T ,: -
i ll

= R e
== =5

‘e

CATHOLIC CHRONICL.E.

VOL. XX VL

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, JANUARY 14, 187.

NO. 22.

JUBILEE BOOK,
. CONTAINISG ‘
INSTRUCTION ON THE JUBILEE,
AND PRAYERS BECOMMENDED TO BE SAID IN THE
' STATION CHURCHES;
To which is prefixed the Encyclical of

His Holiness POPE PIUS IX,

e ARCHDIOCESE of TORONTO, contalning
For e S ASTORAL of HIS GRACE AROEBISHOP

WYNCH. '

the DIOCESE of LONDON, containing the
o PgeSTOBAL of HIS LOZDSBIP BISHOP

WALSH. _

{OCESE of HAMILTON, coniaining the
For g‘isl?ronix. of HIS LORDSHIP BISHOP

CRINNON. E -

DIOCESE of OTTAWA, containing the
Eersxfkg'_rom[. of HIS LORDSHIP BISHOP

DUHAMEL.

10CESE of ST JOHN, New Brunswick,
For tcl::zxt.]?ﬁning the PASTORAL of HIS LORDSHIP

BISH)P SWEENY.

TOCESE of ARICHAT, containing "the
For %zsgomn of ' HIS Lomismg BISHOP

McEINNON.

i
ESE of MONTREAL, containing the
%ﬁgggn of HIS LORDSHIP BISHOP

BOURGET.
RACIH DIOCESE has ils Separate JUBILEE BOOK.

.
-

or

Per Copy, 10¢. | Per Dozen 80c. | Per 10085

D. &J. SADLIER & CO;
275 Notte Dame Street,
Montreal,

I AM DYING.
Raise my pillow, husband dearest,
b Faint{u?d fainter comes my breath ?
And these shades stealing slowly,
Must, I know, be those of death. -
Sit down close beside me darling,
et me clasp your warm, strong band,
Yours that ever has sustalned me
To the borders of this land.
For your God is mine—our Father
‘Chence shall ever lead me on ;
Where, upon a throne eternal,
Sits Hin loved and only Son.
T've bad visions aud been dreaming
O’er tho past of joy and pain ;
“Year by year I've wandered backward,
Till I was a child again.
Dreaming of girlhood and the moment
When I stood your wife and bride,
How wy heart filled with love's triumph,
In that hour of woman's pride.
Dreamin? of thee and all the earth-bonds
Firmly twined about my heatt—
Oh! the bitter, burning anguish
When first I knew that we must part.
Tt has passed and God has promised
All thy footsteps to attend;
He, that moro than friend or brother,
He'il be with you to the end,
There's o shadow o'er the portal
Leading to my heavenly home—
Christ has promised life immortal,
And 'tis He that bids me come. °
When life’s trials wait around thee,
And itg chilling billows swell
Thou'lt {hank heaven that you've been spared
" them, .
Thow'it then.fell that *all is well.”
Briog our.boys unto my beside,
My last bleasing let them keep-—
‘But they'resleepin, do not wake them ;
They'll learn soon enough to weep.

“Toll them often of their mother,
Kiss them for me when they wake,

‘Lead them gently in life’s pathway,
Love them doubly for my sake.

Clasp my hand then closer, darling,
This, the last night of my life;

For to-morrow I shall never
Answer when you call me * wife.”

Fare theo well, my noble husband,
Faintnot neath the chastening rod H

Throw your strong arm round our childzen ;
Keep them close to thee—and God.

t

(From the Dublin friahma;.)
' THE.

RAFPPAREES OF TEE WO

A TravrTion 18 Iretaxp 1v Tae Ruiey or Henry VIIIL

‘By Dr. J. T Campion.

OD.

