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The Office Diylnet
Aperi Domine os meum ad benedicendum
Nomen sanctum tuum.
elled nuns, who kneel in your chnli !
05 cowled llll;ﬂ.l, who chant in the stall |
O lonely priests in your slient room !
0 {nfu 1n purple or scarlet,—all !
O all who the Office Divine 1
you reach to your task’'s sublimest
heigut ?

swinging globe in its daszling flight
'{alu o‘n" () tﬁo tones of that Matin song;
The echoes blend in thelr .iliorloul might
With the Lauds eternal chiming along;

al dawn on the world’s great face

the psaimody grand in a new-bora
o .

And the Little Hours, tone afier tone,
The earin takes up in a chorus grand,
And her tongues aud races, speaking as one,
snolu.& ‘tho canticles forth over sea and
nd;

And & zone of pralse from her confines fair
Clasps His Courch to Conrist in & migobty
prayer.

The soft, bright sturs of perpetual eve
1+ Perpetual Vespers ever u1eet,
And eternal Comoline rising to God
Fiils the Elders' censers with odors sweel;
And endless cholrs, in klad refrain,
Bear on through Heaven the lofuy strain.

O Mater Ecclesia! Mother banigu !
Riss up rorever and sing thy love—
Thy wondrous Office—thy Psalms divine;
ount up and blend with the songs
above,—
With the
throne,’
In the music no mortal ear hath known.
-=Ave Maria. MERCEDES,
B —

THE FATHER BURKE MEMORIAL
CHURCH.

“ Oa Sunday the Most Rev, De. Walsh,
Archbishop of Dablin, consccrated the
Father Burke Memorial Church at Tal-
laght, in presence of two of the Irish
bishops, the Right Hon, the Lord Mayor,
M. P, and a Jarge and distinguished con-
guﬁllion of clergy and laity. The beau-
ti

"‘hnrporu harping before the

ful church, erected by public subscrip-
tion, in memory of the great Dominican,
which was dedicated to our Blessed Lady
of the Rosary, is worthy of the holy friar
and eloquent preacher whose loss the
Irish people bave not yet cepsed to lament,
It is just four years ago eince the founda-
tion stone was laid. Oa that occasion
Father Burke himself, who had long
wished for the erection of a church at
Tallaght, prcached the sermon. The
work which ke eo well begun was brought
to completion, or nearly completion, as a
tribute to his memory. The epot upon
which the sacred edifice is built is hal-
lowed by historic memories. More than
@ thousand years sgo a monastery stood
there, and saints walked in its cloistere,
To-day it is the dwelling-place of a com-
munity of the great Order of St Dominic,
and itis there that the novitiate of the
Order is placed.

High Mass was celebiated by the Most
Rev. Dr. O'Callaghah, Coadjator Bishop
of Cork; the deacon was the Rev. Nicholas
Healy, the sub deacon the Rev. Mr.
O'Connell, Clonliffe, and the master of
ceremonies Rev. C. Ridgeway. His
Grace the Most Rev. Dr, Walsh pontifi-
cally assisted, the canons at the throne
being Very Rev, Canon Fitzpatrick, Presi-
dent Holy Cross College, Clouliffs, and
the Very Rev. Canon Leaby. The music
was sung in plain chant, The preacher
was the Very Rev. Nicholas Walsh, S, J,
+ Father Walsh, in the course of a very
eloquent scrmon, said—In us, dearest
brethren, are fu!filled this day those words
of God, “¥our jry shall be mingled with
sorrow, and according to the multitude of
your eufferings shall be your consolations,
and atter tears and weepinog thou, O Lord,
pourest in gladness”—words fulfilled in
ue, a Cath olic nation, faithful and true to
God and His Church through all our vary
ing fortunes; fu'filled in us, a Catholic
nation, faithful snd true to the memory
of a great prieet to whom the Ivish race
and weare debtors. For the Feast of the
Dedication of the Churches of Ireland,
which we celebrate to-day, calls up and
quickens a sad and sorrowful memory-—
the memory of the material temples of
this old Catholic land, rezed or ruined, or
deeecrated; whilst the feast of the dedica-
tion of this temple calls up and quickens
the memory of him whom weall loved,and
whom we all etill meurn, But,*‘according
to the multitude of our sufferings, Thou,
O Lord, giveet consolations and after tears
and wee ping, pourestin joy and gladness.”
For these two feasts call up and quicken
memories and thoughts as well, which are
consoling — joyous and glorfous memories
and thoughts of the Catholic Church, the
fair and beautiful Spouse of Christ, the
beloved of His Sacred Heart, and the be
loved of this nation—fair and beautiful
and glorious, in streng faith and beroic
patience, even when long ago she eat,
wasted with sorrow and desolate, amidat
‘the acattered stones of her sanctuary,
Fair and beautiful and gloricus in these
latter days, when the has “loosed the bonds
off lier necir, bound up her locks with a

