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CHAPTER III.
And now 1 am sure you are satisfied that- Dick

was on the right road, acting religion as fast as he |

learned it trying to be all he knew—tolivea truth.
ful, genem’n;,y selgf-respecﬁng life. He bad little help,
you know, and if he followed that crowd that I told
you of oftener than before, und heard much that
enabled him to take whole books into his ' inner
Consclousness” which would otherwise have been a
dead letter to him, he was not oneto make 8 ﬂo_nnsh
of trumpets about it, or to dream of cgmplmnlng
that the world would not stand still until he got up
to it. He had but one intimate friend, it is true;
but he was a friend you and I might beglad to win;
a friend who never argued or lectured, but only
quietly built his lifc on the ouly true foundation—
the trooe falth—and then left it to show for itself.
So, simply trusting in whatever was joo0d, yet so
fierce agninat whatever was ovil, scornful of every
thing wrong and weak, practising as well as believ-
ing, you may ba sure Carl Stoffs would never have
held out his honest band to Dick, if Diclk were not
worthy of it. - And this, makes me think great
things of my hero, of whom scarcely anybody
thought st all. He had his place at Amcs & Harden's
store, and he had his talks, too, now with one person,
now with another, nnd perhaps thought of things he
heard, He was only a boy yet, and had his follies,
without doubt, fancying at times that there was
something in him, if circumstances would only draw
it out, which would prove him a great deal worthier
of high places than these now occupying them, 1
am not sure but that, if he had had a country-home
he might sometimes have lain down under the trees,
and, while watching in a dreamy way the clouds
sailing down to the west, and the vigilant stars
coming out to guard the earth in the sun's absence
and listening to the wind among the trees, ithe
twitering of some wakeful bird, or the rustling of
some grand old river, he might have had yearnings
1o one could explain, and not have felt the sky too
far to climb or the river too deep to fathom; for
Dick’s was ouly a boy's heart, that had still to learn
that we cannot go from the Broadway pavement to
Trinity spire in one step, Even in his city home,
if home it conld be called, it may be that, justafter
he had been to church with Carl, he had glowed
with the thought that he—even he—might some
day be a Loyola or s Francis Xavier, for “the
thoughts of youth are long, long thounghts.”

Bat a8 yet his life consciously held but one

romance—one dream of carth, There were few to
" care for him ; but there was a little girl once who
had made Christmas memorable to Lim, and Dick
had not forgotten her, She had grown a beautifal
young lady now, in Dick's eyes, though toall others
she wa3 merely a thin, dark school-girl. They still
lived in the handsome house on Fousteenth street,
aud Carl Stoffs and his band played for many a
dance there, nlthough I am sorry to say that, even
after a New Year's party Dick bai fo be sent more
than once to Mr. Brandon's office with a little bill
due to Ames & Harden, mostly for school-books,
povels, and gilt annuals. But then that was no fault
of Mary's, you know,

Mr. Brandon was not a pleasant man to ga to with
8 bill, or for much of any thing in the money
line., ¢ Thoe duce tako it, my dear!” he often
said to his wife, “ Are you bent on ruining me ?”

#“Don't Le silly, Charley, love,” the dauntless
little woman would say, not In the least disturbed
by the aogry voice and black brow that were so
terrible to Dick., “Yor people of our position, we
live very shabbily.”

¢ Haog our polition! I tell you, madam, wc are
going the road to beggary; we are, indeed.”

¢ 0 Charle! do bo quiet,” was her ready answer,
#1 am so sick of that sort of stufl.”

“ Then besick of it,” this dreadful man would ex.
claim ; “for I'll tell it to you every hour, -uatil it
gets through your silly head. DBoney! money!
money. I never hear anything elso in this house,
I'vo sold myself for it body and soul, and much
good it bas done me! I’ll not give you a penny,
madam ; not a penny.,”

But that was all talk; for, of course, he bad to
give his wife, who was a nice little body, very sweet
and good-tempered, Lut rather fond of the good
things of this world, whatever she had set her heart
upon having,

“If papn should be right’—DMary would some-
times urge.”

¢ Nonsense ! they all say the same thing; why
shouldo’t they? If I didn't spend your father’s
money in making things plensant at home, ho'd be
spending it on clubs, or whatever it is which uses
up their money when they have the spending of it
all to themselves. You'll have n husbaud, likely
enough, one of these days, who'll scold for cvery
pocket-bandkerchief you huy; ot you won't mind
it. They must ecold about something, you know,
dear.”

