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CHAPTER L

« Docthor, darling !

« Docthor, I’m here since mornin® "

 Docthor, let me go, an’ the heavens bless
.au.  I’'m as wake as a piece of wet paper.”

« Glory to your soul, docthor asthore, an’ gi’
me something for this thremblin’ I have. I do
be thrembling always, like a straw upon the wa-

” -

« Pacthor, I kear a great pain in my foot, sir.
I declare I cried that bottle full to-day morning,
with it.”’ : ‘

« That was a fine physic you ga’ me last night,
long life to your honor. It walked me all over.
It sarched me finely, long life Lo your honor.”

« There isn’t a bit I ate, docthor, this time

back, but what I get a concett again® it the ni- |

pute afther.”

# Docthor, I can make no hand o’ my head at
all, these days.”

« Qh, docthor, what’ll I do at ali with these
gars 0’ mine 1 Pm partly deafalways, an’ when-
ever I do be, I hear great sounds an’ noises, waves
dashin’ again’ the bank, and birds whistlin’ an’
—boo! an’ candlesticks; an’ when ’'m deaf en-
tirely, it’s then I bhear all the bells in Ireland
ringin’ in my ears.” )

% Docthor, I have a great ezpress upon my

¥ heart.”

« That girl, sir, that you saw yesterday even-
g was bad entirely afther you goin’. Oh, she
began screechin’ in 2 wmanner, that if the priest
was at the doore, you’d think he wouldn’t over-
take her ; an’ every bit of her so hot, that you’d
imagine the clothes would light about her, an’
her face the: whole time as red as if you threw
o’ bowl o’ blood in it.”

% Docthor, 2 ra gal ! Docthor, darlin’, Doc-
thor, asthore ! Ob, ma gra hn! Ma grien chree
lu, Docthor ! an’ let me go!”? .

Such were a few of the eloguent instances ad-
dressed by the throng of patients, witliout' the
rails, to Docthor Jarvis, one of the attending
physicians to a dispensary in a district of Ireland.
Accustomed to the din, he remained with an un-
disturbed countenance, looking alternately into
the haggard, vobust, blooming, pale, fair, young
and ancient faces that were thrust forwards thro’
the wooden rails, and solieiting his sympathy.—
Two or three young disciples were hammering
away at their mortars in different corners, com-
pounding, like so many Cyclops, the thunderbolts
of this great dispenser of health or of its oppo-
site.  The scepe around hLim was one which
might liave waked uneasy sympathies in the heart
of a novice, On one side was a stout man roar-
ing aloud in the agonies of tooth-drawing ; on
another, a victim {0 the same  queen of a’ di-
seases,” sat woefully, with hand to jaw, contem-
plating the torture of the sufferer, and inly ru-
muninating his own approaching sorrow ; here
fay a stripling with bandaged arm and cadaver-
ous cheek, just recovering with a sigh from the
fit of syncope which had been induced by the
operation of phlebotomy ; and there knelt, with
sleeve upturned, a young Esculapius, wounding,
with ruthless lancet, the blue vein in the pretty
foot of a girl as fresh as a garland. In one cor-
her was an infant squalling and plunging on its
mother’s lap, in another the leader of a faction
discomfited and head-broken, lamenting over the
recollection of his broil, and groaning for the
priest.  But all those sounds of woe and suffer-
g saluted the car of the medical adept with a
tere mechamical efiect, and he continued to pre-
seribe with a countenance unmoved, amid the
Wwang of iron pestles, the squalling of children,
the vociferations of the old women, and the
Inoans of the young, sent out from beneath their
h.ood.s, calling each in order to his side, and at-
tending to their wants in turn.

At a door in (he railing was placed an able-
bodied man,- whose duty it was to admit the pa-
tients one by one, to see that no more should
pass at 2 time, and to préveni them from loiter-
g on their return.

. “Mary Muleahy P cried the physician, read-
ing from a ticket which had just been handed in.

