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INTRODUCTORY.

—ncn

EnarLAND has been left in poasession not only of the Soil of Ireland, with all that grows and
lives thereon, to her own use, but in possession of the world’s ear also. She may pour into .
it what tale she will: and all mankind will believe her.

Success confers every right in this enlightened age; wherein, for the first time, it hag
come to be admitted and proclaimed in set turns, that Success is Right, and Defeat is Wrong.
If I profcss myself a disbeliever in that gospel, the enlightened age will only smile, and say,
“the defeated always are.” Britain being in possession of the floor, any hostile comment
upon her way of telling our story is an unmannerly interruption; nay, is nothing snort of
an Irish howl.

Axnd if Ireland be indeed conquered finally and aaredeemably, it would be useless to im-
portune the busy public (which has a good heart enough, but really no time to attend to
the grievances of mendicants), with any contradiction to the British story.—A touching and
sanctimonious tale it is !'—barbarian Celtic nature for ever revolting in its senseless, driftless
way, against the genius of British civilization—generous efforts for the amelioration of ‘‘ that
portion of the United Kingdom,” met for ever by brutal turbulence, ‘ crime and outrage,”
suspicion, ingratitude-—British benevolence stretching forth its open hand to relieve those
same turbulent but now starving wretches, when Heaven smote the land with Famine—the
anxieties, the cares, the expenses, that an unthrift island cost her more prosperous sister, who
would not, for all that, desert her in her extremity, but would ameliorate her to the last.

So it runs; and so it might pass unchallenged for ever, if one could believe that the last
conquest of Ireland was indeed the final and crowning conquest. But that Nation has been
80 often dead and buried, and has 80 often been born again—one and the same man some-
times both assisting at the rocking of her cradle, and as chief-mourner following her hearse,
that there is no trusting to this seeming death. Mountjoy gave Ireland to Elizaheth,
‘¢ Nothing but carcasses and ashes,” dead enough. In half a century, the carcasses are armed
men, the ashes flaming fire; and an Oliver Cromwell has to come over to smite and to slay
again. Ireland was conquered by Cromwell, literally and universally. The cause of Ireland
—Ireland as against England—was what all men would call lost: her castles rifted by the
regicide’s cannon; her fields laid waste, and the inheritance of them given to strangers; her
best and bravest in bloody graves, or wasting and weltering in the Western Indies;—at her
sister’s feet she lay a corpse. A few years pass; she is not yet cold in her grave;—and again
all Europe hears the clang of arms in Ireland. Again the cause is Ireland against England,
though the flags be the flags of Stuart against Orange-Nassau. Though the war-cry be Righ
Seamus Aboo! yet the war means Ireland for the Irish.

And again, a King and Deliverer of England comes over the sea to crush, kill, and trample
Ireland:—and again Ireland dies: on the Boyne stream her heart’s blood runs to the sea; at
the ‘ Break of Aughrim” her neck is broken; and when thg Wild Geese fly from Limerick,
England feela at last secure: surely this time her sister and mortal enemy is dead past all
resurrection.

Not yet! Another gloomy and uneasy eentury drags along; the age of the Penal Laws.
The English government never yet observed any single treaty which it was convenient for
them to break; and having solemnly agreed by the capitulation of Limerick not to impose
penaltics for Catholic worship, and having so disarmed the Catholic forces and ended the
war,—that Government, as a matter of coursé, at once imposed penal laws through their
servile Anglo-Irish Parliament. Everybody has heard of the terrible Penal Laws; but not
everybody knows what they were.

They took charge of every Catholic from his cradle, and attended him to his grave—Catholie
children co("1 only be educated by Protestant teachers at home; and it was highly pena] %9
tshd them abaoad for education, -
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10 INTRODUCTORY

Catholics were excluded from every profession, except the medical; and from all officlal
stations without exception.

Catholics were forbidden to exercise trade or commecrce in any corporate town.

Catholics were legally disqualified to Liold leases of land for a longer tenure than thirty-one
years; and also disqualified to inherit the lands of Protestant relatives.

A Catholic could not legally pussess a horse of greater value than five pounds; and any
true Protestant meeting a Catholic with a horse of fifty or sixty pounds in value, might lay
down the legal price of five pounds, unhorse the idolator, mount in his place and ride away.

A Catholic child, turning Protestant, could sue his parent for maintenance; to be deter-
mined by the Protestant Court of Chancery.

A Catholic’s eldest son, turning Protestant, reduced his father to a tenant-for-life, the
reversion to the convert. ‘

A Catholic priest could not celebrate mass, under severe penalties; but any priest who
recanted was secured a stipend by law.

Here was a code for the prometion of true religion; from whenee it may appear, that
Catholics have not been the only persecutors in the world. Some persons may c¢ven go s0
far as to say that no Catholic government ever yet conceived in its heart so fell a system of
opnression. However, it may be a circumstance in favour of the Protestant code (or it may
not), that whereas Catholics have really persecuted for religion, enlightened Protestants only
made a pretext of religion,—taking no thought what became of Catholic souls, if only they
could get possession of Catholic lands and goods. Alas, we may remark, that Catholic
governments, in their persecusions, always really desired the conversion of misbelicvers
(albeit their method was rough)—but in Ireland if the people had universally turned Protcs-
tant, it would have defeated the wkole schema,

Edmund Burke calls this Penal Code ‘‘a machine of wise and deliberate contrivance as
well fitted for the oppression, impoverishment and degradation of a people, and the debase-
ment in them of human nature itself, as ever proceeded from the perverted ingenuity of
man.” Singular, that it originated with the ¢ Glorious Revolution,” and was in full force
during the reign of William the Deliverer, Ann, and the three first gracious Georges!

And it answered the purpose. The Irish People were impoverished and debased. And so
the English, having forbidden them for generations to go to school, became entitled to
taunt them with ignorance: and having deprived them of lands, and goods, and trade, mag-
nanimously mock their poverty, and call them tatterdemalions.

During that eighteenth century, the Catholics disappear from history and politics. Such
sallies of resistance as were made in those years against the encroachment of British power,
were made by Protestants (S8wift, Lucas, Molyncux), in assertion of a Protestant Nationality,
and for the independence of a Protestant Parliament. Indeed, when the Protestart Dissenters
of England argued for the repeal of the Corporation Act and Test Act, which prevented
them from holding certain State offices, Dean Swift, the Irish patriot, wrote a sarcastic
Petition, as if from the Irish Catholics, praying that they might be relieved from their penal
disabilities; in order to cast ridicule and discredit on the pretensions of Dissenters, by way
of reductio ad absurdum—We will have the very Catholi¢s, said he, coming in next!

We might well expect, by the close of that century, to find Ireland altogether Anglicised,
—the Catholics all dead or converted,—the ruling classes so completely British in their feel-
ings as well as by their extraction, that England would never more need to fear the uprising
of a hostile Irish Nation. Ireland was to all human appearance dead and buried this time.

And in truth so she might have lain for ever, if the English could have repressed their
national greediness (or ““energy”) but a little. But it was impossible. The ruling class of
Ireland, albeit Protestants, were soon taught that they were not to expect to be placed on
gn equal footing with men * whose limbs were made in England.” Express enactments
were made, to put an end to several branches of their trade, and to cramp and restrict
others.* Agriculture too, which is the main concern of every nation, was acrurately

’
* In 1609 the manufacture of wool into cloth was totally destroyed in Ireland by law.
Acts of the British and Irish Parliaments (the latter being wholly subject to the former)
srohibited the export of woollen cloth from Ireland to any country whatsoever, except to
gland and Wales. The exception was delysive, because duties amounting to a prohjbitiop
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INTRODUCTORY. 11

régulated in Ireland, with a view to Dritish interests. One hundred years ago, Ireland im-
ported much corn from England; because it then suited the purpose of the other island to
promote Irish sheep farming in order to providé wool for the Yorkshire weavers. Tillage and
cattle-feeding were discouraged; therefore the Irish were forbidden to export black-cattle to
England, Sheep then became the more profitable stock, and the port of Barnstaple was
opcned £6 receive all their fleeces. But soon after, when England had full possession of the
woollen-manufacture, and that of Ireland was utterly ruined, it became apparent to the
prudent British, that the best use they could make of Ireland would be to turn it into &
general store-farm for all sorts of Agricultural produce.* It is their store-farm to this
day.

Those restrictive laws no longer exist. They have peen repealed from time to time, merely
decause England wanted them no longer. The work was done; the British were in possession.
To revive manufactures in Ireland, there must have been protective duties imposed on im-
port of manufactured articles from England; but there was no free Irish Parliament to do
this. Besides, the time became so enlightened that the Spirit of the Age was against such
duties. In other words, the English could then afford to cry out “free trade!” ‘true
principles of political economy!” and-so-forth; taking care only to prevent any interference
by law or otherwise, with the satisfactory state of things they had established. To lose a
trade is casy; to recover it, in the face of wealthy rivals now in possession; impossible.

When manufactures are crushed, and a peasantry bound to the plough-tail and the cattle-
shed, of course the manufactured commodities they require must come to them from abroad,
and their raw agricultural produce must go in payment for them.

Farther, when the condition of the peasantry is embittered by subjection to an alien and
hostile class of landlords, who hold by lineage and affection to another country, and whose
sole interest in their tenantry is to draw from them the very uttermost farthing, that they
may spend it in that other country;t—and when that rental also, as well as the price of
manufactures, must be paid in raw produce, the arrangement is as good as perfect. You ocan
want no more to account for the starveea skeletons of Ireland—and the comforts which
brighten ¢‘ the happy homes of England.”

80 went by the eighteenth century in Ireland. Onc can hardly believe that the sun shoue

prevented the Irish cloth from entering England or Wales. Before that time Ireland had a
good trade in woollen drapery with foreign countries, and undersold the English. Therefore
the DBritish Parliament addressed King William, urging him to suppress the traffic. The
House of Lords used thislanguage—‘‘ Wherefore we most humbly beseech your most sacred
Majesty, that your Majesty wouﬁl be pleased, in the most public and effectual way that may
be, to declare to all your subjects of Ireland, that the growth and incrcase of the woollen-
manufactures there hath long been, and will be ever, looked upon with great jealousy by all
your subjects of this kingdom, and i{f not timely remedied, may occasion very strict laws
totallé/ to prohibit it and suppress the same.” King William the Deliverer, replied that he
would do his utmost to ruin his Irish subjects—¢‘He would do all that in him lay to dis-
courage the woollen-manufactures of Irecland.”—And he was as good a3 his word. Acts of
Parliament were very shortly after passed, whose effect was that Irish wool had to be sent
to England raw to be manufactured in Yorkshire:—And there it goes in fleece, and thence a
very little of it returns in broadcloth up to this day. Add to this the Navigation Laws;
and the absolute prohibition of all direct Irish trade with the Colonies—no Colonial pro-
duce being admitted into Ireland until it had first entered an English port and been unloaded
there; and you will be at no loss to find out how the English became so rich a nation and
the Irish so poor.

Of these laws the Dean of St. Patrick’s wrote—‘The conveniency of ports and havens
which nature hath bestowed so liberally upon this kingdom, is of no more use to us than a
beautiful prospect to a man shut up in a dungeon.”

* Anderson, a standard British writer of those days, in his ‘History of Commerce,”
explains the matter thus—* Concerning these laws, many think them hurtful; and that it
would be wiser to swffer the Irish to be employed in breeding and futtening their bluck-cattle
Jor us, than to turn their lands into sheep walks as at present; in consequence of which, in
spite of all their laws, they supply foreign nations with their wool.” By a dexterous persig.
tence in this line of policy the evil was remedied—The Irish ccased to supply foreign nations
or t.h:amselves either; and they now successtullv fatten cattle and grow corn for the sister
country.

t In Swift's days he set down the absentee-rents at half & million sterling. They are now
four and & half millions sterling.
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a8 he is wont in those days ‘8o dreary and miserable is the landscape;—a good Bishop

Berkeley putting these dismal queries in 1734—‘ Whether there be upon earth any Christian

or civilized people so beggarly wretched and destitute as the common Irish.”—* Whether,

nevertheless, thereis any other people whose wants may be more easily supplied from home.”*

Or writing thus to his friend Prior in Dublin—** The distresses of the sick and poor are end-

less. The havoc of mankind in the counties of Cork, Limerick and some adjacent places,

bave been incredible. The nation, probably, will not recover this loss in a century. The
other day I heard one from the County of Limerick say that whole villages were entirely-
dispeopled. About two months since, I heard Sir Richard Cox say that five hundred were

dead in the parish, though in a county, I believe not very populous;”—a bitter Dean Swift,

with accustomed ferocity of sarcasm, while the seeva indignatio gnawed his heart,t making

and publishing his *‘ Modest Proposal " to relieve the fearful distress by cooking and eating

the children of the poor.$

Yet, before the end of that same century—such vitality is there in the Irish race, and the
Irish causc—Dublin streets beheld a wonderful spectacle—the Volunteer Army in its brilliant
battalions, and an Independent Parliament legislating for the Sovereign Kingdom of Ireland!
Apparently the conquest of Ireland had not yet been entirely finished.

For eighteen years, it seemed as if the steady progress of the British system in Ireland was
about to be stopped or even turned back. The instinct and zeal of British Amelioration,”
indeed, was as strong as ever, but 80,000 volunteer bayonets stopped the way. British
Btatesmen were as desirous as ever to regulate in their minutest detail all the trade and
traffic of her sister island—surely for her sister’s good—but on the muzzles of the Irish
artillery was engraved the legend ¢ Free Trade or Else §"—

During those eighteen years of Irish independence then, British policy was suspended.
Honest John Bull all those years was losing a yearly income which he felt to be justly his
due. Our countrymen began to manufacture again; and seditiously consumed their own
corn and beef. Revenue expended in public improvemerits at home, to the prejudice of the
British services;—the metropolis of Dublin beautified and cnriched, to the heavy loss of
industrious Londoners;—Irish landlords keeping their town-houses in Ireland and spending
their rents at home, instead of paying rent and wages in England! The thing was not to be
borne:—and through ““intolerence of Irish prosperity,” preparations were made to conquer
Ireland again by the Act of Union. '

First, the Volunteers were to be disbanded and disarmed. Without that, no progress in
civilization could be made; nor could the British Providence carry out his wise designs. The
disbanding was accomplished by pretending to grant fully (for the time) all that Ireland
demanded. The too credulous people were taught that it would look suspicious if
they kept up such an armament; and in an evil hour the Volunteers once more committed
the defence of their island to her sister country.

WNext, to frighten the gentry of Ireland into an Union, an insurrection had to be provoked.
The expedients by which this was effected are known well enough; but the rebellion of '98,

* Bishop Berkeley's Works—The Querist.

1 See Swift’s Epitaph.

$ After a preface, the Dean’s ‘‘Modest Proposal” proceeds—‘‘I shall now, therefore,
humbly propose my own thoughts, which I hope will not be liable to the least objection. i

“have been assured by a very knowing American of my acquaintance, that a young healthy
child well nursed, is at a year old a most delicious, nourishing and wholesome food, whether
stewed, roasted, baked or boiled; and I make no doubt that it will equally serve in a fricasee
or a ragout. I do, therefore, humbly offer it to public consideration that of the 120,000
children already computed, 20,000 may be reserved for bread, whereof only one-fourth part
to be males. The remaining 100,000 may at a year old be offered in sale to the persons of
quality and fortune throughout the kingdom,” &c.—Again, ‘‘I have reckoned, upon a
medium, that a child just born will weigh 12 1bs., and in a solar year, if tolerably nursed,
will increase to 28 1bs. I grant this food will be somewhat dear, and therefore very proper
Yor landlords, who, as they have already devoured most of the parents, seem to have the best
title to the children.” . .

§ By ““Free Trade,” Irish statesmen meant freedom not from duties but from foreign
influence—meant the full power of their own Parliament to regulate their own trade by such
duties, on exﬁort or on im{:ort, protective, discriminating, or prohibitory, as the interests of
Ireland (not England) might require.
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when it did burst out, had nearly proved too strong for its fomenters: and it needed General
Lake with twenty thousand disciplined men, and complete batteries of field-artillery, te
guppress it in the county of Wexford alone.

The noble owners of nomination boroughs were bribed, at £15,000 per borough, to sell
them to the English government.

The Catholic Bishops were bribed, by promises of emancipation (which the English delayed
to fulfll for thirty years), to deliver over their flocks into the hands of the British.

The country was in abject terror; the Press was crushed by prosecutions; public meetings
wore dispersed by dragoons. The Irish Parliament was crowded (through the prudent
bargaining of the noble owners of nomination boroughs) with English officers:—in short, the
year 1800 saw the Act of Union. At one blow, England had her revenge. Ireland, and all
Irish produce and industry, were placed totally in her power; and Ireland having but one
member to six in what they called the Imperial Parliament, security was taken that the
arrangement should never be disturbed.

This time, once more, Ireland was fully conquered—-Bever nation yet took so much
conquering, and remained unsubdued. For twenty years after the Union the country was
as absolutely prostrated in means and in spirit as sho seems to be now; and as a matter of
course she had her crucl famine every ycar. Without a famine in Ireland, England could
not live as she had a right to expect; and the exact complement of a comfortable family
dinner in England, is a coroner’s inquest in Ireland: verdict, starvation. In 1817 the famine
was more desperate than usual, and in the best counties of Ireland, people fed on weeds. In
1822 it was more horrible still. 8ir John Newport of Waterford, in his place in the House
of Commons,* described one parish in which fifteen persons had already died of hunger;
twenty-eight more were past all hope of recovery, and one hundred and twenty (still in the
same parish) ill of famine-fever:—and told of another parish where the priest had gone round
and administered extreme unction to every man, woman, and child of his parishioners, all in
articulo mortis by mere starvation. t .

All these years, the Agricultural produce of Ireland was increasing more and more, and
the English were devouring it. Indeed, 8o rapidly did this food-export (the only Irish com-
merce) grow and swell, that in 1826, to conceal the amount of it, the English Parliament
placed it, “ on the footing of a coasting-trade "—that is to say, no accounts were to be kept
of it.}

During the same period, every Parliament was sure to enact at least one Arms Bill; intend-

. ing to deprive all mere Celts of necessary weapons for defence, and to kill in them the spirit
of men.

Two distinct movements were all this while stirring the people: one open and noisy—the
Catholic Relief Agitation; the other secret and silent—the Ribbon, and White-boy movement.
The first proposed to itself the admission of professional and genteel Cathoiics to Parliament
and to the honours of the professions, all under London Law—the other, originating in an
utter horror and defiance of London Law, contemplated nothing less than social, ultimately
political revolution. For fear of the last, Great Britain with a very ill grace. yielded to the
first. Unfortunately for Ireland, Catholic Emancipation was carried in 1829, ¢ Respectable
Catholics” were contented, and became West Britons from that day.

At the head of that open and legal agitation, was a man of giant proportions in body and
in mind; with no profound learning, indeed, even in his own profession of the law, but with
a vast and varied knowledge of human nature, in all its strength, and especially in all its
weakness; with a voice like thunder and earthquake, yet musical and soft at will, ag the song

* Commons Debates, June 27, 1822.

% Cobbett in his comment on that debate, makes thege reflections—‘‘ Money, it seems,
Is wanted in Ireland. Now people do not cat money. No, but the money will buy them
something to eat. What! the food is there, then. Pray ohserve this, reader. Pray
observe this, and let the parti=s get out of the concern if they can. THE FooD I8 THERE;
but those that have it in their posgsession will not give it without the money. And we know
dhat the food is there; for since this famine has been declared in Parliament, thousands of

ualrte:iss é)2f corn have been imported every wcek from Ireland to England.”--Register,

uly, A

tgn the first of these two dreadful famine years, 1817, thcre was exported from Ireland to
England, 695,600 quarters of grain alone, besides vast herds of cattle. In 1822 there was
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of birds; with & genius and fancy, tempestuous, playful, cloudy, fiery, mournful, merry,
lofty and mean by turns, as the mood was on him—a humour broad, bacchant, riant, genial
and jovial,—with profound and spontaneous natural feeling, and superhuman and subtere
human passions, yet withal, a boundless fund of masterly affectation and consummate
histrionism,—hating and loving heartily, outrageous in his merriment, and passionate in his
lamentation, he had the power to make other men hate or love, laugh or weep, at his good
pleasure;—insomuch that Daniel 0’Connell, by virtue of being more intensely Irish, carrying
t0 & more extravagant pitch all Irish strongth and passion and weakness, than other Irigh-
men, led and swayed his people by a kind of divine, or else diabolic right.

Hé led them, as I believe, all wrong for forty years. He was a lawyer; and never could
come to the point of denying and defying all British Law. He was a Catholic, sincere and
devout; and would not see that the Church had ever been the enemy of Irish Freedom. Ie
Wwas an arigtocrat, by position and by taste; and the name of a Republic was odious to him.
Moreover, his success as a Catholic Agitator ruined both Mim and his country. By mere
agitation, by harmless exhibition of numerical force, by imposing demonstrations (which are
fatal nonsense), and by eternally half-unsheathing a visionary sword, which friends and foes
alike knew to be a phantom,—he had, as he believed, coerced the British Government to
poss a Relief Bill, and admit Catholics to Parliament and some offices.

It is true that Sir Robert Peel and the Duke of Wellington said they brought in this measure,
to avert civil war; but no British statesman ever officially tells the truth, or assigns to any -
act its real motive. Their real motive was, to buy into the British interests, the landed and
educated Catholics; that so the great multitudinous Celtic cnemy might be left more
absolutely at their mercy.

For, beginning on the very day of Catholic Emancipation, there was a more systematic
and determined plan of havoc upon the homes of the poor. First, the ‘“‘forty-shilling frechold”
was abolished. This low franchise for counties had induced landlords to subdivide farms,
and to rear up population for the hustings. The franchise at an end, there was no political
use for the people; and all encouragements and facilities were furnished by the British
Covernment to get rid of themh. Then began the ‘‘amelioration” (for benevolence guided
all) of clearing off “surplus population,” and consolidating the farms. It nceded too much
of the produce of the island to feed such a mob of Celts; and improved systems of tillage
would give more corn and cattle to English markets, more money to Irish landlords,

The code of cheap and easy Ejectment was improved and extended. All these statutes
were unknown to the common law of England, and have been invented for the sole sake of
the Irish Celt.

By an Act of the 25th year of George the Third (1815), in all cases of holdings where the -
rent was under £20 a year—that is, in the whole class of small tillage farms—power had been
given to the County Judge at sessions, to make a decree for Ejectment at the cost of a few
shillings. Two years afterwards, another Act was passed, which stated that in the proceed-
ings under the former statute, ‘‘ doubts had arisen” as to the admissibility, in certain cases,
of the affidavit of the landlord or lessor, or his agent, for ascertaining the amount due, and
then proceeded to enact that such affidavits should be held sufficient. Under these two Acts,
many an estate was cleared, many a farmer uprooted from his foothold ou the soil, and swept
out upon the highways: but yet not fast enough; so that by another Act of the first year of
King George IV., it was declared that provisions of the cheap Ejectment Act * had been found
highly beneficial, and it was expedient that the same should be extended:” and, thercupon, it
was enated by the King’s most Excellent Majesty, by and with the advice, and-so-forth, that
the power of summary Ejectment at Quarter Sessions should apply to all holdings at less
than £50 rent; and, by the same statute, the cost of procuring these Ejectments was still
farther reduced. In the reigns of George IV. and Victoria, other Acts for the same purpose
were made. 8o that when the famine and the Poor-laws came, the expense of clearing a

whole country side, was very trifling indeed. :

exported to England, 1,083,000 quarters of grain, besides cattle. It must be remembered
ﬂ\u‘:t the price tﬁ this wealth didqnot come to Ireland, but stayed in England to pay the rent,
etc.—which was one of the reasons of that phenomenon noticed by Cobbett—plenty of food:

and those who raised it having no mouney to buy it
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To receive some of the exterminated, Poor-houscs were erected all over the island, which
had the effect of stifling compunction in the ejectors. The Poor-houses were soon filled.

Yet all these years, from 1829 to 1846, with all the thinning and clearing, Celts kept
increasing and mubltiplying. The more they multiplied, the mor: they starved; for the
export of their food to England was also increasing yearly; then, with the greater demand for .
farms, rents rose and wages fell; and when at last the first shadow of the famine fell upon
the island, nine-tenths of the people were living on the meanest and cheapest food, and
upon a minimum of that.

But all these same years, loud and triumphant Agitations were going forward—the
¢ Precursor ” Agitation; the Repeal Agitation;—and the checrs of imposing demonstrations
rent the air. Our poor people were continually assured that they were the finest peasantry
in the world—*“ A One¢ among the nations.” They were told that their grass was greener,
their women fairer, their mountains higher, their valleys lower, than those of other lands;—
that their ‘‘moral force” (alas!) had conquered before, and would again;—that next year
wouldbe the Repeal year: in fine, that Treland would be the first flower of the earth and first
gem of the sca. :

Not that the Irish are a stupid race, or naturally absurd; but the magician bewitched them
to their destruction.

All these years, too, a kind of political war of posts was waged botween O'Connell and
British ministers. Things called ‘‘good measures” werc obtained; especially good men,
friecnds and dependents of O’Connell’s (fur he was generous as the day) got offices. ¢‘ Ameli-
crations” were now and then proposed --and if they were humabugs too manifest, O’Connell
in hiz Hall, turncd them inside out a.n‘iqlst laughter inextinguishable; and smid nabochlish!
and ‘‘ Thank you for nothing, says the gallipot.” Collateral issues all. Under all this, the
heart and soul of Ireland--whatever of intellect and manliness was left in Ireland, beat and
burned for Independence;—and England we.3 skilfully laying her plans for the final conquest
of her cnemy.

For not ong instant did the warfare cease upon farming Celts. In 1843, ‘“ Government™
issucd a notable commission; that is, appointed a few landlords, with Lord Devon at their
head, to go through Ireland, collect evidence, and report on the best means (not of destroy-
ing the Irish enemy—official documents do not now use so harsh language, but) of amelior-
ating the relations of landlord and tenant in Ireland. On this commission, O'Counnell
obscrved that it was ‘“a jury of butchers trying a sheep for his lifo,” and said many other
good things both merry and bitter, as was his wont; but the Devon Commission travelled
and reported; and its Report has been the Gospel of Irish landlords and British Statesmen
ever since,

Threc sentences of their performance will show tho drift of 1t. Speaking of *Tcnant
Right” (a kind of unwritton law whereby tenants in the north werc secure from ejectment
from thoir farms while they paid their rent, a custom many ages old, and analogous to the
customs of farmers all over Europe), these Commissioners reported ¢‘ that they foresaw some
dangers to the just rights of property from the unlimited allowance of this tenant-right.”
On the propriety of consolidating farms (that is, destroying many small farmers to sct up
one large one), the Commissioncrs say, ‘“ When it is seen in the evidence, and in the rcturn
of the size of farms, how minute these holdings are, it cannot be denied that such a step ig
absolutely necessary.”

But the most remarkable sentence occurs in Lord Devon’s ¢ Digest of the Evidence,”
page 399:

‘“ Wp find that there are at present 326,084 occupiers of land (more than one-third of the
total number returned in Ireland), whose holdings vary from seven acres to less than one
acre; and are, therefore, inadequate to support the families residing upon them. In the
same table, No. 95, page 594, the calculation is put forward, showing that the consolidation
of these small holdings up to eight acres, would require the removal of about 192,368
Jamilies.”"——

That is, the killing of a million of persons. Little did the Commissioners hope then, that
in four years, British policy, with the famine to aid, would succeed in killing fully two
willions, and forcing nearly another million to flee the country. ST o
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In 1846 came the famine, and the “ Relief Acts” advancing money from the Treasury, to
be repaid by local assessment; and of course there was an aggravated and intolerable Poor-
rate to meet this claim. Of which Relief Acts, only one fact needs to be recorded here—that
the Public Works done under them were strictly ordered to be of an unproductive sort—that
is, such as would create no fund to repay their own expenses. Accordingly, many hundreds
of thousands of feeble and starving men were kept digging holes, and breaking up roads—
doing not only no gervice, but much harm. Well, then, to meet these Parliamentary
advances there was nothing but rates: and, therefore, there was the higher premium to
landlords on the extermination, that is the slaughter, of their tenantry. If the clearing
business had becn active before, now there was a rage and passion for it; and as if the Cheap
Ejectment Acts were not aspeedy enough machinery, there was a new Poor-law enacted,
containing amongst other clauses, the ‘“Quarter Acre clause,” which provided that if a
farmer, having sold all his produce to pay the rent, duties, rates and taxes, should be
reduced, as many thousands of them were, to apply for public out-door relief, he should not
get it until he had first delivered up all his land to the landlord. Under that law it imthe
able-bodied idler only who is to be fed—if he attempt to till but one rood of ground, he dies.
This simple method of ejectment was called ‘ passing paupers theough the workhouse™—a
man went in, & pauper came out.

Under these various Poor-laws and Relief Acts, there were at least 10,000 government
offices, small and great; looking and canvassing for these wcre 100,000 men: a great army
in the interest of England.

At the end of 8ix years, I can set down these things calmly; but to see them might have
driven a wise man mad. There is no need to recount how the Assistant Barristers and
Sheriffs, aided by the Police, tore down the roof-trees agd ploughed up the hearths of village
after village—how the Quarter Acre clause laid waste the parishes, how the farmers and their
wives and little ones in wild dismay, trooped along the highways;—how in some hamlets by
the seaside, most of the inhabitants being already dead, an adventurous traveller would come
upon some family eating a famished ass;—how maniac mothers stowed away their dead
children to be devoured at midnight;—how Mr Darcy, of Clifden, describes a humane
gentleman going to a village near that place with some crackers, and standing at the door of
& house; “and when he threw the crackers to the children (for he was afraid to enter), the
mother attempted to take them from them;”—how husband and wife fought like wolves
for the last morsel of food in the house;—how families, when all was eaten and no hope
left, took their last look at the Sun, built up their cottage-doors, that 'nono might sce them
die nor hear their groans, and were found weeks afterwards, skeletons on their own hearth;
how the ‘‘law” was vindicated all this while; how the Arms-bills were diligently put in
force, and many examples were made; how starving wretches were transported for stealing
vegetables by night;* how overworked coroners declared they would hold no more inquests;
how Americans sent corn, and the very Turks, yea, negro slaves, sent money for alms: which
the British government was not ashamed to administer to the ‘sister-country;” and how,
in every one of these years, 46, 47, and '48, Ireland was exporting to England, food to the
value of fifteen million pounds sterling, and had on her own soil at each harvest, good and
ample provision for double her own population, notwithstanding the potato blight.t

To this condition add forty years of ‘ moral and peaceful agitation” brought Ireland.
The high aspirations after a national Senate and a national flag had sunk to & mere craving

* Bantry Sessions. Timothy Leary and Mary Leary were indicted for that they, on the
14th January, at Oakmount, did feloniously stea.l twenty turnips and fifty parsnips, the
roperty of ames Gillman. = Found guilty. BSentence, transportation for seven years. ‘This

5 but one of numerous instances.

t Mr Martin, of Longhorn, a competent and candid inquirer, in a published letter of
October, 1847, gives a variety of satistical tables, and draws the conclusion that the total
produce of food in Ireland the year Eis eding, amounted to £41,000,000 sterling, and her
export to England, £15,000,000; but his estimate is very much under the truth: for in the

ear 1846, according to Thom'’s Almanac there were 1,875,393 quarters of grain alone sent to
d, "besides countless cattle, b.won, butter and eggs. The trade in egzs had become so

vast, that Richardson, in his T'reatise on Domestic Fowl (Dublin, 1847), calculates that ex-
port at nwly a million sterling. B#* 7 eay gi'7e & more vivid notion of the truth 1! I copy
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for food. And for food Treland craved in vain. She was to be taught that the Nation which
parts with her nationhood, or suffers it to be wrested or swindled from her, thereby loses all
O’Counell died heart-broken in 1847—heart-broken not by a mean vexation at seeing the
powers departing from him; the man was too great for that; but by the sight of his People
sinking every day into death under their inevitable, inexorable doom. His physicians ordered
him to a warmer climate: in vain: amidst the reverend acclamations of Paris, through the
sunny valleys of France, as he journeyed southward, that Baushee wail followed him and
found him, and rung in his dying ear. At Genoa hedied: ordering that the heart should be
taken out of his dead body, and sent, not to Ireland, but to Rome; a disposition which
proves how miserably broken and debilitated was that once potent nature.

Politics, by this time, was a chaos in Ireland. *‘ Conciliation Hall” was sending forth
weekly an abject howl for food! food! The * Irish Confederation” (of which the present
writer was a member) had no much clearer view through the gloom: though it had more
energy and honesty. Two or three vain efforts were made by its leaders to put & good man
into the representation (Meagher at Waterford), or to keep a bad man out (Monaghan at
Galway)—both efforts in vain. The representation and the franchise were too cunningly
calculated for British interests. Every week was deepening the desolation and despair
throughout the country; until at last the French Revolution of February, ’48, burst upon
Lurope. Ireland, it is true, did not then possess the physical resources or the high spirit
which had ‘‘ threatened the integrity of the Empire” in ’43; but even as she was, depopulated,
starved, cowed and corrupted, it seemed better that she should attempt resistance, however
heavy the odds against success, than lie prostrate and moaning asshe was. Better that men
should perish by the bayonets of the enemy than by their laws,

Clubs were formed; expressly for arming; rifles were eagerly purchased; and the black-
smiths’ forges poured forth pike-heads. Sedition, treason, were openly preached and en-
forced; and the United Irishman was established specifically as an Organ of Revolution.
The Viceroy, Lord Clarendon, became alarmed: he concentrated eight thousand trogps in
Dublin; he covered the land with detectives; and informers were the chief frequenters of
the Castle. Walls were covered with placards (printed by Thom, the government-printer),
warning peaceable citizens that ‘‘ communists” intended to rob their houses, and murder
their families; detectives went to unsuspecting blacksmiths and mysteriously ordered pikes
for the “‘ revolution "—then brought the pikes to the Castle; and thereupon Lord Clarendon
had additional reasons to call for more regiments from England, to mount cannon upon the
Bank; to garrison the College; to parade his artillery through the streets. But this was not
enough: his Lordship wanted an organ at the press; for it bappened that, about that time,
all the decent journals of the country were pouring contempt upon him and his government,
except the Dublin Evening Post, which was bribed with Public money. 1t was necessary to
gccure another organ. The cause of ‘“ Law and Order ”—the interests of civilization-—the

- wise designs of a British Providence required more support. There was then in Dublin a
paper of the most infamous character; a paper that subsisted upon hush-money (the only
one of the sort ever printed in Ireland); a paper that was never quoted, whose name was

nere the casual notices of this export trade which I found in the newspapers of one week :—
11 the Duily News of Oct. 3d, 1847, it is stated that in the London market ¢ the receipts
of oats chiefly consist of the new Irvish crop.” In the Examiner of Oct. 4th, you may read
that there was in one day an arrival in London of 11,050 quarters of Irish oats. By the
Drggheda Argus we find that in one week, ending 3d Oct., there were shipped from Drogheda
1,200 cows, 3,600 sheep and swine, 2,000 quarters of grain, 211 tons of meal and flour, 130
boxes of eggs, busides butter, lard, &c. Waterford, in the same week (Evening Post, Oct. 3d),
sent off 250 tons of flour, 1,100 sheep and pigs, 808 head of cattle, 5,400 barrels of wheat and
oats, 7,700 firkins of butter, 2,000 flitches of bacon. From Newry, within five days, in the
end of September, there sailed eleven ships for England, laden with %rain, excluaive of two
large steamers, which sail four times a week, laden with cattle, eggs, butter, &c.

t Drogheda, Waterford and Newry, are but three of eleven seaports (Derry, Coleraine,
Beifast, Newry, Dundalk, Drogheda, Dublin, Wexford, Waterford, Cork, Limerick), from
each of which, at least two large steamers (from some of them five steamers), went twice in
each week to England, laden with corn and cattle. And this without counting the minor
ports, and the hundreds of sailing vessels all laden with corn and cattle. In short, during

" the four “famine years,” Treland exported four quarters of grain for every quarter she
!mgorted, besides cattle; and of the grain imported, the greater part had been exported before,
ond carue hack laden with two freights aud speculators’ profits to the belpless consumery
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never named by any Journal In the city. Iis editor, an illiterate being of the name of Birch,
had been prosecuted more than once, comvicted at least once, and imprisoned six months,
for procuring money from timid cilizens by threats of publishing disgusting stories of their
private life. To this man my Lord Clarendon applied, that he might aid him with his counsel
and with Lis pen.  With him he consulted at the Viceregal Lodge upon tho critical posture
of affairs, and upon the best mode of carrying out the designs of Providence for Ireland. In
order the more effcctually to do this pious work, it was needful that the avowed enemies of
that British P'rovidence (of whom the present writer had the honour to be one) should be
covered with obloquy, and pointed out to the execration of mankind as abominablé; hut
secing that reputable persons never saw the Viceroy's new organ, it became necessary to
circulate it gratuitously by means of public money.*

Under the advice of this Birch, who told the Viccroy that it was time for vigour, hig
Lordship called for a new Law of Treason. Immediately (April 19th) a Bill was brought in
by Sir George Grey, and made into an Act by large majorities, providing that any one who
should levy war against the Queen, or endeavour to deprive her of her title, or by open and
advised speaking, printing, or publishing, incite others to the same, should be *‘deemed
guilty of felony ™ and transported.

