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A MEMOIR

OF

MARY LEADBEATER

B/IALY SHACKLETON, afterwards Leadbeater, was

born in Ballitore in the County of Kildare, in the
year 1758, Iler father, Richard Shackleton, kept a
hoarding-school, which had been established in that
village i the year 1426 by his father Abraham Shackle-
ton, a native of Yorkshire, and a member of the Society
of Friends.  Abraham was a Jearned and good man,
straightforward in all his dealings, and sineere in his
converse with God and man.  Such is the character
handed down of the first of the Shackletons who settled
in Ircland.  1is son Richard equalled him in wisdom,
integrity, and learning, whilst his abilities were more
highly cultivated, every advantage having been bes-
towed upon him which was attainable at that period.
Although the son of a strict Quaker, he completed his
education at Trinity College, Dublin, at that time a
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very unusual step for one of that persuasion. Ilis
temper was lively, he had a ready wit, and he wrote
with facility in several langnages besides his own.

Mary Shackleton inherited a large poriion of her
father's genius, and she evinced a turn for poctical
composition at such an early age, that she might have
been injured by the flattering attention paid to her on
that account, had it not been for the extraordinary
modesty and sweetness of her digposition, which weve
yet more remarkable than her intellectual endowments.

The high character which her father held in society
for his learning and worth introduced her at a very
early age to the notice of his friends, some of whom
ranked high in the literary and political world.  She
casily won their friendship by her talents and amiability,
and she never lost a friend exeept by death.  Faimund
Burke, whose first letter to Richard Shackleton was
dated from his entrance at college, and who afterwards
kept up with his old school-fellow and friend a regular
and most affectionate correspondence, dictated his last
farewell to the daughter when he was sinking wnder
bodily and mental afflictions, and could no longer guide
the pen.

In the year 1591 she was married to William Lead-
beater, a descendant of the Huguenot families of Le
Datre and Gilliard, which were compelled to {ly from
France by the revocation of the Edict of Nantes. Being
left an orphan when very young, he was placed at Bal-
litore school.  Having completed his education there,
although he had been destined by his father’s will to
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be brought up for the bar, his guardian, who proved
unfaithful to his trust in this as well as in other respects,
bound him to Mr. Roger North, a respectable attorncy
in Dublin, with a view to his following that profession.
In the oftice of that gentleman he remained for the f{ull
term of his apprenticeship ; but having at the end of
his time become convinced of the principles of Quaker-
ism, and at the same time being perhaps unconsciously
attracted by an attachment he had formed while ab
school to the youthful subject of this memoir, he threw
up his profession, sought and obtained admission into
the Society of Friends, removed to Dallitore, and aftes
some years obtained the hand of Mary Shackleton,  In
her society he spent thirty-five years of happiness, unin-
terrupted, we believe, save by those casnalties which
are the lot of the most fortunate, and by the calamities
of war, followed by disease and famine, which in 1798
and the few following years so fearfully distracted and
afflicted his native country.  Having a turn for agricul-
tural pursuits, he became an extensive farmer of large
tracts of Jand in his own neighbourhood, and managed
them so successtully that he realized a modest compe-
tence.  1Ile died about a year after his wife, to whom
he was so devotedly attached that after her decease he

ras never seen to smile, and his hair, which was previ-
ously black, rapidly became as white as snow.

Her first essay at authorship was in the year 14994,
when she published anonymously a small volume of
“Extracts and Original Anecdotes for the Improvement
of Youth.” This little work attained considerable
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popularity : it was probably one of the first attempts
to introduce literature of a lightsome and interesting
yet instructive character into the juvenile libraries of
“ Friends,” from which works of an entertaining kind
had been heretofors somewhat rigidly excluded. Like
all her little books for children, it contains many of
those beautiful touches which proceed only from a ten-
der and benevolent heart.

Her name first came before the public in 1808, when
a selection from her poems was published by subscrip-
tion. With the exception of a “Translation of Maffeus’s
Continuation of the Aineid,” these were all written on
domestic occasions, and were addressed to the members
of her own family, or to some of her most intimate
friends ; and, although perhaps now forgotten by the
public, they are still precious to those who knew the
writer, and the circumstances that called into action the
susceptible feelings of her heart. They all breathe an
innocent enjoyment of the pleasures of domestic affec-
tion, and of a retired and rural life; they are the unpre-
tending effusions of a mind alive to the beauties of
nature, overflowing with love to those around her, with
charity to all men, and with gratitude to the Giver of
those simple joys which made the happiness of her life.

The first series of her ¢ Cottage Dialogues of the
Irish Peasantry,” appeared in the year 1811, and was
followed by a second series in 1813. In these Dia-
logues, with' a felicity of language rarely equalled by
any writer previous to her time, she has painted the
virtues and the failings, the joys and the sorrows, the
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feelings and the prejudices, of our impulsive and quick- |
witted countrymen, This is the work by which Mary
Leadbeater is chiefly known, and its utility has been
fully proved by the approbation of all who were at
that time interested in the welfare of the Irish poor,
and by their efforts to circulate them as widely as
possible among the class for which they were intended.
They were subsequently published in a larger form for
the English public, and were enriched with notes illus-
trative of the character, manners, &c. of the Irish pea-
santry by the author's friend Mr. W. P. Lefanu, the
founder and proprietor of the “ Farmer’'s Journal,” and
by Miss Edgeworth, who interested herself warmly in
in the success of the work, and addressed several letters
to Mary Leadbeater expressive of her esteem, and of
her desire to do everything in her power to promote
her benevolent views. A third series of the “ Cottage
Dialogues,” which remained in manuscript at the time
of the:author's death, was subsequently published in
one volume along with the earlier series, and has been
pronounced by competent judges to be even superior to
them in interest and simple pathos. In the “Dia-.
logues” we may observe that Rose, who is her model
of excellence, always imparts advice or information to
her idle neighbour with a mildness and diffidence far
removed from the loquacious, self-important manner in
which some of the perfect characters held up to our
view are made to dictate to their misguided companions,
and which almost disgusts the reader with perfection.
They also afford an example of that lambent wit and !
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humour which made the author's conversation and
eorrespondence g0 attractive.

The publication of the “Cottage Dialogues” was fol-
lowed by the “Landlord’s Friend,” “Cottage Biography,”
“Biographical Notices of Irish Friends,” and “Memoirs
of Richard and Elizabeth Shackleton ;” besides which
she wrote poems, essays, characters, and tales, some of
which have found their way to various periodical publi-
cations.

The last work she lived to publish was a little book
called “The Pedlars,” written for the Kildare-street
Education Society, consisting of dialogues descriptive of
the natural and artificial curiosities of various parts of
Ireland, and of what was always her favourite theme
—the character of the Irish poor, their virtues, their
sufferings, and the best mode of imaproving their con-
dition.

All these works, different as they are in subject and
style, bear the stamp of a mind ever disposed to look at
the favourable side of things and characters, to receive
the good thankfully, and bear the evil with cheerful
resignation,

‘Amongst her literary performances may be reckoned
& very extensive correspondence with people of differ-
ent ranks and situations in life. She excelled in this
department. She expressed herself with ease and con-
ciseness, and related little domestic occurrences with
spirit, accompanied by touches of the most gentle wit,
which gave a charm to the merest trifle. If she were
the messenger of sorrowful intelligence, it was delivered
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with tenderness and caution, accompanied by the balm
of comfort which almost deprived the unwelcome tidings.
of their sting. Being known to hold the pen of a ready
writer, she was frequently solicited to write letters on
intricate subjects, where judgment and delicacy were
required.

Her power of turning in a moment from one occupa-
tion to another was amazing. In the midst of her long
accounts, if she were asked to write a letter of kindness,
a petition, or a recommendation, she immediately gave
her thoughts to it, and put it into execution.

Exposed to continual interruptions from friends, who
found her always ready to sympathize in their tastes
and pursuits, be they ever so different from her own;
from visitors, whom her fame often brought from a
distance to enjoy her conversation ; from the poor, who
daily came to her for advice or help; she never seemed
in a hurry, and with perfect regularity carried on her
various occupations. She began to keep a diary in her
eleventh year, and continued it till within a week of
her death. She also kept a private journal of her own
life, and compiled “The Annals of- Ballitore,” extend-
ing from the year 1766 down to 1824—two years before
her death. These two last works are interesting not
only from the number and variety of characters, ludi-
crous or pathetic incidents, and anecdotes of celebrated
individuals whom she met with in her travels or who
visited Ballitore, but also on account of the faithful and
lively picture which they present of her own home, and
of the small but cultivated circle of which she was the
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ornament, In these volumes she lays. oper her whole
heart, whose every thought seems to have been' pure
and dictated by love, and upon whose warmth years
had no other effect than that of adding to it wisdom
end experience. She was to the last youthful in her
affections, of an open and unsuspicious disposition, and
ready to hail with enthusiasm every improvement of
later times.

She was for many years instrumental in assisting the
enlightened efforts of the late Mrs. Richard Trench,
mother of the present Dean of ‘Westminster, to reclaim
a numerous body of tenantry on one of her estates from
misery and degradation to comfort and industry; and
the inhabitants of the neat cottages of Ballybarney, a
few miles from Ballitore, regarded Mary Leadbeater as
a friend, a governor, and a judge, kind-hearted and
beneficent in all these various capacities. Happy were
the days when, accompanied by some of her friends, she
visited the estate to decide on the merits of the tenants,
and to distribute the premiums granted by the gene-
rous proprietress. She was always warmly received,
and her companions partook of the unstudied welcome
and the homely cheer which were so cordially offered.
The cottagers familiarly recounted their successes, their
misfortunes, and their future plans; and, when disputes
arose among them, she calmly heard both sides, and
neither party was afraid to lay the whole matter before '
her. She knew each one by name and character, and
remembered from one year to another how they pros
pered. Bhe admonished some, encouraged others ; and -
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her sympathy was often awakened by the lamentations
of these warm-hearted people for their relatives who
had died or emigrated. An expedition to Ballybarney
‘in her company had the charm of a party of pleasure.

In the course of her life she had many afflictions
to endure. She was deprived by death of many rela-
tions and friends. She saw her native village almost
destroyed by the calamities of civil war, and she was
witness to the succeeding horrors of nightly robberies.
No one felt these distresses more keenly than she did ;
but when she was deprived of one enjoyment, she
clung the more closely to those which remained.

She was of a most unsuspicious nature, and was thus
delivered from a host of distressing thoughts and con-
jectures ; and jealousy, that fatal enemy to peace and
friendship, found no place in her mind. She knew and
felt that she was beloved.

Her friends were numerous, and many of them, with
whom she corresponded, were scattered over the face of
the earth ; but her extended friendships or extended
usefulness did not deprive her family of her society
or prevent the fulfilment of her domestic duties, She
wrote a great deal while her friends were conversing
around her, and sometimes joined in the conversation.
One of her daughters generally read to her while
she was transcribing. Her industry, perseverance, and
energy were so remarkable, that her domestic perfor-
mances exceeded those of many more active women.
She had a familiar, persuasive manner about her house-
hold affairs, which induced her servants to enter into
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her views, and delight in doing what would please
her. .

Many strangers who came to Ballitore wished to see
her, either from admiration of her character and writings,
or from mere curiosity. While she sat to be looked at’
by such people, the smile of politeness lighted up her
countenance ; yet her eyes were cast down, and she
was generally more silent than usual on such occasions,
and seemed merely an attentive listener to what the
strangers had to say. If they praised her writings, she
looked pleased, and perhaps thanked them for their
approbation, with a modesty and simplicity seldom
equalled. She spoke to her familiar friends of her own
writings with as much ease and freedom as if they
belonged to another person, and received their appro-
bation or censure with equanimity.

Although she looked back upon the days, and the
Triends, and the customs of her youth with .tender
regret, with love and veneration, she delighted to con-
template the improvements of modern society, the prison
discipline, the schools, the savings banks, and the other
means of bettering the condition of the poor. She
used to speak of Dublin with enthusiasm. She admired
its public buildings, its squares, its quays, and the
surrounding scenery ; but, above all, its charitable
institutions. She never gave up the hope that the
punishment of death would be abolished. Her horror
at the idea of a human creature being led out to execu-
tion for any crime whatever, was often expressed in
conversation and in her writings,
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In her character she exemplified St. Paul’s inimitable
definition of charity: ¢ Charity suffereth long, and is
“kind; charity envieth not ; charity vaunteth not itself,

" «is not puffed up, doth not behave itself unseemly, seek-
“ eth not her own, is not easily provoked, thinketh no
“ gvil; rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the
“ truth; beareth all things, believeth all things, hopeth
“all things, endureth all things. Charity never fail-
“ eth.”

Her humility rendered her averse to speaking of her
religious experience, but her care to impress the hearts
of her children with a feeling of reverend dependence
on their heavenly Father, and the many expressions of
her own trust in divine aid which her diary contains,
show that she was favoured with a deep feeling of reli-
gious fear and love.

About a year before her death she began to be afflict-
ed with dropsy, which, in defiance of medical skill and
the tender cares of her anxious family, gradually in-
creased till she was confined to her chamber. Yet
even there her mind seemed unchanged. She mani-
fested the same anxiety for the welfare of all around
her ; and she was equally accessible to the many who
came to consult her, or to enjoy her company once
more. She continued her literary occupations to the
very last week, preparing a volume of Essays, Tales, and
Anecdotes for the Education Society.

During the few last days she became rapidly worse.
Her sufferings were great, and she feared that her pati-
ence would not hold out to the end, and that she could
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not part with perfect resignation from those blessings
to which her heart clung with increased affection. But
she was supported by Divine help through the trying
close, and her death was indeed that of the just., She
died on the 27th of June, 1826,
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HY do we not better remember that truth which
we know so well, that we are not sensible of the
value of our blessings till we lose them? In sickness
the comfort of health is painfully recollected, though
apparently in little esteem when possessed. When
death has deprived us of our tender parents, affectionate
friends, or engaging children,—sensible that we are cut
off from every hope of again enjoying their society, how
is every endearing circumstance of the past revived,
and every omission on our part towards them roused to
anguish ! '
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‘When a state of disturbance pervades a nation, when
the horrors of war have been felt or threatened, how do
we cast a retrospective view to the days of tranquillity,
when we sat as it were under our own vines and
fig-ttees, and none made us afraid—astonished that
any are willing to relinquish the sweets of peace. The
situation of outward alarm and prospect of unsettlement
ought to loosen the mind from these terrene things in
which it wes wont to delight.

It has not had that effect upon me. My heart swells
with tender recollections of the past, and though prompt
to enjoy the present, feels a regret at the memory of
what I have lost, mixed with a pensive satisfaction
that I have enjoyed those quiet pleasures. My native
village was never so dear to me; and though the vernal
time of childhood, and the glowing sensations of youth
are past, the autumn of life is not destitute of its tran-
quil enjoyments. This season of the year I am partial
to; 1 admire the rich and varied prospects of the
autumnal scene, the employment by which it is en-
livened, and the awakened remembrance of the year
nearly gone. Thus, in the autumn of life, I feel my
early sensations revived in the children and youth of
our family, and I am led to look back, and, with the
partiality which I feel to Ballitore, desire to retrace for
their amusement and for my own those scenes, indiffer-
ent to other eyes, which have passed before mine not
unnoticed. My abilities are limited ; my sphere is
limited also to “the sweet spot of the world” where
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my days have been spent, and where I desire to end
them.

Ballitore, in the county of Kildare, twenty-eight Irich
sailes from Dublin, is-a village a little off the high road
from Dublin to Cork. It is situated in a valley encom-
passed by gently rising hills, except where the river
Griese takes its meandering course of about fourteen
miles from its spring at Tubber, in the county of Wick-
low, to its union with the Barrow near Jerusalem, a
little hamlet in the county of Kildare. Ballitore derives
its name from its former marshy condition, (“bally” in
Irish signifying s town or village, and “togher” a bog)
from which it was reclaimed by drainage and careful
cultivation. This fertile portion of land was purchased
about the end of the seventeenth century by John
Barcroft and Abel Strettel, respectable members of the
Society of Friends. It is reported to have been very
bare of wood till the new proprietors began to plant,
which they did abundantly, and groves, orchards, and
thick hedge-rows soon adorned the valley. In a work
published in 1792, it is thus described :—*“Within a
“mile of Timolin on the right, our eyes were enrap-
‘tured with the most delicious situation, when through
“the lofty trees we beheld a variety of neat dwellings.
“Through a road that looked like a fine terrace-walk we
“hastened to this lovely spot, where nature assisted by
‘‘art gave us the most perfect gratification. It is a
“colony of Quakers, called by the name of Ballitore.
“The river Griese winds its stream very near the
“houses ; and the buildings, orchurds, and gardens
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« show an elega.nt simplicity pecuh&r to this people.
“Their burying-ground near the road is surrounded
«with different trees, whose verdure made us imagine
“# it g well-planted garden, till we were informed other-
“wise. The hedges that enclose the meadows and
¢ fields are quickset, kept of an equal height, and about
“every ten yards trees regularly pierce through them,
“ forming beautiful groves of a large extent. Industry
“reigns amongst this happy society; all their works
“are executed with taste corrected by judgment, and

“ geem to prosper as if Heaven smiled on their honest
“ labours.”

I was born in the last month of the year 1758. I
suppose when about seven years of age I began to
remark the familiar shades under which I grew, I
shall attempt a description as I first remember them.

[The general description of the village of Ballitore as
it appeared in the year 1466, which here follows in the
author’s manuscript, is now so inapplicable that it is
thought best to omit the few pages it occupies in the
“ Annals,” and to substitute, with some omissions, a
poem written by her in the year r4%8, which will
recall to many of the readers of these volumes some
of the beloved scenes and sports of their childhood.]

BALLITORE.

Lo! rosy Summer now draws nigh,
And Spring resigns the weeping sky :
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Slow she retires, and turns again,
As loath to leave the lovely plain ;
While buxom Summer, bright and fair,

“Comes sailing on the glowing air,

And joys in Griese's silver wave

Her loose ambrosial locks to lave.

Then come, my friend, and taste once more
The beauties of sweet Ballitore ;

This charming spot, where joys abound,
By rising hills encompass’d round,

Fair hills, which rear the golden brow,
And smile upon the vale below.

Let us begin, where fair and wide,
Grac’d with young elms on either side,
The lov’d Mill-avenue we tread,

Dear to the daughters of the shade.

As some fair virgin sits retir'd,

In lovely, lowly state admir’d,

Her beauties but in part reveal'd,

The rest in modest guise conceal'd ;

So Ballitore from hence is seen,

Half hid in shades of deepest green.
‘Where'er one turns his raptur'd sight,
The beauteous landscape gives delight,
The verdant groves, th’enamell’d meads,
The rising hills, and op’ning glades ;
Neat houses here and there he sees
Dispers’d among the tufted trees ;

The cultur'd fields with plenty blest,

In summer’s pride the gardens drest,
The crystal streams, which gently flow,
Diffusing nurture as they go ;

And Griese, that, with meand’ring glide,
Past the sweet village rolls ite tide.
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Our minds the pleasing prospect fills,
Environ'd by the distant hills ;
Delightful hills, which gently rise,

And seem to kiss the bending skies.
Far as the eye can reach, we view
A tow’ring structure, fair and new ;
Then a contrasted scene behold,

A castle ruinous and old.
Contemplative, in these we find
Fit objects for the musing mind :
So generations pass away,

Born, rising, hast'ning to decay.

Onward our saunt’ring steps we bend,
And now the little bridge ascend :—
How sweet to stand and gaze around,
And listen to the dashing sound
Of the white wave, which foams along,
Tumbling the rugged stones among !

There rears that house it modest head,
‘Where my blest hours of childhood fled :
Amidst these bow’rs so sweet and gay
Sally and I were wont to stray ;
Nature's soft chain, with friendship twin’d,
Our sister hearts in one combin’d.

Here, a8 a sheet of silver bright,

The mill-pond charms the dazzled sight,
Deck’d with the sallow’s hoary pride :
We walk admiring by its side,

‘We cross the dyke ; the field we gain,

The fair mill-field, a lovely plain :
But lovelier once, all gaily drest,
The cowslip gilding o’er her breast,
The ruthless plough her bosom tore ;

The golden cowslip charms no more.
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‘We come to Fuller's-Court, the square
For widows fam’d and maidens fair.
Here my dame Fuller keeps her home, .
And three fair daughters grace the dome ;
Enter the portal when you will,

And all is neat and all is still. ‘
There Julia’s ever-open door,
Encompass'd by the smiling poor :

Or to the right direct thine eyes,—

The thread industrious Mary plies :
Though small her house, her heart is wide,
For Truth and Friendship there reside.

‘We pass the gate : how fair the sight !

The trees their bending heads unite ;
In the blest cool we move along,
Regal'd with the wild warblers’ song :
The village, through the arches green,

Is through a long perspective seen.

O’er the trim fence now cast thine eye,
The variegated landscape spy ;

The sloping hill, upon whose side
The grove erects its sable pride.
Turn to the left ; that structure tall
Encloses those within its wall,

Who great by blood, but greater far
By manners and by virtues are.

See in the grove that structure neat,
Here we for worship duly meet:

Oh, may we clothed in silence hear
The still small voice for ever near!
But, not to place and form confined,
The worship of the all-perfect Mind
Doth like the sun its beams impart,
And loves the temple of the heart.

19
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" How pleasant the surrounding grove
Where the gay students love to rove!
The stately fir with verdant head,

Dear to the Muse the beechen shade,

United form a calm retreat

From glowing summer’s raging heat.

Here with soft breath the tuneful flute

To gentle Echo makes its suit,

Though not in strains so softly gay

As blooming Hall was wont to play

Too venturous boy, where dost thou rove

Far distant from this peaceful grove?

Beyond the vast Atlantic's wave

Dost thou the thundering battle brave ?

Or fainting, pale, and bleeding lie,

No tender parent weeping by?

Perhaps sad recollection strays

To former scenes and happier days,

To scenes which must return no more,

Thy flute, this grove, and Ballitore !
And now the School approaching near,

A humming noise salutes the ear;

The busy bees who sip the flowers

Which blossom in Parnassian bowers

Rich stores of honey thence convey——

The treasures of a future day.

The door unbarred, with mirth and glee

They rush and hail sweet Liberty.

Come, we'll attend the sprightly train

And view them sporting on the plain.

With rosy cheeks and laughing eyes

Each to his dear amusement hies.

This bids the bounding ball to fly

That sends the feathered cork on high;

[1466.
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Some sling the stone with dext'rous throw,
And others bend the guiltless bow.

Those whip the whirling top, and these
The rolling marbles better please.

One in his captive linnet joys,

And one his pigeons’ care employs:

These straining every nerve on high
Behold the kite in rapture fly ;

The sweets of Nature those invite

Who in their gardens gay delight;

To sow the tender seed in earth,

And careful watch the springing birth ;
To see the flower its leaves unfold,

With crimson stained, and bright with gold :
Or on their mossy seats recline,

And duteous court the gentle Nine,

Amongst the throng my darling Phaire

Comes ginging on, devoid of care ;

Belov'd of all; for o’er his head

Scarce six unspotted years have fled;
Sweeter than Spring’s first blossom’d bough,
But, Skinner, not more sweet than thou—
Oh, fairest flower that grac’d our shade,
How soon did all thy glories fade!