¢ 0 mamma!I'd never live a day—if—"At which
sentence, never completed, Mrs. Brandon would
laugh, and the subject would be dropped for the
present, but, of course, after such scenes, Mr,
Brandon woulda’t bo very amiable to a boy like
Dick with a bill in his hand. Buat Dick to him,
was a mere machine, belonging to a store over the
way, and as such le treated him, with as little
malice in his baed words as if he were swearing at
a table or chair. To Dick Mr, Brandon was Mary's
father, and that meant a great deal; Dick could
never talk openly to him, nor stand in his presence
quite as he did in the prescuce of other men.

For though Dick had never been ontside the
city limits, and had never secen a hill, nor a field
of corn. DBut there was a good time coming

¢ Djck,” said Carl Stofls, that true and falthful
friend—* Dick, would you like to go to the coun-
try ™

#ould I like to go to the country 77 he repeated
finding no words of his own to say, so great was his
bewilderment a such at question—"Would I like to
go to the country " '

% Any time yon're ready,” said the German seat-
ing himself, % Take your time to answer my lad.”

“ What would I do in the country ? I was never
there in my life 1"

“ And you don’t lock more pleased than though
I'd asked you to go t>—to—the end of the world,”

¢ I have often wished to secthe country,” return.
ed Dick, in a tone in which we might wish to sec
China if we had nothing else to do; * but I don’t
see my way to doing 8o at present.”

&1 do believe, Dick, that you have lined the walls
with gold pieces, you are 80 miserly of your time,
and go stuck to this old place. Come, now, we
shall take you to the country, my wife and 1. Now,
to think there should be one on earth who never
saw the green field and the wooda! Itistome a
very odd thing! you are the blind man who never
saw';che sun, and does not think the sun worth see-
.m 1]

"g-' Oh! no, indeed ; not 8o bad as that ; but—"

“Then you shall go. My sister has a house,
with room for many, and we _have taken half,

koeping one room for you. Come and spend your
week with us.” :

. ¢ But, Mr, Stofis, I intended during that week to
.zead so mich-—to take long walks about the city—
- pd Mrs, Stofis—" :

- My wife sent me.; I would not of myself have
such & blind man with me, to :read, to study,
to walk; how can you in the city now? You
will be wild when you havs been once with

3. You will go to-day with me—I.will'-be
waiting for you at my place at five, Will you
come ?;' edt

# Indeed—' ’ -

# You will come” And, in truth, Mr. Stoffs had
previously said so much about that wonderfal land
in which he was now living that Dick- could not
resist his last appeal, and afrald and shy as he well
might be, baving never spent-twenty-four hours ia
a home circle in his Jife, he gave his promise to be
at the appointed place of meeting in good time for
the train.. =~ S

But when the magnetism of his friend’s presenco
was taken from him, Dick’s' heart grew. heavy in
his breast. If it had been to go to another city, or
on a matter of business, Dick's excitement would
have been delightful ; but ¢ the country,” ofiwhich
he knew nothing, and of which he had such strange
fancies, picked up he could not tell where, that was
another thing, City boys always laughed at coua-
try people when they came to the city—they had
gich queer ways—and yet—and yet—he felt strange
and shy about going’among them.'. Pgrh_apg he feit
that the table would be turned on him there, and
that his ways would be as queer in their eyes as
theirs would kave been in his; perbaps he felt the.
full force of the homely old saying that®a cock
can crow best in his own farm-yard.”

But, a3 the day wore op, Dick’s spirits rese; ke
thought of all the stories he had read of fresh coun-
try life; a poem or too of cows and brooks came
vaguely among his thoughts, and by the time he
reached Lis little reom, nnd began to pack his not
abundant wardrobe, he was eager for the first glance
at “‘the country.” .

“ Then, may the Lord's blegaing go with you,”
gaid his kind but very slovenly landlady. *Ihope
you Il come back as Lrown a8 a berry, sir. I was twe
years in the country, and, though I won't say I'd
like it for always, yet my hoart do yet be wishing
for a sight o' ‘the flowers and the fields. Youll
mind the frait, sir, and the dews o' night; thera
does be great dews fallin’, and a deal of ague, I'm
told. Good bye to you Ard Dick sald “ good
bye” to her with something like emotion ; for it was
his first “ good-Lye to any one, and the woman had
been good to him, and if her hair was in a blouse,
and her garments ill-made and not clean, Dick
was not stortled, for he had never seen them other-
wise,

Then he walked on to meet Mr, Stofis, and
found he was nearly an hour before the time. It
seemed 85 if the moment of departure would never
come ! but it did, at last, and, as in a sort of dream,
the dusty city youth was whirled by cattages, nestl-
ing among proud, projecting tress, past the green
hills, and through fields *all rich with ripeniog
grain,” until the panfing traia pulled up between
a pile of stones and a little yellow station-house,
with o narrow platform running beside it.

