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in an emnibus in the city of Dublin, where, if I had-

that told she had learned to place her hopes ‘;qn
other than an earthly kingdom. i

Beside a small tuble, in the centre of fhe
room, sat the king, his countenauce mdre
impaired by sorraw than by years. .He Lad
not yet recovered this second scar from the
grief which his daughter’s death had caused
him, dying, as she did, unreconeiled, and with-
out sending him ene kindly word. ;

Suddenly there was a slight tap at the door,
and the page announced » lady.

Tall, and veiled, and _slender, a female form
advances; but uncovering her fuce us she ap-
proaches the qucen, she throws herself at her
Jeet. . .

King James started at the intrusion. He
had not recognized the visitor. For a moment,
too, the queen was equally lost in surprise, but
the tones of the voice are remembered, as, cx-
claiming, My dear, dear mistress,” Florence
pressed the quecen’s hands to her lips, and
bathed them with her tears.

Tor a moment Mary Beatrice could not
speak. Then she pushed back the golden
locks that clustered over her brow, saying:

“Yes, it is herself, her very self; but yet
how changed, the girl has hecome a woman,
but it is the fuce of Florence still.” )

« Now, Florence, Florence, is it possible,”
said the king, good-humoredly, rising, as she
drew near, < At least, then, you have got quit
of the court, and come buck like a weary bird
to its nest. I wonder not that the queen did
notknow you ; you arcchanged, very changed,”
and an admiring gaze it was that he fixed upon
Florence, while his queen overshelmed her with
enquiries as to how she had at last got away
from Kensington, the wmanner of her route to
St. Germains, and many other «uestions.

Of course her replies invelved making the
queen acquainted with the visit to King Louis,
It was a step rather at variance with the no-
tions of the qucen that TFlorence should have
visited the king's court nlone, But she was
safe at St. Germains, and had faced and braved
dangers greater than that of making detonr in
her homeward way to pay a short visit to the
Kiog of France.

(To be Continued.)

FATHER BURKE'S ADDRESS

ON

“MPotal Abstinence.”

(From the New York Irish lmeriean)

The following benutifnl nddress was delivered by
the Very Rev. Thomas N. Burke, ou the evcnsion of
the Second Annual Convention of the New Jersey
Catholic Total Abstinence Union, at I'nferson, on
Thursday, April 25th :—

My Friends,—I have more than once had the
honor of addressing a congregation of fellow-Catho-
lics und fellow-countrymen since 1 came to the
United States. I Lave spoken to them on vartous
bt all of them important, but never have I
beci catrasted it aomore irapoctant subjeet than
that of the Chr. tian and Catiwlic viviue of Temper-
ance. 1 canuut forget that most of you, if not
all of yvou, arc of my own race and my own
bloed. It isa ruee of which nenc of us need
be ashamed. Perhaps our brightest glory, next to
that of our Catholic fuith, is the drop of Irish bleod
that is in our veins.  And I have more than once
asked myselfl—What is it that condemns this race,
whom God his blessed with so much intellect and
geniug, upon whom  God has lavishied so0 many
of His highest and holivst gifts—crowning all with
that gift of National fuitl, that magniticent tenacity
that in spite of all the powers of carth or hell has
clung to the living Christ atd 1is Church,—what is
it that bas condemned this mee to be in so many
lnads the hewers of wood and the drawers of water ?
W Quie regio in tervis nostri non plendt lakoris 'e—where is
the nation, or the land, on the fice of the vartl that
has pot witnessed our exile and our tears | Audhew
is it that, whilst this man or that man rises to emin-
ence and prosperity, we so often, though thank God
not always, find that the Irishiren, by some fatality
or other, is dustined to be o poor man, a struggling

man? Well, there may be many vensons for
this undoubted fact. 1t may be our gene-
theity, and I admit that it enters largely

asa reason. It may be a certaing—if T may use the
cxpression in this saered edifice,—a certain devil-
may-care kind of a spirit—* come day. go day, Ged
send Sunday’—that dosen't take much head or much
concern to the scraping together of dollars in this
world, But amongst these there certainly is one
and that is the fatel vice of intemperance. Now,
mark me, my friends, I do not say that we drink
more than eur ncighbors. I have lived amongst
English and Scotclunen, and X balicve that as a race
~—as a natien—the Scotchmen drink more than the
Irishmen, I hnve often and often seen a Svotch-
man at it and he could drink theee Irishmen blind.
But, somcehow or otlier, they bave u trick of sticking
to the beer or the porter ; and that only goes into
their stomachs and sickens them ; whilst the Trish-
man goes straight for the poteen or the whiskey;
and that gets into his brain und sets him mad,