CHAPTER VIIL—Lovs-Loirssne.
" A stroll along’ the banks of tho Nore on'a sum-
wmer's evening'is an event to be remembered and re-

- called with gonial satisfaction.. The wooded hills,

the sloping meadows, the noble rivor—particularly’
when the ash begins to become™ golden-leaved, -the
ielm-trees bronzed; and' the silvery sides of the-wil-
low leaves turned up upon’'the breeze, whén the

-flaggers are flowering ‘yellow, and the.great clumps.
- of bullrushes are bearded :aad burly, either on the
.. hanks' borders, or amidthe myriad::floating. weed | .

. leaved that lie upon the water's.surface, affording o

.grateful ‘awning for the:mid.day. siesta-of : the many.

. .wandering denizens of -the glassy.deep ;: the beauti-
.-fuliendless. ;pathways by.:the:reaches, aud: inches,

and jslands; and :wiid-rose bowers;’ and:

.patches, and:the: grassy Hedges: full jof;
, - 1ate primroses; and:strawberry :plantsiwith (litt
i~ round ¢rimson berries, delicious toothfals and stat
.1y pink-goraniums, tinting, sprendiog; and ado
v-the

great gorse.

nin
fuous
t

.Wall;tho gravolly mouud, or'th

moss | a1
y,-th ‘of‘the golden anthére

.mondsywill give you the money,” and, the conrse ogre;
nd.|.chuckled? chokingly. '
ittle | idea,: i

ruddy orchis and the lonely fox-glove; when the
cuckoo has flown to the bhills, and the liveried
motacilla tribeg are beginning to flock together,and
to meditate a moonlight flight ; when the air is fresh
from the river, tempered - by the sunbeams, impreg-
nated with aroms, and elastic with breathing vital-
ity; when Nature entices the long-toiling burgber
abroad, and welcomes him to her palace and to her
treasuries, feasts him with her wild luxuries,assures
him with her smiles, and taking his little weak-
lings by the hands, séats them on her motherly lap,
or sets them down by gems and graces, on carpets
of Illies and golden mosses, whilst she breathes into
their fluttering hearts, jets of fostering life and
freshness, until like .flickering lamps, hitherto un-
cared and untended, they answer to the ministering
hand with brightening browsand cries of glad well-
being. .

. (Jrol;p; of sauntering wanderers greet each other
from either side of the river, or troll a merry chorus phog .
which) echoes over the water with that xeet eu-{ . 1like both d—d well, thatIdol".

~honio oo s « Which do you like best, father 7
Phonious mellowness .80 captivating in the open “D—qd if I kpow. Sometimes ! think it's one,

air—whilst others stray along alone, communing 5.
ith - thei : : and odd times t'other; howsomever, to the church
with - their own innate thoughts and feelings, or you must go, Mousey, ke or like 1 :) ¢ Inss.”

luxuriating in and enjoying the beauteous aund re- | YOU And do vou know what I sav. father 7*
: Y, ?

freshing scenes around them. ) « What ?,,’; ras the hatsh query.

There are happy pairs, too—friends or lovers— |  « poygey won't go to the church—if she can
particularly the ‘latter,to whom the place seems help it.”
sacred. “Ho! ho! hol”chuckled Dullard, hoarsely, quite

One couple was more remarkable on this occasion | pleaged that he scemed to have carried his point,
than the rest—remarkable for quiet and graceful Angela depended upon her wits and womauly
carriage—the aristocracy of youth-remarkable for | resources, to carry her point und defend her
beauty and radiant joyousness, and that simple | gcruples: she muttered o little mental prayer, and
earnestness of gesture and demeanour which wells | go the matter ended.
up with a winning magic from the hearts to the | Inthe meantime, Dermod O'Kelly pursued his
eyes, ond then overflows the whole features of in- { way onward ; he did not wish to follow Angela and
nocence and truth. : her father, both from his intuitive feelings of na-

They were the young people whom we have al- | tural politgnesa, as well as a certain apprehension
ready described as sailing down the Nore to the | he entertained that any neighbor sbould vbserve
early and only Mass at Lacken chapel. ~ |himon th: I‘Iatlli' and dhmé'e a :3“3‘;{111‘;}"]5 3;9}'3"53

. { on account of the evident capture of his lady-love.