Now, then, here we are!” said the German, aud
took up bis bundles and basket ; for who ever saw
a Carl Stofls in the cars that had not a bundle and
basket, and a quantity of bousehold furniture be-
sides ; this last Dick took in charge, and so laden
the two made their way out of the cars. Around
the little yellow station-bouse dodged two splendid
bays with silver harness, that being rapidly driven
around the corner close to the narrow platform, and
went out into the dusty rond ; for sidewalks there
were none. Scon the sound of carriage wheels
made them turn aside, and Dick stumbled, as he
walked for the first time on the soft green grass.

When you take a mountain lassie to Rome and
show her St. Peter's, she 1s not enthusiastic ; indeed,
she is terribly disappointed. She expected some-
thing so much greater than her mountaing, so
much brighter than her green valleys. If Dick
was disappointed when he put his foot on nature’s
velvet carpet and found it only caused him to
stumble, I cannot say. I think ke felt surprised
that a brook beside the way and far blue hills be-
fore him wrought no emotion within him. Fortu-
nately Carl asled no raptures.

& That was the Drandon's turnout,” he said in a
prosaic way, as Dick recovered his footing, and re.
turned to the road.

¢ Is that so 7" asked Dick,
here 1"

“Yes,” said Carl, % and a fine place it is too ; but
I think the man's going too fast.”

Then Dick was thoughtful for a minute or two,
pitying the daughter, if it were go; bat it is hard to
think that a man's family are near to want when
his stylish carriage has just turned you out of the
road, and the pity soou scemed misplaced.

The walk scemed Jong to Dicl; he did, indecd,
enjoy the cool breeze, fresher and purer than any
he had ever felt before ; but he bhad his own bag-
gage and Carl's curtain-rods besides, and he was used
to pavements. They had already passed many fine
houses, with lawns and carriage-ways, shaded Dy
great trees in front of them, and now and again a
little house, with flowers and clustering vines, and
groups on the porches; but Carl's steps lingered at
pone, At last they turned out of the dusty road
into & shaded lane, a8 veritable laoe, as new to
Dick as the Paris Doulevards would be to Mrs.
Partington ; two or three more cottages, smaller
anc‘i‘l not so &0 much garden-room, and then Carl
said:

“Eh! but I'm glad to get home'! Come here, Will
Come, boys!”

"The last call seemed to fill the lane with children.
They might have come down from the trees, or up
from the earth, for all Dick could tell; but at the
sound of Carl’s voice the place was alive—big boys
and little boys, great girls and little girls, all round
and fat, brown-eyed and ycllow-haired, with ali
manner of greetings, gathered around the travelers,
engerly drew their baggage from theit hands, and
with baskets, bags, bundles, and curtain rods, made
apgrand trinmphal procession before them, shouting,
laughing, pushing against each other, the big
gnes stumbling over the little ones, and yet nobody

urt,

A few steps more and a rustic gale was opened
and some one came and stood under the archway of
evergreen branches, intertwined with some’ droop-
ing vines. She was facing the Weat, looking down
the lane, shading her cyes with her hand, although
the sun was almost down, Just for » moment she
stood ir the bright sunlight glow, under the green
archway, shading her brown cyes from the light,
looking down the shadowy lans; and, as she so
stood, she scemed a very fair and graceful girl
indecd. An instant more and the children in the
importace of their mission as baggage carriers, pushed
past her, and she retreated with them towards the
house,

“ Come, Rose! Merc we are!” called Carl to her.
Aund she turned and met them as they reached the

ate.

