
The electronic version of this text has been created as a part of the
"Publishing in Irish America: 1820-1922" project that is being undertaken
by the CUNY Institute for Irish- American Studies.

1'!tlll'\..1
I),lk (rl',lkd
( lhll'll I()
( Ihll'c! '\;,lllll'
\lllilpr
I),IIL'1'1lhll,ill',1

1'1lhl"ill'l
I hll1l1r

l'llhll,illllC III 1.\
I I I' II'

Iilillillilillh~

("",d \\ PI1lL'1l "I I rill

\lkL'lll''''L'
1'111
Ill'll/l,'l'r IIrplilL'r,
('l'fT\ I I..'\..'







TilE :-;nLlT.\I':'\' gOAD.

,. Th~ j, urllcy t;) tilt; '\';l \\";l~ long and L'lll:)~ (u( f. t!\\

- ..
""J,'lltisfit:,t



GOOD WOMEN
OF ERIN

BY

ALICE DEASE
AUTHOR OF

U GOOD MEN OF ERIN,' I "A PRIEST AND HIS BOYS. H

"THE BECKONING OF THE \VA~D,' I ETC.

NEW YORK, CINCINNATI, CHICAGO

BENZIGER BROTHERS
PRINTERS TO THE HOLY APOSTOLIC SEE

19II



CONTENTS

THE TRIAL OF LAFINDA

THE VICTORY OF DARLUGHACHA

THE REBUKE OF ST. FANCHEA

THE CONVERTS OF ST. PATRICK

THE BLINDNESS OF SISTER DARA

THE MIRACLE or LOCH LEAMNACHTA

THE FLIGHT OF PRINCESS DYMP~A -

ST. GOBNATA'S WEAPON

A SAINT IN THREE COUNTRIES

A WORKER IN WOOD

RATHNATA'S CHOICE-

THE GOLDEN PATEN-

THE PRINCESS'S BRIDAL

THE SOLITARY ROAD

V

PAGS

I

8

20

29
37
44
53
61

68
76

86

95
102

110



LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

1'0 PACK PAGB

Frontispie&,THE SOLITARY ROAD -

THE VICTORY OF DARLUGHACHA

THE MIRACLE OF LOCH LEAMNACHTA

GOBNATA ADVANCES TO MEET THE ROBBERS-

RATHNATA'S CHOICE -

THE GOLDEN PATEN -

vii

17
50
66

91

100



GOOD WOMEN OF ERIN

The Trial of Lahnda
ALLday long Princess Lafmda had been haunting
the watch-tower of the Fortress of Rath Keltar,
on the look-out for the retinue that was now due to
return from the great feast of King Domnal at
Dunanga. Amongst the train was the maiden's
brother, Sweny, King of Keltar ; but, in truth, it was
not the leader of the band whose absence was so
tedious to the watcher, and it was not his approach
that made her rejoice when at evening a cloud of
dust upon the horiwn announced their coming.

Congal Claen, King of Ulster, was worthy of the
love of a Princess, but it was a surprise to all when
he made known that his choice had fallen upon the
sister of his sub-King Sweny, for the contrast
between the lovers was very great.

Congal was a brave soldier, ambitious and hot-
headed. His affections were so strong that, to
serve his foster-father, he had not hesitated to
attack and kill the usurper Sweny Maen, who had
seized the throne of Erin that rightly belonged to
Damna!.

When on visiting Rath Keltar he had seenLafinda,
I



:2 GOOD WOMEN OF ERIN

the force of his love for her had won the maiden in
spite of herself.

The Princess had received her education from the
holy recluses who lived near to her father's Court
at Downpatrick. Under the care of the daughters
of St. Brigid, Lafinda had grown up pious, gentle,
and wise. None of the soldiers at her father's
Court had succeeded in touching her heart, and she
was beginning to wonder whether the cloister was
to be her vocation, when a visit from Congal Claen
had banished all such ideas from her mind.

Many happy hours had the lovers spent at Rath
Keltar, and the wedding-day was approaching, when
a summons came to Congalfrom his foster-father, the
Ard Righ, bidding him to a great feast that was to
take place at Dunanga.

It was from this expedition that they were now
returning, but as Lafinda hastened to the gate of the
Rath to greet her lover shepoted, with a pang, that
both troopers and leader wore an air of angry deter-
mination more suited to men who were setting out
on some desperate enterprise than of those who had
taken part in a regal festivity.

Scarcely pausing to return her greeting, King
Congal straightway began to pour out the history of
these last momentous days. On reaching Dunanga,
Congal had found that the seat at Domnal's right
hand, which it was his due to occupy as King of
Ulster, had been given to his arch-enemy the King
of Oriel. Furthermore, when the other guests were
served with a goose's egg on a golden platter, a
common hen's egg on a wooden dish was set before
Conga!. It only needed this last public insult to raise
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to blazing fury the embers of wrath that had been
smouldering in the foster-son's breast ever since his
foster-father had failed to fulfil the promise he had
made as to the reward due for Sweny's murder.

Had her lover been called to fight for a just cause,
Lafinda, daughter of a race of Kings, would herself
have bidden him go to death or glory; but, knowing
that pride and ambition were urging him to wage
a war against his own countrymen, and that the
right would be against him, the Princess did all in
her power to induce Congal to pause and consider
before he plunged his motherland into bloodshed.

Perhaps these gentle persuasions might have pre-
vailed with Congal had it not been for the counsels
of his uncle, the aged warrior Kellach. Although
he was too old to lead an army himself, Kellach, on
hearing of his nephew's quarrel with King Domnal,
promised him the service of his own soldiers, under
the command of his seven sons, besides providing
him with ships and money to sail to Scotland in
search of allies.

Itwas on deaf ears that Lafinda's tender pleadings
fell, and, despite her prayers, Congal Claen soon
sailed away from Erin with a horde of Kellach's
money to hire foreign mercenaries.

King Domnal, on ascending the throne, had
banished all the Druids and the pagan bards, and
these, on hearing of Congal's intentions, gathered
round Kellach, and worked up so strong a party
that when the young King returned with allies

• from Scotland, from Scandinavia, from Alba, and
from Gaul, he found his cause had come to be
looked upon as the cause of Druidism, and that the
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battle he was prepared to fight would be the climax
of a religious struggle - paganism against Chris-
tianity, though its ostensible reason was a private
feud.

Lafinda had spent the time of Congal's absence
in retirement and prayer, and when, with the news
of his return, the tidings came to her that her lover
was looked upon as the leader and upholder of
pagans and of Druids, she knew that all thought of
earthly ooppiness was at an end for her, whatever
resulted in the coming battle; she, a spiritual
daughter of St. Brigid, could never link her lot with
a rebel against God and His Church. She had long
foreseen that the renunciation of her lover might be
demanded of her, and she had already decided upon
her line of action. She loved Cong;tl Claen with too
lasting a love ever to listen to another suitor. If
she could not be his wife, she would at least devote
her life to praying for him in the cell of a solitary.

Before taking this final step, she determined to
make one appeal to the love she knew Congal Claen
still bore for her.

It was at Lame that the foreign troops were to
disembark, and here, when Congallanded, he found
Lafinda awaiting him. Clad in white, with her beau-
tiful hair falling to her waist, the maiden was a
personification of youth and innocence, and it needed
a firm will to resist her plea. Congal, though
deeply grieved at having to refuse Lafinda's request,
was too strongly pledged to his army to be able now
to give up his command.

In vain she protested that if he persisted in his
scheme of revenge she would pass out of his sight
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and life for ever. He paid her no heed, only speak~
ing of the time when he would have defeated
Domnal, and when in regal pomp their marriage
could take place. Most solemnly did Lafinda de-
clare that this could never be, but Kellach, who,
as chief adviser, was at Congal's side, mocked at her
words, saying that when the crown of Erin was
offered to her, she would not refuse it. With a
breaking heart, Lafinda watched the splendid caval-
cade march away towards the plain of Moira, which
was destined to be the burial-place of so many
combatants.

The Battle of Moy Rath is chronicled in history,
and it is only with the fate of Congal Claen that we
are here concerned. In his earliest youth, when at
fosterage at Dunanga, there had been another youth,
one Cuanna, who was bound by the same tie to
King Domnal; but as Cuanna grew to manhood it
was found that he was wanting in intellect, and it
was not seemly that an idiot should be foster-son
to a King, so he was sent back to his parents. On
hearing of the approaching battle, Cuanna deter-
mined, in spite of his infirmity, to strike a blow for
his foster-father. Wandering, as it seemed, aim-
lessly upon the battle-field, he came face to face
with Congal. The tide of battle was flowing in
favour of Domnal, but his adversaries had not as
yet lost hope, for their leaders had been spared to
them. Now, however, the idiot, falling upon his
foster-brother, dealt him such a mighty blow that
the spear-head pierced his armour, and the northern
champion re<;ognizedthat his death-knell had been
sounded. Scorning to retaliate on one who was
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imbecile, Congal drew the weapon from his wound,
girding himself with his leather belt, hoping thus to
stanch the flow of blood, and so be spared to see
the battle over; but just then so fierce a tempest
swept in from the sea that the foreign combatants
were forced to yield before the men of Erin, who
were more accustomed to such weather.

The news of Congal's disaster was alone needed
to complete the panic which had now seized upon
his followers, and, retreating from the field in
hurry and confusion, they carried their wounded
leader with them, leaving the victory in the hands
of Domnal, the champion of Christianity.

Before the northerners had proceeded far upon
their journey, Congal was so overcome with weak-
ness and sufferingthat he begged to be left to die in
peace. Finding a shaded spot close beside a spring
of water, the soldiers laid down their burden, as they
had been requested.

The wounded man had not been long resting
there when he became aware that close beside him
was an anchoress's cell. The sight of this brought
back to his mind the remembrance of the maiden
Lafinda, and, thinking of her goodness and piety,
his heart was softened, and he began to wish, and
then to pray, for repentance.

As he lay gradually growing weaker from loss of
blood, the door of the cell was opened, and then,
before the veiled figure had crossed the threshold,
the dying man knew onwhose threshold he had come
to die..

Exhausted and blood-stained, bespattered with
mud, the anchoress failed to recognize in the
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wounded man the royal lover whom she had last seen
in the flush of youth and strength and triumph.

"Lafinda." It was only when he spoke that the
maiden knew him; and, falling on her knees beside
him, she thanked the God to Whom her young life
was dedicated for allowing her this last sad consola-
tion. In the short space of time since she had
renounced the world, her prayer for Congal had been
heard.

" Lafinda," murmured the dying man, "tell me,
is there hope of pardon for a sinner such as I ?"

" There is pardon, my Congal, for all who truly
repent their sins," replied the maiden, with her
hand upon his aching brow.

" Pray, then, to the God of Mercy for me," said
Conga!.

Kneeling beside him, Lafinda prayed, and the
sound of her gentle voice soothed the wounded man.
In his weakness, he tried to join in her words of
penitence and pleading. Then all regret and suffer-
ing passed away from him; his features grew peace-
ful, his eyes closed gently.

And Lafinda, kneeling beside him, praying still,
asked now for peace and rest for her erring but
repentant lover.



T~e Victory of Darlughacha
THE members of the royal household could not
understand why one amongst their number, DarIugh
the Freedman, should have made his home away
on the borders of the kingdom of Leix and contented
himself with going to Court only at the stated times
when his presence was required there. He had
married one of the most beautiful of the maidens
who waited upon the Queen, and it was thought
that the young couple would have taken a foremost
place amongst the band whose gaiety and love of
pleasure made them the leaders of a large following.
When St. Patrick had spoken of the truths of Chris-
tianity before the crowds who were gathered to-
gether at Tara for a pagan festival that fell upon
the same day as our Easter, King Leary and his
Court had all given up their pagan idols, but they
bad not all studied Christianity as Darlugh had
done, nor had they taken the resolutions that he
was prompted to make of living a truly devout and
Christian life.

This was the true secret of his retirement with his
beautiful wife to the old home in which his boyhood
had been spent before ever he had gone to Court.
They were not rich, and outside their own home-life

8
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their pleasures were few, but they were very happy,
and they served God truly and well.

Children came to them-sons who grew up to be
.strong and brave, and one daughter who promised
to be fairer even than her mother had been. A holy
hermit lived near their home, and he it was who
baptized the children, and who taught them to know
and love the religion that St. Patrick himself had
made known to their father.

When the boys reached manhood they had to
make their own way in the world, but their hearts
had been trained to love their home and all that was
good, while their wills were strengthened against
evil; so they went forth into the battle of life carry-
ing the strongest weapons that man can wield
against unhappiness and sin, and their parents were
satisfied that with God's help they would do well.
One had followed his father to Court; another had
chosen to be a soldier; a third went away to a distant
place where the disciples of St. Patrick were
gathered together in order to teach young men who
wished to give their lives to study; and the youngest
of all, who was his sister's favourite companian,
remained at home to till the land and tend the herds
on which the family depended for a living. It was
through the soldier brothers that a change first came
to their happy home, for they, coming back and
forward from the Court, brought with them friends
who soon made known to the little maiden Darlugh-
acha that the beauty which she, seeing in it nothing
but a repetition of her mother's loveliness, had
taken without any thought of vanity, was both
unusual and worthy of admiration.
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Then, too, they told her of the gaieties and amuse-
ments of the Court, till she began to long for some~
thing more than the peace and quiet happiness that
up to this had filled her life.

At first Darlugh had turned a deaf ear to her
pleading when she begged to be allowed to go with
him to Court; but when she persisted, he was led to
agree with her mother that the time had come when
she should be allowed to see something of the world,
and if she wished to marry she would be more likely
to find a suitable husband at Court than in the wilds
of Leix.

Darlughacha was overjoyed when she heard that
her request was to be granted, and though the days
were filled with preparations for her stay at Tara,
they seemed to drag past but slowly, and to her it
was at long length that the morning dawned on
which they were to start on their journey.

It was only lately that the holy Abbess Brigid
had founded a convent under the great trees of the
forest, which was known by their name, Cill-Dara-
the Church of the Oaks-but, going from the home
of Darlugh to the Hill of Tara, it was a shorter way
to pass the convent than to skirt the forest; and even
had this not been so, the maiden's mother would
have chosen this way to go, for she wished to ask
a blessing from the Abbess, and to beg for prayers
from the Sisters for the beautiful, innocent girl who
was going so eagerly into a world of whose tempta-
tions and snares she was as ignorant as she was of
the pleasures for which she was longing.

The horses on which the travellers were riding
came noiselessly up the grassy glade leading to the
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church, and, dismounting, the lady and her daughter
entered the holy place, whence the sound of the
nuns' chanting told them that they would have to
wait until the Office was said before the Abbess
would be free to see them.

With veiled heads and faces upturned to the altar,
the holy women, all unconscious of the strangers'
approach, continued their prayers, and Darlughacha
gazed at them as at something strange and wonderful,
the like of which she had never seen before.

Like everyone in Erin, she had heard of the great
Abbess who was the friend and helper of St. Patrick,
and she had even seen her passing by when on her
way to visit her other convents in different parts
of Erin; but she had never before understood any-
thing of the real spirit and meaning of the religious
life.

She, too, fell on her knees, but her face was buried
in her hands. Then, rising, she begged her mother,
in an eager whisper, to delay no more.

"Take me away, mother," she pleaded, when
they left the church. "Do not delay now to see
the lady Abbess, but take me quickly, else some-
thing tells me that I shall have to stay for ever."

The mother's heart was heavy with foreboding
of the future, and she would have been well content
if God had called her daughter to the life of the
cloister. Might not her beauty win the love of
some fierce and powerful chief, whose request could
scarce be denied by DarIugh, unless the maid were
already vowed to God, and the lady knew from her
own youthful experience that a true religious voca-
tion brought with it more happiness, as well as more
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peace, than the lives of most ladies of the Court
could know.

Darlugh was more ambitious for the worldly
welfare of his daughter than her mother, yet, had
the maiden wished to join the community of St.
Brigid, he would not have opposed her; but now,
when he heard her pleadings to be taken away, he
grew suddenly alarmed that for a fancy she should
throw aside the chance of meeting with a suitable
husband, and she did not know as yet whether it
was God's will for her to found a Christian family,
as her mother had done, or not.

Her mother tried to persuade her to wait at least to
ask the blessing from the Abbess, but Darlughacha,
clinging to her father, prevailed on him to let them
continue their journey without further delay. The
first days at Tara were very strange to the girl,
who had never known the companionship of any
but her brothers. The other maidens were won by
her sweet ways, though they knew at once that her
beauty would put their lesser charms in the shade,
and before long she was the acknowledged queen
of all their sports and revels. It was evident that
she was born to lead, and even her mother could
not find that all the admiration she was given spoilt
her or did her any harm. Yet she was not the same
childlike creature that a fewweeks before had begged
so insistently to be taken to Court. In the midst of
all the gaiety there was a serious light in the depths
of her eyes, and not one of all her following could
boast of a word that was kinder, more encouraging,
or even more reserved than that which was bestowed
upon his neighbours.
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Darlugh had not noticed anything beyond the
frank enjoyment that was visible to all, until his
wife drew his attention to this indescribable some-
thing that puzzled her so strangely, and he, drawing
the girl aside, had asked her to tell him truly whether
she was really happy.

" Happy!" she cried. "Oh, father, I am so
happy that I sometimes have no wish except that
this life of pleasure should last for ever."

There was such a ring of truth in her words that
her father was content. She was happy, and for
the moment that was enough. But he had not
understood the full meaning of his daughter's words.
Sometimes she wished that the life she was leading
could last for ever, not for the span of her mortal
life alone, but on and on, into eternity. The
pleasures of this world were binding her to them so
closely that soon she would have no thought or wish
to spare for the truer joys of the world to come.
At times she gave herself up to this enjoyment, but
at others the remembrance of the faces she had seen
at Cill-Dara, so full of peace and of unearthly
happiness, came to her so forcibly that a great fear
of her present life overshadowed her, and words
that she had known since her childhood rang in-
sistently in her ears. "What does it profit a man
if he gain the whole world and suffer the loss of his
own soul ?"