Now, my friends, 1 want to speak to you ay a
glorious, most honoruble body of Catholics~mostly
of Irishmen,—banded together as one man, for one
purpose ; and that purpose is to vindicate tle honor
of our manhood, ol our religion und of our nationality
by menus of the glorious virtue of xelf-restraint, or
of temperance,  And I say that T congratulute you
as a Socicty, as the component elements of o large-
ly-spread associntion or gocicty, because in this eur
day everything goes by association, In every de-
partment, in every walk of commercial or social life
we Lave what in this country ave called “riugs,”
civcles, associations, secicties. Get up a railway;
you have a “ring”  Open o canal ; you work it by
a “ring” Starb a political iden ; you bring it promin-
ently Lefore the people by a%ving”.  Elect an officer
to some public office ; it must be done by a “ring.”
The world that we live in now-n-duys is a world of
associations ; and, nnfortunately for us, most of'these
associations are in the hands of the dovil. God
must huve His; the Church must have hers: and
men must save themselves, in this our day, just as
many lose themselves, by association.  And, there-
fore, it is necessary, for tlie purpose of strengthen-
ing oncself in good resolutions, and in spreading the
light of good example wound him, that, in such a
socioty as this, a man should act on' his fellow-man
by association. Morcover, if you wish to know the
glorious object for which you we associated in this
grand temperance movement, if you wish to know
the magaificent purpose which you should have in
view, all you have to do is te reflect with me upon
the consequence and the mature of intemperance
against which you have deelared war., Lef me de-
pict to you, as well as I can, what intemperance is,
~—what drunkenness is; and then I will have laid a
solid foundation for the appeal which T make to you
not only persenally to persevere in this glorious
cause of temperance, but to try, cvery man of
you, like an evangélist of this holy gospel to gather
as many of your friends and. associntes, and of those

whom your influence reaches, to become members

c¢an value & virtue until he knows the deep degrada-
tion of the opposite vice.

Now, man has three relations ; nomely, his rola-
tions to God who madc him ; to Ued who redcemed
him upon the Cross ; his relations to his neigebor;
and his sacred relations to himeself. Consider the
vice of intemperance,~how it affects the triple rela-
tion of man. Eirst of all, my friends, what is our
relation to Uod? I answer,if we regard Almighty
God as our Creator, we arc made in His image and
likeness!; if we regard bim as our Redeemer, we are
His Lrothers, in the human nature which He assumed
for our salvation. Consider your relations to God
as your Creator. "The Almighly God,in creating all
His other creatures on the earth, simply said, ¢ Fiet,”
—Let it be—and the thing wasmade, “ Let there be
light,” said the Almighty God, breathing over the
darkness ; immediately, in the twinkling of an eye,
the glorious sun poured forth his light; the moon
took up ber reflection, which she was te bear for all
ages of time ; and every star appenred, like glittering
gems, hanging in the newly created firmament of
Henven. God said, “ Let there be life,? and in-
stantly the gen teemed with its life; the bird took
living wings und cleaved the air ; the carth teemed
with these hidden principles of life that break forth
in the Spring time, and cover hill and dale with the
verdure that charms the humai eye.  But, when it
was the question of creating man, Almighty God
1o longer said, ¥ Let him be;? but He said,—taking
council, as it were, with Hmsclf{—¢ Let us make
man in our own image and likenress.” And then,
rays the inspired writer, ¢ Unto His own image IHe
made him, forming his body from tho slime of the
earth"—the body which is as nothing ;—and breath-
ing from His divine lips the Dreath of life, which, in
the soul of man, bears the image of God, in being
capable of knowledgs ; in being capable of love;in
the magnificent freedom of will in whicly God created
man. We know it ; we love it ; we are capable freely
of serving Him. Behold the image of God reflected
in man, uncreated and infinite wisdem. Giodis know-
ledge; God is love—the purest, thie highest, the
holiest, and most benevolent love—eternal and in-
finite love. God is freedom, © Deus est libertus,” says
the Psalmist.  God's vengeance, even in the monent
of His terrible wrath, yet acts in beneficence,  3Man
hns power in his Knowledge, in his intellect.  Power
of the highest and purest love in his heart, in his
affections, freedom in action. In these three we are
the image of God.

