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/ the outlines of His image in themselves?

The Cardinal then proceeded to enumerate
the marks of a soul that is turned to God :
the knowledge of His revelation and its
full meaning and a will to be guided by
the Church of God, How are we to know
what that whole revelation which God has
given usis? Some will tell me out of the
Seriptures, Is there a country in the
world in which the written Word of God
or Holy Seripture is to be found in such
millions ot copies scattered up and down,
'ROM THE PALACE OF THE 8OVEREIGN TO
THE COTTAGE OF THE PEASANT.
There is not on the face of the earth a
people Who possess the written Word of
God as we do, and is there a country in
which there are so many forms of contra-
lictory Christianity, so many inconsistent
interpretations of that one Book, [ will
not go on with this argument; you know
it yourselves. That Book, indeed, is the
Word of God, but only when it is inter.
preted in the true sense. Scripture is
ot Scripture except when interpreted in
the true sense. As a man’s last will is not
his will if his executors interpret it other-
wise than he himself interprets it, so the
Scripture ceases to be the will of Giod ex-
cept when it1s interpreted according to
the will of God. There was no New Tes-
tament when the revelation of Christian-
ity was given; Christianity was preached
and believed in two generations of men
before the New Testament was collected
into a book. Christianity was enterior
to the New Testament; was not derived
from that book, and is independent of it,
and, therefore, to appeal to that hook.
though it be the Word of God, is adverse
altogether to the Divine order by which
God has revealed His law to the world.
The Church of Christianity existed before
the Holy Scriptures in the New Testa-
ment were written, and if you read them
they recognize the existence of the
Church. How could there be an epistle
to the Romans
IF THERE WAS NOT A CHURCH IN ROME}
How could there be epistles to the Corin-
thians if there Were no Church in Corinth 7
How could there be seven messages to the
Church |in Asia Minor if there were no
Church there? Common senseand alittle
patient reference would teach all men
this, but people don’t think. How, there-
fore, are we to know that full and perfect
revelation through Christ on the day of
Pentecost ? I answer at once from that
one living witness our Lord founded when
He said, “Thou art Peter, and upon ihis
rock I will build My Church;” from that
one living witness the apostles founded in
all the world that one Universal Church
which i3 made up of all nations, and
wkich, till to-day, running down from the
beginning, has taught the same, not only
in all things, but ia all places. If you
wish to know what was taught in the be-
ginning, read the liviug Scripture, the
living Church of God, that which was
written by the Holy Ghost before Mat-
thew, Mark, Luke, and John ever put
en to parchment.  Our duty is to
ear that Living Voice, to submit our-
selves to that Divine Teacher. There we
have no human guides, but a living and
Divine Teacher, the Holy Spirit of Truth
Himself, of whom our Lord said: “He that
heareth you heareth me,” and St. Paul
says: “Whosoever shall call on the name of
the Lord shall be saved.” How shall they
callon Him in whom they have not be-
lieyed 7 Holy Scripture tells us that they
who are led by the Spirit of God, they
are the sons of God.  Now, you know
what it is to beled. If a man’ takes me
by the hand to lead me, and I have no
will to follow, I am not led because [ am
not willing; I have two guides, one with-
out and one within. The prophet fore-
told of old, “Thine ears shall hear a voice
saying behind thee, this is the way, walk
youin it that you turn not to the left or
right.” There shall be a living, audible
voice which shallepeak to us for guidance,
and that is the voice of the living God in
all the world, Another voice is the voice
of conscience, illumined and guided by
the Holy Ghost. St. Paul tells us the sons of
God have the witness of the Spiritin them-
selves, and our Lord said the light of the
body is the eye. If thine eye be single,
thy whole body shall be full of light; if
double thy whole body shall be full of
darkness, and if the light that is within
thee be darkness, how great shall be the
darkness. If our conscience be single, the
light of the Holy Ghost will fill our soul.
Examine yourselves and see can you say
this: “I would give anything in this world
to know God and His truth and to know
it in perfection, Whatever it costs me,
whatsoever cross I have to bear, whatso-
ever sacrifice I have to make, God and
His truth are incomparably and unimagin-
ably beyond themall. Thy word is
BETTER TO ME THAN THOUSANDS OF GOLD
AND SILVER,
[ will buy the truth at any price, and I
will sell it at no tempting offer the world
can make me,”