Had she loved the world less, she could have lived
in it as others-good and holy women-had done,
and earned for herself a high place in Heaven, but
hers was a nature with whom it was all or nothing.
She must belong to the world-or to God.
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At first, when these thoughts troubled her, she
put them from her mind, but at last her father told
her that a great Christian chieftain had asked her
hand, and that if she meant to marry there was no
one to whom he would give her more willingly than
to this man.

Her choice had to be made. Either a high place,
with a man who loved her, in the world that had
shown her nothing but gaiety and pleasure, or the
life of quiet daily rounds, of toil and prayer and
love of God, such as she had seen it at Cill-Dara.
It was a struggle, fierce and strong. On one side
were the lures of the world, on the other the clear,
low voice of God.

" If I were like you, mother," she sobbed at last
in her mother's arms, " I could stay in this lovely
world, and still look up to God and Heaven, still
choose what is highest and best, and leave what is
bad, in everyday life; but I am weak; the love of
the world would make me forget God, and I want
to live the highest life in this world, so as to be
less unworthy to see Him in the next. Take me
to Cill-Dara, and let me beg, not for a blessing only
from the Abbess Brigid, but for guidance that will
lead me safe through temptation to Heaven."

And so, after a few brilliant weeks of pleasuring,
Darlugh and his family left the Court of Tara, and
turned their faces once more in the direction of Leix ;
but now, as on their previous journey, they stopped
on their way at Cill-Dara, and this time they sought
and found the Abbess.

Hard as Darlughacha's struggle had been to give
up the pleasures of the world, the parting from het'
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parents brought with it an equal struggle and far
deeper pain. But she felt it was in the cloister that
safety and salvation lay for her, and she did not falter
in her resolution. The Abbess Brigid, who was
tender and kind to all her children, seemed drawn
in a special way to Darlughacha, and when the time
came for her own mother to bid her farewell, it was
in the. arms of her Abbess and mother in religion
that she wept out her sorrow. The qualities that
had won the hearts of the maidens of the Court
made Darlughacha loved by her new sisters, and
though this helped to comfort her in her loneliness,
it did not still the yearning that held her, even yet,
and drew her back, in spite of herself, to long, not
only for the joys of home, now so empty and still
without her, but also for the gay doings that had
filled her days at Tara.

She had no doubt but that in staying at Cill-Dara
she was fulfilling the will of God, but there were
times when she feared that her strength would fail,
and that she would yield to what she knew were
wiles of the Devil to win her back to the world.

Then, as she prayed for strength against this
temptation, it took another form, that troubled her
a hundred times as much again. Now it seemed
that, in flying for refuge to Cill-Dara, she had only
turned coward in the battle which God had meant
her to fight and win. All the good that her mother
had done in the world came before her, and some-
thing seemed to whisper that God had meant her
also to live just such a life, good and noble and pure,
herself, and helping those around her to be the
same. In her trouble the novice went again for
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comfort to the Abbess, and, laying all her thoughts
before her, she begged that she would let her go
back to her mother, and take up bravely the life
from whose glamours she had so lately fled.

" Child," said the Abbess-and her voice was very
gentIe-" go now to your cell, and for three days
pray to God with all your heart to make known His
will to you. If at the end of that time you can come
to me, and, looking in my eyes, can say that God
has work for you in the world, and that He will give
you strength to lead a truly Christian life amongst
the pleasures that you love so well, then I will send
a messenger to your parents, and you shall go to
them with the blessing of God and my blessing.
But if you see that the voice which seems to call
you hence is the voice of the demon, hidden for
greater power under the cloak of duty, then, for
the love of God and of your own soul, you must put
these thoughts from you, and never let them trouble
you again, whatever pain the banishing of them may
be to you."

Then, whilst Darlughacha returned obediently to
her cell, the Abbess went to where the Sisters were
gathered in the chapel, and she bade them pray
with all their hearts that right might triumph in a'
troubled soul. For three days Darlughacha walked
in silence amongst the Sisters, spending her time in
lengthened prayer, and then, on the third day, the
Abbess, who had prayed almost as constantly as
the little novice herself that God would make His
will known, and give the maiden strength to do it, sat
waiting for the answer to be brought to her. But
the moments passed, and no one came, Again the
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Sisters were gathered in the chapel, and at length
St. Brigid rose, and went herself to find the maiden
who had failed to obey the whole of her demand.

It was winter-time, and in the great room round
which the cells were grouped a fire of blazing wood
was burning. Enteri~g this room, the Abbess
paused, amazed at the sight before her. On the
hearth the maid she sought was kneeling. Her
hands were joined, her face was raised to Heaven,
and the look of peace and joy upon it was one that
made even St. Brigid wonder.

For a moment she almost feared to break in upon
the maiden's prayer; then, remembering \Vho it
was Who said that obedience was better than sacri-
fice, she called Darlughacha softly by her name,
and bade her come and tell of her decision.

At the sound of her voice, a change came over the
novice's face, and she moved at once as though to
obey the call; but before she gained her feet a look
of anguish crossed her features, and she fell on her
knees again with a cry of suffering that she could
not control.

Quickly St. Brigid went to her side, and would
have helped her to try and stand, when, looking
down, she saw the reason of her sudden fall. Her
feet were swollen, burnt and blistered, so that it
was not possible for her to bear the pain of putting
them to the ground.

" Mychild, my child," cried the Abbess in dismay,
"what accident has happened to cripple you so
cruelly?"

" It is no accident, Mother," replied Darlughacha,
in a voice that was faint and low from pain. "God

2
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gave me light to see that for me a life in the cloister
is the way of safety and of peace, but the Devil
urged me strongly to go back, in spite of all, to my
mother and to the pleasures of the world, and I
was about to yield to him, when, passing by this
fire, my guardian angel prompted me to lay my
feet upon the burning, glowing embers, rather than
let them lead me to perdition."

She could say no more, and i~ torture she fell,
almost fainting, at the Abbess's knee. But St.
Brigid, bending down, let her tears of pity and of
admiration fall on the poor agonized feet, and she
prayed to God to heal the members of her whose
heart was already healed; and at once, where the
tears fell, the burnt skin was made whole, the swell-
ing disappeared, and Darlughacha was able to stand
for a moment, as though the pain she had just
suffered had never been, before falling again on her
knees to thank God for what He had been pleased to
do at the prayer of St. Brigid.

And it seemed that the fire had burnt up every
wishthat Darlughacha had ever felt of leaving Cli-
Dara. From that day forward no doubt of her
vocation ever crossed her mind, and whatever trials
and troubles were sent to her, God never allowed this
temptation to try her faith again. And even when
the great trial of her life came to her in the death of
her much-loved Abbess, a wonderful consolation was
given to her at the same time. By the united wish
of the whole community, Darlughacha was chosen
to succeed St. Brigid, who herself approved the
choice; but Darlughacha begged and prayed to be
freed from such an onerous post, and at last St. Brigid
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promised that when she got 'to Heaven she would
ask God to call her also when a year had passed.
And so for twelve months the new Abbess laboured
and prayed, and then, laying down her burden, she
prepared herself for the summons she expected;
and on the first anniversary of St. Brigid's death
her successor Darlughacha passed from earth to
join the Mother she loved so well in Heaven.



The Rebuke of St. Fanchea
FANCHEA, Abbess of Oirthir, with her sisters in
religion and a bevy of youthful maidens of noble
birth who were entrusted to their care and training,
were seated in the dining-hall at Ross-Oirthir. The
recluses, who had bound themselves by vow to be
spouses of the God Whom St. Patrick had taught
them to honour and to love, were gathered together
at one board, and their fare consisted of oatmeal
soup, with vegetables and barley bread, whilst their
pupils were allowed a less frugal repast at a table
placed lower down in the chamber. The spirit of
God had moved the Abbess, who was a daughter of
the royal house of Oriel, to seek out this retired
spot in a far-off comer of her father's dominions,
and to build upon the banks of the Erne a house
for Him to Whom she had given her heart.

Close to this little church a group of rude huts
had risen up, for other noble ladies, hearing of
Fanchea's choice, had followedher mto retirement,
and an earthen rampart was raised around this
pious settlement to protect the inmates from the
wild beasts of the forests and the wilder soldiery,
whose wanderings in search of plunder from time
to time brought them near to Ross-Oirthir.
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So seldom, however, did strangers intrude upon
the seclusion, unless seeking alms or bent on sharing
for a time in the devotions of the anchoresses, that no
guard was kept at the entrance of the rath, and
the soft grass grew so deeply along the banks of
the river that no sound was heard in the dining-
hall when a troop of armed men approached and
haIted at the entrance of the enclosure.

" What means this silence?" cried the leader of
the band. "Has Death comehere before me, too ?"

"Nay, 0 King," replied one of the horsemen;
and he pointed to one of the larger central buildings,
whence a cloud of smoke curled upwards. "Rather
shall we find the Princess and her ladies awaiting
their midday repast."

" Come with me, then, and let us seek my sister,"
said the first speaker; and, dismounting froh1 his
charger, he threw the reins to an attendant.

But his companion held back.
"Let us first apprise the holy recluses of our

advent," he exclaimed. "Is it not unlawful for
strangers to enter within these walls ?"

" Unlawful !" The leader drew himself up
haughtily. "Dost forget already that I am the
King? Unless thou art too fearful, come with me."

The squire unwillingly obeyed his Sovereign's
command, and together the two young men trav-
ersed the shaded enclosure and approached the
building, whence now the sounds of cups and
platters were heard to proceed.

As they drew near, a hush fell, and the voice of
Fanchea could be distinguished calling down a
blessing on the meal of which they had partaken.



22 GOOD WOMEN OF ERIN

Noiselessly King Enda raised the curtain which
hung over the doorway, and, beckoning to his squire
to follow him, he stepped across the threshold of
the dining-hall. The tables were ranged along the
walls, and the religious, dark-robed and veiled, each
wearing a white cloak upon her shoulders, stood
with crossed hands and lowered eyelids.

Farther down the room were the maidens who
had not as yet taken the veil, and although it was
to his sister the Abbess that Enda's mission was
directed, his eyes were caught and held by one of
the youthful students.

With her plain white gown, her hair bound by a
single fillet, she looked like a child-queen, or rather,
thought Enda, like the angels of whom his sisters
bad spoken to him. Every curve of face and form
was perfect, and as, unseen, he gazed upon ber, the
King bad time to drink in ber perfections. Fair
brow, cheeks rose-tinted, witb long lasbes resting on
them; red lips, sensitive and tender; he knew,
before the grace was finished, that her eyes would
be a reflection of the bluest sky. Forced upwards.
perbaps, by tbe magnetism of his gaze, ber white
eyelids quivered, and then for one long moment
their looks met. At the same moment a stir among
the Sisters warned Enda that his presence was per-
ceived, and the Abbess, stepping from her place
motioned him haughtily to leave the room.

Despite the kingship of which he had so lately
boasted, he turned at once, and Fanchea, following
him on to the lawn without, addressed him in terms
of great displeasure.

If Brother, what means this intrusion? Hast £or-
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gotten the promise that my father gave of safety
inside these walls against all comers ?"

Enda hung his head in shame.
" Alas, sister!" he said, "in my haste to bring

thee tidings of our father, I did forget his
wishes."

"And these tidings?" asked Fanchea appre-
hensively.

Enda passed his hand over his eyes.
" Our father is gone," he said; " but surely as I

am King, so will I avenge his death."
Fanchea, who, despite her long separation from

home, was tenderly attached to her parents, uttered
a low, deep cry of sorrow.

" Come," she said in a voice of anguish-" come
to the guest-house, and there let me hear the sorrow-
ful news in full."

ConaIl Derg, King of Oriel, had been killed in
warfare with a neighbouring tribe, and, despite
Fanchea's persuasions and entreaties, his son, who,
notwithstanding his youth, was a warrior of renown,
was determined to seek vengeance for their loss.
Vainly did the holy Abbess speak of forgiveness of
injuries. Enda was as yet a Christian in little more
than name, and nothing could turn him from his
purpose. Turning a deaf ear to his sister's words,
he soon left her to rejoin his troop, and marched
away, hastening to come up with the rest of his
army, which had preceded him westward.

The days that followed were sorrowful ones at
Ross-Oirthir. The Abbess was deeply grieved at
the loss of her father. and her Sisters sorrowed to see
her weep. Long hours did she pass in prayer, inter-



24 GOOD WOMEN OF ERIN

ceding with God that He would grant safety to her
wayward brother in his combat, so that he might
have time to repent of his unchristian spirit of tur-
bulence. Some weeks passed by, when one morning
the students, who had ascended the high tower that
stood at the western entrance of the church, caught
sight in the distance of a troop of horsemen rapidly
advancing in the direction of the rath. Before long
the sounds of a triumphal chant, mingled with cries
of victory, were borne faintly towards them; and
whilst still the maidens watched, the armour of the
soldiery and their glittering, glistening weapons
became plainly visible.

It was Enda returning from his foray, having
successfully avenged his father's death. The fight-
ing had been fierce and furious, and the men of
Oriel, besides being proud of their own victory,
were glorified in the reflection of their youthful
ruler's deedsof might. The King himself, triumphant
and elated, was in a mood ill to brook disapproval,
and, mindful of his sister's reproaches at the time
of his previous visit, he sent a herald before him to
announce his victory and to demand a public inter-
view with the lady Abbess.

Fanchea, attended by two Sisters, answered his
summons.

" Greeting to thee, brother," said she... I have
prayed to God for thee, and He has heard my prayer
for the safety of thy body; now will I redouble my
petitions for the safety of thy soul."

" I am grateful to thee, sister, for thy thought.
I fear me, in the past I have been but a sorry son of
Mother Church, but I have come here to-day to
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ask of thee a guide who will help me onwards in
the ways of Christianity."

He told her then of the maiden whose beauty
had so charmed him that even in the heat of battle
he had never forgotten the moment that his eyes
had rested upon her, and he begged that his sister
should give her to him as his wife. Not only was
Aille fair to look upon, but Fanchea knew her soul to
be far more beautiful still, and she feared for the maid
whom she loved the trials and temptations of a life
at a half-heathen Court. Yet Enda was a Prince of
splendid heritage, and the Abbess saw that it was her
duty to give the maiden her choiceof this high estate.

Many of the students who came to Ross-Oirthir
in search of learning chose to remain for all their
lives in the peaceful retreat; and though Aille was
still numbered amongst the girlish band, she had
long since confided to the Abbess her wish to dedi-
cate herself to God. No vow yet bound her; she
was free to go or free to stay.

" My child," said Fanchea, when she had sought
and found the maiden, " to-day the choice of two
crowns is before you. One is the heavenly crown
we all hope to win ; the other is the earthly diadem
that my brother Enda, King of Oriel, wishes to
place upon your brow."

" But, Mother," cried the girl, " why should the
King choose me, whom he has never seen ?"

"It is because he has seen thee, dear, that he
wishes for thee. Dost remember the soldiers who
broke in, not long since, upon our dinner-hour?
The foremost of those was my brother Enda."

A burning blush overspread the maiden's brow,
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for then she recalled the impassioned gaze that this
soldier had cast upon her .

.. Thou recallest him, my Aille? Then choose for
thyself the crown that thou wilt take. Wilt thou
give thyself alone to the Spouse Whom we all love,
or, rather, wilt thou take the heart of this earthly
bridegroom ?"

But the maiden, with no shade of doubt in her
clear young voice, answered firmly:

.. Him Whom thou lovest will I love also."
" Then pray to Him to give thee strength and help

as He alone knows how."
Obediently the maiden turned from the Abbess

and sought the peace of the community chapel,
whilst Fanchea alone returned to her brother.

But Enda would not hearken when his sister told
him of the maiden's decision, and in a tone that
admitted of no denial he demanded to see her him-
self, and to hear from her own lips if truly she refused
his love. With hasty strides he followed his sister
to the chapel door.

.. Will you break in upon the maiden's devotions ?"
asked the Abbess coldly, .. or shall I call her here to
speak with you ?"

.. Call her, then," cried Enda; "but hasten,
for I can ill brook any delay that keeps her from
me."

In the chapel, prostrate before the altar, was the
maiden, and even at the approach of Fanchea she
remained motionless. A light veil shaded her
features, but gently the Abbess turned it back.
Beautiful was the face that was then revealed-
beautiful with a strange, unearthly beauty. The
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Spouse to Whom she had given her young heart had
heard her cry of love, and in that short time He
had taken her to Himself. Silently the Abbess
beckoned to Enda to approach.

"How fair, how passing fair!" murmured the
King under his breath. "How infinitely more
beautiful is she than my fancy had recalled! But
why so pale ?"

He stretched forth his hand and touched her still
white cheek. It was lifeless, and cold as marble.

" Hast thou, a warrior, no knowledge of death ?"
asked Fanchea; "but nay, how couldst thou ever
have seen a death of peace like this? And yet some
day you too must die. Brother, in the next world
wouldst thou see this beautiful child again ?"

Stricken with sudden fear, Enda listened now to
his sister's words, and the sacred truths of Chris-
tianity sank deep into his soul. His heart was filled
with repentance for his vengeful and unjust wars,
and, going forth from the presence of death, he
renounced the kingship of his tribe, announcing to
his soldiers that in future he intended to serve God
alone.

Some few of his followerselected to walk with him
in the narrow path of perfection, and for a time these
newly-made converts remained at Ross - Oirthir.
Seeing how inadequate for protection was the exist-
ing rath, he and his companions dug a deep ditch
round the settlement, building up a high, wide wall
full thirty feet in thickness. One day, whilst thus
engaged, a party of his ancient enemies passed by,
and Enda, forgetting aU his pea.ceful resolutions,
caught up a pole, urging his companions to attack
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the foe; but Fanchea besought him to pause a
moment and lay his hand upon his head.

He did so, and, feeling the shaven tonsure there,
he remembered his new character, and cast the
weapon from him; but the incident taught him a
deep distrust of his own fortitude. He determined,
therefore, to seek a place of great solitude wherein
to serve God undisturbed.

