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spasmodic contortion and a siulikurush to the open window sur-

prLsed the hospitable bishop, wlio had anticipated a great treat

for Ills guest :
" My dear sir," ho cried, " what can be the mat-

ter!"

"Oh, that diabolical stuff!" groaned the doctor. "I am poi-

soned. ,

"Oh, never fear," said the bishop, examining the liquid that,

still remained in the tankard, anu bursting into a hearty laup;!i,

" Jt may not agree with a Protestant's stomach, but believe nu',

dear doctor, you never took such a wholesome drink in yourlil't^

ht'tore. I was lately sent from Rome a cask of holy water,—it,

stands in tlie same cellar with the ale,—I put a little salt into it,

in order to preserve it during this hot weather, and tlie girl, l)y

mistake, has given you the consecrated water instead of the

ale."

"Oh, curse her!" cried the tortured doctor. "I wish it was

in her stomach instead of mine I"

The bishop used to tell this story with great glee whenever

Dr. Dunlop and his eccentric habits formed the theme of con-

versation.

Tluit tlio Catholics do not always act with hostility towards

their Protestant brethren, the following anecdote, which it gives

mo great pleasure to relate, will sufficiently show :

—

In the December of 18-10 we had the misfortune to be burnt

out, and lost a great part of our furniture, clothing, and winter

stores. Poor as Ave tJioi were, this could not be regarded in any

other light but as a great calamity. During the confusion occa-

sioned by the fire, and, owing to the negligence of a servant to

whose care he Avas especially confided, my youngest child, u fine

boy of two years old, Avas for some time missing. The agony I

endured for about half an hour I shall ncA'er forget. The roar-

ing flames, the impending misfortune that hung over us, was

forgotten in tlio terror that shook my mind lest he had become a

victim to the flames. He Avas at length found by a kind neigh-

bour in the kitchen of the burning building, whither he had

crept from among the croAvd, and Avas scarcely rescued before

the roof fell in.

This circumstance shook my nerves so completely that I gladly
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