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lllirC W A T.l INr.lïIRl) negresses were kneeling near the door, knew the blow must come, end have 
Ml LUO I! ALluli'VM VlVl- I and I oould hear the low, solemn, earnest prayed the Lord to prepare na all lor It,

voice ol Luey, reeding «orne ol the col- end to aazotlly It to us, old end young, 
leote end other prey ere suited to the but notwithstanding, death he» oome 
slok-ohember end to the wante ol a pert- ‘literary’ when no man knoweth. I muit 
Ing soul. Lucy’s voice wee music It sell, hare materiels lor writing, Miles, end 
but never before had It sounded so you will ohoose en express lor me out ol 

“And the beautiful, whose record e plaintively sweet. The lowest Intone- your people ; let the man be ready to 
Is the verse that cannot die, tlon was distinctly audible, es II the mount In hall an hour, lor I shall not
They too are gone, with their glorious dear, devout creature lelt that the require ball that time to prepare my 

bloom. Being she addressed was not to be ap- letter."
From the love ol human eye. | preached In any other manner, while the "Medical advice Is useless, I am

trembling earnestness of the tones be- afraid, dear sir," I answered. We have 
I cannot dwell minutely on the events I trayed the depth ol leellng with which Post’s directions, and very respectable 

ol the week that succeeded. Grace sank each syllable escaped from the heart, attendance Irom our own family phyal- 
dally, hourly ; and the medical advice Talk ol liturgies Impairing the fervor ol clan, Dr. Wurts, who gave me to under- 
that was obtained, more as a duty than prayer 1 This may be the fact with stand several days since that he saw no 
with any hope ol its benefiting the pa- those who are immersed In themselves other means ol averting the evil we 
tient, failed ol assisting her. Mr. Har- while communing with God, and cannot dread than those already adopted, 
dlnge saw the Invalid olten, and I was consent even to pray without placing Still, sir, I shall be easier II we can 
admitted to her room each day, where their own thoughts and language, how- persuade Dr. Bard to cross the river, 
she would lie reclining on my bosom lor ever Ill-digested and crude, uppermost and have already thought ol sending Neb 
hours at a time, seemingly fond ol this in the business ol the moment. Do not once more on that errand.”
Innocent indulgence ol her afleotions, on such persons know that, as respects "Do, so," returned Mr. Hardlnge, 
the eve of her final departure. As It united worship, their own prayers are, to drawing toward him a little table 
iras out ol the question that my sister all intents and purposes, a formularly to on which Dr. Wurts hsd written a 
should again visit the family room, the their listeners,with the dlsadvsntsge ol lew prescriptions, that were used more 

was brought Into her chamber, being received without preparation or lor form, I believe, than any expectation 
where It was made to perform the office direction to the mind ? nay, too often ol the good they oould do, and beginning 
to which it had been several times de- substituting s critical and prurient curl- to write even while talking ; “do so,” 
voted in its proper apartment since my oelty lor humble and Intellectual prayer? he added, “and Neb can put this letter 
return from sea. The venerable chair In these later times, when Christianity In the post-clfloe on the eastern bank ol 
still exists, and I olten pass thoughtful Is reassumlng the character ol the quar- the river, which will be the quickest 
hours in it In my old age, musing on the rets ol sects, and, as an old man who has mode ol causing It to reach Rupert—” 
past, and recalling the different scenes lived, and hopes to die. In communion “Rupert I" I exclaimed, on a key that 
and conversations ol which It oould tell, with the Anglo-American church, I 'do I Instantly regretted, 
did It possess consciousness and the wish to exculpate my own particular "Certainly : we can do no less than 
faculty ol speech. branch ol the Catholic body Irom blame; send lor Rupert, Miles. He has ever