trown of gold, clothed herself in strength
and gladnees,”” and now sits enthroned in
temples which we may joyfully, and not
with the voice of weeping, coutrast with
those of the past., [Fair and beautiful and
glorious to day, when she accepts this
temple, just consecrated to God, to Christ,
and Blessed Ma)y—a temple which is the
memorial of a nations gratitude and a
nations love to one who, perhaps more
than any man since the days of St, Pat.
rick was the preacher of “the Word
that caves” to this land of rorrow and
of gladness, of suffering and of couso-
lation, The Catholic Church, the spouse
of Jesus Christ and the beloved of His
Sacred Heart, Hence, as He looks upon
her, His Sacred Heart becomes inflamed
and breaks forth in those inspired words
of their marriage song, “My love, My
dove, My undcfiled, My perfect, My only
one, thou hast wounded My heart with
love; fair as the morn art thou and bright
as the sun, I will espouse thee to Myself
for ever; and she, the Church, His spouse,
}mys back His love with all her heart’s
ondest love.” Hence, when asked what
manner of Man is her beloved, her whole
soul breaks forth in glorifying song, “My
beloved is fair, choren out of thousands’;
His head is as the purest gold, his locks as
branches of palm, black as the raven;
His eyes as doves, His lips as 1lies, His
form as Libanus, excelling as its cedars.
Such is my beloved, and He is my friend.”
But now she sings of seeming neglect, of
suffering, yet still of no change in her
true love, *“I sought Him and did not
find Him, I called and He did not answer;
and the keepers of the city found me.
They struck me and wounded me, and
tore away my veil, but still I languished
with love—my beloved to me and I to

Him. Ihold Him; I will never let Him

0, for my love is strong as death. And
rn His love no man may despise me.” 8o
under striking figures and by etrongly
expremsive words of an all lbno:!.i:g, Xn-
sionate, buman love, did it pleate God to
foretell

and His Church, Whilst St. Paul—after
this sacred marrisge was an accomplished
fact—tells us of its etrange and awful
celebration, and of its fruits to the Church
in holiness and besuty and power. “Christ
80 loved the Chureb, His epouse, that He
delivered Himself to death for ‘lar, pur-
chased her with His precious blood, nour-
ishes and cherishes her as His own body,

Church; not having wrinkle oz spot,
without blemich, and holy. Did she not,
as the Fathers say, spring in perfect
beauty from the opened side of Him, the
second Adam, asleep upon the Cross a3
did Eve from the first Adam, asleep in
Paradise, and death, which dissevers and
sunders other ties, mede theirs eternal?
Aud lo! when He ascended on high He
left her His spouse, the weaker being on
earth, to be his own representative, and
a8 such to win and save the world by her
innate beauty and power,
her ngt in weaknees nor alone, for He
swore to her, saying, “This is My covenant
with thee—My spirit that is in thee, and

that deep devoted spiritual love }
which was to bind in eternal union Christ

and all this that she m:‘y be & glorious |
n

But He left |

' and eathedrals, razed or ruined or dese
crated, bearsaed and eorrowful bat elo.
quent testimony to the greatness, grar.
deur, aud holiners of Ireland’s charch in

| the golden days of her first bloom, Catho-

lic Ireland was first tried by the ordeal of
succest, prosperity, snd glory, but was
peither epoiled nor made proud. Her eye
pever glanced away for & moment from
| the beauty of her spouse; her heart had
never one passing thought of another
lover; and through all her golden dsys
she nestled in the eacred heart of Jesns

Christ, her firest love, and sang always,

“My beloved to me and I to

Him, I bhold Him; I will never

let Him o, for my love is strong as

death,” ﬁut, dearly beloved, her joy and
gladness are to be mingled with sadnees
| and sorrow, and according to her consola.
| tions will be her sufferings. She is now

(to be tried by an ordeal of fire, aword,

'blood, and confiscation—an ordeal the

 most terrible torough which any Church

| or 'uation ever passed, the severest by

"which love was ever tested. I canmot,

! and if I could I would not enter into the

| frightful and barrowing details of those
dark centuries of persecution through

| which weeping she wept—of that penal
code which the purest and greatest of Eng:

' lish stateemen, Edmond Burke, has stig.
matised for ell time—of those sufferin,
which Ormonde, who loved her not, tells

:m were more terrible than any that

My words which 1 have put in thy mouth
shall not depsrt from thee h th and
for ever. Thoee shall be called The
Sought For, but never the Foisaken.
Whosoever shall gather sgainst thee shall
perish, and no weapon turned against thee
shall prosper ; for behold, I am with thee
all days, even to the consummation of the
world,” Jcetas the sun pours itself into
thick masses of dark cloud and vapour,
and makes them at once bright and
golden, so He, the centre and sun of her
existence, fills ber with His own life, and
keeps her, though formed of human
ma‘erisle, in the freshness and beauty of
strong, unfading youth, “without spot or
wrinkle;” glorious with the halo of count-
less viciories and therecord of mysterious
success, “Fair as the moon, bright as the
sun, and terrible as an army in the battle
array.” Her heart, as she sings, ever rests
on His left aym, close to His true Heart,
and His right arm of protection for ever
embraces her, and her song is ever the
same, “My beloved to me, I to Him, I
hold Him ; I will never let Him go, for
my love is strong as death.”” The Catholic
Church, the spouse of Jesus Christ and the
beloved of His Sacred Heart, is the
beloved also of this land of ours. Some
fifteen hundred years ago its wild pagan
children looked up, and, lo ! they saw her
coming as a “spouse leaning upon her
beloved.” As a “bright swift cloud she
cometh, and with her one like to the
Son of Man, haviog on His head a
crown of gold and in His band a
sickle ; atd a voice cried out, “Thrust
in thy sickle and reap, for the hour is
come, and the harvest of the land is ripe;”
and lo! in the moment “the idols were
moved aud the hearts of the people mel-
ted, For the truth, which the Church
brought, so full, so satisfying, and so sav-
ing, at once led captive the bright intel.
lect, ard her grace, her purity, her super-
patural loveliness at once won the gener-
ous heart of this land, and its heart melted
towards Lier, and took her deep within it,
and cricd out in the joy of ratisfied long-
ing, “I have found Him whom my heart
loveth ; I hold Him ; I will never let Him
g0, for my love is strong as death.” For
she brought with her Jesus Christ, her
spouse, to be the very life and love of the
land, ~ She brought also His Immaculate

