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THE BLINDNESS OF DR. GRAY

By Rev, P.A, Sneenan,D. D,
Author of “My Ne
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ew Cu Luke Delmege,”

“Lisheen,’
CHAPTER XXI
COMMENTS AND CONFIDENCES

Oa their way home from Rohira, the
two young girls did not well know
whether they ought to be pleased, or
disappointed with vheir visit. The weird
beauty of the place, especially in the

Glenanaar,” et

setting sun and in the after-twilight and '

in the moonlight, seemed to haunt them
with its melancholy splendor.

The |

strange, sad figure of the old doctor, 8o |

sane, so refined, so highly trained, so |
fascinating, were it not for that one

dark line of the monomania that pos- |
gessed him, almost moved them to tears. |
And the rencontre with that wretched |
old woman at the castle, her assumed |
majesty of mien and carriage, her proph- |
tie words, her dark visage, seamed with |
liues of passio 14 have made Annie
shudder, but that the unpleasant recol- |
Jeetion seemed to have been obliterated |
by one still more unpleasant ~that of |
the sudden and unexpected advent of

the elder member of the family, whose
presence apparently was not too well |
desired. |

% [t spoiled the evening on us,” said
Annie O'Farrell, with a shrag. * Why |
dido't he come yesterday,or the day be- |
fore, or to-morrow, or the day after to-
morrow ? Oae would suppose that he
was told we were coming ; and that he
arrived just in time to spoil our amuse-
ment."”

“ What is it, [ wonder ? What brought
him home ?" said Mary Liston.

w1 don't know,” said Annie. “ But|
from what the boys hinted, from time to |
time, I suspect he has failed in his ex-
amination for the captainey of a vessel,
and has given up the sea.”

* Well but alter all,” said her friend,
#that could hardly be reason enough for |
the rather cold reception he got, especi-
ally from Dr. Wycherly. You noticed |
that the kind old man was struck silent
for the whole evening.”

“ Yes,” said Annie, ineonsequently, |
“and the pancakes were lovely. |

“ 8o they were,” said Mary Liston. |

|

s And weren't the silver and ware superb?

They'd drive Henry wild with jealousy.”
“ Bat did you notice that there was a |

want of tidiness somewhere? 1 suppose |

we shouldn't make remarks ; but I think | tells him all about us;

“ Hao's very handsome ?" said Mary
Liston.

* Who ?"

“ The prodigal son.
tanned and browned from the sea.
he's decidedly a handsome man.

« §omething sinister, though ?

“«Well,n—no! There's not the space
of the eye between the eyes, which is
the sigo of perfection ; but, otherwise,
he is a type of manly beauty.”

“Oh! but we forgot. We never saw
the acres of violets and lilies-of-the-

I see a woman's hand was wanting."” 1

I suppose he's
But

- valley and hyacinths—the very things

we came to see !”

“ ] can't bear hyaciutys.
fume overpowers me.”

“[ jove the daflodil aud the narcissus

'l‘hl‘

|

per-

l

for themselves ; aud because they cause |

no trouble.
“ Did the old witeh tell your fortune ?
We saw her catehing your sleeve ; and

that young lad trying to disengage your |
il | Reeves

hanc
L No!” said Aunnie, with a faint
blush, happily unseen in the dark.

“ But she ‘assumed the god,’ and prophe-
gied for poor Jack."
Gl ' ? why do

you say ‘poor,’

Annie ?
“ Because, you know, the young lad

looks delicate ; and — and — that old

beast said the spirit of his mother was

beckoning unto him.”

She meant calling him away ?”

% Yes I" said Annie, with something
like a sob. * Of course, we are taught
not to believe sueh things ; and I sup-
pose there is a good deal of trickery and
deceit about these people. But some-
how it oppresses you, doesn't it i

“ I'm afraid it does,” said her friend.
“ [ suppose 'tisn't right ; but a dream
will haunt me for days.”

“ I'm awfully sorry we didn't see the
garden ! [t will mean another invita-
tion, and another visit,” said Annie.

« But won't that be delightful 2" said
her eompanion.

“ Delightful ?

No., I shan't like i%
Do you know, I fear that I shall not
sleep to-night. The whole thing has
given me a shudder. Did you ever get
that creepy feeling when someone is
telling a ghost-story 2"

« Often ! said Mary Liston, * 1t
gets under the roots of your hair ; and
you almos: feel them move v

“ Yos ! that's just what 1 feel about
Rohira,” and Annie gave a little shud
der, and drew her furs closer around her
neck.

% Do you know what I think, Annie,”
said her friend afte
think still that what seemed wanting
here was a woman's hand. The ware
was 80 lovely—antique—I'm sure it was
And the silver—those sugar-
bowls and cream-ewers were solid silver,
not eleetro-plate—I saw the hall-mark

and did you how heavy
massive they were 2 And the spoons !

valuable.

notice

All solid silver. I suppose he stole
them from some Hindu prince—'

wigh 1" whispered Annie. * The
doctor is a good man.”

w1 know,' said Mary Liston. * But

» a long pause. “ 1|

the priest was wronged.
|

| ladies at

«1 take that for granted,” said Annie.
“ And this time, I'll secure an invita-
tion for you. Come in and see uncle,
until your car is ready.” |

Such were the comments made by two ‘
innocent school-girls on their little ad-
venture that evening, Somewhat dif-
ferent in tone and temper were the re-
marks on the same visic that were made
elsewhere the following day.

