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These pages were first published in the
shape of letters addressed from Ireland to
Le Temps, during the summer months of 1886
and 1887.

A few extracts from those letters having found
their way to the columns of the leading British
papers, they became the occasion of somewhat
premature, and, it seemed to the author, somewhat
unfair conclusions, as to their general
purport and bearing.

A fiery correspondent of a London evening
paper, in particular, who boldly signed
“J. J. M.” for his name, went so far as to
denounce the author as “an ally of the Times,
in the congenial task of vilifying the Irish
people by grotesque and ridiculous caricatures,”
which charge was then summarily met
as follows:—


To the Editor of the Pall Mall Gazette.

Sir,—

Let me hope, for the sake of “J. J. M.’s” mental condition,
that he never set eyes upon my Irish sketches in
Le Temps, about which he volunteers an opinion. If, however,
he has actually seen my prose in the flesh, and he still
clings to his hobby that I am hostile to the Irish cause or
unsympathetic with the Irish race, why then I can only urge
upon his friends the advisability of a strait waistcoat, a
brace of mad doctors, and an early berth in a lunatic asylum.
I never heard in my life of a sadder case of raving delusion.

Yours obediently,

PHILIPPE DARYL.

Paris, September 18, 1887.



Thus ended the controversy. There was no
reply.

Allowance should be made, of course, for the
natural sensitiveness of Irishmen on everything
that relates to their noble and unhappy country.
But, what! Do they entertain, for one moment,
the idea that everything is right and normal in
it? In that case there can be no cause of
complaint for them, and things ought to remain
as they are. All right-minded people will
understand, on the contrary, that the redress
of Irish wrongs can only come out of a sincere
and assiduous exposure of the real state of
affairs, which is not healthy but pathological,
and, as such, manifests itself by peculiar symptoms.

However it may be, a natural though perhaps
morbid desire of submitting the case to
the English-reading public was the consequence
of those exceedingly brief and abortive
polemics.

The Author was already engaged in the not
over-congenial task of putting his own French
into English, or what he hoped might do duty as
such, when Messrs. George Routledge & Sons,
the London publishers of his Public Life
in England, kindly proposed to introduce
Ireland’s Disease to British society. The offer
was heartily accepted, and so it came to pass
that the English version is to appear in book
form on the same day as the French one.

The special conditions of the case made it, of
course, a duty to the author to strictly retain
in his text every line that he had written
down in the first instance, however little palatable
it might prove to some English readers
and fatal to his own literary or other prospects
in England. That should be his excuse for
sticking desperately to words which, like
Tauchnitz editions, were not originally intended
for circulation in Great Britain.

Ph. D.

Paris, Nov. 10th, 1887.
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It is indeed a chronic and constitutional disease
that Ireland is labouring under. Twice within the
last fifteen months it has been my fortune to visit the
Sister Isle; first in the summer of 1886, at the apparently
decisive hour when the die of her destiny was
being cast in the ballot-box, and her children seemed
on the point of starting upon a new life; then again,
twelve months after, in the summer of 1887, when I
found her a prey to the very same local disorders and
to the same general anxiety that I had previously
observed.

Last year it looked as if the solution was nigh,
if Mr. Gladstone’s spirited eloquence was going to
carry the English nation along with it. The seasons,
however, have followed one another in due course,
bringing with them the usual run of unpaid rent,
eviction, and reciprocal violence; a new Crimes Act
has been added to the long record of similar measures
that the British Parliament has scored against Ireland
in eighty-seven years of so-called Union; a few cabins
have disappeared, have been unroofed or burnt down
by the arm of the bailiff; a few more skulls have been
broken; some hundred thousand more wretched beings
have embarked in emigrant ships for the United States
or Queensland; some more hunger-stricken women
and children have swollen the list of obscure victims
that green Erin annually pays to the Anglo-Saxon
Minotaur. But nothing essential is altered. Things
are in the same places and passions at the same pitch.
The two nations are facing each other with defiance
in their eyes, threats in their mouths, revolvers or
dynamite in hand. The problem has not advanced
one step. Social war is still there, filling the hearts,
paralysing the action, poisoning the springs of life.
It may be read in the alarmed looks of mothers, in the
sullen faces of men; it is lurking behind every
hedge.

Before such an unparalleled case of a whole race’s
physiological misery, how could one help being seized
with an ardent curiosity mingled with pity? Who
would not wish to plunge to the bottom of the matter,
to make out, if possible, the secret of the evil, to
deduce from it a lesson, and, may be, a general law?

