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Ptolemy, who flourished in the 
first half of the second century, on 
his famous map places Elb&na civi- 
tas under the same parallel of lati
tude as the present city of Dublin. 
The first mention of Duinhlinn in 
any Irish chronicle is found in the 
"Annals of the (Four Masters," un
der date of 291, where the name, 
which in English signifies a black 
pool, is quoted as that of a river 
on the banks of which a battle was 
fought by the King of Ireland 
against the Leinstermen, says the 
Catholic Encyclopedia. A river still 
«empties into the Liffey at Dublin, 
bow known as the Poddle River, but 
lormerly designated the Pool or 
Pole, clearly a survival of the ear
lier Black Pool. The natives dis
tinguish the locality as Ath-Cliath, 
i. e., "The Ford of Hurdles," from 
the wicker bridge or ford by which 
the great road from Tara was con
ducted across the Liffey into Cualann 
(South County Dublin and Wick

low) .

The Legend of Inch 
Abbey, County Down.

Drogheda.

( Cahal Bradley, in the Belfast Irish 
Weekly. )

An April morn, and bright and clear 
the day.

As from their cell the monks they 
wend their way.

Inch Abbey hears their holy prayers 
again,

And yet it seems that all are said 
in vain

For still in flames the churches can 
be seen.

And ruins stand where yesterday 
had been

The temples of a God.

is

THE DANISH FORT ON THE 
SITE OF DUBLIN CASTLE.

A rolling noise—then everything 
still

That sound has sent to every heart 
a thrill;

'The tyrant Cromwell comes," the 
Abbot tells,

"Make haste, and from the belfry 
take the bells,

Then cast them deep into the River 
Quoi le.

So that his cursed hands may never 
soil

The sacred silver bells!"

the

In 852, when Aulaf (Olaf) the 
Dane invaded Ireland and subjected 
all the contending tribes of Danes, 
he erected a fortress on the triangle 
ef elevated land formed by the con
fluence of the Duibhlinn with the 
Liffey, a site now occupied by Dub
lin Castle. This fortress, taking its 
name from the river over which it 
stood, was called in Scandinavian 
Dyflin. In Anglo-Norman charters 
of the time of Henry II. it became 
Duvelina; the legal scribes of King 
John brought it nearer to the name 
Dublin, which it Has ever since re
tained. The fortress once establish
ed, there is no difficulty in imagin
ing a town or city 'growing up and 
clustering around it, which after 
some time was furnished with a de
fensive wall, some remnants of 
which are yet visible.

The Christian faith was preached 
in this territory, first by Palladius 
and then by St. Patrick. The stay 

- of Palladius in Ireland was very 
short, scarcely a year, yet during 
that brief space he established three 
Christian communities, Teach-Renan 
( Tigroney), and Donard in County 

Wicklow, .with Ceill-Finne in Coun
ty Kildare. When the death of Pal
ladius was known at Rome in 431, 
Patrick was immediately selectcdVnd 
consecrated bishop for this Irish mis
sion. To him, therefore, thence
forth, regarded as the Apostle of Ire
land, the See of Dublin looks as to 
its founder. His first visit after 
brief landings, at Wicklow, Mala- 
hide, and Holmpatrick, was to his 
old slavemaster in the northern part 
of the country. But so soon as he 
was able to gain the sanction of 
Leoghaire, King of Ireland, to 
preach the Gospel throughout the 
land, he visited every part of the 
island and made innumerable con
verts. At. Kflcullen, in the Dublin 
Diocese, he established a bishop, and 
another at Lusk: while there are few 
parishes in the diocese that do not 
lay claim to a visit from him.

They sink the bells and o’er 
river pray 

That they may ever in the water 
stay,

To toll it e’er a persecutor came, 
Who sought and strove the Holy 

Faith to maim.
So that the people may prepare to 

Against invaders of their Father- 

And save their Holy Faith.