Mr. Hardlnge officiated in his own but, in these later times, when Christ- been like a brother to Grace, and the 
church, agreeably to his Intention, on lanity Is returning to Its truculenoy, poor fellow would feel the neglect keen- 
ihe succeeding Sunday. Lucy remained forgetful ol the chlelest ol virtues, ly, did we overlook him on an occasion 
with her friend, and I made no doubt charity, I have often recalled the scene like this. You seem astonished at my 
theirs spirits devoutly communed with of that solemn noontide, and asked my- thinking ol summoning him to Claw- 
ours the while, lor I mastered sufficient self the question, “II any man could have bonny."
fortitude to be present at St. Michael's, beard Lucy, as I did, on that occasion, "Rupert is at the Springs, sir, happy 
I could observe an earnest sympathy in concluding with the petition which in the society ol Miss Merton ; would 
every member ol the little congregation, Christ Himself gave to His disciples as a it not be better to leavehlm where he is?"’ 
and tests lell from nearly every eye comprehensive rule, U not absolutely as “What would you think, Miles, were 
when the prayer for the sick was read, a formulary, and imagine the heart could Lucy on her deathbed, and we should 
Mr. Hardlnge remained at the rectory lor not fully accompany words that had fall to let you know It ?" 
the further duties of the day, but I rode been previously prescribed ?” I gazed so widely at the good old man,
home immediately alter morning service, No sooner had Lucy's solemn tones I believe, that even hie simplicity oould 
too uneasy to remain absent from the ceased than I passed through the crowd not avoid seeing the immense difference 
house longer than was necessary, at ol weeping and still kneeling blacks, between the real and the supposititious 
such a moment. As my horse trotted and entered my sister's room. Grace case.
slowly homeward, he overtook Neb, who waa reclining in an easy-chair ; her eyes “Very true, poor Miles, very true," 
was walking toward Clawbonny with an closed, her hands clasped together, but Mr. Hardlnge added in an apologetic 
air so different from his customary man- lying onher knees,and her whole attitude manner; “I see the weakness of my oom- 
ner, I oould not help remarking It. and air proclaiming a momentary, but parison, though I was beginning to hope 
Neb waa a muscular, active black, and total abstraction of the spirit. I do not you were already regarding Lucy, once 
usually walked as if his legs were all think she heard my footstep at all, and more with the eyes ol a brother. But 
springs ; but he moved along now so I I stood at her side an instant, uncertain Rupert must not be forgotten either, 
heavily, that I oould not but see some whether to let her know ol my pres- and here is my letter already written.” 
weight upon the spirits had produced enoe, or nut. At this instant I caught “It will be too late, sir," I got out, 
this influence on the body. The change the eye of Lucy, who seemed intent on hoarsely ; “my sister cannot survive the 
was, naturally enough, attributed to the the wish to speak to me. Grace had day."
state ol affairs with Chloe ; and I felt three or four small rooms that oommuni- I perceived that Mr. Hardlnge was 
disposed to say a word to my faithful cated with each other in her part ol the not prepared lor this ; his cheek grew 
slave, who bad been unavoidably over- dwelling ; and into one ol these, which pale, and his band trembled as he sealed 
looked in the pressure ol sorrow that served as a sort ol boudoir, though the the epistle. Still he sent it, as I after- 
had weighed me down lor the last ten name was then unknown in Ameria, 1 wards discovered.
days. I spoke to the poor fellow as followed the dear girl, whose speaking, “ God’s will be done I" the excellent 
cheerfully as I oould, as I came up, and | but sad look had bidden me to do so. divine murmured. “ II such should 
endeavored to touch on such subjects as “Is my father near at hand ?" Lucy really be his holy will, we ought not to 
I thought might interest without troubl- asked, with an interest I did not under- mourn that another humble Christian 
Ing him. stand, since she must have known he in- spirit Is called away to the presence of

“This is a famous windfall that has tended to remain at his own residence, the great Creator I Rupert can, at 
crossed Mr. Marble's track, Neb,” I in readiness lor the afternoon service. least, attend to do honor to all that we 
said, pulling up in order to go a short “He is not. You forget he has to at- can honor ol the saint we lose." 
distance at an even pace with my tend to evening prayers." There was no resisting or contending
brother tar. “As nice an old woman lor "I have sent lor him, Miles," taking with so much simplicity and goodness oi 
a mother, as pretty a little girl for a one of my hands in both her own, with heart ; and, had it been In my power, a 
niece, and as snug a haven to moor in at the tenderness a mother would manifest summons to the room of Grace called all 
the end of the voyage, as any old worn- to a very dear child ; “dear Miles, you my thoughts to her. My sister's eyes 
out sea-dog oould or ought to wish.” must summon all your fortitude.” were now open. I shuddered, felt a

“Yes, sir, Masser Mile,” Neb answered “Is my sister worse ?" I demanded sinking of the heart like that produced 
as I fancied, in the manner of one who huskily ; for, prepared as I was for the by despair, as I caught their unearthly, 
was thinking of something different from result, I was not expecting it by any or rather their supernatural, expression, 
what he said ; “yes, sir, Mr. Marble a means so soon. It was not that anything which indicat-
reg'lar sea dog." “I cannot call it worse. Miles, to be ed death in its more shocking aspect

“And as such not the less entitled to about to be called away to God in such met my look, but simply that I could 
have a good old mother, a pretty niece, a frame of mind. But it is proper I trace the illumination of a spirit that 
and a snug home." should tell you all. Rather less than already felt itsell on the eve of a new
» “No, sir ; none de wuss for bein’ sea- an hour since, Grace told me that the state of being, and one that must at least 
dog, all must allow. Nebberdeless, hour was at hand. She has the knowl- separate all that remained behind from 
Masser Mile, 1 sometime wish you and I edge of her approaching end, though any further communication with itsell.
nebber hab see salt water." she would not let me send for you. She I am not certain that 1 felt no pang at

