
***** was crumbling under the blows of 
an ignorant and pagan barbarism, 
men feared for religion and truth, 
and believed they .might perish from 
the earth. Into this Europe came 
the missionaries of the Celt, armed 
only with courage, knowledge and a 
perfect faith in the divinity of their 
mission and out of the crude ma
terialism of barbarism they organiz
ed the nucleus of European civiliza
tion and religion and built up cen
tres of light and leading which 
were to transform the savage tribes
men into teachers, warriors and 
churchmen.

The Celtic

the attention of the A.O.H.
once they have completely 
but the stage Irishman. Now that 
a British Prince of the royal family 
Is called after St. Patrick there can 
be no objection even for the mdet 
fastidious.

THE RE-BIRTH OF THE CELTIC Oh I Brin, By william J.my country, altbo’ thy BUILD UPAnd llee In oblivion near .Tara's 
old hall.

With scarce one kind hand to awaken 
thy slumbers.

Or sound a long dirge of the eons 
of ringed.

The trophies of warfare they «tend 
still neglected.

For cold llee the warriors to whom 
they were known;

But the harp of old Ireland shall 
still be respected.

While there lives but one bard to 
enliven Its tune.

She site Deride her spinet 
As noon accents the sun 

Her eyes are on the rock 
Her memories are far a’ 

From this old Irish home, 
And yonder fields of ripe, 

A loved voice whispers in 
A voice she

found Fortune Hidden
Behind Holy Pictures.

The writer of the follow! 
j, one of those men who 
tfrtir minds on the buildii 
lriah Ireland; and, truly, 
Had needs their aid. bell 
jn deadly peril. Ireland Ii 
j becoming an Anglicise, 
that is. an Ireland In nan 
pographlcal term, no Ion 
tlon with a nation's high 
» mere province crouching 
submission at the feet of 
.©•> master.

nationality is like an ii 
fortress which cannot 
through the carelessness oi 

its defenders. Nations p 
internal weakness; rare!; 

-from external assault. , 
ceases to exist only when 
that vivifying spirit which 
as nationalism. As long 
tains Its own language, cul 
own literature and adhe 
own customs it remains 
.despite foreign rule. In a 
-falls from its rank as a 
its own *111. not by the efl 
enemies. This is the view 
writer of this work adopts.

The author is a young 
•has all the vigor, the ei 
and the outspokenness of m 

youth. He is an enthusias 
practical one, not a drear 
■sighs for the winning of 
able good.

He belongs to that risin; 
iron of Irish nationalists uj 

the hopes of our country chi 
He deals in this little wo 

.questions very vital to Ire 
deals with them as effectivi 
fully as a limited space alio- 
ing by the evil influence 
^'fons et origo malorum" 
sign government, he prefers 
of the internal evils from * 
country suffers—evils which 
lieves can be remedied by c 

We think most of his rea 
agree with him in his cendi 
of eeoininism, that monta 
(perhaps we should say die 
the brain and heart) which, 

Ty, is so rife among our upj 
middle classes. Seoinin and 
ism are now familiar words 
designate that section of th 
people who

A special despatch may not hearfrom C Umber
to the Sun, of Baltimore,renaissance ot to-day 

can give life and sweetness to com
munities which have lost the spirit
ual sanity and strength so essential 
to a humanity in harmonious re
lations with its Maker;

If youth lives in the future days, 
Age dwells within a haunted pMt 

O'er one the sunrise caste its ray* 4 
And tears upon her old hands fall.

A voice, which sounds so faint art 
low.

She hears the sweet word “Mother'i 
call.

As oft she heard it years ago.