I r 6 *” a decadent town. When
I was there as a boy there was 
every indention of proaMrity abou! 
it. One heard the clatter' of scores 
of hammers riveting the plates on aslup s side, close by the Boyne; the
streets were busy thoroughfares, 
where comfortably dressed country 
people came to sell their farm pro
duce and take home provisions from 
the shops says Father Fitzgerald in 

Cî>holic Pl-esa. Sydney, Austra
lia. Phe quay was a lively scene, 

droves of cattle were put on 
board the steamers for English ports 
To-day the healthy signs of com
mercial life are no longer in évi
dence, but have been replaced by 
stagnation and one may add semi- 
desolation. You may walk, drive 
or cycle down the Drogheda quay to
day and not meet with the slightest 
obstruction from traffic. You might 
as well be on the lonely q„av of 
Clonmel or New Ross. Steamers stm
Ruht sert ?n, bUt th6ir carSoe-i are 
light, and their passenger lists sien-
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The sun has set—a mass of ruins lay
The iovely building of that early 

day
Cromwell had done his work_the

work of hell !
Before his battering rams the Ab

bey fell,
The holy Fathers died as martyrs 

brave
They one and all had fought and 

died, to save
Their blessed little home.

A green-clad wall is all that stands 
to-day

To mark the spot where stood the 
grand Abbey.

Close by the ruin is a graveyard fair
Where flow’ry fragrance ever fills the 

air.
The bells have tolled from their wat

ery grave,
Tis said a warning to the Church 

they gave
When Garibaldi rose.

Beautiful Kilkenny.

Beautiful Kilkenny, rose-garden of 
that isle

Where mountain, lake and valley re
joice in jiature’s smile!

On thy entrancing beauties I gaze 
with raptured eyes,

And dream that I have entered the 
gates of Paradise.

This grand, commodious waterway 
is practically deserted, and would be 
forgotten in history but for the bat
tle of the Boyne, and the magnifi
cent scenic vistas which beautify its 
upper reaches. As I have mention! 
ed the famous battle I may add that t is worth a tourist’s whTle to lake 
the riverside walk of two or three 
miles from Drogheda out to the 
bridge near the obelisk, which has
been raised to commemorate the
~r°' °ne of William's generals. 
The bridge commands a view of the 
canal and the river, which run par
allel to each other at this point, and 
are in summer overshadowed bv 
trees and bushes, which are mirror
ed so perfectly i„ the pelucid waters 
that one is sometimes in doubt as 
to where the meadows end. and the 
streams begin. Round about and 
above you are the hills where the 
rival armies camped, deep glades 
open up like leafy tunnels and emerge 
in grassy patches, where daisies and 
primroses delight at eventime the 

I circling fairy hosts.
You ask the driver to walk his 

I horse amid these scenes, where na- 
turc s hand has been so lavish, and 

| where oncejupon a time the cannon 
roared, and sabres flashed between 
the orange and the green. It has 
been said "when Irishmen lead Irish
men in battle victory crowns the 
day; but when foreigners lead them 
the day is lost." The royal coward 1 
who fled from the battle of the ! 
Boyne is the one who lost the cause, I 
and not the brave men who followed 
his fortunes, but whom he abandon
ed when the tide of battle threaten
ed to turn.

Deep in Canadian Woods

(Continued from page 1.)

perhaps, yet Inot believe me, 
telling the truth.

How is it our enterprising medical 
men have not thought of building a 
a sanitarium in the forests of the 
Renous? I have been all through 
the Adirondacks, and have not come 
across any place more suited for 
sanitarium in the forests of the 
wick forests. Perhaps I may be no 
judge, but I generally know a tree 
when I see one, even if a few indi
viduals in the world claim to have 
a mortgage .ommon sense. If the 

! New Brunswick government had a 
| little pivre "get” to them, condi- 
i tions would be still better in the 
I Northumberland woods, while all 
Canada would be very thankful in 

j return, I am sure, 
j The Renous River is tèeming with 
j trout and salmon, in the proper sea- 
[ son, and the soil around and about 
is rich enough to offer homes for all 
the young men of the place, if only 
they could get a chance, a starting 
chance, from the gods of the land.

To Erin.
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Green be thy hills, loved Erin 
Blue be thy sky to-day,

And joyous the fond heart’s 
ing

To the strains of "Saint Patrick-s 
Day."

HOMESEEKERS'
EXCURSIONS

O dear, twice dear, to thy exile 
Are the memories sweet but sad, 

Of its hallowed hours in thy holy 
Isle,

When life in youth was glad.

And though years, times waves 
storih driven,

As drift from the ocean’s foam, 
Have cast me here on a far, far

Dear Land! thou art still my

THE CHEF IS MASTER OF HIS 
ART.

Irish Moss a
Profitable Industry.