Now, my friends, it is n singular fact that the devil
miy tempt & man in a thousand ways. He may
get him to violate the law of God in a thousand
ways; but he eamnot rob him of the Divine image
that the Jaw of God set upon him, in reuson, in love,
and freedom.  The demon of pride may assail ns ;
but the proudest man rctains.those three great
facultivs in which his manhood consists: for man is
the image of God. The image of Ged isin hint ; his
intelligence, Jove and freedon: are the quintescence
of his magnificent human nature that the devil
must respeet. Just as of old the Lord said to the
demon—+ You may strike My scrvant, Job: you
may afifict him; you muy cover him with wleers;
you may destroy Lis house and his children; but re-
speet his life: you must not touch his life So
Almighty God seems to say to the very devils of
hell: “You may lead man, by temptations, inte
whatsoever s5ins j but you mast respect hismunhood ;
he must still remain a man” 7o all eccept onel—
There is one devilalone,~onc terrible demon, alone,
wlo is able not enly to rob us of that Divine grace
by which we are children of God, but to rob us of
every cssential feuture of humanity, in taking away
from us the intelligence by which we know, the af-
fection by which we love, the freedom by which we
act as human beings, as we are. Who is that de-
mont? Wheis the enemy not only of God but of
Luman nature? Who is the powcrful one who,
alane, has the attvibute, the infernal privilege not
only of robbing the soul of grace but of taking from
the whole being—from the time he asserts bis
dominion there — every vestige and feature of hu-
manity. Itis the tervible Demon of Intemperance,
He, atone, can lift up his wmiscreated brow and in-
sult the Almighty God, not only as the author of
grace, but as the very author of nature. Every other
demon that tempts man to sin may exnlt in the riin
of the sonl; he may deride and insult Almighty
God for the moment, and riot in his triumpl ; in-
sult Him as the authior of that grce which the soul
has lost. The demon of drunkenness, alone, can
suy to Almighty God: “ Thou, alone, O Lord mit the
fountain—the source—the creator of nature and of
grace. What vestige of grace is here? T defy You,
I defy the world, to tell me thut there is a vestige
cven of humanity " Bebold the drunkavd,  Behold
the fmage of God, as ke comes forth from the drink-
ing suloon, where he has pandered to the meanest,
vilest, and most degrading of the senses,—the sense
of taste. He hag laid down his soul npon the altar
of the poorest devil of them all—the devil of glut-
tony. Upon that altar he Las left his reason, his
aficctions and his freedom.  Behold him, now, as he
reels forth, senseless and dcbanclied, from the drink~
ing house! Where is his humanity? Whereis the
image of God? He is unable toconceive a theught.
He is unable to express an idea, with bis babbling
tengue, which pours forth feebly, like o «hild, some
impotent, outrageous blasphemy against Heaven !—
Where are his affections?  He is incapable of love;;
no gencrous emotion can pass throwgh him. No
high and holy love can move that degraded, sur-
feited heart, The most that can come to him is the
red, horrible demon of impurity, to shake him with
cmotions of which, ¢ven in that lour, hie is incap-
able!  Finally, where is his freedom? Why, he is
not able to walk ! not alle to stand! he is not able to
guide himself! If 2 child came along, and pushed
him, it would throw him own. He has no freedom
left,—no will. If, then, the image of the Lord in
man be intelligence,—in the heart and in the will,
—1I say thisanan is no man, e is a standing re-
proach to our humanity, e is a deeperand bitterer
degrandation to us even than the absurd theory of
Darwin, the English philesnpher, who tells us that
we are descended from apes. T would rather con-
sider my father an ape than see him lying in the
kennel, a drunken man,  Such a one have I scen—
I hiaveseen a mun in the strects, Iying there drunk
—Dbeastly drunk + al T have seen the very dogs
come and look at him—smell him—wag their tails,
and walk off. They could walk, but he could not.
And is this the image of (iod? Oh, Father in
Heaven! far be it from me to outrage Thee by say-
ing that such & Least as this i« Thy image! Noj he
ix no longer the image of God, because he has lost
his intelligence.  What says the Holy Ghost,—the
man blinded, when he has no honor—when he has
lest lis intelligence—He compares to o scnseless
beast, like unto them,—no longer the image of God,
but only a brute beast.

And if such be the outrage that this demon of
intemperance js able to put upen God, the Creator,
what shell we sny ot the ontrage upon-God as the
Redeemer? Not contented with being eur Creator
and our Sovereign Lord and Master,—with having
cenferred upon us the supreme honor of being in
some degree like unto Him~—Almighty God, in the
greatnaess of is love, came down from Heaven and
became man; was incarnate by the Holy Ghost of
the Virgin Mary and was made man, He became
our brother, our fellow and companion in nature.
He took fo Him our humanity in all its integrity,
save and except the human person. He took a
human soul, & human body, u human heart—human
affections, human relations, for He was truly the Son
of His Virgin Mether, And thus He became, says
St. Paul, #the first-born amongst many brethers,”
He who ycsterday was but & worm, a mere creature
of God,~n mere servant of God and nothing more,
—to-day, in the sacred humanity of our Lord, be-

comes associated in brotherhood with Christ, the

_d% this most salui_h‘ry und honornble body. No man’

!