When Winter comes, it hath its charms ;
F’en Winter’s cold their bosoms warms ;
Fearless they tempt the frozen tide
And o’er the slippery surface glide ;

Or with incessant pains and care

On high the snowy pillar rear,

Or in the hall at close of day,

While six fair tapers lend their ray,
They turn the instructive page, and find
A feast to feed the immortal mind.
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Some trace the map with curious eye,
And point where different kingdoms lie ;
Here, those self-taught the pencil guide,
And imitate the gardens pride,

While these, with more exalted views
Record the labours of the Muse.

Say why each eye so bright appears,
Why every cheek contentment wears ¢
See where divine Hygeia stands,

And scatters blessings from her hands;
She o’er the cheek the roses spread,
And tinged the lip with brighter red,
Kindled the lightning of the eye,

And taught the nimble feet to fly.

Not all the jewels that adorn

The crown by Britain’s monarch worn
Can equal, or compare at all

‘With those that grace my father’s hall.

Scorn not these scenes which simply please,
Great Burke once led a life like these;
Though Britain’s cause he now maintains,
He sported on these verdant plains;
Though now his numbers swell go strong,
Here tuned his Muse her infant song.

Yet even these have ills to bear ;

No state on earth is free from care.
Perhaps in playful transport tost
The ball or shuttle-cork is lost;

The pigeons wander, linnet dies,
And sorrow dims the brightest eyes ;
Or when the kite sublimely sails,
Upborne by all the flying gales,

The cord is broken—down she flies,
And distant fields receive the prize.
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Or when the gardens shine most bright,
(Alas how transient is delight!)
Some roving dog, in luckless hour,
Has trampled down the fairest flower ;
Or filthy swine with brutal taste
Has laid the pride of Summer waste :
Or when they hope secure to glide,
Descending rain has marred their slide ;
Their pillar late so snowy-white
Deformed and spoiled disgusts the sight.
Lo ! the poor invalid, on high
From the sick chamber casts his eye,
Beholds their sports with jealous pain,
And wishes for his health again.
See all forlorn the new-come boy !
Tasteless to him each scene of joy :
How does he solitary roam,
And whine, and sigh, and think of home !
Some thoughtless lads deride the swain,
While others pitying sooth his pain ;
Thus (while they wipe his tears away) ;
“ Like thee we mourn'd : but now can say
““ No joys more sweet than here thou'lt find ;
““So give thy sorrows to the wind.”
Alas, what grief, should Vice invade
‘With backward steps this learned shade ;
Or Folly, with unmeaning face,
Intrude into this happy place !
No longer are ye dear to fame,
But fall a prey to guilt and shame ;
Your glory fades, and ye no more
Are deem’d the pride of Ballitore.
But heav'n avert the fatal day,
Which takes your innocence away !

23
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Learning ’s the growth of Ballitore ;
‘With caution ope that close-shut door.
High in an antique chair of state
The village mistress keeps her seat ;
Her little subjects standing by
Their horn-books and their samplers ply,
Watching with fear her awful nod
And trembling at the lifted rod.

These piers were once the Burrow-gate ;
(Beneath each pier is placed a seat
From whence the never-wearied eye
As far as Fuller’s Court can spy ;

The trees so green, the houses white
With mingled beauties charm the sight).
The old, the gay, the grave, the young
Here to the village forum throng :

Here ragged politicians muse,

And tell the listening crowd the news.

On the new bridge, fast by, we stay,
And the Retreat’s loved walls survey.
Before the door, a grateful view,

A verdant carpet nature threw,
With thousand colours gaily dyed,
All bright in summer’s rosy pride :
Here the diseaséd poor repair

To tell my pitying aunt their care,
She hastens to relieve their woes,
Bids Famine feed, and Pain repose.

The road hence from our village leads,
‘Which trees adorn with bending heads;
So thick the twisting branches blend,
They hide the hill we must ascend.

So when the present bliss we know
We look not at the future woe.

[x766.
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This hill so steep when we descend,
Our feet with quickest motion bend ;
But, when ascending, leave with pain
The beauties of this charming plain.
Still lingering on the bridge we stay
‘While the sun shoots his evening ray :
Wide spread the silver waters here,
Unruffled, calm, serene and clear,
But, straitened at the other side,
With gently-tinkling murmurs glide ;
A darker gloom these waves arrays,
On those a brighter lustre plays.

And now the setting orb from high
Rolls down the blushing western sky ;
Around he throws- his parting fires,
And in a blaze of gold retires.
On every side we cast our eyes,
Behold, the fading landscape dies ;
The glowing colours melt away
And twilight dims the eye of day.
But yonder, see, arrayed in light
Mounts the pale empress of the night,
Walking in brightness through the shades.
Onward the host of heaven she leads,
Brighter she gains the etherial way
And sheds around a milder day ;
From high beholds her silver beam
Reflected in the lucid stream.
The stream, rejoiced so bright a guest
Should sleep upon his placid breast,
Would fain his gliding waters stay,
With her delightful locks to play.

A solemn silence reigns around,
No busy footsteps beat the ground,

25
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The moon no careful watch-dogs bay,
No breezes shake the bending spray,
No flute awakes the slumbering grove,
Where not a leaf is heard to move,
Scarce heard the distant dying sound,
Such solewmn silence reigns around.
Here ends our walk—and here, my friend,
The gay description I shall end ;
These lines present no fancied view,
*Twas truth the faithful landscape drew.
Here from the busy world retired,
The fragrant air I first inspired,
And here may all my days be spent,
With innocence and sweet content ;
With contemplation ever calm,
And friendship, life’s most precious balm !
But where are all these blessings found,
Unless by thee, Religion, crowned ?
0, be thou first to gain my breast,
And be it worthy of the guest !
Content and innocence appear,
Celestial maid, when thou art here ;
Thou raisest contemplation’s eye,
To see the blest abodes on high :
Our friendships, formed by thee, endure,
*Tis thou who can’st our bliss secure :
Thou bid’st our passions all subside ;
Be thou my guardian and my guide !
Then in this sweet sequestered shade,
More lovely by thy presence made,
Remote from envy, care, and strife,
Calm shall I pass my quiet life,
Taste purer joys when these are o'er,
And lay my bones in Ballitore !

[1766.
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The first abode on entering the village was that of
old Abraham Shackleton, a man whose memory was
tong held in veneration, His exterior bespoke his
character ; his countenance expressed .the sweetness
and humility of his mind, mixed with a gravity some-
times bordering on austerity. Being the youngest of
six orphans, and his habit of body not being robust
enough for labour, he betook himself to letters, and
though twenty years of age when he began to learn
Latin, he succeeded so perfectly as to write that lan-
guage not only with correctness but with elegance. He
was a native of Yorkshire, and became an assistant in
the school of David Hall of Skipton, in whose family
his future wife, Margaret Wilkinson, David Hall's near
relation, was also an inmate. Having removed to Ire-
land, he was engaged by William Cooper of Cooper-
hill, and John Duckett of Duckett’s-grove, who were
both country-gentlemen and Quakers, as private tutor
to their children. Sensible of his talents and worth,
they encouraged him to open a boarding.school, which
he did in Ballitore on the first of the third month,
1426, having previously prevailed on his beloved Mar-
garet to become his wife and accompany him to a
strange land. Under the auspices of piety and honesty
the school prospered beyond their humble hopes. To
them were born a son, Richard, and a daughter, Eliza-
beth; the latter wounded her parents’ hearts by a clan-
destine marriage with Maurice Raynor, a young man
who was usher to her father. She died early in life,
leaving one son, William, who was taken by his grand-
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patents, and whom Margaret Shackleton, (who was

somewhat of a wit) used to call “a twig of the rod.”

Behold the venerable Abraham, in the first place

devoting his time to the duties of religion and the

services of his society, then indulging his taste for
cultivating his lands and planting, having resigned
the school to his son Richard. His wife, who was

some years older than he, and debilitated by rheumatic

pains, sate by her fire-side, her countenance innocently
sweet, her conversation innocently cheerful, and her
heart truly humble. Her sister, Mary Barnard, a widow,

was stout and active on her limbs, but being deprived
of sight, she went about the house, felt the under parts
of the furniture to try whether all was clean; examined
closely the bottom of her petticoat lest a jag had been
worn ; made spring-pottage and sour-cake, of which her
friends partook ; was led among her poor neighbours, to
whom she made little presents of a halfpenny lace, a
row of pins, or gifts of equal value, which were kindly "
accepted from the simple, honest-hearted donor.

T hardly recollect the ancient mansion; the large
room like that apartment which in similar residences
in Yorkshire is called “the hoose” (neither parlour nor
kitchen) in which was a closet, and in that closet an
owl; the parlour where the afternoon meeting was
held, with its sash-door opening into the garden, and
the map of Dublin, ornamented by pictures of its re-
markable buildings, &c. over the chimney-piece. But
“the friends’ room,” so named from its being appro-
priated to the use of strangers, imprest my young fancy
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with an idea of superior elegance of which I can scarce
divest myself even now. Perhaps some peacock’s fea-
thers about the chimney-piece caused this childish error
of judgment. The ceiling was actually supported by
props to prevent it from falling in, and the crazy state
of the house occasioned no little uneasiness in stormy
weather to the friends of the occupants, though I
believe not to themselves. At length the old man was
prevailed upon to rebuild ; he finished the kitchen end,
but was by that time so thoroughly tired of artificers,
that he resigned the completion of the job to his
daughter-in-law. Their grandsons Abraham Shackle-
ton and William Raymnor resided with them ; the lat-
ter was a child, the former a stripling just bursting
out into that brilliancy of talent for which he became
distinguished, and which was veiled by amiable mo-
desty and softened by good nature; he was pronounced
by Mary Barnard a child who could not be spoiled ;
and was the pride and darling of the venerable trio.
The forge next presents itself, at the extremity of a
little row of cabins. Although a shattered-looking
place, it was well frequented, both on account of busi-
ness and news ; nor have the genteeler sort disdained
to sit on the stone bench at the door. Adjoining
thereto was the dwelling of the proprietor, Mick Mur-
ray, an old man who was not only skilled in shoeing
horses and preseribing for their distempers, but occa-
sionally drew teeth with his pincers. He is reported
to have once lifted my mother three times from the
floor, in his fruitless attempts to extract a tooth; and
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that good woman, who always strove to be relieved
of pain of body or mind as speedily as possible, sate
with heroic resolution while he went home and sharp-
ened his vile instrument to complete the operation.

The abode of Peter Widdows adjoined the forge.
He was by trade a tailor, and by religion a Quaker,
though he had been disowned for marrying his maid
servant, who was not a member of the Society. He
had several children. Age and infirmity had overtaken
him; and when bed-ridden he kept a little school,
sometimes calling his son Joseph off his tailor’s board
to correct untoward pupils. The last days of the old
man were favoured with peace. He once proposed to
apprentice his son J oseph to Richard Shackleton, to fit
him to be a schoolmaster ; and, being asked why he
did not teach him his own trade, replied that his son
had not capacity forit. The son did not, however,
coincide in his father’s choice ; for, after running away
(the knight-errantry of schoolboys), and mistaking Kil-
cullen for Dublin, “because the Liffey ran through it,”
he settled down to the trade of his father, at whose
death he became master of the cottage. Having a
prospect of a comfortable livelihood, he obtained the
hand of Abigail Pope, a young woman of high spirit,
who had been upper servant with the Pims of Tullalost,
and therefore regarded herself as allied “ to some of the
top families.”

The ancient mansion of the Strettels commanded,
from the casement windows in an upper room, a view
of the street, though further from it than most of the
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other houses. Here lived the widow Taylor and her
danghter, with frugal neatness and exemplary industry.
The widow was tall and thin, and had the remains of
beauty. She was a chatty woman, skilful in the com-
plaints of children, and kind in assisting by advice
and attendance. Her name was Bridget, but she gene-
rally bore the appellation of “aunt.” About this time,
while going to Abraham Shackleton’s one windy
evening, wrapped in her camlet riding-hood, which
gathered the wind, she, being very light, was blown
into the river, and was in danger of perishing before
the accident was discovered. The inflated riding-hood
bore her up along the stream. Her daughter Polly, a
fine tall blooming young woman, appeared to me, espe-
cially when adorned with a stay-hook set with shining
stones, a beauty so resplendent that I gazed in silent
admiration. She was prevailed upon by my mother to
take my younger sister and me as day-scholars, before
we went to my father’s school. We were very care-
fully taught by our fair instructress, and were great
favourites with her and her mother. Polly Taylor
afterwards married Joshua Haughton, and was known
as Molly Haughton. ,

Most awkwardly in the way of the entrance to this
mansion was the end of Edward Miles’s, some of the
apartments of which being quite dark gave rise to
stones that the house was haunted.

" The bmldmgs which joined and darkened this house
were partly inhabited by journeymen shoemakers. One
of them was called the ball-room, and there the school-
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boys sometimes footed it to the scrape of old Bowden’s
fiddle, which disgusted my ears with its discordant
sounds, when, in passing to school, I sometimes stole
a peep at what went on.

Over this room was an apartment which belonged to
Sarah Braddock, who would not resign it, though
offered a bed at Richard Shackleton’s house, where she
lived in the day-time, and where, seated in a low arm-
chair in the nursery, she was constantly employed in
mending the boys’ stockings. We youngsters deemed
her of a peevish temper becuuse she could ill bear with
our childish tricks, for which some of us wept with
remorse at her burial. A young lad having accident-
ally broken her pipe, and being unwilling to encounter
her resentment, professed ignorance of the matter ; but
this did not avail him, for Sarah declared “there was
not a Christian in the nursery but himself and the cat.”
Cats, geese, and sparrows were high in her favour, and
manifested reciprocal attachment. As our family were
always uneasy when she became unwell at her lodging,
she was at length prevailed upon to stay at our house
where she would be properly attended to. The day
before her death, my father sat by her bed-side, and
spoke of the peaceful end of his father. My old
master ¥’ said Sarah, in a shrill and angry tone ;
“don’t tell me of my old master. If I was as good
as him, 1 would not be afraid to die to-night, before
to-merrow ;” which she accordingly did, She died in

. 1773
The last habitation at this ¢2d of the village belonged
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to the widow Jackson, who was remarkable for spéak-
ing ill of nobody, though never so bad. She was the
daughter of a clergyman, and was left by an extrava-
gant husband in reduced ciecumstances. She valued
her descent from Bernard Gilpin, the apostle of the
North, whose life she was pleased to find in a biogra-
phical dictionary. Her genteel deportment and blame-
less life interested her neighbours. Joseph Wills gave
her a spot of ground, others I suppose assisted her in
* building a comfortable cottage; her daughter Julia it is
said made some of the inner partitions with her own
hands. This was a fine young woman, industrious and
ingenious, full of health and vivacity, but she fell a
victim to the small pox: Her mother’s sorrows were
soothed by the worthy Rector of Narraghmore, Richard
Beauchamyp, and his benevolent Julia (one of the Kea-
tinge family), who took her into their house, and treated
her with that respect and affection which her character
deserved, and which they were wont to bestow. Her
house was now occasionally inhabited by persons who
took care of it for her, and kept her furniture, &c. locked
up in the parlour. The display of this room, with
which I was sometimes indulged, excited sensations of
admiration and pleasure, not exceeded when the won-

derful productions of the first masters exhibited in the
_gallery of Mir Jodhua Reynclds or ab Somerset House

I burst on my view, The screen on which “The Harlot's
Progress” was depicted, and the family pictures disposed
about the walls, especially one into which a little boy
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boys sometimes footed it to the scrape of old Bowden’s
fiddle, which disgusted my ears with its discordant
sounds, when, in passing to school, I sometimes stole
a peep at what went on.

*Over this room was an apartment which belonged to
Sarah Braddock, who would not resign it, though
offered a bed at Richard Shackleton’s house, where she
lived in the day-time, and where, seated in a low arm-
chair in the nursery, she was constantly employed in
mending the boys’ stockings. We youngsters deemed
her of a peevish temper because she could ill bear with
our childish tricks, for which some of us wept with
remorse at her burial. A young lad having accident-
ally broken her pipe, and being unwilling to encounter
her resentment, professed ignorance of the matter ; but
this did not avail him, for Sarah declared ¢ there was
not a Christian in the nursery but himself and the cat.”
Cats, geese, and sparrows were high in her favour, and
manifested reciprocal attachment. As our family were
always uneasy when she became unwell at her lodging,
she was at length prevailed upon to stay at our house
where she would be properly attended to. The day
before her death, my father sat by her bed-side, and
spoke of the peaceful end of his father. “My old
master ¥’ said Sarah, in a shrill and angry tone ;
“don’t tell me of my old master. If I was as good
as him, 1 would not be afraid to die to-night, before
to-morrow ;” which she accordingly did. She died in
1773.

The last habitation at this end of the village belonged
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to the widow Jackson, who was remarkable for speak-
ing ill of nobody, though never so bad. She was the
daughter of a clergyman, and was left by an extrava-
gant husband in reduced ciecumstances. She valued
her descent from Bernard Gilpin, the apostle of the
North, whose life she was pleased to find in a biogra-
phical dictionary. Her genteel deportment and blame-
less life interested her neighbours. Joseph Wills gave
her a spot of ground, others I suppose assisted her in
- building a comfortable cottage; her daughter Julia it is
said made some of the inner partitions with her own
hands. This was a fine young woman, industrious and
ingenious, full of health and vivacity, but she fell a
victim to the small pox: Her mother's sorrows were
soothed by the worthy Rector of Narraghmore, Richard
Beauchamp, and his benevolent Julia (one of the Kea-
tinge family), who took her into their house, and treated
her with that respect and affection which her character
deserved, and which they were wont to bestow. Her
house was now occasionally inhabited by persons who
took care of it for her, and kept her furniture, &e. locked
up in the parlour. The display of this room, with
which I was sometimes indulged, excited sensations of
‘admiration and pleasure, not exceeded when the won-
derful productions of the first masters exhibited in the
gallery of Sir Joshua Reynolds or at Somerset House
burst on my view. The screen on which “The Harlot's
Progress” was depicted, and the family pictures disposed
about the walls, especially one into which g little boy
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was introduced (rendered more interesting by hearing
he had been killed by a fall from a castle), were devoured
by my greedy eyes “with ever new delight.”

« But I leave this enchanting scene, and return upon
my steps to the Burrow-gate, proceeding thence up
the main street of the village, where the habitation of
Joseph Wills first attracts us. Joseph was a man re-
tired from business, who lived upon his income in a
genteel, comfortable style, keeping what is called good
company and a good table, and attentive to the cultiva-
tion of his land and garden, and to the provision of
his household. He was elderly, rather low in stature
somewhat corpulent, and his nose large and carbuncled ;
he wore a gold-laced hat and waistcoat, and moved
along the street with slow and stately pace, smoking
out of a long, clean pipe. Thus arrayed, he frequently
walked into his neighbours’ houses, which opened with
latches, and enquired what they had for dinner, at the
:same time poking his staff into the pot, for they mostly
sat in their kitchens in the forenoons. This familiarity
was of course not always acceptable. Sarah Fuller's
servant ran in to warn her mistress of his approach :
“ Here’s Mr. Wills, here’s Mr. Wills!” but she was
not quick enough. “Noble intelligence !” retorted
Joseph, gravely, as he followed her. He had his sin-
gularities, but he was “ respectable,” and Elizabeth
Shackleton piqued herself on being always on good
terms with him, He encouraged and assisted her taste
for gardening ; he delighted in dandling her sweet little
Rachael and receiving her caresses, and avoided the
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house for some time after death had taken from thence
his little favourite : this trait of tenderness the mother
remembered with gratitude. His parlour was wain-
scotted and hung round with engraved portraits, bu®
what I best remember was a closet beside the parlour-
fire, from which Joseph failed not to bring comfits,
which he dispensed to his little guests. The back
window faced the principal walk of the flower-garden ;
the borders on either hand were decorated with sweet
peas climbing up painted sticks, From this garden
moss-rose trees were first introduced amongst us.

‘We now reach Jonathan Haughton’s. It was about
this time that worthy man was deprived of the society
of a valuable and amiable wife. The care of the house-
hold and younger children devolved upon Hannah, then
about thirteen, and admirably did she perform those
duties with prudence, economy, and affection; but care
early furrowed her youthful brow and damped the viva-
city of her age. The other children were John, Debby,
Sally, and little Joe. Debby was two months elder
than I, Sally six months younger than my sister Sally,
80 that nature seemed to present to each of us a chosen
friend. The tie was early formed, and, like ties formed
at that age, peculiarly tender and peculiarly strong. Ye
sweet companions of my childhood, whose loss I have
never ceased to regret, although surrounded by dear
friends and dear relations, death has not been able to-
loosen that tie! The father of this family was one of
the most amiable of men. Possessed of no shining
abilities, he possessed what was of more value—a heart

3.
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‘moulded by benevolence, which impressed his counte-
nance. A husband and father tender to & great degree,
a kind master, a true friend, and one of the best of
neighbours, his affectionate attentions extended to
children. I remember the resolutions I have made not
to approach his knees when he came to sit a while with
my grandmother and aunt, because I was sensible that
I could not keep within bounds when Jonathan began
to play with me, which he surely would,—but the
temptation always proved too strong for my resistance.
The Great House was at this time inhabited by Lee
Masters, an English gentleman of fortune, whimsical,
and who frequently changed the place of his residence.
His wife seems to have partaken of his whims, for we
heard of her having drank tea one evening on the
bridge, a freak which might have been attended with
inconvenience, if the bridge had been half so much of
a thoroughfare as it is now, for it was then/ but half its

present width.
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PBALLITORE SCHOOL, at the earliest period to

which my memory extends, was kept by my father
Richard Shackleton, who was then in the prime of life.
He wag*®arefully educated by his parents, according to
the system prevailing in the time of his childhood,
which oocasioned greater restraint and awe of parental
authority than that which he adopted in the education
of his own children. In early life, although, from the
liveliness of his disposition, exposed to temptation, he
turned his back upon the allurements of the world, and
embracéd religion with a heart sincerely devoted to it.
He married Elizabeth Fuller, an amiable and worthy
young woman, to whom he had been long attached, and
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who left him at the age of twenty-eight a sorrowful
widower with four young children; the last of whom, a
son, was born shortly before the death of his mother,
and survived her only two years. Shortly after the
death of this child, Richard Shackleton married Eliza-
beth Carleton. She lived in Dublin with her mother
and sister, and their little property was managed with
respectable economy. In her youth she indulged in
dress as far as she could, she had a musical ear, sang,
and an uncommon taste for drawing. Before the season
of youth was past she renounced all those delights, and
was faithful and diligent in doing what she believed to
be her duty. Her adopted children witnessed this, and
they repaid her kindness with filial affection, Lads
have been educated in the family, and were surprised to
hear afterwards that my father's children were born of
different mothers. The worthy pair were desirous
above all things to promote the cause of truth and
righteousness, and were anxiously concerned faithfully
to discharge the arduous occupation in which they were
engaged. Richard Shackleton was a man of wit and
learning, he had a genius for poetry, and was conversant
with the classics. Superior to these was his deep and
solid understanding, and, far excelling all, an honest and
benevolent heart ; these he possessed. His conversa-
tion was delightful, for he was unassuming and conde-
scending 3 it was instructive, for amid the blaze of
superior talents humility shone unrivalled, He was the
gentleman, the scholar, and the Christian, His cheer-.
ful temper caused him to enjoy every good, while his
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pious resignation taught him to bear what is called evil
with quiet submission. His temper was naturally
quick, but his generous mind was ever ready to atone.

