr. Nixon’s local reputation as a person of economical and thrifty habits. I may notice now one or two of the ingenious forms of industry by which his reverence thriftily increases his income.


Previously to his becoming proprietor of the soil, the tenantry were in the habit of burning lime on their own farms for their own uses. His reverence resolved to effect a reformation here. He built a large kiln himself for the public use. This would have been looked on as an act of not over‐judicious benevolence—if the motive were really the accommodation and convenience of the surrounding peasantry. But the economical cleric derives, or labours hard to derive, a handsome revenue from his kiln. He charges half‐a‐crown for every burning; and the tenants grievously complain that they are compelled, whether they will or not, to bring their lime to the landlord’s kiln. They could burn it with infinitely more convenience at home; but they affirm that, no matter where they burn the lime—at home or at his reverence’s kiln—the half‐a‐crown is levied all the same. This is a startling statement. At first I refused to credit anything so monstrous; but it was repeated again and again on every side; it was a matter of general talk; and I felt forced, by weight of oral evidence, to enter it in my note book. If Mr. Nixon can refute the extraordinary averment, I shall be glad to publish his contradiction.






DUTY DAYS.


A remarkable relic of feudalism prevails upon the property of this Mr. Nixon, and on the properties of all the landlords of the district. It is the system of “duty days”—that is, certain days in the year when the tenantry are compelled to work for the landlord gratuitously. In the old feudal times, this sort of thing was an equivalent for rent—in the times when the retainers paid their lord, not with money, but with their work in the sowing and harvest time, and their valour in the battle‐field—in the times when they looked on their lord as their patriarch and chief, and loved him as a father. But, in our modern commercial days, we have destroyed all the virtues of feudalism and preserved only its vices. Donegal landlords of to‐day are not the chiefs and protectors of the people, but their task‐masters; they levy the rents, and exact the “duty days” as well.


Here, on this property of the Rev. Parson Nixon—where humanity exists in more hideous destitution than ever met my eye before—the miserable tenants work their “duty days” and pay quadrupled rents beside. The peasants come, at certain times—they say, themselves, poor wretches, they dare not refuse to come—and dig, and plough, and sow the landlord’s own farms (that is to say, the land which he took from them when he purchased the property), and they never receive a shilling of pay!


Yet, this is not confined to Nixon. It is the general system throughout the district. There is “Stewart of Ards,” for example, reputedly the richest man in Ireland. His tenants complain that, not only have they to give their landlord the “duty days,” but they are forced to draw turf for, not himself alone, but for his Scotch agriculturist, his steward, his gamekeeper, and any other insolent menial that chooses to bully them in the name of the all‐powerful landlord. They grumble silently at this; but they dare not openly complain. Even I, an independent journalist,

dare not mention the names of miserable tenants who have complained to me of wrongs intolerable: I may be careless of consequences to myself, having undertaken a solemn public duty with stern determination to face the risks, but I cannot be so reckless in the case of creatures with helpless families, who depend upon the caprice or passions of their territorial rulers.





WHO PAYS THE POOR‐RATE?


We believe it is a well‐known fact that, when the tenant’s valuation is below £4, it is the landlord, not the tenant, who is liable for the poor‐rate. Now, the majority of the unfortunate peasantry of Donegal whom I encountered—dwelling in black bogs and marshes—are rated below that sum. Nevertheless, they complain that the landlords levy the poor‐rate from them all the same. The Rev. Mr. Nixon, of thrifty reputation, may be wronged—but his tenants, poor wretches, specially complain that (though by law not liable) he charges them with poor‐rate, nevertheless. And, to sum up their pains and penalties, they state that they are forced to pay bog‐money, or money for the right of cutting turf in a country of which every inch that is not stone is bog: a species of black mail never levied on them before since Ireland was first colonised by their Celtic ancestors.


Here is a case curiously illustrative of law administration in Donegal:—


Landlord absolutism, in Donegal, has its ludicrous, as well as its painful, aspects. This thrifty and economical cleric furnishes us with an example. He is not only a landlord, as we have said, but a magistrate, too: therefore a complete autocrat in the region he rules over. By the road‐side, over which we are driving, from Dunfanaghy, is a  slip of green, bordered by a mill‐stream. It is part of the land taken, by his reverence, from his tenants and appropriated to his own uses. A grave maternal goose, with a numerous offspring, with no fear of the landlord in their hearts, dared

to trespass on this patch of green. The tenant to whom the rash‐winged matron and her cackling progeny belonged was summoned for the trespass. The parsimonious divine, the lord of the soil, was the magistrate who heard the important case; and his reverence solemnly decided that the owner of the intruding geese should pay a penny a‐head for Mother Goose and each of her young ones.


Here is another instructive case:—


The same or another tenant had a son of tender years, who manifested a precocious predilection for piscatorial recreations. The youngster got a rod, a piece of twine, and a crooked pin, and with this ingenious machinery went fishing in the mill‐pond. A prosecution was the result—under what law, I do not know—and the parent of the adventurous young sportsman was compelled to pay (I think) a fine of half‐a‐crown and a shilling for the sport of his adventurous offspring. Where these fines go, I am not aware; but the unenlightened Celts on Mr. Nixon’s property persist in believing they are a part of the landlord’s revenue.


So much for the Reverend Mr. Nixon’s landlordism in Cloughaneely; but this gentleman has property elsewhere in the district we are travelling over; and we shall meet him again before we are done.





CLEARING OFF A SURPLUS.


Before we quit this neighbourhood, I may mention one anecdote, scored down in my note‐book, illustrative of the ingenious way in which an overplus of tenants may be got rid of, without the public odium consequent upon appearing to have cruelly evicted them. Lively young persons, more sportive than humane, have been known to tie two cats together, by the tails, and, swinging them over a line, to enjoy the exquisite fun of seeing them tear one another to death. We could not help thinking of this amusing pastime, when hearing of the condition of a townland

in this district called Derryreel. It has recently come into possession of “Stewart of Ards.” It had been overstocked, we believe, with despised human animals. The farms had been subdivided; and on some of them two families had been living in two separate houses. The two heads were, say, brothers—or father and son: the rents were paid and receipted in the name of only one of the parties; but the two families worked the farm in separate allotments. The new landlord recognised only the one tenant—him whose name was to the rent account; and that tenant was ordered to level the second house forthwith. Of course, the order, against which there could be no appeal, was obeyed. The obnoxious house was tumbled down, and the two families went to live in the same homestead. Now, as these Donegal cabins are of the smallest possible compass, we may fancy the result of having two miserable families forced into them. There is crush and confusion, and almost promiscuous “pigging”—and that indelicacy from which the Irish peasant shrinks. Vexation, fretting, heartburning, follow. The tenderest ties of affection, so binding on our peasantry, are broken. One of the families is obliged to pack up and be off—to America, the workhouse, or the road‐side; and the landlord is saved the pain and odium of evicting so much surplus live tenantry.


One more anecdote of “Stewart of Ards,” before I take farewell of that gentleman. Be it remembered, he is considered really a pretty fair sort of landlord, as things go in Donegal, and specially “good to his own sort.” He has something of the “benevolent despot” about him, and will not be exclusively hard on his tenants, if they are loyal and obedient to his commands. At the beginning of the famine year, his father, then alive, made a reduction in the rents of such of his tenantry as drained, fenced, and improved their farms. At the late county election, a number of the tenants voted against their landlord’s wishes for the Liberal candidate, Johnson: they affirm that they have now been deprived of the stipulated reduction, and their rents raised to the full sum.






FIVE POUNDS A HEAD.


Such is the price a Donegal landlord is said to have set on his tenantry. he is reported to have declared that he would give £5 a head for every tenant cleared off his estate, without his being put to the trouble of legally evicting them. For the extermination of wolves and priests, £5 a head was the sum in the olden time: it is the turn of the tenants now. Five pounds! what fascination is there in that particular sum?—I remember a trial in Clonmel, at which it was said to have been the amount paid for removing an obnoxious Tipperary landlord! Wolves, priests, peasants, landlords—what a strange combination: and all for five pounds!








CHAP. IV.


The winding hilly road brings newer and grander changes of mountain scenery before us. The rolling sea is still visible, with its fringe‐work of fantastic spray. Tory’s gigantic coast line of towering rocks stands out, still, against the horizon. That eternal hill, Muckish, still seems to frown down upon us, no matter where or how the road may wind or turn. The squalid cabins are still in view upon the Rev. Mr. Nixon’s model estate; and unhappy peasant‐children, in scanty rags, stare wonderingly at us, or pull their forelocks reverently to the priest. But the tall pyramid‐like front of Arigle rises up before us, with a misty cloud upon its brow—a strange, dark, fantastic mountain, high and abrupt, pushing its top straight up into the clouds as though it sought to cool that granite head which seemed to steam in the winter mist, like the reeking forehead of an angry giant. Other hills, with names as fanciful as their appearance, mark the sky‐border with a waving line; and far away new headlands come in sight, dark, gloomy, and frowning.



MEMORIALS OF LANDLORDISM.


I had thought that, on quitting Dunfanaghy, I was done finally with “Stewart of Ards.” But I was mistaken. The name haunts me still. Here are stray beggars on the road, who call up bye‐gone recollections. The late “Stewart of Ards”—father of the present individual of that ilk, was of an “improving” turn of mind. He found several years ago that he had two hundred and fifty people too many on a portion of his estates. He “improved them off”—that is to say, he evicted them in the usual fashion. Flung out of house and home, these miserable peasants have been gradually rotting off the land—some of them still lingering as beggars about the district. The improving

landlord has gone and been gathered to his fathers—wherever they are: I wonder did he meet any of the departed “surplus population,” whom he had improved off his land, on the way?—and how did they greet him?


We have got as far as Falcaragh: Cross‐roads is the name by which this place has been hitherto known; but the frequency of that title for country villages throughout Ireland, suggested a difficulty to the Post Office authorities; and, for convenience, they have revived the fine old name of Falcaragh—for which I tender them my sincere thanks.


There is genial welcome here, at the little cottage of the hospitable old priest; and a cold drive over a mountain road gives relish to viands which genuine Irish hospitality has sweetened.





LANDLORDS AND EDUCATION.


By the way, this name of Cross‐roads, suggests to me a little fact which I learned here, and which remarkably illustrates the civilising and enlightening tendencies of Donegal landlords. I missed the National School at Falcaragh; but I was told it was going to be built sometime or the other—only there is a slight difficulty in the way. The properties of four landlords meet here. In the district there are three hundred children fit for school; the venerable parish priest, the Rev. Hugh M‘Fadden, has laboured anxiously to procure a school and a teacher for them under the National System. But from none of the four landlords has he been yet able to procure a site on which a school‐house might be built. The result, of course, is that the three hundred children, are suffered to grow up without education. Read the moral of this. Libellers and fanatics accuse the Irish priesthood of fostering ignorance. Irish priests, wherever they could, eagerly availed themselves of the facilities offered by the Board of National Education to educate the poor children entrusted to their pastoral care. The priest at Falcarragh tries again and again to get a school for his flock; and four Irish landlords

will, none of them, give him a site. This is the way in which Donegal landlords quicken the “march of civilization.”





FLEECING.


I am now upon the territory of a landlord who luxuriates in the sonorous name of Wybrants Olphert. This gentleman has property in the districts of Magheraroarty and Kildrum. In this property there are 3,600 acres of mountain land, on which the tenants had, from time immemorial, the right of grazing their sheep. This large tract of mountain was taken from them at one sweep. The tenants, like all others throughout the district, have each a small patch of arable land, on which they raise potatoes or corn: of course, it is miserable land—mere bog, reclaimed by the constant labour of these patient, hard‐working peasants. Besides this, they grazed a few sheep up the mountain; and it was really by the sale of these sheep, and the burning of sea‐rack, that they were enabled to pay their rents. Fancy, then, their misery and destitution, when the right to graze on the mountain is suddenly taken from them—and not only that, but the rents on their patches of arable land doubled and trebled!





SCOTCH SHEEP AND IRISH PEASANTS.


The universal poverty and suffering of creatures reduced to such a plight as this is indescribable. No words can paint their destitution. Need we wonder, if on such misery—unpitied and unrelieved—outrage followed? Mr. Wybrants Olphert let his 2,600 acres of mountain to Scotch sheep‐farmers, who imported a considerable number of Scotch mountain sheep to graze here. By and by, very many of the sheep mysteriously disappeared. A few were found in bog‐holes—a few were caught straying miles away—but the majority were never seen again. There may be no question that some of the unhappy peasants who had been so summarily deprived of their mountain grazing land, did, in the mad fury of poverty and

suffering, and sense of grievous injustice, destroy several of the sheep; but there is no doubt now entertained that many were lost accidentally, and that not a few were cleverly made away with by certain honest Scotch shepherds, who found the occasion an excellent one for doing a little business on their own account. No matter what plunder was committed, the backs of the poor Donegal peasants were broad enough to bear it all. The Scotch sheep‐farmers cleared off in fright. The starving and outraged peasants of the district were proclaimed from the magisterial bench robbers and outlaws: the magistrates being the landlords who had deprived them of the mountain‐wastes, which immemorial use had made their common property, and doubled their rents to console them in their bereavement!


There seemed to have been a concert in the thing, among these model landlords of Donegal. Simultaneously, they deprived the poor peasants of their grazing land—from Dunfanaghy to the Rosses. Simultaneously, they doubled and trebled the rents. Simultaneously, they struck the blow, which plunged thousands of miserable families into destitution most horrible. Simultaneously, when human nature rebelled against such wrong—and when some of these unhappy peasants, far away, in those wild moors and marshes from all public notice and sympathy, and all protection of public opinion, gave vent to their grief and anger in some acts of midnight outrage—simultaneously, then, they branded this hitherto most peaceful and placable people as thieves, outlaws, and savages. The grand jury met, and levied on the starving peasants a tax of crushing weight to pay the Scotchmen double the value of their lost sheep. Hordes of police were planted all over the country, in vacant houses, for which these modest landlords get large rents; and to support these police another heavy tax was levied on the unfortunate tenantry. The presentment was fiated by a judge, who, as ignorant of, as he was indifferent to, the condition of the unhappy people—and primed with the

gross misrepresentations of men whose interest it was to slander the peasantry whom they were foully oppressing—preached a long, dull sermon on the alleged crimes and iniquities of the hapless population. That sermon and those calumnies have gone abroad; that enormous tax has been collected at the bayonet’s point—yea, the wretched, trampled, broken‐spirited peasants have been forced to come with it themselves, and with crouching reverence present the tax, for which they may have sold their last sheep or their only cow, at the very door of the of the police barrack. And thus it comes to pass that the peasantry of this wild coast‐district of Donegal, crushed in spirit—robbed of their very manhood—are sunk (with the wives that cling by them and the children that cry to them for food) in destitution unspeakable.


I shall have more of this as I go on.





AN INGENIOUS LANDLORD.


I have not yet done with Mr. Wybrants Olphert; and I hasten back to that improving landlord from my slight digression. A year and a half ago, he purchased a property called Baltony; and one of his first acts, on coming into possession, was to deprive the tenants of two hundred acres of mountain on which they and their forefathers, the old Celtic population, grazed their sheep unmolested long centuries before this model landlord’s most unmusical name had been coined. He did them also the favour of raising their rents.