That want I have felt most deeply, and I have tried
to gratify it by personal observation; looking at things
through my own spectacles, without animus or hatred,
passion or prejudice, as they came under my gaze;
noting down what seemed to be characteristic; above
all, avoiding like poison the contact of the professional
politician on either side: then drawing my own conclusion.

I need hardly add that for the intelligence of what
I saw, I have always availed myself of the printed
sources of information, such as the standard works on
Irish history, Black’s excellent Guide to Ireland, the
Parliamentary Reports, the national literature, and
last but not least the graphic accounts of current
events published by the English and native press. Of
the Pall Mall Gazette, especially, I must state that I
have found its files a mine of precise, well digested,
and thoroughly reliable information on the subject.

That my studies are above correction, I will not
venture to hope. That they are in every case
founded on facts, and, to the best of my belief,
accurate, I earnestly vouch. As far as possible, I
have made a point of giving the names of the persons
mentioned. When it might have been inconvenient to
them, however, or when delicacy forbade such a liberty,
I have either suppressed the name or substituted a
fictitious one. It should be understood that what I
wanted, as a total stranger in the country, and what
my French readers wanted, were not personal but
typical instances.
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Dublin.

Hardly have you set foot on the quay at Kingstown,
than you feel on an altogether different ground
from England. Between Dover and Calais the contrast
is not more striking. Kingstown is a pretty
little place, whose harbour is used by the steamers
from Holyhead, and whither Dublin shopkeepers resort
in summer. Half a century back, it was only a
fishermen’s village of the most rudimentary description.
But George IV., late Prince Regent, having
done that promontory the honour to embark there
when leaving Ireland, the place became the fashion.
In memory of the glorious event, the citizens of Dublin
raised on that spot a pyramid which rests on four
cannon balls, and bears on its top the royal crown
with the names of all the engineers, architects,
captains, and harbour officials who had anything
to do with the business. Villas soon sprang up round
it, and from that time Kingstown went on thriving.
A splendid pier bent round upon itself like a forearm
on its humerus, makes it the safest harbour in
Ireland, and the railway puts it in communication
with Dublin in twenty minutes. It is the Portici of a
bay that could vie with the Bay of Naples, did it boast
its Vesuvius and sun, and did not the shoals which
form its bottom get often bare and dry at low tide.

You land then at Kingstown, early in the morning
after a four hours’ crossing, having started the evening
before by the express from Euston Station. And immediately
you feel that you are no longer in England.
The language is the same, no doubt, though talked
with a peculiar accent or brogue. The custom-house
officers are English; so are the policemen and redcoats
who air themselves on the quay; but the general
type is no longer English, and the manners are still less
so. Loud talk, violent gesticulation, jokes and laughter
everywhere; brown hair, sparkling dark eyes: you
could imagine you are at Bordeaux or at Nantes.

The guard who asks for your ticket, the very train
you get in, have something peculiar, undefinable,
thoroughly un-English. The old lame newspaper-man
who hands you The Irish Times or the Freeman’s
Journal at the carriage-door, indulges witticisms
while giving you back your change, which not one
of Mr. Smith’s well-conducted lads ever permits
himself along a British line. As for the passengers
they are more un-English than anything else. This
lady with the olive complexion and brown hair, may
be termed an English subject; but for all that she
has not probably one globule of Anglo-Saxon blood
in her veins. That gentleman in the grey suit has
evidently an English tailor, but the flesh-and-bone
lining of his coat is of an altogether different
make. As for the little man in black who is
curling himself cosily in the corner opposite to you, not
only is he unmistakeably a Roman Catholic priest, but
you must positively hear him talk, to give up the idea
that he is a Breton just out of the Saint Brieux
Seminary. High cheek-bones, bilious complexion,
small tobacco-coloured eyes, lank hair, nothing is
missing from the likeness.

Here is Dublin. The train takes us to the very
heart of the town, and there stops between a pretty
public garden and the banks of the Liffey. The weather
is cool and clear. Inside the station cabs and cars
are waiting for travellers and their luggage. Waiting,
not contending eagerly for their patronage as they do
in London, where any possible customer is quickly
surrounded by half-a-dozen rival drivers. “Hansom,
sir?... Hansom, sir?” The Dublin cabman is more
indolent. He keeps dozing on his seat or leisurely
gossiping with his mates. “Why trouble oneself
for nothing? The traveller knows how to call for a
cab, I suppose!” So speaks the whole attitude of
these philosophers in the Billycock hats.

