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templei, i a glorious record of those for-
moir days when man bowed to a thou-
sand gods and worshipped a huindred
demons boneath ils dono. Il tells us of
the time spoken of' by Bossut, vhen he
sIid " verytiîng was God except God
.iliniself."

.And flic iiglity Colesituii-wlich
miust be seen and studied in oirderto I
forIn an idea of its greatness, of its
power, of its mnajesty-the

'J'y pe of the antique Rome i rich reiquary
Sof lofty cioi tietmplt ion left to 'ilie,

By htried' centuries of pomp and power 1"

It tolls is of-

"Vastnessf! and age ! anl imtemories of old i
Silence 1 and Desolationi and dii

iNiglit 1"

.IL its describd liy EIigar Allain Poo n
his owin glowig anguag aid poetc
style- 1tuc c

lere, where a licro fell, il colimin falls !
Ilere, where ic i eigi e gi fla tred nt

A udni ht vigil holds rite swarthy bat!
Ecre, %vliere t he dames of Rtoime the-ir

gui ile bair
Waved fo the wind, now' wave tlic reed and

fit istle !
Bere, where on golden tirote mli inonarch

lolled,
Glides spectre-like tinto lis marble hoine,
Lit by the wan light of the horned noon
The swift and silent lizard of tlEe stones.'

But Romo's modern history is like-
w'ise fourid in lier monuments. To
wards tlie centr'e o the ages a light
Ilashcd upon Golgotha's top-its rays lit
tp the world ; thley peiet'ated into the
duep winding coridors of the catacombs,
and there romained pure and brilliant
until the tine cane lor those betns to
gild the gorgeous domwe of St. Peter's.
Tliey transformed oeyting, aiid iti-
dcir tieir frutifyinginfluonces ve find
the *icar' off Christ sending forth his
mandates from ithe thr0one of the
Caisar.

It would be impossiblefoi is to mon-
tion ny more of tlie iumbeiless piles

whiehi tell so powerfully of the past-
likewise wotildit be impossible to touîci
on the difll0oronît nations aid] thteir ioi-
umtents. Spacehvill pormtîit of ieitier'
One nor the other. Buit wo will itmeraly
speakc of cine partieulai country where-
]i more ancien t relies are to lie found

than, perhaps, in any other land in the
wor'd. Wc r'efer' to the l sen-gir'dled,
streamn-si lvoreod, laîke-jeowelled Isle"
kcnown ns Eriin. The history of Ireland
mnay bo found in ier- songs, in her re-
cords, in bier firit'y itales, but tbove all,
iii the olden monuments of Erin can wo
rcati of hier formri'ii dtays, lie d;ays of
glory and of freedon.

To tel lis of' lier early Pagnismn, of
lier sacred Druidisn iii very barony,
in every county, in overy griove, by the
banks of' ne:arly overy str'camî, by tite
side of ne'arly overy hill, im the depths
of'noarly every valo-tiere stitands some
Dui'id altart, pifect as wIeo n te last
bloody sacrifice was of'ered ipon it.

IL (els of ier aicient laws, and of
how justice was deat0t ont to tie tr'ibes,
we stili moet with the Brehon's chairs.
wiei'c sat te propict-judges of' wion
blind Caro'ean, and stili earlier, Ossian,
sang. Thenl the Oghai Stones and te
mats and tite fairty hills.

.But above il, the historical mnoeîtt-
monts par excellence are the Gubero
toVwers. Built by Vite fabled man known
as the Gobhian Snor, they are supposed
by sone to lave been sanndtwers, nd
this supposition gives rise to the study
of the fire-woiship of the day. Others
call then temples of Dr'uid worship, and
tius cause us to study the rites of tie
Drid faith. Again, they were styled
bell-towers, aind every title they got,
every line found in them, every object
about item, gives rise to the study of
lrelanti's past. What they wer'e it is
hard to say, but what they are we
know. They are the mile-stones along
ite way of lrish histor-y.

Denis Florence McCarthy thus speaks
of Vthem-

The pil lar towers of Ireland, how glorious-
1'y Viîey statnd,

By the laites and ritshing rivers, tro' flic
valleys of te laind,

It mystic ille thouigholit ite Isle ihey lift
(lheir hecads sublimec

These gray old pillar temples, these conquer-
or cf tite.

Beside these gray old pillars iow' perishing
andi weak

Is the Roian's archt of tritmpi and flic
Vempie of te Greek,

And the goId dones of.By and the
painted Gothie spires-

All are gone, one by one, but the temples of
cuir sitres.


