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Editor’s Preface

It isimportant that our children become exposed to the many exemplary Christians of
higtory. Itisfor that reason that we add this book about Patrick to the selection of titles
avalablein the Puritans' Home School Curriculum. It isan edited verson of thelife of

Petrick, largely taken from James A. Wylie s History of the Scottish Nation.



CHAPTER 1: PATRICK'SBIRTH, BOYHOOD, AND YOUTH--
CARRIED OFF BY PIRATES

God uses unlikely people under unlikely circumstances to effect unlikely — but wonderful
- results. One such person used by God in an extraordinary way was Patrick, apostle to
Irdland. He was employed by God to convert one nation to Chrigtianity, which in turn
was ultimatdly used to corvert many nationsto Christianity. Though not an Apodlein
the sense that term refers to those early disciples of Jesus Christ who gave to His Church
the divinely ingpired word as witnesses of Christ’s resurrection, Patrick was a
consummate gpostle in the sense that he was sent by God to evangelize a nation where
previoudy the Gospd had little been heard.

Patrick himsdlf told the story of hislife, and with such marked individudity, with such
truth to Christian experience, and with such perfect accordance to the age and the
circumstances, that we are irrestibly led to the conclusion thet the life before usisared
life, and must have been lived, it could not have been invented. The confessions here
poured forth could come from no heart but a heart burdened with a sense of guilt; and the
sorrows here disclosed with so smple yet so touching a pathos, authenticate themsalves
asred not idedl. They are the experiences of the soul, not the creetions of the
imagination.

Although we commonly know him as Patrick, he was born with the name Succat. Succat
was born on the banks of the Clyde in England. So much is certain, but the exact spot it is
now impossible to determine. The present towns of Hamilton and Dumbarton compete
for the honor of his birthplace; near one of the two must he have first seen the light. He
himsdf saysin his"Confesson,” "My father was of the village of ‘Bonaven Taberni,

near to which he had a Villa, where | was made captive." In the didect of the Cdtic
known as the ancient British, Bonaven signifies "the mouth of the Aven," and the added
"Taberni," or place of Tabernacles, indicates, doubtless, the district in which the village
of Bonaven was Stuated. Thisfavorsthe claims of Hamilton, and leads usto seek in
Avondae, on the banks of the torrent that givesits name to the dale, and near the point
whereit falsinto the Clyde, the birthplace of the future apostle. And what strengthens
the probability that here may be the spot where Patrick was born, is the fact that some
greatly defaced remains show that the Romans had a sation here; and asthe legionaries
had but recently quitted Britain, the buildings they had vacated may be presumed to have
been comparatively entire and fresh in Patrick's time. This would decide the point, if the
evidence sood done, and did not conflict with other and varying testimony.

Facc, one of the earliest and most reliable of his biographers, tells us that Patrick "was
born at Nemthur," and that his first name, among his own tribes, was Succat. Nemthur
sgnifiesin Irish the lofty rock; and the reference undoubtedly isto All-Cluid, or Rock of
the Clyde, the rock that so grandly guards the entrance of thet river, now known asthe
Rock of Dumbarton, which then formed the capitd of the British Kingdom of



Strathclyde. Here too are the yet unobliterated vestiges of a Roman encampment, and one
of much greater importance than any on the southern shore, for here did the Roman wall
which extended betwixt the Firths of Forth and Clyde terminate. This must have led to

the creation of atown, with suburban villas, and Roman municipa privileges, such aswe
know were enjoyed by the community in which the ancestors of Peatrick lived. Tradition,
moreover, has put its finger on the pot, by planting here "Kilpatrick," that is Patrick's
Church. Here then, on the northern shore, where the Roman had left his mark in the
buildings, in the cultivation, in the manners, and in the language of the people, are we
inclined to place the birth of one who has left a yet degper mark on Scotland, and one
infinitely more beneficent, than any |eft by Roman.

Thereisyet greater uncertainty as regards the year in which Patrick was born. We can
hope only to gpproximate the time of his birth; and we think we are not far from the truh
when we place it towards the end of the fourth century. It was an evil age. Apostalic
times were fading from the memory, and Apostalic examples vanishing from the Sght of
men. An incipient night was darkening the skies of countries which had been the first to
brighten beneath the rays of Chridianity. Hereses multiplied, and knowledge of the
scripture was waning.  There was need that the smple Gospel should anew exhibit itsalf
to the world in the life and labors of some man of good character, if the dedine stting in
was to be arrested. Tokens are not wanting that it is to be so. For now as the shades
gather in the south, the light of anew day is seen to suffuse the skies of the north.

Petrick was descended of afamily which, for two generations at least, had publicly
professed the Gospdl. His father, Ca purnius, was a deacon, and his grandfather, Potitus,
a presbyter in the Christian Church. He was well born, asthe phraseis, seeing his father
held the rank of "decurio,” that is, was amember of the council of magisiracy in a Roman
provincid town. These facts we have under Patrick's own hand. In his autobiography, to
which we have referred above, written but a little while before his death, and known as
"Patrick's Confession," he says, "1, Patrick, asnner, had for my father, Capurnius, a
deacon, and for my grandfather, Potitus, a presbyter.” We should like to know what sort
of woman his mother was, seeing mothers not infrequently live over again in their sons.
Patrick nowhere mentions his mother, save under the generd term of "parents.” But
judging from the robust and unsdlfish qudities of the son, we are inclined to infer that
tradition speaks truth when it describes " Conchessa," the mother of the future gpostle, as
awoman of talent, who began early to ingruct her son in divine things, and to indtill into
his heart the fear of that God whom his father and grandfather had served.

Here, then, on the banks of the Clyde, within sight, if not under the very shadow of the
rock of Dumbarton, was placed the cradle of that child, which, in after life, wasto win,
though not by arms, so many glorious triumphs. The region is one of varied loveliness

and sublimity. It is congpicuous, in these respects, in aland justly famed for its many fine
combinations of beauty and grandeur. As the young Succat grew in years, his mind would
open to the charms of the region in which he lived. His young eye would mark with
growing interest the varying aspects of nature, now gay, now solemn; and his ardent soul
would daily draw deeper and richer enjoyment from the scenes amid which his home was
placed. He saw the ebbing and flowing of the river on whose banks he played, And



doubtless mused at times on those mighty unseen forces that now compelled its waves to
advance, and now to retreat. He saw the white-winged ships going and coming on its
basom: he saw the fisherman launching his net into its stream, and again drawing it
ashore laden with the many treasures of the deep. He behed the silver morning coming
up in the eadt, and the day departing behind the vermilion-tinted tops of the mountainsin
the west. He saw the seasons revolve. Spring, with her soft breeth, wooing the primroses
and the buttercups from their abodesin the earth to bedeck mountain and vae; autumn
spotting the woods with gold; and winter bringing up her black clouds, in marshded
battalions, from the western sea. These ever-changing aspects of nature would awaken
ther fitting responses in the soul of the youth. His heart would expand this hour with joy
asthe hills and shores around him lay dlad in light; and now again, as mountain and vae
were wrapped in gloom, or trembled at the thunder's voice, there would pass over his
soul, as over the sky, darkness and terror. Thus he would begin to fed how awful was
that which lived and thought within him! How vast the range of its capacity for hgppiness
or for suffering: and how solemn amaiter it isto live.

So passed the boyhood of the future gpostle of Ireland. As he advanced in years, his
nature expanded and grew richer in generous impulses and emotions. All those exquiste
senghilitieswhich fill the bosom in the fresh dawn of manhood were now stirring within
him. Every day opened to him a new source of enjoyment, because every day widened
the range of his capacity to enjoy. A sudden thrill of pleasure would, at times, shoot
through his being from objects he had been wont to pass without once suspecting the
many springs of happiness thet lay hidden in them. Relationships were growing swester,
friendships more tender. In aword, al nature and life seemed to teem with satisfactions
and pleasures, endlessin number, and infinitely varied in character. He has only to open
his heart and enjoy. But this was a hgppiness which was born of earth, and like al that
springs of the earth, it returns to the earth again. Y oung Succat's sengbilities were
quickened, but his conscience dept.

The youth had not opened his heart to the ingtructions of home. The loving counsds of a
mother, and the weightier admonitions of a father, had falen upon amind preoccupied
with the delights of sense, and the joys of friendship: his cup seemed full. He knew not
that the soul which isthe man cannot feed on such pleasures as these, nor live by them. It
must drink of living waters, or suffer unappeasable thirst. His relations to God that matter
of everlasting moment had awakened in him no thought, and occasioned him no concern.
The age, we have said, was a degenerate one. The lamp of Candida Casa burned low and
dim. The teachers that emanated from it possessed but little authority; their reproofs were
but little heeded. The truth which is the light was dying out from the knowledge of men;
and the feeble Chridtianity that remained in the kingdom and church of Strathclyde, in
which Succat's grandfather had ministered, was becoming infected with pagan ideas and
Druidic rites. A few more decades, it seemed, and the Christian sanctuaries of Caedonia
would give place to the groves of the Druid, or the returning dtars of the Roman.

The handful of missonaries sent forth from the school of Ninian, could but ill cope with
the growing apostasy. They were but poorly equipped for the warfare in which they were
engaged. There needed one man of commanding e oquence and burning zed to redeem



the age from its formalism and impiety. But no such man arose; and so the stream of
corruption continued to roll on; and among those who were engulfed in its flood, and
drifted down in its current, was the grandson of the Presbyter Potitus. Succat, with dl his
fine sympathies, and dl his enjoyment of nature and life, lived without God, and he
would so have lived to the end of his days, had not He who had "chosen him front the
womb, and ordained him a prophet to the nations,”" had mercy upon him. Sudden asthe
lightning, and from a cloud as black as that from which the lightning darts its fires, came
the mercy that rescued him when ready to perish.

Oneday alittle fleet of strange ships suddenly made their gppearance in the Clyde. They
held on their course up the lovey firth till past the rock of Dumbarton. Whence, and on
what errand bound, were these strange ill-omened vessals? They were piratica craft from
across the Irish ocean, and they were here on the shores of the Clyde on one of those
marauding expeditions which were then but too common, and which the narrow sea and
the open navigable firth made it so easy to carry out. Succat, with others, was at play on
the banks of the stream, and they remained watching the new arrivals, not suspecting, the
danger thet lurked under their gpparently innocent and peaceful movements. Quietly the
robber crew drew their barks close in to the land. In afew minutes the bandits, rushing
through the water, leaped on shore. The inhabitants of Bonaven had no timeto raly in
their own defense. Before they were well aware of the presence of the piratical band in
thelr river, the invaders had surrounded them, and some hundreds of the inhabitants of the
district were made captive.

Driving the crowd of bewildered and unhappy men before them, the pirates embarked
them in thair ships, and bore away with them to Ireland. In this miscellaneous company

of miserable captives was the son of Capurnius the deacon, now alad of nearly sixteen.
He himself has recorded the event, telling us thet it happened a Bonaven Taberni, "near

to which my father had afarm, where | was taken captive. | was scarcely Sxteen years of
age. But | wasignorant of God, therefore it was that | was led captive into Irdland with so
many thousands. It was according to our deserts, because we drew back from God and
kept not His precepts, neither were obedient to our Presbyters who admonished us for our
svation.”

What a crushing blow to the youth! When it fell on Succat he had reached that season of
life when every day and dmost every hour bringswith it anew joy. And if the present
was full of enjoyment, the years to come were big with the promise of a lill richer
happiness. Standing at the portals of manhood and casting his glance forward, Succat
could see the future advancing towards him dressed in golden light, and bringing with it
unnumbered honors and joys. For such must life be, passed amid conditionslike his, a
region o picturesque, companions so pleasant, a station securing respect, and
dispositions so well fitted to win and to reciprocate love. But while he gazed on the
radiant vison it was gone. In its room had come ingtant and dismd blackness. A
whirlwind had caught him up, and cruelly severing dl the tender ties that bound him to
home and friends, and giving him time for not even one brief parting adiey, it bore him
away and cast him violently on aforeign shore, amid a barbarous and heathen people.



Bending to their oars the sea-robbers swept swiftly down the Clyde. The meadows and
feathery knollsthat so finely border the river at that part of its banks where Succat's
youth had been passed, are soon logt to his sight. Dumbarton rock, with its cleft top, is
left behind. The grander masses of Cowadl, not yet the dwelling of the Irish Scots, and the
apine peaks of Arran, are passed in succession, and sink out of view. The gdleyswith
their wretched freight are now on the open sea, making straight for the opposite shore,
where we see them arriving. Thelot of the exileis bitter a the be<t, but to have davery
added to exileisto have the cup of bitterness overflow. This cup Succat was doomed to
drink to the very dregsin the new country to which we see him carried. And without stop
or pause did his misery begin. The pirates who had borne him across the seg, had no
sooner landed him on the Irish shore, than forthwith they proceeded to untie his cords,
and expose him for ingpection to the crowd which had hastened to the beach on the
ariva of the gdleys, not failing, doubtless, to cdl atention to his well-shaped form, and
snewy limbs, and other points which aone are held to be of vaue in such markets as that
in which Succat was now put up for sde. The son of Capurnius was a goodly person, and
soon found a purchaser. His captors sold him to a chieftain in those parts, at what price
we do not know.

We can imagine Sucatt eagerly scanning the face of the man whose dave he had now
become, if happily he might read there some promise of dleviation in his hard fate. But
we can well believe that in the rough voice and stern unpitying eye of this hesthen
chieftain, he failed to discern any grounds of hope that his ot would be less disma than
hiswors fears had painted it. His apprehensions were redlised to the full when he learned
his future employment: truly a vile and degrading one, for the son of Capurnius.
Henceforth he isto occupy himsdf in tending his master's herds of cattle and droves of
swinein the mountains of Antrim.



CHAPTER 2: PATRICK'SCAPTIVITY IN IRELAND-- HIS
CONSCIENCE AWAKENS- PROLONGED ANGUISH

HISTORY isno mereregister of events. It isthe reverent sudy of the working of aHand
that is profoundly hidden, and yet, at times, most manifestly reveded. To the man of
understanding there is no earthly actor S0 real and papable asisthat velled agent, who
gtands behind the curtain, and whose steps we hear in the fall of empires and the
revolutions of the world. We have comein our narrative to one of those sudden shiftings
of the scenes that betoken the presence and the hand of this great Ruler. A stronger
evangelization than any that can ever proceed from Candida Casa, is about to be
summoned into existence to keep dive the dements of truth and the seeds of liberty
during those ages of darkness and bondage that are yet to pass over Europe. We have
dready seen thefirgt act of the new drama. It opensin avery commonplace way indeed,
and is atogether out of keeping, we should say, with the grandeur of the consequences
which are to spring out of it. A band of Irish pirates make their descent on the Scottish
shore, and sweep off into captivity awretched crowd of men and women. Amongst the
miserable captives, kidnapped, and carried across the seg, is ayouth who is destined to
originate amovement which will change the face of northern Europe.

Neither the pirate crew, nor the agonized crowd that filled their galleys, knew who wasin
the same bottom with themsalves, or how momentous their expedition wasto prove.
Meanwhile, Patrick islost in the mass of sufferers around him. No one observes or pities
the anguish o vividly depicted on the face of the youth. No one seeks to assuage the
bitterness of his grief by addressing to him afew words of sympathy or whispering
grounds of hope. Unhelped and unpitied he bears his great burden adone. Of his many
companions in woe, each was too much absorbed in the sense of hisown miserablelot to
have a thought to bestow on the misery of those who were his partnersin this calamity.
Through dim eyes, and with a heart ready to bresk, Succat sees the Irish shore rise before
him, and as the ship that carries him touches the land, he rouses himsdf from his stupor

to see what change of fortune this new evolution in the tragedy, which sill ssemslikea
terrible dream, will bring him.

Thetiming of this event was not the least remarkable circumstance about it. Had this
caamity befdlen Succat a an earlier, or a alater, period of hislife, and not just when it
did, it would have been resultless. As a chagtisement for the sins and follies of his past
career it might have profited, but it would not have availed as adiscipline for the lifework
before him. Thiswas the main thing in the purpose of Him from whom this affliction
came. Patrick's life-trid befell him at that stage of his existence, which of dl othersisthe
mogt critica in the career of ahuman being. He was now sixteen years of age. It isat this
age that the passions rouse themselves with sudden, and sometimes overmastering force.
It isat thistime of life accordingly that the character of the man in most cases becomes
definitely fixed for good or for evil. He stands at the parting of the ways and the road
then chosen isthat which in al ordinary cases he will pursue to the end.



This, which isthe law that rules human life and character in so many ingtances, is
operative with specid and dmost uniform force in the case of those who have been born
in apious home, and reared, as Patrick was, amid the instructions and observances of
religion. If they overpass the age a which Patrick had now arrived without experiencing
that engrafting of the soul with adivine principle, which the Bible cdlls "being born

agan,” they have missed the "new life," and very probably missed it for ever. At dl
events the likelihood of their ever attaining it grows less and less from that time forward.
Habit, day by day, shuts the heart up yet more closdy; the deep of the conscience grows
ever the deeper, and the man goes on hisway content with such light and pleasure as the
world can give him, and never sees the radiance of anew dawn, nor ever tastes the joys
of ahigher existence.

On thisfateful brink stood Patrick when this whirlwind, with force so boisterous, yet so
merciful, caught him up, and carried him away from the midst of enjoyments, where he
would have falen adeep to awake no more, and placed him where he could find neither
rest nor happiness, because around him was only naked desolation. Not a moment too
soon, if we rightly interpret Patrick’'s own statement, was the grasp of this strong hand
laid upon him. Hetdls us, in his"Confesson,” thet at this period of hislife hefdl into a
grave fault. What that fault was, neither he himsdlf, nor any of his biographers, have
informed us, or even dropped a hint from which we might infer its nature or form. A
rather grave offense, we are inclined to think, it must have been, seeing it was
remembered, and brought up againgt him long years after when he was about to enter into
the sacred office. His foot had well-nigh dipped, and it would have dipped outright, and
he would have fdlen to rise no more, had not this strong hand been put forth at this
critical moment to hold him up. He would have cast off the form of religion, which was
al asyet that he possessed, and would have drifted with the current, and gone the same
downward road which was being trodden by so many of his fellow-countrymen of the
kingdom of Strathclyde. His ardor of soul, and his resoluteness of purpose would have
made him aringleader in the gpogtate band; and to show how completdly he had
emancipated himself from the traditions of his youth, and the faith of his ancestors he
would have taken his seet in the chair of the scorner, and mocked at that which he had
been taught in his early hometo hold in reverence. It isthe way of dl who forsake "the
guide of their youth."

We must follow Patrick across the sea, and see him sent to anew school seeing the first
had been afailure and put under a new instructor, one who knows how to open the ear,
and not the ear only but the heart aso. Patrick was not to be like the teachers of the age,
and so was not reared in the same school with them. He must be stern, bold, origind, but
the sckly and sentimenta influences of Ninian's school would never have made him

such. Rougher forces and hotter fires must melt and mould him. Kidnaped, forced down
into the hold with a crowd of captives, tossed on the waters of the channdl, and when
landed onthe Irish shore, sold to a hesthen chieftain, and sent into the wilds of Antrim:
such beginning had Petrick's new training. In this solitude his mother's voice will spesk
again, and Patrick will listen now. His heart will open a last, but first it must be broken.
Theironwill pierce hissoul. It is Adversity's school in which he gts, where the discipline
is stern but the lessons are of infinite price, and are urged with a persuasive force which
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makes it impossible not to understand them, and once understood and mastered,
impossible ever to forget them. From this school have come forth many of the worlds
wisest indructors, and greatest benefactors. Let us mark the youth as we behold him at
the feet, not of doctor or pope, but at the feet of afar greater Instructor.