There was something very ingenious in the way in which the raising of the rents was accomplished. The tenants, I am informed, when first paying their rents, paid at the old rate, but got receipts for the amount of the new tariff: that is to say, suppose a man’s rent was £2, he paid that sum, and was handed a receipt for three pounds; but when he came to pay the next gale, the full amount entered on the former receipt was demanded, and he was obliged to pay it!


Let it be remembered that, wherever the landlords

took away the mountain land from the tenants, they not only made them pay the full rent (which formerly included mountain and all) on the arable patches, but in most cases they doubled, trebled, quadrupled that rent.





“THE NEW CUTS.”


Mr. Wybrants Olphert and his brother landlords have adopted a substitute for the Scotch sheep‐feeding on a great deal of their mountain land, which they hope to find much more profitable. Some of the mountain district which Olphert, for example, has taken from the tenants, he has marked out into plots of four or five acres. On these plots he invites the peasantry to settle, charges them so much an acre, and levies off each miserable tenant One Pound “entrance money.” I inspected several of these plots, on the property of these landlords. They were square patches of bog, soft and spongy, where the black mould seemed floating in a sea of ink. They are “colonised” in this fashion. A peasant has a strong‐limbed son who marries—for, even amid the dreary misery of this wild place, there is marrying and giving in marriage. The married son is not allowed to stay with his father: the landlord will not stand that. He cannot emigrate; for he has no money. What can he do? He takes one of these bog‐lots from the landlord at from three shillings to five shillings an acre, or even higher: Griffith’s highest valuation is about two pence an acre. He thatches up a hut of turf “scraws,” without chimney or door; and in this hideous place he and his miserable young wife go to live. By something like a miracle they contrive to subsist on sea‐weed, turnips, any refuse that can be eaten, and contrive to pay the landlord his pound or twenty‐five shillings of rent besides. Stone is plentiful enough in this howling wilderness of bog and rock; and the peasant has been all this time building a cabin of dry stone masonry beside the turf hut. When this is done, he procures a ricketty deal table, a stool, an iron pot; and then he settles down in his new dwelling,

to raise a family of unhappy creatures, heirs to nameless poverty and misery. And, of course, as he toils on—he and his helpmate—labouring with miraculous industry to raise food from this horrid patch of morass, the benevolent landlord gradually raises the rent.


I witnessed this extraordinary system in the different stages I have described. Here the “farm” marked out, but untenanted; there the “scraw” hut erected and inhabited, with the peasant delving in the squashy bog; and close by, the stone cabin built, with the tenant, his wife, and a couple of almost naked children crouching by the fire. The people call these patches “the new cuts:” they are certainly the shortest and most ingenious cuts I have ever seen taken, even by Irish landlords, to squeeze a revenue out of the marrow of Irish peasants.





“NOT THE WORST OF ’EM.”


“Mr. Olphert,” said the driver of a posting car I engaged at Crossroads—he was a Protestant, a shrewd, intelligent man, and owner of the horse and car he drove—“Mr. Olphert is not the worst of ’em after all.”


“How do you make that out?” I asked.


“Why you see,” replied our John, “though he puts on the rent enormously high, he gives ’em more time to pay it—he doesn’t screw ’em quite up to the hour, you know.”


I could not help smiling at this very equivocal kind of praise.


“What do you know of Mr. Olphert?” I asked.


“Troth, quite as much as I wish to know,” was the reply. “I farmed myself before I took to the road. I bought a little farm under him you see; and he raised the rent upon me. ’Twas desperate hard. By and by, I bought the good will of another little farm; but down came the landlord and raised the rent of that too. There was no standing this—a man could’nt live under it. I flung up the land altogether; and now, thank God, I have nothing to do with land or

landlords. They can’t destrain me now: they can seize nothing but my wife or my horse. Yet,” he added, gravely shaking his head, “Olphert’s not the worst of ’em.”


I looked at those “new cuts” of hideous marsh, and shook my head, too, and wonderingly echoed—“Olphert’s not the worst of ’em!”


“But,” I said, “what do you think of these model farms yonder?”—pointing to the “cuts.”


“Think of ’em!” ejaculated the driver. “I’d rather do something to get myself transported at once than settle down there. I don’t know how the creatures stand it. I wouldn’t live there if they paid me for it. There they are,” he said, “digging in those bogholes; and the moment that the cabin is built and the land cleared they’ll have the landlord down on ’em immediately to raise the rent.”


This man talked with the voice and spirit of a man. But what spirit or heart could those poor peasants, toiling on that wild waste of granite rock and soddened morass, have—crushed by poverty and destitution, with the wail of their poor shivering little ones in their ears, and the frown of the landlord before their eyes?








CHAP. V.


Let us glance again at that bold, rocky island lying opposite. You can only look at it from the shore, and hear what honest tongues have got to tell about it; for the storm is up, the rain pours down in sharp sleety torrents, the wind is howling savagely down by Aglish and Mac‐ucht, and the boldest boatman on this wild coast would not venture out to‐day.



WHAT TORY ISLAND IS.


A strange place is this island, fronted with its mighty embattlement of tower‐like rocks. From the East, where the frowning cliff is highest and darkest—and where yet young lovers climb, at peril of life and limb, to sit upon the fated wishing‐stone—to the West, where the strand seems to melt away in the rage of the foaming waters, it slants downwards in a rugged slope. Here the fierce Atlantic, rushing wave after wave, like an army of savage invaders, swept over half the island some years ago, destroying all the crops, and dooming the inhabitants to what might have been famine‐death, but for the charity—not of landlord or agent, who must have their rents—but of the humble toiling population on the mainland. The inhabitants of this island are all Catholics: a fine race, genuinely Irish, and speaking the old tongue: taller even and more athletic than those on the mainland, or tir‐more, as they call the Donegal coast; and with fine, frank, and honest faces. There is no chapel on the island; and, at one time, for eighteen years, the people never saw on their shore the face of a priest. Yet they miraculously retained the old faith; and the incessant efforts of the proselytisers were never rewarded with more than one pervert. Now the curate of Tulloghabegly East visits them whenever the weather will

permit, and celebrates mass on the island. The parish priest of the parish to which Tory belongs—the Rev. Hugh M‘Fadden—is endeavouring to raise funds to build a chapel there, and a house for a curate; and he has got a lease of a plot of ground from the landlord, on the curious condition that, if the chapel is not built before next November, the lease expires. There are five hundred Catholics on the island; and the danger which the priest often incurs in visiting them, especially to attend to the dying, would appal the stoutest heart.


Grand, and rude, and bluff, old Tory looks picturesque and romantic; but, for all that, the unsightly common‐places of Irish landlord practice have penetrated thither. Pausing here awhile, let me cull from my note‐book a few facts about





THE LANDLORD IN TORY.


One Mr. J. O. Woodhouse—a successful country attorney—purchased Tory Island some time before the painfully memorable year of the potato failure and famine. At that time, when land was high, and the potato crop flourishing, Tory was estimated, by Griffith’s valuation, as worth £96 10s yearly—a high price enough for a bleak rock in the middle of a stormy sea. Nevertheless, the then landlord contrived to squeeze out of it the annual income of £146 7s: doubtless, charging the poor islanders the £50 extra for the little cabins they had built themselves—for everybody knows it is the general custom with Irish landlords not to build houses themselves, but to induce tenants to erect them with their own labour and money, and then to increase the rent, in order to encourage rural enterprise and industry.


But the former proprietor, clever as he may have been, was not a successful country attorney, I dare say, and, therefore, did not know how far you may go with a miserable drudging Irish tenant in the far wilds of Donegal. Mr. J. O. Woodhouse had studied human nature in the

wide field of the sessions court, and knew a sharp thing or two more than his predecessor. Out of this ocean rock, valued by the able and experienced government officer at £96 10s yearly, the accomplished country attorney contrives to get an annual rental of Two Hundred and Twelve Pounds sterling.


Mr. Woodhouse seems to have been apprehensive, last May, that this extremely handsome rental would not be paid him willingly by the discontented islanders—or else he was desirous of impressing them with the propriety of prompt payments for the future. And to ensure this, he struck upon a very remarkable plan.


It would be utterly impossible for the unfortunate inhabitants of Tory ever to pay the enormous rent levied off them by the produce of the soil of the island, or by the few sheep they may fatten. Kelp‐burning and fishing are their chief sources of subsistence. A Scotch manufacturer, named Patterson, was buying kelp along the coast. His agent was a Mr. Montague, who resided at Rathmelton, or Letterkenny, or some other Donegal town. But, as Mr. Patterson bought all their kelp from the people of Tory, there was a sub‐agent on that island, who kept a store, in which all the kelp sold to Mr. Patterson was deposited till vessels came to remove it. Now, last August, there was a large quantity of kelp in this store; and last May the tenants owed just half‐a‐year’s rent. The custom of the island always was to pay the full year’s rent in November; but Mr. Woodhouse preferred half‐yearly payments, and was resolved to inaugurate that system forthwith. Besides, he had clapped an increase of twenty‐five per cent. upon the rental; and, like a shrewd lawyer, he apprehended that the islanders would object to this unwelcome favour.


In this state of things, the clever gentleman resorted to the most extraordinary proceeding ever perpetrated, even by an Irish landlord or a country attorney. The tenants did not pay in May: they were waiting as usual to sell their kelp, and pay the full year in November. The kelp was

sold and lodged in the sub‐agent’s store; when, one fine morning in August, the whole island was startled out of its propriety by the appearance of the following extraordinary document, posted on the gate of the store‐house:—



“Notice and particulars of Distress for Rent, 9th and 10th Vic., chap. iii., s. 10.


“To be delivered or posted where Distress is made by agent or bailiff.


“Take notice, that I have this day entered and made a Distress for Rent on that and those lands of Tory, in the county Donegal, for the sum of £106 0s 0d, being the amount of the Rent demanded; and the time and times when the same accrued due are as follows:—


“£106 0s 0d, Rent Due and Ending the First Day of May, 1857.


“And I have made such distress by the authority of J. O. Woodhouse, the Landlord of said Premises, and party entitled to the said Rent; and unless said Rent and the Charges of such Distress be paid within Fourteen days from the date hereof, the goods and chattels so Distrained will be disposed of according to Law, for the satisfaction of such rent and charges.


“Dated this 14th day of August, 1857.


“To James Doughan, the person or persons in possession of said premises.


“Daniel Gallaher, of Kildrum, in the County Donegal.


“Inventory.


“A quantity of kelp in store: a quantity also outside.”




Now, note that Mr. Woodhouse has many tenants on the island, each living on his own holding. Note, also, that Doughan, the keeper of the store, was also his tenant, distinct from all the others. Note, furthermore, that this clever Mr. Woodhouse is a successful country attorney, with landlord‐and‐tenant law at his fingers’ ends. And bear in mind that all this kelp “inside and outside” was the property of the Scotchman, purchased for him by his sub‐agent. With these facts, I ask my readers to try if they can realise to themselves

the unparalleled condition of a district, beyond the ordinary track of civilised, political, and social life, where a landlord, well skilled in the law, could dare—without fear of the consequences of public exposure—to perpetrate an act of territorial despotism so utterly contrary to every legal provision even of the unjust land‐laws which prevail in this country! Mr. Woodhouse knew very well that he had no more right to levy a distress on James Doughan for the rents of all his tenants, than he had to levy it on the Mayor of Derry; but, then, it was in Tory Island, off the wild coast of Donegal, where newspaper publicity was not supposed to penetrate!


Poor James Doughan was bewildered and terrified. He hurried off to the all‐potent Daniel Gallagher, the representative of landlord power; and offered his own half‐year’s rent, humbly and respectfully suggesting that he had nothing to do with the rents of other people. He was dismissed with a frown: not a shilling would be taken till the half‐year’s rent of the whole island, increased by one‐fourth, was handed in!


It happened, however, that one ray of civilised life had stolen in upon the poor unfortunate denizens of that wild island, even by the agency of burned sea‐rack. The kelp‐agent on the mainland was communicated with; and he straight‐way laid the case before his principal in Scotland. The result was a consultation with Mr. M‘Crossan, the able solicitor of Omagh, who, with the agency of a Replevin, brought the successful attorney who lords it over Tory, to a sense of his illegal proceedings: the distress was removed, and the kelp set free again. This, unfortunately, contented Mr. Patterson, who (being a Scotchman, careless about Donegal peasants) only wanted his kelp; and further legal proceedings were stayed—which is a pity, as, by the help of Mr. M‘Crossan, we might otherwise have sooner got at other interesting details about Tory.


The opposition which Mr. Montague—protecting the kelp which was his employer’s property—gave to the landlord’s extraordinary mode of collecting

his rents, excited the latter’s indignant rage. He wrote a letter off to Mr. Patterson, complaining that Montague had treated him monstrously, had baulked him in certain arrangements on the island, and had associated with certain parties who were “said to be” exciting the tenants not to pay their rents, and otherwise disturbing the island, and adding to the confusion “of that already unfortunate part of the country.” He added that these alleged proceedings of Montague and his “associates” had gone so far that he (the ingenious but angry J. O. W.) would have to apply to government to place a force of police upon the island. Of course, Mr. Montague, a respectable man—mindful only of the interests of his employer, and meddling in no way with the disputes of landlord or tenant—was extremely wrath at charges so extraordinary, and Mr. M‘Crossan was engaged to set him right; but, when the angry landlord became more cool, he made an humble apology; and thus the kelp dispute and the unjust attack on a respectable man have ended for the present. Yet that clever, but not very legal trick, of posting the distress notice on the store‐house, has had its effect on the poor, ignorant peasants, who, in their simplicity, believe that their landlord, being a lawyer, has law for everything he does. They paid the advanced rent—did those riotous, disaffected tenants—in the most humble and submissive manner.





HOW TO RAISE A REVENUE.


But the increased rent—more than double the government valuation—was not the sole source of discontent among the unfortunate inhabitants of Tory. That allusion above to certain arrangements of the landlord on the island, which he accused Mr. Montague of disturbing, requires an explanation; and that explanation will increase the reader’s admiration for the cleverness of the successful country attorney.


Mr. J. O. Woodhouse appears to have looked on Tory Island—bleak, barren rock, lashed by the

howling waves of the Atlantic, though it seem to other men—as a sort of Golconda in its way, out of which, and its human products, an incredible revenue might be obtained by judicious management. Kelp burning, I have said, is the great resource of the islanders. To procure this sea‐rack, they undergo superhuman hardship and danger. With the produce they pay their heavy rents, and eke out the support of their families. Those who have not witnessed it can have no conception of the terrible dangers, the exhausting fatigue, which the hardy peasantry, male and female, on these wild western coasts, endure, to snatch that precious sea‐rack from the waves that howl and foam around them, as they, at imminent risk of life, wade out to drag the floating weeds to shore. How sad it is that landlord avarice should look upon such poor, patient, toiling creatures as merely things from which rents are to be wrung! It occurred to Mr. Woodhouse that a revenue might be legitimately levied off even the kelp. He accordingly built a store on Tory Island, and endeavoured to enter into arrangements with Mr. Patterson and others for the purchase of the kelp through his store. He seems to have thought that the tenants could be induced to bring their kelp to the store, and have it weighed and stored; and that, from the charges for weighing and for storing, an increase of revenue could be procured. But there was an obstacle in the way: the islanders had been in the habit of selling their kelp directly to the buyer; and they very naturally objected to their little profits being diminished by a “middle man,” and not the less so that this would‐be “middle man” was the landlord himself, to pay their high rents to whom, they collected this kelp with such terrific risk and danger. In this matter, even against landlord power, they held out stoutly; and, Mr. Woodhouse’s scheme being coldly received by the Scotch manufacturers, it failed; and the store, which he built specially at a cost of £45 3s 0d (we give his own accurate calculation), lies idle. A very provoking circumstance

for a successful country attorney. But there is hope for Mr. J. O. W.; with the help of cooked stories of peasant outrages, the landlords along the coast have contrived to get their best houses tenanted by swarms of police at high rent; perhaps the clever lord of Tory may yet get a police force to tenant his empty kelp‐store. To be sure, the people are a very peaceful people, who commit no outrages and break no laws; but a few clever representations to the government might do much.1





1 I have since learned that the worthy landlord has let the store to his bailiff, Gallaher, for a public‐house: doubtless, to help in improving the morals of the inhabitants.