The Duggans were very sore and bit-
ter since the day when their home and
honor were both alike outraged by the
visit of the police. The charge of petty
theft was intolerable to the imagination
of a highly-strung people, who thought |
little of a hard word or blow, or any
other act of violence. And, as usual,
in their own illogical fashion, they
raged against the very man who was de- |
fending them against the vile imputa-
tion. In these remote and thinly-popu-
lated places reports travel fast, and
very simple incidents are noticed and |
recorded. And hence, the evening of
As<h-Wednesday had not closed in, when
news reached these people that Mr. |
Reeves, chief agent and organizer of
the Defence Union, had been closeted
with their parish priest during an en- |
tire afternoon.

“I knew it,” said Dick Duggan, angri-
ly, this evening. “He has gone over, |
body and bones, to the inimies of our

| race and religion.”

“ Who has gone over to the inimies of
our race and religion 2" said his mother, |
with equal anger, facing him with that
flerce scowl under which the bravest of
her children wineed and quailed.

“The priesht | The parish priesht i
replied Dick. “There's the evidence
‘ad eonviet him in anny coort in Ire-
land, When he brings Reeves all the |
way from his home to see him, do you
think 'tis for nothin' 2"

“ And who told you, you blagard,” |
said his mother, * that it was the priesht
brought him, instid of him calling on
tho priesht 2"

“ Him eallin’ on the priest 2" echoed |
Dick, with deri “ He'd eall on the |
divil sooner, an’ you know that. Did
any wan ever before hear of alandlord |
eallin’ on a priesht, without being |
axed ?" |

« And what 'ud the priesht want wid |
him 2" asked the mother, lowering her |
tone from one of flerce denial to one of |
anxiety.

“ What 'ud he want, but to set him on
us? Sure 'tis plain as two and two |
makes four. He sinds for Reeves ; he |
and Reeves
gends for the police. Sure annywan
wid an eye in Liis head ¢an see that.” 4

« There's no use argyfyin' the matter, |
mother,” said her daughter, breaking |
in; *they're gone over, body and sowl, |
to the Prodestans. Sure them two fine |

| ladies that kum to the parish lately |

were over at Rohira last night till all |
hours, coortin' and gallivantin' with ‘
them boys. Ned, the Captain, has come
home ; and they had a big party to meet |
him." [

“ Wisha, faix thin, Ned is not so wel- |
kum a visitor to Rohira, that they'd |

care to have a party to meet him. Who |
told you 2" |
“Thim that seen thim, going and

comin’,” said her dsughter.

It struck the poor old woman dumb,
All her defences were shattered. Some |
deep Catholic instinet told her that
there was a mistake somewhere, and that
But she could-
out of the difficulty.
calling on the priest, and |
closeted with him ; the subsequent visit
of the police on their insulting errand ;
and the entertainment of the two young
Rohira—all seemed to her

n't see her way

| simple mind to point in one direction, |
| namely, to the abandonment of old ways

| ing in a

|
|

|
\
1

|
|

[
|
|

i
|

and customs on the part of the priests,
and the implied betrayal of their people.

She went around her work this even-
sad and angry mood. The
black “tea " of Ash-Wednesday and the |
total absence of decent food hardly im-
proved her temper; but she could say
nothing. She only prayed to God to
enlighten her, and to clear up the mys- |
tery for her.

Later on they were gathered round |
the humble supper-table near the square |
of glass that served as a window. The
men too missed the milk that accom-
panied the usual supper of potatoes. |
They had to eat the home-made bread |
dry, and the potatoes dry except for a
little * dip,” made of flour and water ;
and the * black tay " that succeeded,
tasted acrid and unwholesome in their
mouths.

These things, apparently trifling, do
pot much improve the Christian temper;

and the old man aud the “boys”
were smoking  fariously in the
inglenook near the hearth to get

back their equanimity, when the sheep-
dog, that had been sleeping under the
table, roused himself and barked; and
the next moment, a tall, handsome figure
burst into the kitchen.

“ (God save all here!” he said, cheeri-
ly. “How are you, Dunggan? and the
mistress ?  Is this Dick ?  And Jerry ?
Why it seems only yesterday, since |
left you all behind."”

The family taken by
but they recognized
Wycherly, eldest son of

was surprise
Kdward

the old

soon

the

doetor, and the future heir of Rohira.

and |

| the

it is surprising what good people will

do under temptation,
you know, I h-ard Henry reading som
thing about it, the West India, or Kast
India Company, or society or something,
thought it only right to take away every-
thing the natives possessed,
what makes England so rich at the pres-
ent day.”

« How horrible !" said Annie O'Far-
rell. * But you may be sure the poor
doetor did nothing wrong. He is so
kind to the poor, I hear uncle say, and
so charitable.”

“ Pornaps he is making up for all the
bad things he did abroad o

« You are aregular little infidel, Mary
Liston ! “ But here we
? Can't the night—uncle
11 be so pleased.”