edE;;Ol!:a tl;:g;;;z};dﬂl?ﬁltclg fly:v?tg)gec;m:g ht%zee;. So e dodged along moodily enough,you may be sure,
mure, smiling girl by his side, whose sidlicg glance :‘;‘é .‘i)::ty aﬁ"&tﬁl’lﬂsed with himself for the part he
snd putdroopiog ringlets of richest bloade, and | ™ \Will sho go to church with him?" he thought,
slightly flushing brow and listening eyes were all | b b B 2 Butit
wide-awake to the youth's delicious dilemma. But | *aud if she does what will mother say? Butit'sa

; i week off yet, and I suppose Angela will call in be-
lot us follow them gnd bear something of, what fore that, But he may forbid her to enter our

in the stocks, and throw down his cabia-chapel if
ever I hear of him iunterfering with you.”

“You're a great man, father,” laughed Mousey,
“but no king.” :

“T'll put you on your mother's back, Mounsey,
lass, and drive you both before me to the church on
next Sabbath.”

% 1f you put a finger on me, father, I11"—

“What, Mousey?” asked Dullard, sharply, his
bad nature wincing under the coming threat.

“Illery”

The father relented.

“ What the hell can I do?" he expostulated.—
% The loog bishop declared he'd give no more pay
if you both rencagued the Reformed Church.”

“ What do you care about him, father ?”

% Not the jingle of a pewther penny, Mousey,
only for thercady rhino.”

“But don't you love me more than rhino %’ in-
sinvated Mousey.

they are saying. )
e . . house any more ; perbaps he found out that we car-
A ¢ Dl'd,,,,’lou like anybody very much in London, ried her to Mu.g&alen street every Sunday and holi-
ngela?

day. Dullard cares for nothing but money tospend,
and if this rcformed bishop stops payment on ac-
count of the mother's and daugiter's absence from
church, James Dullard is just the boy that would
drive the pair of them into the Protestant pews,
like sheep into the pens of Smithfield.”

- Dermod, after wearying himsclf to exhaustion, in
turning the matter a thousand ways ia his mind, and
without being able in the end to come to anythiog
like a satisfactory conclusion, determined, at last,
to hold counsel with his mothet, who, very ofien,
in her own genuine, gensible single-heartedncss,
had often solved many a stubborn problem, after
father and himself had been hammering at it for
days without either taking a splinter out of it or
striking a single nail on the head. Dermod solilo-
quised thus in the spirit of his trade, with an im-
aginary hamme-+ in bis hand, like Macbeth’s aerial
dugger, aud his rule and compass, at full stretch,
fairly extended beforec him. But not being ablo to
plauc the knot, or to arrive at anything like a dead
level, but, still at every point he turned, finding a
screw laose and stuff warpiog, he fell back upon his
original plan of consulting his mother, not only on

# Ah, yes—very much, indeed,” answered the wily
beauty -with a sigh, _

“ But not with all your heart, perhapa ?” ventured
the timid lover.

¢ With all my heart of hearts, Dermod,” wasthe
resoruate answer, '

“T wish I was that body,” moaned poor Dermod.

# And I wish you were not—and I have my wish,
and you have not,” laughed Angela. .‘

“ And do you love somebody 1n London after all?”

“ After all, what, Mr, Dermod ?” o
“After all the "~ Here Dermod fairly broke
down, '

% All the what 2" queried the cruel girl. :

“All the "—-a pause—"no matter, Angela,”
gulped the hapless swain—* no matter I”

Angela saw, through & vista in the blonde curls,
that a tear of trouble and mortification was stealing
down the bronze-brown cheek of her ingenuous
companion, ard her heart was touched, and she was
sorry she went so far, 8o she tossed her head some-
what saucily and said :

“Dermod, do you like anyone very much in

Ireland 2" account of her occasional displays of solid wisdomr
th“ I”do, but he is & boy like myself-a foster-bro- | huy because his heart told him that she was the
er '

properest person and the most sympathising agent
that he could possibly commune with in the matter
of Angela Dullard; and so Dermod OKelly turned
his footsteps homeward, and was very soon in close
confidential gossip with the wise woman of his
meditations,

“ Do you like him with all your heart 7"

* Well, I do—but not- that kind of'——
Dermod floundered once more,

Angela pitied him, and let him off this time.
© “Very well, Mr, Dermod, and if I have a little
glirl friend ?” .