might be a form and power of holiness to
the children of faith who were to epring
in milllous from this sacred union, Aund
Jesus and Mary took this land deep within
theic sacred hearts, and cried omt in
delight, “We have found her for whom
our hearts longed ; we hold her ; we shall
never let ber go, for our love is strong as
death,” And “the idols were moved, and
the hearts of the people melted ; darkness
aud corruption fled the land, truth and
justice reigned, and the prophecy of
Isains was fulfilled”—a people that had
long sat in darknesws, walked in the glory
of the Lord, and a land, long desolate, was
glad and rejoiced and flourished like the
lily, and then began the glorious days of
the Irish Church when she sat quecn like
crowned with wisdom, in the beauty of
religious peace ; when, like the moon, she
caught the full light of the sun of jastice,
and shone purely and brightly for the
enlightening of the benighted world
around her. When the precious blood of
her eponse fell upon her virgiu soul, aud
the Jight of His glory illumined her not
for a time to become the seed of martyrs
or to bo darkened by the cloud of perse-
cution, but to make her blush and beam
in the morning’s splendour of a religion
pure in doctrine, magnificent in temple,
and ritual and apostolic in zeal, “During
the sixth and seventh centuries,” writes a
German historian, “the Irish Church
stood forth in the full beauty of her
bloom. There was not a country in the
world which could boast of pious founda-
tions and religious communities equal to
her’s, and the schools in the Irish cloister
were the most celebrated in Europe,” An
English historian tells us, “that strangers

remote, and all received the muost
hospitable welcome, free support, free
instruction, nay, the very books necessary
for their studies,”’ But the illustrious
Montalambert simply revels in glorious
description. “In tﬁose olden days,” he
writes, *‘Ireland was the great school
not only of holiness and virtue but of
literature and inteilectual civilization. In
her celebrated monasteries were trained
an entire population of writers, philoso-
phers, musiciane, painters, poets, histori-
ans, but above all of missioners and
preachers destined to spread the light of
the gospel and Christian education not
only in all Celtic countries, of which Ire-
land was the nursing mother, but amongst
Franks and Burgungiane and the dwellers
on the Rhine and Danube, up to the con-
fines of Italy, St, Columba alone founded
three hundred monasteries, and two
hundred and forty.six Irish saints
and martyrs are venerated as bene-
factors in forelgn lands from Sicily
to Iceland,” But we need not such
testimony, impartial and learned though
it be, The feast of this day echoes the
words of our Lord, “The very stones
cry out from the walls.” For do not those

countless monasterie, shrines, churches,

Mother, Mary, ttat she might rejoicein |
the day of his espousals with Ireland, and |

visited Ireland from countries the most |

| bapp d uoder the Roman emper-
ors in the days of the martyrs
They struck her ard wounded her

