DN
fmf{.l{v' o T

——
posearamy

n\\\u\{@»

il
1)

CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

o

Ulng

Yl
e

=S

VOL. XXVL

~ MONTREAL, FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 18, 1876. .

NO. 27.

JUBILEE BOOK,
CONTAINING
INSTRUCTION ON THE JUBILEE,
AND PRAYERS RECOMMENDED TO BE SAID IN THE
STATION CEURCHES;
To which is prefixed the Encyclical of

His Holiness POPE PIUS IX,

For the ARCHDIOCESE of TORONTO, containing
the PASTORAL of HIS GRACE ARCHBISHOP

LYNCH.

for the DIOCESE of LONDON, containing the
PASTORAL of HIS LOKRDSHIP BISHOP
WALSH.

For the DIOCESE of HAMILTON, containing the
PASTORAL of HIS LORDSHIP BISHOP
CRINNON.

Fer the DIOCESE of OTTAWA, containing the
PASTORAL of HIS LORDSHIP BISHOP
DUBAMEL.

For the DIOCESE of ST. JOHN, New Bruuswick,
containing the PASTORAL of HIS LORDSHIP
BISHJP SWEENY.

sor the DIOCESE of ARICHAT, containing“the
PASTORAL of HIS LORDSHIP BISHOP

McKINNON.

For the DIOCESE of MONTREAL, coutaining the
PASTORAL ot HIS LORDSHIP BISHOP

BOURGET.
Z40IT DIOCESE has its Separate JUBILEE BOOK,

Par Copy, 10¢. | Per Dozen 80c¢. | Per 100 85

D. &J.SADLIER & CO,,
275 Notre Dame Street,
Montreal.

MEMORIES IN EXILE.

-Come, Eily, sing an Irich song, a dear old song of
home.

For oft m),’ lonely spirit flies over the scething foanr,

Tho' fifteen weary years have sped since I Iast saw
Ireland’s hills

Or heard the dulcet music of her sweet and sunny
rills.

But oft, Eily, in fancy, do I roam her streams along,
Or list, enrapt, at eventide to tho milkmaid's merry
sung ; , S
Altho'abseat from my native glens, with spiritsad

and sore, .
My heart is 51ill unchanged, asthore—pure Irish to
the zore.

Eily, do you remembor that eve by the river's side,

Where first I gained your priceless love—when you
vow'd to bo my bride?

And proudly did my young heart throb when at the
soggarth’s knee

You bucame my wife, pride of my life, mavourneen
ban machree.

But soon our joy was changed to woe, for the heart-
less landlord came, .

And at the dawn of the wintry day sot our roof-tree

in a flame,
Altho' I always paid his right—tho’ no rent could he

demand—
But evil laws gave him the might to take from me

my land.

T'll not pﬁin thee here to cite again the oft-told bit-

ter tale, .
Of which the sound re-echoes still through plunder-
ed Innisfail ;
The parting gricf, the scalding tears, the last deep,

bitter moan, . .
The love, the hate, the vengeful vow of aching

hearts and lone. : .
-Ob, are the old hills stillas fair, the vallies still as

reca

"The %il vcr'y lake, the sylvan brake, and emerald
mends betwecn, .

Agwhen in youth's fair dawning prime we roamed in
mirtn and glee

By the lake serene, and the brake so green, o’er the
flowery dappled lea.

But, Eily, sing, oh, sing for me some merry Irish

FOD,

And mygheart will beat responsively as the mea-
sure flonts along,

For nonght can buoy my spirits up or make my
heart throb free : .

‘Like the clear, soft, melting music of an Irish mel-

oly. .
And tho’ beneath this foreign sky my hair has
changed to gray,
"I still hope that my bones will rest bencath our

kindred clay,
JFor at the Spriog's return again, or beneath young
Summer’s smile, -

“We'll return once more to the emerald ghore of our

still unconquered Isle.
“«Doxar Don O'Brrye”

Birkenhend, January, 1876, [ Uailed Irishman,

_—

{From the Dublin Irishman.)
THE g

RAPPAREES OF THE WOOD.

A TrapirioyN 15 IRELAND tx TnE Rrion oF Henny VIIL.