CHAP. VI.



LANDLORD DISAPPOINTMENT.


We are on the road again—the wild bleak mountain road from Crossroads to Derrybeg. On every side, the evidences of poverty and misery crowd upon us. The high, bold rugged mountains frown against the winter sky; and the angry wind comes screaming down their sides bearing with it a storm of flint‐like sleet that lashes on our faces like the blows of a knotted cord. The wide waste of bog, black, grim, and loathly, stretches away on this side and on that: huge masses of granite rock rise up through it here and there, as they might through the livid fœtid pool of fabled Acheron. But even here the straight furrows of the “new cuts” are before us; and even here the stray cabins of turf‐scraws, or of dry un‐mortared stone, give sign that human beings drag out a miserable existence on those wastes, and try to pay the landlords a high rent besides. Heavens! to think that the rich man’s domestic luxuries, his carpeted chamber, his blazing coal‐fire, his savoury dinner, his rich crusted port, are procured by the money which these miserable beings coin, in wet and cold, through summer drought and winter storm, from those dark, spongy marshes!


Here we have more tales of Donegal landlordism. The district of Meenaclady belongs to Mr. J. O. Woodhouse. Like the rest of the country, it is a wild place: bog‐land, with mountains rising out of it. The landlord has, according to the local practice, taken from the tenants here some 1,500 acres of mountain, on which they grazed their sheep or cows; and he has
requited them for this bereavement by raising the rents on the arable patches which he has left in their possession. Some time ago, two Englishmen were brought over to inspect this mountain, with the view of renting 

it for sheep‐farming. But, honest souls! the look of the place terrified them: they had never seen anything like it before; and they hurried home as fast as they could. It is said that the landlord, despairing of all chance of tempting Scotch or English sheep‐graziers over, meditates grazing himself: a new walk in which he may not be as successful as in petty sessions practice.





HOW TO QUADRUPLE THE RENTS.


Still human animals, when ingeniously worked by Donegal landlords, are found more profitable than sheep. As we travelled along the road, we had evidences of this in Mr. J. O. W.’s case, and the “new cuts.” A number of tenants, from whom the right of pasturage on the mountain had been taken away, had been offered a “cut” each at £1 12s a‐year: Griffith would have valued it at perhaps two shillings. The miserable creatures cling to life and to their native place; and they took the “cuts.” But, after a trial, they told the landlord they could not work them unless they got them for the first year rent‐free; “but we would not be listened to,” said a tenant, “and the landlord is serving the notices of ejectment this day.”


The almost incredible misery of these wretched peasants will be best conveyed in the story of one of them—an average case—as I took it down from the man’s own lips.


He held what he termed “a farm;” that is to say, a patch of arable land, with a cabin upon it; and he had, besides, the right of grazing a sheep or two, or a cow, up the mountain. For this he payed £1 5s a‐year till recently; and with this he contrived to support himself, his wife, and three or four children. But from him, as from the others, the landlord took away the mountain grazing, and raised his rent from twenty‐five shillings to four pounds. A “cut” of the mountain was then given him; and the rent set upon it was one pound twelve shillings. Thus, in fact, his rent was increased to more than five times its original amount! I asked him how he could contrive to pay that sum; he

answered, “God only knows—I don’t think I’ll ever be able to pay it; sure if it wasn’t for burning the kelp we couldn’t pay the rent at all; an’ even on that the landlords want to put a tax, if they can.”


This man, when describing the misery of himself and his fellows, amid the desolation of the mountain waste, uttered some exclamations in Irish that sounded like oaths. Now, I had noticed, travelling through this wild district, that nothing like an imprecation ever escaped the lips of these simple peasants; and I mentioned the matter to my reverend friend. He smiled and said—“I fear Mihil learned to curse a little in America.”


The secret was out; and a wonderful example it was of the piety of these people and their love for the pure old Christian faith of their fathers. This man had been in America, he and his family. I was astounded; and asked in amazement what could have driven him back to bleak Donegal and its frightful landlord rule? His answer was that, though he had been doing tolerably well in the United States, the immorality and infidelity they had seen around them—and the spectacle of many ignorant and neglected, Irish falling away, amid the temptations of vice from religion and virtue—had frightened him and his poor wife; and they resolved to make every sacrifice, and hurry back to Ireland, with all its miseries, again, “for fear the children would lose the religion.”


This is still the miraculous fidelity to their faith which has consecrated these Irish a nation of martyrs through centuries of suffering and persecution. It looks itself like a miraculous testimony to the truth and divine origin of the religion which, amid suffering and misery unspeakable, is still the hope and anchorage of this singularly destined people.


“They are all the same,” said the good priest, with kindling eye. “My heart burns with love for them. They are a simple, faithful, sinless race; and, in spite of all their miseries, I think God’s loving smile is upon them.”






THE “GOOD LANDLORD” AGAIN.


The priest’s hand was uplifted to point out, in the far distance, the boundary which divided this property of the successful country attorney from that of the “good landlord” already referred to, the Rev. Chas. Stewart, a clergyman of the Established Church. I could hardly forbear from smiling at the impetuous anxiety of the kind‐hearted priest to make known the excellence of the Protestant minister. “That,” said he, “is the property of the Rev. Charles Stewart, of Horne Head.” I immediately remembered the good‐humoured‐looking old gentleman of portly presence and grey head, whom I had seen near Creeslough, on his own car. “That is the property of the Rev. Charles Stewart, of Horne Head. He owns about half of that mountain tract, stretching out there to the point called the Bloody Foreland. He has not followed the example of his brother landlords. He has not taken the mountain from his tenants. The people are all contented there; and you will find no complaining among them. No: they bless his name; and tell you that he is the good landlord.”


Again, I thought, “how easy it is to earn the love of these poor Irish.” Happy Mr. Stewart! The creed of these people is not yours; but they speak of you lovingly. This priest is your rival—of the old creed your forefathers deserted; but he sounds your name with words of eloquent praise, and the tear of gratitude is in his eye for the poor people you have not persecuted. You have won the love of people and priest—aye, and the sweet incense of their prayers, too—by not robbing them of their means of subsistence. Keep that love at the same small price; for a happy fortune is yours in purchasing it so cheaply.


We take leave of the Rev. Charles Stewart and his property, congratulating him on the “bad example” he has given by refusing to join in the system pursued by his brother landlords; and, as if for further contrast, we find ourselves suddenly encountering







THE REV. MR. NIXON AGAIN!


This remarkable gentleman; who enjoys the singular pre‐eminence of having on his lands the most miserable and destitute peasantry even in Donegal, is proprietor of the townlands of Bunaleck and Glassaghs. On these lands some thousands of acres of mountain have been taken from the tenants, and their rents have been doubled and trebled. The worthy landlord took, besides, into his own hands a portion of land which the unfortunate tenants had by hard labour made arable; and on this he built a cottage for himself. But he appears to have given up the idea of residing there; and consequently, for some time, the cottage was untenanted—a painfully disagreeable thing for a gentleman of his reverence’s peculiarly economical habits. Fortunately, however, the discontent of the peasantry at being suddenly deprived of their chief means of support came to his aid. The district got a bad name; the world was told that the native Celts were riotous savages; and the Government sent down swarms of peace‐preservers to tame them. Mr. Nixon’s handsome cottage shared the destiny of nearly all the good‐looking buildings about the country: it became a police barrack, paying his thrifty reverence an excellent rent!





HOW TO LIVE CHEAPLY.


The miserable tenants whisper that, when the reverend gentleman lived in this cottage, he shared their “good things” in a pleasant manner. A plump chicken from a tenant’s cabin was not an unwelcome present to his table—nor did he turn up his nose at a dish of butter, a bowl of cream, or a “kish” of potatoes. A judicious bailiff visited the peasants now and again, and hinted, in a significant way, that trifles of this kind would not be unacceptable to his reverence. They, poor fellows, interpreted these hints as commands; and the chicken, or the butter, or the cream, or the potatoes, came pretty regularly to the landlord’s kitchen from the cabins of men

who, having to pay the doubled rent, and not daring to indulge in luxuries, were content to feed on potatoes and the abominable weed they gathered on the sea‐shore. Verily, what between “duty days” and fat presents at the hint of judicious bailiffs, there are worse positions than that of a landlord in this wild district of Donegal.


Mr. Nixon, like Mr. Woodhouse, tried hard to induce some Scotch or English graziers to feed sheep on the mountain land which he took from his tenants; but he, too, failed here—the place has not been found very inviting.





TRESPASS MONEY.


These unfortunate tenants have not room for the few cattle or sheep they may have to graze on their patches of arable land which the landlord has left them at doubled and trebled rent. The cows will trespass up the unoccupied mountain, where they formerly grazed at full liberty, and for every such horned trespasser, the tenants tell me, his reverence levied a shilling fine—a species of impost which they look on as a regular portion of the landlord’s revenue; for, poor fellows, in their eyes—seeing no higher authority—the combination of landlord and magistrate in one person is a something above all law.


Here, for example, is a curious instance of the absolute sway which landlords may dare to exercise in this wild, out‐of‐the‐way region. Mr. Nixon appropriated to himself, a few years ago, about one hundred acres of pasture lying along the shore, which had been originally in the possession of the tenants, and the grass of which, to repeat their own words, was “kindly and sweet.” But, though his reverence took away this land from the tenantry, and commanded them never to put cow or sheep upon it, he did not fence it; and the result was, that, there being no wall, no hedge, no line of exclusion, the cows did trespass, let the tenants do what they would. At one time the reverend landlord impounded four or five of these little mountain cows, which were

auctioned off; and Mr. Nixon himself became the possessor of one of them. By what legal power all this was done I confess myself puzzled to tell: the tenants only knew that the landlord was a magistrate, and a minister of the Established Church to boot, and they concluded, poor creatures, that it must be “according to law.” The seizure of the cows was, however, almost a death‐warrant to them; and Heaven only knows what might have become of them if the good priest, Father Doherty, had not opened his own scanty purse and purchased a cow for each of them.





THE POLICE AT THE POUND.


But here is one of the most astounding cases I ever heard of even in the wilds of Donegal. The landlord’s bailiff hinted more than once to the tenantry that they need not be very fearful about trespasses on this unfenced land by the sea‐shore—that, in fact, as it was yet unoccupied and unsecured by hedge or ditch, the landlord did not care. This inspired confidence; and the cows were allowed to roam over the ground. But, one fine day, down came the bailiff, with Mr. Cruise, the Stipendiary Magistrate, and a force of armed constabulary; and all the cattle were, to the wonderment and dismay of the deluded tenants, driven into the pound. The stipendiary magistrate—a personage of whom and his doings I shall have something more to say, by and bye—stood at the pound with the armed police, and collected the trespass money. But this was not the whole of it; the owners of some of these cows were afterwards summoned to the Petty Sessions Court of Bunbeg, and severally fined in various sums by the honest and impartial magistrates. Such is the way in which they manage matters in the wilds of Donegal.


Take this mild case of benevolent landlord rule before we part from the Rev. Mr. Nixon. That reverend and philanthropic proprietor evicted Billy Coyle from his holding in Glassaghs, because the said Billy could not pay the increased rent. I

am told that the landlord himself was present when the poor fellow’s cabin was being pulled down; and spectators say that the screams of Coyle’s wife and children, as they beheld their little home dismantled, were fearful to listen to. Coyle and his family were obliged to go into the workhouse, till Father Doherty—the poor calumniated priest being still the sole friend and refuge of these most unfortunate peasants—purchased for him the “good will” of another small patch of land, and set him afloat once more. Whether this act of the benevolent priest was really what his honest heart intended it should be—a kindness—who can tell? For, in sooth, it is hard to conceive a worse condition of life, even in a workhouse, than that of tenant under a Donegal landlord in this wild tract of bog, and marsh, and mountain.


These miserable peasants have none of them a holding equal to the poor law valuation of £4: nevertheless, they complain that their most philanthropic and decidedly thrifty landlord levies off them poor rate and property tax all the same.





“FACTS FROM GUIDORE.”


Over the bleak, rugged mountain road we travel to Derrybeg, at peril of life and limb. The winter darkness sets in fast upon us. The rain patters and the wind howls; and even the sure‐footed pony stumbles on this abominable road, which rises up abruptly skywards, only to sweep down as rapidly again. Bog and marsh are around us, though we cannot see them in this blackness of the December night. Yet here, as on other parts of our journey, the dim lights twinkling here and there tell that on those wastes of rock and moor human beings are living, tenacious of life and hope, (and with, it may be, some tender ties and pleasures of home, so wonderful a creature is man), even amid all this desolation.


Sough! We pitch and jerk down the steep hill, and wade through a torrent of water. The horse is well nigh swept off his legs; for the water is up to his chest; and if he would only take head now and “bolt,” we might be pitched over into

the deep black bog‐holes on the rod‐side. The honest, quiet, sure‐footed brute does not “bolt” or shy, however; we get safely through; and now we are toiling up the steep hilly road again. Up hill and down hill ten times repeated: another deep pool—another moment or two of splashing and kicking, and another steep to climb up. The driver tells us the worst is over. Down the slope we go now; and in a few minutes more we pull up before the priest’s house at Derrybeg.


His reverence gives the wayfarers a kindly, genial welcome, like an honest‐hearted, hospitable priest; and a warm fire and a modest rasher of bacon are by no means unacceptable after that cold, dark, wet drive.


In the morning we are up betimes, and out to see the wonders of famous Bunbeg and Guidore.


Now, who has not heard of Guidore? Who has not heard of the marvels which that benevolent individual, Lord George Hill, accomplished in that region? He is a model landlord, is Lord George; and he has done great things in his line. You know Guidore was a terrible place, wild and savage, before he went to it—with a population who had a singularly barbarous objection to paying rents. You know that he appeared among them like an angel of mercy to lift them from their savagery, and pour round them the halo of civilisation. You know that this philanthropic lord did such things for the country as no man ever did before.


That is to say, you have probably heard or read it. For Lord George has told the world of it himself—being his own particular trumpeter; and who could know more about it?


Lord George Hill did what Job wished his enemy to do—he wrote a book. It is a dull and prosy book, filled with old mother’s tales and bald, pointless anecdotes about Celtic unthrift and laziness; and it narrates wonderful things of Lord George himself and his improvements. We have that remarkable book; and if you want a copy you may get it at Lord

George’s hotel, at Guidore, for three shillings and sixpence—where (if his lordship happens to be on the spot) you may enjoy the honour of being waited on by a lordly waiter, groom, and boots, who hopes you are comfortable, and holds your horse, and never expects the usual silver fee.