Son of the Eternal God. As such He can share our
sorrows-and:our joys : we may give Him human
pain and hulan pleasure, If we are all that fruc
men ought to be—nll that Christian men ought to
be,—the honor and glory goes te Christ, the author
and finisher of our faith, who in His sacred human-
ity purchased grace for us at the cost of His most
precious blood. If, on the other hand, we degrade
ourselves, east ourselves down, lic down at the feet
of the devils, nnd allowy them to trample upon us,—
then, my dear friends, the dishonor falls not ouly
upon us but through us upon the nature and
humanity that Christ our Lord lolds, ns Heis scated
at the ight haud of His Father. Our shame falls
upon Him, because He was mar; and so our honor,
our sanetity is veflected back from Him, because it
can only come to us from His most sacred humanity.
Therefare, I add, that this sin of drunkenness has a
particular and a special enormity in the Christian
man; for, what we are, Ghrist, the Son of God, be-
came. We are men: He became man. If we de-
grade ourselves to the level of the beasts of the ficld,
and Leneath them, then we are degrading, custing
down, that sucred humanity which Christ took to
Him at His incarpation. The Son of God respected
it 80 much,—He respected human nature so much,
—that He took it withh Him into Heaven, and seated
it at the right lund of God. The drunkard disre-
pects the some nature so much, that he drags it
down and puts it beneath the very beasts of the
field. Thercfore, a special und specific dishonor
dovs this sin, above all others, do to our Lord and
Ledeemer, More than this, the Son of God became
man, in order that He might bring down from
Heaven the merey and the grace that was necessary
for our salvation. The mercy of God, my friends, is
His Lighest attribnte, surpassing all His works.
The greatest delight of God is to exercise that mer-
cy. “It is natural te Uim," says the great St
Thomas Aquinas—and, therefore, it is the first of
His works; for, it is the first prompting of the
nature of God. 'I'he merey of Ged prompted Himto
become man. Now, the greatest injury that any
man can offer to Chiist, our Redeemnier, is to tie up
His bands and to oblige Him to refuse the cxercise
of His mercy. This is the greatest injury we can
offer to God ;—to tell the Almighty God that He
must not — nay, that He cannot—be merciful.
There is only oune sin, and one sinner, alone, that
cun do it. That one sin is drunkenness ; that one
sinner is the drunkard j—the only man that kas the
omnipotence of sin, the infernal power to tic up the
hands of God, to oblige that God to refuse him
mercy. I need not prove this to you. Yon all
know it, No matter what sin a man commits —if,
in the very act of conmmitting it, the Ahnighty Ged
strikes hime—one mument is enough to make an
act of contrition,—to shed one tear of sorrow,—and
to save the soul. The murderer, even though expir-
ing with his hands reddened with his victin's blood,
can send forth one cry for mercy, and, in that cry be
saved,  The robber, stricken down in the very
midst of his misdeeds, ean ery for increy on his soul,

| The impure man, cven while he is rgrelling in his

impurity, if he feel the chilly band of death laid
upon him, and cry out, “ Giod be merciful to me a
sinner !"—in that cry may be saved, The drunkard
alone~—alone amengst all sinners—lies there dying
in his drunkenness, It all the priests and all the
Bishops in the Church of God were there, they could
not give that wan pardon, or absolution of his sins,
beeause Le is incapable of it,—beeause heis not a
man! Sacraments are for men, let them be ever so
sinful,—provided that they be men.  You might as
well absolve the four-footed beast as lift your priest-
1y hand, my brethiven, over ‘the drunkard! I re-
member once being called to attend a dyving man.
He was dying of delirium tremens: and he wos drank,
1 went in. He was raving of hell, devils, and
flumes; no Ged! no mercy! 1 stood there, The
wife was there, breaking her heart, The children
were there weeping,  Said I, « Why did you send for
me, for this man?  What can I do for him? “He is
drunk! He isdying; buthe isdrunk! If the Pope
of Xome werv here, what could he do for him, until
he gets sober?” The one sin that puts a man out-
side the pale of Go's mercy!  Long as that anu of
God is, it is not long enough to touch with a merei-
ful hand the sinner who iy in the actof drunkenness.
And this is the greatest injury, I might say again,
that a man can offer to God, to say to iim “ Lord, you
may be just. I dont know that You don't wish to
exercise Your justice; but You may. You may be
omnipotent; yeu may have every attribute. But
there is onc that You must not have, and must not
exercise in my vegard. I put it out of Your pewer,
And that js the attribute that You love the most of
all—the uttribute of mercy.” For the Father in
Heaven sees,—Christ most eof all] secs, in the
drunkard, His worst and nwost terrible cnemy. 1f,
then, I say to you, as Christian men and as Catholic
men, if you love the God who created you,—if you
love the God who redeonred you~if you respect the
sacred image of God, which is in you—and if you
respect the mercy of God, which alone can save us
all,—oh! my friends, T ask you for all this, net, in-
deed, to be sober men—(tor, thank God, you are
that already)—but to be zealous, to be burning with
zeal to make every mnan, and especially every Catho-
lic man, sober and temperate as you are, by every
infleence and every power which you may bring to
bear uport him. I say that, in this, every Catholie
man ought to be like & priest. When it is & ques-
tion of cenfussion or eommmunion —when it is a
question of any other Christian virtue—it is for us
riests to preach it; itis for us to impress it upen
you; bLut, when it is a question of the virtue which
Is necessary for our common htimanity ; when it is
a quustion of putting away the sin that vobs a man,
even of his human natuee, and his manhood—every
man of you isas much a priest of that manhood as
Lam, or iy mun who is within this sanctuary, We
are pricsts of the Gospel; You, my friends, ns well
as we are priests of that sucred nnd magnificent
hunnity, of which ewr God is so jealous,