Journeying to Alba, and some say to Rome, he
was at length ordained a priest. Then, returning to
Erin, he asked of JEngus Nadfrey, King of Munster,
who was his brother-in-law, to give him a rocky
island off the western coast as his dwelling; and,
JEngus consenting, on the shores of lonely Aran,
the royal monk passed the remainder of his long life,
praying ever, and teaching othersto love and serve
the Lord Whom he, and Fanchea his sister, and the
maiden Aille had in their own ways all served and
loved so welL



The Converts of St. Patrick

WHEN King Laery was the chief ruler of Erin the
most important festival of the year fell in the spring-
time, because there was no feast so great at Tara as
the birthday of the Ard Righ, and Laery had been
born in the spring-time of the year. All the Court
made high holiday to honour the event, and there
were banquets and tourneys held in other parts of
the country as well; but only one ceremony was
enforced by law to be held upon the King's feast,
and that was the ceremony of the fire-lighting. On
the eve of the great day all the fires in Erin were
obliged to be put out, and it was forbidden to revive
them again until one was lit upon the heights of
Tara, which was to be as the father and king of fires
within King Laery's dominions throughout the
whole of the year. The carrying out of this rite was
in the hands of the Druids, and they set about the
performance of it with the greatest pomp and cere-
mony, and all the people who had come to Tara to
offer their homage to the King took part in the
celebrations.

A great fire was prepared upon the summit of the
hill of Tara, and the King himself was to set a light
to it. Accompanied by his bards and courtiers, and
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followed by his warriors, Laery mounted the hill,
but, instead of finding all prepared for him, as it
usually was, everything was in confusion, and the
Druids greeted him with constemat"ion; anger and
dismay fighting with each other were imprinted on
their brows.

All around was dark, but in the direction of Slane
a red glowproclaimed that the law had been broken.
A fire already burned, and that in the kingdom of
Meath itself.

The Druids were consulting together, and seeking
to find out through their idols what the meaning
was of this extraordinary occurrence. After much
debating, they came before the King, and told him
that, although they could not tell who it was that
had so offended, their oracles told them that unless
the rival light was quickly put out, it would get the
better of the fire of Tara. The lighter of it would
take the place of the Druids, and in time would
overthrow their power throughout Erin.

As soon as Laery heard this prophecy, he set out
with all his train, and rode in great haste to Slane,
where he was told the name and occupation of him
who had broken the laws. It was Patrick, the
foreigner, who had done this thing, and Laery gave
orders that he should be brought immediately into
the royal presence.

A noble figure answered this summons, and so
venerable and impressive was St. Patrick's bearing
that, although the King had given orders that no
one should stand up to receive him, one of the
courtiers whose name was Erc disobeyed his King.
Rising to his feet, he saluted the holy man with
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the greatest respect, and as a reward for this act he
was given light to see the errors of Druidism, and
on the spot he became a believer in Christianity.
On hearing the reason of his summons, S1. Patrick
eXplained to the King, with the greatest politeness,
that he had not intentionally broken the law, nor
had he any wish to insult or offend him. His fire
also had its religious meaning. It was the eve of
the festival of Easter in the Catholic Church, and,
according to custom, S1.Patrick had lit and blessed
a fire in honour of the raising from the dead of the
Son of God.

Some members of the Court were so much struck
by the stranger's words that they dsked the King
to allow him to explain something more about this
religion to them. Laery gave permission for this,
and on the next day, which was Easter Sunday,
St. Patrick and his followers went in procession to
Tara, and there the Saint preached a sermon before
the King and Queen, and a large gathering of
courtiers and chieftains and soldiers.

Great power was given from on high on that day
to the preacher, and by acts, as well as by words,
did he make known the truth. Dubtach, the chief
bard of Erin, was so amazed to see the way in which
Patrick set the Druid spells to naught that he
renounced paganism on the spot, and begged to be
received into the Church of Christ. It was also
given to many others to believe in the religion of
the Cross, and chief amongst the converts were the
wife of the King, his brother, whose name was
Connall Griffin, and several of the other members
of the royal family. On hearing St. Patrick preach,
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King Laery himself had been heard to mutter, " It
were better for me to believe than to die," but, in

i' .
spite of this, he did not renounce his pagan ntes ;
and when he saw that his wife was determined to
embrace the new religion, he rejoiced secretly that
his daughters were absent from Court, and were
therefore out of reach of this dangerously attractive
doctrine.

The Princesses had been sent from Tara to the
royal residence at Rath Cruachan in Connaught,
in order that they might be taught by two famous
Druids who dwelt near the palace in Maghai. The
names of these Druids were Mad and Coptach, and
they had instructed their pupils so well in science
and in all learning that their wisdom was said to be
equalled only by their beauty.

Ethne, the elder of the two Princesses, was fair of
face, with golden hair that, when loosened, fell to
her feet. Fedelin, her sister, was equally beautiful,
both in form and in face, and because of her beauty
she was called " the rose."

Even far away in Connaught the fame of St.
Patrick was becoming known, and in their retire-
ment the maidens had often wondered to themselves
what manner of man could he be who had such
marvellous' power. The spells of the Druids seemed
to be overcome at a word from him, and the maidens
felt grateful to him for having banished from Erin
the horrid snakes and reptiles that had formerly
filled them with disgust and terror when they went
to walk in the meadows and by the lake.

The news of what had happened at Tara on Easter
Sunday was brought to Mae!and Coptach, but they
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were so angry when they heard of their brother
Druids' defeat that they told their pupils nothing
about it.

Soon their feelings of rage were changed to fear,
because rumour had it that St. Patrick was travel-
ling westward through Erin, and, from the direc-
tion he was taking, it seemed that Rath Cruachan
would come upon his path.

Mael and Coptach consulted together how they
could resist this power, which they did not under-
stand, but they saw no safety for them in the face
of the danger that had defeated their brethren.
Putting forth all their skill, and calling upon the
evil spirits whom they served to help them, they
invoked the powers of darkness, asking them to
enshroud the district of Maghai, so that the terrible
strangers might not be able to find their way to
the palace of Rath Cruachan.

For three days and three nights the palace was
wrapped in darkness, and no one dared to go out-
side for fear of what might be hidden by this mys-
terious cloud. On the fourth morning, when the
Princesses awoke, they were delighted to see that
the sun had appeared again in the sky.

It was always their custom to rise at daybreak
and to bathe in the fountain that was called Clibech,
and that lay to the east of the palace. As the dark-
ness had kept them prisoners for three long days,
they gladly welcomed the sunshine that enabled
them to go forth, as usual, to the fountain, and they
did not even wait for a tirewoman to accompany
them. All was silence in the Rath, for the other
occupants still slept; so when the maidens ap-
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proached the well they were amazed to find that
others were before them there.

A company of men, clad in white flowinggarments,
were grouped round the fountain, and although the
Princesses saw that they were not Druids, they
understood that the strangers were engaged in a
religious ceremony.

A hymn such as they had never heard before was
rising to Heaven on the clear morning air, and when
the last strains had died away, Ethne, who was too
innocent and simple to feel any fear for strangers,
addressed the venerable chief of the band.

"Whence have ye come?" she asked, "and
whither do ye go? Are ye men from the hills, or
are ye gods ?"

" It would be better for you to believe in God than
to ask of what race weare," replied the leader gravely.

"Who is your God ?" inquired the maiden, " and
where is He ?"

"Our God," said St. Patrick-for it was he-
.. our God is the God of all things that exist."

Then both Ethne and Fedelin asked many ques-
tions concerning this doctrine, and the Saint
answered them, and gave them the knowledge of the
One True God. The Princesses listened eagerly to
all he told them, and, understanding his words, they
received the gift of faith from the God Whom they
now desired to love and to serve.

" We believe," they cried; " but now we wish to
learn how to procure the favour of so great a King,
and how to accomplish His Will."

The spirit of God inspired St. Patrick in the
answer that he gave to them.
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" You are the daughters of a temporal King," he
said; "but your nuptials shall be contracted with
the Son of the King of Heaven rather than with
the sons of earthly Kings."

Then the Princesses knelt down on the green grass
that edged the fountain, and St. Patrick poured the
sparkling waters of Clibech on their brows, and pro-
nounced over them the words that made them
members of the Church of Christ. Their hearts were
pure and unsullied by sin, and their white souls were
pleasing to God.

Now that the knowledge of a Heavenly King had
been given to them, they no longer had any earthly
desires, and they consecrated their lives to God,
desiring no other love than the love of Him Who
died on Calvary.

During all this time the Druids Mael and Coptach
had remained wrapped in the darkness that their
evil powers had produced, for the presence of St.
Patrick had only brought light to those who were
not in the service of the Evil One.

Ethne and Fedelin loved the masters who had
taught them so much, and, having received the gift
of faith themselves, they prayed that it might also
be given to their instructors.

So the darkness rolled away from before the eyes
of Coptach and of Mael, and they were able to see
St. Patrick. When they found that their pupils had
been won away from them, they were very angry,
but the Saint calmed their anger, and his words so
impressed them that the Princesses had the joy of
seeing their prayers immediately answered.

Before St. Patrick continued his journey, the two
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Druids renounced their errors and embraced Chris-
tianity, but, like their whilom pupils, they, too,
wished to devote their lives altogether to the God
Who for too long had been unknown to them.

Many other men who had heard St. Patrick's
preaching in Connaught had this same wish, and
their great teacher founded a monastery for them,
leaving one of his own disciples to rule over it.

Close beside this monastery a convent for holy
maidens was started, and the first to seek peace and
happiness within it were the two daughters of King
Laery. But even in the convent their love of God
was not satisfied, and every day they prayed that
they might behold Him Whom they loved. And
God heard their prayer, and answered it by taking
them to Himself. The holy sisters died upon the
same day, and their remains were laid in one grave.

The lesson that their lives teaches is that true
happiness and peace are to be found with God
alone.



The Blindness of Sister Dara
THE Plain of Kildare, which we know under the
name of the Curragh, has not always been the wind-
swept stretch that it is nowadays. In the olden
times it was covered with a forest of oak-trees, which
was only broken here and there by grassy glades,
where herds of sheep and cattle could graze, and
whence, through long vistas of woodland, the open
country in the far distance could be seen. Once
these glades had been deserted, and the whole
forest had been a place of solitude. It was for this
reason that the holy Abbess Brigid had chosen it as
a home for her nuns-a home to which she herself
could retire when, having worked for God all over
Erin, she had earned the rest and quiet for whicb
she had often longed when on her wanderings.

At first she only built a few cells and a little
church, which, nestling under the shade of the
trees, gave the place its name, for "Cill-Dara"
means the Church of the Oak.

When the cells were first erected in this lonely
place they were the only human dwellings for many
miles around, but as soon as a chapel was built in
the forest many holy women came to St. Brigid,
begging of her to let them give up their lives to God
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under her guidance, and more cells had to be con-
structed; and, once it became known that there waS
a convent in the forest, people brought their children
to be taught by the nuns, and other children fol-
lowed-poor little orphans, who would have had
no one to take care of them if the daughters of
St. Brigid had not given them shelter. So it was
that, in spite of the number of nuns there were at
eill-Dara, there was work enough to keep them all
busy; and one evening, when the holy Abbess wanted
a companion to walk with her when she went to
visit the flocks belonging to the convent, she found
there was no one free to go with her except the
blind Sister, Dara.

Although this Sister was not able, because of the
loss of her sight, to take part in the work of the con-
vent, she was all the same a very useful member
of the community, for her love of God was so perfect,
and her patience was so great, that her example
did good to everyone who saw her.

It was a great joy to Sister Dara to walk with her
Abbess and to talk with her of God and of spiritual
things, and as she was not able to see the light from
the darkness, she did not know that, as they wan-
dered through the forest, the night was falling round
them, till at last, even if they had thought of the
beasts they had come out to see, they could not
have found them because of the darkness. As for
St. Brigid herself, although she could have seen the
shadows gathering round her and her companion,
she was so much absorbed in her conven;ation that
she noticed them no more than did her blind Sister.

When at last she did remember what had brought
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her to the forest, she found, not only that she could
not see her way to look for the cattle and the
sheep, but also that she did not know in what part
of the great wood she was, nor how to find the path
leading back to eill-Dara.

It was a lovely summer's night, and as the
branches of the trees sheltered the nuns from the
thickly falling dew, they decided to stay where
they were until the sun rose again, to light and
direct them on their homeward way.

They knelt together on the mossy carpet that
spread everywhere under the oaks, and the remain-
ing hours of the short summer night were spent
by the holy women in prayer.

The spot they had chosen to rest in was close to
the edge of a wide, sloping glade that stretched
away to the very edge of the forest, and as the
sun rose up over the vVicklowMountains, this glade
was filled with glowing light, and when St. Brigid
gazed on the scene before her, words of admiration,
of thanksgiving to God for having created so much
beauty in the world, fell from her lips.

"Dear Mother, what are you saying?" asked
Sister Dara, to whom the radiance of the sunrise
was no different from the blackness of the night
that was just over.

"I was thanking God for this beautiful world,
Sister," replied the Abbess, who for the moment
forgot the blindness of her companion. "See the
sun rising up higher and higher over the mountains!
the silvery light of dawn is passing to the gold and
crimson of morning. Have you ever thought,
Sister, that there is a purity in the first rays that
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the sun sheds upon earth that surely must be a
reflection of the light of Heaven ?"

The poor blind Sister, who never had seen the
light of the sun, made no answer to her Abbess's
question; and St. Brigid, turning to see the reason
for this silence, remembered what, when speaking,
she had forgotten.

But even now the peaceful, contented expression
that was always to be seen on the blind nun's face
never altered. No murmur escaped her lips, and,
joining her hands, she, too, thanked God for having
made the world so beautiful, even though she would
never see that beauty herself.

But the Abbess could not forgive herself for
having spoken so hastily, and, falling upon her
knees beside Sister Dara, she put her arms about
her and kissed the poor blind eyes with all the
tenderness of her great heart.

Then, at the touch of St. Brigid's lips, Dara opened
her eyes, and suddenly she knew that God had taken
the veil away that all her life long had hidden the
light of day from her.

She saw the forest glade before her, every blade
of grass sparkling with the dew that hung upon it.
She saw the noble oak-trees, with their huge gnarled
trunks and their outspreading branches clad with
a mantle of greenery. And far away she saw the
WickIow Mountains, splendid in the sunlight, which
St. Brigid had likened to a reflection of Heaven.

Then from out of the forest came the cattle that
they had come out to seek, and after them came
sheep, with snowy fleeces, and lambs skipping and
playing around them. There were goats, too, and
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little kids, and Sister Dara could not move from the
place in which she had received her sight, because
she could think of nothing except the wonderful
things that were before her. As soon as the flocks
had disappeared, the birds of the forest, to whose
music she had listened so often, fluttered through
the branches of the trees that were near her, and
she was held spellbound watching them. First and
boldest of all was a robin, with his bright eyes and
his soft red breast. Then a blackbird, in his shining
coat, with orange bill showing out against the
darkness of the trees. Then a thrush, with less
brillia.nt beauty, in her mottled gown; but to Sister
Dara all were enthrallingly interesting and beautiful.

The flowers, too, which she had only known by
their perfume, drew a cry of admiration from her
lips, and it was the wish to gather the blossoms that
made her leave St. Brigid's side and wander hither
and thither alone, and this, of course, she had never
been able to do before.

If St. Brigid had given Sister Dara a moment's
pain, it was repaid a thousandfold by this hour of
joyous wandering in the forest. Without knowing
where she went, Sister Dara's feet led her in the
direction of eill-Dara. She had forgotten her com-
panion; she had forgotten the errand that had
brought them to the forest. She could think of
nothing but the wonderful and beautiful things
that were being unfolded for the first time before
her.

Then, all at once, the bell of the convent, tolling
to call the Sisters to prayer, fell upon her ears.

For years this bell had been a sign to Dara to raise
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God opened my eyes. Pray to Him now that He
will forgive me for these moments I have passed
without thanking Him, without even thinking of
Him in the beautiful things He has created, and
ask Him to seal my eyes again with the blindness
that it was His will I should bear."

"Dear child," replied St. Brigid, hesitating to
comply with Dara's request, " as God has given you
the gift of sight, do you not think that He means
you to use it for His glory?"

" Nay, dear Mother," replied Sister Dara humbly,
" I am so weak that, if I see the things of this world,
I might be led to forget God. Shut my eyes again,
I beg of you, for I fear lest the more I enjoy the
sight of earthly things, the less I may be able to see
the things of Heaven."

"Then," replied St. Brigid, laying her hand on
the quivering eyelids, " if it is God's will, let it be
as you wish."

And Sister Dara, rising to her feet, stretched out
her hand with the groping gesture that she had
always used, begged the Abbess to lead her back
to her cell at eill-Dara.

St. Brigid's prayer had been heard, and the eyes
that for one short hour had gazed enraptured on
the things of this world were closed again, so that
their owner could think again in peace, without
hindrance or distraction, of God and of the light
that one day He would give to her in Heaven.



The Miracle of Loch Leamnachta
WHEN St. Brigid first went to the Plains of Leinster
to found her great convent under the shelter of the
oak forest, there were no dwellings for many miles
round the spot where she chose to build her church
and her cells.

The forest glades and the grassy plains round
about the oak-trees were given up to flocks of sheep
and of cattle, and the only human beings that were
ever seen in the neighbourhood of eill-Dara, until
the coming of St. Brigid and her nuns, were the
women and the girls who herded the cattle and
watched the sheep.

Amongst these shepherdesses there was a maiden
whom her companions called by the name of Blath,
which means a flower. She had won for herself
this name by her great love for the wild-flowers
that grew amongst the grasses on the plain, but
there was another reason which made this name
doubly suitable to her.