B You are welcome,” she said to Dick wlea he was
introduced at the gate,

“You are welcome,” eaid Mrs. Stoffs, coming
towards them from the porch,

“You are welcome,”’ repeated Mrs, Alaine, at tho
door. * And Dick had not a word of anawer to any-
one or them,

They were to him as grand as princesses and as
gracious as queens, a8 they came forth to receive
bim and bid him welcome to their little cottago;
and Dick was not used to courts or to queens and
princesses, so he could oaly bow and sbake the hands
go cordially extended to him,

I am afraid my hero was not at all bappy for the
first few minutes that he sat on the stoop between
Mra, Stoffs and Alrs, Alaine, not knowing what
answer to make to even their simplest remark, and
that he was much relieved when they joined their
voices to the hubbub the children were making
around Carl, Such shyness as Dick's is very pain-
ful to the spectator; a8 well a8 to the embarrassed

% Do they live

one ; but, thep, there's this to be said about it, when

LN

agaln, and I fancyTthéra are some very-nice .people
1o the world; now very self.possessed and’ perfectly
well-bred, who would give mich-'to’ feel again the
-awkwardness'and émbarragsment which, once upon
a time; caused them such keén annoyance. The
women pltied Dick, but liked him none the less for
the color that would come into his face and the
Lesitation of his replies; but their -feeling for the
stranger was greater than any pléasure to themselves,
and so it was not long before they went into the
-house with the declared intention of ¥ getting tea.”
But going into the house wasnot going away alto-
gether, for the room which served for parlor,
library, sitting-room, dining-room, and all, had &
low window opening on the etoop, and Carl and
Dick could see them well, and speak, if they chose,
withont raising their voices, as they went back and
forth from the table {o the closet, and from the
closet to the table, pot to mention jnnnmerable
viaits to Carl's basket, which seemed a pantry in
itsslf. The children ran in and out, and one jolly
‘little one, called Trot, who was &g round asadump-
ling, and was too young to be shy for very long,
informed Dick she was glad he had come, for they
were to have swees cakes for tea. Occasionally
Rose would come and staund at the window and say
something to teage © Uncle Car),” who wasnetslow
to © give her as good as he got” Thus gradually
Dick became more at ease, and began to distinguish
a difference in the tones of the children's voices,
and to take note of the strange Sunday like still.
ness which, except for the merry voices in the house,
was complete, and, to bim, wonderful. .

I think n tea-table is one of the nicest sights in
the world. If there is a grain of poetry in a wo-
man, and I Lelieve that there is no woman without
a grain of poetry in her, it will surely, mark my
words, however rough and prosaic she may be, come
cut abont tea time. That was a very pretty tea
table at which Dick fook his place that evening ;
there was no silver nor China, and there was, per.’
haps, too great an abundance of good things; but
it startled Dick, and I contend that it was nice aud
pretty, if only for the reason that it bad a clean
table.cloth,a bunch of flowers, and every disk in
its proper place. Mrs. Alaine, who was onlya
feminine edition of her brother Carl, sat at the
head of the table, in a clean calico dress, with a
white collar and a blue ribbon. She bad achild on
each side of her, whose glee, at the prospect of
sweet-cakes and peaches (out of Carl’s basket) after
they had eaten their bread and butter, che tried to
moderate with & smiling, * Bush, children! What
will Mr, Heremore think of you?” Mrs. Stofls,
who had aleo a rouad, flat face; and was dressed in
a clean calico, with white collar and a knot of
pink ribbons, Dick Lad seen many times before,
and dearly loved the good humor that bubbled all
over her face whenever she spoke. She also had a
child on each side of her, whose audible whispers
about the good things coming she answered and
mysteriously increased by promises of the same
again another day. But opposite Dick was a face.
that was not round nor especially good-humored ;
for the children under charge of Rose were the
least repressible of the whole flock, and they tried
her slender stock of patience sorely; eepecially as
she said afterwards fo her mother, with many
blushes and half crying at the recollection, “as
they would say such things right before the strange
gentleman!” Rose had a pretty bluec muslin with
a tiny bit of lace around the neck, for her raiment,
and there was a something red, green, brown, blue,
pink, or yellow, that fluttered here and there before
Dick’s eyes whenever she moved to help the child.
ren, cr turned her young face, with its flitting
colors, towards him. Bat whether it were aribbon,
or a blush, or the hue of her hair, or an auerole
around her head, and whether it was no color at
all, or all colors together, or a rainbow out of the
clouds, I do not think Dick had, for one moment,a
definite iden—at least, while it was flitting before
his eyes. -