1" gaid Annie,

you stay

No ! I promised Henry 1 would re

nd he would be uneasy,” said
Mary. * But, Annie, if the second invi-
tation shall cowme, and i 11, 1 1
know you must soo those gardens,promise

me that I shall go, too."”

That's |

And out there, |
| ing all sorts of queer folks, he is glad to
| get

“Oh! Master Ned, is that you ?" said
the master of the house. * We hard you
kum home ; and sure al! the naybors are
glad to see you."

And I'm glad to see them
taking the chair that was offered him by
young daughter of the house.
“ When a fellow is knocking around the
world in all sorts of weathers, and meet-

' said he,

home, and
again.”

“[ suppose you saw many quare things
while you wor abroad,” said the old
man. He alone ventured to speak, the
others having sunk into that condition
of observant silence which the Irish
peasant so much affects.

“sQueer ' is no name for them,” said
the visitor, taking out a silver case, and
lighting a cigar. “ It would take a
month of holidays to tell all.  But, how
What kind of

amongst honest people

wre ye getting on here ?

| a Shrove had ye
“ Divil a mueh !"” said the old man.
“1 didn't hear of a marriage at all at
this side. There wor wan or two small
ones over at Lackagh.'
“1 supy v the priests are too hard
ybout the money 2" said  Wycherly,
iling N
«That's right.  Begor, ur ‘anner
| has it now,” said Diek, wit n.

| under forty or fifty ; and the girls are

“ig a lie for you, you blagard,” said “ familiarly, cried with their sorrows, and | one fowl for his supper, and no

nis mother, angrily, *You know in |
your heart and sowl that the priests
aren't hard on the people. But, faix,”
she said, turning to Wycherly, * the
warruld won't plaze the young people
nowadays. Nothin’but America for the
girls ; and the bhoys want as much |
money as would float a ship.”

“ And the ould people don't want to |
give it,” said Dick Duggan.

“Phim that have it, don't,” said his
mother. * Sure no bhoy now is married

thirty-five or forty theirselves.”
“Then I have no chance,” said Wyeh-
erly, in such a melancholy fashion that |
all burst out langhing.
“ Begor, yer ‘anner,”
unusual freedom, * we hard you

said Dick, with |
had

| your chice of two fine ladies last even-

ing. Sure, you must be hard to be |
plazed, if the parish priest’s niece and
the curate’s sister wouldu't plaze you."

Wycherly smoked in silence.

“Sure, we hard,” said Diek Duggan,
continuing his favourite topie, “that |
they wusspeciully axed up to meet yer
anner.

“Indeed?” said Wycherly, drawing in |

| and closely scrutinizing the speaker. |

“Phat can hardly be, as 1 was not |
expected home. 1 landed at Queenstown
yesterday, and never sent even a wire
that I was coming. But they were both
nice mannered and bright young ladies.
The parish should be proud of them.”

“Tley are!” said Dick drily.

“By the way, 1 see/” continued
Wycherly after a pause, “you and our-
selves have got a new neighbour. How
long are the Slatterys gone?"

“Oh, a year or two,” replied the
father.

“I wonder,” said Wyecherley, opening

| out the raw sore that was festering in

these poor peasants’ minds, “they didn't
leave you the place. It would have
been a neat little addition to yeur farm,
which is really too small. Or, one of |
the boys could have taken it, and settled
down there, and brought in some girl |
with a piece of money."”

4] suppose 'twasn't God's will,” said |
the mother, anxious to turn the conver- |
sation. “There's a man there from
America, Kerins they eall him."”

“Rich?"” said Wyecherly.

“Rich as a Jew,” was the answer.
Dick Duggan went out; he couldn’t
stand this.

+ wish he had gone somewhere else,”’
said Wycherly. *“I hear he has Emerg- |
ency men minding the place. I don't
like that. The people could have done |
without these fellows.”

But, notwithstanding his friendly tone |
and attitude, these remarks were re- |
ceived with silence and suspicion. |
Nothing will ever again take from the |
peasant's Dearis Lue dread of the |
gentry. |

He saw it, and rose up to go.

“Well, 1 must be off,”” he said, throw-
ing the end of the cigar into the fire.
“\We'll see a deal of one another, I hope.”

“Then you're not going away to say |
agaiv?” the old man asked.

“No!" he replied. “I have given up
the sea. I've come home to stay; and
help father to manage Rohira.”

“An' you'll be marryin’ and getting a
rich wife, plaze God!” said the old man.

“I haven't made much headway with
the ladies as yet,” he said, laughing.
“At least our two visitors of last even-
ing seemed to take me for a pirate, who
had just hauled down the back flag from
his masthead. They ran when I came
in, and that's a bad sign, although I'm
not such a bad-looking fellow. Am 1
now?” he said addressing the young
girl.

She turned away her head, and said
in a low voice:

“[ have seen worse sometimes!”

You see there's no use. I can't get on.
But good evening to you all!”
Banacht lath!” said the old man.