One day when her sheep were resting quietly in
the shade of the oak-trees, Blath wandered away
from them, going hither and thither in search of
the flowers that she loved. She had picked a great
bunch of daisies, when suddenly she was startled
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by the sound of footsteps, and, looking up, she
saw some dark figures approaching her, clad in
flowing robes unlike anything she had ever seen
before. For a moment she was afraid, and she
would have fled, clasping her flowers to her, had
it not been that a second glance at the face of
the foremost of the strangers chased away all fear,
and made the peasant-girl stay where she was,
motionless, in wondering admiration .

.. Come hither, little maiden," said the beautiful
lady ... Come and tell us your name, and what you
are doing in this lonely spot."

.. My name is Blath," replied the shepherdess,
hanging her head till her soft cheek touched the
white petals of the dog-daisies she carried, "and
I am minding the sheep that are resting away
there,"

" Blath," repeated St. Brigid, for it was the holy
Abbess who was on her way to CiIl-Dara to found
her convent, who had spoken to the maiden-
.. Blath! You are well named, little one, for there
is great likeness between your innocent face and the
pretty flowers that you carry ill your arms,"

.. Do you think they are pretty, too?" asked
Blath, for the soft voice had made her forget her
shyness. "The other girls laugh at me for loving
them." Then, holding them out with a sudden
movement, " Please, lady, take them. ~I-I would
like to give them to you." And St. Brigid took the
flowers, and bade their little namesake to try ever
to keep her own soul as spotless as the petals of the
flowers that she loved.

After that day Blath saw with deepening interest
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a hundred horseloads of wattle being brought
through the forest by the servants of Ailill, a great
chief of the kingdom of Leinster, and the other
shepherdesses told her that they were to be used in
building a church and a convent for the strangers
whom she had met in the forest, and whom she now
learnt were none other than the holy Abbess Brigid,
whose name was becoming known throughout the
length and breadth of Erin, and her Sisters.

Ailill was known to be a proud and haughty
chieftain, little given to works of charity or deeds
of kindness, and people wondered what had made
him give these wattles to 51. Brigid, for it was said
that he had sent for them a long way off, in order
to build a palace for his own use.

H was one of the chieftain's own servants who
told the story of the wattles at Cill-Dara, and Blath,
to whom now everything concerning St. Brigid and
her nuns was of the deepest interest, listened with
open ears to what the man had to tell.

Whilst St. Brigid was marking out the place at
Cill-Dara where she wished her church to be built,
Ailill, son of Dunling, had passed by, and with him
were a hundred horses, laden with stakes and
peeled rods, which the chief was taking to build his
own house. When 51. Brigid saw the materials
that she was just in need of, she sent two of her nuns
to ask the chieftain to give them up for the house of
God, but when Ailill heard this request, he refused
it roughly, and gave orders that the horses, which
had been drawn up to rest, should proceed on their
journey. The drivers loosened their reins, and bade
the beasts go forward, but, instead of obeying, the
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horses fell to the ground, and it was only when Ailill,
understanding that the request of the Abbess was
in very truth a command of God, gave orders for
the wattles to be unloaded and given over to the
nuns, that the animals stood up again, unhurt, and
willing to obey their drivers.

When BIath had heard this story, the love and
admiration that she already felt for St. Brigid was
increased a hundredfold. Every morning, when
she took her sheep out to graze, she guided them in
the direction of the convent at Cill-Dara, and from
a distance she watched the church rise up beside
the great oak-tree that gave its name to the place,
and the cells all round about it which were to form
a shelter for the nuns. One after another these cells
sprang up, but it seemed that there were never
enough for all the maidens who came to St. Brigid,
begging to be allowed to give up their wealth, and
their rank, and their dearly loved homes, and to take
the veil at Cill-Dara, all for the love of God.

The little shepherdess watched these maidens
with envious eyes. Ever sinceSt. Brigid had spoken
to her in the forest and had accepted her flowers,
Blath had longed to win her notice once again, to
hear her speak, as she had done that day, of God
and of His great love for innocent hearts, to serve
her, and, through her, to serve her Master.

But, as time went on, and the convent-bell
reminded the little shepherdess several times in the
day to join her prayers with those of the nuns, who
were praying in the chapel by the oak, a purer,
more perfect wish to serve God began to take root
in her heart. She longed to have some great thing
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to give up for His sake, as the noble maidens had
who entered the convent almost daily, and for a
long time she did not dare to offer the only things she
had-her heart and her life-for His service.

Then, one day, she again met St. Brigid, and,
falling on her knees, Blath begged to be received
into the convent as the last and least of all the
Sisters. St. Brigid at this time was about to make
a new foundation at a little distance from Cill-Dara,
at a place where some land had been given to her
on the borders of a small lake, and, wishing to try
the little shepherdess, she told her that there was
no work for her to do at Cill-Dara, but if she liked
to go to the new convent and ask there for
admission, St. Brigid would ask the Prioress to
take her in, to work in the kitchen. Blath had
pictured to herself long hours spent in prayer in
the church that she loved at Cill-Dara, but when
she heard the holy Abbess's decision, her first
feeling was one of joy that she should have this
sacrifice of her own wishes to offer to God, and her
only answer was a prayer to be allowed to go without
delay to the new convent.

The Sisters whom Blath was bidden to help, found
her so meek, so diligent at her work, and so obedient
to them and to the rules of the house, that before
very long she was allowed to take the veil, and then,
after tIie usual novitiate, she made the vows that
bound her, of her own will, to the service of God for
ever.

St. Brigid used often to come to the convent, for
she was Abbess both of that house and of Cill-Dara,
so that Blath, who, as time went on, was given the
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whole charge of the kitchen, had the joy of serving
the Mother she loved so much.

One day, when St. Brigid was at the convent,
eight holy men came to see her and ask her advice.
They had travelled a long way, and were weary and
exhausted, and as soon as the Abbess had greeted
them, she sent word to Sister Blath in the kitchen
to make ready a repast for the travellers, and to be
sure that they were prcltVidedwith plenty of milk
to assuage their thirst, which was very great after
their long and toilsome journey. But, in ordering
this repast, St. Brigid had forgotten that the poor
people who were always coming to the convent to
beg for alms and for food had been given everything,
down to the last piece of bread that was in the
larder.

Once some of her nuns had complained to
St. Brigid of her great charity to the poor.

"Little food have we," they said, "from thy
compassion to everyone, and we ourselves in want
of food and raiment."

"Give earthly things to God," St. Brigid had
made answer, "and He will give you heavenly
things in return."

And from that time no one had dared make any
complaint as to her generosity.

But poor Sister Blath, turning from the empty
shelves of the larder, went to the dairy, hoping at
least to be able to fulfil a part of her Superior's
orders, but the last drop of milk had also been given
to the poor, and there was nothing to be seen but
a row of empty pails and pans.

Whilst Sister Blath was wringing her hands m
4
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the empty dairy, a messenger came to her, bidding
her hasten at least to take the milk to the holy
prelates, who were consumed with thirst.

The holy cook, who, even while working, kept her
heart raised up in prayer to God, felt now that only
God Himself could help her to obey these orders,
and, going on her knees, she begged of Him to tell
her what to do. Whilst thus she prayed, it sud-
denly came into her mind that, although the cows
had only lately been milked, she might, perhaps, be
able to get from them enough to allay the worst of
the travellers' thirst.

No sooner had this thought come into her mind
than she rose to her feet, seized the largest of the
milk-pails, and went out to the pasture where the
cows had just been driven.

Still praying, she began to milk one of the cows,
and immediately her pail was filled to overflowing
with the sweetest and richest of milk. Without
even waiting to put the milk into a pitcher, Sister
Blath, overjoyed at the marvellous success of her
prayers, went straight to the presence of the Abbess
and her guests.

The holy men partook gladly of the foaming milk,
and then one and all besought St. Brigid not to have
anything prepared for them to eat, because their
hungeras well as their thirst had. e(W well satisfied
by the milk, which was sweeter and .ore refreshing
than anything they had ever drun:~.

There was still a little milk left in the pail after
the prelates had slaked their thirst, and, going back
to the kitchen, Sister Blath found a crowd of beggars
waiting for the alms that were never refused to them,
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as long as there was anything left in the convent to
gIve.

" I have nothing to-day except a cup of milk for'
one or two amongst you," said Sister Blath, and, on
hearing this, all of them crowded round her, hoping
to be one of the lucky ones who would receive the
milk.

Dipping a cup into the pail, the Sister handed it
to fhe beggar who was nearest to her, and then to
one after another she gave the same dole, until, like
the travellers, everyone was satisfied, and it was
only then that the pail was found to be dry and
empty.

As soon as she was aloI.le,Sister Blath fell upon
her knees to thank God for having allowed so won-
derful a thing to happen in answer to her prayers,
but she was so humble that, had it not been for the
beggars, no one would ever have known what had
happened. As it was, however, they told how
the drop of milk in the Sister's pail had been
enough to feed them everyone, and when this was
told, then Sister Blath made known how she had
got the milk.

The little lake on the shores of which Sister Blath
had milked the cow was known from that day as
Loch Leamnachta, which in Irish means the lake
of the milk.

And when St. Brigid heard of what had happened,
she thanked God for having helped Sister Blath to
keep her heart as pure and unspotted as the flowers
from which she took her name, for if this had not
been the case, her prayer would not have been heard
in so wonderful a manner.
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It is only for His Saints, for those who are holy,
and humble, and pure of heart, that God deigns to
'Worksuch miracles as this, and St. Brigid prayed
that Sister Blath might continue to be saintly on
earth, so that some day she might take her place
amongst God's own Saints in Heaven.



The Flight of Princess Dympna
THE Princess Dympna was lonely in the women's
house that formed a part of her father's Court, for
she had onlyjust comeback from the quiet Christian
home where her youth had been spent in fosterage,
and as yet she had found no attraction in the gay
life around her in which her father expected her to
join.

Her mother had died when she was a mere infant,
and for fifteen years there had been but little Chris-
tian influence in the Court. The King had kept his
promise of having his daughter brought up in her
mother's religion, and even now, when the girl had
come back to him, he made no objection to her
keeping near her the venerable priest who had bap-
tized her as an infant, and who, all through her
childhood, had taught her of the knowledge and the
love of God. Dympna's great consolation when the
time came for her to leave the foster-mother whom
she loved so much was the tbought that she would
be a companion to her fatber, and might, in time,
be able to persuade him to return to the practice of
the religion that, since the deatb of bis wife, he had
neglected so sadly. But tbe maiden had not been
many days at Court before she saw that her father's
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life was already filled, that he needed no companion-
ship from her, and what grieved her even more
deeply than this first discovery was that, not only
had her father put from him every semblance of
Christianity, but also that his conduct was not
such that any Christian could approve.

The Princess was so horrifiedby all she saw around
her that, although she was only fifteen, she made a
vow to give her life to the service of God in repara-
tion for the sins of her father. But she was very
beautiful, and the nobles of the Court, as well as the
sons of other Kings, sought to win her favour, and
her father saw that, by giving her in marriage to
one with whom he wished to stand well, his daughter
might be made very useful to him.

There was at the Court a man who, even in the
eyes of the heathen, was not worthy of respect, yet
who had great influence over the King, and, in
spite of his other ambitions, this creature persuaded
Princess Dympna's father to accept him as his
son-in-law.

Up to this the Princess had been able, under one
pretext or another, to dismiss her suitors without
revealing to her father the secret of her vow, but
now the time had come when he would listen to no
excuses, and to Dympna's prayers and entreaties
he turned a deaf ear, bidding her prepare her gear,
for he was quite determined that the marriage
should take place.

Gerebern, the chaplain. when he heard who it
was that the King intended to be his daughter's
husband, told the Princess that such an act on
her father's part freed her from the obligation that



THE FLIGHT OF PRINCESS DYMPNA 55

every child has of obeying its parents; for, even
had it not been for the maiden's vow, a marriage
with such a man would have been sinful in the
eyes of God, and he made known to Princess
Dympna that he, though he was a very old man,
was willing to go to the farthest ends of the earth
and support her with the toil of his own hands
rather than see her sacrificed in such a manner.

Her residence at Court had made Dympna long
for the peace and solitude of the lifeA of a recluse,
and she listened with joy when the holy old man
proposed that she and the two good women who
had fostered her should fly with him to some spot
where they could serve God in poverty, and yet in
peace.

Dympna knew that in no part of Erin would she
be free from her father and from the persecution of
her dreaded suitor, and it was therefore agreed that
the little party of fugitives should set sail for some
distant foreign land.

Once this was arranged, Dympna trusted so com-
pletely in her chaplain that she became quite calm
and contented, even when the wedding-day was
named, and her father therefore thought that she
had changed her mind, and was reconciled to the
marriage. The consequence was that no watch was
put upon her, and when the day came on which
Gerebern had decided that they should leave the
Court, she was able to steal away without rousing
any suspicions of what she was going to do.

lt was a day's journey from the Court to her
foster-mother's home, and when she and Gerebern
arrived there, they found the holy women ready to
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start for the coast, where they had found out that
a ship was going to sail for foreign parts.

H was so important that they should be on the
sea before the King began to search for his daughter
that they did not mind where the ship was bound
for, and when they found that the first place it
would touch land would be on the Belgian coast, not
far from Antwerp, they decided to disembark there
and seek some retired spot where they would be
able to spend the rest of their lives in prayer.
After wandering about for some time they came to
a little village called Westerloo, and here a kind
person told them of a ruined oratory that had been
dedicated to St. Martin, but which was now deserted,
and a cell near by in which a recluse had lived for
many years, was now also empty. They journeyed
on to the place they had been told of, and, taking
possession undisputed of the oratory and the cell,
Gerebern set about constructing a shelter in a little
wood that grew not far off for the two holy women
and their young charge.

The ground about it was rough and uncultivated,
but it was fertile, and when the fugitives had cleared
and tilled it, they were able to grow enough com to
supply their few wants.

In the toil to which the young Princess was so
unaccustomed she was the foremost and the most
untiring. She begged, as a favour, to be allowed
to claim the most menial tasks as her own, and it
seemed as though the harder the work was the more
joyfully did she undertake it, for her spirit of mortifi-
cation was only to be equalled by her humility.

Whilst Dympna was thus happy in her new life,
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in spite of its poverty and privations, her father
was madly searching every part of Erin to find his
daughter, or even to discover traces of her where-
abouts. Even had he himself tired of the search, the
maiden's disappointed loverwouldha vekept him to it.

East and west did they look for her; then north;
and finally they heard tidings on the southern coast
of an old priest and three women, one of whom was
young and beautiful, having set sail about the time
that Dympna had taken flight, and the King was
told that the ship had been bound for Belgium and
the north seas.

Once landed in Belgium, the King thought he
would have no difficulty in tracing the little com-
pany, but, instead of this, search as he would,
nothing could be discovered about it.

At last, almost hopeless, he was returning to
Antwerp, when, passing a little village near Gheel
called Westerloo, they decided to spend the night
there, and in the morning, when they came to pay
for their lodging, the innkeeper showed himself quite
willing to take from the travellers some coins which
they had brought with them from their own country,
for he said that he had often taken similar coins
from some foreign ladies who had come to live near
the oratory of St. Martin, and had brought their
own chaplain with them. On hearing this, the
King felt sure that at last he was about to find his
daughter, and, giving orders for his horse to be
brought to him immediately, he threw himself into
the saddle and started off in the direction in which
he was told the oratory lay, bidding his followers
to come after him without delay.
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The sun had not long risen when he reached the
little wood where his daughter had found such
happiness and peace, and, coming to the shelter in
which the recluses lived, he found it empty, for
the holy women had gone, as was their daily custom,
to attend the Mass that Gerebern said every morning
in the oratory of St. Martin.

It did not take the angry King very long to
followthem, for a cloak hanging up in the shelter had
told him for certain that his search was nearly over.

Masshad been said, but the four holy people were
tarrying in the oratory, praying still, but at the
sound of horse's feet approaching, Gerebern came
out to see who it was who was thus invading their
solitude.

By this time the King's attendants had overtaken
him, and it was a formidable gathering the old
man found himself obliged to face. But even before
the King had time to speak, he addressed him boldly,
reproaching him for persecuting his daughter, and
trying to force her to break the vow which bound
her to God's service.

The King had not come so far only to be taken
to task for his conduct, and all the notice he be-
stowed on Gerebern was to turn to his servants and
give them an order, and no sooner were the words
said than the soldiers, falling on the defenceless old
man, struck him to the ground with the flats of
their swords, and then put an end to his life.

On hearing the tumult outside the oratory,
Dympna herself came out to see if anything had be-
fallen the old priest, and a truly ghastly sight met
her eyes. There on the trampled grass he lay, his
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wounds still soaking the ground with blood, although
his soul had already gone before its Maker.

At the sight of the maiden both the King her
father and her hated suitor sprang forward to greet
her, and, leading her away from the place where
her old friend and protector lay dead, they tried
with soft and eager pleading to persuade her to
return with them to the gaiety and luxury of the
Court which she had fled. Her father promised
her that everything should be forgiven her, that her
foster-mother should be pardoned, and that the
soldiery should be punished for having killed the
priest, although even as he spoke he knew the deed
had been done by his own orders.

And the suitor pleaded, too, offering her every-
thing that in those days was considered most
desirable, if only she would of her own consent
become his wife.

Then, seeing that soft words were of no avail, the
King began to threaten his daughter, saying that
he would have no more mercy for her than he had
had for Gerebern, unless she obeyed him and
married his friend.

But threats had no more power to move the
young Princess than kind words and fair promises
had had, and she declared that she would far
sooner lie dead at Gerebem's side than break the
vows she had made to God. Then, beside himself
with rage, the King turned again to his attendants
and bade them serve the maiden as they had served
the priest, but, coarse and brutal as they were,
there was not one amongst them who was willing
to stain his hands with the blood of a young and
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beautiful girl whom, even in their ignorant heathen-
dom they recognized as being good and pure. Even
this refusal did not turn the King from his cruel
purpose. It only served to infuriate him the more,
and, drawing his own sword, he struck his daughter
with so cruel a blow that her head was severed
from her body, and she fell lifeless at the side of her
faithful old friend.