Consider next the relation of man, as to his neigh-
bor. We ave bound to love our neighbor. Bvery
man~—I don’t cire who he s, or what he may be,—
he may be a Turk, he may be a Mormon, he may
be an Infidel—but we must love him; we are bound
to lovehim. For instance, we are Lound to regrot
any evil that happens to hiw ; because we are bound
to have a certaln amount of love for all men.  Well,
in that charity which binds us to our ncighlor,
there is a greater and o less. A man must love with
Christian charity all men.,  But there are certain in-
dividuals that have a special claim on bis love,—
that he is Lound, for imstance, not only to love but
to honor, to wership, to maintzin.  And who arc
they 7 'I'he father and the motlier that bore us ; and
the wife that gave us her young heart and her young
Leanty ; the children that Almighty God gave us.—
These, my friends,—these gifts of God given to vaou,
—tho family, your wife, your children—have the
first claim upon you, and they havo the most strin-
gent demand upon that charity concentrated, which,
as Christians, you must still diffuse to all men.—

Any man that fails in his fraternal charity
is wo longer a ¢hild of God; “for if any
man says he loves God, and love not his

neighber, e is o liav, and the truth is net in him.”
Any man that hates his fellew-man, or injures him
wilfully, is no child of God. And I hope thut you
will remembes this, my fricnds, whenever your fel-
low-countrymen or fellow-citizens try to provoke
you—whenevor they try to put something Lefore
you calenlnted to exasperate you ;—whenever they
insult your religion ;—bear with them. Remember
that nothing that they can do can justify -you in
hatred of them. I remember once being grossly in-
sulted by o miserable little creature,—an over-roasted
snipe of a misereble little Protestant man, that abig
fellow like me conld have taken, and given him o
shake that would have frightened the life out of
him, He insulted me grossly—most outragoously—

only lifted my finger I-could have him pounded into
a jelly ;—but there was nothing of him to pound.—
I snid to him, “ My dear fellow, I have here hun-
dreds of friends who, if I only lifted my finger,
would tear you into small bits. I could do it my-
self,if I wanted. I have coough in me to shake
your poor little bedy out of your clothes; only, bad
as you are, I am bound to love you (laughter). My
friends, I look upon you—I look upon youas the
very cream of the men whom I have the honor to
address in this ceuntry—the very crecam of them—
their representatives — and, in your way, quietly,
modestly, but emphatically, the apostles of the grand
virtue of Christian temperance. And, thevefore, I
say to you, who assuredly will have influence
amongst your fellow-men—(for there is a uiet in-
fluence, but a powerful influence, that the temperate
man and the gentle man has over his fellow-men) ;
—T ask you, therefore, not to forget this word I say
to you. If, for imstance, on the 12th of next July,
you sec & parcel of foelish follows coming out to
breathe o little air—to take o little walk amongst
themselves,—they will be clubbed together, and
there will net, perhaps, be o hundred of theminall ;
—they are the most hanmless fellows in the world
if they are let alone ;—if they come out and say :
“ o hell with the Pope!” let them alone. Try to
keep this in view about the Orangemen. The Jike
of them may say, #'To hell with the Pope!” Dbut the
Pape is the most likely to go to Heaven of any of
them all—King or Kaiser. The probability is that
their shouting “To hell with the Pape I will only
send the Pope a little mearer Fleaven! I say this
simply incidentally; because, whenever I speak to
my fellow-countrymen, so long as I remain in this
country, F would ask them to spare me, sn Irish
priest, the ngony of the bitter tcars that last July
Lrought to me, when I readthe account of it athiowme
in Iveland.