Why the Irish Temant has no Fruit,

When travelling in Ireland (1 explored
that country rather exhaustively \\'il\‘.n
editing the fourth edition of “Murray’s
Hand-book”), I was surprised at the ab.
sence of fruit trees in the small farms
where one might expect them to_abound.
On speaking of this, the reason given was
that all trees are the landlord’s property ;
that if a tenant should plant them they
would nuggest luxury and prosperity, and
therefore a rise of remt; or, otherwise
stated, the tenant would be fined for ’t‘ln‘xs
improving the value of his holding. This
was before the passing of the Land Aect,
which we may hope will put an end to
such legalized brigandage. With the
abolition of rack-renting, tl{e Irish peas-
ant may grow and eat fruit; may even
taste jam without fear and trembling ;
may grow rhubarb and make pies and
puddingsin defiance of the agent. When
this. is the case, his craving for potato-
potash will probably diminish, and his
children may actually feed on bread.—
From “The Chemistry of Cookery,” by
W. Mattieu Williams, in Popular Science
Monthly for June,

PP
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There are oils white, and oils black,

Put up in bottles short and tall,
But Hagyard's Yellow Oil, for pain,

Is the very best oil of all. :

It cures 'rheumatism, neuralgia, deaf-
ness, sprains, bruises, contracted cords,
sore throat, frost bites, burns and all sore-
ness of the flesh, It is for external and

T ———

From the Irish Monti
Several years ago I invesie ! a

ithographed sheet purpoiting to
give likenesses of “Ireland’s Illustrious
Sons,” and evidently intended to adcrn
the walls of humble Irish homes, |
counted them —exactly a score, beginning
with Brian Boru, then H: hO'Neill, Sars-
| field, Goldsmith and mund Burke,
{ Curran and Grattan, Wolf Tone and
Robert Emmett, Sheil, O ‘onnell, Father
Mathew, Moore, Gerald Griflin, Thomas
Davis, Smith O'Brien, John Mitchel, Jobn |
Macllale, Archl ishop of Tuam, and |
Father Thomas Burke, This was the |
selection of twenty illustrious Irishmen, |
made with a view to please the lrish
heart. Not a bad choice at the time, but
already there are some changes to be
made. “Itisnot death alone, but time aud
death that canonize the patriot.”  Father |
Burke forestalled the canonization of
time and death ; for long Vefore his death,
his graceful Dominican habit appears |
among the heroic figures of his country’s |
story between O'Connell and King Brian,
More than once since his death this
petiodical has contributed its tiny pebble
towards the cairn that must be raiced to |
the memory of the great Dominican: and
it has vowed, that, as far as its modest
influence goes, the good that he did shall
not be “interred with his bones.” This
devotion to his fame procured us the
privilege of being entrusted with some |
relics of Father Burke—relics of so sacred [
and domestic a kind, that we feel our- |
selves justified in making only a very
slmiug use of them here. They are
B letters to his nearest

chiefly private
kindred,

It is not alittle curious how many of
the greatest canonized saints have excelled
in letter-writing. You might expect
them to be austere, self-contained, self-
sufficing, not needing the friendly gossip
of correspondence themselves, and averse
to indulging others therewith, Xavier,
for instance, during his marvelous career
in the East—so far away from Rome and
Lisbon, immensely farther, as regards our
present point of view, than the most
adventurous explorer can nowadays
penetrate. One might have imagined that
such a saint, with his few years for such a
mission in those distant regions, would

LAST RELICS OF FATHER THOMAS |
BURKE, 0, P.

very |
small f:xece of silver in the pu. " ase of a
large
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with which shallow formalists found fault,
Lallude to the joyous spirit of Irish mirth
which he showed in his hours of relaxa.
tion. I quite agree with what Monsignor
| Sheehan nas said, that instead of taking
away from his character as an orpament
to the pulpit, it only showed the genuine-
ness of his Irish nature, 1 recollect hear.

