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GHOSTS AND “THINGS.” 21

cured ?”’ ‘‘Arrah,” says he, “it’s aisy for ve to talk, so
it 1s.”” ‘“Well, Paddy. it’s getting on the edge of twelve;
if you are going tc do it, do it; if not, let us go.”
‘““Ah well, be aisy—be aisy a minute.” Then he added:
“You are not to look in, and I am not to have a
candle; lave me to meself, hut for thelove of heaven don’t
stir out of this. If I want you I'll call.” He then
walked in with a courage equal to facing a masked
battery.

I had a little peep-hole all ready, and this is what
I saw:—

The brave fellow walked up in fear and trembling
to the side of the table; he put his right foot on a low
stool beside it, bared his leg, and then—then came the
tug of war; but Paddy was equal to it; he took the
right hand of the “subject’” and passed it slowly down
over his bared leg; when this was done he knelt down,
crossed himself, said a ‘‘Pater Noster,”” and ‘‘Ave
Maria’ and then placed a small square of raw potato
on the table beside the body. This he did nine times—
each time keeping tally with a piece of potato.

Then he came to the door, and said in a dry whisper,
“LET ME out!”

As I look back upon that night, I regard that act
of Paddy Quinn’s as one of the grandest religious cerem-
onies I ever witnessed, grand in its simplicity and
trusting faith. Many a soldier who had fought in the
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GIIOSTS AND ‘‘THINGS.” 19

I'd tell.” ‘““Don’t say that again, Paddy; I'd trust
you with my life ; only tell me what you want to do,
and I'll do it.”

What was to be done was tc be done at the silent
kour of midnight, the moon to be at the full, and
none to be present but himself.

The following night would do, so it was arranged
that he would be on hand at 11.30. In the meantime
I would get evervthing ready.

The scene of operations was to be the new dissect-
ing room. This was in the attic, down the centre of
which ran a long, narrow, dark passage. On one side
was a rubbish room, on the other a line of small
rooms originally intended as bed-rooms for the ser-
vants. The doors had been made, and stood on end,
unhinged, against this partition—in this narrow pass-
age—and here the passage abruptly ended in a door,
the door of the dissecting rcom. This room had one
large dormer window, fronting on the river St. Law-
rence, and as the moon came up over the water its
light “slept” brightly and beautifully on the poor “sub-
ject's” face; the table was wheeled up so that not one
beam of licht was lest. Elephants’ and lions’ and
tigers’ and crocodiles’ skulls lay on the floor, men’s,
women’s and children’s heads—galore—were ranged on
shelves round the room; skeletons of men and animals,
down to Bandicoot rats were there; ‘dried prepara-
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correct thing to do when attacked by a lion. I had
seen it recommended in books of Eastern Travel. I had
never travelled myself much, nor was I ever attacked
by a lion, but this man never moved—he was worse
than a lion, and I might be annihilated at any moment.
Oh! for a word fiom old Kitty. She would have
prayed to the saints for me. I had to act for myse-lIf,
and I acted quietly—oh, so quietly. I feared to disturb
that ‘“‘questionable shape.” I retired backwards with
my face to the foe — until I reached the foot of the
stairs, and then ! then I took about eighteen steps in
three bounds ! Never before was such ‘“time’” made
on that stairway.

This was the first ghost—I may as well call it by
that name as by any other—I had ever seen. I had
not been eating cheese, and I had not, then, ever tasted
beer. I firmly believe to this day that I saw what I
have described, and as I have described 1it, ‘‘and further
deponent saith not.”

If tobacco had never been discovercd, or if parlor
matches had been introduced, and I had not been
obliged to go to the kitchen for a light, would that
‘‘poor ghost’’ have been there ?
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GHOSTS AND ‘“‘THiNGS.” 17

to one of the lumbering shanties, had been murdered
in the neighborhood, but nothing definite was ever
known.

* * * * *

For a couple of years, the united wisdom of the
medical foculty on Mountain Hill was devoted to the
case of Paddy Quinn. As his name implies, he was by
birth an Irishman, by occupation a stevedore, and he
was the unfortunate proprietor of a pair of very poor
legs. During the summer months he was at work
loading ships engaged in tle timber trade, and if there
wac abigstick, or a sharp-edged “deal” “‘convaynient,”
Paddy was sure to rub his shins against it, and this
being repeated day by day, by the time the summer
was ended, and Paddy’s occupation gone, he was
ready to spend the winter and all his earnings in
““undergoing repairs.” Poor Paddy—as simple and
good-kearted an Irishman as ever lived—he was passed
along from omne student to another, and one and all
gave him up—or rather his legs—as a bad job, until
at last he was handed over to me. I strapped and
bandaged, applied lotions and oiniment to those un-
fortunate legs, in the most orthodox manner, for a
whole winter withouat result—that 1s, without any
good result. One day he was better, another worse.
What between my want of success and the “chaff”
of the other sawbones, I was of all men most miser-
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