tiil they wasted her venerable form
and stripped her of all save that peerles
| eupernatural beauty which God gave and
l man could not take away, till they rob-
bed her of all save that priceless gem
which in her golden days flashed uvon her
! brow, but which she now held witkia the
! depths of her suffering and breaking heart,
| They tcre away her vell, for before her
| weeping eyes her school: were closed,
| her scholars scattered, her learning banuned,
and monastery and church and cathedral
\ faling into ruin—saddened or desecrat:d
| by a false worship—outraged her sorrow-
ful heart St. Paul seems to have anticl-
pated this most glorious page of Irish his
tory when be wrote: “Who had trials of
stiipes, of bonds, of prisons, and of
mockeries, who were stoned, cut asunder,
put to death by the sword, of whom the
world was not worthy, wanderers in
deserts, in mountaine, in dens, and the
caves of the earth; in want, distressed,
eftlicted, who by faith recovered strength
in weakness, became valiant in battle, and
put to flight the army of foreigners,”
But who was it gave her and kept her in
that wondrous faith, with which she mst
in battle fie!d for three centuries all the
powers of earth and hell and conquered
them—the crown and garlande of whose
victory she wears proudly to-day. Jesus
Christ, whom she loved as ever, even
when, with mysterious wisdom, He al-
lowed her so to suffer; and as she mt
desolate and wasted with sorrow ehe clu
closer than ever to Hfs sacred beact, an
sang to Him always, My beloved to Me
f and I to Him, I love Him; I will never let
' Him go, for my love is strong as death.
! And He, proud of her love, so tested and
| 80 tius crowned her even then with what
| is, after all, her greatest glory; for when
| wealth and power and external ornament
' end beauty fell from her, and left her
poor and naked as a beggar—when ber
thousand palaces fell in rains around her
and left her as a homeless outcast He gave
her to still bold a queenly rule in the
soul of the nation, end to have for her
only, but most glorious temyle, its living-
aud loving heart, Buat after tears and
weeping and suffering. He has poured in
gladnes: and consolations whea Hesaw that
| her love was stronger than death, and that
no floods of persecution could quench or
drown it, He was sati-fied, He was msved,
and He comforted her, saying, “Poor
little one, tossed by tempest, I will gather
| thee up aud lay thy foundations in sap-
| phires, make they bulwarks of jasper, thy
gates of graven, and thy borders of desir-
able stones. 1 will make thy desert land
| a8 & place of pleasure and thy wilderness
as a garden, and great shall be the peace
of thy children, and joy and gladness and
| thankegiving, shall be found therein.”
i With minds wondering and hearts bound-
ing and lips uttering praise and thanks-
! giving, we recognize God in His merciful
| fulfilment of those words of consolation
and of hope ; for His faith, like the sun
| that endureth for ever, has broken forth,
! after a long night, to give to Ireland's
| Church another bright morning and other
golden days; a faith which, working in
| generous hearts, has restored the veil of
i ber beauty in those schools, monasteries,
CunvVents, ecclesiastical resldences,churches,
and cathedrals, which again cover the land.
Yes, Jesus Christ, her spouse, who lay so
long within her true heart, as He did in
the humility and poverty of Bethlehem
and Nazareth, or in the suffering and
sgony of Gethsemani and Calvary, has
broken through the sepulchre and made
her beautiful and radisnt in a new resur-
rection ; and her sun is to set no more,
because He knows that her love, no matter
how tried, can never fail in the souls of
her children, and that her song will be in
the future, on to the end, what it ever
was in the past, “My beloved to Me and I
to Him, I love Him. I will never let him
' go, for my love is strong as death,” And
80, dearly beloved, shouid our love also be
strong as death, in holdiog and showing
forth in our daily lives that faith which our
fathers held through centuries of fierce
conflict, and committed to us with their
last sigh, Andifyou ask me how you may
by faith enrich yourselves, and hand it on
to enrich others, I answer in & word—
| practice it, as the Church teaches and
commands. But moreover, dearly be-
loved, the feast and function epecial to
this church to-day, seam to say to usin
God’s words, “Arise, rejoice, offer to God
the sacrifice of your praise, and pay your
vows of thankegiving to the Most High,”
This ia & bright and golden day of sﬁ&d-
ness, of praise, of thanksgiving, and con-
solation, on which the faith of Ireland
almost completes in this church the
restoration of one of her most anclent
and celebrated monasteries, and offers to
God, to Jesus Christ, and to Blessed Mary,
their youngest daughter, beautiful as a
bride adorned, but not yet perfectly so,
for the bridegroom. But more, it is the
Church of a novitiate, and as such having
need of belng remembered, because in
danger of being forgotten, and deserving
of our sympathy becsuse of the influence
it exercises in a great work, A novitlate
: i & lopely retired spot, often unknown to