EACH TRIBE HAD ITS OWN MO
NASTIC ESTABLISHMENT.

Soon- after his death in 492, the 
monastic system, which Patrick had 
himself partly initiated, became thy 
settled form of esclesiastical organi
zation in Ireland. The number of 
tribes into which the country 
divided, and the fierce inter-tribal 
jealousy that prevailed at all times, 
rendered this system the more de
sirable. Each tribe had its own 
monastic establishment with a por
tion of the tribe lands set apart for 
its endowment, and in most of these 
centres a bishop was to be found, 
frequently, but not necessarily) thé 
ruler of the community. It was in 
euch establishments that the ecclesi
astical jurisdiction was centered. In 
this way we meet mention from time 
to time of bishops at Kilcullen, Lusk 
Swords, Fingals, Glendalough, Tan
ey, Clondalkin, Castledermot, and 
Bray. We have no existing records 
and but scant traditions of any mo

nastic establishment known as Duib
hlinn; but a tribe did lie scattered 
along the valley of the Coombe. 
which may have taken its name, as 
did the Danish fortress later on 
from the Duibhlinn which meandered 
through its midst.

The old church-edifications, which 
were certainly Celtic, of Patrick 
Bridget, Kevin, and Mac-Taill, in 
this very neighborhood, would point 
to such a conclusion. Such a tribe 
would undoubtedly have had its 
monastery with its resident bishop.
If this surmise be correct, it would 
help to eyplain a list of bishops gi
ven in Harris’ edition of .Ware’s ’’An
tiquities of Ireland,’’ and described 
as Bishops of Dublin; whilst from 
the invariable practice they all seem 
to have adopted, of embarking i„ 
some foreign missionary enterprise 
they can scarcely be

The sky, a sea of azure, where soft 
clouds lightly sail!

The purple of the mountain, the 
emerald of the vale!

The ivy closely clinging to cottage 
tower and wall !

And the bright sun, O Erin iradiat- 
ing all!

richIn many a cottage garden in 
profusion grows 

That sweetest flower of summer, the 
fair and fragrant rose;

I stoop to pick the shamrock, that 
beautifies the sod,

St. Patrick's chosen symbol of the 
one triune God.

The twilight hour approaches, I see 
the setting sun.

Reflecting crimson glory o’er "queen
ly Slievnamon,"

The song of thrush and robin falls 
sweetly on my ear,

And from a neighboring belfry the 
angélus I hear.

O. fair and peaceful haven, 
weary souls may rest.

And find from care a respite on na
ture’s bounteous breast,

Where birde and bees and blossoms 
the happy chorus swell,

To praise the gracious Giver, "Who 
doeth all things well/' 

—Angélique DeLande.

established himself about the year 
700 at Roermond in Holland, where 
a portion of his relics is preserved 
under the high altar of the cathedral 
dedicated to him. St. Gualafer is 
mentioned as bishop in the eighth
™Ur.yk U.t him ““thing is known 
except that he baptized and instruct
ed his successor, who figures more 
conspicuously. St. .Mumold was cer
tainly Irish born, and is reputed to 
have been some time Bishop of Dub
lin. He cherised an ardent desire,  -------'— «uuent. aesire
for martyrdom, and setting out for 

re- , Rome there received the Pope’s blea-
oA- Rintr On __a_

~r -
IIHSH bishops IN Belgium , tai^nuhiiM occa8i°n to rebuke

I v , P?llc sinners, he met at their 
nantis the lonc-ed-fon __ w

Consul Samuel S. Knabenshue, of 
Belfast, writes concerning tbc gath
ering and preparation of Irish moss 
for market:

The plant called Irish moss ( Chron- 
drus crispus) is one of the algae 
and is found in abundance on thé 
Atlantic coast of Ireland and on 
the shores ol Brittany, in France. It 
grows on rocks in the sea, just be
low low-water mark. It is gather
ed and spread in the sun to dry 
after being washed in fresh water.’ 
When fresh it varies in color from 
green to dark purplish brown. It is 
bleached to an extent by exposure to 
the Sun and by watering, after which 
it is allowed to dry thoroughly and 
is ready for market. It then is ol 
a light grayish-yellow hue. The pro
duct is handled by wholesale drug
gists. They do not keep stocks on 
hand, and when an order for the 
moss is received a sample of the qua
lity required is usually furnished 
with the order. The size of the. plant 
is the controlling factor in price; 
the larger the plant the more valu
able. Color is also a factor, the 
lighter colored selling better. The 
wholesale druggists give an order for 
the required quantity to men who 
buy the moss from those who have 
gathered it.