“That is almost as much as wishing we said you would have ample time to wit- the thought my sister oould be entirely 
never looked down the Hudson from the ness it a!L For my father, however, I happy without any participation on my 
hills and banks oi Clawbonny, boy ; the have sent, and he must soon be here.” part in her bliss. We are all so selfish 
river itself being salt not far below us. “Almighty Providence ! Lucy, do that it is hard to say how far even onr 
You are thinking of Chloe, and fancying you really think we shall lose Grace so most innocent longings are free from the 
that had you stayed at home your soon ?” taint of this leature of our nature,
chance of getting into her good graces “As it is the will of God to take her But Grace herself oould not entirely 
would have been better." from n», Miles, I can scarce repine that shake off the ties of kindred and human

“No, Masser Mile ; no, sir. Nobody her end should be so easy, and, in all re- love so long as her spirit continued in
at Clawbonny t’ink just now of any'ting spects, so tranquil.” its earthly tenement. So far from this,
but deaf.” So long as memory is granted to me, every glance she cast on one or all of

I started in surprise. Mr. Hardinge '•ill the picture that Lucy presented at us denoted the fathomless tenderness of 
kept everything like exaggeration and that moment remain vividly impressed her nature, and was filled with its un- 
those physical excitements which it is on my mind. She loved Grace as 4 dying affection. She was weak, fright- 
so much the habit of certain sects to most dear sister ; loved her as an affeo- fully so, I fancied, for death appeared 
mistake for religious impulses, even from tionate, generous - minded, devoted to hasten in order to release her as 
the negroes of the Clawbonny property, woman alone can love ; and yet, so keen- swiftly and easily as possible ; yet did 
Neb's speech sounded more like an in- ly was she alive to the nature ol the her interest in me and in Lucy sustain 
novation of this nature than I had ever communication it was her duty to make, her sufficiently to enable her to impart 
heard among my people ; and I looked that concern for me alone reigned in much that she wished to say. In obedi- 
hard at the fellow for an Innovation of her saddened and anxious eye. Her enoe to a sign from her, I knelt at her 
this nature than I had ever heard among mind had schooled itself to bear its side, and received her head on my bosom 
my people ; and I looked hard at the own grief, and meek, believing, and dis- as near as possible In that attitude in 
fellow for an instant before I answered, posed to forsee all that her profound which we had already passed hours 

“I am afraid I understand you, Neb," faith taught her to hope, I do believe since her illness. Mr. Hardinge hovered 
was my reply, after a meaning pause, "he considered my sister a subject of over us like a ministering spirit, utter- 
“It is a relief to me to find that my envy rather than of regret, though her ing in a suppressed and yet distinct 
people retain all their affections for the solicitude on my account was so absorb- voice some of the sublimest of those 
children ol their old master and mis- i»g. This generous sell-denial touched passages from Scripture that are the 
tress.” my feelings in more ways than one, most replete with consolation to the

“We hard-hearted indeed, sir, if we enabling me to command myself to a de- parting spirit. As for Lucy, to me she 
don’t. Ah! Masser Mile, you and I see gree that might otherwise have been out seemed so be precisely in that spot 
many dreadful t'ing togeder, but we °f my power, during the few succeeding where she was most wanted, and often 
nebber see ant’ing like dis !" hours. I felt ashamed to manifest all I did Grace's eyes turn toward her with

Neb's dark cheek was glistening with endured in the presence of so much gloamings of gratitude and love, 
tears as he spoke, and I spurred my meek but pious fortitude, and that ex- “ The hour is near, brother," Grace 
horse lest my own manhood might give ! hibited by one whose heart I so well whispered, as she lay on my bosom, 
way there in the road, and in the pres- knew to be the very seat of the beet “ Remember, I die asking forgiveness 
enoe of those who were fast approaching, human affections. The sad smile that much for those who may have done me 
Why Neb had expressed sorrow for hav- momentarily illuminated Lucy's conn- wrong, as for myself. Forget nothing 
ing ever gone to sea, I could not account tenanoe, as she gazed anxiously in my that you have promised me ; do nothing 
for in any other way than by supposing ”hen speaking, was full of submls- to cause Lucy and her father sorrow." 
that he imagined Grace was, in some aiTe hope and Christian faith. “ I understand you, sister," was my
manner, a sufferer by my absence from “God's will be done," I rather whis- low answer. “ Depend on all I have 
home. pered than uttered aloud. “Heaven is said—all you can wish.”

