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In this remarkable community was born, in the year 1734,
the child destined to be the mother of Methodism in the New
World. The family seem to have been of respectable degree,
and gave the name, Ruckle Hill, to the place of their residence
in Balligarrene. Barbara Ruckle was nurtured in the fear of
the Lord, and in the practice of piety. She grew to woman-
hood fair in person, and adorned especially with those spiritual
graces which constitute the truest beauty of female character.
In her eighteenth year she gave herself for life to the Church
of her fathers, and formaslly took upon her the vows of the
Lord.

In 1760, in the twenty-sixth year of her age, she was united
in Christian wedlock to Paul Heck, who is describéd as a devout
member of the Teutonic comnmunity. Ireland then had scarce
begun to send forth the swarms of her children who afterward
swelled the -opulation of the New World. Only her more
adventurous spirits would brave the perils of the stormy deep
and of the untried lands beyend the sea.” It is therefore an
indication of the energy of character of those Irish Palatines
that about this time & little company of them resolved to try
their fortunes on the continent of America. = = - '

“On a spring morning of 1760,” writes one who was familiar
with the story, “a group of emigrants might have been seen at
the Custom House Quay, Limerick, preparing to embark: for
America. At that time emigration was not-so common-an oc-
currence as it is now, and the excitement connected with their
departure was intense. They were accompanied to the vessel's
side by crowds of their companions and friends, some of whom
had come sixteen miles to say ‘farewell” for the last time. - One
of these about to leave—a young man with .a thoughtful look
and résolute bearing —is evidently leader of the party, and
more than an ordinary pang is felt by many as they bid him
farewell. He had been one of the first-fruits of his country-
men to Christ, the leader of the infant Church, and in their
humble chapel, had often ministered.to them the Word of Life.
He is surrounded by his spiritual children and friends, who are
anxious to have some parting words of counsel and advice. He
enters the vessel, and from its side once more breaks among
them the Bread of Life. And now the last prayer is offered
they embrace each other; the vessel begins to move. As she
recedes, uplifted hands and uplifted hearts attest what all felt.
And uvone of all that vast multitude felt more, probably, than
that young man. His name was Philip Embury. His party
consisted of his wife, Mary Sweitzer (remarkakble for her per-