[ Ing that two gentlemen were walking one

l!.’l.\' in the I)t'l‘,;ll\r thood of I.ululnh, and |

as they passed the gate of a park, they
looked in and saw a young boy astride
upon a stick, performing that expedition
which is
Banbury Cros.’ He was followed by
three elderly men, also mounted on stic ks,

and led into action by this young general, |

One of the spectators asked :
these three old fools
them ' said the other,
Sheridan and Burke.” Fox, one of the
greatest statesmen that England ever
knew; Sheridan, the greatest of our mod-
ern dramatists, and standing in the first
rank of orators; and Burke, the statesman,
orator and philosopher, who was judged
by Mackintosh, along with Socrates and
Cicero, to have leen one of the three
greatest midds the world ever produced. 1f
these three men could follow that young
boy, Burke’s son, as ke rode on his stick
across the lawn, surely Father Burke may
be allowed now and ‘again to indulge his
outrageous spirits, and to let them hurst
forth like boisterous boys let loose from
school.  Unfortunately, I had but few
opportunities of meeting him in private,
butl when we spoke Logether it was often
on serious topics, and nothing struck me
more than the breadth of his 1atellect, On
one oceasion our conversation turned upon
some of the general theories of modern
science—theories in which some persons
feared to find danger to faith. The same
dread was at one time entertained regard-
ing the theories of Keplerand Copernicus,
Yet, what is the result 7 The laws which
they discovered have raised greatly our
reverent wonder at the structure of the
universe, and of the unerring Hand that
guides the planets in their path, When
we know thata ray of light may in a
second travel eight times around our
globe, with a speed a hundred fold out-
stripping lightning, and that some of the
stars are so distant that it may take cen-
turies for their light to reach us, this
knowledge, by pushing back the boundar-

*Who are
‘Don’t you know
‘These are Fox,

“There is one point in his character

10wn as ‘riding a cock horse to |

have cut himself off from all communica-
tion with Europe,
letter-reader, begging again and again for
more letters and for longer letters, and for
all news, down to the names of the
youngest novices of the Society, whom
he knew he would never see on earth,
So also the great Teresa, and many other
saints,  “Ah! your saints have cruel
hearts,”
selfish, hard, cruel hearts. The saints
have the kindest and tenderest of hearts
—kinder and more tender in proportion
as they become more like to Him who is
“meek and humble of heart,”

That Father Thomas Burke possessed
the kind, affectionate heart that 1spired
the letters of those saints, might be
abundantly proved from even the frag-
ments of his correspondence in our pos-
session.  We may begin our scanty
extracts by remarking that his handwrit-
ing might be referred to by the graphio-
logists in confirmation of their idea that
character is indicated by handwriting,
Hisis bold, clear, free, unaffected, each
letter plaiuly and fully formed, and each
word perfectly legible, with nothing of
the unreadable eccentricity of genius
about it.
The light-hearted boy, so innocent in
his gaiety, had in his seventeenth year
made his choice of hislot for life, and had
offered himself to the Order of Friars'
Preachers. His superiors sent him to Italy,
where he was placed in the novitiate at
Perugia, over which a youthful Arch-
bishop had just been placed by Gregory
XVL, Joachim Pecci, who is now our
Holy Father Leo XIIL The young
Irish exile, of course, strove as often as he
could to assuage the pangs of homesick-
ness by writing long letters home, as lively
end as affectionate as those written by
Thomas Babington Macaulay to Hannah
and Margaret. With one of his sisters
he kept up a ‘correspondence in Italian,
and later on in French, in which
he was much less expert. Nearly all of
these have been preserved by the jealous
fidelity of affection.

log paragraphs of this paper were writ-
ten a different arrangement has heen made
about the publication of these relics of
Father Burke, which relieves us of the
responsibility of deciding how wmuch
might be confided to the general reader.
Before transferring the deposit, however,
we have ventured to transcribe textually
a little note of consolation to a beloved
young relative, dated “Tallaght, June 22,
1862 :»

My darling, I am praying constantly for
you, and all here are praying. Try to
offer these sufferings to God with resigna-
tion, so as to draw from them all the rich
treasure of wmerit. I have asked Him to
give me your pains, as I could bear them
better. 1 send you my own beads, and I
will go down as soon as ever I can. May
God strengthen and relieve my darling.”
To one who was not a relative he wrote
thus, when she was in trouble :

“My dearest child, my heart is with you
in your sorrow, though I cannot move,
for I have been very iil for the last week,
and able to get up ouly for an hour or
two each day. May God strengthen and
comfort you all.  You need not remind
me to pray for your mother, although I
believe that her sweet, innocent soul, sanc-
tified by so much suffering and sorrow, is
already with God. Asyou say, the loss is
yours. I beg ofeyou totake care of your-
self now, and not to indulge in grieving
after your mother.”

