ronne

o e S ) ! e

. I

i
R

L ‘_.‘N\m.. e
AN N
P~ B

R NP 5

T

| A e AR S 1 Y 8 Sy 0 A M o A b R AP

L o [ A e 0 ST e b HE L B e

—— 2 U e TR 'g- OETN \\‘-I"‘.
Iy " SN
ST N \ 34

o .
mnﬁ%‘.; ]

i

it

1l
Ul

:-mm‘
,_imﬂﬂ

};5"1' 1 S oy

CATHOLIC

o el e b 4, -

RSERN,
Sy o

G \ ““

&S

"

CHRO

1

NICLE.

y 0 — - W
TR .‘,.-,E'F--......_...
Ry

\mx\m@.w.ﬁ,

\ \. b Tﬁ-l“
__\;\\“..\\\\\“‘\%\\%“@

VOL. XIV.

rHLE SISTER OF CHARITY;
OR,
THZE CROSS AND THE CROWN.

(From tah Lump.)

CHAPTER V.

Years had passed away ; Father Paul had
sone (o recesve the reward he so well merited
?rom the hands of the great Master he had
served so well.  Redmond’s Cross was as beau-
tiful as ever; nothing was changed ;. the little
brook sang its pretty melody ; the linden trees
told their tale to the wind, as it played with
thewr yreen leaves ; the ivy and moss were more
luxuriant than of old. ~ Deople regarded the
spot with a kind of reverence, _aml sometimes
sought it at twihight, and talked in whispers of
the brave young warrior whose head laid low iz
foreign land, and of the pale, l)eau.uiul Sister of
Charity, who bad been lus only triend. _Same
said they were oo guod, both of them, for this
earth, and praises, warm sod lovmng, from the
depths of these genuine Trish hearts, were lav-
ished upon them. Some remembered how hand-
some he was wheu lie was a little child and l}s_ed
to play in those rums und send his boats sailing
down the brook; how kind he had ever been,
both as boy and man, to the poor und afflicted.
Others remetnbered him on the day of his de-
parture, so bright and hopelul 5 bis facg so glail
and ins eye so bright. It wus even with more
tenderness they spoke of Natbleen, with some-
thing of awe intermingled with love.

But there is a strange commotion to-day in
jhe cily ; crowds are hastentng to the port.——
There is a vessel preparing to sturt, and she s
carrying with ber the preciovs legacy—a band
of Sisters of Charity,  Apparently they are
Joved hy the people—these holy ruus; for some
of the women and cliddren are crymg aloud, and
every one looks 2sif hie were losing bis best
friend. There are five of these brave and de-
voted women leaving fureser country and leizn-
dred to seele hardslups and privation, nay, even
death, in a distant land. There s no regrel
amongs! them ; a love the world und'erstands not
burned in their hearts, and made pain pleasure,
and toits, and burden objects of euvy. 'Lhey
were young, 100, and full of energy ; they had
years belore them to pass i fabor and trouble
for Him to whom they belonged, and now, as
the vessel prepares o start, and friends are
crowding vound them to say farewell, they :-pe:ak
put few words, which, few as they are, sink
deeply wmio the hearts of the people. b’!oﬂw]y
they vathdraw, one by oue, to the cabin,  See,
one remsing v deck yet half o moment louger ;
ber eyes are fised on a distant part ol the eity,
—there green lrees ave seexn, waving their tail
heads as though bidding her a fast adieu. _

Teader, do you know that sweet, thoughtful
face, with tslook of holy love and lugh resolve ;
those deep eyes ; so full of heuvenly light and
thought ; that Leautiful figure, hiddes Dbenealh
the coarse serge habit and the vei ! It is iNath-
leen.  Mone sv devoted, none so vages for the
wizsionary life and its bard dulies; she had
longed for it, prayed farat, and wow it was
Lers. i _

Six months after the arrival of Lhe Sisters in
Q they were entreated 1o visit apd at-
tend the military hospital 5 two puns were  espe-
cially charged with this duty—:Sister Clare, and
Sister Agatha, a lady of great experience and
inteihgence.  How Sister Clare rejoised in tins
new lask 3 and yet it was no easy ong.  There
wete men dying there—hardeued sinners, Wio
bad never sard a prayer smce they lisped ¢ Our

Father? at their mother’s kpnee ;) there was o
life of s, of reckivssiess, and impieiy o be re-
pented ef and aloued for g there was contntion i
1o be exeited w fiese world-worn bearts, the |
simplest doetrines of the Churck to be taugit i
there were others whoe had heed widloes boys
and wen, bw bad fately goae astray snd were
durkiess aud misery 3 thers others !