At the sight of what he had done the King became
like a veritable madman, and, putting spurs to his
horse, he dashed away to escape from the sight of
his awful crime, and, his attendants goin~ after him,
the dead bodies were left in peace and alone.

The holy women, who had remained in the oratory
paralyzed with fear, now came out and tenderly
laid the stricken bodies side by side in the little
chapel, and when this was done one of them went in
search of one to dig the last resting-place for the
priest and the Princess, who had preferred death
to breaking her vow to God.

When the people of Gheel heard what had hap-
pened, they came in indignant crowds to do honour
to the dead, and instead of burying the little recluse
Princess where she had received her martyrdom,
they took her to their own church and' set up a
shrine for her body, where her relics are honoured
even to this day. And her head is venerated in a
special manner, for many people who were suffering
from -mental diseases have been cured through the
intercession of St. Dympna when they have prayed
before the casket in which her head has been pre-
served. In Belgiumthe Irish Saint is looked upon as
the patroness of lunatics, and outside the town of
Gheel there is a great asylum called after her name.



St. Gobnata's Weapon

GOBNATA,a holy woman of the race of Conaire, who
lived at Moin-mor, in the southern part of Erin, had
a great wish to make her home in the rugged
country to the west of Macroom, in the kingdom of
Muskerry, and so she sent a messenger to the chief-
tain of that place to ask for the gift of a small piece
of land that lies on the hillside on the southern
bank of the River Sullane, whereon her cell could
be built.

tI And is this woman truly holy?" questioned the
chief. "Is she one whose prayers will bring a
blessing to the place she dwells in ?"

"Indeed, you have spoken truly, if you apply
those words to Gobnata," replied the messenger.
tI She is so kind that she never refuses to pray for
whatever good thing she is asked, and she is so holy
that God Almighty loves to listen to her prayers,
and to give her what she asks."

" Have you ever asked aught that she has ob-
tai,ned for you ?" said the chieftain curiously.

" Nay," replied the other. "Except that I have
asked her to intercede with God for the safety of my
soul, and I have a sure and certain hope that He
will give me the strength so to serve Him that one
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day I shall see Him in His kingdom. There are
others, however, who have asked for temporal
blessings who have not asked in vain."

" Tell me of something she has done, whereby I
may judge whether she be really pleasing to God,"
said the chief.

" Have you heard tell of Abban, the Saint of God,
who passed from this earth to his eternal reward
only a few weeks since ?" said the messenger.

" Not only have I heard tell of him," replied the
chieftain, "but on the night upon which he died
the sound of his mourners' caoine was wafted over
hill and dale from the place wherein he died to
this neighbourhood, although the distance is very
great."

" If that is so," went on the messenger, "you
can imagine the volume of sound that this mourning
caused in the place itself, when its echo travelled so
many miles. Well, on that day the sister of Gob-
nata was grievously iII, of a nervous fever, and her
sick-room lay within a stone's throw of the dead
man's house. The leeches warned Gobnata that
any agitation, such as the knowledge of her holy
friend and master's death, or any noise such as the
caoine would be, might prove fatal to the invalid.
Even to save her sister's life and reason, Gobnata
would not have taken a single token of honour and
respect from Abban, so, even if she could have pre-
vented the caoine, she would not have done so.
Instead of that, she went upon her knees and prayed,
if it was God's will to spare her sister's life, that He
would Himself find some way of deafening her ears
to the sound of the caoine. And after that, al-
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though, as you know, the sound was heard for miles
around, the sick woman, close at hand, heard not
one single note, and the death of her beloved master
was able to be kept from her until her strength of
mind and body had so far returned that she could
bear the sorrow with Christian fortitude."

" If that is so," said the chieftain, "tell Gobnata
that her welcome will await her wherever she may
choose to dwell, for it will surely bring a blessing
to any country to have one dwelling in it who has
deserved to win such favours from God."

So Gobnata's messenger returned to her with the
tidings that whatever place she wished for was to
be hers, even if she chose the richest stretch in all
the chieftain's lands. But the spot on which Gob-
nata had set her heart was on the slope of a barren
hill, overlooking the bare rocky mountains that
divide the present counties of Cork and Kerry, and
when the chieftain heard that she would accept no
richer gift than this, he sent his people to build a
cell and a church for the holy woman, and every day
he had a supply of food left beside the spring of
water that trickled over the rocks outside the cell,
so that from the first Gobnata had no need to think
of the needs of this world, since all her wants were
provided for, and she was able to give up her life
to prayer and contemplation of heavenly things.
Soon the fame of her holiness became known
throughout the country, and the place of her dwell-
ing was called" Bally-vourney," which means the
house, or home, of the beloved, and those who were
in want or suffering sought out the holy solitary to
beg of her to intercede for them with God.
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The country round Ballyvourney is very wild and
rugged, and in the days wh.;n Blessed Gobnata had
her cell upon the banks of the River Sullane there
were bands of robbers who lived in the mou,ntains,
and who spent their time in fighting and in stealing
the cattle and flocks belonging to their neighbours.
When the chieftain and his armed followers were at
home, these robbers never dared to come down into
the valleys, but the cattle loved the freedom and
the short sweet grass of the uplands, and it was hard
to keep them in the safety of the plain. Those
were the days when from time to time the Danes
came sailing along the coast of Erin, trying where
they could force a landing, and once on shore they
stole and burnt and destroyed everything they came
across, till they were a far greater terror than the
robbers in the mountains.

When these bands of Northerners came in sight
of the watchmen who were kept posted along the
eastern coast, the Ard Righ used to send to the Kings
of the four provinces for aid, and they in their turn
sent to their sub-Kings, or chieftains, bidding them
come with all their fighting men to help in the
defence of their country against the Norsemen.

When such a summons as this came to the
Chieftain of Muskerry, he could not but obey,
although both he and his soldiers feared to leave
their women and children and their cattle and
belongings to the mercy of the mountain robbers.

Now, however, that Gobnata dwelt in the district
they felt that her prayers could obtain stronger
protection than any they could afford, and before
starting for the coast the chief and all his men
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went up the hill to the holy woman's dwelling and
begged her to obtain from God that the robbers
should be prevented from entering the valley.

Gobnata promised that she would pray, night and
day, both for this intention and for their own safety,
and success in their struggle against the foes of
Erin, and so they left Muskerry with lighter hearts
than they had ever done before on such occasions.

It was not long before the news of their departure
was learnt by the robbers up in their mountain dens,
and immediately they began to prepare to make a
raid into the valley, so as to carry off as many cattle
and as much of other things as they could. Gob-
nata was in her garden when a breathless messenger
broke in upon her with the tidings that the robbers
were wending their way down the mountain, und
that soon they would reach the head of the valley.
The holy woman was busy settling the brown bees
that made sweet honey for her to give to the children
of the neighbourhood, much to the wonder of their
parents, who had never seen such insects before.
St. Modonnoc, a holy monk who had come from
Cambria, had brought with him the first work-
ing bees that had ever been seen in Erin, and
it was from his brethren that Gobnata had received
her swarm. They had travelled to her in a
beachaire, or soft square box, made on purpose to
hold bees, and this beachaire was in her hands
when the evii tidings were broken to her.

Without waiting to lay it aside, she hastened
where the messenger lcd, for she hoped, with the
help of God, to be able to persuade the wicked
men to spare at least the defenceless women and

5
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children, even if their greed impelled them to steal
the cattle.

The air was clear, and the path on the distant
mountain where the robbers had been seen, wound
round and round for a long way, so that Gobnata
and her guide reached the head of the valley long
before those whom they had come to meet. At last,
however, the rough, wild horsemen came in view,
and Gobnata, advancing bravely, went on her knees
before them, to beg them, in God's name, for
mercy.

But prayers, even those of so holy a woman, had
no power over such untamed and wicked natures.
The leader of the band only laughed her words of
entreaty to scorn, and when she remained kneeling
in the path before him, he would have ridden
roughly over her, heedless of what ill his horse's
feet might work, had not a Power mightier than he
checked his course and baffled his design. All this
time the beachaire was in Gobnata's himds, and,
still praying, she raised it on high, leaving open the
little doors whereby the insects could escape.

Seeing nothing, the robber chief urged his charger
forward, but the horse, seemingly for no reason-
for the tiny brown body that was the weapon God
had given to Gobnata was not visible to the haughty
rider-reared up, as though he had been struck, and,
plunging with mingled fear and pain, turned and
fled in panic whence he came. Then forth from the
beachaire came another bee, and yet another, till
the air was brown with their bodies, and the sound
of their humming told the robbers the reason why,
one and all, theit horses refused to go forward.
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Vainly they tried to force them round. They, too,
like that of the leader, were panic-stricken, and with
a wild stampede they made off towards their own
haunts in the mountain. By this time riders and
horses alike were suffering from the poisoned darts
of the bees' stings, and soon Gobnata and her guide
were left alone to thank God for His answer to their
prayer.

The people of the valley did not keep this happen-
ing to themselves. Joyfully they told it where-
ever they went, so that Gobnata's fame was spread
through the country of Muskerry, and away to the
most western parts of Erin. And soon from far and
near maidens came who wished to learn from her
the secret of perfect love and service of God, so at
last she had to leave her little well-beloved cell
and found for her followers a great monastery,
where she lived for many years as Abbess, and
where, to this day, she is honoured as the patroness
of Ballyvourney.



A Saint in Three Countries
THE physicians of King Conga!'s Court were sorely
troubled, for a guest of their master's lay grievously
ill, and nothing that they could do served to stay
his fever or to ease his pain. In vain they con-
sulted together, in vain they went forth to the forest
in search of fresh herbs to lay upon the sufferer; all
that they could do availed him nothing, and at
length the foremost amongst them was obliged
unwillingly to tell King Congal that the young
Prince could not but die. For the sufferer was none
other than Alfred, the younger but by far the best-
loved son of Ethelwolf, who was King of the Anglo-
Saxons, and of Osburga his wife, and it would have
been a great triumph for the leeches of Erin if they
could have cured a malady that had defied the skill
of their brethren over the water.

But this triumph was not to be theirs. Slowly,
though surely, the young man's strength was ebbing
away, and when at last the physicians had to own
themselves powerless, there was nothing left for
Congal to do but to break -the tidings to his guest,
so that he, being a good arid fervent Christian,
should prepare his soul to meet its God. Alfred
had been brought up until he was five years of age
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in the devout atmosphere of his father's Court-for
until the death of his father, Egbert, first King of
all England, Ethelwolf had intended to become a
priest, and though he was persuaded to accept the
crown for the good of the kingdom, he would have
likened his Court as much as was possible to a
cloister, so much so, indeed, that had it not been
for the cleverness of his good wife Osburga, the
nobles would have been tempted to regret their
choice of him as King.

When Alfred reached the age of five, his father
took him on a pilgrimage to Rome, and there
Pope Leo IV. bestowed upon him the Sacrament of
Confirmation at the request of St. Swithun, the
Bishop of 'Winchester, who accompanied them.
Then, when the time came for Ethelwolf to return
to his kingdom, it was decided to leave the boy in
the Eternal City, so that he might receive the best
education that was then possible. It may be that
the King had hopes that his youngest and favourite
son would take the place in the Church that he
himself had been persuaded to give up, but this was
not to be. When his education was finished, the
young English Prince returned to his own country,
and after staying a little while with his people, he
was attacked by an illness which dragged on for
months, and then, getting slightly better, he was
sent over to the milder climate of Erin to serve
King Congal, in the hope that time would restore
him to his usual health. Instead of this, his malady
increased, until, as we have' seen, he lay, far from
home and friends, at the point of death.

" And, alas! the physicians agree that there is no
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hope for you," concluded King Congal falteringly,
as he broke the news to the young Prince .

.. Do not grieve," replied Alfred calmly, seeing
how deeply his friend and master was troubled.
" You have told me nothing that I have not known
myself for a long time, only lately, since I have come
to Erin, I have begun to think that, although all
earthly hope was vain, yet, through the mercy of God,
I might still be spared, not only to see myown country
again, but to live long enough to serve it well."

Congal, thinking that this was the disorder of a
fevered brain, began to try and make his meaning
plainer, but Alfred, with a faint smile on his white
features, told him not to trouble further; he quite
understood that the leeches could do nothing for
him, but lately he had heard of so many wonders
being granted by Heaven at the prayer of some of
the Irish solitaries, especially by one holy woman
named Modwenna, who dwelt in a cell apart from
the Sisters who had gathered round her, at a place
called CelistIine, that a great wish had grown up in
his heart to claim for himself a share in such
powerful intercession.

Congal was overjoyed at hearing of any possible
means of helping to save his charge, and fearful
that a messenger, even the most trusty, might
tarry upon the way, or even that, reaching Celestline
without delay, he might fail to impress upon the
nun how urgent was the case of Prince Alfred, he
rose up at once, and ordered his fleetest charger to
be got ready, so that he himself might go forth in
search of Modwenna, and bring her, if it were
possible, to the bedside of the English Prince.
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Modwenna was herself the daughter of a King, but
she had given up all earthly belongings to devote
her life in poverty and sacrifice to the service of
God. At first she had hoped to become a veritable
solitary, but so many maidens heard of her holiness,
and came to beg that they might enjoy the benefit
of her training, that she was obliged to allow of the
building of a monastery close beside her cell, and
there she trained many souls in the fear and love
of God. Congal found her surrounded by her
daughters in religion, and he laid the case of the
Prince eagerly before her. She, in her humility,
would only say that she and her Sisters would pray
for the cure that was so earnestly desired; but the
other nuns begged of her to do as King Congal
entreated, and go with him back to his Court, that
she might lay her hands upon the Prince and pray
insistently for his life to be spared.

It was very reluctantly that she agreed to do this
thing, but it may be that an inward voice told her
how useful to the world the life which now hung in
the balance was to be, and for the first time since
she had left her father's home she went forth
from her self-chosen solitude, and as one King.
her father, had ridden with her at her coming, so
now another, Congal, rode with her at her going
forth.

Watchers were eagerly awaiting their arrival at
the Court, for the strength of the Prince was rapidly
failing, and he was almost too weak to open his
eyes when the King came rapidly to his chamber.
Throwing himself on his knees, he motioned to
Modwenna, who had accompanied him, to pray.
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earnestly, insistently, that even still the young and
precious life should be spared.

" May the holy Will of God be done, both now
and for ever," said Modwenna, as she advanced to
the side of the couch, and, hearing this, the dying
lips moved, and the whisper of an U Amen, so be
it," came to the ears of the attendants. Alfred
was satisfied to live or die, just as it was pleasing to
God to decide.

For a few moments there was such stillness in the
room that more than once it seemed as though the
flickering life had been stilled for ever. Then at
last Modwenna, who had been praying earnestly,
leant over and spoke in a low, clear voice:

" The way of peace is open to you now, 0 Prince!
Will you go along it to God, with innocence, but
with merit in small measure, or will you return by
the thorny path of life, which may lead you to a
high place in Heaven, where you will give great
glory to God? But this path is hedged about with
dangers, difficulties, and snares. If for one moment
you cease to struggle, these dangers will overcome
you, but if you are prepared to watch ever, to pray
and to fight, the happiness of your own soul and the
glory of God will be great."

And, despite his great weakness, the Prince made
reply boldly, saying that verily he would suffer and
struggle even to the end if only thereby his life
could give one momen of glory to God. Even as
he spoke, his eyes closed in a gentle, refreshing sleep,
such as he had not known for weeks, and from that
moment his cure began, and so rapidly did it work
that in a month's time he was ready, with strength
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and health such as he had never lrnown before, to
return to his own home over the water.

But before leaving Erin, he journeyed to Celest-
line, and there not only returned thanks to Mod-
wenna forthe cure tha t she had 0btained for him from
God, but he also saw and admired a great conven-
tual establishment such as he had never seen before.

He spoke long and eagerly with the Abbess, telling
her of the wants of his own people, and he asked if
it would not be possible for her to send a community
of nuns with him, to whom his father would give
a house and lands, and who would pray and work
for England, where Christianity was not as yet so
firmly implanted as it was in Erin. But l\1od-
wenna's daughters had come to Celestline, meaning
to stay there for ever, and Prince Alfred's proposal
met with little favour in their eyes, so although
her own heart was inflamed with the wish of
spreading the knowledge and the love of God, l\1od-
wenna had to refuse the request, on the plea that
she had not subjects enough at her disposal.

Time passed, but Alfred did not forget the holy
nun to whom he owed so much, and on her side the
missionary spirit that the Prince's words had aroused
in Modwenna's heart grew apace. She pondered
long upon the wants of the great rich country
which was so poor in the things of the Spirit, and at
length, seeing that all would go well now at Celest-
line without her, she decided to go forth herself,
trusting in God to send her companions when a
place should be prepared for them in the kingdom
of Ethelwolf. When, however, she told the Sisters
of her decision, one amongst them-Athea by name,
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a maiden of noble birth, and a kinswoman of her
own-begged to be allowed to accompany her on her
journey.

For Alfred, surrounded as he was by a princely
retinue, the journey from Celestline to his father's
house at Streneshalen had not seemed overlong or
tiring, but to the Sisters, who had no one to guide
them, and no protection beyond that of an old
servant-man, it was very different. Weary and
footsore, they presented themselves at last at Court,
and then, after all they had gone through, they
were almost overpowered by the reception that
awaited them.

The King and Queen could not do enough to show
their gratitude for what Modwenna had obtained
for their son, and not only did the King make over
to her large tracts of land in the Forest of Arden,
but he also insisted that she should make her home
in the house itself in which the Court was resident
at that time, and he, going thence with all his house-
hold, left behind in Modwenna's care his little
daughter, Eadgitha, whom God willed later on to
become Abbess there, and who, as St. Edith of
Polesworth, is stilI venerated in that place.