the faithful who are vot touched by i‘s
immediate action, but still, as the child is
father to the man, #0 is the movice to the
matured religious; amd it is here, in this
Nazareth of the hidden life, that the
novices will be trained to that sublime
holiness which becometh their vocation,
Here, in this very Church, by close, con-
stant, and loving contact with Jesus
Cbrist in the Blessed Sacrament, they will
fill their hearts with the sacred fire of His,
and then, true to the name and purpose
of their order, scatter it, for the sanctifi
cation and ealvation of yourselves and
your children. Bu* more, it is the novi-
tiate of an order, an order which more
than any other in the Charch, prepared
snd etored within its clofsters the
divine eciences, philosophy and theology,
sanctity and the spostolic spirit, and then
filled the world with them—an order
which came to this land early, and stayed
with her through the long night of her
torrow ; an order whose joy and sorrows,
sufferings and consolations, have been
even as hers ; an order which has regained
and reconsecrated this sacred spot of Tall-
aght—a sacred epot which has followed
the fortunes of the land. It had its bloom
of beauty and its golden daye, more than
athousand years ago; when 8, Macbruan,
“‘the bright sun of Ireland,” and ZFagus,
“the sun of the Weatern World,” worked
in its fields, etudied in its cloisters, offered
sacrifice within its charch, walked beneath
its trees, edified all by their hamility, and
adorned the island by their learning ; and
then it had decay and ruin, in tears and
weeplng-—bnt to-dsy, its resurrection in
joy and gladness and glory, And we all
pray that the sons of St. Dominic may
walk and work to the end on this ballowed
ground, renewing its oldest and its best
traditions cf eanctity and learning, Tke
Dominican Fathers, mindful of the heir-
loom of theilr order, and of tke great
devotion of Ireland, bave consecrated this
church to God under the title of Our Lady
of the Most Holy Rosary, a title which
calls up at once the great intercessory
power, the privileged omnipotence of the
glorious Mother of Gcd—of her who Is as
“‘the morning star rising” in the excep-
tional grace of her Immaculate conception
—‘“fair as the moon and bright as the
eun,” bacause reflecting, in hcr pure soul,
as fally as creature could, the holiness of
God—and yet “terrible withal to the
enemies of the Church as an army in
battle array,” for “to her it is given to
crush all heresies,” and what tongue could
tell all the victories gained by individual
souls—galned by the Church through
the devotion of the Holy Rosary since the
day St. Dominic received it of her and
proplgmd and popularised it by his very
reaching and the preaching of his order.
fa vile and once powerful heresy was
crushed out—Iif myriads of Turks, who
again and again threatened the very life
of Christian Earope, were swept by a
bandful of men from the waters of Le-
panto, the plains of Vienns, Zonta, Peter-
warden, and Belgrade—history and the
action of five soverelgn Pontiffs tell us
that this was due not eo much to the
brave Christian soldiers—all honor to
them who fought with the sword—as to
the confraternities of the Holy Rosary,
who fought with the beads, nnd’ invoked
the God of Battles, through His powerfal
and ever blessed Mother, Devotion to
Mary ie the devotion of Ireland—and no
wonder—for when echools were destroyed,
books unknowan and banned, and reading
a thing of the past, her children clung to
the beads and won the grandest victory on
record—the “victory of their faith, which
conquered the world,” But, dearly be-
loved, there is a circumstance intimately
connected with the function of this day
which makes it a day of joy, and giadness,
and consolation even more than those
which touch older and holier things, The
admiration, the gramude, the love of the
Lrizh nation, find expression to-day in this
beautiful church—a church which she has
built and consecrated as the memorial and
monument of her great and gifted son
Father Themas Burke. When three years
ago God tock him from us the heart of
tbe nation mourned, and here on this
sacred epot she wept her tears upon his
bier, This was natural, A man who for
twenty years was the central figure and
great attraction in every religious gather-
ing, & mau the most useful, the most
esteemed, and the beet beloved of his gen-
eration, a man who, like St. Paul, was “the
preacher, apostle, and doctor of the nation
in faith and truth,” was snatched from
our eyes aud hearts. But to day we stand
around his sepulchre, made glorious by
this eplendid temple A saint and fasher
of the Church has said “ When God forbids
us to praise a man befors he dies He
seems io command as Lo praise him after
death, to glorify him after he has finished
bis work, when the epirit of flattery cAn-
not move him who pralses, or the spirit of
vanity bim who is praised,” when much
or all that is personal and human have
died out, and the mind and heart can
gpeak with the matured calmuess of time
and thought. Rightly and becomingly,
therefore, to-day we may speak the
praises and study for a short moment the
greatness of him who has entered into the
glory and joy of the Lord, This church
is the memorial of the nation, and guards
the sacred remains of him who ia his holy
calling was amonget the greatest of her
sons, and the most extraordinary preacher,
take him all in all, of whom we have
record. The other great preachers of his-
toric fame had efther an unbroken eoli-
tude of months to prepare their sermons
or from their position could command
their own time, their pulpit, their audi.
ence, end their subject, and thess gener-
ally the grand cathedral, the gorgeous
royal chapel, with the kingly and noble
for their hearers and some &peclally
inspiring subject for their theme, It was
not 8o with Father Burke, Prepare he did
~—for no man ever honored the Word of
God more than he; but what time had he ?
For twenty years it was Sunday after
Sunday, festival after festival, function
after tunction, chmit{ after charity, Lent
and Advent after Lent and Advent—
agaln aud again to the same audience,
sometimes in our finest churches, often
in-poor or unfinithed ones, now
with a simple unlettered congregation,
now with the moet letered, cultured, and
critical, that Duablin, London, Rome, or
New York could briag together, and all
through to the end, without a break, he
held all, as by a spell, within his wondrous
influence. bat was it? The grace,
natural and supernatural, given by God
of a great preacher, which he wmost religi-
ously cultivated till he besame & preacher,