This Act was passed with a special view to crush the United Irishman, and to destroy its
Editor. If the offcnce had been left a misdemeanour as therctofore, the ‘government” kncw
that the United Irishman could not be put down, because there would have been no
Jorfeiture in case of conviction; and they were all well aware that competent men would not
be wanting to give a voice to treason, even though cditor after editor should be chained up.

In the meantime the case grew pressing. All the country was fast becoming aroused; and
many thousands of pikes were in the hands of the peasantry. The soldiers of several
regiments, being Irish, were well known to be very willing to fraternize with the people,
upon a first success and the police, in such an event, would have beon a green-coated Irish
army upon the moment.

Birch and Clarendon would not even wait to get their enemies fairly into the new felony,
They caused three to be arrestod in the meantime (O’Brien, Meagher, and the present writer),
on a charge of sedition; but on bringing the two former to trial, it was found that the juries
(special jurics in the Court of Queen’s Bench) had not been closely enough packed; and the
prosecutions failed. In my case, though there were two indictments, one for a speech, and

* All this might have remained a secret, but that Lord Clarendon’s friend Birch was obliged,
three years afterwards, to sue his Lordship, and again Sir William Somerville, the Irish
Secretary, for the balance due to him on account of ““Law and Order.” The action against
Lord Clarendon was compromised by payment of £2,000; that against Somerville was resisted
and tried. Thus it came out how his Excellency had sent for Birch to his residence;—and
how Lirch had been closeted with him often. Plaintiff’s counsel stated the nature of his
scrvices thus:—*“I may say this, that he gave his Excellency the full benefit of his counsel, of
his knowledge, of his intimate acquaintance with parties, with newspapers, with factions, and
with public men. Iam instructed that he even went thelength of stating when the government
might be vigorous, and when it would be prudent to be cautious.” ) .

Lord Clarendon, in his evidence, saysit wasin Feb., 48, that he entered into commumeatjon
with Birch:—*‘I then offered him £100, if I remember rightly, for it did not make any great im-

ression on me at the time. He said that it wouid uot be sutficient for his purpose, and I think
it was then extended to about £350. This was in the beginning of February, 1848, if I remem-
ber correctly. T\Md your Excellency know that any farther sums of money were paid to Mr
Birch in Londun?—Yes. Is your Excellency aware from what fund it camne?—From a fund
placed at the disposal of Sir William Somerville, at my request. Out of the public funds,
was it’—I could not say it ﬁame out of the ptv:lbhc funds. I said it was a fund placed at the
disposal of Sir W. Somerville, at my request.”
ecret gervice money, in short. ijord Clarendon’s private secretary, a Mr Connellan, wag
usually the instructor of Birch. It is unfortunate that all the letters have not come to ght;
for on payment of the £2,000 to settle Birch’s claim, his Lordship took care, as he thought,
to get up all the papers. Birch prudently kept back a few, amongst which I find this note:—

V. R. L. (Viceregal Lodge), March, 1848. Dear Sir—The French news ought to turn to
account the triumph of the moderate party, the defeat and certain ejection of Ledru Rollin,
the Irish fraterniser, and the vigorous proceedings of the rovisional government in makin,
arrests. I presume that to-morrow’s (Friday) mail will bring us an account of the capture
Llanqui and Cabet, the great Communist leader, &c. The moral of this might be well

applicd to Mitchel and Co.”

For of course it was one main point in his

Lordship’s policy to make people believe that
ti:e cuemies of Engliah government were ¢ Communists,”

and that Commurists were rob-

Google



-~
T e cm— e

. INTRODUCTORY. 19

one for an article, and two juries had actually been struck; * Government” felt that a fai ure
would be at least dangerous; so the Viceroy suddenly caused my arrest on a charge of
 treason-felony ” under his new Act, and determined to, not try but, pretend to try me, at
the next Commission in Green Street;—at any rate to clear Ircland of me; and so get rid of
one obstacle at least to the fulfilment of British policy.

Here, then, this narrative leaves the general affairs of the country and shrinks to the
dimensions of a single prosecution. From the day that I entered my dungeon (the 23d of
May, 1848), I know but by hearsay how the British government fulfilled the designs and
administered the dispensations of Providence in Ireland,—how the famine was successfully
eaploited; how the poor-rates doubled and trebled, and were diligently laid out in useless
works; how the Orange Lodges were supplied with arms from the Castle; how the mere
Celtic peasantry were carefully deprived of all weapons; how the landlords were gradually
droken and impoverished by the pressure of rates, until the beneficent ¢ Encumbered Estates
Bill” had to come in and solve their difficulties;—a great stroke of British policy, whereby
it was hoped (now that the tenantry were cleared to the proper point) to clear out the land-
lords too, and replace them with English and Scottish purchasers. In short, how the last
conquest was consummated, let other pens than mine describe.

The United Irishman was at that time admitted to be making progress in stimulating the
Just disaffection of the people to the point of insurrection. The first and most earnest efforts,
therefore, of the enemy’s government were now to be exerted for its destruction. And now
‘came the momentous question of the jury. The Ministry of England happened to be a Whig
Ministry; and one of the artifices by which the Whigs had gaincd their reputation for
““liberality ” was hypocritically censuring the Tories for packing juries—that is, carefully
selecting their own friends apparently to try, but really to destroy a political enemy. I
provoked them to this prosecution with the idea that if they did not pack, and were beaten
on the trial (in a case of so open and flagrant ¢ treason ), the prestige and the real power
of the Dritish rule in Ireland would be wounded seriously, perhaps mortally—but that if
they broke through all Whig maxims, and obtained their conviction by the usual villainous
means of excluding five-sixths of the people from serving on juries, the atrocity would still more
exasperate the furiousdisaffection, and ripen the Revolution. Inall this I under-estimated, on
the one hand, the vigour and zeal of the British government, in carrying out the designs of ro-
vidence, and on the other, the much-enduring patience and perseverance of the Irish Catholics,

The day of trial approached; and it became well known in Dublin, that Lord Clarendon
was resolved, Whiz or no Whig, to pack at least this one jury most jealously. The juries to
try O'Brien and Meagher had been selected, indeed, with considerable care; yet on cach of
those juries there had been left at least one fricnd of the national cause—a picce of
official negligence which c¢nded in the defcat of those prosecutions; and it was, there-
fore, clear that it must not be repcated. Just before my pretended ‘“trial,” however,
Ministers were taken to task about the instructions which had been sent to Ircland for the
conduct of the State prosecutions; and returns were moved for. Lord John Russell replied,
in a most virtuous speech, that nothing could be farther from the intention of the govern-
ment than excluding Catholics as such, from the jury-box, using ‘‘unfairness,” or turning
the administration of justice into a matter of politics.* The report of that virtuous speech '

bers. Birch was recommended also by Lord Clarendon to Lord Palmerston; and was duly
paid by that nobleman for supporting his policy. Here are two little notes which were read
on the Somerville trial:—‘*Sir—Viscount Palmerston desires me to express to you his hest
thanks for your obliging letter of the Oth inst., and your able articles in the Wo.ld newspaper,
I am, Sir, your obedicnt servant, SPENCER Poxsoxsy.” June 15, 1851, Mr Ponsonby says—
“Yiscount Palmerston desires to acknowledge the receipt of your letter of to-day’s date, and
to request you to call upon me at this oftice on Monday or Tucsday, at a quarter before 5 o’clock.”

Such was one of the agencies made use of by Divine Providence for preserving British
civilization in Ireland. I never saw Lord Clarendon’s friend Birch; but am informed that
he earned much of his money by weekly attacks upon me.

* This is Lord John Russell's virtuona speech--it was on the 234 of Nay:—

‘1 certainly did not expect that there would arise any charge against us of partiality on
the ground of exclusion of Roman Catholics. I entertain exactly the same opinions I held
ju 1844, that the exclusion of Roman Catholics, as such, unless they were members of the
Repeal Association, or were distinguished by the violence of their conduct in those Associa-
tions—the exclusion of Roman Catholics, as such, is an extremely wrong and unjustifiable
Kroceeding. 1 therefore did not expect that a charge of this nature would be made; but,

owever, notwithstanding that, 1 did write when I first received from my noble friend, the
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arrived in Dublin on the very day when the Crown prosecutots and Attorney-Ceneral wers
packing the jury, to convict me, as never jury was packed before—excluding all Catholics,
a8 such—excluding all Protestants who were not known to be my enemies—openly *using
unfairness,” and using the false pretence of law and justice to crush a political enemy.
There was not, of course, & single Catholic left upon this pretended jury; nor a single
Protestant who was not well known to be for the Castle, and against the People.

Two or three days after my pretended trial—as I find in the papers—the same Lord John
Russell, being questioned again by Mr Keogh on the exclusion of Catholics on all the three
trials, declared that in the case of Mr O’Brien and Mr Meagher, jurors had not been set aside
for political or rc*izious opinions; but, said his Lordship, ““I have no explanation to ofcr
with respect to what has taken place on the trial of Mr Mitchel.” -

In short, the cause of *“civilization” and of British Law and Order, required that I should
be removed to a great distance from Ircland, and that my office and printing materials should
become the property of Her Majesty. Though the noble old Robert Holmes, who advocated
the prisoner’s cause that day, had had the tongue of men and of angcls, he could have mado
no impression there. A verdict of *‘ Guilty,” and a sentence of fourtecn years’ transportation
had been ordered by the Castle; and it was done.

The Clubs of Dublin, as I was credibly informed, were vehemently excited; and the great
majority of them were of opinion, that if an insurrection were to be made at all, it should be
tried then and there—that is, in Dublin strcets, and on the day of my removal. There is no
reason why I should not avow that I shared in that opinion, and refuscd to sign a paper that
was brought to me in Newgate, deprecating all attempt at rescue. I believed that if the City
of Dublin permitted any Irishman to be put on board a convict-ship under such circum-
stances, the British Government could have little to fear from their resentment or their
patriotism afterwards. Others of my confederate comrades differed from me; restrained the
Clubs; promised action in the harvest (8 promisc which they afterwards fulfilled to the best
of their ability); bade me farewell mournfuily enough; and in due course of time, some of
them followed me on my circumnavigation of the globe.

Their decision was wrong; and, as I firmly bclieve, fatal. But that their motives were
pure, and their courage unquestionable, I am bound to admit.

So much I have thought fit to narrate by way of Introduction to the diary which I kept in
my cell. The general history of a nation may fitly preface the personal memoranda ot a
solitary captive; for it was strictly and logically a consequence of the dreary story here
epitomized, that I came to be a prisoner, and to sit writing and musing so many months in
s loncly cell. “The history of Ircland,” said Meagher to his unjust judges at Clonmel,
¢ explains my crime and justifies it.” No man proudly mounts the scaffold, or coolly faces
s felon’s death, or walks with his head high and defiance on his tongue into the ccll of a
convict-hulk, for nothing. No man, let him be a8 “‘ young” and a8 ‘‘vain” as you will, can
do this in the wantonness of youth or the intoxication of vanity.

My preface, then, will explain, at least to some readers, what was that motive, spirit and
passion which impelled a few Irishmen to brave such risks, and incur so dreadful penalties
for the sake of but onc chance of rousing their oppressed and degraded countrymcn to an
effort of manful resistance against their crucl and cunning enemy.

It will farther help to explain the contumacy and inveterately rebellious spirit evident
enough in the pages of the ¢ Jourual;” and, morcover, will suggest some of those considera-
tions which lead the present writer to differ from the vast majority of mankind, and to
assert that his native country has not been, even this time, finally subdued; that this earth
was not created, to be civilized, ameliorated and devoured by the Anglo-Saxons; that Defeat
is not necessarily Wrong; that the British Providence is not Divine; and that Ais dispensa~
tions are not to be submitted to as the inscrutable decrces of God.

Lord Licutenant, an intimation that it was the determination of the gnvernment to prosecute
those several persons for sedition--1 wrote to him immediately, to say that 1 trusg,ed_ there
would not arise any charge of any kind of unfairness as to the composition of the juries; a3
for my own part, I would ratber see those partics acquitted, than that there should be any
such unfairness. (Cheers.) 1 repeat, that whatever example there may be given by others,
of disrezarding the obligations of right, and making the part they bhave to perform in the
administration of justice a matter of politics, and not of duty, the :{overnment will be the
last persous to allow any example of that kind to operate upon them.”
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CHAPTER L

May 27, 1848.—On this day, about four o’clock in the afternoon,
I, John Mitchel, was kidnapped, and carried off from Dublin, in
chains, as a convicted “ Felon.”

I had been in Newgate prison for a fortnight. An apparent trial
had been enacted before twelve of the castle jurors in ordinary—
much legal palaver, and a “conviction” (as if there were /aw, order,
government, or justice in Ireland). Sentence had been proncunced,
with much gravity, by that ancient purple Brunswicker, Baron
Lefroy—fourteen years transportation; and 1 had returned to my
cell and taken leave of my wife and two poor boys. A few minutes
after they had left me a gaoler came in with a suit of coarse grey
clothes in hishand. “ You are to put on these,” said he, “directly.”
I put them on directly. A voice then shouted from the foot of the
stairs, “ Let him be removed in his own clothes;” so I was ordered
to change again, which I did. Asked to what place I was to be
removed. ‘Can’t tell,” said the man. ¢ Make haste.” There was
a travelling bag of mine in the cell, containing a change of clothes;
and I asked whether I might take it with me. ‘ No; make haste.”
“1 am ready, then;” and I followed him down the stairs.

When we came into the small paved court, some constables and
gaolers were standing there. One of them had in his hand a pair
of iron fetters; and they all appeared in a hurry, as if they had
some very critical neck-or-nothing business in hand; but they might
as well have taken their time and done the business with their
usual unconcerned and sullen dignity of demeanour.

I was ordered to put my foot upon a stone seat that was by
the wall; and a constable fastened one of the bolts upon my ankle.
But the other people hurried him so much that he said quickly,
“ Here, take the other in your hand, and come along.” I took it,
aud held up the chain which connccted the two, to keep it from
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dragging a.long the pavement, as I followed through the hall of
the prison (where a good many persons had gathered to see the
vindication of the “law”) and so on to the outer door. I stood
on the steps for one moment, and gazed round: the black police
omnibus—a strong force of the city constabulary occupying the
street on either side; outside of them dark crowds of people,
standing in perfect silence; parties of cavalry drawn up at the
openings of the streets hard by. I walked down the steps; and
amidst all that multitude the clanking of my chain was the loudest
sound. The moment I stepped into the carriage the door was dashed
to with a bang. Some one shouted, “To the North Wall!” and
instantly the horses set forward at a gallop. The dragoons, with
drawn sabres, closed both in front and rear and on both sides; and
in this style we dashed along, but not by the shortest, or the usual
way to the North Wall, as I could see through a slit i@ the panel.
The carriage was full of police-constables. Two of them, in plain
clothes, seemed to have special charge of me, as they sat close by
me, on right and left, one of them holding a pistol with a cap on
the nipple. After a long and furious drive along the north Circular
road, I could perceive that we were coming ncar the river. The
machiune suddenly stopped, and I was ushered to the quay-wall
between two ranks of carbineers,with naked swords. A Government
steamer, the Shearwater, lay in the river, with steam up, and a
large man-of-war’s boat, filled with men armed to the teeth, was
alonorsuie the wall. I descended the ladder with some dlfﬁculty,
owing to the chain, took my seat beside a naval officer, who sat
in the stern, and a dozen pulls brought us to the steamer’s side.
A good many people who stood on the quay and in two or three
vessels close by, looked on in silence. One man bade God bless
me; a police-inspector roared out to him that he had better make
no disturbance.

As soon as we came on board, the naval officer who had brought
me off, a short, dark man of five-and-forty or thereabonts, conducted
me to the cabin, ordered my fetters to be removed, called for sherry
and water to be placed before us, and began to tal. He told me
I was to be Lrought to Spike Islaud a convict prison in Cork
harbour, in the first place; that he hxmself however, was only going
as far as Kingstown, where his own ship lay ; that he was Captain
Hall, of the Dragon steam-frigate; and that he dared to say I
had heard of the unfortunate Nemesis. Then,” quoth I, “you
are the Captain Hall who wasin China lately, and wrote a book.”
He said he was, and seemed quite pleased. If he had a copy of
his work there, he said he should be most happy to present it to
me., Then he appeared apprehensive that I might confound him
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with Captain Basil Hall. So he told me that he was not Basil
Hall, who in fact was dead; but that though not actually Basil Hall,
be had sailed with Basil Hall, as a youngster, on board the Lyra.
“I presume,” he said, * you have read his voyage to the Loo Choo
Islands.” I said I had, and also another book of his, which I liked
far better: his “ Account of the Chilian and Peruvian Revolutions,
and of that oplendid fellow, San Martin.” Captain Hall laughed.
“ Your mind,” said he, ‘““has been rumning upon revolutions.”
“Yes, very much—almost exclusively.,” ¢ Ah, sir!* quoth he,
“dangerous things, these revolutions.” Whereto I replied, “ you
may say that.” We were ncw near Kingstown Pier, and my friend,
looking at his watch, said he should still be in time for dinner;
that he was to dine with the Lord-Lieutenant; that he had been
at a rcview in the Park this morning, and was suddenly ordered
off to escort me with a boat’s crew from the Dragon; further, that
he was sorry to have to perform such a service; and that he had
been credibly informed my father was a very good man. I answered
I know not what. Ile invited me to go with him upon deck,where
his crew were preparing to man the boat; they were all dressed
like seamen, but well armed. I pointed to them, and asked, “Are
those fellow-marines?” He looked at me with a peculiar smile—
“well, come now, they are marines.” He was evidently amazed at
my penetration in detecting marines without their uniform (I had
asked the questions in mere ignorance and absence of mind); ¢““but,”
he quickly added, “ our marines are all seamen.” ‘I suppose so,”
quoth I.

Captain Hall, of the Dragon, now bade me good evening, saying
he should just have time to dress for dinner. I wished him a good
appetite, and he went off to his ship. No doubt he thought me
an amazingly cool character; but God knoweth the heart. There
was a huge lump in my throat all thé time of this bald chat, and
my thoughts were far enough away from both Peru and Loo Choo.
At Claremont Bridge, in Dublin, this evening, there is a desolate
house—my mother and sisters, who came up to town to see me
(for the last time in case of the worst)—five little children, very
dear to me; none of them old enough to understand the cruel
blow that has fallen on them this day, and above all—above all—
my wife,

What will they do? Whatis to become of them? By this time,
undoubtedly, my office, my newspaper, types, books, all that I had,
are seized on by the Government burglars. And then they will
have to accept that public *tribute’—the thought of which I
abhor. And did I not know this? And, knowing it, did I not
vun all the risk? Yes; and Idid well. The possible sacrifice indeed
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was terrible; but the enterprise was great, and was needful. And,
moreover, that sacrifice shall not have been made in vain. And I
know that my wife and little ones shall not want. He that feedeth
the young ravens—but then, indeed, as I remember, young ravens
and other carrion-birds have been better fed in Ireland than the
Christians, these latter years.

After all for what has this sacrifice been made? . Why was it
needful? What did I hope to gain by this struggle with the
enemy’s “ Government,” if successful? What, if unsuccessful ?
What have I gained? Questmns truly which it behoves me to ask
and answer on this evening of my last day (it may be) of civil
existence. Dublin city, with its bay and pleasant villas—city of
bellowing slaves—uvillas of genteel dastards—lies now behind us,
and the sun has set behind the blue peaks of Wicklow, as we steam
past Brayhead, where the vale of Shanganagh, sloping softly from
the Golden Spears, sends its bright river murmuring to the sea.
And I am on the first stage of my way, faring to what regions of
unknown horror! And may never—never more, oh, Ireland!—
my mother and queen!—see vale, or hill, or murmuring stream of
thine. And why? What is gained?

Let me set it down:—

First, then, I have compelled the enlightened ¢ Government”—
the Whig Government—after repeated warnings, challenges, taunts
(so that everybody should know what I was about), compelled them
publicly and notoriously to pack a jury, most strictly, in order to
crush one man; and thus compelled them to prove that there isno
“ constitution ” in Ireland at all; that the “ Government ” is not
under, but above Law; that trlal by jury is a fraud; and that all
Whig professions about conciliatory and impartial g government in
Ireland, were as false as the Father of Whiggery himself.

@‘ They dared not have given me a fair trial before my
countrymen. If T had beaten them on that trial, it would
have been a victory which I could have followed up to their
utter smash. I would soon have shown all Ireland the way
—not to drive a coach-and-six . through, but to ride rough-
shod over their laws and them.

Second.—By demonstrating that there is no Law or Constitution
for us, T have put an end, one may hope, to ““ constitutional agitation,”
and shamed the country out of “moral force” (in the O’Connellite
sense). So, that delusion being put out of the way, there is a
chance of my countrymen seeing, what is a solemn: truth, that, for
[relands “ grxevances, her famlhes her party-splrit her packed

iy

remedy,_ the edge of the sword,
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BZF As God is above me, this is true. On the truth of it I
have staked body and soul, and will abide the issue. Those
who consider that all through O’Connell’s forty years of
“agitation,” the people had been industriously taught by him
and the priests to keep the peace, and abhor bloodshed, and
also to “keep within the law” (thus falsely and fatally
acknowledging the existence of government, and the validity
of London law) will understand the difficulty of making any
way in respect of this matter, and also the need there was to
enforce the true doctrine openly, and so to break the

_canting spell. '

Third.—1 have shown the Catholics of Ireland that they aie
not yet emancipated; for all their Clare-elections; that they are
deliberately, ostentatiously debarred from executing the common
civic office of jurors in any case of public concernment—that is to
say, that they are not citizens in their own land—that is to say, that
they are slaves—for there is no middle term. They are ruled
now, as ever, by the sword ; if they go on quietly obeying this
kind of rule, let them obey, and be damned !

K< I do not know what they will do upon being made to learn
this lesson. I only know what they ought to do. All
Catholic judges, assistant-barristers, magistrates, and other
functionaries, ought to resign their employments; all Catholic
policemen ought to strip off their ignominious livery; all
Catholic soldiers ought to desert—in one word, what the
Catholics ought to do is to tear up society from its roots, but
they will be citizens in their own land. 'What they will do,
for the present, is the reverse of all this. Some of the
respectable castle-Catholics will thank me little for bringing
their degradation so prominently into public view; they
think they are emancipated enough, and will curse me by
their gods, if they have any. Heaven! where is the great
heart of chief and tanist? How has the rich blood of
O’Conor and O’Donnell Roe grown pale! Is this, the
stateliest family of the Caucasian race, indeed, starved and
kicked into incurable Helotism

But young Catholics are growing up—even, I trust, in the
castle-going rank of life—who will shame their fathers, and
do honour to their ancestors,

Fourth.—I have made sure—for the thing is not going to stop
here—that the breach between the Irish people and the
Carthaginian government will be made henceforth wider and
deeper than ever—that disaffection will grow and thrive—that
Nic¢, Queen of Carthage, will not steer her yacht to Ireland this
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summer of 1848, as she graciously intended *—that Ireland will
beconde utigovernable to all Carthaginian governmients; and, finally,
that the struggle will become a republican one in the long run.t

Now; if I have indeed done, or helped to do, or materially
furthered and provided for the doing of these things—and if my
zeal in this matter has not been born of greediness, or ambition,
or vain-glory, shall I not say that I have done well? Shall I not
go on my dark voyage with a stout heart—aye, and wear my
fetters lightly, as garlands of flowers? I may not know, indeed,
how the great game goes; newspapers will probably be wholly
out of my reach. The cause may prosper soon and suddenly
beyond all my hope—or may be shipwrecked by fools, or sold by
traitors, for a time. I, myself (but that is no great matter), may
be named patriot and martyr—Heaven help me !—or, contrariwise,
may be “sung and proverbed for a fool in every street;”’ or,
indeed, clean lost sight of within a month. And I, in some far
latitude, perhaps under the Southern Constellations, will be
unconsciously doing my daily convict-work. What would I not
give, six months hence, for a bulletin from Reilly or Martin, to
tell me how it goes !

I am not afraid of either cowardice or treachery on the part of
our chiefest men. Mgeagher is eloquent and ardent—Dbrave to act;
brave, if need be, to suffer. I would that lhe took the trouble to
think for himself. O’Brien is bold and high-minded, but capricious,
unaccountable, intractable; also, he is an aristocrat born and bred,
and, being a genuine Irishman himself, he cannot be brought to
see that his fellow-aristocrats are not Irish, but fhe irreconcilable
encmies of Ireland. Then who will dare to write or publish one
word of bold truth? The Freeman will be tame and legal till the
evil days are overpast. The Nation will be so busy giving  the
party ” a properly Girondesque character, and discriminating
carefully between the wild montagnards-—to wit, me and the like
of me—on the one hand, and the truly respectable Lafayette-
Lamartinists, on the other, that he will be of little use in dealing
with the substantial Irish affair that lies before him. Dillon—
O’Gormon—good and brave men, but not sufficiently desperate.
My chief trust is in Martin and Reilly; but then they will probably
be the very first devoured by the Carthaginian sea-monster. God

* But the next year Her Gracious Majesty did carry her beneficent intention into
effect, and the debased nation set its meck under her feet in a paroxysm of fictitious
“lJoyalty.” It is painful to relate, but it is the disgraceful fact.—J. M.

t All these reflections, inferences, and predictions, I give cxactly as T wrote them
down at the time. 1 stand to them all; though 1 know that many will say subsequent
events have belied them. We shall yet sce whether those subsequent events will not
haye events subsequent to them also, and belying them ; the remotion of the negative
is the posit'~n of the aflirmative. -J. M

(-0 8]0

v e ——



JAIL JOURNAL, 27

be with them all and direct them; and, above all, put some heart
into the poor people!

Tt darkened over the sea, and the stars came out; and the dark
hills of Wicklow had shrouded themselves in the mght fog before
I moved from the shoreward gunwale of the quarter- deck. My
two guardians, the police- constables in plain clothes, who had
never left my side, now told me it was growing late, and that tea
was ready below. Went down, accordingly, and had an ‘“zesthetic
tea ”’ with two detectives. Asked my two friends if they knew my
destination. They knew nothing, they said; but thought it probable
I would not be removed from Spike Island; supposed that Govern-
ment would just keep me there “ till matters were a little quieted
down,” and then let me go. Well, I think differently, my plain-
coated, plain-witted friends. On Ireland, or anywhere near it,
assuredly I will not be allowed to live. But where then? The
Carthaginians have convict colonies everywhere: at Gibraltar, at
Burmuda, in the Atlantic; at Norfolk Island, in the Pacific; besides
Van Diemen’s Land, and the various settlements in New South
Wales; for on British felony the sun never sets. To any one of
these I may find myself steering within the twenty-four hours.
But be my prison where it will, I suppose there is a heaven above
that place.

There is a good berth provided for me here, and I am as sleepy
as a tired ploughman. Good night, then, Ireland, and Irish tumults,
strugglings and vociferations, quackery, puﬁ‘ery, and endless talk!
Good night, friends and enemies. And good night, my sweet wife
and w1dow'—yet we shall meet again.

28th.—Sunday morning. A bright morning, but no land in
sight. Found the United Irishman of yesterday in my cabin. The
sixteenth and last number. Read all the articles. Good Martin!
Brave Reilly! but you will be swallowed, my fine fellows.
“ Government ” has adopted the vigorous policy.

Was invited to breakfast with the lieutenants and surgeons. All
very polite to me. One of them, whom I take to be the second
lieutenant, is a fine young fellow, who has lately returned from
the Pacific, after cruising there seven years, and is as brown as
Queen Pomard. He is an Irishman, but far more familiar with the
politics of Taiti and Hawaii, than with Irish affairs. About ten
o’clock the land-fog rose, and far to the northward I could recognise
the coast about Youghal, the opening of the Blackwater, and
beyond these, faint and blue, the summits of Knockmeledown.
We had kept a wide berth from the land all night, but were now
making straight for Cork harbour. Soon it opened; within balf-an-
hour more we came to anchor opposite Cove, and within five
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hundred yards of Spike Island—a rueful looking place, where I
could discern, crowning the hill, the long walls of the prison, and
a battery commanding the harbour. A boat was instantly lowered
and manned. My friends in plain clothes told me they would
“take it on their own responsibility” (policemen have high
responsibilities in Ireland) nof to put me in irons as I went ashore.
The Commander and first lieutenant buckled on their swords, and
took their seats in the stern of the boat beside me. We were
rowed rapidly to the island, and as we walked up the approach
we met an elderly, grave—lookmg gentleman, who said, “Mr
Mitchel, I presume!” How the devil, thought I, did you know
already that I was coming to you ‘l—forgettmg that Lord
Clarendon, before I was “tried,” made sure of my conviction.
However, 1 bowed, and then he tumed and escorted us to his den,
over a drawbridge, past several sentries, through several gratings,
and at last into a small square court, At one side of this court a
door opened into a large vaulted room, furnished with a bed, table,
chair, and basin-stand, and I was told that I was in my cell. The
two naval officers took their leave politely, saying they hoped to
meet me under happier circumstances ; and they seemed really
sorry. I bowed and thanked them; and I was left alone. I
found I had the range of the cell and the court before it, no
prisoner being there but myself. Mr Grage, the Governor, came
in to tell me I might write home if I chose, submitting the letter
to him. I did write, telling where I was, and desiring a trunk to
be sent to me with some clothes and a few books. Mr Grace also
offered to lend me books while I should stay. A turnkey, or
guard in blue uniform, kept sauntering up and down the court,
and sometimes lounged into the room. Asked him what he
wanted. He told me he was-not to leave me until lock-up hour
—thought this a great grievance, and wished for lock-up hour.
It came at last: my door was shut, and for the first time I was
quite alone.

And now,—as this is to be a faithful record of whatsoever
befalls me,—I do confess, and will write down the confessmn, that
I flung myself on the bed, and broke into a raging passion of tears
—tears bitter and salt—-tears of wrath, pity, regret, remorse—but
. not of base lamentation for my own fate. The thoughts and
feelings that have so shaken me for this once, language was never
made to describe ; but if any austere censor could find it in his
heart to vilipend my manhood therefor, I would advise him to
wait until he finds himself in a somewhat similar position.
Belicve me, oh, Stoic! if your soul were in my soul’s stead, I also
could heap up ‘words against you, and sbake mine head at you.
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It is over, and finally over. In half-an-hour I rose, bathed my
head in water, and walked a while up and down my room. I
know that all weakness is past, and that I am ready for my
fourteen years’ ordeal, and for whatsoever the same may bring me
—toil, sickness, ignominy, death. TFate, thou art defied.

29th.—In this court nothing is to be seen but the high walls
and the blue sky. And beyond these walls I know is the beauti-
ful bay lying in the bosom of its soft green hills. Ifthey keep me
here for many years I will forget what the fair outer world is like,
(Gazing on grey stones, my eyes will grow stony.

After breakfast to-day Mr Grace came into my cell with a
turnkey. He had a suit of brown convict-clothes in his hand, and
said it was an unpleasant duty he had to perform, but that I must
put on those clothes. I obeyed without remark, and in a few
minutes after this a fat, red man came in to look at me. This
was the governor of Smithfield prison in Dublin, who is about to
return home, and who desires to be enabled to attest at head-
quarters that he had seen me in convict costume. To me the
whole affair is totally indifferent.

Drew my chair to the door, sat down in the sun, and spent an
hour or two in reading the Merry Wives of Windsor. Thank God
for Shakspeare at any rate. Baron Lefroy cannot sentence
Shakspeare to death, nor so much as mulet him for damages,
though I am told he deserves it for defamation of character in this
case of Sir John Fulstaff The real Falstaff, or Fastolf, I am
assured, was a very grave and valiant knight, and built himself
the great castle of Caistor to dwell in; never drank sack in
. Eastcheap, nor made love in Windsor ; was neither poor, fat, nor
witty, like our Sir John, but was, in fact, as like to other good
knights of the period as one shotten herring is like another shotten
herring. Well; suppose all this to be what you call “true,”
which, then, is the more real and substantial man? ‘I hold that
our Sir John is the authentic Sir John, and that your Fastolf was
an impostor. Why, I have seen the man, and laughed with him
a hundred times: for though he is fat and groweth old, and his
hair is grey, yet the fine old fellow will ncver die—in truth, he
was born with a grey head and something of a round belly. And
80 he can take his sack still, witty himself, and the cause of wit
in others even to this day. Oh! I have much to say in the
behalf of that Falstaff. '

While I sat in the sun, a large and important-looking gentleman
came into the yard, who is, I understand, “Inspector:” four or
five well-dressed young gentlemen were with him. They passed
into my room, made a few muttered remarks to one another, and
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went out agaln, looking very sharply at me as they passed. I
gazed at them abstractedly, as if 1 were looking through them, and
thinking of something else. They came, I believe, only to see me.
Very well: I wish them much comfort.