Well, let us return to our snbject.  Amongst those
I say, whom we are bound to love, are the wife,—
the children.  And this is precisely the point where-
in the drunkard, the intemperate man, shows -him-
self more hard-hieart«l than the wild beast. The
womaun that, in her youth, and modesty and purity
and beauty, put her maiden hand’ into his before
the Altar of God, and swore away to him ler young
love ; the weman who had the trust in him to take
him for ever and for aye; the woman wlho, if you
will, had the confiding folly to bind up with him
all the dreams that ever she had of happiness, or
puace, or joy in this world ; the womnian that said to
Lim. ¢ Next to God, and after God, I will let thee
into my heart, and love thee and thee alone” and,
then, before the altar of God received the seal of
sacriamental grace upon that pure love,~—this 1s the
wemian, and her children and his children, upen
whom the druukard Lrings to bear the most terrible
of all calumitics,—~poverty blighted beauty, prema-
ture old age, misery, heart-breaking, sleepless eves
broken hearts, vagged, wretchied poverty of the direst
form ;—tlie wowan whom he swore to love, and te
henour and to cherish, and to render her the homage
of liis true and manly aflfection! Oh, my friends,
every other sin that a mun may commit may bring
against him the ory of some soul scandalized; but
the drunlard’s soul must hear the accusing voice of
the passionate cry of misery wrung from the broken
heart, and the curse lnid at the foot of the altar
where the sacrumental  blessing was pronouwnced
when that young heart was given away! Such o
one did I meet. Hear me. I was on a mission,
some years ago, In a manufaciuring town in England.
I was preaching there every evening; and a man
came to me one night, after & sermon on this very
subject of drunkenness, He came ing—au fite man ;
a strapping, healthy, intellectual looking man. But
the eve was almost burned in his head, and was

glassy.  The forehead was furrowed with prematore
wrinkles. The Lair was stecl-grey, though the nan

was evidently comparntively young, 1l was dress-
¢d shabbily ; scarce a shoe to his feet, though it was
a wet night.  He came in te me excitedly ; after
the scrimon ; but the exciternent had somcthing of
drink in it. e told me his history, %I dont
kuow,” he said “ that there is any hope for me; but
still, as T was listening to the sermon, I must speak
to you. I{ I don't speak to some onc this heart
will break to-night.” What was his story? Five
years before he had amassed in trade twenty thou-
sand pounds, er one hundred thousand dollars. He
had married an Irish girl—one of Lis own race and
orecd, young, and  beauntiful and accomplished, 1le
had two song and a daughter—a woman, Ho told
me, for & certain time everything went on well
“ At last,” he said, “ T had the misfortune to begin
to drink : neglected my business, and then my lusi-
ness began to negleet me.  The womansaw poverty
coming, and began to fret, and lost ier health, At
lust, when we were paupers, shie sickened and  died.
I was drunk,” he said, “ the day that she died. I
sat by her bedside. I was drunk when she was
dying” “The sons — what became of them?”
“3ell,” he said, “they were mere children, The
cldest of them is no more then eighteen ; and they
are both transported as robbers to Australin” % 'The
girl?? “Well,” he said, “ I sent the girl te n scheol
where she was well educated.  She came home to
me when she was sixteen years of age, a Dbeautiful
young woman, She was the one censelation I hud
but I was drunk all thetime” % Well, what became
of her 7" He looked at e, % Do you ask me about
that girl 2 e said, * what became of her?”  And, as
if the man was shot, down he went, with his head
onthe floor—*God of IHeaven! God of Heaven!
Sle is on the streets to-niglit—a prostitute ' The
moment lie said that word, he ran out, I went after
him. “Oh,no! Oh,no¥ he said; “there is no
nmercy in Heaven for me. 1 Ieft my child on the
streetsI” e went away, cursing God, to mect o
drunkard’s death. He had sent a Droken-hearted
mother to the grave ; he sent his two sons to perdi-
tion ; he sent his only daughter to he o living hell ;
and then he died blaspheming God!

