
(By RobA Mulholland in the Pilot.')
Dublin,July 6.Intendingvisitors toIrelandought to make a noteof Howth as aplace well worth the hours of a longsummer's day,and distant fromDublin but thirty minutesor so, in the train. Howth is anisthmus,

with a good chance of finding itself an island some bright morning,■onarrowis the stripof grass and sand that links it with the conti-nent of Erin. Running out seaward, it forms one projecting arm ofDublin Bay,and is,if the wildest,not the least beautifulshore of thatnoble reach of waters,by many said tobelovelier than the Bay ofNaples. '
Last evening asIdrovealongthe fine,well-maderoadthaftravelsround the entire peninsulaskirting thecliffs,Irp-assured myself thatthere isnoexaggeration in the abovesaying,alwaysmakingallowancefor the differenceof colouring. Ifelt thatif we lack the deep Italianblue, the sapphires in the wave,theunbroken forget-me-not tintof theheavens, there is yet something infinitely enchanting in the tender

varyinggreys,ever gathering, flitting, dispersing over and about ourownpeculiar blues and greens on sky and water, and that no sump-tuous depth of huecould possessmore fascinationthan do thesegloriessoftenedand traversedby filmy shapesthatmoveoff the sea inpensive
Bhadow.and re-appear onits vergp, luminous and glad, likehindsofipintß fresh from the world behind yonsilvery cloudlaad.The train briDgs you to thefo^tof thehill climbedby the villageand to the edge of the harbour with itsbrownsailed fishing boatsweather-beaten by many a storm braved in pursuit of the herring!
which, when fresh from the water,is esteemed such a luxury.

Wives andmithers 'maistdespairingCa' them lives of men.
And theherring-fishery of Howthis as rifewith danger asotherherring-fisheries. ThroU?h an unfortunate blander, the harbour ofHowth on which £300,000 were expended,isrendered comparativelyUFeless fromits position, placed further eastwardby another furlongit wouldhave been thoroughly valuable, instead of provokingly in.efficient. The village is poor, butno amount of whitewash is sparedtomake it look decent, and there are a few npat houses here andthere,fronting he =ea onvarious levels, where lodgings canbe forndLeaving the village rtrnggling about the bill above f c harbour, thehighroad carries you upand out on the green heights, and awaythrough rich grass-land skirted by golden gorse and plumy fernsandoccasionally overshadowedby clumps of wood, with yon all theway, the broad bay washing nearer and nearer as the cliffs growmore bare and lonely, as the snug houses of the gentry, nestling insheltered spots, cc let behind, and the famous lighthouse, theBaily (Balhum habitation), breasts the waves on its r>ercb. n ridgeof outlying rocks Here the waves between the huge green cliffsand the opposite shores ofLambay, arewide enough and magnificentenough toreceive a whole fleet of Vikings, but thMoveliestsceneryi8i8 °°i .T.uOthel: Bld? ?f?f the ißthmu s, as you will return, havingrounded the point of the lighthouse, which, by the way, on mistyevenings gives forth a warning sound, far reachingas Roland's horn,and so terrible andghostly, that simple strangers,notknowing whatitmeans,growsick with fright onhearing it On theside overlookingDublin Bay. Howth is more beautiful than words could describeBetween the road and the cliffs there is a foreground of kine-dottedpasture, with occasional villa-houses and gardens and ivy-bungwalls, and the trees that make open screen between youand the bayand thepanorama ofthe opposite shores of Bray and Killiney grow
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a"nef that reminds you of the stone pinesof ItalyA child said "the trees here are so statuesque," and one knewwhat was meant Far out between their stems and branches liesthat world of shimmering ]lght. and cloud, and colour, which isDublin Bay,andnothing waseverlovlier than the delicate and way-wardoutlines ofthe shore beyond,allblotted inblue andfaint purpleand veiled ingray,and here and there a deeper pencilling where£ i?lff K°T "W,1,18 fold> Over yonder "c the terraces ofDalkey, the steepsof Kilhney, the great Head of Bray, withDalkeyIsland asleepm the blue. Ifyou arehere at the righthour youcansee the Holyheadpacket making for where ahovering of smoke fardownat the foot ofthe bay.hintsat Kingstownand the city,streamingthrough a flare of red and golden light, like Turner "s fightinglemeraire. ° p

Back on the lower land you must visit the demesne of the Earlof Howtb, where a quaint old castle stands in a prim garden withswan-inhabited rond and pUsh-.ng fountain, encircled by dark beau-tiful woods, full of lofty, cathedraMifce aisles. mosF-carpeted andechoing with the cawing of rooks. The demesne is overhung by
heigegranite rocks purple with heatherand golden with gorse, fromwhich the whole peninsula can bf> viewed,even to the cliffs of theBaily, where a band of defeated Danes took refuge after theBattleof Clontarf. "Night closed around the warrior's way.

And'lightning showed the distant hillWhere those who lost that dreadful day
Stood few and faint, but fearlessstill."