30th.—My turnkey, who is desired never to leave me, I find to
be a good, quiet sort of creature. He is some kind of dissenter,
hums psalm-tunes almost under his breath, and usually stays as far
away from me as our bounds will allow him. There is a door in
the high wall leading into another inclosure, and as I was taking
a turn through my territory to-day, the turnkey was near that door,
and he said to me in a low voice—* This way, sir, if you please;”
he held the door open, I passed through, and immediately a tall,
gentleman-like person, in black but rather over-worn clothes, came
up to me and grasped both my hands with every demonstration of
revercnce. 1 knew his face, but could not at first remember who
he was; he was Edward Walsh, author of o craoibhin cno, and”
other sweet songs, and of some very musical translations from old
Irish ballads. Tears stood in his i eyes as he told me he had con-
trived to get an opportunity of seeing and shaking hands with me
before I should leave Ireland. I asked him what he was doing
at Spike Island, and he told me he had accepted the office of
teacher to a school they keep here for small convicts—a very
_ wretched office, indeed, and to a shy, sensitive creature, like Walsh,

it must be daily torture. He stooped down and kissed my hands.
“Ah!” he said, “ you are now the man in all Ireland most fo be
envied.” 1 answered that I thought there might be room for
difference of opinion about that; and then, after another kind word
or two, being warned by my turnkey, I bade him farewell, and
retreated into my own den. Poor Walsh! He has a family of young
children; he seems broken in health and spirits. Ruin has been
on his traces for years, and I think has him in the wind at last.
There are more contented galley-slaves moiling at Spike than the
schoolmaster. Perhaps this man does really envy me; and most
assuredly I do not envy him.

81st.—The important Inspector came to me to-day, accompanied
by Mr Grace. He asked if I had any complaint to make to him?
% None whatever,” I answered. He hesitated a moment, and then
said, “ It has become my duty to inform you that Govemment
have determined on sending you out of the country.” ¢Indeed!
How soon?’ ¢ To-morrow mormng “May I ask to what part
of the world?” ‘ Bermuda.” ‘ And by what conveyance?’ “A
man-of-war,which has arrived to-day in the harbour.” “Very good,”
quoth I, and they left me. Presently Mr Grace returned, said he
was glad to tell me matters did not promise to go so hard 'with me
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43 he had expected—that he had a letter from the Castle, directing
him to treat me quite differently from “ a commoii convict,” to let
me wear my own clothes, not to put me in irons; etc. Further,
that he had been already on board the ship wlich was to carry
me to Bermuda—the Scourge, a large war steamer; that he had
seen the instructions which had been delivered to the Commander
before he left Portsmouth, and which bore that I was to be treated
on the passage ‘““as a person of education and a gentleman”—so
it ran; and to have accommodations thereunto correspondent.

A person of education and a gentleman! And if such a person
has indeed committed a felony, is he not just all the more felonious?
If a person of education commit the real crime of endeavouring
to subvert social order, to break down the sanction of law, and to
destroy the Government under which he lives (supposing order,
law, and government to exist), how does his education entitle him
to indulgence over other felons? But possibly you begin to see,
Gaffer John Bull, that I am no felon at all, and have committed
no crime at all, notwithstanding your new ¢ Act of Parliament,”
in that case made and provided; and you think it impolitic, or
elsc you are ashamed, to proceed to the utmost rigour with me,
Cowardly John! You ought either not to take up the vigorous
policy at all, or else to carry it through with a high hand. This
is child’s play. Positively I am either a felon or no felon; that is
to say, either I am a felon, or you, John, are a felon.

Mr Grace excuses himself for putting me into conviet dress—
says he had no instructions to the contrary at first, and did not
know Zow they might fecl towards me at the Castle; and so he was
afraid to refuse when the Smithfield gaoler required to see me in
felon array, that he might report it in Dublin. Curious that this
should have happened twice. In Dublin also I had to put on
the convict dress and strip it off again instantly. Come, my Lord
Clarendon, either I am a felon or not a felon.

But perhaps they do this to vex and hurt me, not knowing how
callous I am. . .

Wrote this evening to my wife, a cheerful letter, telling her
everything that is pleasant in my situation, and how I am to be a
gentleman, at least while on board the Scourge. But I fear now
that her expected letter will not arrive before I sail, and then I
may not hear for months anything that has befallen since I took
leave of her in Newgate: what seizures have been made by the
police; what she is going to do with the house in Dublin; where
she means to live; how my children are. My wardrobe, too, is
somewhat scanty, for a “gentleman,” seeing that they brought me
away from Newgate in an old brown summer coat, old shocs, and
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a glazed cap; and the trunk I wrote for cannot come in time. Mr
Grace, however, has kindly taken the trouble of procuring for me
at Cove a few changes of linen and other small indispensables.
The surgeon of the establishment, a young man from the county
Monaghan, came to request some autographs from me. It seems
the women in Cove importuned him; so I indulged himn with half-a-
dozen, and wish the sweet girls much joy with them.

Speaking of this surgeon, I must not forget to record that the
first time he saw me he made most minute inquiries into my health;
and when I told him I was in perfect health, and never had been
better in all my life, he remarked that I looked rather delicate—
perhaps I had been subject occasionally to some complaint? Told
him I had—t0 asthma, now and then; but was at present quite
free from it. He said that would do. “Do what?’ I asked.
Whereupon he told me that it might be necessary, in order to
justify Mr QGrace in not setting me to work, to have a certificate
from him that my health was rather delicate. All this passed on
Monday last, and before Mr Grace had received orders from the
Castle not to use me as a convict.

I set down all these trifling particulars relating to my usage here
because I foresee the worthy “ Government” will have occasion to
tell official falsehoods on the subject before all is over; otherwise,
they are of no importance to me at all.

At five o'clock to-morrow morning a boat is to come ashore
for me.

June 1st.—It was on a raw, damp morning that I took my last
look of Irish land. The first licutenant of the Scourge, in full
costume, with cocked hat and sword, came for me with a boat full
of marines. The Scourge lay about a mile distant—a long, low,
rakish-looking steamer, with black hull and two funnels. In a
few minutes I stepped on deck, and was presented to the captain,
who was walking on the quarter-deck. He lifted his cap, and
asked me to go below, and he would show me my quarter. The
principal cabin is very handsome, divided into two rooms, of which
the one farthest aft is to be occupied by me as a sleeping-cabin.
It has couches, chairs, and a table, and is lighted by all the stern
windows. During the day both rooms are to be open to me; and
the captain said, that as he is obliged to consider me a prisoner,
there will be a marine always stationed on sentry at the foot of the
companion-ladder; and that whenever I desire to go upon deck,
which I may do when T please, I am to inform the sentry, who will
summon a sergeant—that for the rest, he hoped his hours would
suit me, when breakfast, dinner, and so forth, will be served in the
chief cabip He is a quiet, saturnine, bilious, thin man, of about
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ﬁfty, with a very low voice—not at all a bluff seaman, or a jolly
tar, or the like; yet I dare say he is an excellent officer, and will
exacute his orders.

Mr Grace had promised to go to Cove and inquire for my letter;
and the vessel lay for an hour, waltmor his return. He came and
brought a letter. I snatched it eaverly, and found in it @ small
religious tract, which an unknown lady had sent me. No letter
from home. Ten minutes after this we were steaming southward,
at ten knots an hour. So my moorings are cut.

It rained dismally. The wind sung ruefully in shrouds and
rigging; and huge grey rain-clouds darkened over shore and sea.
We were out of sight of land almost as soon as the ship had
cleared the headlands of the bay. I waved my hand north-east
by north, then went below, and ate a tremendous breakfast.

So my moorings are cut. I am a banished man. And this
is no mere relegatco, like Ovid’s, at Tomi; it is utter exsilium—
interdiction of fire and water; the loss of citizenship, if citizenship
I had; the brand of whatsoever ignominy law can inflict, if law
there ‘be. Be it so; I am content. There are no citizens in
Ireland; there is no citizenship—no law. I cannot lose what 1
never had ; for no Irishman has any rights at present. As for the
disgrace of “felony,” that sits very easy upon me. To make mea
felon needs an act of my own. No “Act of Parliament” can do it!
and what ignominy London “law * can stain an Irishman withal,
I am content to underlie till my dying hour. Be that disgrace on
my head and on the heads of my children.

Bat for the thought of those children and their mother, and what
temporary inconveniences they may suffer before arrangements
can be made for their leaving Ireland—but for that T should
feel absolutely jolly to-day. There is something independent in
getting forth on a voyage of three thousand miles, with an old
brown coat on my back, and a few shillings in my &ricolor purse,
The onus is not upon me. You Sovereign Lady, Queen Nicé, have
charge of me now; look you take care of me. I am in your
majesty’s hands at last; but you may find, oh, Queen! that I am
too dear at the price you have paid, and are like to pay. I will
- cost you, most dread sovéreign, rather more than my rations.

It has come on to blow hard this evening. Dined on four tea-
spoonfuls of arrowroot, -

2nd. Blowing still worse. Hoped fervently for a.thorough-going
storm. When one is at sea, one may as well have a trial of all
the sea can do. Steward came into my cabin; asked him if it
was a storm. “ No, sir; only half a gale of wind.” I cursed ita
halfness, and tried to sleep.
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87, —Ship still pitching and rolling heavily; part of the
bulwark, the steward told me, is stove in—still no storm. Went
on deck. Storm or no storm, this Atlantic rears grand, mountain-
ous waves, Porpoises tupbling—Storm-Petrel skimming. T'his
bird is'the Mother Carey's Chicken or procellaria—but I scorn it.
All these things, are they not written in the journal of any young
lady sailing to India for a husband—or missionary, or * literary,”
(that is, book-spinning) naval officer, spinning as he goes, for a
manufacturer in Paternoster Row 1

Went over the Scourge, and surveyed her fore and aft. She
is a fine ship. A long unbroken flush deck; one huge mortar,
containing five tons of metal, close behind the mainmast,—one
“long gun” pointed over the bow,—one brass field-piece mounted
on a carriage in the stern,—and four carronades. She is manned
by 180 men and boys. The long gun is a tremendous instrument.
The sergeant of marines who has charge of me, a very fat and
-good-humoured fellow who rolls in his waddle, as only a fat
Englishman can roll, scems greatly attached to this gun. He saw
me looking at it, and came over to show me all the conditions of
it,—how it traverses,—how it is raised and lowered by a graduated
scale for taking aim, and so forth. “Ah! Sir,” said he, “she’s a
clever piece—she’s just a clever piece,” he repeated, slapping her
affectionately on the breech as he said it. The men were called
to drill by beat of drum, and here was a new thing to me; for it
seems all the sailors, as well as marines on board 4 man-of-war are
regularly drilled as soldiers. They were armed with musket and
bayonet, cutlasses, boarding-pikes, and hatchets—altogether most
formidable looking pirates. They were drilled by the principal
gunner, and certainly know how to handle their arms; but the
ship rolled so much that, as they were ranged along the deck,
they had to balance themselves very cunningly, on toes and heels
alternately; and sometimes seemed on the point of making an
involuntary charge across the deck with fixed bayonets, pinning
the gunner and half-a-dozen officers to the opposite bulwark.

The organizer and chief mover on board the Scourge is the first
lieutenant. By the first word he addressed to me, I perceived he
was a Derry or Tyrone Irishman,—told him so, and found that I
was right. He is a native of Tyrone; and he and I went to
school in the same city, Derry, at the same time, more than
twenty years ago, but not the same school. For twenty-four years
he has been in the navy, and is (the captain tells me), a most
admirable officer ; but seems to think he will never be anything
but a lieutenant. He has not parliamentary connecticns, and is
an Irishman, »
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Dined with the eaptain, whose name iz Wingrove,  After
dinner, the saturnine man relaxed a little, and even grew cheerful.
. He thought I ought to be deeply impressed by my survey of his
ship, and duly awed by a contemplation of the power and majesty
of “England.” Yes, it is all very terrible and very grand,
Captam, but if Irishmen had ouly the sense and spirit to take the
management of their own concerns, you would want carriages for
some of your guns: some of the gilding would be rubbed off your
epaulettes, I apprehend. The herds and harvests that we send
every year to England (getting neither money nor value for them),
would build and man dozens of your spitfire Scourges, besides
frigates, and line of battle ships, what may suffice. Wood, iron,
hemp, gunpowder, would obey [rish hands as well as Ca.rthaglman.

Captain Wingrove has good wine. He had just come from
Madeira and Portuoal when he was ordered off to Bermuda, so
that he has had opportunmes He is evidently curious about late
events in Ireland, but does not like to ask me much about them.
Said he understood there was a practice in Ireland, in the law
courts there, called packing juries, and asked what it meant. I
explained it to him; but it is clear that he hardly believes me:
indeed, he listens to everything I say with a kind of quiet smile—
and sometimes looks doubtfully at me, as if he thought me slightly
insane, and expected me to break out in some strange manner.

7th.—The weather has been very beautifal and warm for some
days ; but to-day it is rather foggy, to my sorrow, for we are
passing through the Azores between Terceira and St Michael’s,
and cannot see .them. They are most lovely islands, with fine
mountains and rivers, rich in grain and fruit. Portugal has these
and Madeira yet ; but perhaps the next war will give an excuse
to the bullying pirates of Carthage? to take the Azores for coal
depots, or convict depots, and so create some situations to relieve
the pressure of younger sons.

The officers of the ship seem desirous to make my voyage as
little irksome to me as possible. Several of them have offered to
lend me books—and though I had vowed to look on no book save
sea and sky during the passage, I find I must have recourse to
them. A sea voyage is a very tedious affair: the weather indeed
is warm and serepe, but I ’gin to be aweary of the sun: heis
advancing fast to his summer solstice, and we were rushing to
meet him at the rate of 180 miles per day. The pure profound
blue of the ocean is most glorious to see. One whose navigation
has been confined to crossing St George’s Channel, with its short
chopping waves and dull leaden colour, has never seen the sea.
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CHAPTER 1L

June 12, 1848 —On board H.M.8. Scourge. TLat 34° N, long.
40° 22’ W.—No ship has been in sight for five days. The routine
of the Scourge has grown familiar; and one tires of unbroken fine
weather and smooth seas. No resource for me but the officers’
little library. Therefore I have becn sleepily pouring over Dana’s
“Two Years before the Mast:” a pleasant, rough kind of book, but
with something too much hauling of ropes and “ handing” of
gails in it. Dana’s voyage was a strange one. He shipped himself
as a common sailor, on board a Boston ship bound to California,
on a two years’ trading voyage, and subjected himself to short
rations and the insolence of a brutal captain; and all because he had
heard the sea was good for weak eyes. In fact, he cured the weakness
in his eyes. Ncw, I have weak eyes too. Cannot I assume this
present sea-faring of mine, and my residence in Bermuda, to be
merely a method I have adopted for the strengthening of my eyes?
And I will probably have no insolence, or hard work, or hard fare
to put up with, as poor Dana had; neither will I ke one whit more
a prisoner than le was

Mr Dana is now, I believe, a successful lawyer in Boston; and
therefore, perhaps, more a prisoner, drudge, and slave now, than
ever. Truly I may think my own position sad enough; but what
would I say if I were in poor Mr Dana’s?

I have been reading, also, ‘“The Amber Witch,” a most
beautiful German story, translated into admirable Enghsh by
Lady Duff Gordon.

We are in the region now of flying-fish and do]phms—not
Arion’s dolphins, nor, indeed, any dolphins at all, but what the
ichthyological terminology of the British navy ecalls dolphins.
Sometimes, also, we pass through whole flottilas of ¢ Portugese
men-of-war,” as the naval branch of the United Scrvice calls those
beautiful floating mollusks that cruise in these parts under their
opaline sails of purple and rose-coloured membrane. And again,
we are often surrounded by the (fulf-weed, which diffuses itself
hereabouts, after its long navigation from the Gulf of Mexico—if
such be really its history, which I doubt.

Met a large ship to-day. We passed at a distance of two miles,
She shows French colours, and is supposed to be a West-Indiaman,
hemeward-bound, and for France. 1c a few days the vineyards on

Google



JATL, JOURNAL, 37

Garonne-bank, or the quays of Nantes or Havre, will welcome her
snowy sails. Oh, had I the wings of a dove!
14th.—Gulf-weed, Portuguese men-of-war, flying-fish.
15th.—Flying-fish, Portuguese men-of-war, Gulf-weed.
16th.—QGulf-weed, flying-fish, Portuguese men-of-war.
17th.—Reading—for want of something better— Macaulay’s
Essays.” He is a born Edinburgh reviewer, this Macaulay; and,
indeed, a type-reviewer—an authentic specimen-page of nineteenth
century “ literature.” He has the right omniscient tone, and air,
and the true knack of administering reverential flattery to British
civilization—British prowess, honour, enlightenment, and all that,
especially to the great nineteenth century and its astoundmg civili-
zation, that is, to bis readers. It is altogether a new thing i in the
history of mankind, this triumphant glorification of a cur it
century upon being the century it is. No former age, oefore
Christ or after, ever took any pride in itself and sncered at the
wisdom of its ancestors; and the new phenomenon indicates, I
believe, not higher wisdom, but deeper stupidity. The niueteenth
century is come, but not gone; and what now, if it should be,
hereafter, memorable among centuries for something quite other
than its wondrous enlightenment? Mr Macaulay, however, is well
satisfied with it for his part, and in his essay on Milton penny-a-
lines thus: ¢ Every girl who has read Mrs Marcet’s little dialogues
on political economy, could teach Montague or Walpole many
lessons on finance. Any intelligent man may now, by resolutely
applyiug bimself for a few years to mathematics, learn more than
the great Newton knew after half a century of study and medita-
tion;” and so on. If Pythagoras, now, could only have been
introduced to Mrs Marcet, or even to one of her premium girls,
how humbly would he have sat at her feet! Could Aristotlo or
Hipparchus but have seen Mr Pinnock before they died, how
would they have sung nunc dimittas/ This nineteenth century
man, and indeed the century generally, can see no difference
between bema' told a thing—conuing it in a catechism, or “little
dialogue ” —and knowing it; between getting by heart a list of
results, what you call facts, and mastering science, -
Still more edifying, even than Edinburgh wisdom, is the current
Edinburgh ethics. Herein, also, the world has a new development;
and as I am now about to retire a little while from the great
business of this stirring age, to hide me, as it were, in a hole of
the rock, while the loud-sounding century, with its steam-engines,
printing-presses, and omniscient popular literature, flares and
rushes roaring and gibbering by, I have a mind to set down a few
of Macaulay’s sentances, as a kind of land-marks, just to remember
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me where the world and I parted. For I do, indeed, account this
Reviewer a real type and recognised spokesman of his age; and by
the same token he is now, by virtue of his very reviewing, too, a
Cabinet Minister.

In his essay on Lord Bacon, he freely admits the treacherous,
thoroughly false, and unprincipled character of the statesmen of
that age; thinks, however, we must not be too hard on them; says,
“it is impossible to deny that they committed many acts which
would justly bring down, on a stutesman of our time, censures of
the most serious kind ” [as that a man is a liar, an extortioner, a
hypocrite, a suborner]; “but when we consider the state of
morality in their age, and the uuscrupulous character of the adver-
saries against whom they had to contend,” ete.

And the state of morality, it seems, varies, not with the age
only, but with the climate also, in a wonderful manner. For the
essayist, writing of Lord Clive and his villanies in India, pleads
in behalf of Clive, that ‘“he knew he had to deal with men
destitute of what in Europe 18 called honour; with men who would
give any promise, without hesitation, and break any promise
without shame; with men who would unscrupalously employ cor-
ruption, perjury, forgery, to compass their ends.” And they knew that
they had to deal with men destitute of what in dsia is called honesty
—men who would unscrupulously employ corruption, perjury,
forgery, etc. —so, what were the poor men to do, on either sidet——
the state of morality was so low! When one is tempted to commit
any wickedness, he ought, apparently, to ascertain this point—what
is the state of morality? How range the quotations? Is this an
age (ar a climate) adapted for open robbery? Or does the air agree
better with swindling and cheating? Or must one cant and pray,
and pretend anxiety to convert the heathen-—to compass one’s
ends? But to come back to Lord Clive, the great founder of
British power in India; when the essayist comes to that point at
which he cannot get over fairly, telling us how Clive swindled
Omichund by a forged paper, he says: “ Bat Clive was not a man
to do anything by halves [too much British energy for that]. We

-almost blush to write it. He forged Admiral Watson’s name.”
Admost blush—but not just quite. Oh! Babington Macaulay. This
approximation to blushing, on the part of the blue-and-yellow
Reviewer, is a graceful, touching tribute to the lofty morality of
our blessed century.

For morality, now—Lord bless you!—ranges very high; and
Religion, also. Through all our nineteenth-century British litera-
ture there runs a tone of polite, though distant recognition of
Almighty God, as one of the Great Puwers; and though not
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resident, is actnally maintained at His court; yet British civiliza-
tion gives Him assurances of friendly relations; and “our venerable
church,” and our “ beautiful liturgy,” are relied upon as a sort of
diplomatic Concordat, or Pragmatic Sanction, whereby we, occupied
as we are, in grave commercial and political pursuits, carrying on
our business, selling our cotton, and civilizing our heathen—bind
ourselves, to let Him alone, if He lets us alone—if he will keep
looking apart, contemplating the illustrious mare-milkers, and
blameless Ethiopians, and never-minding us, we will keep up a
most respectable church for Him, and make our lower orders
venerate it, and pay for it handsomely, and we will suffer no
national infidelity, like the horrid French.

For the venerable Church of England, and for our beautiful
liturgy, the essayist has a becoming respect; and in his essay on
Hallam’s Constitutional Higtory, I find a sentence or two on this
point worth transcribing. Ie is writing about the villains who
reformed religion in England, and the other miscreants who
accomplished the Glorious Revolution, and he says: “It was, in
one scnse, fortunate, as we have already said, for the Church of
England, that the Reformation iu this country was effected by men
who cared little about their religion, and in the same manner it was
fortunate for our civil Government that the Revolution waseffected by
men who cared little about their political principles. At such a crisis
splen lid talents and strong passions [by strong passions he means
any kind of belief or principle] might bave done more harm than
good.” But then he immediately adds—for we must keep up an
elevated tone of morality now—* But narrowness of intellect, and
flexibility of principle, though they may be servicealle, can never be
respectable.” Why not? If scoundrels and blockheads can rear
good, serviceable, visible churches for the saving of men, and
glorious constitutions for the governing of men, what hinders them
from being respectable? What else is respectable? Or,indeed, what is
the use of the splendid talents and the strong passions at all?

I am wasting my time, and exasperating the aatural benignity
of my temper, with this oceanic review of the Edinburgh Reviewer.
But my time at least Is not precious just now; and I will plunge
into the man’s essay on Lord Bacon, which cannot fail to be the
most characteristic piece of British literature in the volumes.

This must be done to-morrow; for there are two sails reported
in sight on the weather-bow, which is an event of high interest at
sea; besides, the sun is drawing near his evening bath—a grand
imperial ceremony, at which I always assist.

The ships in sight are—one American and one Carthaginian,

18th.—Last night, after two bells (one o’clock), I was awakened
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by great trampling, pushing, hauling, and thumping on deck.
Something unusual was certainly going forward. Got up; went
through the cabin, and to the foot of the companion-ladder;
found the skylights of the cabin removed, and smooth deck laid
in their place—the captain out on deck—the companion-ladder
blocked up at the top. The deck was cleared for action. I heard
loud words of command. Spirit of the Constitution! Has war
been declared since we came to sea? Is Baudin—is Trehonart
upon us? May the Powers grant it! Oh, Trehouart, Admiral of
Heaven!—lay yourself alongside here. You can easily wing our
accursed paddle, or send two or three fifty-pounders into us
amidships, to derange the economy of our engine-room. I ran
through the lieutenant’s room, telling a boy who was there to run
up before me and report me to my sergeant. At the foot of ofte
of the funnels I found a ladder that brought me on deck. Akh!
there was no enemy (no friend) in sight; it was only British dis
cipline that had started British prowess from his sleep, to practise
in the dead of the night. We were alone on the wide silent sea, and
were going to bombard the moon. Four times we shelled her with
our huge mortar; not, if truth must be told, with actual bombshells,
but with quarter-charges of powder; four times we thundered at her
with ourlong-gun; fourtimes with our carronades; and then, British
energy having blotted the white moonshine awhile with bis
gunpowder smoke, tumbled into his hammock again. . No living
soul, but' those on board, heard that caunonade—for fishes are
notonously deaf. Oun the convex of the great globe we are all
alone here: and even here amongst the guns the whole effect is
mean, for there is no echo, and each report is a belch, far indeed
from the reverberating thunderous roll of heavy guns alongshore.
It is a pitiful pyrotechny; and the black thunder-bearing Scourge
scems, in this silent immensity, but a small black spiteful spitfire
duing its paltry worst to trouble the still empire of great ambrosial
night. DBut the smook soon welts away, drifting off to leeward,
and the solemn moon (unharmed apparently) looks down as
mildly on ship and ocean as before the battery was opened upon
her. TForgive the impudent spitfire, oh, soft moon! Sink her not
to the depths with a discharge of thy terrible acrolite grape,—for
thou, too, as I do remember, are potent in artillery. “ What is to
become of us mortals,” saith Jane Paul, “dwelling on this bare
convexity, and the moon going round bombarding us with stones,
like a Turk!” ILet there be peace between us and thee, oh
Totopbpa ! Ob, faire t huntress ’onéazpa’ Call to mind those
nights on Latmos, and be gracious to mortal man. We have
war-cngines enough, argumeunt cnough, and diabolic rage enough,
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to tear, blow up, crush, and batter one another,—ay, enough to
glut thee in thy character of Hecate, without thy ordnance of
meteor-stones.  Needs not that thou exact human sacrifices,
beantiful Bendis! Gentle Astarte, queen of Heaven! There be
ill-favoured demons enough unto whom we may immolate our
brothers,—~Mammon and Moloch, and the truly enlightened god
of civilization, fair spoken Belial. Do thon, oh moon! wheel thy
bright orbit, weave thy mystic nodes, and fill thy horns in peace !

Fine rant this.

After breakfist, when the sun burned too fiercely on deck,
went below, threw off coat and waiscoat for coolness, and began to
read Macaulay on Bacon—*“the great English teacher,” as the
reviewer calls him. And to do the reviewer justice, he under-
stands Bacon, knows what Bacon did, and what he did not ; and
therefore sets small store by that illustrious Chimera’s new
“method” of investigating truth. He is not ignorant; but
knows that Lord Bacon’s discovery of the inductive *“ method,” or
Novum Organum, is the most genuine piece of mare’s-nesting
recorded in the history of letters. And, to do Bacon himself
justice, for all the impudeunce of his title (Instauratio Scientinrum )
and the pretentiousness of his outrageous phraseology, he hardly
pretended to be the original discoverer of wisdom, o the extent
that many Baconians, learned stupid asses, have pretended for
him. Apart from the “induction” and the “method,” and the
utterly inexcusable terminology (far worse even than the coinage
of Jeremy Bentham), Bacon’s true distinction as a * philosopher ”
was this—I accept the essayist’s description—* The philosophy
which he taught was essentially new. Its object was the good of
mankind, in the sense in which the mass of mankind always have
understood, and always will understand, the word good. The aim
of the Platonic philosopher was to raise us far above vulgar wants;
the aim of the Baconian philosophy was to supply our vulgar
wants. The former aim was noble; but the latter was attainable.”
What the mass of mankind understand by the word good is, of
course, pudding, and praise and profit, comfort, power, luxury,
supply of vulgar wants—all, in short, which Bacon included under
the word commoda; and to minister to mankind in these things is,
according to the great English teacher, the highest aim—the only
“aim and end—of true philosophy and wisdom.  Oh, Plato!
Oh, Jesu ! '

“The former aim was noble, but the latter was attainable.”
On the contrary, I affirmn that the former aim was both noble and,
to many men, attainable ; the latter not only ignoble, but to all
wen unattainable, and to.the noblest men most,
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The essayist makes himself very merry with the absurdities of
what they called philosophy in times of ante-Baconian darkness.
“It disdained to be useful, and was content to be stationary. It
dealt largely in theories of moral perfection, which were so sublime
that they never could be more than theories ; in attempts to solve
insoluble enigmas ; in exhortations to the attainment of attainable
frames of mind. It could not condescend to the humble office of
ministering to the comfort of human beings.”

Now the truth is, that Plato and Pythagoras did not under-
value comfort, and wealth, and human commoda at all ; but they
thought the task of attending to such matters was the business of
ingenious tradespeople, and not of wise men and philosophers. If
James Watt had appeared at Athens or Crotona with his
steam-engine, he would certainly have got the credit of a clever
person and praiseworthy mechanic—all he deserved; but they
never would have thought of calling him a philosopher for that.
They did actually imagine—those ancient wise men—that it is
true wisdom to raise our thoughts and aspirations above what the
mass of mankind calls good—to regard truth, fortitude, honesty,
purity, as the .great objects of human eﬁ'ort, and nof the supply
of vulgar wants,

What a very poor fool Jesus Christ wounld have been, judged
by the “new philosophy,”—for his aim and Plato’s were one,
He disdained to be useful in the matter of our little comforts;—
yes, indeed, ‘““he could not condescend to the humble office’ of
ministering to the comfort of human beings.” Oan the contrary,
whatsocver things are pure, whatsoever thmo's are holy, if there
be any virtue——"

Why, good Messiah! this is the mere Academy over again.
Have you considered that these are unattainable frames of mind ¢
You offir us living bread, and water which he that drinkethr shall
not thirst again;—very beautiful, l.ut too romantic. Can you help
us to butter the mere farinaceous bread we have got, to butter it
first on one side and then on the other?—to improve the elemental
taste and somewhat too paradisiac weakness of this water? These
are our vulgar wants; these are what the mass of mankind agrees
to call good. Whatsoever things are snug, whatsoever thmoq are
influential—if there be any comfort, if there be any money, think
on these things. Henceforth we acknowledge no light of the
world which does not light our way to good things like these.

Almost this sounds profanely; but the profamty belongs to the
essayist. His comparison of Plato’s philosophy with modern in-
ventive genius is exactly as reasonable as if he had compared the
Christian religion—with the same, Ancient philosophy was indeed
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natural religion—was an earnest striving after spiritual truth and
good; it dealt with the supersensuous and nobler part of man; and
its “aim ” was to purify his nature, and give him hope of an im-
mortal destiny amongst the enthroned gods on sainted seats.

Just 80, says the .essayist; that was what they called wisdom—
this is what 1, Lord Bacon and I, call wisdom. ¢ The end which
the great Lord Bacon proposed to himself was the multiplying of
human enjoyments and the mitigating of human sufferings.”” Any-
thing beyond this we simply ignore;—Ilet all the inquirings, all
the aspirings of mankind stop here. Leave off dreaming of your
unattainable frames of mind, and be content with the truth as it
is in Bacon.

I can imagine an enlightened inductive Baconian standing by
with scornful nose as he listens to the Sermon on the Mount, and
then taking the preacher sternly to task—* What mean you by all
this—*bless them that curse you’'—*love your enemies '—* be ye
perfect-as your Father in Heaven is perfect! What mortal man
ever attained these frames of mind? Why not turn your con-
siderable talents, friend, to something useful, something within
reach? Can you make anything?—improve anything?—You are,
if I mistake not, a carpenter to trade, and have been working
somewhere in Galilee; now have you invented any little improve-
ment in your own respectable trade? Have you improved the saw,
the lathe, the plane? Can you render the loom a more perfect
machine, or make a better job of the potter's wheel? Have you
in any shape economized materials, economized human labour,
added to human enjoyment? Have you done, or can you show
- the way to do, any of all these things? No/ Then away with
him! Crucify him!”

Ab! but the enlightened Briton would say, now you talk of
religion; that is our strong point in this admirable age and country.
Is not there our venerable church?—our beautiful liturgy? There
is a dcpartment for all that, with the excellent Archbishop of
Canterbury at the head of it. If information is wanted about
the other world, or salvation, or anything in that line,, you can
apply at the head-office; or some of the subordinate stations.

True, there is a departiment, and offices, and salaries, more than
enough; ‘yet the very fact is, that modern British civilization
(which may be called the child of this great British teacher) is not
only not Christian, but is not so much as Pagan. It takes not
the smallest account of auything higher or greater than earth
bestows, The hopeless confusion of ideas that made Bacon and
Macaulay institute a comparison between ancient philosophy and
modern ingenuity, is grown cbaracteristic of the national mind
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and heart, and foreshadows national death. The mass of mankind
agree to call money, power, and pleasure, good; and behold! the
Spirit of the Age has looked on it, and pronounced it very good.
The highest phase of buman intellect and virtue is to be what this
base spirit calls a philanthropist—that is, one who, by new inven-
tions and comfortable contrivances, mitigates human suffering,
heightens human pleasure. The grandest effort of godlike genius
is to augment human power—power over the elements, power
over uncivilized men,—and all for our own comfort. Nay, by
tremendous enginery of steam, and electricity, and gunpowder—
by capital and the “law of progress,” and the superhuman power
of co-operation, this foul Spirit of the Age does veritably count
upon scaling the heavens. The failure of Otus and Ephialtes, of
Typhzus and Enceladus, of the builders of Shinar, never daunts him
a whit;—for whyl—rthey knew little of co-operation; electricity and
steam, and the principle of the arch, were utterly hidden from them;
civil engineering was in its infancy; how should they not fail ?

The very capital generated and circulated, and utilized on so
grand a scale by civilized men now-a-days, seems to modern
Britons a power mighty enough to wield worlds; and its numen
is worshipped by them accordingly, with filthy rites. The God of
mere nature will, they assure themselves, think twice before he
disturbs and quarrels with such a power as this; for indeed it is
faithfully believed in the city, by the moneyed circles there, that
God the Father has money invested in the three-per-cents, which
makes him careful not to disturb the peace of the world, or suffer
the blessed march of ¢ civilization” to be stopped.

Semble then, first, that the peace of the world is maintained so
long as ip is only the unmoneyed circle that are robbed, starved,
and slain; and, second, that nothing civilizes either gods or men
like holding stock.

But I am strong in the belief that the portentous confusion,
both of language and thought, which has brought us to all this,
and which is no accidental misunderstanding, but a radical con-
founding of the English national intellect and language, a chronic
addlement of the general brain, getting steadily worse now for two
hundred years, is indeed more alarming than the gibbering of
Babel, and is symptomatic of a more disastrous ending. By
terrible signs and wonders it shall be made known that comfort is
not the chief end of man. I do affirm, I—that capital is not the
ruler of the world—that the Almighty has no pecuniary interest
in the stability of the funds or the European balance of power—
finally, that no engineering, civil or military, can raise man above
the heavens or shake the throne of God.
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Ca that day some nations that do now bestride the narrow
world will learn lessons of true philosophy, bat not new philo-
sophy, in sackcloth and ashes. And other nations, low enough in
the dust now, will arise from their sackcloth and begin a new
national li’z=—to repeat, it may be, the same crimes and suffer the
same penalties. For the progress of the species is circular; or
possibly in trochoidal curves, with some sort of cycloid for deferent;
or more properly it oscillates, describing an arc of a circle, pen-
dulum-wise; and even measures time (by seons) in that manner;
or let us say, in one word, the world wags. * * * * %
Another crimson evening is upon us. The sun, in a conflagra-
tion of clouds, flames on the very rim of Ocean. He, too, the un-
wearied sun, is chasing his own shadow round and round the
world. “The sun also ariseth, and the sun goeth down, and
hasteth to his place whence he rose. All the rivers run into the
gea, yet the sea is not full;—unto the place from whence the rivers
came, thither they return again. The waters wear the stones:
Thou washest away the things which grow out of the dust of the
earth; and thou destroyest the hope of man. Thou prevailest for
ever against him, and he passeth.” Good night.
19th.—One other observation upon the “great English teacher,”
and then I bid him farewell. Try to measure the value of him
and his teaching, even in respect of human comfort, power, and
luxury, the great end of it all.  First, he never discovered, or even
thoroughly learned, or, properly speaking, knew, anything himself.
He bad a smattering, like Lord Brougham, of the science of his
age; of the one chancellor it might be said, as it has been of the
other, ¢“if he had known a little law he would then have known a
little of everything.” But I crave his lordship’s pardon—his, now
I remember, was a nobler mission,—not to toil, himself, amidst
laboratory fumes, forges, and furnaces, but to direct others Low to
toil: to survey and lay out great leading paths of investigation; to
take a vast comprehensive view of the whole field of science, and
allot the labourers their tasks. This man, then, living in an age
of extraordinary intellectual and experimental activity,—shortly
after Galileo had demonstrated the true solar and planetary
motions, and Kelper had fixed theif laws—-after the telescope, and
the mariner’s compass, and the printing-press had been invented
(and all without the organum)—this smattering chancellor, who
never himself discovered anything, except his law, is supposed to
have shown quite a new way, given quite a fresh impulse and a
worthy aim to “philosophy.” I want the evidence: but there is
none. Therefore I dogmatically affirm that no chemist, no geolo-
gist, no mechanist, physician, astronomer, engineer, or othes
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“ phllosoPher, ever since Bacon’s day, in any investigation or
series of experiments, thought once of the instuntie, or the
vindeme, or any of the other uncouth verbiage which makes up
that preposterous book. I affirm further, that of those men who
have really carried forward science and the arts, not one in forty
ever read that book,—that of those who read it not one in forty
understood it,—and that of those who understood it, not one at
all made use of it.