The Princess Edith was only the first of many
maidens who came to Modwenna for training;
others flocked to her side in such numbers that at
length she had to go forth again and found for them
another monastery. Here she hoped to make her
final resting-place, but the missionary spirit that
Prince Alfred had aroused in her urged her in.
sistently to make further foundations, and, still
accompanied by Athea, and now by another Sister,
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Ita, she wen~ northward into Scotland, where
Congal, a kinsman of her own, was King.

Here, at Edinburgh, she built a church, and
another at Stirling, whilst yet a third rose up,
attached to the Castle at Stirling, where her kinsman
held his Court.

After this she felt that her work as a missioner
was done, and she started to return to her native
country, but, going through England to bid her
daughters there farewell, she tarried on a little
island that lies amongst the waters of the River
Trent, and there, being impelled to build another
church, she stayed, spending her life in almost con~
tinuous prayer. Athea remained upon the island
to minister to her wants, and two other Sisters,
named Lazar and Osid, were also suffered to remain
with her for seven years, but after that time Mod-
wenna, thirsting for solitude, which the island no
longer afforded her, for many others had followed
her there, as they had done at her other founda-
tions, went to a place called Lanfortin, whence at
length she was taken to her reward.

But when her death became known, not only
England, where she died, claimed the honour of her
burying, but Scotland also, which she had helped
to Christianize, and Erin, which was her own land.
Indeed, there was strife and threatened bloodshed,
but at last, for love of her who so loved peace, a
settlement was agreed upon, and her body was
laid to rest at Burton-on-Trent, where to this day
the Catholic Church bears her name in its dedica-
tion, for it is the Church of the Mother of God and
St. Modwenna.



A Worker in Wood
THERE were to be beautiful decorations in the
Church of Cill-Eedy, fine carvings and delicate
stonework, for, although the Sisters had, for lhe
love of poverty, refused the offer of the King to
endow the convent with a large tract of land, as
he had wished to do at the time of their coming to
Hy-Connail, they and their Abbess, St. Ita, thought
that nothing was too good or too grand for the
house of God.

There were many artificers at that time in Erin,
but Ita would have none but the best to work in
her church, and so her choice feU upon Boanus,
who, although a stranger in Hy-Connail, was
famed for his art in carving stone and wood.

No one knew whence he came, and as all could
see that he was no mean worker, but a man of
noble blood, many stories were whispered about
him.

At first the workmen, rough masons and hewers
of wood, were angry that one of their own country-
men had not been chosen for the honour of decorating
the walls of the church, but before their tasks were
done, and they were free to go away, leaving Boanus
alone to continue his carving, he had won them to
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him by his gentle courtesy and unfailing kindness.
The Sisters, whilst refusing the large grant of land
that had been offered to them, had accepted four
acres of ground, which they enclosed and cultivated
as a garden, and from the vegetables that grew in
it they were able to support themselves. The
church stood within the enclosure of this garden, and,
going daily to and from his work, the artist Boanus
often loitered on his way to admire not only the
flowers that grew in the borders, but also the flower-
faces of the maidens who sought, through the
guidance of Blessed Ita, to learn whether God
wished to call them to Himself by the peaceful way
of the cloister. Since his boyhood Boanus had only
lived for his art. He had given up much, and
very much, to followit, and he was not conscious that
it was any other love than this which moved his
heart, and head, and hand to carve the face and
form of the loveliest of these flower-maidens as
the centre-piece of his decorations.

Very often St. Ita would go to see how the work
was growing under the artist's skilful touch, and by
degrees she learnt the true and simple history of the
man's past, round which idle tongues had woven
such foolish mysteries.

Boanus was the son of a chieftain who dwelt in
the ~orthern part of the kingdom of Cormacht, a
warlike man, who thought that all his sons should
be willing to bear arms, as he himself had ever loved
to do, and when Boanus made known that the pro-
fession of arms was distasteful to him, his father's
only other thought was that he should enter the
Church, and strive for honours and worldly prefer-
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ment. But Boanus had no greater wish for the
cloister than he had for the camp, and his plea for
permission to devote himself to art was received
first with mockery, then with a stern refusal. So,
for some time after his brothers had gone out into
the world to fight their way into their father's
favour, he had stayed at home, practising himself
in his art as best he could, and helping his father
in the daily tasks that fell to every chieftain's lot.
All the while he longed for greater freedom and for
more opportunities of studying his beloved work,
but he would have had patience, till, maybe, his
father would have given his consent, had it not
been for powerful enemies that all unconsciously
the young man had made for himself. It was not
only the beautiful things of Nature that Boanus
admired; he also loved the beauties of the soul,
and anything that was mean or dishonest was
hateful to him. In his father's household there
were many who were Christian in name alone.
Their hearts still clung to many things that were
wrong and pagan, and when Boanus discovered
these things, and had them duly punished, he made
for himself enemies who began to wish1him any-
where but at his father's right hand. Gradually
whispers began to get about that his refusal to
follow the profession- of arms had only' been an
excuse to remain at home and work his way into
the hearts of the people, so that when his elder
brothers returned from the wars they would find
no welcome awaiting them, and then Boanus, by
the public wish, would become the chieftain in
his father's place. Boanus felt that it was beneath
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him to attend to such false and baseless rumours,
and it was only when his father himself accused him
of these things that he deigned to deny them. But
when that time came it was too late for his denial to
be of any use. His enemies were very powerful,
and when again he refused to become a soldier and
abandon his art, his father not only banished him
from home, but he had him driven from the kingdom
of Connacht.

Thus it was that, after journeying hither and
thither, perfecting himself both in his taste and in
his work, he had come to Cill-Eedy, and, under the
soothing influence of the holy Abbess, he forgot his
sorrows for a time in the enthralling work of
beautiful creation.

Ita had a very tender love for all her spiritual
children, but there was one amongst the flower-
maidens who had a nearer claim than all the others
on her heart. It was Nessa, her little sister, who
had been given by her parents into the care of the
Sisters at Cill-Eedy. When Ita, or Deirdre, as she
was named in baptism, first felt the call of God
within her heart, her father, Kenfolad, a chieftain
of the tribe of the Desii, declared that he would
never consent to his daughter entering the cloister ;
but he belonged to a family who claimed St. Declan
and St. Ultan amongst its members, and after a
time he was led to see that the life chosen by those
holy men was not one that he need despise for his
daughter, and not only did he give Deirdre the per-
mission that she sought, but when his younger
daughter, Nessa, grew to girlhood, he wished her.
too, to give herself to God.
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In religion Deirdre of the Desii had been given
the name of " Ita," which means" to thirst," and
truly all her life long the holy Abbess hungered and
thirsted for the love of God and for His honour.
It was a great joy to her to receive her little sister,
and at first she hoped to train her to walk in the way
of peace and heavenly joy along which she herself
had been led, but before very long, although Nessa
herself wished to become a nun, the Abbess felt a
growing certainty that God had work for this
maiden, young, innocent, and fair as she was, to
do in the world, and that the cloister might be
her school and her resting-place, but never her
home.

If it had not been for a great trust in God, this
thought would have filled Ita with uneasiness, for
she saw that Nessa's nature was one which would
never be happy if she were married to a rough
soldier, and in her father's house there were none
but soldiers amongst whom she could make her
choice. Often in the quiet chapel the Abbess would
tarry when her Sisters' devotions were over, to send
up one more prayer to Heaven for help and light
in guiding the maiden whose life and happiness
were so dear to her, and whose future had been
confided to her care.

As she prayed, the artist Boanus worked unceas-
ingly at the carvings of the stalls, and one day, Ita,
raising her eyes to what he had already completed,
was startled to see, gazing down upon her from the
place of honour above, the figured image of her for
whom she pleaded with Heaven. It was an Angel
form, but the face, the whole turn of the figure,
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was copied unmistakably from the maiden, whom
the artist must have seen, either in the chapel itself
or besporting herself light-heartedly with the
novices, with whom, although not as yet allowed to
count herself of their number, she passed her time.
Was this a conscious act on the part of the artificer,
or had the artist in him merely chosen the most
beautiful model that was then withip his reach?
For a certainty Ita could not answer her own ques-
tion, yet something told her that there was more
than mere art in the delicacy of that part of his
work. All that he had done was worthy of ad-
miration, but the Angel form of Nessa seemed
actually to live under its wooden disguise.

Boanus had spoken freely to the Abbess of his
past, but now she tried to draw from him his
thoughts of the present and his hopes for the future,
and soon she learnt that his heart was sore for the
breaking of his home-ties, yet, all the same, he
spoke as though he was destined always to be
lonely.

Then, when the Abbess had drawn from him all
that she wished to know, she turned to his work,
and began to praise the delicacy of his trace. "I
see," she said quite simply, her eyes resting on him
as she spoke, " that for the Angel you have taken
my little sister Nessa as your model. It is a good
likeness-wonderful, indeed, considering that you
have but seen her in passing by-but, surely, if she
stood for you even for an hour's time you could
make the figure even more worthy of the place of
honour which you have given it ?"

Scarcely waiting for an answer, Ita went on, in
6
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calm, even tones, as though she had not noticed
the speechless amazement of Boanus :

"The maiden's visit to Cill-Eedy is drawing to
a close, so, if you wish for aid from her, you needs
must speak before she returns to our father's house
in the Nan-Desii country."

" Then-then the maiden does not tarry here for
ever?" faltered Boanus, unable to bring himself
to believe what Ita's words and tone alike con-
veyed.

"Nay," replied the Abbess, who was satisfied
now that she had found the path along which her
sister was destined to walk to Reaven. "The call
of God to Nessa comes to her, not through the
cloister, but through the world."

Then, leaving the artist, Ita went forth in search
of the little sister, to whom she had not as yet
broken the decision she had come to, after much
prayer and many thoughts.

Nessa heard the summons to the Abbess's
presence with joy, for she loved Ita, not only as a
sister, but also as a guide and friend, as a mother
in religion, yet, because of the sisterly tie that
bound them, she was freer, more daring in her
questioning, than merely as a novice she would
have been.

" Mother," she cried, as Ita beckoned her to her
side, smiling fondly at the fresh young face that in
its beauty was so like her own, " Sister Lassair tells
me you have been in search of me. Oh, tell me-
tell me that you mean to let me take the veil on
the feast-day that is coming with Dara, and Lupita,
and the others."
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The maiden went on her knees as she spoke, and
her great grey eyes hung pleadingly upon those of
her sister.

" You have guessed aright, little sister," replied
the Abbess softly, " in thinking that I have at last
come to a decision regarding the will of God con-
cerning you, but that I mean to let you take the
veil is not the case. Nay, child, do not weep," for
the fair face flushed, and heavy tears gathered in
the maiden's eyes. "Be brave, rather, and pre-
pare yourself to take the earthly happiness that God
offers you with gratitude, so that it may surely lead
to the far, far greater and more lasting happiness
of Heaven."

It was vain for Nessa to protest that earthly
happiness as well as the peace and joy of the soul
awaited her in the cloister. Ita would not hearken
to the childish entreaties, and she bade the maiden
dry her eyes and come with her to where Boanus
the artificer was at work, for he needed her figure
as a model in his carving.

For some days after this there was no question
between the sisters as to what the fate of the
younger should be. Life went on as before at Cill-
Eedy, only every day Nessa sat for the artist, who
perfected the Angel to the lines of the beautiful
human maiden who sat for him with folded hands
and downcast eyes.

When Ita was present Boanus spoke with her as
openly as he had done when he had been alone
with her, but to Nessa he spoke not at all. Yet
she learnt of his past life, of his hopes, of his suffer-
ings, of his present loneliness, and it was only when
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the carving was completed that Ita sent for her again
to discuss the same question that had troubled them
before.

H I want you, child, to tell me," said the Abbess
in her sweet, low voice, "whether an answer has
not come deep in your own heart to still the mur-
murings with which you greeted my reading of the
will of God for you ?"

And, bowing down her head, with crimsoning
cheeks Nessa told her sister that she was content.
to abide by whatever decision the Abbess made
for her.

Then the Abbess told her that Boanus the artist
had asked if she would go to him, not this time as
model for a few short hours' time, but as his wife
for all the span of years that it was allotted for
them both to live. But this second question had
come too soon, and for awhile the maiden still held
back, although she faltered at length that, if ever
man should win her, that man should be Boanus,
and none other. So for awhile they bided patiently,
the artist who sought to win her and the sister who
wished so truly for her good, and at last the words
of consent were whispered, shyly first to Ita's ear,
and then more bravely when Boanus himself was
the questioner. So in the chapel where her own
image helped in the decoration, Nessa of the Desii
entered into the new life that was destined to lead
her to Heaven, less peacefully, perhaps, but in the
end as surely as the path that God had pointed out
to Ita to follow.

The home of Boanus and of Nessa was at Mungret,
in the same country as Cill-Eedy, and there it was
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that Nessa trained her son Pulcherius in the way
that led him later to become the great Saint we
read of, as a Bishop and the right hand of the
Abbess Ita.

But not only did Pulcherius-or, to give him his
ecclesiastical name, Mochomoc-become a Saint;
his mother also reached the highest pitch of sanc-
tity, and her prayers were so pleasing to God that
at her entreaty He gave back sight to the eyes of
St. Colman, Bishop of Lismore, and her name has
come down to us through all these years, although
all her life was spent in a quiet country home, as
a model wife and mother, as a type of good woman
of Erin.



Rathnata's Choice
A GREAT quiet had fallen on the house of Rethna
at Cill-Raith, for Colman, the holy widow's foster-
son, had gone away from the home that had shel-
tered his childhood, to become a monk in the Abbey
of Lynally, that lay in the western part of the
kingdom of Meath, and it seemed as though he had
taken with him all the brightness and gaiety of
daily life.

Yet he was not the only young thing in the house-
hold, although at his first coming to the place there
had been no other child in it but he. It was six
or seven years after Eala, a chieftain of Oughval, in
the kingdom of Leix, had confided his son Colman
to the fosterage of Rethna, that a little daughter
was sent by God to Cill-Raith, and later, when
death took away the master of the house, Colman
became brother, and father, and protector in one to
the little orphan girl. Rethna's heart was divided
between her own child and the foster-son, who was
as dear to her as though he had been her own ; and
she brought the children up in the fear and love of
God, so that in time they became, not only good
Christians, but holy members of the Church as well.
As Colman grew older, his father spoke more than
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once of taking him back to his own home at Oughval,
but the boy begged so earnestly to be allowed to
stay with his foster-mother, who now had no one
but him to look to, that Eala did not insist, and
when at length Colman announced his intention of
entering the Church, the chieftain offered him freely
to God, and seeing that the house of Rethna was a
far more fitting preparation for the cloister than
his own house at Oughval, he gave the boy entirely
to his foster-mother, and thus, although in be-
coming a monk he had to leave her, Colman by this
same act became more entirely hers than he had
ever been before, even in the days of his helpless
childhood, when at one word from his parents she
would have had to let him go from her.

So there was joy mingled with the sorrow of their
parting, and for this reason the little sister, Rath-
nata, mourned for Colman longer and more deeply
than her mother did, for the child had always held
him as her own, and the fear of losing him had
never shadowed their love as it had shadowed that
of her mother.

With Colman, Rethna's task in training him to
love all that is good and beautiful had been easy, for
the lad had given his heart to God in his earliest
boyhood; but with Rathnata the task was rather
more difficult. She was a wayward little maiden,
with high spirits and strong passions, and over and
over again her childish resolutions \vere broken,
and only renewed after gentle persuasion and
example from Colman. Yet, though he was so
good, he was bright, and gay, and lively, and the
days passed dull and slow after he had left CilI.
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Raith. By this time Rathnata was growing to
girlhood, and she knew that she must fight her own
battles now unless she was prepared to become
an enemy of God and a tool of the Devil.

Rethna knew the struggles that the high-spirited
girl had to make, and she prayed for her unceas-
ingly. Whilst far away at Lynally, Colman offered
up many of the trials of his days of noviceship for
the same intention.

Yet it was only Rethna who saw the change
that was coming over the girl, and she put it down
in agreat measure to her pain at parting from
her foster-brother, and her loneliness at CiIl-
Raith without him. There were others, however,
who noted something more than this was wrong
with the maiden, and though no one liked to tell
Rethna of their fears for her daughter, someone
who happened to be passing through the neigh-
bourhood where Colman's monastery stood, broke
the news of his foster-sister's failing health to the
young monk, and on hearing it, he obtained per-
mission to go back to CiIl-Raith and see if anything
could be done to save the maiden's life.

There was great joy at this unexpected return,
and for the first evening the three who loved each
other so dearly sat together telling eagerly of all
the little incidents that had happened since their
parting. But even whilst he seemed as cheerful
and as bright as ever, Colman's heart was heavy
within him to see the change that he had been told
of, and that he saw only too plainly in Rathnata.
Very gently he spoke of it to Rethna, and though
her loving eyes had tried to blind themselves, she
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was not wholly unprepared for Colman's warning.
Lately she had brought herself to own that there was
a serious reason for Rathnata's increasing paleness
and languor, and it was a relief to have someone
to whom she could speak openly of her fears and
consult as to what she should do to combat the
evil.

There were leeches and physicians at the houses
of all the greater chieftains, and besides this, many
of the old people who dwelt on the borders of the
forest were very wise in the use of herbs and of
simples, but when one after another of these wise
folk had been consulted and had all said that the
case of Rathnata was beyond their skill, it fell to
Colman to tell the maiden that unless God willed
to cure her in His own way, her time on earth was
not destined to be IO.ng.

The girl was much changed by her illness, and
she met her fate with gentle resignation. Her
mother's teachings and Colman's example had not
been in vain, and though she clung to life at times
with almost passionate longing, still the same words
came back and back again to her lips, "Not my
will, but Thine, 0 God, be done."

Then, when it seemed that nothing but a time ol
weary waiting lay before them, it came to Colman
that in the southern kingdom of Hy-Connai there
dwelt a holy woman, to whose prayers God loved to
listen, and he decided with Rethna that they should
travel to Cill-Eedy whilst Rathnata still had strength
lor such a journey, and thus they would learn
whether the lavour of renewed health for their
loved one, which had been refused to them, wou ld



90 Gt'>ODWOMEN OF ERIN

be granted to the more powerful prayers of the
holy nun.