After tea, Carl took out his pipe, and settled into
his big chsir on the porch ; and the children, having
got somewhat over their awe of the stranger, volun-
teered to take him down the lane and show him
where there had been a robin's nest last spring, an
cxpedition, howevor, that was vetoed by Carl on
the ground that you couldn't see even a robin’s
nest in the dark. Then Rosy came out to tease
Uncle Carl again ; but, forgetting her purpose, stood
where the light from within seemed to set her in
glory, like the angels in pictures; and by and by it
came about, no one knew how, that her shrine was
vacant, and she, a very nice little girl with her
hands in her pockets—very impracticable pockets
they were—of her muslin apron, was telling Dick,
with the children as prompters and commentators,
the full particulars of the finding of the robin’s
nest, and what work she had to keep the children
from bringing sorrow and dismay to the hearts of
the parent robins by stealing away their little ones,
Then, a8 the moon rose, there was no reason why
the children should not take Dick down the lane
toshow to him the tree where the nest had been;
and then it was needful that he should know just
how far it was from Sister Rose's window, and yet
how quickly, on hearing the shouts of rejoicing she
had come to Mrs. Robin’s assistance, Then it was
go funny iosee a man who had never climbed a
tree, that it was needful two or three should go up
one to show how it is done. Then, too, there, were
lightning bugs by the million around them, and ag
Dick had never scen anything like them, uniess it
was fire crackers on Fourth of July night, they had
to catch several for his investigation. When Rose
told how those little things are really the people
of the forest, who are so timid they do not dare to
come out in the daytime, but do all their praying by
night and have always been good friends to child-
ren, showing them their way home when lost, and
driving away the ghosts that would frighten the
wanderers, then the children open their hands and
et them fly away, promising never to make pri-
soners of them again,

And so, though Dick still felt strange and shy,
jt was not in such an uapleasant wayas when by
sat on the porch trying to answer when he sat on
the porcl trying to answer Mrs. Alaine and Mrg,
Stoffs when they spoke to him. hen, at last, he
closed his cyes that night, he was half-ready to ad-
wit that “lhe country’’ might almost be the en-
chanted land some people had made it out to be.

(TO BE CONTINGED IN OUR NEXT.)

NOTES ON IRISH HISTORY.

There exist many authentic records which en-
able historians to arrive &t a just conclusion in re.
gard to the origin of the Irish people, Ireland wes
Kknown to the ancients long before her sister island
had found a place in the history of the world, All
writers seem to agree in the fact that it was colon-
ised by Phonicians many. centuries before the
christian era. The - manners and customs, the
language and religion of the early Irish bear un-
mistakablo evidence to the truth of this opinion.
If we compare their language with that of Carthage,
which came direct from the Pheenlcian, a marked
similority is ot once detected. Moreover, testimony
isin favour ot the opinion that the Irigh race sprang
from a Phonician colony is supported by traditions
from Greece and Rome, Spain and Portugal.. The
Phoenicians were a Scythian tribe, descended from
Magog, the son of Japhet, the son of Nosh. They

words migrated to Pheenicia, whence they derived
their name. From here they spread along the
coast of Africa, until they arrived in Spain. Spanish
writers tolls us that the name Hibernia is derived
from Iber, the chief of the adventurers who, setting
out from Spain to discover new and unexplored re-

gions, arrived in Ireland about the year 500 nc.,

it 1s ongs entirdly conquered it hever can come back:

dwelt upon the banks of the Red Sea, but after-

though some writers suppose this colonisation to
have taken place at a much earlier date, Asna proof
of the reality of this immigration, it fsaffirmed that
the Irish langusge has been found to bear- a great
resemblacce to that which is spoken in Biscay.
The religion professed in some parts of Ireland was
of a polytheistic natare. Strabo tella us that they
‘paid homage to Proserpine and Ceres,  though it
does not gppear that the inhabitants long indulged
in these gross forme of idolatry, and they shortly
rose to the highest and purest-of the many shades
of heathenism in the worship of. the sun, Leaving
aside the testimony of St, Patrick in this matler,
Cumsar tells usin the Gallic- War. that their pricsts,
who were called Magi, and wers the instructors
and judges of the people, believed in the immor-
tality of the soul,. This suu-worship, however, at
length degenerated into fire-worship ; and the round
towers in Ireland, which bave excited so much
speculation and given rise to the most profound
antiquarian researches, were, it is said, temples
intended to preserve the sacred fire and where the
sun was adored. Diodorus Siculus says that the
Irish were held as more especially the priests of
Apollo; that the citizens were chiefly harpers who,
striking their harpsin the temple, sang sacred
bymns to the god. Whether the round towers date
from pre-historic times, 28 some suppoae, or from
the days when, early in the fifth centory of the
Christian era, the light of the gospel was spread
throughout the land, we are enabled to gather from
the art and skill displayed in their construction
what kind of civillsation prevailed in the country.
Not till ages aftor Christianity was intreduced into
Ireland do we find in England any monoments
built of stone, though Britain was once a Roman
province, und the art of masonry was practised al-
most exclusively by the citizens of Greece and
Rome. The Irish bad their arts and science and
philosophy, and had arrived at a high stgte of cul-
tivation, while the Briton painted his body with
wood, supported himself on the chance products of
tho chase, and passed his life in a low wicker hut,
surrounded by forest and swamp.