When I reached the house, not a soul a pl*oe more suited to such a spirit than A gentle pressure of the hand was the 
was visible. The men had all gone to the abodes of men." token ol contentment with which this
church, and were to be seen in the dis- Lucy pressed my hand, and appeared assurance was received, 
tance, coming along the road, singly, and relieved Irom a load ol intense anxiety From that moment it seemed to me 
In a melancholy manner, not a sign of by this seeming fortitude. She bade that Grace was less than usual attached 
the customary, thoughtless merriment me remain where I was, until she had to the things of the world. Nevertke- 
of a negro escaping a single Individual herself apprised Grace of my return less, her interest In those she loved, and 
among them ; but it waa usual for some f,om church. I oould see through the who loved her, continued to the last, 
ol the black Venuses to be seen sunning °Pen door that the negresses had been “ Let all the slaves that wish to see 
themoelves at that season, exhibiting directed to retire, and presently I me, enter," Grace said, rousing herself 
their summer finery to each other and heard the footsteps of Mr. Hardinge to perform a trying but necessary duty, 
their admirers. Not one was now visl- approaching the room adjoining that in “ I never can repay them for all they 
ble. All the front of the house, the which I then was, and which answered have done lor me ; but I trust them to 
lawn, the kitchens, of which there were the purpose of a sort of antechamber you, Miles, with confidence." 
no less than three, and the kitchen for -.those who came to the sick-room Lucy glided from the room, and in a 
yards ; In short, every familiar haunt ol !rom the more public side of the house, tow minutes the long train of dark faces 
the dwelling was deserted and empty. 1 met my excellent old guardian in that was seen approaching the door. The 
This boded evil ; and, throwing the apartment, and Lucy was at my side at grief ol these untutored beings, like 
bridle over a post, I walked hurriedly the next instant. One word Irom the their mirth, is usually loud and vooitor-

last sufficed to keep us in this room ous ; but Lucy, dear, considerate, ener- 
while she returned to that ol Grace. getio Lucy—energetic even in the midst

ol a sorrow that nearly crushed her to 
the earth—had lorseen all this, and the 
black» were admitted only on the con
dition of their 
over themselves

Grace spokç to every one ol the 
lemales, taking" leave ol each calmly and 
with some uselul and lmpreaalve admon
ition, while all the older men were also 
noticed personally.

“ Go, and rejoice that I am so soon re
leased Irom the cares ol thle world,” ehe 
said, when the sad ceremony was over. 
“ l*ray lor me, and lor yourselves. My 
brother knows my wishes In your behalf, 
and will see them executed. God bless 
you, my friends, end have you In his 
holy keeping."

So great was the ascendency Lucy 
had obtained over these poor simple 
creatures during the short time they 
had been under her mild but consistent 
rule, that each and all lelt the room as 
quiet as children, awe-struck by the 
solemnity ol the scene. Still, the oldest 
and most wrinkled ol their cheeks were 
wet with tears, and It was only by the 
most extraordinary efforts that they 
were enabled to repress the customary 
outbreeklngs ol sorrow. I had gone to 
a window to oondeal my own feelings 
alter this leave-taking, when a rustling 
in the bushes beneath it caught 
Looking out, there lay Neb, flat on his 
lace, his Herculean frame extended at 
lull length, his hands actually griping 
the earth under the fnetal agony he en
dured, and yet the faithful fellow would 
not even utter a groan, leet it might 
reach his young mistress' ears, and dis
quiet her last moments. I afterwards 
ascertained he had taken that post in 
order that he might learn Irom time to 
time, by means ol signs Irom Ohloe, how 
things proceeded in the chamber above. 
Lucy soon recalled me to my old poet, 
Grace having expressed a wish to that 
effect.

“ It will be but an heur, and we shall 
all be together again," Grace said, 
startling us all by the dearness and dis
tinctness ol her enunciation. “ The 
near approach ol death places us on a 
height whence we can see the entire 
world and Its vanities at a single view."

I pressed the dying girl closer to my 
heart, a species of Involuntary declara
tion of the difficulty I experienced in 
regarding her loss with the religious 
philosophy she was inonlcating.

ment, connected with the psat,’pressed 
on her feelings at that Instant. I oould 
see the same view myself, and perceived 
that her eyes were riveted on the little 
wood where Rupert and I had met the 
girl» on our return Irom sea ; a lavorlte 
place ol resort, and one that, I doubted 
not, had olten been the witness ol the 
early confidence between Grace and her 
recreant lover. Death waa actually 
hovering over that sainted being at that 
moment ; but her woman'» heart waa 
not, could not, be Insensible to the Im
pression» produced by such a sight. In 
vain the warm light Irom the heaven» 
bathed the whole landscape in a flood ol 
glory ; In vain the meadows put lorth 
their flowers, the woods their variegated, 
bright, American verdure, and the birds 
their innocent gayety and brilliant 
plumage ; the fancy ol Grace was por
traying scenes that had once been con
nected with the engrossing sentiment ol 
her life. I lelt her tremble, as she lay 
in my arms ; and, bending my head to
ward her in tender concern, I oould just 
distinguish the murmuring ol a prayer 
that it was easy to understand was a 
petition offered up In behall of Rupert. 
This done, she asked, herself, to have 
the curtain drawn again, to shut out the 
obtrusive thought forever.

I have olten thought, since the events 
ol that sad day, that Grace's dissolution 
was hastened by this accidental 
rence ol her mind to Rupert and his for
gotten love. I call It love, though I 
question II a being so thoroughly selfish 
ever truly loved any one but himself ; 
perhaps not himsell, indeed, in a way to 
entitle the feeling to so respectable an 
epithet. Grace certainly drooped the 
faster Irom that unfortunate moment, 
It is true, we all expected her death, 
thought It would occur that day even, 
though surprised at the suddenness with 
which it came at last ; but we did not 
expect It within an hour.