An old woman hobbled on crutches to the
door.  Jerry Dubig (the able-bodied man before
mentioned) opened it to admit her. A rush was
made by the mob of -patients outside. The old
Woman was Rung into the Doctor’s arms, and
Jerry himself was staggered from his balance.—
But, like a second Horatius Coccles, he arose in
1§ anger, and confronled the ‘invaders in the
breach of winch they had almost possessed them-
selves, The. physician gave himself up for a
lost man vwhen he saw the . counterscarp thus  fu-
Hously stormed. But Jerry stood his ground.—
He tErust right and left with his clenched fists,
untit he seut the crowd séreaming and jostling
back again witkiout: the door, with more cause of

complaint than they had brought from home. "Ag:

SF

the old woman returned, Jerry, vexed at the out-

rage of which she'had been “the innocent occa- |’

Ston, caught her by the back of the neck; and
sent her out at the door, crutches and all, at a

rate more rapid than she had travelled since she
was a young woman. She stumbled and fell
among the crowd, exclaiming, in a tone between
surprise and terror, ¢ Oh, heaven forgive you
your sins, you conthrairy man! Here’s usage!
Here’s thratement ?”

The Doctor proceeded.

“ What’s the matter with your head, my good
man ??

“ A little defference I had, sir, with a naigh-
bor, an* he——?

¢ Broke it1” _

“ No, sir, only he hit up Lo me about my bro-
ther that was thransported for night-walkin’, an’
out o’ that ?

“ He broke your head 7 )

“ No, sir, only T retorted on him, in regard of
his, own father that was hanged for cow stealin’,
ap’—-—?

“ ITe broke your head 7"

% No, sir, only then you see, he made up to
me and call’t me a liar, an’ with that I sthruck
him, and with that he——"

“ Broke your head ?”

“ Broke my head across.”

 Aye, that’s the point. One would think I
was a justice of peace. What is it to me what
you fought about? The broken head isa'l I
want.”

“ Faix, then, I could spare it to your honor
now, an’ welcome.”

“ Here, take that prescription to the young
gentleman in the blue coat that’s rolling the pills
in the corner.  'Well, my young girl, what’s the
matter with you? Jerry, mind the door !

A sudden roar from without proved that Jerry
took the hint.

The young patient just addressed was a timid
and pretty creature of sixteen, who hesitated for
2 considerable time, and glanced shyly on cach
side, as if afraid of being overheard. Pitying
lier embarrassment, and interested by her figure,
the Doctor took her into an inner room.

“\Well, my dear,” he said,in a kind tone,
“ what’s the matter? Come, don’t be afraid of
me, now. I'm your friend, you know.”” And he
patted her on the shoulder. )

The girl saly sighed, and looked down.

“ Well, my dear, what have you to tell me?”?

“ Something that’s come over me, sir, I'm in
dread.”

“ow is that 1

“A great pain I have on my heart, sir—
There’s aboy livin® over, near the Seven Church-
es, an’ I’m afeerd he isn’t actin® well.”

“ tow 507”

“T don't know, sir. But ever since I met
him I feel quite altered some way. I’'m always
lonesome, an’ with a pain mostly at my heart,an’
what makes me think ’tis he that done it to me
is, because when I go his mother’s, an’ T {ind lim
at home, from that minute the pain leaves me,
an’ I feel nothin’ at all until I come away again.”

¢ Oh, ho I’ said the Doctor, “well, my dear,
Tl order you something ; but hew is it you sup-
pose that this lad isn’t acting well, as you say ?”

The girl lifted the corner of Ler check apron
to her eyes, and began to cry a little.

¢« Come, now, my dear, don’t keep me here all
day. T can’t cure you, if you won’t tell, you
know.”
#To dance with him, I did, of a night, sir,”
she replied in a timid voice, and with a trem-
bling lip, “an’ when he was sittin’ next me he
gave me an apple, an’ they tell me now that—’

Here she lifted her apron to her eyes and cried
afresh.