Finally, consider the evil that o man does to him-
self. Luss of health, first,  Youknow the drunkard's
death.  You lear what it is. I luve, over and over
agiin, on my mission,—twenty-five years o priest,
naturally enouglt, I must have met all sorts of cases,
—I have, over and over again, had to attend many
dying from drink ;and I protest to you, I have never
yet attended & man dying of delirium tremens, that, for
a fortnight after, I was steuck as with an ague, at
what I had witnessed.  On onc oecasion, T attended
anan,  He had seriee enongh to sit up in the bed
ad say, " You are a priest? I said, #Yes, 1 am,”
“Oh,” he said, I am gind ofit. Tell me; I want
toknow one thing., I want to know if you have the
Blessed Sncrament with you? «I have” The ino-
nent I said so, he sprang out of the bed, on to the
floor, kicked, and plunged, and reared like 2 maniac!
“Oh!tuke awny that God!take nway that God!
That man has God with him. There is no God for
mel”  Oh, I protest to you, he was dead before I left
the roein, crying out to the last, “ there is no God
for me )

The drunkard loses health, loses veputation, loscs
his friends, loses his wife and family, loses domestic
hoppiness, loses everything,  And in addition to
this, is the slavery that ne power on carth, and
scarecly——be it said with reverence—any power in
Heaven, can seem to be able to assuage. Al -this
is the injury that man infliets upon himself by this
terrible sin—the worst of all, a5 you may easily
tmagine. What o glorious mission yeursis. You
have raised the standard in defiance to this demon
that is destroying the whole world, You have de-
clared that your very names shall bo cnrolled as a
monument ngainst the vice of drunkenness. You
have, thercby, asseited the glory of Gedin his image
—man. The glory of your humanity is restored by
the angel of sebriety and temperance, The gloty of
Christ restored from the dishonor which is prtupen
Him by the drunkard amoungst all other sinners

The glory of the Christian woman retrieved ang
honored, as every year adds a new, mellowing groce
to the cieclming Leauty which  passes away with
youth. The glory of the family, in which the true
Christian son is ihe reflection of the virtues of his
truc and Christian father, . Finally, the glory of
your own souls, and the assurance ot a holy life nng
a happy death,© Allthis is involved in the Profession
which you make to be the Apostles and the sileng
but eloquent prepagators of this boly virtue,
‘Lemperance.  Therefore do I congratulate you’on
the part of God who created you. I congratulate
you for the regard that you have for the image of
t_hat God, on the part of that Giod who redeemed you

I, His most unwerthy but anointed minister lave
te congratulate you on the respect which yOu, h;n-;
for the humanity which the Lord Himself took
toe Him. On the put of your family ang your
frxlends, and of the society of which you form 50 pro

minenta feature, I congratulate you forthe hnppines;
and domestic comfort which this virtue will cnsui-e
to you and to yowrs. On the part of dear, and faith

ful, and Joved old Ireland, as an Irish privst, T con:
gratulate you for your maunly efforts to raise up our
people and eur race from a viee which has Iain at
the root of all our national misfortuncs and Inisery,

On the part of your Bishop,—holy, loving, Iabm:ioug'
and carnest—whose joy and whase crown you are—
I congratulate you for the comfort and the Jjoy “’lill‘
You will bring to himn, to enable him to bear up the
burden of the spiritual solicitude of your soyls and
of the Church. As a pricst, for every highest and
holiest canse,—~for every purest source—from whiely
human joy eun come, I congratulate You, my dear
friends, and T ask you to persevere in this loriong
effort in the cause of temperance,—the first the
greatest of moral virtues ;—the grandest virtue \\’-hich
enshrines and preserves in it the integrity of gyp
humanity, and prepares that humanity to reeeive
the high, the Divine gifts of grace here, and of glory

liereafterin the everlasting Kingdom of God, 1"i1mll'y
so deep is theinterest T take in this stbject, that T

shall Le enly most huppy, on every oceasion, when
my services can be of any benefit or comfort to yon
to render those services to you in the sacred L'i'l.uir,‘
of temperance. h

The cfiect of Father Burke's splendid addresg upon
the vast congregation is indescribuble. As he Pio-
ceeded, the audience, by one impulse, stood up in
their scats and crowded up through the aixles, us if
each one werc anxious to gut nearer the speadier, a3
if to fix his very features on their memories, '