till he possessed a charm and a fascination
like to the F‘ury he now gngor, always
fresh, satisfying, and delightful, But,
dearly beloved brethren, there was one
grace aud virtue his eminently, which
kept bia greatness as a preacher pure,
wholesome, and holy, This was his'deep
religion founded in yet deeper humility.
There bave been fow men whose humility
waa subj-cted to stronger and more allur-
ing temptations than his, He stood on &
beight for years alome without arrival,
surrounded by thousands who followed
him and listened till they became enthu.
siasts, and gave him obedience and wor-
ship as to a teacher and leader of men,
while public speakers and the Press ex.
hauttsd the language of compliment by
words of praise which were unstinted
and without drawback, And tell me,
dear brethren, for you knew him well, was
there ever a man 8o unspoiled? I should
not have used the word, but was there
ever a man, the loftiness of whesa great-
ness was 80 glorified by the lowliness of his
humility? Men called him the great
Dominican, and such he was; men called
him the prince of preachers, and such he
was; but he loved to call himself what he
truly was, the poor humble friar of God.
Temptations, weaker than which have
turned the heads and corrupted the hearts
of many, eimply sanctified him, Bat,
dear brethren, there was auother trait
characteristic virtue of Father Burke
which to my mind illumined, if it did
not perfect, his greatness; this was
his sweet, child like, genial, joyous spirit
poured out for the erjryment of others,
though the radness of Gethsemane aud the
torture of Calvary were often heavy on
himeelf. I never took in fully the great-
ness of the man. I never so admired him
as when after bavirg held usspell-bound
in the church he made usall jryous and
bappy at the dinner table by a wit and
humour which were like his own preach-
ing, always fresh and delightful, but which
never in the least hurted the most deli-
cate charity or honor of God or man, It
is pleasant to know that this was a saint-
like characteristic. We have a life-like
portrait of one of God’s greatest saints, St.
Basil, printed by bis devoted friends—
“Sensitive, affectionate, of classical tastes,
austere, devoted by ascetic life, pensive at
times, and chastened by bodily suffering,
skilled in argument and succeseful in the
use of it, an uncompromising champion of
the orthodox creed, but etill,”” writes his
bosom friend, St. Gergory of Nazianzen,
“who more amiable than he? who as
pleasant as he in social intercourse ? who
could tell ;a story with more wit? who
could jest more playfully?” But, dear
brethren, it was his perfect charity, love of
God and his nefghbor. It was his Christ-
like virtue of helping and healing all, so
vneelfishly and so generously poured out,
which crowned bis virtues and his life, and
has made the Irish nation, bishops, priests,
religious and laity, his debtors. Was he
not—to use inspired words—the man
of all others “who taught many,
who strengthened weary hands and
trewbling knees, and confirmed them that
were falling? The ear that heard him
blessed him, and the eye that saw him gave
witness, and the blessing of the perishing
came upon him, because he delivered the
Bom- man that cried, and the orpban who
ad no protector, was an eye to the blind,
and a foot to the lame, a comforter to the
widow and a father to the poor.” Fur
twenty years he consecrated his genius,
his talen's, his learning,, his love, his iife to
wiuning sympathy aod help for every
form of hum-n suffering and misery. It
is joy and gladness, comfort and consola-
tion, to see how becomingly a gratefal
nation has honored her great ton. She has
built this church that it may bp through
all time the memorial of his name and
fame, her love, and also his monument,
aud has brought it, by her generous offer-
ings, to its present advanced though not
yet perfect state,  But, dear brethren, I
shall of myself venture to make a sugges—
tion. We should keep this sacred epot in
memory until we make this group of
buildings what be longcd to see them—the
church united to the novitiate by a
modest cloister, and the church, with a!l
its appointmente, perfect. The heart of
Father Burke was in this place and work,
and his eacred ashes repose here. Like
David, “He swore to the Lord, and vowed
a vow to the God of Jacob, that he wouli
not give sleep to his eyes or slumber to his
eyelids, or rest to his temples until he
found a place here for the Lord and a
tabernacle for God,” And why did nct
this charch spring up years ago, as it
might have done, to the magical sound
and music of Father Burke's eloquent
voice? Wby did he and the Dominican
Fathers rewain long and paiiently
content with a church that was poor, in-
convenient, and mean? Simply because
Father Burke, with the sanction of his
reverend superior, gave to the nation, to
us, those priceless services which they
might most fairly have retained, in
greater part for their own order., Bat it
was best so. This work, begun by him,
God willed he should bequeath to us, to
the nation, to finish. It is his death gift,
with his last request to the people of his
love, It is now his sepulchre, Let us
therefore fulfil his vow. Let us not give
sleep to our eyes, or slumber to our eye-
lids, or rest from our generous offerings
until we have made this church perfect in
beauty, ‘“as a bride adorned for the bride-
groom,” until we have made “his sepul-
chre glorious.” To do so touches the
honor of the nation, and this needs no
appeal, because safe in your hands and the
hands of Father Burke’s gratetul frierds
and admirers,”

After the ceremony the visitors were
entertained at luncheon,

The fine band of the Pl wnix Brewery
was present in the grounds, and played a
number of selections,

His Grace the Archbishop of Dablin on
leaving the luncheon room and entering
the grounds was solicited for his blessin
%yt e people who had there nuemblevf

he people knelt down and received his
Grace’s blersing,

Seott's Emulsion of Pure

CoD LIVER OIL WITH HYPOPHOSPHITES,
Is prescribed by the Medical Profession
because it fs not only a secret remedy,
but a mientifically prepared prepara.
tion of two most valuable specifics, that
they find of unequalled value for their
Consumptive and Emaciated patients,
Take no other,

FrEEMAN’s WoRrM PowDxRs are safe in
all cases, They destroy and remove

Worms ix children or adults,

WHAT ARE OUR RICH MEN DDING

Catholic Review.

Thare is & fashion with som> Catholics
of spaakiag of the Catholics of the Uaited
States as generally poor. The statement
is met with often, in newspaper articles,
speeches, lectures, and sermons, It is
true the Church of God loves the poor,
welcomes them, and always has them, or
s great mauy of them., But it is false
logic to infer that, because the Catholic
Church has an immense proportion of the
church-going Soor, the generality of
church-going Catholics are poor. The
generality of church-going Catholics are
orderly, law-abiding, sobsr, industrious
people, and, the greater portion of such
people always have bank accouants, If
one could ouly get at the true cindition
of things, a surprisingly large number of
poorly dressed, poor-appearivg Catholics,
would be foumf to have snug balances,
even ample fortunes., Most well-to do
people of that sort have accamulated their
competency slowly, it is true, and by hard
lobor, and with little time and few oppor-
tunities to cultivate either their manners
or their appearance or surroundings,
They are willing to pass for “poor paople;”
it is often convenieut, They continue to
live in the poorer quarters of the city,
among the really poor and struggling,
because it was there that they made their
first successful start in life, and because
their friends, associations, and perhaps a
large part of their property, are still in
those quarters, They would rather be
known as the “first families” of a tene-
ment quarter, then as “parvenus” in a
more pretentious neighborhood. Bat
wheiever they live, these people are not
poor by any means, and yet there are hosts
of them who are reckoned by Catholics as
“poor,”