On the mountain's Sde, day after day dl the year through, tending his master's herds of
cattle and swine, sits Patrick the son of Calpurnius the Scottish deacon. Was ever
metamorphosis so complete or so sudden? Y esterday the cherished son of aRoman
magisirate, today a dave and a swine herd. Finched with hunger, covered with rags,
soaked with the summer's rain, bitten by the winter's frogt, or blinded by its drifts, heis
the very picture which the parable had drawn so long before of that prodigd who was
sent into the fields to keep swine, and would fain have filled his bdly with the husks on
which the animals he tended fed. No one would have recognized in the youth that sat
there with famished cheek and mournful eye, the tenderly-nurtured and well-favored son
of Capurnius, or would have remembered in his hollow and sepulchra voice the cheerful
tones that had so often rung out on the banks of the Clyde, and awakened the echoes of
that stately rock that gracesits shores. Only through this death, and through a degth yet
more profound, a death within of adl past fedings, hopes, and joys, could Peatrick pass
into anew life. When he awoke from the stupefaction into which the blow, doubtless, had
thrown him, he opened his eyes upon blank misery. But he opened them on something
besides. He opened them on his former sdlf! on hisformer lifel

How different did that life now appear from what it had seemed, under the huesin which
it had clothed itself in his eyes but afew years, afew days before! The coloringsin which
asdf-righteous pride had dressed it, and the lesswarm but equaly delusive lights thrown
over it latterly by an incipient skepticism, or a dreary formalism, were now completely
dispelled, and it stood out before him asit redly was, an unlovable, aghadtly, aguilty
thing. Sitting here, the Irish Channd between him and his home, his past severed from his
present by this great dividing stroke, he could camly look at hislife asif it were no part
of himsdlf, asif it had a subs stence of its own, and he could pronounce a dispassionate
verdict upon it. It was alife to be wept over. But when again it refused to sever itsdlf

from himsdlf, when it cleaved to him with dl its blackness, and he felt that it was and

ever would be his, it evoked more than tears; it awakened within him horror. A father's
prayers and a mother's counsdls, despised and scorned, al rose up before him in the deep
slencein which he sat, amid the desolate hills, tending his flock under the gethering

blasts. He shuddered as the remembrance came back upon him. He had bowed the knee at
the family devotions but he had not prayed; he had but mocked that Omniscient One he
professed to worship. These hypocrises gave him no concern at the time, he was hardly
sensible of them, but they lay heavy upon his conscience now. He thought of them, and a
darker cloud came between him and the heavens than that which was coming up from the
western seato let fdl itsrain or hall on the hills amid which he fed his swine. Still darker
remembrances came crowding upon him, and he trembled and shook yet more violently.
When preachers came from Candida Casa to warn him and his companions of their evil
way, and entreat them to turn from it and live, had he not flouted and jeered, or given
tacit encouragement to those that did so? Though the grandson of a Christian presbyter,
he had helped to swdll that chorus of derison and defiance with which these preachers of
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repentance, and dolorous prophets of evil were sent back to those from whom they came.
The retrogpect of his hardihood filled him with amazement and horror. Thus, as one's
image looks forth from the mirror on one's self, so did Patrick's life look forth from the
past upon Patrick in al its vileness and blackness and horror.

But deeper Hill was his eye made to pierce. It turned inward, and questioned his spirit
what manner of life it had led in its thoughts and purposes. He was shown a chamber
where lodged greater abominations than any that had deformed him outwardly. His heart,
which he believed to be so good, he saw to be full of envy, hatred, mdice, revenge, pride,
lugt, hypocrisy, idolatry, and dl the things that defile a man. How was this fountain of

evil to be cured, for if not cured, it would send forth even blacker streamsin time to come
than any tha had flowed from it in the past. Where was the sdt which, cast into its bitter
waters, would sweeten them? This hidden iniquity, this ulcer in the soul, pained and
gppdled him even more than dl the transgressions which had deformed him outwardly
and given scandd to others.

Such was the odious picture that rose before the captive youth as he sat ruminating amid
the mountains of Antrim; his past life, rather than his vile charge or his heathen medter,
before him. Such had been; and till hislife was cleansed at its source, such would be the
son of Capurnius the Chrigtian deacon. He stood aghadt at this veritable image of
himsdf. He fdt that he was viler than the vilest of those animasthat he tended. "Oh, my
gan! my Sn!" we hear him cry! What shdl | do? Whither shdll | flee?

It is no imaginary scene that we are describing. "In that strange land,” says he, spesking

of this period of conviction and agony, "the Lord imparted to me the feding of my
unbelief and hardness of heart, so that | should cal my sins to remembrance though late,
and turn with al any heart to God." And again he says, "Before the Lord humbled me, |
was even as asone lying in the depth of the mire, and He who is able came and lifted me
up, and not only lifted me up but set me on the top of thewadl," that is, made him a
corner stone in the spiritua building, for we cannot fal to percelve here an dlusion to the
beautiful emblem of Scripture which presents the church as aliving temple built up of
living Stones.

While this sore struggle was going on, the outward discomforts of hislot, we may well
believe, gave Patrick but little concern. The violence of the storm that raged within made
him heedless of the blasts that beat upon him as he waiched his herds in the woods and
among the mountains. The black cloud would gather and burst, and pass away, and the
gtricken youth, absorbed in the thought of his distant home and his past life, and Sck in
soul, would hardly be conscious of the pelting rain, or the driving snow, or the bitter
furious gusts that were shaking the oaks and fir trees around him. The hall and lightning
of the clouds were drowned in the voice of those mightier thunders which camerolling
out of ahigher sky, and seemed to his ear to emphasize the award of that Book which
says, "the wages of sin is death.”

The youth had been overtaken by a series of caamities, which sngly were
overwhelming, and taken together, were worse than desath. He had been torn from his
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home and his native land, he had been robbed of hisliberty, he had been sold to a heathen
lord, and now he had no prospect before him save that of passing the years of his
wretched lifein avile employment. The blow was the more crushing, thet al these
miseries had falen upon him in the same moment, and had come without warning. And
yet they were to Patrick but as the trifles of a day compared with those darker sorrows
which gathered round his soul. These last were the ripened fruits of the evil seed his own
hand had sowed. In enduring them he had not even this smal consolation that he was
auffering by the unrighteous will and cruel power of another. Nor would they pass with

the flegting years of the present life, for death, which isthe termination of al other evils,
would only deliver him up to an endless misery. This terrible thought was ever present to
him as he sat done amid the desolate hills; it was his companion in the silence of the

night. and in the nearly equaly profound slence of the day. It was here that his miseries
culminated. He was entirdly in his master's power, who might for the dightest offense,
unrestrained by any feding of humanity, and without question from any one, doom him

to die. But wherein was this master to be feared, compared with that Greater Master, who
could kill body and soul? He had lost his liberty, but what was the loss of liberty to one
who was in imminent jeopardy of loang himsdf, and thet for ever?

Seep forsook him, hetells us. He would lie awake for nights on end. From hislowly
couch he watched the stars as they passed, each in its appointed place, and at its
gppointed time, across the sky. He feared as he looked up at them. Their ever-burning
fires and slent mgestic march, suggested that endless duration of which ther vast cycles
are but as a handbreadth. And when he thought of that Eye which was looking down
upon him from above these orbs, with alight to which theirs was but as darkness, where,
he asked, "shdl | find hiding from it? When these orbs shdl have paed their firesinan
eternd night, this Eye will till be looking down upon me." Where was there night or
darknessin dl the universe deep enough in which to bury himsdf, and be unseen for
ever?

He now broke out into meanings. When his grief ceased to be dumb, its paroxysm
somewhat abated. These moanings were the firgt feeble inarticulate cries for pardon.

Then followed words of supplication. He stood up, like the publican in the temple, and
griking upon his breast, cried, "God be merciful to Patrick, the Snner.” It was now seen
that the lessons of his early home had not been in vain. The seed then sown in hismind
appeared to have perished: yet no; though late, that seed began to spring up and bear fruit.
Without the knowledge imparted by these lessons, Patrick would never have seen hissin,
and without the sight of his sin his conscience would have continued to deep, or if
peradventure awakened, not knowing the way of pardon, he would have been driven to

despair.

He had heard, on the Sabbath eveningsin his Scottish home, that the "King of Heaven is
amerciful King." And now, in that far land, and far away from that father from whose
lips the once-forgotten but now remembered words had fallen, a sea of trouble dl round
him, nor help nor pity on earth, he turned his gaze upwards, and said, "I will arise, and go
to my Father." Herose, hetdls us, before the dawn to pray.
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How long Patrick continued under this distress of soul before finding peace, we do not
know. It is probable that his conflict lasted with more or less severity for someyears. Itis
not the wont of that Physician who had undertaken his case to dismiss His patientstill He
has perfected their cure, and made them atogether and completely whole. And there were
specid reasons in Patrick's case why this severe but most merciful discipline should be
prolonged. Patrick's sore had to be probed to the very bottom, and he had to know the
malignity of the maady under which he labored, and the srength with which it holds
captive its unhagppy victims, not only for his own sake, but for the sake of those many
others, to whom he wasin after yearsto act the part of physician. He was to be aHeder
of nations. But how could he acquire the indgght and tenderness necessary for the right
discharge of his grand function the reverse of the warriors, who goes forth to destroy and
know how deep these wounds go into the soul, and how they rankle there, and be ablein
his treetment of them to combine perfect sympathy with perfect fiddity "merciful” and
fathful like the great Physician if he had not himself first been wounded, and made to
bleed, aye, bleed unto death, well nigh before being sent forth to be aheder of others?
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CHAPTER 3: PATRICK FINDS PEACE-- UNCONSCIOUS
PREPARATION FOR FUTURE WORK-- ESCAPES FROM
IRELAND

NOW, at last, ahand was put forth to hed this sorely wounded man. As he lay on the
mountains of Antrim, stricken down by an unseen but mighty power, with no friend by
his side to pour oil into his wounds and bind up his sores, there passed by One who
turned and looked with compassion upon him, and stretching out His hand lifted him out
of the "mire" to use his own phrase, in which helay. "HE WHO ALONE ISABLE" are
the few smple but emphatic words in which Patrick records this mighty transaction, "He
who doneis able came, and in His mercy lifted me up.”

This ddliverer, Patrick saw, had Himself been wounded, and so deeply wounded that He
dill retained the marks of His sufferings. Hence His sympathy, which would not let Him
pass by and leave Patrick to die of hishurt. Drawing near to him, and showing him the
wounds in His own hands and feet, and the scar deep graven in HisSde, He said to
Petrick, "Fear not: | bore your sins on the bitter tree. All isforgiven you. Be of good
cheer."

These words were not atogether new to the son of Calpurnius. He had heard them, or
ther equivaents, in his early home. They had been woven into his father's prayers, and
they had recaeived yet more formal statement in his mother's counsels and indructions.

But he had failed to grasp their momentous import. The sdvation which they announced
was to him amatter of no immediate concern. What mattered it to Petrick whether this
sdvation were an out-and-out gift, or whether it were wages to be worked for and earned
like other wages? What good would this birthright do him? So thought he then, but it was
otherwise now. He saw that without this salvation he was lot, body and soul, for ever.
When, therefore, these truths, so commonplace and meaningless before, were heard
agan, hefdt asif thefinger of a man's hand had come forth and written them before him
in characters of light, and written them specidly for him. The vell dropped. He saw that
the words were "eternd life," not an abstract dogma announced for the world's assent, but
an actud gift held out for his own acceptance. He knew now what the woundsin the
hands and feet of that compassionate One who had passed by him signified. He saw that
they had been borne for him; and so he cast himsdlf into Hisarms. A wonderful joy
gprang up in his soul. In that moment the bolt of his dungeon was drawn back, and

Petrick walked forth into liberty into anew life.

The future apostle of Ireland, and through Ireland of Northern Europe, now clearly saw
that it was not his own tears, though copious and bitter, nor his cries, though frequent and
loud, which had opened the door of that dark prison in which he had so long sat. It was
God's sovereign blessed hand which had flung back that ponderous porta, and brought
him forth. There he would have been stting still had not that gracious One passed by
him, and shown him His wounds. He had been traveling on the great broad road which
the bulk of Christendom was to pursue in the ages that were to come, that even of self-
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inflicted penance and sdlf-righteous performances. But journey as he might he came no
nearer the light; around him was il the darkness, within him was il the horror. He had
not caught even aglimmer of the dawn. But when the sight of the Wounded One was
vouchsafed to him it was as when the sun rises on the earth. He saw himsdlf dready at
the gates of that Peace which he had begun to despair of ever finding. Thus was Patrick
made to know the better and the worse road, that standing, as he did, at that eventful
epoch, when Christendom was parting into two companies, and going to the right and to
the left, he might lift up hisvoice and warn dl, tha of these two paths, the beginningslie
close together, but their endings are wide apart, even as death and destruction are from
life. From tending his master's swine, on the blegk hillsde, amid the stormy blagts,
Patrick was taken to teach this great lesson at this formative epoch to the men of
Chrisendom, having himsdlf first been taught it. But not just yet was he to enter on his
work.

As aforetime, welghed down by the great sorrow that lay upon him, he felt not the pangs
of hunger, nor regarded the rude buffeting of the tempest, so now, the new-born joy, that
filled his soul, made him equaly insengble to the physica discomforts and sufferingsto
which he was il subjected. He was dill the dave, if not of hisfirst magter, of some
other chieftain into whose hands he had passed; for he spesks of having served four
magters;, and the vile drudgery of the swineherd continued to occupy him from day to
day; but, no longer sad at heart, the hills which aforetime had reechoed his complaining
now became voca with hisjoy. It was hiswont to rise while it was yet dark, that he
might renew his song of praise. It mattered not though the earth was clad in snow and the
heavens were black with storm he "prevented the dawning,” not now to utter the cry of
anguish, but to sing songs of ddiverance. Hetdls usin his"Confesson” that he rose,

long before daylight, and in al westhers, in snow, in frog, in rain, that he might have

time for prayer; and he suffered no inconvenience therefrom, "for,” says he, "the sairit of
God waswarm in me."

Patrick had now received hisfirs greet preparation for his future work. His conversion
was arranged, as we have seen, in al its circumstances, so as to teach him agreat lesson;
and in the light of that lesson he continued to walk dl hislife &fter. It brought out in

clear, bold relief, the freeness and sovereignty of God's grace. No priest was near to
cooperate with his mydtic rites in effecting his conversion, no friend was present to assst
him with his prayers. Patrick was alone in the midst of the pagan darkness; yet there we
behold him undergoing thet great change which Rome professes to work by her
sacraments, and which, she tells us, cannot be effected without them. How manifest was
it in this case that the "new creature’ was formed solely by the Spirit working by the
indrumentality of the truth, the truth heard when young, and recdled to the memory to
the entire excluson of al the gppliances of ecclesagticism. What a rebuke to that
Sacramentalism which was in that age rising in the church, and which continued to
deveop till a last it supplanted within the Roman pae the Gospd. And what alesson did
his conversion read to him, that "not by works of righteousness which we have done, but
according to his mercy he saved us." When Patrick presented himsdlf a his Heavenly
Father's door, it was in no robe woven on his own loom, it was in no garment borrowed
or bought from priest; he camein hisrags, therags of his corrupt nature and snful life,
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and begged for admittance. Was he told that in this beggarly attire he could not be
admitted? was he bidden go back to the Church, and when she hed purified him by her
rites and penance, return and be received? No! the moment he presented himsdlf, his
Father ran and fell upon the neck of the wretched and ragged man, and embraced him and
kissed him. Thus did Petrick exemplify, firg of dl, in his own person, the sovereignty of
grace, and the power of the truth, before being sent forth to preach the Gospel to others. It
was here that he learned his theology. He had no Bible by him, but its truths, taught him
when young, revived in his memory, and he read them al over again by the new light
which had dawned in his soul. They were more palpable and clear than when he had read
them on the actual page, for now they were written not with pen and ink, they were
graven by the Spirit on the tablets of his heart. A theology so pure he could not have
learned in any school of Christendom &t that day. Petrick drew his theology from the
origina and unpolluted fountain: the Word of God, and the Spirit; the same at which the
gpostles had drunk on the day of Pentecodt. It was the theology of the early church, which
in God's providence is ever renewed when a Divine revivd isto vist the world.

Petrick was now replenished with the gift of Divine knowledge, but he was not
immediatdy let go from bondage, and sent forth to begin his great misson. He needed to
have his experience degpened, and his knowledge enlarged. If meditation and solitude be
the nurse of genius, and if they feed the springs of bold conception and daring effort, not
less do they nourish that sublimer genius which prompts to the loftier enterprises of the
Chrigtian, and sustain at the proper pitch the faculties necessary for their successful
accomplishment. The young convert, led by the ardor of his zedl, is sometimes tempted to
rush into the field of public labor, his powers ill immature. Petrick was preserved from
this error, and it was essentia he should, for the work before him was to be done not at a
hest, but by the patient and persistent forth-putting of fully ripened powers. He lacked, as
yet, many subordinate qualifications essentia to successin his future misson. He must
learn the didect of the people to whom he was afterwards to proclaim the Gospd. He
must study their dispositions and know how access was to be obtained to their hearts. He
must observe their socid habits, their political arrangements, and above dl, he must
ponder their deep spiritual misery, and mark the cords with which idolatry had bound
them, that a a future day he might undo that heavy yoke, and lead them forth into the
same liberty into which a Divine and gracious hand had conducted himsdlf. Therefore
was he il retained in thisland, a dave to his master, though the sting had now been
taken out of that davery, and though occupied in ignoble tasks, learning dl the while
noble lessons.

Six years had passed away, and now Patrick had fulfilled his gppointed term of captivity.
Dreams of escape from Irdland began to vist him by night. In his deep he heard avoice
saying to him, ™Y outh, thou fastest well, soon thou shdt go to thy native home. lo! thy
ship isready." Was it wonderful that the exile should see in his deep his fatherland, and
imagine himsdf there again, or on the way thither? Without seeing miracle or visonin
this, asmany of his biographers have done, we see none the less the mysterious touches
which the Divine Hand sometimes gives to the human spirit when "deep deep fdleth on
man." Patrick knew that his captivity was wholly of Divine ordering; he knew aso that it
had gained its end; and this begot in him an ardent hope that now its close was not
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distant, and by night this hope returned clothed in the vivid drapery of an accomplished
redity. The dream gave him spirit and courage to flee.

How far the youth had to travel, or at what point of the coast he arrived, it isimpossble
to determine amid the dubious and conflicting accounts of his biographers. The "Book of
Armagh" makes Patrick journey two hundred miles; the " Scholiast on Fiacc" reducesthe
distance to sixty, others say a hundred. Lanigan makes him arrive at Bantry Bay. On
reaching the shore he saw, asit had seemed in his dream, aship lying closeinland. The
sgght awoke within him ayet more intense desire to be free. Lifting up hisvoice, he
besought the captain to take him on board. A refusal, much to his chagrin, was the reply
sent back. An emaciated figure, clad in the garb of a swineherd, the plight doubtlessin
which Patrick presented himsdlf, was not an attractive object, nor one fitted to make the
ship's crew wish to have any nearer acquaintance with him. The ship was on the point of
departing without him. He sent up a prayer to heaven the cry of a heart that panted for
deliverance and fully confided in God. It was the act of an ingtant. The voice was again
heard spesking to him from the ship, and telling him that the captain was willing to take
him on board.