Hereupon the essayist, you may be sure, would tell me that
although indeed they did not read, understand, or value the teach-
ings of that book, or know the things treated of therein by Bacon’s
names, yet they did pursue their inquiries, and conduct their
experiments with due regard to the very instantie of the organum,
and gather in their vintages by the very process our great teacher
taught—yes, they did so, just as Tubal-cain and Deedalus, Archi-
medes, Aristotle, Columbus, and Kelper did before them, and not
otherwise.

What Lord Bacon really did, then, the whole result and upshot
of his teaching—if anything at all—was this—to cause mechanical
ingenuity and experimental or empiric investigations into the laws
of bodies (with a sole view to use and comfort) to be substituted
for philosophy and digunified with that venerable name. And the
popular essayist, not being an ill-inforined man, nor behind, nor
before his age, acknowledges that this is what Bacon did and pro-
nounces that he did well.

‘Now I am tired of Macaulay and his Essays, and see with sur-
prise that I have filled up some ten pages with a tirade against
him. He is, after all, a very clever and dexterous artificer in
words; one of the deftest of the nineteenth century. His Lay of
Horatius and his ballad of Naseby might be imposed at first upon
anybody, for poems, for true Song. T took them for such myself
not long ago: but the thing is impossible.

¢And what's impossible can’t be,
And never, never, comes to pass

It has grown intolerably hot: and there is no escape: not a
breath of cool air can any longer be won, for the calm is like death,
and the sea, burnished as a brazen mirror, flashes back fiercely the
glare of the ardent sun, as if we were between two fiery furnaces.
The little pennon of slender feathers, set up on the ship’s quarter,
though we are steaming eight knots an hour, hangs straight
against its shaft. The fat sergeant wipes the sweat from his brow.
The water is hot in the tank—the wine hot in the bottles, and the
sea-water, with solution of gunpowder will cool it no longer.
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What true philosopher will teach man to cool his wine, without
ice, under a tropic sun? Not a sail on the sea; nor a wing in the
sky; nor anything to indicate that this wondrous ocean is not
shoreless. What if we have missed Bermuda? No matter; I have
no objection to circumnavigate the globe. But the sailing-master,
for his part, seems pretty confident that to-morrow, about mid-day,
we shall make the islands. -

20th.—Bermuda! About ten o’clock to-day, after the amber
morning mist had lifted itself from the sea, the man at the mast-
head sung out “Land!” It was the first land visible since leaving
Ireland, and every one was eager for a glimpse of it. I looked
a-head more curiously than any one else; having at present more
intercst in Bermuda than my shipmates have. Soon it became
visible from the top of the paddle-box; several low “hummocks ”
of land, sharply defined against the sky and quite near to us; for
no point of Bermuda is more than 180 feet high, and it cannot be
scen until you are almost upon it. Ialf an hour more and we
lay-to for a pilot: presently a boat came off: the boatmen were
mulattoes, with palmetto hats; the pilot himself an utter negro.
Soon we passed the dangerous entrance that lies between the
easternmost island (crowned by a battery of Carthaginian cannon)
and a:great reef that bounds the archipelago on the north; and
then we coasted along two of the largest islands for about ten
miles, and had a near view of the land, the houses and the people.
Almost with glasses we might have inspected the domestic arrange-
ments through their open doors. There is a thick population all
along here: their houses are uniformly white, both walls and
roof, but uncomfortable-looking for the want of chimneys; the
cooking-house being usually a small detached building. The
rocks, wherever laid bare (except those long washed by the sea),
are white or cream-coloured. The whole surface of all the islands
is made up of hundreds of low hillocks, many of them covered
with a pitiful scraggy brush of cedars; and cedars are their only
tree. The land not under wood is of a brownish green colour,
and of a most naked and arid, hungry, and thirsty visage. No
wonder: for not one single stream, not one spring, rill, or well,
gushes, trickles, or bubbles in all the three hundred isles, with
their three thousand hills. The hills are too low, and the land
too narrow, and all the rock is a porous calcareous concretion,
which drinks up all the rain that falls on it, and would drink ten
times as much, and be thirsty afterwards. Heavens! what a
burned and blasted country.

& Where never fountain or fresh current flowed

Aguinst the eastern ray, traunslucent, pure,
With touch ethereal of heaven's fiery rod}”
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The people, it seems, have to be assiduous in catching the rain}
cunning in spouts and tanks; and their stone is at any rate good
for filtering water when they hive it. 1 can see no cultivation of
any sort, except some gardens; and there is very little of the
land cultivated at all.  On the whole, this place bears to my eyes
an unkindly and foreign aspect; and as we coasted along here
mile after mile, and saw nothing but the small hills and shrubby
cedars, and parchcd soil, I thou, tht with keen desiderium upon
our own green Banba of Streams. In that hour's sailing I could
not help continually murmuring to myself—

“A plenteous place is Ireland for hospitable cheer,

Ullagone dhu, oh!

‘Where the wholeaome fruit is bursting from the yellow barley ear,
Ullagone dhu, oh!

There is honey in the trees, where her mist. .y vales expand,

And the forest-paths in summer are by fallen waters fanued,

There is a dew at high noontide there, and springs in the \L"O\\ sand,
On tke fair hills of holy Ireland.”

But after all, these are fertile and fine islands; they bring forth
and nourish thousands of creatures to all appearance human; have
two towns even; citics of articulate-speaking men, one of them
being the seat of government and ¢ legislature ;” have a dock-
yard, two barracks, two newspapers, absolute “organs of opinion”
(with editors, I suppose, puffs, and other appurtenances); what is
better, have abundance of fruit, vegetables, and fish; and I can
see some cows, and plenty of goats, pigs, poultry. Verily, the
land is a good land. It was here, amongst these very cedars, that
noster George Berkeley desired to establish a missionary college,
with a view to convert red Americans to Christianity, and gave up
his fat deanery of Derry that he might take up house here as
Principal of his college at £100 a-year. The English minister
(Sir Robert Walpole, I think) promised a grant of £20,000 for
that college ; and on the strength of this promise Berkeley left
Derry, went to New England, “where be stayed a year, expecting
the grant and charter, soliciting, objurgating, reminding, remon-
strating—till his heart was nearly broken, and then he came home
to Ireland, almost in despair. Good man! he little knew what a'
plague ministers thought him, with his missicnary colleges ; they
had quite another plan for the conversion of the red people—to
convert them, namely, into red humus. But they gave George a
bishopric at Cloyne, and there he philosophized and fiddled till he
died. It was to Bermuda, also, that Prospero, on a certain night,
gent his Ariel “to fetch dew.” Albeit, one might hardly know
these isles for the still-vexed Bermoothes, for they lie sleeping on
the glassy sea to- day, as tranqull as an infant on it's mother’y
bosom,
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And was it not here, too, that “metaphysical” Waller, having
transported himself hither to shun the evil days, dreamed his
% Dream of the Summer Islands?” and has not Moore, also, sung
these cedars? DBermuda, then, has its associations; is even
classical; in fact, is apparently a genuine fragment of the flowery
earth, peering above the Atlantic flood here. At any rate, it is
habitable; and truly, if I am to be allowed some moderate liberty
here, say the range of one of the islands, I might bring out all my
flock, and we could cultivate arrow-root, oranges, ‘and potatoes,
dwelling primitively in a white-roofed cottage, with the sea in
front, and a forest of cedar behind. This might be; possibly the
“instructions,” the sealed orders Captain Wingrove carries out,
may admit of such an arrangement. The climate is said to be
somewhat unhealthy; but my little ones would surely grow strong
in the vital sunshine, and so we might hybernate (@stivate) here,
until either the term assigned me by my kidnappers is past, or
some “reason of state” (for British statesmanship is deep, deep)
shall come to set me free.

At last we arrived at the anchorage in front of the government
island, where the dock-yard is established. This island is at the
extreme northwest of the whole group, and its name is nothing
less than Ireland. On one side of us, as we come to anchor, lies
the huge trans-Atlantic steam-junk, “ Great Western;” on the
other side we find ourselves under the guns of a stately line-of-
battle ship of seventy-four guns, with the square red flag at the
mast head denoting that she carries an admiral. A small govern-
ment steamer is moving about in the bay; the dock, er camber,
sheltered by its breakwater, has several ships lying in it, and
scores of boats, of a peculiar and most graceful rig, are flying in
all directions—so that the scene is a very lively one to those who
have been three weeks in the solitudes of the ocean.

This admiral, whose station includes the West Indies and North
America, I find to be no other than the old Lord Cochrane—or

"Lord Dundonald, as they call him now—the very man who cut
out the Esmeralda from the roads of Callao—the Chilian admiral
under O'Higgins—the Greck navarch under the Congress of
Epidaurus—who has sworn more oaths- of allegiance to revolu-
tionary provisional governments than any living man—who has
been fighting the aquatic half of wars of independence all over the
terraqueous globe, from his youth up. I have no doubt, however,
that he regards Irish revolutionists as highly immoral characters.

The evening has been delicious, and I have spent it, until sunset,
chatting on deck with the officers, and surveying the islands around
through a glass. Ireland island seems a strong fortress. A hand-
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some range of buildings crowns the hill in the middle of the island;
this is a barrack, with government storehouses adjoining, all having
arched and bomb-proof roofs. In front of this the hill is decply
scarped, down to the level of the dockyard; and in rear, the slope
is cut into terraces mounted with cannon. The barrack hill com-
municates, by a long, sweeping line of fortifications, with another
hill on the extreme north of the island, which is occupied with
other government buildings, and surrounded by powerful batteries.
In the crescent formed by all these works, to the eastward, is the
naval dock-yard, with its stores, offices, and wet dock. Some of
these are vast and sumptuous buildings.

There is no such naval establishment as this in Ireland —I mean
t'other Ireland. The Carthaginians have always taken good care
of that.

Inside the camber I see moored three great clumsy hulks,
roofed over, and peopled by men in white linen blouses aud straw
hats,—and on the back of every man’s blouse, certain characters
and figures, and the queen’s broad arrow. They seem to be drilled
and marched like troops. Now, am I to be enlisted in these
rueful squadrons, and marked for the queen’s own these fourteen
years to come?—I trust not. But if it be so, be it so.

The sun has gone down, “like battle target red,” behind the
cedars. The skimming Bermudian boats, with their black crews
of marketmen and washerwomen, have vanished under the dusky
shores. The flag-ship has fired her evening gun; and I have
retired, for the last time, to iy cabin on board the ¢ Scourge.”
The captain has reported himself and his errand to the admiral:
the admiral has communicated with the Governor:—to-morrow, I
will know my appointed home.

CHAPTER IIL

June 21st, 1848. Still on Board the ¢ Scourge,” Bermuda.—
Another steamer appeared to-day in the north-eastern channel—
another of the great West India packets, two of which rendezvous
here at Bermuda once a fortnight. Her deck was swarming with
passengers, male and female, as she came to her moorings beside us.
She left Southampton on the 2d of June, and brings London
papers up to that date. Our second lieutenant instantly boarded
her as officer on guard, and brought back two or three papers; and
as I had seen none later than the 26th June, I was glad to get a
glance even at the Marning l'ost. The leading article is about
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“the convict Mitchel,” who is pronounced by that authority tc
be not only a convict but a scoundrel. What was more interest-
ing to me, I found Sir George Grey’s reply to a question in
Parliament, as to whether my sentence would be executed.
““Her Majesty’s Government had sent instructions to Ireland,
that the convict Mitchel’s sentence shoule. be fully carried
out.” Infinite and inscrutable is the stupidity of mortal man!—
the question was put by Edmund Burke Roche, and was to this
effect,—Whether the government would really carry out to the
full extent “the unjust and disproportionate sentence” pronounced
in my case? Blockhead!—the sentence was neither unjust nor dis-
proportionate, if I had been triéd and found guilly,—the natare of
the trial, not the severity of the sentence, is the thing calling for
explanation and inquiry, and to that Edmund Burke made no
allusion. Of course the minister in his reply takes care to rebuke
the questioner, and properly, too, for calling a sentence “regularly
pronounced in due course of law ” unjust and disproportionate.
Can legislatorial helplessness sink any lower than this?

But what I find most interesting of all in this paper is in the
column headed “Ireland "—to wit, the prospectus of the Irish
Felon, weekly newspaper, signed by Reilly and Martin, established
to preach the doctrine of * Convict Mitchel,” and to extend and
promote the sacred principle of Irish Felony. This is very good,
and cannot end badly. It will force the Carthaginiansupon more
and more decided efforts of vigour—that is to say, more and more
outrageous atrocities of lawless tyranny; it will compel all Lamar-
tinesque politicians to become “felons,” or else say at once they
meant no revolution; it will rouse attention to the struggle, and to
the true meaning of the atruggle; it will induce more and more of
the people to get arms; it will strip British Whiggery bare of his
treacherous, conciliatory, liberal lambs-wool, and “show him guash-
ing his teeth like a ravening beast—for no ‘brate is so ferocious as
your frightened capitalist; it will silence all talk of « law,” and
shiver to atoms the “last plank of the Constitution ”"—leaving
Ireland as naked of all law and government (save the bayonet) as
on the day when she first rose from the sea—as plainly and notori-
ously naked of law and government (save the bayonet) as she has
been really and effectually these fifty years. At last she cannot but
know that she is naked—pray God she be ashamed! Then, if the
Irish people will obey British bayonets, I say again, from my heart,
let them obey and be damned!

. To be sure, Reilly and Martin will be seized without delay, their
paper stopped, themselves “ tried,” as the phrase is, and probably
transported ; for an insulted government cannot stand tkis. And
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Meagher, Duffy, O’Gorman, O’Brien, Dillon, some or all of them,
may follow. No matter; better men have been starved to death
by hundreds and thousands.

I know very well that this whole idea and scheme of mine wears
a wonderfully feeble and silly aspect in the eyes of statesman-like
revolutionists; they can see nothing more in it than a number of
gentlemen agreeing to dash out their own brains, one after another,
against a granite fortress, with the notion that they are laying
desperate siege to it. These statesman-like politicians say to us
that we should wait till we are stronger; that we should conspire
and organise tn secret, keeping under the shelter of the law for
the present; that when plainly advising men to arm is made a
“transportable offence,” we should no longer plainly advise, but
exhort and influence them privately, until, ete.,, etc. Wait till
your principles take root before you disseminate them, said a prudent
adviser to me. But he who talks thus knows nothing of Ireland.
In Ireland there can be no secresy, so thick is it planted with
castle-spies. In Ireland you can never organise to any useful
purpose, so long as they are so miserably cowed by “law,” and sce
nobody willing to deny and defy this law. In Ireland no private
influence can make men procure arms, because they have been
taught for forty years to account arms not honourable and needful,
but criminal and illegal;- and if you spoke to them about arms in
their own houses or fields, they would, perhaps, give you up at
the nearest police-barrack as a “ ribbonman ”"—so they have been
instructed, poor fellows, by priest and agitator. How, then, are
we to get stronger by waiting? Are we not getting weaker, baser,
more cowardly, more beggarly, the longer we wait? No; we must
try the virtue of plain, outspoken, desperate truth for once. We
must openly glorify arms, until young Irishmen burn to handle
them, and try their temper; and this we must do in defiance of
“law,” and the more diligently that London laws are expressly
made against it. 'We must, in short, make final protest against
this same “law "—deny that it is law; deny that there is any
power in the London Parliament to make laws for us, and declare
that. as a just God ruleth in the earth -we will obey such laws no
longer. I think there will be found some virtue in this statesman-
ship of mine, if menstiilgrowin Ireland; at any rate I knownobetter.

At four o’clock this evening—as I was informed by means of a
note to Captain Wingrove-from the admiral—a boat was to come
off to the ship for -me; therefore I made ready my portmanteau.
Several of the officers, whose names I will not write here (but
shall not forget), judging correctly that wherever I should be
stowed away I should want books, and knowing that I had no

Google



JAIL JOURNAL. 53

opportunity of providing sauch things before my kidnapping,
begged I wonld allow them to give me a few volumes out of
their store. This was genuine kindliness of heart; and, as I have
no quarrel with these gentlemen personally, I took from four
of them, one book from each. I have never found it casy, on
a sudden, to haughtily repel any attention offered out of pure
good will. It is not i me. Yet I believe that if time for
consideration had been given me, I would have refused the cour-
tesy of these decent fellows! What! shall I—I, John Mitchel,
accept presents, almost eleemosynary presents from officers of the
Queen of England? But I am glad that I had no time for
exasperating reflections. Four o'clock came, and two boats
approached, straight from the dock-yard, and pulled by men in
the white blouses. The hulks, then! No sea-side cottages or
cedarn valleys for me—a loutrance, then, Gaffer Bull !

Three men came on board the Scourge. One, a tall elderly
gentleman, in a blue naval coat, announced himself as superin-
tendent of convicts; another was commander of one of the hulks;
the third, a medical officer. Few words passed. Captain Wingrove
took a receipt for my body (on which it became the property of
the man in blue), and bade me farewell with good wishes. Two
of the officers stood at the gangway; and as I stepped forward to
descend the ladder, shook me warmly by the hand. We were
pulled straight for the iunermost of the three hulks, aud in a few
minutes | found myself on the quarter-deck. The superintendent
then informed me that I was, for the present, to wear my own
attire, and not to be sent out upon the works. I nodded. He
then asked, ¢ Have you any money?’ “ A few shillings.” ¢ Any
credit in the colony?” ¢ None.” He called the chief mate of the
ship to him, and said: * Take Mitchel’s money, and place-it to his
credit.” The mate, a tall old man with grey hair, looked at me
dubiously, as if he thought me a novel species of convict, and did
not exactly know how to proceed. So I took out my tricolor purse
—*“ Here, friend,” I said, and emptied all I had into his hand.
“ Now,” said the superintendent, “ you will find that nobody here
has any disposition to add to the annoyances you must suffer—no
geverity of any kind will be used towards you, provided you are
amenable to the rules of the place.” Inodded. ¢ Especially,” he
added, “it is my duty to tell you that you are to have no connec-
tion with public affuairs, or politics, and are not to attempt to tamper
with any of the prisoners on board.” T answered that I could
hardly expect to be permitted here to take part in public affairs;
and that I desired to have as little intercourse with the prisoners
on board as possible,
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The mate then said he would show me where I was to be lodged;
I followed him down a ladder to the half-deck, and there, in the
very centre of the ship, opening from a dark passage, appeared a
sort of cavern, just a little higher and a little wider than a dog-
house; it is, in fact, the very hole through which the main-mast
formerly ran down into the ship, and would be quite dark but for
two very small and dim bulls’eyes that are set into the deck
above. I cannot stand quite erect under the great beams that
used to hold the main-mast in its place; but half of my floor is
raised nine inches, and on that part I cannot stand at all. The
whole area is about six feet square; and on the lower part I have
a promenade of two steps (gradus), making one step (passus).
When I entered, the cavern had, for farniture, one wooden stool.
“ Here’s your place,” said the mate. * Very well,” quoth I, sitting
down upon the stool, and stretching out my feet to the corners of
my apartment. So the mate and I looked at one another for a
minute. “I suppose,” suggested I, ¢ that I can have my portman-
teau here?” He did not know yet, but would ask. He went away, and
presently my portmanteau was sent to me, and a message with it,
that if I wished to walk on deck or on the breakwater alongside,
I might do so. Very glad to avail myself of the offer, as my dog
house was intolerably close, I went up, and had a walk on the
pier. Soon the “ gangs” of prisoners began to come in from the
works, and it was intimated to me that I had better retire. A
hammock was then brought into my dog-butch; and in order to
make room for it, they had to swing it diagonally. A cup of
milkless tea and a lump of bread were then brought me; and when
I had despatched these, a piece of candle was left upon a narrow
board or shelf projecting from the wall, and my door was locked.
The light of the candle showed me a great many big brown cock-
roaches, nearly two inches long, running with incredible speed
over the walls and floor, the sight of which almost turned me
sick. I sat down upon my bench, and deliberately reviewed my
position. They have not taken the books from me, nor my port-
manteau. They have not even searched it, or me; nor taken this.
scribbling-book away, nor put me in company with the convicts.
This is all good; but to-morrow may show me more. And what
is the worst it can show me? Why, to be arrayed in a linen
blouse and trousers, with my name and number, and the
queen’s arrow stamped thereon, and to be marched to the quar-
ries with pick-axe or crow-bar in my hand. Very well, my health
now, I thank God, is good; I have hands, like other men. I
am covered with ray own skin, and stand upon my own feet,
being a plantigrade mammal, and also, happily, rather pachyder-
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matous. Let to-morrow come, then. As for my dog-hutch, the
mate muttered something, before he left me, about another and
better place being made ready for me in a few days. And for these
huge brown beasts crawling here, I presume they don’t bite; other
people sleep amongst them, and why not I? A bath in the
morning, off the pier, will wash the sordes of the dog-hutch from
about me.

Here goes, then, for my first swing in a hammock—and I feel
myself a freer man to-night than any Irishman living at large,
tranquilly in his native land, making belicve that he fancies himself
a respectable member of society. '

23d.—Bathed luxuriously in the sea; though I had to rise at
half-past four that my bath might be over before the gangs turned
out to work. Walked about a good deal on deck, which is
pleasanter than the breakwater, as it is sheltered from the sun,
though open to the air on both sides. It commands a view of the
dock, the shipping, barracks, and batteries at one side, and at the
other the wide anchorage, and * Grassy Bay,” with a great number
of the islands beyond. They are all of the same height, garniture,
and aspect, as far as the eye can reach. I think Bermuda is but
young; it has pushed its hillocks up so high, and will undoubtedly
grow bigger and better as it grows older. Plainly these rocks were
part of the sea bed not lung ago; and they seem to me exactly like
the land that is forming itself, saith Lyell, round the head of the
Adriatic—the river sands, in short, and sea-sands, so soon as they
are deposited, glued together, along with shells, pebbles, and the
like, by a hard lime-cement,—and so, gradually, by help of nether
fires, rising and becoming dry land. Bermuda, I see, is all made
of the very same shelly concrete; and, without doubt, was heaved
up to its present height in some volcanic paroxysm of the uneasy
West Indian regions. And some future game of the playful earth-
quakes may give these islands a fresh impulse, and raise a peak or
two into the clouds, to win some drops of gracious moisture there,
and send them down in rills of living water. Then will Ber-
mudians hear, for the first time, the murmur of a running brook,
and see a miraculous “ fountain of black water ” gushing from the
heart of their arid hills: their tiny valleys will clothe themselves
in a robe of daintier green, and the development of the country
will be as good as perfect. So, for aught I know to the contrary,
your islands and continents are born and bred.

I observe to-day that great care is taken to keep me from all
communication with the prisoners, to my very great contentment.
The half-deck, where my dog house is, seems to be reserved for the
vabins and pantries of the mates, the surgeon and steward, and has
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no communication below with the fore part of the ship. Several
prisoners are kept here in the capacity of servants, and one of them
is assigned to attend upon me. For so far [ have not been inter-
fered with in any way as to my disposal of my time, and read or
walk, just as it suits me; only when the prisoners are coming in
for their meals, and while they are on board, I am expected to
seclude myself. I do whatever I am bidden, at once and without
remark, which seems to surprise my keepers a little. They did
not expect me to be so quiet; and ascribing my conduct in Ire-
land, of course, to mere turbulence of disposition, and general
insubordination of character, the commander has evidently some
distrust of my extreme passiveness and submissiveness—he thinks
it is all my deepness. '

23d.—As 1 sauntered to-day on the quarter-deck, with a book
in my hand, two officers of the “ Scourge” came to visit me. They
had to deliver in their names and quality first, to be written down
in a book; for I am given to understand that none but officers of
the navy or army are to be allowed the privilege of. visiting me.
In that case, 1 shall have but little company, as my acquaintances
in the United Service are few.

I was well pleased to see, even for a short time, the faces of
unhulked people.

25th —Sunday.— Service on deck: the prisoners, all in clean
frocks and trousers, arranged on forms over the deck forward; the
guards and mates on the quarter-deck, amongst whom I had a seat
apart. I attended service for a little variety; also to see what
kind a chaplain we have. After service the chaplain came to me:
he politely offered to lend me books, and even to procure me books
from others. I rather like the man: he did not cant, as so many
of those persons do, but seemed really desirous of serving me, so
far as the rules would allow him. He is a Scotchman.

26th.—1I have been installed in my new cabin, or cell; it is five
feet wide, six feet high, and fourteen feet long—has a table, a
chair, a basin stand, but, above all, has a window, that is a
port-hole, two feet and a half square, which, though heavily barred
and cross-barred. gives plenty of light and air, as there is a glass
lattice which opens and shuts. There are also two shelves for
books, and the place is perfectly clean. This is a great improve-
ment upon the dog-house.

I have observed that all the guards and officers of the ship, all
the servants, and all the persons who remain about the place by
day, employed as boatmen and otherwise, are every man of them
English. Was told by [must write no names here] that before I
left the Scourge, all the Irish in this hulk, to the number of 80 or
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90, had been removed to another, and their places filled up with
Euglishmen and Scotchmen.

The fools are actually afraid that I will stir patriotic mutinies here.

29th.—The commander came to me to-day, to inform me that I
am to be removed to the hospital-ship. ¢ Hospital-ship! why, I
am quite well.”—*“An order,” said he, “has come from the Governor:
you are to be removed in a boat this afternoon.” Shortly after,
the medical officer, Dr Warner, came in. ¢ What's the meaning,”
I asked, “ of sending me to an hospital--I am not an invalid?’
No matter, he said, it would be a change greatly for the better, as
regarded my comfort. lle added that he understood the reason of
the order to be a report made by the surgcon of the ¢ Scourge.”
(I forgot to record in its proper place, that 1 had on the voyage a
rather severe fit of asthina, which the surgeon thought it his duty
to certify to the medical superintendent here). Accordingly, I
have been removed; and but that I dislike being treated as an
hospital patient, the change is certainly for the better. The
“ Tenedos,” which is used as an hospital, is a larger, newer, and
cleaner ship than the “ Dromedary,” my first abode: and she is
moored about a quarter of a mile from land, in a most beautiful
bay, or basin, formed by well-wooded islands, and far out of sight
of the prison-hulks and the batteries. My cabin is a neat room,
with two windows, and without any bars at all. The commander
of this ship is Dr Hall, a kindly old gentleman, who has been a
good deal in Ireland, and knows several persons that I also know.
He seems to imagine that I am very “unhappy,” and am always
making vigorous efforts to conceal the circumstance;—he never
was more mistaken in his life—however, he is well-disposed to
make me as happy as he can. If an Englishman wishes to be
kind to any individual, his first thought is to feed him well: the
foundation of all British happinessis victual; therefore, the steward
has had special orders about my table. In truth, I do begin to
set more store by that matter of dining than I ever thought I
should. Tender Naso, in his captivity, hated the hour of dinner;
or poetict pretends he did. I do not believe him; when one is cut
off from all his ordinary occupation and environment, dinner is tha
great event of his day. If they keep me here many months, living
all alone, and supply me with sapid viands, I shudder to think
what an overwhelining moment dinner-time may become to me:
how I will tear my victuals like a wild beast, gorge them in my.
solitary cavern, and then lie down to doze until next feeding-time,
Infandum/!

Sometimes I put myself to the question about it—how can I
eat thus heartily of British convict rations ?—sleep thus calmly
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on a felon’s iron bed $—receive in gracious-wise the courtesies of
Carthaginian gaolers, looking my black destiny so placidly in the
face? DBy heaven! it cannot be but I am pigeon-livered, and lack
 gull to make oppression bitter. Go to—I will lash myself into
suitable rage. But it will not do. The next time old Dr Hall
comes in, with his grey hairs and good old weather-beaten counte-
nauce, and begins to talk, my armour of sullen pride will fall to
pieces: the human heart that, I suppose, is in me will know its
brother, and I will find myself quietly conversing with that old
man, as friend with friend.

July 4th.—The mail steamer frcm the West Indies has just
arrived, on her way to England; so I bave written to my wife,
giving a long account of my voyage, and my way of life here.
Cannot have her answer, at soonest, before the 19th of August.

9th—Sunday.—Service on deck as usual. The chaplain, who
came down to my cabin after service, tells me he performs service
at all the hulks and the hospital too. He darts about in a fast-
sailing boat; rattles over our beautiful liturgy four times, preaches
either twice or three times, giving himself about half an hour to
take breath and dinner, and steers his bark homeward in the even-
ing. The chaplain bad left me about half an bour, and I was
sitting at an open window reading Livy and drinking grog, begin-
ning, mdeed to feel myself at home in the Tenedos—for I have
been ten days on board—when Dr Hall entered my cabin in a
violent hurry, accompanied by a negro boatman. “An order to
remove you,” he said, “directly.”—*“ Where now, sir 7’ I asked.
“Oh! back to the Dromedary. The commander of the Dromedary
has come in his own boat, bringing the governor’s order; and this
man will carry your portmanteau upon deck. I am very sorry,” he
continued, “and cannot guess the reason, but you must go.” I
had by this time thrust my books and everything belonging to me
into my box; and in five minutes more I was on my way back to
Ireland Island.

We passed close by a piece of ground on this island neatly laid
out as a graveyard. The commander, seeing me looking at it,
informed me that it was the convict cemetery; for convicts, when
they die, are not suffered to repose in church-yards by the side of
corpses that take their ease in consecrated ground. 1 looked now
still more curiously at the cemetery, and cannot say that I liked it. I
have a respect for my own body, and wish that it may mingle with
earth, if not in consecrated ground, at least not in an unblessed
company. Yet it is far from improbable that in this small en-
closure between the sea and the cedars my bones will rest at last.
The commander tells me there is, at some seasons, wonderful
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mortality on board these hulks; that in the first summer of their
abode here, many are carried off by dysentery; and that sometimes
they perish in hundreds by the West Indlan yellow fever. I kept
gazing at the cemetery until a point of land hid it from my sight,
and as I turned my head away, I shivered.

Half an hour’s sailing brought me to my cell on board the
Dromedary. Asked the commander if he knew the meaning of
. this last movement, but he professed to know nothing, except that
a special express from Halifax (where the adwiral is now) had
arrived this morning to the Governor.

Heard, however, a full explanation of it from [4nonymous]
When the Irish in New York heard of my conviction and deporta-
tion they made some demonstrations; and even threatened (words
being cheap) to equip a vessel, or for that matter, I believe, a
squadron, fo rescue me. I learn further, that the Government
surveying-steamer is forthwith to have her bulwarks pierced for
guns, and to be armed as heavily as she can bear; and other for-
midable precautions are to be taken. In the meantime, the retired
bay where the hospital-ship lies is not judged so secure a residence
for me as this little well-grated cell, under the muzzles of the
battery gnns.

10th.—Everybody looks mysterionsly at me to-day when I go
up to walk on deck. They think they have got a troublesome
shipmate on board; and the authorities look very determined.
But [ take notice of nothing, address nobody, am addressed by
nobody, "and walk about as before without any interference.
Martial preparations are observable; workmen busy cutting ports
in the steamer, right opposite my window: further off, along the
top of the fortifications, a line of tents pitched, where, as I hear,
the troops are to sleep at night for a time. All this is a little
amusing to me,

1jth.—Making myself at home in my den here, so far as circum-
stances will admit. A cot, instead of a hammock, has been
provided for me, and Dr Hall has sent two or three other small
matters of convenience; also, a good-natured man, named Black,
who tells me he is commander of the ‘“Medway,” the largest of
these hulks, has lent me some books, and told me (taking care,
however, to speak to me in presence of the “first mate”) that he
has a great quantity of miscellancous material in the nature of
Looks, which he will be happy to lend me from time to time.

With all these appliances, both for bodily health and mental
dissipation, with liberty to write for, and receive any books I
pl+rase from home (except political periodicals, with sufficient
space to exercise in the fresh sea-air, with abundance of good
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food, and a constant supply of fresh water, and paper, and pens;
with all these furtherances, I have been considering whether it
would be possible to live here for some indefinite number of years,
or even for the whole fourteen, should nothing happen to cut them
short. And why not? M:ujnr Bernardi lived forty years in New-
gate; but then he had his wife and family always with him; and,
except for the mere accident of locomotion, was as much in the
world as anybody outside. The earl of Northumberland lived.
fifteen years in the Tower in the time of James the First; but
then he had leave to correspond with all the learned men of Europe
about astronomy; had the White Tower, I suppose, for an observa-
tory; no restrictions as to communicating with whom he pleased;
and, I daresay, everything handsome about him. James the First
of Scothd indeed, was imprisoned eighteen or twenty years in
Windsor Uaat]e, but to be sure, he had plenty of society, and &
duchess to make love to, which would make a great difference.

None of these cases is like mine. The man in the Iron Mask is
more to the purpese: he wore away all his weary days in close
confinement. Delatude, also, the Bastile prisoner, ought to en-
courage me; he lived thirty-seven years in most rigorous imn-
prisonment, and emerged (see the Duchess D’Abrantes) a fine hale
old gentleman at last. [ forget how long Tasso was kept in the
mad-house; but Silvio Pellico was ten years in the Austrian dun-
geous.  Donnivard was six years in Chillon, a most uncomfortable
place; and Raleigh thirteen years in the tower of London. Who
else? Balue, the founder of the great Evreux Cathedral, was
kept by Louis XI. twelve years in a loathsome den; and I find,
from the Book of Kings, that Jehoiachim, King of Judah, lay in a
Babylonian ‘dungeon thirty-seven years. I wish I had books and
materials here to collect a hand-book of prison biography, for en-
couragement to myself if I should hereafter chance to need it.

Fourteen years are a long time; yet they will assuredly pass. I
have nothing to do but keep myself alive and wait.