Dwihin desired

sound of her clear, beautiful voice ; nor the elo-
quence of her words and prayers. It would
haunt you, and 1 the midst of your pleasures
you would think of that as a glimpse of anotber
and 2 better world.

¢ Bister Clare, Sister Clare /” cried one of
the ntrses 5 ¢ the doctar is looking for you ;—
there’s a grand case just brought n ; all the city
is  commotion about it : they say 1t 1s an officer
who hias been nearly ten years a prisoner in the
Indian camp; beis dying, but the doctor thinks
he will hive through this day and the next. IHe
is in No. 7, and they want you directly.

She hurried there, and was met by the doc-
tor at the door.

- Oh, Sister Clare, T am glad you are come;
I must |eave this case entirely in your charge;
It is 2 very sad ope j there is nothing wmuch to
be done, but be will require constant watehing
he must not be left a moment, ‘There are se-
veral wounds, but only one that will require
much dressing ; it is an old sword wound In the
arm, which has opened agmn and seems very
painful.?

She approaclied the bed ; she did not look m
Ins face, but saw on the piliow a 1mass of raven
hair, threaded, alas! with silver.

¢ He is quite worn out, poor fellow,” safd the
doetor ;5 ¢ give hun some of this cordial as oftern
as you ecan. You see he has not strengih to
speak. [Tt appears that many years ago e was
badly wounded and made prisoner by a party of
Indians, and has been a prisoner in their tribe
ever since ; he seems young stdl?

"The doclor went away, and Sister Clare kaelt,
first 1o ofler her uew charge to God, and then
iried to rouse hiin to take some of the cordial.
A famt groan responded to ber efforis.  Unwit-
tingly she touched the wounded arm, and a con-
vulsion as of great agony passed over his [ace,
and fie openud his eyes.

+ My good friend,’ said Sister Ciare, ¢ do not
be frightened ; try avd drink this)

¢ Who are you?’ said the man, in a low, weal
roice.

Low asit was the tone seemed familiar to
er, and stirred a wemory that bad long been
sull.

¢1 am a Sister of Charity and your nurse.’

¢ God be praised! It islong sivce I heard
the sound of a Cliristiun womaun’s voice.’

e drapk the cordial, and slept ; then awoke,

burning with fever and racked with the pain of ;

s wounds 3 but to the nun’s greal joy no mur-
mur passed his Iips, only the sweet names ol
Jesus and Mary.

‘] will dress your arm,
the pain,” <he sud.

LEven her firmness shigltly gave way wien she
saw the fearlul plice, but sie did U so gealiy
and with such delicate perception of tonch that
it dud not fucrease he pain, e was oblined tao
be ruised slightly [or the bandages o be fasten-
ed; a hitle vibbon teli from his neck ; she ve-
moved it —there was a cross atteched to it —
Motber of Merey ! it was hers; it was™ Louis
who jay there—Louis,

and burced long yuars ago.

aund that will cease

She uttered no ery

—apeke no word j {or one Mowment she as [er- o4 pefore mny tune, wounded and maimed, my

fectly stitl in body and mund ; and then her heart
poured forth o torrent of jove and gratitude to
God; but to him she spoke no word ; but when,

quest, to soy the Litany of Our Ludy ; her vowce
though tremhling, was sweeter than ever ! each
epithet seemed a carol of fove and prove.

The wight passed, and ca the marres
cerved, with a fervor that astumished ali, the
Inst sacrouments,  She kaelt by b, and recited
the prayers for the dving. There were moeny
ta see mun, Jor the story of fns i

0

|

maposonnent ant fearful wounds,
and intrepidity, was bruited over ine
the noblest and fairest would have iironged
round Gun 1o mintster to bim, but he zsked fur
soditwile, and rest with Gedy, and at bis desive
none were admitted.  The Sisters watviwd by

r
11

1
1}

i him a cordial, and wiped the death-danap

be transmitted as ! desire. Will you kindly
listen to me, Sister,a few minutes, and then
grant me the favor I shall ask 7

¢If I can obtain the permission of my supe-
riors, T will as far as possible comply with your
wishes.’