" His wife had not his liveliness of disposition ; she was
grave, circumspect, and cautious, perhaps to an extreme.
She took upon herself the care of all within and with-
out, and entered into the affairs of her poor neighbours,
not from curiosity but kindness. The multiplicity of
her cares at times caused her much anxiety, yet, being
regular in her habits, she probably got through them
with more ease than if she had more quickness of action
and disposition. Her relaxation consisted in the culti-
vation of her garden, from which she extracted much
pleasure, and she was curious in her collection of
flowers. 'With an improved and solid understanding
she had much simplicity of character, and it was not
difficult to impose upon her ; but I believe few had the
heart to injure her materially, she was so much beloved.
It not unfrequently happens that the simple and artless
penetrate into the characters and motives of others
more readily than those do who are busy concealing
their own. This good woman possessed great tender-
ness of heart, and was a cordial sympathiser with the
sick and afflicted.

Casting their cares upon Providence, this exemplary
couple felt the shackles of the world hang loose about
them. Their duties to the children intrusted to their
care were conscientiously fulfilled, and the grateful love
which their pupils retained for them was a convincing
proofof it. They were useful members of their religious
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society, and, with clean hands and in the meekness of
wisdom, were qualified to take an active part in con-
ducting the affairs of the church. They attended the
general meetings very constantly, and Richard Shac-
Kkleton took a method with his pupils which was well
calculated to maintain order in his absence. He gave
in charge to the eldest boy, or to him whom he
suspected of being most likely to give trouble, a por-
tion of care over the rest ; he arranged matters to the
best of his knowledge ; he addressed the boys in gene-
~ ral; and, above all, he openly committed them to the
care of Providence.

The house which contained the family was large ;
and, though old and inelegant, was comfortable, and be-
came by dint of improvement convenient. Between
the house and garden was a large yard, with two
squares of grass for the boys to play on. The piers of
the garden gate were covered with ivy, the berries of
which had been sown by James McConaughty the day
my sister Sally was born, the 6th of Sixth-month,
1760. A broad walk reached from the garden-gate to
the old arbour of yew at the upper end of the kitchen-
garden, in which were planted several apple-trees. So
far as the walk continued through the flower-garden, it
was gravelled ; thence it became a grass walk, and had
at each side thick yew hedges, in the ends of which, as
they were intersected by cross walks, chairs were cut,
In the flower-garden were two large yew-trees, all of
which .1y mother used to have trimmed with care,
except the tops, which she hoped in time to form into
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an arch. The tardy branches were at length extending
to meet her hopes, when, in luckless hour, Fardy the
. gardener, either ignorant or forgetful of the wishes of
his mistress, rounded off the tops with great dexterity
and ill-timed officiousness. I mneed not add what vex-
ation and disappointment ensued.

At the head of the household was placed Elizabeth
Haughton, a near relation of Richard Shackleton’s first
wife, who, being left a widow in narrow circumstances,
accepted of this charge, her two children being taken
in also. She was a religious woman, of an excellent
disposition, kind and humane; and “cousin Betty”
was universally respected and beloved.

The steward was William Gill, a man of strict and
approved fidelity. He was advanced in years, of a
portly person and comely countenance. He had served
Abraham Shackleton in the days when Edmund Burke
went to school to him, and was attached to that great
and amiable man by those ties of affection and admira-
tion which bound all who knew him.

There also lived in the family, at this time, an old
man named John Buckley, son of Allan Buckley, a
shoe-maker, to whom Richard Shackleton and Edmund
Burke resorted when they were boys, when Edmund
used to amuse himself making mathematical figures
out of Allan’s wax. I suppose Allan was a Quaker,
for his remains were laid in our grave-yard ; and his
son with pious attention dressed his grave, a mark of
filial affection which reflected more honour than the
headstone placed at the grave of Abel Strettel. John
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continued ‘this affectionate office while he was able.
He had been a soldier, was tall, thin, and upright, and
‘much older than he appeared to be, cheerful, lively,
and quick in temper ; yet during his occasional fits of
illness he felt much distress of mind, approaching to
despair. His duties were to assist in cleaning the
shoes and knives, to cut the bread, attend the boys’
table, and announce at the schoolroom door when the
meals were ready. His age was considered with ten-
derness ; indeed no burdens were laid upon any ; and
T believe it was thought Elizabeth Shackleton was too
indulgent a mistress. When Johnny grew very old
and feeble, she thought proper to make him a bowl of
salop every evening, which at first was grateful to his
failing appetite ; but I was once greatly surprised
when I brought him the well-seasoned draught, that he
took it from me in a pet, and hastened to the scullery.
I followed, enquiring what he meant to do with it."
“To throw it down the sink,” said Johnny, % for I am
tired of it.” Of course no more salop was made ; but
the peevishness of age and infirmity was passed by
without exciting resentment.

‘The inferior servants, who were generally Roman
Catholics, often lived in the house until they were
married, when they were treated to a wedding supper,
and continued to be friends after they ceased to be
servants.

The school mostly consisted of fifty, and sometimes
sixty boarders, besides day-scholars. There were gene-
rally a few parlour-boarders, who were, for the most
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part, grown young men. Several French men and boys
came here in the time of my grandfather, to learn
English, and they left the name of “ the French room”
to a large apartment in which they slept.

Two Norwegians were also sent to this school, the
only natives of that country who were ever at it. They
were both from Drontheim, perfect strangers to one
another, and each was sent to Ballitore in order to be
entirely out of the way of meeting with a fellow coun-
tryman. They came much-about the same time. The
elder was Svend Peter Stuberg; the other Laurence
Nicholas Zelius, a beautiful gentle youth. He did not
appear so quick in capacity as Stuberg, who was older
and rougher, and quite baffled Zelius by speaking his
own language to him ; so that he could make no pro-
gress in English, and was obliged to quit the school,
more regretted by others than by his countryman, who,
it was thought, looked upon him as a rival in the affec-
tions of the family and neighbours. Peter then had
the field to himself ; he soon spoke and wrote Engiish
with facility ; and amazed the villagers with his won-
derful stories of northern superstition. After he left,
he for several years kept up a correspondence with the
family ; presents were interchanged of the produce of
the two countries; and once he paid us a visit, at
which time I remember him playing on a German flute
at the lime-kiln in the Mill-avenue, and remarking the
effect of the echo. He told us he was about to marry
8 fine young woman of his own country, who was
“very like Betsy Pim.”



44 THE ANNALS OF BALLITORE. [1766.

Aldborough Wrightson, whose short but eventful
history makes no uninteresting part of the village
annals, was born in 1746 ; and, with his elder brother
Thomas, was sent to Ballitore school in 1754. He was
a beautiful sprightly child. Aldborough went to col-
lege, but on his brother's death, his father, a wealthy
alderman, wished him to supply the vacant place in
his counting-house; and his mother would have desired
him to go of her errands to her milliner and man-
teau-maker, and to attend her in that round of diver-
sions which, in one of his last letters, he said “had
frittered away her understanding.” His high spirit
and taste for letters not corresponding with their views,
he became irregular in his habits ; which would have
been freely pardoned by his parents had he entered
into their plans, but as he did not, these irregularities
served as a pretext for holding him at a distance,
though once their beloved, and now their only son.
It is just within the compass of my memory his being
taken dangerously ill, either with a spitting of blood
which brought him very low, or with a mortification in
his thumb which was afterwards amputated, and for
which operation he strove to prepare himself by the
Stoic philosophy that pain was no evil At one of
those times his father and mother came down for him ;
not 80 soon a8 he expected, it seems, for the idea pre-
gents itself to my memory of the languishing youth
reclined in the straw arm-chair, and his mother rushing
into the parlour with maternal haste, wringing her
hands, and exclaiming, “Did you not think we were



1766.] THE ANNALS OF BALLITORE. 45

brutes ¥’ Her heart was not callous then: how it
afterwards became so I cannot account for. It was
thought interest fermented family dissensions. When
Aldborough was displeased or displeasing at home, he
was sent to Ballitore, an exile from his father's house ;
and he always found a father in his old master,
although not by any means dependant on him, for his
father made him an allowance for his ordinary wants,
If Wrightson had been irregular in his habits, nothing
of this appeared in his conduct in Ballitore. He was
to his master’s children as an elder brother; he en-
couraged in young Abraham Shackleton the love of
literature, aud I believe by example and precept coun-
selled him well. The elder girls were driven by him
with some harshness into the parlour, if he found them
associating with servants or other company which he
disapproved of. With the younger ones he often
joined in their childish plays, from which he appeared
to extract as much delight as they did. I have some
pride in saying I was a peculiar favourite of his; he
quarrelled with my mother for not getting me inocu-
lated for the small-pox: some silly rhymes I made at
about seven years of age he seemed delighted with, and
insisted upon my being taught Latin, which my mother
and aunt unfortunately prevented, from a mistaken
notion that it would increase an impediment in my
speech. He taught me some Greek verses and some
beautiful lines of Cowley ; strove to correct my walk
and carriage ; now commended, and then scolded me ;
and, fearing him more than either, I loved him next
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to my father and James McConaughty. He did not
attend school, for he was fully supplied with the trea-
sures of learning, and his conversation, abounding in
good sense, was enlivened by sallies of wit expressed
with such elegant simplicity, that even I, a child,
understood and admired them. I canmot but think
that in his vigorous turn of mind and extent of genius
he strongly resembled the great Burke. His letters
at the same age are fully equal, and very similar in
style, to those of our dear honoured Edmund. But
Wrightson was early crushed into the grave. Burke
grew and flourished, the ornament of an admiring
world! Let us hope that their spirits have met in
that kingdom where human policy and human acquire-
ments are no more !

Richard Shackleton’s intimacy with Edmund Burke
commenced when Edmund was the pupil of old Abra-
ham Shackleton, from whose school he entered Trinity
College in the year 1744. He came to Ballitore, with
his elder brother Garrett and his younger brother Rich-
ard, on the 26th of Fifth month, 1741. They had been
when very young at school with an old woman who
was 80 cross, and they resented her crossness so much,
that one holiday the three little fellows set out for her
cabin with intent to kill her. As her good genius
would have it, she happened to be from home, and their
fit of fury evaporated before the mnext opportunity.
Garrett Burke, who had a great turn for humour, was
an eminent lawyer, and died before my time. His
brother Richard could not be excelled by him in the
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talent for drollery, and it is well known that Edmund
also had his share.

" Burke's friendship with Richard Shackleton grew
with their growth and strengthened with their strength,
and lasted to the end of their lives. My mother cordi-
ally entered into the attachment of her husband. She
had first seen Edmund when, on a journey before her
marriage, she called at Ballitore. Both he and his friend
were remarkably short-sighted, and they were trying
which could read best by twilight. I cannot forget the
first visit, which occurred in my time, of this illustrious
man to Ballitore. Edmund Burke was expected; we
naturally loved every friend of our parents, but to these
predilections were superadded sentiments of respect and
admiration in the present instance, which caused his
visit to be expected with impatient wonder. The chaise
stopped at the big gate, which unfolded wide, and my
imagination still presents the graceful form of Edmund,
ag I beheld him from the nursery window, leading in
his wife, a pretty little woman, with no covering on
her head but her beautiful unadorned auburn tresses.
On Elizabeth Shackleton expressing surprise that she
wore no cap, in which respect she was singular at that
time, she said that she dressed conformably to her hus-
band’s taste ; however, she promised to put on one, and
next morning appeared in the first French night-cap
that was ever seen in Ballitore. The plain dress of
Edmund disappointed my expectation, and I thought
. the postillion’s habit, daubed with livery lace, much more
elegant : the sight of our guest’s laced waistcoat, how-
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ever, ‘s little reconciled me. Yet, when, in taking a
snrvéy of the family of his friend, he stood over me as I
sat in a little chair and viewed me through the glass
which assisted his short sight, I felt so abashed and con-
fused that I directly annexed the idea of austerity to his
countenance ; nor could the testimony of many wit-
nesses efface that idea, till I afterwards saw him in
London in the year 1784, when with a very uncommon
sensation of pleasure and surprise it was at once put
to flight ; for never did I see so much benignity and
intelligence united as in the manly beauty of that
countenance, in which were blended the expressions of
every superior quality of the head and of the heart.
This visit was previous to the purchase of Beaconsfield,
and to his “taking root in England,” as he expressed
it.

He was frequently in Ireland, and of course often
in Ballitore. At one time my mother, while walking
in the fields at the foot of the Nine-tree-hill, was sur-
prised to hear a familiar voice behind her; she turned
and beheld Edmund Burke, who was going in search
of her, and having just arrived, took some path re-
membered by him which she did not know of, and
had got behind her. Their little son sometimes accom-
panied them in their visits, in one of which he was
in disgrace with his mother, and she kept him at a
distance ; but the fond father was solicitous to put up
a bit of bread for him, when they were setting out.
He was now the only child, for they had buried another
son. My father and mother went once to visit Ed-
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mund at Dublin Castle, where he had apartments,
and found him seated on the floor playing with his
two little boys. Edmund brought a painter with him
at one time, Richard Sesson, a man of talent, and
prevailed on my dear father to sit for his picture; he
consented, though it was against his judgment, as not
consonant to the practice of our Society. Probably for
this reason an expression of uneasiness appears on the
portrait, although it is otherwise a good likeness. The
portrait of his old master, Abraham Shackleton, was
also longed for by his illustrious pupil; but he durst
not request it. To the conversation of the two accom-
plished friends, which was indeed “ a feast of reason and
a flow of soul,”” young Wrightson listened with delight,
but with that silent modesty which is often the com-
panion and ornament of exalted minds, especially in
youth, Richard Shackleton, suddenly turning to his
pupil, enquired, with that liveliness peculiar to him,
why be did not speak, assuring his friend that he
could speak, and to the purpose. The youth blushed.
Edmund grew angry, and retorted fiercely, “ You insult
his modesty.”

My father used to delight in detailing instances of
Burke's singular aptitude, and how soon he attained a
superior station amongst his schoolfellows, many of
whom he readily assisted in their exercises. He
showed thus early his capacity for exerting his abilities
on a sudden emergency, and of turning the ideas of
others to useful account. Burke and his schoolfellows
were permitted one day to go and see the procession

4
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of the judges into the county town of Athy,
condition that each of the senior lads should write a &
scription of the spectacle in Latin verse. 'When Bur!
finished his own task, he was earnestly solicited by
another lad to assist him, the poor fellow declaring
that he had laboured in vain for hours to knock some- ¢
thing out of his brains, and that rather than try again
he would walk barefooted to the top of Lugnaquilla,
which is the loftiest of the Wicklow mountains, about
twelve Irish miles from Ballitore. He reminded his
schoolfellow how often he had helped him before, and
said that this was the hardest task he ever got. Burke'
was for the moment somewhat puzzled how he could
compose a second paper on the same subject; and,
hoping to obtain some hint for the composition, he
asked the applicant what had struck him as most
remarkable in the procession. The lad replied that he
had noticed nothing in particular, except a fat piper in
a brown coat. Furnished with this hint, Burke imme-
diately commenced and in a very short time completed
a humorous poem in doggrel Latin ; the first line of
which was as follows :—

¢ Piper erat fattus, qui brownum tegmen habebat.”

He loved humour, and my father was very witty.
The two friends sharpened their intellect and sported
their wit till peals of laughter in the schoolroom often
caused the reverend and grave master to implore them,
with suppressed smiles, to desist, or he should have to
turn them both out, as their example might be followed
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‘ere folly and uproar would take the place of humour
wisdom. Burke's heart was tender, too, and my
ither was wont to relate a circumstance which proved
it in boyhood, as well as in riper years, he felt an
_invincible hatred to oppression. A poor man having
%been compelled to pull down his cabin, because the
surveyor of roads declared that it stood too near the
highway, Burke, who saw the reluctant owner perform
his melancholy task, observed with great indignation,
that if he were in authority such tyranny should never
be exercised with impunity over the defenceless; and
he urged his school-fellows to join in re-building the
cottage. My grandfather, however, would not permit
this to be done. .
The mansion house in Fuller's Court was inhabited
by the widow Sarah Fuller. Her family consisted of
her three daughters and three sons; Deborah Watson,
mother of her late husband, and Mary Pim, who were
boarders; and occasionally boys who boarded there to
attend the school. She was of the Duckett family;
a very clever, domestic character, kind and goodna-
tured, rather high, yet not very polite in her manners.
Although her kitchen inspired a laudable ambition in
the neighbourhood, it ever retained its pre-eminence
unrivalled in cleanliness. The dresser shone with pew-
ter bright as silver, and brass and copper-pots shining
like gold. I do suspect that some of these were kept
chiefly for ornament, and that Aunt Fuller was not
without some vanity in the display. A little book-
closet beside the kitchen fire often attracted my obser-



52 THE ANNALS OF BALLITORE. [1766.

vation: it was also attracted by the china cupboar
behind it, which opened into the parlour, into which
‘1 seized every opportunity of getting a peep. Thé )
parlours were nicely kept ; a sash door opened into the -
garden, well kept also and well cultivated, quite in the
antique taste, with large yew and holly trees, and a
bower of yew, which at my request, many years after
this period, was rescued from the axe,—for, though
whatever beauty it had possessed was gone, my father
had courted his first wife in that bower, and therefore
it remained an object of veneration. A jessamine tree
not only surrounded the parlour window, but made its
way inside. How I have delighted to pass and repass
the dairy window, which also looked into the garden,
inhaling the sweetness and freshness from within, min-
gled with the fragrance of the woodbine from without.
Beyond the garden was an orchard, where the ground
was white with snowdrops in spring. Here was the
bleachgreen for the clothes, the large stone to beetle
them on, and a hole cut through a tree for a cider-press,
and steps down to the water which ran between two
hedge-rows at one side of the garden ; the banks were
high and narrow, and, for what reason I know not, it
was called “the Sconce.” At the termination of a
walk which led through the orchard was a red door,
which I often contemplated with a wish to pass this
ne plus ultra. Seldom was it opened; but when it
was, some lofty trees, and a bubbling stream, which I
supposed to be a fountain, and, above all, the charm
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af novelty made that appear a delightful spot into
which the red door admitted us.

* « Deborah Watson, the mother of my father’s first wife,
was possessed of considerable intellectual endowments,
and amiable, engaging manners, and was dearly loved
by my father. She had married a second husband,
worthy Samuel Watson of Kilconnor, when both were
advanced in age, and she survived him. She was a
woman of a meek and quiet spirit, daughter of John
Barcroft of truly honourable memory, a man of liberal
mind, universal benevolence, cultivated understanding,
and deep humility ; thus have 1 heard my father de-
seribe him. He had but two children who survived
him, both daughters, one of whom married John Pim
of Edenderry, and left a large family of daughters, and
one son. This son had several daughters, most of
whom were married—one of them to Thomas Bewley.
The eldest, Mary, remained single, was now elderly,
and boarded at Aunt Fuller's, She had a strong and
well-cultivated understanding, was much attached to
her relations, and was the most eminent knitter of her
time.

Forming an angle with Sarah Fuller's house was the
abode of my grandmother Rachel Carleton and her
daughter Deborah. Rachel Carleton was daughter of
the venerable George Rooke, a man whose sweet and
gentle disposition made him as much beloved as his
piety commanded respect. He was a native of Cumber-
land ; he joined the Society of Friends when a youth,
and became a public preacher amongst them, in which
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capacity he frequently travelled from home. In one
of his journeys to Ireland he became acquainted with
Joan, daughter of John Cook of Limerick. She had
married early in life a person of the name of Clarke,
who afterwards went abroad, and was reported to have
died. Many lovers then made suit to Joan, who, be-
sides being very beautiful, was a wealthy heiress.
Her mother, a widow, had suitors of her own, but on
assuring them she would on a second marriage make
over her property to her daughter, she was freed from
further importunity. The lovely Joan would hearken
to no addresses till she was better assured of her
husband’s death, of which doubts hung about her
mind, though letters were brought to her naming the
exact time when the event took place. At length,
however, return he did, but in ill-health, and lived but
a few days, leaving his widow at liberty to form a con-
nection with one more deserving of her than he had been.

Her beauty and her wealth were not the charms
which secured the affections of George Rooke ; he met
in her a kindred mind, and her virtue and piety deter-
mined his choice. As he rode to Limerick with intent
to make the tender of his hand, he was joined by ari-
other young man, who opened his heart to him, and
told him he was on his way to address the fair widow,
requesting his interest on the occasion. George’s alarm
at finding he had a rival was great, and his emotions
occasioned such agitation, that one after another the
buttons of his waistcoat burst open. However, he
proved the successful candidate, and was married to
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Joan in 1686. They were accounted the handsomest
pair that had been married in the meeting-house for a
long time, and they lived in comfort and plenty in
Limerick, till the horrors of war broke in upon their
domestic quiet.

‘When Limerick was besieged by William the Third,
officers and soldiers of the Irish army were lodged in
their house, and cannon-balls passed through every
room but one. On one occasion Joan Rooke sate on
her chimney-hob, watching the pot in which het dinner
was boiling, lest the Irish soldiers should make a prey
of it. The pot was removed, and she had left her seat
when a cannon-ball dashed through the hob where she
had sat. We'had also a family tradition that she had
stooped her hea#%o let a ball pass over it. That she
was a woman of courage was evident from her having
threatened the soldiers who were quartered in her house,
to complain to their officers of the ruffianly conduct
which they declared their intention to pursue. They
had spoken in Irish before her, believing her ignorant of
the language ; she understood it, but heard them out
before she let them know that she did so, and then
awed them into good behaviour.