By Dr. J. T. Campion.

CHAPTER XX VI.—CoxrarinG No7ss.

.. Dermod O'Kelly was really sorry for the untimely
end of the reckless Jamoes Dullard. . He knew there
was a pitched Dnttle between him and the bishop,
vary lately; aud it was uot difficult to come to the
conclusion, that a renewal of hostilitics brought his
lordship to grief, - - . C

- Neither of the dead men were a.Iogs to society—a
a loss to ‘Eogland—to England . in Ireland—or to
Ireland herself,. The birhop was sure to.bavea

subatituto ; .and so poordemoralised . Dullard, hia:
place, if it were dgsirghlﬁmigh.‘,ﬁ,fe dily.:be ;‘;i.i‘il“e‘q,.

~one bundred times qvey,‘:fraiﬁr_i‘ the .importunate crew.

of imported reformers spewed forth from the filthy
purlieus of ever merry England. -

But what was to be said or done about Angela and
her motber? Ycs, that was the question. And
Dermod resolved to take his wifc into his counsels,
and consider seriously ned well what course to
adopt ; first with regard to the present bhorrible
state of affairs, and, next, what might be the most
prudent course to pursue for the future.

Mrs, O'Kelly listened demurely to the scveral de-
tails of the complicated fix, and their conclusion,
and ag & preliminary, advised the invitation of their
son into their deliberations, on the plea that Ange-
ln and he were nlready betrothed, and it wss only
fair that he should have o voice, next to themselves,
in & matter that concerned them all individually
and collectively,

The father smiled at the maternal weakness and
most amiahly succumbed,

Young Dermod was hotrified at the account of
the death of Dullard ; but his horror soon ran into
another channel and assumed a different form—a
sympathy for Angela, In fact, he was no good as a
counsellor, for his brain, and his heart, and his
mind'sentire bent all tended in one direction,

* Hold your tongue, you young jackass !” Jaughed
the amused father. ¢ Yon can only sing the one
song like a cackoo. Go and call mother Liva; she
must know how matters are sooner or later, and it
may as well be now as any other time.”

Mrs, O'Kelly being of the same opinion, Dermod

weot blushingly away and did not return, but
Lina very soon arrived at the council chamber, and
was at once taken into confidence,
. “Poor James," mused the widowed German wife ;
' I always thought something dreadful would hap-
pen him, His poor head was always pounding
against something or somebody, like a big fy
against & window pane ; but he was always kind
to me and Angela, end was once a decent, dapper,
comely lad enough, until that unlucky Whammond
came across him and inveigled him into his new-
fangled faith ; and tkat, and the idlencss, and the
usquebaugh, and the company of the low English
crew imported into Ireland mude a changed man of
him ; but mark my word, poor James no more mur-
dered Whammond than I did. He'd fight like a
nigger when the drink was in him, bu: he was no
murderer for all that.”

1 think the same, Lina'' said Dermod. “If
poor Dullard never reformed, nor ever tasted ne.
quebaugh, or joined the King’s Christians in Ire-
land, he'd still be a respectable tradesmen, and a
credit to his craft to.day in England”

¢ Latterly,” still mused Mrs. Lina,” *“all England
and Irelund are wild about religion, Car’t they
let the king have his own way, and not be kicking
up a fossabout nothing, See now what a fass there
is, James killed and Whammond kLitled, and the
whole town ready to cut each other's throats, and
all about who is to be king and who is to be Pope,
and who is to follow one and who is to follow
tother.”

After which luminous synopsis of the origin and
progress of the retormed faith under Henry VIII,
and the effect of it upon his liege subjects, particu-
larly in Ireland, Mrs, Dullard collapsed into a fit of
the dismals, which neither of her friends thought
fit or neccssary to disturb or interrupt.