Suicide I have duly considered and perpended, and deliberately
decided against, for reasons which I will here set down in
order, so that I may have them to refer to, if that method of solu-
tion become a question with me hereafter; for, alas! I know that
in fourteen years will be many a dreary day, many a weary night;
and sickness and deadly tedium will fall’ heavily down upon my
soul; and often the far-off end of my days of sorrow will be clean
out, of my sight for the thick clouds that will seem closing around
me, veiling all my horizon in the blackness of darkness. Ah! long
years in a lonely dungeon are no light thing to the stoutest heart
—not to be laughed at by any means; not to be turned hack or
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got rid of, or made to pass merrily as marriage-bell by any system
of jesting, or moralizing, or building up of sentences, philosophic
or jocular, for one’s private edification or ghastly solitary laughter.
And the way of escape will be always near me and often tempting;
'tis but opening a door, but touching a spring, and the fardel of
my life is cast down, and the black bars vanish from between me
and yonder setting sun. Yet will I not lay hand upon my own
life, for the reasons here following:—

BZZ" First. Because I should, in such case, be a conspirator with
Baron Lefroy, the Sheriff of Dublin, and the ministers of England,
against my own name and fame. Their parliament and their sheriff
may nickname me ““felon,” but if I, in despair, thereupon rush to
my death, I will own myself a felon, indeed, and send my children
scandalized to their graves, as the children of a self-convicted crimi-
nal and despairing suicide.

Second. Because, having engaged in this undertaking with full
knowledge that this i imprisonme nt might, and prol,.mbly would be
the end of it for me, snicide now woul.i be a mean and cowardly
confession that the consequence of my own acts, I find upon trial,
to be more than I can bear.

Third. Because, whereas I am now employed in carrying forward
tliat undertaking, I trust to a happy issue; if I kill wyself, I not
only desist from the whole eunterprise, but, so far as in me lies,
undo all I have done. Sometimes to suffer manfully is the best
thing man can do-—passion may happen to be the most effectual
action; and I do firmly believe that (unless my whole life has been
one gross mistake from the first) I am this moment, though three
thousand miles off, active in Ireland—not passive in Bermuda,
The manner of my sham trial, the eager, fierce haste of the enemy
to gag and rain me, the open war waged against all constitutional
and legal right in Ireland—all this will (or else the very devil is
in them) sting the aputhetic, shame the * constitutional,” and,
above all, rouse the young to a pitch of wrathful disaffection that
cannot but come to good. While I am known to be living in
vile sinks of felony—and throuyh such means—especially if other
and better men follow through the same means, the mind of the
young Irish generation will not easily settle down and acquiesce in
the sway of the foreign enemy. But if I die, I, for one, will soon
be forgotten. There will be one stimulus the less to Ireland’s
friends—one difficulty the less to her foes. And if [ die by my
own hand, I will be worse than forgotten—1I will have confessed
that England’s brute power is resistless, and therefore righteous—
at any rate, that I, for my part, am a beaten man. It will be my
last speech and dying declaration, imploring my couuntrymen to
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avoid the terrible fangs of British law—my pupils will hang their
heads for shame; and, instead of an example, I shall have become
a warning.

Fourth, Because my flesh creeps at the thought of the convict
cemetery.

Fifth. Because I have much to live for—many duties but half-
discharged or wholly neglected —young children brought into the
world, and allowed to grow up hitherto, like an unweeded garden,
For so busy has my life been that I never yet got much farther than
intending to begin doing my dowmestic duties. But if it be the will
of Providence to draw me alive out of this pit, I hope to do my
children some good yet before I die.

Sith. Because * * * *

For these six reasons I mean to live, and not die. It may that
two years, five years, or seven years, may bring me freedom; for the
time is like to be eventful, and Carthaginian pohcy is surprisingly

- deep and inscrutable; but at any rate, T will live on, and see it out,

and even economise my health and strength, that I may not be
turned out at forty-six years of age a decrepit old man, but may
have some stamina and spirit left to begin the world upon uver
again.

°M y six reasons, o set out in black-on-white,I find to be altotrether
sufticient. Aud well they are so; for the cold determination to
maintain & mere animal or vegetable life in an ignowinious den like
this, has need of good reasons to justify it. Suicide is nat in itself
a bad act, though in any giveun case it may be a very dark crime
indeed. Phnys sad saying—that the choicest blessing of this life
is the power to end it—may not be universally true; yet that same
is a blessing; and if there be a settled desire of death, and no
adequate reasons for living—that is, if it be not your clea.r duty
to live, then it is your Cclear right to dia  Only let every man
beware of mistakes in forming a j udgment on the point: let him
do nothing in haste, or out of impatience, spite, or passion: let
him give himself a fair trial—a rare thing under the sun—and if
he find, on impartial inquest, that the burden of his life is heavier
than he can bear, and that his death, or manner of his death, will
injure no one—then let him calmly, and in all good humour, in
no spirit of impious defiance of heaven, or stupid scorn of mankind
—Ilet him, like good old Gloster,

“ S8hake paticntly his great affliction off.”

But, baving gone so far into this exhilarating tractate of self-

~ murder, let me see if I can get to the roct of the matter. There

is an axiom of lawyers in all lannds—and founded surely on sound
ethics—that you may do what you will with your own, but so as
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fiot to hurt yoiif neighbour. And what can be my own, if my own
body be not? I will move it whither I please (unless somebody
steals it from me and locks it up—as may sometimes happen)—
or, if I choose, I will keep it at rest, feed or physic it, pamper or
starve it, or, if I like, riddle it with bullets, or drown it in the sea,
—but always provided nobody else is hurt by these proceedings.
Locomotion, in like manner, is not in itself a crime,—no more
than suicide; yet one has not a right to exercise locomotive power
by bolting from his place of abode, leaving his rent unpaid and
his children starving. : :

It seems, then, that no man ought to leave engagements
undischarged, or duties that he has implicitly or explicitly
contracted to do, undone. Is this the key that opens the whole
mystery ? .

Hardly the whole. I have heard people say, indeed, that in no
case can one cast away life without deserting duty; for every man
being born into a world of creatures like himself, all fitted for
social life, and in need of ome another’s help, and being endowed
with faculties, wants, and sympathies accordingly,—his claims (so
- they say) on all other men, and must reciprocally admit their claims
on him, is bound, in short, to exercise those faculties, for the good
of himself and others, to supply those wants, and develop those
sympathies and affections, and so become and countinue, nolens
volens, a good and useful member of suciety, until it shall please
God who made him to end his task. All this I deny. Nobody
is obliged to ‘ benefit his species;”’ the notion of a man being
able to benefit his species, or bound to do it, if able, is a mere -
modern humbug—not more, as I calculate, than ninety or a
bundred years old. Our duties to “society,” to “ mankind,” and
the like, begin and end with our personal engagements, express or
implicit: if you violate none of these, you may go about your
business without leave asked of mankind or society: so far as they
are concerned you are clear. In that case you need not search for
reasons to justify your retreat; one’s own whim is reason enough ;
if you are of a bilious habit, and melancholy temperament, and
fancy that you are tired seeing the sun rise every day, I know no
cause why you should not thrust a sharp instrument into your
dyspeptic stomach and let your disagreeable soul rush forth into
the air; or, say that you love a woman who despises you, and
being but young, fancy that you have done with life, and that
your heart is broken, or ¢blighted,”—or, if you like it better,
¢ crushed,”—and have no fither or mother, brothers or sisters to
be grieved, shocked or disgraced by you,—why, then, paying first
all your bills, yea, the very tailors, go by all means and take your
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lover’s leap. Mankind will go on without you ; and for the lady,
whose cruel heart you think to wring, she will be much pleased
and flattered: your sad fate will have thrown a shade of romantic
interest around her, and she will look more charming in it than
ever. Bless your innocent heart, a dozen such scalps as yours at
her war-belt will but heighten her rank and dignity in that
savage tribe.

Yet this simple key, one may affirm, does not open the whole
mystery; nor any key yet forged. I will only suggest, that there
may be other considerations worthy a man’s thought (before he
blows his brains out) besides his bare duties, debts to society, or
engagements with other men, women, and children. Finding
yourself Lere, a living man, may it not be worth your while (for
remember it may be the only opportanity you will have for many
an @on) to stay and sce what this life is, and what it is good for
—to try what capucities of action and passion may be in this
manhood wherewith you are thus mysteriously invested—how far
it can lovk before and after—whether there be not matters worth
seeing, doing, knowing, suffering even—consider, consider, whether
there muy not be—1I say not debts and duties—but privileges and
high prerogatives vested in the very life and soul you are about to
scatter to the elements, which will enable and entitle you, even
you, by faithful manly action, to lift up that despised human
nature of yours, not only out of the slough of despond, where it
now lies weltering, but above the empyrean and the stars—yea,
powers whereby you may illumine what is dark in you, what is
low raise and exalt, and so—

By due steps aspire

To lay your just hand$ on the golden key

That opes the palace of eternity.
We know what we are, but not what we shall be; they say that the
owl was a baker's naughty daughter; and I do verily believe that
on the extent to which we purify and ennoble our own nature in
life will depend the rank to be assigned each of us in the scale of
God’s creatures at death. Therefore, on the whole, I say as con-
vict Socrates said: avdpirreov, as we are men, let us be men—as the
Christian apostle said, *“ quit you like men”—what is needful to
be endured, endure it; what your hand findeth to do, do it; love,
hate, work, and play, not envying, not oppressing, nor brooking
oppreqsmn——above all, not lying (to yourself or others), and you
will see good days Lefore you die and after.

I am far from saying it is your duty to remain alive for all this
—only your privilege. You are not obliged, but permitted; and
you may throw away the privilege, and decline the trouble. But
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beware, lest on you. next transmigration you find yourself looking
out through the eyes of a baboon, or hearing with the ears of a
jackass,

Reading over the above disquisition two hours after writing if,
I find it consists of words mainly, or even echoes of words, with
shadows and ghosts of meanings. Heaven be my witness, I know
little of man’s life and its high destinies myself; and am often
inclined to say there is nothing in it. All is vanity. Yet “look
to the end of life.” Who can say all is vanity till he has tried it
out? Thirty-three years have I walked the earth, and not idly nor
with my eyes intentionally sealed. Ihave lived, and I have loved;
and, up to the present date, cannot say that I ’find this world to
be any great matter. But then, here is a new scene of it opening
upon me; the hulks may teach me somewhat. I am resolute to
wait and see.

20th.—A month 1n Bermuda, and there has not been one
shower; but a heavy dew at night (which it seems Prospero was
aware of), and even during the day, while a tyrannical sun is
blazing down vertically upon this arid land, there is a surprising
dampness in the air, so that salt standing in an uncovered vessel
upon a shelf in the dry ship, soon runs to water. A southerly
wind blows the whole summer, laden always with water; and
without it there would certainly be no vegetation at Bermuda. As
it is, however, vegetation is very rich, and the fruit is delicious,
Good people have sometimes got a melon or pine-apple smuggled
in to me by methods to me unknown.

My window commands a view of the whole dock-yard with its
buildings, also the barrack and parade-ground. The 42d Regiment
of Highlanders is stationed here, and just before sunset, every
evening, they muster on an esplanade right opposite to me, and
march up to their barracks with bagpipes playing “ The Campbells
are coming,” or some kindred air. But upon the other side, upon
the breakwater, which is also in part visible from my window, is
another muster, sad to see: many hundreds of poor convicts
marched in gangs, some of them in chains, to their work in the
quarries, or the new government buildings. They walk, as I
fancy, with a drooping, dull gait and carriage. Their eyes, it ia
said, are greatly injured by the glare of the white rocks, and many
of them grow ‘“moon-blind,” as they call it, so that they stumble
over stones as they walk. There are always two or three of those
belonging to this ship kept in irons for one fault or another, and
the clank of chains is seldom out of my ears. Within the month,
also, several of them have been savagely flogged; the other prisoners

are all mustered to see this exhibition; and though I am never
- e
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summoned to any muster, I can hear in my cabin every cut of the
sounding lash, and the shrieks of the mangled wretches. I once
asked the attendant who brings my meals what fault a man had
committed who was flogged that morning. “ For giving cheek, sir,”
answered the man; which means, using insolent language; but when
I hear the officers or guards speaking to them (as when walking on
deck I often do), it is always in an imperious, insolent tone and
manner, even in giving the commonest order ; which might well
exasperate sometimes the tamest drudge. No wonder the poor
fellows are sometimes provoked to “give check.” Now, I am sen-
tenced to the very same punishment with these convicts, yet here
have I my “cabin,” my book-shelves, the attendance of a servant,
wear my own clothes, go out and come in at my own times, am
spoken to, not only without haughtiness, but with respect, and all
because I am supposed to be (though I never said I was) a gentle-
man. See here the spirit of the British Constitution—a most polite
Constitution !—a most genteel spirit! Sece of what fine porcelain
‘clay your Dritish gentleman must be made, when, even as a felon
(for they are bound to pretend that they consider me a felon), the
geutleman is not to be allowed to mix with the swinish multitude.
Your gentlemanly convict, even, must have deference and accom-
modations, and attendance and literary leisure ;—but in the hulk,
as clsewhere, there is the hard word and the hard blow, and
unremitting, ill-requited toil, and fetters for the limbs, and a
scourge for the back of the poor.

21st.—Mr Hire, the deputy-superintendent, came on board
to-day, and handed me letters from home. The Governor, too,
had very courteously sent them to me unopened ; but Mr Hire
said he expected that if anything in them related to public affairs
I would give them up—which of course I promised—then hurried
down to my den, and with shaking hands broke the seals. A
long letter from my dcarest wife, another from my mother.
Matters had gone as I anticipated with affairs in Dublin :—the
very day of my sentence the printing-oftice, with types, paper, and
books had been seized by the police—and then, of course, agents
and others who owed me debts wonld not venture to pay them ;
because, the books being in the enemy’s hands, if Lord Clarendon
chose it, he might make them all pay over again. This I do not
think likely; but in the meantime, under the false pretext of my
“conviction,” the scoundrel robs my wife and children. The
people are collecting a “tribute” for her, whick is humiliating
to think of—yet what can be ¢ne? Besides, this payment of
money in open sustainment of Irish “Felony” is a good thing.
Nothing so fully interests some men in a cause, as subscribing
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money for it. My brother William has gone to New York at my
mother’s earnest request: they do not tell me why; (I warned
them not to give me any political news, which would only cause
the letters to be kept from me) but I can guess that the
‘‘government ” are proceeding with vigour. *

CHAPTER 1V,

July 2/th—On board the © Dromedary” Hulk. Here is a vio-

lent provocation to me: newspapers have arrived, of course, by the
monthly mail; I even see them passing from hand to hand amongst
the guards and mates, and there is a whole month’s history of
Ireland in them, continued from the day of my kidnapping, and I
cannot see one of them. Special orders, it seems, have been
given to everybody on board, under heavy penalties, that no com-
munications are to be had with me, save in matters of absolute
necessity. The very servants who attend about the half-deck seem
frightened if they find themselves passing near me; and every one
in the place seems to be watching everybody else. I learn also,
that before I was brought back from the hospital-ship one of the
guards of the ““ Dromedary” was discharged because he had spoken -
some words favourably of me before anotber, who straight reported
it. He was an Irishman, you may be sure, and his name was
Derney. Before I came to Bermuda, as (**) tells me, there was
.great latitude allowed in the matter of admitting newspapers; in
fact, the prisoners saw the papers regularly ; but stringent regula-
tions have. now been made, and solitary confinement, irons and
flogging, are to be the penalties of introducing the contraband
article. And in such a case they are all spies upon one another,
both guards and prisoners. This condition is hardly human,
hardly earthly. The devil is in the place. ‘

But why all this'care and suspicion? How could my receipt
of public news injure the *government,” seeing I can send
out nothing, except through the hands of my gaolers? There
may be reasons for it unknown to me—statesmanship is pro-
found. ‘ .

Aug. jth.—Received to-day alarge trunk from homs, with some
clothes, a few books, and, what I value very highly, four exquisite
coloured daguerreotypes of Glukmann’s : one of my wife in profile;
another has my mother and wife together; a third, John Martin, my
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staunch and worthy friend—by this time, I suppose, my fellow-
felon. What a mild and benevolent-looking felon! The conviet
Jesus was hardly purer, meeker, truer, more benignant than this
man is. The fourth likeness illuminates my cell with the right
manly and noble cuntenance of Father Kenyon. He is standing
with his arms folded, and a look of firmness, almost scornful de-
fiance, but tempered and subdued, in his compressed lips and clear
grey eye. Now, the speaking images of two such friends as these
—to say nothing of the first two—will be high and choice com-
panionship for me in my den. But what do they now ? Where are
they? How fare they? Is it possible that my gaolers can keep me four
teen years from learning what became of the great cause from the
'27th of May last forward ? I do not fear this; by prudence and cau-
tion, and patience, some bulletins of imtelligence will be gained,
methinks,

15th.—Each of these wooden prisons, with its inmates, affects
still to be a ship and crew; the officer second in command is called
¢ chief-mate,” then we have second-mate, and quarter-masters; the
rank-and-file of the turnkeys are termed guards. The prisoners,
or ship’s company, are distributed into messes and watches; and
half-a-dozen of them who are set apart to man the boats, swab the
decks, and the like, are ““ boatswain’s-mates.” All these matters I
discover as I walk the quarter-deck in dignified silence, and observe
the daily onguings of my dismal abode. So I am to regard my-
gelf as one of a ship’s company—one who may, by good conduct,
rise to be a boatswain’s mate ! Rather, indeed, I seem a solitary
passenger, bound on a fourteen years’ cruise, though fast moored
by head and stern. The language, too, used by both officers and
prisoners, is altogether ship-shape—damn—blast, or b— your
bloody eyes! One or other of these is the usual form of rebuke,
expostulation, or encouragement (as the case may be) employed in
the constant routine of duty. The chief-mate, the same tall old
man who took charge of my finances, is a man high in authority,
and damns and blasts all the eyes in the ship at his pleasure, ex-
cept mine and the commander’s. He is also the person specially
charged to take care of me. It is he who lockd my cell at night,
and unlocks it in the morning; and beside that, he always pays me
a visit about ten o’clock at night, and three times more between
that and morning, to make sure that I have not escaped. IfIam
asleep, or pretending to be asleep, he makes the guard bring near
his lantern, so that its light may fall on my face, and assures him-
self that it is I, and no other, who lies there. I see no way of
escape, or else, God knows, I would try it: but I am given to un-
derstand this uneasy vigilance of my old friend the mate is a very
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peculiar and unexampled degree of attention. Yet it is not all:
since wmy return from the hospital-ship I learn that a sentinel from
the barracks keep guard upon this breakwater all night close along-
side the ship, as well as another seutinel at the place where a bridge
joins one end of the breakwater to the fortifications—and that per-
sons coming to the hulks here after sunset, even the surgeon and
other officers, are obliged now to provide themselves with passes.
Then the poor prisoners are restricted from much of the little
liberty they had before, and must not saunter on the breakwater
as they used. In short, the reins of discipline have been gathered
up so tight for my sake, that I believe the whole “ ship’s company ”
heartily wish I had been sent to Australia or to the devil. I seem
unconscious of all this, and pace the quarter-deck in silence, walk-
ing the plank.

These planks, I may observe by the way, are undoubtedly the
celebrated *‘last planks of the Constitution,” so often referred to
by an illustrious gentleman deceased; and I find them to be of
teak.

20th.—The August mail-steamer has arrived: bringing another
month’s history of Ireland, but not for me. I have letters from
home, however; all well. Wife and bairns at Carlingford for the
summer. :

28th.—1 was right: news do leak, percolating through the
strangest capillary tubes: a man cannot be sealed up hermetically
in a hulk; and I am not to be fourteen years in utter darkness.
Voici! Government coutinues to act with vigour: certain Chartists
have been holding meetings in London to testify sympathy with me:
whereupon the insulted government clapped them up in jail and
indicted them; the record of my conviction as a felon was produced
by my friend Kemmis on their trial as part of the proof against
them. Amongst others, Ernest Jones, an able man, a barrister, and
editor of the Northern Star, has been convicted and sentenced to
two years’ imprisonment for attending one of those meetings, and
saying in his speech there, that I, J. M., would one day. return to
my country in triumph, and Lord John Russell and Lord Clarendon
would be transported. I'ine vigour this! But then possibly Mr
Jones and the rest have had fair play in respect of juries in London.
Of this indeed I can find no distinct intelligence; but there is
actually law and a government in their country. If the juries
were not packed, they have nothing to complain of ; if they were
fairly tried by their countrymen and found guilty, why, they are

uilty.
¢ InyIrelaud, Meagher has been arrested at his father’s kouse and
earried to Dublin.  His crime is a speech at Rathkeale, and
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“sgedition” only, not “fclony,” therefore he is liberated on bail,
A warrant against Smith O'Brien—not yet exccuted. But Jokn
Martin lies in Newgate charged with felony, committed in the 7rish
Felon—and where else should felony be found 7 Dufly is also in
Newgate, for a like felony done in the Nation; Kevin O’Dogherty,
and R. D. Williams, ‘who established another felonious newspaper
immediately after my kidnapping, nuder the title of the Irisk 7' i-
bune, are also committed for felony: and still more vigorous vigour
—the issue of the three papers, Nation, Felon, and Tribune, was
stopped by the police, who even took them away from the news-
men on the streets: their offices were broken open, taken possession
of and searched for felonious documents; and, in short, everything
goes on in the geonuine ’98 style. I like all this very well.

And poor Williams, with his fragile frame and sensitive poetic
temperament—is Le to be a martyr felon? And Martin! But
perhaps Lord Clarendon may find these two amongst the stoutest
he has yet to dcal with,

Now will the philanthropic viceroy deliberately pack a castle
jury for every one of these criminals; and again systematically ex-
clude three parts of the citizens of Dublin from the exercise of the
commouest rights of good and lawful mnen? I think he will do
it; at bis peril he must do this atrocity. I told bim he would have
to do it, or else give up the government. He dares not give his
prisoners a ﬂur trial: ¢ policy,” “ statesmanship,” and the *“force of
circumstances,” will imperiously compel him to cheat these men,
to work hideous injustice under colour of law, to tamper with the
administration of justice, which it is his office to guard, to outrage
Ireland, to lie to England, and to damn his own soul. Imperious
force of circumstances. When will rulers conceive, in their be-
nighted minds, that common honesty is the deepest policy, and
that by far the cunningest statesmanship would be to do plain
justice ?

At any rate matters are now in train for plenty of excellent
legal work in Ireland: they will know before all is over what fine
laws and constitution they have there: the “law” will develop
itself, and “ Crown and Government” will get vindicated properly
—jurors, also, one may hope, will learn their duty amidst all this
(I mean the duty they will have to do so soon as trial by jury is
restored)—the duty, namely, in all political prosecutions at the
suit of the Queen of England, to find all persons not guilty. Nay,
they must carry it further, and insist upon bringing in special
verdicts in all such.cases, finding, on their oath, that the respective
prisoners at the bar bave merited well of their country—that is,
if they have really delivered a damaging blow to * government.”
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Either it will come to this, or else the philanthiopic viceroy
must pack closer, and ever closer, every Commission; and tran-
sport and hang men on the verdicts of his own particular tradesmen,
“by special appointment” jurors to the Lord Lieutenant—which
in the end may work as well.

Lord Fitzwilliam wants to “bring in a bill” to pension the
Catholic clergy, that is, bribe them to secure the peace of the
country, while “government” is working its wicked will. Mini-
sters appear to think the proposal too palpable and ostentatious in
its corruptness at the present moment: so they are “not prepared
to accede ” just now. That small job is to stand over for a while..

Sept. 1st.—Three months this day since I sailed away from the
Cove of Cork.

. Shall I go on scribbling in a book, making myself believe that T
am keeping a journal? Why, one day is exactly like every other
day to me. On this fourteen years’ voyage of mine, it might seem
that one seafaring practice at least might be dispensed with—
keeping a log, namely. For my latitude and longitude, my course
and bearings vary not from day to day: the altltude of the sun at
noon is always just the same, save the season’s difference. No-
thing ever happens to me. What have I to write? Or, if I
write my nothings, who will ever read? May not the ¢ chief-mate”
come in any morning and take away my log for his own private
reading——or, if he think it worth while, deliver it to the superin-
tendent, who may deliver it to the governor, who may deliver it
to the prime minister? So it may even come to do me harm
another day: for I am in their power.

Yet, notwithstanding all these considerations, I feel much in-
clined to jot down a page or two now and then, though it were
but to take note of the atmospheric phenomena ; or to praise or
abuse some book that I may have been reading; or, in short, to
put on record anything, whether good or bad, that may have oc-
curred in my mind—if one may use so strong an expression as
mind in this seaweed state. After all, in so very long a voyage,
one might well forget from whence he set sail, and the way back,
unless he have some sort of memoranda to refer to. This book
will help to remind me of what I' was, and how I came down
hither, and so preserve the continuity of my thoughts, or personal
tdentity, which, there is sometimes reason to fear, might slip away
from me. These scrawls then will be in some sort as the crumbs
which the prince (I forget his name) scattered on his way as he
journeyed through the pathless enchanted wood. And there was
in that haunted wood no browner horror than I have to pass
through here. The ancient mariner, too, and his shipmates, who
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were the first that ever burst into that silent sea—surely they did
not neglect to keep their dead reckoning.

For these reasons, and acting upon these examples, I shall go
on with my notes of nothing. It interests me in the meantime:
a vicious tirade discharged into this receptacle relieves me much;
_ a dissertation helps me to think, and use reason aright, by means
-, of a new organon I have invented, called the method of Rigmarole:

" good rant, like a canter on the back of a brisk horse, gives me an
ppetite for dinner. And surely amongst all this there cannot
ssome things that my boys will read with pleasure in

»,—To devise & certain and effectual mechanism

21d ever come to be searched for papers, I may
sard and ensure their sinking.

ead, or am likely to read here for some
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character in it, thongh eccentric, yet its own; with some blood in
its veins, and speculation in its eyes, and a way and-a will of its
own. Then you may make acquaintance with it, receive impres-
sions from it. But if it be a rickle of bones, still more if it be a
made-up skeleton, collected out of divers graves by a popular
editor—with Mr Bruce’s spinal colamn wired to Mr Salt’s skull-
bones, and Mr Belzoni’s pelvis and ribs, the thing is disgusting,

Two other volumes of the same Library, to wit:—* Palestine,”
edited by a Dr Russell, and “ Persia” by Frazer, I have also read
diligently, not without many wry faces—and find them to be of
the same indigestible material.

Howbeit I have swallowed a parcel of these volames for want
of something better (as Laplanders sometimes dine on blue clay
and tree-bark) : also a sheaf or fasciculus of novels printed in
pamphlet shape by New York and Philadelphia pirates. Vast
oceans of trash ! I have always accounted myself eupeptic in the
matter of books; thought that I could devour much deleterious
stuff without evil effect;—omnia sana sanis;—otherwise, I should
presently suffer from a horrible constipation of garbage. And
one has need of a stomach like the organs of those ducks of
Pontus (unto which, as Aulus Gellius saith, poisons are rather
wholesome than hurtful), who adventures to gorge the current
“literature ” they compound for the unfortunate ¢ masses ” in this
great age. But what will not a prisoner have recourse to for
passing the time.

Not that I mean to submit to this long. Only for the present
I am advisedly letting my iutellect lia idle, basking in the sun,
dozing in the shade, grazing upon every green thing. But Inever
dream of killing Time for fourteen years—if it come to that, Time
will kill me—fourteen years would be too many for me :—an oc-
casional half-hour, to be sure, you may kill if you take him
unaware, but to slaughter Time by whole lustra and decades is
given to no mortal. Therefore, I intend, after having been at
grass awhile, to cultivate friendly relations with Time—a thing to
be done by working only—to get old Time on my side instead of
living against him, that so I may use poor Walter Scott’s proverb,
“Time and I against any two.” In plain English, if I find that I
am likely to stay long here, and to have, as now, the disposal of
my own time, I will try to procure from Ireland some requisite
books (perhaps 150 volumes in all)—and thereafter deliberately
write a certain book, a task which I have long lusted after, and
often wished for leisure to set about. There is leisure enough now;
and facturusne opere pretivdn sim, I make no sort of doubt; for the
task itself, by atoning me with Time, will be its own reward.
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Touching work, I am by no means sure yet that I may not any
morning be equipped in a linen blouse, with the broad arrow on
its back, and sent out in a gang to the quarries to work there. 1
am quite ready: my health is very good. To khow practically
how to blast and hew stones, and build, will be no contemptible
accomplishment: and perhaps I may live and thrive better, earn a
keener appetite for my * rations,” and a softer pillow for my sleep,
working with my hands, than writing a book. It is but fourteen
years (more or less)—and for the queen’s broad arrow, they cannot
brand it upon my heart within, where many respectable members
of society in Ireland have it stamped indelibly—men whose snuls
dwell in a hulk: the queen’s arrow may be branded on my garment,
but into their souls the iron has entered.

On this same question—whether I, J. M., shall be, or ought to
be, set to work like a convict—there has been a good deal of dis-
cussion in Parliament and the newspapers. The “authorities”
would willingly have their forbearance attributed to their tender-
ness for my delicate state of health; or in the alternative—as
public opinion may hereafter make it convenient to put the thing
on the one ground or the other—they could ascribe the difference
made in my favour to consideration for a “person of education
and a gentleman.” If the authorities do now, or shall ever account
for it on the score of health, the authorities lie,—not, I ween, for
the first time,—because I have never once complained of my health
gsince I came to Bermuda, and never was in better health all my
life,. They cannot even plead the trifling illness I had on
my voyage, because while I was in Spike Island express instrue-
tions (I saw them) were sent thither from the Castle, not to_treat
me in any way as a convict, or put me into convict clothes. More-
over, there are hundreds of poor convicts here, working too, in the
quarries, far worse in health than I ever was, or I hope shall be.

In truth, all this great question is very indifferent to me. Ido
- not much care whether they make me work like the convicts or
no—nor how they dress me. I only set down the above facts be-
cause they are facts; and it may be convenient for me to remember
them some other day.

At any rate work must be had in some shape. Facito aliquid
operis, saith St Jerome, ut semper te Diabolus inveniat occupatum,
Vel fiscellam texe junco; vel canistrum lentis plecte viminibus;—
apum fabrica alvearia ;—texantur et lina capiendis piscibus.
Which reminds me that there is abundance of good fish here:
mullet, boneto, a thick sort of flat-fish, a red-fleshed fish not very
much worse than salmon. There i#® also a monstrous kind of
mackerel, three or four feet long, a most powerful and voracious
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fish. They cruise to and fro in parties of three or four, and I
ha.ve often watched them for an hour at a time swimming about
in the deep green water, and occasionally making a superb charge
amongst the shoals of young fry, like a squadron of Inniskilleners
riding through a mob,
4th—11th.—Reading Homer, and basking in the sun upon the
sea side of the breakwater. Weather delicious. Have also been swal-
lowmg autobiographies—GQifford’s, Thomas Elwood’s, Capt. Crich-
ton's autobiography by Dean Smft Crichton was an old cavalry
officer, an Irishman, who had served in Scotland under the blood-
hound Dalziel, against the Covenanters: and as he could not tell his
story decently himself, the dean, while he was staying at Market-
bill, took down the facts from the old man and set them forth in
his own words, but using the first person—Crichton loquente.
The product is bighly amusing: in every page you see a dean
of St Patrick’s riding down the whigamores, or a Sergeant Bothwell
in canonicals thundering against Wood’s Copper. But the best
~ thing is that our admirable dean makes Crichton (who did not
care a button about the matter) deliver with bitter venom some
of his, the dean’s, own Jonatban-Swiftean opinions about church
government, and contradict and vituperate Bishop Burnet with an
odium almost theological, and he a mere dragoon. William
Gifford’s account of himself is somewhat conceited and pragmati-
cal, yet natural and manful. I have a deep and secret sympathy
with Gifford. Elwood’s, however, is by far the best of the three,
and is indeed one of the most downright, straightforward produec-
tions I ever met with. What a book of books an autobiography
might be made, if a man were found who would and could tell
the whole truth and no more than the truth! But I suppose such
a man will never be found. Nobody, surely, believes Mr Gibbon’s
statement of his own case: and you cannot well tell what to make
of Rousseau’s. Perhaps Evelyn’s diary comes as near to the thing
as any of these: but then it is almost entirely objective, not
subjective; besides, Evelyn was so staid and well-regulated a
fellow, so quiet a citizen and point-de-vice a gentleman, that what
Le has to tell is not so well worth telling as one could wish. I
conclude that the perfect or ideal autobiography no human eye
will ever see; because they whose inner life is best worth revealing
—whose souls have soared highest and dived deepest—are just
they who will never make a confidant of the discerning public:—
or if they communicate anything, it will be but here a little and
there a little, and not in the name of the Ego, but by way of
adumbration, as in the case of those sibylline paper-bags put forth by
the enterprising publishers, Stillschweigen & Cognie, of Weissnichtwa.
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13th.—The glorious bright weather tempts me to spend much
time on the pier, where I have been sitting for hours, with the
calm limpid water scarce rippling at my feet. Towards the north-
east, and in front of me where I sit, stretches away beyond the
rim of the world that 1mmeasurable boundless blue; and by
intense gazing I can behold, in vision, the misty peaks of a far-oﬁ'
land—yea, round the gibbous shoulder of the great oblate spheroid,
my wistful eyes can see, looming, floating in the sapphire empy-
rean, that green Hy Brasil of my dreams and memories —* with
every haunted mountain and streamy vale below.” Near me, to
be sure, on one side, lies scattered an archipelago of sand and
lime-rocks, whitening and spitting like dry bones under the
tyrannous sun, with their thirsty brushwood of black fir-trees; and
still closer, behind me, are the horrible swarming hulks, stewing,
seething cauldrons of vice and misery. But often while I sit by
the sea, facing that north-eastern art, my eyes, and ears, and heart
are all far, far. This thirteenth of September is a calm, clear,
antumnal day in Ireland, and in green glens there, and on many a
mountain side, beech-leaves begin to redden, and the heather-bell
has grown brown and sere: the corn-fields are nearly all stripped
bare by this time; the flush of summer grows pale; the notes of
the singing-birds have lost that joyous thrilling abandon inspired
by June days ‘'when every little singer in his drunken rapture will
gush forth his very soul in melody, but he will utter the unutter-
able joy. And the rivers, as they go brawling over their pebbly
beds, some crystal bright, some tinted with sparkling brown from
the high moors—“the hue of the Cairngorm pebble”—all have
got their autumnal voice, and chide the echoes with a hoarser
murmur, complaining (he that hath ears to hear let him heaT\')
how that summer is dying and the time of the singing of birds is
over and gone. On such an autumn day to the inner ear is ever
audible a kind of low and pensive, but not dolcful sighing, the
first whxspered susurrus of those moaning, wailing October winds,
wherewith winter preludes the pealmg anthem of his storms.
Well known to me by day and by night are the voices of Ireland’s
winds and waters, the faces of her ancient mountains. I see it, I
hear it all—for by the wondrous power of imagination, informed
by strong love, I do indeed live more truly in Ireland than on
these unblessed rocks.

But what avails it? Do not my eyes strain over the sea in vam?
my soul yearn in vain? Has not the Queen of England banished
me from the land where my mother bore me, where iy father’s
bones are laid?

Sept. 26th.—Asthma! asthma! The enemy is upon me. For
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a few months I fondly dreamed that the fiend was shaken off, and
that the change of climate had ﬁnally exorcised him. Once more
I feel that, though T take the wings of the morning, there is no
escape from this plague.