Having seen Lord George’s book, and having read some of it, maugre its dulness—and having, furthermore, read his lordship’s praises in the public prints long ago, I believed that he was a special blessing on two legs, sent by Providence for the comfort of the neglected Celts of the wilds of Donegal. But, Heaven help me! I was simply as big a fool as my neighbours; and only found, on visiting the wastes and marshes of Guidore, what a tremendous delusion I had been labouring under.


For, in sober and painful truth, I never did, in all my life, see anything to equal the misery and destitution, the patient poverty and suffering, which met my eye on every side in that district of which this pretentious philanthrope is the landlord.


Lord George called his book, “Facts from Guidore”—very like that gentleman of whom Sheridan said that he drew on his imagination for his facts. I have my “facts from Guidore,” too, rather more simple and authentic, though not so rosy and romantic. But, as Lord George Hill is too important a person to be disposed of at the heel of a chapter, I shall postpone further dealing with him here, and give him a special chapter to himself.








CHAP. VII.


I have already mentioned that remarkable book written by Lord George Hill, or written by somebody for him. He called it, as I have said, “Facts from Guidore; with useful hints to Donegal tourists”—which latter ungrammatical clause means: to strangers who may make a tour in Donegal—not hints to Donegal men (as the reader might suppose) who make a tour elsewhere. It is some eleven years since that book was published; and it cause quite a sensation in Great Britain and Ireland. It was the cheapest engine by which any man ever won a good name; for—taking his own word for all he wrote of himself, and believing implicitly in his volume of romance—the newspapers extolled him to the sky as the model landlord of Ireland.


But—easy as are the means by which, in this credulous world, men (especially lords) may acquire an immense reputation—there is fortunately a sound principle at work in our human affairs, by which the fictitious will be distinguished from the truthful at last. Even Lord George Hill’s undeserved fame could not live longer than some decade of years, though with the “Times’ commissioner” to prop it up. The truth has, at length, come out; and I hope to be able to circulate that truth widely before I am done.


In his lordship’s book he dilates on the wonderful improvements which he effected in the “desperately rugged” district he had purchased. He talks of his mills, and his stores, and his harbour, and his quay, and his schools (Protestant proselytising schools, without scholars), and his “perpetual curate,” without a congregation, paid out of funds collected by the proselytising societies of London—and, above all, about his hotel, in the puffing of which (not a very bad hotel at all) he has exhibited an ingenuity worthy of Barnum.

And, really, if “Donegal Tourists” will follow his hints, and travel by the prescribed route, they will fall into the trap beautifully, and believe the “facts” to be all “gospel.” If they do not desire to hunt up the abodes of starving Donegal peasants—if they take no interest in a “Popish” population and poor, hard‐working, libelled Irish priests—if they admire proselytising schools—if they believe a landlord “storekeeper,” who monopolises the traffic of his district, and evicts all tenants who dare to sell bread, or tea, or sugar, or tobacco, on their own account, to be the highest agent of civilisation—if they are anxious for a good bed, a good dinner, and a good glass of “whiskey punch,” with the prospect of having their horse held by “my lord,”—then they will swear that Lord George Hill and his model agent, Mr Forster (whom the tenantry love with such intense affection), have sown blessings broadcast over Donegal. For nowhere will pleasanter delusion meet the tourist’s eye than in that wild district of Guidore.



“LOOK HERE UPON THIS PICTURE.”


Let me do the cicerone’s part a moment (before I come to a more solemn and painful duty), and describe to you what you will see.


Say, you come from Letterkenny or Donegal—it matters not which—you pass through a wild and rugged country, where the mountains rise in savage grandeur, where the moors are black and desolate, where the roads are steep and winding. There is pleasure in this, and that sensation which makes a comfortable road‐side inn welcome.—Great is your satisfaction, then, when you reach the snug hotel of Guidore. You pause at the gate. You look round you. The road is smooth and level here. The stone walls are straight and regular. The fences are high and trim. There is a carpetting of green on the slopes closing round you, which contrasts pleasantly with the dark outline of the grim mountains behind. These few small white‐fleeced sheep have an air of wealth about them. The mountain stream sparkles and 

prattles in the sun‐light, as it tumbles among the stones and flings up white spray under that pretty bridge yonder, which leads to that comfortable cottage with the compact corn‐stacks around it. You think of the desolate moor, and the barren hills over which the stout serviceable mountain‐pony has driven you; and you naturally exclaim, rubbing your hands, and smiling at the pretty bar‐maid—“Well, now, here is comfort, here is civilisation, here is the territory of an improving landlord.” It is all quite a fancy scene.


Then you dine; and, after your benevolence is roused by a stiff glass of punch—and perhaps your heart smoothed to the gentlest complacency by the condescension of the aristocratic landlord who (if he be on the spot) thrusts his head inside the door, and asks if anything can be done “to make you more comfortable”—you sally out, order your car again, and drive down to Bunbeg. Here and there, on the right and on the left, you see snug cottages of stone and slate. That comfortable residence on the left, with the little picturesque bridge leading to it, is the sub‐agent’s dwelling. A considerable distance farther on to the right you encounter the snug home of the “perpetual curate.” Higher up, on the left again, is the school‐house, with a striking‐looking inscription in Irish, which, of course, you do not understand, but which intimates, on the authority of the Bible, that, if you train up a child in the way he should go, when he is old he will not depart from it. All very touching! Now the slated cottages are more numerous; and blue coats and green coats—suggestive of the penal department of civilisation, even in this landlord’s paradise—crowd upon you; but no ragged tenants offend your eye. Round here now, and down to the little harbour of Bunbeg: this fine building is his lordship’s mill, and this to the right is the handsome store where various necessaries are sold, and against which the benevolent landlord will allow no competition whatever. These are the improvements which Lord George Hill has effected in Guidore; and charming things they are

for tourists to look on who combine an eye for the picturesque with a taste for the comfortable and cosy. Drive back now to the hotel. Take a light supper; mix a genial glass of punch; and when you have drunk it turn into bed. When you wake in the morning, and come down to breakfast, the visitor’s book will be on the table before you. Straightway you will seize a pen, and inscribe on the white page, with still greater eloquence than your predecessor who wrote on the other, your admiration at everything—not forgetting his lordship, the punch, or the pretty bar‐maid.





“AND ON THIS.”


But, did no thought occur to you, all this time that there must be human beings—tenants—Donegal peasants—living about here? Did you never pause to think of the men and women and children dwelling on those barren mountains and bleak moors, who supply the landlord with his revenues, and who should be the chief objects of the landlord’s paternal care? Egad, you forgot all that, and never thought of living thing except those few white sheep beside the sub‐agent’s dwelling—barring of course, the smiling barmaid. Ah! Mr. Tourist, there are other animals well fleeced in Donegal, besides the sheep. Just come with me over that ground again. Those snug cottages have won your admiration. “Oh, yes, these are the landlord’s tenants.” Certainly: here are revenue officers who pay stiff rents; and here are numerous policemen, paying good rents also, who are planted here to keep the affectionate peasantry on Lord George’s estates in good order at the bayonet’s point. Here, as we have noted before, is the “perpetual curate,” with his family—settled amid an entirely Catholic population, who respect the man himself and talk kindly of him, but who dislike his creed. He presides over a congregation of some half‐dozen revenue officers and policemen. Here is the favoured storekeeper, and, I suppose, the schoolmaster and schoolmistress without scholars. And

these make up the total of this pretty picture—which represent the native population about as accurately as the dancing girls of the ballet represent a “village festival.”


Where, then, are the peasantry? Mount with me, and drive off here to the right. Now you stare in amazement, and your jaw drops. Yes, these mud and dry stone cabins down in the “shough” are the homes of the tenants of Lord George Hill. These miserable ribands of land, on which the sands of the ocean are encroaching, are the “farms” for which they pay incredible rents. These strips of marsh, studded with granite rocks, are so narrow, that you can, with a fair run, jump over one of them. Look at that strip yonder, it is so narrow that the tenant has had to build his cabin gable‐wise upon it—there was not breadth enough for the front wall. Jump down with me into the ditch, and enter one of these huts. Here is a space, of some ten feet‐square, the sole residence of this poor man, with his wife and four children—shared with them by the little ragged mountain cow, which crouches beside the turf‐heap in the corner. There is a small, broken deal table here. There is no cheap nothing to sit on but an old stool; and that hair: of rags beside the fire‐place, which will be the bed by and by. They are at dinner: what a horrid mess! Sticky potatoes and an abominable sea‐weed which they call “doulamaun.” Horrible! your stomach sickens, my friend: come out into the open air: you will need another tumbler of punch at the cozy hotel to set you right after that spectacle. Yes, these are the tenants of my lord—these are the miserable beings whose sweat and labour are coined into rent for their master. These are the hapless peasants of whom the exemplary agent, who gathers his lordship’s revenue, scoffingly said, when somebody remarked that they were terribly oppressed—“You might mow them down like meadow, and trample on them like grass on the wayside, and they will spring up like weeds!” The same benevolent person is reported to have added—“And d—m them, they

would starve themselves in order to pay their rents; but, should they never rise again, their farms will serve for sheep‐walks.” Poor unhappy sheep, that have to walk on such farms!


Sweet Heaven! that human beings should be doomed to live as these creatures live—and then that the landlords who dwell in luxury on their unceasing labour should be heralded to the world with sounds of praise and fame!





NOT SO BAD.


These creatures who groan under oppression—who starve on sea‐weed, because heavy county‐cess is on them, heavy police‐tax, and inordinately heavy rents—say that “his lordship” is not so bad, after all, if he were not so badly advised. Which is not a very great compliment—for it is simply saying that a man is not morally guilty because he is a fool. Who the bad advisers are I have not learned, unless the tenants are wicked enough to mean the exemplary agent, whom his lordship eulogises so extravagantly in his book.





HOW IMPROVEMENTS ARE CHEAPLY MADE.


But note this. When Lord George Hill bought this property, the tract of land on which the hotel stands was in the possession of Bryan Boyle, whose tenant‐right interest in it was valued at One Hundred Pounds. The land was taken from Boyle by the new philanthropic landlord—the proceeding being quite legal—and not a shilling’s compensation was paid him. The land was neatly fenced here and there, and made to look handsome; and the snug hotel was raised upon it; but the cattle or sheep which were wont to recognise it as their own, would roam in upon it; and many a time and oft was poor Bryan Boyle mulcted in trespass‐money, because his few cattle had not better manners than to encroach upon the landlord’s grounds. You see that after an Irish peasant has more or less cultivated an Irish mountain and moor, and you take, by the authority of laws which refuse to recognise the tenant’s property in the fruits of his labour, the

land away from him, and picturesquely trim it up for your own profit, that is very cheap “improvement” indeed—cheaper than the American system of improving the profitless Red Men off the soil.





THINNING THE WORKHOUSE.


Yet his lordship has found more means than the mere writing, or payment for the writing, of a stupid book, of acquiring a reputation for benevolence. The paupers of Guidore go to the Dunfanaghy workhouse—where assuredly the feeding must be too high for creatures accustomed to starve on “doulamaun.” But their presence in the workhouse raises the landlord’s poor‐rate. Message is sent to the house, that “able‐bodied” paupers from that district will get work on Lord George Hill’s property, at Guidore. They are dismissed accordingly; and they are forced to go to the mountain‐side (that terrible bleak moor) to work at sub‐soiling—job‐work—at such a price per perch that the wretched labourer can hardly keep himself on Indian meal porridge. Meantime, his wife and children, as they will not be admitted into the workhouse without the father, eke out subsistence by begging. A most reliable authority has told me that he has known several instances of this kind. Aye, and I have seen with my own eyes, on the property of this model landlord, the case of peasants whose patches of land were so small that, notwithstanding their capacity to eat that hideous sea‐weed, they were forced to go begging two‐thirds of their time, to make out the full sum of their rent.





A MODEL LANDLORD’S TENANT.


A poor old woman from a place called Maheralosk passed me on the bleak, mountain road. She was bare‐footed, in mid‐winter, and hobbled along with the help of her stick. She had not worn a shoe for ten years. Yet that woman keeps a “farm,” (remember the ribands of bog and granite rock) and has been obliged to pay rack‐rents, and sheep‐tax, and police‐tax. Poor Meva Dubh, or black‐haired Margaret, has received

alms from the very policemen (whose green coats so often cover honest Irish hearts, God bless them!) who were commissioned to collect the taxes from her at the point of the bayonet—and to arrest beggars under the vagrancy act. Take her as a sample of the rural bliss of Donegal!





HOW RENTS ARE MADE.


Now, many a person has heard and believed in the wonders of philanthropy accomplished by Lord George Hill in Guidore—on his own unquestioned testimony. But I solemnly affirm that (without even excepting the tenantry of the Rev. Mr. Nixon—for there is “in the lowest deep a lower still”), the tenantry of this lordly benevolist, who is his own trumpeter—these tenantry of whom his virtuous agent declared that “you might trample on them like grass on the wayside, and they’ll spring up like weeds”—live on land the most abominable, under rents the most extravagant, and in a condition of misery the most degraded my eyes have ever beheld. Take the case again, of those creatures living on those “ribands” (that is the only word sufficiently descriptive) of land, in those miserable cabins of ten feet square. When his benevolent lordship became owner of the property, the tenants had besides these strips of land, the commonage of the mountain; and by this they were enabled to raise a few sheep—and live. Under the model landlord, the mountain, which was their right from time immemorial, was taken away from them. On the property three zones have been made. One, extending to the sea, is lined by the road (as well as I could observe it) from the store at Bunbeg to the priest’s house at Derrybeg. It is here the “ribands” lie, on which the sands are encroaching: and the tenants of these “farms” are saddled with doubled and trebled rents, besides losing the mountain. Above these, at the other side of the road, are the “new cuts.” Hither the “surplus population” is deported: that is to say young men and their young wives are forced to take these “cuts” at

some five shillings and six‐pence an acre (some as low as 3s, 6d, I believe) to build a cabin themselves, and farm that horrible mountain bog as best they can. In Griffith’s valuation these precious “cuts” are estimated at two pence an acre! The third zone was let to Scotch graziers for sheep farming. From all this you can estimate the advantages which the miserable peasantry have derived from the benevolent landlordism of Lord George and his compeers. First of all, the third zone and the second zone—their sole means of raising sheep or cattle—have been wrested from them—and their rents doubled and trebled on the patches of granite‐rock, bog, and sea‐sand left in their possession! Here are the landlord blessings of Guidore. Nevertheless, Lord George Hill has written himself up a model landlord, and will sell you his own praises in his own book for the moderate sum of three shillings and sixpence! Again, patient Job—“Oh, that  mine enemy would write a book!”





NO COMPETITION.


Lord George Hill is evidently an admirer of “protection,” and no friend to free trade. For anything like freedom of trade or competition he will not tolerate among his tenants. Now, here is this shop in Derrybeg, opposite the priest’s house: let us pause before it a moment. The proprietor is licensed to retail ale, porter, spirits; and is the only baker tolerated in the district. He is a Scotchman, and a pet of the landlord: though why an Irish landlord should have set up a stranger there, and not a native, I cannot see—except on this explanation, that the natives are all Catholics and the Scotchman is not. Against that Scotchman the landlord will allow no rivalry whatever. There is a monthly fair at Derrybeg; and a thrifty, industrious peasant, named Patrick Mulligan, thought he might fairly look for a share of the traffic. He built a house near the village, and he obtained a license. But forthwith came a message from the landlord that, if he dared to open a shop in the place, he would be sent to the right about. Mulligan

persisted, however; and Lord George Hill rewarded his enterprise with an ejectment process. He was turned out of the house which he had built himself; and the other tenants (though so naturally affectionate and humane) were so much afraid of the landlord’s wrath that they dared not to give him shelter. But Patrick Mulligan had purchased his whiskey and other goods in Derry for his shop. He had to dispose of these by some means, or starve; so he travelled about the district, chased by the police, and hiding in ditch and sand‐pit, till he had illicitly disposed of that which he had received a license to sell. When the license was expired, he was allowed to settle in the place again, on the condition that he should never more attempt to open a shop. The lucky Scotchman had it all to himself once more. A man named Gallagher also tried to open a shop in the village. But he was served out in the same fashion. This poor fellow was lucky enough to get to Australia, whence he has since sent for his wife and children—who are, it is hoped, now living with him in comfort and freedom, far from the sordid despotism of model Irish landlords.