After the first siege of Limerick, George and Joan
Rooke thought it would be presumptuous to await the
issue of the second. My great-grandmother quilted
some of her broad pieces of gold into the tucks of her
under petticoats, and filled false heels in her shoes with
the remainder. They melted their plate into wedges,
and abandoned their comfortable house and costly far-
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niture, which had once been the objects of Joan’s nice
housewifely care ; and ever after she was perfectly indif-
ferent how simple her furniture was, if it were only kept
whole and clean. They hired a guard to convey them
to Dublin, and it was uncertain what might have been
their fate had he not been faithful to them. This man,
when old and poor, was tenderly cared for by George
Rooke, 8o true is it that “honesty is the best policy.”
They lay the first night in a place surrounded by
Rapparees. My careful great grandmother lay awake
watching their property. Her husband forgot all care
in a sleep s0 refreshing that in the morning he congra-
tulated his wife with, “My dear, we have had a fine
night ;” she had not found it so, and notwithstanding
all her care had lost her riding-hood. After a short
stay in Dublin they embarked for England with their
three little children. My grandmother, who was then
about three years old, never forgot her great affliction
at letting her doll fall out of the cabin-window, and
seeing her treasure swallowed by the waves. They
staid till this land was freed from disturbance, sold
their estate in Limerick, and then settled in Dublin.
George Rooke dealt in timber, and kept a timber-yard
in Earl-street. He outlived his wife, who was eighty-
four at the time of her death. The old man possessed
remarkable sweetness of temper. He often smiled, but
never laughed, and though a friend to innocent cheer-
fulness was wounded by noisy mirth. - He rose early, as
all long-livers, I believe, do, and was often in his tim-
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ber-yard at four o’clock. Little children flocked around
him, end called him “ Daddy,” and he was seldom un-
provided with good things for them. His neighbours
called him “the bishop.” A collegian seeing him
among his timber called out, “See the priest in the
wood ¥’ ¢TIt is better,” answered the pleasant old man,
“than to be a wooden priest ” Although universally
beloved, he unintentionally gave offence to one family
by some familiar chat. Ilis daughter Carleton, who lived
with him after she became a widow, resented their
touchiness, and wished him not to call at the house; but
her sweet-spirited father could not harbour resentment,
he visited there as usual, and when his daughter enquired
where he had been, he used to reply with a smile, “In
a house” William Penn, grandson to the great legis-
lator, had George Rooke’s likeness taken by stealth,
my aunt assisting. This picture is now in my posses-
sion, with a lock of the beautiful silver hair that curled
naturally around a face which extreme old age could
not deform. He loved to have the Scriptures read to
him, especially “the Little Prophets” as he was wont
to call the books at the end of the Old Testament. He
died of a pleurisy at the age of ninety.

Rachel Carleton was the remains of a fine old gentle-
woman, who had lived long in the city, and “knew
what was what.”” Her stately reserve was censured as
“height” (the softened term for pride), but she was a
worthy character, and had in her past life encountered
keen misfortunes, I believe with patience and resigna-
tion. Desirous of being near her married daughter—
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for of a large family but two remained—she and her
daughter Deborah came to reside in Ballitore about the
year 1750.

My aunt Carleton was fourteen years older than my
mother, of a very lively, cheerful temper. In her
youth she had been much admired, though her nose
had a flatness at the upper part. Somse of her neigh-
bours being inclined to criticise, remarked that “Debby
Carleton would be a very pretty girl, but for her
nose.” She happened to overhear them, and bolted
upon them with the retort, “ She would be much worse
without it.” The voice of envy unjustly accused her
of sleeping in iron stays; for her figure was taper and
shapely—“fine by degrees and beautifully less.” The
remains of her fine figure and her blooming com-
plexion were still visible as I first remember her,
and time could not destroy the animation, benevo-
lence, and sensibility of her countenance. From early
youth she was subject to ill-health, and to a nervous
headache which often attacked her, confining her one
day to her bed, or two if she struggled against it.
‘When more dangerous illnesses visited her, we wel-
comed this headache as a sign of her recovery to usual
health. But no interruption of this kind could les-
gen her filial attention to her aged mother. Her life
had been much devoted to the care of the aged and
infirm, and she frequently remarked that it seemed to
be prolonged for that purpose.

She also enjoyed the happiness of saving several
persons from impending death. One of these was a
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woman whose brutal husband in a fit of drunkenness
and rage held a razor to her throat. My aunt heard her
cries as she lay in bed ; she ran to the window, and so
effectually employed that power of persuasion which
she eminently possessed, as to save the life of the unfor-
tunate woman. Subsequently, as she was walking in
Dublin, she was advised to turn back, as there was in
her way a drunken woman, maddened by the insults of
the rabble, and throwing dirt and stones at all who came
near her. My aunt, however, went on, and quickly per-
ceived that this wretched woman was the same whom
she had rescued from the fury of her husband. Calling
to her by her name, she reproved her conduct, and
commanded her instantly to return home. Gratitude
overpowered every other emotion in the distracted
creature ; she dropt on her knees in the channel, im-
ploring a blessing onher benefactress; then, rising,
directly obeyed her. She saved another life by thrust-
ing her hand into the mouth of an enraged mastiff who
had seized a boy by the throat. The animal, knowing
and loving her, quitted his grasp of his victim in
order to avoid hurting her.

If her cares were precious to the aged, they were’
more 8o to the youth. In the science of education I
never saw her surpassed. She had the happy art of
nourishing confidence with restraint. She won our
hearts and they were laid open to her. She made every
proper allowance, granted every proper indulgence, yet
she possessed much penetration, would quickly discern
danger, and vigilantly guard against it. Her com-
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pany and converse were as pleasing as profitable, and
it'is a proof of this that the young men who boarded
ot my father's, and who generally called her “aunt,”
used to prefer sitting with her on First-day evenings
while we were at meeting, which her poor health seldom
permitted her to attend, to amusing themselves in other
ways at a time when they were free from observation.
After one of these visits I remember my aunt remarking
the emotion with which Henry Leslie read to her the
lamentation of Esau on being supplanted by Jacob.
Henry wept and sobbed, and I'll warrant my aunt did
80 too, for seldom has there throbbed a more sympa-
thizing heart.

Her limited circumstances, it would appear, forbade
her indulging her natural benevolence, but she con-
trived to unite the pious offices of humanity with that
strict economy which it behoved her to practise. She
seemed to possess the gift of healing. The country
resorted to her for advice. She kept a large assortment
of drugs, she distilled simples, she sold to those who
could afford to pay, and dispensed gratis to those who
could not. In her rides she called to see or enquire
for her patients. She was firm as well as tender,
resisted imposition, and her foresight and presence of
mind seldom deserted her. When a young woman,
while out walking in Dublin with a friend of her own
age, they were surprised by the appearance of a wild
tumultuous mob, which they found it impossible to
avoid. Her companion was ready to faint, and my
aunt’s terrors were perhaps little less, but she ex-
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erted herself to suppress them, and in a loud and
animated tone encouraged her friend to come on ; “for,”
added she, “they are our own Liberty boys, and will
not hurt us!” A huzza instantly followed this expres-
sion of confidence from the pleased multitude, who made
a lane for the fortunate damsels to pass through.

My aunt got little out to religious meetings, or to
meetings for discipline; her ill health and her care of
the aged and youth might plead an excuse, but I never
heard her plead any. Religion assumes not the same
form in every character ; some are called upon to fulfil
its more active duties ; others in retirement fulfil what
is required of them. ¢Let her alone,” said Elizabeth
Robinson, in a meeting held at my aunt’s house, “she
hath done what she could.”” She commended and
recommended decent pride, by which she meant abstain-
ing from low or mean actions or company. She was not
80 strict in matters of dress as my mother, though she
carefully avoided counteracting her plans.

My worthy mother, cautious not to grant more liberty
to her own children than to those of her husband’s first
wife, really granted us less ; for at the time when par-
ticular distinguishing marks of plainness were put upon
them, they were also put upon us, though we were
several years younger than they were; and our youth
rendered these distinctions much more remarkable.
Our sisters as well as our aunt wished our mother to
relax a little towards us in this respect, but this was a
point not to be disputed, and whether it was that our
situation was secluded so much from the world, or that
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our tastes did not yet lie in that direction, her intent
was accomplished, and the fondness for dress so natural
to youth was pretty much starved; nay, it became,
perhaps, a matter of too much indifference to my sister
and me. Yet to Friends, who profess simplicity, cer-
tainly simplicity in dress ought to belong ; it is a kind
of fence, and where a manifest disregard of our customs

_in this respect is evinced, it invites to associations
inconsistent with our education, and betrays an attach-
ment to an object unworthy to engross a rational mind.

In reading, also, my aunt was less severe than my
mother. There were few if any books at that time
calculated for children which combined entertainment
with instruction, and there was great danger of our flying
to stolen gratifications in this way without judgment or
discrimination, had not my mother possessed a fondness
for history, which she encouraged in us, and had not
my aunt indulged us now and then with books of
entertainment. The worst of this was, that the book
was clapped under the cushion of her chair when my
mother appeared. I had, by my aunt’s permission,
a collection of ballads containing “The Babes in the
Wood,” “Chevy Chase,” “Pennyworth of Wit,” and
others of equal respectability—but the very word ballad
was a word of disgrace. At one time I stood at my
aunt Fuller’s gate with this favourite volume in my hand,
when I saw my mother approaching; I ran in terrified
to hide my book, and my mother rebuked me after-
wards for not running to meet her.

My aunt kept her house neat, and was active in her
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domestic concerns. Being well skilled in the science
of cookery, her little dinners were very comfortable.
She perfectly understood the roasting of a pig or a
~hare. My father was always invited on these occasions
(my mother made it a point not to dine abroad) and
his conviviality and enjoyment of the little repast
heightened the general satisfaction. My aunt’s patients
frequently brought her a present of a hare; this she
concealed lest they should incur the aspersion of
poaching, and it became a standing joke that my father
asked who was the donor, and my aunt refused to tell.
On one of these occasions my sister Margaret, his
eldest daughter, delighted him by a remark which was
frequently quoted afterwards, “Here are the hare and
many friends.”

Two little boarders, illegitimate sons of Stratford
Eyre, the warden of Galway, made part of my aunt’s
family about this time. When their foster-father
brought them to school, Tom Eyre was not long out of
petticoats, and Sam still wore them. My mother was
fearful lest they should be hurt in so large a school
of bigger boys, and she prevailed upon my aunt to
take charge of them. It was easy for children to win
my aunt’s love; and these were peculiarly engaging
and interesting. If any one was born to be a soldier, I
often thought it was Tom Eyre. His undaunted, open
countenance, and the spirit of his fine black eyes
announced a disposition full of courage. Poor Sam
and I found that this disposition was apt to degenerate
into tyranny, for Tom, on his return from school, some-
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times dashed our playthings about the room, despising
our tears as well as our amusements. Yet Tom was
truly goodnatured when not under the influence of an
impetuosity of temper which required the able hand of
my aunt to restrain. Her calm reasoning allayed the
tempest of his passion, and melted him into tears of
contrition. With all his failings, Tom was a universal
favourite, whilst Sam possessed sweetness of temper,
an early sense of rectitude, and a superior degree of
understanding. He was more grave than his brother,
and less apt to speak at random. His countenance was
like our idea of that of an angel, and his mind did not
belie his countenance. Sometimes he gently rebuked
his brother: Tom bore this with impatience, and when
he knew he had deserved a lecture, and thought Sam
was preparing one for him, he tried to ward it off by
exclaiming, “ Now, Sam, none of your philosophy, or
T'll lick you " Tom, however, had his own philoso-
phy, and thus he reasoned: “I think I love another
“hoy better than Sam, but if that boy and Sam were
4 falling from a house, I would run to catch Sam.”

We all took small-pox at the same time. My attack
was the lightest, and I was first able to leave my room
to visit the Eyres. Great as was our joy at meeting, we
did not part without a quarrel. But they suffered no
one else to affront me or displease me, reserving to
themselves the exclusive right. When we were some
years older, the schoolboys, taking advantage of my
simplicity, enclosed me in a tub without a bottom, and
declared that they would not set me free unless on con-
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dition that I should ask the evening’s play for them.
I was too much chagrined to consent, and my situation
was mortifying indeed, when Sam came up, and, insist-
ing upon my unconditional enlargement, his command
was instantly obeyed, though he was but a little boy.
We were much of one age, and we dearly loved one
another. Ah! why, then, was that sweet age clouded
with quarrels ¢ And why must I remember with regret
that Sam and I pulled each other’s hair behind my
grandmother’s screen, in a contest for the possession of
a hole in it, which we called a window? And why
did we all three regularly fight when the show-man
came with his box, because one of the glasses was

- cracked, and none of us would willingly consent to look
through that one ?

‘When these boys had been two years at school, their
father came to sce them, and he liked their situation so
well that he sent for two older boys whom he had at
school in England, where they were taught, boarded,
and clothed for £10 a year each. Accordingly Edward
and Robert were added to my aunt’s household. They
were fine boys, but, unlike their younger brothers,
were not at all remarkable. Time rolled on. Their
father, while on a visit to Dublin, was seized with an
apoplectic fit, and dropped dead. His widow, while
she lived, continued the attention to his children (they
were not hers) which he had bestowed on them ; but
she did not long survive her husband, and then their
orphan state was manifest. Their uncle, who strove to
withhold from them the provision their father had
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bequeathed them, died in a similar manner to his bro-
ther, in the' Parliament house. Whether the unfor-
tunate circumstances of their birth made it difficult to
secure their property, or from whatever cause, certain
it was their guardians could do nothing for them ; and
my father, seeing that, if he deserted them, they had
no earthly friend, would not abandon the orphans to
an unpitying world, but kept them till they were fit to
go to business; and thus, for education, board, and
clothing, a debt of £8oo was incurred. Children
though they were, they understood and felt this kind-
ness ; and I remember one evening when we swam our
flagger boats down the river, and talked of hidden trea-
sures found under stones in fairy streams, that Edward
Eyre breathed his wish to find a pot of gold : « And
then,” said he, “I would pay the master.” ‘

Poor Edward! Very soon after, he took measles,
which fell upon his lungs, and carried him off. = Tom
wept bitterly over the breathless corpse, till he declared
his fountain of tears was quite dry. Edward was par-
ticularly attached to him, although they were only half-
brothers, being children of different mothers. On his
death-bed he recommended Tom seriously to my
mother’s care, as he said that he feared most for him,
he was 80 “arch.” And thus was this youth merci-
fully taken, in his fourteenth year, from a world
through which his brothers had to struggle with vari-
ous fortunes. Tom, after all this trouble, said he could
not bear to hear of death, for he dreaded dying before
he saw Dublin. Little ¢id he then dream of his future
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wanderings. In course of time Robert was placed with
an attorney, and Tom and Sam were apprenticed to
apothecaries, who took advantage of their unprotected
state to treat them harshly. When their old master
visited Dublin, they poured out their complaints as
into a paternal bosom. Once, as Sam told his artless
tale, he saw that his sufferings touched the good man’s
heart. He thought they touched it too deeply, and,
Jooking up in his face with one of his inexpressibly
sweet smiles, he added, “ Oh! master, I shall do very
well.” But my father had them removed to other situa-
tions in the same business.

On the breaking out of the American war, the sol-
dier broke out in Tom Xyre, and he went as a volunteer
at the age of sixteen, to seek his fortune beyond the
Atlantic. Sani accompanied his brother three miles on
his march, weeping bitterly, for it was their first, and,
alas! it proved their final separation. Not all the
charms of novelty, nor all the allurements of military
glory could suppress the pangs felt at this solemn part-

“ing; and Tom’s heart felt heavy indeed when he
passed by Ballitore, and saw no old acquaintance at
the top of the avenue leading down to the village.
This cruel disappointment added weight to his knap-
sack and weariness to the fatigue of his long march on
foot from Dublin to Cork. He embarked at Cove, and
landed on the American shore, young, unprotected,
inexperienced, but full of health, spirits and courage.

About two years after Tom's embarkation, Sam
entered the navy. He became a midshipman in the

5#
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Foudroyant, under Captain Jervis, now Earl St. Vin-
cent, of whom he spoke most warmly in his letters to
his old master—letters worthy of the master and the
pupil.  The last of these was dated from on board the
Superbe, which was destined for the East Indies. He
sailed full of the sanguine hopes and ambition which
animate a young, ardent, and generous mind,

Thus were the early companions of my childhood
borne away on the waves of ambition or enterprise,
while my own youth glided gently down the quiet
current of my uneventful life.
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N my father’s suceeeding to a small estate on which

the Mill now stands, my Aunt Carleton removed to
Griesebank, and we bade adieu to the old habitation of
Fuller's Court, and to the field where the little cow
Tidy grazed, and where Tom Eyre, Sam, and I planted
our teeth when they dropped out, in the fond hope of
some marvellous growth, such as had resulted from the
successful experiment of Cadmus. Indeed so little idea
had I of the nature of vegetation, that I applauded my
sagacity in secretly laying seeds of sweet-pea in a hole
in the floor by the parlour hearthstone, anticipating my
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mother’s agreeable surprise when she should see the
flowers in bloom by her fireside. To Griesebank we
went, followed by Tidy and the pig. I cannot say whe-
ther it was that very pig which I once saw stand on his
hind legs, and with his nose lift the knocker of the
hall-door to gain admittance into the house, All my
aunt’s domestics and domestic animals were somewhat
extraordinary in my eyes, and the care of them consti-
tuted no inconsiderable part of her happiness ; indeed
the kind attention which her leisure and her humanity
led her to pay might very well produce peculiar effects.
At one time, when her health was ailing, and her lively
spirits were depressed by confinement to a sick cham-
ber, a cousin to amuse her brought her three eggs
which the parent hen had deserted after bringing
forth a clutch. The invalid placed these eggs in a
basket of wool close to her hearthstone, and her care
was soon rewarded by the appearance of three little
chickens, which she cherished and fed with such watch-
ful attention that they attached themselves to her as to
a parent hen. They grew into two beautiful pullets
and a cock. Their mutual attachment continued, and
the hens were wont to lay their eggs on a cushion under
their mistress’s chair. It was told of her well-trained-
dog, that, though accustomed to attend his mistress
wherever she went, he never attempted to accompany
her when she had on her green apron and long black
hood, At that time a bright light green silk apron was
worn by the female Friend when going to meeting ; also
a black silk hood with long ends or lappets, and no
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bonnet. She had also a tame stare which spoke pretty

distinctly, and whistled “High Barnaby” to admiration,

turning the tune accurately. ¢ Jacob,” for that was his

name, was very particularly attended to, and the servant

often said he would be in his warm grave but for the

mistress. Poor Jacob died very soon after her, at the-
age of fourteen.

The Great House of the village was inhabited by
the widow and family of the elder Maurice Keatinge.
She was a woman of great respect and worth, and was
allied to the poet Waller. Her second son Cadogan
and her four unmarried daughters cheered her declining
age with exemplary affection. They were somewhat
advanced in years, which they took no pains to disguise.
Though of the first family in the county, their attention
to their neighbours of every description bespoke their
humility as well as their benevolence ; their manners
were soft and polite as well as kind and goodnatured.
Their simplicity and affability of demeanour in no wise
abated the deep respect which was ever. paid them.
The poor beheld them with reverence, and no class
esteemed it an honour conferred upon “ Madam Keat-
inge” when the Duke of Leinster's equipage with out-
riders rolled into the village, bringing the duke and
duchess to dine with her, though the inhabitants
pressed forward with eager eyes to catch a glimpse of a
“real live duke.” The old lady never visited ; she
spent her day in devotion and reading, and closed the
evening with cards, at which she played for amusement
only,
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Except at the Great House, my aunt’s, and Joseph
Wills’s, all the parlours had earthen floors; the hall-
doors opened with iron latches, and were without
knockers ; and most of the windows were casements.
In process of time, as a taste for elegance arose, the
‘earthen floors were found to be damp and liable to
break, and then it was impossible to repair them ; so
they were replaced by boards and listing carpets ; the
casement windows gave place to sashes; and grinning
lions’ heads guarded and ornamented the hall-doors
Elizabeth Shackleton, though she endured the demoli-
tion of her floor, thought the washing of the boards of
such a large room would be a job of too great magni-
tude ; so she procured flags from Rosenallis for her
parlour. However, as taste gained ground, even that
room was submitted to timber flooring, and the pickaxe
at length invaded the Meeting House, where the old-
fashioned flooring, with loose boards laid under the feet
of the women Friends, had remained time out of mind.
There was no place of worship in Ballitore except the
Friends’ meeting-house. To Crookstown, about half-
a-mile distant, resorted the inhabitants who were of
the Romish persuasion, and those of the Established
Church attended service at Timolin. An usher of that
profession was always employed at the school, who ac-
companied the boys to this place of WOIBhlP, and heard
them their catechism.

My father used to entertain us by anecdotes of the
school as it was in his boyhood, some of which I
shall introduce here. The lively spirits of the school-
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boys often led to mischievous tricks, to the annoyance
of the neighbours, especially of those who complained
of them. My grandfather, wishing to examine into
some offences of this nature, and to exercise justice on
the delinquents, requested the attendance of some of
the neighbours; Charles Braddock was one of the
number. They took their seats, the venerable Abra-
ham took his, and the boys, overwhelmed with the
consciousness of their misdeeds, awaited in fearful
expectation. A pause preceded the enquiry, when, on
a sudden, the awful silence was broken by Charles
Braddock roaring forth—

““The charge is prepared, and the judges are met :
““ The lawyers all ranged—a terrible show.”

The solemnity of the scene in a moment vanished, and
even the grave countenance of the master relaxed.
Charley was a rattle; he continued to rattle away in
prose, to show the impossibility of detecting the chief
offender, as all had such a propensity to transgress;
“ For,” said he, “as my turkeys stood on the wall by
¢ the pond, one of the mischievous little fellows, as he
“ran past, could not resist the temptation of knocking
“a turkey into the water!” My father’s heart died
within him, for it was he had done the deed. But his
fears were needless ; Charley would not tell who was
the culprit, and the court of justice was broken up
with a general admonition,

In those early times there was a lad at school, Henry
Graham by name. He was in the army, and received
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pay ; his manners and air were military. A “barring-
out” took place, and Abraham Shackleton, after having
tried other methods in vain, forced the door with a
sledge hammer. While this was being done, the garri-
gon strove to capitulate. They asked for “a week’s play.”
—«“No.” “A day’s play.”—* No.” “An evening's

play.”—¢No.” “Pardon for their fault.”—¢No.” Gra-

ham snapped a pistol, which missed fire. The offenders
were led to punishment: those who expressed sorrow
for what they had done escaped the dreaded whipping.

Graham would not, and was whipped. He was then

asked was he sorry now %—*“No.” He was whipped

again. Was he sorry —“ No.” He was whipped
again. Was he sorry 9—% Yes ; he was sorry that the
pistol had missed fire !’ Though his master could not
overcome his inflexibility, he won his affections, and
an attachment was formed between them which conti-
nued while Graham lived. He corresponded with his
master when he went abroad, and sent him the plan of
the English camp. At the battle of Fontenoy, when
leading on his men, he called out to them with gay
humour, “A ducat to any man who will make a pun.”
In the retreat of the English at this battle, the officers
kept at the rear of their men to be ready to head them
if they returned to the charge. This was Graham’s
situation when a spent cannon-ball struck him between
the shoulders, and his men ran to support him, & Lay
me down, my lads,” said he, “and let me die easy.”

They did so, and he expired.