In one of the pages which have been
devoted in this magazine to the memory
of Father Durke, we deemed it cur duaty
to preserve the eloquent tribute paid to
his gifts and his goodness in a speech by
Judge ('Hagan. We have kept carefully
at hand ever since a copy of the Cork
Herald of October sth, 1883, for the pur-
pose of making similar use of a speech
delivered in Cork by Mr. Denvy Lane,
That is a name which will be new to some
of our readers, but there are many who
know off by heart the two exquisite
ballads that Mr, Lane contributed to the
“Spirit of the Nation,” and wonder why
he has not been heard of since *48. Have
his townsmen often heard from him euch

internal use.

language as this :

Yet he is an ardent

No, it is your sinners that have |

But since the open. |

ies of visible space, enlarges our idea of
the grandeur of creation, and of the
insignificance of the material man, so that
it has now become a proverb, ‘the unde-
vout astronomer is mm{.’ So the modern
thecries of the indestructability of matter
and of force teach a new analogy of reli-
gion, and point to the necessary immor-
tality of the soul. And, again, the gener-
alizations regarding matter and motion
and life, if they be true, only raise within
us a higher appreciation of the grandeur,
simplicity, and the harmony of those laws
which the Creator has enacted for the gov-
ernment of the universe, From such a
point did Fatber Burke regard the pro-
gress of scientific truth, feeling acsured
that every new discovery that was really
true would be but another evidence of the
power and goodness of the Creator.
“Next, he was essentially an Irishman
—Irish as intensely, as purely as the
native music he loved so much. The
same variely, the same plasticity marked
his character. At one time Joyous, wild
and buoyant as a planxty, at another time
instinct with that tender melancholy
which has sprung from the sad history
of our fatherland, which is so typical of
our finest music, and often is interwoven
as a sombre thread into the sparkling text.
ure of our brilliant strains,” And I even
think he felt this analogy himself, for I
never heard anything from his lips more
beautiful than his recitation of that poem
in which Moore has married to immortal
verse one of our most touching airs in
praise of native mus I had often read
the poem with adwmiration, and often
heard it sung by not unworthy voices,
but never did I feel the full proportions
of its beauty until I heard it read by Father
Burke with a rhythm that was beyond all
poetry, and a cadence that was more than
music,
“I have said that Father Burke was, of
all things, an Irishman, and in nothing
was he more so than in his voice and
accent., Someone hassaid thatan Irishman
should carry his honor and his brogue
unsullied to the grave. Father Burke did
both. T believe 1t is the fashion to deride
our brogue. I have heard two natives
who had it meted out to them in ful]
measnre—Daniel O’Connell and Thomas
Burke. Inno other form of the lan-
guage could I find a medium 11re per-
fectly adapted to sustain aund reflect
the full freight of thought that it
bore upon its brimming tide. It
seemed capable of all forms of expres-
sion, and for my part, if I could, I
would not change it for the dialect of
Lancashire, or Yorkshire, or even Somer.
setshire, No, I would not barter it for
the most accomplished drawl of a West
End drawing-room, or the cold, pedantic
primness of Oxford or Cambridge., The
metal may be vulgar, hutitis genuine, and
I would not gild it to an English tone
I would not electro-plate it with a foreign
accent. In the hands of O'Connell and of
Burke it was a weapon brilliant, strong and
flexible as a Toledo blade; brilliant enough
to glitterin a pageant, strong enough to
smite an enemy to the death, but withal
so flexible that it might be wound like a
girdle round the zone of some proud
beauty. I suppose they trust to the gen.
ius of their audience to attach some sense
to what is in itself bereft of meaning. Far
otherwise it was with Father Burke. Ife
seemed to care little for the form his
words took. As you listened, you felt
that astream of thought, beautiful and
pure, came welling up from perennial
sources within, from the deep reservoirs
{ of his large heart and his bright intellect.
As the thought rose unbidden to his lips,
it formed itself to language not cast
into any mould of art, but of it-
self  spontaneously crystallized  into
forms of beauty, Inminous as a crystal,
many-hued as the light of a prism, pure
and chaste as the ‘icicle that hangs on
Dian’s temple.” Tt is almost a pity that
he was <o careless of literary reputation.
Posterity would have gained much if he
had more carefully elaborated his sen—
tences, and spent more of the labor of the
file on the forms ke created. But he was
80 earnest in his work that if our success-
ors may complain that he was a spend-
thrift for his genius, we at least have gained