This, however, will not prevent their being as unscrupulous
as any of their fellow-drivers in any part
of the globe, when it comes to settling the fare.
“How much?” “Five bob.” On verification you
find that two shillings is all the rogue is entitled to.
You give the two shillings, he pockets them and
rattles away laughing. The job was a failure; no
more.



Dublin is a big city, thickly populated, crossed by
wide thoroughfares, provided with fine public gardens
and splendid parks, which are here called greens, and
adorned with an extraordinary number of statues.
Its traffic and industry are important: visibly, this is a
capital. More than a capital; the focus of a nationality.
Everything in the streets proclaims it: sign-boards,
monuments, countenances, manners. Those marble
statues you see at every step are the effigies of the
patriots who fought for the rights of Ireland. That
palace with the noble colonnade, in the heart and
finest part of the town, is the very building where
the Irish Parliament, abolished in 1800 by the Act
of Union, held its assemblies. Now-a-days the Bank
directors meet in the room where once met the representatives
of the nation. But they seem to have been
careful not to change anything in the general arrangement,
in case it was wanted to-morrow for some
Assemblée Constituante. You may enter it: the door is
open for every one. On the right you see what was
the House of Lords, a rectangular hall with an open
ceiling, historic hangings, and the statue of some
royalties. On the left, the House of Commons. Here,
mahogany counters stand in place of the members
benches, and where sounded once the clash of
argument, you hear now the tinkling of gold coins.

Let old times come again; let Westminster give
back to the Sister-Isle the autonomy she mourns,
and, as a stage machinery, the Bank will vanish
before the Parliament. It will be an affair of a
night’s work for the upholsterers.

In front of that building, which is the City Hall, it
is not the British flag (though perhaps the law should
insist upon it) that is hanging aloft. It is the green flag
of Erin with the harp and the three towers. Everywhere
there are calls on the national feeling. Hibernian
House, Hibernian Hotel, Erin Stores, Irish
poplins, Irish gloves, Irish whisky. Above all Irish
whisky! one could not get comfortably drunk with
Scotch whisky, that is evident.

If you visit a museum or picture-gallery you will
find Art exiled in the background, and patriotism
shining to the fore. Bating a fine Giorgione, a
valuable Potter, a Van Steen of large size and extraordinary
quality, a rare Cornelius Béga and a few
others, the collection is not worth much, and would
not fetch its million francs at the Hotel des Ventes, in
the Rue Drouot. It is only a pretext for a national
collection of portraits where are represented all the
glories of Ireland, from Jonathan Swift, Laurence
Sterne, Steele, Sheridan, Edmund Burke to Moore,
Lord Edward Fitzgerald, the Duke of Wellington,
and above all, O’Connell, “the liberator;” and Henry
Grattan, esquire, “true representative of the people,
father of liberty, author of the emancipation.”

Those things take hold of you as soon as you
arrive at Dublin. Like a flash of lightning they
bring light upon many things about Home Rule
which had remained hazy to your continental heedlessness.
A nation with such memories kept up with
such jealous care must know what it wants, and will
have it in the end. Such signs are the manifestation
of a national soul, of a distinct personality in the
great human family. When all, from alderman to
beggar, have one sole aim, they are bound to
reach it sooner or later. Here, if the Town Hall has
its green flag, the urchin in the street has his sugarplum,
shaped into the effigy of Parnell or Gladstone.
Never, since the Venice and the Lombardy of 1859,
was there such a passionate outburst of national
feeling.

In the central part of the town, several streets are
really fine with their rows of large houses, their gorgeous
shops and numberless statues. The women are
generally good-looking; well built, well gloved, well
shod. They move gracefully, and with a vivacity which
is quite southern. They look gentle and modest,
and dress almost as well as Frenchwomen, of
whom they have the quiet grace. The youngest
ones wear their brown hair floating behind, and
that hair, fine in the extreme, made more supple
by the moistness of an insular climate, is crossed
now and then by a most lovely glimmer of golden
light.

Most of the men have acquired the significant
habit of carrying large knotty cudgels in place of
walking sticks. Other signs show a state of latent
crisis, a sort of momentary truce between classes: for
instance, the abundance of personal weapons, pneumatic
rifles, pocket revolvers, &c., which are to be
seen in the armourers’ shop windows.