When the venerable Abraham Shackleton had re-
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signed into the hands of son his post of usefulness
to the rising generation, he employed his time either in
religious visits, or in cultivating his land at home ; for
he was active for his years, and, delighting in agriculture,
was wont to work with his own men in summer-time
with his coat stripped off, and labouring as hard as they
did. A poor man who saw him assisting in shaking
his orchard vigorously in his seventy-second year, enu-
merated the perfoctions which were apparent even then
in his frame, and concluded with, “ It would be a mur-
der you should over die!” My little sister and I were
sometimes indulged in being permitted to accompany
him to his meadows, to toss the hay with small pitch-
forks which he had got made for us. He was kind to
us, but was never pleased when he saw us playing with
our dolls. His general deportment was very grave, ycb
we loved and venerated without fearing him. 1 re-
member one evening, when he had been describing to
us Shackleton House, the family mansion near Bingley
in Yorkshire, of which I now only recollect its being
built of hewn stone, that I thought within myself, “ How
can I ever survive my dear grandfather ¥’ The stars
which he pointed out to me from the hall-door at Griese-
bank are the only ones with which I am acquainted,
although long afterwards I studied astronomy; and I
never look up at the belt of Orion, (which in our childish
glee we used to call “the Irish gentleman, O'Ryan,”
the Polar star, and Ursa Major, without fondly
recalling the good old man.

In 1769 he went to the yearly meeting of London



76 THE ANNALS OF BALLITORE. [t770.

for the last time, and took my brother with him. His
Llustrious pupil Edmund Burke prevailed on him to
pay him a visit at Beaconsfield, and sent his coach to
convey him thither. My grandfather shrank from
the idea of riding in such a grand coach, and offered
Burke's servant half-a-guinea to permit him to travel
on his own horse, but the servant firmly refused ; and,
however reluctant, the humble man had to consent to
be conveyed in unwelcome pomp to the arms of his
pupil, who treated him with that hospitality, kindness,
and respect which his sincere affection dictated. In
the following winter the candles suddenly went out
in our meeting-house without any apparent cause,
and the subsequent illness of “the old master” in-
terpreted this into an omen of his death. His spirit,
disengaged from the world, awaited in calm acquiéscence
the Divine will, and often overflowed in sweet coun-
sels to those who visited him, although through his
long life he had been always “swift to hear, slow to
speak.”

Amongst his visitors at this time was Mary Watson,
niece to Dr. Fothergill. She had been lately married to
Robert Watson, and was on her way to his home in
Waterford. The degree of eclat which attended her
arrival in Ireland was surprising. Her dress, which
was remarkable for Quaker elegance, came directly into
fashion. The gifts of Nature and fortune, the adoration
of a doating husband, and the general admiration she
excited might naturally exalt the mind of a young
woman of one and twenty years of age; but no con-
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sciousness of any merit of her own appeared in her.
Methinks I still behold the interesting picture, and
I remember the very spot where I sat, a little silen
observant child, and looked on the deeaying form o
the patriarchal Abraham Shackleton on his dying-bed,
his emaciated hand stretched forth, while beside him
knelt the lovely creature in the bloom of youth and
beauty, heightened by her elegance of apparel, bend-
ing her head, raising her white hands to her eyes,
and, all dissolved in tears, listening with the deepest
attention to the impressive words of the expiring saint
as she received his blessing, “Do thou worthily in
Ephratah and be famous in Bethlehem.”

On midsummer day, 1471, our venerable grandfather
expired. His family, assembled around his death-bed,
witnessed the humble resignation with which the puri-
fied spirit took its flicht. Ie had led a righteous
life and was blessed in the reward of a tranquil, hopeful,
trusting death-bed; for ¢ Blessed are the dead that die
in the Lord 1”

A great concourse of Friends came from distant parts
to attend the funeral. Although it was a fine summer’s
day, it thundered while Elizabeth Hutchinson appeared
in testimony, in the course of which she quoted, “O
Death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy
victory ”  The deep, awful voice of nature added
to the solemnity of that scene in the grave-yard, embo-
somed in the dark grove of fir-trees. My father long
bewailed the death of his worthy parent. I remember
his bursting into tears at his own table ; and he was in
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the habit of retiring to the room where his father died
to give vent to his sorrow in silence and solitude. It
was remarkable to see a cheerful, happily circum-
stanced man, in the prime of life, lament with such
prolonged affliction the loss of an aged parent.

On this occasion Edmund Burke thus expressed
himself to my father: “I am heartily affected with
““the subject of your last letter. I had a true honour
“and affection for that excellent man. T feel some-
“thing like a satisfaction in the midst of my concern
“which I had not in the same degree before, that I
“ was fortunate enough to have him once more under
“my roof hefore his departure. IHe was indeed a man
“of singular piety, rectitude, and virtue, and he had
“along with these qualities a native elegance of man-
“mners which nothing but genuine good-nature and
“unaffected simplicity of heart can give, and which
“they will give infallibly, be the exterior forms what
* they will.” .

In speaking of my early days, I must not omit
to mention James and Nanny Mc Connaughty. Who
that knew us has not known James and Nanny?
Their honesty, their neatness, their simplicity, and
even their singularities claimed affection and respect.
Nanny had been servant to my father, and her inte-
grity and diligence, and above all her piety, gained her-
universal esteem. An old man sometimes frequented
Ballitore, by name John Mec Connaughty, famous for
having made a perfect pun. It was thus. John, hav-
ing joined the Society of Friends, entered into a reli-
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gious disputation with a clergyman, who threatened, at
length, that he would cane him. ¢I believe,” said
John, “thou hast more of the spirit of Cain [cane]
.than of Abel {able] in thee.” Old John, was charmed
with the good qualities of Nanny Waring, and destined
her for wife his son James, whom, on his return
home, he sent to visit her. One born mot amongst
others is recorded of James during his courtship. While
arguing on one occasion with his beloved upon some
indifferent matter, she said, by way of reproving his
positiveness, that she believed he wanted to persuade
her out of her name. “It is the very thing I wish
most to do,” replied the brisk bachelor. His wish
was accomplished ; and as they were returning from
having presented their marriage, while James rode
attentively beside his intended bride, a person re-
marked on his complaisance not very kindly, and
added, “ But when poverty comes in at the door, love
will fly out at the window.” Nanny never forgot this
sarcasm. She often repeated it, and always with this
observation : “ No, no! though poverty came in at the
door, love never flew out at the window.”

They lived at my father’s, James as steward, and
Nanny as children’s maid. If a boy ran away from
school, James was despatched after him, and such was
his success that the boys gave him the name of “the
Blood-hound.” They loved him heartily notwithstand-
ing. He was well esteemed, cheerful, and so religiously
disposed that he sometimes spoke as a minister in our
religious meetings. On one of these occasions his text
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was concerning the elect lady and her children. I
perplexed him by running to him after meeting, to ask
what lady he had been telling us of—*Was it Lady
Burrows ¥’ who sometimes called to see him, for he
had been a steward to her father. He frequently
introduced extempore rhymes into his conversation,
which entertained his hearers, and delighted us little
ones.

‘When he afterwards left my father's service, and
took the grist-mill on the river, his integrity procured
him the title of “the honest miller,” But his simplicity
was often imposed upon, and he extended hospitality
to those who brought their corn to be ground oftener
than was consistent with economy, or with poor Nan-
ny’s ease of body or mind. Having met with some
offence in the market of Athy, James posted on his
mill-door a written invitation to the neighbouring
farmers to bring their corn and commodities to Balli-
tore on the second day of the week. The invitation
was accepted, and thus a market was established. A
few years after this, a weekly market and three fairs
were established at Ballitore. If a market afforded
a scene delightful for its novelty and bustle, how
much more delightful was a fair! Ale-houses were
increased, which did not add to the happiness of the
inhabitants. Law was called in to preserve order, and
those who lost any of their goods went stoutly to
search suspected houses, having previously borrowed
Ephraim Boake’s search-warrant, which, though long
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very much the worse for wear, continued in use and
esteem for a good share of thirty years.

During the absence of our parents at the yearly meet-
ing in Dublin, my aunt always removed to the school
to see that all went right in the house-keeping, and she
took my sister and me with her. The large family—
the boys—the bustle—so different from our usual re-
tirement it was the world, and the world has its
charms ! On these occasions my aunt always gave us one
day to spend to our hearts’ content. This day, devoted
to pleasure, I knew not what to compareit to. Ourlittle
companions came to us with their dolls newly dressed,
as were ours. A feast was prepared, in which a pud-
ding, and decanters filled with wine were conspicuous.
It is true these decanters were only two ends of an
hour-glass, but they contained sufficient to afford each
a taste. Yet such is the nature of pleasure, that our
spirits generally Hagged towards evening, and the day
seldom ended as it began. I am ready to conclude that
had the yearly meeting held longer than a week, we
should have tired of the world, and sighed for our
‘quiet abode, where a race up the Mill avenue when a
carriage passed along the high road, to get a peep at
the fine folk it might chance to contain, made one of
our chief amusements.

Even into our quiet abode trouble and temptation
sometimes intruded. Well do I remember that evening
when, with no intention of breaking our prescribed
bounds, we stretched our necks over the orchard hedge
to procure a sight of feats of horsemanship which

6
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wers being exhibited in a neighbouring field ; but Tom
‘“Wray and John Elsey who saw our situation, prompted
by good-nature or politeness, approached and prevailed
upon us to descend the ditch.” We went with the
timidity of conscious misdoing, and, mixing with the
crowd of spectators, did not lose this uneasy sense in
the entertainment which so new a scene afforded. Yet
amusement was beginning to be the predominant sensa-
tion, when to our utter dismay and confusion James
MecConnaughty made his appearance! I do not think
he spoke one word, but we followed him from the
place of diversion with countenances glowing with
shame, and hearts smitten with remorse. Thus were
we introduced into the presence of our aunt and our
sister Margaret, My discerning aunt saw we were
already punished, and added little to our punishment ;
but my sister had become serious, and had sincerely
enbraced religion. Affrighted at the slippery paths of
yough, she regarded our error with more severity than
did our more experienced aunt. Her lecture was very
grave on our having clandestinely stolen away to
partake of amusements which we knew would not be
approved of, and she asked how the query periodically
agked in our meetings of discipline concerning attend-
ance at “vain sports and places of diversion” could
be answered. At this climax we verily believed we
were in imminent danger of being disowned by the
Society. 'We burst into tears, which ceased mnot to
flow till we lost the sense of our guilt and sorrow
in the sweet oblivion of sleep.
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Though our general conduct was, I suppose, not
more correct than that of other children of our age
who had like advantages, we had great awe, not to say
terror, on our minds of committing offences against
religion. For this reason we thought we must not
speak to transgressors; and I remember an incident,
singular enough, which befel me when very young. I
was engaged in working a pair of pockets for myself, in
a shell pattern with green worsted. My brother called
in ; I showed him my pocket ; and, willing to exhibit
my dexterity, began to work at it, when on a sudden I
recollected it was First-day. Alarmed at what I had
done, I laid my work down in dismay, and went to my
favourite window in the garret, which commanded a
pretty view. While I was thus solacing my eyes and
comforting my heart, the window-sash fell on my neck,
and made sae a prisoner. I roared with all my might.
My aunt heard the cries, which being outside the
house, she feared one of us had fallen into “ the
Sconce,” and ran about, greatly terrified, to search for
us, whilst the continued wailings resounded in her ears.
At length, finding that no one came to the rescue, I
made a desperate effort, and disengaged myself, hav-
ing escaped with a bruised neck and scratched face ;
but I firmly believed that this accident befell me be-
cause I had broken the sabbath.

As I could read when four years old, I was able to
peruse Stephen Crisp’s ¢ Short History of a Long Tra-
vel from Babylon to Bethel,” an allegory I by no

means understood. Believing the whole to be literally
6"
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true, I was wonderfully desirous to see that house
which was the end and reward of so wearisome a jour-
ney. I frequently ascended a sloping flower-bank in
the garden, to gaze, with awe-struck admiration, on the
house now much enlarged and called Willow-brook,
which, as children measure everything by their own
size, I thought, at such a distance, must be the object
of my ardent desires. How I was undeceived I know
not, but undeceived I was; and, on my grandfather’s
return from a London yearly meeting, thinking that
Bethel was surely the object of so long a joumey, I
approached him with the enquiry if “he had seen
“ God’s house.”

Griesebank was indeed a delightful residence, and
continues to be so, though the neatly clipped hedges
which ran through the middle of the orchard, and were
terminated by “ Peggy’s arbour,” ure now entirely gone.
My partiality for orchards may arise from my having
spent so much time in this one, where I often roamed
for hours alone ; for my young mind was rather of a
contemplative turn, and the impediment in my speech
made me avoid company in which I was not perfectly
at my ease. This retired spot permitted me to indulge
my little reveries, sometimes sitting on the mount, and
gazing with delight on the surrounding scenery ; which
was not the less admired because it was familiar, for I
ever had a passionate love for the beauties of nature.
At other times I amused myself with carving on the
bark of the trees ; and, when the red sap followed the
incision, I thought of Ovid’s legends of mortals trans-
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formed into trees, and queried, could such things be ¢
‘Was this bleod, and had I inflicted a wound %

At the close of the year, or rather the beginning of
the new one, the mummers paraded the village. These
were two men wearing shirts adorned with ribbons
over their clothes, and attended by a frightful mask,
which they called a “pickle-herring” My horror of
them was beyond telling. Indeed they were a general
terror to children ; but they afforded so much amuse-
ment to the people, that the wiser part of our commu-
nity were unable to suppress them. In after years thé
‘White-boy Act frightened the mummers as much as
they had frightened others, and put a stop to their
proceedings.

There lived at the foot of the Nine-tree-hill, about
this time, a comfortable farmer named Loughlin Duffy.
His son Thomas, when nine years old, while returning
from the funeral of a brother, was suddenly taken ill,
and lost his speech and the power of walking. Cou-
tinuing in this state, he permitted no one to see him
eat, but took what was left for him, taught his brothers
and sisters to read and write, wrote a good hand him-
self, and performed several works of ingenuity, such as
making a fiddle, a wooden lock, &c., under the bed-
clothes. There was, of course, but one cause assigned
for this marvellous dispensation—Tom was fairy-
struck.  The fairies visited and instructed him in the
solitude of his confinement ; he was serving his ap-
prenticeship to them, and at the end of seven years he
wounld come forth a great doctor, The term, however,
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continued two years longer, and on his recovery Tom
became a schoolmaster, which occupation he filled with -
credit among the lower ranks for the remainder of his
life, He seemed to enjoy good health, his constitution
when he arrived at maturity having probably overcome
those nervous affections which were the cause of his
strange condition ; but he was ever small in size, and
had a dwindled, pale appearance. After his neigh-
bours had looked for a while for something extraordi-
nary from him, the fairy theory seemed forgotten. To
visit him in his confinement made a favourite walk for
our visitors. Not far distant from his habitation was
the Rath of Mullamast, the chief abode of fairies in
this country, and the place where they held their court.
Tradition also reported it to have been a Danish fort ;
and the hole in the centre, which was bare of grass,
was asserted to have been made to contain the blood of
their prisoners of war, for no grass ever grew where
human blood had been shed. As another proof of this
assertion, a bare spot on the Nine-tree-hill was shown
as that where a gentleman named Dillon had been shot
in a duel

All the learning and piety in our village could not
conquer the superstition of the age. A neighbour died
of a malignant fever ; he had a thrice repeated dream
hefore he took ill, in which a voice called to him three
times, “ Prepare I’ It seems as if intimations of no
common import have been occasionally thus conveyed,
and that some attention is due to them ; but, as all
good things are subject to abuse, superstition has made
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of dreams an instrument of torture to weak and suscep-
tible minds; and, alas! superstition was one of the
sins of Ballitore. The death of one of the Fuller
family was said to be announced by the melodious
wailing of the Banshee, who, when visible, appeared in
the form of a beautiful woman combing her hair. - For
the rest of the neighbours the croaking of a raven suf-
ficed on these solemn occasions. The spirits of the
departed were said to be seen gliding through the
“meeting-house grove and “ the Runner,” a stream flow-
“ing through the heart of the village, could mnot be
crossed after midnight without fear and trembling,
The candles going out suddenly during an evening
meeting foretold the death of the venerable Abraham
Shackleton ; previous to which candles went out seve-
ral times in the chamber of a little pupil, and even my
sensible mother deemed it a warning that her father-
in-law would shortly expire—which he did.

Amongst the pupils at this period was a young Quaker
from Jamaica, Jesse Balrieves. On rising one morn-
ing and beholding the ground covered with snow, a
sight he never had seen before, he called out in asto-
nishment, “ O boys ! see all the sugar I’ Many West
Indians were sent to this school. Two of these were
~80 small and so lively, that, fearing harm should come
to them in their wanderings, my mother kept them
pinned, literally pinned, to her apron. She kept them
to sleep in her room, and watched them with a mother's
-care,

The high-spirited lads of this time generally mani-
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fested an ambition for the army. It was so with
young Black. Immediately on leaving school, he re-
signed the luxuries of his paternal home for the hard-
ships of the camp in the war with America. He served
with Lord Cornwallis, who moticed him, encouraged
his abilities, and employed him in drawing maps and
taking observations. This unfortunate youth was
wounded, made captive, and confined in a crowded
prison, without sufficient bedding, proper food, or any
of the comforts which might alleviate his. distressing
fate. Thus he died, and dying remembered Ballitore,
saying just at the close, “ Ah! if I were in Ballitore, I
should not be thus.” This intelligence came from a
brother officer, who was a complete stranger to us.

Soon after Tom Eyre had left us, William Cornwallis
Hall came to school. The striking likeness which he
bore to our beloved Tom impressed us in his favour.
At 'sixteen he was sent, a lovely victim to war, to Ame-
rica. He and Tom Eyre afterwards met in the West
Indies ; they quickly found they were both “Ballitore
boys,” and soon loved each other. William told Tom
we had called him “ Second Tom Eyre.,” When peace
was proclaimed, the remains of the army returned, and
with them William Hall, then a captain of distin-
guished merit.

A Bourdeaux merchant named Skinner sent a son
about eight years old to Ballitore school, and, having
paid him a visit, was so pleased with his situation that
he determined on sending his second son, little David,
though the child's mother was reluctant to part him at
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so early an age as five years and a half. It wasno
wonder he should have fast hold of a mether’s affec-
tions, for he quickly seized upon ours. His tender
.age, his foreign language, his extraordinary beauty, and
artless affection interested the whole family in his
favour, His sister could scarce have loved him better
than I did ; he was my joy, my pride, and my delight.
By this time his brother had forgotten his French, and
little David could not speak English. “I know not
what you say,” replied James to the prattle of his bro-
ther. “Je me sats pas ce que wvous dites)’ answered
David. Embraces were a language they both well
understood, and David enquired the English of “ mon
cher frere” He found little difficulty in making us
comprehend his meaning, his countenance and gestures
were so expressive. He learned our names, picked up
English words, and was the plaything of the whole
house.

When the measles again visited Ballitore, and our
darling David, amongst others, was attacked, my dis-
tress was excessive. All the invalids recovered except
our little foreigner, whose tender age, conspiring with
the change of climate, probably caused the rapid de-
cline and hectic fever which immediately succeeded
the attack of disease. His uncle was written for, and
80 was Dr. Gervase of Portarlington, who spoke French
fluently, and was thus the better able to understand
the child’s complaints. We beheld with inexpressible
concern his decaying state, his fading bloom, his wast-
ing flesh, the lustre of his fine black eyes extinguished,
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and the peevishness of sickness taking the pls:ce of 13116
vivacity of his age and country. Yet hope was begm-
ning to revive, the summer was advancing, our little
patient was able to take the air, carried by my brother

. on a pillow before him on horseback, and we thought
his spirits and appetite were reviving ; when one even-
ing a carriage arrived with a messenger sent by his
uncle to convey him to Dublin, whence, as soon as his
strength permitted, he was to return to Bourdeaux.
To part with our lovely David, perhaps mever to see
him more—to resign him, doubly endeared as he was
by his sufferings—to give him up to the arms of a
stranger—oppressed the whole family with grief ; but
mine was immoderate. Every post brought us an
account of him, and I awaited the news with distress-
ing agitation. Exactly a month after he left us the
fatal letter came. I dreaded the account, and walked
into the garden to avoid it. When I returned, my
cousin, with trembling voice, said, “ The little boy is
dead.” T am a mother, and I have lost by an un-
timely death a lovely and engaging child ; yet to this
hour I cannot speak or think of little David Skinner
without emotion.
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LDBOROUGH WRIGHTSON had quitted Balli-

tore in a pique with my mother, who had discovered
that he had joined the Freemasons. She much disap-
proved of this mysterious society, and their oaths of
secresy ; and, believing that he had violated his con-
science by -taking an oath, she told him her mind
plainly. But when she found that notwithstanding
her remonstrances, he was resolved upon leaving Balli-
tore, she told him that when the hour of adversity
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which she foresaw would come upon him had arrived, :
he should be welcome back. That hour came. His
engaging society was sought for by the dissipated, and
he was led astray by the example of people in every
way unworthy of him.  The consequence was that, in
broken health, and oppressed with debt, he came back
a penitent to his old master, determined to atone for,
past offences by returning to his father, and offering
any terms for a reunion with his family. In this reso-
lution his Ballitore friends encouraged him, and he left
us, with mutual anxiety for the result.
‘We were astonished to hear no account of him for
_some weeks. At length he came again to Ballitore, so
altered, so pale, emaciated, and melancholy, that he ap-
peared but the shadow of his former self. ¢ Mistress,”
said he as he entered, “I am come to you as my last
resource.” He accounted for our not having heard
from him by informing us that, on going to Dublin,
he stopped at the house of a friend, and from thence
sent a message to his father, entreating permission to
wait on him ; but the only reply he received was that
the house was full of company, and there was no room
for him.  That hope thus cruelly cut off, he sauk into
despair.  He dreaded being arrested for debt, went on
board a ship bound for Whitehaven, and had nearly pe- -
rished in a storm.. He found the air of the north too
keen, and returned, as he said, “to die with his old
master.” The warm heart.of friendship was open to
him ; he found himself where every one loved him ; he
was cheered, and his engaging vivacity returned. But
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the vital principle was wounded, the noble spirit was
broken, the stamina was destroyed, and a fixed con-
sumption became daily more and more evident. His
friends, grieved and indignant, exerted all their influ-
ence with his parents, and prevailed so far as to get an
increase of allowance, to enable him to go elsewhere in
search of health. But they still refused to see him.
He went to Mallow, and appeared to be getting better ;
being ordered horse exercise, his parents were in vain
solicited to provide him with the means. Even his
mather’s feelings were not touched by the representa-
tion of his condition, though we heard that at that
very time she paid a hundred guineas for a pair of dia-
mond carrings. She wrote indeed to him, and told
him that in so doing she broke a vow, ¢ Alas I’ wrote
the dejected, dying son to his friend Richard Shackle-
ton, “tell me, for you know, ought parents to make
vows against their children?’ He, however, got the
use of a horse, and he found such benefit from the
exercise, the mild air, and the waters, that if he had
been fostered by parental love, he might have re-
covered.