“ Well, well,” said the Doctor, soothingly,
“what then 7 Don’t be afraid of ze.”
 They told me he put something in the apple,
sir, to—to—make a fool of a person.”
And, so suying, she hung her liead, and drew
the hood of her cloak around her face.
« Pooh! pooh I said the Doctor, ©is that ail ?
Then you might be quite at peace. Ts this boy
comfortable 7
«Tis Harry Lenigan, sir, that keeps the La-
tin school, near the Seven Churches, an® holds
lis place trom Mr. Damer, of Glendearg.”
# And have you any fortune yourself, my
dear 7 .
¢ Tfteen pounds, my uncle left e, sir.”
“ A very nice thing. Well, my dear, take
one of these pills every second night; and I
would advise you generally, since you find it re-
lieves your pain so much, te get inlo company
with Harry, to be near him as much as you can
conveniently ; and come to me again when those
pills are out. If Harry should call at your house
any time between this and Shrovelide, I would
advise you not to be out of the way. Da you

‘hear ?? - : '

«.I do, sir, long life your honor.” '
« But, above all things, be sure you take the
pills.” - e .
“The girl promised to be careful, dropped a
tourtesy, and, heaving a gentle sigh, departed.
A loud knocking at the door now startled the

physician.

“ You're wantin® over, sir, in ail haste,” cried

1

the barsh and stormy voice of Jerry Dubig,
“ here’s Aaron Shepherd come to call you to see
Mrs. Wilderming, that’s taken suddenly il

This startling announcement occasioned an in-
stantaneous bustle. The Doctor’s horse was
ordered to the door, and he hurried out of the
house, leaving the crowd of patients storming at
Jerry, and Jerry roaring at them like Dante’s
Cerberus,

——who, thundering, stuns

The spirits, that they for deafness wish in vain.

CHAPTER 1I.

Alighting at the door of a neatly finished man-
sion, he was ushered at once into the sleeping
chamber of the sick lady. She lay on a bed,
apparently insensible.” "The window was raised,
and the muslin curtain thrown down, so as at the
same time to admit the air and to exclude or sof-
ten the light. Near the head of the bed stood
a beautiful young gir!, crying Ditterly, but si-
fently. One or two attendants were preparing
draughts in another part of the room and con-
versing under thejr breath. '

‘The young lady save her hand in silence to
the physician. ¢ Well, Miss Wilderming, any
change since my last visit 7 he asked in a whis-
per. '

“A great change for the worse, I fear, doc-
tor,” was the reply of the young lady.

And, at the same moment, they heard the pa-
tient murmuring some words aloud. The Doc-
tor bent his head to listen.

“Dll sce no more pleasant days at Round-
wood,” said the old lady ; ¢ my time is out. Il
be carried home to-morrow. My time is out.”

The Doctor softly took her band, and began
to feel her pulse. ' ‘

““Twill shortly stop,” she murmnured, ¢ the
nunber is told.  Is my brother Damer come 7

“ Not yet, ma’am,” said the nurse. ’

“Lhen et him spare his speed, for Tl be cold
before he sces me.” )

“ You will see himn soon, mamma,” said Miss
Wilderming, creeping to the bed’s side, and lay-
ing her band upon her mother’s forehead.

« Ah, Esther, my darling.”

“ Are you better, mamma

¢ Must I leave my child alone ?”

Ok, you will soon be well.”

“Inheaven,Ihope. Where’s Richard Lacy ?”

“ e called to know how you were, mamma,
but it was before-—-"

“Before the deatl-stroke. And he wentaway
well satisfied.  He will be surprised to bear of
my death. Your uncle, Lsther, will take care
of you when Tam gone. T wish your father had
staid after me.  But we'll wateh you, my dar-
ling, when you cannot see us.”