The sail spread and the anchor lifted, we behold the vessdl, with Patrick on board,
ploughing her way through the waters of the Irish Channdl, her prow turned in the
direction of the British shore. The youth was fleaing from davery, with dl its humiliating
and brutdizing adjuncts, but with a heart full of thankfulness that the day had ever
dawned upon him the darkest he had ever seen, as he then deemed it; the happiest of all
hislife, he now saw it to be, when the robber-band, darting from their galeys, and
enclosing the quiet village of Bonaven, made him their prey, and carried him captive to
that land whose mountains, in his flight from it, were now snking behind him. By losng
his liberty he had found it, but he had found a better liberty than the liberty he lost. Nor
though the crime reflected disgrace not only on its perpetrators, but aso on the country to
which they belonged had Ireland cause to reflect, save with profoundest gratitude, asthe
sequd will show, on an occurrence which had brought this youth to its shore, and
retained him so many years a bondsman.
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CHAPTER 4: PATRICK AGAIN AT HOME-- THOUGHTS OF
IRELAND--DREAMS--RESOLVESTO DEVOTEHIMSELFTOITS
CONVERSION

PATRICK, the gpostle of Irdland, is not the firgt, nor is he by any means the last, whose
career illugtrates that great law, according to which the highest eminence in the church is
attainable only through great and often prolonged struggles of soul. It is amid these throes
and agoniesthat great souls are born. And then to inward distress and conflict there are
added at times, as in the case before us, bitter outward humiliations and sufferings. The
most cursory survey of the past justifies our remark. Whether we turn to the names that
shine as garsin the firmament of Holy Writ, or to those that illumine the page of
ecclesadtica higory, wetrace in dl of them the operation of alaw which was established
in ancient times, and is as changeless and imperative as that other of which it was said
that it "dtereth not.”

And it must needs be so. The brilliant prizes which wait on ambition; the sweets of
power, the grandeur which surrounds rank and wealth, the luster which superior
knowledge sheds on its possessor dl these are potent enough to nerve the man whose aim
isahigh one, we admit it isto maintain his country's rights, or enlarge the boundaries of
science. But it isfar otherwise with those whose am is the eterndl good of thelr
felowmen. The very passions and ambitions which need to be fostered in the former
class of workers, must be purged out in the latter. It isin the furnace heated sevenfold
that this purgation is effected. It isin itsfires that the dross of sdlfishnessis consumed,
the nobler but gtill earthly passion of ambition conquered; the love of human gpplause,
which so enfeebles and vitiates, extinguished, and the soul becomes able to yield an
entire devotion to truth, and to exercise an absol ute dependence on God. The man now
gtands clothed in amord strength which is proof dike againgt the seductions of error and
the terrors of power.

Moses by one rash act threw back the deliverance of his people, and drove himself into
exile. Many ahitter hour did the thought cause him in the solitude of Midian. But we
behald the hot impulsive spirit which he brought with him from Egypt, and which hed
been fostered doubtless by the flatteries of the court, toning down day by day amid these
glent wadgtes, till of dl the sons of men, Mosesis now the meekest, and he who had fallen
before the provocation of a moment was able to bear the burden of awhole nation for
forty years. It wasin a prison among felons, whose fetters he wore, that Joseph acquired
that knowledge of human nature and matured those gresat faculties which he afterwards
displayed in the government of Egypt. Luther entered the convent at Erfurt as proud a
Pharisee as ever waked the earth, full of the project of being his own savior, but he
buried the Pharisee in his cdll, and returned to the world "a sinner saved by grace.” What
the Augustinian convent was to L uther, the mountains of Antrim were to Patrick. There,
in his struggles for his own eternd life, he learned the secret of Irdand's darkness ad
bondage, and matured the faculties by which he effected its emancipation, making it
morning in that land when the shadows were faling thick and fast on so many of the
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countries of Europe.

Two months eapsed before the exile reached his home on the banks of the Clyde. This
was along time for so short a distance. But the two countries lay much farther apart in
that age than in ours, if we measure the distance by the difficulties of the road rather than
by the number of its miles. Three days, or a most aweek, would be spent on the sea
voyage, leaving seven weeks for the journey from the point of disembarkation, of which
we are ignorant, to hisfather's dwelling at Bonaven. But the country to be passed through
was unsettled, and liable to sudden raids, and the exilésjourney, we know, was full of
hazards and escapes, of which, however, we have only trandent and scarcely intdligible
glimpses. He would seem on hisway to have fdlen into the power of a hodtile tribe, and
to have suffered some detention at their hands, for he speaks of a second captivity
undergone by him after his escgpe from hisfirst in Ireland. But it does not concern the
object of our history to arrange or reconcile these obscurely recorded incidents. Let it
auffice that Petrick was again with his parents. "After afew years" says he, referring
probably to his Sx years of absencein Irdland, "I was again with my parentsin the
Brittani," the customary term for the Roman provinces in Britain. Once more Succat
stands at his father's door.

Emeaciated, way-worn, attired in the garb of a swineherd, shal his father know him under
this disguise? The shock of the firgt surprise over, Cdpurnius recognizesin the figure
before him the flush of excitement contending on his cheek with the palor of suffering

and endurance his long-lost son, of whom no tidings, probably, had ever reached him
since the day the pirate fleet bore away and waslost to view beyond the Argyleshire hills.
He throws himsdlf upon the neck of his son, as unexpectedly restored as he had been
suddenly snaiched away. While he gives him the kiss of welcome, he little dreams how
much more precious is the son whom he now receives back than was the son who went
forth from him! He could not see, he could not even guess the rich experiences and the
lofty aspirations that lay hid beneath the tattered raiment that covered the form he was
now pressing to his bosom. The son he now so gladly welcomes had just returned from a
school, though Capurnius had yet to be told this, where, if the regimen issharp, itis
beyond measure salutary, and if the lessons are hard they repay an hundredfold the pain it
cogsto learn them.

We behold Patrick once more in the home of his youth. Around that home al was
unchanged. There, as aforetime, were the vaes flecked with flocks, there were the haze
and the birch crowning the rocky crests and knolls; there was the noble river washing as
of yore the feet of the grand rock that towers up on its shore; there were the far-off
mountains opening wide their gony portalsto give exit to the expanding flow of the
Clydeinto the Irish Seg; lovely as ever were the gray tints of the morning and the
vermilion dyes of the sunset. But Patrick gazed on al these with other eyes than those
which had drank in their beautiesin his boyhood and youth. His old companions came
round him in the hope of hearing the tle of his adventures, and helping him to forget in
their jovid society the hardships of his exile. They found him strangely changed though
they knew not why. He could not join their laugh nor re-echo their scoffs.
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Their ddights were no longer his ddights. Black meancholy, they said, has set her mark
upon him. The light of his once exuberant spirit has gone out. Let usleave him to his
moody humors. Yes! Patrick had come to himsalf. Awakened, he felt how solemnitisto
live; how awful to laugh or mock dl through the short years, and go down into the grave
loaded with the guilt of vast undischarged responsibilities. In truth, those who said that he
had escaped from Irdland only in body, were in the right; his heart was in that country
gill.

"Thetraveler," it has been said, "changes his sky, but not himsdf." The remark does not
hold good in the case of the exile whose history we are tracing. Petrick, when he crossed
the Channdl, the cords round his limbs, changed his sky, but he changed dso himself.
Ireland was the land of hisbirth, of his second and better birth; and he now thought of it,
therefore, and felt towards it as towards his native land. The ties that bound him to it were
holier and stronger than those that linked him to the home of his fathers. While he
wandered by the banks of his native Clyde, he ever and anon turned his gaze wigtfully in
the direction of the western hills. The image of the poor country beyond them rose before
him night and day.

The cold, the hunger, the night-watchings he had there undergone, were now sweet and
blessed memories. The bitterness had gone out of them. Amid the comforts of his home
in his father's house he looked back with regret to the nights he had spent weatching his
flock on the mountains of Antrim, his spirit within him sSnging songs of gladness while

the storm was raging without. But though Petrick had as good as forgotten the miseries he
had endured in that land, he had not forgotten the misery he had seen there. The thought
of its sons groping on through life in darkness and going down into an eternd night, was
ever present with him and ever uppermost. Could he wash his, hands and hold himsdlf
whoally guiltless of their blood? He owed himsdlf to Irdland, surely the least he could do
towards payment of the debt wasto give himsdlf to it. Why had he left it? Had he not
acted the part of the ancient prophet, who, when commanded to go and preach repentance
to Nineveh rose up and fled, leaving the million-peopled capital of Assyriato itsfate?
These were the thoughts that stirred within him and gave him no rest.

What by day were abstract considerations of duty gppedling to his conscience, took to
themselves by night embodiment and shape, and agppeared before him as suppliants who
had come to plead the cause of that wretched country from which he had fled. It seemed
to Patrick; asif aman of Irdand stood on the other side of the Channdl, and gazing
beseechingly across, like the man of Macedonia who beckoned to Paul, cried to Patrick
and sad, "Come over and help us™ "In the dead of the night,” says he, "l saw aman
coming to me asif from Hiberio, whose name was Victoricus, bearing innumerable
letters. He gave me one of them to read. It was entitled, The Voice of thelrish.” Asl
read | thought | heard at that same moment the voice of those that dwell at the wood of
Foclaid, near the western ocean; and thus they cried, as with one mouth, "We beseech
thee, holy youth, come and walk till among us.' | felt my heart greetly stirred in me, and
could read no more, and so | awoke."

"Again on another night, I know not, God knoweth whether it was within me, or near me,

21



| heard digtinctly words which | could not understand, except that at the end of what was
sad, there was uttered: 'He who gave hislife for thee, is He who speaketh in thee And
s0 | awoke rgjoicing” On another occasion hetells us, that it seemed to him asif one were
praying within him. But he makes dear in what sense he interpreted his dream by telling

us that when he awoke he recollected the apostles words, "The Spirit hel peth the
infirmity of our prayer. For we know not what to pray for as we ought, but the Spirit
himsdf maketh intercesson for us, with groanings that cannot be uttered, which cannot

be expressed in words." And again, "The Lord our advocate intercedeth for us.”

Patrick has removed by only afew centuries from an age in which God had spoken to
men in dreams, and visons of the night. Was the Mot High again having recourse to this
ancient method of communicating His will? There was divine interpogtion, but no

miracle, in the occurrences we have related; nor does Patrick himself see miraclein them.
They were the echo in his now awakened conscience of the great command given on the
Mount of Olives, "Go yeinto dl the world and preach the Gospd to every cregture” This
Petrick regarded as his specid warrant to essay the great work of evangdizing Ireland.
His commission had come to him, not from the Seven Hills, but direct from the Mount of
Olives. Chrig Himsdlf it was who sent him forth; and that commission received in due
course its sed and signature in a converted Ireland.

Days and months passed on, and Patrick was dill with his parentsin the Britanni. Had the
cry of Ireland waxed faint, and died away? or had Patrick become deaf to an appedl
which had stirred him so powerfully at the firsg? The cry from across the Channdl grew
louder day by day, and Patrick was more eager than ever to respond to it; but there were
many and great hindrances in the way, which he feared to break through. Who was
Petrick, the exile, the swineherd, that he should essay to bring a nation out of darkness,
from which he himsdf was but newly escgped? He must lay his account, in the
prosecution of such an enterprise, with encountering the sophistry of learned Druid and
the hodtility of powerful chigftain. The one would fight for his dtar, and the other for his
dave, and he would draw down the wrath of both upon his poor head. Last, and perhaps
greatest, he would inevitably rouse the suspicion and perhaps the violence of the masses,
who would not take kindly that he should disturb and unsettle their long-cherished
superdtitions and beliefs. These were the formidable obstacles that arrayed themsdlves
againg his enterprise ever as he thought of it. What pretensions had he to the learning or
eloquence without which it were fally to think of achieving o great awork?

As he hesitated and delayed, the cry of Iredland sounded again in the ear of his conscience.
That cry, agreeably to the ideas of the age and the warm temperament of the youith,
embodied itsdf in the dramatic form of voices and dreams by night. There seemed again
to stand before him suppliants from across the Irish Sea, who pleaded with him in behaf
of those who lay plunged in a misery from which he himself had been ddivered. With the
return of day these suppliants who had stood dl night long by his couch took their
departure, only to let conscience speak.

He had no rest. If he wandered by the Clyde he saw its weters flowing away to join the
Irish sea. If he watched the setting sun it was going down over Irdland, and its last gleam
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was gilding the wood of Focloid. If the storm-cloud came up from the southwest, it was
laden with the sighs of that land over which it blew in its passage from the greaet Western
ocean.

Patrick broke his purpose to his parents. Surprised and grieved, they strongly opposed it.
Had he not suffered enough dready in that barbarous country? Was he ambitious of being
a second time the dave of its chieftains, and the keeper of its swine?

Even some of the clergy of the Church of Ninian discountenanced his design. They
derided the ideathat it should be undertaken by ayouth who had never passed asingle
day within the walls of Candida Casa, or of any missonary indtitute of the age, and who
had no qudifications for the task, that they could see.

Many of his biographers make Patrick prepare himsdf for entering on hisfield of |abor
by making the tour of the then famous monasteries or mission-schools of the continent of
Europe. They send him firgt of dl to Toursin Gaul, which then reflected the lugter of the
genius and labors of Martin, a near reation, as some have affirmed, though on no certain
evidence, of his mother, Conchessa. From the school of Tours they make him proceed to
that of Lerins, where Vincent was then rising into repute. Last of al, they place him at the
feet of the ceebrated Germanus, Bishop of Auxerre. In thistraining thirty years pass
away, and when Patrick has become learned in dl the wisdom which these seets of
knowledge had to impart, his biographers send him to Irdand.

This progress through the schools on the part of our missonary, we believe to be wholly
imaginary; in short, afable. Patrick himsalf says not one word from which we could infer
that he passed through so lengthened a course of study. When reproached with being
unlearned, as he sometimes was, what more netura than that he should have pointed to
the famous school s he had frequented, and the greeat teachers at whose feet he had s4t.
Instead of doing so, he always frankly confesses that the accusation was true, and that he
was unlearned. Moreover, it is very improbable that Patrick spent thirty yearsin going
from school to school.

So how much support did Peatrick have from the church in Britain when he | ft for
Irdland? That is hard to say precisdy. It seems he had some support, given the
missonary companions that accompanied him. And scripture teaches that missonaries
should be sent by the church, and there should be no free lance missionaries. It wasa
bold and daring enterprise which Petrick and his companions | eft Britain to accomplish,
and they woud need dl the support — especidly prayer support — they could muster.
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CHAPTER 5: PATRICK GOESTO IRELAND-- THE GREATNESS
OF HISMISSION-- I TSOPPORTUNENESS-- YEAR OF PATRICK' S
ARRIVAL-- HE PRECEDES PALLADIUS-- PALLADIUS SENT
FROM ROME TO COUNTERACT HIM

ATTENDED by afew companions, humble men like himsdlf, Patrick crossed the seg,
and arrived in Irdland. He was now thirty years of age. The prime of his days and the
commencement of hislife-work had come together. The work on which we now behold
him entering, and in which he was to be unceasingly occupied during the Sixty years that
were yet to be given him, is one that takes its place among the great movements of the
world.

The voyage of Patrick, to begin his misson, was one of the few bright spotsin the
Europe of that hour. The world that had been was passing avay. The lights of knowledge
were disappearing from the sky. Ancient monarchies were faling by the stroke of
barbarian arms. The Church was resounding with the din of controversy, and the thunder
of anathema. Religion had no beauty in the eyes of its professors, save what was shed
upon it by the pomp of ceremony, or the blaze of worldly dignities. Christianity gppeared
to have failed in her misson of enduing the nations with anew and purer life. She had
stepped down from her lofty sphere where she shone as a spiritua power, and was
moving in the low orbit of earthly systems. It was at thistime of gathering darkness that
thisman, in amplicity of character, and grandeur of am, so unlike the men of hisage,
went forth to kindle the lamp of Divine truth in thiside of ocean, whence it might diffuse
its light over northern Europe. He, like the Chrigtians in the Piedmont region of northern
Italy (who would later be called the Waldensians), did not so readily succumb to the
religious corruptions of the age.

Petrick arrived in Ireland about the year A.D. 405. In fixing this date as the
commencement of hislabors, we differ widdly from the current of previous histories. Al
the medieva writers of hislife, save the very earliest, and even his modern biographers,
date hisarivd in Irdand thirty yearslater, making it fal about A.D. 432. Thisdate is at
variance with the other dates and occurrences of hislifein short, amanifest mistake, and
yet it issurprisng how long it has escaped discovery, and not only so, but has passed
without even chalenge. The monkish biographers of Patrick had Palladius upon their
hands, and being careful of his honor, and not less of that of his madter, they have
adjusted the mission of Patrick so asto harmonize with the exigencies arising out of the
mission of Pdladius. They have placed Patrick's misson in the year subsequent to that of
Pdladius, though at the cost of throwing the life and Iabors of both men, and the
occurrences of the time, into utter confusion.

We think we are able to show, on the contrary, that Patrick wasthefirst to arrivein
Ireland; that he preceded Pdladius as aworker in that country, by not less than twenty
seven years, and that it was to the converts of Patrick that Palladius was sent astheir first
bishop. Thisisthefair, one may say, the unavoidable conclusion to which we are
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congtrained to come after comparing the statements of history and weighing the evidence
on the whole case. But thisis a concluson which inevitably suggests an inference
touching the view held by the Scots on the claims of the pontiff, and the obedience due to
him, which isnot at al agreegble to the assertors of the papd dignity, either in our own or
in medieva times; and s0 the two missons have been jumbled and mixed up together ina
way that tends to prevent that inference being seen. Let us see how the case stands. It
throws light on the condition of the Christian Scots at the opening of the fifth century,

and thelr rdations to the Itdian bishop.

The garting point of our argument is afact which iswell authenticated in history, and
which must be held to rule the whole question. In the year 431, says Prosper, writing in
the same century, "Pdladius was sent by Pope Cedestine to the Scots believing in Christ
astheir firg bishop." We know of no succeeding writer who has cdled in question the
statement of Progper; but let us reflect how much that statement concedes, and how far it
goes to make good our whole contention. It is admitted, then, that in A.D. 431 the Scots,
that is, the Scotsin Irdand, for Irdland was then the segt of the nation were "believersin
Chrigt." The words of Progper cannot mean only that there were individua converts
among the Scots; they obvioudy imply that alarge body of that nation had been
converted to Christianity. The fact of their Chrigtianization had been carried to the
metropolis of the Chrigtian world, it had received the grave attention of the pontiff.
Cedegtine had judged the Scots ripe for having a bishop set over them, and accordingly,
consecraing Pdladius, he dipatched him to exercise that office amongs them. The
words of Progper can bear no other construction. They show us the Scots formed into a
Church, enjoying, doubtless, the ministry of pastors, but lacking that which, according to
Roman ideas, was essentid to the completeness of their organization, a bishop, namely.
And accordingly Celestine resolves to supply this want, by sending Pdladiusto crown
their ecclesagtica polity, and to receive in return, doubtless, for this mark of pontifical
affection, the submission of the Scotsto the papa see.