The "reliable news" from Khartoum discloses a terrible picture
of the state of thatmystcrirus city. The Sisters of Charity areselling
beans cooked in oil at the Mahdi's front door;Lupton Bey is the
Mabdi's coiner ;Slatin Bey is the Mabdi'e footman;Keufeld is used
aB an experimentaldummy for the Mahdi's hangman, spending the
interval in chains. These are enly a few items whichare interesting
to Europeans. HaDging md murder are every day occurrence?.
He who smokes or sells tobacco, he who trade', he who keeps hiscash, he who stores his corn, is immediately done todeath. Somuch
for themessage from Khartoumwhich has been brought down the
Nile by native messengers. Down the Congo Mr. Ward has sent
news which confirms the rumourthat Stanley, themasterof surprises,wasmarching to thereliefof thesemiserable captiveswho havefallen
into thebandsof the great ogreof the desert.
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members and their friends. Readings, recitations,songs and originalpapers makenp theprogramme ofeach evening. The plan is a goodone. andhas already done much to popularise the movement in thecapital. Thenext social meeting takes place on the first Monday inOctober, and as severalladies and gentlemen have promised theirassistance, the patrons of the League can reckon on spending a
pleasantevening. There is no charge for admission, but theusualsubscriptions are handedin and acknowledged during the evening,
andn:w membersareenrolled.

A BEAUTIFUL AND HISTORICAL SPOT
IN IRELAND,

Howth bristles with warlike traditions. Hera stands, in front
of the castle walls, the encienr tree from under which the sea-qu«enGrania stole theheir of Mowthand carried him oat tosea,laangerat, flndin? the castle Rates closed on her arrival because it wasdinner time. The Irish dined with doors open to the traveller, and
the haughty queen refused to restore her hostage Mil prnmicccc waseriven that the ga'es at Howthshould be in future flungopen while
the lord and his retainers sat at bo*rd. To this day the gates of
Howth Castle are thrown open at the dinner hour. The ancienttree is of immensewidth,but hollow and broken with time. The
efforts whichhave been made to holdit tosether bymeans of metal
plates and pirdings have given rise toa storythat therace of the
lords of Howth will become extinct with the tree.The founder of the family of Howth was a gallant Normanknieht, Sir Armoric de Tristram. In the twelfth century, Armoric
and his companion-in-arms, Sir John de Oourcy, having, in the
Church of NotreDameat Rouen,solemnly vowed to serve togother,
to liveanddie together, and equally to divide between them what
they wonby the sword, or received for itsservice,sailed for Ireland,
furnished with letterspatent fromtheking,giving to themand their
heirs forever all the land they could conquer by the sword,reservingfor the King homage and fealty. Arriving on their errand of
plunderthey landed at Howth and fought a cruel fight with the
Irish defending their own. De Courcy, being sick, remained inhis
ship while Armoric de Tristram wona victory which Becnredhim the
lands even nowheld by William Ulick Tristram St. Lawrence, the
present Barl of Howth. Proceeding further into the country he
took possesionof other lands. The Norman knights, in their coats
of mail andhelmets, armed to the teeth, andmounted on horses also
clad in armour, struck horror to the Irish imagination, which had
neverpictured the like. The Irish fought inlinenclothing, and were
at a terrible disadvantage,nevertheless they fought amain, and were
resolvpd toexpel these apparently miraculous invaders.

The truly gallant incident of Armoric'a life was his death.
Learning that his friend de Conrcy's lands in Ulster was threatened
by CathalO'Connor of theRed Hand.Kingof Connaught,de Tristram
marched towards Connaueht, and met the Irish, in force toogreat
for his band,of some 200 foot soliierj and a smaller number of
mountedknights. Seeing that there wasnothing but death before
his soldiers,while those on horseback must be invincible and secure,
he instantly elected to die among those whom he had led, and,
announcinghis resolution, made his will a9follows :"

To God Irender and yield my soul;my service tomy natural
prince;my heart to mybrother, Sir John de Courcy, andmy wife;
my force, might,painand good-will to my poor friends and fellowß
here."

"He lighted" (says the old Chronicler), "kneeled upon hisknees,kissed the crosseof his sword, ranne his horse through,saying,'Thou shalt never serve against me, that so worthily hath served
with mcc.'

"
Having charged two young gentlemen to witness the fight from

a hill, and afterwards bear tidings to Sir John de Courcv,Armoric
led his band to meat their foes. who.on their part,exerted all their
prowess in the attack on these terrible mysterious strangers in theirmail, and with their armed horses, believine that those they sawwere but the advance guard of an army. The Normans weredes-
troyed to aman, fighting desperately, and "thus died Sir Armoric deTristram, who among a thousand knights mightbe chosen for beauty
and heroiccourage, for humility and courtesy to his inferiors, yield-
ing to none but in the way of gentlenes?." Sir Armoric's two-
handed swori is still, Ibelieve, preservedat Howth Castle.

A feature of interest within Howth Park is the great Cromlech.
suppoFei. to be the tomb of Aideen. wife of Oscar, son oE Ossian, who
wasslain at the battle of Gavra, near Tara,in Meath,of grief for
whomhis widow died.

Sir Samuel Ferguson,in a striking poem of many verses, has
honoured poor Aideen's grave :—:

—
"

A cup of bodkin-pencilledclay
Holds Oscar ;mighty heart andlimb
One handful now of ashes grey;
And she has died for him.

"They heaved the stone, they heapedthe cairn.
Said Ossian:'Ina queenly grave
We leave her, 'mongher fields of fern
Between the cliff and wave.'"
The cliff behind stands clear and bare,
And bare above the heathery 6teep
Scales the clearheaven's expanse to where
The DanaanDruids sleep,

"'
Andall the sands that, left and right,
The grassy isthmus-ridge confine
Inyellow bars lie bare and bright
Among the sparkling brine."
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