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SERMON PREACHED BY THE REV.
W. J. WHITE,

ON ST. PATRICK’S DAY, IN SAINT MICHAEL’S
CATHEDRAL, TORONTO.

Time, t its slow but steady course, has again
brought round the festive day of Ireland’s Patron
Saint. Duty to our country, and gratitude to
our country’s Saint, call upon us to’ celebrate a
memory that shall never perish—that lives in the
deepest 1ecesses of every Irish heart—that is
lionored and beld mn eternal veneration. Duty
to our coutitry cails upon us to honor the bards

- that sang her praise—to honor the scholars that
proclaimed her fame—to bonor the warrior that
fought her cause—to honor the Saint that graced
her history—to houor the martyrs that wrote in
their blood her fidelity—to honor the apostles
that bore the torch of faith to the nations in
darkness. Gratitude to cur country’s Samnt calls
upon us to thank mm for ks labors in our behalf
—to thank him for the benefits bestowed on our
ancestors—to thank bim for the favors couferred
on our nation—to thank bim for the boon of faith
he bore to the island, and plaated there. There-
fore, because we are proud of our benefactor,
proud of the nation blessed by s labors, proud
of the faith that blessed our island, proud of
those who possessed that faith, we assemble, in
the name of patriotism, in the name of gratifude,
in the name of religion, to celebrate the memory
of the Apostie of our nation—the Saint who
sowed the good seed of faith upon the fruitful
soil of Irsh hearts—the Saint who reigns with
God—Patrick, the Apostle of Ireland.

Patrick ! The very vame is music to an Irish
ear. It thrills through the soul, and stirs the
deepest fountains of 1ts gratitude, love, anc ve-
neration. It calls back the mumds of Erin’s
sons, through the golden sunshine of numbere.d
years, to view the departed grandeur of their
country. Hence Ireland’s sons in foreign lands
—sad as is their fate, no more to visit the ver-
daot plains, the suany bills, the placid lakes, the
murmuring streaws; of their native isle—seek
consolation in the past—the bright, the glorious
past—of therr country, whose splendor las sunk,
as the meridian sun, to rise again more glorious,
more resplendert.

And who will blame the scatlered race to turn
their thoughts to early home, and sip from the
fountains of memory the pleasures that arise from
the remembrance of the past 7 Who blames the
wanderer that backward turas, to take a last,
tond look on the fading shores of his early bome ?
Who blames the eye that drops a silent tear; the
st farewel! to scenes of innocence, youth, apd
pleasure 7 Who blames the heart that, from its
deepest well, heaves up a sigh, the last adieu to
a long-loved home ?  Then, who shall blame the
thought that speeds with lightng pace across
the realms of time, to dwell amidst the ages
pumbered with the past—tbe sparkllpg ages of
our country’s histery # *Tis nature’s voice that
calls the pilgrim back, to look, and think, and
sigh again o’er youth and pleasure, and pleasant
scenes, and happy homes that were, bat now are
thence, Irish minds are filled with Irish scenes
to-day. At fancy’s call, the ancient home, the
verdant lawn, the fertile field, the h'awthorn
hedge, the river sile, spring up to being, a.nd
array themselves in beauty as whea their native
sun adorned them. And the ancient round-tower,
and the holy well, and the broken cross, and the
17y ruins that cover the land, bring back the
mind to days of national greatoess, of national
prosperity, of national freedom, and of national
Cathalicity.

But, whea we contemplate these last, the vast
Jomain of ruin, the remnaat left [rom the vandal
hand of the destroyer, we are apt to sigh—
Alas! her glory, 'us goue;—no more again
sball lavrels decorate the brow of our crowaless
ocean queen! But trath bids us stay the Jameat.
Her glory is not all departed. True,she has not
a national government, to dll‘EFl her national pro-
gress ; true, she bas not a national parhament, to
protect her national interests; true, she has not
a national orgamised army, to defend her national
cause j true, she has not national political mde-l
pendence, to succor and develop ber nationa
growth., Butsheis a nation still, possessng a
national instinct—a national bistary —natiopal
traditions—national literature—a national church
—a national spirit, which may be bowed down
but cannot be broken—the admiration of her
friends—the fear of ber enemies.