The moss in Ireland is put up for 
export in bales, just as it comes 
from the gatherers, without being 
subjected to further bleaching or any 
other process. No information can 
be obtained here ns to a liquid form 
of the moss, nor is it known as a 
powder, unless retail druggists may 
themselves pulverize it for their own 
purposes. The moss is used to some 
extent as a food by the people along 
the coasts where it abounds, and 
jelly preparations are made from it 
for the use of invalids. It is some
times used in cookery in place of 
prepared gelatin in making dbsserts, 
etc. It is used in medicine as a de^ 
mulcent in coughs, for catarrh and 
inflammation of the bladder, and in 
preparing emulsion of cod liver oil.
It is also used in textile manufao 
turing as a stiffening for calico in 
the printing process.

i Before I reach a solution stage of 
my paper, 1 must tell my readers 
that a very interesting personage in 
a Renous camp is the cook. He is 
a master of his art, and, as a rule, 
would be entirely competent to hold 
sway in the kitchen of mtiny a pre
tentious inn or hotel. The men açe 
given clean andjnviting meals, four 
of them a day; while, if ever I sat 
down to a meal that could recall the 

j hell-hash in Macbeth, it certainly 
j was not in the woods«of New Bruns- 
j wick. Mr. Gulliver, for instance,
| and another successful cook, across 
in the South branch of the river, 
could teach many a baker how to 
bake bread.

I had met with trials on entering 
the woods, but Cracky and myself 
had to face three feet of snow on 
the return journey. It was from 
the very hospitable camp of Mr. 
George Hayes, a parishioner, I be
gan my way home. There the fore
man in charge, Mr. Fintan McCor
mick, had "held the men up" forme 
with characteristic willingness, while 
in return, but after the stories, I 
agreed to have Cracky form a team 
together with the favorite horse of 
the camp. I was proud, all the 
next day, when Cracky pulled his 
mate to pieces. Mr. Hayes’s camp 
is thirty-two miles from the priest’s 
house, and, although we set out at 
seven o’clock in the morning, it was 
twelve o’clock, midnight, when I 
reached home, safe and sound, and 
disposed to give Cracky the rubbinir 
of his life, with 6ry and hot straw. 
Since. I have spent two or three 
other weeks in the camps as well.
It is a pleasure to beg, when you 
are dealing with the men of the Mi- 
ramichi.

And I hear in the church bell’s chim
ing

As it thrills the listening air,
Thy voice, the voice of a Mother, 

Calling her children to prayer.

meilim. sesKei- 
tlew« 1 

6 All
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Praycr and praise, and thanksgiving 
The triple tribute of love,

From the grateful sons of a faithful 
land

To our Patron in Heaven above.

that I could be withAnd it’s oh! 
thee,

And it's oh! to tread once more 
The well-worn path to the Chapel ; 

And pausing beside the door,

INTERCOLONIAL
railway
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train service
express

Look with the eyes of a lover 
Upon tree clad hill and dell,

On the smooth, green slope to 
river

And the fields once known so well.

the
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I can see them again a vision 
That is ever, aye ever near. 

And the welcoming words of 
people

My old ears seem to hear.

As they pass before me, the aged 
With calm and patient face—

The strong young men, and the 
women,

The glory of our race,

And the children, God's blessing on 
them,

Rugged, rosy and fair,
The innocent pleasure of childhood 

Unshadowed by clouding care.

Except
Saterday
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All wearing the symbol shamrock— 
' Giving greeting and kindly word. 
For the Angel of Peace in passing 

The fountain of joy had stirred.

And I kneel with them, O my Erin, 
And pray that in measure grand 

God’s peace, and His joy and Hig 
blessing

Be thine, O long suffering Land
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Wrongs, hunger and toil forgotten. 
Forgotten the alien’s scorn.

On the feast of our loved Apostle, 
The blessed Saint Patrick’s mom. 
—M. A. Fitzgerald.

Brighdin Ban Mo Stor.

The Irish Reaper’s
Harvest Hymn.

"Fair Bridget, My Treasure./) 
By Edward Walsh.