CHAPTER XXIL

THE

After a wholeday’s solemn meditation
made on an empty stomach, which,
according to the Schola Salernitana, and
old Cornaro, and other reputable author-
ities, is the first condition of a clear
head, Henry Liston decided in a most
pragmatic manner that he was justified
in persevering in the manner of life he
had now assumed. The solemn abjura-
tions and remonstrances of his pastor
had disturbed his conscience not a little,
especially as they seemed to be the

BEAST AND THE MAN

| sharp echo of all he had heard in college.

Once or twice during the long mental
struggle on that Ash-Wednesday, he had
almost determined to rise up and com-
mence the holy season and a new life by
making the holocaust of all these world-
ly books, which his pastor so warmly
recommended. But, when he stood be
fore his bookcase, and saw their beauti-
ful bindings, and remembered the many
hours of pleasant and profitable recrea-
tion they had afforded him, his heart
sank, the tears came into his eyes, and
he turned away. He also remembered
that once in England, where he had
purchased these books, a certain visitor
one day, looking over them exclaimed in
a tone ot surprise:

“What? Goethe, Novalis, in a priest's
house! This is the New Era. So you
have found the Sccret,” and then mur-
“Rome will conquer
again. She had got our guns at last!"”

And finally, he thought what a com-
parative f lure his pastor had been in
that parish, even though he was re-
puted to be, and in reality was, a dis-
tinguished and deeply-read theologian. |

“['1l try on the new lines,"” said Henry, |

mured absently

late that night. “I'll try modérn
methods. T 1 fail, I'll fall back on the |
old lines again.’

An excellent resolution; but one not |
too easily carried out. The great
central problem appeared to be, whether
it was a fact that a new spirit had come |
into Ireland; and whether the priest-
hood persevere in the old
wethods of dealing with their people, or
adopt new methods more in accordance

were to

with the spirit of the I"ather
Henry Liston decided fo the latter,
regardless of the consequences to him-
self.

I'he first indication of Lis new resolu-
tion was his throwing himself, as it were,
into the hearts ot tl ple.  Whilst
his b pastor f and ale
administering his | in strictest
weoordano wd tradition
Henry | y came down to their level,
became one of themselve poke to them |

| The wi

laughed with their joys. His pastor
immediately noticed it, and warned him,
GGoing home one morning from the
Lenten stations, he read him a homily
on the manner in which he had addressed
the people that morning.

oIt was altogether too familiar,” he
said, “It isright tobe plain and simple;
but you mustu't degeuerate into a
familiarity that makes the people smile
at such sacred things. And it is all
right to use homely illustrations; but
that story of the fox this morning was
simply an outrage on all religious
decency. Try and maintain some
dignity, Father Liston. The people will
think more of you in the long run,
And, by the way,” he continued, “you
must give up the habit of addressing
people by their Christian names. You
You have no right to call people with
whom vou have had so little acquaint-
ance, ‘Mary,’ or *Kate.” They don't like
it.”

“ The allusion to the * fox " story or-
iginated thus, A few days previous to
this Station, when the pastor, after hav-
ing hastily swallowed a cup of tea and a
morsel of dry bread, had departed, and
the few farmers, who had been patiently
waiting at the kitchen fire, came in to
breakfast, the young curate remained,
anxious to make their acquaintance,
And, under the sunny and welcome ab-
sence of the pastor, and the cheerful
greetings of the curate, and the pros-

| peet of getting a fairly good Lenten

breakfast for nothing, the good people
relaxed a little, and finally let them-
selves go.

In a country-house like this, the con-
versation invariably turns on one of
two topics, fox-hunting and polities.
s of Reynard and the ways of
the politician seem to have a peculiar
fascination for the Irish peasant ; and
they take the keenest delight in narrat-
ing the tortuous methods of securing au
election, even to a country dispensary,
on the one hand, on the Machiavellian
tricks of the fox on the other. And
they laugh at their own losses from
either side. This morning, the politi-
cians were left in peace, although it
was a sore trial to some to abstain from
eriticising public men ; and the conver-
sation turned on the coolness and dex-
terity aud honesty and fidelity of the
fox. For, like most much-maligned per-
sons, that poor animal has certain vir-
tues of its own, which however, are
feebly recogized by an unjust and un-
discriminating publie.

“ There never yet was a more belied
poor crachure, yer reverence, than a
fox,” said a stout young farmer, his
mouth well crammed with a junk of
home-made bread.
widda wance, that lived near a cover.

keys in the counthry. And, although
she was a widda, and the fox knew it, he
never tetched as much as a fedder on
thim fowl. There they were, crowing

| and cackling and sailin’ over the pond

under his nose, and he never even
looked at 'em. But one winter came in
very cowld, and the country was sno red
up all round. And the fox got hungry.
And agin his conscience, and thought|he
knew, as well as you or me, that he was
committing  sit descinded cne
cowld, awful night on the widda's yard,

y he

and tuk away wid 'im wan of her finest |

hins. She cried Mille murther ! whin
she diskivered in the morning wan of
her best hins gone ; and you may be sure
she cursed that poor fox as hot as if he
wor a Christian. But he did'nt mind

not a bit. The weather cleared up a
little thin. And wan fine morning,
whin the widda kem out to count her

chickens, she found she had two too
marny. *Yerra, who owns thim ?
shel to herself. ‘ Thim aren't

Sez
mine.