¢ A little girl friend 1" snapped up Dermeod.

¢t Yes,” retorted Angela, archly, ‘and so you see
I love somebody in London after all.” '

The youth looked at the little syren with de-
light ; it was his first attempl at down-right love-
making, and he was so pleased with himself
that he was about letting out 'the whole
secret, and carrying her heart by assault, when a
rude band grasped his shoulder, and whirled him
right about o

“Hullo! young springald, this game won't pay,”
cried a rough loud voice, * won't pay, no way.”

“ Father!” exclaimed the girl, —

#Mousey I” expostulated the coarse parent, * it
won't pay. -Tho chap {e chuff enough, but Le must
sheer off, or I must pelt him-into the river.”

“Pelt-me into the river I” retorted Dermod.
Saxte—wou T

An anxious look from Angela stopped. the offen-
sive term. But Dullard only laughed hoarsely,
and pointed at him with derisive grimace.

The boy blazed up again, and Angela came again
to the rescue. | :

 Father, you must not ;-he and his often saved
us from trouble and violence, and"—— ‘

% Ay, Mousey, and love and murther, and hasty
pudding; but he must tramp—it won't pay—
Whammond won't have it. You understand 7"

“ Good bye, Angels," murmured Dermod, in &
low, sud tone. oL - ‘

- Can't you.go to blazes for the present,” roared
out the irritated ruffian; then, turning to his
daughter;, he resumed—* Come along, -Mousey, and
listen.to me. You'see, .you -must . give -up: the.
Papishes for the present, and you aud mother must
come and be- seen. at church; or I:lose lush,and
there will be no:meal for Mousey.” . -

“I:won't go to St. Canice’s,". said ,Moixse‘y.,; pont-

Here

——

_ CHAPTER IX.—A BarTLE.

When Bishop Whammond learned the defeat of
the civic guard, and the details of their poltroonery
and cowardice, he was both exasperated and deeply
concerncd. - He had ccnfidently reckoned upon
immolating the poor priest on the naked altar of
the new faith, and of sending the sacred vessels to
England as the first loot and fruit of his active
episcopacy. Instead of which, 8 band ef armed and
disciplined soldiers ran away from a handful of
Irisb robbers—let the Popish priest go scot-free,
and left their arms behind them, as a trophy to the
very mob that be wished to strike with terror and
drive into his ready fuld at the pointof the hal-
bert. A torrent of wrath flooded his very soul, and
he thought, like the pious Oliver of after days, that
the best way to serve his God and his king was, at
once, to shed the blood of all, or of as many of the
offending- partics as possible, as a reeking offering
to heaven, » o

We said before, that Ebenezer Whammond had
been a soldier, therefore was it that his. military
spirit, .like the metal of his nature, broke forth
through the tinsel of his unloly order, and urged
bim to dofl the mitreand cassock,and don the Lielm
and armour of the flesh ; to fling the crook aside
for the sabre, and to put himself at the head of a
strong body of relected warriors to storp the bauets
of the Rapparces, and to set the wood blazing ibout
thelr-ears,, = : . . - B C
+The pious Ebenezer was now. at his proper call-
ing—a’ pricst .militant—a reformed scrusader—a
teacher—a - preacher—an absorber -of .povorly—a
.sanctimonious cavotid-cutter—an upholder of.law
;and order—a man .of one virtue and &:thonsand
crimes ; the one virtue being the very qualified one
.of dogged ‘resolution;. and the thousand erimes
.—the. varied  qualifications - that; fitted him.to ‘act
-under an apostate and. a lecher. -...;