But the medievad chroniclers go on to rae what it isimpossible to reconcile with the
state of affairs among the Scots as their previous statements had put it. They first show us
the Scots bdlieving in Chrigt, and Pdladius arriving amongst them as their bishop. And
then they go on to say that the Scotsin Ireland were still unconverted, and thet it was
Petrick by whom this greet revolution in their affairs was brought about. Accounting for
the repulsed flight of Pdladius, they say, "God had given the conversion of Irdand to S.
Patrick." The words are, "'Pdlladius was ordained and sent to convert thisidand, lying
under wintry cold, but God hindered him, for no man can receive anything from earth
unlessit be given him from heaven." Of equd antiquity and authority is the following:
"Then Patricusis sent by the angd of God named Victor, and by Pope Celesting, in
whom al Hibernia believed, and who baptized amost the whole of it."

So, then, according to the medieva chroniclers, we have the Scots bdieving in Chrigt in
A.D. 431 when Pdladius arrived among them, and we have them yet to be converted in
A.D. 431when Peatrick visited them. Either Pope Celestine was grosdy imposed upon
when he was made to believe that the Scots had become Christian and needed a bishop,
or the medieva biographers of St. Petrick have blundered as regards the year of his
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arrivd in Irdand, and made him follow Pdladius when they ought to have made him
precede him. Both statements cannot be correct, for that would make the Scots to be at
once Chrigtian and pagan. In history asin logic it is the more certain that determines the
less certain. The more certain in this caseis the misson of Pdladiusin 431, and the
condition of the Scots as dready believersin Christ. The less certain is the conjectural
vigit of Patrick in 432. The latter, therefore that is, the year of Patrick's arriva in Ireland,
must be determined in harmony with the admitted historic fact as regards the time and
object of Pdladius misson, and that imperatively demands that we give precedence to
Petrick asthe first missonary to the Scotsin Irdland, and the man by whom they were
brought to the knowledge of the Gospel. To place him after Palladius would only land us
in contradiction and confusion.

Other facts and congderations confirm our view of this matter. Patrick's life, written by
himsdlf, is the oldest piece of patridtic literature extant, the authorship of which was
within the British churches. As a sober and trustworthy authority, it outweighs dl the
medieval chronicles put together. The pictureit presents of Irdland at the time of Patrick's
ariva isthat of a pagan country. Not aword does he say of any previous laborer in this
fiedd. Heis seen building up the church among the Scots from its very foundations. Other
witnesses to the same fact follow. Marcus, an Irish bishop who flourished in the
beginning of the ninth century, informs us that Patrick cameto Irdand in A.D. 405; and
Nennius, who lived about the same time, repesats the statement. "The Leadhar Breac,”

or Speckled Book, which is the most important repertory of ecclesastical and theologica
writings which the Irish Church possesses, being written early in the twelfth century, and
some parts of it in the eighth century, or even earlier, gives usto undersand that it was
known & Rome that Patrick was laboring in Irdland when Pdladius was sent thither, for it
informs us that "Pdladius was sent by Pope Celestine with agospd for Patrick to preach
to the Irish." And in one of the oldest lives of Patrick extant it is admitted thet he wasin
Irdland many years before Pdladius arrived in that country.

There are three dates in the career of Patrick which have of |ate been ascertained with
tolerable certainty. These are his birth, his death, and the length of time he [abored as an
evangdid in Irdand; and while these dates agree with one another, and so afford a strong
corroboration of the accuracy of dl three, they cannot be reconciled with the theory that
Petrick's minigtry in Ireland was pogterior to the misson of Pdladius. According to the
best authorities, Patrick was born about A.D. 373; and Lanigan has adduced good
evidence to provethat hedied in A.D. 465. The"Book of Armagh” furnishes
corroborative evidence of the same fact. It says, "From the passion of Chrigt to the deeth
of Patrick there were 436 years." The crucifixion took place about A.D. 30; and adding
these thirty yearsto the 436 that intervened between the crucifixion and the deeth of
Patrick, we arrive @ A.D. 466 as the year of his demise. Traditions of the highest
authority attest that he spent sixty yearsin preaching the Gospel to the Scoto-Irish. And
as between A.D. 405, when, we have said, Patrick arrived in Irdland, and A.D. 465
when he died, there are exactly Sixty years, we are presented with a strong confirmation
that thisisthe true scheme of hislife, and that when Pdladius arrived "with a gospel

from Pope Cdedtine for Patrick to preach to the Irish," he found the British missonary in
the midst of his evangdica labors among the Scots, and learned, much to his chagrin,
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doubtless, that the numerous converts of Patrick preferred to keep by the shepherd who
had been the first to lead them into the pastures of the Gospel to following the voice of a
dtranger.

If anything were wanting to complete the proof that Paladius came not before, but after,
Petrick, intruding into afield which he had not cultivated, and attempting to exercise
authority over aflock who knew him not, and owed him no subjection, it isthe
trangparent weakness of the excuses by which it has been attempted to cover Pdladius
speedy and inglorious flight from Irdland, and the very improbable and, indeed,
incredible account which the medieva chroniclers have given of the appointment by

Pope Celegtine of Patrick as his successor. If onewho had filled the influentid position of
archdeacon of Rome, as Pdladius had done, had so Sgnaly failed in hismisson to the
Scots, and been so summarily and unceremonioudy repudiated by them, it is not likely
that Celestine would so soon renew the attempt, or that his choice would fall on one of
whose name, S0 far as our information goes, he had never heard at dl events, one of
whom he could have known dmost nothing. Nor isthisthe only, or, indeed, main
difficulty connected with this supposed appointment by Celestine. Patrick, we aretold,
was nominated as Palladius successor, when the Pope had learned that the latter was
dead. The Pope never did or could learn that his missionary to the Scots was dead, for
before it was possible for the tidings to have traveled to Rome, the Pope himsdlf wasin
his grave. Cdedtinedied in July the 27th, A.D. 432. At that time Pdladiuswas dive at
Fordun, or, if he had succumbed to the fever that carried him off, he was but newly deed;
and months must have eapsed before the tidings of his decease arrived in Rome, to find
the Pope aso in histomb. It hardly needs the plain and positive denid Peatrick himsdlf has
given, that he never received pontifical consecration, to convince us, that his gppointment
by Pope Cedestine as missonary or bishop to Irdland isafable.

The more nearly we gpproach this matter, and the closer we look into the alegations of
the chroniclers and of those who follow them, the more clearly does the truth appear. The
excuseswith which they cover the speedy retreat of Paladius only reved the naked fact;
they are a confession that the Chrigtian Scots refused to receive him as their bishop. The
gory of Nathy, the terrible Irish chieftain, who so frightened Pdladius that he fled for his
life before he had been many daysin the country, isawesk and ridiculous invention.
Instead of a powerful monarch, as some have painted him, Nathy was a petty chieftain,
who dretched his scepter over ateritory equa in Sze to an English county or a Scotch
parish; and if Pdladius could not brave the wrath of so inggnificant a potentate, verily his
courage was smdl, and his zed for the cause which Cdestine had entrusted to him,
lukewarm. We cannot blieve that the missonary of Celestine was the craven this story
would represent him to have been, or that he would so easly betray the interests of the
Papd chair, or refuse to run alittle risk for the sake of advancing its pretensons. The true
reason for his precipitate flight was, beyond doubt, the opposition of the Scotsto his
mission. They wanted no bishop from Rome. Patrick had now for twenty seven years
been Iaboring among them; he had been their ingructor in the Gospd; they willingly
submitted to his gracious rule; they rgoiced to cal him ther bishop, athough there never
was amiter st on his brow; and they had no desire to exchange the government of his
pastord staff for the iron crook of this emissary from the banks of the Tiber. If the
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"gospe" which Pdladius had brought from Celestine to preach to them was the same
Gospd which Petrick had taught them, what could they do but expresstheir regret that he
should have come so long ajourney to give them that which they aready possessed? If it
was another gospel, even though it had come down to them from Rome, which was now
aspiring to be cdled the mother and mistress of al churches, they declined to recaiveit.
In short, the Scots gave Pdladius plainly to understand that he had meddled in a matter
with which he had no concern, and that they judged his interference an attempt to stedl
thelr hearts from him who had "begotten them in Chrigt," and to whom al their loyaty
was due, and of inflicting upon them the farther wrong of robbing them of the liberty in
which they lived under the pastor of their choice, and bringing them into thralldom to a
foreign lord. But the plain unvarnished record of the fact was not to be expected from the
medievd chroniclers. They were worshipers of the pontificad grandeur, and hence the
contradictions and fables by which they have sought to conced the affront offered to the
pontiff in the person of his deputy. Nor is the fact to be looked for from those modern
writers who are o anxious to persuade us that the Scots were dways in communion with
Rome, and dways subject to the authority of its bishop. History shows us the very
opposite. Thefirg acts of the Scots on their conversion to the Chrigtian faith are seen to
be these they repe the advances of the bishop of Rome, they put forth aclam of
independence, and they refuse to bow at the foot of the papal chair. Amen!!

28



CHAPTER 6: PATRICK CROSSES THE SEA-- BEGINSHIS
MINISTRY-- MANNER OF HISPREACHING-- EFFECT ON THE
IRISH

NOTHING could be more unpretending, or farther removed from display, than the
manner in which Patrick entered on his misson. We see him go forth, not, indeed, done,
but with only a smdl following of obscure and humble disciples. He has communicated
his design to afew sdect members of the British church of Strathclyde: they have
gpproved his purpose, and caught a portion of his spirit, and now offer themselves as the
associates of hisfuture [abors. On a certain day they proceed together to the sea shore,
and pass over to the other Sde. On that voyage hang events of incal culable consequence.
If the tempest shdl burst and mishap befal the tiny ship now laboring amid the tides of
the Irish Channd, history must dter its course, and the destiny of nations will be

changed. Tirechan, the eighth century commentator on the "Life of Petrick,” deeming so
mean an escort atogether unbefitting so great an occasion, has provided Patrick with a
sumptuous retinue of "holy bishops, presbyters, deacons, exorcidts, ostiari, and lictors.” It
is hard to see the need he had of such an attendance, or the help these various
functionaries could give him in his labors among the savage clans of pagan Irdland. But

in truth the coracle that carried Patrick across the Channel bore no such freight. This
army of spiritua men isthe pure cregtion of the chronicler's pen.

The little party crossed the seaiin safety, and arrived at Innes Patrick, asmal idand off
the coast of Dublin. Their stay here was short, the place being then most probably
uninhabited. They next sailed dong the coast northward, hating at various points on their
voyage to recruit their stock of provisions. In some ingtances the inhabitants absolutely
refused to supply their necessities, and sent then away fasting, and Peatrick, his
biographers say, punished their niggardliness by pronouncing the curse of barrenness on
the rivers and fields of these inhospitable people. These "bolts of maediction,” ashis
biographers term them, we may well bdieve, are as purely imaginary as the crowd of
"holy bishops' that formed his train. Such fictions serve only to show how ill these
writers understood the man whose character they had undertaken to portray. Patrick bore
neither wegpon in his hand nor maediction on hislip: he had come to preach peace, and
to scatter blessings, and, after the example of a Greater, he took no account whether they
were friends or enemies on whom these blessings lighted.

Continuing their course, Patrick and his fellow-voyagers reached the coast of Ulster, and
finaly disembarked at the mouth of the Sain, asmall river now cdled Sany. The spot
lies between the town lands of Ring Lane and Ballintogher, about two miles from Sabha
or Saul. Hereit wasthat Patrick began his great career. In the little band which we see
stepping on shore at Downpatrick to begin work among the Scotsin Ireland, we behold
the beginning of that grest movement among the Cdltic nations by which Chridianity,
during the course of the three following centuries, was spread from the banks of the Po to
the frozen shores of Icdand.
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Patrick's first sermon was preached in abarn. The use of this humble edifice was granted
him by the chief of the didtrict, whom, the legend says, was the same man as his former
madter, Milchu. When we see Patrick risng up before a crowd of pagan Scotsin thisbarn
we are reminded of the wooden shed in which Luther, ten centuries afterwards, opened
his public ministry in the market place of Wittenberg. In afabric having aslittle

pretension to show or grandeur did Patrick open hismission in Ireland. He spoke in the
diaect of those whom he addressed. The Cdtic was then the common tongue of the
North of Europe. The didect of Irdand might differ from the didect of Patrick's
birthplace, but that presented no difficulty in his case, seeing he had made himsdlf

familiar with the didect of Ulster during the six years that he herded sheep on its
mountains. He knew not the tongue only but the hearts dso of the men who now stood
before him. He had learned to read them when he mingled with them asadave. To what
device had he recourse to gain their attention? How was he able to procure for his words
entrance into their dark minds? How isit that the lightning penetrates the gloom of the
deepest midnight? Isit not by its own inherent illuminating power? Patrick's words were
light, light from the skies, and Smply by their own slent and celestid power, like the
lightning of the clouds, did they penetrate the pagan darkness and chase the night from
the souls of these men.

The churchmen in Rome at that day were vying with each other in the glory of ther
officid garments, and the grandeur of their temples, sure signs that they had begun to
distrust the power of their message. It wasin his perfect confidence in the unimpaired
omnipotent power of the Gospel message, that Patrick's great strength lay. Asthe days
when the Gospd waked in Galilee and preached to men by the sea shore and on the
mountain's Sde, SO was now to bein Ulster. The Gospel had returned to the smplicity,
and with the smplicity, to the power of itsyouth. Smitten with premature decrepitude in
the proud Itdian capitd, it was about to go forth with the footsteps of a mighty conqueror
on the mountains of Antrim. While the doquence of Chrysostom was evoking only the
noisy plaudits of the gay citizens of Constantinople, the words of Petrick were to draw
forth from the Scots of Ulgter the tears of genuine penitence.

Standing up before his audience in the same garb in which he had crossed the seg, and
gpeeking to them in their mother tongue, Peatrick told them the smple but grand story of
the cross. The rugged exterior of the speaker was soon forgotten in the wonder and
amazement which his message awakened. Like afire, it searched the souls of his hearers
through and through. Like a great hammer, it smote upon their consciences and awoke
them from their deep deep. Asit had been formerly with Patrick himself, so was it now
with these ignorant and fierce men; their own former saves came out of the darkness of
their ignorance, and stood before their eyes. What had their past life been but one long
transgression! So did they now seeit. Like men coming out of a stupor, and struggling
painfully back into consciousness, o these men, in whom amora and spiritud
consciousness was now being developed, returned to life with pain and agony, feding the
load of guilt and wretchedness that lay upon them. To efface the record of these
iniquitous deeds was impossible, and it was equdly beyond their power to atone for
them. And yet satifaction, they fdt, there must be, otherwise the approach of a doom, as
terrible as it was righteous, could not be stayed. What were they to do? On every side
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they saw themselves confronted with stern redlities, not to be met by fictions or mystic
rites, but by redities equdly great. Behind them were acts of flagrant transgression. In
front of them was a Law in which they heard the voice of a great Judge spesking, and
saying, "Thewages of sinis Death" Trouble and anguish took hold upon them.

Anon there began to pass another change upon the men gathered round Patrick, and
ligening for the firgt time in their lives to the Gospel from his lips. They began to
undergtand that this was a message from Heaven; and they gathered hope from the fact
that the Great Father had sent one to cdl them from the errors in which they had long
wandered, and bring them back to himsdlf. It was clear that He had no pleasure in their
death. Light began to bregk in through their degp darkness. And now there seemed to be
unveiled before them, asif by an unseen hand, a Tree on which a Divine Victim was
suspended, who was bearing their sins and dying in their room. It was this wondrous
sght that changed the words of the preacher from a message of condemnation and death
into a message of forgiveness ad life. Here was the very satisfaction which their
conscience craved in order that it might lay down its burden. Here was blood of priceless
vaue, and not aspot in dl the black record of their past lives which it could not wash ot.
Thiswas the door of life eternd. At its threshold neither money nor merit was demanded
as the condition of admission. Why, then, should they not press into the kingdom, and sit
down with the patriarchs and prophets, the kings and righteous men of former ages? They
did so. Their pagan life cast off, their hearts purified by the truth, they entered and
enrolled their names in that goodly and glorious company which counts among its
members men of every age and of every race, and the least of whom is grester than the
highest of the grandees of the empires of earth.

It was not every onein the assembly now gathered round Peatrick whose heart was
touched, and was able to press into the kingdom, the door of which he opened to his
hearers. Nor was it, perhaps, the mgor part; but even if only afew responded to hiscdl,
that was much in the circumstances. The heart of the missonary was cheered. He heard
in the occurrence a voice bidding him go forward and fear not. If he had been haunted by
misgivings that one so humble as he fdt hmsdf to be had committed a grave imprudence
in undertaking so great an enterprise, these misgivings were now et a rest. These first
fruits were the pledges of agreat harvest in daysto come. The whole land would be given
him provided he had zed to labor and faith to wait. The Gospd had given another proof
of its power, and one not the least illustrious of the many it had exhibited since it began
its career. Erethis day it had visted many lands, and told its message in dmost dl the
tongues of earth, barbarous and civilized; it had traversed the vast territory that stretches
from the shores of the Nile to the banks of the Ganges, from the snows of Atlasto the
mountains of the Kurds, leaving on its peth al throughout that immense fid the
monuments of its beneficent spirit, and transforming energy in tribes emancipated and
civilized, in inditutions and laws amdiorated, and in individud lives rescued from
degradation and ennobled by purity and hope. But it may be questioned whether the
Gospel had ever entered aregion where, judged from human standpoint, its success was
more improbable than among the Scots in Irdland, intractable and stubborn in disposition,
held in bondage by their chieftains, and inspired with awe and terror by their Druidic
priests. Y et here it was that the Gospel was destined to win its more conspicuous, and
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certanly its most enduring triumph.
The commission of Patrick had now received itsfird attesting sedl. "He tarried many

daysthere" saysthe "Book of Armagh." He journeyed over the whole didtrict, preaching
and teaching, "and there the faith began to spread.”
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CHAPTER 7: PATRICK' SBARN-- HISTOUR-- SIN COUNTRY
DISTRICT-- SIN TOWNS-- CONVERSATIONS-- SERM ONS--
TOILSAND PERILS-- EFFORTSON BEHALF OF SLAVES-- WAS
HE EVER AT ROME?

IT isseldom that a great career detined to be crowned with complete and enduring
success opensin victory. Yet so it wasin the case of Patrick. He crossed the seg, and the
Scots of Ireland surrendered to him at the first summons. So it may be said, for in these
firgt converts the nation is seen giving pledges of full submisson in duetime. With the
arriva of this man on the Irish shore a mighty unseen influence goes forth over the land,
and like that plagtic force that stirsin the bosom of the earth in spring, and sends forth the
little flower to tell that winter has fulfilled its months, and that summer isreturning, so

this influence which was descending from a higher sky had sent forth these first blossoms
to tell that the dark winter of the land was past, and that a sweeter spring tide than any
that had ever before freshened its fields was drawing nigh.

In after years a church was erected on the site of the humble edifice in which Patrick had
opened his ministry and gained hisfirg triumphs. The form of that church was

rectangular, like that of the barn which it replaced. And like the barn, too, the church

stood from north to south. It had not yet been decreed that the true orthodox position of a
church isfrom east to west, and that unlessit is so placed, the sacraments dispensed in it
lack converting power. The idea of such athing had not dawned on Patrick's mind, and so
he went on preaching in churches turned in every direction without finding thet the

efficacy of the Gospel was in the least impaired thereby; and the fact is undoubted that
never was there such amultitude of conversonsin Irdland as in those days when the
churches of that country stood in directions that flagrantly transgressed the afterwards
established rubric. This venerable, though uncanonica sanctuary, which arose on the site
on which Patrick's first sermon was preached, was styled Sabhal Padriuc, that is, Patrick's
Barn. The place retains the name to this day, and is Stuated about two miles northeast of
Downpatrick.