But what gives the principal streets of Dublin their
peculiar character is the perpetual presence at every
hour of the day of long rows of loiterers, which
only one word could describe, and that is lazzaroni.
As in Naples they stop there by hundreds; some
in a sitting posture, or stretched at full length on
the bare stone, others standing with their backs to
the wall, all staring vaguely in front of them, doing
nothing, hardly saying more, mesmerised by a sort of
passive contemplation, and absorbed in the dull
voluptuousness of inaction.

What do they live upon? When do they eat?
Where do they sleep? Mystery. They probably
accept now and then some occasional job which may
bring them a sixpence. At such times they disappear
and are mixed among the laborious population;
you don’t notice them. But their normal
function is to be idle, to hem as a human fringe the
public monuments.

Some places they seem to affect particularly;
Nelson’s Pillar amongst others. Whenever you pass
it you are sure to see four rows of loungers seated on
the pedestal, with legs dangling, pressed against each
other like sardines.

Numerous tramcars, light and quick, cross Dublin
in all directions. Five or six railway stations are the
heads of so many iron lines radiating fan-wise over
Ireland. All bear their national stamp; but what
possesses that character in the highest degree is that
airy vehicle called a jaunting-car.

Imagine a pleasure car where the seats, instead of
being perpendicular to the shafts, are parallel with
them, disposed back to back and perched on
two very high wheels. You climb to your place
under difficulties; then the driver seated sideways
like you (unless the number of travellers obliges him
to assume the rational position), lashes his horse,
which plunges straightway into a mad career.

This style of locomotion rather startles you at
first, not only on account of its novelty, but
also by reason of the indifferent equilibrium you
are able to maintain. Jostled over the pavement,
threatened every moment to see yourself projected
into space, at a tangent, you involuntarily grasp
the nickel handle which is there for that purpose,
just as a tyro horseman instinctively clutches the
mane of his steed. But one gets used in time to
the Irish car, and even comes to like it. First, it goes
at breakneck speed, which is not without its charm;
then you have no time to be bored, considering that
the care of preserving your neck gives you plenty of
occupation; lastly, you have the satisfaction of facing
constantly the shop windows and foot paths against
which you are likely to be tossed at any moment.
Those are serious advantages, which other countries’
cabs do not offer. To be candid, they are unaccompanied
by other merits.



In that equipage you go to the Phœnix Park, the
Dublin “Bois de Boulogne.” It is a wide timbered
expanse of some two thousand acres, full of tame
deer, where all that is young in the place may be seen
flirting, cricketing, playing all sorts of games, but
above all, bicycling. Bicycles seem to be the ruling
passion of the Dublin youth. I have seen more
than a hundred at a time in a single lane near the
Wellington Obelisk. By the way, this was the
very avenue where Lord Frederick Cavendish and
Mr. Burke were murdered five years ago by the
Invincibles. A cross marks the place where the two
corpses were discovered.

The Castle, which the two English officials had
the imprudence to leave that day, is the Lord-Lieutenant’s
official residence. It has not the picturesque
majesty of the castles of Edinburgh or Stirling.
Instead of rising proudly on some cloud-ascending
rock and lording over the town, it seems to hide “its
diminished head” under a little hillock in the central
quarters. You must literally stumble over its walls
to become aware of their existence; and you understand
then why the name of Dublin Castle is for
the Irish synonymous with despotism and oppression.

This is no Government office of the ordinary type,
the dwelling of the Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland is a
regular stronghold, encircled with ramparts, bristling
with towers, shut up with portcullis, draw-bridge and
iron bars. In the inner Castle yard are situated the
apartments of the pro-consul, the lodgings of his
dependants of all degrees, the offices where decrees
are engrossed, the pigeon-holes where they are heaped,
all forming a sort of separate city entrenched within
its fortifications.

A very gem is the Royal Chapel, with its marvellous
oak wainscoting, which twenty generations of carvers
have concurred to elaborate. The reception-rooms,
the hall of the Order of St. Patrick, where drawing-rooms
are held, form the kernel of the fortress.

The barracks of the English soldiers and of those
giant constables whom you see about the town are
also fortified with walls, and form a line of detached
forts round the central stronghold.