of reverence with which he spoke of sacred

| Yearned to help the needy, the fond en-
[ treaty with which he pronounced the due
| trines of the Church, were as vari s as
| the st f a grand organ whose k WS
| quiver ath the touch of a master
1 haud,
“UHIS volce was like all inst uments,
Now like a lovely flute
Aud now 'twas like an angel's sonyg,
Which makes the heaveus be mie
[ “And then to this diapason of musi
was added a dignified and expressive
| action, every gesture dramati lramatie,
[T mean, in the higher sense. I mean wi en
[ not alone the tongue and lip speak, but
| the eyes, the limbs, the frame itself, 1
\

n

be-
came o many translators of thought and
ministers of language. So wonderful was
his power in this way that I believe those
who did not understand the language he
spoke, could almost follow the color of
histhoughts as we can trace out the tint
of the sea-weed beneath the wave of the
ocean,

“I have already spoken of the way in
which he read a song of Moore's on native
music, and there now comes hack to my
ear the reality which he gave the lines,
When he spoke of the gale that sighs along
the banks of Oriental flowers, | could

mind had condensed into shape and form
the viewless air, and who saw that ‘char.
tered libertine, the wind,” as it rushed
through the petals of the violets, ste 4
and giving odor, like some generous frec
booter of old, who robbed and rieved, hut
yet gave largesse of his booty,

“One image of Father Burke constantly
recurs to me. It was when he was plead
ing the cause of those noble women who
have devoted their lives to the reclamation
of the erring—by the alchemy of holiness
converting yross impurity into perfect
purity. e described the prayer of the
holy for the unholy ascending to Heaven
for the sinner, and as he lifted up his
hands and eyes aloft you knew that he
saw the white-winged prayer soaring up-
ward to the sapphire footstool of the
throne of (;mi,mu{ saw it returning again,
bearing a double fréight beneath its dove.
like wings—the double message of peace
for the penitent, and for the merciful
mercy. DBut that voice is now silent : the
lips on whose accents we hung are cold
clay ; the hand that warned from danger
and pointed to the right path lies folded
and lifeless over a heart that has ceased
to beat. The silver chain of his
eloquence is broken; but yet  he
is not dead. Once did he pro-
claim in ringing accents the charter of im-
mortality—non omnis mortar—I will not
altogether die. And he has not alt gether
died. Into many a crushed and wounded
heart did he pour the balm of cons lation,
and that balm was exhaled like a fragrant
cloud on high, returning to the comforter
a hundredfold the precious essence with
which he salved the wounds of his <affer.
ing brethren. o the blind he gave vision,
aud they now have their eyes turned
towards heaven with the fervent prayer
that he who opened their eyes to the light,
may himself enjoy life eternal. He will
not die so long as the Order he illustrated
and the Church he served so faithfully
remain.  He will not die so long as Irish-
men can remember the champion who
defended their Faith and fatherland against

things, the compassion  with which he |

4 g v y oy 5
almost hear its whisper in my car, and | ® ]f“‘ 'IT“n”“F" iy :
feel its perfumed breath upon my cheek ; “"“I"“.'-‘ retentive ; he :
and I thought of the poet of poets, whose | Bymn in the Breviary by heart, and could

, Patrick, But in the pulpit he found hi

many hours of labor, and
own ready rhetorie, he eleetrified the con
gregation by a spontaneous outhurst of el

(uence,  He was a born orator ; he

grand, sonor a
<l\‘1l\|l)..’\1(u1 a 8 ( he p
essed a large fund of inf rmation, a store
f wonderful resources, and an inimitable

readiness in applying them ; his dramati
power was marvelous, and as a word-
painter I have never
series of his sermons, entitled “Lirou
of Calvary,” delivercd in Holy
were the most perfeot specimens
meditated oratorical art that I have ever
| beard, Ile was a sound theological stu-
dent, and was t roughly grounded in the
| doctrines of St Thomas, The thousand
who came to hear him preach were
enthralled Ly a sort of maguetic power ;
they surrendered themselves, for the time,
| to the sway of his resistless oratory, and
Kept 5o quict that I assure you you could
hoara pin drop in the midst of the
| ecrowded church, e appealed entirely to
the heart, enforcing his doctrines by a
clear delivery and a use of gestures that
| were as little studied, and yet as effective

s equal.  One

funpre.

l|nm->l}' was re
kunew every

repeat the “Oflice of the D ad” from
beginning to end. 1 am sure, als ), that
he knew Moore's “Melodies” by heart,
He did a vast ame .