(The following exquisitely tender 
song was written by the late highly 
gifted poet, Edward Walsh, in com
pliment to his wife, soon after their 
marriage. )

AND GERMANY.

The first of these Bishops that we 
meet with is St. Livinus. He tra
veled into Belgium, where he con
verted many, and was at length 
crowned with martyrdom, Nov. 12, 
663. To him succeeded Disibod' 
who being driyen out went to Ger
many, and after forty years' labor 
in the neighborhood of Disjboden- 
berg„ named .alter him, died. He 
emulated the exan>pje of Livinus and 
passed over intp CJaul. There, : at

i request oi Pe'pj#. çl, Hèrjstil,; 'fe

. ' ,, , uc met at tneir
hands the longed-for martyrdom. He 
is the patron of Mechlin, whose 
splendid cathedral is dedicated to 
him, and his relics are preserved 

jt,eilver Bhri”e- St. Sedulius 
who died in 786, is given by some 
writers as "Bishop of Dublin," bv 
olh'r* “ "Abbot of Dublin.” In all 
probability he filled both offices. In 
or about 890 there Is mention of 
t-ormac, as bishop. Ware could 
learn nothing about him. D’Xlton 
toys he was bishop, when Gregory

' lured 0xLwt,<md’ 66,16864 ““ Wp‘

I am a wandering minstrel man.
And Love's my only theme,

I’ve strayed beside the pleasant 
r Bann,
And eke the Shannon's stream;

I’ve piped and played to wife 
maid

By Barrow, Suir and Nore,
But never met a maiden yet 

Like Brighdin Ban Mo Stor.

VThis song, which is sung to the 
tune of The Dear Little Shamrock" 
was written by Mr. John Keegan, 
who was born in Queen's County in 
1809, and died in 1819. He was 
educated in a hedge school, and con
tributed to the Dublin Nation..)

and

My girl hath ringlets rich and rare, 
By Nature’s fingers wove—

Loch Carra’s swan is not so fair 
As is her breast of love;

And when she moves, in Sunday 
sheen,

Beyond our cottage door,
I d scorn the high-born Saxon queen 

For Brighdin Ban Mo Stor.

All hail 1 Holy Mary, our hope and 
our joy;

Smile down, blessed Queen, on the 
poor Irish boy 

Who wanders away from his dear be- 
loved home;

O Mary! be with me wherever I

Be with me, O Mary!
Forsake me not, Mary!

BELL'S
BELLS

Meet#rial Belle a SpeeUlty. 
— IU Ce.,»tlHetw»*«.,r

I THUS WITNBHS la printed and
w»H*sd at tie Lagaucbetiere 
treat want, Montreal, dan., bp

In

It is not that her kiss is sweet, 
And soft her voice of song—

It is not that she flies to meet 
My comings lone and long!

But there doth rest beneath 
breast

A heart of purest core, 
w?°ae p“lee “'one to me Is known, 

Mo Brighdin Ban Mo Stor.

From the home of my fathers, 
anguish I go.

To toil for the dark-livered, cold- 
hearted foe,

Who mocks me, and hates me, and 
calls me a slave,

An alien, a savage—all names but a 
knave.

But blessed be Mary!
My sweet, holy Mary!

The bodach, he never dare call me a 
knave.

And hear me, sweet Mary! 
For union and peace to old Ireland 

I pray.

The land that I fly from is fertile 
and fair,

And more than I ask or I wish for 
is there.

But I must not taste the good 
things that I see—

"There’s nothing but rags and green 
rushes for me,"

O mild Virgin Mary!
O sweet Mother Mary!

Who keeps my rough hands from red 
„ murder but thee?

From my mother’s mud sheeling an 
outcast I fly,

With a cloud on my heart and a 
tear in my eyç;

Oh! I burn as I think that if Some 
One would say

"Revenge on your tyrant!"—But 
Mary, I pray.

From my soul’s depths, O 
Mary!

But, sure, in the end olir dear free
dom we’ll gain,

And wipe from the green flag each 
Sassanach stain,

And oh! Holy Mary, ypur blessing 
we crave !

Give hearts to the timid and hands 
to the brave;

And then. Mother Mary!
Our own bleesed Mary!

Light Liberty's flame in the hut of 
the slave!

Taken literally from a converto- 
tlon with a young man on his way 
to reap the I

,149.00 * Vol. LIX., h
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