Most interesting sequela
to light of the death of Edward, Mc
Kenna, native of Ireland, octogena-Oh 1 Erin, my country ! I lore thy 

green bowers.
No music bo me like thy

and it can 
buttress faiths grown weak and put 
heart into men grown fearful in the 
presence of a militant materialism. 
The Celt speaks of another world, a 
Land of Heart’s Desire, where the 
weary are at rest and where the bit
ter, cruel struggles that breed hat
red and inhumanity shall cease for
ever. He says boldly and with cer
tain conviction, "I shall not perish 
like the beast and the grass; Death 
does not end all; Death is but the 
beginning of the larger, better life; 
1 believe, I know, and you cannot 
shake my belief. Science may feed 
the body, but it can but starve the 
soul; and the soul of the Celt is an 
imperishable thing. You may rob 
me of my bread and my bed, my 
fields and forests and send me forth 
like Ishmael to wander over the 
world; but I have that in me which 
is beyond the greed of man and the 
power of

iflan gardener and expert fruit grow
er, who died early in the month. On 
the day that the remains of Mr. Mc
Kenna were laid 
$8700 was found in the

murmur
ing rills.

The shamrock to me is the fairest of 
flowers.

And nothing more dear then thy 
daisy-clad hills.

Thy caves, whether used by warriors 
or sages,

Are still sacred held in each Irish
man's heart;

And thy ivy-crowned 
pride of past ages,

Tho’ mould’ring in ruin, 
deur impart.

Brittania may boast of her lion 
armour.

And glory, when she her old wood
en walls views;

Caledonia may boast of her pibroch 
and clamour.

And pride in her philabeg, kilt and 
her hose.

But where is the 
old Erin ?

Or where is the country such heroes 
can boast ?

In battle they're 
and tiger,

And bold as the eagle that flies 
round her coast.

out in hie home, 
room behind 

pictures of the Crucifixion of
Pope Leo XIH. The money was in 
notes and gold. The notes were laid 
flat between the backs of the pictures 
and the retaining boards. The gold 
was in little bags hanging from nails 
in the wall, hidden from view by the 
pictures. Mr. McKenna's aged widow 
has placed the money in a bank to 
her credit. There are no children. Mr. 
McKenna wae a man who practised 
economy to each an extent that the 
general impression prevailed that he 
was almost poverty-stricken.

Bhe looks beyond the open door, 
Her thoughts are murmured in

sigh.
The shadows lengthen on the floor, 

And laughing children, trooping ^ 
Free from the school's restraint r< 

joice;
And in the dead past days again 

She lives; and listens for the voice 
She loved so well; and lists in vain

turrets, the

do gran-

soul of the world. While the call of tions and powers he denies the God-
the past has been hearkened to by 
those outside the kith of the Celt, 
nrnnj', like Yeats, continue to study 
«the myths and legends of Ireland and 
her spiritual tributaries, and to read 
the message in her literature that 
has lain dust-cfvered and forgotten 
for ages, loving the spirit that 
seemed to animate it all, touched 
by the rdbust faith which believed 
and taught that the material world 
is as a breath, and that the eternal 
verities are in a kindly nature, in
tangible and apart.

Mystical and poetical, spiritual and 
Idealistic, the Celt in ancient days 
walked with gods and demigods, and

head are apparent in a cruelty, in
humanity, dishonesty and contempt 
for genuine morality, which cannot, 
be disguised or denied; and there ex
ists a pessimism and discontent 
which cannot be hidden under the 
feverish gayety, nor satisfied by the 
systems of spurious ethics, which 
seem to mark the age.
THE CELT HAS KEPT FAITH IN 

GOD.
The Celt seams to hasve received 

more than his share of the 
of the world; prosperity ht 
smiled upon his land or ra< 
many a century; he has been scatter
ed over the earth to tell the story 
of his fateful land, and eat the bread 
of the stranger; but under all con
ditions, in all lands, ho has pre-

How silent seems the cabin hom* 
The achoolhouse door is open wid^ 

Thoee youth-crowned, happy scholars

As sunbeams o'er tho meadows 
glide.

Intent she listens for the feet 
To pause and enter at her door, 

The measures time in each heart 
beat-—

She wakes; 
more.