Mary Sharkey was equally rash. This woman who, in a free community, would, by her own valuable industry, have risen into honest wealth, was crushed in the same manner. The fact of the whole district depending on the unopposed Scotchman for bread resulted frequently in this—that no bread was to be got at all. Mary Sharkey did not try to start a grocery or spirit‐shop; she only built an oven, and brought a baker from Dungloe. But her fate was that of other competitors of the Scotchman: she was served with a notice to quit and, on pain of expulsion, was compelled to pull down her oven and dismiss her baker. The rule was: no competition with the Scotchman. When I breakfasted in Derrybeg, the hospitable priest had nothing but oatmeal bread. “Why have you no baker’s bread?” I asked. “Because,” he simply replied, “there is only one shop allowed in the village; and they have no bread to‐day.”


Such is the way in which these model landlords of Donegal encourage the enterprise of their tenantry. Irish peasants are often called lazy and unenergetic: but what energy or what industry could rise against a system to crushing as this? As it is in Derrybeg, so it is in Bunbeg: Lord George Hill has built a store there, of which he is said to be bonâ fide proprietor himself, and in which everything from a pound of sugar to an iron pot, from a grinding stone to a box of matches is  professedly sold: against that store competition is not tolerated; and the natural result is that the energies of the industrious are kept down, and Bunbeg and Derrybeg are like a China‐woman’s crushed foot in her iron slipper.


At Derrybeg, Paddy Donell was not deterred by the misfortunes of his predecessor. For these Celts have a genius for traffic and enterprise which struggles against every difficulty. He too, attempted to open a shop the other day. But he was served with a threatening notice, and was immediately compelled to stop. This man built himself some houses, on receiving a written promise of a lease, and purchased the “good will” of another holding; but it is stated that he is now threatened with eviction from both buildings without a shilling of compensation—merely because he showed the written agreement to the priest. Nor is his case worse than that of another tenant who, I am informed, is going to be ejected from a holding which he purchased—a very intelligent industrious man, too—because he helped to collect some money to fee a lawyer to defend some of his poor miserable neighbours who have been arrested on the charge (he believes falsely) of having been concerned in the sheep‐outrages. Says the Tory paper of Derry, hitherto the champion of the landlord: “it is only necessary to add that, from the smallest to the largest farm in Guidore, improved by the tenants, who were already paying a high rent, and, in many cases, a high rate of purchase, his lordship has not only doubled but trebled the rents.” You see, the model landlord is at last being found out—the pigeon’s white plumes are falling off.






PROTESTANT TESTIMONY.


But before I go any further with my facts, read the following picture of  the condition of these most oppressed and most miserable peasantry of this wild Donegal district, laid before the last grand jury of the county, from a Protestant journal:—“There are about 300 families, tenants upon the estates alluded to, who at this present moment are subsisting upon seaweed, formerly used only for kelp or manure, upon crabs, cockles, or any other edible matter they can pick up to keep soul and body together!!! The poor people’s crops failed last year as completely as in the year 1845 or 1846, and this dreadful state of things is the consequence. There are, within the boundaries referred to, about 4,000 adults of both sexes, who, from sheer poverty, are obliged to go barefooted during winter amidst frost and snow, pregnant women, and aged persons being in habitual danger of perishing from cold, and yet those creatures are obliged to make up excessive rents. Scarcely one of the male population has more than a single cotton shirt, while the females are, if possible, in a worse condition. Hundreds of families, in which there may be half‐a‐dozen grown females, have only one dress amongst them in which any of them can appear in public, and mothers and daughters alternately borrow this common wardrobe when they go out of doors. About 300 families have neither bed nor bed‐clothes, but are forced to lie upon the cold, damp earth in the rags worn by them during the day; and there are about 500 families without a second bed—fathers, mothers, sons, and daughters, being all huddled together as they best can; and yet these people are rackrented to the highest farthing. There are also about 400 families who have neither cow, sheep, nor goat, and who, from the beginning of the year to its close, hardly ever know the taste of milk or butter; but still their rackrents must be punctually paid, while, on some estates, an extra allowance of 2s 6d is claimed for the bailiff’s services in distraining for rent that may happen to be overdue.”








CHAP. VIII.


In this wild district of Donegal, if we may believe what those who profess to know the country will say, a terrible change has taken place in the condition of the people. I may pause here a moment to note the contrast between



THE PAST AND THE PRESENT.


A clever writer in a Fermanagh paper, intimately acquainted with Donegal and its people, says that men are living who remember when much comfort prevailed even in that wild district from Dunfanaghy to Guidore. He says that, little more than thirty years ago, the people never thought of selling their eggs and butter: these belonged solely to hospitality and charity. And an amusing anecdote is told of a party of strangers who, visiting the district, tried in vain to procure butter and eggs by purchase: but, to their delight and amusement, such quantities of these useful articles of consumption were sent into them from all sides as presents, by the peasantry—who scorned to sell such small things—that they were forced to break their eggs up into a batter and bake their bread with them.


To any man who visits that wild and desolate country to‐day, this would read like a fable. The miserable peasantry have not the eggs or the butter to eat or to give. The poor wretches, who feed on seaweed and potatoes, know of no such luxuries now; for everything, except the waxy esculents, goes to make the exorbitant rent for the landlord. Invaded by the sands of the ocean on the one side, and oppressed by an unpitying landlord class on the other, the peasantry of that coast district of Donegal struggle through life in wretchedness of which Virginian slaves know nothing.


The inhabitants of this wild region are of the

purest native Irish who found shelter in bog and marsh, between the mountains and the ocean, from the invading soldiery of Britain. They clung to the old faith and the old traditions; and, free for a time, from oppression, they toiled peacefully in this wilderness: they reclaimed the marsh and moor; they guarded their sheep and kine on the desolate mountain; they built their own cabins; they spun their own clothing from the wool of their own flocks—a peaceful, pious, unrepining race, they lived self‐contained and self‐contented; and in any other country but this over which the flag of British supremacy floats they would have been recognised as the free‐holders and owners of the lands their labour had won from desolation. But a paternal state placed landlords over them to tax them for their patient toil with rack‐rents; and their reward for centuries of peaceful labour has been calumny, oppression, and extortion.





FLEECING.


Mark how these people, who, thirty years ago, were so prosperous, are made to flourish under the model landlordism of to‐day:—


In 1838, and subsequent years, Lord George Hill purchased large tracts of land very cheaply in the Guidore district; and straight way he started on a career of improvement and philanthropy. As a commencement, he took away considerable quantities of land from the tenants—land which the poor people had more or less reclaimed; and, as I have shown already, built on it a hotel, a mill, a store and houses for police and revenue officers, from which he derives a large profit. This he called “improving” the natives—the reader knows what the Americans mean when they talk of “improving the Indians.” In addition to this—as mentioned before—he took ten thousand acres of mountain land from the tenantry which they and their forefathers had used from time immemorial for grazing. He gave no compensation: nay—he raised the rents upon the patches which he left the miserable tenantry to starve upon. Why

not? Did not his virtuous agent, who knows so well what horrors these poor creatures will endure, utter that remarkable saying—“You might trample on them like grass on the way‐side, and they will grow up like weeds?”





CHEAP BENEVOLENCE.


Still Lord George and his agent could do the philanthrope very showily, in a cheap way, after all. In the celebrated famine era—1846–7—these unhappy Guidore tenants suffered terribly. From Europe and America funds were sent to their aid; and these funds were spent—not in gratuitously relieving them—not in ditching their wretched farms—not in improving their miserable cabins—not in raising barriers against the encroaching sea‐sand—but in building pretty roads through the landlord’s own exclusive lands—making the fancy hotel more approachable, and the store‐house at Bunbeg more accessible. Indeed, this was the way in which the public relief was given by the thrifty landlords throughout the whole district; and strange tales are told of the ingenious way in which the contributions of the charitable—rice, portable soup, and other articles of food—transmitted for the relief of the destitute and sick, were diverted from the starving peasants and consumed in the dainty dwellings of the “middlemen” of benevolence, who stood with watering lips between them and the charitable world.





THE REAL IMPROVERS.


It has been falsely stated, on behalf of this knot of “close‐shaving landlords,” that they found the land which they purchased a wilderness, and greatly improved it. This is the acme of impudence. These landlords have not spent a five‐pound note in reclaiming the land. Whatever has been done, has been accomplished by the tenantry alone; and it is the fruit of their unprotected labour which the paternal landlords now appropriate to themselves. Why, take this case of Lord George Hill. He has more or less improved, a

tract of reclaimed land which he took without compensation from the tenant who had reclaimed it; and all the profit goes into his own pocket. But he never expended a shilling in improving the lands on which his tenants dwell. He never drained a field. He never raised a fence. He never built a cottage. The miserable peasants themselves have done everything; and for every improvement they have made he has doubled and trebled their rents. I have said that these people were in the habit of making their own clothing from the wool of their own sheep. But, since the mountain pasturage was taken from them, they cannot feed sheep—they cannot have wool; and they are all in rags.





THE SCOTCH SHEEP.

It seemed to be, by a general concert, nicely planned and prearranged, that the new model landlords took away the mountain pasture from the tenantry, and reduced them to the brink of starvation. When Lord George Hill appropriated ten thousand acres to himself, he tried his hand at grazing. But he failed signally. Other landlords got the Scotch sheep‐farmers to take their tracts. Lord George did the same. The native tenantry, looking on the loss of the mountain as a precursor of death by starvation, offered to pay a reasonable rent for the pasturage. Their offer was rejected—as though the intention were to exterminate the native race altogether. Their sheep and cattle would trespass beyond the prescribed border, nevertheless; and as often would they be seized and the owners fined.


But the Scotch speculation did not succeed either. The district, full of mountain and bog, subject to fierce storms, was desolate and dangerous. The Scotch sheep were too tender for those wilds; and not a few of the Scotch shepherds were either rogue or fools—those who know the race can decide which. The sheep began to melt from the land. Many sickened and died. Some strayed and were lost. Some fell into bog‐holes and were drowned. And, it is solemnly believed,

even by landlords themselves, that many were made away with by some of the honest Scotch shepherds. It is by no means questioned—considering the discontent wrought amongst the peasantry by gross injustice and oppression—and considering the state of misery and destitution to which the doubling and trebling of their rents and the deprivations of the mountain pasturage reduced them—that some few of the outraged people did combine to destroy some of the sheep, prompted either by hunger or a feeling of revenge. At any rate, the Scotchmen declared that Sixteen Hundred of their sheep had been maliciously made away with; and they made a demand on the county for compensation.


The landlords, who seemed resolved to crush the tenantry utterly—killing the goose that laid their golden eggs—listened blandly to the Scotchmen’s claim. They decided, at Presentment Sessions and in grand jury, that twenty‐five shillings a‐head should be paid for every sheep said to have been maliciously destroyed—magnificent pay for those wretched mountain hoggets—which enormous sum was levied on the starving tenantry of the district. But the honest landlords did not stop here: they made a monstrous representation to the government—always ready to support with musket and bayonet the landlord’s “rights,” never to redress the tenant’s wrongs—and succeeded in getting the country studded with armed police, who were planted in houses built by the landlords, not for their tenantry, but with a view, doubtless, to some such end as this. An excessive rate was then struck upon the district for the sheep and for the police: a sum amounting to upwards of two thousand pounds. Sheep‐tax, police‐tax, and rack‐rent amount to upwards of £3,000.





A ZEALOUS STIPENDIARY.


And that rate was collected at the bayonet’s point! Shortly before I visited the district the stipendiary magistrate—a person named Cruise—had marched three hundred police thither and collected

the taxes. This individual distinguished himself by extraordinary zeal in gathering the rate. The head‐constable of police, Young, was the appointed collector—no one else having been found willing to undertake the obnoxious duty. They marched from cabin to cabin, seizing this man’s horse, that poor fellow’s sheep, the other one’s solitary cow. The wretched inhabitants, overawed by the armed force, begged, and borrowed, and sold—and many of them travelled thirty miles to the distant town—to raise the money. Stipendiary Cruise’s extraordinary zeal was most successful: there was grief and terror in every heart—and if hands were clenched in impotent rage, and curses, deep and heavy, fell from lips that never cursed before, who shall wonder? Amongst others on whom the rate fell was the priest at Derrybeg, Father Doherty. The formidable police force came to his house: the priest was at “conference” in Letterkenny. Cruise, who is a Catholic (though the peasantry sneer at him because he has no “prejudices” about mutton on Fridays), knew that this was unavoidable; but he demanded the tax, however, though there was no one at home to pay it. Young suggested that they should call again. Cruise ordered the door of the cow‐house to be broken open. Young, with more delicacy of feeling, remonstrated. In vain: the door was smashed open, and the poor priest’s cow carried off! Such was the zeal and success with which this energetic stipendiary—who is singularly venerated by the native Catholic population—gathered the sheep and police‐tax from the priest and the starving peasantry of Guidore.





THE PRIEST AND THE PEOPLE.


When I visited this district, the unjust tax had all been collected from the most unhappy and oppressed population; and the good priest, Father Doherty, had just been removed to Carrigart. His sympathy with the poor, his grief at their sufferings, his efforts to shield them from oppression, had made him obnoxious to the landlords and

their minions; and, at the request of his aged ecclesiastical superior, he had exchanged Guidore for Rossgull. Nevertheless, he consented to visit the place of his struggles for the poor, and of his persecutions, with me.


We passed through that most wild and miserable tract to which I have already taken the reader, where no house fit for human beings stood except that in which dwelt the strong force of police. There was the rugged ill‐kept road—there was the sweep of bog and marsh, studded with huge blocks of granite—there were the grim mountains frowning on our left—there were the encroaching ocean‐sands on our right—and the wide ocean before and beside us studded with those rocky islets. And there, too, were the ribands of land, and the hovels down in the “shough”—of the happy tenantry of the model landlord. I visited those dwellings of misery. I saw the ragged father nursing his babe at the hearth, before the damp smoking turf heap that was not a fire. I saw the two bare naked children trembling beside him: they may have sold their clothing to pay the tax. I saw the solitary stool, the broken table, and the cracked iron pot—the sole furniture of that squalid hut. This was the home of a “farmer” on the land of a model landlord in wild Donegal. This was a sample of the starving suffering race, whom model landlordism had reduced to misery—whom the benevolent agent had said “you might trample down like grass on the wayside”—of whom the unprejudiced police official exultingly boasted that “the best‐to‐do of them would not be able to buy a yard of grey cotton to make a bag for begging before all was over!”—of whom a cunning Scotch minion swore, with a chuckle—“they won’t have a four‐footed beast at May!” I saw that these scoffs, these boasts, these prophecies were being realised, and that this poor patient, long‐suffering race was doomed to a terrible fate: my heart groaned that men made to God’s image should be plunged into all this destitution, misery and degradation—and bear it too.


