
nation of millionaires. Witness theinnumerable fine churches thathave sprung up, almost in every village,not tomention themagni-
ficent edifices that now adorn every town and city,all built since
Catholic Emancipation. There areold people still living who tell
why a church onone of the Quays of Dublin wasfirst called by the
curious name by whioh it is still so generally known that, atthis moment,Icannot recall the real Patron of ' Adam and Eve's
Church.'

In the beginning of the 19th century, just closed, Catholics
were barely tolerated in Dublin, and such a thing as a church inany prominent position dare not be thought of :in fact, Catholics
still practically worshippedin secret,and oneof their 'Mass Houses'
w«h « room to the rear of a public house owned by a Catholic and
known by thename of

'
Adam and Eve's Public' The entrance to

thi«> b?»r was through a narrow court, the roomused as a church
being reached through this court and bar, so that Catholics who
were going to Mass,if questionedby anysuspicious-looking inquirer,
invariably answered

'
Iam going to Adam and Eve's.' A spacious

church has long succeeded thebar and thepoor 'MassHouse,' but
still anyBtranger who asks what Churchthat is, invariably receivesthe answer "

Adam and Eve's.'
CHURCH BUILDING.

Yes, the beauty of the Lord's House and the place whereHiaGlory dwelleth are very dear to the Irish Catholic'sheart. In the
old southern "

Faire Citie
'
of Kilkenny, there is abeautiful Gothic

church which was lately built entirely at the cost ofone family,
farmers who made a fortune in Australia, returned to the old
home and spent £30,000 of that fortune in erecting a temple to
the Most High. Last summer, being in Belfast,Iwas told tobe
sureand go and see the Church of the Holy Rosary, an exquisitely
tasteful building upon which a policeman named MichaelLittle,
who some time ago inherited a considerablefortune, is spending a
large part of that inheritance, the remainder of which he spends
upon other religious andcharitable works, whilehe himself is con-
tent to remain a poor man, living simply upon his small pensionas
ex-policeman.

Meath is that fertile part of Ireland that was devastated of
human beings after the famine years, in order to make its plains
into vast cattle ranches. Meath, in whichis situate historic Tara,
has been almost the last important diocese without ita Cathedral,
for thepoor were driven into exile, and it is the poor who build
Cathedrals in Ireland. The other day, the Bishop called his
Catholic flock together and asked them to erect a Cathedral worthy
of that once famous part of the land that was for centuries the
chief monarchical residence of Ireland. At the very first meeting,£15,000 were subscribed ! As for charity to the poor, those who
know anything of its ceaseless flow canuot but see that theHand of
GodHimself must besource of so miraculous a stream.

AN UNKNOWN LANGUAGE.
With the opening of the new century has come a fresh im-

petus to the movement for reviving the Irish language,and now
every town, every village, every hamlet has ita Irish class.
Through the instrumentality of his Grace of Dublin, himself an
Irish scholar, the National School curriculum now includes the
teaching of the native tongue, and in large cities almost every
wardhas one or more clashes, many attended by several hundred
pupils, so that what 20 years ago was looki d upon by most people
&f> a foolish dream,now promises to become a reality ;our nation
onceagainusing thatbeautiful language that contains morebles-
sings audsweeter and moreendearing ternm in its everyday speech
than any other in the whcie world. As there are (-till over a
quarter of a million of Irish-<-peaking people in the four provinces
itis easy to obtain teachers whocangive the correct pronunciation,
so that the present hearty ea^erne^s of old and young to be
learners makes those interested in the movement very hopeful of
success.
Ican't resist telling you a storyabout acorner of Ireland thatwas so thoroughly 'planted'by strangers that the Gaelic tongue

utterly disappeared,namely Wexford.
A lady from the town of Wexford was spending an evening

withme a short time, ago just after the general elections. Itdoes not
matter what her politicsare exactly : they are very strong. She ia
truly of ananoient Irish race, but a word of Gaelic she does not
know. She was eagerly telling of the defeat of a candidate for
Parliamentary honors, a gentleman who had come home fromIndia,purchased a residence in Wexford, and renamed thehouse
after Borne of his Hindoo places, forsooth. No less than '

Bean
Aboo 1

'
But the people would have nothing to do with him.

Whenever he attempted to speak or wherever he appeared they
shouted him down with "B-o-o1 Go back to your outlandish,
heathenBean AbooI

''What's thematter?
'
suddenly asked my friend,seeing thatI

oould no longer control a fit of laughter.
'

Why,' Iasked, 'how do
you know that the namehe gave his place was not a delicate com-
pliment to yourownBelf ? Atall events, it was a true Irish com-
pliment to the fair sex of Wexford in general, for 'bean aboo

'
is

theIrishequivalent for
'

womanfor ever.1
M. B.

(Fromour owncorrespondent.)
Dublin, January, 1901.

THE NEW CENTURY.