The counsel went for nothing, and ail that O'Kel-
ly and his wife could «ffect, as far as Lina was con.
cerned, wasto induce her to stay with them for
the present, and not to let Angela know any-
thing of the real estate of affairs until they were
able to resolve upon something effective for the
future,

So night closed her wings over the house of the
O'Kelly’s,and over the drooping lids of its eccupants,
The town appeared to be quiet, and all the busy
hive of human beings within the surtounding ram.
part walls slept, or appeared to sleep on that event-
ful day, rife with so many events, und fruitful of so
many incidents likely to prouuce eftects which ne-
body could anticipate, and about which, not a few
were as auxious and watchfvl as the day beforc a
battle, or the day after a conquest. :

Two things happened the next day, which threw
back the scenes, and rcvenled fresh action in the
stirring drama, There was a letter for Dermod
O'Kelly from his brother in Madrid, and there was
also a summons from the town executive for said
Dermod to attend an inquest that day on the mortal
remains of the dead bishop.

The letter contained an urgent request from the
writer, that the O'Eelly’'s should forthwith leave
their own disturbed country and go out to him,
whera both their Faith and their persons would be
safe and respected.

Dermod pocketed the letter and went forth at
the appointed hour toattend to the command as by
law appointud. ,

A live uss ip better than n dead lion” isvery
often 8 very applicable phrase; it was particularly
pointed and true with regard to the defunct prelate.

Scant regard was paid to his inanimate body ; it
was placed on a camp bed in the barracks, whither
it had been carried to be vis-a-vis with the body of
James Dullard, so that an intelligent jury might

bodics in the one place, and at the same time record-
ing their verdict with tlie greatest fucility and with
as little delay as possivle. .

The grave Leech, who attended upon Bishop
Whammond, way here in att-ndance also,

Like a ghonl, he poured overthe two cadavera, ro-
peating the cause of the death of the bishop, but
giving fresh evidence in the case of James Duilard.
‘The wound in the poor shoemaker’s scalp at once
of course, attracted his attention, and when he pro-
bed the lacerated integuments he found a small
leaden bullet imbedded there. This minnte missive
was found to correspond exactly. with the bore of
the pistol known to have belouged to Bishop:
‘Whammond, which led to further inference that bis
lordship had fired upon his henchman, and farther,
stil], that the wound by the kiife or dugger was the
reprisal in consequenco, ‘ '

4 \

norilg any chage of muorder, but conceding a pro-
‘Lability of & fricas bétween Whammond and Dul-
lard, and, entirely cxonerating the Cathulic burgess-
€8 from any blame .whatsover, < :

.. Dermod O'Ketly thonght all thi'to be very plain

o kill two birds with one stone) by viewiug the|-

" The coroner. ohargad, the jury retired, Dermod.
being foreman, and the result was an open verdictig-

and fuir sailing, and g0’ it was, to' all outward ap- }.

pearance and gembling. It immediately restored
peace and serenity in the whole town ; the bur-
gesses resumed their usual tranquil aspect and de-
meanour; young Dermod's guard on the house-top
was brought to an abrupt termination, ard mutual
coofidence, if ever it existed, was once mere appar-
ently established between the Suxon and the Celt.

But what was the report that weut up to Dublin
Castle some time afterwards, and that sometime
was when a group of the principal witnesses, and
all the coroner’s jury, left the Marble City upon an
occasion which we will have to advert to before we
close our traditional story and let the last scenc drop
on the habits, people, and events that pervaded
Ireland on the threshold of the Reformation, and
the new sacrilegious confiscation thut ushered in its
purity and its morals ?

The report to Dublin Castle was that Bishop
Whammond and his faithfol reformed servant and as-
sistant, James Dullard, were set upon by n baund of
the wild Irish called * The Rapparees of the Wood,”
crentures in the pay and in the service of the Pope
of Rome, and foully murdered in the open day, a
few miles outside Kilkenny town., The report
went further on to suggest that the deceascd pre-
late and his brother in faith must be considered
proto-martyrs in the good cause in Ireland, and
that more inen, and more mooey, and wore cocr-
cive meagures should forthwith be voted and ap-
propriated to the king's causc in the south-east of
Ireland.

To this brutal lie was appended ¢ God Save the
King.” ’

CHAPTER XXVII.