.-*The preparations and il_xtent.ions"oﬂ'tl‘:é:.'tjjéiﬁ?éiénit

#“ No

ing, o m el s T N

' Ay,-but I'll fetch you there, Mousey.™. '-.. ..
“1'd:like to catch you.at i, father,” said Mousey,
shaking her little head, and: looking winningly. at
the savage man;whose. nature ' was not. wholly im.;
pervious'to affection.:; .- Sy T

Loelniasa oy Ao | paree chief bystwenty epies and, messengers; and
 # Well; then, you'll fetoh me, Mousey, and: Wham-.

that undaunted soul oaly rejoiced.to bave. somebody.
«else of the-old enemy :ne!fl,.idéspoger@to’ deal with be:

pi
od;

churchman were 4t once communipated to the Rap-,

yeomen, and'he

iy ‘prompt; and energetic. action accordingly, and | |
¢I'd:fetch. yo with strengthene his‘pg;sjgg .and esq;:rc
pid;én) 8 ;large number/o

CON e

against the imsidious advances of the marauding
stranger,

In the open mid-day Generalthe Rev. Ebenezer
Whammond chose to approach the fastnesses of his
foe. James Dullard was sent in advance to recon-
noitre, and soon returned, reporting all silent, quiet,
and unmenaciong.

But when the reverend old soldier arrived at the
ample residence of the rapparce—an exteosive and
dense wood, flanked on one side by a deep river,on
the other by shelving hills, and siirrounded every-
where by a dangerous population—he paused, and
drew upon his military imagination as to the best
mode of umeartbing or out-burning his deeply-
burrowing opponents.

The wood was to large to be surrounded, at least
by the number of men at his command, although
they coneisted of five hundred soldiers of the line,
well-appointed and supplied, drawn from several
neighboring districts, and all true blues to a man,
under heavy pay, a necessary consequence when
soul and body are to ba enlisted together.

What was Ebenezer to do? Perhaps the place
was vacated, but perhaps it wasuot. Ireluod then
koew the use of arms and used them. His reverence
erred in faith, but nothing wasto Le had by erring
in arms but disgrace. - And in this light
James Dullard and his master were one. They
required interest on their actions,

BEbenezer leaned on the pummel of his saddle and
reflected, and theresult of bis brown study was : the
principal entrances and exits of the wood could be
secured by planted guards, the rivers bank could be
picketed, the wood's confines could be barricaded by
cut and fallen timber, at least here and there, 80 s
to afford focuses ugainst sortees or retreats ; a strong
purty, with skirmishers on the wings, could push
into the wood's centre, and, sctting five to the trees
with pitch-barrels and brushwood, force their way
along nntil the enemy gave battle, and thus uflord
the King's forces a tangible menns of attack.

Those tactics appeared admirable in theory, but
when they came to be reduced to practice, they
were found not to be, by apy means, so casy of
execution.

So long as the bishop's men remained on the
public road, they were all safe and unmolested, but
as soon as any party advanced within shot of the
wood's border,every tree seemed to shelter arapparee
or an enemy ; for every rapparce or every enemy
emnptied certain and deadly barrels upon the advanc-
ing columns.

Bishop Whammond thought this conduct of the
mere Irish very contumacious indeed, so he deter-
mined to put an end to all further opposition by a
sweeping coup-de-main,

Ordering, therefore, another and a general attack
upon the enomy's retreats, he headed a score of his
most ¢ffective followers himself, and making a dash
into the mais cutrance, sought to take the position
by storm. But the main entrance was well pro-
tected with trunks of trees, brushwood, and sharp
brambles, as, indeed, were all the several entrances
to the interior. So, no sooner had he touched the
nearest bough with his sabre, than a regular fuail.
lede saluted him and his men, and gent them reeling
back upon the road with loss and confusion, his
revercnce slightly wounded in the car,and a ring-
ing cheer after their heels, which exasperated him
to the very utmost. The men of the general at.
tack fared no better; indecd they fared worse; for,
in pushing onward after the first volley, they were
o roughly handled by the muititude of the woods-
men, that they—as the English aro always supposed
to do—retreated in good order, leaving their dead
and wounded behind them.