Drawing fresh strength, doubtless, from this auspicious commencement of his career,
Petrick went forth to prosecute his ministry throughout the surrounding region. Much he
joyed to give liberty to aland which had given davery to himself, and that joy received

an accession with each new convert. In following the steps of our great missonary it is
vain atempting to record his progress from day to day, or even from one year to another.
We cannot tell the order in which he visited the severd districts and clans, nor do we
know the number or the rank of the converts he baptized at the various points where he
preached. The task of chronicling such a progress, stage by stage, so easy in the case of a
modern mission, is dtogether impossible in the case of the missions and missonaries of
fourteen hundred years ago. Not only are dl contemporary records, such as the men of
their own day would have given, wanting, but there hangs between us and these remote
evangdists acloud of fables and prodigies, the cregtion of men who lived long after these
early laborers had gone to their graves, and who neither sympathized with their pure
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spiritud ams nor were able to rise to the conception of the smple greatness of their
characters. The men and the events of those days |ook out upon us from alegendary fog.

In the case of the apogtle of Irdland, this disadvantage exists in amore than usua degree.
A score of legendary pens have been set to work to distort and disfigure him. Each
individual biographer has crested a . Patrick in his own likeness. Open the pages of this
biographer; the features on which we gaze are those of an excited visonary or addirious
fanatic.

Turn to asecond; it isaworker of miracles and aforeteller of future events, that stands
before us. A third exhibits Patrick as a necromancer, silencing contradiction and
compelling submission by the mysterious forces of incantations, spells, and exorciams. A
fourth paints him as proud and choleric, more ready to avenge than to forgive an injury,
and thundering maediction on al who oppose him; while a fifth invests him with power
over the dements of nature, of which he makes ready use for the discomfiture of hisfoes,
covering them with thick darkness, or dispersing them with frightful tempests, engulfing
them by earthquake, or consuming them by fire from heaven. We fed indinctively that
thisis not the gpostle of Irdland, but a grosdy conceived and hideoudy-painted
caricature.

Thereis but one authentic likeness of Patrick; alikeness, it istrue, drawn by hisown
hand, but drawn al unconscioudy the hand doing awork which the mind listed not of,

the Confesso, to wit. It authenticates itsalf by its unlikenessto al other biographies of

the same man, and by being such as the medieva biographers were utterly unable to have
produced.

Let us mark the manner of the man as he has unwittingly revedled himsdlf to us. Heis
clothed in along woolen garment. His eye burns with energy; his brow is meek but
courageous. Benign his aspect. He spesaks, and his voice draws the natives round him.
Thereisatenderness and a beseechingnessin it that compe them to listen. How artlesdy
he adapts himsdlf to their prgudices and habitsl and how gentle and patient is he with
their gross and carnd ideasl how persevering in his efforts to find an entrance for the
light into their dark mindsl His own heart, schooled in spiritud affliction, knows how to
lay itsdf dongside theirs. Thus quietly but earnestly he pursues hiswork from day to

day, avalling himsdf of the principles of naturd religion which Druidism had dimly

lodged in their minds, to awaken conscience to a sense of Sin, and to call up the image of
ajudgment to come: and when he finds that the arrow has entered, and that the wound
has begun to bleed oh, how does he rgoicel Not that he has pleasure in the anguish of the
sufferer, but because he anticipates the joy of the cure.

On histours he entered the huts of the peasantry, shared in their humble medl, and while
Seeted at table with them he would take occasion to draw the conversation from ordinary
maiters to those of highest concern. He would tell them in smple words of that grest
event which had come to pass, four hundred years before, in Jerusalem, which had been
aready made known in so many lands, and which was now published to them dso for the
forgiveness of their sns. He would tell them that He who died on Calvary was now dive,



was reigning in Heaven, and would come on the greet find day as Judge; but meanwhile,
before that great day should come, He was sending His messengers to dl nations with the
command that they should believe and obey His Gospd. Their hearts would be touched
by the tidings of a death so wonderful and alove so grest, and the visit would end as
amilar vigts had ended in primitive times, by the householder saying, "See, hereis

water; what hinders that we should be baptized"?

On the hillside he would st down amid the shepherds and cowherds, and tdl them of a
Shepherd who gave His life for the sheep. He would not despise his audience because
they were mean, nor despair of them because they were ignorant, seeing it was while he
himsdf sat on the hillsde as a cowherd that his own hard heart began to melt and his own
blind eye to open. How vividly now woud the whole scene return and present itself
before his memory! Asthe laborers rested in the fields at noontide, he would join himself
to them, and opening the Scriptures, he would read to these toil-worn men aparable or a
gory from Holy Writ. It might be of that Lord of the vineyard who, when evening was
come, summoned His servants before Him, and proceeded to reckon with them, giving,
without stint or grudge, to the man who had labored but one hour in the vineyard even as
to the man who had |abored twelve hours, the penny of an everlasting glory. Would they
not like to be the servants of such a Master, and when their evening had come, to be
cdled into His presence and have their poor services acknowledged by so transcendent a
recompense?

Or he discoursed to them of that runaway from home and father who kept swinein the far
country. He showed him to them, as he sat amid his vile charge, raggedness on his back,
faminein his hollow cheek, and remorse in his soul, a supremely pitiable goectacle. He
asks them whether they had ever known one who resembled that poor prodigd; whether
they had known any one who had committed the same folly and plunged himself into the
same gulf of wanton wretchedness? They answer him with asigh, and they begin to say
each within himsdf, "1 am that prodigdl. | have wandered far from my Father: dad |

know not the way back to Him." "I, too," responds the missonary interpreting their
unspoken thoughts, "have played the runaway. |, too, have been in the far country, and
have fdlt the pangs of that hunger which there preys upon the heart.

And | should have been gtting there to this hour, shut in with my wretchedness and utter
despair, had not a voice spoken to me and said, 'In your Father's house there is bread
enough and to spare, while you perish with hunger.' Being come to mysdlf, | arose and
went to my Fether. | invite you to do so adso. If you st ill in thisland of famine you

shdl certainly perish. Your Father's door is open to you. The same welcome that met me
at itsthreshold awaits you, and the same arms which folded me to His heart will be
opened to embrace you. Arise and go to Him."

Petrick, in the prosecution of hismission, visited the towns as well asthe villages and

rurd digtricts. On these occasions, we are told, he would assemble the inhabitants by tuck
of drum. To face atown assembly was a more formidable affair than to open afamiliar
conversation with a company of shepherds on the hillside, or begin a discourse to agroup
of laborersin the field; but the centers of influence, which are the cities, must be won if
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Irdland is to be gained for the Gospd. The tocsin has been sounded, and the men of the
city, knowing that it announces the arriva of one of whom they have heard such strange
things, flock to see and hear him. Along with them come a multitude of the baser sort,
zed ous upholders of the customs of their fathers, which they have been told this man
everywhere spesks againgt. They greet the missonary with clamor and scowls.
Undismayed, Patrick rises up before them, and amid the gaping wonder of some, the rude
mocking of others, and the silence of afew, proceeds to unfold his message. He does not
directly attack the rites of the groves. He must first show them a better dtar and a holier
sacrifice than that of the Druid, and then they will forsake their bloody oblations of their
own accord. He speaks to them of a God whom they have not seen, for He dwellsin the
heavens, but the workings of whose power, and the tokens of whose love, are dl around
them. Can He who spread out the plains of earth, who decks them with the flowers of
spring, and waters them with the rain of the clouds, and clothes them year by year with
bounteous harvests, take ddlight in the crud sacrifices you offer to him in the dark wood?
So far from demanding the immolation of your innocent offspring, He has sent His own
son to die in your room. Other sacrifice He does not demand and will not accept. Itisa
cry for vengeance, not a prayer for pardon, which rises from the blood that streams on the
dtar of the Druid. But the sacrifice | announce to you spesks peace: it opens the heavens.
it reveals to you the face of a Father: are you willing to be reconciled to Him? We hear
somein that crowd, who had felt the unseen power that goes dong with this message,
reply, We are willing. From this hour we go no more to the dtars of the Druids. We have
borne their heavy yoke too long. We cast oursalves at the feet of our Father, and humbly
beg for the sake of His own son to be receded back into His love.

It was in these Smple and easly understood terms, for the Gospel is ever the mightiest
when preached in plain unvarnished phraseology, that Patrick found entrance for
Chridtianity into the Scottish municipdities and clanships of Irdland. We have no written
chronicle of his sermons, but we know on what model he formed himsdlf as an ingtructor
of theignorant; and the incidental dlusions which he makesin his"Confesso” to his
minigtry assure us that this was the spirit and style in which he discharged it. Y et meek
and unassuming though he was, he spoke as one having authority, and not as the Druids.
If hislanguage was plain the truths he uttered were weighty, and such as even these poor
ignorant men could not but see in some sort to be inexpressibly grand. They met the
deepest needs and cravings of their hearts. Those who received them fdt that by some
marvelous power they had awakened within them fedings and motives they had never
known till now. They fdt that they were other men than they had been before. And this
trandformation of soul was not long of making itsdf manifest in the outward life. Ther
townsmen and neighbours saw that they were different men from them, and different men
even from their former selves. There was a purity, a charity, an unsdfishnessin ther
lives which they could not well explain, but the power and beauty of which they could
not but see, and this new and lovely character was exhibited with a grace so natural and
easy that manifestly it was not assumed or acted, but genuine; it was the result of a
change wrought in the degpest principles of their being. These were the monuments
Peatrick left behind him in every town which he visted, of the divinity of the Gospel.
These men, changed in the very essence of their character, the whole scope, aim, and
influence of their lives now become the very reverse of what they had aforetime been,

36



were the most convincing proofs that in making known to them the death and rising again
of that great ONE who had come on earth for man's deliverance, he had not been
entertaining them with anidle tale, or trading on their smplicity and credulity by

narrating to them "a cunningly-devised fable."

Having ddivered his message in one town, Patrick must needs go forward and publish
the "good tidings' in this other dso. When he took his departure he had the satisfaction of
thinking that the Gospel remained behind him, and that it would spesk to the pagan
populations by the transformed characters and pure lives of those who had embraced it.
Thus he multiplied missionaries as he went onward. They might be few: two in asept, or
onein acity, but their strength lay not in their numbers, but in their character; they were
light-bearersin their several communities.

The conquest of Irdland to the Gospel was, there is reason to think, neither easy nor
sudden. On the contrary, every referenceto it, direct or incidentd, in the "Confessio,”
confirms usin the belief that as the work was greet o its accomplishment consumed long
years of anxious and exhausting labor. We have seen the gleam of successthat heralded
its commencement; nevertheless it found no exemption in its after sages from the law
that requires that every great cause shdl be baptized in suffering. Delay, disappointment,
and repeated failure must test the faith and mature the wisdom and courage by which
ultimate success is to be achieved and rewarded. For the long period of sixty years, with
but few intervals of rest, Patrick had to maintain this greet combat with the two potencies
Druidism and Darkness which had so long held possession of Ireland. Victory came
dowly, and only late in the day. That pestiferous priest craft which had struck its roots
deep into the soil, was not to be extirpated in a day, and the nation ddlivered by afew
rapid and brilliant strokes. Such awork could be done only in anxiety and weariness,
often in cold and hunger, with many tears and strong cries for help, and amid privations
cheerfully submitted to, reviling meekly borne, and dangers courageoudy braved. Such
was the man who carried the Gospel to the Scotsin Ireland, and through them to the
whole idand. Days and nights together, he tells us, he was occupied in reading and
interpreting the Scriptures to the people. All his journeys were performed on foot. We see
him, staff in hand, regardiess of the blagt, traversing quaking bog, and threading dark
wood, happy if a the end of hisway he could impart light to some dark mind. And this
work he did without earthly recompense. He coveted neither dignity from pope nor gold
from chieftain. "1 accepted nothing for my pains” said he, "lest the Gospel should be
hindered.”

The only reward Patrick received was persecution. This, and not papa consecration, was
the badge of his apostleship. And persecution in every variety of form, save that of desth,
befdl him. Hislife, though often in extreme jeopardy, was providentidly shielded, for it
was the will of his Magter that the desire of his heart, which was the conversion of

Irdland, should be given him. But, short of thislast extremity, every other species of
indignity and suffering had he to endure. There were incessant journeying over awild
country; there were the ambushes sat for him in the way; there were the discomfort and
deeplessness that wait on a couch spread under the open night sky; there was the
uncertainty of daily bread; there were the gibes and buffetings of pagan crowds; there
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was the dangerous wrath of powerful chieftains, who feared the effect Patrick’s preaching
might have on their sarfs and who were not likely long to hesitate when called to decide
between the life of the missonary and the loyalty of their dependents. And there was the
fury of some mob or clan which the priests of Druidism had ingtigated to violence againgt
the preacher, whom they branded as a contemner of their worship and areviler of their
gods. But when chased from any particular scene of Iabor by the frown of chieftain or the
violence of the populace, his regret was the less from knowing that the work would not
uffer interruption thereby, for the words he had spoken would germinate in heartsin his
absence, and when the storm subsided he would find disciples to welcome his return.

It was after this fashion that Patrick stormed and won the Septs of Ireland. These were the
red miraclesthat illustrated his career, and they far excd the marvels and prodigies

which the fertile but credulous imaginations of his monkish biographers have credited

him with. In these labors so patiently prosecuted, in these sufferings so meekly endured,
and in the success which crowned his efforts, but of which he never boasts, we see the
true Patrick not the Patrick of monkish story or of vulgar romance, who routs hydras and
chases dragons from the soil of Ireland, but the Patrick who, seizing the sword of the
Spirit, rushesinto the darkness of that land, and encounters things more difficult to be
overcome than hogts of literd mongters, even the evils begotten of deep ignorance, and
the beliefs engendered by an ancient superdtition. All he discomfits, and cleanses the land
from the dragon brood that possessed it. This was a higher achievement than if he had
yidlded sovereign authority over the elements, and been obeyed by the lightning of the
sky and the waves of the deep. So did it appear to Patrick himsdlf. "Whence to we this
grace,” says he, "that | should come to the Irish tribes to preach the Gospe and endure
these wrongs a the hands of the unbelieving? that | should bear the reproach of being a
wanderer and an dien, and undergo so many persecutions, even to bonds and
imprisonment, and sacrifice mysdf and my nobility and rank™ (he was the son of a
Decurio) "for the sake of others? And | am readly, if | should be found meet, and the Lord
should indulge me o far, to lay down my life for His Name, because | am greetly a
debtor to God, who bestowed so great grace upon me.”

Not in his own person only was Patrick persecuted; he had frequently to suffer in the
persons of his converts. This, we may well believe, gave him more poignant grief than
what touched himsdf. It wrung his heart to see the serf incurring the anger and enduring
the blows of his pagan magter for no fault save that of obeying the cdl of the Gospel and
becoming afollower of the cross. His sympathetic nature would not permit him to stand
aoof and refuse his mediation in behdf of “the sons of the faith,” when he beheld them
enduring stripes and imprisonment at the hands of some cruel lord whose daves they
continued to be, athough now they were the freed men of Christ. He would give his
money when his other good offices failed, and in thisway he was able to redeem from
tempora davery many whom he had dready rescued from spiritual bondage. In the
family, asin the clan, the influence of the missonary had often to be put forth. Enmities
and rankling sometimes followed the entrance of the Gospe into households, and Patrick
had to mediate between the heathen father and the Chrigtian child. Such were the clouds
that darkened the morning of the Christian Church in Irdland. But suffering only endeared
the cause to the convert. Neither the leader in thiswar of invasion, nor any soldier in the
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army under him, thought of retreating. The auguries of find triumph were multiplying

from day to day, and the banners of light were being borne farther and till farther into
the darkness of the land. It is at this point of his career that some of Petrick's biographers
throw in an unexpected and most surprising episode. Arresting him in hiswork, they
dismiss him for awhile from the fidd of hislabors and of his fast-coming triumphs, and
send him on ajourney to Rome, to receive consecration as a bishop from the Pope. Had
Patrick begun to covet the "pdl™ which the bishop of Rome was about thistime
beginning to send asa"gift" to the bishops of the Chrigtian world, with covert design of
drawing them into an admission of his supremacy? Or had he begun to doubt the
aufficiency of that commission of which it had been his humble boast that he received it
"from Chrigt himsdf" and did he now wish to supplement his Magter's grace with the
pontiff's consecration. It must be done so, if indeed it be the fact that he went to Rometo
solicit the pgpa anointing. But where is the proof of this? What Pope anointed Peatrick?

What contemporary record contains the aleged fact? Neither Prosper, nor Plating, nor
any other chronicler, mentions Petrick's visit to Rome, till Marianus, amonk of Cologne,
proclaimsit to the world in the eeventh century, without making it clear in what way or
through what channd afact hidden from the Sx previous centuries was reveded to
himsdf.

Thereisno erlier Irish authority for it than amanuscript of the fifteenth century. The
undoubted truth is, that oil of Pope never came on Petrick's head. He put no vaue on
papa consecration, and would not have interrupted his work for the space of an hour, or
gone amile out of hisway, though it had been to be anointed with the il of al the Popes.
Nay, we may venture to affirm that he would not have left the evangdlization of Ireland
wereit to have been indtalled even in the chair of Peter. Let usfirst hear Patrick himsdlf
on the point. His words make it clear that from the moment he arrived in Irdland asa
missonary till helad hisbonesin its soil, not aday did he absent himsdf from the
country. "Though | most earnestly desired to go to Britain," says he, "asif to my country
and kindred, and not only so, but even to proceed as far as Gaul the Lord knows how
much | wished it, yet bound in the spirit which declares me guilty if | should do so, | fear
lest | should lose aught of my labor, nay, not mine, but Christ's my Lord, who
commanded me to come to this people, and live with them during the resdue of my life”
Dr. Lanigan, the able Roman Catholic higtorian of St. Patrick, treatsthe story asa
fabrication. "This pretended tour to Rome," says he, "and the concomitant circumstances,
are et asde by the testimony of St. Patrick himsdf, who gives us most clearly to
undergtand that from the commencement of his mission he congtantly remained in

Irdland. And again: "It is dlear from his own tesimony that he remained with the Irish
people during the whole remainder of hislife"

All the more authentic accounts of the life of Patrick discredit this aleged consecration

by the Pope; or, rather, they make it certain that it never took place. The hymn of Faccis
dlent regarding it. The author, who was bishop of Setty, and adisciple and

contemporary of Patrick, is said to have written his work to record the principa events of
hislife, and published it not later than the middle of the century succeeding that in the

end of which Patrick died. Nevertheless, he makes no mention of hisvisit to Rome. The
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ancient Life of Patrick, preserved in the Book of Armagh, isequaly slent regarding it.
The story may be dismissed as the invention of writers who believed that no one could be
aminister of Christ unless he wore a"pdl," and had neither right to preach nor power to
convert unless he were linked to the chief pastor on the banks of the Tiber by the chain of
apogtolic successon.