¢ Thank you. I need not tell you the history
of my life—1I liave neither time nor strength—
but in a few words I will give you its outline.
I am an Irishman, born near the city of C——,
T am descended from a noble and honorable fa-
mily. Eleven years since I left home and friends
to seek my fortune n the American war., At
first I was successful, but one day I was sent
with a small party of men on an errand of great
importance to the quarters ol the commander-
in-chief.  On our way we were overlaken by a
large party of Indiaus. Few ihough ve wure,
we mnade a vigorous resistance, but were at
length obhged to yicld to numbers. My men
were all slain with the exception of one, who,
together with mysell, was made a prisoner, and
carried many hundreds of miles away, aod de-
tained n the camp of the tribe. 1 was {earfully
wounded, and for more than two years had quite
iost the use of both arms. At the end of that
tine we began to make plans of eseape, but,
alas ! we were too closely watched and guardec.
At leagth my poor companiea died of the hard-
ships he was compelled to endure.  Afier five
years’ imprisonment, I made my escape, but
was only to fall more bopelessly inlo the hands
of another party of the same tribe. God gave
me strength, and I endured my long cupliviiy
fer His sake, and oflered it with tie nmpnson-
ment of the martyrs. Then, passing whole
nights in those beundless forests, locking up into
the clear, dack heavens, shinivg with innwnera-
ble stars, the nothingness, the emptiness of the
world I bad so loved and toiled for, struck me
with a force I could not resist. it seemed as

though the curlain had fallen fromn Time, and | which forgets earth and remeinbers only Ieav-inet, she liehted a candle and sty

I saw only Eternity beyond. What I could do
for God T dud ; T instructed the poar savages;
T dwelt amongst and baptised their children ; at
last, volentar:ly and freely, they gave me liberty.
Al L have never doubted that it was the yweet
Mother of Mercy who broke my chan.’

He paused, trembling and faint.  She
from
bis brow ; when he spoke again it was in a
whisper—

¢T left o my howme two friends, a kind cld
priest and a fuir gentle girl, who was to have
been my wife. When { lelt her she gave me
this cross ;" and he placed it in hier hands. ¢ She
lives in C 3 her namne 15 Kathleen Dunro-
sen g every oune knows ber. Wil you either

Mind frer or get some cne else to doit, and tell her

bat vou were ®ith Louis Redmond when be died

Ptell her—¢ the large tears fell from his cyes—

tell her ] bave bezn faithful to Gud, our Ludy,
and to her; that I lived to bless (zod fui my
long captivity and the ruin of my hopes, becanse

- they broke a spirit that would not bend, and de-

A istroyed a pride and ambition that would huve
whom she thonght dead

ied e to run. Tell her that 1 left ber young,

“ardent, and hopeful, and tint you have seen me

oave

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 27, 1863.

There is no Kathleen

leen before you died.
Louis, let us

now ; she ltves in Sister Clare.
thank God together)’

He looked ozce lngeringly, doubtfully, and
{then clasped his hands and laid them on her
bowed head, as though to bless ber.

¢ Kathleen, Sister Clare thank ocur Lady for
me, T die happy. I eannot speak, but—' but
there was not strength for another word. He
kissed with the greatest love the crueifis she
laid upon his hips, and when she raised it his soul
had winged 1ts flight to the everlasting haven.

Sister Clare told the history to the priest who
had attended Louis, and to the Superior of the
Coavent, and many yeurs alterwards she told it
to me.

Redmond’s Cross still stands, but in the place
of the old chapel there is a magnificent church
built by the merchant with whom TLonis had
lived, Elad Louis survived, he would have in-
herited that vast fortune, but now it was all ex-
pended in the erection of the church, and a con-
vent fur the Sisters of Charity. Swer Clare
was removed there, and in a few years became
the Superioress of the convent, She died dur-
g the fearful msery caunsed by cholera which
appeared in C——, in its most violent form,—
i Devoted entirely to the poor, she thed in thew
service, and 15 buried jn the nun’s cemelery,
which was once the old court-yard.