Cill-Raith was a retired place, and the nearest way
to reach Cill-Eedy was by rough roads and narrow
horse-tracks, and when the travellers came in sight
of the great monastery that had been built to
shelter the three hundred Sisters who had chosen
St. Ita as their spiritual mother and guide, they
were dust-stained and weary, and the maiden
Rathnata was wellnigh exhausted.

Wherever there was a religious house in Erin
there was always a warm welcome for all who
sought for hospitality, yet, even so, Rethna was
surprised on reaching Cill-Eedy to be greeted by a
Sister who seemed to be waiting for their arrival,
and who asked whether they would sit down at
once to the refreshments that had been prepared
for them, or would they prefer to cleanse away
the dust of the roads in the baths that were also
ready.

" We should gladly take the baths, good Sister,"
replied Rethna, " had they really been prepared for
us; but it must be some other guests that your
Abbess has bidden you expect, for she has had no
warning of our coming, and we should only be taking
what has been got ready for others."

" But are you not the Lady Rethna from Cill-
Raith, in the plains of the River Liffey ?" asked the
Sister wonderingly. "And is not this your daughter
whose health is troubling you. and this other the
student Colman from the Abbey of Lynally, in
Western Meath ?"

" But who has told you this?" cried Rethna in
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amaze. "Who has come before us to warn you of
our coming ?"

" Our Mother knew it," replied the Sister; and
for her that answer was'enough. The Abbess had
given her orders, and they had been obeyed un-
questioningly.

Rethna thought to herself that when St. Ita
came to them she would ask again how their coming
had been known; but almost at once she learnt
that it was no tongue of man which had taught the
holy woman what she knew.

The Abbess greeted Colman, who was already a
deacon, with the respect that is duv" ne who is
consecrated to the service of God; but he, falling
upon his knees, begged rather that she should give
her blessing both to him and to his companions,
and with simple dignity Ita raised up her hands
and blessed the three travellers. Then, turning to
Rathnata, she gazed long and earnestly into the
maiden's face.

" You are blessed of God, my child," she said;
" for virtue in you, as it should ever be, shall be
perfected in infirmity. Go, now, with the Sister
who is here to lead you to your chamber, whilst I
hold converse with your mother."

" Poor mother," she went on pityingly, when she
and Rethna were left alone together, "you have
brought your child to me, hoping that, by the mercy
of God, her health would be restored, and even this
favour shall not be refused to you if you really ask
it. Nay"-for Rethna's face lit up with joy on
hearing these words of hope-" nay, do not speak
yet; wait a little till I have told you all. Has not



92 GOOD WOMEN OF ERIN

this suffering that has come upon your child cleansed
her from faults that in her childhood used to grieve
your heart? Has it not perfected the likeness of
her soul to God ?"

" It has, it has !" cried Rethna. <I Often in the
past have -I wept and trembled for the soul of my
child, and now that her childish faults are gone, she
loves Our Lord so truly that she is content to take
from Him whatever may befall her. Now I am
about to lose her, unless you, 0 holy Abbess, will
pray that she may be spared to close my eyes in
death."

"Tell me," went on the Abbess-" tell me
whether you will still repeat this prayer when I tell
you that if the maiden dies now with her heart pure
and her will resigned to the will of God all shall be
well with her~ Those who do not know shall say,
• How sad is that mother! how cruel is her fate, to
see her only daughter fade away and die in the very
flower of her age !' but you, who through my lips
have learnt the secret of God, you shall know that
truly all is well with the child. If, on the other
hand, you take from God the cure of this lingering
illness, He has made known to me that the virtue
which has been perfected in her through adversity
will fade and die, and the darkness of sin shall cover
her soul, and when the time comes when death can
no longer be kept away from her she will be cast out
into darkness for ever."

But quickly, earnestly, came Rethna's answer.
"Take her, 0 God-take her to Yourself, and

leave me lonely. I will murmur at nothing 50 long
as the soul of my child can give You glory for ever."
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Then the maiden herself and the cleric Colman
were told of the knowledge that God had given to
St. Ita, and they too, with one voice, cried out at
once: "What is death when it leads to life?
Rather a thousand deaths on earth than the
thought of one being possible for eternity."

After that day by day, almost hour by hour, the
maiden's strength began to drain away, yet, though
her sufferings became very grievous, the -light of
Heaven was already shining from her face, and even
the Sisters, who had not known her before, would
creep to her chamber to hear the broken words of
prayer and love that fell unceasingly from her lips.

When at length the gates of Heaven were thrown
open to her soul, they laid her body to rest in the
quiet churchyard of Cill-Eedy, and then indeed was
Rethna desolate. Her foster-son could no longer
tarry from his monastery, and she shrank from
returning alone to the empty home that awaited
her at Cill-Raith, so she made known to Ita that
she would travel instead to visit a holy recluse who
long years ago had been her dearest companion and
friend, and who now lived in great seclusion in the
southern part of Erin.

" Not so," replied Ita, when this plan was laid
before her. "It is not seemly that you should travel
so far with no companion. Return, rather, to your
home, with Colman to protect you on your way, and
before you reach the Plains of the Liffey you will
meet with this holy woman, who even now has left
her home in the south, and who is journeying to
meet you. So Rethna, with humble obedience, set
forth upon her homeward way, carrying with her
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the blessing of St. Ita, and when, as had been fore-
told, she met her friend, this latter told her that an
inward voice had bidden her to leave her solitude
and join a congregation of holy women who were
about to form themselves round the widow Rethna
at her home at Cill-Raith. So Rethna's fears of
solitude were dispelled, and under the direction of
St. Colman, who became first Abbot of Lynally,
and afterwards was consecrated Bishop, she founded
a religious house, the remembrance of which still
lingers in the neighbourhood of Carbury, in our
county of Kildare.



The Golden Paten
MOCRAIN, the servant of the Abbess Attracta, had
chosen the site of her convent, close beside the high-
way that led from the River Shannon to a harbour
of the sea near Sligo, at a place where seven paths
met; for the nuns had wished to settle in a neigh-
bourhood where they could show hospitality to
wayfarers, and tend them when overcome with
fatigue or with illness, and so fulfil a corporal work
of mercy, specially approved by God. At the
same time they were often able to instruct the
ignorant and teach them the love of God, whilst
many who were sorrowful came to them for comfort,
and so the spiritual works of mercy were included
in their labours. Many people came along the seven
roads-pilgrims, and soldiers, and travelling mer-
chants; but it was seldom that such a crowd of
travellers came on the same day to the convent as
might have been seen there not very long after the
Abbess Attracta had taken up her abode in the new
building.

It was, however, a day of joy, not only for the
nuns and for their near neighbours,but everyone who
lived within a day's journey of the convent had
reason to rejoice, for S1. Patrick, the Apostle of
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all Erin, to whom they owed the light of Faith, was
coming into their midst.

When Attracta, daughter of Talcan, a chieftain
of Ir, had left her home so as to give herself up to
the service of God, it was St. Patrick himself who
had chosen the site of her first convent, and, guided
to the place by Mochain, the faithful old servant
who would not leave her even when she gave up all
her worldly goods, and became poor for Christ's
sake, she and her friend and handmaid, Mitain, had
thought to hide themselves and live in close com-
munion with God. But soon the western maidens
heard of the little church and cell that had been
built beside the waters of Lough Gara, and they
came to Attracta, begging that they too might share
the peace and joy that she had found in sacrifice
and solitude.

Many of these suppliants came to Cill-Araghta at
the bidding of St. Patrick himself, and the holy
solitary could not put herself against his wishes,
so, making the further sacrifice, she gave up her idea
of a life of solitary prayer, after which her heart had
hungered, and cheerfully undertook the active works
that he desired. Then, when charity had opened
her heart, she longed to win even more souls to God
than her daily work brought into her care, and she
sent messengers to St. Patrick, begging him to send
more priests to the west, where the people who had
been baptized when he and his disciples had passed
that way, longed for more instruction in the truths
of religion, so that they might be able to bring up
their children in the knowledge and the love of God.

But the Apostle had not priests to spare as yet



THE GOLDEN PATEN 97

for every part of Erin, and he bade Attracta gather
together youths who wished to give their lives to
God, bidding them, instead of going forth in search
of a monastery wherein they might become monks,
stay in their own western country, where, with
prayer and study, they might prepare themselves to
receive in the Sacrament of Holy Order the mission
to teach and preach the truths of Christianity to
their own.

In this, as in all else, Attracta had obeyed her
director, and the holy youths who under her direc-
tion had prepared themselves to become priests of
God had taken from her something of the zeal and
love that moved her every deed and word, which
were the mainspring and the reason of her life, and
it was to crown their hopes, to lay his hands upon
them at ordination, that St. Patrick was coming to
Cill-Araghta, where crowds from all around awaited
him.

It fell to Mochain, the serving-man, to see that
everything outside the convent was in readiness
for the guests, but in the church Attracta herself
saw that the altar was prepared, and that the vessels
and linen for the ceremony were as perfect as the
poverty of the community allowed.

The chalice which the Apostle would use for
offering up the sacrifice of the Mass was made of
gold, and beautifully chased; but it was not the
property of Cill-Araghta: it belonged to Saint
Patrick, himself, and was taken carefully by his
followin gfrom place to place, wherever his wander-
ings led him.

The service was a very solemn one, for besides
7
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the youths who were to be ordained, St. Patrick
had brought in his train some older clerics whom he
wished to consecrate as Bishops, who would guide
the young priests in the great work of evangelizing
and sanctifying the kingdom of Connacht.

The Abbess Attracta was easily distinguished from
amongst her nuns, for the veil that she wore on her
head was of snowy whiteness, whilst theirs were
black and sombre, only lightened by the linen coifs
around their faces. It was not because she was
their Abbess that Attracta wore this different veil.
Of her own will she would have been the lowliest,
not the leader, of them all, and it was only under
obedience to St. Patrick that she held her post and
wore the veil that God Himself had bestowed upon
her.

Although she never spoke of the miraculous
nature of this veil, there was not one in all that
crowd who was ignorant of the story of its coming,
and who did not venerate it as a mark of God's
favour towards their Abbess.

Years ago, when Attracta had first knelt at
St. Patrick's feet, in the little church of Gregraighe,
where she and her attendant Mitain had come to
renounce the world and give their lives to God, two
black veils had been prepared to cover the maidens'
heads when they received the ecclesiastical tonsure,
as was then the custom on their reception as nuns;
but when St. Patrick raised up his hands to call
down the blessing of God upon the two novices, he
felt the soft folds of a white veil lying between his
fingers. Whence it came he knew not, but some-
thing seemed to tell him that it was a heavenly gift
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to be bestowed by him upon Attracta. She, how-
ever, alwayshumble and thoughtful of others, wished
that her companion Mitain should be the wearer of
the snowy covering; but the Apostle knew it was
not sent for any but herself, and that she must wear
it ever, and take it back, stainless, to the Heavenly
Bridegroom Who had chosen her for His own.

St. Patrick, as he stood before the crowd in the
church of Cill-Araghta, bethought himself of the
day, now long gone by, when the white veil had
been given to him for Attracta; and, seeing all she
had done since that time for her own soul and for
the souls of others, he thanked God for the worthi-
ness she had shown, and, turning, he began to say
the Psalms with which we are familiar at the
beginning of the Mass.

Attracta, as we have said, had made everything
ready on the altar, with the exception of the golden
chalice, which she knew St. Patrick would bring
with him, and the paten, which she thought he
would also provide for hiIlJ.self;but, by some mis-
take, this golden platter had been forgotten, and
whilst Attracta thought that the Prelate's assistant
had brought it with him, he in his turn expected to
find a paten with the other vessels for use at the
altar. St. Patrick had already begun the Holy
Sacrifice, when it was discovered that there was no
paten laid ready for use.

The assistant, in distress, sent hurriedly to
Attracta, and for a moment she too was upset, for
the community had nothing but the plain slIver
paten their chaplain used in ministering to them.
St. Patrick~learning what had happened, wouldhave
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waited until this silver paten had been sought; but,
with a quick return to her ordinary peace and calm,
the Abbess begged that he would continue the cere-
mony, for God would supply a golden paten when
it was needed. Even yet the assistant would have
hesitated, but St. Patrick, remembering how the
veil had been mysteriously supplied during the
ceremony of Attracta's reception, was satisfied that
God was about to work again for His handmaid in
visible manner.

Slowly and solemnly the ceremony went on, when
all at once those who knelt beside the Abbess became
aware of a bright halo of golden light that hung
above her head in the darkness of the church. All
unconscious of this wonder, the Abbess remained
engrossed in prayer, whilst lower and lower fell the
light, till it rested closely on her shoulder; then at
last, feeling its gentle pressure, she rose from her
knees, and, stretching out her hands with deepest
reverence, she took the shining~disc of gold, which
now had lost its character of light, and lay, a simple
golden platter, in Attracta's hands.

With head still bowed in awe over her heavenly
gut, with faltering footsteps and lips moving in
prayer, she advanced slowly towards the sanctuary
and laid the paten in St. Patrick's hands.

Taking it, he saw that on its smooth surface a
delicate design was traced. Within a circle a plain
cross was wrought. It was the circle-clasped Celtic
cross which since that day has become a distinctive
feature in Irish ecclesiastical 'art.'.When St. Patrick saw thi~, he knew it was the
work of no human hand, and, speaking aloud. he
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addressed himself to Attracta in the hearing of all
who were assembled there.

" It is clear," he said, "that the Lord God has
listened to your prayer, and that He wishes the
emblem His paten bears to be preserved, because
it has been given you from on high. This holy cross
shall receive its name from you, and the Irish shall
ever hold it inveneration; and as you have surpassed
so many others in holiness, so shall your cross sur-
pass others in Erin, and the Irish shall always hold
it in veneration. And now we consecrate in honour
of God Who hath sent it to us, and Whose name be
ever glorified."

Then the Mass was continued, and the ceremony
of ordination took place, and afterwards, going forth
to found churches of their own, the young priests
who had witnessed the coming of the golden paten
placed Celtic crosses in honour of Attracta, each one
in his own sanctuary, and St. Patrick, too, where-
ever he wished to put up a cross, chose ever after
this day the heavenly design of St. Attracta, so that
wherever there is a cross left standing to this day
in the ruined churches and graveyards of the old,
old days, it is always wrought about with a circle
in memory of the golden paten; and even to-day
St. Attracta's crosses, with beautiful carvings on
the stone, in imitation of the ancient Celtic art,
are raised up, not in Ireland alone, but by Ireland's
children, in memory of their dead in foreign lands,
and even over the sea away in the Western Hemi-
sphere.



The Princess's Bridal
[Although the Princess Friedburga was not of Irish birth, her

name is to be found amongst the annals of Irish Saints, for she was
a spiritual daughter of St. Gall, to whom she owed the life of
her soul, and for this reason her story is added to those of his
countrywomen.]

THE fierce chiefs of Southern Germany had banished
St. Columban and his followers from their terri-
tories, and the faithful band of missionaries had
been obliged to disperse and seek refuge in the
mountains from the cruel enemies whom the demon
was urging against them.

Before the coming of the Irish missionaries to
those countries there had been many cases of people,
both men and wQmen,who were possessed by evil
spirits, and when, by the power of God, through the
commands of the holy men, the devlIs had been
obliged to give up many of their victims, the fury
of the spirits was unbounded, and they worked
upon the chiefs until they had obtained their con-
querors' banishment. God, however, had made
known to the heart of one amongst their number-
the Blessed Gall-that he was not to return to his
own country, nor even might he seek less savage
nations to convert. His mission was with the
people of Helvetia, of which little country he was
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destined to become the national Apostle, and when
his companions fled northward to the German tribes
who had already received them, Gall, with two
others, remained in the Alpine regions, praying
night and day, in the cave which was his only
shelter, for the time when he could continue the
work of evangelization that had been so rudely
interrupted.

Afterwards, when the name of the holy man came
to be known and loved throughout Helvetia, it was
told of him that peasants passing through the
mountains saw the bears, of which they lived in
daily terror, going towards a cave in a solitary glen,
with game and rabbits in their jaws, and it was
thought that they were only feeding their young,
till one day they were seen to carry, not food, but
a great log of wood, and, watching them further,
the peasants saw a figure come forth to meet the
beasts, who, at the bidding of this unknown man,
laid the fuel they had gathered on the smouldering
embers of a fire, which burst into flame; whilst,
after receiving blessing from the solitary, the un-
gainly, savage beasts ambled off to their own haunts.

The simple mountain folk understood that some-
one, different altogether from themselves, had taken
up his abode amongst them; and when they learnt
that the Duke of Alamannie was searching for one
of the Irish missionaries whom he had so lately
banished from his dominions, they guessed that the
friend and master of the bears was one of these holy
men, and they took care to mislead the Duke's
messengers when they came amongst them asking
tidings of the fugitives.
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But this time it was for no evil purpose that the
Duke was seeking for Blessed Gall; yet, knowing
how the missionaries had been treated, the people
did not heed the soldiers' protests, and they guarded
the secret of his hiding-place with jealousy.

Even so, at length the solitary was discovered,
and the Duke's petition was laid before him; for
it was no longer a command that he had to give, but
a humble, heartfelt prayer that Gall would forgive
the past and come in all haste to the Castle of
Uberlingen, where the Duke's daughter, the beautiful
Princess Friedburga, lay at the point of death, and
grievously tormented by a devil.

Everything had been done to free her from this
awful possession, but the demon had mocked their
efforts, saying that no man had power over him
now that Columban and Gall had been banished.

On hearing this, the Duke had the country
searched from one range of mountain to the other,
and when at last all hope of finding either of the
holy men seemed vain, they had come upon the
refuge of St. Gall. At first the solitary had refused
to comply with the Duke's request, for he, too,
disbelieved the sincerity of the plea, and he bade
the soldiers kill him where he was if they wished,
but that he would not himself go to meet his
death.