ant of work during his
life, At a retreat given by him i St
Josepl’s Convent, Ohio, I have heard him
preach three times a day for nine days,
and the sermons were as finished as the
best of his productions. There was noth.
ing remarkable in his personal appear

ance. e was above the medium height ;
his forehead was low, his complexion
dark ; in his clear, piercing eyes were the
only indications of the great genius that
was in him,

In a former volume of our Magazine
we went out of our way to uote a Ff\lll]'ll'
of Father Burke's verse, “I'he Irish
Dominicans,” A slight specimen of his
written, as distinet from his spoken prose,
may be found at page 260 of the fifth
volume of Dufly's Hibernian Magazine
(April, 1864.) It was evidently dictated
by friendship. It is a warm review of the
fmcms of a young Cork man, who did not
ong survive the happiness of publishing
his poems in a volume, brother to Father
Condon, 0. P.,s0 well known and so much
beloved in Limerick, This article, which
we assign to the illustrious Dominican on
his own confession—not volunteered—
begins with these words: “The book
before us calls back the remembrance of
the dear child of genius just dead— (jod
rest her soul !—Adelaide Procter.’

Our last relic of the great Dominican
must be an account of his last moments,
given in a private letter, which we found
in an American newspaper, copied from
the Cork Examiner :

“Our dear Father Prior, as you have
heard, is gone to his rest, As morning
dawned on the Feast of the Visitation, hus
pure soul passed to the embraces of Jesus
and  Mary, The preceding  morning,
about seven o’clock, he receryed for the
last time the Sacraments of Holy
Church, It wasmost touching to hear the
aspirations of love and faith which he
uttered as the ciborinim was uncovered

OWn imagination more potent than the
penned panegyric, which had cost him so
s trasting in his

Week,

8 | remonstrance would escape his lips, and

when he would recover lis speech he
used to sy ; ‘Oh, thanks to Thee, O my
God!” And then tumediately he would
wid bave ue in roars, With
r used ke to bear his suf-
1 1wes we could with
Uty keep from laughing, N »longer
shall we enjoy with him on earth the
ire of association; but the day

| please God, when we shall
and forever join our dear
nd with him and our dear saints

| everlasting song,”
las Thomas Burke was born on
| f September, 1830 professed the
Order of Preachers 5th Jan ary, 1849;

0;
ned priest 26th March, 1853 died 2nd

~53,  May he rest in peac
f M, R,
PR

CRESCIT EUNDO,

Buflalo Union.,
8 “Notes on Ingersoll”?
gh the country like a
ng to ashes eve rything
Ingersollism it finds upon its track.
Though the sixth edition is alre wly almost
exhausted, the book seems to be only
beginaing its destined marvel us circula
tion,  Large orders are daily pouring in
upon us; and they come chieily from Pro-
testant sources, Iere is one, for instance,
[ ary of the Young Men’s
an Association of New York, which
will give the work immense circulation
{ Wiiter succeed i awakening
n its behalf among that large
and influential body in the United States :
vew York, May 12, 1854,
Burraro Carorie PunLicaTioN <o, 3
GENTLEMEN—I desire to distribute 195
copres of your excellent publication, en-
titled, “Notes on Ingersoll,” by Rev. L.
A. Lambert, among the General &
taries

Father Lambert"
s spreading
prawie fire, red

ere-
of our Association in the larger
cities aud towns, ac companying them with
notes, commending the circulation of the
book among young men that are troubled
or tinctured with Ingersollism.  Will you
please inform me, at your earliest con-
venience, of the price of the above num-
ber of copies,

Forthe truth's sake 1 am glad thus far
to have been the means of adding consid-
crably to the already widely extended in.
terest in this remarkable Look, as well as
to its cireulation. [ believe it cannot
fail to accomplish much good,

Respectfully and sincerely

Yours, in the love of the truth,
0. C. Morse.

Aud here is another order from a gen«
tleman in Boston, who wants to distribute
a thousand or more copies of the “Notes”
among those who lately listened to Inger-
soll’s flippant blasphemies in that city :
Boston, May loth, 1884,
raro Cartdorie Peericarion Co, :

Dear 81 For what could you sell
me 1,000 or more copies of “Notes on
Ingersoll” by L. A, Lambert, for free dis-

tribution,  Mr. Ingersoll is to be in Bos-
ton to-morrow night and 1 thought if we
could put a_copy of those “Notes” into
the hands of each of Lis hearers it would
i all probability dampen their enthusiasm
of the infidel,
Yours, R spectfully.
H, Wark,

All who believe in the divinity of Jesus

Christ and in the revelation IHe has made,

the libeller of their country and their
creed. He will not altogether die, but he
will live that life of lives which has been
promised by One who is ever faithful to
his word, for he was a man who loved God
above all things, and his neighbor as him-
self.”