And what an hour was that which 
succeeded I Both Mr. Hardlnge and 
Lucy passed, quite hall ol it on 
their knees, engaged in silent prayer ; 
for it waa thought petitions uttered 
aloud might disturb the sick. There 
were minutes in which the stillness of 
the tomb already reigned among us. I 
am not enough of a physician to say 
whether the change that now came over 
my sister's mind was the consequence 
of any shock received in that long, in
tense look at the wood, or whether it 
proceeded from the sinking of the 
system, and was connected with that 
mysterious link which binds the im
mortal part ol our being so closely to 
the material, until the tie is loosened 
forever. It is certain, however, that 
Grace's thoughts wandered ; and, while 
they never lost entirely their leaning 
toward faith and a bright Christian hope 
they became tinctured with something 
allied to childish simplicity, il not abso
lutely to mental weakness. Neverthe
less, there was a moral beauty about 
Grace, that no failing of the faculties 
oonld ever totally eradicate.

Grace now turned toward me, releas
ing her hold ol Lucy’» neck, Irom pure 
Inability to sustain it ; and she fastened 
her serene blue eyes on my countenance, 
whence they never deviated while she 
breathed. My tears were uncontrolla
ble, and they seemed to perplex rather 
that distress her. Ol a sudden, we 
heard her voice aloud, speaking gently, 
but with a lervor that rendered it dla- 
slnot. The words she uttered were lull 
ol the undying affection ol a heart that 
never turned away Irom me lor a single 
Instant, no, not even In the petulance ol 
childhood. “Almighty Father,” she 
said, “look down Irom the mercy-seat 
on this dear brother—keep him lor Thy
self ; and, In thy good time, call him, 
through the Saviour's love, to th; 
alons ol bliss."

These were the last words that Grace 
Wallingford ever spoke. She lived ten 
minutes longer ; and she died on my 
bosom like the infant that breathes its 
last in the arms ol its mother. Her lips 
moved several times ; once I fancied 
l caught the name ol “Lucy," though I 
have reason to think she prayed for us 
all, Rupert Included, down to the mo
ment she ceased to exist.

TO BE CONTINUED

to our national, social, and religious life 
some three hundred year» ago must 
have an Interest lor us. Some I know 
on hletoriesl ground» would object to 
the phrase “trickled into our life.” 
Oobbett spoke of the Church of England 
as “by law and bayonets established."
I am afraid he would have to refer to the 
corresponding Church here as “by law 
and horse, loot and artillery estab
lished."

If haa flown through our life 
since, as the Gull Stream through the 
ocean, in it but not of it. Except at the 
edges, where, ol necessity, it was bound 
to luse with the surrounding people, as 
a body It has kept Its individuality, 
rolltioally, socially, and as a form ol re
ligion.

Protestantism Irom a social point ol 
view we have always made too much ol. 
Politically it has always made too much 
of itsell. Religiously, or as a system ol 
religion, we have never succeeded in 
taking it seriously here in Ireland, 
oept when we had to pay tithes.

Explain it how you will, there is 
always a gleam ol humour in the eye, a 
whimsical stirring at least in the grey 
matter ol the brain, an instinctive up- 
curving ol the corners ol the lips ol 
every Irish Catholic when Protestantism 
as a religion cornea before him. Quite 
typical ol that frame ol mind is the pic
ture, vivid in my mind to-day, ol the 
young Irish lad in a Southern town 
few years ago who, to me asking if the 
building In front of us were a church, re- 
plied with humour streaming from his 
eye and in the delightful music of a 
sweet Cork accent, “It is, Father, but it 
is only a Protestant one."

To see ourselves as others see us is 
proverbially very difficult ; but to 
others as they see themselves is 
difficult, and the difficulty is increased 
when those others have such a blurred 
knowledge of themselves that they 
not tell who they are or what they

I told you how in England they are 
unable to say what a Protestant really 
is. I do not think in Ireland they 
have had the courage to take up that 
difficult question.

By Jamss F.muu.. Coorsa
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PROTESTANTISM IN IRELANDrecur-

IT8 PRESENT POSITION—LECTURE 
BY REV. JOHN GWYNN, S. J.

The following lecture on Protestantism 
in Ireland was recently delivered in 
Dublin by this distinguished Jesuit.

I do nob understand a lecturer begin
ning his discourse by apologizing for it. 
If an apology be due, then the remedy 
is at hand; let him not discourse. In a 
postscript I can understand an apology. 
I do not quite grasp the logic of it in a 
preface.
Wehave hada goodly number of speeches 

lately both here in Dublin and in Bel
fast. It was quite the fashion for the 
speakers to begin by apologizing, say
ing their quarrel was with prlncipl 
and systems, not with individuals.

Now a man’s principles are to him 
something like his mother, especially 
his religious principles and his religious 
system. We Catholics speak of our 
Holy Mother the Church. I presume 
we mean it. To oome to a man and say 
to him that he is a fine fellow himself, 
but that his mother and all belonging to 
him are a bad lot, and perhaps qualify
ing “bad” with an expletive which 
would not grace my lecture, shows a 
rather obtuse mind and coarse-grained 
heart.