IRISH INTELLIGENCE

Hipersia Repiviva~Irelond, the Balbee of Xp.
tions, is a land of ruing, speaking to us mournfully
of the past, but still heauwtifully, cven in their decay
Fe the antiquarian, who visits the country with a
reverence for these solemn memorials of departed
ages, there is scarce a humlet, particularly in the
south and west, which is not associatud with sonye
aucient shrine, the record of whose glorivs Las long
singe been forgotten by the busy world, And {e
the man of Christian faith, who sees in every broken
arch and ivied oriel the standing \\'itm-ss,'howu-ur
mute, of a religion that is to-day as it was when the
Matin-lell resounded through cloister ane dormitory,
calling the monk to early prayer, there is hardiy a
tewnland where he muy not trace the time-worn
witlls of some grand old monastery, or celebrated
abbey, whose moss-grown relics vemind him of the
one unchangeable Catholic Church, *.ver ancicnt,
ever new.” Wherever b treads ‘tis liaunted holy
ground, But if Ircland Yo aland of ruing, it is alse,
thank Heaven, fast Dhecoming o country  whose
stately eathedrals and crowded ohurelies, and muli-
plied religious services, rival the old sanetified
glories of the island, and, in the most striking
manuer, attest the fidelity of the juople to the
Church of Rome. In the old historic city of Lime-
rick, aye, in the very hewrt of world-wilde famous
4 Garryowen,” the magnificent Cathedral of $. John
has risen up, year after year, aided by the munili-
cence of the rich, and the humbler, Lut nob Jess
effective, bounty of the poor; and now, in place of
the wenther-beaten, white-washed “ chapel” stands
n stately pile, worthy of the best agesor [uith, which
torcibly illustrates the vitality aml the unsubdued
power of recovery which exists in the religious heart
ot the people of Catholic Ireland. The old hory
ruins to be met with in overy shady valley, aud
visible from every mountain-top, speak clojuently
of the stericd past.  The present triwmphs of
modern ecclesiastical architecture which are again
springing up throughout the Iand, bid us Lope that
the Irgland of the future will realise the visious ef
a zlovious regeneration vouchsafed to some of hLer
siuinted men of old.—Cuthulic Opinion.

Deara or e Bev. Faraer Dacey, C.C, Knnusn,
—~May 1, 1872.—On last Sunday the traduvs and men
of Ennis paid a very hizh mark of respect to the
meniory of the late Father Patrick Daley, C.C, Kil-
rush, who died last week in that town. A meeting
having bevn called, Mr. Pliemus Scully in the ehair,
the Becretary of the T'rades, Mr. 3, G. Considine, ad-
dressed the mecting at some length on the death of
the departed clergyman, and concluded by saying
that his unsullied virtues, pure disinterested love
for Ireland, combined with mest rare tulents, were
an ornament to the sacred altar and an honor to his
vountry. A resolution of sympathy was proposed
Ly Mr. John Clancy, brother of the Rev. Michael
Clancy ; seconded by Mr, Michael ('Shea —* Re-
solved—That we, the men of Fnnis, believe it to be
our duty, as Catholics and Irishmen, to ofler to the
friends and relatives of the Iate Father Patrick Daley
our deep and heartfelt sympathy in their present
great bereavement, through his departure in death;
and we also declare that we lelieved him to bea
priest of the purest virtues, a scholar of most rare
talents, o patriet of the neblest principle, cver ans-
ious to struggle for the liberty and independence of
lis country, By his death froland has lost one of
lier most faithful sons.” The resolution having heen
put to the meeting, passed unanimonsly, and ﬂ:e
mecting separated — God Save Irveland.? — Irisk
nd i,

Drarin oF Trg VENERARLE ARCHDHACON DROWSNE
P.P., CastEmar—The Zwam News announces the
death of Archdeacon Brewne on Thursduy the 2nd
inst. Blessed with n singularly strong and healthy
coustitution, the Arvchdeacon enjoyed rcn}m‘linmi’
good health till within a few months of his (l.[-nth,
when, as usually happens with the sound and vigor-
ous, the break-up wns rapid and irrotricvable, At
an carly age Lie went to St. Patrick’s College, May-
nooth, whieh le entered Scptember, 1826, and
matriculated for the elass of physics. After hall 2
century spent in the best missions of the .:h'ch-
diocese—in his native parish of Annadawn, in Tuam,
as President of 8. Jarlatl's College, as parish P“}""t
of Balla, and afterwards of Castlebar—Iie posscssec
much less of this world's goods than coul.d well be
supposed,  And we believe wo ave correct in stating
that whatever he did possoss ho disposud of P““C’:
pally in the interests of religion and of charity. The
funeral obscquics took pluce on Saturday last o
solemn High Mnss de requiem being celebrated in
the parish church, Castlebar. .

Of your charity pray for tlie repose of the soul 101
the Right Rev, Dr. Sheil, Lord Bishop of 1'&.dclm( ¢,
who departed this life on the 1st March, 18.42- \

Prorsston Axp Recarvion,—On the 1Gth inst, df'h;’
Feast of $t Raphnel the Archangel, fiveyoung laCe>
were admitted into the Franciscan Convent of ¢ lm
Perpetunl Adoration, Drumshambo, County Leitri
—the ladies who reccived the black veil being .nnme
rospectively Sister Mary Elizaboth and Sister Mary
Leonard, and those who  received
Sister Mary Rapheel, Sistor Mary Pascl
Mary Stanislaus, The Most Rev Dr (
Bishop of the diocese, officiated, and with

hal, and Sister

his uptdt

the white veil’
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