Dark, indeed, as 1s the history of .1re1um.l, one
Drilliant gem remains forever unlarnished in ber
national escutcheon. ’Tis the fidelity gf her

children. To the traveller amid the ruiss of
Treland—to the student of history, wearied and
sickened over the long, dark roll of wiquities

practised towards Ireland, that bright trait re-

lieves him from the abhorrence to bumanily
which his labors exeited—the fidelty of the Irish
to virlue, to religion, to God. This is tbe trae
glory ‘of Ireland. . Though
cution, gathered thick and dark, burst upon ler
with ‘unrejenting fury—though- persecution rotled

h the storm of perse-
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its billaws o’er the island, and swept the monu-
ments of her rehigion and hber faithful children
from the soil—though famine’s dark form, as the
angel of death, sped over the land and laid its
thousands of viclims low—(and all this to drive
Catholicily fron the soil, to pluck it from the
bosoms of the children of faith, to bury it be-
neath the ruiss of itsedf)—all this was in vain,
for Catholic » Ireland is Catholic Ireland still—
her verdant faith {resh, green, and growing, as
when first the dews of divine grace fructified the
seed sown on the fertile soil by the skilful hand
of our Saint, Ireland’s history, though a sad,is
an interesting history. She espoused the cause
of God as soon as 1t was presented to her with
an avility equalled only by the tenacity with
which she clings to us. Only 20 years elapsed
from the day when St. Patrick visited the island
till the whole people were converted to Catho-
licity till the whole 1sland was consecrated to
(od, the people remamn Catholic—the island re-
mains consecrated.

In order to understand the cause of the rapid
spread of Christianity, the complete victory of
the cross among our Pagan ancestors, we must
look at the character of the people prior to the
coming of the envoy of Christ to the island.—
Thence swifily coursing down the stream of time
we will point out as we pass the monuments of
Ireland’s fidelity which the tried faith of her
chiidren had erected.

The history of Ireland prior to the advent of
Chnstianity tells us that heaven 1n tts own mys-
terious way destined Ireland to write a bright
page in the Christian history of the world.—
When God wills to malce use of peoples or in-
dividuals for any high or holy purpose, He pre-
pares them for the work by preserving  them
from the grossness inte which others are apt and
frequeatly do fall who are less favored. Thus
He preserved the Hebrew children. Through

the erucible of tribulation e prepared them to
be the repository of His Word. Thus e pre-
pared the prophets, calling them {from the womb
of their mothers to His service. Thus He pre-
pared His precursor, wisiting Him before He was
born. Thus He prepared the Irish nation to be-
come the repository of religion and the mission-
ary of truth to the nations.

The ancieat I[rish never sapk into the foul
abyss of degraded Roman idelatry, nor prac-
ticed the vicious refinement of the Greeks.—
They were noble, generous, religious, chaste,
even 2s pagans. 'They were idolators, but of a
noble stamp., Noaitar erected to crime ever
desecrated her scil. No temple dedicated to
the poluting worship of vice ever sunk 1ts foun-
dations in her bosom. No gross, revolling rites
entered into their worship ot sullied the purity of
their religious forms. No obscene or destruc-
tive divinity was ever exposed to the adoration or
attracted crowds of debauched or deluded vota-
ries. No Mars, no Bacchus, no Jupiter, no
Venus was worshipped there. They never bowed
before the Roman eagles nor konelt before the
Roman Geds. Rome was lo make a conquest
there, but 1t was beneath the Cross of Chirist,
and not beneath the eagle of the Cwsars that it
was to be effected. Lo their pagan error the
Irish cultivated a pure morality—practised cha-
rity, honored virginity—detested the enervating
vices and avenged even to death an insult offered
to virtue. The Old Royal Foundation on Tara
when noble virgins dwelt till death calied them
forth, bears testimony to the ligh toned morahty
of the people and is the only example of a pagan
nation providing an institute to profect perpe-
tual virginity. ‘