The law quarrels with principles, not 
with individuals. But the only way the 
law has to hang objectionable principles 
is to hang the individuals who hold 
them—a supreme consolation, I feel 
sure, for those who are going to be 
hanged.
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more
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A HTBANGB “LINEAL DESCENDANT”

But there is one view of the Protest
ant Church here in which they seemed 
to be agreed that it is—to use their 
unscientific, inaccurate phrase—“the 
lineal descendant of the Ancient Church 
founded by St. Patrick.” The old dog- 
gerel rhyme which stated “St. Patrick 
was a gentleman,” they have added to, 
by inserting that not only was he a gen
tleman, but a Protestant into the bar
gain.

When they say the present Protestant 
Church is “the lineal descendant of the 
ancient Irish Church,” what they 
is, that it is the same. There is no 

in talking of the English nation 
of to-day being the lineal descendant of 
the English nation of two hundred years 
ago or five hundred years ago. It is not. 
It is the same nation.

Their theory then, stated accurately 
and scientifically, is that the Protestant 
Church of to-day is the same as the 
Church of St. Patrick was up to the 
year 600 A. D.
A MISSING CHAPTER IN PROTESTANT THE

OLOGY

“ Mourn not for me, Miles,” she con
tinued ; “ yet I know you will mourn. 
But God will temper the blow, and in 
his mercy may cause it to profit you 
forever.”

I did not, oould not answer. I saw 
Grace endeavoring to get a look at my 
countenance, as if to observe the effect 
of the scene. By my assistance she was 
so placed as to obtain her wish. The 
sight, 1 believe, aroused feelings that 
had begun to yield to the iniuence of 
the last great change ; for, when my 
sister spoke next, it was with a tender
ness of accent that proved how hard It 
is for those who are deeply affectionate 
to lose their instincts.

“ Poor Miles 1 I almost wish we 
conld go together 1 You have been a 
dear, good brother to me.” (What a 
sweet consolation I afterwards found in 
these words.) 14 It grieves me to leave 
you so nearly aloue in the world. But 
you will have Mr. Hardinge, and our 
Lucy—”

The pause,and the look that succeeded 
caused a slight tremor to pass over my 
frame. Grace’s eyes turned anxiously 
from me to the form of the kneeling and 
weeping Lucy. I fancied that she was 
about to express a wish, or some regret, 
in connection with us two, that even at 
such a moment I could not have heard 
without betraying the concern it would 
give me. She did not speak, however, 
though her look was too eloquent to be 
mibtaken. I ascribed the forbearance 
to the conviction that it would be too 
late, Lucy's affections belonging to An
drew DrewetL At that instant I had a 
bitter remembrance of Neb’s word’s 
of “ I sometime wish, Masser Mile, you 
and.I nebber had see salt water.” Bub 
that was not the moment to permit such 
feelings to get the mastery ; and Grace 
herself felt too clearly that her minutes 
were numbered, to allow her mind to 
dwell on the subject.

4 An Almighty Providence will direct 
everything for the best, in this as in 
other things,” she murmured ; though it 
was some little time, I thought, before 
her mind reverted to her own situation.
The welfare of two as much beloved as 
Lucy and myself, could not be a matter- 
of indifference to one of Grace’s disposi
tion, even in the hoar of death.

Mr. Hardinge now knelt, and the next 
quarter of an hour passed in prayer.
When the divine rose from his knees,
Grace, her countenance beaming with 
an angelic serenity, gave him her hand, 
and in a clear, distinct voice, she uttered 
a prayer for blessings, connecting her 
petitions with the gratitude due him, 
for his care of us orphans. I never saw 
the old man so much touched before.
This unexpected benediction, for it had 
that character, coming from youth to 
age, quite unmanned him. The old man 
sunk into a chair, weeping uncontrolla
bly. This aroused Lucy, who regarded 
the gray hairs of her father with 
she witnessed the strength of his emo
tions. But feelings of this nature could 
not long absorb a man like Mr. Hardinge 
who soon regained as much of the ap
pearance of composure as it was possible 

as to maintain by such a death-bed.
44 Many may think me young to die,”

Grace observed ; 44 bnt I am weary of 
the world. It is my wish to submit my
self to the will of God ; but blessed be 
His Holy Name, that He sees fit to call 
me to Him this day. Lucy, beloved one 
—go into the next room, and draw the 
curtain asunder; I shall then be enabled 
to gaze on the fields of dear Clawbonny 
once more ; that will be my iast look at 
the outer world.”