* 27th.—* Blast bis blopdy eyes! What is he but a convict, like
the rest of us—a damnation, bloody convict?’— Meaning me. I
heard this exclamation to-day through the wooden walls of my cell,
when the gangs were in at dinner-hour: for they sometimes grow
loud and energetic in their discourse, and then I cannot but hear
some of their words. A bloody convict like the rest! The man
is right; and I am well pleased to hear the observation, and to
see the black scowls that some of the prisoners give me when any
accldent brings them to meet me on the pier. By ‘“act of parlia-
ment,” and-by the verdict of a “jury,” I am a felon, as they are,
and know no title I have to walk about “ like a gentleman " that
is idle, while they work hard. Right, my felon friend! I'like to
know that such a feeling is astir; and truly it could hardly fail;
these men, who have to take off their hats when they speak to the
pettiest guard of the ship, and who dare not set foot on the
quarter-deck, even if they have an errand there, without uncover-
ing and making low obeisance—see me marching up and down
the same quarter-deck, with my hat on, and those very guards
and officers, now and then, when they meet me in a quiet place,
touching their caps to me;—the prisoners see all this, and of
course they look black and curse. It is the only way they know
of at present to express their indignation—and I honour their
cursing, and venerate their black looks, trusting that their wrath
will fructlfy into an intelligent and wholesome hatred of those
damnable “institutions” which makes so much of gentlemanhood -
and so little of manhood,—to wit, the glorious British Constitu-
tion in Church and State.

On Sundays, when the convict-congregation is attending service
on deck, and their palmetto hats are off, I have an opportunity of
observing their faces and heads; an inspection which is facilitated
by the close cropping of hair and shaving of whiskers enforced
amongst them. At first glance they look just like the untransported
population at home; but closer examination makes you aware that
many of themn have evil countenances and amorphous skulls—poor
fellows |—burglars and swindlers from the womb.

‘¢ By Nature marked,
Coted and signed to do some deed of shame.”

what was to be done with these ? Why were they begotten{
not they take up a reproach against their Creator, as the
° Uz—or say with Adam—
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“DidIr eﬁuest thee, Maker, from my clay,
To mould me Man? Did I solicit thee
From darkness to promote me?”

We may become entitled to ask these questions when we know the
secret things which belong unto God. May not these be even now
expiating sin committed before they put on human flesh? May not
this be their hell —and a hell, one might say, infernal enough.
Poor devils! I hope they may not have to go farther, and fare worse.

Most of the prisoners, however, have good and well-conditioned
faces, as men generally go—quite up to the average run that you
meet in Ludgate Hill or Dame Street.

30th.—It was not until this day that I got a sketch of the news
brought by the September mails. Something strange, it was plain,
had befallen Ireland, by the significant looks the guards sometimes
gave me, and by their suddenly stopping their conversation when-
ever my walk on deck brought me near them. I have it; in the
first place, the Habeas Corpus Act is suspended; this ordinary pro-
ceeding having occupied just seventy hours for its six readings and
its royal assent. Well, there’s nothing very strange in that: I ex-
pected that somewhere about this time. But what comes next?
John Martin found guilty of felony (by A well-packed jury of Castle-
Protestants)—and sentenced to ten years’ transportation ! 1 am very
glad of this, because Martin is simply the best, worthiest, and
most thoroughly bigh-minded man 1 ever knew ; and because ke
has a large circle of acquaintances, who are all aware of his worth.
Oune could not wish British law in Ireland a more damaging,
damning sort of “ vindication” than thus to be compelled to send
such men, by such methods, to its hulks. Go on, brave Law !
There is nothing like vigour.

John Martin a convict! John Martin in the hulks! Dragged
away from the green shades and fertile pleasant places of Long-
horne, and made one of a felon ship’s-crew at Bermuda or Gibraltar.
But the end is not yet.

Who and what is this John Martin? A political adventarer
seeking to embroil the state, in hope of somebow rising to the sur-
face of its tossing waves? or a needy agitator, speculating on a
general plunder { or a vain young man courting puffs, paragraphs,
and notoriety # or a wild Jacobin, born foe of order, who takes it
for his mission to overthrow whatever he finds established, and
brings all things sacred into contempt? Great God ! Thou
knowest that the man on earth most opposite to these is John
Martin, the Irish Felon. By temperament and habit retiring, quiet,
contented, one who has lived always for others, never for hlmself
his pleasures are all rural and domestic; and if there be any one
thing uuder the sun that he heartily scorns, it is puffery and news-g
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paper notoriety, All he possesses (and it is enough for his moderate
wants) is landed property in fee-simple, which a social chaos would
assuredly whirl away from him. Instead of being a Jaeobin, and
natural enemy of law, property, and order, he venerates law be-
yond all other earthly things—cannot bear to live where anarchy
reigns; would for ever prefer to bear with unjust institutions,
corruptly administered, if not wholly intolerable, rather than dis-
quiet himself and others in a struggle to abolish them. But¢ in
the exact proportion in which this man reveres law, he loathes
and spurns the fraudulent sham of law. He respects property—
his own and other men’s—while it subsists; but he knows that
when a large proportion of the peopls in any land lie down to
perish of want, by millions (or were it only by thousands or
hundreds), there is no property any longer there—only robbery,
and murder. Property is an institution of society—not a Divine
endowment, whose title-deed is in heaven; the uses and trusts of
it are the benefit of society; the sanction of it is the authority of
society; but when matters come to that utterly intolerable condition
they have long been in Ireland, society itself stands dissolved—
& fortiori—property is forfeited; no man has a right to the hat
upon his own head, or the meal he eats, to the exclusion of a
stronger man. There has come, for that nation, an absolute need
to re-construct ,society, to re-organise order and law, to put pro-
perty into a course whereby it will re-distribute itself. And,
inasmuch as needful re-creations never have been, and never will
be accomplished, without first tumbling down, rooting up, and
sweeping away what rotten rubbish may remain of the old vener-
able institutions, why, the sooner that business is set about, the
better. If we must needs go through a sore agony of anarchy
before we can enjoy the blessings of true order and law again, in
the name of God, let us go through it at once!

Now, is this John Martin’s thought I am setting out, or my
own? I believe both. At any rate, John Martin is an Irishman,
and can never endure to have (‘laws” made over his country by and
for a foreign people. To make that outrage impossible, he accounts
the first duty of all Irishmen. Z'ere, at least, we are of one mind.

On another point, also, we are one. Since my boyhood, I have
always looked with a sort of veneration upon an independent far- -
mer cultivating bis small demesne—a rural pater-familias, who
aspires to no lot but labour in his own land, and takes off his hat
to no “superior ’ under God Almighty. Tenant-right, fee-farm,
call his tenure what you will—only let him be sure that where he
sows, he or liis shall reap, eat, and be satisfied. Such a farmer as this,
lj.l;ough his acres be very fe’w! can generally bring his chi‘l:dxjeg
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creditably forward in a life of honest industry, apprentice some
of his sons to handicraft trades, portion the girls with two cows
and £20, and grow old among his grandchildren, like an uncivil-
ised patriarch, as he is; never troubling his mind about the
progress of the species, nor knowing in the least what that phrase
means, I have loved to see, in the north of Ireland, whilst Ireland
was, the smoke of the homesteads of innumerable brave working
farmers, rising from a thousand hills; and often in my summer
wanderings (in company with the other felon), from the farthest
wilds of Donegal to the pleasant fields of Down and Armagh, we
have fondly dreamed that our country’s hope lay in the quiet
extension of this tenant-right spirit and practice throughout the
island— Monuar! monuar! how many of the warm hearths we
saw smoking then are cold to-day! How ill we had estimated
the profound ferocity of foreign landlordism! How many of those
simple people have had to arise in their old age, bid adieu to their
forefathers’ graves, and hopelessly seek their fortune in a foreign
land! I know that respectable puppies would laugh at the hard-
ship of a mere peasant, one of the *‘ masses,” leaving his native
land. Respectable idiots! By Heaven, there is more true refine-
ment of feeling, more resistless human passion, more delicate
sensibility, more keen, natural affection, more genuine character in
any one of ten thousand farm-houses in Ulster than there is in Dab-
lin Castle, or in the “genteelest” residence of Fitzwilliam Square.

But these people have all been dealt with of late (by those who
rule and rob) as ‘“masses;” a sort of raw materials, to be
thinned when they think it too thick, to be absorbed or dis-
tributed, as the interests of society (that is, those who rob and
rule) may seem to require. We have watched for years—we two
~ felons—the gradual encroachments of landlordism on what used
to be the property of the farmer—the rapid conversion of house-
holders into “ paupers”—the incessant efforts of the British
Government to break down all individual self-respect amongst
Irishmen—choosing a series of famine years to hold out for com-
petition, in every district, a set of “situations under government,”
and so turn a whole nation into servile beggars—the atrocious pro-
fligacy with which millions were laid out in the undertaking, and
so laid out as to make sure they would never fructify to any useful
purpose—never produce anything save a crop of beggarly vice,
idleness, and rascality. Then we saw a bloody compact made be-
tween the Irish landlords and that diabolical government —they to
maintain the “ Union” for England —England to help and support
them in killing as many people in Ireland as might be needful to
preserve the sacred landlord property untouched. We saw that
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compact put into actnal execution —and then, at last, we resolved
to denounce, at least, this villainy, to rouse the people to resist it
while there was yet time—at all events to cross its path ourselves,
though it should crush us. And so we are a pair of transported
felons. DBe it so:—better a transported felon than a quiet slave,
or a complaisant accomplice in murder. Mine ancient comrade !
my friend! my brother in this pious felony—whithersoever thou art
now faring in the fetters of our pirate foe, I hail thee from far across
the Atlantic flood,and bid thee be of good cheer. The end is not yet.

Lord Clarendon is filling the gaols all over Ireland with sus-
pected persons by virtue of the Habeas-Corpus-Suspension Act.
And there is more Irish histcry, too, this month, if I could but
get at it: but better care than ever is taken to keep newspapers
out of the ship, and to prevent me from learning anything. I will
take patience, however—John Martin’s transportation is vigour
enough for one month.

Oct. 18th.—Three weeks of sickness, sleepless nights, and dismal
days: and the “ light” reading that I "have been devouring I find
to weigh very heavy. Yet the ¢ Three Mousquetaires”’ of Dumas
i certainly the best novel that creature has made. How isit that
the paltriest feuilletoniste in Paris can always turn out something
at least readable (readable, I mean, by a person of ordinary taste
and koowledge) and that the popular providers of that sort of thing
in London—save only Dickens—are so very stupid, ignorant, and
vicious a herd ? Not but the feuilleton-men are vicious enough;
but then vice wrapped decently in plenty of British cant, and
brutified by cockney ignorance, is triple vicious. Dumas’s Marquis
de Letoriére, too, is a pleasant little novelette: but I have tried
twice, and tried in vain, to get through a mass of letterpress
called * Windsor Castle,” by Ainsworth; and another by one
Douglas Jerrold, entitled “ St Giles and St James.” It would not
do: the loneliest captive in the dullest dungeon, dying for some-
thing to read, and having nothing else but those, had better not
attempt them: they will only make him, if possible, stupider than
he was before. This Jerrold is the same man who perpetually
reads lectures to “ Society ” (in England)—abusing it for that it
does not, in its corporate capacity, and with public funds, provide
for the virtuous rearing of all the poor—yet takes upon itself to
punish them when they steal, burn ricks, or waylay with intent to
murder. And he writes never-ending “ Serial ” stories, purporting
to be a kind of moral satires (only the satire has no wit and the
moral no morality) showing clearly that poor children thus ne-
glected in their education by society have a good right to commit
Feprisals, by picking society’s pockets, or the pockets of any mem-
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ber thereof. Think of this cruel society, omitting to train up its
children in the way they should go, yet having the unnatural bar-
barity to maintain constables and gaols for the punishment of those
very children when they go wrong! DBat nothing so horribly dis-
gusts this poor snivelling jackass as capital punishments. Hanging
by the neck he considers every way unpleasant, and unworthy of
the nineteenth century. How would he have liked stoning with
stones—or crucifying, head downward? He undoubtedly regards
the criminal legislation of the ancient [Iebrews as a grossly bar-
barous code; but, to be sure, those were unenlightened ages, and
had no “ Serials’—nothing but hard tables of stoue; one copy of
the second edition. Society, in short, was in its infancy, and you
must not expect to find an old head upon young shoulders—nor
to make a silk purse out of a sow’s ear. If the compiler of the
Levitical code were called on to compile laws now indeed, after
the labours of Beccaria, I{oward, and the philanthropists, he
might make a better piece of work.

24th.—What is this I hear? A poor extemporized abortion of a
rising in Tipperary, headed by Smith O’Brien. There appears to
have been no money or provisions to keep a band of people together
two days. And O’'Brien, Meagher, O’'Donoghue (Pat of Dublin),
and Tercnce M‘Manus of Liverpool, all committed for trial to
Clonmel gaol for being parties to the wretched business. I cannot
well judge of this affair here, but in so far as I can learn anything
about it and understand it, O'Brien has been driven into doing the
very thing that ought not to have been done—that Lord Claren-
don will thank him heartily for doing. An insurrection, indeed,
has been too long deferred; yet, in the present condition of the
island, no rising must begin in the country. Dublin streets for that.
O’Gorman, Reilly, Doheny, have fled; and all prominent members
of the Confederation in country towns are arrested on suspicion.

What glee in Dublin Castle and the blood-thirsty dens of Down-
ing-street, at this excuse for “vigour!” Aud, of course, all the world
thinks Irish resistance is effectually crushed; and that Ireland’s
capacity for resistance was lested at this cursed Ballinagarry.

Reilly, I am delighted to find, is safe for the present, but
Duffy, Williams, and O’Dogherty still lie in gaol, awaiting their
trial. Now, my Lord Clarendon, if your jurors but stand by you,
“law” will get developed and vindicated to a great extent. What
is to be the end of all this? Are there men left in Ireland who
will know how to press the enemy hard now? And who will
dare to do it?! Then the poor people—QGod comfort them!—have
another famine-winter before them, for the potatoes have generally
failed again; and, ta be sure, the corn ia nat for the likes of them,
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As for juries in these cases, the Clonmel juries will consist
merely of Cromwellian Tipperary magistrates and frightened Pro-
testant landed proprietors. The Castle Judge will put it to them
to say what they think of revolutions, and what revolutionary
characters deserve to suffer. It is possible these four worthy men
may be hanged.

CHAPTER V.

Nov. 7th, 1848—1In my cell, Dromedary Hulk.—This evening,
after dusk, as I sat at my window, looking drearily out on the
darkening waters, something was thrown from the door of my cell,
and lighted at my feet. I heard a quick noiseless step leaving the
door. Picking up the object, I found it to be a London paper.
The Halifax mail has arrived—I long for the hour when my cell
is to be locked, and carefully hide my treasure till then.

At last the chief mate has locked and bolted me up for the night.
I light a candle, and with shaking hands spread forth my paper.

Smith O’Brien has been found guilty, and sentenced to be drawn
on a hurdle to the place of execution and hanged. The other trials
pending.

21st.—All the four—O’Brien, Meagher, M‘Manus, O'Donoghue
—sentenced to death. But the enlightened Spirit of the Age—
the devil take his enlightened cant!—is going to spare their lives,
and only transport them for life. 1 bave scen a part of Butt's
speech in defence of Meagher—bad. Also the few words spoken
by poor Meagher after conviction; brave and noble words.

I have been sick, and unable to write. Why do I not open my
mouth and curse the day I was born? Because—because I have a
hope that will not leave my soul in darkness;—a proud hope that
Meagher and I together will stand side by side on some better day—
that there is work for us yet to do—that I am not destined to
perish on the white rocks of Bermuda—that the star of Thomas
Meagher was never kindled to set in this Clonmel hurdle.

Of the state of public opinion in Ireland, and the spirit shown
by the surviving organs thereof, I have but this indicium. The
Freeman’s Journal, one number of which I have seen, ventures,
as a piece of incredible daring, to print some words used by White-
side in his speech for the prisoners—words deprecatory of the
packing of juries, or something of that sort. The editor ventures
on no remarks of his own, and carefully quotes Whiteside’s words
as “used by counsel.” Quite, quite down! Yet, on the whole,
I do not much blame Gray, for not flinging himself into the open
pit. He was no way committed to this particular movement; and
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perhaps he is wise to let the storm blow past and keep his papet
alive for quieter times.

Let me try if I can arrive at any reasonable estimate of the
prospects of the great cause amidst all this ululu. Half-a-dozen
gentlemen, or so, are “ transported” (or suppose we had been im-
paled or broken on the wheel). This, we will say, is a loss to the
balf-dozen gentlemen and their friends. But the question is, has
British government in Ireland been damaged by the collision, or
otherwise? Has a breach been effected ? If so, we who were in
the front rank at the assault, have no right to complain that we
only help to fill up a ditch with our bodies for other men to pass
over. Let us thank God if there be men to pass.

And I think British dominion has been damaged, and heavily.
Of course, the contrary will seem to be the fact for awhile. All
bold newspapers will be silenced, and all leading men put under
lock and key; there will be a lull in the matter of “ sedition” and
“treason;” ministers will sanctimoniously congratulate the
peaceably disposed community; cockney newspapers will crow most
cheerily; and the Irish Rebellion will be matter of merriment to
all sleek money-getting men in England. But is Irish disaffection
growing less deep or deadly all this while? Will the strong
healthy appetite for our glorious treason just subside when Lord
Clarendon chooses burglariously to enter and gut all seditious
newspaper offices? Will Catholic hquseholders, who know they
are entitled to serve as jurors, paying the requisite taxes and
having their names on the needful books, will they love the
“ government” any better than they did, when they find them-
selves publicly proscribed and excluded from the common rights
and functions of citizenship ? “ And, I prithee, tell me how dost
thou find the inclination of the people, especially of the yourger
sort?” Surely we have not been utterly losing our labour all
these years past, with our Nations, and our Irish libraries, and
ballads, and the rest of it. Boys have been growing up all these
years; the national schools have not been idle. Within thousands
of those ‘“small curly heads” (celebrated by Reilly), thoughts
have been kindled that Dr Whately wots not of Under many & .
thin poor little jacket, who can tell what a world of noble passion
has been sct aglow; what haughty aspirings for themselves and
their ancient land; what infinite pity; what hot shame for their
trampled country and the dishonoured mame of their fathers; what
honest, wistful rage? Ha! if the thoughful, fiery boy but live to be
a man.—What I mean to say is, in short, that there is now ac-
tually in Ireland a sort of inchuate rudimentary public opinion
independent of the Curthaginians on the one hand, and of the
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priests on the other. If I be right, or nearly right, in my
estimate of the relative forces now extant in Ireland, Carthage
- will dearly rue her vigour of 1848.

For the persons on whom this vigour is exerted, it befalls
happily that the chief men amongst them (not including myself)
are of the highest, purest character. Acts of parliament, verdicts
of “guilty,” hulks, chains, hurdles, cannot blacken or disgrace
these men. When persons calling themselves  government,” by
conspiring with corrupt sheriffs and tampermg with courts of
justice, lay foul hands on such men, I believe that government
cannot long survive its crime.

It is true there will be amongst the better-fed classes—of
Catholics especially—a hideous display of meanness and servility
~ on this occasion. I shall not wonder if corporations, bishops,
Catholic assistant-barristers, and other notabilitics, publicly praise
my Lord Clarendon for his “ wise precautions,” and so forth.
O’Counel’s son will zealously disclaim all connection with illegal
persons, and profess anxiety to administer the poor dilapidated
remnant of his hereditary agitation,” as he calls it, in a strictly
constitutional manner. All this is sad enough; yet, I say, the
fact of a number of honourable and worthy men being oppressively
and corruptly put out of the way by the Euglish agents will
assuredly bear good fruit in Ireland; the wholesome leaven will be
working; ¢ disaffection” will have received a new stimalus, motive,
and reason, and will be deepening and widening daily. Then the
circumstance that half the transported felons are Protestant and half
Catholic will surely help to convince the North (if anything can ever
teach the blockhead North) that our cause is no sectarian cause.
I rely much also on the exertions of the national school teachers
to inculcate sound Irish doctrine dehors the class-books furnished -
to them by Dr Whately. Very many of thofe teachers, I know,
were fully bent, a year ago, on counteracting the influence of that
old shovel-hatted Carthaginian who had so long ridden the national
school system, like a shovel-hatted nightmare.

On the whole, then, we have—

First.—The British Government uninasked—driven fairly fromn
its conciliatory position, and forced to show itself the ferocious
monster it is.

Second.—All the generous sympathies and passiouns of the young
and high-minded enlisted on behalf of the felons and their felony,
and outraged and revolted by the atrocity of the enemy.

Third.—The strong appetite for seditious reading sharpened by
Lord Clarendon’s press-censorship: so that the nexf pouring forth
of sound doctrine will be as springs of water in a thirsty land.
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Thus the breach is every way widened and deepened; arms are
multiplied, notwithstanding proclamations and searches; a fund of
treason and disaffection is laid up for future use; and it will burn
into the heart of the country till it find vent. And so the  Irish
difficulty” will grow and swell into a huge mountainous impos-
sibility.  God prosper it/

Yes; we “ convicts” may be very sure that of all our writing,
speaking, acting and endeavouring, and of the labour we have
laboured to do, what was true, just, faithful, will not perish or
fail of its effect, but will stand and bear fruit, even though we may
be lying in foreign graves, our bones mixed with the unclean dust
of unspeakable rascaldom for ever. '

But what must our poor countrymen go through in the mean-
time? Alas! what further, deeper debasement of mind and body .
is yet before them while those English still have power to
torture the land with their “laws?’ What exterminations, what
murders, what beggary and vice, what fearful flights of hunted
wretches beyond sea to the four winds of heaven! How long!
how long!

22d.—Letter from my brother William, who is in New York:
it seems if he had not left Ireland at once he would have been
arrested under the Habeas-Corpus-Suspension Act [which s the
palladium of the British Constitution—the Habeas Corpus or the
suspension of the Habeas Corpus?] Lord Clarendon is cramming
the gaols: but Dillon, Reilly, O’Gorman, and Doheny all seem
to have escaped. Dillon is in New York—O'Gorman escaped in
a small vessel to some port in Bretagne.* Icannot make out Reilly’s
whereabouts; but wherever he is, the worthy fellow is not idle.

French Republic still standing, and, I think, likely to stand.
The information that has penetrated to me through my bars is but

" fragmentary; not presenting me with the panorama indue sequence,
but only a fableaus here and there; yet, what I have seen is good.
In June, some people, whom the English newspapers call the ¢ Red
Republicans” and Communists, attempted another Paris revolution,
which, if successful, would have been itself a horrible affair, and
at any rate might bave been the death of the Republic; but they
were swept from the streets with grape and canister—the only way
of dealing with such unhappy creatures.

I cannot believe that all the party called Red Republicans are
also Communists, though the English newspapers use the terms
as synonymous—of course’to cast odium on the thorough-going
Republicans. I suspect that there is a numerous party of staunch
Republicans who balieve the Revolution is but half accomplished,

* No—to Constantinople.
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which, indeed, may turn out to be the case. But then these ought
to make no common cause with Socialists; Socialists are something
worse than wild beasts,

But I can see no French papers; I am in British darkness.

Note, that the gentle Alphonse de Lamartine has somehow
Iropped out of the tableaux of late. I miss his dignified figure,
and lofty brow with its invisible crown of thorns. I miss the high-
flying language and gushing tenderness of that piteous poet—his
Bedouin instep, and his eye in elaborate fine frenzy rolling. What
has become of him I cannot make out, nor the special cause of his
dechéance. But it was natural, necessary, and right:let Alphonse
retire to the East again, and see visions of a Druse-Maronite em-
pire;—let him pour forth his mysterious sorrows on Lebanon, and
add with tears to the dews of Hermon. He had no call to the
leading of a revolution, and was at best but what we seamen call
a figure-head. The demission of Alphonse pleases me the better,
as I predicted the same in the Unifed Irishman within a month
after the February revolution. So far, well; I have other political
prophecies pending—fulfilmen? not due yet.

The Carthaginian newspapers, I find, are deeply distressed about
this French Republic—mad that it yet lives, They are zealous in
laying hold of and exaggerating all the inconveniences that canuot
fail to grow out of the dislocation of interests and interruption of
business occasioned by such a revolution; they are concerned about
it chicfly for the sake of the French people, you may be sure; and
one and all predict a speedy return to monarchy in the person of
the young Bordeaux-Berri-Bourbon, if not of Louis Philippe him-
gelf, In truth, these newspaper-inen are thoroughly frightened;
or, rather, 'their owners or subsidizers, the aristocracy and credit-
funding plutocracy of Carthage, are frightened at this near
neighbourhood of liberty, and the danger of fund-confounding
revolution; and so they all devote it from their hearts to the
infernal gods.

Here is the mighty game of sixty yeats ago coming to be played
again—to be pla¥ed out perhaps this time;. and the world is about
to be spectator of a most excellent piece of work. And am I, oh
my God! through all these crowded years of life, to sit panting
here behind an iron grating, or to die an old hound’s death, and rot
among Bermudian blatte! Infandum/

Jan. 16.—Last night, as my double-goer and I—for I go double
—sat in my cell smoking our pipe together, the awful shade took
occasion to expostulate with me in the following terms:—«“I do
observe,” quoth he, ‘“a singular change in you of late days; a
ghadow of gloom, and almost a tinge of atrocity, staining the serene
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empyrean of your soul; and, what is yet sadder, I behold in you
what seems to be a sort of conscious obliquity of judgment and
elaborate perversity of feeling, which is—that is, it appears to me
—that is, if I read you aright—which is blacker than mere natural
malignity.”

The Ego (Puffing thick clouds)—Ezxplain; your language is
unusual.

Doppelganger.—Well, then, first: What is the meaning of all
this fiery zeal of yours for the French Republic? I know well that
you feel no antipathy to either a monarchical or an aristocratic
government, as such; that, in fact, within your secret heart, you
care very little about Republicanism in the abstract.

The Ego.—Not a rash. What then!

Doppelganger.—Then I am forced to conclude that your anxiety
for the success of the French Republic springs from something else
than zeal for the welfare of the human race.

The Ego.—A fig for the human race; to be sure it does.

Doppelganger. ——Yes it is born of no love for mankind, or even
French mankind, but of pure hatred to England, and a ‘diseased
longing for blood and carnage. You think a republic cannot long
stand in France without an European war, which would smash the
credit-system, cut up commerce, and in all probability take India
and Canada from the British Empire—to say nothing of Ireland.

Tke Ego.—To say nothing of Ireland? But what if I were
thinking of Ireland all the time?

Doppelganger.—And for the chance of getting Ireland severed
from Britain in the dreadful melée, do you desire to see all Europe
and America plunged in desperate war? For the chance of enkind-
ling such a war, do you delight to see a great and generous people
like the French, committing themselves and their children to a wild
political experlment which, as you know, is as like to breed misery
as happiness to them and theirs 1

The Ego—(Laying down pipe, and raising aloft an umbrageous
pillar of smoke).—Now, listen to me, Herr Doppelganger. First,
I care little, indeed, abont Republicanism in the abstract; but the
French Republic I watck in its growth with keen and loving
interest. For Republicanism, or Monarchism, in the abstract, is
nothing—a government is a thing that governs concrete living men
under absolute extant circumstances; and I regard aristocratic and
monarchic institutions, how good soever in their day and place—
how defensible soever “in the abstract,” as being for the Western
nations of Europe worn out—that is to say, worn out for the
present; and until we shall have advanced to them again, via bar-
barism, in the cyclical progress of the species. Fur England, for
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Ireland especially, I believe those institutions arfe far more than
worn out—were worn out fifty years ago, and have only been kept
seemingly-alive by the commercial world, and for purposes of traffic
—+to stave off the inevitable bankruptcy, smash, and alteration
of the style and firm; but in so sustaining a fictitious credit, and
pushing trade to such desperate lengths under it, those money-
making people are likened unto the man who built his house upon
the sand—the longer he has been able to shore it up (building
additional storeys on it all the while) the greater will be the fall
of it. Secondly, I hold that in all marches and counter-marches
of the human race, France of right leads the van. Your Anglo-
Saxon .race worships only money, prays to no other god than money,
would buy and sell the Holy Ghost for money, and believes
that the world was created, is sustained, and governed, and will
be saved by the only one true, immutable, Almighty Pound Ster-
ling. France recognises a higher national life, aspires for ever to
a grander national destiny than mere trading. France mints the
circulating medium of thoughts and noble passions, and sets up
poor nations in business with capital of that stamp. Paris is the
great moral metropolis of mankind. Thirdly, Mein Herr, the
French have no right to stipulate for their own “ happiness,” while
they discharge this high public duty. Neither for man nor nation
is happiness the end of living—least of all for those who utter new
truths and lead in new paths. Let a nation act with all the energy
of its national life—do with its might what its hand findeth to do
—the truth it has got to utter speak it in thunder. = Therein
let it find its ““ happiness,” or nowhere.

Doppelganger.—You speak as if France were fighting the repub-
lican fight for all the world, and in advance of all the world.
Apparently you forget America, and where France herself went to
school to learn republicanism. At any rate, the United States were
a republic before ever France was one.

The Ego.—And San Marino before the United States; but I
was speaking of the great ancient nations of feundal Europe, and
the struggle and travail that is appointed them before they can
slough off the coil of their decrepit or dead aristocracies and
heraldries, which have come to be humbugs—a struggle which the
United States never knew, nor had need to make; for those British
colonies in America, once the yoke of King George was broken,
found themselves republics by the necessity of the case; they had
no material there whereout to form any other sort of government.
The difficulty there would have been to get up a dynasty—to find
the original parents out of whom to bread an hereditary aristocracy.
In short. external circumstances and agencies, and mere necessity,
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made America Republican. But France—France, with all het
circumstances, habits, traditions, tending the other way; ancient
France, mother of chivalry, heritage of Charlemagne’s peers,
environed by a whole world of monarchism, landlordism, and
haughtiest gentility—tearing off the clinging curse, trampling it
under foot, and fronting the naked swords of all raging Europe,
while she stood forth in the simple might of manhood, uncrowned,
unfrocked, untabarded, showing what, after all, men can do; then,
after her own hero, in whom she trusted, lifted up bis heel against
her, when she was hacked and hewn almost to pieces by the knives
of allied butchers, hag-ridden by the horrid ghost of a dynasty,
and cheated by a “citizen king,”—cherishing still, deep in her
glowing heart, the great idea, through long years, through agonies
and sore travail, until the days are accomplished for the god-like
Yirth. This, I apprehend, is another kind of phenomenon than the
Declaration of Independence. And we ought to be thankful to
the good God (you and I) that we live in the days when we may
reasonably hope to see this noble work consummated, though it be
in flames and blood.

Doppelganger.-——You say nothing in answer to my charge, that
all this enthusiasm of yours is mere hatred of England.

The Ego.—No; I scorn to answer that. But what mean %you
by England?—the English people, or English Government? Do
you mean those many millions of honest people who live in Eng-
land, minding their own business, desiring no better than to enjoy,
in peace and security, the fruits of their own industry, and griev-
ously devoured by taxes? Or do you mean the unholy alliance of
land appropriators, and fund-men, and cotton-men, who devour
them? Do you mean the British nation? or do you mean what
Cobbett called the Thing?

Doppelganger.—By England I mean, of course, all her people,
and all her institutions: tradesmen and nobles, Church and State,
weavers, stockholders, pitmen, farms, factories, funds, ships, Carlton
clubs, Chartist conventions, dissenting chapels, and Epsom races.
I mean that.

The Ego.—You do? Then let me tell you it is a very unmean-
ing kind of lumping you make; I hold that now, and for fifty
years back, the best friend to the British nation is slmply he who
approves himself the bitterest enemy to their government, and to
all their institutions, in Church’and State. And thus I claim to
be, not an enemy, but a friend, of England; for the British people
are what 7/ call England.

Doppelganger.—Excluding, of course, those cruel capitalists,
mill-owners, landlords; everybody, in short, who has anything?
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The Ego.—Excluding nobody! But you are aware thatin every
possible condition of human society, no matter how intolerable to
the great majority, no matter how grievously it may cry aloud for
change, there are always many fed persons right well content with
things as they are—to wit, those who thrive upon things as they
are. Why, in Ireland, even, are many grave and well-dressed
persons (I have seen them myself in Belfast, and even in Dublin,
among the fed classes)—who say, Ireland is doing reasonably well,
and likely to do well. Now, in speaking of Ireland and the Irish
people, I do not exclude those fat persons:—only set at naught
their opinion, and set aside fheir particular interests in considera
tion of the vital general interest. Therefore, when I say, that I
.would cut down and overthrow, root and branch, the whole
government and social arrangement of England, I am entitled also
to call myself a friend to the English people, to all the English
people—yes, to the very money-men in Lombard Street, to the very
dukes, the very bishops—I would make them all turn to some
honest occupation.

Doppelganger.—Do you imagine capitalists eat their money, and
so make away with it out of rerum nafura?—Or that land-pro-
prietors devour and digest the entire produce of their estates?—Or,
in short, that the wealthy, be they ever so malignant, can use their
riches otherwise than by employing the poor, and paying them for
their labour?—Or do you propose to enable all the poor to live
without labour or wages?

The Ego.—1 am not to learn from you first principles of
political economy, taken out of Dr Whately’s little primer. Per-
haps you will next be urging that mill-owners are not, by nature,
anthropophagous, and that landlords are not, by anatomical
structure, hyznas, but men. Let us suppose all those matters you
have mentioned, just proved, admitted, put out of the way:—they
are nothing to the purpose. But the case is this;—those you call
capitalists are, as a body, swindlers,—that is to say, the *com-
mercial world” is trading on what it knows to be a fictitious capital,
—keeping up a ‘bankrupt. firm by desperate shifts, partly out of
mere terror at the thought of the coming crash, and partly because
—what often happens in bankruptcy—those who are active in the
business are making their private gains in the meantime out of the
already dilapidated estate:—and all this is but preparing for a
heavier fall and wider-spreading ruin:—the more undoubting con-
fidence in the stability of the concern is felt by fools and pretended
by knaves, so much the greater number of innocent and ignorant
people will have their homes desolated at last. Again, I say that
fifty years ago the crown and realm of DBritain was a bankrupt
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firm, and that the hollow credit system on which it has kept itself
afloat is a gigantic piece of national swindling,—which must end
not in ruin merely, but in utter national disgrace also.

Doppleganger.—Ah! The nation is swindling itself then! I
perceive you think England must be ruined by the national debt
—that huge sum of money due by herself to herself.

The Ego.—Yes—due by England to herself; that is to say, due
by the millions of tax-payers to the thousands who have interest
enough to get themselves made tax-eaters—that is to say, due by
the workers to the idlers—due by the poor to the rich,—yet, in-
credible to tell, incurred and created at first by the idlers and the
rich, to sustain a state of things which keeps them idle and rich.
In short, over and above the eternal inequalities of condition in
human society, which for ever doom the many to labour that the
few may eat and sleep, over and above this, British policy has
thrown an additional burden of eight hundred millions or so upon
che working many—placed an item of that amount on the wrong
side of the account,—tc make the workers, I suppose, work the
better—to make them look sharp, and mind economy—Ilest they
should wax fat and kick, possibly kick down the whole Thing.

Doppelganger.—But, after all, the main question as to this
national debt is, whether the objects for which it was incurred
were {0 the nation worth the money, or rather worth the incon-
venience of owing the money and burdening the industry of the
country with the interest of it. England was certainly saved from
invasion,—her vast commerce and manufactures.