“1 knew a poor |

o had thae finest flock of geese and tur- |

more,
Buat, like ourselves, wan crime led to
| another, and whin he found he could not
get out, there was nothin’ fur him but to
massacray thim all, an' himself into the |
bargain,
‘ * He wasn't as cute as the fellow that
\goy into my yard a few months ago,”
said a rival., * The same thing hap-
pened to my boy-o ; he got in through a
bigh winda, and couldn’'t get out. So
he killed all before him ; and then he
| gathered them all ondher the high win- |
! dow where he kem in. We wor huntin’
| and scourin’ the counthry for the fowl |
| whin it struck me that they might be
| here. So I opened the dure, an’ in 1
| wint, There they wor, as dead as
“ Julius Saysar; but no trace of me fox. |
I wint over, and stooped cown to count
thim ; and faith, it wasn’t me prayers I
| was sayin' I took up wan, and just thin,
| I'telt somethin' lep on me back ; and out
| went Mr. Fox through the winda.”
“There's no ind to him,” was the ver- |
| diet ; but Henry Liston took away with |
him not only the convietion that the
fox was a highly intelligent animal,
and therefore deserving of every re-
spect; hut that he had also certain
homely virtues, such as fidelity and |
gratitude, which do not always accom-
pany acuteness and cleverness in his
human friends. But he noticed that
these redeeming features were forgot-
ten, and nothing remembered but the
baser qualifications in man and brate,

A few mornings after he had been en-
tertained with the *fox,” he had an in-
stance of what the higher and nobler
being can do. The conversation had
turned this morning on the prevalence
of bribery at elections ; and the general
convicetion appeared to be that every

man had his price, and that there was
no office, no matter how great or how
small, that was not sought for and

obtained by intriguing, cunning, and

bribery.

“They may say what they like,” said
one of the guests, ** about gettin’ the
best man for this, that, and the other
thing ; but 'tisn’t the best man, but the
longest purse that wins. But I hard
some |time ago a shtory that bangs

| Banagher. A widda, and,” he looked
| around to see if he was compromising
himself, and then he went on, *and sure
widdas are the divil,—had a son, who
she thought would look mice in a dis-
pensary. So she brought the bouchal
home from Eongland, and ran him.

People said that she bribed right, left,
| and front ; but, begor, if she did, some

other fella had a longer purse, and her

boy was bate.”

“An' she lost all her money ?" some

one exclaimed.

“Did she ?” said the speaker.
| “Dido't I tell ye she was a widda ?
Didn't 12"
| “You did,” was the reply.

“Thin, how could she be bate ? She
wasn't, faix. But she bate the whole
| Boord of Guardians hollow. She bribed

by cheque. Thim that had cashed her
| cheque, and took the money, she had
thim caught; for there was her evidence
agin thim, and it meant two years' im-
prisonment. They were glad enough to
pay her back. Thim that held the
cheques, she blocked thim by stoppin’
the cheques in the Baunk, and they were
glad enough to give ‘em back, too.”

“But, sure, she was caught herself in
the bribing ?"

“Av coorse she was; but what did she
care? They weren't goin' to inform on
a 'uman ; and faix, she'd go to gaol will-
ingly enough, if she ecould sind twenty-
two Guardians before her.”

All of which was received with an up-
roaricus langh as the climax, apogee,
and perfection of all human cuteness.

It made Henry Liston reflect a little,
and preach his little homily on vulpine

i $ lnates ’ Lora os | :
Just thin she looked up, and there was | andq human depravity, with the result

Mr. Fox going away, jest like a gintle-

that he elicited a broad grin from his

; vithout waiti v g > 4 F i
man, without waiting to be thanked. | audience, and a severe homily from his

And the quare thing was that it was
just the color andfbreed of the hin he |

ate, that he brought back agin !

pastor,
30t it made him reflect; and, as we
| have said, his reflections were helped a

“1 hard much the same of the ould | p5,q deal by the abstinence of Lent.

huntsman that nsed to live over at Long- |

ueville,” said an ancient and grizzled old

? “ He p R .

!:\rnxxl-‘r. Il«l had a ‘hulu dug near the | people had got off
!lrwp ace, and he made a nate cover for | “ould dacency”
it out of an ould millstone ; and when-
ever the fox was hard pressed he made |

The conviction now began slowly to
| dawn on his mind that somehow the
the track. The
of which he had heard
his mother had gone.
were beginning to be

| 80 much from
The people

for that cover : and they never caught | gehamed of nothing but failure—that of

him. But he wasu’t goin' to be in anny
wan's debt.
hen roost around the country ;

a provider.”
* But it wasn't hones

pine and human depravi
“ Which, yer
the huntsman "'
“Of
“ The fox is
know better.
“ (tod help yer reverence,”

said the historian.
course,

the villain—but sure, he thinks
right to recompense his friend.
sure it is."”

“ But the man ought to stop such de-

predations,” said Henry.
“ How, yer reverence ?"
And all looked up

was
query.

I'hat * how " was a poser.