But the priest was in sight. Straightway they

rushed from their cabins with cries of affectionate welcome. Heads were uncovered. Hands were outstretched. Soft words of love and welcome were spoken in the native tongue. It was plain that, in that humble, zealous priest—maligned and brow‐beaten by a cold, sordid class—these poor people saw their one faithful friend. They had knelt round him when he lifted up the sacred host in the little chapel,1 beside the torrent in the glen below. He had been their soother in affliction—their champion when all else deserted them. How lovingly, with tears and smiles, they gathered round him now. It was a sweet and touching sight: the one relieving spot of sun—albeit winter sun, in that most desolate picture!


Then they had to tell him all their sufferings: how the heavy rents were crushing them to the earth; how the want of the mountain had left them without means of paying it: how hard it was to go through the howling winter of that wild coast without clothing, and with only seaweed to eat; and how utterly they were ruined now by that oppressive tax. Most painful was it to listen to the history these people had to tell, and hear their childlike complainings to the helpless priest; stout men, too, and comely—the “spirit of peace” must be strong in then when they could submit to such a fate.


Yet what could they do? They were surrounded by the armed servants of the law—that law which made the landlords their irresponsible master, and recognised no “rights” in them. The very government which backs the territorial despots in squeezing from them their last penny in rents and taxes refused to enable them to transfer themselves from the scenes of their misery to happier climes, where more honest laws bless the poor man’s strong arm with the fruits it creates, and consecrate every man’s right to have, who is willing to labour. And there they are doomed to linger, serfs of the soil, till death, more tender than human laws, ends all their miseries.





1 The little chapel is since burned to ashes.









IX.



When the Quaker took a spite against his neighbor’s dog, he said—“I will not kill thee, friend; but I will give thee a bad name;” in pursuance of which peaceful and sagacious resolution he told everybody, in tones of alarm, that the dog was mad; whereupon, some lively persons, not tied down by Quaker principles, hunted the unfortunate animal and killed it. Such is the policy which the landlords have adopted towards the tenantry of this wild region of Donegal. They do not knock them on the head themselves, but they give them “a bad name.” Having deprived them of their chief means of support, and doubled and trebled their rents, they endeavour to drown the complaints of the unfortunate peasants in a clamour of misrepresentation and calumny. They tell the world that a district, memorable for its peacefulness, is savage and lawless, and that a poor people, whose names are singularly unknown to the criminal register of the country—who never contribute an inmate to the jail—are the most wicked and riotous in Ireland. Whereupon the peasants of Guidore and Cloughaneely share the fate of the dog to whom the cunning Quaker had given a bad name.



THE CELT AND HIS PATERNAL RULERS.


Distracted by their grievous wrongs, plundered, libelled, trampled upon, these poor people sent an humble, yea, a slavish memorial, to the mimic king who does the tinsel royalty in Dublin Castle. They stated their piteous case, complained of the enormous taxation to which they were subjected, affirmed that they had been outrageously wronged and calumniated, and implored that an impartial commission might be sent down to investigate the condition of the district before they were crushed entirely. And they concluded by

begging government aid to emigrate to the colonies from a district where life was torture.


But the dog had got a bad name. The landlords had been before them. A harsh and insolent reply was sent back from “His Excellency,” stating that all the necessary information had been already got from the “local authorities”—meaning the landlords themselves, who were masters, magistrates, judges, jury, everything, over the miserable Celts of far Donegal—that no aid would be given, no inquiry made, but that “His Excellency,” as aforesaid, would “exert the strong powers of the law to protect property”—meaning to support landlord prerogative against all right and justice!


So wrote the paternal Carlisle, who favours fat beasts and mangold‐wurzel, and despises the breed of Celtic Irish peasants.


As a proof how legitimately the loss of most of the Scotchmen’s sheep could be accounted for without attributing it to a lawless conspiracy of the peasantry, I may mention the painful fact that these poor people themselves, throughout this wild stretch of coast and mountain, lost some fifteen or sixteen hundred sheep of their own—the hardy native breed—during the severe winter of 1846. For this grievous loss the miserable Irish received no compensation, no relief; but the favoured Scotchmen were doubly paid for their losses by a most unjust and excessive tax wrung from this unfortunate people.


I have already noted the fact, that so utterly have these unhappy peasants been broken down in spirit by oppression and suffering, that many of them have been seen going humbly to the police station itself to pay the cruel tax.





DRIVEN TO DEATH.


But take this fact. When I was in the district, some forty‐six of the sheep, under the care of the one Scotchman who still remains, had disappeared. It was a wet and stormy evening, and winter wore its worst horrors in that bleak and desolate region. On such a night, and in such a season,

the police compelled the unfortunate peasants—those ragged shivering creatures who were starving on potatoes and sea‐weed—to wander over the mountains in search of the missing sheep, whilst the lucky Scotchman, probably, sat at home and drank his toddy. I know not on whose authority this gross act of tyranny and coercion was committed on the poor people; but how broken must the spirit of the Celtic peasants be—what strange fear must they have of the power of their masters, when they submitted to so audacious an outrage. And mark the issue: so fearful was the fatigue which the unhappy beings underwent in that search for the Scotchman’s strayed sheep, in the blackness of winter night, through marsh and over mountain, that one man—a fine, manly, handsome young fellow, named Cornelius Gallagher, of Dore, sunk down under the labour, eight miles from his own residence, and expired the next morning! Fine a specimen as he was of the hardy Irish mountain Celt, this forced labour of hunting through marsh and bog, in the cold and wet and darkness of a stormy winter night, for the Scotchman’s stray sheep, was too much for one whose sole food that day had been but a vile black mess of seaweed and potatoes! He died!—did I say died? Before God, that unhappy Donegal peasant was murdered—a victim to avarice, cruelty, and oppression.


Had this tragic episode in the agrarian history of Donegal been communicated to me by a third party, I would have hesitated to believe it. But I was in the place when it occurred. I was present when the priest—a few hours after Gallagher had sunk almost lifeless on the mountain—returned from his side (for the humble priest shrinks not from darkness or storm even amid those wild wastes when God’s work calls him), and mournfully cried—“They have killed him: he cannot live.” Early next morning, a messenger was at the door with the sad words, “Gallagher is dead!”





THE LANDLORD AND THE PRIEST.


Before passing on, let me record here one anecdote

which I find in my note‐book, remarkably illustrative of the benevolent and paternal character of landlordism in this region.


About two years ago, excessive destitution prevailed throughout the whole district from Dunfanaghy to the Rosses. Fifteen hundred families were in the direst misery. Of the two parishes, which stretched over a vast tract of wild and dreary country, the two priests were Father Doherty of Derribeg, and Father Hugh M‘Fadden, of Falcaragh. These zealous priests, afflicted by the sufferings of the poor, appealed to the landlords on their behalf—to the men who were squeezing double rents from the unfortunate peasants. The philanthropic landlords refused to give them any help whatever! What was to be done? The two priests went to Dunfanaghy, and purchased there, on their own credit, a large quantity of meal. This they doled out to the poor at reduced prices, principally on credit, too. The timely relief mitigated the misery of the people, and saved many from the horrible death of starvation. But I need hardly say that the priests never got back a third of the money which from their own scanty purses, they never had to pay the shopkeepers of Dunfanaghy. The landlords got the double rents, though.





A FEMALE SAMARITAN.


Place Aux Dames! The fair sex is on the carpet now. The mountain district on our left, as we stand at the gate of the model landlord’s model hotel, is the property of a Mistress Russell: a lady who has tried to do the Good Samaritan to the afflicted Celts of Dunlewey in a peculiar fashion—distributing among them cheap tracts and bibles—and quadrupling their rents! This pious and philanthropic personage is, I am told, of English birth, and sister to Jeremiah Smith, that celebrated Mayor of Rye whom, shortly after the late elections, a “cruel judge,” as the hangman’s ballads say, committed to prison on charge of perjury. The proselytising propensities of Mrs. Russell, née Smith, are more than usually vehement;

and there is an extraordinary memorial of it on her property. The history of it is worth reading.





PROTESTANT MODEL AGRICULTURE.


At her request (I suppose), and aided by her subscription, the Commissioners of National Education built a model agricultural school on this lady's land—she, of course, promising them a lease. Instead of securing the lease first of all, the credulous Commissioners, trusting in the woman’s honour and good faith, began to build the school at once. When the structure was nearly completed, at a cost of some £3,000, the Board applied to Mrs. Russell to have the lease perfected. But fancy their astonishment and dismay when the ingenious lady informed them that she would grant the lease (on her promise of which they—not questioning a lady’s honour—had built the school) on one condition only; and that was—that all the teachers should be Protestants. Of course, the Commissioners could not listen to so monstrous a proposal: a proposal which (to say nothing of the fact that the entire population of the district is Catholic) would be a gross violation of the non‐sectarian rules under which their Board is constituted. As they would not comply, she refused to give a lease; and the expensive structure now lies tenantless, and falling into ruins.





THE CHURCH WITHOUT A CONGREGATION.


Mrs. Russell and Lord George Hill, whose properties border one another, were rivals for some time in their efforts to Protestantise Donegal. When Lord George came to Guidore in 1838, there was not a Protestant in the district. Nevertheless he raised a structure in the midst of this Catholic people, which serves for a church and a school; and he appointed to it a perpetual curate, who is paid, it is understood, out of the funds of some of the English proselytising societies. The most energetic attempts were made, for some time, to proselytise the natives, but all efforts on that direction failed, and Lord George appears to have given the matter up in despair, more thriftily devoting himself to

the raising of the rents and the appropriation of his tenants’ mountain pastures. The present “perpetual curate,” Mr. Cox, who resides near the church, is said to be an amiable, inoffensive, gentlemanly person, and the people and priest speak of him, as I have said before, in the kindest terms. His own family and half‐a‐dozen coast‐guards and policemen make up his whole congregation.


At Dunlewey, Mrs. Russell, bent upon winning Donegal from the Pope, built another church. The funds were contributed by the London bible societies, and similar soup‐and‐tract associations. I am told that, five years ago, the foundation stone of this church was laid by Mr. Jeremiah Smith, the virtuous Mayor of Rye; and it is recorded that his worship, who is of a “serious turn,” delivered an address on the occasion which quite edified his few and select hearers by its piety and pathos. Mrs. Russell and her worthy relative both tearfully informed their hearers that the peasants of Dunlewey were living in superstition and darkness; but there must have been quite a rainbow glow in the honest Mayor’s eye when he declared that now, at least, the light was dawning on them. I am not aware that Mr. Jeremiah Smith’s peculiar English morality and piety have produced an effect on any of the native population—except, perhaps, the informer now housed in Lifford Jail, and a stray bailiff or two.


The church at Dunlewey is capable of accommodating five hundred persons; but I understand that the whole congregation does not exceed eleven adults, not one of whom is a native of the district.


All the efforts of the proselytisers have failed in Dunlewey as well as in Guidore—not one creature in that bleak and barren region has yielded, even amid misery and hunger, to the temptations held out to him, or fallen from his faith. The best, perhaps, and most faithful Catholics in Ireland are these poor peasants of Dunlewey; their fidelity to God has proved a stout armor,

which the “soupers” could never pierce, assault them as they might.


But, though Mrs. Russell could not pervert the poor, she could at least pile up their rents. She seemed resolved that, if they would not have “the light,” they should at least have penance and mortification. This pious and philanthropic lady—who, in her virtuous zeal for the souls of the poor, cannot stoop to pity their ragged backs and hungry stomachs—has quite eclipsed some of the male competitors in the art of raising rents. One case or two will serve to illustrate all. A tenant under her had a miserable holding for which he paid £3 a year; the sum is now increased to £12. In another case, where, for a waste, three acres of which are what, in Donegal, they call arable, but what elsewhere would be called “desert,” the rent was £5 yearly: £17 is the amount to which it has been recently raised.





THE CLOSE‐SHAVER ONCE MORE.


Again, my Lord Leitrim! Amid the wilds of Muinagh, we are encountered by the noble earl, whom we left, sometime back, close‐shaving his Presbyterian tenant at Milford. Part of Muinagh belongs to Mrs. Russell, and part to his lordship. On the whole of this tract the tenants are in a state of indescribable destitution, and many of them eke out their rents by begging about the country. The most desperate efforts have been made to pervert the Muinagh people from the faith of their fathers—not by Lord Leitrim, who, I dare say, does not care if they worshipped Mummo‐Jummo, provided he can get the rents out of them. Their extreme indigence was looked on by the “soupers” as a ready channel for temptation. But every lure has failed. In the most abject misery these people are incorruptible; and they cling to their faith like martyrs. In this place, even Lord Leitrim, close‐shaver though he be, looked rather to advantage (though lording it over so miserably destitute a tenantry) amid the smaller fry of hungering avaricious proprietors by whom he is surrounded.








CHAP. X.



HOW TENANTS ARE FOSTERED.


We come now to the property of an individual who appears in a double, or rather a treble capacity in the wilds of Donegal. He is an agent, a landlord, and a magistrate. We have already encountered him on the estate of Lord George Hill, who speaks of him lovingly in that little volume of romance—“Facts about Guidore”—as his agent, Mr. Forster, to whose “untiring zeal, judgement, ability, and kindness his lordship (we quote the book) attributes in a great measure the successful results of his attempts to ameliorate the condition of the people of Guidore!”


We apprehend the reader is, by this time, made aware what these benevolent “attempts” have been, and what the nature is of the “successful results.”


Mr. Forster—the gentleman memorable for “untiring zeal, judgment, ability, and kindness”—purchased the lands of Anagry, of which he had originally been agent. When the previous proprietor sold out, and when Mr. Forster purchased, the arrears of rent were considerable: a fact which seemed to indicate that this gentleman had been a very soft‐hearted and indulgent agent. Why the owner sold off the property I have not learned: probably it was because he was (if not “hard‐up”) disgusted at these non‐paying tenants and accumulating arrears. Mr. Forster, the whilom agent, was the purchaser; and from proprietor’s representative he became the proprietor himself. All the arrears of rent due on the property have since been collected in from the defaulting tenants; and it is affirmed that these arrears equal the actual purchase money, which proves that the untiring, zealous, judicious, able, and kind Mr. Forster is, to say the least, a very lucky man.


He has, evidently, a higher notion of the value of the property than had the previous owner, to whom he was agent, and on whom the arrears grew up; for he has most ingeniously increased the rents. I suppose the tenants grumbled at this rather unpleasant change, and did not love as a landlord the gentleman who was so forbearing as an agent; for Mr. Forster represented them to the government as riotous and dangerous, and contrived to get down a force of police, who are stationed in one of his own houses, and pay him a “tall” rent for the same.


The tenants of Anagry do not appear, however, to prosper under trebled rents, collected arrears, and a strong police force. They are, in fact, miserably wretched; and if you drive through the district you will be assailed with loud outcries in the native tongue from the children, male and female, who—at the sound of carriage‐wheels—rush out upon the roads in a state of almost complete nudity, urgently begging half‐pence from the astonished traveller.


I have already alluded to the fact, that a Belfast daily paper, of little repute, recently published the most monstrous calumnies against the unfortunate peasants of Donegal, and brutally advised that they should—one and all—be swept off the face of the land. One plea which that journal urged for the landlords was, that they purchased the properties at a high price—had made great improvements, and were only now seeking some return for their investments.