We must here remark that the organization of the British church in the fifth century was
ample indeed, compared with the ecclesiastica mechanism of succeeding ages. There
was then no Mission Board to partition hesthendom into distinct fields of labor, and to
say to one, go and work yonder; and to another, come and evangelize here. The churchin
the early ages was a great missionary society whose members sought the spring of
evangdidic activity in their own breast, and were free to go forth without forma
delegation from synod or bishop, and evangelize as they might incline, at their open

doors or among remote pagan tribes.

Merchants, soldiers, and even daves were the first, in some instances, to carry the
knowledge of Chrigtianity to heathen lands. These facts help us to understand the position
of Patrick. It ishard to say what church, or if any church, gave him formd delegation to
Ireland. The church of Strath-Clyde in which his father was deacon, and himsdf a
presbyter the only ordination he ever received, so far as we can make outlooked with no
favor on his projected evangelization of Irdland, and was not likely to have given it
forma recognition. There is astory, founded on a doubtful legend in the Book of
Armagh, that the church of Gaul sent Patrick to convert the Irish and that he received
consecration from a bishop of that church, by the name of Amathorex. But thisand all
amilar dlegaions are sufficiently refuted by Peatrick himself. He says, "'l was made a
bishop inIrdand.” What meaning are we to attach to these words? Certainly not that of
formal episcopa consecration, for there were then no bishops or presbytersin Ireland,
save those which Patrick himself had placed in that office. These men, doubtless,
recognized him astheir chief and bishop; for he who had crested the flock had the best
right to wear the honor, or rather bear the burden of its oversight. And this interpretation
of the words is confirmed by the statement that follows them, in which Patrick ascribes
his misson or gpostolate to God only. He appears to have viewed the extraordinary
events that had befalen him asthe Divine call to essay the converson of Irdand; and
hence though he passes lightly over human ordination, and even leavesit doubtful
whether he ever received such, heis emphatic as regards the cdl of the people. Hetells
usthat he heard "the voice of the Irish” crying to him, and saying, "We pray thee, holy
youth, to come and henceforth walk: among us." He answered, "I, Patrick, the sinner,
comeat your cdl."
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CHAPTER 8: PATRICK'S" DAY OF TARA" -- CONVERSION OF
IRELAND, ETC.

WE have followed the footsteps of our missonary as he scatters the good seed amid the
rurd populations and the provincid towns of the north of Irdland. His journeys had yet
extended beyond the limits of the Irish Dalriada, the second cradle of the Scottish race,
and the sedt, as yet, of the body of the nation. But within these bounds the evangdidtic
labors of Patrick had been prosecuted with untiring assiduity. With alion-like courage
and a popular eoquence that remind us of Luther, Patrick would seem to have carried
captive the undergtandings and hearts of the nation. Patrick may be said to have been the
Luther of the earlier evangdization, and Columba though & avast distance its Calvin.

Patrick gave the firg touch to the movement; Columba came after and gave the laws by
which its course must be governed, if it would not expend itsdf in aburst of emaotion and
enthusiasm. And for both Cavin and Columba a secure retrest was provided, where, in
the very presence of countless foes, they might carry on their work. To Cavin was given
the little town at the foot of the Alps, which hed as its impregnable defense the riva and
conflicting interests of the four great monarchies that lay around it. What Genevawas to
Calvin, the rock of lonawas to Columba. It had for its rampart the stormy seas of the
west. The gates of Geneva were opening day by day to send forth missonaries and
martyrs into France and Switzerland, as a an earlier day trained evangdlists from the feet
of the elders of lonawere congtantly crossing the narrow drait to spread the light
amongst the British tribes and the pagan nations that were pouring into Europe.

Of the petty chieftains of the north of Ireland severd had been won to the Gospdl, and
among the fird fruits of their devotion were gifts of land for the service of the mission.
On these plots of ground Patrick erected humble churches, into which he gathered his
first converts, for instruction and worship. These young congregations he committed to
the care of pastors, whom he had converted and trained, and himsdlf went forward into
the surrounding heathenism to make other converts, whom he committed in like manner
to the care of other pastors. Never did warrior pant more earnestly for new relmsto
subdue, than Patrick longed to win fresh triumphs for the Cross; and never was joy of
conqgueror so ecstatic as was that of the missonary over these flocks gathered out of the
arid wilderness of Druidism and now led to the clear waters and green pastures of the

Gospd.

Before Patrick began hismission in Irdland, it was the inviolable abode of dmost every
species of oppresson and every form of evil. But now, we may well believe, its northern
part began to wear the aspect of a Chrigtian land. Wherever the feet of the missionary had
passed, there was seen in the wilds atract of light, and there was fdt the sweetness and
fragrance of Chridtianity. The terrible hardness and sdlfishness of pagan life had

departed; a secret charm was infused into existence; and though the relation of master and
sarf gill subssted, it had been wondroudy mellowed and sweetened. Every duty was
somehow easier. Faces formerly dark with hatred or suspicion, now beamed with kindly
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looks, and the very soil bore testimony to the mora and socia amdioration which had
been effected, in the better husbandry of the fields, and the air of peace and comfort that
began to surround the dwellings.

Petrick could now reflect with satisfaction that his misson had got afoothold in the
country. The organization of the infant church had reached a stage where it would be able
to maintain itsdlf, and evento make progress without the presence and the labors of its
founder. But the missonary was not content with what he had accomplished. There were
other septs, there were wider provinces, and there were more powerful chieftainsto be
subjected to the sway of the Gospel. The time was come, he judged, to carry the
evangdicad bannersinto the West and South of Ireland. It was now that his movement
opened out into nationd breadth, and that Patrick from being the evangelist of a province
became the apostle of anation, and the herad of amovement that ultimately extended to
the Cdltic nations of northern Europe.

The fear of Patrick had aready falen upon the priests of the old religion. This helped to
open hisway into the land. In the footsteps of the missonary the priests of the groves
heard the kndll of the downfdl of Druidism. "Who isthis" we hear them say, asthey
turned on one another pae faces, and spoke in trembling accents, "who isthiswho
marches through the land casting down the dtars of the country's faith, and withdrawing
the hearts of the people from their fathers gods? Whence comes he, and who gave him
this power?' Prophecy from its seat amid the hills of Judah had announced the coming of
a Great King who was to sway His scepter over dl the world. The echoes of that Divine
voice had gone round the earth, awakening expectation in some, terror in others. Nations
groaning in chains ligened to it asthe |sradite did to the silver trumpet which a dawn of
the year of Jubilee sent its glad ped throughout al his coadts, telling every Hebrew
bondsman that his forfeited inheritance had come lack, and that his lost freedom was
restored. So had this great prophecy sent its reverberations through al lands, awvakening,
even among savage tribes, the hope that the period of oppression would soon run out, and
agolden age bless the earth. Even the bards of Druidism had sung in hdting strainsthe
coming of this King, and the happiness and peace that would illugtrate His reign.

Fiacc records a prediction of the poets of Erin, Smilar to the vaticination that prevailed
among the classc nations previous to the advent of the Savior, to the effect that a King
would arise who should sway His scepter over dl the earth, and establish peace among dll
nations. And he adds, that no sooner did Patrick appear preaching than the Druids told
King Logaire that the time for the fulfillment of the prophecy was come, and that Temor,
the place of their great annud festival, was about to be deserted.

Thisbrings usto the "Day of Tara," the greatest day in the career of Petrick. This day
trandferred the scene of hislabors from the rura hamlet, with its congregation of rugtics,
to the metropolitan Temor, with its magnificent gathering of the dlans and chieftains of
Ireland. The year when the event we are about to relate took place, it isimpossible to fix.
The legends of fourteen hundred years leave in greet uncertainty both the object of the
fedtival and the season of the year when it was usudly celebrated. The modern writers
who have attempted to clear up the matter, after hazarding a multitude of guesses, and
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expending no little criticd lore, have |eft the matter very much where they found it. We
ghdl not follow their example by indulging in profitless discusson over the subordinate
circumstances of an event, the substance and issues of which are dl that concern us; and
inthese dl are agreed. Like dl the great festivals of the age, that of Tarawas, probably
partly reigious, partly palitica; the priesthood, to whom the regulation of such affairs

was mainly committed, taking care, doubtless, to make the former character predominate.
We shall keep as clear as possible of the mythicism of legend, and guide ourselves by the
probabilities of the case.

The great annud festival of Tara, caled "Bad'sfire," was at hand. No other occasion or
gpot indl Irdand, Patrick knew, would offer him an equa opportunity of lifting his
mission out of provincia obscurity and placing it full in the eye of the nation. Theking,
accompanied by the officers of his court, would be present. To Tara, too, in obedience to
the annua summons, would come the chieftains of the land, each followed by his clan,
over which he exercised the power of aking. The priests would there assemble, asa
matter of course; nor would the bards be wanting, the most influentid class, after the
priests, in the nation. The assembly would be swelled by a countless multitude of the
common people out of al the provinces of Irdland. Patrick resolved to lift high the
gtandard of the crossin presence of thisimmense convocetion. The step was a bold one.
If he should convince the monarch and his people that Druidism was false, and that the
Gospe done was true, the victory would be great, and its consequences incalculable. But
should hefall to carry the assembly on Tarawith him, what could he expect but thet he
should become the victim of Druidic vengeance, and die on the dtar he had hoped to
overthrow? That his blood should fal on the earth was a smdl maiter, but that the
evangelization of Irdand should be stopped, as it would be should he perish, was with
Petrick, doubtless, the consideration of greatest moment. But full of faith, he felt assured
that Irdland had been given him as his spiritud conquest. So girding up hisloins, like
another Elijah, he went on to meet the assembled Druids a Tara, and threw down the
gage of combat in the presence of those whom they had so long mided by their arts, and
oppressed by their ghostly authority.

Mixing with the multitudes of dl ranks which were crowding to the scene of the festivd,
Petrick pursued his journey, and arrived in the neighborhood of Tarawithout attracting
observation. He and his attendants immediately began their preparations. Ascending the
hill of Sane, which, though digtant from the scene of the festival, was ditinctly visble
from it, the little party collected the brokers branches and rotten wood which werelying
about and piling them up on the summit of the hill, they gpplied the torch and set the hegp
in ablaze. The flame shot high into the air. Its gleam cast aruddy glow far and wide over
the country around. On that night the fire on every hearth in Irdand must by law be
extinguished. If even a solitary lamp were seen to burn, the rash or profane man who had
lit it drew down upon himsdf the heavy pendties which fenced round the great annud
solemnity of Tara And yet on yonder hill of Slane, growing ever the brighter as the dusk
deepened, a bonfire was seen to blaze. How came this? Some impious hand had kindled
this unhalowed flame! The priests beheld the inauspicious portent with surprise and
indignation. The ancient and venerable rites of Tara had been mocked, and the great act
of worship, the solemn celebration of which, year by year, called together the whole
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nation of Ireland, had been studioudy and openly outraged. Terrible caamity was sure to
follow so flagrant an act if permitted to go unpunished. If the dtar was thus contemned,
how long would the throne continue to receive the reverence and obedience of the
people? Let the king look to it. So reasoned the priests. They loudly demanded that the
perpetrator of this odious deed should be sought for and made answerable for his crime.
Thefire that continued to blaze on the summit of Sane guided the pursuers to the man
whom the king and the Magi sought. Nor was Patrick loath to accompany the messengers
to the presence of the king, seeing it was with this object that he had kindled thisfire, to
Druid so prophetic and ill-omened.

At lagt we behold Patrick at the gates of the citadd of Irish idolatry. If he shall succeed in
sorming this stronghold and replacing the black flag of the Druid, which for ages has
floated over it, with the banner of the Cross, Patrick will have enlisted in the service of
Chrigtianity arace rude and unprofitable at this hour, but rich in noble gifts, which need
only to be awakened by the Gospel to burgt into the fair blossoms of literature, and ripen
into heroic deeds of faith and grand evangelitic enterprises. The apostle of Ireland now
maintains the great controversy between Druidism and Chrigtianity in presence of the
king, the priests, the chieftains, and the septs of Irdland. No chronicle records the
arguments he employed on this great occasion. Tradition has forgotten to carry down
these, though it has carefully treasured up and transmitted aload of prodigies and
wonders which transform the preacher of truth who yields only the "Sword of the Spirit"
unto a necromancer who conquers by magic. Not so the man who now stood before

Logaire, the reigning king.

The monarch beheld in Patrick aman plain in dress, like one who dwelt more in the
wilderness than in cities, his features roughened by exposure to sun and storm, yet
stamped with an air of greet dignity. On his brow the close-knit gathered lines of resolve;
in hiseyethe fire of alofty zed; hisvoice srung with energy; his words courageous, but
cadm and wise;, every step and movement of his person betokening salf-possession. No
such man had Logaire ever before looked upon. Rugged, weather-beaten though he was,
no one of al the Druids a his court had ever ingpired him with such awe as this prophet-
like man. He must hear what he has to say. The king motions to the courtiers to stand
asde and let the strange figure approach; he bids the Druids be gtill. Thereis silence, and
Patrick speaks. Respectfully, yet not flatteringly, fearlesdy, yet not offensively, does
Petrick address Logaire. To know what isin man isto possess the secret of moving and
ruling him. Patrick knew thet in the heart of the monarch, asin that of the sarf, isa deep-
seated sense of guiltiness, and an equally deep-seated foreboding of punishment, and that
no sooner does reason unfold than this burden beginsto press. It is a shadow that will not
depart.

To find aregion where this specter cannot follow one, aregion where the heart, weary of
its burden, may lay it down, is the object of desire and pursuit to dl living. But before
showing Logaire how this craving of his heart wasto he met, Patrick must first dtir yet
more deegply the sense of guiltiness within him. He must awaken his conscience. With
this view he gppeds to his sense of 9n; and what isthis sense but just the being within
himsdf tegtifying that there is alaw which he has transgressed. He points to the



forebodings and terrors which haunt him; and what are these but witnesses that cannot
lie, and that will not be sllenced, that there is a pendty attached to transgressions, a
judgment to come. Thus does the preacher avail himsdf of the monitions of the mord
sense, the lights of nature, not yet wholly extinguished, to lead his vast audience around
him through the deep night that enshrouds them to a clearer light.

He asks them whether it is not these fears which has driven them to the dtars and
sacrifices of the Druid? whether they have not sought these bloody oblations in the vague
hope of expiation and relief? Well, have you found the rest you seek? At the dtar of the
Druid, has the sense of guilt left you? Has the blood that streams on it washed out the
gan? If you shdl permit your hearts to speek, they will answer, No, the Sin is il
unpurged, and the terror is still unconquered. Why, multiply rites which are as profitless
asthey are crud? Heee from these dtars whereon never yet came victim that could avall
for expiaion.

Cease from these sacrifices of blood, which do not cleanse the offerer. Listen to me. |

will tell you of a better dtar, and a greater Priest, a Priest who has opened to you the road
to the skies. | will tell you of a Father who sent His Son to be a sacrifice in your room.
That Son, having offered His sacrifice, and returned from the tomb, as the conqueror of
death, has ascended into the heavens, and now stteth on the right hand of His Father, the
crown of an everlagting dominion on His head. Heis sending His ambassadorsto all
nations to proclaim that there is not awanderer on the face of the earth, thereis not one of
the sons of men, the humbles, the vilest, the guiltiest, who is not welcome to return, and
who shdl not be received by the Father, coming by that Priest, who, having no sin of His
own, was able to make area and complete expiation of the sin of others.

On these lines, doubtless, did Patrick proceed in announcing the "good news' to this great
assembly. With a Divine message there ever comes the co-operating influence of a
Divine power. That power meeting the sense of guilt within, opened, doubtless, not afew
hearts for the entrance of that message of a grace and love so stupendous, of a
compassion and benignity so boundless, surpassing even in its scope and grasp the wide
extent of their own vast misery and helplessness, that they felt that such a purpose could
haveits origin in no human heart; it infinitely surpassed the measure of man; it could
originate only in the bosom of the great Father. On that bosom did many of those now
around Patrick cast themsdlves. Turning away from the fires of Badl, and the dtars of the
Druids, they clung to the one sacrifice and the one Savior whom Patrick had preached to
them.

Among the converts of the day of Tarawere some who held high rank and enjoyed grest
congderation in the nation. The king remained unconverted, but the queen and her two
daughters transferred their faith from the dtars of the grovesto the Cross of Cdvary. A
few days after the queen's conversion, the Christian party in the roya court was
reinforced by the accession of the king's brother, Connal, who was not ashamed to
confess himself adisciple of the Savior. There followed, lower in rank, but perhaps
higher in influence, Dubbach, chief of the bards, whom we should now cal poet laureate,
but who possessed an authority far beyond any known to this functionary in our day. To

45



these is to be added a name not less eminent than any of the preceding ones, that of Fiecc.
Logaire remained on the side of the old religion, though, it would seem, cooled in his
attachment to it.

If the address of Patrick had not resulted in the conversion of the monarch, it had &t least
overcome his scruples to having the Gospel preached throughout his dominions. The
Druids, it is said, had assured him that if this new doctrine should prevail, his throne
would not be secure. The king had listened, but had failed to discover any ground other
than illusory, for the fears with which it was sought to ingpire him. Petrick might go
wherever he would throughout his territories and proclaim the new faith. If his people
should embrace it, well, the Druid might be less potentid, but his subjects would be none
the lessloyd, nor his own throne any the less secure. These were the triumphs of the day
of Tara

This great victory was followed up by strenuous efforts to advance the standard of the
Crossinto the south and west of Ireland. From Tara, Patrick proceeded to Meath. A vast
concourse was annuadly drawn to this oot by the games which were there wont to be
celebrated, and Patrick resolved to go thither, and proclaim the "good news' to the
assembled multitudes. The actors in the games had some cause to complain. A

formidable competitor had unexpectedly entered the lists with them. From the moment
the strange man stood up and began to tell his strange story, the players ceased to
monopolize the attention of the onlookers. Those who came to feast their eyes on feats of
dexterity and strength, were compelled, in spite of themsalves, to forget the sports, and to
have their attention absorbed by other and far more serious matters. They were made to
fed that they themsalves were runnersin arace, were wrestlersin a combat, and that they
should win or miss a prize infinitely higher than that for which the combatantsin the
arenawere at that moment straining their every power to the uttermaost. The words which
fdl from the lips of the preacher had, they fdt, a strange power; they refused to leave
their memory. They carried them back with them to their homes. They imparted them to
their neighbors, and, in cases not afew, these words doubtl ess became the seeds of a new
life. Thenceforth the games of Tailtenn (Telltown) were to them one of the more
memorable epochsin their pagt lives.

From Meath, Patrick set out westward across the country. In those days the toil and
danger atendant on such ajourney were great. The country to be traversed was inhabited
by wild tribes. The pathways were infested by robbers; the chieftains often held the
traveler to ransom; and in the case of Patrick there were special dangers to be feared,
springing out of the mdice of the Druids. The seven sons of a chieftain who ruled in

those parts formed his escort; nevertheless he, and the "holy bishops' that is, the
preachers whom he had trained, and who were the companions of his journey, and the
sharers of hislabors were oftener than once exposed to violence and subjected to loss.
Nevertheless they held on their way, till at last they arrived on the western shores of
Connaught, where their farther progress was stopped by the waters of the Atlantic.

This region, with its blesk surface, its uncivilized inhabitants, and its frequent tempests
bresking in the thunder of ocean, and drenching its seaboard with the sdt spray of the
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Atlantic, was one of touching interest to Patrick. Here was the Wood of Focloid, which
recalled some deep and tender memories. He had first heard the name in his dreams when
ayouth, for from the wood of Focloid, asit seemed to him, proceeded those voices which
cdled to him, to come over and walk among them.