“ [He's not always as honest as that,”

said another guest. * He always

of the world, * Meself first, and the |
rest nowhere,’ is his religion ; and "tis
the religion of many besides him. 1]
wint in wan fine mornin,’ it might be

four or five years ago, to take a look ¢

He robbed and stole every
and be-
gobs the ould huntsman never wanted
a fowl in his pot so long as he had such | goubtful acts

said Henry
Liston, who was shocked at such vul-

reverence—the fox or

the man,” said Henry.
rresponsible—he doesn't |ty

said the
“ He knows he's doing wrong,
"tis |
And |

the |
to witness |
the discomfiture of the young priest.

has |
an eye on the eleventh commandment ;
but sure in that he's only like the rest

t |
the barn to see how things wor goin.'
And lo ! an' behold you, there wasn't a |
hin or a turkey alive ; and herself had |
the natest lot of young turkeys for the |

| which they had the least reason to be
ashamed. They were  no longer
ashamed of foul trickery, of base deal-
| ings with one another, of shady and
which would have kept
away whole families from Mass a few
years ago. It had passed into an
| article of religion now, that the whole

by what means. The nation seemed TO
have put its honour in pledge, or in its
pocket ; and all the lofty idealism, all
| consecrated and time-honoured
| traditions, that had so distinguished
the race in the past, were now deliber-
| ately rejected with rude jokes and low

motives of self and success were adopted
as an ethic and a religion.

enthusiasm of youth had not
degenerated into cynicism through a
| sense of hopelessness and failure. It is
a grand thing to see these young lads
come forward, hope shining in their eyes
| and courage driving the pulse-beats of
martial ardor through brain and muscle
and nerve. You dare not speak to them
of degeneracy and national apostasy and
a gray and gloomy future. They admit
| there are faults, and symptoms of decay,
and a loosening of bonds, and the gray
ashes of a dead patriotism. But, what
are they there for, these young priests,
but to eliminate those faults, and arrest
that decay, and tighten those bonds, and
blow those gray ashes into a flame that

business of life was to succeed, no matter |

pleasantry ; and all the lower and baser |

Henry Liston was young and the vast |
yet |

Yh i will warm and lighten all the land? |
Christmas market wor ever scen. Me ‘. Yes, that is their duty ; for that the |

somewhat more. In fact what the age
needed was—himself !

l It was the springtime, too ; and under

its invigorating influence the life-blood
was pouring hot into his brain; and
every faculty was kindling into a stream
of fresh energies and hopes, and resolu-
tions. The thrushes were tolling out
their bell-peals from every bush and
thicket, and the smaller songsters were
chirping and love-making with their
little lyrie voices down along vale and
hollow and even in the bvitter salt-
marshes of the sea, There was a warm
perfumed breath from Nature's teeming
bosom on the air; and all the senses

| were flattered into new pleasures by the

ever-varying potencies of Nature in her
new birth.
the vivifying influences all around him ;

and he thought he should shake off the |

torpor of winter, and infuse into the
gorbid breasts of these poor peasants
some new principles and motives for
their life-conduct.
wrote rapidly, for the thoughts were

burning in his brain, a sermon that was |

long after famous in the parish, and
which he called * The Man behind the
Gun,"”

The idea was taken from what
occeurred in one of those delicious
struggles, which, notwithstanding Hague
Conferences, Angels of DPeace, ete,
ete., seem to be part and parcel of the
human drama, just as dangerous humors
in the human body break out iuto hot
eruptious, or take the more deadly form
of low fever. And Henry drew a
graphie picture of the two hostile arma-
ments, equal in armour-plating, size and
weight and calibre of guns, ete., ap-
proaching each other silently on Pacifie
or other [seas, until the first shot shrills
out ; and in a few hours, one fleet is re-
duced|to old serap-iron on the floor of the
sea, or towed captive into some hostile
harbour ; and the other, nninjured walks
the waters with flags {lying and cap-
tured ships in its wake. Now, where
lies the difference here, quoth Henry.
Equal in armament, equal in guns, equal
in magazines—the one is shattered, the
other triumphant ? What was the
magic factor ? Clearly, the man be-
hind the gun! And the moral of the
sermon, elaborately drawn out and em-
bellished, is the well-known and hack-
neyed one—that what we want in Ire-
land is not measures, but men ! Henry
Liston, youthful and enthusiastic,
thought the discovery unique and
original. Alas ! has it not been the
theme of every essay, poem, political
dissertation, philosophic
the past thousand years? And are
not we as far away from the solution as
ever ?

TO BE CONTINUED

Outof the mists angl darkness of north-
ern KBurope in the fifth century after
the birth of Christ, there began to shine
a light from an island off the western
coast—a light of purest ray serene—
so bright and clear that it shed its
beams afar—amongst the forests of Ger-

man¥y—on the desert shores of the
Hebrides ; in the camp of Al-
fred, at the court of Charle-
magne and in the ecapitol of the

Christian world. Its rays even extend-
ed to the shores of Constance in Switz-
erland and some writers maintain that
its influence was felt in ypt. This
light was lighted in Ireland by St. Pat-
rick and his followers
beacon to all of the western world, It
was for this reason that Ireland was
called in those far-off days * The Isle of
Saints " and the * Holy Isle.”