# I have nll the news for you,” cried young Der-
mod. radiant with joy, * Father has come from the
inquest, and affairs are not atall so bad as wo an-
ticipated. They find that your father und Wham-
mond has bad some coutention, and asn discharged
pistol was found to have belorged to the latter, the
couclusion was that your father used his knife in self-
defence, but has fled, and is out of the jurisdiction
of the court by this time. But strict silence is en-
joined on all the parties aware of the fucts, and the
affair is to be allowed to rest as it is, and we areall
tobe at peace once more.”

“Bad news at the best, Dermod,” sighed Angela,
sorrowfully.

“ Bad news! Angsla !" returned Dermod, reproach-
fully., “Why, my dear girl, the first report was
that your father James killed the bishop, and was,
in recurn, kitled himself by the Rapparees.

“ Abh! yes; but I never belicved that; the Rap-
parees were no friends of Bishop Whammond, and
futher would not kill anybody."

¢ But tbat is wot all the news—vyour father wil}
do better in any ccuntry than this, so you ars not to
grieve about his flight, particulurly us Mother Lina
has made up her miud on the matter, and hopes al!
will turn out for the best; but, Angeln, dearest, as
1 said before, that is not all” Here the wily young
Irishman sat down by bis gentle sweetheart, and
looking temderly in her droopivg face, and in softest
and kindest tonmes, continuvd—*% All the restia a
great secret~—mother told me—but youknow I must
tell my loved little Angela eversthing

% Yes,” assented Angeln, quite pleased.

“You must know, Angela” (he liked to be re-
peating her vame ag often as possible), ¥ father got
a letter from my uncle in Madrid.”

Angela winced a bit, and her delicate white
shoulders raised themselves a line or two above her
d-ess.

She evidently augured somcthing unplearant
fiom that letter from Spain, and the evanescent
movement was not lost upon Dermod, who, how-
qyer, in seeming inmocence, pursued his great
secret,

“ And we are to go out there without dulay.”

Here he took Angela’s hand that lay passively
and helplessly on her lap, and pressed it wirhin his
own The cunscious little maiden turned her head
away, aud the siightest of tiny scbsstole up from
her Leating heart, and in 1he confusion escaped from
her trembling lips.

Dermod passed his arm very quietly around her
waist, and then, indecd, he felt the poor frightened
and affected heart throbbing wildy and tumult-
uously.

# Angela, my love, why are you disturbed or dis-
tressed ; bave I uuwittingly burt yuo by any idle
word? If so, I will ray no more.”

The sycophant! the hypoerite! the male Celtic
syren!

4 Angelal Angela! I amsosorry. Shall I go
away until youare able fo forgive me

This was refined cruelty ! drugged boney !

Angela robbed aloud, and languidly turning
her bead drooped it upon ber lover's shoulder.

“Dermod dear,” she whispered convulsively, as
her whole frame trembled with intense feeling, “ate
you guing tol ave me.”

The sorrow, the agony, the avowed love and
affection conveyed in these few genuine words
overcome the slender policy of the generous young
Dermod. He clasped ber in his arms and burstin.
to tears.

“Iamnot going to leave you, my heart’s darling.
Mother and futher I might leave, but not Angela—
not Angela that I love abovo allY”

Here & terrible, loud sounding, and resounding
blow on the back brought Muster Dermod a bit to
his senses. .

% You'd lenve your mother, you young vagabone,
would you?” cried a loud, melodious, hearty, ringing
vuice, “and you tormenting and persecuting the in.
nocent pet that deesn’t know you ag well as I do
Come here, Angeln, my child; he shan’t bave you
at all, or any chap like himn that would threaten to
lvave his own mother.” .

Dermeod Janghed loudly, and Angela escaped, and
Mrs. O'Eelly wag left atone in her glory, and ia the
full tide of pridg and joy at the happiness of her
noble boy and the prospect of his early union with
the geutle creatura who yielded to him her troth

| and admiration, and. who was washed to her feet

like a beautiful waif of the ses to gather up, to pro-
tect, to. preserve and cherish. . )

Our ‘story .Is over, and our task is done, and lit.
tle wore remainsg to be said, exceptit bu that:
Angeld nnd Dérmod were marrled by good Father

"Scott” in’ Magdalen.church; that the 0'Kelly’s all
‘sallled for' Spain, leaving’ Mother Lina'after them in
Esgland, with some “of her friends aud Her ‘people, |

until they should settle down in the new country.