His allowance, ample as his father deemed it, was
not adequate to meet the calls of illness and infirmity
at a watering place ; and he had therefore to leave
Mallow. For some time after his return, the improve-
ment of his health supported his spirits under the pres-
sure of unkindness, and his conversation continued to
afford us ever new delight. Some of his remarks I
still remember, and often perceived their truth. One
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of these was that the books we see in a man’s house
generally denote his character ; another, that ailing
people did not like to be told they looked well. The
“Elegy on an Unfortunate Young Lady” he said was
Pope’s best production ; his “ Messiah” was a para-
phrase of Isaiah, but that beautiful poem was all his
own. He was provoked at Purver’s translation of the
Bible.* ¢« This,” said he, taking an old tattered Bible
in his hand, and looking with disdain on Purver's two
volumes in folio, ¢ this book, which one would think
“gearce worth taking out of the gutter, is worth a
“dozen of that.”*

The cold of the following winter and the sharp
winds of spring proved too much for his delicate frame;
we noticed with deep regret the return of every fata]
symptom, and he felt himself that this world would
soon know him no more. One day his hair was being
thinned, and my little sister and I eagerly asked for
some of those beautiful locks to adorn the heads of our
dolls. “You may have it all by-and-by,” said our dear
‘Wrightson in a melancholy tone, and our hearts were
smitten with sorrow at the idea that he was gliding
away from us. The hair was then worn long and loose,
save that it was confined near the head with a string;
and this fashion admirably displayed the grace and
beauty of those shining auburn curls which Aldbo-
rough gaily used to call his “thrum.” “And, mistress,”

* No wonder. Whatever the claims of Purver’s translation to
correctness, it is strangely deficient in the pathos and beauty of
the authorized version.
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he would say, “ when I become a Friend, won’t you let
me keep my thrum ¢’

‘Whilst his Ballitore friends watched his looks, anti-
cipated his wishes, and strove to alleviate his distress
of body and mind,—for he often said, “I am sick of
many griefs,”—his parents inflexibly maintained their
cruel reserve, though frequently remonstrated with by
letter and in person by those who loved and pitied
him ; and, when asked where they would have their
son buried, they coldly replied, “In the nearest church-
yard.” One who chanced to be in his room while he
slept heard him on waking, when he believed himself
to be alone, break forth with this complaint, “ Can the
“annals of any history furnish an example of cruelty
“like my mother's?’ Cadogan Keatinge often came
to see him, and offered him any service which lay in
his power, as a gentleman, a clergyman, or a friend.
Aldborough requested him to write to his father—once
more to appeal to him. In consequence he received a
visit from his brother-in-law, Nesbitt, who was on his
way to the races at the Curragh. He assured Aldbo-
rough that his parents had no idea he was so ill. My
mother, who was present, indignantly told him that
her husband, who was known to be a man of veracity,
had often informed them of his state. The visitor was
very polite, and declared that everything should now
be done for him, The dying victim, turning his ex-
pressive eyes upon him, replied, “ It is too late ; all is
over ; my heart is broken ; and I am murdered.” His
own good sense and skill in medical science taught him
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the nature of his complaint too well to allow him to
entertain those hopes of recovery with which consump-
tive patients are so apt to flatter themselves. Yet the
love of life, even embittered as his had been, and the
benefit he had before derived from the waters of Mal-
low, induced him again to undertake a journey thither.
On parting from my mother, being too weak to rise
from his chair, he took off his hat, and, taking a last
and solemn farewell, said, “I die with more love to
“you than to any other woman in the world ; and you
“are more my mother than she who bore me.”

The evening of the day he left Ballitore, his mother
stopped at my father’s gate; but, on hearing he had
left, she would not come in. She was told that her
son was so weak he could not get beyond Carlow, and
that she could readily overtake him. ¢“No; he had
treated Mr. Nesbitt very ill.” She was invited to take
some refreshment, but she excused herself lest her
horses might take cold; and, turning about, drove
away, leaving us full of surprise and indignation at the
tenderness shown to brute animals by a mother who
refused it to her dying son, one of the loveliest and
most accomplished men of his day. This forsaken,
dying son was enabled by easy stages to reach Clon-
mel, but found himself totally unable to proceed fur-
ther, and expired there in the arms of his nurse, who
had accompanied him from Ballitore. Thus died, at
the age of twenty-four, far from the friends who truly
loved him, one who bad promised to be one of the
brightest ornaments of the age.
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The summer of 1775 was remarkably fin
amidst the variety which marked it was the appeat
of a Jew, the first of that nation who had ever ente’
our village. He called himself Emanuel Jacob, an
carried about as a show, enclosed in a glass case, that
plant of ancient memory, the mandrake. It appeared
to combine the animal and vegetable in its formation,
and this was really the case ; for my father's house-
keeper, when she had the showman safely occupied
with his breakfast, impelled by curiosity, opened the
case, and found the wondrous plant to be composed of
the skeleton of a frog and fibres of the root of a plant.
However, as it was not her wish to deprive the man of
his livelihood, she carefully closed the case, and permit-
ted Emanuel to proceed on his way, unconscious of
detection.

Robert Baxter, from Monaghan, was a parlour
boarder at my father's at this time. He was but
sixteen, yet was six feet high, and lusty in proportion.
His understanding seemed mature also ; it was im-
proved by classical learning, by refined society, and by
the conversation of an excellent mother. He was
affectionate, artless, and unassuming, and we soon
loved him. He delighted in visiting my Aunt Carle-
ton, and they entertained one another with tales of for-
mer times, hers drawn from her own experience, his
from tradition. One of his anccdotes was concerning
the imprisonment of Lady Cathcart by her husband
(afterwards wrought by the able pen of Maria Edge-
worth into her tale of « Castle Rack-rent”). He said

7
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that it was stipulated by that lady on her marriage,
that she should never be required to leave England as
_a residence ; but, by pretending that he was only tak-
- ing her out in a pleasure-boat for a trip, her husband
conveyed her to Ireland and confined her in his castle,
where lie seldom visited her except to force her pro-
perty from her by cruel and unmanly treatment. She
managed, however, to conceal jewels to the amount of
several thousand pounds, which her brutal tyrant could
not obtain. She entrusted this treasure to her attend-
ant, Kitty Armstrong, to carry to a person of the name
of Johnson. The death of her husband at length
emancipated her, after years of barbarous usage, during
which she was almost starved, and clothed in filthy
tattered rags. She rewarded her faithful friends by a
gift to Johmson of £2,000, and 500 guineas to her
trusty Kate, and left Ireland for ever. Poor Kitty, it
would appear, was not so careful of her own property
as of that of her lady ; for, after Lady Cathcart’s death,
she became a dependent in the house of Robert Bax-
‘ter’s father ; and her character, dress, and deportment
made a great impression on the little boy, especially as
she used to chastise him freely. Kitty wore a scarlet
riding dress, a man’s hat and wig, and had a cat which
used to catch snipes for her.

One violently tempestuous night in the winter of
this year, the stage-coach from Dublin to Cork was
overturned at the Sandy-hill, and two of the passengers
were killed. One of these was & young woman who
was engaged to be married to a gentleman in Water-
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ford. He was lying ill of fever, and requested to see
her, and she was_ hastening to  him when arrested by
the -hand of death. Her intended husband, from
whom the event was concealed, expected her coming
with great anxiety, and wondered at her delay. He
died of the fever; let us hope they were united in
Heaven. I did not see the body—1I could not bear
it—but I heard of her beauty, her elegant dress, her
slender form, and her long fair hair, so lovely in death.
Samuel Hudson, another pupil of my father's, was
the only surviving child of a family of twenty-five.
This boy, who was weak in body and mind, was ex-
ceedingly dear to his parents ; but, alas! they outlived
him also. When his father, a rich Connaught gentle-
man of rough manners, came to see him at school, the
boy ran blubbering into his presence, dropped on his
knees, and cried out, “Your blessing, father !” The
father, struggling with fond paternal emotion, replied,
“You have it, you dog.” 'When my parents were tra-
velling in Connaught, they accepted an invitation to
Hudson’s Bay, the residence of this family. They were
welcomed with the greatest kindness, and entertained
with the utmost profusion. The fond mother, when
walking with Elizabeth Shackleton in a retired part of
the demesne, suddenly knelt down, and audibly poured
forth her thanks to that gracious Providence who had
put it into her heart to place her child under such
care, :
Charles Coote, when about eight years old, was sent
to Ballitore school by hig father, Lord Bellamont,

™
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whose natural son he was reputed to be; the fact
was that he was the offspring of a marriage with a
Roman Catholic young woman, which Lord Bellamont
did not look upon as legal, he being a Protestant.
But the lady being able to show that she had privately
read her recantation previous to the marriage, it was
proved to be binding, and a noble alliance which he
was on the point of forming was thus prevented. In
revenge he chased from him his beautiful wife, whose
reason was subverted by the shock, and she died miser-
ably in Clonmel.

The father of George Massey, another of the pupils,
was created a peer, and as in his letters to his son he
addressed the little boy with the title of “ Honourable,”
it afforded to the lad’s schoolfellows a source of diver-
sion so vexatious to George, that often, in bitterness of
heart, he lamented the day that his father became a
lord. However, he had a companion in his misfortune
when the young baronet, Sir Richard Eyre Cox, came
to school. He was nephew to the Honourable George,
though much older ; and his life came to a melancholy
conclusion after he left school. While rowing on one
of his own ponds at Dunmanway, in 1783, his oar
broke, and he fell into the water and was drowned.
_Though not quite of age, he left a widow and an infant
daughter.

"+ There was also a boy at school, mean in sentiments,
“person, and manners, who had been an indulged child,
and was possessed of a good fortune. One of his tricks
was feigning to have the ague, in order that he might
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partake of the indulgences provided for some of the
boys who really had it. But by overacting his part
he ipcurred suspicion, for his shaking fits were so vio-
lent as to affect the whole room, and led the nurse-
tender to endeavour to examine his mnails for the
blackness which precedes the shaking fit; but he
firmly opposed her attempt. However, as deception
could not be positively proved, his desire to partake of
the comforts of the nursery was answered, and he
might have fully enjoyed his success, had not the arri-
val of “Molly Ass” been announced. Molly was a
hawker, and she possessed an ass which the boys
hired of her to ride whenever she came ; and this lad
took particular pleasure in the amusement. On hear-
ing the unexpected news, the gratification of his present
situation faded before the recollection of the active
enjoyment he should have had if it had not been for his
deceitful conduct, and he exclaimed in pathetic accents,
“Oh! murder! and I sick " “Molly Ass” afforded
us another joke. 'When addressing my sister Sally and
me one day, she made use of the pronoun “thee” to one
of us, Now Sally was a very well-disposed child, and
laid great stress on adhering to the plain language ;
therefore, calling me aside, she whispered, “Molly
Asg is convinced” [i. e. of Friends' principles]. ‘

To return to the delinquent of the nursery: a fall
from an apple-tree, while robbing Taylor'’s orchard,
dislocated his shoulder, and the bone-setter was senﬁ»
for. During the operation my sister and I, though at
the most remote part of that large house, thrust our
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heads up'*the chimney to avoid hearing the cries of the
sufferer, and the equally loud sympathetic cries of Tom
Eyre, who sat by during the operation. A second con-
finement to the nursery was the consequence, where
if he endured more suffering than during his former
one, he also received more compassion. Ere his hurt
had perfectly healed, he again dislocated his shoulder
whilst breaking open the box of one of his schoolfel-
lows to steal a crown out of it. This was not his first
robbery ; for on a former occasion he stole sixpence
out of the pocket of our blind cousin, Joseph Thomp-
son, while he slept. He was finally expelled from the
school, and finished his career in a state of abject
beggary.

On the 7th of Fifth-month, 1474, William Lead-
beater came to school. His brother-in-law and guar-
fian, an episcopal clergyman, and his neighbour, a
clergyman of the Church of Rome, accompanied him
hither. That these men lived not only in good neigh-
bourhood but in sincere friendship was matter of won-
der to some ; while others saw no reason why a differ-
ence of religious sentiments should prevent liberal
minds from assimilating. The orphan boy whom they
introduced possessed dispositions calculated to gain the
gaod-will of that family of which he now forms a part.

frles Rawdon came at the same time, and they
fly became close companions. Both were amiable,
Bd virtue perhaps appeared more engaging in their
eautiful forms, for both were remarkably handsome.

But the darling of the house was Aldworth Phaire,
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whom his father, Colonel Phaire, brought hitﬁer at five.
years of age. My sister received him in my mother's
ahsence, and, surprised at his youth, unthinkingly
asked was his mother dead. ¢ She is dead to him,”
said the distressed father. Soon afterwards we heard
that his mother, a woman of rank and beauty, the wife
of an affectionate husband and the mother of a lovely
family, had basely deserted them. ‘The little creature
wound himself into our hearts in guch a manner, and
became such a plaything, that when his father removed
him it was a serious affliction to us. The usher met
him afterwards, and Aldworth clung about his knees,
and could hardly be separated from him, and, showing
his old hat, said with a mixture of shyness and regret,
« 1 got this in Ballitore.” Years rolled on. Our dar-
ling boy entered the army, and at length we reeeivi
word from his brother, Colonel Phaire, that he ha
died in the West Indies.

In 1996, my sister Margaret was united in marriage
to Samuel Grubb of Clonmel. A wedding was a novel
scene to us, and the preparations occasioned no small
bustle. Our lovely sister was removed from us to a
great distance, and we sadly missed her engaging soci-
ety ; but the happiness of her situation and the acqui-.
sition of many valuable connections compensated ;
the separation. Other weddings followed, and ms
events occurred full of importance at the time,
now too trivial to record. My happy and careld
childhood had advanced into gentle and timid girlhood,
and I felt as if I could not proceed much further on
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. my path through life without being aroused from my
peaceful dreams by some stroke of fate.

‘Barly in the year 1778, there was a tremendous
‘thunder storm. It came in the dead time of a long,
dark night ; and I, who was awakened by one terrible
clap of thunder, fully expected that the next would
destroy me. The school-boys all got up to pray. The
storm subsided at length ; but the whole of the next
day our agitated spirits dwelt in the midst of trembling
.alarm. Alas ! before the close of the year came ano-
ther storm of a different nature, the effects of which
were far more lasting and far more distressing. My
beloved Aunt Carleton died. I cannot describe the
anguish of that separation. My friends pitied me, and
strove to console me by suggesting the aids of good

- sense and philosophy ; bus, alas, had I possessed either
of these resources, they would have been of no avail,
for my whole soul was overwhelmed with affliction.
My only comforts were the conviction that I had never
knowingly given her pain, and the certainty that for
her awaited the blessed welcome, “ Well done, thou
“good and faithful servant ; enter thou into the joy
“of thy Lord;” for I believe her “prayers and her
“alms-deeds had risen up for a memorial before her.”

: But she had left me for ever in this world—my dearest
‘pamnt for was I not to her a child, a darling child ?

L My deep dejection affected my health so seriously,

“$hat it was feared I might go into a decline and

quickly follow her. I was ordered to ride on horse-
back, and was afterwards sent on a visit to my sister in
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Clonmel. There I visited the churchyard where lay
the partial and faithful friend of my childhood, Ald-
borough Wrightson. No stone marked the spot where
he lay, and when a grave was pointed out to me as his,
I stood beside it without emotion. The sexton now
came up, and telling us our guide had made a mistake,
took us to another grave, which I felt certain contained
the beloved remains, for my heart suddenly swelled,
and my tears began to overflow. Tears which did
nlore honour to his memory than mine have been shed
there. His old master has wept and sobbed in unavail-
ing sorrow over this interesting spot, where, at my
entreaties, a weeping willow was planted.

On the 22nd of Twelfth-month, 1778, in anticipation
of my brother's marriage, my father, mother, and I left
the house which they had occupied above twenty years,
to sleep at the Retreat, still to diet at the school. That
night, when the master and mistress left their old habi-
tation, afforded a scene of mourning. The servants were
bathed in tears.  Sally Wood locked herself up in the
pantry, and Moll Whelan’s noisy lamentations were
heard all over the house. Poor Moll soon after this
grew extremely ill, and every evening lost the use of
her limbs. At length she seemed to be expiring; she
had the family about her, sent her love to my father
who was then from home, asked forgiveness of those
whom she had offended, and declared to my mother thap
she had never wronged her, but of her time.
however, recovered, went to her sister's to recruit
strength, and lived to become Moll Casey, a well-known
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retailer of apples, gingerbread, and similar delicacies to
the schoolboys.

The 23rd of Second-month, 1779, Abraham Shackle-
. ton and Lydia Mellor were married in Meath-street
meeting-house, Dublin ; the house of her friend Mary
Pemberton being the temporary home of the bride.
Our new sister, now the young mistress, graced the
old mansion ; the lightness of her form and the beauty
of her “mind-illumined face” attracted universal ad-
miration, and her unwearied and animated benevolente
excited proportionate affection. The filial love and re-
spect with which she treated her husband’s parents, her
kind attention to all his relations, her sedulous and
conscientious care of his pupils, her excellent example
as a wife and mother, could not have been so uniformly
sustained merely by her strict sense of propriety ; her
integrity of heart and strong religious feeling were
surer guides. Her manners were a style above village
simplicity, although perfectly easy and natural ; and
her native dignity caused her in some degree to incur
the censure of “height,” which had been attached to
my grandmother Carleton. Bred in the town of Man-
chester, accustomed from infancy to the refinements of
good breeding, trained by a mother as accomplished as
she was amiable, our sister was born a gentlewoman,
and the neighbours were willing, on these consider-
ations, to excuse the young mistress ; especially as no
consequential airs, no consciousness of superiority, or
any want of consideration to inferiors marked her
conduct, and she was of all people one of the most free
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from detraction, or meking lessening remarks upon
others. Though ever perfectly neat, her dress by de-
grees hecame more conformed to our ideas of simplicity.
An anecdote presents itself as not quite mal-a-propos. I
dyed a cloak for sister Lydia, and, to my no small mor-
tification, completely spoiled it. I was certain of re-
ceiving ho rebuke, but was greatly surprised the next
meeting-dgy to see her walk into meeting with this
cloak on her shoulders, Concerned as I was to see
her dressed so unbecomingly, I felt the delicacy of the
compliment to my good intentions, and her endeavour
to reconcile me to my blunder.

Her sister, Mary Mellor, was a very acceptable ad-
dition to our little circle. She was lively, well-
informed, clever, good-humoured, and handsome. We
rejoiced in our acquisitions, and our late sore affliction
was softened into a tender regret. Our time was now
for a while devoted to paying and receiving visits, and
it was in the midst of this blameless festivity that an
express arrived from Kilkenny, with the tidings of
William Colles’s death. This amiable and worthy
young man had been educated at Ballitore school ;
he was much attached to the family, and to our Society,
and, by little and little, had assumed the garb and
manners of a Quaker, “How does thy wife take it ?”
enquired my father. ‘Very badly, master,” said he;
‘ gshe weeps.” This touched his heart more than com-
plaints or reproaches would have done. His unexpected
death by fever in the prime of life was a great shock to
his family and friends, and was rendered still more:
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touching to us by his request to be interred in our
grave-yard in our manner. Thither his remains were
brought from Kilkenny,* and his sorrowing master and
mistress, whom he loved so well, attended them to the
grave.

My parents and their three daughters were now set-
tled at the Retreat, a pleasant mansion. My mother
delighted in her garden, which she kept in neat order.
- Her collection of exotics was curious and afforded much

variety. She had no green-house, but kept those
tender plants in the house, and the soft perfume of
some of them was very grateful. My father, released
from the cares he had so long felt, yet still active in
body and mind, employed himself in writing, and walk-
ing about the village on visits to his neighbours, espe- -
cially when leaving home or returning to it. In his
absence they felt a want, and the old master’s return
was welcomed by all ranks. He now devoted more of
his time than he had yet done to the service of his own
‘religious éociety, in which his zeal to support good
order was strengthened by that love which unites in
the bond of peace.  His true helpmate, when not en-
gaged—as she often was—in like labours of love,
managed their temporal affairs with that prudence,
forecast, and liberality for which she was remarkable.
On the 28th of Elevénth-month, 1779, young Richard
Bhackleton was born, The delighted grandfather wel-

* William Colles was the proprietor of the Marble Mills at
‘Kilkenny. . :
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comed the arrival of the little stranger by exercising
on the occasion his poetical talent. Of this he had
a considerable share, but he did not make'it his study;
he devoted his care to the higher endowments of the
mind, and kept poetry in that subordinate station
befitting those relaxations which it is allowable occa-
sionally to indulge in. When I have heard the muse’s
lyre condemned as vain and idle, I have thought of
the gentle remonstrance of Paris to Hector, when up-
braided by him with setting too much value on exter-
nal accomplishments. The polite Phrygian acknow-
ledges the superior qualifications of his brother, yet
entreats him not to despise the softer graces, for

““No gifts can gain them, but the gods bestow !”

The followihg are the lines which my father penned
on the birth of his grandson and namesake :—

‘Welcome be the lovely boy,

His fond parents’ hope and joy !
By thy birth what tender ties

All in social order rise !

To the names of husband, wife,
Dearest in domestic life,

Thou hast added all these other
Names of grandsire, father, mother,
Aunts and nephew—ties that bind
In close union human kind.

‘Welcome, beauteous babe ! For thee
Hath old age, with tott’ring knee,
‘Wand'ring in the muse’s bowers,
Stooped to cull the fairest flowers,
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And, with trembling hand, e’en now
‘Weaves a garland for thy brow.

Welcome thrice, my darling child !
Sure propitious Heaven has smil’d
On thy birth ; for ev'ry grace
Marks the features of thy face,

- Where ‘'we both thy parents find—
Ease and dignity combin’d.

Sweetest infant, since thou art
Sent to act in life a part,

‘While of yet unconscious age,

Ere thou tread the public stage,
Sunk in balmy slumbers, rest

On thy mother’s fragrant breast,
‘While thy grandsire comes to shed
His best blessings on thy head !

God—before whose awful sight

Thy forefathers walk’d aright,

By His hand all-powerful led,

By His gracious bounty fed,

And His guardian angel still
‘Watching to preserve from ill—
Bless thelad ! And may the name,
Better than all worldly fame,
Sacred name, which qualifies

For admission to the skies,

That new name, O Richard, be
Naméad evermore on thee ! '

The 26th of the Tenth month, 1780, was the wed-
ding day of Thomas Chandlee and our sister Deborah
Shackleton, and on the next day they went home to
Athy. ‘Although united to one so much beloved and
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esteemed by us, we felt the loss of our dear, kind-
hearted sister. Our domestic circle had also another
1nss to vegret. ‘William Rayner left Ballitore on the 2nd
of Tenth month for Waterford, where he became clerk
to George and William Penrose. It was to me like
parting a brother of whom I might say,

In infancy our hopes and fears
‘Were to each other known,

And friendship in our riper years
Combined our hearts in one.

I followed and he returned several times to repeat the
last farewell. 1 think we neither spoke nor wept, but
our hearts were full.

My brother's young family were now rising around
him, and formed one of the delights of their grand-
father. Frequent during the day were his visits to the
little flock who gathered round his knees, while he
‘often held the youngest before him in the reading-chair
which he sat in, repeating Greek verses, whose sonorous
musical sound seemed very grateful to the infant ear.
He often read to us while we sate at our work, especi-
ally when a new poem was presented to the publie, and
his remarks heightened the interest of what he read,
and formed our tastes and judgment.