We cannot help feeling saddened as
we remember that * Golden Age" of
Ireland, that time to which men looked
wistfully when growing trouble and
discord, attack from without, and dis-
sension from within, had torn in pieces
tbe unhappy island whose very name
was later to become a hyword, not only
in Europe, but to the whole world, This
wonderful * Golden Age " in Ireland
was due in great part, if not entirely, to
the influence of the early Irish Church.
We read that in the sixth,seventh, eight,
and part of the ninth centuries ** Ireland
played areally great part in the history
of Europe.” * Fora time it seemed as if
the course of the world's history was to

and became a

be changed, as if that older Celtic race |

which the Roman and German had
| swept before them, had turned to the
moral conquest of their conguerors
if Celtic and

not Roman Christianity

of the West."”

The centuries immediately succeed- |

| ing the coming of St. Patrick were filled
| by an extraordinary enthusiasm. The
passion for conversion, for missionary
labor of all sorts, seems to have swept
like a torrent over the island, arousing
to its best and highest point that Celtic

| enthusiasm, which has never, unhappily, |

found such noble enthusiasm since.
the dogged might of heathenism and
| grappled with it in a death struggle.
| Wherever they went victory seems to
have erowned their efforts, and their
red hot fervour to have melted every
obstacle. And we must remember that
| it was Ireland, for three centuries, that
| nourished the purest faith and the high-
est civilization of the age. A French-
man writes beautifully on this subject :
| * From the moment that green Krin,
| sitnated at the extremity of the known
world, had seen the sun of faith arise,
she had vowed herself to it with an ar-
| dent and tender devotion which became
| her very life. The crown of ages has
not interrupted this, Shé  maintains
gtill an inextinguishable centre of faith.”

In the year 560 Colomba left Ireland

eyes .up_rxzd in me head ; and I was .li!"" | holy oils were rubbed on their palms ‘ with twelve companions, and started on
beginnin' to curse and blasht the thief | . 4 fingers by conseerating prelates;

whin there

himself as dead as a dure nail. Ilet | toil and expend themselves and die, if | of Western Christianity.

in the middie of thim was

and for this they have to labour and

fly wan or two soft words at'im ; and | | oqq he,in the struggle. Of what con-

thin 1 wint over and took the vally of |
the fowls out av him in kicking. After . :
a while I got ashamed of kicking a dead 1 Lustony i
brute, so I caught him by the brush,
and flung him out into the duughill. I
and
out they kum, yelpin® and barkin’, like

wint in thin to eall out the dogs ;

mad. But there was no fox 1"
“ What happened 2 said
noeently.
“ Begor, 'tis
gaid the “ He

pened,’” narrator,
\

mmi

Henry in-

isy to guess what hap-
was
teath, He got in through a |
gh winda, 1 suppose, intendin’ to take i

to humanity, thought Henry
it whether Ideas are innate
or acquired ; why an Archangel and not
| one of the Thrones or Dominations was
| sent to announce the awful mystery of
the Incarnation? Thereare more press-
ing questions for solution now. And he
made up his mind, after the first round
of statiops, that his pastor, over there
in his library, blinding his eves over the
abstract problems that
solved, might be a
lonely and
Jut the age needed

| sequence

| perplexities of
never would be
picturesque object as a
lsulilnry student.

his memorable journey to Scotland, a
date of great importance in the history
This period

|in Ireland was one of those shining |

| epochs of spiritual, and also to a great
| degree, intellectual activity rare indeed
| in the history of the world.

From many
countries, from dozens of

scattered

places throughout the wide dominions of |

Charlemagne, the students came ;
kept—as Bede expressly tells us,
of cost in

were
“ free
the Irish monasteries, and
drew their first inspirations in the Irish
schools,””  Then, whole erowds of
ardent and devoted Irishnien wandered
over Kurope carrying knowledge and
fuith afar. missionaries  and
| scholars hiad their own peculiar dress,

too,

These

-

&

And the young priest felt |

S0 he sat down and |

had |

conjecture, for |

a8 |

was to mould the destinies of the Church |

[rish missionaries flung themselves upon |

They wore a long eloak with a hood, an ¢
had a book-wallet and a kind of leate .
bottle slung on their shoulders, and
thiek, knotted stafl in the hand, |
from them that the Benedictine mop )
borrowed the dress which has since 1y
1cmnu the characteristic habit of relj
ous orders. The name cowl i
is doubtless from the
sgochull,” meaning hood.
The founding of monasteries by th,
early Irish saints may be said 0
been done by two classes of men, »
| of the one class settled in the inhabited
i«l'luuiclu. these of the other class, w
| gave themselves to a lile of prayer
| eontemplation, took up their abode
| remote, lonely uuinhabited islands

2 Koglis
Irish  wora

r
mountain valleys—places generally hard
| to reach and often almost inaceessible
The founders of the first class becaw:
“the protectors and teachers of the litt
Christian community in its vici
educating its own sons and sending )
out as a bee sends out its swarms
settle upon new grounds, and to fertil
the flowers of distant harvest fiel
To the first order of Saints, Patrick ar
his successors belonged-—they wero
Bishops, all fouuders of Chiurchic
living in active life and moving o
in the world—many of them wor
foreigners like Patrick, and they flour
ished down to 40,

The second order, native to Tr
imposed on themselves a severe dis
line of life, excluding women altoge
from their monasteries. Anpother wr
names a third class, which are ca
“Toilers by Sea and Land,” and are
conrse, the missionaries of whom |
spoken.