THE MEDICINE HABIT.

nation can rivalFaith
which is perfect knowledge.”
THE UNIFYING POWERS OF THE 

CELTIC RENAISSANCE.
This is how I understand the Cel

tic Renaissance and its mission; and 
though its fire and volume may 
flame and flicker, ebb and flow, it 
will persist to the benefit of the 
world. Empires and civilizations 
have risen and fallen; cities have 
sprung» up in strength to crumble in 
decrepitude; industries have flourish
ed and died; 
have bloomed 
their fleets t

There is something fascinating 
about a medicine advertisement. It 
begins by describing the symptoms 
of the disease for which it is a sure 
cure, and any one with a vivid ima
gination will immediately /eel all the 
pains and aches, “that full feeling 
after dinner,’* a rumbling in the 
head and everything else described in 
the advertisement. The medicine will 
go straight to the “spot,” and from 
one to five bottles will cure. In 
many cases the medicines do cure. 
It is easier and cheaper to go to 
the druggist and buy a bottle of 
medicine than it is to call on the 
physician or have him call on you, 
and then pay him and get hie pres
cription filled and pay for that.

The medicine habit is easily acquir
ed, particularly it the dose is some- 
tiling pleasant to the taste. In the 
matter of narcotics the sensation is 
more agreeable than otherwise. A 
small Idoee taken to relieve pain, 
followed by beneficial results, gives 
the user a firm belief in the medicine. 
It is easy to take a dose when there 
is no pain, and

alas ! they comefierce as the lion

sorrows
The sounds, which on her old ear* 

fall—
The igusic in the linnet's tone, 

The whispering Summer winde-recatl 
The one beloved, who left her lone. 

The songs she sang when night 
brought rest.

She often in the stillness hears; 
Yet solace summon to her breast. 

E'en if their echo summons tear*.

The breeze often shakes both the 
rose and the thistle,

Whilst Erin's green shamrock lies 
hushed in the Bide;

Contented it grows whilst the win
try wind whistles.

And lies

ana nis poets and singers wove 
this appeal of the higher life into 
the very fibre of the race and meule 
the Celt a dreamer and artist In pa- 
gan days, a prophet, preacher and 
missionary in his Christian days.

This message of the Celt, the voice 
tiiat speaks out of the mists hang
ing over Irish hills and valleys be
fore Troy was. comes into the tired, 
•cynical, sceptical, agnostic twentieth 
century to stir to life the soul of a 
world which has grown to account 

material success, material pleasure, 
material things as all sufficient; it 
comes as a healing medicine to hu
manity, which was starving its own 
spirituality, and forgetting the great
est and most unconquerable thing in 
«11 the universe wae the soul of man, 
and that the greatest gift of God 
and nature to man was his capacity 
to be once more a child, his power 
to believe in and take joy from the 
™»en but veritable powers all round

trade and commerce 
and vanished, and 
ve rotted aa tneir 

marts have mingled in the dust; and
while these, the trophies of material
ism, have perished, the belief in the 
soul and in the things that flow out 
of it have continued down the ages. 
Men have forgotten their souls; races 
have worshipped their bellies and dei
fied their passions, but the Celt
has remained sill down the ages true 
to his ideals.

The practical, as in contradistinci 
tion to the spiritual, side of the Re
naissance—and it is really comple
mentary rather than contradistinct— 
is in the revival of the Celtic tongue, 
a strengthening of the spirit of na
tionality, the disappearance of feuds 
and animosities, a stimulus to Irish 
industry and Irish interests and a 
general reconstruction of the na
tion, its ambitions, hopes and aspi
rations. The human necessities ot 
the land demand and must have ma- 
terial aids, material improvements;', 
it must, if it is to endure, receive its 
share of the benefits of the saner 
features of modem civiHzation; but 
the impulse animating Axe whole 
movement is the soul of the race in 
action.

w. B. Yeats has placed his finger 
on the undying heart of the Celt and

undisturbed In the moss 
of the vale.

Then hail, dearest lsla 
tune's proud ocean.

The land

in Nep-

Her Mary of the soft brown hair, 
And trustful eyes, remembered still 

As when she lisped her nightly prayer 
Beside her knee. 'Twas God’s good 

will
That die should seek a distant goal 

Far, far beyond the ocean’s foam. 
With fearless heart and stainless soul, 

To help the mother loved at homo,

my forefathers, my 
parents agra !

Cold, cold must the heart be and de
void of emotiotv

That loves not the music of Erin- 
go-bragh.