But we may ns well inform our readers at once
that the fair and easy Mother Lina never saw the
Spanish shores ; for, after a courtship,short, sharp,
and decisive, shic espoused a young countryman of
her own, a German clock-maker, whose religious,
political, and Iatitudinarian priuciples exactly coin-
cided with her own, and with whom, no doubt, she
was supremely blest,

She often sent messages, and sometimes 1etters to
Angela, but they were principally instigated by the
dircetion of ber husband, and nlways consisted in
querics about chenp materials in the clock-trade,
and hints for presents of big Spanish onions for
muking German messes and ragouts,
* . . L] - .

Of the broad, deep, and cxtensive Glory's Wood
mentioned in these pages, and which extended for
miles, on the present site of the Freshford-road, its
umbrageous foliage bowering down to tho green
banks of the Nore, only one gnarled, crooked,
weather-beaten, wasted and worn tree remained,
whicli T sat beneath, some forty years ago, opposite
& furmyard, and by the roadside, and there heard,
from an old fishing crony, the first tidings of the
traditional story which I have now just concluded,
and whicl: has been rambling about the easy angles
of my memory cversince,

[THE BXD.]

THE BROKEN HEART.

(From Passages from the Diary of « late D'hysician.)

There was a large and gay party assembled one
evening, in the memorable month of June, 1815, at a
house in the rcmote suburbs of London, Throngs
of hacdsome and well-dressed women—a large re-
tiue of the leading men about town—the dazzling
light of chaundeliers blazing like three suns over-
head—the charms of music and dancing—together
with that tone of excitement then pervading so-
cicty at large, owing to our successful continental
campaigns, which maddened England into almost
riaily annuncintions of victory;—all these circum-
stances, I say, combined to supply spirit to cvery
party. In fact, Englund was almost turned upside
down with universal feting!—Mrs, ——, the lady
whose party I have just been mentioning, was in
ecstacy at the eclat with which the whole was go-
ing off, and cbarmed with the buoyant animation
with which all seemed .inclined to contribute their
quotato tue ¢vening's amusement. A young Iady of
some personnl attractions, most aminble manners,
and great accomplishmenta—particularly musical
—had been repeatedly solicited to sit down to the
piano, for the purpose of favoring the company with
the favorite Scotch air, % The Banks of Allan Water.
For a long time, however, she steadfastly resisted
their importunities,on the plea of low spirits. There
was evidently an uir of deep pensiveness, if not
meluncholy, about her, which ought to have cor-
roboruted the truth of the plea sho urged. She did
not seem to gather excitement with the rest; and
rather endured, than sbared the gajeties of the oven-
ing. Of course, the young folks atouud her of her
own sex whisprred their suspicions thut she was in
love; and, in point of fact, it was well know by
dcevural present, that Miss —— was engaged to a
youny officer who had earned considerable distine-
tiou in the Peniosular campaign, aud to whom she
wis to be united on bis return from the coutinent
It need not therefore be wondered at, thata thought
of thy varjous casualtics to which a roldier’s life is
exposed—especially a bold and brave youny sol-
dier, such as her intended had proved himself—and
the possibility, if not probability, that he might,
alas! pever

“Return to claim his blushing bride.”

—but be left behind among the glorious throng of
the fullen —sufficed to overcast her mind with
gloomy anxictics and apprehicosions. It was in-
deed owing solely to the affectionate importunities
of her relatives, that she was prevailed on to he
seen in gociety at all, Had her own inclinations
been consnlted, she would have sought solitude,
where sho might, with weeping and trembling,
commend her hopes to the hauds of Ilim # who
sceth in sceret,” and « whose are the issues” of bat-
tle. As, bowever, Miss '8 rich contralto voice,
and skilfnl powers of accompgniment were much
talked of, the'company wonld listen to no cxcuses
or apologice ; so the poor girl was bzited into sitting
down to the piano, when she ran over 8 few melan-
chaly chords with an air of reluctance and dis-
placency. Her aympathics were soon excited by
ths fine tones—the tumultuous melody—of the
keys she touched——and she stiuck into the aoft and
foothing symphony of “ The Banks of Allan
Water.! The breathless silence of the bystanders—
tor nearly all the company was thronged around—
was at length broken by lier voice, stesling, * like
faint blue gushing strenins,” on the delighted cars
ot her anditors, as ghe commenced singivg that ex-
quirite little ballad, with the most touching pathos
and simplicity. She had just commenced the verse,
¢ For his bride a soldier sought her,
And & winning tongue had he "