England is encamped at Dublin, with loaded guns
and levelled rifles, even as she is encamped at
Gibraltar, in Egypt, and in India.
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As there is little aristocracy in Dublin there are few
lordly dwellings besides the Vice-regal castle. This
is very striking in this country of lords and serfs.
The masters of the land, mostly of English origin,
do not care at all to live in the capital of Ireland;
all the time that they do not spend on their property
they prefer to beguile away in London, Paris, Naples
or elsewhere. Few of their tradesmen are Irish;
and the greatest part of the rents they raise on their
lands merely accumulate in the banks of Dublin
to be afterwards spent on the foreign markets.
Thence this consequence, which explains many
things:—The clearest of the nett product of the
country’s one industry—agricultural industry,—is
poured outside it every year, without having circulated
in Ireland, without having strengthened the local
commerce or even invigorated agriculture itself, without
having contributed to the well-being of a single
Irishman. Let us set down this nett product, the
Irish aggregate rental, at its lowest estimate,
£8,000,000 per annum, a sum much inferior to
the nominal one, and admit that one-half of it is
sent abroad to absentee landlords. There we have
£4,000,000 leaving the island every year without
conferring the slightest benefit to any one of its
inhabitants. In ten years’ time that represents
40 millions sterling; in fifty years, 200 millions
sterling, or five milliards francs, that Ireland has, so
to speak, thrown into the sea, for that is to her the
precise equivalent of such a continuous deperdition
of capital.... And this has lasted for three
centuries!...[1] What country would not be worn
threadbare by such usage? What nation could resist
it? Which individual, submitting to such periodical
blood-lettings, would not succumb to anæmia?

This anæmia betrays itself, even in Dublin, by many
a symptom. For example, it is not long before one
discovers that the finest shops, in the seven or eight
principal streets, are a mere empty pretence; great
windows displaying all the wares possessed by the
merchant and beyond which the stock is nil. Money
is so scarce that if you want to exchange a five
pound note, in nine cases out of ten you do not get
your right amount of change in specie. They give
you back a quantity of small Irish banknotes, plus
the change in half-crowns and shillings, and that not
without having caused you to wait a long time while
the important transaction was entered in and brought
to a termination, and then only by the united energies
of half the neighbourhood.

There is not in all the city one tolerable restaurant
or café where a stranger can read the papers or obtain
a decent beefsteak. The two or three pretentious
taverns that aspire to fulfil that purpose are horrible
dens, where, without the civilized accompaniment of
napkins, they give you slices of cow, tough as leather,
which are charged for at Bignon’s prices.

Necessity compels you to fall back on the hotels,
where they pitilessly give you the same fare night
after night,—salmon and roast beef. The first day
this can be borne, for the Shannon salmon deserves
its reputation; the second day one begins to find it
indigestible; the third, one would like to see all the
salmon of Ireland choking the head waiter. The
fourth, one takes the train rather than remain any
longer exposed to this implacable fare.... Vain
hope! it pursues you everywhere: on the shores of
Kingstown or those of Blackrock, in the pretty town
of Bray, or at the furthermost end of Wicklow’s lakes.
It is impossible to travel in Ireland without taking a
dislike to salmon that will last the term of your
natural life.

And yet the fresh herrings of the Bay of Dublin
are eating fit for the gods, and the good wives sell
them in the streets at three a penny. Do not
hope to taste them, however, unless you do your own
marketing, and insist, with conditional threats, upon
having your herrings brought up for breakfast. You
will have a fight to sustain; you will run the risk
of appearing in the eyes of the waiter as a man of no
breeding, one who does not shrink from exhibiting
his morbid tastes to the public view. But your pains
and your humiliations will be rewarded by such
a dish as is not often to be met with in this vale
of tears and bad cooking.



Dublin possesses three theatres, not including the
future Opera-House, for which a site has already
been chosen. The Gaiety, the most elegant of the
three, gives musical burlesques that are rather entertaining,
though they come straight from London.
But they are acted by Irishmen and Irishwomen, with
all the dash, the brilliancy, the wit of the Celt. The
comic actor of the company neglects nothing to
amuse his audience; extravagant costumes, insane
grimaces, jigs danced in brogues, impromptu verses on
the events of the day,—he has any number of tricks
at his command. That gentleman would score a
sure success at the Concert des Ambassadeurs, with
the ditty that actually delights the hearts of the
Dublin public—“That’s all;” it is about as stupid
as the general literature of the Champs Elysées.
The accomplished and fascinating corps de ballet
exhibit tights of such indiscretion as the Lord Chamberlain
would assuredly not tolerate in London. Is
it that his jurisdiction does not extend to the sister
isle; or does the thing which would imperil the virtue
of club-loungers in Pall Mall appear to him without
danger for those of Kildare Street? The problem
would be worth studying. However that be, a
boxfull of young officers in H. B. M.’s service seem
greatly exhilarated by the display of ankles of
the ladies, unless it be by the port wine of the
mess.