It was not loug after the death of our Lord that
the Gospel found its way into Ireland. Though
the people were not gathered into the true fold
uotil the arrival of 5t, Patrick, Euseling tells us
that some of the Apostles visited the Britiah Isles ;
and we learn from another source that St. James
the son of Zebedee extended his travelu hither.
Tertullian tells how in the first century the British
Isles were subject to Christianily, and it is known
beyound a doubt that there were Irish saints priorto
either Palladius or St. Patrick. The latter saint, on
his arrival in the island, found hewn out in the cave
of arock an altar with four glass chalices, ono at
each corner, destined for purposes of religion ; show-
ing that though the people might still havo been
accustomed to the heathen fire worship and the
adoration of Apollio, in parts of the island a kaowl-
edge existed of the true faith, The first great
event, however, in the ecclesiastical history of the
Irish people is the landing of their great patron
saint, who rescued them from the realms of dark.
nees and made them adore the trne God Whom they
were never to forsake, It was on Easter Sunday in
the year 432 that, a3 the King of all Ireland was
seated in state, surrounded by bis councillors, his
priests, aud his minstrels, St. Fatrick appeared upon
the scene, holding aloft the Cross of Christ, and
delivered the good tidings. The reception be
met with was very different from that which awaited
all other apostles of nations on their mission
to pagan peoples, Those he confronted did not
rise up to threaten instant ddeath. They
listened in silence to the words of the
man of God, and when he had concluded
his discourse they argoed and disputed
with him, and at length aprose the arch-minstrel,
the first in authority after the King, saying “Ilear
me, O bigh King and chieftains of thé land! I
now declare that this man who comes to-us apeaks
from God—that he brings a message from God. I
bow before Patrick’s God. He i3 the true God, and
aslong as 1 live this harp of mine shall never
sound azain save to the praises of Christianity and
ita God.” Then the King and warriors and chief-
tains and minstrels and pecple gave in their adhe-
sion, aad the fuith quickly spread throughout the
land, Patrick converted Kings and princes, the
rich and the poor, aud after establishing monasteries
of monks and nuns from the coast of Antrim to
Cape Clear, and from Dublin Bay to the isles of
Arran, he was gathered to his fathers at the age of
seventy-eight. ’ i

The grain of mustard.seed Liad taken root, snd
wo find monasteries filled with men and women
springing up in every direction, and drawing down
& blessing upon the conntry. Daring his own life-
time the number of monks and uuas was se great
that 8. Patrick found himself unable to count the
gons and daughters of chieftains alone who at his
bidding had forsaken the world for the cloister.
5. Bridget, the contemporary of 8. Patrick, erected
at Kildare the first monustery for women, and many
are the convents which trace their origin to the
Abless of Kildare, Wherever the Irish monks
bave set foot from Cologne to Seville, churches
bave been raised in honour of S. Bridget; and
wherever in our time emigration carries the Irish
peasant frown tte shores of his native land, theres a
church will be found to commemorate this Irish
saint. So great was the zeal for bLuilding monas-
teries that one of the successors of S, Patrick alone
whose name was Luan, is ealogised by S, Deroard
for having founded oue hundred veligions houses.
Sowme monasterier, like thoss of Bangor, Clonfert
and elsewhere, became actual towns, often con-
taining within their walls as many as three
thoussnd coeoobites. The Thebaid was repro-
duced in Ireland, and the West might now vie
with the East in the number and sanctity of her
saintd, A burning desire sprang up within the
breasts of these holy men to carry to distant lands
the faith they had learnt from Patrick. Accord-
ingly, Ireland became par ezcellence the ualion of
missionaries. They Ilaunched forth in their uo-
wearied voyages and visited every nation; they
made their way into every kingdom, and landed on
far distant islonds; they deluged the Continent
like n great flood with their successive immigra-
tions, Aud well was it that the sons of St Patrick
.were endowed with such zeal for the glory of God,
for fifty years afterthe Apostlo of Ireland had set