when, to the surprise of every body nround her, she
suddenly ceused playing and singing, without re-
moving her hands from the instrument, and gazed
steadfaatly forward with a vacant air, while the
colour faded from her cheeks, and left then pale ag
the lily. She continned thus for some muments,
to the alarm and astonishment of - the company—
moti -nless, and apparently unconscious- of any
one’s prescnce, Her elder sister, much agitated,
stepped towards her, placed her band on her shoul-
der, endeavored gently to rouse her, and said hur-
riedly, * Anne, Aone! 'What vow is the matter?”
—Miss —— made no auswer; but a few momonts
stter, without moving her eyes, suddenly borst into
a pirreing shrick ] Cunsternation seized all present,

4 Sister—sisterl—Doear Anne, are you ill 7 again
enquired ber trembling sister, endeavouring to
rouse her, bot in vain, Miss——did not stem either
to see or hear her, Her eyes still gnzed fixedly for-

‘ward, till they scemed gradually to expand, as it
‘were, with an vxpression of glassy horror, - All pre-
‘sent geemtd utterly” conifounded, and- afraid to in-

terfere with her. Whispers" were heard, % She's il
—in a fit—run for some *water, Guod (iod, how

‘atrunge—what a piercing shrick,” &e. &c. Atlength:
‘Migs—'s tips moved. She bagan to’ mutter - in-

uidibly ;. but by aod bye.those 1mmedia.\tu1y:’n§ar;

f‘-“_s::-‘Bub the summer-grief.hadsbro.u'g‘lii:'-‘h-er,-.‘ v' :
wonkeo o - Ang the soldier—falie wag he'— :: - .
OB, o, no, never—Oharles=-my poor ‘murd

her could distinguish the words, ¥ There !—thure
they are—with theirlanteros.—O0h ! they sre looking
out tor the de—a—d /—They turn over the heaps —
Al !—now—no !—that little hill of slain—ser, sce!
—they are turning them over, one by one.—Ther!
—7iEre HE 13 !=0Hh, horror | horror | horror l—Rignr
TiRovay THE NEART!Y and with o long shuddering
groan, she fell senseless into the arms of her horror-
struck gister, Of course all were in confusion and
dismay—not n face present, but was blanched with
agitution and affright on hearing the extrnordinary
words she nttered. With true delicacy and pro-
pricty of feeling, all those whose carringes had bap-
pened to have already arrived, instantly took their
depurture, to prevent their presence embsveassing
or interfering with the family, whe wero aleendy
sufliciently bewildered. The room wassoon thinued
of all, except thosc who wero immediately engaged
in rendering their services to the young lady: and
n servant was instantly dispatched, with n borse,
for me. On my artival, I found her, in bed, (still at
the honse where the party was given, which was
that of the young lady’s sister-in-luw,) She bhad
fullen into a succession of swoons ever since sho
had been carried up from the drawing-room, and
was perfectly scnseless when I entered the bed-
chamber where she lay. She had unot spoken a
sylluble since uttering the singular words just re-
luted ; nnd her whole framo was cold and rigid—in
fact, she seemed to bhave received some strange
shock, which bad altogether parulysed her. By tho
use, however, of strong stimulants, we succeeded in
ut length rastoring her to something like conscious-
ness, but I think it would have been better for her
—judging from the event—never to have woke ngain,
from forgetfulness. She opened her eyes under the
influence of the searching atinulants we applied,
aud stared vacantly for an instant on thase standing
round her beside. ITer couatenance, o an ashy hue,
was damp with clammy perspiration, and she lny
perfectly motionless, except when her frame undula-
ted with long deep-drawn sighs.