These officers, in plain clothes as they are always
when out of duty, are nevertheless easy to recognise
and seem about the only swells visible in the boxes.
The rest of the audience manifestly belong to the
commercial and working classes.

For it is a fact that there is in Dublin no more
upper middle class than there is aristocracy. The
upper middle class seem not to exist, or to be only
represented by tradespeople, the liberal professions,
or the students. But these young men being, after
the excellent English custom, lodged at the University,
do not count in the pleasure-seeking public.
In other words, they spend the evening in their
rooms drinking toddy, instead of spending it, as with
us, drinking small-beer in brasseries.



The University of Dublin, or rather, to speak more
exactly, Trinity College, rises opposite Grattan’s
Parliament, in the very heart of the town. It
is an agglomeration of buildings of sufficiently
good style, separated by spacious courts, and surrounded
by about thirty acres of ground planted
with ancient trees. Technical museums, lecture-rooms,
refectories, rooms for the Fellows and the
pupils are all to be found there. There is a Section
of Theology, one for Letters and Science, a Musical
Section, a School of Medicine, a Law School, an
Engineering School. Students and Masters all wear,
as in Oxford or Cambridge, the stuff gown and the
kind of black Schapska, which is the University head-covering
throughout the United Kingdom.

Thinking of this, why is it we see so many Eastern
head-dresses in the school of the west? With us
the cap of the professors is the same that Russian
popes wear. The Anglo-Saxons take theirs from
Polish Lancers. That is an anomaly in the history
of dress which ought to attract the meditations of
academies.

Another anomaly, peculiar to Trinity College, is
that the porters (most polite and benevolent of men)
are provided with black velvet jockey caps, like the
Yeomen of the Queen. They take the visitors through
the museums of the place, and show them the plaster
cast taken from the dead face of Swift, the harp of
Brian Boru, and other relics of a more or less authentic
character. The Dining Hall is ornamented with
full-length portraits of the local celebrities. The
library, one of the finest in the world, is proud of
possessing, among many other riches, the manuscript
(in the Erse tongue), of the “Seven times fifty
Stories,” which the bards of the Second Order of
Druids used to recite, on ancient feast days, before the
assembled kings and chieftains. Those venerable tales
are subdivided into Destructions, Massacres, Battles,
Invasions, Sieges, Pillages, Raids of Cattle, Rapes of
Women, Loves, Marriages, Exiles, Navigations,
Marches, Voyages, Grottoes, Visions, Pomps, and
Tragedies. This shows that “documentary literature”
was not invented yesterday: all the primitive life of
Celtic Ireland is told there.



The undergraduates at Trinity College do not
seem, as a rule, like those of Oxford and Cambridge,
to belong to the privileged or unoccupied classes.
They are embryo doctors, professors, or engineers,
who work with all their might to gain one of the
numerous scholarships given by competition at the
University. These competitions evidently excite an
ardent emulation. I chanced to pass before the
Examination Hall at the moment when the Rector at
the top of the steps proclaimed the name of the candidate
who had just won the Fellowship. Five hundred
students at least, grouped at the gate, had been
waiting for an hour to hear it, and saluted it with frantic
cheers.

The Fellowship gives a right to board and lodging
for seven years, with a stipend of some £400. It is a
kind of prebend that implies few duties and leaves
the titulary free to give himself up to his favourite
studies. It has been the fashion in a certain set in
France to go into ecstasies over this institution, and
to regret that it should not have entered our own
customs. The life of a Fellow at Oxford, Cambridge,
or Dublin, was fondly represented to us as an ideal
existence, freed from material cares, devoted exclusively
to the culture of the mind. If we look at things
more closely, we shall see that this opinion is wide of
the mark. We find some of the prebendaries poorly
lodged enough, submitted, by the exigencies of life
in a community, to many a puerile rule, imprisoned
within the narrow circle of scholastic ideas, and in too
many cases buried up to the eyes in the sands of
routine, if not in sloth, or drunkenness.
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