This leave-taking of inanimate things, 
objects long known and loved, is of fre
quent oocnrrence with the dying. It is 
not in our natures to quit forever this 
beautiful world, without casting 44 one 
longing, lingering look behind.” The 
hand|of its Divine Creator was glorious
ly impressed on the rural loveliness of 
my native fields that day, and a holy 
tranquillity seemed to reign over the 
grain, the orchards, the meadows, and 
the wooded heights. The couch of 
Grace was purposely placed at a point 
in her own chamber that commanded a her neck.
wide view of the farm, through the vista The well-known voice appeared to 
formed by the door and windows of the awaken a new train of thought, 
adjoining room. Here she had often sat, “Lucy,” my slstor asked, “are you as 
daring her confinement to her room.\ fond of Miles as we both used to be, 
contemplating scenes so familiar and so when children ?” 
much loved. I saw her lips quiver as “I have always had, and shall ever re- 
■he now gseed on them for the list time, tain, a deep affection for Miles Walling* 
and waa convinced some unusual eentl- foyd,” Lucy answered a*^11»

mean
sense

CHOICE OF A TITLE
It was fully half an hour that the 

breathing quiet of prayer lasted. In all 
that time my sister scarcely stirred, 
her own hands being clasped together, 
and her eyes occasionally lifted to 
heaven. At length she seemed to 
revive a little, and to observe external 
objects. In the end she spoke.

“Lucy dearest,” she said, “what has 
become of Rupert? Does he know I am 
dying? If so, why does he not come 
aod see me, for the last time?”

It is scarcely necessary for me to say 
how much Lucy and myself were 
startled at thiq question. The former 
buried her face in her hands without 
making any reply; but good Mr. 
Hardinge, altogether unconscious of 
anything being wrong, was eager to 
exculpate his son.

“Rupert haa been sent for my dear 
child,” he said, “and, though he is en
grossed with love and Miss Merton, he 
will not fail to hasten hither the in
stant he receives my letter.”

“Miss Mertonl” repeated Grace, 
pressing both her hands on her temples, 
“wbo is she? I do not remember any
body of that name.”

We now understood that the mind of 
the dear patient was losing its powers; 
of course no efforts were made to give 
a truer direction to her thoughts. We 
could only listen, and weep. Presently, 
Grace passed an arm round the neck of 
Lucy, and drew her toward her, with a 
childish earnestness.

“Lucy, love,” she continued, “we will 
persuade these foolish boys from this 
notion of going to sea. What if Miles’ 
father, and Rupert’s great-grandfather 
were sailors, it is ne reason they should 
be sailors tool”

She paused, appeared to meditate, and 
turned toward me. Her head was still 
inclining on my bosom, and she gazed 
upward at ray face; as fondly as she did 
in that tender meeting we held just 
after my return home, in the family 
room. There was sufficient strength to 
enable her to raise her pallid but not 
emaciated hand to my face, even while 
she passed it over my cheeks, once more 
parting the curls on my temples, and 
playing with my hair, with infantile 
fondness.

“Miles,” the dear angel whispered, 
utterance beginning to fail her, “do yon 
remember what mother told us about 
always speaking the truth? You are a 
manly boy, brother, and have too much 
pride to say anything bat the truth ; I 
wish Rupert were as frank.”

This was the first, the last, the only 
Intimation I had ever heard from Grace, 
of her being conscious of any defect in 
Rupert’s character. Would to God she 
had seen this important deficiency 
earlier ! though this is wishing a child 
to posses the discernment and intelli
gence of a woman. The hand was still 
on my cheek, and I would not have had 
it removed at that bitter moment to 
have been well assured of Lucy’s love.

“See,” my sister resumed, though she 
now spoke merely in a whisper, “how 
brown his cheek is. though his forehead 
is white. I doubt if mother would know 
him, Lucy, Is Rupert’s cheek as brown 
as this, dear ?”

“Rupert has not been as much ex
posed of late as Miles,” Lucy answered 
huskily, Grace’s still arm clinging to

The title of my lecture I had chosen 
long before I was aware the present 
Protestant Archbishop of Dublin had 
chosen it for his discourse at the last 
Protestant Dublin Synod. Later still 
in my reading I learned a similar title 
was given to a pamphlet by the|Protest
ant Bishop of Oloyne just a century and 
a quarter ago. Its full title ran—“The 
present State of the Church of Ireland, 
containing a description of its Precarious 
situation and the Consequent danger to 
the Public.”

I read them both carefully, thinking 
to glean a little from the views of others 
on a subject to which I had given some 
study. I was disappointed, as both 
Prelates contented themselves with the 
brief expression of a pious trust in Pro
vidence and then devoted the rest of 
their discourse and paper to the ques
tion of tlthes,glebe lands, auxiliary funds 
and other financial questions. Cromwell 
addressed his Ironsides on one occasion 
here in Ireland—“Put your trust in 
God, boys, bub above all things keep 
your powder dry.*’

Now, I am not a financier, so it is not 
with the financial aspect of Protestant
ism I shall occupy your and my time this 
evening.