“ Oh, wretched, wretched, wrotched girlt" she
murmured at length —“ why have 1 lived till now?
Why do you not suffer me to expire? He called
me to join him—I was going—and you will not let
me—but I MusT go—yes, yes.

* Anne~—dearest |—\Why do you talk so? Charles
is not gone—ho will return soon—he will indeed ”
—gabbed her sister,

40h, never, nevor! You could not see what I
saw Jano ""—she ehuddered—* Ob, it was (rightful !
How they tumbled about the heaps of she dead |—
how they stripped—ah, haorror, horror I?

“ My dear Miss——, you are drenming—raving—
indeud you are,” said I, holding her hand in mine—,
Come, come—you must not xive way to such gloomy,
such nervous fancies—you must not Indeed. You
are frightening your friends to no purpose.”

“ What do you mean ?" she replied, looking moe
suddenly full in the face, “I toll you it is true!
Ah me, Charles is dead—I know it—I saw him !
Skot right through the heart. They were stripping him,
when——" And heaving three or four ehort con-
vulgive sobs she again swooned. Mrs—— the lady
of the house, (the sister-in.law of Misg—— ns I
think I have mentioned,) could endure the distress-
ing sccoe no longer and was carried ont of the
room, fainting, in the arms of her husband. With
great difficulty, we succeeded in restoring Miss——
once more lo consciousness ; but the frequency and
duration of ber relnpses began seriously to alarm
me.  The spirit, being brought so often to the
brink, might at last suddenly #lit off into cternity,
withaut any one’s being aware of it. I, of conrse,
did. nll thnt my professionn] knowledre and ex-
perience suggested : and, after expressing my rendi-
ness to remnin all night in the house, in the event
of any sudden alteration in Miss—— for the worse,
I took my departure, promising to call very early
in f.he morping.  Before leaving, Mr——had ac-
quainted me with all the particulars above related :
aud, a8 I rode bome, I could mot help feeling the
liveliest curiosity mingled with the most intense
sympathy for the unfortunate sufferer, to see whether
the corroborating uvent would stamp the present
as one of those extraordinary occurences, which oc-
cusionally “come ¢'er ua liko a summer-cloud,” oa-
tonishing and perplexing every one.

‘The nuxt morning, about nine o'clock, I was
again at Miss —'s bedside, She was mnearly in
the sume state as that in which I had left her the
preceding evening—only feebler, and almost con-
tinually stupified. She seemed, 88 it were stunned
with some severe but invisible stroke, She said
scarcely apything but often uttered a low, moaning,
indistinct sound, and whispered at intcrvals, « Yes
—shortly, Charler, shortly—to morrow,” There
was no rousing her by conversation ; she noticed no
one, and would answer no questions, I suggested
the propriety of calling in additional medical assist-
ance; and, in the evening, met two eminent Lro-
ther physicians in coasultation ut her bedside, We
came to the conclusion that she was sinking rapid-
ly; and unless some miracle intervencd to restore
her energies, she wonld continue with us but a very
little longer. After my brother physicians had
left, I returned to the sick chamber, and sat by
Miss ——'8 bedside for more than au hour, My
feelings were much agitated at witnessing her sin-
gular.aud aflecting situation. Thers was such &
sweet and gorrowful expression about her pallid
features, deepening occasionally, into such hope-
lessness of heart broken anguish, ag no oue could
contemplate without deep emotion,
besides something mysterlous and awing—some-
thing of what in Scntland is called second-sight—in
the circumstances which had occasioned her ill-
ness. '

 Gone—gone!” ghe murmured, with closed eyes,
while I was sitting and gazing in silence on her,
“gone—and in gloryl. Ah| I see the young con-
queror—1I shall | - How he will love me |—Ah .. re-
coliect,” she continued, after o long interval, ©it
was the *Banks of Allan Water’ these cruel people

.made me sing—and my heart breakiug . the whilel

—What was the verse I was singing when I eaw”
—she shuddered—%Qh [—~this— = -

. » -.%For his bride a soldier sougl-ntf?her,

-i» - And a winning tongue had: he—,
1. On the banks of Allan ‘water . ... .. ..
.~ None so.gay mg she! - .i:

o
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'There was,