¢« Mamma !—>*

¢ Isther, T would dic happy, it I had lived to
see you married to Richard Lacy. e hassome
faults, but he loves you. Hlear me, my child—
I koow you love Lim not, and I will exact no
promise from you. DBut I leave you a mother’s
last injunction. Give Lacy an indulgent hear-
ing ; repress him not too harshly ; be his friend at
least, for my sake, and hear me, and remember
my words—The day that shall make you lastingly
lis will throw sunshine on my grave.”

Perceiving that the young lady was unable to
restrain her aflliction at this speech, the Doctor
led her out of the room, and proceeded to ex-
amine into the condition of the patieat, His
diagnosis was wholly unfaverable.

Ie hinted as much to the nurse, and left the
house, without again meeting Miss Wilderming.
‘I'ke morning verified his prediction, and Lsther
was left an orphan, uader the guardianship of her
uncle, Mr. Damer, of Glendearg. Who this
gentleman was, and what the nature of the allu-
sions contained in the last expressions of the
dying lady may be gathered in the pages that
follow. ,

Tt was about mid-night, and some years after
the occurrence of the foregoing scene, when Mr.
Damer, a low sized, sleek, smooth-featured, el-
derly gentleman, was seated in the dining room
of his own house, in a certain hilly and bealthy
county in the neighborhood of Dublin. Before
him, on a rose-wood table, varnished like the
surface of a mirror, stood decanters of cota roti
and bermitage, the contents of whicli .appeared
to have been brought somewhat low in the course
aof the evening. The chair in which he sat was

one of those.splendid inventions by which the |

character of our age has been immortalized, and
which will enable us to divide the admiration of
posterity with the founders of the Parthenon and
the constructors of the Babylonian ‘garden. 1t

was one of those elastic ‘cushions for-whicl, not |

the tenants-of theair, but the air itself, has beea

laid under. tribute.- The magnificently - gilded |

covers of a quarto edition of Henry’s: Bible lay

on his right hand, reflecting the light of-four wax-

candles, which were supported in candlesticks of
massive silver, richly, carved. A solid. and “ele-
gant side-board was loaded with ail the splendors
of the family platé and glass. On a secretaire,
at a little distance from the table, were placed a

quantity. of bocks in plain dark binding, and

stamped on the covers with the impress of the
Saciety for the diffusion of Christian Knowledge.
In a corner, less brilliantly illuminated, the eye
of the curious observer might detect a parcel of
small pamphlets, stitched in blue covers, and
bearing on their title pages the various denomi-
nations of # The Dairyman’s Daughter,” ¢ The
Conversion of Timothy Delany trom the errors
of the Church of Rome,” “ The Lough Derg
Pilgrim, a Tale,” ¢« Father Clement, a Roman
Catholic story,” aud many other productions of
a similar tendency. '

There was something in the air of the whole
apartment {hat was calculated to impress the be-
holder with an instantaneous conviction of the
wealth, the seff-conviction of the wealth, the
self-contentedness, and the picty of the owner.
It had little of mere fashion, but a great deal of
that species of luxury which in England is dena-
minated comfort, and in Ireland, falls little short
of magmficence. The person of the proprietor
was entirely in character, or, in the cant of con-
noisseurs, in Legping with possessions. His hair
was short and sleek, his head round as a bullet,
his face plump and peachy, his eyes meck and
sanctimonious, with a little spark of carthly fire,
(the result of some harmless and habitual self-
indulgence) gleaming unsteadily through the pu-
pil, like the pezte of the Venus Krycina. His
legs, shining in black silk, were crossed, so as to
expose the calf to the influence of a cheerful
coal fire, and a bunch of fine gold seals reposcd
on an incipient paunch. No collar, starched and
impudent, obscured the blushing rotundity of his
beardless jaws; a muslin cravat, of the purest
white, alone encircled his short neck, for le had
the good taste to sit in full dress to his wine.—
Thus cushioned on the zephyrs, not in the poeti-
cal, but the practical sense of the phrase, sipping
his cota rott, and glancing occastonally, while the
conversation procecded, at the columns of a Dub-
lin daily paper, sat Mr. Kirwan Damer, the
owner of this mansion, and of the adjoining estate
of Glendearg, in the county above intimated.