A nation thus prepared, and by an especial
providlence protected from the enervating effects
of vice, was a fit receptacle for the truths of the
Gospel. The national mind, ennobled, not de-
graded—possessing all its native strength and
power—could easily grasp the grand 1dea of an
Omnipotent God—Creator and Lord Supreme.
The national affections purc easily formed at-
tachments for the purer morality of the Gospel.
"This conquest of the Cross was easy and rapid.
A single saint, whose memory shall be in eternal
remembrance before God and with man, gather-
ed in the harvest of the whole island. A con-
quest so rapd, so complete and so permanent be-~
fore nor since bas not crowned the efforts of any
other Apostle of Rome, and does not adern the
ecclesiastical bistory of any other nation. The
people were virtuous—the Apostle a saint.—
Hence the Church grew as the hly of the fertile
valley without a stain to tinge its native purity.
The people were virtuous—therefore the crown-
ed bead bowed to the Cross of Christ—the no-
ble warrior bowed his kaee to the symbol of sal-
vation—the learned Druid drank from the pure
fountaws of evangelical truth—the people, men
and women, old aud young, sought with avidity
and practised with facility the lessons of wisdom
they learned from 'the envoy of Christ— the
Gospel struck a responsive chord in the bear(s of
the people, and blended in purest harmony with

‘the refined and high-toued instincts of their . na-
ture.” :

The Apastle was a sant, hence by his labors
consecrated churches decorate the land, and
their cross-crowned summits sanctify the air—
by his labors the groves are destroyed where
once resounded the song of the Druid—by s
labors the altars are cast down which once
smolced with the fire of an unholy sacriflce—by
his labors, the dark and mysterious priest of a
heathen worship is transformed into the holy
ascetic, and the vessel of ushallowed rites into
the chaste spouse of Christ—by bis labors the
swelling congregstinns are gmded by learned and
devoted pastors. Thus wolatry passed away
from the land and a purely Cathohie, purely na-
tional church was established in its stead ; and to
the admiration of the world lreland is known
abroad as a holy land—the land of sages and the
land of samts.

Such is the listory of the early conversion of
our nation. She stands the solitary example on
the pages of the histary of a nation, emerging
from the gloom of pagamsm, and instantaneously
embracing Christianity, as she exhibits to the
world an example of fidehty to that religion
wlich no other natson can boast.

Religion spread thus throughout the land, sci-
ence, tco, began to flourish, Our apcesters
were not slow in learsing that a nation to be
virtuous must be wise, In the early part of the
sixth century, the scliools of Ireland began to
flourish. I cannot recounl you all the famous
names which bListory has banded down to us j—
but the traveller who is thus mclined, may still
inspect the massive rumns, majestic in their de-
cey, of Kells, of Holy Cross, of Lismore, of
Clonfert, of Clonmacnois, whose 17y walls black-
en the waters of the passing Shannon, with hun-
dreds of other devastated remains of Ireland’s
literary fame. 'To these the youths of Europe
locked as to fountans of kanowledge, there to
satisfy (heir thirst for literary fame. Ireland
was in those days the university of Europe. I
will give you the literary charactef ol her chil-
dren as wrilten by the historian: * No men
came up to the monks of Ireland for sanctity
and learning”—* Ireland bad crowds of philoso-
phers, and to it the Saxon rushed from all quar-
ters as to a mart of learning”—— They were
lovers of learning,” says Mosheim, no friead, I
may remark, “and distnguished themselves m
those times of ignorance beyond all Eurapean
nations.” They were the fountain source whence
the tide of arts and science sprung.  © The land
was inundated with a love of learning.”’ These
were the days wien Ireland’s sons marched un-
der the banver of the Cross to literary fame and
merit, These were {be heydays of Ireland’s
golden Catholicity. These were the days of
bier atlachment to the cross. These were the
days when Irish monks and Irish nuos taught the
Irish youth the intricale ways of the paths of
science.  Then Ireland marked the passmg age
with the sparklicg gem of literary and scientlic

fame. Then the muses descended and dwelt in
the bowers. Then wisdom was entbroned 1n her
halls.