To notice all the monastic sch
old which attained eminence w
demand more time and space than ca
be given. Among those which were
most illustrious were those of Bang
Lismore, Cloumacnoise, Armagh, Monas
terboice, Rosscarberg and Derry. M
of these colleges were in existence [r
the sixth century downwards. Whe
we remember that there were lay sc
which though smaller, were far re
numerous, we shall have some idea of the
universal love of learning that existe
in Ireland in those days. No ot
nation in Europe could boast of so ma

schools and colleges in proport

to size and population. Man
of the monastic colleges had ver
large numbers of students. In Clonar
there were 3,000, all residing in and
around the college ; and Bangor and
Clonfort had as many. The students

were of all classes—rich and poor, fr

the sons of kings and chiefs down to the
sons of farmers, tradesmen and laborers
young laymen for general education
as well as ecclesiastical students |

the priesthood. All those who had the
| means paid their way in everything
there were those wio cou
nothing, and they re

pay 1

teaching

books and food free, 2

| number  of students lived it
houses built by themselves, or
by hired workmen, some mere huts eacl
for a single person, some in large hous

for several. All around the centre col
lege buildings, there were whole streets
of these houses, often forming a good
sized®town. In rude institutions

kind were educated those
names became renowned all ever
and who for the period when t
are now honored as among the greats
scholars and missionaries the w

ever seen. The Latin and Greck .
guages  were and tanght
in the Monastic schools

Irish & lars
knowledge of geometry, arithmet
astronomy, music, geography, aud ab
all, their knowledge of the holy Ser
tures. Weread of their charming the
Court of Charlamegoe by their
quence aud by their fervid prea

The monks and stud

teries led a busy and happy life. S
tilled the ground around and belong
to the monastery plowing, digg
L sowing, reaping—and attended to the
cattle ; some worked as carpenter
tailors, smiths, shoemakers, cooks, et
for the use of the commuunity. Some
were set apart to receive and attend t
travellers and guests who were continu-
ally coming aund going: to wash their
feet and prepare supper for them, Many
were employed as scribes; to copy ant
ornament manusecript books ;  while
others made beautiful eroziers, brooches,
chalices, crosses and other works
metalic art ; and the scholarly members
| were selected to teach in the schools
| Besides this, all had their devotions
attend which were frequent and
long.”

The founders of the monasteries never
selected a site without lrst ascertall
ing that a well or a stream was near.
There are at the present day, holy wells
| in every part of Ireland, and it is with
| good reason that they are so called for
they preserve the memory, and in most
cases the very names of those noble A
missionaries, who used the crystal water
to baptize their converts. We read
that the head of the monastery was bot
abbot and chief over the communily
where he lived. Difliculy as it may be
for us to think of Ireland as a seat of
learning, we cannot help but be con-
vinced that during those early centur
ies of the Christian era, after the com
ing of St. Patrick and St. Columba, 1
| Christian peopl® ever had better pr
| pects of a glorious future. But sudden
ly, as we shall see, the dark
gathered, a chilling, deadly storm swepb
downward from the distant north ; and
| the fair blossoms, flowers and fruits of
| Erin's prosperity, were blighted for a
thousand years.”

Let us now consider briefly the early
Christian architectuic of Ircland, and its
development from rade specimens to the
wonderful abbeys and church buildings,
whose ruins to-day testify their glory
“mul beauty in that fardistant time.

Accordingly we find that the first ex-
| amples of architecture are the Pagan
| forts and dome-roofed sepulehres.
The first monasteries and cashels are
distinetly connected with the forts. It
would appear that the monks merely
adopted the method of building then
practised among the natives, making
such modifications in form as fheir
difference in purpose and traditional
usage required. In fact, monasticism

and the love of eremitic life, which are
| the natural growth of the eastern in-
| fluence (in which asceticism formed so
large a part) still permeated the weste
| ehurch—aud that it was not peculi
| Treland is shown by the remuins in
| islands off the coast of Scotland, Wales

were famous for their

clouds
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and seventh centuries,
of twelve miles from the
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hundred and twenty
2 point in the eliff up t
This island, on whieh i
one of the earliest Chris
puilding in Ireland, hes
of annual pilgrimages
turies, and the service
the Cross is still celebr:
In the next period «
ture a very perceptibl
la
the gradual growth of

seen

the marked foalby

ment, and the additio
and the arch. A grea
monasteries took plac

ars U096 and 1008, w

¥

Joru secured a temp

the ineursions of the
the annals tell us, * the
overrun and overspre:
secured at
of Munste
and heir, |

battle th

In this long continue
centuries, Ireland has
the death. Year after

hordes had made desce
coast, where t

tion, plundered, wmur
quickly off agai

captives Libraries,
churches were their
ground, for they had f
were preserved the
treasures, manuscrip
ornaments and sacre

the expulsion of the
y might have
pitiful to rel
occurred the
which
more shame

invasior
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almost everything t
progress 2
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have spoken,
Perhaps it was thi
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