To heighten the domestic picture, in 2 lounger,
on the opposite side of the fire-place, sat Mrs.
Damer, as well conditioned as her husband, dress-
ed like him in black, with a trim cap of white
muslin, surrounding her fair and full and rather
languid countenance. The lady too was reading.

But that we have alrcady suffered the name
to escape us, the reader might suppose that we
were describing a wealthy rector, and his help-
mate, in their handsome parlour at the Glebe.'
He would be however totally in error. DMr.
Damer was merely an Jrish country gentleman of
ocur own time. The Flath las vanished, the
Cunfinny is forgotten, the Chiefs of therr race
are no more regarded, the duelist, the drunkard,
the libertine and the gambler, have all been ex-
iled fram the pale of Irish society, or compelled
to wear their vices in a veil. A class of nen
has succeeded to which even those who have an
interest in its vilification must accord a prefer-
ence. Those who wish to know the character
of that class should know the Damers.

On the other side of the table, near Mrs.
Damer, sat a gentleman of 2 manner and appear-
ance very different from that of Mr. Damer.—
He was 2 tall and well proportioned, dressed
very plainly, with a red, laughing countenance,
and two large black eyes whith seemed to be
always ranvuling in search of amusement.

« Well, Damer,” said Mr. Leonard, the gea-

tleman just described, “ 1 totally disagree with

you, in every one of your plans. I think you
will do no service whatever to the peasantry,
T think you do not understand them sufficiently.
[Mr. Damer smifed.] T think though they are
ignorant and naked (poor fellows?) DPapists and
to hoot, they have as fair a chance of going to

.heaven as the best of ourselves ; that is my iden,

poor devils ; evea though they do break out and
then, human nature {s human nature, and my idea

s that all the funds and subscriptions in the

world will not get half a dozen more souls into
heaven than were on their way before. TIulf a
dozen is the outside

« And woulil not the salvation of one,” said
Mr. Damer, lilting the cota roti to his lips, “ be
worth the whole cost, and all the cxertions of
this Saciety togethee ¥

« Be worth sixty thousand a year ¥

« Bixty million !” '

# Besides the bickerings and heartburnings that
have broken up the frame of socity in our coun-

try, the division of families, the sundering of
early attachments, the fomentation of civil dis-

union-and the diftusion of all uncharitableness in
private life 7 My idea is, that for.the one- soul
we save by this business, we lose ifty.? -

*+ Sir John Davis pleads hard for the ‘incumbents
of hig own' time, and “urges the propriety of giving’
them the land of the Erenachs, when the statute of
chauntriea should come into foree in [relnnd.—
© Albeit,” he writes to the Burl of Salisbury, ¢ there
be in évery parish & prrson and vicar, yet buth their
living3 togéther are not sufficient for one Lonest man.”
In 'this particular at least, Trelsud has improved, :fur

For shame, Tom,” said Mrs, Damer, “you
are growing worse and worse every day.”

“1 don’t pretend to any great sanctity,” said
Leonard. “ You, my fair and fat and sanctimo-
nious sister, know ine a long time, and kno'v me
to be a blunt plain fellow, that thinks he does his
duty when he takes care of his neighbor’s body,
and leaves his soul between him and his Creator.
There is the difference between us. Damer is
as honest a fellow as any body, but his charity
all evaporates in smoke. If Tfind a poor fellow
starving on wy estate, why (beaven forgive me !)
I think I do my duty when I send him a leg of
mutton, and make him an abatement, while Damer
smothers him with books and Bibles and T don’t
know what. Iere’s my idea. Give the people
bread, and theyll find out piety themsclves;
make them prosperous and you may be sure they
will - grow virtuous without much labor. But
hunger and cold are the sorriest Martexts in the
world.”