These are simple facts of truthful history, re-
corded by faithfut astorians, and in presence of
these facts Ireland 1s exhibited by the unlearned
and (he bigol as the refvge and home of 1gno-
rance. Words cannot brand the perpetrators of
so foul a calumny with the title they deserve.
It is sometimes the offspring of ignorance, but
more frequently of malice. They pomt to tbe
exile, and call him the ignorant Irishman. Well,
open the penal code—that hellish invention of
cruelly, at which a Nero might blushk, wiich is
deseribed as standing forth ic bold and conspicu-
ous relief among the most appalling records of
national prostiiution—and yeu will learn froin
that fiendish code, that, il weare 1gnorant, ¢ we
are ignorant” by Acts of Parliament—if we are
ignoranf, we are ignorani because the law, the
bayonet, and the hangman’s rope and the heads-
man’s axe made us igoorant. But we are not
ignorant. T'rue, we have lost our prestige.—
Acts of Parlizment forged chains that fettered
our souls in dark dungeons of igrerance. DBut
they live and sigh for their deliverance., Acts
of Parhament extinguished the flames of sei-
ence which blazed as the sun, and sent their rays
to the bounds of the globe ; but the embers re-
main till a more favorable breath will again fan
them into a flame. No, ignorance is not found
in the ingredients of the Irish character. *Tis
an exotic plant, transported across the Channel
in a case of parliamentary decrees. No, Ire-
land 1s not, never was, the home of ignorance—
its black cleud never darkened her wvalleys, ne-
ver sat on her mountains, till ber masters of
learning were driven like iwolves from her
shores. ’

Ireland had knowledge, and to spare, and she
gave it to her neighbors. The Irish were al-
ways generous j they were generous with their
science and rehgion. ~Another mark of the
fidelity of our race to-the cause of God,. With
the lamp of science in one hand and the torch of
faith in the other, the Tnish priest and scholar

. 'left their bomes in swartns, and ﬂocked_- to tor-
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eign shores to disseminate the faijh they had re-
ceived, to plant and preserve faith and cirilisa-
tion amid the barbarous tribes of Europe. And
when the dark clouds of ignorance and nfidelity
lowered over European society, and Paganism
raised its threatening billows, the Irish Apostles
rushed to the rescue and spread themselres—to
use the words of St. Bernard—Ilike an 1nunda-
tion over Europe. France, Germany, the P’ro-
vinces of the Rbine, Italy, hear testimony to
the zeal, learning, and mety of the missionaries
who crossed the sea and came to their assist-
ance. I might recount for you the names of the
saints of Ireland whose memory lives in foreign
lands blessed by their Jabors—where altars are
erected to their remembrance—where churches
are dedicated to God wm their honor—orver whose
tombs the nations have strewn garlands of praise
—whase lives adorned by deeds of golden vir-
tues, are recorded as worthy models of heroic
unitation ; but the number is great, and I will
pass to another proof of the fidelity of our peo-
ple to the altar of their (athers and to the Gaod
of their glory.

Nations as 1ndividoals may zrqw great ia the
sunshine of prosperity, but when that suu 1s ob-
scured, and the clouds of alversity, and the
storms of persecution break i a harricane upon
them, then is the hour of trial. Seripture fur-
nishes us an example of unyielding fidelity, wiich
1s the admiration of the world—and the patience
of Job 1s a proverb, Job was an upright man,
fearing Gold, avoiding evil, and he was prosper-
ous in all his possessions. The devil bad gone
round about the world, and had gone througl it
and when the sons of God assembled before the
Lord, bhe appeared in their midst. e told the
extent of lis travels, and God acked him, * Ilast
thou considerad my servant Job, that there are
none like him upon earth—a just and upright