I have seen her grave, and the stately tomb
where the lust of the Redmonds sleep:.  'Their
memory has never died. ‘Lhere were those living
not long since who had u distinel recollection of
Sister Clare, and her sweet face and holy words,
of lier numerous acts of devotion and charity.—
She bad that most glorious of all crowns, the
prayers and blessings of the poor.

Reader, 1f you seek true self-deuinl, true de-
Ivotion tn God and to charity, that devotion

! en, vou mus! seek it in that church whose Greai
| Founder first taught the virtues of hunulity and
lowhness. :

THE END,

: A MAY FLOWER,
| CHAPTER
!

1

1t was a night of December, with a lkeen
Peasterly wind blowing, many stars shining  bril-
lizutly in the Wack sky, and a woon intensely
Dwhie throwing a cold glare upon everything.

A pleasant night for some as coudd by seen
by the lights in the houses, the merry laughter
1t escaped from =ome cpea deorway, or the
music that {leuted oet from drawing-rooms and
The watchimin
Dwas annonneing i stentoran tones it it was
j past twelve and a fine night, and crowds of botl
bsexns were coming ont of the Theatre Noyal
Jafter seeing a dramatic performance.
or, though of late tie inbabitauts of the eity
i6f Cork hare hecome great. sdinirers ol operas,
{concerls,nnd everything musival, yol there way
i a time, and not long ago either, when they lad
Jan espectal  taste for fplays” Desides the
| Theatre Royal they Lad several amateur drama-

i died away n tie cold sireet.

i
|
]

s ever repaid ; you have prayed to see LKath-

hair white with sorrow, and my spirit_broken: ! societies, the members of which were m U

; but that I died blessing and thanking God, and | yapy of delightivg their friends with representa-

P e L . acknowledging His ways aré just and proper ;:— i tions of Fluelet, Maclketl, Richard tue Third,
alter she had quite Anisbed, she koelt, s ins re-;

that I would not exchange my life of ceplivity \Uihello, fie., onee or twice in the week, Now,

~and hardship now to be zn emperor; snd tell | yjough the theatres were usually superannuated

oroping in i e miaht he etor o -

g ! \ T is e S8
bood wud Tirtuous, bul who rembled and w:‘m:el ._%un:., aud the iast EPAERE he ever saw 0.“ earth
] " : Q. | mmer Clare spent slternaiely piaying andd

faith arew weak at the appronch of death.
\v0|ll.f]il1s;:! o, ladiea wha study case snd Cl)‘lhlj
fort! oli, ye whose path lies wmougst roses ! it
vou couid opce btave seen that lospita _‘_v:;rd,
vour weas would be sirapgely startled.  "Those
nwrew bedstends, and therr white eu.tuing, and
the hagmaril {uces, the wau(luring.c)‘es, and the
manned Hnbs formed a dreary piciuce by the
hgiit of the Jawmp ; yel there was the Sister of |
Charny’s work, sinising to quiet the ravings of
delirium, batlong the fevered brow, smootbing
with peatle hand the rovgh pillew, tossed in the
sullerer’s restless anguwsh ; tending, with words
of merey and kindoess, sowe figure writhing
with puin ; stopping Le say a litauy or a prayer
by another whose bours were counled sud were
uearly passed ; bringing everywhere peace and
comlort, and offering meanwhile in her owy heart
a bundred times in the night the precious blood
of Jesus for each poor soul. You would not
forget 1he pictare ; nor the sweet, ¢a'in face of
“the-nun; it with pothing of eaith in -it; nor the

reading to him passages from the Passon of Our
Lord.
and she peard her own game;, with confosed
words of Redmeond’s Cross and Fatlier Paul.—
They did not move the ealm Leart of the nu
—all was pence there,

Sometnnes b mind dightly wandered, .

Bet wher the frst davn of davlight appeared, -

the slight delirium ceased, and for the first tie
bus eyes were terned fall upon her,

¢ Sister Clare, lie scid, so faintly that she
was obliged to bend over hun to hear the werds ¢