duced to a most deplorable condition. Italy was a
prey to successive incursions of barbarinns under
Alaric and Attila, Gormany was wholly pagan,
and in Great Britaln the faith was stifled by the
invonds of Angles and Saxons. Spain was plun-
dered and Iaid waste by tho sword of the Visigoths,
the Sueves, the Alans, and the Vandals, all ot
whom professed the Arian heresy ; while Franer
wag invaded from the north by the pagan Fraoks,
and from the south by Arian Burgundians. 'L'he
Church was infected with: heresy and’ schism.
Throughout the whols of the Roman world there
was not o prince who was not a pagan,sa Arian,
of n Eutychian. Corruption, confusion,und despair
reigned ia every place. The social polity was dis-
membered, authority and morals were set aside, and
the arts and scionces neglected and forgotten,

At such a erisis uprose these monks of the West
to oppose the herotic and the barbarian, - At the
call of religion, and in the interest of secular learn-
ing, the Irish monks rushed into the thick of the
fight, and coufronted hersticnl sword sud pagan
pen,- They covered the whole Continent; there
was scarcely & town of any note that did not bear
tho marka of the army of the West, - As au example
of these zealous men, we may cite the great Saint
Columbanus. He arrlved with twelye companions,
in Burgundy in the year 590, "After establishing

two monasteries in that kingdom, he drew up a

foot on her shores, the continent of Europe was re- |-

monasticrole which forits excellence waa afteryanr.
accepted by several monnsteries of France, Ge:;ﬁ;ds
Italy, and Switzerland, He incurred the enmity 'E
Theodoric, the King of Burgundy, because he ,:
proached him with his profligate lifs and threatene,i
bim with excommunication. The saint wag there.
fore.cxpelled from the kingdom, and-#ent back to
‘his native country. But the winds wereagninst him
and he and his companions remathed at Nantes'
He then went into Austrasia, and aloug the Rhige
to Mentz, YWhen he arrived at Bregentz he entered
the pagaun's temple, where three anclent im,
received the adoration of the people: aad op- tgﬁs
man of God opening his mounth to ‘announcy: .
Word of God to the psgan multitude, thefdol; were
broken into pieces. When he had brought the
whole of the anclent Swiss to the Faith, he jourpe
ed into Italy, arriving at Milan in 612, Nt co’ﬁ:
tent with preaching and evangelising every ity he
entered, be took up the pen against the Arianz gpg
a3 tho last act of Lis life founded the manastery of
Bobbio, in the Appenines, which became: n centre of
knowledge and instruction, and was long the light
of northern Italy, He ended his labours in the year
615, at the age ofseventy-two, Space does not alloy
us to spenk of St. Columbkille, his great m-\nagte
at Tona, and his lsbours in Scotland; n. r of Srty
Aidan, who came over to convert the Northun.
brians ; nor of St. Bonifaca, the Apostle of ¢ criany
Suffice it to say that 80 great was the number f Trish.
men who visited the Continent in the intercsts of
religion, that there are few towng in France, Belying
Switzerland, Italy, or Germany, where at the pre.’
sent day some such saint or benefactor does et
recelve the veneration of the inhabltants.
But while the faith was thus Lept burning abigag
it was not allowed to Innguish at home: A centyry
had not elapsed since the death of St. Patrick, before
the bishoprics of Tuam, Ossory, Clonfert, and othere
to the number of twenty-four, bad becn eatablisheq.
many, if not all ofthem, being founded by canonjseq
saints. We ure now entering upon the period when
the schools of Ireland acquired a celebrity in every
country of Europe, The fame of the Irish scholar
had reached afar, and everywhere he was venerated
for his learning and crudition. Whilst the o)g Ro-
man Empire was crnmbling away, and the bayla.
riaus of the north were pouring down to complete
her destruction, the world of science and letters g).
so preseated a scene of confusion,and no one could
pursne his studies in peace through fear of the vig.
-lence of the ignorant and {iliterate pagans. [Ire.
land, however, was in the enjoyment of peace and
quiet ; and whilst her schools were the most bril.
liant in Hurope, she held out her hand to the
foreigner and bade him come and reside there, agd
take advantage of her groat masters. h‘tmient;
flocked from Egypt and liome, from Saxony, Jtaly
Gaul, and Britain. All were received with ope'z;
arms, and provided with books free of cost. Qpe
of the most fanous of these seats of learning was
the schools uf Lismore, which weze founded in g2,
They had their faculties of theology and literature.
They soon acquired celebrity, and there might be
seen within their halls students from Gaml and
Germany, Italy, and the plains of the ‘Daaube. In
791 two Irisbmen went over into Gav), and to them
are due the foundation of two of the first znd oldest
universities in Enrope—those of Paris and Pavis.
Bede tells s that English nobles zsed to o and re-
side in Ireland for the purpose of sacred study.
W.C.—Curholic Progress, Londan. :

REMARKABLE STATISTICS OF
BIRTHS.