At length, however, they prevailed -upon him to
accompany them, promising in their master's name
not only safety for himself, but also freedom for his
companions in preaching the Word of God in Hel-
vetia. To win this permission Gall consented to
trust their word, and he was taken with all haste to
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the Castle of Uberlingen, where he saw at once that
the story they had told him was quite true.

The young Princess, with her beautiful face white
and drawn, was lying, with closed eyes, upon her
mother's knee. The demon had tormented her
until her bodily strength could resist no more, and,
exhaustless and speechless, she lay awaiting the
summons of death.

There was not a moment to be lost, and, falling on
his knees, Gall sent up a heartfelt prayer to Heaven
for help and strength, and then, in the name of God,
he bade the evil spirit depart.

At the sound of his voice the maiden opened her
eyes, and, speaking as the spirit bade her, she made
answer to his order.

" You have hunted me already from every abode
that I called my own. Now I am in the daughter
of your enemy. It was in revenge for what he had
done to you that I took possessionof this maiden, and
have you now no gratitude for what I have done ?"

But Gall turned a deaf ear to the words where-
with the demon had thought to gain him, and he
sternly bade it depart for ever, which the power of
God, working through Gall, made it do without
further delay, and the maiden from that moment
began to regain her strength. The Duke, in spite
of his treatment of the missionaries, was a man
of his word, and now his gratitude towards Blessed
Gall made him give freely with his own lips the
promise of safety for all missionaries in his do-
minions that his soldiers had already made in his
name.

St. Gall felt that now at last he could begin the
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work that God had called him to do, and his burning
words brought many converts to God, even in the
precincts of the Castle itself. Among these con-
verts there was none more fervent and devout than
the Princess Friedburga herself, and the more she
dwelt on her deliverance from the demon the deeper
did the love of God penetrate her heart. Besides
his natural affection for his daughter the Duke's
ambition made him doubly anxious for her safety,
because she was betrothed to Sigebert, the eldest
son of King Thierry II. of France.

Gall was not aware of this engagement, and,
seeing that Friedburga's soul was innocent and
beautiful, and that she yearned towards everything
that was noble and perfect, and loved God far above
all earthly things, he hoped to see her give up her life
to His service. On her part the Princess longed to
serve God as perfectly as feeble human nature
allows, for she felt that in no other way could she
return Him thanks for having delivered her from
the awful demon.

Even before Gall spoke to her of the offering of
her life she had felt in her soul a great longing for
the peace of the cloister, and the grandeur and glitter
of a life at Court became more and more displeasing
to her as her mind ripened in the knowledge of the
love of God.

Very timidly the maiden spoke to her father of
her repugnance at the idea of marrying Prince
Sigebert, but the Duke, though now a Christian
in name and in practice, had not yet tamed his
ambitions, and he turned a deaf and angry ear to
his daughter's timid protests.
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The fortress of Metz was the place fixed upon for
Friedburga to be given to her bridegroom, and
thither she was taken, in spite of her unwillingness.
Prince Sigebert, whose heart had already been
captivated by the beauty of his bride, received her
eagerly, and when he heard what Gall had done for
her, he sent for the missionary and bestowed upon
him as a gift as much land as he cared to take posses-
sion of lying between the Alps and the Lake of
Constance.

The marriage-day was appointed, and everything
at Metz was being prepared for the feast, when
Friedburga begged of Sigebert to allow her to spend
some days in religious retreat before entering on
the new life that lay before her.

Sigebert not only loved his bride, but he, too,
was a fervent Christian, and he gave his consent
willingly to the delay; and then, whilst the Princess
went to the religious house of St. Stephen, he went
himself to seek the advice of the Irish missionary,
who had already earned for himself the name of
great wisdom and holiness.

But in the peace of the cloister Friedburga's heart
had failed her at last. She felt the call of God so
strongly in her soul that she no longer dared to
stand against it, and when she heard that Sigebert
was at the convent door awaiting her, she fled for
refuge to the chapel, and there, clinging to the altar,
she begged of the Saint, who had been the first in
all the world to suffer martyrdom for Christ's sake,
to give her strength to withstand her lover's
demands.

It seemed to her that she,had been kneeling there
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a long time when the chapel door was opened, and
Sigebert and his train of attendants entered. More
closely than ever she clung to the altar, for she saw
that the white robe and bridal wreath that were to
be hers upon the morrow were even now in the
bridegroom's hands.

Slowly the Prince came forward until he reached
the steps of the altar; then, with gentle voice, he
questioned his bride .

.. Why did you not trust me with your secret ?"
he asked her. CI Do you think it is any joy to me to
come like this to claim so unwilling a bride ?"

But Friedburga never answered, and only clung
the closer to St. Stephen's shrine.

Then, at a word from Prince Sigebert, the priests
belonging to the church came forward, arid, loosening
the maiden's hands from where they clung, they led
her forward to where her lover stood.

Almost fainting, she could hardly see what hap-
pened to her next. The church seemed to her full
of people, and her tirewomen came to her and robed
her in the bridal garment, whilst with his own
hands Sigebert laid the crown upon her head.

Then the others all fell back, and he and she were
left alone, standing at the foot of the altar. For
a moment he held her hands, looking into her eyes,
telling her in mute language all the beauties that
he saw in her. Then, in a low, sad voice, he spoke
to her.

" You need not shrink away in fear," he said ten-
derly and firmly. "You are ready for your bridal,
and the contract shall be ratified just now; but,
although 1 am the bridegroom for whom you are
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decked out, I give you freely to Him Who has won
your heart-to my Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ."

And, taking her hand softly in his own, he laid
it on the altar, whilst his own tears fell-man and
Prince as he was-for the woman he had loved, and
whom he had given up at the call of duty.

And, later, when St. Gall was called upon to
receive the final vows of his daughter in Christ, he
bore to Prince Sigebert the message of her thanks
to him, of her perfect happiness in the life he had
allowed her to choose, and the assurance of her
prayers, the guard of which were ever around him
during his short life, and which were poured out
for his soul long after the sword of Clotaire had laid
his body at rest for ever.



The Solitary Road
PIALA,the daughter of Olilt, King of Connaeht, had
no greater friend than the maiden la, whose brothers,
Ere and Elwin, were the chosen comrades of the
King's son, Guaire the Fair, and the friendship
between all of these was widened and deepened
when, at the coming of St. Patrick into the Western
country, they all gave up their pagan worship and
became good and fervent Christians. But the time
had not yet come for the whole of Ireland to believe
the Truth, and the young men found that they were
so persecuted, and so many difficulties were put in
the way of their practising their religion, that they
determined to go away to another land where nO
one would know that one of them was a Prince, and
where they would be free to live good Christian
lives without interference from anyone.

Although at certain seasons of the year there
were numbers of boats sailing between Erin and
the northern coast of Gaul, which was the place
that Finguaire chose for his retreat, it was not easy
to send news at a given time, and la had to trust
for tidings of her brothers to whatever messenger
the Prince was able to secure for his own service.

This, again, formed another bond between Piala
110
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and la, and often they would walk together and
talk of their brothers, and of the life that they were
leading overseas. Ia had more to say than her
companion about these foreign lands, for since
Erc and Elwin had left her, she had been living
with Breaca, a noble lady, who had also been con-
verted by St. Patrick, and who had angered her
family by telling them of her wish to dedicate her
whole life to God. As it was not possible for her
to do this in Erin, she had fanned a plan of going,
as the young men had done, to a country where
she would be unknown, and so unnoticed, and from
her, therefore, Ia had learnt much, both of Armorica
and of Cornwall.

Breaca had for her adviser a royal Prince, named
Gennoe, who, seeing that others were working for
the conversion of Erin, bethought himself of the
number of his fellow-countrymen who had passed
over into Cornwall, where they were unlikely to
learn the truths of the Gospel, unless one of their
own exiled himself for their sakes, and this, there-
fore, he resolved to do. Breaca was not the only
one who wished to accompany him. There were a
whole band of holy men and maidens who were
ready to give their lives to the spreading of
Christian doctrine. When Ia heard of this, she
begged to be allowed to join these missionaries;
but Breaca and Gennoe decided that it was better
for her to stay in Erin, and when Piala added her
entreaties to the others' advice, Ia agreed to remain
behind, and take up her abode at Olilt's Court,
instead of sharing the life of solitude and prayer
that lay before her other friend, Breaca.

,
I
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Piala was overjoyed at having Ia under her own
roof, and long after twilight had fallen on the first
evening of la's new life, the two maidens paced
together the green lawn that surrounded the house
of the women of the Court. Late as it was when
the two friends parted, la did not forget the prayers
that she and Breaca had been in the habit of saying
together, and long after Piala slept her friend re-
mained on her knees, with her head buried in her
hands, and her heart raised up to her Father in
Heaven.

Then, whilst she prayed, it came to her that, in
giving up the life of prayer and penance that Breaca
had chosen, she had not done as God had wished
her to do. He had called her to be His own. She
had heard in her heart the call to solitude that is
not given to all to hear, and yet she had allowed
herself to be persuaded that she could serve God as
well in the tumult of a Court as in the cell of an
anchoress. Now, in the stillness of the night, she
understood that she had deceived herself. Her love
for Piala and her unwillingness to go where she
might never again have tidings of her brothers had
prompted her to follow the pleasanter path which
was opened before her. Now, however, she saw
that, though others might climb to Heaven by this
path, to her it would be one of dangers and diffi-
culties, and the solitary road was the safe one
for he"r.

Yet she felt herself to be weak, and she dared
not face the pleadings with which she knew Piala
would still seek to detain her, and so she determined
to fly at once, to follow along the road that Breaca
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and Germoe had taken earlier in the day, without
even bidding good-bye to the friend whomshe loved
so well.

There was no time to lose if she was to overtake
the missionary band before it reached the coast,
and stealing out whilst all the inhabitants of the
court were sleeping, she took the horse that, at
Piala's request, King Olilt had placed at her dis~
posal, and rode alone and unprotected through the
darkness of the night.

The journey to the sea was long and lonely, but
Ia knew that those whom she was striving to over-
take had had to go aside more than once from the
straight road to join the companions who were to
travel with them, and she hoped, therefore, to come
up with them before they had the time to embark.
All night long she journeyed, and as daylight broke
she rode her tired horse down the stony beach, where
she knew that boats were to have been in waiting.

But all the shore was deserted; not a human
being was to be seen; not a boat lay in the shelter
of the rocks. Then, looking out to sea, she learnt
that she had come too late. Far away on the
horizon were the boats she sought, black specks, so
small that she could not distinguish the figures of
her friends, although she knew that it was they
who were being carried every moment farther and
farther from her.

The sight of these far-off boats filled her with
dismay, not only because of her disappointment in
having come too late, but also because she feared.
if she were missed at Court, and Piala sent, or came
herself, to persuade her to return, that she would

8
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not have strength of will to resist, and, kneeling on
the rough shingle of the shore, she prayed to God
to send some means whereby she might follow the
others into exile for His sake.

Even as she prayed another speck became visible
on the waters, but this one was near at hand, under
the shadow of a great rock. At first sight it seemed
to be nothing but a wide leaf, so frail and light was
it, dancing on the waves as they played against the
shore; but something impelled Ia to examine it
more closely, and, in doing so, she found that it
was, in truth, a tiny coracle, such as the fishermen
use for their work along the coast. But to the
maiden it was the God-sent barque that was to take
her after Breaca, and, stepping into it, she raised
the tiny sail, and then, putting all her trust in the
Heavenly Pilot, she drifted out into the open sea,
with no fear in her heart, only a great thankfulness
that her prayer had been heard and answered so
soon.

The same tide that had directed the way of
Breaca's boats carried la's little coracle in safety;
but the tiny barque, with its one occupant, was able
to pass unnoticed where the larger boats, filled with
men and women, had been seen and followed, and
when, under cover of the darkness of night, la
landed at a place called Heal, she soon learnt how
much she had to be thankful for in having been
allowed to travel alone.

As the boats had approached the Cornish shore
the servants of one Tyrannus, a local Prince, told
their master that a large company were seeking a
place to land upon his domains, and he, going forth
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with the armed men of his household, put the
missionaries to death almost before they had set
foot upon the country they had hoped to convert.

Ia was shocked and grieved at the fate which had
befallen her friends, for it was not until later that
she learnt how Breaca and Germoe had managed to
escape and make their way across the River Hayle
to a place where they were allowed to land and live
in peace. Ia herself was so blessed by God that
on the very spot where her coracle landed her she
found a protector and a generous patron.

Dinan, the chieftain of Pendinas was willing to
listen to the doctrine of Christianity, and he not
only gave the Irish maiden leave to dwell upon
the Island of Pendinas, but at her request he built
a small chapel in the shelter of the bay, on the very
spot where the Church of St. Ives still stands.

Here, for some time, Ia dwelt in the solitude that
she had desired; but so many people came to her to
be taught the truths of the religion she practised.
that she began to pray to God for others to share
her labours, and, above all, for priests, who could
baptize and minister to the growing flock around
her.

Whilst all this had happened to la, her friends had
mourned her as one dead, for the fate of Breaca's
companions had been told in Erin, and even Piala
thought that if Ia had succeeded in following the
others, and had not perished on the way, she had
fallen into the evil hands which had destroyed so
many of her companions. Yet, instead of being
filled with anger and revenge towards those who
had done this deed, Piala began to wish that they
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should be taught the rules of a Christian life, which
forbade such offences against God as the taking of
the lives of others. The Princess was very lonely
after her friend's departure, and with these thoughts
filling her mind, she did not care to take part in the
games and amusements that passed the time for
many at her father's Court. News came very
seldom from Armorica. She only heard that
Finguaire and his companions were leading a quiet
life, devoting themselves to fishing and hunting,
and following the simple rules of Christianity,
whereby they hoped one day to gain Heaven. Piala,
who had begun to think very deeply, realized that
it is not enough to avoid evil if one wishes to serve
God well. She longed also to do good and to know
that those who were dear to her were doing the
same, and as the light of faith was burning every
day more brightly in Erin, and it was coming to
be considered an honour, and not a reproach, to
give one's daughters or one's sons to the service of
God, she asked without fear for her father's leave
to take the veil from the hands of St. Patrick.

Piala had only been a short time in the convent
when one day a piece of joyful news was brought
to her. Finguaire had come home, and his first
visit was to his sister, to whom, as he explained, he
owed, in part, his return. One"day, so he told her,
he had been hunting in tne forests of Armorica, and,
having outdistanced Erc and Elwin, who were with
him, he sat down to await them, and, beginning to
think of all the gifts and graces that God had be-
stowed upon him, he bethought himself, as all
unknown to him his sister in Erin had already
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thought, that he was not doing enough to serve One
Who was so generous to him. Letting his horse
wander free, he went deeper into the forest, until
he came to the banks of a running stream, and there
he made himself a shelter of branches, meaning to
stay and become a hermit. But his friends, fearing
that some accident had- befallen him, searched
hither and thither until they found him out, and,
although they persuaded him to return with them
to the place where they had made their home, he
was determined to devote his life to God, and very
soon they too decided to follow his example, and
give up their sports, harmless as they were, for a
more noble occupation. It was after this that the
news came to Finguaire of his sister taking the veil,
and, hearing this, he knew that the time had now
come when he could live the life he wished in his
own country, and it was that, therefore, which had
brought him home. -

But Piala, whilst rejoicing at the thought of
having her brother near to her again, could not
refrain from telling him of her thoughts concerning
the poor benighted people of Cornwall, who had
wrought so evil a deed, as she thought, upon the
sister of Erc and Elwin; and when these latter
and their leader, Finguaire, heard of this, they
determined to go, as the ot4ers had done, and strive
to do the work of Christianizing the Celts of Corn-
wall, in the doing of which their sister, as they
thought, had lost her life.

Piala had taken no vows to remain in her con-
vent, and when she heard of her brother's decision
she was moved to ask the leave of her Abbess to
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accompany him, and as this leave was given to her,
they all set sail together, with little delay, for the
country over the sea which had already been pre-
pared for their labours by the shedding upon it of
martyrs' blood.

Senan, theAbbot, who had accompanied St. Patrick
to Rome, was of the number of this missionary band,
and before embarking, Finguaire and the two
brothers of St. la also received the Sacrament of
Holy Orders, so that, if their lives were spared, they
would be able to do much for the spiritual needs of
the Cornish Celts.

St. la, praying in her little chapel at Pendinas,
had a feeling that her prayer for helpers III the
vineyard of the Lord was about to be fulfilled, and,
to the great joy and amazement of the new-comers,
who also directed their boats to the harbour of
Heal, they were met and greeted by the sister
and friend whom they had long mourned as dead.
The harvest of souls was now ripe, and the coming
of this new band of missionaries was eagerly greeted,
so they decided to part at once, that each one might
work in a separate- district. For one night they
were to remain together, and the brothers and
sisters who had been parted for so long had much to
hear and much to tell as they sat together in the
oak wood that lay on the other side of the River
Hayle from that where la's hermitage had been
built. Had they only chosen a place to rest in the
dominions of the friendly chieftain, Dinas, things
would have happened very differently; as it was,
the forest that sheltered them belonged to Theo-
doric, a chief even more fierce than Tyrannus, who
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had killed the companions of Breaca. So it came
about that the fate of this second band of mis-
sionaries was almost the same as that of the first.

Within a day of their landing they were attacked,
and numbers of them were added to the band of
martyrs who stand before the throne of God in
Heaven. Finguaire and Piala were amongst the
first to fall. Even la, who had lived and laboured
amongst them, was not spared by Theodoric's cruel
soldiers. It is thought that Erc and Elwin, with
Senan and some others, escaped, for their names are
held in reverence in other places, where, presumably,
they afterwards laboured. When the people of
Hayle heard of Theodoric's act, they rose up in
fury against him, and whilst la's relics were taken
to her own church in the harbour that is called
St. lves, in her honour, the people of Hayle took
Piala as their patron, and the parish of Gurinear
was named in memory of Finguaire, her brother.

THE END
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