Chauds s but ke

¢ Sister Clare, you huve been very kind to me;
I know 1 need not thaok you, for God will.—"
You say 1 have bur few hours to live—listen:

for ten years I liave prayed every day to our

Lady, and sometimes all day long, to ask ber

to grant me one favor before I died. For some
reason, of which she, sweet Mother, con judge

better than my poor self, she has not granted my | She implored God’s kel
prayer, but in her goodness and bounty ‘she has [ she knelt by bis side. :
perbaps sent me here, that my last . words may _!:_ ¢ Faith is ever rewarded ; confidence 1o Mary

i

i
i

dhe cros

 her also, Sister Clare, that I sent this cross ; thut i stables or stores, the dresses and decoralions of

i

it has never left me. bave Kept every prowml | most [aidtastic character, the seenes and drep,
ise ] made to her vpon it that for ten long | the atlempt of a juvenile sign-pnter in lis first
years I have prayed mght and day 1o see hev i cgar of apprenticeship, yet pecple weut there,
befare I dizd, hal I die content without ths §p0 were de ghted
blessing, since God will s, Wil you prowise | often lamented therr youth, seciug that rhesmit-
tae this shail be done 1° ism il cther ailments were citer burs to ther

1t wes Pheoaming fwnatenss.”  JU was a hebdy wik tie
promise.” and he was contented.  fle guve er good old Cork peopie, and | uever heard that it

Once aguin she behl it in her bands ;. brovght them 1o any harm therr fove for the
there was oie moment’s rocollestion of the tnne drama, and I ooly bope that the operatie citer
sie frd given 1t 3 of Hedmend’s Crass, the gold- tuinmests of which they dre becemuyg =0 very
e sunlight, the fitile brook and the green trees,
of Louis, his eloqueat words and bright, hope-
ful face.  Then there was 2 foolt at the ¢ying
man, st {eeble, so worn-out, thopgh yet in Uie,
prime of lite, and then Sister Clare knelt and
tlessed God tor His wanderfel ways,

by
il

en effort 1 answer, but ske sie, 1

at least, torafly and lor ever.
sald belore, 11 was pust Uweive, aud crowds we
Burrying from the play to their several bures.
1 do not thmk thut any * star® wos down
“the ting, nothing bot an ordinary  company for

Y

;oand old men and women

“foud; will uot destroy their former predilection,
Well, a2 1 have

ul

Lous slept aud she watched; the golden
dawn appearsd,  There was a  far g
duswn coming for that brave soul. Ide awoke
with a ery, and :he placed 2 crucifix in his
svemed troubled and said to
ner 1—

brighter !

the Christwns boliday,  Yet there was onu

Hfor she showed evidences of muceh talent, awd
, besides possessed wint is not thrown wway upon
| Cork people, beanty, though with all she was
very timid, and by Ler diffidence often spoiled

actress whe was lked very well foom the {irst,

! .
P months she

No. 16,

street, at which she knocked loudly with her
kouckles,

‘The said habitalion was most unnrepossessing
in appearance, having an old avercoat of vinather
slating with ever so many holes in 1t ; the win-
dows patehed up with boards and brown paper,
and a water-shoot hanging on at the side, with
all the tenacity of a death-gripe, green with
mould and moss, and looking as if 1t had been
purchased from Noah second-hand, when he was
giving up the Ark,

After four or live knocks, Mary O’Donnell,
in play-bills as Wate Morton, was admitted into
this very ugly cdifice by even a more ugly dame
half dressed, and hollmy  n caundle w ber hand,
who did not utter a ward, but growled in a most
ferocicus manner.  But Mary, dot mwmding  the
growl, ran up tie old stairs untl she came (o
the third story, and then slybtly pushing a Joor
on the landing, it opened Dbefore her.  The
room was in almost dotal darkness, except a
small bit round the fire-place, which received a
litthe fight from the dult red fire that glared out
of the grate, hike some sleepy wenster 1 1ts iren
cage.

A mangwith yery wae bair, sat at one side ip
an arm-chair, scemingly asleep, and a cat was ly-
g stretehed franting the fire. Wien Muary
O Doouell entered G room, the man bal rose
from bis seat aml sajd -

Slsatlate, edild 2 b remaned op to-night
waitimg for - you, and theugh 1 otned 1o keep
awake, sl stevp overpowered wme)?