Mr. Denny Lane, in one of those elo-
quent periods, refers to Father Burke’s
disregard for the tricks of rhetoric, for
everything but the apostolic effectiveness
of lis discourses, He was far more like
to O'Connell than to Sheil. One is sur-
prised to hear how effective Sheil was,
even at this moment, with his shrill voice
and his Ziterary eloquence, more fitted to
beread than heard. You could not ima-
gine O'Connell doing what Sheil is known
to have done for his oratorical fame, Mr.
Maurice Lenihan, in some inter ing
reminiscences, which he published several
years in his Limerick Reporter, states that
at the outset of his journalistic career it
was his fortune to report one at least of
Shiel’s speeches in this fashion: Ile and
the orator spent the night after a great
Catholic meeting, Sheil walking up and
down, and dictating from memory th
speech he haa delivered, or ought to have
delivered. Without this care to secure
adequate written record of his spoken
words Sheil’s fame would be much more
of a mere tradition than it has yet become.
O’Connell never took such pains, nor
Father Burke, whose sermons were not
made to beread, but to be heard, and from
his own lips, The Dublin correspondent
of the Weekly Register, Dec, 16th, 1882,
giving an account of Father Burke's
appeal in St. Francis Navier's Church,
Gardiner street, Dublin, on behalf of the
Sisters of Mercy, of Perth, in Austraiia,
says:  “It is very diflicult to give an idea
of any sermon of his on paper, for it is
not alone what he siys, but his manner of

saying it, that casts a spell upon his audi-

ence, and excites an enthusiasm that
spreads through ;the multitude like a
flame,”

In this sermon he hal unconscionsly

quoted Tennyson : “Oh !
of a vanished hand.” We have heard that
in an ecclesiastical retreat he recom-
mended the habitual study of poetry as a
help to vividness and elevation of lan-
guage. In giving this counsel he assured
his reverend hearers that he practiced
what he preached. “Pray that I may
have unction in my preaching,” he sail
one day to a young friend. This availed
more than the qualifications truly
ascribed to him: “A diguified presence, |
grace and vigorous action, and a fine |
baritone voice, rich in musical intona |
tions,”

We may add here a few remamks of
Father Liily, Provincial of the Dominican
Order in the United States, who was
interviewed on the occasion of Father

for the touch

Burke’s death
“He saw everything by intuition, and |
never lost sight of a single salient point in
his discourse. Give him a few leading |
thoughts aud all else was clear, I[u his |
younger days he used to write out his |
sermons, though I, for one, could never |
imagine him sitting down at a table aud |
patiently setting down his fiery thoughts
on paper, IHe did so once here, when he

by his unmeasured prodigality, The tone

was invited to deliver an eulogy on St.

aud our Divine Lord exposed. Inaccents
that betokened his lively, active faith, he
would every moment say :  “0 my Lord
and my God !’ ‘O my dear Lord !? And
then, turning to the Fathex Sub-prior and
his devoted children, who sadly knelt
around the bedside of their dying Father,
he asked, in words of deep humility, their
pardon, as well as that of the members of
the Order, and of all whom he had
offended. During the Sunday he lingered
on. A faint hope comforted us—it might
pass away: hut as the shades of evening
began to dim the brightness of the day we
were told that the end of our dear Father
was fast drawing near,

About nine o'clock we retired to bed
our eyelids would fain rest, but the thoueht
that death was about to close those Joyful
eyes and seal the lips that only lisped for
God, disturbed our repose.  About three
in the morning rapid knocks sounded on
the doors of our cells and a Brother e
ing exclaimed : “To the Prior's cell.” |
was over—the end had come : our Father
had gone to join the angelic choirs.  The
consciousness of his eternal happiness
calmed our sorrow. Nevertheless the
scene was penetratingly sad. There lay
the remains of one whom we loved as a
father,