THE PUB1TY Of IHELAIIB. are servile imiti 
fie ways and manners of ti 
dgner—the Preacan Mor—a 
look down upon and conten 
ütog and everything that ! 
*«tly Irish. This class 
Ml differs bat little, save 
™re contemptible,, from 
known as the Garrison, whe 
themselves on their English 
«d boast of being as Engl 
blood as they are in sentime, 
, , been lo”g the "pamper
ion. ' of onr foreign rulers, 
p«y their patronage by wha 
«U loyalty, whlch raeBns_,
'loose to understand the wo, 
they will uphold the authorit 

power « long ae th 
2=nty unduly favors themsel 
ZÎT*- History shows 

'oyttty is syno 
•tim? Stoe”- Th» motive, 

ClMS of Perso,
.,L tcmbUtr CBn

htm They are willl,
a COT

From the 'Victorian Year Book' 
we take the following table * 

Illegitimate births to every lO 
children bom:
Scotland, for 15 years................  8.01
England and Wales, for 15

years .......... »... ..................... . s.W
'Hasmania, for 6 years ..... . ......  4.81
New South Wales for 15 years. 4.2'
Victoria for 16 years ................. 4.14
Queensland for 14 years ........... S.ôl
New Zealand for 14 years......... 2.8f
Ireland for 14 years ................. 2.04

soon the habit The evening shadows fall upon - 
That vale where Amur water*

flow;
The rugged crest of Slievenaanoo 

Still sentinels the homes below. 
The whitethorn-scented old boreea;

The lilac blossoms drooping low 
The beechen foliage between—

She sees them as in long ago.
vra.

As last she saw her long ago,
She sees the face remembered wdl- 

The parting, when she murmured low 
À blessing in the word “Farewelli1* 

As one unsteady arm enfolds 
The form beloved. She can endure 

she knows she

It is not the poor that dread the 
trouble and expense of a physician 
any more than the well-to-do. A 
dose in the closet la worth half a 
dozen or more in the drug store, and 
certainly the one at hand is preferred 
to the one a few squares or a mile 
away. A woman once contracted 
the medicine habit from being pre
sented with a case of homeopathic 
medicines when she was about to 
take a journey. She had no need ot 
a single remedy in the case, but be
cause the medicines were there she 
tipped one bottle and then another 
to her tongue, from time to- time.

. .. a“ thc world ia content to 
teed ita heart and mind with the 
triumph of the etock market, the vic- 
tfri°e 01 politics, the gaina of trade- 
~“re remains a thinking, remnant 
who realize that the vital spark 
which fanned to flame, makes na
tions great and principles enduring 
most be sought In the heart of thé 
rimple man and not In the hurrying 
workaday world; and the mission df 
the dreamer, the singer, the idealist, 
tte rainbow climber, whom the ma
terialist passes with a smile, is to 
h«P alive ItwM
th«t intangible something hr the soul 

Japan which has kinship with the 
dream of the Celt, which, when pre- 
paredneas was perfected and material

,ï" ”hauBted Its resources, 
made the Oriental dreamer triumph 

I» a word the Celtic Renaissance 
te an appeal to the world to remem-

Whm ,tS aoul — 
*7’“®' “■ simple and Its mind 
*en. to recall the days when the 
**** was close to nature and to Gods 
end to warn It that unie» it tuna, 
h*dc t„ drink at the water, of real 
Ute the world must rot and perish. 

The Celtic Renaissance 1. a re-aver- 
of the imperishable truth of 

Christs word, "Man liveth not by 
«*Wkd alone." r j

This Is to my mind a definition of ' 
T61"”8 and life-sustaining 

•Pint of the re-awakening, or to be 
more exact, the reassert ion, of the 
•oui of the Celt and his attitude to
wards the world; and this priceless 
peerl has been preserved In all tho 
mutations which the fortunes of the

Much son 
hold»