In the case of the landlords, whose doings I have already exposed, I have shown the monstrous untruth of this plea. They purchased the land at very small prices—like the zealous and kind Mr. Forster whose purchase money was repaid to him by the very arrears which he summarily collected off Anagry. The rents which were being paid, when these men purchased those tracts of land, were more than a fair percentage on the investment. And now the rents are doubled, trebled, and in some cases quadrupled, the returns are enormously disproportioned to the money

invested. In fact, these prudent parsons and clever lawyers, who have taken the place of the old proprietors, have found a gold‐mine in the bogs, marshes, and mountains of Donegal!


Take another example: This Mr. Forster purchased the little island of Owey, lying off the coast, when the rental paid by it—and quite enough in all conscience, was £14 a‐year. The purchase money was proportionately low. But, after coming into possession, he raised the rent to sixty pounds a‐year: or four‐and‐a‐half times its original amount. Here is getting a return for his capital—and no mistake. Why, I suppose, the first three year’s rental paid him back all his outlay. Nevertheless, this is one of the simple‐minded individuals who gave such enormous sums for the wild lands of Donegal, and are now only “trying to get back some return for their expenditure!” To such lengths will the cool impudence of Donegal landlords and their hireling advocates go!





THE PRIEST AND THE LANDLORD’S FARM.


The tender‐hearted Mr. Forster purchased, also, the tract, or townland of Mullaghderg. Perhaps it was the fame of his good nature as an agent, when the tenants of Anagry were suffered to get so far in arrears, which interested the simple‐minded priest of the parish—Father O’Donnell—on his behalf. At all events, when he, the landlord, took a portion of the land into his own possession for farming, the priest yielding to his solicitation, requested the poor peasants of the place to come and build a fence round it for him. It would be most uncourteous to refuse the united demand of the landlord and the priest: the people did go, much against their inclination, and built the fence round Mr. Forster’s farm—for which, I need hardly say, they were not paid a farthing. Doubtless, Father O’Donnell meant well, and thought the act would inspire kindly feelings between landlord and tenant: though, for my part, I think he would have acted as judiciously in “never minding.” For the zealous and kind Mr. Forster, besides taking this land from the tenantry, without giving them any compensation, raised the rent thirty‐three per cent. on the remainder!







THE LANDLORD AND THE KELP.


Mr. Forster, though so zealous and kind, is, withal, a thrifty individual, and strongly tinctured with that quality which Norval commemorates in his “foster”‐parent—an eager longing “to increase his store.” Not content with the trebled rents of the land, he desired to make a revenue even out of the howling wilderness of waters into which the unfortunate peasants along this fearful coast wade, at imminent risk of life, to gather the kelp by which they eke out the subsistence which their rack‐rented bog‐farms will not give them. Mullaghderg and Cruit—Forster’s property—border the Atlantic, and the tenants gather kelp. The landlord is reported to have observed, after a nice calculation, that he could make at least one hundred pounds a‐year out of that kelp. Accordingly, he resolved to appropriate it all to himself, and forbade the tenants gathering any more. If he had succeeded in this, he might as well have exterminated them at once. For, though the zealous and kind Mr. Forster’s own contemptuous remark may be true—“that you might trample them down like grass on the road‐side, and they would grow up again like weeds”—and though his other remark may be equally correct—“that they would starve themselves to pay the rents”—yet there is a point of starvation at which even the trampled‐down Celts of Donegal will perish; and, unquestionably, if the kelp—without which the payment of their enormous rents was impossible—were taken from them, they must perish like green fruit blasted by the summer lightning.


Fortunately, there was a higher authority over that coast than Mr. Forster—agent, landlord, and magistrate, though he be. The Marquis of Connyngham possesses the royalties; and the Marquis’s worthy agent—who appears to be a gentleman, with human heart and human sympathies—

I regret much that his name has escaped me1—came to the rescue in the name of his lordship, and prevented the thrifty Forster from carrying out his purpose. By the protection of the Marquis, the poor peasantry still gather the kelp, and Forster, the zealous and kind, is still deprived of that extra hundred pounds a‐year.





THE COMMERCIAL INTELLECT.


It is strange that these far wilds of Donegal should furnish us with a sample of the commercial intellect of Belfast.


Yet, on a romantic island I find a member of the commercial race lording it, most unromantically in most absolute and thrifty spirit.


Forster, of zealous and kind celebrity, rejoices in a son‐in‐law, who “hails,” as Jonathan says, from Belfast. This gentleman bears the name of Charley. He is landlord of the island of Arranmore—and, of course, to make his rule conveniently absolute, a magistrate: which is as though you would say (remembering, that we talk of the wilds of Donegal), he is more absolute within the limits of his rule than the Czar Alexander is in Russia.


For, if you want to realize to yourself the completeness of his dominion, picture, in your mind’s eye, a considerable island off our wild western coast, over which one man is now landlord, and the sole magistrate: in fact, master, judge and all;—then you can conceive how absolute is the sway of Charley, monarch of Arranmore! This gentleman is one of the poor, afflicted men who purchased these wild lands “at an alarming sacrifice” of money, and is only now, of course, after years of extraordinary benevolence, trying to get “some little return” for his capital, so philanthropically expended.





HOW DONEGAL PEASANTS ARE CLEARED OFF.

Mr. Charley has, in one respect, been more

merciful to the Celts of Donegal than his brother landlords. He induced half the population of this island to give up their farms and emigrate. Those farms he took into his own possession, and now cultivates them himself. the compensation which he gave to the dispossessed tenants was this: he chartered an emigrant vessel to carry the whole of them from Donegal to America. The creatures were all marched off to the town of Donegal—a poor, ragged gathering. They were compelled to wait there a considerable time for the ship; and, whilst waiting, the poor wretches were plunged in such abject misery and destitution, that, had not the charitable inhabitants of the town come to their aid, many of them would have perished of sickness and starvation. A lady who saw those miserable peasants so summarily cleared out of Arranmore, told me that their condition in Donegal—without food or money—was indescribably miserable. They got away to America at last, notwithstanding; and, doubtless, they have reason to congratulate themselves on their escape, even in such a plight, from the model landlordism of Donegal.





A PROFITABLE INVESTMENT.


Now mark how Mr. Charley has got “some little return” for his investment. When he purchased Arranmore, its rental was two hundred pounds a‐year. After clearing away the population of half of the island, he took to farming it himself. Then he took away the mountain land from the remainder, and raised their rents to nine hundred pounds a‐year. Now, there’s a pretty return for a benevolent landlord. The rental of the whole island, before he purchased it, was £200 a‐year only: he bought it at that valuation. The rental of half the island now, without mountain is, £900 a‐year! Surely a most fortunate investment is that of Mr. Charley. California is “not a circumstance” to it.


He purchased some of the small adjacent islands, also; and on these he has raised the rents, likewise. And, better still (more fortunate than

his zealous and kind father‐in‐law) he has compelled the tenants to pay him a tax of one‐fifth of the gross produce of the kelp which they collect along the sea‐shore.


Until he came, there never was a petty sessions court at Arranmore; and the people, who had no quarrellings, no dispute, never saw the uniform of a policeman. Now there is a petty‐sessions court of which the landlord is the sole magistrate—and a force of constabulary, too. For Donegal landlords naturally deem that, when rents are trebled, a body of armed police may not be at all an unnecessary luxury.


In Arranmore, Mr. Charley has beautifully developed “the commercial intellect.” He has opened a store, and all the inhabitants are compelled to deal with it. Poor persons from the mainland used to trade with the islanders for eggs and other commodities: a kind of exchange trade. This traffic has been summarily suppressed—protection has been established at Arranmore. the landlord is now the sole shopkeeper on the island, and everybody must trade with him.





1 I have since learned that the agent of the Marquis is Mr. Charles Sproule.








CHAP. XI.




I have now almost completed my revelations of Donegal landlordism, and have nothing remaining in my note‐book, excepting some items referring to the general conditions of the coast district—social, political, and legal. Yet, since these facts are of extreme importance, as evidence of the way in which law is administered in that wild region, as well as of the extraordinary and well‐nigh irresponsible power of the landlords, the agents, and their minions, my work would be incomplete did I not bring them under the notice of my readers.


“Molly Maguire” is influential in Donegal. I need scarcely explain that “Molly Maguire” is another name for a local form of Ribbonism. That peculiar institution has not flourished in the coast district; and the peasantry strangely believe, that wherever it has made its appearance, it has been merely an engine of police spies or a tool in the hands of some landlords. The poor people would seem not to be without excuse for this belief, when they see a noted “Molly Maguire” leader acting in the capacity of driver for a police magistrate or local justice of the peace.



“MOLLY MAGUIRE” AND THE LANDLORD.


Now here is an example of the way in which the peasantry sometimes fare between between the landlord on one side and “Molly” on the other. Some time ago there was a great scarcity of hay in this wild region. Naturally enough, such of the peasantry as had hay charged a higher price for it. A gang of cowardly ruffians went about at night from house to house, where hay was stored for sale, dragged out the owners and compelled them, with threats of assassination, to swear that they would not charge a higher price for their hay than two shillings. The scoundrels did this with impunity; and the zealous stipendiary magistrate

and justices, who have been so active and successful about the Scotchmen’s sheep, did not evince any such skill or energy in capturing the midnight followers of “Molly Maguire.” So confident were the rascals that, one night, when one poor man, dwelling near the shore, refused to sell his hay below the market price, they burned his hay‐stacks to the ground: and, to show their strength and power, piled up all the boats on the strand in a kind of pyramid outside his door. But a curious circumstance connected with the affair is this: though the local landlords were sellers of hay as well as the poor tenants, and sold at the highest possible price, the “Molly Maguires” never attacked them—never burned their stacks—never gave them the least trouble!


In this crisis his usual good luck attended Mr. Forster, the zealous and kind. When one poor man’s stack was burned to the ground, eight other farmers having hay were so frightened that they would not sell their hay at all. Whereupon, Mr. Forster issued proclamations that he could sell plenty of hay at fifteen shillings: he did sell plenty of it, and made a handsome thing by the affair—and, strange to tell, he was never once molested by the “Molly Maguires!”


Most unaccountable was the extraordinary reverence these midnight ruffians exhibited for “their betters.” Though they wrecked the homes of the unhappy, trembling peasants, and burned their stacks, the cut‐throat rascals seemed to look on the landlord’s farm‐house as quite a sanctuary.





THE PRIEST AND THE “MOLLY MAGUIRES.”


Here is another remarkable example of legal administration in Donegal. The “Molly Maguires” visited the house of a poor man in Cloughaneely, in the “hard times,” and threatened him with death if he dared to sell his provisions above a certain price. The man told his story to the priest. Next Sunday, in chapel, the young clergyman, Father James M‘Fadden, denounced this ruffianism from the altar. The next week a threatening notice was posted on the chapel‐gate,

commanding the priest to “mind his own business,” and telling the poor man who had complained of his case to the clergyman to “prepare his coffin.” The young priest took down the notice carefully and gave it to the local constabulary, exacting a promise from them that they would return it to him again, that he might endeavour to trace out the writer.


Now, mark what followed: the document was given to Mr. Cruise, the Sub‐Inspector of Constabulary, son to Mr. Cruise, Stipendiary Magistrate; and when, after a day or two, the priest applied for it, he was met with a refusal. So far any attempt on his part at identification was prevented: probably, it is the duty of the police‐officer to retain such documents. A clue to the writer was obtained, however. Some of the constabulary found, in the house of a man named Ferry, a manuscript song‐book, the writing in which was exactly similar to that of the threatening notice. They followed up the search, and discovered the writer of the song‐book—a young man in the neighbourhood. The national school‐teacher and another person were summoned to prove the manuscript. The young man himself promptly confessed that he had copied the songs; the manuscript and that of the threatening notice were beyond all question the same; and the writer was committed for trial on his own confession—the informations having been drawn up by the local magistrate, Mr. Olphert. The case came on for trial at the Lifford Assizes: but the prisoner was acquitted on a technicality. The magistrate, when taking his confession, had blunderingly omitted to warn him that he need not say anything which would criminate himself. This blunder invalidated the informations—and the man was discharged. Much laughter, by the way, was excited in court at the reading of these same informations, so extraordinary was their grammar and composition. Thus, by an act of petty session’s stupidity, the ends of justice were defeated.





THE MAGISTRATES AND THE PRIESTS.


In this case, the evidence of Father James

M‘Fadden in court was remarkable. He strongly complained of the coldness and discourtesy with which he and his brother clergymen were treated by the local magistracy. He affirmed solemnly, on his oath, that, had the magistrates dealt honourably and fairly by them, and joined with and upheld them in their efforts, he and the other priests could have crushed the “Molly Maguire” scoundrels long ago. Yea: he declared that, for one “Molly Maguire” Mr. Cruise, the Stipendiary Magistrate, or his son, the Sub‐Inspector of Constabulary, had rooted out, he (Father M‘Fadden) had eliminated ten; and he concluded by saying, that if the paid officer of the Government had supported him as he should have been supported—cordially and in good spirit—there would have been no “Molly Maguires” in the district that day!


The frank, honest and manly statement of the young priest produced a marked sensation in court; and the Protestant judge, in most complimentary terms, expressed his gratification at his evidence.





WELL REWARDED.


The priests and peasantry of this district of Donegal have evidently no high opinion of the efforts made by Mr. Cruise, the stipendiary, to suppress “Molly Maguireism.” That official would appear to have been much more successful in the impounding of stray cows, and the collection of the obnoxious sheep‐tax. Nevertheless, this same Mr. Cruise has got from the Government a pension of £100 a‐year, specially for his wonderful labours and great success in putting down this mischievous secret association! Surely, there is a mistake here on some side.





LIBEL BY INNUENDO.


Yet these poor priests, who have struggled so hard to put down midnight ruffianism, have got only censure and misrepresentation for their pains. The most ingenious efforts have been made to identify them with every local disturbance, every

violation of the law: and considerable success has been achieved in impressing the Government authorities in Dublin with the belief that their reverences are at the head of a local conspiracy against the “rights” of the landlords. The result is that no appeal of the priests on behalf of their afflicted and persecuted people receives the least attention: their every application is treated with insolence and disrespect.


Here is an instance of the way in which vindictive charges are insinuated against the priests. Recently a legal official in Dublin swore informations in reference to the destruction of the Scotch sheep; and into these informations he ingeniously introduced the utterly irrelevant statement that a party charged as an offender was brother‐in‐law to the parish priest at Falcarragh. The tendency of this little dodge was, of course, to implicate the venerable clergyman with outrage in the eyes of the authorities at Dublin Castle, and so destroy any value which might otherwise attach to statements or complaints coming from the priest.


It was true that the man in question had been married to the priest’s sister—who has, however, been dead eighteen years. He is, I believe, married again, and has had no intimacy with the priest for years: yet, out of this matter, it was most discreditably endeavoured to fasten the imputation of complicity with outrage on an old and respectable clergyman, who has always maintained an unimpeachable reputation. It is only in the far wilds of Donegal, we hope, that tricks of this kind would be attempted. But the “Molly Maguires” seem to have more freedom in Donegal than the poor priests.





THE LAW OF THE ROAD.