Fully fulfilled was now his dream, and in its fulfillment he reed anew and gtriking
authentication of his mission. This doubtless quickened the ardor with which he [abored

in those parts; and he had the joy of seeing these labors crowned with success. He opened
his misson on the assembly ground of the clan Amaldaigh. This place is near the mouth

of the Moy, between Bdlinaand Killda. Here he found the clan assembled in force,

their chieftains at their head; and, standing up before the multitude, he preached to these
rude men who had known no god but that of the Druid: Him who made the sea and the
dry land, and Jesus whom He had raised from the deed. "He penetrated the hearts of al,”
says the author of the Tripartite Life and led them to embrace cordidly the Chrigtian

faith and doctrine.” "The seven sons of Amadaioh, with the king himsdlf, and twdlve
thousand men, were baptized," says Dr. Todd, quoting from the "Tripartite Life," "and S.
Patrick |eft with them as their pastor, St. Manchem, surnamed the Master, aman of great
sanctity, well versed in Holy Scripture.” It isto these [abors and their results, doubtless,
that Patrick refersin his"Confessio,” where he says, "I went among you, and everywhere,
for your sakes, in many dangers, even to those uttermost parts, beyond which no man
was, and whither no man had ever gone to baptize." Having attacked and in part
dispersed the darknessin this remote region, so long the abode of night, Patrick took his
departure from Connaught, and went on to kindle the light in other parts of Ireland.

Following on the faint tract of the chroniclers as they dimly trace the steps of the
missonary, we are led next into Leingter. Here, too, Patrick's misson was successful. He
is said to have preached at Naas, then aroya residence, and baptized the two sons of the
king of Leingter. His reception by the chieftains was various: some repelled his advances,
others met him with cordid welcome, and in the Gospel which crossed the threshold
aong with him they had an ample recompense. He next visted the Plain of the Liffey;
from thence he went onward to the Queen's County, preaching and founding churches.
He passed next into Ossory, as the "Tripartite Life" informs us; and so pleased was he
with the reception he there met with, that he pronounced a specia blessing on the didtrict,
promising that Ossory should never fed the yoke of the stranger so long as its people
continued in the faith which he had preached to them.

Our gpodle is next found evangdizing in Mungter, dthough the "Book of Armagh” is
dlent on this portion of hislabors. The chroniclersthat record hisvist to this province

tell us that theidolsfdll before him, as Dagon before the Ark; that the king of Cashel
came forth to meet him, and conducted him, with every mark of reverence and honor,
into his palace, and received baptism at his hands. But here, it is evident, we tread on the
verge of legend. These great Spiritud victories were not won in aday, nor were they the
result of afew girring addresses delivered as the missonary passed rapidly over his
various fields of evangdization. His biographers assgn him aterm of seven years labor

in Connaught, and another term of seven yearsin Leingter and Mungter. Even a shorter
period would have sufficed to nourish into spiritual manhood those whom by baptism
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Patrick had admitted into the Church. He could reckon his converts by thousands, but
what pleasure could he have in them if they were only nomind disciples? What
satisfaction could it be to administer the Chrigtian rite to men who were immediately
thereafter to lapse into paganism? He took every care that his labors should not thus
miscarry, nor his dearest hopes be thus blasted. He erected churches for his converts, he
formed them into congregations, and he ordained as pastors those whom he knew would
watch over their flocks with diligence, and feed them with knowledge. His " Corfesso”
written at the close of hislife, may be regarded as hisfarewell to his converts, and in it he
discloses aheart full of the tenderest solicitude for his children in the faith, whom he
dternately warns, exhorts, and entreats to stand fagt, that they may be to him "ajoy and
crown" in the great day.

We cannot further pursue the labors of Patrick in Irdland. We must return to another land,
where his evangdlization, continued through the instrumentdity of others, wasto yield its
more permanent fruts. The light of the Gospd had now been carried from the northern
extremity of theidand to aline so far south thet it met an earlier evangdization, which
had probably entered Hibernia from the neighboring coast of Gaul, or the more distant
shore of Spain. Rescued from aform of paganism specidly polluting and endaving,
Ireland was now a Chrigtian land. Not Christian as the countries afterwards evangdlized
by the Reformation became Chrigtian. Patrick was aman of thefifth, not of the Sixteenth
century. He knew the Scriptures; he often quotes them; but the circle of truthsin which
he moved was that of his own times, the wilderness years of the church before the
Protestant Reformation and after the Apostolic era. True, the Bible of the fifth was the
Bible of the sixteenth century. The sunisasfull of light at the hour of morning as a the
hour of noon; but his beams shining upon us through the not yet wholly dispersed vapors
of night lack the brilliance which they possess when they fal direct upon us from the mid
heaven. The Bible was as full of light in the fifth century asin the Sixteenth, but itsrays,
struggling through the lingering fogs of paganism, reached the church in measure lessfull
and clear than in after days. Astime went on, the study of devout minds, the sharp
contrasts of error, the severe sftings of controversy, the bold denids of skepticism, above
al, the teaching of the Holy Spirit, brought out fuller the meaning of the Bible. We do not
say that they put into the Bible anything that was not in it before that they added so much
asoneray to this source of light, or supplemented by a single new truth this storehouse of
supernatural knowledge but they enabled the Church more deeply to perceive, more
accurately and comprehensively to arrange, and more perfectly to harmonize the severd
parts of that system of truth which was "ddivered to the saints once for dl." Patrick,
though "a burning and shining light,” atained the Sature neither of an Apostle nor of a
Reformer. Though ahead of most of his contemporaries, he was yet in some respects a
man of like weaknesses, like misconceptions, and like superdtitious fears with them. He
appears to have believed that the demons of Druidism had power to do hurt, and that a
subordinate empire had been assigned them over the dements of the externa world- a
belief that descended far beyond hisday. But if tainted somewhat with the superdtition
that was passing away, he was wholly free from that which was preparing new fables and
inventions to midead the human mind and forging for it the fetters of a second bondage.

The doctrine which he so indefatigably preached was drawn, not from the font of Roman
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tradition, but from the unpolluted well of Holy Scripture; and if the Chridtianity which he
propagated in Ireland was rudimentary, which, doubtless, it was, it is ever to be bornein
mind that the feeblest Chrigtianization is both a higher and beneficent agency than the
most advanced and refined paganism. The one is a fructifying dew which slently

penetrates to the roots of nationa and socid virtue, the other is ablazing sun which burns
up that which it burnishes.

49



CHAPTER 9: THE THREE HUNDRED AND SIXTY-FIVE
CHURCHES

AS regards the accumulated results of his misson there is a sort of unanimous consent
among the biographers of Patrick. His labors are commonly summed up in three hundred
and sixty-five churches founded, three hundred and sixty-five bishops ordained, and an
army of three thousand presbyters, or about nine presbytersto every bishop. So says
Nennius, writing in the ninth century, and his successors repest the statement, with some
variety asto numbers. This may be accepted as a probable gpproximation to the fact. It is
atruly marvelous achievement, when we reflect that it was accomplished in one lifetime,
and mainly by asingle man, in a barbarous country, and in the face of a powerful
Druidism. It truly entitles Petrick to the appellation of the "Apostle of Irdand.” It judtifies
for him a high rank among the benefactors of mankind, and places him on aloftier
eminence than the founders of empire. Lands far remote from the Hibernian shore, and
generations long posterior to Patrick's day, have had cause to bless his memory and
pronounce his name with reverence.

We must view the ecclesiagtica machinery which he congtructed, in the light of the age
in which it was created, the condition of the country in which it was set up, and the sage
which Chrigtian knowledge and persond piety had then reached. "Three hundred and
gxty-five" isthe low estimate of the number of bishops ordained by him. The term
"bishop" has since Peatrick's day changed its meaning. That Ireland was partitioned into
three hundred and sixty-five dioceses; that each diocese was presided over by a bishop;
that each bishop had under him a staff' of priests, and that each priest had committed to
him a congregation or parish, is a supposition so extreme and violent that few, if any, we
believe, will find themselves able to entertain it. Doubtless these three hundred and sixty-
five bishops of the one country of Irdland, like the company of presbyters of the one city
of Ephesus, whom Paul styles bishops, were the overseers, pastors of single
congregations. Their specid duty was to preach. The others associated with them would
find ample scope for ther giftsin the various labors of teaching the youth, of visting the
sck, and exercising agenera superintendence of the flock. Diocesan episcopacy was not
possiblein Irdand in Patrick's day. Other organizationsin the Irish Church, besides that
gtated above, we are unable to trace. We can see nothing like the modern machinery of
Presbytery, Synod, and Generd Assembly, dthough it is reasonable to believe that
Patrick at times took counsel with the body of the pastors, and, as the result of these joint
deliberations, issued directions in cases of emergency and difficulty, and these would
furnish agroundwork for the doubtful record of "canons' and "synods' of Patrick which
have come down to our day.

Nothing will assst us more in forming a correct idea of the ecclesagticd order
established by Petrick in Ireland, than a short study of the Christian Church as seenin the
pages of the New Testament, and the writings of the early Fathers. A book by
Hippolytus gives a picture of the Roman church in the beginning of the third century that
is about two hundred years before Patrick's time. Everyone who had charge of a
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congregation in acity was styled a bishop. Hippolytus had charge of the congregation at
Portus, asmall town at the mouth of the Tiber, opposite Ostia, the harbor of Rome. As
bishop or pastor of Portus, he was amember of the Presbytery of Rome. The Roman
Presbytery in Hippolytus day consisted of the bishop, the presbyters (pastors), and
deacons of the city of Rome, with the bishops (pastors) of the suburban congregations.
"Much smdler towns than Portus had their bishop," says Bunsen; "ther city was cdled
their diocese.”" In those times there existed no parishesin the proper sense of the word.

The city of Rome, however, formed an exception. From the earliest days of Chrigtianity
there were certain centers of Chrigtian work in the metropoalis corresponding with the
regiones of the city. After the time of Congtantine, a church was built in each of these
regiones. These churches were termed cardines, and from thisis derived theftitle
cardindisfor a parish priest, aword which has been in use from the time of Gregory,
about A.D. 600. The parochid clergy of this city formed the governing body of the
Church of Rome. With them were associated in this government the seven deacons,
established for the service of widows and the poor, and the seven suburban pastors or
bishops. Thisbody grew ultimately into the college of cardinds. We now seethe
congregationd liberties beginning to be curtalled, and the laity excluded from the
government of the Church. The plea of the Presbyterian divines of the sixteenth and
seventeenth centuries, that the eders were both an officiating, thet is, ateaching and
ruling body, "is quite correct,” says Bunsen, judging by the light thrown by Hippolytus
on the early organization of the Church & Rome. "The ancient Church,” says Bunsen,
"knows no more of asingle presbyter than of clerical government and dection.” It was
only in very smal and remote villages that a Sngle bishop using theword in the sensein
which Paul and Peter use it managed his little community. "He was cdled,” says Bunsen,
"acountry bishop" (chorepiscopus, i.e., acountry curete).

Standing done he could exercise no act of government in the drict sense. The rule of the
Church wasin the hands of no single man in early times; it could be administered only by
abody or council of church officers. For the pastor there was set a chair in the apse or
circular recess at the eastern end of the church. On either side of the pastor's chair not yet
changed into a throne were ranged rows of benches, on which sat the elders. The
communion table occupied the space between pastor and elders and the congregation; it
was the connecting link between clergy and people. It was atable, not an dtar, for asyet
no sacrifice had been invented save the symbolic one of self-dedication over the bread
and wine, which aone were seen on that table.

In the times that preceded the Council of Nice (325 AD), the government of the church
was presbyterid; in the post Nicene period it was hierarchicd. "The Ante-NiceneLaw,"
says Bunsen, "exhibits every town as a church presided over by abishop and aboard of
elders (presbyters); but at the same time, it represents the bishops (not the congregations)
of the smaler places, as clustered round the bishop of the large town or city, which was
their natura metropolis. These bishops formed part of the council or presbytery of the
mother-congregation for al matters of common interest. In the post-Nicene system the
congregation is nothing, its bishop little.”
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In the days of Hippolytus, the bounds of the presbytery of Rome were modest, indeed,
compared with what they soon afterwards came to be. Down to the middle of the third
century, the presbyterial bounds embraced only the pastors of the city and those of its
seven suburban towns. After the beginning of the fourth century, the presbytery of Rome
extended its authority to dl the subvicarian towns, its jurisdiction equa to the jurisdiction
of the Vicar of the City, which stretched to the Apennines on the north and the shores of
the Italian peninsula on the south. This was the preude of much greater extensonsin the
centuries that followed; and as thisjurisdiction widened its sphere it grew ever the more
hierarchical and despotic, and departed ever the farther from the smplicity, the equdity,
the liberty, and aso the purity of the church of gpostolic and primitive days.

Our generd summing up from the facts disclosed in the work of Hippolytusisto this
effect, that where there was a congregation, a pastor, and a body of elders, there was held
in early timesto be a complete church. In this deduction we have the support of Bunsen's
concurrence. "Where such acouncil can be formed,”" he says, "there is a complete church,
ahbishopric." The elders are teachers and adminigtrators. If an individua happen to be
engaged in ether of these offices more exclusively than the other, it makes no real
dteration in his pogtion, for the presoyters of the ancient church filled both stuations.
Their office was literaly an office, not arank.

Let us next turn our eyes for afew moments on the church of Africa It isthe middle of
the third century, and the most conspicuous figure that meets our gaze is Cyprian, bishop
of Carthage. But though styled bishop, Cyprian's rank, duties, and powers, are Smply
those of a pastor of a single congregation. He has no diocese save the city of Carthage.
He has no pastors whom he superintends as their diocesan. Thereis but one congregation
in Carthage, and Cyprian isits pastor. Sabbath by Sabbath we see him preaching to this
flock and dispensing to them the sacraments. He has abody of presbyters, eightin
number at mogt, and seven deacons who assst him in his pastoral work. These presbyters
have no congregation; they ingtruct the youth, they visit the sick and the prisoners, and
being supported by the congregetion, they give their whole time to their duties. In his
exile Cyprian writes to the people of Carthage, as forming one Chrigtian flock, himself
being their one and only pastor, and Carthage his whole diocese. No candid reader of his
letters can fail to see that the "bishop” of the Cyprianic age was a preaching minister, and
that the Cyprianic presbytery in most things represented the parochia session.

The Irish Church in Patrick's day was the Cyprianic Church over again as regards the
number of its bishops. In Pro-Consular Africa aone there were 164 bishops. Now Pro-
Consular Africawas only asmall part of the Roman possessons in that continent. In the
days of Cyprian there must have been severd hundred bishopsin Africa. Many of them
discharged their minigtry in towns and hamlets so obscure that the learned Pameliusis at
alosswhere to place them. It is not possible to believe that al these were diocesan
bishops. There was not room enough in Roman Africafor afourth of that number. It was
in Roman Africaonly that Christianity had been embraced. Most of that grest continent
was gl inhabited by the native population, the Moors. To them the Latin was an
unknown tongue, and as the Gospel was preached in Latin only it ceased to be intdligible
when it reached the confine of the Roman colony, and touched the Moorish border. This
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accounts for the fact that Chrigtianity never gained an extensive footing in Africa, and
that it disappeared at an early period. When the Saracens entered Africa, the light of
Chridtianity was found to be dl but extinct.

We conclude: it is the undoubted historical fact, attested by the records of the African
Church in Cyprian's day, and by the records of the early Roman Church so unexpectedly
and authenticaly brought to light through the discovery of the work of Hippolytus, that
down to about the middle of the third century, bishop and pastor were terms indicating
the same church officer; that this church officer presded over asingle congregation, that
his congregation was his diocese; and that he was assisted by a body of presbyters or
elders, some of whom took part in the government only of the flock, while others of
them, having earned for themsalves a good degree, were admitted to teach, though
without being st over a congregation. Such isthe picture of the primitive church, which
has been drawn by the hand of a man who lived while the church was il young.

Mingling fredy in her councils, Hippolytus had the best opportunities of observing and
depicting her true lineaments. It is no imaginary portrait which he has given us. Long
hidden in darkness, it has been unexpectedly disclosed, that we, too, in this late age,
might be able to look upon the face of the church primitive, and know the smplicity, the
purity, and the beauty that won for her the love and reverence of her early members.

There rose three hundred and sixty-five churches for the use of these three hundred and
gxty-five bishops. Thisis proof, were proof needed, that these were not diocesan, but
parochia or village bishops. Had they been dignitaries of the rank which the term
"bishop" came afterwards to mean, with a clergy three thousand strong, not three hundred
but three thousand churches would have been needed. These churches were humble
edifices. Probably not one of them was of stone. Armagh, the metropolitan church of
future times, was as yet an dtogether undistinguished name in the ecclesastical world. It
enjoyed in Patrick's days neither pre-eminence nor jurisdiction. In the north of Irdland the
churches were congtructed of planks or wattles, and in the south, of earth. Like the

humble atars of the Patriarchs on the plains of the early Paegting, they borrowed their
glory from the Almightiness of the Being to whose worship they were consecrated, and
aso from the fact that they were served by men adorned not with pompoustitles, but with
the gifts of knowledge and the graces of the Holy Spirit the oil of their consecration.

A school rose beside the church, named not infrequently a monastery. The monasteries of
Patrick's days, and of the following centuries, were not at al the same indtitutions with
those which bore that name in the twelfth and thirteenth centuries. They were not the
retreet of the idle and the ignorant; they were not communities of men who groaned
under the burden of exerting their drowsy voices in intoning the various offices which
marked the passing of the weary hours between matins and evensong. The monasteries of
Patrick's day were associations of studious men, who occupied their timein transcribing
the Scriptures, in cultivating such sciences as were then known, and in indructing the
young. They were colleges in which the youth were trained for the work of the home
minigtry and the labors of the foreign misson-fidd. We witnessin the great Columban
establishment at lonawith what renown to their country and benefit to other lands the
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members of these indtitutions discharged this part of their important duties. When the
youth had finished their sudies for the day, they would shoulder axe and mattock, and
would sdly forth and address themsdves to the |aborious and profitable occupation of
clearing the forest, or trenching the moor and changing the barren lands around their
abode into arable fields, green in spring with the sprouting blade, and golden in autumn
with the ripened grain.

It was Peatrick’s prudent custom, on entering adigtrict, to address himsdlf first of dl to the
chieftain. If the head of the sept was won to the faith the door of access was opened to his
people. A plot of ground on which to erect a sanctuary was commonly the first public
token that the chief had embraced the Gospel, and that he desired, at least did not oppose,
its soread among his tribe. These churches were of small sze; the whole inhabitants of
Ireland did not then probably exceed haf amillion, and its sparsely populated districts
could furnish no numerous congregations. In the distribution of these churches, Patrick
conformed himsdlf to the tribd arrangements. His servitude in Irdland made him well
acquainted with its socia condition, and enabled him to judge of the best methods of
overtaking its evangelization. In some places he planted the churches in groups of sevens,
probably because the population was there the more numerous,; and each group had its
seven bishops another proof thet, like the four hundred bishops of AsaMinor in early
times, these were parochia and not diocesan ecclesiadtics. It was not unusua to surround
the ecclesiagticd building with a strong stockade. The power of the Druid, though
weakened, had not yet been wholly broken, and the missonaries of the new faith were
gtill exposed to hogtile attacks from the mob, or from the chieftains, at the indtigation,
doubtless, of the priests of the ancient worship.