“Ye told me,” exclaimed the bishop furiously, as
he held his wounded ear between his fingers, ¢ that
these knaves numbered no more than a handful of
fellows—a dozen or more fairly counted ; and here
1 find their strength to be an hundred, if not more
by half”—hero he eyed Dullard ruefnlly.

. “All the wild Irish of the bugs and mountains
must have joined them,” declared the wortby hench-
mao,

“ Why, this is sheer rebellion against his majesty,”
vociferated the bishop.

But nobody heeded either his reverence or his
majesty, for the soldiers were busy carrying away
tbeir dend and wounded, and those within hearing
were grumbling and didaffected, for they were led
to believe that they were to have had an easy vie-
tory and a world of plunder in the treasury of the
woods,

Instead of which, they got a sound drubbing and
ghined nothing more but the mere act of forbear-
ance which permitted them to return to the Marbdle
City, without being pursued and decimated,

“ I go!" proclaimed the irate ‘military ecclesias.

-tic, shaking his clenched fist at the allent and pus-

sive trees, % but before the echues from your rebel
haunts have lain long amongst the pigmy hills, I
will make a desert of this vile place with cannon and
faggot, and hang every living thing found amid its
cursed precincts.” R
The trees showed no emotion at thé sacred rage,
but the menacing speech somewhat appeased his

whimpering forces and was a great relief to hisown |’

afilicted mind, particularly the notion of hanging
overything Irish, which, with devouring her pro-
duce, bas been indeed the only real consolation the
English ever had in Ireland. , ;

" That night the curféw bell of the Marble City rang
with a violence that threatened to drag down ‘the
pagoda tower on the top of the tholsel, and the city
gates were commanded to be leftclosed at the open-
ing hour in the morning, Trusty guards were also
appointed to acrutinise all persons  comingin from
‘the country,and several peremptory 'edicts were
promiutlgated through the city by the public bell-
man, for the bishop at bay sunperseded all other

legal authority in Kilkenny, and was chief magis."

trate ag well as chief minister , and- epiritual. con-"
i.-;The city legal functionariés, being imported with’
the reformed flock, . wero utter Justice Shallows in;
.their different departments, and wore only too ha
;:pg'__‘g@permw and abet 'his ‘more’ enterprising . lor
.ghi

-| soler to all who chogsé'to .look up to ‘him as a’

divh

is'{ Lord" Wh
and jury.’

position as neither irksome, untoward, or impractic-
able. In fact, ho liked sway, and power, and Jo-
mination, and he rcvelled in them.

CHAPTER X.—A Visir.

“ There, now mother?” gaid Dermod O'Kelly,
throwing his cap on the ground. and sitting down
between his father and mother, who were only
waiting his coming, to begin the frugal evening
meal, “There now! Augelais not to come to
Mass with us any more.”

“ How 18 that ?" asked both parents, in a breath.

Young Dermod recounted to them the unfortunate
occurrence of the day; and the determination of
James Dullard to bave his wife and daughter under
Bishop Whammond's eye cvery Sunday for the time
to. come. ’

“God is stronger than the devill” said Mrs.
O'Kelly spitefully,

O'Kelly, senior, mused for a moment, with his
head leaning on his hand, but made no remark on
the occasion beyond s short laugh, and a iz that
the way the wind blows

But futper and mother noticed their son's deep
despondency und distress, and had a long discus-
gion that night upon the best modo of managing
the savage Dullaid, protecting and preserving the
faith of his child, nnd securing the peace of mind
of their favourite son, whose heart, they knew long
ago, was lost to the innocent, handsome and cap-
tivating little Augela. The poor boy himself cried
all the night through, and came to his fathers
workshop in the morning with red eycs, asad heart
and 8 sitent demennour.  No song nccompanied his
daily labour, no story, jest or Joyouspess, and hiz
father was too full of the new event to give much
heed to is son's meluncholy musing.