One circumstance has come under my notice which would seem to indicate that magistrates and government stipendiaries in this region have no unchristian objection to “Molly Maguires” who reform their ways. Of the posting car from the Guidore hotel, the driver is a man named Martin Quigly, who, at the Lifford Assizes, pleaded guilty

to the charge of “Molly Maguireism.” Martin may be a very proper person to drive a car for a model hotel in Donegal, notwithstanding his past predilections for midnight amusement; and, for aught I know, may be now a model himself of decorum and legality. At all events, he appears to be a great favourite with Lord George Hill’s zealous and kind agent, and with Mr. Cruise, stipendiary magistrate, whose driver he generally is on that official’s visits to the district.


The story of Martin’ elevation from the dock of Lifford court‐house to the post of charioteer for Guidore hotel, is rather curious, and will help to show how tremendous is the power of stipendiary and agent in that part of the world. I shall relate it as it was told to me by an aggrieved commercial traveller, who was himself an actor in the little drama.


Martin’s predecessor, as “whip” to Lord George’s hostelry, was a poor honest fellow, named O’Donnell. One day, last autumn, this commercial traveller engaged the car at Cross‐roads to carry himself and all his luggage. The stipendiary magistrate wanted a drive, however, and, accustomed doubtless to find his word obeyed as law, he ordered O’Donnell to remove some of the traveller’s “traps” to make room for him. The driver respectfully replied that he could not, as the stranger had engaged the entire vehicle. The traveller himself came to the rescue—declared that he could not give up his right, and threatened to prosecute the driver if he touched a single article of his luggage. Even the power of the Petty Sessions Rhadamanthus was not proof against this. He was forced to take special car and post it; and he promised (a promise which he fulfilled) to get O’Donnell dismissed! Next day Mr. Cruise was fain to use the good graces of the manager of the hotel at Guidore, who begged of the commercial traveller to spare a seat, as a special favour to himself, the traveller having again engaged the only car available. The stranger yielded to courtesy what he would not concede to “dog‐in‐office” authority, and the stipendiary got a “lift.”


But this was not the end of the matter. The distance to which Mr. Cruise begged to be driven was to the gate of Mr. Forster’s avenue. Now, Mr. Forster, being the landlord’s agent, had power well‐nigh absolute over the hotel and all thereunto pertaining. The traveller had some business here at Burton Port, and directed the car to remain awhile. But, when he proposed starting again, he was astounded to find that the agent had ordered the driver to go no farther. The stranger remonstrated against this unparalleled proceeding, and was replied to in language such as is not likely to be found in the court grammar. Mr. Forster ordered the frightened and bewildered driver to “spill” out the luggage on the road‐side. The angry and indignant stranger dared him to do so at his peril; and the driver at least, had discretion enough not to outrage law and decency. He even disobeyed the commands of the all‐powerful agent so far as to drive the commercial traveller as far as Dunglow. But at this point his terror of the power he left behind quite overmastered his respect for the law; and he refused to go any farther, though the stranger had engaged the vehicle to carry him as far as Glenties.


Poor O’Donnell! he was dismissed, and the self‐convicted “Molly Maguire” put into his place. And thus it comes to pass how the worthy Martin Quigley, admired by stipendiary magistrates and protected by agents, walked from the dock of Lifford to the driver’s seat at Guidore. Martin is, doubtless, as good a “whip” as any, and performs his Phætonic function satisfactorily; but do not the transactions here related suggest something peculiar in the notions of morality and legality which prevail in this singular region of far Donegal?





A NICE DISTINCTION.


I cannot close, without another anecdote or two—one illustrative of the peculiar judicial practice of the district—another suggestive of the official honesty which the relations between landlord and tenant generate.


There is a little island off the coast, called Gola. It is a wild spot, convenient for contraband enterprise; and many a gallon of good poteen has been manufactured there. Now Donegal landlords are very fond of good poteen; and one local proprietor—albeit a very active justice of the peace—has been reported to have always kept a large supply of the precious liquor in his cellar. It is told of another worthy justice that his own bailiff was caught by the revenue police, distilling some of this potent fluid in an out‐house: the bailiff got a few months’ imprisonment for his industry; but the shrewd peasantry shrugged their shoulders and laughed, and said somebody higher up than the “driver” knew for whom the illicit whiskey had been intended.


But, though the landlords like poteen, and have no scruples when it is stored in their cellars, their consciences will not suffer them to let the makers of it go unpunished, if they are caught. Now, it happened that, on the island of Gola, a little manufactory of the popular liquor was discovered; and, on the testimony of a small boy, four men were prosecuted for being concerned in the affair. The boy’s informations, however, extended to a fifth supposed offender; but he was “on his keep.” This man came to the parish priest one day, and asked his counsel. “Tut,” said his reverence, laughing—“is not Mr. ——’s bailiff your father‐in‐law?” The man’s eye brightened: he took the hint, and hurried off to the powerful official with whom he was fortunate enough to be allied by marriage. The result was seen next sessions day: the man gave himself up for trial; but the magistrates decided that the small boy, on whose testimony four other men had been convicted, did not understand the nature of an oath—and the bailiff’s lucky son‐in‐law was acquitted.


So much for the administration of the law in the wilds of Donegal.





BAILIFF’S FEES.


One day, a tenant was going, to (I think) Dunfanaghy. He met the bailiff. “Where to now,

neighbour?” asked the landlord’s minion. “To the ‘office’ to pay the rent,” said the peasant. “That’s right,” quoth the bailiff. “And by the same token, neighbour,” he added, “I was told to distrain for that rent. But you see I didn’t like to be hard upon a poor, honest, willing man like you. ‘Give him a little time,’ says I to the agent, ‘and Jim will be sure to pay.’ He said I should seize and impound your cows for all that, and he thinks I did. Will you tell him I did seize, Jim dear? for if he thought I didn’t it would be as much as my place is worth.” The simple peasant was touched by the unwonted kindness of the bailiff—for he believed all the rascal told him. When he went to the “office” he handed in the rent. “Anything else?” was asked by the agent. “That’s all I’m in due, your honour;” said, Jim, “though the bailiff impounded the cows.” “Oh, indeed!” exclaimed the agent, “then you must pay five shillings more, my man—bailiff’s fees!” The astounded tenant was forced to pay down the money; and the roguish bailiff made an extra fee by his frauds. You perceive that the accomplished rascality of “civilization” has followed model landlordism even to the bleak region where Celtic peasants toil and starve.


I could, were it necessary, relate innumerable stories of this kind, indicative of the condition of Donegal. These are no old wive’s tales, no fatherless gossip: they are the relation of occurrences which happen every day, given to me, with solemn assurance of their truth, by persons who were themselves the actors (or rather sufferers) in the events I have chronicled.


But enough. I have discharged my task. I have endeavoured to give to the public a picture of the physical and social condition of those wilds of Donegal, as that picture was presented to my own observation. Most earnestly have I laboured to avoid all exaggeration of high colouring: most anxiously have I tried to keep within such bounds as that no man could say—“Though there is truth here, it is greatly overdone.” And now, looking back on my work, I solemnly declare my conviction

that I have not given my readers an adequate picture of the sufferings and miseries of these poor Donegal peasants which met mine own eye. Words of man could not do it—even where the fullest freedom was allowed: much more difficult is the task to an Irish journalist who, shackled by a dangerous and treacherous “law of libel” which does justice to no party, is forced to pass over countless minute facts, of personal bearing, which might still more faithfully convey the reality of the general truth with which he desires to impress the public.


I have done my duty—feebly, but honestly. Will the people of Ireland do theirs? Our peasantry, through the length and breadth of the land have suffered much; but none so much as the unhappy Celts of that wild coast district of Donegal, where the agents of publicity so seldom penetrate—whence the cry of human misery, smothered by the roar of the Atlantic and broken by the rugged barrier of those dark, inhospitable mountains, reaches us only as a whisper that is almost inaudible. The cause of these neglected sufferers is the cause of Ireland. What shall we do for that unhappy region, where religion is brightest, where our race is purest, but where the wrongs and the miseries of the peasantry are grievous, and where Irish landlordism is most sordid, cruel, and rapacious?








POSTSCRIPT.



Since the foregoing letters appeared in the columns of the Ulsterman, public attention has been directed to the sufferings of the peasantry of the Donegal wilds; and the sympathy of the people of Ireland has been manifested towards them nobly and generously. It is to me a cause of much gratification that I have been instrumental in exposing the wrongs of these poor, oppressed tenants, and in awakening public sympathy in their favour.


Their cry has reached even America itself. Some of my letters have been copied into the columns of the leading journals of the United States; and the Irish there, many of whom have painfully experienced the effects of Irish landlordism, have been ready with their sympathy for their poor brethren at home.


The miseries of these Donegal peasants have increased with the harshness of the winter season; and the hard‐working priests of the district—the only friends of the poor in that wild region—have been forced to form a committee for their relief, and appeal to the benevolent for subscriptions. Their appeal gives a terrible picture of the condition of these oppressed and plundered Celts. I cannot do better then copy it here. They say:—


The districts of Gweedore and Cloughaneely are the bleakest and most mountainous in Donegal or in Ireland. The entire surface is broken up by huge, abrupt, and irregular hills of granite, covered with a texture of stunted heath, while the space between is but a shaking and spongy marsh. The

inhabitants of these wilds are all Celts, of the “pure old race, with the pure old faith,” who cultivate small patches of arable land along the shore or claddagh, on which their wretched cabins are built, and subsist principally by rearing stock and grazing sheep on the steep sides of their mountains and in their hollow glens. The increase of their flocks they sold to meet the landlord’s rent, and the other exigencies of life; while of the wool of their sheep they manufactured frieze and tammy as clothing for the male and female members of their families respectively. Thus, from time immemorial, they lived in the enjoyment of these wild mountains, leading a most innocent and peaceable rural life, warm and faithful in their friendships; while their attachment to the old faith was stronger than death.


Last year brought a sad change on these warm‐hearted peasants. All the landlords of these districts, save one, simultaneously deprived them of their mountains, giving them to Scotch and English graziers for sheep‐walks, and, at the same time, doubled, trebled, and, in many instances, quadrupled, the rents on the miserable patches left them. These mountains, so unjustly pressed from the unfortunate natives, were peopled with Scotch and English sheep. But, sadder still, the strange sheep imported to these mountains throve not. Last year was very prejudicial to sheep, particularly under Scotch treatment—the Donegal mountains proved treacherous, and their trade devious to strangers. The sheep recently placed on this strange pasturage were prone, from natural instinct, to wander, and the Scotch shepherds were supinely negligent in the duties of their calling. The natural consequence was, that large numbers of the sheep strayed—large numbers of them were lost in bog‐holes—and large numbers of them perished through the inclemency of the winter and want of proper care. During the Penal Laws, we are told that Grand Jury levies were made upon Irish Catholics for losses sustained by Protestant merchants at the hands of Catholic powers, with whom England might happen to be then at

war. It must have been in the same spirit that, in order to recompense these losses of the Scotch and English graziers, an unjust Grand Jury Warrant was obtained against these innocent Celts. And, in order, moreover, to carry out this iniquitous enactment, and the more effectually to secure the adverse and unjust possession of these mountains, an extra force of constabulary was, at the instance of these landlords, ordered to these districts, for whose support a most ruinous tax has been imposed on the wretched inhabitants. In short, by those and similarly unjust and arbitrary proceedings, the sum of about three thousand pounds has been levied on the poorest and most miserable district on God’s earth. Already the law officials, backed by 300 constabulary, have, at the bayonet’s point, collected the last farthing of this enormously disproportioned levy. The poor, shivering, and famishing peasants, under the terror of an armed force, wielded by officials without feeling or humanity, were obliged to sell their little scanty bins of potatoes and small stacks of rye and corn to meet this merciless demand. It is almost incredible the means the poor creatures resorted to in order to make up the necessary sum. Many went thirty miles to borrow or beg the money from their friends—many sold their kitchen furniture and utensils—and even mothers were known to have sold their cradles. It was, truly, a sight to make angels weep, to see the poor helpless fathers, amidst the tears and wailings of their more helpless wives and hungry children, parting with the last stone of their potatoes and other necessaries of life to pay this iniquitous tax. The stalwart and robust peasantry could nothing but weep, the womanly hearts of the mothers were wrung with agony, and the ragged children—poor innocent things—bewailed, in loud cries and convulsive sobs, their forlorn lot. And we, who witnessed these scenes of woe, are not ashamed to confess that we, too, shed tears—unavailing tears—of pity and sympathy for them. *  *  *


There are at this moment 800 families subsisting on seaweed, crabs, cockles, or any other edible

matter they can pick up along the sea‐shore, or scrape off the rocks.


There are about 600 adults, of both sexes, who, through sheer poverty, are now going barefooted, amidst the inclemency of the season, on this bleak Northern coast.


There are about 700 families that have neither bed nor bed‐clothes, but are forced to lie on the cold damp earth in the rags worn by them during the day.


There are about 800 families without a second bed, fathers and mothers, sons and daughters, huddled together as best they can.


Thousands of the male population have only one cotton shirt, and wear none whilst it is being washed, while thousands have not even one. The females are still in a worse condition.


There are about 400 families, in which there may be half‐a‐dozen full‐grown females, who have only one dress among them, in which they can appear in public; mothers and daughters alternately using this common wardrobe when they go out of doors.


There are about 600 families who have now neither cow, sheep, nor goat; and who, from the beginning of the year to its close, hardly ever knew the taste of the milk or butter.


There are thousands of youths, of both sex, verging on the age of puberty, who are so partially and scantily clothed that modesty forbids one to look at them—they are only objects for the eye of charity.


We will not, though we could, go further, into particulars; but on behalf of those, and these, and all, appeal for funds to enable us to assist them in their respective wants. And we appeal in the name of Him who said, “Deal thy bread to the hungry.” “Clothe the naked.” “Give drink to the thirsty.” “Sell what you possess and give alms to the poor.” The Son of God asks your alms in the the person of these perishing peasants. He is hungry—will you give him to eat? He is thirsty—will you give him to drink? He is naked—will you clothe him? Do it to them and you do it to Him. For he says himself, “for as long as you

did it to one of these, my least brethren, you did it to me.”


We appeal to fathers and mothers, with fond and promising children, and request that “as you would that others would act to your children if they were in want, act you to the desolate families in the wilds of Donegal.”


We appeal to the chaste and virtuous young ladies of Ireland, and say, “As you value that priceless ornament of your sex, maiden modesty, and as you know what it is to put female delicacy rudely to the blush, for want of sufficient clothing, grant us, of your superfluous dresses, wherewith to enable us to buy plain dresses for these half‐dressed girls of Donegal.” Both we and they will pray that God may screen you from all shame and confusion.


And, finally, before all, and beyond all, we appeal to the patriotic young men of Ireland. This fine old Celtic race is about being crushed aside to make room for Scotch and English sheep. We appeal to your noble and generous feelings, as men and patriots, to assist us in our efforts to prevent their total extinction. We declare it, in the face of the world, as our solemn conviction, that, in the sight of God and men, there is not a more precious offering than alms from the patriot’s muscular hand, when given for the love of country and the relief of his kind.


The most desperate efforts have been made, by the landlords and their underlings, to deny the existence of these terrible facts. The very officers of the government, hoodwinked and deluded (for it is hard to believe them in collusion) have been got to contradict the statement of the honest priests. Even a judge on the bench—personally devoid of all knowledge of the locality—has been induced to endorse the falsehoods of the landlords; and when the priests apply for a public investigation of the state of the district, their application is contemptuously refused. But truth is too powerful to be overthrown by any conspiracy: it has penetrated, at last, even to the wilds of Donegal, and revealed the true nature of the landlordism which blights that unhappy region.
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