The Ego.—Yes, England was saved from invasion; her institu-
tions in Church and State, from ruin; her game-preserving
aristocracy from abolition and the lamp-iron; her commerce and
manufactures were kept-going on a fictitious basis;—and India,
Canada, Ireland, were debarred of their freedom. These are the
things for which the eight hundred millions were squandered:—
and instead of incurring a never-to-be-paid debt to avert all those
sad events, I tell you that, to the English people, it had been worth
many a million to effect them—every one;-—to the Irish people
worth the best blood in their veins.

Doppelganger.—But why do you keep saying fictitious basis,
~ fictitious capital? What is there fictitious in all this commerce?
Does it not hold myriads of men employed? Does it not pay them
in hard money every Saturday? Does it not keep their families in
comfortable houses, and clothe and feed them as only the families
of British artizans can pretend to be clothed and fed? Does it
not enable them to save money and realize an independence for
their old age?
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The Ego.—How do they invest their savings? In buying land?

Doppelganger.—No; you know well that small properties of
land are not a common commodity in the market. The soil of
the British islands is not just yet cut up into little fee-farms:
your revolution has to come yet.

The Ego.—How thendo these hard-working men secure the money
they have realized, as you tell me,for an independence in their old age?

Doppelganger.—Why, in the public funds,—or, in the savings-
banks, which invest it for them in the same funds. And I believe,
when they wish to draw out their deposits, those banks generally
pay them without demur.

The Ego.—They do:—the insolvent State has not yet shut its
doors. Yet I do affirm that these poor honest people are laying
up their savings in a fund beyond the moon: —they take debentures
on the limbo of fouls. Why, the last holders of these securities
will all inevitably be robbed; that grand national swirdle, which
is called the “national credit” (and to keep up the “ stability” of
which all newspapers and organs of opinion are subsidized to ex-
press confidence, and to vaunt daily the infinite resources of the
empire) —that national credit swindle will cheat them irremediably
at last. There is no money, or other wealth, in those same funds:
there is absolutely nothing to meet these poor people’s claims—
nothing but confidence—and they are exchanging their hard earn-
ings for draughts of east wind.

Doppelganger.—Bat how well, how wonderfully it works! Con-
gider how many people live comfortably on the yearly produce of
these same debentures, and bequeath them to their children, or
exchange them for farms and merchandise,—and never know that
the notes are but draughts of Notus and Company upon Eurus and
Sons. Consider the amount of gainfu! business actually done upon
this great natioral credit,—the vast interests that depend upon it.
Why may it not go on and expand itself infinitely, or, at least, in-
definitely ?

The Ego.—Because, Because it is the inevitable fate of mere
sublunary soap-bubbles to burst, when they are blown to a certain
predestined bigness:—Dbecause a lie, be it never so current, accepted,
indorsed, and renewed many times, is quite sure (thank God!) to
get protested at last. Is it not so written in the great book of
noster Thomas +—Written also in the yet greater books of nature
and history, with an iron pen }—¢ Great is Bankruptcy.”

Doppelganger.—Suppose all this true—1I, at least, cannot think,
without pain, of the inevitable destruction of all this teeming
life and healthy, glowing action. It isa bright and stirring scene.

The Ego.—But look well at the background of this fine scene;
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and lo! the reeky shanks and yellow chapless skulls of Skibbereen!
—and the ghosts of starved Hindoos in dusky millions.

Doppelganger.—Surely these sore evils are not incurable—by
wise administration, by eulightened legislation: the ghosts and
skeletons are not an essential part of the picture; not necessary to
the main action of the piece.

The Ego.— Absolutely necessary;—nay, becoming more and more
necessary every hour. To uphold the stability of the grand central
fraud, British policy must drain the blood and suck the marrow of
all the nations it can fasten its desperate claws upon: and by the
very nature of a bankrupt concern sustaining itself on false credit,
its exertions must grow more desperate, its exactions more ruthless
day by day, until the mighty smash come. The great British Thing
cannot now do without any one of the usual sources of plunder.
The British Empire (that is, the imaginery Funds) could not now
stand a week without Indn —could not breathe an hour without
Ireland: the Thing has strained itself to such a pass that (being a
sublunary soap-bubble, and not a crystalline celestial sphere), the
smallest jag will let the wind out of it, and then it must igno-
miniously collapse. Or you may call this abomination a pyramid
balancing itself upon its apex-——one happy kick on any side will
turn it upside down. For ever blessed be the toe of that boot
which shall administer the glorious kick!

Doppelganger.—~And must every new order of things in the
revolutions of eternity be_brought about only through a fierce
paroxysm of war? Let your mind dwell for a minute on the real
horrors of war.

The Ego.—Let your mind dwell a moment on the horrors of
peaceful and constitutional famine;—it will need no effort of
imagination, for you have seen the thing—and tell me which is
better, to pine and whiten helplessly into cold clay, passing slowly,
painfully through the stages of hungry brute-ferocity,—passion-
less, drivelling, slavering 1dnocy, and dim awful unconsciousness,
the shadow-haunted confines of life and death, or to pour out your
full soul in all its pride and might with a hot torrent of red rag-
ing blood,—triumphant defiance in your eye, and an appeal to
heaven’s justice on your lips—animam exhalare opimam? Which?
Nay, whether is it better that a thousand men perish in a nation
by tame beggarly famine, or that fifty thousand fall in a just war?
Which is the more hideous evil—three seasons of famine-slaughter
in the midst of heaven’s abundance, at the point of foreign bayo-
nets, with all its train of debasing diseases and more debasing vices,
or a thirty years’ war to scourge the stranger from your soil, though
it leave that soil a smoking wilderness? If you have any doubt
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which is more horrible, look on Ireland this day. ¢ They that be
slain with the sword,” saith Jeremiah the prophet, “are better
than they that be slain with hunger; for these pine away, stricken
through for want of the fruits of the field.”

Doppelganger.—1 cannot see the absolute necessity of either.
Those good people may not be mere idiots, after all, who look for-
ward to the total cessation of war.

The Ego.— ‘

Ov yap ®d 7our eoTi P\OY paxupesoe Georws
$vhomdos AMnfac wpw xev Avxos olv vuevaiot.

See Aristophanes. Let me also refer you to the Homeric verse—
Doppelganger.—Let me have none of your college quotations.
The Ego.—Then give me none of your confounded cant about

cessation of war, Nature has laws. Because the Irish have been
taught peaceful agitation in their slavery, therefore they have been
swept by a plague of Lunger worse than many years of bloody
fighting. Because they would not fight, they have been made to
rot off the face of the earth, that so they might learn at last how
deadly a sin is patience and perseverance under a stranger’s yoke.

Doppelganger.—1 hear you say so; but I want some reasons.
Nature has laws; but you are not their infallible interpreter. Can
you argue? Can you render a reason?

The Ego.—1I never do. It is all assertion. I declaim vehemently;
I dogmatise vigorously, but argue never. You have may thought.
I don’t want you to agree with me; you can take it or leave it.

Doppleganger.—Satisfactory; but I find the Irish people draw
quite a different moral lesson from late events. They are becom-
ing, apparently, more moral and constitutional than ever; and
O’Connell’s son points to “ Young Ireland,” hunted, chained, con-
demned, transported, and says: Behold the fate of those who would
have made us depart from the legal and peaceful doctrines of the
Liberator! And they hearken to him.

The Ego.—And do you read Ireland’s mind in the canting of
O’Connell’s son? or in the sullen silence of a gagged and disarmed
people? Tell me not of O’'Connell’s son. His father begat him
in moral force; and in patience and perseverance did his mother
conceive him. I swear to you there are blood and brain in Ireland
yet, as the world one day shall know. God! let me live to see it.
On that great day of the Lord, when the kindreds and tongues and
nations of the old earth shall give their banners to the wind, let
this poor carcase have but breath and strength enough to stand
under Ireland’s immortal Green!
~ Doppleganger.—Do you allude to the battle of Armageddon? I
know you have been reading the Old Testament of late.
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The Ego.—Yes. “ Who is this that cometh from Edom: with
dyed garments from Bozrah? This that is glorious in his apparel,
travelling in the greatness of his strength? Wherefore art thoa red
in thine apparel, and thy garments like him that treadeth in the
wine vat? I have trodden the wine-press alone, and of the people
there was none with me: for I will tread them in mine anger and
trample them in my fury, and their blood shall be sprinkled upon
my garments, and I will stain all my raiment. For the day of
vengeance is in mine heart.” Also an aspiration of King David
haunts my memory when I think on Ireland and her wrongs:"
« That thy foot may be dipped in the blood of thine enemies, and that
the tongue of thy dogs may be red through the same.”

Doppelganger.—Anathema! What a griesly frame of mind !

The Ego.—Alh! the atmosphere of the world needs to be cleared
by a wholesome tornado. The nimble air has grown obese and
heavy; charged with azote, and laden with the deleterious miasmata
of all the cants that are canted. Tell me, do you believe, or rather
understand, that these neighbouring West Indian islands would
soon be uninbabitable to any living creature save caymans and
unclean beasts, but for an occasional hurricane?

Doppleganger.—Very true; and I observe the analogy. But 1
do not understand that men in the West Indies get up hurricanes,
or pray to heaven for hurricanes. Remember that God, in the
hollow of whose hand is the cave of all the winds, sends forth his
storms when he sees fit.

The Ego.—And his wars also. The difference lies only in the
secondary agencies whereby the Almighty works: when tornadoes
are wanted, to purify the material atmosphere, He musters and
embattles the tropic air-currents from Cancer to Capricornus, be
they moist, dry, dense, or rare, under their several cloud-banners;
and at the blowing of the thunder-trumpet they rush blindly to-
gether, crashing calamitously through cane plantations, blowing
the sails off sugar-mills, and desolating colonial banks:—but when
the moral tornado has to blow upon the earth,—when wars and
revolutions (the truest moral force) are needed to purify and vivify
a comatose world, then Providence uses another kind of power—
to wit, #an. For not more surely, not more absolutely are the
winds enclosed in the hollow of the Almighty hand, than are the
gusts and tempests of mortal passion, or even what we deem our
coolest and best regulated resolves: and when strong indignation
against oppression, when pity, and pride, and sacred wrath have
grown transcendental in divine rage against falsehood and wrong;
and arm for desperate battle against some hoary iniquity, then
charge in the name of the Lord of Hosts!
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Doppelganger.—But a mistake may occur.  In your high-blazing
transcendent fury you may chance to be fighting the devil’s fight.

The Ego.—Be that at the peril of every man who goeth up to
the battle.

Doppelganger.—Enough, enough! I seem to smell the stean
of carnage. I envy you not your bloody dreams. Though all this
were as you argue— .

The Ego.—I do not argue.

Doppelganger.—Well, as you harangue; yet one i8 not obliged
to delight in the storm of human wrath and vengeance, any more
than in the wasting tornado. Though it must be thdt this offence
come, woe unto him by whom it cometh! Oh! pity and woe, if
the same be his chosen mission, wherein his soul delights. In such
gloating over thoughts of dying groans and hoof-trampled corpses,
and garments rolled in blood, there is something ghastly, some-
thing morbid, monomaniacal,—to you surely something unnatural, .
for you have always lived peaceably. And though we were very
Manichaans, and believed that the principle of destruction, dis-
order, and darkness were for ever to maintain unextinguishable and
infinite battle with the spirit of Order and of Good, yet I cannot
think he chooses the better part who enlists under the banner of
Abriman—who loves to destroy, and builds, creates, nothing, '

The Ego.—Hearken once more, oh Double-goer! Consider
how this habitable earth, with all its rock-built mountains and
flowery plains, is for ever growing and perishing in eternal birth
and death-—consider how the winds, and lightnings, and storms of
rain and hail, and flooded rivers, and lashing seas are for ever
cutting, mining, gnawing away, confringing, colliding and com-
minuting the hills and the shores, yea, and the sites of high-domed
cities,—until every mountain shall be brought low, and every
capital city shall lie deep “at the bottom of the monstrous world,”
where Helice and Buris, Sodom and Gomorrah lie now:—this, I
suppose, you call destruction:—but consider farther how the nether
fires are daily and nightly forging, in the great central furnaces,
new granite mountains, even out of that old worn rubbish; and new
plaios are spreading themselves forth in the deep sea, bearing har-
vests now only of tangled alge, but destined to wave with yellow
corn; and currents of brine are hollowing out foul sunless troughs,
choked with obscene slime, but one day to be fair river-valleys
blushing with purple clusters. Now in all this wondrous pro-
cedure can you dare to pronounce that the winds, and the lightnings,
which tear down, degrade, destroy, execute a more ignoble office
than the volcanoes and subterranean deeps that upheave, renew,

recreate? Are the nether fires holier than the upper fires? The
D
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waters that are above the firmament, do they hold of Ahrima#,
and the waters that are below the ﬁrmament of Ormuzd? Do you
take up a reproach against the lightnings for that they only shatter
and shiver, but never construct! Or have you a quarrel with the
wmds because they fight against the churches, and build them not!
In all nature, spiritual and physical, do you not see that some
powers and agents have it for their function to abolish and demolish
and derange—other some to construct and set in order? DButis not
the destruction, then, as natural, as needful, as the construction?
—Rather tell me, I pray you, which is construction—which de-
struction? This destruction és creation: death is birth and

“The quick spring like weeds out of the dead.”

Go to:—the revolutionary leveller is your only architect. Therefore
take courage, all you that Jacobins be, and stand upon your rights,
and do your appeinted work with all your strength, let the canting
fed classes rave and shriek as they will:—where you seenrespectable,
fair-spoken lie sitting in high places, feeding itself fat on human
sacrifices,—down with it, strip it naked, and pitch it to the devil:
wherever you see a greedy tyranny (constitutional or other)
grmdmg the faces of the poor, join battle with it on the spot—
conspire, confederate, and combine against it, resting never till the
huge mischief come down, though the whole “structure of society”
come down along with it Never you mind funds and stocks; if
the price of the things called consols depend on lies and fraud,
down with them too. Take no heed of “social disorganization;”
you cannot bring back chaos. Never fear; no disorganization in
the world can be so complete but there will be a germ of new
order in it: sansculottism, when she hath conceived, will bring
forth venerable institutions. Never spare; work joyfully accord-
ing to your nature and function; and when your work is effectually
done, and it is time for the counter operations to begin, why, then,
youcan fall a-constructing, if you have a gift that way; if not,
let others do their work, and take you your rest, having dxscharged
your duty. Courage, Jacobins! for ye too are ministers of heaven.

Doppclyanger. —In one word, you wish me to believe that your
desire to plunge your country into deluges of slaughter arises out
of philosophical considerations altogether.

The Ego.—Entirely: I prescribe copious blood-letting upon
strictly therapeutical principles.

Doppelganger.—And revenge upon England, for your own private
wrong, has nothing to do with it.

The Ean. —-—Rcven"e' Private wrong! Tell me! are not my
aims and desires now exactly what they were two years ago, before
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I had any private wrong at all? Do you perceive any difference
even in point of mtensnty? In truth, as to the very conspirators
who made me a “felon,” and locked me up here, I can feel no
personal hostility against them: for, personally, I know them not
—never saw Lord John Russell or Lord Clarendon; would not
willingly hurt them if I could. I do believe myself incapable of
desiring private vengeance; at least I have never yet suffered any
private wrong atrocious enough to stir up that sleepm passion.
The vengeance I seek is the nghtmg of my country’s wrong, which
includes my own. Ireland, indeed, needs vengeance; but this is
public vengeance—public justice. Herein England is truly a
great public criminal. England! all England, operating through
~ her Government: through all her organised and effectnal public
opinion, press, platform, pulpit, parliament, has done, is doing, and
means to do, grievous wrong to Ireland. She must be punished;
that punishment will, as I believe, come upon her by and through
Ireland; and so will Treland be avenged. “ Nations are chastised
for their crimes in this world; they have no future state.” And
never object that so the innocent children would be scourged for
what the guilty fathers did; it is so for ever. A profligate father -

may go on sinuing prosperously all his days, with high hand and
heart and die in trinmphant iniquity; but his children are born to
disease, poverty, misery of mind, body, and estate. The fathers
have eaten sour grapes, and the children’s teeth are set on edge.
Mysterious are the works and ways of God. Punishment of Eng-
land, then, for the crimes of England—this righteous public
vengeance I seek, and shall seek. Let but justice be done; let
Ireland’s wrong be righted, and the wrong done to me and mine
is more than avenged; for the whole is greater than its part. Now,
Mein Herr, you have my theory of vengeance; and for such ven-
geance I do vehemently thirst and burn.

Doppelganger (musing).—He has a great deal of reason; I do
begin to be of his opinion.

The Ego.—Yes; we generally come to be of one mind in the long
run.  But it grows late, and we have talked long enough. Letus
drink our rum-ration; and I will propose to you a national toast—
(rising up and speaking solemnly)—*Arterial Drainagel”

Doppelganger—(with enthusiasm).— Arterial Drainage I

The Ego.—Good night.

Doppelganger.—Hark! I hear the first mate coming with his
keys. Good night.

( Doppelganger flies out of the port-hole, between the bars. The
Ego tumbles into bed).
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CHAPTER VL

Nov. 20th, 1848. In my _/ cell on board the Dromedury Hulk.—
The whole convict Domdaniel is fluttered in its dove-cotes this
morning. Three prisoners escaped last night from the “ Coromandel”
hulk, close by my residence. There is school on board these hulks
on certain evenings in the week, attended by such of the convicts
as choose to learn; and last night was school night in the ¢ Coro-
mandel.” These three men, one after another, asked leave to go
out upon the breakwater after dark, and as it rained furiously no
guard went with them. They ran to that end of the breakwater
which, as it juts out into the sea, is not guarded by a sentry, swam
in thelr clothes across the entrance of the “ Camber,” and betook
themselves to the country. Alarm was given instantly, and guards
were out in all directions. One of the three was caught, but the
two others are still at large. They have the range of all the
islands, which are so near one another that one can easily swim
over all the straits: and these limestone rocks are, of course, full
of caves by the seaside, so that it may be difficult to find them for
a while. It seems they proceeded, in the first place, to rob ahouse
and store, frightening the inmates nearly to death, and supplying
themselves with biscuit and rum: then they seized on a boat, and
actually attempted to put to sea for North America. If they had
once got clear of the islands they would probably have reached
Charleston or the Chesapeake (as four convicts did in a common
gig last year) —but their boat stuck fast _upon a sandbank, and she
was found there, abandoned, this morning. The men must still
be upon the islands, because no other boat is missing. To-day the
pursuit is very hot: the several telegraph stations have the signal
hoisted all day—** prisoners escaped.” All boats are now put un-
der surveillance; and I suppose the unfortunate scoundrels must
be taken. They will be simply flayed alive.

21st.—Weary guards home to-day at daybreak,—with no trace
or intelligence of the fugitives. The governor has now ordered out
the troops; and every cove, cavern, and cedar-wood in his dominions
will be thoroughly explored within twenty-four hours. It seems
that Capt. Elliott looks upon this escape as a thing of most
dangerous example, occurring while he is honoured with the
custody of me. I trust the wretches will get clear off; otherwise
they will be savagely punished.

22d.—They are caught, and brought back in heavy irons. One
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of them was found dressed in a woman’s clothes, The Governor
came this morning in person to Ireland Island, though it is Sunday,
to give special orders about the mangling of these culprits to-
morrow. It is to be a most solemn and terrific butchery. Here-
tofore every delinquent was flogged on board his own hulk; but
these three men are to be flayed in all the three hulks, one after
another, receiving twenty lashes in each—asixty altogether.

Mr Hire, the governer’s deputy, is highly important to-day: he
always presides on such occasions, and is said rather to like them.
He is a stern old naval officer —has been superintendent here twenty-
four years—and holds that the Palladium of the British Constitu-
tion is a good cat of nine heavy cords, on every cord nine hard
knots. On this point of constitutional law I differ from bim: the
true Palladia of that immortal Constitution are a suspended Habeas
Corpus, and a pretended trial by jury.

I do not love this old naval officer, although he has always been
—after the first day—quite courteous to me. Ancient habits, and
twenty-four years’ supreme rule over convict desperadoes, have
given him an imperious manner: besides, I always fancy that he
exhales an odour of blood. At first he used to eye my cap uneasily
whenever he addressed me, as if he imagined 1 ought to take it
off, or at least touch it—an old Carthaginian sea dog! But I ought
not to call him bad names; for he has lent me many books, and
on the whole is as civil to me as his natare will allow him; seems
also reconciled to the sight of my hat upon-its right place.

I wish to-morrow were over.

23d.—The laceration is finished. The gangs are sent out to
their work after being mustered to witness the example: the troops
who were drawn up on the pier have marched home to their
barracks: quarter-masters and guards have washed the blood gouts
from their arms and faces, and arranged their dress again: the three
torn carcases have been carried down half-dead to the several
hospital-rooms. Though shut up in my cell all the time, I heard
the horrid screams of one man plainly. After being lashed in
the Medway, they had all been carried to this ship, with blankets
thrown over their bloody backs: and the first of them, after re-
ceiving a dozen blows with miserable shrieks, grew weak and
swooned: the scourging stopped for about ten minutes while the
surgeon used means to revive him—and then he had the remainder
of his allowance. He was then carried groaning out of this ship
into the Coromandel, instantly stripped again, and cross scarified
with other twenty lashes. The other two men took their punish-
ment throughout in silence—but I heard one of them shout once
fiercely to the quarter-master, “ Don’t cut below the mark, damn
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you!” I have been walking up and down my cell knawing my
tongue.

Not that I think it wrong to flog convicted felons when needful
for preservation of discipline. But think of soldiers and sailors
being liable to be beaten like hounds! Are high spirit and manly
self-respect allowable feelings in soldiers and sailors? And can
bigh spirit survive the canine punishment of scourging? In the
Carthaginian service, indeed, those septiments are not allowable;
private soldiers and sailors and non-commissioned officers are not
to consider themselves men, but machines.

But when even felons are getting mangled, I had rather, as a
matter of personal taste, be out of hearing.

Dec. 1st,—It is six months this morning since I sailed out of
Cork harbour in the “ Scourge.” The weather lias grown gloomy
and cold. A Bermudian winter, though not absolutely so cold by
the thermometer, is far more trying than good honest frost and
snow in Ireland. The winds are very damp, dank, and raw, pier-
cing through joints and marrow. And, to tell the plain truth, I
am very ill, and do not sleep o’ nights:—for nearly two months I
have had very constant and severe asthma, especially by night, and
have been fully thrice in every week, one week with another,
obliged to sit on a chair all night through—and that in the dark
and the cold. I am grown ghastly thin, and my voice weak. I
am like a sparrow alone upon the house-tops—Courage!

Dec. 2d.—The admiral's ship has arrived again at Bermuda
from Halifax, accompanied by the Scourge steamer. He will
spend the.depth of winter at the West Indies, come back to Ber-
muda in spring, and then to Halifax for the following summer—
so that, it appears, an admiral on the North American station can
always choose his climate anywhere within fifty degrees of latitude,
and enjoy summer air and summer-fruits all the year ronnd—I
wish the fine old fellow his health.

I have omitted, of late, to set down the titles of—for want of a
better name I must call them—books, that I have been reading
these past months:—chiefly because they are such utter offal that
there is no use in remembering so much as their names. Madame
Pichler’s Siege of Vienna (Sobieski’s Siege—a grand page of his-
tory spur out into many hundred pages of pitiful romance, and
interwoven with a love story); a life of Walter Scott, by one Allan,
advocate, wherein the said advocate takes superior ground, look-
ing down, as it were, ex cathedrd, upon his subject, searching out
the genesis, and tracing the development of this or the other power
or faculty in that popular writer; and thas, by philosophic Aistoire
raisonnée, informing us how it fell out, to the best of his, the
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advocate’s, knowledge, that Walter Scott came to write the books
he did, and at the times of his life, and after the fashion he did.
~—Good Heaven! what a knowing age we have the luck to live in!
—In truth, the book is very presumptuous and very stupid; yet it
is far excelled in both these respects by another I am reading now,
a life of Cowper, by Dr Memes (bookseller’s hack literator of
that name). Not that the writer is without genius; for he has
succeeded in making a book as repulsive as it is possible for a book
giving anything like a narrative of Cowper’s life to be.

And have I read no books, then, save bad ones? That I have!.
amongst those sent to me from home is an old Dublin copy of
Rabelais, in four volumes, imprinted by Philip Crampton, of
Dame Street;—and it has kept me in good wholesome laughter for a
fortnight—laughter of the sort that agitates the shoulders, and
shakes the diaphragm, and makes the blood tingle; than which no
medicine can be more cordial to me,—1I have read the cause of his
effects in Galen. With Shakespeare also I hold much gay and
serious intercourse; and I have read, since coming here, three or
four dialogues of Plato, with the critical diligence of a junior
sophister. The Politeia, indeed, as a gentle exercise of my mind,
I am writing out in literal bald English; which I do chiefly with
a view to compel myself to read the Greek accurately, and not
gobble it, bones and all.

Oue of the last books 1 have laid hands on is Lieutenant Burnes'’s
(afterwards Sir Alexander Burnes) Journey through Bokhara and
Yoyage up the Indus. And, not to speak of the intrinsic merits
of the work as a narrative of travel, which merits are moderate, it
has become remarkable on account of events which have befallen
since its publication. This Burnes was sent to those countries (in
plain English) as a spy, to make observations and get intelligenee
which should be available to the Anglo-Indian government in the
project they had of invading, civilizing, plundering, clothing in
cotton, and finally subduing TLahore and Cabool. That I may 7 not
forget this performance, I will take here some extracts from it;
they may be useful to me if I ever write—and hoc erat in votfis—
an account of the Carthaginian power in India. :

Old Runjeet Singh, magnificent old Maha Raja, was still ahve,
and the pretext of Mr Burnes's journey was to convey to him a
present of some English cart-horses, from Bombay. The direct,
easy, and usual route to Lahore was, of course, by Loodianah, and
across the Sutledge; but one main business of Burnes was to
explore the Lower Indus, and ascertain whether it was navigable
for British steamers from the sca. Now the Ameers or chieftains
of Scinde (the country lying on the lower part of the river’s course)
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were at that time not only free of British protectior, but fully
resolved to continue so; and so they jealously watched, and indeed
were rather likely to detain English travellers; therefore, says
Burnes, ““That a better colour might be given to my deputation
by a route so unfrequented, I was made the bearer of presents fo
the Ameers of Seinde.” But the Ameers did not well understand;
- they were somehow suspicious of this Sinon with his cart-horses;
vesides,there was a treaty under which no English were to dttempt to
navigate the Indus without leave; and, in short, Mr Burnes and
his party were delayed a good while about the river’s mouth, while
the Hydrabad Ameer negotiated, evaded,and gained time. Nothing,
in the meantime, could be fairer than Mr Burnes’s language; he
.gave to one Zoolfkar Shah, an agent of the Ameer, assurances
which might have satisfied any reasonable barbarian. For “T told
thim,” says the lieutenant, ¢ that he had formed a very erroneous
‘opinion of the British character, if he considered that I had been -
:sent here in breach of a treaty; for I had come to strengthen the
ibonds of union; and, what was further, lhat the promise of an
officer was sacred.” Satisfactory, surely, to hear this from the
officer’s own lips.

On their passage up the Indus—when at length they were allowed
to go up—they found (what the English always find in every
country they have a mind to) that the people were cruelly treated
by their native government, and would wish to receive the British
with open arms, if the villanous Ameers would only allow them.
“ We saw much of the people, who were disposed {rom the first to
treat us more kindly than the government. * - * * 'They com-
plained much of their rulers, and of the ruinous :nd oppressive
system of taxation, etc., etc.,” Some of them, however, appear to
have known better, especially the priests and holy men. At one
place, “ A Syud stood at the water’s edge; he turned to his com-
panion as we passed, and in the hearing of one of our party said,
“Alas! Scinde is row gone, since the English have seen the
river, which is the road to its conquest.’ If such an event de
happen,” continues Burnes, “I am certain that the body of the
people will hail the bappy day.” In the ninetcenth century, you
know, one would not think of invadingand laying waste any country,
except for its own good—to develop its resources, as it were.

Well, we know that happy day has since dawned upon Scinde.
Instead of hailing it, to be sure, the “ body of the people,” forget-
ting their true interest, fought desperately at Meeanee, to put off
the day; but Sir Charles Napier made them happy whether they
would or no, and out of pure zeal for their-amelioration, cut a
great many of their throats,
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Burnes guts to Hyderabad, and describes it professionally, with
a view to the future interests of civilization: as thus—fort, “a
mere shell; ditch, 10 feet wide by 8 deep; walls, twenty-five feet
high, but goingto decay. In short, he says, ¢ Hyderabad is a place
of no strength, and might readily be captured by escalade. In the
centre of the fort there is a massive tower, unconnected with the
works, which overlooks the surrounding country. Here are de-
posited a great portion of the riches of Scinde.” This tower and
its contents interest the worthy officer much. Again he sefs it in
his ¢ Memoir of the Indus,” a kind of appendix to the work,
"like a well trained setter, thus: “ The treasure”—that is, the
public treasury of the country—*it is said, amounts to -about
twenty millions sterling, thirteen of which are in money, and the
remainder in jewels: the greater portion of this cash lies deposited
in the fort of Hyderabad”—which might be so readily taken by
escalade. And sure enough, the British did, in due course, take
Hyderabad and rob the tower. The plunder of that place, how-
ever, fell far short of their spy’s estimate, for it amounted only to
one round million of pounds sterling: but even this was no bad
booty for one town. :

Nothing made so deep an impression on Mr Burnes as any dis-
play of wealth on the part of the natives. When he arrived at
Khyrpore, higher up the river than Hyderabad, the Ameer there
treated him and his party with lavish and costly hospitality; sent
to his quarters provisions for one hundred and fifty persons daily,
—also, twice a day, a meal of seventy-two dishes,—and, says
Burnes, “they were served in silver.” In Khyrpore, as usual, he
found the people sorely dissatisfied with their rulers; “ nor is the
feeling,” says he, ¢ disguised: many a fervent hope did we hear
expressed in every part of the country, that we were the fore-
runners of conquest, the advanced guard of a conquering army.”
Mr Burnes, however, would by no means admit such an idea;
and showed much maidenly modesty in combating such seductive
" advances:—for example, the vizier of one Meer Roostum Khan
came to him to offer alliance, and began protesting that he might,
as well do so in time—* for it was foretold by astronomers and,
recorded in books, that the English would in time possess al}
‘India. * * * When the British would ask why the chief of
Khyrpore had not come forward with an offer of allegiance—I
tried,” quoth Mr Burnes, “ to remove, but without effect, the sad
prognostications of the minister.” As he writes this, he winks
his eye to the British reader, and the British reader fwigs.

Higher up still, they came to the country of the Daoodpootras;
and there again the Khan received them with profuse hospitality.
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“ He was attended,” says Burnes, “ by about a thousand persons,
and I observed that he distributed money as he passed along.” To
Mr Burnes himself this Khan sent valuable presents, and two
thousand rupees in money; and at parting Burnes told the honest
Khan that he would certainly not forget Aim—* I assured him,
what I felt most sincerely, that I should long remember his kind-
ness and hospitality.” But it would have been far better for the
Khan if Burnes had forgotten him.

At length they approached Lahore, and at the frontier were
waited on by Seik officers of Runjeet Singh, bringing welcome and
presents, “Each individual delivered a purse of money in gold and
silver, and by his Highness’s desire asked for the health of the King
of England, and the period that had elapsed since we left London;
for the Maharaja, it scemed, believed us to have been deputed from
the royal footstool. I replied as circumstances required.”

There was no end to the wealth Mr Burnes saw in Lahore—the
money, the silver chains, the gu.d bedsteads, the jewels, rich
hangings, silken carpets, Cashmere shawls—dazzling even to read
of. And so, having solemnly presented his cart-horses, and made
careful inventory of all the valuables he could see, and the weak
points of strong places, the prudent lieutenant now returned to
Bombay, across the Sutledge, presented his report, and got his
meed of praise and his captain’s commission.

Soon, however, he was seized with an intense desire to visit the
Punjab again, and to penetrate to Cabool and Bokhara. There
were at that time two ex-kings of Cabool, Shah Zemaun and
Shoojah-ool-moolk, living in India, as pensioners of the British;
and it was in contemplation to restore some one of these injured
monarchs to his rights—their English protectors, indeed, were not
just sure which—but the state of Cabool, and the terms to which
the exiled monarchs would respectively submit;—in short,  cir-
cumstances” would determine that point. It was, therefore, above
all things, needful for the Anglo-Indian government to get full
information about Cabool, and the road thither, and the practi- -
cable passes, and the force and disposition of the Affghan tribes.
Mr Burnes, too, had quite an amiable school-boy enthusiasm about
the ¢ Conquests of Alexander”—about ‘the scene of romantic
achievements which he had read of in early youth,” and so forth.
In one word, a clever spy was wanted, and this romantic lieutenant
was the very man.

Mr Burnes, therefore, was again furnished with an outfit, and
“ passports as a captain of the British army refurning to Europe;”
not that he had any notion of really returning to Europe, but the
gtory would serve well enough to tell the barbarians: for what
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could be more natural than that a British captain should take the
overland route on his return to his native country ?

This time Capt. Burnes went straight across the Sutledge into
Lahore; and was again received with frank hospitality by brave old
Runjeet: who made however, inconveniently minute inquiries.
“ Runjeet made the most particular inquiries regarding our journey;
and since it was no part of my object to develop the entire plans
we had in view, we informed his Highness that we were proceed-
ing fowards our native country.” In short, they told him they
were going strait to England; for Burnes immediately adds, “ He
requested me to take a complimentary letter to the king of
England.” The phrase it was no part of my object to develop,”
&c., is the gallant gentleman’s mode of saying, that being a spy
he told such lies as suited his purpose.

After feasting his eyes again upon the gold and jewels of Lahore,
Burnes proceeds across the Indus into Cabool. The king, Dost
Mohammed, he always takes cars to style in his book the *chief ”—
remembering that the true king was in fact one of the two Indian
pensioners, or somebody else, who might suit the views of generous
England. Burnes was presented to this “ chief,” who asked much
after Runjeet Singh and his power—* for sparing whose country,”
says the traveller, “he gave us no credit. He wished to know if
we had designs upon Cabool.” No answer is recorded to this
simple question; but we may be sure the answer was such as cir-
cumstances required.

One s grieved to find that so intelligent a traveller found much
falsehood, insincerity, and want of candour amongst the Asiatics.
“ With every disposition,” he says, “ to judge favourably of Asiatics
—and my opinions regarding them improved as I knew them
better—I have not found them free from falsehood: I fear, there-
fore, that many a false oath is taken amongst them.” What a
painful thought to an European!

I had almost forgotten the Koh-i-noor. It was in the first
journey, when Mr Burnes was admitted to his ¢ audience of leave”
of Runjeet Singh, he bethought himself that although he had seen
gold and silver enough in all conscience to justify British ¢ inter-
vention” in the affairs of the Punjab, he had not yet beheld with
his own eyes that monstrous diamond, in itself worth a king's
ransom. Therefore, *“in compliance,” he says, ¢ with a wish I ex-
pressed, he produced the Koh-i-noor, or Mountain of Light, one ot
the largest diamonds in the world, which he had extorted from Shah
Shogjah, the ex-king of Cabool’—the very man we are supporting
by a pension—so that the diamond as good as belongs fo ws.
“ Nothing,” exclaims Mr Burnes, “can be imagined more superb
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than this stone: it is of the finest water, and is about half the size
of an egg. Its weight amounts to 31 rupees; and if such a jewel
is to be valued, I am informed it is worth 34 millions of money:"
but this is a gross exaggeration.” Certainly, it was important to
bave all the particularsin the matter of such a diamond as this,—
a main part of the resources of Lahore, afterwards to be developed
by British energy. It was the size of half an egg: its weight was
accurately ascertained by the commonest silver coin:—but lest there
should be any mistake, he adds, “The Koh-i-noor is set as an
armlet, with a diamond on each side about the size of a sparrow’s
egg.” Thus it was made pretty certain that in any future sack or
plunder of Lahore, the rudest soldier going in there, to see what
he could develop, should not fail to identify the Mountain of
Light. The Maharaja also showed him a large ruby weighing four-
teen rupees, a topaz as large as half a billiard-ball—showed him
enough, in short, to awaken the sympathies of the British public
in favour of Lahore.