But besides these rich people who, for
various reasons, prefer to live as though
they were poor, and live among the poor,
and, by the way, to enjoy whatever
worldly advantages belong to the condi-
tlon of decent poverty—and there are
some such advantages—there is no lack of
Catholics who are unmistakably rich, both
in their income and their style of living,
It is doubtful if there is any element of
the population of the United States in
the cities who are as likely to attain to,
and to preserve when attained, a fair
mediocrity at least of woildly prosperity
a8 the Catholics, For, in addition to the
result of a respect for law, and of sobriety
and industry, which are certainly charac.
teristic of church.going Catholics, loyalty
to the marriage-tie, repudiation of divorce,
and hence perpetuity of family connec-
tions are bonng to tell in the end, evenin
a worldly way. At the present rate of
progress, taking all these things into con-
slderation, it is not unsafe to predict that
within a century, the Catholics will be the
“golid” people of the United States.

But in the meantime there are an im-
mense number of solid Catholics now.
Every city has them, and in almost every
profession and line of busimess. But what
are they doinz besides attending to their
own business? To do even that is, of
courtse, a very good thing to do ; but Cath-
olics profess to believe that they are
boucd to do even more. A favorite
excuse for not displaying activity in good
works is that ecclesiastics will not permit
any activity on the part of laymen in
good works under Catholic auspices, un-
less they themselves have all or nearly all
the control. Bat how many who offer
this excuse have ever made any serious
effort and been thwarted by the clergy?
Catholic laymen have no right to go abous
preaching the Gospel; they have not been
sent. But they not only hive a right
they have a duty, to do all that their
education, associations, abilities, and
wealth will enable them to do towards tha
spread of Catholic truth and towaids the
reliiiouu well-being of their country.

There is a kind of false-thame or
awkwardness among the Catholics of thi,
country, or rather among those Who en,
joy any social consideration which recoil
from any public identification with reli-

ion. A Methodist, or Episcopalian, or
resbyterian merchant, banker or pro-
feesional man will pnmie the streets at the
call of his church, carrying a banner at
the head of a column of Suaday-school
children, or he will staud in front of the
court house or the post-office and sing
hymns; he will do anything and every-
thing that his conscience tells him to ba
good to do, and care nothing for the
opinion of the world, It is easy to ridi-
cule this, but, after all, it shows an ad-
mirable spirit that might well be taken
futo contideration by our Catholic solid
men,

Men of Liberal Culture,

Rt. Rev, Bishcp Ireland.

Men who wish to wield icflience in
this country must be well educated, It
is the cultured mind that commands
respect and directs events, Every
Catholic child must have the advantaga
of a good practical school education, but
the children of our more wealthy people,
after having gone through the course at
the parish school, should be sent to soma
higher school or college to complete
their education, It is a common error
to suppose that because some men of
very little school training have by native
shrewdness amassed great wealth, there-
fore a coll?e education is worthless, If
men devoid of education have done so
well, what might not the same men have
accomplished if possessed of superior
knowledge? And, after all, money-
making 18 not the great object of life,
There are nobler purposes than money-
making for the (gtholics to live for—
purposes to the attainment of which
superior education is sbsolutely neces-
sary, Catholic truth is to be explained
and defended, not alone by the clergy,
but by the laity as well. Honor is to be
brought to Holy Church by the learning
as well as by the Eiety of her children ;
for she is the mother of scholars as well
as of saints. There should be Catholic
laymen always ready and able to use
their pen in defense of truth, and this
can be secured only by giving to our
Catholic youth the advantages of a first.
class collegiate education,

Hundreds of letters from those using
Ayer’s Halr Vigor attest ita value as a re-
storer of gray bair to its matural color,
As a stimulant and tonle, preventing and
curing baldness, and cleancing the scalp,

its use cannot be too strongly recom.
mended.

NOV, 6, 1886,

her Joe. find,
m__ ry
poo d
d the poor and lowly fin
G‘\l{’!{:lh.l:?sl volce so sad and low, even
On a mission pure and holy The
Goes contented Father Joe. o
When the sunbeams gild the river, a
'When the clouds areé black with rain, God
Bits he by thecouch of fever— wor)
By the sinners bed of pain. by
e ebbs fast and faster :
n‘i’%‘:!‘h m'lIE!IIGlper, Death, 18 nigh, ?ell@
Still he whispera of his Master nve
Ever watching in tLe sky; mad
And the crown that waits in Heaven lect
‘When repentance comes not late,
And the sinner stands forgiven, men
At God's bright eternal gate. that
ve listened to him preaching ever
. 'll"l‘llehlu wlnulnzhvo\cg :eoglhdhl‘a'll; mot
00d lessons he was tea
st'll“:!o‘u b bis cheek was sad and pale. of t|
When he spoke of “*Dives” dining, wor
Clad in purple and in gold, inte
‘When poor **Lazarus’ was pining of t
With the hunger and the cold.
s'What avalls the rich man’s treasure ? ‘
vlJIo has hoarded it in vain; I;i‘l.l
Lazarus knows endless pleasure
Dives feels eternal pain. Is |
God shall rise the meek in spirit, dud
And the haughty shall bring 10w}
Thus the poor rich Joys inherit,’ as i
Preaches loving Father Joe. abe
e are those who never practice me:
Thv:";nt they elogu=ntly preach, beli
And whose every look and act is b
The reverse of what they teach;
Let them gathber in thelr Talents, cre.
Let them look to their amount, ing
‘When the base, unfaithful steward l
Shall be called to his accouat. |f;0
us
he autum leaves are falling, :
T’hi‘?:‘;‘uhgltl the lowers will surely die, Ly
There are voices ever calling oat
'f'o & home beyond the sky; tha
‘Where the flowers mever wither,
‘Where the cold winds never blow, an(
May thy soul be wafted thither Go
hen God calls thee, Father Joe. Wi
e met him; tired, returning ms
\ 'll]‘abﬁough the mud-bedra gled street, Go
I have meét bim in the mornin \
When the thick snow clogge kis f=et; col
And God grant that where the fountains to
Of His mercy ever flow, i
Far beyond the distant mountains,
I may meet with Father Joe. th
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PRISONMENT OF THE POPE. uy
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London Universe, Oct. 9. 1i:

On Sunday morning there wasa large | 8o

congregation at the Pro-Cathedial, Ken- | h
singtou,

at the High Mass, at which the | u

Cardinal Archbishop of Wes!minster aseis- | fa

ted, and also preached, § g 8
t:x't the wouhz “Little children, it is the [t

Selecting as his | p]

last bour, end as you know that Anti- | th
christ cometh, even so are there many | to
Anti christs, whersby we know that | g
it is the last hour,” Hie Eminence raid : | M
By the command of our Holy Father, Leo I\l

XI1II., the whole of this month will be

t
devoted to prayer that through the inter- lsi

cession of the Immaculate Mother, the

Mother of God, we may cbtain peace for | d
thg Church, eace for the world, and lib- | N

ty for the Vicar of Jesus Christ, Oar |1
ﬁoyly ‘i‘rnher has eaid that the condition of

o
the world and of the Caurch was deplor- | n

able. Let us try to understand his mean-

ing. St.Ino told the Christians of his day r

that it was the last hour. That the last
times of grace were given to the world,
that our Divine Master would come again,
and when He would come that hour of
grace would be over. We bave again and
again the propbecies of our lord, and the

That Anti chriet, without doubt, will be a
perscp, not a mere spirit, not, as some
men would have it, a state of a multitude
of mer, tut a person who will lead and
heed that multitude of men who are
SETTING THEMSELVES AGAINST GOD AND
HIS CHURCH, thing
not pretend to teach you any

{b%g 1 hn\r']e pot first learned of the Church,
and as the Cbarch has not by any autbor-
itative declaration taught us what Anti.
christ will be, or who Anti-christ will be, I
do not undertske to tell ycu. But this,
I think, is clear to all who bave reason
illuminated by faith—Iif they look upon
the state of the Christlan world, they will
gee that already there are many Anti.
christs, There are three points which I
wish to brirg before you to dn;\'. The
first is the declension of the Caristian
world. The second is the dethronement
of the Head of the Christian world, and
the third, and the last, will be the warfare
against the Christian faith itselfe Now,
as for the first, bear in mind the impass-
able distirction between the Chris'ti‘nn
world and the Cbristlan Church. The
Christisn Church is the body of Jesus
Christ, and its Divine head eits at the right
hand of His Father, and the life of that
Church is the Holy Ghost. The body of
that Church is irdissoluble, its unity is
supernatural, ita mind isilluminated with
the whole of the day of Pentecost, its voice
is infallible in every age. Against the
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prophecies of St. Paul of the Anti-christ. i
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Church the gates of hell shall not pra;yall,
and therefofe when weepeak of the Carls-
tian world we are mot speaking of the
Christian Church, From the beginnirg
there were always
THOSE WHO FELL AWAY FROM THE FAITH,
but there was a time when the nations
that were gathered into the unity of the
faith were all of them within the unity of
the ome fold. How is it now? Three
fourths of the nations that once were
within the unity of the faith have now
departed from {t. They snd thelr gov-
ernments, and their princes, and thelr
laws are outeide the unity of the one fold
of Jesue Christ, Our Lord foretold that
because iniquity abounds the love of
many thould grow cold, Lot us np%y
that to the state of the Christian world.
Well, it never would have committed
schism 11 it had the love of God relgning
in it, for the \mltg of the Church is the
outward and visible aign of the inward
Divine charity, and schism is a mortal sin
because it is & ein against the charity of
God and our neighbor, Next, t;hare ar
controversics against every article of the
faith, These things could not be if th
love of God rei neg in the heart, becauns
the truth would make men to be of on
mine. Thirdly, there are sins againe
justice everywhere, and sins against jus
tice there could not be if the love of Go
reigned in the hearts and consciences ¢
men, 1 will not speak of ware nor o
outrage and violence; I will speak of
THQSE THINGS WHICH COME HOME TO (U]
SELVES,
1 will take only the sins of the tongt
and the tins of the heart, for the eins
{he tongue sre also the sins of the hea:
What do we find ? Evil speaking, mutu
accusations, detraction, active and paseiv
Look at the whole state of Chbrlatl
soclety. Is it not true that there are vi
lations of charity in this one point
every side I Once moze our Loxd aske
“When the Scn of Man cometh shall |