Pleasant and engaging as was my father to young
and old, cordial and sympathising as was my mother,
their truly religious characters inspired a sentiment
approaching to awe, though they were beloved more
than feared. Those who were so much in the habit of
swearing as to swear almost involuntarily restrained
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$hemselves in their presence, and others who were
sensible of deserving their reproof shunned it. They
governed their household with firm yet gentle sway,
and around the supper-table the housekeeper, the ushers
and other assistants in the school enjoyed their society
with confidence in their paternal kindness. My mother
spoke of her deceased children with an expression of
satisfaction at their early escape from a world of danger;
my father did not like to mention them, and seemed
smarting with the pain of regret when the subject was
introduced ; yet both were equally tender parents. If
either of them remarked the absence of any of our
members from meeting, a visit of inquiry was pretty
certain to follow, on the supposition that illness must
have been the cause, for no other pretext was regarded
as a sufficient excuse for neglecting this duty.

Those who live in the country and go little from
home are apt to be tenaciously attached to their own
opinions. The humility of our parents preserved them
from this error, their intercourse with polished and
literary society tending to enlarge the mind. Still
there was a degree of singularity in our education, in
consequence of our ignorance of the manmers of the
world, the simplicity of our profession, and our situa-
tion in a retired village ; for though our parents en-
couraged no confined ideas in us, and taught us a
courteous demeanour by example and precept, yet in
the cautious observance of truth we forbore to disguise
our sentiments of any kind, and I think were too little
skilled in the rules of good-breeding, that charming
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accomplishment, which, whilst compatible with since-
* rity, teaches young people, I will not say to disguise,

but to suppress their sentiments, and is in fact a virtu-
ous self, lenial ; for if the expression of one’s opinions
will do no good, but, on the contrary, inflict pain, they
should be suppressed, be they ever so blameless.

It was not while in the circles of his distant friends
or acquaintances, engaging their admiration, love, and
esteemn by his superior talents, fascinating manners,
delightful converse, and exalted virtue, that my dear
father shone most ; it was by his own fireside that his
sweetness of temper, his vivacity, and his unaffected
piety beamed brightest. He loved to take us to ride or
walk with him, he made his children his companions
and his confidants ; he generally showed us the letters
he wrote and received, and he expected the like confi-
dence from us. This gave him an opportunity to correct
our style and handwriting, to judge of the characters of
our correspondents, and to encourage or discourage the
friendships we were about to form. He disliked the
canting manner of some young persons in dealing
with religious subjects, of which he suspected they
knew little ; and though he was a nursing father to
what was good, he desired not to hear the awful theme
of religion introduced without a deep sense of its
importance.

As long as I can remember, it was my father’s

- practice to retire at the close of the day, either to his
garden or to his chamber, where I have no doubt he
“wrestled for a blessing, his countenance when he returned
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to his family bewraying with whom he had been. He
lay down to rest sweetly, and if he was in any difficulty,
the first thoughts which occurred in the morning were
generally those to which he took heed, and by which
he was delivered from what annoyed him. Indeed he
was remarkable for casting his care upon Providence,
even in cases which might be accounted trivial. Few
had a higher relish for. polished and literary society,
yet, being as humble as he was accomplished, he en-
joyed with equal relish the society of those who,
though neither polished or literary, were ennobled by
virtue. He had the manners of a gentleman without
departing from the strictness of his own profession, and
these manners were marked by a degree of simplicity
which derogated nothing from the dignity of his cha-
racter. I have often applied to him these lines :—

¢ And such a man was he
 As Heaven just gives to human sight
¢ To show what man should be.”

On the publication of Leland’s History of Ireland,
my father received a letter as if from the author,
requesting his opinion of the work, but written in a
style which conveyed no high opinion of the abilities
of the historian. It was, however, politely answered ;
he disclaimed any pretensions to critical judgment ; he
said he was no prophet, nor a prophet’s son, but if the
author wished for his opinion he was willing to give it.
Dr. Leland promptly answered this letter, assuring
my father that he knew nothing of that which had
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been written in his name, nor could he imagme who it
was that had been guilty of offering this unprovoked
insult to them both; but, whoever he was, he held
himself under an obligation to him, as having been the
means .of introducing him to such an acquaintance.
The letter concluded with repeating a wish for my
father’s opinion of his work, and requesting that if he
thought it worth his acceptance, he would not return
the volumes he sent him. Thus a wanton joke upon
two respectable men ended in creating mutual esteem.
My father attentively read the work, and candidly gave
his opinion, which was very favourable, though he cen-
sured some misrepresentations of our Society which it
contained. Dr. Leland took his remarks and sugges-
tions in good part, and promised to attend to them in
a future edition.

My mother had some years previously written to
David Hume, who calls Friends “ deists” in his Essays,
and “enthusiasts” in his History of England. She
recoived a reply from him, which though polite was not
satisfactory, as he seemed to think he had complimented
us by the former appellation, as classing us with those
who had shaken off the dominion of priests.

My mother with her excellent understanding had an
innocence and simplicity in her mind and manners
which softened the awe inspired by her gravity. It
was very pleasant to read history to her; her memory
was very good, she did not lose the thread of the narra-
tive nor did she suffer us to lose it.  She entered into
the characters which the historian introduced, and

8
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almost detested Augustus Ceesar. She could not think
otherwise of Caligula, than that the fover he had before
he came to the throne had affected his brain, and had
cansed the great alteration in his conduct. She said
Seneca had acted unfaithfully in not having restrained
the excesses of Nero's youth; the consequences were
Nero’s vileness and the murder of his tutor. She liked
to read only what was true ; and her faith in the story
that Captain Donnellan had poisoned his brother-in.
law Sir Theodosius Boughton cost us all our laurel-
water. I beheld my mother quietly emptying bottle
after bottle into a ditch, nor were we again permitted
any more of that culinary ingredient once held in such
high estimation.

My father was generally an accurate judge of poetry;
although his partiality led him to value mine, especially
when I was a child. Of his own talents and accom-
plishments he had too much good sense to be vain, and
yet I do think he was vain of the rhymes of his little
daughter. My mother, ever watchful and careful,
often expressed her justly grounded fear that my mind
was too much engrossed by this propensity ; but my
respect for her prevented me from reminding her of
the engrossing delight she took in cultivating her
flowers. My father met with a book called “ Emma
Corbett, or the Miseries of Civil War ;”” as the American
war was then raging, he thought the book treated on
this subject, and brought it home to his wife. He read
to us several passages containing good sentiments, pretty
sentiments, but little or no information, and very soon
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got tired of it. Having resigned the volumeé to me, I
read on, knowing well the kind of book I was reading,
and secretly enjoying the future joke. At length the
story began to grow a little more romantic, and my
mother asked if I believed it to be true. ¢« Oh, no,
mother, we do mnot expect truth in a novel.” My
mother’s astonishment at this discovery increased our
mirth at the idea of my father's having borrowed a
novel to read to her.

It was a custom with my mother to go into the hall
when the boys were preparing for their place of worship,
and to examine their dress and their hands, and see
that all were clean and in order. When a boy was
leaving school, she seldom or never failed to give him
advice as to his future conduct in life. These lectures,
“warm from the heart, and to .the heart addressed,”
often made a deep and with some a lasting impression.
She often had harder tasks to perform. If the misdeeds
of her neighbours came to her knowledge, she spoke
not of them to others, but to themselves; and if un-
guarded words and actions fell under her observation,
however hard to her timid mind, how little soever she
was acquainted with the transgressors, or whatever
their rank, she must relieve her mind by informing
them of her sense of their errors; and this was done in
such a spirit and in such terms as rarely, if ever, gave
offence. One incident of this kind I must record. My
father and mother, with others of their family, were by
special invitation at the house of their landlord, Clay-
ton Bayley, at Gowran, when Beauchamp Bagnell and
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a young man of the Butler family, who had dined at
Lord Clifden’s, came in a state of intoxication to the
bouse. Clayton Bayley was very unwilling to be in-
traded upon while enjoying the company of his former
preceptor; and his wife was greatly distressed, for she
was certain that “that wicked Bagnell would insist
that her husband must drink with him all night,
or else fight him.” It wasin vain our host insisted that
he was “not at home,” which he firmly maintained
malgré the lectures of his old mistress ; he was at
length obliged to appear, and, as an apology for not
receiving them, to inform Bagnell that he had Quaker
guests in his house. This Bagnell declared was an
additional inducement to him to desire admission, for
of all things he loved Quakers. He entered on crutches,
having been lately hurt in a duel; and, though dis-
figured by lameness, and obscured by intoxication, the
grace of his form and the beauty of his countenance
were 80 conspicuous, as to excite in no small degree the
mingled sensations of admiration, pity, and regret.
He had entered into the world with splendid gifts of
fortune and still more splendid gifts of nature, and
possessed a mind not unworthy of them, till, drawn
into the vortex of dissipation, his mind debased, his
constitution shattered, his fortune impaired, he became
the wreck which now appeared before us, It was to
my mother that Bagnell addressed his comversation.
He repeated his declaration of affection to the Bociety
of Friends, and assured her that he agreed with them
in sentiments, and wished to belong to body,
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% only that he could not in that case retain his corps
« of volunteers.” My mother made little reply, but he,
rising soon after to leave the room, expressed much
unwillingness to lose her company, and at length left
the house, much to the relief of all who remained in it
except my mother. Her mind was so impressed with
sadness in contemplating the situation of this man,
thet she believed it her duty to inform him of it. In
the .oenrse of a few months she heard he had come to
visib his sister Keatinge ; she went to Narraghmore and
had a conference with him, honestly laying before him
the injury he did himself and others by his conduct
and example. He heard her not only with polite but
with serious attention, acknowledged the truth of her
remarks, and lamented his inability to keep those good
resolutions which he had often made. He assured her
that he' approved and esteewed the principles of her
Society; and that the sentiments he expressed in his
state of inboxication were sincere. He thanked her
cordially, and at parting kissed her hand.

“Another incident of a similar kind was as follows.
John St. Leger, a gentleman of unhappy notoriety for
extravagant diséipation, was reduced by his vices to &
languishing condition, and no one about him had the
courage to tell him of his danger. My mother was
.greatly concerned to hear this, and she imparted to
him by letter her feelings on his account, urging him
to review his past life, and to prepare for the life to
come. I was told he was much affected by this letter;
‘that he caused it to be read to him several times as he
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lay on his death-hed ; and recommended it to be sent
to another gentleman who, he said, wanted such advice
as much as he did.

My mother often had the journals of Friends read in
the winter evenings by Friends’ children. She enter-
tained a few rather singular scruples, one of which was
her objection to images, even in china, on which we
sometimes amused ourselves with finding an almost
imperceptible man or bird. To gratify this scruple, the
parent of one of the pupils procured for her a tea-
service from China without any images. Her con-
sideration for her fellow-creatures would not permit
her to cover her floor with what might cover the poor,
and being remarkable for neatness, it was a difficulty
to contrive what should at once keep her apartments
clean and her mind easy. Hair-cloth was a bad sub-
stitute for carpets, but when listings were introduced,
the discovery was welcomed by my mother as a valu-
able one ; industry and dexterity were soon exercised,
and the rooms were presently furnished to her satisfac-
tion, She was remarkable for freely taking advice and
trying the methods of others, yet not unfrequently it
proved that her own mode was preferable ; as Edmund
Burke once remarked in reference to experiments in
farming, that the advantage in trying them often con-
sisted in proving that the old way was the best. The
butchers were of all tradesmen the chief annoyance
to my mother, as they frequently intruded on her while
ot breakfast, exhibiting their wares, and praigipg « the
colgur and fat.”  On secing them approagh, fy father
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was wont to call out, “Mistress, fortlfy, or, if possi’ble,‘
Siftify thyself against the butchers.”

She was very strict in inculcating good manmers;
we "were early taught to pay deference to  old age
and' courtesy to strangers; and were not allowed to
call poor old people by the abbreviations of “Bet,”
“ Moll,” &ec. which were more in use at that time than
at present. I remember being sent back to a shop to
maXe-dcknowledgments for some sugar-candy which'I
had been given, and which I had accepted without say-
ing that “I was obliged.” So strict was her adherence
to truth that she scarcely allowed herself to assert
emything positively, nor would she permit us to do
so; and so accustomed have I been to this habitual
caution, that even to this day, if I hear an extravagant
expression, I.examine it involuntarily in my mind
before I perceive the exaggeration. I think a ready
method of discouraging that false wit which consists
in telling lies would be never to laugh at it.

My mother was by no means insensible to the charms
of taste, but as they had too much influence on her
youthful mind, she feared to yield to their attractions.
To her the sick resorted for medicine, the poor for
relief, the afflicted for comfort, aud the perplexed for
advice. 'We were not insensible to the happiness we
enjoyed in being favoured with such excellent and
amiable parents, whose youth had been spent in the’
pursuit’ of virtue, and who now reaped the reward
when age was deadening the ‘natural faculties; and’
enforcing the warning that “ we have no abiding city
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here.”  Their future prospects were not overwhelmed

by gloom ; they looked forward steadily and humbly to

“ the recompence of reward,” while they enjoyed their

outward blessiugs with a sweeter relish than those’ do

“who place their chief happiness in them. It was not

-their fault if all within their influence were not made

better by their example, and happier by their society.

The wish often arises that I may make the youth of
my children pass as comfortably as they did mine, and

thus repay part of the debt I owe them. And while

T exult in the honour of being descended from .pro-.
genitors whose virtues confer a dignity to which titles,

wealth, and rank alone can never aspire, I say with

Cowper :—

My boast is not that I deduce my birth
¢ From loins enthroned and rulers of the earth,

“ But higher far my proud pretensions rise,
“ The child of parents passed into the skies !”
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THE beginning of 1482 brought a new inhabitant

to Ballitore—Anna Taverner, a young Londoner,
whose father was nevertheless a native and inhabitant
of the city of Limerick. She had, like me, been educated
by an affectionate aunt, and, like me, had lost her, and
suffered in health from the shock. Were the old meet-

ing-house in Sycamore-alley now standing, I think I

could point out the very spot where I first beheld this

delightful vision brightening the gloomy aisle. . Her
stature was rather tall, her form elegant, her carriage
inclining a little forward, yet far removed from an-awk-
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Wn.rk stoop ; her complexion was dehc,ately blooming,
her eyes a dark hazel, her teeth white and even, her
hair shining amber, her looks intelligent and expres-
‘'sive, and peculiarly marked with sweetness. Critical
judges might not pronounce her to be beautiful, but all
hearts acknowledged her to be lovely. Her manners
and conversation were as captivating as her person ; an
excellent understanding and a still more excellent heart
beamed through her transparent countenance, even
when the purple light of youth and the rosy bloom of
health were almost annihilated by years of sickness
and sorrow. My heart expanded to meet her, and,
without many professions of friendship, we have con-
tinued to love each other with steady affection. An
orphan now, she came to Ballitore, which seems to
attract with a kind of fascination those who remain
long in its quiet shades. Though the wind sweeps
through our valley, and makes the difference between
summer and winter more observable than in many
other places, yet pleasant faces and cheerful firesides
wmore than compensate this disadvantage, and the sum-
mer and the winter evenings have each their peculiar
charms in Ballitore.

We welcomed our dear Anna Taverner with joy;
but our enjoyment of her society was soon marred, for
she was prostrated by a lingering and painful illness,
Her sufferings were dreadful ; her nerves were racked
by convulsions, and at length her tongue lost the
power of articulation. Copious bleedings appeared to
be the only means of preserving her life, $hough it was
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balwved they mmased her oompla.mts by the weak-
ness they produced. Her kind-hearted physician, be-
holding her suffer agonies which all his skill could not
relieve, cried out in accents of distress, “The Lord
“help you! You have nothing but religion to support
“you.” He spoke truly. Nothing short of this sup-
port could give that patience which equalled her suf:
ferings. For four months she continued deprived of
speech, except that once during that time her mouth
was opened in prayer. When her speech was fully
restored, her first use of it was to utter the sentence,
“Great and marvellous are thy works, Lord God
“« Ahmghty ! Just and true are all thy ways, thou King
“of saints.”

The year 1782 was remarkable for its wet summer
and late scanty harvest. It was said that Sir Isaac
Newton had predicted that in this year there would be
little differcnee between summer and winter weather.
1t was 80 ; and in 1483 the distresses of the poor were
great, and it was said there were instances of some
having perished of want. No such misfortune occurred
in our village.

About this time there came to our neighbour Susy
Bayly’s a handsome young man, Jack Cooper, a rela-
tion of the family. It was natural that, what with
walking and riding together, the beauty of the youth’s
person and the melody of his voice, young Susan felt
that « friendship in woinan is sister to love,” and that, on
the other hand, her affability and independent fortune
won his heart. Her mother disapproved of this attach-
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ment, and Jack was sent home. His fair- one conti-
nued to correspond with him by thé assistance of
Dr. Johnson, which of course led to an acquaintance
with «the elegant doctor,” as he was frequently called,
and poor Susan’s susceptible heart again experienced
the danger of this kind of friendship. The doctor was
surprised when he perceived his good fortune, and
finding the same attractions in the gmsel which his
_rival had found, was disposed to poss¥ss himself of the
prize. However, though her fortune was at her own
disposal, he had too much honour and delicacy to take
her without the consent of her family. Her brother
encouraged his hopes of success, and the doctor went to
Dublin for the license and ring. Her mother disap-
proving of this conncction also, the daughter was con-
fined to her room and roughly treated ; her former lover
returned her letters, but soon followed them, accom-
panied by arelative, to excuse this conduct. On seeing
her first love, young Susan’s first flame revived, the
mother now consented, and next morning, when the
carriage conveyed the young couple to Cooper's Hill
to be married, the whole village was in a ferment
of wonder and mirth. This was followed by serious
alarm, on Dr. Johnson’s return with the license and
ring, for the comsequences of a meeting between Bob
Bayly and him. That alarm was dispelled by another
surprise—a bonfire blazed in the street, and noisy
acclamations congratulated the doctor on his escape
from becoming the spouse of such a fickle £gir one !

A Welsh clergyman named John Roberts was an
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 inmate with. Abby Widdows for about a year. He
- gaid he had come to Ireland on the invitation of Lord
Aldborough, and he frequently visited at Belan, the
seat of that nobleman. He was an elderly, portly,
well-looking man, very communicative of his stock of
" knowledge, which consisted chiefly of hymns and re-
ceipts in physic and cookery. I had the misfortune to
stand pretty high in his favour. I say misfortune, for
,one evening when Abby Widdows had assembled in
her parlour a pleasant party of her young friends, Doc-
tor Roberts, as we called him, seated me beside him,
and, producing a newspaper, read aloud to me the
debates of the Irish parliament, which covered one
page. Now politics are my aversion ; and though I
have often been ashamed of my ignorance, I have
thought it unnecessary for me to endeavour after such
knowledge, and to affect it would have been a danger-
ous experiment. I practised no little self-denial in
sitting out the-tedious detail, and rejoiced in my heart
when I “saw land.” But when the eourteous doctor
turned to the next page, covered in like manner with
the English parliamentary proceedings, I cast a despair-
ing glance at my companions, whose arch looks and
suppressed smiles showed how little they envied me
the partiality of the old gentleman.

As something mysterious hung about this man,
Molly Webster firmly believed that he was Doctor
Dodd in disguise. The unfortunate Doctor Dodd had

- suffered death for forgery a short time before, and
+Molly: had either heard, or imagined she had heard,
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that means had been privately and successfully used to
restore him to life. Molly stood alone in her conjec-
ture, but it was evident that Doctor Roberts did not
desire to be fully known. Abby Widdows, when tra-
velling from Dublin one day in the stage coagh, met a
gentleman who knew her lodger, and gave her a card
to present to him. The doctor, on receiving it, disco-
vered symptoms of embarrassment, and soon afterwards
left Ballitore. Hearing some time after that he was
living at Whitehaven, I wrote to him, but received no
answer. In the course of years I heard that he was
in Cumberland, lodging near my friend Thomas Wil-
kinson, through whom I sent another letter for him;
but he took no notice of that letter either, nor did he
ever mention having been in Ireland. He soon after-
wards left that mneighbourhood also; but I made no
further enquiry, and left him to enjoy his obscurity in
peace.

There was at school at this time a youth named
‘Wentworth Mansergh, youngest brother to a gentleman
of fortune near Cashel. His brother George had been
at Ballitore school, and cruelly told the child that at
the Quaker school he should be flogged without mercy ;
and inspired him with such horror, that when they

" proposed sending him to Ballitore, he eloped from his
brother’s house and took shelter with his grandfather,
till his terror abated and he ventured to return.
This occurred several times ; at length the reluctant
boy was captured, and his elder bmtgx@r set out
with him for school. On the way he ‘got at his
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brother’s pistols, turned the horses about, and threat-
ened to shoot his brother if he did not go back.
This desperate effort proved ineffectual, and poor
Mansergh was brought in triumph to Ballitore. His
anxious eyes were soon fastened on the handles sus-
pended from a loft for the pump-churn; this he believed
was a machine to which the boys were fastened to
undergo flagellation. The grave looks of the master
and mistress filled him with dread ; however, he kept
his mind to himself, and in a few days took an oppor-
tunity of setting out on a pilgrimage to his beloved
home. When he got to the end.of the village the
cross roads puzzled him, and he could not recollect the
name of the last town he had come through while on
his way to Ballitore; he therefore returned, expecting
shortly to learn it without incurring suspicion. But
long before he did so, his desire to leave the school had
subsided, and he found that an evil report had been
given of the good land. He remained here for six
years, greatly beloved, for he was the soul of good
nature and kindness— ‘

‘““He had a heart for pity, and a hand
. Open as day to melting charity.”

As he spent much of his leisure time with us at
the Retreat, we were surprised that some days had
passed without a visit from Mansergh, although we had
seen him apparently very much occupied ; sometimes
carrying bread from the baker’s, sometimes frequenting
other shops, whilst a stranger of reduced appearance
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was now and then seen with him. When this stranger
had departed and Mansergh reappeared in our circle,
we learned after repeated inquiries concerning his late
guest, that this poor man had been a tutor in his
brother's family, but was now in great poverty. We
already knew he had supported him here, and had
shared his pocket-money with him; but the generous
youth was more willing to tell us that when he parted
from his guest, having walked with him some miles, and
pressed upon him the remainder of his cash, the poor
fellow with tears firmly refused the gift, declaring he
had given him too much already. “I know not what
was the matter with me,” continued Mansergh. As he
spoke, his colour heightened, his lip quivered, his eyes
filled fast with tears, and we changed the conversation.

Though he was so full of drollery that we were often
weary with the fits of laughter he caused, yet when a tale
of sorrow was introduced in the height of his mirth, 1
have seen his countenance fall in a moment, and all
sensations vanish but anxiety to relieve the distressed.
This tenderness of disposition extended even to the
brute creation. He and I once met accidentally in
Youghal ; he was truly glad to see me, yet he pre-
sently started away, with eagerness and displeasure in
his looks, to pursue a crowd of idle boys, and rescue
from them a dog to whose tail they had tied a kettle.