The last thing I heard of the Mountain of Light was, that it
was safe under the protection of British bayonets.” *

There is no need to follow Captain Burnes through Cabool and
Bokhara, or to copy the prudent remarks he everywhere makes
upon the strength of defences, and the booty to be expected in
cities. He acquitted himself like a cunning serviceable spy, gave
satisfaction to the gang of robbers he belonged to; and, as all the
world knows, was at last put to death by Akbar Khan’s people
during the first British invasion of Cabool; justly put to death by
the indignant people as a detected spy and ungrateful traitor, which
he was. The British, as usual, called the transaction * insurrection”
and “ murder.”

But the most amusing portion of this whole book, is that which
sets forth the gallant officer’s views about pushing a sale of British
soft goods in Asia. For a thorough-bred British spy must be also a
kind of ‘“commercial traveller;” and besides bis reconnaissances,
taken for purposes of pure brigandage, he must be cunuing in cotton
patterns, wise in the statistics of turban-cloths and shawls, and must
ascertain where consignments of divers sorts of fabrics may be
successfully poured in. Having maturely studied this subject,
Burnes recommends that the fabrics of Tata, Mooltan, &c., be
_copied in England—* as we did,” says he, “the chintzes of India.”
—“We may then,” he says, ‘“supersede the lingering
remnants of trade in those cities.” The policy of British trafficin

* But the very last is that the Mountain of Light was exhibited in the London
Crystal Palace, as a jewel of Queen Victoria’s, So that poor Shah Soojah has got neither
kingdom nor diamoiel.
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the East has always been to make low-priced counterfeits of all
native manufactures—at first, of good serviceable quality, until the
genuine maker was thrust out of the market, then gradually ¢ pour-
ing in” worse and worse Manchester rubbish, so as to effectually
cheat the consumer, starve the artizan, and ruin the employers.
It is needful to keep in mind the shabby history of this business,
in order to understand some of the gallant commercial gent.’s
speculations; and I remember that the most striking picture of
the dismal effects produced by that roguish policy in India is to
be found in Bishop Heber’s Narrative. Dacca and other places in
Bengal, once vast and flourishing manufacturing cities, employing
many tens of thousands of Hindoo artizans, and working up the
Indian cotton into those fine textures with which they supplied
Europe and Asia sixty years ago, are now, for the greater part,
only jungle-matted ruins, where wild beasts of the desert dwell,
and jackals make night hideous—worse, if possible, than the
liberty of Dublin: the miserable natives perish of famine by
thousands every year; the cotton is exported 10,000 miles, to be
woven in Manchester, and re-imported in the shape of such inde-
cent printed rags as the poor devils are now able to buy, insomuch
that cunning British commerce is beginning to find it has by its
very greediness overdone the system. Accordingly, Mr Burnes,
while he shows how to caut out the manufacturers of Lahore, takes
care to say, “I do not touch upon the policy of supplanting still
Sfurther the trade of India.” Because the people there are already
brought to the starvation point, and below the clothes-wearing con«
dition, where one’s customers cease to be profitable, even for one’s
very vilest “ fabrics.”

This epauletted bagman has given, plainly enough, the history
of the usual British procedure in one case. “The chintz of
Moultan,” he says, “ was formerly exported to Persia; but in its
competition with the British article the manufacture has almost
ceased. The European article, when first introduccd, about twelve
years ago, was sold for twelve rupees per yard, and may now be
had for as many annas, or one-sizieenth of its original value. The
Moultan manufacturers, being unable to reduce their prices to so
low a standard, find little sale for the goods.,” And how comes it,
one may ask, that the British manufacturer can reduce Ais prices
to so low a standard, producing his goods, as he does, in a very
highly-taxed country, and charged, as he is, with freight half round
~ the globe and back again? How! Why, firsf, by starving the artizans
of the West, and then by cheating the people of the East. He can
- keep down his prices in no other way than by making bad artiecles,
and cutting down wages, so that the extension of this traffic is ne
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gain, but loss, to British artizans, who have the honour, indeed, to
“ clothe the world,” but go without whole shirts themselves. The
beneficent spirit (you know) of peaceful commerce, which binds in
a golden chain (so the phrase runs) most distant regions, &ec.

On the whole, the gallant gent. recommends the pouring in of
“ woollens ” to Lahore and Aftghanistan. About silks he hesitates,
fearing they might not answer yet; but adds, “I do not of course
include brocade, which is at present imported.” Watches, cutlery,
jewellery,or glass he hardlyrecommends for the present; but *“ ardent
spirits ” would be brought to a better market. “It is true,” he
tells us, “the Punjabees still prefer the ficry drink of their own
soil.” This issad; but if some good cheap British gin, with plenty
of aqua fortis in it, were poured in, who knows but we might
supersede their fiery drink?

So did Captain Burnes approve himself a prudent and service-
able spy, and that in respect of all the several matters cognisable
by a true British spy. In his capacity of geographical traveller,
under pretext of carrying presents, he took soundings of the Indus
for British steamers. As a commercial traveller he explored new
markets, and made himself learned in patterns and textures, to be
counterfeited by the British weaver; and, as a mere brigand scout,
he took notes of the amount of plunder to be got, mnarked the
exact spots where every good booty was to be found, and estimated
the strength of walls, bolts, and bars, with a view to future British
burglarious operations.

The troops are forming on the parade ground, and I must quit
Captain Burnes, to listen to the music. “ Ireland” Island, instead
of St George’s, was sometime since made the head quarter of the
42d for my sole sake, and therefore their splendid band plays here
for my peculiar solacement. There are two fine bands now at the
dockyard, one of them belonging to the Wellesicy flagship; and the
land and the waters utter delicious strains, sole or responsive.

So much for the waltz music of the 42d., And by an odd chance
the very next book I took up, after ¢ Burnes’ Travels,” was
¢ Sketches in Portugal during the Civil War of 1834,” by Captain
Alexander, of the same 42d, another military commercial traveller,
though far less dexterous and intelligent than Burnes. He had been
engaged by the Royal Geographical Socicty to go to South-Eastern
Africa and make ““researches” there; and, in the first place, pro-
ceeded to Portugal to get papers, maps, passports, and other
furtherances, to enable him to traverse the Portuguese possessions
with advantage. This captain’s book, as a book, is worth simply
nothing; and I should never have written down the title of it but
for the sake of two sentences, at which I have laughed. I will
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extract them for the sake of another laugh some future day. The
gallaut officer is much cheered by the thought of all the good that
Lis mission will do the poor Africans, especially in a moral
point of view. He says: “For the philanthropic and patriotic
mind no prospect can be more agrceable than that of seeing the in-
terest of the Africian tribes aifended to, the arts of civilized life in-
jroduced amongst them,—then the mild spirit of Christianity, from
all which will most assuredly flow wealth and prosperity ¢o our own
native land.” And this is only reasonable. One would not surely
give one’s Christianity to the savages for nothing.

The other sentence I take from the Christian missionary’s specu-
lations on soft goods—‘‘show a Turk a fast-coloured silk for
twelve piastres, and show him another not with fast colours (and
brighter because it is not so fast); explain to him the difference
between them, and tell him he may have the last piece for six
piastres, which will he take? Undoubtedly not the twelve piastre
piece.” It is not very clear to me that if this missionary com-
mercial captain and man-milliner were actually chaffering with the
Turk in the case supposed, he would feel quite bound to explain
to his customer the whole of the difference between the pieces—
that is if the cheap and bad piece were the more profitable to sell,
rhich is usually the case with British goods.

How this pettifogging, huckstering nation degrades the profession
of arms, waking its officers common riders for Lancashire weavers!
Why not let mill-owners employ their own bagmen—as they did
Mr Lander, who was commissioned to explore central Africa for
customers by one or two private merchants. This would keep
military officers minding their own business, and a huge amount
of dreary letterpress would be spared the human race.

Surely, amongst other great beunefits which the next European
war will confer on the family of mankind, not the least will be the
suspension of military and naval authorship for a time—and per-
haps the changing of those gentlemen’s tone and tune for all time,

I have read no Greek for six days; and begin to fear that in
pretending to myself I loved Plato and ZEschylus I was no better
shan an impostor. Enough of books—I would give all the books
I ever read for a pair of lungs that would work.

Dec. 3d.—Another red morning has dawned, and finds me
sitting, bent down on my chair, with weary limbs and dizzy brain,
worn out with another night’s long agony. It is the twelfth night
since my head has pressed my pillow—Almighty God!—is the
angel Sleep to visit me never more? All night, in darkness, I have
wrestled with a strong fiend in this cell—other wrestling than
Jacob’s at Penuel—and now, at sunrise, when I can breathe some-
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what more freely, the sense of deadly weariness comes upon
me heavily. My feet are cold as marble: my body and head
bathed in sweat. I look at my image in the glass, and verily be-
lieve my mother would hardly know me: my eyes have the wild
fearful stare that one may imagine in the eyes of a hard-hunted
hare, couched and gasping in her form; a cold dew stands in beads
upon my forehead; my cheeks are shrunk and livid; my fingers
have become like bird’s claws; “and on mine eyelids is the shadow
of death.” The Asthma demon has fled westward, keeping with-
in the great shadow of the world,—riding in darkness like Satan.
Ah! he will put a girdle round the earth, and be with me again at.
set of sun. All tortured and weary wretches, all exiles, and
captives, long for the night: and the ambrosial night brings them
Lethean balm, and liberty, and home,—for those few blessed hours
they may have back their youth, and tread their native land, and
see the sweet eyes of those who love them. And to me——

But this, after all, is an unprofitable line of observation. If I
once begin to write down my “ grievances,” I will but think the
more of them. And I am resolved not to listen to myself on that
topic. Moreover, if the night was bad the morning is glorious, and
is flooding the earth with heavenly splendour:—the heavy sighing
of the wet-sea wind has sunk, and the waves that dismally tumbled
and plashed all night against the ship’s side, are now but a gentle
ripple, trembling in the warm sunshine. It is a deep calm.

Slowly and painfully I prepared myself to go out; and have now
basked in the sun for an hour on the pier. These December days
(though the nights be cold) are as bright and warm as July days in
Ireland. No wretchedness, on this side despair, could resist the
soothing power of such a sky and scene, such Favonian airs and
blue gentle seas. Strains of soft music from the band of the
flagship in the bay come floating on the still air; and the cedar-
tufted Bermooths, with their white cottages apd dark groves, are
like a dream of Elysian tropic islands where the Hesperian golden
fruitage grows. Surely there is mercy in the heavens: there is
hope for mortal men. I am strong; I am well. Soul and body
are refreshed; and I can meet again, and conquer again the demon
that walketh in darkness.

Dr Hall, the medical superintendent, came to see me to-day in
consequence of the continued reports made by the surgeon of this
ship of my continued illness. In truth, for more than two months
I have been almost constantly ill, and that to a degree which I
had no idea of in all my life before, though an asthmatic patient
of ten years' standing. Dr Hall told me plainly I could not ex-
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finement—that Bermuda is notoriously and excessively unfriendly
to asthmatic persons; and that I must grow worse until my frame
breaks down altogether: in short, that if I be kept here much
longer I must die.

“ And is it,” I asked, “a settled part of the transportation
gystem that an invalid is to be confined to that penal colony, of all
others, which iz most likely to kill him—I am sure the English
have convict establishments in many other countries $”

“The government,” said he, ‘‘never make any distinction of
that kind—I assure you many hundreds of men have died here,
who need not have died if I could have had them removed to a
more healthy climate.”

“Is there no escape for me, then?’

“ Why, with respect to you, I do think something may be done.
And in fact I have come to you to-day to urge it upon you to
make the necessary exertion for this purpose. You must absolutely
apply for your removal, or at least be taken out of this strict and
golitary confinement.”

“But I have never,” I answered, “since they made a felon of
me, asked for any kind of indulgence or mitigation. I was
prepared for the worst the government could do to me: ‘and, live
or die, I cannot make any appeal ad misericordiam.”

“No,” said the doctor, “but write to the governor informing
him of your state of health; tell him I have announced to you
that you cannot live under your present circumstances, and refer
to me for my report.” - '

“And why not tell him all this yourself? You know it.”

“I cannot. I cannot. The form must be complied with. I
must not interfere officially, unless upon reference regularly made
to me-—and that can only be done when you bring the thing under
the notice of the governor formally.”

“ By my own autograph 9—a petition, in short. Well, then, Dr
Hall, to you personally I am of course grateful for the kind feeling
that makes you urge this point as you do. But I will never, by
throwing myself on the mercy of the English government, confess
myself to be a felon. I will not belie my whole past life and
present feelings. I will not eat dirt.”

The doctor was now going to leave me, but came back from the
door, up to where I sat, and laid his hand upon my shoulder. I
saw that tears stood in the good old man’s eyes. “And are you
going,” he said, “to let yourself be closed up here till you perish
a convict, when by so slight an effort you could—as I am sure you
could—procure not only your removal but probably your release $
You are still young: you have a right to look forward to a long
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life yet with your family in freedom and honour. Hvite to the
governor in some form—a simple letter will do ; and I know he
wishes to exert himself in this matter if it be brought before him
80 as to justify his interference. Take your pen now and write.”

“I will write something,” I said, “but not now. I will think
of it, and try to make it possible for the governor and you to
procure my removal, seeing my actual MS. is essential to that end.”

After leaving the cell he returned to say I should be sure to give
Captain Elliott his proper title as governor. I answered that I
believed the gentleman was, out of all doubt, governor of Bermuda,
and that of course I would address him properly. So the doctor
left me.

If a man were in the hands of a gang of robbers—I mean mere
ordinary unconstitutional highwaymen—and if he were cooped up
in a close pestilential crib, the oublielte of their cavern, would he
not call out for more air %—and would his so calling out amount
to an admission that when they waylaid and robbed him they
served him right,—or an acknowledgment of their title to rob on
that road 7—I trow not.

I am not sentenced to death. If the pirates put me to death by
this ingenious method, it would be well at least to let the proceed-
ing be known abroad. Not that I think they really want to kill
me;* and possibly they would even be glad of some excuse to
extend “mercy” to me—the rascals! At all events I will take
care to ask for no mitigation of my sentence, still less ¢ pardon;”
but demand only that I shall not be murdered by a slow process of
- torture. To-morrow I will do somewhat. Ah! if the life or death
of this poor carcase only were at stake.

Dec. jth.—Several newspapers have come to hand; also, Black-
wood's Magazine for October. Blackwood has a long article on
Irish affairs, which pleases me much; for they say it is now clear the
British Constitution, with its trial by jury and other respectable
institutions, is no way suited to Ireland; that even the Whigs have
found out this truth at last; that they (the Blackwood-men) always
said so; and who will contradict them now?—that Ireland is to be
kept in order simply by bayonets; and that when the vile Celts are
sufficiently educated and improved, they may then perhaps aspire
to be admitted to the pure blessings of, &c., &c.

This is quite right, friend Christopher; we ought to have nothing
todo with your Constitution, as you call it, until, as you say, we
know kow to use if; which, under bayonet tuition, is a secret we
cannot but learn, I trust, at last; and then we will certainly use it
after its deserts.

® | now think differently; the reason will appear in tns #equel.--J. M
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So I am to write to-day to this British governor of Bermuda,
and respectfully, too.” Indeed, if I write to Captain Elliott at all,
I am no way entitled to address him otherwise than respectfully.
On my arrival here, when he despatched my first letter to my wife,
he had the courtesy to write to her himself, to set her mind at ease
as much as he could.

I bave written. The letter is superscribed, ¢ To his Excellency -
the Governor of Bermuda.” It merely contains a statement about
my health, with reference to the medical superintendent, and sug-
gests that “ as I am not sentenced to death,” it might be well to
get some change made in my position, either by removal to a more
healthy climate, or otherwise, ‘“so that I may be enabled, physi-
cally, to endure the term of transportation to which I am sentenced.”

As this document does not call itself a petition or memorial, and
does not end with a promise to pray, possibly the governor may
decline to notice it, yet I think he will use his influence to have me
removed; and if he suggests this to the London government, policy
will probably incline them to mitigate the atrocity of their outrage.
Let me but escape out of their clutches with my life, and I will
let them hear of my gratitude for all their policy to me.

At any rate the letter has been despatched to Government House,
and in a great hurry, lest I should rue, and not send it at all. There
is sore humiliation in stooping to ask anything of these pirates —
even air that I can breathe.

True, a man captured by Malays or Greeks, or other buccaneer-
ing rovers, would think it no shame to do thus much or more, for
life or liberty; and this simple note may save my life or gain my
liberty. Yet it has cost me a grievous effort. I feel the wrong
done to me tripled since enforcing myself to condescend so far; and
if it pleases God, to whom vengeance belongeth, to award to me my
share, then, by God’s help, I will have additional revenge for this.

Two months will bring me the result. Till then I must keep
aching body and panting soul together, as best I may.

CHAPTER VIL

THE “first mate ” has been with me inquiring after my health. He
rather suspects me, I believe, of malingering. This old fellow is
very voluble in his talk, believes himself to possess great conver-
sational power, and is ready to give his opinion (being a Londoner)
upon evggy subject. Gives it as his decided opinion that the thing
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which ails me must be “something internal.” Asked me earnestly
how I thought I had contracted this illness. I told him if it was
not by skating against the wind in Flanders, I could not think what

else it wasn't. “And a very likely way too,” said the first mate.
Dec. 8th.—I have been wasting my time sadly for three months
—doing, learning, thinking, stark nothing. There is surely no
necessity on me to live this worthless life, even in a hulk. By
idleness I am helping the sickness that saps my strength. The
chafing spirit devours the flesh; the blade rusts, and consumes its
scabbard. This very possibility of getting shortly removed hence
has restrained me from writing to Ireland for the books I want;
and books and writing are the only occupation I can think of in
my solitude. In truth, I did deem myself stronger than I find
myzself to be—stronger in body and mind; thought I could live
wisely, calmly, and be sufficient unto myself in my own strength
of quiet endurance, intv whatsoever profoundest depths of penal
horror the enemy might plunge me. To do and to be all this, I
apprehend, needs more treining than I have yet undergone. To
attain the maximum strength, whether of mind or body, you
require exercise, aoxnots, equcution of every muscle and limb, of
every faculty and sense. Sometimes I strive to guess what Goethe,
that great artist in living well, would recommend, by way of
tnstitutio vite to a man in a hulk, ridden by the asthma fiend; but
that sage relied too much, perhaps, on physical agencies, and the
ennobling influences that come to us from objects of sense and
taste, and the creations of highest art—to be of much use in cases
like these. The pleasant country set apart for learning how to live
in Wilhelm Meister’'s Wanderjahr, with its stately repose and its
elegant instrumentalities, material and spiritual, for making human
life godlike, is as far out of my reach here as Utopia. Goethe, T
think, never tried the galleys. One could wish he had—that so
hulked men might have the spiritual dse and meaning of the hulk-
ing world developed in transcendental wise, to help their solitary
researches in all their convict generations, But, indeed, he made
it one of the rules of his own life to shun all violent shocks, rude
impressions, harsh noises, and the like: a temper that his nervous
mother gave him, they say: at any rate, he nursed and petted himself
in that refined sensitiveness; and thereby surely excluded himself
from at least one-half the experiences of this world, so harsh and
rude. If he had been bolted in fetters of iron, and whirled away
to the galleys with a loaded pistol at his ear, he might have found
the impression rather strong: but who can tell what he might have

learned, to teach other men? Who can measure our loss herein.
I venture to dogmatize further—that by reason of this very

Google



JAtL JOURNAL B {4

system of his, living the easy half only of life, this Goethe fails
of being the prophet, preacher, and priest, that a certain apostle of
his in these days affirms he is.

That other prophet, who proceeded both Goethe and Mo-
hammed, did not shun disagreeable impressions: he fasted forty
days, and then fought and vanquished the devil and his angels:—
the sweat of his passion was as drops of blood:—he was spitefully
entreated—struck with the palms of ruffian hands—scourged like
a convict as he was. He sounded the bass string of human misery
and shame,—insomuch that it is possible--I do not peremptorily
dogmatize here—it is possible, that by intense contemplation of
the character, passion, and death of that prophet, more perfectly
than by any other spiritual training, man may sereuely conquer
the flesh and the sense, defy the dgvil, and triumph gloriously over
pain and death. -

Dec. 18th.—1 learn that a ship is to arrive at Bermuda early next
year, carrying a cargo of convicts from London, with orders to de-
posit them here, and then proceed to the Cape of Good Hope with
another similar cargn, made up of “recommended ” prisoners from
Bermuda, to be selected from amongst those who have gone
through most of their terms of sentence. YWhen these arrive at
the Cape they are to be set at liberty by what is termed *ticket
of leave.” How will the Cape colony relish this consignment of
miscreants—to be let loose in their fine country? 1 suppose they
have no voice in the matter. The man in Downing Strect is their
divine Providence; and they must submit to the inscrutable dis-
pensations of the clerks in that office. _

Seeing this shipload is actually to be sent, however, it may
possibly occur to my keepers in England, that as I am not likely
to die here without femark, they had better send me to the Cape.
I should like it well: that colony has a noble climate: I should be
in some sort at liberty; and if likely to be kept there many years,
I could bring out all my household; and actually live through my
captivity, instead of suffering a daily and nightly death-in-life, as
I do here.

¢‘Scarce half I seem to live—dead more than half
And buried—
Myself my sepulchre,—a moving grave.”

Fresh air, free motion, books, solitude without bars and gratings,
employment on my own ground, as a vine-dresser and a husband-
man, and in teaching my boys—and the sweet society of all that
are dearest to me. I will speak to Dr Hall about it: he may
suggest the thing to the governor, who may suggest it to the
Colonial Secretary. If I must be a prisoner—or while I must—
there could be nuo more tolerable imprisonment than this,
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O’Doherty of the Irish Tribune, I see, has also been sentenced
to ten years’ transportation—and what then can bave become of
his colleague, Williams? There is not one word about him in
the paper I have seen. Perhaps he has died in the prison. The
jury in O'Doherty’s case was also closely packed.

Some Catholic clergymen have drawn up and presented to Lord
Clarendon a respectful address, humbly deprecating the packing of
juries in all these cases, and suggesting that Catholic householders
should be allowed to stand for “good and lawful men.” Lord
Clarendon replies boldly that he did pack the juries; and that
under the circumstances he did right to pack them. Here is an
honest ruffian !

About the time of my trial I remember some newspapers (and
even Mr Henn in his speech) said I had no right to complain of
the exclusion of Catholic jurors—not being a Catholic myself :—
and now as O’Doherty ¢s a Catholic himself, they say he cannot
surely expect to be tried by his co- rehglomsts they would be
partial to him. So in all cases good true-blue Protestants must
do the Queen’s business. All this talk about the religion of the
jurors is of course exasperating religious animosities in Ireland ;
and the English newspapers attribute this fo us, because we
complained about the packing. I wonder now if there is anybody
in Ireland daring enough to hint that the religious distinction was
made by the Crown, not by us—that we never asked to be tried
by Catholics or repealers, but that the government took care we
should be tried by Protestants, and Castle Protestants only—that
we demanded to have our conduct pronounced upon by our
countrymen legally represented in the jury-list, not by one sect of
our countrymen, still less by one section of one sect, least of all by
twelve men skilfully chosen (by those who knew how to choose)
out of that section of that sect. But I suppose nobody dares to
say this—Lord Clarendon would soon lay up the audacious traitor
in Newgate as a suspected person.

23d.—Saw Dr Hall to-day. He tells me that my letter was
referred to him by the governor for his official opinion—that he
gave it distinctly to the cffect that T am a dying man, unless I be
removed from Bermuda : and the governor has transmitted this to
London. In process of time, therefore, I may probably be
removed, unless I die in the meautime.

Mentioned to him what I had heard about the Cape; and asked
him why I might not be sent to that place. He looked surprised:
and asked me if I really wished to sail in a transport ship, to the
Cape of Good Hope, with convicts, I answered, * Most certamly
—1 wish to go to any country where therc is air I can breathe.”
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He said the ship would be crowded with convicts. Told him I
did not care—I wanted to fly for my life, and would not be choice
either in my conveyance or my company. He then said he would
certainly mention to the governor the conversation he had with
me; and as there would still be time to communicate with
England before the ship would sail for the Cape, he had little
.doubt that T might be put on board of her, if I chose.

In short, I believe the pirates will send me to the Cape. And
what care I for the convict ship’s-company? No doubt they will
give me a separate place on board, for my own accommodation, as
usual, out of no love for me, but lest I should raise a mutiny; for
they have a wholesome terror of my propensities and talents in that
way. At worst it will be but a two or three months’ voyage; and
one can endure anything for two or three months.

Christmas Day.—They have had service on deck to-day. The
men have had a holiday. " The weather is bright and warm; and
the whole of this wooden building is reeking with plum-pudding. I
hear a distant sound of loud applause and stamping of feet, remind-
ing me of Conciliation Hall. The inan who attends me says it is
a company of amateur convicts enacting a tragedy on the lower
deck; the guards and officers are among the spectators, and there
is a general gala—something as near to a saturnalian revel s
would be safe among such a crew of miscreants. I wish them all
s merry Christmas, and many Lappy returns of the same; but I
doubt if it ever will return to me; I am sitting all day, shrunk to-
gether in my cell, dismally ill, and wrapped up in coats, like aman
on the box-seat of a coach. Read ‘“‘Antony and Cleopatra.”

Ezit the year 1848.

1849. Jan. 15th.—Bravo, forty-nine!* Great news of the French
Republic. Prince Louis Bonaparte (the same who was trans-
ported in Louis Philippe’s time) is elccted President, and that
against General Cavaignac! The English newspapers, which, to
my horror, are my sole channels of intelligence, are in high delight,
or pretend to be. For this, say they, is a distinct renunciation and
abandonment of the Republic. If it were the Republic France
cared for, she had chosen Cavaignac, an able man, and staunch
* democrat; but behold ! they neglect Cavaignac, and all France runs
wild after the imperial name of Bonaparte. But these villanous
newspapers see in the transaction just what they wish to see, and
nothing else; or rather, put on it the interpretation which they

* fear that I applauded France and her Prince under a mistake; but of this I am not
yet quite certain. Respice finem. Therefore I leave room hereunder for another note.
Bothwell, V.D.L., 12th February, "53.

OTuER NoTE.—I still belicve in the French Republic, and regard the Emperor as an
accideut, and his alliance with England e delusion. New ¥York, 22d February, 1854,
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wish their poor stupid readers to receive; and let them receive,
and swallow, and digest it for the present. Oh'! let there be no
premature alarm in the moneyed circles. Let credit stand on its
wooden legs as long as it may. But the French worship not the
imperial but the keroic name of Bonaparte. Republican formula,
or monarchical, is not the thing they care for; but the glory of
France is their God. I also see in this thing what I wish to see—
and I see in it an expression of the great national want of France
—that thirst, yearning, burning, passionate, in the soul of every
Frenchman, to be quits with Europe for Waterloo and the occupa-
tion of France; and to tear into small shreds the treaty of Vienna.
On my white rock here, hard by the tropic of Cancer, comes to my
ear in melody the first growl of that gathering storm which is
destined to shake the pillars of the globe: St Helene! Waterloo!
Vengeance! Now, ye credit-funders, look tp it—Prenez garde!
ameliators of Celtic Ireland! Ca ira.

Poor sick Celtic Ireland, in the meantime is miserably quiet, no-
body daring to utter one honest word about public affairs, for fear
of the Castle vigour. O’Brien, Meagher, and the other Clonmel
convicts have had their case argued before the twelve judges, on
a writ of error. Deccision against them of course. And O’'Brien
and MacManus go to the English House of Lords. Meagher, it is
said, has decidedly refused to do this. He will never seck for justice
out of Ireland. Right, brave Meagher!

O’Donoghue follows Meagher's example; but still I can learn
nothing about Williams. Since his arrest I have not once met with
his name. He was very delicate in health; I fear their dungeons
have killed him.*

I have been very ill for the last month; but do not yield to it
an inch. Must live, if I can, for some years to come. It may be
this Napoleon has sought the Presidency, not with Republican,
but with dynastic views. If so, he is an idiot as well asa traitor,
and his empty head will fall. He seems, for so far, to mean fairly.
And, heaven! what a destiny is within his grasp ; but has he
brains and a heart }

February 1st,—There is a sort of “commission” gitting here,
my servant tells me, consisting of Mr Hire, Dr Hall, and several
other hulk authorities, to determine on the prisoners who are to be -
recommended for the Cape of Good Hope. Several men, 1t
seems, to whom this recommendation was offered, have refused to -
leave Bermuda. This servant himself has been placed on the
list and intends to go. He tells me he does not like Bermuda.

* New Yok, February 22d, 1854.—These dismal misgivingsas tothe fate of Mr Williams
were happily illusorv He is still alive, and in Alabama; though, I fear, he has not a very

valuable plantation there. The best in the South is not too gooq for him. —J. M.
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% It's & rum country, sir, is this ’ere,—one of the rumest countries
as is.” I asked him if he had heard of any objections being made.
by the people of the Cape against receiving them. ¢ No, sir,”
said he—* not as T knows on—I s’pose government will take care
of all them there things.”

Get ou but slowly with my translation of the Politera: and
nearly repent that I began it; for I lack energy to go through
with it. On some days I have hardly strength to mend my pen,
or strength of will to do so much as determine upon that im-
portant measure. Dawdling over Keightley’s history of the war
in Qreece, compiled out of all the newspapers and all the memoirs.
Full enough of incident certainly; for the author seems to give
different versions of the same event as so many different trans-
actions, and he ruthlessly kills more Greeks in the course of this
war than there have been in all Greece at one time since the days
of Philopeemen not to speak of incredible multitudes of Turks,
whom he generally slays at least thrice. Then I have been turn-
ing lazily over the pages of a certain ‘ magazine,” called the
“Saturday Magazine,” which the worthy chaplain has lent me.
There are six double volumes of this astounding rubbish; or more
properly six strata,—a huge deposit of pudding-stone, rubble de-
tritus and scoriz in six thick stratifications; ; containing great veins
of fossil balderdash, and whole regions of what the Germans call
loss and trass; amongst which, however, sometimes glances up a
fragment of pure ore that has no business there, or a gleaming
splinter of diamond illuminating the foul opacity. After an hour’s,
digging and shovelling, I meet perhaps with an aanthentic piece of
*noster Thomas himself:—there are two of those in the whole six
beds;—and once I turned up what made my heart leap—¢ The
Forging of the Anchor,”—which I straightway rolled forth till
the tedk timbers rang. There are a great many not intolerable
wood engravings in the volumes, and some readable topographical
description: but on the whole the thing is of very base material
— Amusements in Science”—* Recreations in Religion”—no,
but “ Easy Lessons on Christian Evidences”—much apochryphal
anecdotage of history, but, above all, abundant illustrations of
British generosity, valour, humanity,—British wealth, commerce,
and civilizition: statistics of cotton fabric;,—how many million
yards of it are made by the year, and how many times this would
go round the globe, marry, I believe the earth’s orbit:—statistics
of steel pens,—how many tons of iron are snipped up into pens,
—and yet how the quill trade (delightful to know) is not one
feather the worse. ¢ What liicrature”-——what commerce there
"must be here! What correspondence—what scrip! How many
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indictments, parlinmentary reports, and bills in chancery! What
book—keepmg' What book-making!—Surely there is no end to
“the energy, traffic, wisdom, property, virtue, and glory of this
immortal British nation!—This is the character of all popular
British “ literature” which is gof up in these late years “for the
million” (poor million!)—Its look is wholly introverted: it can see
or tell of nothing in the world but the British empire and
colonies. The true British spirit is now-a-days well content with
itsclf—looks no longer above or without itself, but keeps gazing
with a stupid delight intently at its own navel. The symptom
may be called omphaloblepsy, and is diagnostic of a very fatal national
disease—a thorough break up, I trust, of the Constitution.

And how ‘happens it I can sit for hours turning over (with
many a pooh! and Pshal) leaf after leaf of this same stratified débris?
If T despise it so sovereignly, cannot I shut it up and lay it
on the shelf 7—nobody has set me a task in it. Yet to me in-
tently revolving this matter, it is apparent that the value of any
book is not in the mere thoughts it presents to you, expressed in
black-on-white, but rather in those it suggests, occasions, begets
in you, far outside the intentions and conceptions of the writer,
and even outside the subject of his writing. If some dull rogue
writes you an essay, on what he does not understand, you are not
bound to follow his chain of reasoning (as perhaps he calls it) —the
first link of his chain may fit itself to other links of your own
forging, and so you may have whole trains, whole worlds of

. thought, which need not run upon the dull rogue’s line, nor stop
at his terminus> One must not disdain to draw matter of reverie
from “even a sot, a pot, a truckle for a pulley, an oil bottle, or a
canc chair” But what talk I of cssays and writings ¢ Some
poor wood-cut turning up suddenly in this paltry magazine, by the
fancied likeness of one feature in it,—a church tower, a tree, a
human eye, or lip,—to somewhat you have seen far away and long
ago, may carry you, as on a sunbeam, into distant valleys of
vision, and bless your eyes with gleams of a wonderful light,
whose fountain who shall tell ?—yes, and place by your side com-
panions old and dear, whose discourse you hear and answer, and
whose fare—so real is the presence—you would hold it but just to
pay to any ferryman on the crossing of a river—a piece of honest
dealing inculcated by Uhland—

¢ Boatman, take this coin, uPra.y thee;
Thrice thy fare I cheerf ly pay thee—
For though thou seest them not, there stand
Anear me, Two from the Phantom Land.”

The genesis of our thoughts is a mysterious operation—not ye$
{ully explained by Dr Thomas Brown, with his law of Association:
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but thus much seems clear, that in order to think at all, one has
need of some kind of mechanical helps:—in utter solitude, dark-
ness, aud silence, your intellect would soon be extinguished,
drowned in that “stagnant sea of idleness, blind, boundless, mute
and motionless”—and idiocy would cnsue, or raving madness,
When a man is shut up in a rigorous confinement for many mounths
seeing nothing but the same dungeon walls, the same bars, the
same unwearied sun sending the same shadows every evening at
the same pace along the floor, and nothing human, save a most
down-looking and felonious felon, setting daily food before him, the
intellect cannot but stagnate, starve, and grow dull, for lack of need-
ful food and exercise. Itis then one feels the value of even a very
bad book,—of anything, in short, that will help imagination and
memory to take the place of the senses and of human converse,
furnishing occasion and stimulus to thought.

But what is this? Is it the abyss of metaphysics I see yawning
before me? Assuredly, I will not plunge into that bottomless pit
ngain, after having drawn myself out of it, with pain and labour,
full fifteen years ago—just so long is it since I endeavoured to walk
with my own head in my teeth, like the decapitated Christian
martyr celebrated by Mr Gibbon—or to rival that “ Irishsaint,”
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