HOW THE PURITAN ELEMENT {3 DYING OUT.

We ¢ Boston I'ilor) take the following teport froin
a Lawrence, Mass, contemporary. Itisa sample
of the statistics of New England with regazd to the
birth rate among foreign-born aad nativs-born mo-
thers. And we remind our readezs that mauy, per-
haps most of those “native.born” mothers, are
daughters of Irish parents :— '

Ar, M, F. Hutching, who was employed by City
Clerk James E. Shepard to take the census of births
in Lawrence, for the year 1356, lasg completed his
work. The result clearly establishes thas there bas
either been » most sudden and remarkable falling
off in the birth-rate, or else that, in previous vears,
the system of paying n certain sum per Lirth report-
ed, bnd the effect of inducing the census-takers to
mnke falze retnrns, There is come reasgn to e
lieve that instances have occurred of the return of
names known to have Deen iictitious,and the in.
ducements to such falsification were at one time
made rather tempting Ly the allowanee of 05 cents
for each birth returned, Mr. Hutchins insists that
his work bas been thoroughly and hozestly per
formed. The total number of births for 187 he
places at 724~—a falling off from 1052 reported in
1875, and a decrease of 328, or over 33 per cent, in
a single year. Zo-large a decrease cannot be justly
chargeable solely to the account of hard timer, anil
the conclusion iz unavoidable that there Bas been
exaggeration hitlierto, or tlat tue total for last yenr
fulls short of the facts,

The average birth-rate of the State iz vne birth
ananually to every 37 inhabitants, "This ratio would
give Lawrence about 800 births annually, bnt ina
population composed in so large a proportion of
unmarried porsous, and, with such an excess of
females over males, the birtb-itaie is, doubtless,
less than the average in the State. OFf the 721
births last year, .387 werc males asd 337 femnles,
There were eight pairs of twins, and one pairof
triplets—Mrs. Jolin Ewarts, at South Lawrence, all
of which are dead. The following statistics of the
nationality of parents will show liow much more
generally, than among American-born women, the
function of motherhood is being exercised by
women of foreign birth, 'The motherg of the 72
children Lorn in Lawrence last yenr had birth-
places as follows:—

Irveland.......

e eeer e 527

AMETICA. ca vt crnes sncereernnnnns. 184
Eugland........ et et e, 98
Germany.ees cavinais canars iieeieas 48
Canada,.ee.vveines, - 1.
Scotland, eesvenr e ienvnncinn, ceee 21
Nova Scotin.. .o vuvirrerereennn. ... 5
.Newfoundland .... ..... Ceeviavies. e B
New Brunswickiveevoes vevervnsn., 2
Portugal....... B 1
Swedell o.vviiiiaainniiin, . 1
Prince Edward's Island.............. 1

Total..oovvv ... vecene. 724

Our yopulation is pretly evenly divided between
pati c-born and foreign-born, but only 184 childrer
weie Dorn last year, of mothers who are Americat.
Lurn, while 540 childven were born of foreign.bot
motbers. It is possiblethat these figures may e
quire some qualification, but the conclusion thef
warrant oo their face is that three children ar
born in-Lawrence of foreign parentage to every ont
of native parentage,

A TERRIBLE INCIDENT.

One day, on the Boulevard Pereire, Paris, a mad
dog started fu pursuit of & veloclpede, mounted Iy
o boy of fourteen named Dupraty, Jiving in the
Boulevard, No. 16. The cass waa a terrible oo¢
and ended in the fall of the boy. Happily it wae
in the iron of the velocipede that the teeth of tbt
mad bulldog closed. . . . Thero ended the firt
act of the drama, The second follows: In anink
pulse ot passionate joy on seeing her son BAave
from so great 8 danger, Mme, Dupraty pressed bt
lips to the wheel of the velocipede, Some hydr®
phobic virus had remained on the iron nnd after &

agony of a fortnight the poor mother died, rngité
mad. ‘ :