The whiteness of her soul still purqt
1878-me lew grew; the soul of the land 

was awakened; the appeal for the 
ancient tongue was heard and heark
ened to; for in that forgotten lan
guage .the voice of the race was lock
ed up. The gospel was preached and 
listened to and its voice was heard 
in other lands; and its scripture was 
read by other races. Men and wo
men in the hurry of materialism 
stopped to listen to the song that 
recalled the youth of the race, even

The whiteness of her soul unstainsi 
She holds, fond mother far away; 

Her love of virtue, St*! retained 
Her guide thro' life from day t* 

day.
Know thou no blush of shame may

life, but she still lives. Another 
woman became a confirmed drunkard 
from buying medicines made of bad, 
whisky.

illegitimacy ................14.0 per 1,000
Scottish illegitimacy. .21.5 per 1,000 

But there le a still more drastic 
teat. The same writer taka» two 
Irish counties, Ce the lie Connaught 
end Protestent Ulster, and compares 
them thus:
Tm years, Total To 1,000

1879-88. Illegitimates Births.
Connaught ............. 833 6.6
Ulster ....................8084 81.1

There we see the Pro testant pro
vince ten tlmee as Immoral In this 
point as the CethoHc one. Is this 
a sign of the Influence of "Romanist

n class Is Catbol 
■lab or Celtic by c 
to be national It 
unhappily they a 

Harrison, they ow 
nothing. Whatev 

"•Joy In religions < 
owe to th, struggles

Her cheeks or brow; hut full scroti kwet, but
Trails all about the written page; 
For in the world'e first blossoming 

ege
The light faU of her flying feet 
Made Ireland's heart begin to beat; 
And still the starry candles flare 
To keep her light foot here and there; 
And atfll the thoughts of Ireland 

brood
Upon the holy quietude.
—Joseph Smith, In Boston Pilot.

NOT IDOLATRY. Of praise from honest lips
For deys well spent—this her re

ward.Prof. Carroll D. Wright, lecturer 
on political economy in the Catholic 
University of Washington, and well' 
known in Massachusetts aa a public 
nmn. la not a Catholic, but he writes 
In the following brood and liberal 
spirit In Mtmaey’s Magasine on a 
subject that Is generally misunder
stood by our Protestant friends. 
Prof. Wright says ; "I used to feel 
that It‘was mere Idolatry or absence 
of refined feeding that led the Spa
nish or Italian peasants to kneel be
fore the Image of the Virgin Mother. 
A deeper appreciation of the aspira
tions of the human soul has removed 
that feeling from my mind.
Hie peasant can realise and bring

hearing the song of some caged bird 
In the noise and dirt of the streets, 
sees, as In a vision, the green hills 
and pleasant places of Ms boyhood. 
A REVOLT AGAINST MATERIAL

ISM.
The Celtic Renaissance is a revolt

She kneels beside her spinning-wink 
Her thoughts have wandered f*

away.
The shadows of the evening steed 

Across the floor—she kneels to prtf. 
A mother’s heart breathes In esth 

tone.
Full of the pathos, which may flow 

But from a mother's Bps elooe- 
"Core of my heart I’’die whispers 

low.

'OUT THE WOBLD

•fee who teMxit be bought.
whoee word 1» their bo

put characterBlackthorn for Roosevelt. Patrick a Christian Seme,
who Possess

President Roosevelt Is to be the 
gueet of honor at the banquet of the 
New York Friendly Sous of St. Pat
rick to-be given on the coming 17th 
of March. The President will be es
corted to Delmonico'a by the famous 
will be blackthorns cut from n,* orl- 
Sixth-ninth Regiment. Hie souvenirs 
ginal tree from which Flu Mac Cool 
the strong man of Erin’s most strené 
nous age. got his historic shillelah. 
The one for the President le a bceu- I

From the Canadian Messenger
the Sacred Heart. see theCalifornia woman, 

w Chinese servant 
oor by having h«r 
•own, ring the bell 
card. Next eft»- 
g and the Chin»- 
» door. The Mr

It is doubtful whether the
Ireland’*s patron saint wbo wM notreceives all
the honor which la dne from flostity in
who, at least his feast day, claim Into his who trillto be his children. Moflteble

for a saint

of the Gael, hat
WÈ0