The time had now come when the labors of the apostle of Ireland were to close. They had
been indefatigably prosecuted for upwards of thirty years. Some, indeed, say sixty and
the latter is not too long a period for so great awork. Patrick was now verging on
fourscore; and welcome, doubtless, was the rest which now came to him in the form of
degth. Of hislast hours we have many legends, but not asingle line of trustworthy record.
Whether he descended suddenly into the grave like Wyckliffe and Luther, or whether he
passed to it by months of lingering decay and sckness like Calvin and Knox, we know
not. Theyear of his degth is uncertain. The Bollandists make it 460 AD; Lanigan,
founding on the annds of Innisfalen, 465 AD. He died a Downpatrick. A star in the sky,
say the legends, indicated the spot where his ashes were to repose. . Bridget, with her
own hands, embroidered the shroud in which his corpse was wrapped, and his requiem
was sung by achoir of angds, who were heard mingling their srainswith the
lamentations of the pastors as they carried his remains to the grave; and for twelve days,
some say awhole year, the sun, ceasing to go down, shed a perpetua day on the spot
where he was interred. After legend has exhausted its powers to throw ahao round his
departure by hegping prodigy upon prodigy, the smple historic fact remains the more
sublime. And that fact is, that on the spot where he began his ministry there he ended it,
and there, after dl his battles, did the gates of an eterna peace open to receive him.



CHAPTER 10: IRELAND AFTER PATRICK

PATRICK stamped hisimage upon Ireland as Knox did at alater day on Scotland.
Simply by the power of Chrigtian truth he summoned into being an Irdand wholly unlike
any that previous ages had seen, and if possible still more unlike the Irdland which we
find in existence a this day. At the voice of Patrick the land shook off its hoary
superdtitions and itsimmemorid oppressions, as the mountains do the fogs of night when
touched by the breath of morning. It stood forth an enlightened, ardigious, and a
prosperous country. The man who had wrought this wondrous transformation on it was
now in his grave, but his spirit dill lived init, and the tide of renovated life which he had
et flowing in the nation continued for some centuries in full flood. There came no
foreign invader to put his yoke upon the neck of its sons, or to rob them of their scripturd
fath. Left in peace they addicted themsalves to the labors of the plough, and the yet
nobler labors of the study. The first made their country aland of plenty, the second made
them renowned throughout Europe as a nation of wise and learned men. The glory with
which Irdland at this period shone was dl the brighter from the darkness which had
overwhelmed the rest of the world. Asa and Africawere passng into the eclipse of
Idam. The rising cloud of superdtition was darkening much of Europe, save the
Waldensan region of northern Italy and its environs. The nations seemed to be
descending into the tomb, when lo! a that moment when knowledge appeared to be
leaving the earth, there was lit in the far West alamp of golden light, which was seen
shining over the portas of the darkness, asiif to keep dive the hope that the night which
had settled upon the world would not be eternd.

We must now bestow a glance at the times that succeeded the desth of the country's grest
reformer. They deserve our attention, for they were astir with noble and beneficent
activities. To wak in the steps of Petrick was the ambition of the men who came after
him. Thelabors of that most fruitful period may be arranged under the five following

heads: there was the building of churches, there was the erecting of schools and colleges;
there was the preaching of the Word of Life; the teaching of the Scriptures, and the
training and sending forth of missonaries to foreign lands. The Gospd had given the

Scots of Ireland peace among themselves.

The sea parted them from the irruptions and revolutions that were a that hour scourging
continental Europe. They were not blind to this golden opportunity. For what end had
they been provided with a quiet retreat from which they might look out upon the slorm
without feding its ravages, if not that they might be ready, when the cam returned, to go
forth and scatter the seeds of order and virtue on the ploughed fields of Europe.
Accordingly they kept trimming their lamp in their quiet ide, knowing how dark the
world's sky was becoming, and how pressingly it would yet need light-bearers. If sept
gtrove with sept it was in the generous rivary of multiplying those literary and religious
ingtitutions which were fitted to build up their country and reform their age. The nationd
bent, the perfervidum ingentium, turned with characterigtic force in this direction, and
hence the sudden and prodigious outburst of intellectua power and rdligiouslife which
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was witnessed in Irdand, in this age that is, in the Sixth and succeeding centuries, and
which drew the eyes of dl the continental nations upon it as soon as their own troubles
left them free to observe what was passing around them.

We shdl here offer abrief sketch of the schools of Irdland. We have dready said that
wherever Patrick founded a church there he planted a school. From this good custom
Patrick's successors took care not to depart. The church and the school rose together, and
religion and learning kept equd pace in ther journey through Irdland. The author of the
ancient cataogue of saints, speaking of the period immediately succeeding Patrick, says,
"It was the age of the highest order of Irish saints, who were, for the most part, persons of
royd or noble birth, and were dl founders of churches" and by consequence planters of
schoals. The historian O'Halloran writes, "Every rdigious foundation in Irdland in those
daysincluded a schoal, or, indeed, rather academy.” "The abbeys and monasteries,” he
continues, "founded in this (Sixth) century, are astonishingly numerous.” And again, "The
abbeys and other munificent foundations of this (seventh) age seem to have exceeded the
former ones.”

Curio, an Itdian, in hiswork on Chronology, aso bears testimony to the number and
excdlence of the schoalsin Irdland. "Hitherto," he exclams, "it would seem thét the
studies of wisdom would have quite perished had not God reserved to us a seed in some
corner of the world. Among the Scots and Irish something Hill remained of the doctrine

of the knowledge of God, and of civilization, because there was no terror of armsin those
utmost ends of the earth. And we may there behold and adore the great goodness of God,
that among the Scots, and in those places where no man could have thought it, o grest
companies had gathered themselves together under amost gtrict discipline” We do not
wonder thet thislearned Itdian should have been filled with astonishment when the cloud
lifted, and he saw, rising out of the western ocean, an idand of wise men and scholars
where he had looked only for barbarous septs tyrannized over by brutal chieftains. We at
this day are just as astonished, on looking back, to find Irdland in that age what these
writers have pictured it. And yet there comes witness after witness attesting the fact. "The
disciples of . Patrick," says our own Camden, "profited so notably in Chrigtianity, that
in the succeeding age nothing was accounted more holy, more learned, than the Scottish
monks, insomuch that they sent out swarms of most holy men into every part of Europe.”
After enumerating some of the abbeys they founded abroad, Camden goes on to say, “In
that age our Anglo- Saxons flocked from every quarter into Ireland as to the emporium of
sound literature, and henceit isthat in our accounts of holy men we frequently reed, 'he
was sent for education to Ireland.™

Not less explicit is the testimony of the historian Mosheim. "'If we except,” says he,
spesking of the eighth century, "some poor remains, of learning which were yet to be
found at Rome and in certain cities of Italy, the sciences seem to have abandoned the
Continent, and fixed their resdence in Irdland and Britain." And again, "That the
Hibernians were lovers of learning, and digtinguished themsalves in these times of
ignorance by the culture of the sciences beyond al other European nations, traveling into
the mogt distant lands, both with a view to improve and communicate their knowledge, is
afact with which | have been long acquainted; as we have seen them, in the most
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authentic records of antiquity, discharging with the highest reputation and applause the
functions of doctorsin France, Germany, and Itady, both during this (8th) and the
following century.” And spesking of the teachers of theology among the Greeks and
Latinsin the ninth century, Mosheim says, "With them authority became the test of truth,
and supplied in arrogance what it lacked in argument... The Irish doctors done, and
particularly Johannes Scotus, had the courage to spurn the ignominious fetters of
authority."

Itis hard for us at this day to redize the Ireland of those ages as these witnesses describe
it, the picture has since been so completely reversed. And yet, if it be possible to prove
anything by evidence, the conspicuous eminence of Irdland during those centuries must
be held as perfectly established. Like Greece, it was once alamp of light to the nations,
and, like Egypt, it was a school of wisdom for the world alamp of purer light than ever
burned in Athens, and a school of diviner knowledge than Heliopoalis ever could boast.

We have called these indtitutions schools. The chroniclers of the middle ages, who wrote
in Latin, term them monasteries. We prefer to speak of them as schoals. It isthe word
that rightly describes them. The term monastery conveys to the modern mind awholly
faseidea of the character and design of these establishments. They rose dongside the
church, and had mostly as their founders the same roya or noble persons. They were
richly endowed with lands, the gift of kings and chieftains, and they were yet morerichly
endowed with studious youth. They were just such monasteries as were Oxford and
Cambridge, as were Paris and Padua and Bologna in succeeding centuries. They trained
men for the service of church and state; they reared pastors for the church; and they sent
forth men of yet more varied accomplishmentsto carry on the great missons movement
in Northern Europe, which was the glory of the age, and which saved both divine and
humean learning from the extinction with which they were threatened by the descent of the
northern nations, and the growing corruption of the Roman Church. Even Bede speaks of
them as colleges, and so, too, does Archbishop Usher. The latter says, "They werethe
seminaries of the minigers; being, as it were, so many colleges of learned men whereunto
the people did usudly resort for ingtruction, and from whence the church was wont to be
continualy supplied with able minigters”

Higtoric truth, moreover, requires that we should distinguish between these two very
different sets of ingtitutions, which are often made to pass under the same name, that is,
between the schools of the sixth and seventh centuries, and the Benedictine monasteries,
which were obtruded upon and supplanted them in the twelfth and thirteenth. Till times
long pogterior to Patrick no monk had been seen in Irdland, and no monastery had risen
on its soil. On this head the evidence of Mdachy OMorgainis decisve.

Maachy, Archbishop of Armagh, was one of the earliest perverts to popery among the
Irish clergy, and he was one of the main agentsin the endavement of his ndtive land. His
life was written by his contemporary and friend, the well-known St. Bernard of Clairvaux
in France. Thismemair lifts the vell and shows us the first monks and monasteries
geding into Irdland. "St. Mdachy, on hisreturn to Irdland from Rome," says St. Bernard,
"called again a Clairvaux... and left four of his companionsin that monadtery for the
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purpose of learning its rules and regulaions, and of their being in due time qudified to
introduce them into Irdand.” In al countries monks have formed the vanguard of the
papd army. "He," (Mdachy) said on this occasion,” continues St. Bernard, "They will
serve us for seed, and in this seed nations will be blessed, even those nations which from
old time heard of the name of monk, but have never seen amonk.” If the words of the
Abboat of Clairvaux have any meaning, they imply that up till thistime, thet is, the year
1140, though Ireland was covered with ingtitutions which the Latin writers call
monagteries, the Irish were ignorant of monks and monkery. And thisis confirmed by
what we find Bernard afterwards writing to Maachy: "And since" says he, "you have
need of greet vigilance, asin anew place, and in anew land that has been hitherto unused
to, yea, that has never yet had any tria of monagtic religion, withhold not your hand, |
beseech you, but go on to perfect that which you have so well begun." Thisevidenceis
decigve of two things. fird, that monasteries, in the modern sense of the term, were
unknown in Irdland till the middle of the twefth century, when Maachy is seen sowing
their seeds; and second, that the ancient foundations were not monasteries, but schools.

The primary and paramount study in these colleges were the SCRIPTURES. They were
ingtituted to be wdll-springs of evangdica light. But they were not restricted to the one
branch of theologica and sacred learning, however important it was deemed. Whatever
was known to the age of science, or art, or general knowledge was taught in the schools
of Irdland. The youth flocked to them, of course, but not the youth only; patriarchs of
gxty or of threescore years, in whom age had awakened alove of knowledge, were
enrolled among their pupils. As every age so dl ranks were permitted to participate in
their advantages.

Their doors stood open to the son of the serf aswell asto the son of the prince. No nation
but was welcome. From across the sea came youth in hundreds to be taught in them and
carry back their fameto foreign lands. Thus they continued to grow in numbers and
renown. Kings and noble families took a pride in fostering what then saw was a source of
strength a home and glory abroad. In the centuries that followed the death of Patrick
these school s continued to multiply, and the number of their pupils grestly to increase. In
some ingtances the number of students in attendance dmost exceeds belief: athough the
cases are well authenticated. We give few examples. At Benchor (White Choir) there was
a onetime, itissaid, three thousand enrolled students. At Lismore, where the famous
Finnian taught, there were three thousand. At Clonard, nearly as many.

One quarter of Armagh was alotted to and occupied by foreign youth, attracted by the
fame of its educationd establishments. At Muinghard, near Limerick, fifteen hundred
scholars received ingtruction. These foundations came in time to be possessed of grest
wedlth. They shared, doubtless, in the revenues of the ancient priesthood on the downfall
of Druidism. Moreover the waste lands with which they were gifted, and which the pupils
cultivated in their leisure hours, were yearly growing in fertility and vaue, and yearly
adding in the same ratio to the resources of the establishment. No fee was exacted at their
threshold. They dispensed their blessings with aroya munificence. So Bede informs us.

Speaking of the times of Aidan and Colman (A.D. 630-664) he says, "There were at that
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timein Irdland many both of the nobility and of the middle classes of the English nation,
who, having left their native idand, had retired thither for the sake of reading God's word,
or leeding amore haly life.... All of whom the Irish receiving most warmly, supplied, not
only with daily food, free of charge, but even with booksto read, and masters to teach
gratuitoudy.”

Edtimating it at the lowest, the change which Patrick wrought on Ireland was gredt.
Compared with the Protestant Reformation, it may be readily admitted, that of Patrick
was feeble and imperfect. It did not so thoroughly penetrate to the roots of either
individud or socid life asthe later reformation. The fifth century was poor in those
mighty instrumentaities in which the era of Protestant Reformation was o rich. It lacked
the scholarship, the intellectud vigor, the socid energy, and the brilliant examples of
persona piety which shed so great a splendor on the age of the reformation Thefifth
century had no printing press. It had no Frederic the Wisg; it had no theologicdl treatise
like the "Indtitutes" and no compendium of the Christian revelation like the
"Wegminger Confesson”.

Moreover, the light did not reach Irdand till the day was going avay in most other lands.
It was the beams of arisng sun that burst on the world in the Protestant Reformation: it
was the rays of a setting one that fell on Irdand in thefifth. As Chrigtian Irdland went
forward, displacing dowly and laborioudy pagan Irdand, it had to leavein its reer many
asuperdtitious belief, and many a pagan custom. In numerous instances, doubtless, the
oak groves of the Druid were given to the axe, and the dolmen and stone pillar lay
overturned and broken by the hammer of the iconoclast. But not in dl cases. In some
locdlities these objects of idolatrous reverence were spared, and became snares and
causes of sumbling to the converts.

But with dl these drawbacks, the change accomplished in Irdland was immense. The
grand idea of a God who is a Spiritud Father who has given his Son to be the Savior of
men had been made known to it; and who can estimate what a power thereisin thisidea
to elevate and to awaken love and hope in the human breast, and to teach justice and
righteousness to nations.

That the Gospd should flourish in Irdland during his own lifetime did not content Patrick;
he took every means, as we have seen, to give it permanent occupancy of the land. The
provison he made for bringing the whole nation under religious ingtruction, and drawing
the people to the observance of Divine ordinances, was wonderfully complete
consdering the age in which it was made, and the difficulties to be overcome in a country
newly rescued from paganism. A church, aschool, and an academy in every tribe, was
anticipation of the plan of Knox, which, as the author of the latter plan found, came too
early to the birth even in the Scotland of the sixteenth century. Nor did the idea of
Petrick’'s remain amere program on paper. He succeeded in redizing it. The ministers
whom he planted in Irdland were of his own training, and, moreover, they were men of
his own spirit: and preaching the faith he had taught them with zedl and diligence, they
rased Ireland from paganism to Christianity, while earlier churches, losing fath in the
Gospd, and turning back to symbol and rite, lost their Chridtianity, and sank again into
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hesthenism. These schools of Divine knowledge continued in vigor for about three
centuries after their founder had gone to his grave, and furnished an able but
inexhaudtible supply of evangdists and missonaries. Many of these men, finding their
labors not needed in aland so plentiful supplied with evangelists as Irdland now was,
turned their stepsto foreign countries. From Irdland and |ona there went forth one
missionary band after another to scatter the pagan darkness where it il lingered, or to
stem the incoming tide of papa arrogance and usurpation. Rome was compelled to pause
in her advance before their intrepid ranks. In Gaul, in Germany and other countries, these
devoted preachers revived many a dying light, refreshed many afainting spirit, and
strengthened hands that had began to hang down, and they long delayed, though they
could not ultimately prevent, the approach of a superdtition destined to embrace all
Chrigtendom in its somber folds (save the church of the Wadenses in northern Italy), and
darken its sky for ages.

No less happy were the socid changes that passed on the country as the immediate fruit
of its submission to the Gogpe. From that hour the yoke of the feudd lord pressed less
heavily, and the obedience of his tribe was more spontaneous and cheerful. All the
relaions of life were sweetened. Gentleness and tenderness came in the room of those
fierce, vindictive, and selfish passions with which paganiam fills the breast and indurates
the human heart. The ghostly domination of the Druid was shattered, the terror of his
incantations dissolved, and no more was seen the dark smoke of his sacrificerisng

luridly above the grove, or heard the piteous wail of victim, as he was being dragged to
the dtar. Nature seemed to fed that to her, too, the hour of redemption had come. Asif in
sympathy with man she threw off her primeva savageness, and attired hersdf in agrace
and beauty she had not till then known. Her brown moorlands burst into verdure; her
shaggy woods, yielding to the axe, made room for the plough; her hills, set free by the
mattock from furze and prickly brier, spread out their grassy dopes to the herdsman and
hisflock; and plain and valey, cured of inhospitable bog and stagnant marsh, and
converted into arable land, recelved into their bosom the precious seed, and returned with
bounteous increase in the mdlow autumn what had been cast upon their open furrowsin
the molient spring.

What a change in the destiny of the country since the day that Patrick had first set foot
upon it! He had found its sons groping their way through the darkness of an immemorid
night: one generation coming into being after another, only to inherit the same bitter
portion of davery. Now the springs of liberty had been opened in the land; barbarity and
oppression had begun to recede before the silent influences of arts and letters. Above dl,
the Gospd enlightened its sky, and with every Sabbath sun came rest and holy worship.
The psam pedled forth in sanctuary rose loud and sweet in the stillness; and on weekday
the same drains, "the melody of hedlth,” might be heard ascending from humble cat,
where Labor sanctified its daily toils by daily prayer and praise.

After the days of Patrick the land had rest seven centuries. In the middie of the twelfth
century there arose anew church in Ireland, which knew not Patrick nor the faith he had
propagated. Breakspeare (Hadrian 1V), the one Englishman who ever sat in the papd
chair, clamed Ireland as part of Peter's patrimony by a bull dated 1155. He next sold it to
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Henry 11 for a penny ayear on each house in the kingdom. The infamous bargain between
the Pope and the English king was completed in the subjugation of the country by the
soldiers of the latter. "The independence of Irdand,” says Dr. William Phelan, "was not
crushed in battle, but quietly sold in the Synods of the prelates, those internd traitors, to
whom the orator alluded, but whom he was much too prudent to name."

Therevolution in Irdland since its subjugetion under Romanism has been followed by
many centuries of cadamities; ance then most Irish have been mired in Romish darkness.
Y et the true life history of the one they so famoudy remember each year on March 17
cdlsthem away from Romish darkness into the light of the Biblica Gospdl.
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