« Ag to want of charity,” said DMr. Damer,,
“one circunstance may show you on what side
that is to be found. You remember last Sunday,
my love ! .

Mrs. Damer raised her hands and eyes, with
an air of geotle horror.

“ We were going to church,” continued Da-
mer, “in an open carriage, when we met the
Archbishop’s family on their retuwrn from Cove,
within a few percles of the Romish Chapel.—
'Fhe peaple were all assembled, waiting for mass,
outside the chapel door, with their eyes fixed on
the two carriages.  You know it is my misfor-
tune to be very casily confused by any circun-
stance that places me in a conspicuous situation ;
and it happened, at this moment, that I was in
the act of speaking 1o the ladies, when a young
ragged scoundrel, amongst the crowd, set them
all'in a roar of laughter, by shouling out some .
Trish words. What was that expression, my.
dear 77

“ Pawgoon thae heena, my love.”

“Yes, bawgoon thac heena, meaning ¢ Bacon
on Friday,” a soubriquet which the benighted
and ungrateful scoundrels have conferred, on the
converts whom we have withdrawn from: amongst
them, and in return for all my exertions for their
welfare. I don’t wonder you should laugh.—
Bacon-on-Triday, indeed! T never was more
ashamed in my life. I’m not astonished you
should faugh,  Take your wine, sir.”

“ Bawgoon thae heena !” eried Leonard, in a
convulston of laughter, ¢ Oh, the young villain 7
“Take your wine, sir.”

“ Bawgoon thae heena !”

“You needn’t repeat it so often, Leonard,
however.”

“ Oh, the young scoundrel.  And what did the
ladies say 77

“ They couldn’t help laughing when they un-
derstood what the expression meant.”

“The villain!  Bawgoon thae heena !”

« Come, come, Leonard, take your wine, and
have done with it.”

“«\Well, T will. Poor fellows!
have their joke to the last.”
“'The benighted creatures!”

“ Ah, now, come, Damer, kecp your cant for
the preachers, and talk like a man. Tt is very
easy for you and me to sit down by cur coal
fires, and groan ever the sins and ignorance of
the poor, starving, shivering coftagers, while we
drink our champaign and hermitage ; but, hea-
ven forgive us, I’'m afraid that we’il farc other-
wise 1n the other world, for all our hypocrisy,
while these poor devils will be reading the Bible
m Paradise.”

“ Fie, fie, Leonard, you grow more profane.”

“ Da you know what John Wesley said 7

“ Any thing that escaped the lips of that saint
must be comfortable. ,
“Very well.  Ele said it was impossible for a =
Christian to expect to ride in a coach on earth,
and go to heaven afterwards.  Pick comfort out
of that if you ean.”?

“ The road to Heaven, my dear brother,”
said Mrs. Duamer—

“ s a straight and a narrow one, my darling.
No thorcughture for coaches. Ah, what non-
sense ! You and I live in such houses as this,
and rail at the poor peasantry in their cottages.
We censure their intemperance, while we sip
our maraschine ; we shudder at their turbulence, -
while we loil in a coach on our efastic cushions.
We shut the gate of heavén against those who
tread their way thither amongst thorns and af-
fliction, and we dream that it will be open to
ourselves, after we have sighed, and moaned, and
prayed, and belicved our way through all the
sensual - indulgences of ecarth, and stand on the

They will

portals of the other world, like prize Christians

ready fattened for the celestial market.” . . :
“ Profane, profane !” - - -

- «Oh, Tom1” o : :
“Oh, Nelly! I had rather be profane than'

hypocritical, that’s my idea. Ah, it.is an easy mat-

ter Lo be a saint, when one has an income of four

even a rogue might contiive to live well upoh a vi:
carage in our own day. . .. Lo S

thousand a-year, with a mansion like this on'one’s ;"
‘Testate. It is easy to sing psalms when you have