And so the whole week jogged on, in painful
anticipation of what the coming Sunday would
bring, and of what poor, dear Angela was to do un-
der the new rule of her determined father. She
had not ventured near them cver sinco. Was she
prevented from coming? or was she cngaged in
endeavouring to soothe his savage nature and
carry her own will and way, as she always hitherto
had done. -

Little Angela was busy. She was at her wit’s
end. She hnd no counscllor, noadviser, no friend
or assistant, no intercessor of any interest or power
to direct her father from his settled purposo—in
fact, nothing could do it but money.

Her mother was a latitudinarian, She would
prefer not datkening any religious temple with her
listless shadow, but as to contend about the matter,
acd set about riling her unamiable partner, sho had
not the maost remote idea,

“ The King i8 defenler of tho faith” reasoned
Madame Dullard,  gg let him defend it, or mend
it, or bend It"~{with an emphasis). “She had no
notioh to bother her liead about the matter. Don't
bring an old house on our heads for nothing,” ad-
vised Mrs. Dullard, ¢ Surely you can pray your
own way cvery day in the week, and laugh in your
sleeve at the Reformers on Sunday. Don’t split
straws in a matter of nothing at all,” decided the
worthless mother of a worthy child. Then madame
thinking she had giver the soundest advice, nnd
promulgated the profoundest philosophy, aud the
most paipable common scnse, plunged her long
needles into her knitting, and plied them with a
velocity almost akin to immediato manfacture. In
fact, she kpitted all ber arguments, and clinched
thc;n finally by hunting them into her waiting
web.

# Mother I" said Angels, "I will not leave the old
faith, my sweet beads, the lovely Virgin Mary,
mother of God, the fincold holy snints, the angels,
the incense, the bells, tboaltar of Calvary, the
priest, the cross, the church that has God inp it to
guard it. Leava it and for what? To sit in a bare
pew, listen tc heretic Whammond rant for his pay
with a lot of old hypocrites listening to him whilst
he fell foul of everything sacred in the truc religion
which he has just Rold for gold and prefermunt. I
don'tlike it at all, and I won't have itif tather
fumed all over about it.”

“ Don't be foolish child nor pretend to know more
than your supetiora,”

“I don't pretend anything, mother; but I can-
not think we should turn away from the chapel be-
cause a cruel and a bad king finds that it will not
bend to his new notions.” ‘ -

“Angelal Angelal in good sooth it is you who
are ‘ Defender of the Faith; instead of the fickle
King Hal .

# A pretty way he's defending it ,” pouted'Angels,
“and all the bad stories about him. Didn't he cut
"of the heads of his poor wivea? and Dermod says
he’s & raging devil,” ... . ‘

+ Well, well, lags, we’ll see what Dermod’s tench-
iog will do for you; besides  bringing you
into trouble add disgrace, that fimily have no
‘worldly senge, and Dermod is no- Solomon, to say
the leagt of him. ' ' .

“I'm nota Solomon either, mother; butI know
what I'll do for all that” o

“ Aud what is'that, young wisencre " :

“T'H tell you that, mother, when I bave done it,
and not till then,” - K o

"¢ So suying the little casuist donbed her bonnet
and light shawl, and sét off in'the héclof the moran-
ing through the narrow stveets ind byways, crossed
the old bridge of St, Jobn, 'and turning sharp to the
right atSt. Juhn's'Cross and' the ‘Crusader Church,
wendea her way along Magdalen-strecet; passed the
massive square castle, and gliding into a short lany,
arrived at the porch” of the:' chapgl, to which she
had’so frequently travelled by waterin the'fumily .
boat of her good staunch friends the O'Kellys,

‘The sacred building was not many feet high, and
stood in‘the midst ot & graveyard, . the intetior was.
garnighed with pillars of thie boled’ of, unpléded fir.
trees, and the walls wére, lung with son¥etof those . -
primitive pictures which'no artist’ would:*awn but
which névertheléss, imipressed the- podf=codgrega- - -
«tlon with that" glory of faith, ‘devotida,*atl, and -
‘iympathy for Assion of our Lo : .

' Angela Kniocked at the ‘1o
timld-knock, and-aftér a tln