IWBLL r«mpmb«r my sensations ofblank disappointment when,asa
T«ry youthfulindividual,Ifirstwent onthe Continentaudluuudmen,
and womenand children wholookedprecisely like those Ihadleft
behind me in Ireland. My one comfort was in the sabots, ike
queerly-shapedpantaloons and other odd-looking articles of dress
wornby thehumble classes.
Iown to somethingof the same feeling of disappointmentat

entering upon a new century without experiencing the slightest
indication, not the least little jolt of anykind to remind us we
werecrossing the threshold. No onelooks older, sadder, wiser, for
entering on his second century: the last century infants are
infanta stillI My old friend downthe road, who was born in the
County Wexfordin thelast yearof the eighteenth centuryandhas
consequently lived in three centuries, is as brisk andlively as she
has been any day these many years,andIcould Bee no change in
her as she stood this morning at her hall door, looking sharply
after the doing up of her front garden for the coming spring,
while her

'
little maid

'
(a mere chit of a thing of 75 or76 1) was

trotting downthe road or a message. It's too bad:it iB,so it is I
as the little boys of the last century used tosay;nothing tomark
in men, minds, or manners, in nature,animate or inanimate, the
entryupona new era,unless, indeed, whatIam trying topersuade
myßelf be true:that the days this January arelengthening much
more rapidly than ever they did in any January Ihave known
before,and thatneverin thepast centurydid the thrushessing so con-
tinuously aain thiß, the first month of the new era. Perhaps the
days and the thrushes have felt something. Who knows ?
Ithink there are hopeful times ahead, too, for our dear land.

The New Year was ushered in with a great midnight religious
solemnity throughout the country, and not a disorderly voice was
raised, not a drunkard was there to desecrate that solemn hour;not
one single act of theft from the hundreds of thousands of deserted
houses hae been reported from any part of Ireland, thoughentire
households,every human being whocoulddo so, werepresent at the
Midnight Mass andBenedictionof the Blessed Sacrament,invoking
a blessing on their country, their families andhomes, as their first
act of thenew century. How could so many fervent prayersbut
be an earnest for the future, and the first goodnews wehave is
that,notwithstanding all the outcry against us,the official statistics
prove beyond yea or nay thaidrunkenness is much less prevalent
than formerly,and that Ireland has fivenations, including England
and Scotland, far ahead of her in the matter of consumption of
intoxicating drink. Ihave lived for months at a time in almost
every one of the 32 counties of Ireland and have observed the
people pretty closely, and Ican vouch for the fact that the
peasantry all over the countryare, as a rule, amost sober people,
and evenin our large oitiea druukenness is chiefly confined to two
classes :the very poor, whose miserable surroundings but too often
lead them into the temptation of the bright, warm drink shops;
and that class for whom there is no excuse, no pity

—
the men,

especially the young men, of the richer clauses, many of whom are
those worst and most irreclaimable of all drinkers, confirmed
tipplers. Ioften think society is much to blame for this increas-
ing habit amongst youths of good social position. Were itmade
as great a disgrace for a younggentleman tobe seen coming out of
a dram shopas it wouldbe for his sister;weremothers and young
girla leas delicate about letting youths know that they wereaware
of thesedegrading habits, and would they butrefuse all intimacy
with men who indulged in them,Ido think young lads would
oftener resist the vile temptation, and there would be fewer men
requiring stimulants all day long.

A NEW DISCOVERY.

Nodoubtit is the well-known habit of mind of the Irish race,
the oonstant habit weIrish Catholics contract, even in childhood,
of thinking of deathas itshould be thought of, thathas prevented
the new American cure for old age from finding its wayinto this
oountry. There wasanold song long ago that began

'Bid the old
grow young again,' but we see so many wonders in these days of
electricity,wireless telegraphy,dead men's voices bottled up, and
bo on,thatournextdoor neighborsin America do not see why the
oldshouldnot grow young again and declare they have found the
elixirof life, and that more thanone aged American has actually
proved its efficacy, while thousands are literally living inpickle,
insideandout, for the elixer is nothingmore nor less thansalt,salt
in any and every form. Soif you New Zealauders can only find
oathowmuch to use and when tostop (here lies the critical point),
why— thereyonare, for ages to oome. We livequite longenough
foroarowncomfort, here in Ireland,and don't want to cease our
beautiful old prayer'The light of Heaven to ns!' So wearenot
going totry andlive longer thanour allottedspan.

A RELIC OF THE PENAL TIMES.
Oneof the New'Tear'sgifts has been theintimation thatIre-

land most find some 15millions of the cost of the South African
war. That is,about £3 15s for every man, woman, and child in
the oonntry. Where is this to come from,inaddition to all the
other taxes. Isometimes think that the Irishareconjnrersof coin,
for, withall the povertyof the country, which is suffering sorely
from over-taxation and from the ruin to farmers and manufac-
turers caused by free trade,the people are for ever pouring oat
money for religious andcharitable worksaa freely as if they were a

COUNTY NEWS.
CORK.— A Big Commercial Transaction— Messrs. J. J.

Murphy, the well-knownCork brewers,have taken over the exten-
Bivebreweries in Cork lately worked by John A.Arnott and Com-
pany. The purchaseprice is said to be £95,000.

The Mayor Pays His Respects to the Bishop— On
Friday, January 25, the new Lord Mayor of Cork, AldermanFitz-
gerald, accompanied by Aldermen William Phair and M. J.
O'Riordan, Councillors Aherne,A.M.Cole, H O'Shea,and theLord
Mayor's Secretary, Mr. D.F.Giltinan, proceeded in open cairiages
to thePalace,Farranferris, topay the customary official visit to the

NEW ZEALAND TABLET.

Irish News.
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