man, fearing God, and- avoiding evil?”  DBut
when God spoke of the fidelity of Iis servant
Job, Satan answered by asking a question—Does
Job fear Gad in vain, said the devil ? hast Thou
oot blessed hun with many blessings? Bat
stretch forth thy hand and touch all that he hatb,
and see 1f he won’t bless thee to thy face. God
gave the devil permission to afllict Job, and be
afllicted him, but spared his life, because he was
not permitted to destroy it. This meident in
the life of Job, bears a strong resemblance ta
our case. 1 think the dewit made a second vuy-
age arourd the world about the beginning of the
16th centnry, and fouad a nation of Jobs, of
which he made a complzint simdar to that which
be nade of the man Us, and recerved a like per-
misston to afllict them. E

Ireland, a Christian and Catholic nation, a
land of sages, and a land of Saints waxed strong
in the imld influence of Catholicity. The devil
had gone around about the other nations and had
gone through them, and had sown the seed of
division and religious dizeord among them, and
they were actually engaged i a rehgious stnfe.
While union and Catholic karmony smiled an the
green Isle of the Ocean ; the devil, envious of
the happiness of the Irish obtained permission to
afflict them. Ide chose for his instrument, an
ambitious monarch, and a subtle subservient par-
liament, who sent their emissaries to drive reli-
gion from 1ts home—they prosecuted the work
vigorously—The laad of Saints was made the
tomb of martyrs.—The scil sanctified by the
tears of penitents, was saturated by the blood of
martyrs—The air hallowed by the sweet incense
of prayer, was burtheted by the groan of mar-
tyrs, mingled with the blasphemies of their wick-
ed persecutors. All the cruelties and atrocities
that intrigue, rapacily, spoliation and robbery,
cruelty, persecution, and murder, could inflict,
were practised upon Ireland to subvert the faith
of the people, and all m vain—the faith of that
people could not be subverted. Their souls
free as the sunbeam that lit up the smiling valley
could not he bound. Their faith, firm as the
mounlain, could not be shaken,

At the period of the so-called Reformation,
when the chanipions of civil and religious liberty
forged fetters for the soul of men, Ireland pre-
sented a rich feast to the harpies of the Inglish
castle. Her maguificent churches princely en-
dowed—her monasteries of gigantic' dimension
and rich resources—the castled possessions of
her wealthy gentry, presented such flattering in-
ducements to the avaricious adherents of a mllag-
ing potentate that it would be absurd to suppose
men whn, at home, bad tasted of plunder, would
refrain from satiating their morbid appetite on
the property of weaker neighbors, Spoliation
and pillage, the companions of the reformation in
England, found.their way into Ireland. But the
Insh Prelates hud seen (ke workings of Royal
supremacy in England. Twas marked by
bloodshed, sacriligious rapine and robbery.—
"They knew the exteat of evil which must neces-
sanily arise from the exercise of unlimited power
in the bands of a monarch, whose sole ambition
was self-aggrandisement, and they obstinately
refused to mock their conscience and- to offend

their. God by placing a spiritual ¢rown oz an un-

‘ .

sanctified brow. To reward their fidelity fo
their conscience and their God, the devastating
hand of the destroyer was sent (o spread desola-
tion throughout the land. Thence we date the
age of Irish martyrs, an age which is not yet
ended, an age of suflerings and an age of blood,
an age unparalleled in the history ot nations.

This characteristic fidelty of the prelates and
of the people, which I have mentioned, had to
be overcome, ere the churches, the monastries
and their possessions, could belong to the crown;
and the low cunning and rapacious avarice of
bungry, unprincipled statesmen, pointed out a
way which seemed plaustble.