¢ Nothing later thas weual, father,” answered
the gl

“tave you ncted well 1o-nicht ¥ he asked,

F Not beiter than last nigin) <l veplied, and
jadded, quickly, ¢put dowa the kettle, futher,
tlor I oam tinrsty, and [ would Lke a ey
tea)

When =i had taken off ber shawi and  bhep-
the tie
vigorausiy, and, drawinyr the table from the con-
tre ul the toom elose o the beastl, began e
collect 1ie pecessary artictes for o lea-table,
and giranze them symmefrically.  You ey
falle ¢f the charns of faizigs wal <prites, o
everythg of tha! kind, bul T dely suy {1
pust; present, or In cotne, 'O ke aueh b
Hormatios as Jid (il young girl who bad bees
issed oft e Cork boards, und had come hrme
'I..'.':f
rgatn Hiat sueh @ shord G Befare was clomy
and melaioly inoos aspear, fanee TR
charmivg, Aud when Doai O Dol ane s
daughios sut down to e at one o Lo
morutuz, L s e doe v rtal by
wonld Bave been ghad £ b erantted tn jain
thew.  Ioveryibing Dociood seoighty, even tow
gy col roms ap wnd o tire bauk o bier
IISTPESSy it cotitencel T opurs nedelatizably,

As the wan 2t in s ehadr, you wonbd ot fira
sipht suppose b was soventy years old, far e
ade wis s While oa suow
yobage was nol stwopal wpon s taee, and o
couzh soon told that discase was working
vsad uvec on bis frame, LUwas evident,
too, thut be was owkwyg an cifurt 1o eat the
moiset uf bread veture nim.

)y ol

Al I\

rather sad, becanse uf i, 1o jwr [odgings.

1.owW

"o Tite

AP

Wity stooped, gnd b

Bui there was a brillianey in his eye that it
Dup the old man’s face, and mude his daunghter
sutard to bl at bimg though to one acenstumed
to sen parsuns (o cousutnpdion it would huve heen
Pa very bad amen indeed.

Lew words pussed between ihe pair during

tea.  She hat had enongh of talking, and it wus
a relief to lier to be stent ; while e occupied
Wimsedf wonaking offorss o eat s bit ol taust,
unt pazig doudly wu tes daughiee. luga
O’ Donnelt sad bren w wan iolding a respeciadle
cposition an the world, but times changed with
him § and, from ey o oweil-to-do werchont in
tie ey of Dublie, be Bind wil at once becone &
Ppeamless cuteast, awd would probably have died
of starviction guietly bad ol bis daughter, then
Shut eignicen years chi pone e M stagelo
malce & livelihood $oo Loy aand Bevaddl

She bad lest ker mother &t au early age, but

-shie never targal bor i
Cpreserved o btthey woag
Gofore whichy wyvwy wight amd worumy, she
fpoured forth all W aspirations of ber soed m fer-
Svent prayer.
Cooftwas o eary sk Dor Mary O'Dounell Lo
i pass unseuthed througl all the temptations which
cbeset her path on tie stage 5 for Ihough she was
bt three moulis an acliess, youin these three
undergone wmore flhen any one
beyond bersell eavld know or even think of.

ooty counsels § end always
2ol the Blessed Virain,

’

*Qh, 3f my mother Mary lrad granted wy
prayer, [ could have died Lappier)
» Would ir, then, mnake you more
your prayer were grauted ¥ :
*Yes; I have such fuith 1 iny mother ; but it
cinnot be—’

"Then there was a struggle in (he heart of
Sister Clare. She sadly wished to tell hum who
she was. Aod yet it might uot be for the best.
p and Mary’s aid. Tlen

contented, 1f

. the finest parts of her role. She wasborne =~itli | ! . w0
| for some nights, the ilea bring that as she gotto: Whal battes she fought, what victories she
[ know the audsence her tumdity would vanish ; ! gawed, what strugales she bad to muntaia, no
I'hut such was not the fact, 'or upon this night ' one kaew but herself. Ay, even she did not
sbe bad been guilty of some fuux pas, and the | kuow the whole extent of lLer conquests. But
consequence was, that the people losing patience | she Lad one standing at “her right, hand, ever
hissed ber off the stage. ready to be a friend o the poor, to the weak, to

No wonder, then, as she came out at the stage I the orphan one, whose love for human kind 15 as
doorway, that she felt ber head hot and feverish, | great as her power in .her Son’s kingdom ; one
notwithstanding the cold east wind which was l whose life here upon earth enutled  her (o the
blowing sharply in ber face. Walkivg. rapidiy 'Ih\ghea\ place reserved for morial 1n the kimgdom
along she soon: came to 2 house 1 Duncan- ! of Heaven.: one who npever forgets the iowly

2



