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sides had its full force, all this seems not only & pity,
but a sin. Tt is a pity, {for one reason, because too often
the old pecple who move at the instance of the young
are never more happy, and, for another, because people
who never strike root, who are deracinés, as Maurice
Barrés would say, are seldom the stuff oub of which
much good comes to a country. And it is a sin to ent
off old associations and old memeries of home from
children, who lose more thereby than anyone who does
not know what home means and how powerful iu after-
life is its appeal can understand.
*

In the old world, how different it was. The solid
people, the heart of the nations, were those who clung
to home. The Lome was a sanctuary for them: it was
consecrated and hlessed by a thousand unspeakable and
tender memories. We have led wanderers from America
to pray beside a stone on which the names of our grand-
father’s grandfathers were almost obliteraled by tinle:
we have walked with them in fields which came down
from father to son for centuries; and we could feel how,
because of zll they had heard from their parents of
this old home, before they ever saw the waves whitening
on the Irish coasts,every field and tree and hill was sacred
tothem, ITeme thus becomes a spiritual thing, a centre
of gravity for all time to which nameless, superhuman
forces draw across Lhe world. A sign of it is the fanuli-
arity of the sons and daughters of exiles with the places
they never saw, places that mean more to them thaun
the palaces and the cities of which the old world 13
rightly proud. They have that tradition Lecause their
fathers and mothers had homes in the real sense, shrines
of peace, refuges from the cares aund the sorrows of life,
sacred centres of faith and patrietism more powerful in
their influence than any schocls. In Ttaly pilgrims go
in thousands to visit the model of all homes at Loreto,
in Frauce to the home of Joan of Are. Tn the Iloly
Flouse of Loreto the Divine Lord of us all lived i sub-
jection to Mary and Joseph, to teach us the value of
home-life aud its importance for Christianity. In lLer
home Joan was bred and veared on the prinaiples which
her parents learned frown Nuazareth, and xo became
France's saviour and her mnoblest type of patriotizm
and purity. The humble homes of wreen Lrin have
sent forth across the world the priests and nuns and
the pious wen and women to whose faith is due whatt -
ever of true religion is in the new world to-day.  And
if in the past there had been uo howme tradifions and
no home training of the old kind who can tell what the
Church and the world would have lost?  No doubt
there 1s home-life wherever good parents are found,
but stability and tradition help in untold ways and
a lasting place of abode on this eartl: is in some way
a help towards attaining the spiritual home for which
we are all destined hereafter in Ileaven.

*

The wise lrish Prelate who founded the Zwhicd
used to exhort his.flock to settle on the land and to
stay on it. Time has shown how sound was his advice.
Were he alive to-day his greal heart would leed ot
the sight of so many Catholics who after hard toil and
years of industry have given up their farms in order to
live in towns where they die of dry rot and where their
children in all likelihaod help to swell the {rivolous
throngs that suppoert the debasing picture-shows. Back
to the land would be his call did he live to-day, and
whosoever shall succeed in persnading our people that
to have and to hold the land is the best coniribution
they can make towards our future here will aceomplish
a great work. But whether on the land or in the cities
it should be the aim of heads of families to found a
home that will be to their childven what the homes of
the old world were to the children that were brought up
in them. A lome means z house to live i, and the
first thing secured for that house ought to be the bless-
ing of God without whese aid all labor is vain, The
home of Nazareth is the model of all homes: and a
fixed dweiling that would prove a focus of spiritual
associations to every member of thé family is some-

H e whila atsivine fav Wa oro o lone way off
thing worth while striving for. We are a long way ol

yet from the spirit that built the old homes; but with
God’s help parents can do much to revive the spirit of
their forefathers and to establish here in this new land
homes that shall be like the tree lsdragil in the course
of years, with their roots deep down among the graves
of the dear dead and their Howering branches spreading
towards Ileaven,

NOTES

The Coming of Patrick

This week we sclect a few fine word-pictures of the
Celtie past from Shane Leslie’s St Patriel’s Puryatory.
The first is from a sketeh which tells us how to an old
warrior-king on his death Dbed there came 2z Druid,
and how they foresaw the end of paganism and the
birth of Christianity in Ireland.— -

On a sudden a white figure rose at the lowest of
the carth-walls and came slowly up the height. e
was & tall man with the erooked neck of age upon him
and angry eyes in his wise face. As he passed
the fighting meun turned to watch bim, but shivered
as they let him by, 1l 1x Terna, the Druid,” they
whispered. ITe had reached the palace door by now.
Under the heavy lox lintels he passed, with his white
robe gathered in his fingers,

The King lay in a restless slumber, and saw not
his visitor entering.  In his hard agony he turned this
wav and that. Gouts of blood crawled down his stiffen-
ing lwhz and dyed the badger skins and fox skins
of the bed. Torna waited beside him as an old crane
that stands uvear the ebluny tide., At last the King
woke. -

“Torna, 1T am very pelad of thy coming: Torna,
1 have eried for thee sinee 1 was borne from the battle.”

1 am not glad: Tittle glad amw 1 o see the hand
that was once full of gifts bitten by the sword.” Thera
waz a4 pause, and the King s]:uke.-

“Torna, there are strange clonds gatherine over
my eyves, not the jovous mixt that rives in the Wine-ri)y,
but tlte blackness of rain i the night time. .
Torna, Torna o the Dralds, Torm, wizer than wisdom,
i 1t cdeath that s come upon me!” .

A smaller wisdoin than mine cin see that thy
clond is one that cometh bul once over 3 man.” '

With a cry the King turned back to his Lroubled
slumbers.  Ile seemed to wutter, and after o while .

CHtrauge  dreams come over we awd lie before
ne and behind me, Torna, for alveady 1 think T see
my opwn spivit sitting at the cold hearth of the dead:
and I8 not well with thew.  Again, 1 wee strangers
sitfing among the 1ligh Kings of Fein. Torna,
[ see prief for you and for all the white magic of the
Druids.”’ ‘

“Long have T known that griel iz coming upon us,
0O King! There cometh an adze-head, with a
erook-head =taff in his hand, and he will chant a song
unholy from his table, and his household will be aypswep-
mge, Awen.’’

ST oses a Thutd that + ne Druid sittineg with the
wize men of Treland and his rohe is as brown as the
peat.’”

SThat 1s he, O King! That iz Tatrick, the fisher
of men.”

“Whoe i Patrick, and what ix the way of his
fishing 7" i

““He is the love-friend of Jesus, whom men call
the Xing of the Wounds, but I can tell thee little of
his fishing save that he lath nets laid over the high
hilis of Treland.” )

“Torna, would my sword be essy cutting the nets
of Jesus?” and the King folded his cold. bed-fellow,
for in those days the Kiugs of Treland lonored their
swords by night as well ax by day.

“No, O King! your sword cabnot avail you, for
the Queen of Heaven has woven the nels cut of the
floating treasures of the sea, and the spirits of men will
be lying in them like the silver herrings in the folds
vl & rope-net.”
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