The first sad injury to the Irish Church was
inflicted when ber native clergy could no longer
filf her native sees—when a subservient foreigaer
was thrust upon her faithful people, who, under
the shadow of authority, was charged to corrupt
the pure stream which, undefiled, Lhad flown
through twelve centuries of their history. They
sent orer a batch of government bishops to fill
the sees of Ireland. But if the power of princes
could fill the Insh sees with Lnglish incumbents,
it could not [l the Irish mind with Englisk
ileas, nor corrupt pure Irish faith with the foul
eflusions of Enghsh heterodoxy. The Irsh pas-

| tors and their flocks still remain faithful; and

few, ndeed, in those trying times, are the Irish
names which listory has handed down to us
branded with the wfamous distinetion of a Judas.
So deeply imbued with the religion of their
country was the Cellic character, that it be

came obvrous (o the leading spirits of reform
plunder that, to eradicate true faith, it was ne-
cessary to banish the clildren of the sul, How
well they executed their design, millions of ban-
ished exiles tell. How they failed to accom-
plish their end, present facts bear witness. They
commenced by cosfiscation, and plunder, and
sacrilege. And Ireland sufifered all. She suf-
fered her churches to be desecrated—she was
powerless to defend them; she suflered the
modern Jconoclasts to crumble the images of the
Redeemer aud Ilis redeemed samts; she suffer-
ed her altars to be torn down ; she suffered the
bones of her sacred dead to be dishonored ; she
suftered ber pulpits to be disgraced by imported
substitutes for winisters of religion ; she suffered
her monasteries to be demolished and their holy
inmates to be driven out to seek shelter in the
bogs, in the forests, and 1 the mountams ; she
sullered all tlus and more, but she could not sui-
fer heresy to take root in her soil ; she could not
suffer apostacy ; she could not become a Judas ;
she might te despoiled of her wealth—she could
not be deprived of lier conscience, Ifer
churclies mght be tora down and her altars de-
molished ; but the blue vault of leaven would
cover her prostrate children 1n earnest prayer,
and the solitary stone in the cave or in the
mountain pass would furmsh an altar. That
sacred stone—the Mass-rock round wlich our
fathers assembled for the dead sacrifice—will
live m the memory of Irefand’s children, tifl the
last generation. So well was the work of de-
molition carried on, that a modern Amertcan
writer says; ¥ To a distant observer, that beauti-
ful island appears like a city of ruins in the sad-
dened light of evening.” Need I cite for you
examples Lo prove what I have said. You who
were born aund reared under the shadow of her
ruins. You who have been accustomed to gaze
on the crumbling remains that look with a sad,
solemn, majestic silence over a depopulated land,
need I mention to you the names of the abbeys
of Pierpoint, of Holy Cross, of Kells and its
thousand' monks, of St. Catharines, of Newtowa,
of Clonmacnoss and its seven churches—of man

others—where the sparrows now huild their nests
and the rook and night owl are the sole occu-
pants of the crumbling tower, that seems to
stand a faithful watchman over the graves of our
fathers, and the deserted homes of Ireland’s
schiolars and Ireland’s saints, Ah! you may
weep at the mention of those names—jyou may
weep when you hear the stranger ask.what Goth
or Vardal hand thus desecrates the land? why
are those ruins ?—and when you'tell them, this
is the land of our fathers thus desolated, because

they would not forswear their conscience and
offend their God.: :

The Znglish reformers found their work in
Ireland a difficult one. They made the land a
desert ; but this could not change the faith of
the people. Life was left, and with life faith
remained—but that faith was o be sealed jn
blood. I will not quote to Fou from the code of
penal enactments that mark with indellible dis.
grace the rule of English monarchs in Ireland, -
and will continue a reproach to the character oé
the nation, sa leng as England refuses to do jus- -
tice to ber oppressed neighbor ; I wil} pot quote
to you [rom a code which Burke deseribed as
the wveotion of the devil, whea he said, « had *.
Satan sal upon the throne, things could n:)t have
gone worse 5 but I will use the words. of. our
patriotic priest and scholar, ‘who describes the .-
means used by the - Protestant party to alienate * :
the people from the faith of Peter. He sa ¥y