In the first place they point to the 
41 historical fact,” which is not a fact, 
and, therefore, not historical, that in 
Elizabeth's reign the Bishops, clergy, 
and people embraced Protestantism. 
What became of these Protestants who 
acknowledged the errors of Catholicism 
their historians do not say. At the end 
of Elizabeth’s reign 4' the very air of 
Ireland was tainted with Popery,” as 
Chichester complained. Did Elizabeth 
and her gentle servants slay all those 
who had become Protestants lest they 
become tainted by the superstitution of 
Popery ? Or were they translated bod
ily to happier regions as a reward for 
their perversion ? 
them ?

What became of 
That Ireland was universally 

Protestant ten years or so after the ac
cession of Elizabeth is what is taught 
seriously in Protestant histories ; that 
it was universally Catholic at the end 
of her reign is an admitted fact. But 
supposing that the Irish Bishops did 
apostatise, which they did nut, one feels 
ashamed to have to remind Protestant 
learned divines of the merest alphabet

DEFINITION OF PROTESTANTISM
1 confess at the very outset I am em

barrassed when I would define what 1 
meau by Protestantism. Yet I can hard
ly be blamed when, in this year of grace, 
1911, or, more accurately, in the final 
months of 1910, a discussion was being 
carried on In the Spectator as to what the 
Church of England is, or, in other words, 
what English Protestantism is. Irish Pro
testantism rejoices that she is a kind of 
Siamese twin sister of EngliahProtestant- 
ism. When {one of a pair of Siamese 
twins is undisooverable, the problem of 
finding the other presents evident diffi
culties. 1 shall not trust myself to give 
a hard and fast definition.

Were I to do£so I do not suppose a 
half-dozen in Ireland would admit them
selves comprehended.

By Protestantism I mean that tone of 
religious thought and sentiment, that 
“mentalité” characteristic of Eliza
bethan Churchmen and their followers, 
and which is to be found in that relig
ious body whose legal title is the Pro
testant Episcopalian Church of Ireland.

I know that Methodists, Congregation- 
alists, and others will claim the title 
Protestant. However, once I have 
stated what I mean by Protestantism and 
Protestants, if I do not satisfy everybody 
at least everybody will understand me.

I have already received letters giving 
me many and excellent reasons for not 
giving this lecture. I could add a good 
number more myself to those so kindly 
suggested to me. If anyone feels tempt
ed to add to the list I would beg of them 
to spare themselves the needless trouble 
of giving them, and me the monotonous 
trouble of reading them.

IRISH VIEW OF PROTESTANTISM
My reason for giving this lecture is 

the interest Protestantism just at this 
time has for us Catholics. The present 
position in itself, and as far as in its 
present phase its mirrors the future of a 
bbdy of our countrymen, which as Pro
testant, we regard as having trickled in-

Kidney Rains 
in the Back

Could Not Stand or Even Turn in 
Bed-Legs Greatly Swollen

All Doctor's Medicine Failed— 
* Cure Effected by Use of

DR. CHASE’S 
KIDNEY-LIVER PILLS

awe, as

Again this great medicine has tri
umphed over kidney disease of a severe 
type. From a bed ol suffering and help- 
leaaneaa Mrs. Waleh waa reatored to 
health and atrength by naing Dr. Chaae's 
Kidney-Liver Pilla.

Kidney paina in the back tortured 
her. Dropaical awellinga had aet in and 
ahe had no reaaon to hope I or cure, 
since the doctor’s medicine toiled to 
even relieve her. Read what the hus
band aaya about this remarkable cure.

Mr. Thos. D. Walsh, Piotou, N. S., 
writes ;—“ Two years ago my wife took 
to her bed after suffering for a long 
time Irom kidney paina in the back. She 
waa not able to stand on her feet or even 
turn heraell in bed. The doctor's med
icine waa no beneflt whatever, that we 
oould see. Sometimes her legs would 
swell considerably. Reading about a 
woman in similar condition being cured 
by Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills, we 
purchased two boxes and when these 
were used ahe waa able to ait up. With 
three more boxes ehe was reatored to 
health and doing her own housework.

“ Aa lor myself I also found these 
pills all that is claimed for them. I 
give this statement in order that others 
may obtain the same ease from suffer
ing aa that experienced by my wile and 
myaell."

One pill a dose, 25o. a box, at all deal
er» or Edmanaon, Bates & Go., Limited, 
Toronto.

II yon have not used GAMP ANA’S 
ITALIAN BALM for Rough Skin, 
Chapped Hands, etc., then we urge you 
to try It. II you have ever used it, you 
do not need urging. Ask your druggist 
for It.

E. G. WEST & 00., Wholesale Drug
gist», 80 George St,, Toronto._________

toward the parts of the building, or 
buildings, would be a better word, In 
habited by Grace.

Aa I entered the passage which oom- 
mnnloated with my sister’s own room, 
the departure Irom ordinary appearances 
waa explained. Six or seven ol the

“God have mercy on us," my dear 
boy," the divine ejaoulated, aa much In 
prayer aa In grlel ; “and I aay on ua, aa 
well aa on yon, lor Grace haa ever been 
dear to me aa a child ol my own. I
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preserving a command 
in the Interview.
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