Our sequestered shades were frequently sought by
those who wished to conceal themselves from the world.
A young gentleman came to my father's school, yet not
regularly to school. He said he wished ‘to improve
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himself in the classics, but he attended school too little
to reap any benefit from the instruction given there, nor
did he appear to study in his chamber. He preferred the
amusements of drawing and poetry, and wandering
about in the rural scenery, especially when squire to
the maids of the valley, who were pleased with his
gentle manners, intelligent conversation, and handsome
face, all made more interesting by that air of dejection
which seemed to cloud the morning of his day. He
appeared to possess a mind too ingenuous and innocent
to be the prey of guilt, nor were we troubled with an
inquisitive spirit. Once, on lending me a book, he
requested me not to let it go into other hands, and,
showing me a name written in it different from that
which he then bore, gave that as the reason, and
offered to tell me the cireumstances which had induced
him to conceal himself under a feigned name. Far
fronge being flattered at the prospect of obtaining the
str;%ar’s confidence, or curious to develop the mys-
tery, I was alarmed for what might be the consequence
of knowing his secret, with which T told him T had no
wish to be made acquainted. However, to ease his
mind, he communicated the cause of his depression.

He had finished his studies in Edinburgh, taken out
his diploma, and returned to his parents in the north
of Ireland, when it was proposed to him to marry a
handsome and rich young widow, who on her part had
no objection to the union, while his own family were
anxiously solicitous to settle him in such an apparently
comfortable situation. But the youth, having had
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much opportunity of observing the lady’s temper du-
ring the life of her first husband, recollected that it
was too violent for his taste, and rejected the proposal
This continued, notwithstanding, to be vehemently
urged, and the comsequent annoyance had such an
effect on his health that a journey to the south of
France was judged necessary, and his friends believed
him to be at Montpelier, while he was inhaling the
temperate breezes of Ballitore, and recovering his health
and serenity. The cause of his concealment being re-
moved by the fair widow’s making another choice, he
remained here only three months, and we expected he
would soon dismiss us from his memory. But not so:
he had a warm sincere heart, and occasionally corre-
sponded with us ; and in about two years I had a kind
of farewell letter from him, previous to his departure
for Canada, as surgeon to the gth regiment of Foot.
My brother, some years after this, had an affectionate
letter from him from Quebec, and another written in
England at the time of the rebellion m Ireland, mak-
ing most anxious enquiries after our welfare. Touched
at his continued remembrance, I begged to be permitted
to answer this letter, and soon had a reply in the style
of old cordial friendship. He told me he had married
into one of the first families in Canada, had five fine
children, and was in very good circumstances, being
surgeon to the forces in the Lower Province,
Griesebank was taken by George Dunbar, commonly
called Major Dunbar. I never could learn that he had
ever been in the army, but he seemed to sinherit the
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title from his father, who left him an inheritance more
substantial—some good estates. He was a small,
active, elderly man, on whose education I doubt not
much expense had been bestowed,—for he had been
taught fencing and dancing and the French language.
His first wife had been a widow Agar—mother to Lord
Clifden. He kept fine- company, wore fine clothes,
visited in fine equipages, but while he basked in the
sunshine of grandeur his patrimony melted before it.
He was married to a second wife, and they had one son.
He filled Griesebank with excellent furniture ; many
prints of Hogarth, and some family pictures ornamented
the walls of the parlours and bed-chambers, and he
laid out the garden with taste. He was a member of
Parliament, and very obliging in giving franks. We
liked our lively neighbour, though we saw that vanity
was a predominant feature in his character, and thought
his manners were too gay for his age and for our taste.
In 1787 he again became a widower. My mother and
I visited him on the occasion, and when I went to look
on the lifeless body, he accompanied me, though I
begged he would not. ¢ There she is,” he exclaimed
as we entered, waving his hand to the walls, “sur-
rounded by her relations.” Not knowing but that
some of her relatives had come on the occasion, I
looked around, but saw -only some of my own lowly
neighbours. Possibly he perceived my surprise, for he
pointed directly to the family pictures, repeating their
titles with no small emphasis; and, concluding with his
own, “ And there is unfortunate George I’ he darted out
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of the room. The nominal major and his son soon
afterwards left Ballitore.

We received a visit of a few days from John Walker,
the author of the Geography and Gazetteer. His sim-
plicity and good sense recommended him to us, as they
did to others; and he seemed much pleased with us,
our school, our village, and: our gardens, remarking
that my bower reminded him of Rowe’s Letters. I
suppose he was not so well pleased with our place of
interment, for the stone which marked the grave of
Abel Strettel appeared to him inconsistent with our
principles as a religious society ; and on the night be-
fore his leaving Ballitore, he got into the grave-yard,
and, alone and unassisted, completely buried the stone.
This was discovered a few days afterwards, and Robert
Bayly, displeased at the indignity offered to the bones
of his grandfather, desired leave of my father to re-
establish the stone. My father assured him of his igno-
rance of the transaction, but thought that, since it had
been removed, it would be as well not to restore it,
seeing that such records were contrary to the praetice
of Friends. Robert departed in great wrath, which,
however, he forebore venting on his respected master ;
and, even when he had scaled the walls of the grave-
vard, armed with guns and attended by men with
digging implements, his forbearance continued, and he
judiciously determined, “ Though I am in a passion, I
will make no noise here,” The hiding-place of the
famous stone was soon discovered, and Robert and the
monument of his ancestor upreared their heads in tri-
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umph once more. This was a very rare instance of a
gravestone in one of our burying grounds.

_ In the year 1984 my father took me to London, to
attend the yearly meeting of Friends. While there we
frequently visited Edmund Burke, and at his house
we met some distinguished characters. Amongst these
were Sir Joshua Reynolds and the poet Crabbe, whom
their illustrious host had purposely invited to introduce

* to them his old companion and highly esteemed friend.
It was his practice to invite some of the superior minds
of the day when Richard Shackleton was in London,
knowing how pleasant would be such communion to
one buried in a secluded village, while endowed with a
refined and accomplished taste. Crabbe’s “ Village”
had just then been published, and won my father’s
warm admiration. Well do I recollect the modest de-
precating manner of the gentle poet, when my father in
complimenting him said, “ Goldsmith’s would now
indeed be the Deserted Village.” From London we
went by earnest invitation to Beaconsfield, which seemed
to me a paradise on earth. I shall here insert part of
a poem written after my return home:—

BEACONSFIELD.

All hail, ye woods in deepest gloom arrayed!
Admit a stranger through your reverend shade,
- With timid step to seek the fair retreat
‘Where virtue and where genius fix their seat:
In vain retiring from the public gaze,
Not deepest shades can veil so bright a blaze.
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Lo! there the mansion stands in princely pride ;
The beauteous wings extend on either side :
Unsocial pomp flies from the cheerful gate,
‘Where hospitality delights to wait ;

A brighter grace her candid smile bestows

Than the majestic pillars’ comely rows.

Enter these ever open doors, and find

All that can strike the eye or charm the mind ;
Painting and sculpture there their pride display,
And splendid chambers decked in rich array.

But these are not the honours of the dome

‘Where Burke resides and strangers find a home,
To whose glad hearth the social virtues move,
Paternal fondness and connubial love,
Benevolence unwearied, friendship true,

And wit unforced, and converse ever new.

Ye cultured walks where grace and beauty dwell,
Ye humbler scenes of rural life, farewell!

Mourn not your shades dishonoured by my praise,
Your shades which whilom learned far other lays ;
For here of old, yon waving woods among,

With Waller's strains the joyful valleys rung.
Methinks his tuneful sprite still lingers here,

Still loves these scenes to all the muses dear;

. Still the dear name charms with delightful sound,

And ¢ Eduund ! Edmund !” echoes all around.
And thou, the master of this fair domain,

Vouchsafe " accept this tributary strain.

To thee the muse her artless song commends,

Nor fears the fate of what thy smile defends:

She to thy friendship dares aspire, ’tis true,

And claims it a8 hereditary due ;

Deem not base flattery framed the simple lay,

Nor turn thy disapproving ears away :
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Parental cares watched o'er my growing youth,

And early stamped it with the love of truth;

But while they bade my words and thoughts agree,
*- They bade my heart to love and honour thee/

The following is the letter of thanks which Edmund
Burke kindly addressed to me in response to my
poetical tribute :—

EDMUND BURKE TO MARY SHACKLETON.

“ My dear Miss Shackleton,

“T ought not to have suffered myself to re-
“ main so long at a disadvantage in your mind. My
“fault is considerable : but not quite so great as it
““ appears ; for your letter went round by the way of
“ Carlisle, and it was a good while before it came to
“my hands. It ought indeed to have been my care to
“have made the earliest possible acknowledgment,
“ where nothing more was required; and in a case
“ where indeed there was little more in my power to
“ do than to tell you, in a few plain and sincere words,
“ how extremely sensible I was of the honour you have
“ done me, by making this family and this place the
¢ subject of some of the most beautiful and most origi-
“nal verses that have for many years been made upon
“ any place or any persons. They make us all a little
¢ the more fond of ourselves and of our situation. For
“my part I will not complain, that when you have
“drawn a beautiful landscape you have put an old
“ friend of your father’s as a figure in the foreground ;
“ nor shall T pretend that I am not pleased even with



138 THE ANNALS OF BALLITORE. [1784.

“ the excess of partiality which has made him an object
“ worthy of appearing in such a scene. The scene
« itgelf, fine as it is, owes much to the imagination and
« gkill of the painter; but the figure owes all to it.
“ You great artists never draw what is before you, but
“ improve it up to the standard of perfection in your
“ own minds. In this description I know nothing of
“ myself ; but what is better, and may be of more use, I
“ know what a good judge thinks I ought to be. As
“ to your picture of this part of the country, I cannot
¢ help observing that there is not the least of common-
“place in it. One cannot apply it equally to every
“ country, as most things of this kind may be turned.
“ It is particular and appropriate, and that without
“ being minute or tedious in the detail. Indeed it is a
“ sweet poem ; and shows a mind full of observation,
“ and retentive of images in the highest degree. Some
“ of the lines are not quite so finished as to match the
“ rest, and some time or other I may take the liberty
“ of pointing them out to you ; and some of the rhymes
¢ hitch upon words, to which nothing, not even you,
“ can give grace. But these are lesser blemishes, and
“ easily effaced, either by omission, or a trivial change.
“ You will excuse this freedom. But in so fine a poem
“in which your kindness for an old friend of your
“ father has given me so great an interest, you will
“ naturally expect that I should wish for the perfection
“ which I know you can give your work with a little
“ more of your care.

“ Pray excuse this very late and véry imperfect
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« gcknowledgment of the’great favour you have done
“me, I cannot plead business in favour of my delay.
« T hawve had a great deal of leisure time. At the mo-
“ ment I write this, I never was more busy in my life;
“and indeed thus much is in favour of activity and
“ occupation, that the more one has to do, the more
“ one is capable of doing, even beyond our direct task.

¢ T am ever, with Mrs. Burke’s, my brother’s, and
“my son’s most affectionate regards to you, and to
“ all Ballitore, which we love with great sincerity,

“ My dear Miss Shackleton,
¢ your most faithful,
“ and most obliged and obedient

“ humble servant,
. ) ¢ EpMUND BURKE.
¢« Benconsfield, Dec. 13th, 1784.”

On receiving the above letter, I penned the following
stanza :—

If T am vain, this letter read,
And let it for my pardon plead.

When he whom listening courts admire,
A senate’s boast, a nation’s pride,

When Burke commends my artless lyre,
I care not who commends beside ;
And his reproof I value more,
Than ere T valued praise before !

After leaving Beaconsfiéld, my father and I went
to a far different scene, and amongst singularly differ-
ent people—to a little village in Yorkshire, and on a
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visit to some very primitive relatives, amongst whom
my father left me for a while. Many amusing pas-
sages occurred during my stay. Quite regardless of my
blushing shamefacedness, my relations invariably intro-
duced me to their friends as “ Our coosin frae Ireland
that maks the bonnie verses;” which was frequently
followed by the entreaty, “Say some of them, wilt
thoo?” The phace was remarkably secluded, and shut
out from the world. Retired as was my native place,
this was still more so ; and primitive as were the inha-
bitants of Ballitore, they were fashionable people of the
world compared with those of Selby. The ¢great
hoose,” where the squire resided, was the object of their
exceeding admiration, and my relatives were most anx-
ious that I should obtain an entrance, yet dubious whe-
ther I should be esteemed worthy of an invitation,
although the owner graciously permitted his silver
coffee-pot to be sent to every house in the village where
I was entertained, to do me due honour as a visitor,

At length the much coveted invitation came, and,
dressed in their ¢ best bra’s,” my cousins went with me
to the great house. There I saw the coffee-pot at
home, with its grand adjuncts in all their splendour.
After tea was over, the company were invited to ascend
to the roof of the house. Upon scrambling out upon
the leads, we found chairs placed for our accommoda-
tion, and refreshments were handed round. Beneath a
broiling sun I strove to admire the surrounding land-
scape, which was not at all worth the toil and trouble
we endured. At length the silent, statkly visit was
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concluded, and we were permitted to descend and re-
turn home ; hut all through the remainder of my stay
this evening was descanted upon by my cousins with
delight, and every acquaintance was saluted with,
“ Dost know our coosin was at the great hoose to tak’
tea?’ As is usual in that part of England, there was
in the dwelling of my friends one large apartment, nei-
ther parlour nor kitchen, called ¢ the hoose,” in which
the family usually sat, but they insisted on my sitting
in solitary state in the parlour. On First-days, after
meeting, the old folk sat in “the hoose,” each with a
Bible in hand, reading aloud from it, while the daugh-
ter read in her Bible, also aloud ; and, peering over my
shoulder, stood the son behind my chair, reading aloud
from the Bible which I was silently studying. No
two of the readers, except myself and my companion,
were perusing the same part of the sacred volume.
Yet, notwithstanding their peculiarities, I was happy
in the warm affection of these simple people, and
always remembered this visit to England as some of
the golden days of my youth: Beaconsfield and Selby
were both so interesting and so different.

During the winter of 1784 a frost set in, and con-
tinued so hard for some weeks, that an American visitor
said it equalled the cold of his native country. One
night my mother heard a crackling noise in her room,
and in the morning found her water jugs fallen to
pieces, but their shape remaining in solid ice. We were
in the midst of this frost and snow, when a young
stranger hastily entered the parlour; he looked round
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—fastened his ardent black eyes first upon one, then
on another, with a mingled expression of anxiety and
pleasure, as he exclaimed, “Don’t you know mef—
Don't you know me —Don’t you know Tom Eyre?”
The exclamations and warm welcomes which succeeded
soon convinced him that he found again the same
friends he had left. Ten years had made much altera-
tion in his person, and the deep tinge which his face
and hands had acquired from foreign suns and foreign
gales, formed a striking contrast with the original
whiteness of his skin when he drew up his shirt sleeve
to display it. He bad indeed grown a fine young man,-
and his manners without having lost their originality
had received from intercourse with the world a pleasing
polish. When the first ferment of our joy at seeing
our friend had in some degree subsided, it was but
natural to look for another. ¢ Where is Sam ?”—
“Shall we not see him also?” Then it was that a
cloud passed over his countenance, and his trembling
accents became full of sorrow as he said, “I expected
to have met Sam in Ireland—Dbut Sam is dead—and
all the world is now alike to me.” “Sam dead! Our
dear Sam ; so good, so beautiful, -so beloved. When,
where, and how did he die?” ¢“He died as he was
just about to return home, and he died of a broken
heart !”

Then followed the sad story. Sam was running on
fast in the career of naval glory—had attained, by his
dauntless bravery, the rank of first lieutenant of a
man-of-war, and with a handful of men . had taken
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possession of a fortified place & strength, the name
of which has escaped my memory. The governor
requested some indulgence, which the generous and
unsuspicious young warrior, incapable himself of treach-
ery, readily granted,—but he had not to do with such
amind as his own. The governor availed himself of
this indulgence, and secretly delivered up the place to
the East India Company. The gallant youth, thus
traitorously robbed of fame and fortune when he was
on the point of returning home, crowned with both, to
the embraces of his brather, sunk beneath the cruel
blow and the weight of disappointment. A burning
fover seized him, he struggled against it, held to his
post on ship-board, and died in his clothes. He died
at Calcutta, at the age of twenty-two! ¢«If amongst
the many officers who laid down their lives in this
war,” said poor Tom, “there are any who have gone to
heaven, surely my brother Sam is one of them!” In
every turn of events, great or small, the idea of his
darling Sam seemed to pervade his brother's mind.
‘While he was with us a child died in the village. I
asked Tom, whose medical skill was considerable, to
accompany mie to see the infant, h)ping that the vital
faculties were but suspended. He went with me, and
I asked him could he do anything for it. “No,” he
replied, “unless I can bring the dead to life, and if
I could do that, I would fly to the Kast Indies to
restore my poor Sam !”

He dwelt much on the subject of his brother’s
valour, and this dear brother had by letter informed
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me of Tom’s, particullrly at the battle of Long Island.
Tom, whose courage was sincere, and therefore unsul-
lied by boasting, made little account of his own exploits,
but declared his forlorn situation was the cause of his
promotion ; for having neither money, friends, nor in-
terest, he could not as the other volunteers did, go into
winter quarters, and as he continually followed the army,
his name was returned every month to General Howe
amongst the men fit for duty. He endured all the
hardships of a common soldier, and without pay, which
he would not accept until he earned a commission ; he
was therefore not so much under the control of the
officers, and was at liberty, as a volunteer, to change
from one corps to another if he deemed himself badly
treated, for his high spirit could not brook an affront.
After escaping many dangers ho was taken prisoner by
the Americans, and hurried from place to place, worn
out by fatigue, and by the dispiriting thought that
he was now forgotten by the British general, forlorn,
friendless, a prisoner! In this sitnation he learned by
accident that fortune and his general had remembered
him, and that he was appointed second lieutenant in
the 23rd regiment. Soon after the general sent him
thirty guineas, he bought a horse, and made his escape
to the English army then quartered at Philadelphia;
but was not permitted to join his regiment until his
general received assurance from the enemy that he
had not broken his parole. I believe Tom Eyre would
have found it a far easier thing to die than to break
his word of honour. o
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He served four months in the fleet and obtained
prize money, which enabled him to purchase a first
lieuteniancy in the 35th regiment. After the conquest
of St. Lucia, which he represented as an extraordinary
feat of valour, he was stationed there, He called it
“3 dwgeor. in hell,” and said the plagues of Egypt
were not to be'compared to the sufferings they endured
there. His health, which had supported him under
all his toils and hardships, forsook him, He saw his
brother soldiers droop and die around him, vietims to
the fatal climate, and amongst them Rupert Preston
Vallancey, his quondam school-fellow, who however did
not- appear to recollect him; “But,” said he, *the
land-crabs soon had him.” ¢ Land-crabs!” we asked,
“what are they?”’ ¢ Crabs which burrow in deep
“holes in the earth and feed on the dead ; they fattened
“prodigiously after we were stationed at St. Lucia.”
“This remark implies that you have been reduced
“t0 eat them ! Can it be possible?” Alas, it was pos-
sible, for the evils of pestilence were aggravated by
those of famine. The large and poisonous reptiles
which infested this marshy, woody island were another
source of dismay, especially as the dog-headed snake,
twenty-two feet long, had caused the death of two of
the soldiers by its venomous bite. Alligators eighteen
feet long, and bats whose spread wings were as wide
as his extended arms, made a dreadful variety. A
hurricane came, of which he could find no words to
give us an adequate idea, but after its fearful violence
had subsided the air was clearer and the island more
healthful. While at St. Lucia he chanced to meet with
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several Ballitore boys, and although they had not been
cotemporaries, they hailed one another as brothers. He
endured this dreadful climate for five years, and was
gick for ten months, when at length he got leave of ab-
sence. The island of Barbadoes he called “divine,” be-
Jing beautifully planted with cocoa trees, and the scenery
diversified with hills, viewed from which the surround-
ing sea enriched the landscape. But England was more
congenial to his heart, and Ireland was dearest of all.
The temperate climate, the commodious dwellings, the
beauty of the rural damsels, whom he declared to be
“ ag fair and as sweet as the daisy, and as innocent,”
formed a combination to refresh his mind, wearied with
the ardors of the torrid zone.

The loss of America was a subject on which he
could not speak with patience; he insisted that the
British army were able to conquer the Americans, and
they would have done so had not General Howe been re-
strained by orders from home, where they kaew nothing
“about it. He was provoked beyond all patience at those
fellows, “with their big wigs and enjoying their ease,”
presuming to direct the brave soldiers. ¢ America,”
said he, while indignation flashed from his eyes, “ Ame-
rica is manured with the blood of our noble fellows,
and we have lost it !” His description of the wasting
mareh of their army, plundering the houses, dislodging
the families, and then burning the dwellings, was
heart-rending. Then he told of the excitement which
urges on the heat of the battle; how rage-siflwides
when the fight is over, and both parties engage indis-
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cmmnately in rendering the offices of humanity to the
wounded : how treacherous and vindictive an enemy
the Americans wers, and how generous and gallant the
French ; how dreadful the taking of New York was
made by the Americans setting it on fire, and what
care the Lnglish took to protect the inhabitants and
to prevent plunder in a captured town. Al these topics
were as interesting as they were terrible. Poor Tom
Eyre did not pause to consider that the Americans
were the party aggrieved, and that the French were
not fighting for their own freedom.

But it was not without much effort and dexterous
management that I could prevail upon Tom to give
anything like a regular series of his adventures, for every
now and then the recollection of some old acquaint-
ance would dart across his mind, and break the thread
of his narrative—a nagrative rendered intensely fasci-
nating by the enthusiasm and glowing warmth with
which he identified himself with the details, by the
simplicity of his manner, and the total absence of self-
praise. - Once when he had my whole soul thrilling
with interest, he suddenly stopped, and then uttered
a passionate wish to see the old stone which stood at
the corner of our Burrow gate. The famous treaty-
stone in the city of Limerick could not have created a
keener interest in the lovers of historical relics, than
did this unrecorded one in the affectionate memory of
Tom Egyre.

Several alterations and improvements had been made
in the old mansion and grounds since he left Ballitore,

10%
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The vest of winter was at this time spread over the
fields ; had they been decked in the pride of summer,

* they could not have found favour in his eyes. He
bitterly regretted the changes in the house, declaring
they made no improvement. Every thing in Ballitore
appeared to him to be on a smaller scale than formerly.
This natural sensation is easily explained. Children
measure objects by their own size and experience,
which increase with years, while the objects remain
the same.

He told us he had written several letters to us from
America, which had never come to hand. He brought
one which he had written to his friend “Peggy,” and
which he had not been able to forward. Tom had
brought a dog with him from the West Indies, for he
must have something to love and to be kind to; he
called him “Choque.” We had a black cat, which
would have been accused of witcheraft had she lived
in the last century, for she knew how to open the doors,
and would enter the parlour with demure pace when
least expected. She kept entirely out of the place
whenever a friend of ours who had an antipathy to cats
visited us ; she murdered one rival, and, on the intro-
duction of another, finally disappeared. This black cat
and Choque engaged in a furious combat. They were
with difficulty separated, and the cat vanished. A
year afterwards Choque attended his master again to
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