The recollection of the pleasant hours
he devoted to recreation with his poor
children came to our minds: his wit, the
laugh and fun his gennine humor evoked,
the effort he would make that we mi rht
be happy; but, above all, the spiritual
fluence he exercised made him so dear to
us, and now rendered his loss so «ad,
Never shall we forget the instructions he
delivered to us in the chapter-room, |
have not a good memory, but somehow
his every word has found a nest in the
recesses of my soul, and I hope shall never
depart. His instructions on regular discip
line, on silence and charity, are still green
inmy memory, and with God’s bl ing
shall never decay,  IHis life as a religiou
might be told in a few
He loved with an ardent  love,
holy obedience, and prayed all day
long. It was a common saying among
us, as he passed us in the garden: ‘“There
goes Father Burke with his stick and bis
rosary.” e was truly Mary’s child. Ile
was born on the Feast of the Nativity of
our Blessed Lady, aud died on the Feast
of the Visitation, Ilis last aspiration at
the moment of death was “IUelp of Chris-
tians, pray for us.,” Tallaght was bis
paradise and the novices his pet children,
Here among us one would have thought
him inferior to the simplest Jay brother.

Nothing about him either in manner or
dres: bespoke the great Father Burke, !
whom every Irishman had learned to
honor and revere, No! simplicity and
humility marked his every action, le
lived as if he believed himself the lowest
of all. " But the virtue that shone in him
conspicuously, and which, I am sure, is
the highest gem in his heavenly :'mwn,‘
Was the extraordinary patience with
which he bore the terrible inward pains
with which it pleased God to visit him,

Sometimes, while telling some funny
story, he would get into an agony of
suffering, and from the expression his face
would wear one would imagine a sword
was piercing his body; yet no word of

entences,

nast rejoice in the perusal and in the
spread ot these “Notes,” They rum]vll !r]_y
destroy the hissing little serpent whose
potzonous tongue would wither the flower
of hope that blooms in every Christian
heart, and trail in the dust of despair the
imperishable longings of the soul. Who-
soever loves the creed of the Crucified and
reads these “Notes,” by Father Lambert,
will bless the hand that penned them, and
the teeming brain that gave them birth,

The Book may be ordered from Thos,

Coftey, Catholic' Record, London, Seut
to any address on receipt of 25 cents,
RECREATION,
What we principally need is a general

recognition of the faet that pleasure is

i
moral duty, and as nec

isary to man’y
perfect and wholesome development as
work; coupled with this a stronger publie
opinion, which mnst create the desire to
promote all innocent recreations, and to
organize a scheme of amusement by
which people can Lo taught what i«
pleasure, how to get and how to value it,
Once a national recognition of man’s
need of pleasure becomes a fact, the
supply of pleasure will be equal to the
llvln::lulY and the stream of l('ntlvll(t)'
will be quietly guided into the right
channel, reason to
doubt that amusements can he made
elevating and  yet sell-supporting, and
eventually, by encouraging  habits of
thrift :mrl<-mnmn',',:mvlnlx!lxmnpnhipln-r
tandard of moral duty, advantageously
relieve the rates, There is an obligation
laid upon the educated and the holders
of property not to stand
wrapped in a mantle of &

I'here seemy no

loof, inert,
indifler
y for if they have acquired political
interests and rights, they are also hound
by social interests and duties,
endeavor to

Let us
pend more time in righting
the just balance of toil and pleasure,
more money in recreation, so that
need bespent in crime; let us inaugurate
the advent of prevention rather than
cure, as has already been done to some
extent in medicine; let us tyain up
healthy men and women instead of mis-
erable, degraded criminals; Jot us empty
our gaols and reformatories, and fill our
concert-rooms and oup pictures galleries;
let laughter reign in the place of sullen
defiance, and let us not refuse to ac-
knowledge the inexorable aspirations of
humanity and the entreaties of heart and
brain erying out for legitimate satisfac

tion.

les

— - —
Danger in the Ajr,

The recent strange planetary
ments and electrical
developed the fact that the earth is passing
through a dangerous period when atmos-
sheric influence will seriously affect human
{,mnh, Fortify the weakened system with
that grand tonic regulator, Burdock Blood
Bitters; and avoid malarial blood poisons,

= How to Cuare a (old,

l'ake some gentle opening medicine,
bathe the feet in warm water, adding a
upul)n‘flll of mustard; remain indoors;
equalize the circulation with warm bath
and friction; drink warm ginger tea, and
take Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam, the most
{:erfect and the safest cough cure that can

e procured,

move-
henomena have




