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There is no name botter known in the
annals of Canadian literature than that
of the Right Reverend Cornelius O'Brien,
D.D., the distinguished and echolarly
Archbishop of Halifax. Great or hum-
ble, no matter what work Archbishop'
O'Brien undertakes, it is ure to be com-
plete, bighly polished, scrupulously ex-
act, brilhantly attractive, and sincerely
patriotic. In every branch, poetry,
romance, history, criticism, philosophi-
cal reasomnig or theological research,
the eminent prelate bas attained suc-
cess; because he is a student, a careful
and impartial judge, and the possessor
of a brilliant and inimitable style. The
last addition to our literature, from the
facile and eloquent pen of the learned
churchman, is a gem of its class, and
will sparkle brightly in the cluster of
precious works which go to make ap the
crown of literary fame that this country
owes him and that future generations
shall recognize as bis by al the right.
of merit·

The "Memoirs of Rt. Rev. Edmund
Burke, Bishop of Zion, First Vicar Apos-
tolic of Nova Scotia, is a volume of
about 150 pages, neatly bound, well
illustrated, printed on the fineet of paper
and in a large and readable type. Ex-
teriorly the book is attractive, but its
value lies lu the contents of its pages.
There il, perhaps, no period in the ecce-
siastical history of our country so much
neglected as the close of the last and
commencement of the present centuries.
In doing a splendid act of justice to the
memory of the zealous missionary, the
learned bishop and the erudite pioneer,
whose years cf life took in that special4
epoch, the author bas aliso opened out a
fresh avenue, almost unlrodden hereto-
fore, for the careful students of Canadian
history to follow. In the preface we1
find these remarkable but wonderfully1
truthful expressions: "But our history
is yet to be written; and, so far as we
know, biographies in the EnglisIh lan-
guage of any great men are rare; al-
though autobiographies, paid for at a
certain rate per page, are not uncom-
mon. In many superficial sketches of
our history that does exist, poor mission-
ary prieas are not bonored by much
mention, and yet, they, more than gen-
erals or admirals, laid strongly and woel
the basis of society, and moulded, in no
small measure, its opinions, and shaped
its actions. We behîeve that a peruoal
of the pages of the Memoire will con-
firm this assertion."

And having carefully perused those
pages we can say that the Archbishop isJ
perfectly correct in bis surmise; no per.
son cau possibly read those memoirs
and close the book without feeling a cur-
rent of ne ideas, on the subject, gliding
through bis brain, and a pulsation of
nobld and, perhaps, heretofore unex-
perienced sentiments thrilling around bis
heart. Itb as evidently been a work of
love-none the less is it one of tru
patriotism. We know not which to ad-
mire the iot,-Lhe piety and labors of
the great Vicar Apostolic, the devotion
to the interests of the Church which he
display ed, the undying love for bis native
land, the unreserved sacrifice of a life in
the interests of Canada, or the spirit and
Catholic-Canadian sentiments of the elo-
quent biographer.

The reader opens the pages of ibis
volume with the intention of glancimg
through it; the very first chapter, "From
Ireland to Quebec," in which an account
of Bishop Burke's arrival in 1786is given,
rivets bte attention; the rapidity with
which the panoramic pictares succeed
each other, the glow of diction that lights
them up-each brighter than the one
before it-and the wonderfully interest-
îng details of a most romantic yet serious
career, ail mesmerize. you, and the
moments lengtben into heurs; at lut
you find yourself reading the closig
chapter, and only thon awakening from
the entrancing vision of the far away
past.

The account cf Father Burke's life
lu the Quebec Semmnary, sud then i
his yeurs of missionary work amidat Lhe I
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great forests of Upper Canada, his sea
for souls, bis thirst for the salvation of
the Indian, the coloniat, the woodsman,
bis toils, sufferings, privations, his
stupendous efforts in the cause of Faith,
la given in a style that is at once fas-
cinating and inspiring. Before giving
the details of Pather Burke's afirst Work
in Nova Scotia, the reader is presented
with a chapter on the history of the
Church in Acadia. Apart from the
biograpby this chapter in, in itself, a
pricelesa addition to our sources of his-
torical information. The author points
out a fact, that is too often ignored, that
Nova Scotia was the cradle of Catholicity
inCanada. As early as 1604 two mis-
sionaries planted the cross on the shores
of the Bay of Fundy, and in 1611,
Fathers Biard and Masse "came to culti-
vate the misaionary field."

It would be impossible for us to quote
from the work in such a short review as
our space will permit; moreover, we do
not wimh to mar the delight and satisfac-
tion of the readers who will take up this
volume and go on from summit to saur-
mit, bounding like antelopea, along its
mountain range of solid historical infor-
mation and often towering majesty of
expressions. There lis nothing dull, no-
thing commonplace, nothing weak in
the "Memoires of Bishop Burke." The
history of the Church in Halifax la re-
plete with facts gleaned from the most
suthentic authorities and glitters with
dew drop expressions, through which the
raa fro the sun of tho author' ngeuius
soot priematic combinations of thought.

The characteristics of Father Burke are
brought out in a most sbtriking manner;
the days of bis short but vigorous and
fruitfnl epiecopal labors are presoutod in
broad, but perfect lines; the wbole biog-
raphy is an historical puinting of a
much neglected period, and the grand
central figure upon the canvas is the
good Bishop, whose Memoires are em-
balmed for all time by the akill of his
distinguished successor.

We cannot refrain from quoting a few
lines from one of the closiug chapters.
lt la worthy the pen of Bosset and the
pencil of a Raphael; it ls a combination
of the deepest sentiments, nobleat im-
pulses, brightest images, strongest trutha
and choicest expressions, that alone
might serve as a worthy monument to
perpetuate the memory of the great and
good prelate whose death, inapired iLs
composition. 'It i appointed unto al
men once to die,' declares the Apostle,
and weak human nature, tauglt by
every day events, and warned by its own
conciousness of decay, practically takes
up the refrain and sounds lb down the
centuries. A stere realitysle this death,
whether borne on angel wings to kiss in-
to unconsciouaness a lovely child,.or
wnirled in a enariot of fire to amite
a vigorous youth, or carried slow-
ly forward l ithe wallet of time
to gently garner the ripened fruit
of a long and well-spent life. A
dispeller of illusions, too, l thia restless
pursuer of the human family. In the
dia light of hie presence all artistic
groupings of deeds, all dramatic action,
all fictitious presentments of our own
importance, are ruthlessly shorn of the
glamour that ennobled them in our
eyes; and we see them only as well or
illdone duties,and perhaps wasted op-
portunities. The setting sun throws out
a aadow starthing k its lengthened
outlines; and the decline of life's filtful
day carries the soul back over its span of
years, sbadowed too often with phan-
tome of.forgotten misdeeds of giant-like
proportions. The mmd is no longer held
captive in a network of complex subtle-
ties, such as bias Our judgment, or pro.
duce indecision during our life; it soes
only the yea, yea, or the nay, nay-the
systole and distole of conscience. Death,
the pursuer, atlength overtakes the pur-
sued, and, fight bravely ashe.may, the
latter la toaU human seeomig invariably
conquered. Ye la there a triumphant
nng m the dying cry of the vanqulshed.
'Non oms Morior--not ail of me shal
die, is thé challenge the expiring Chris-
tian throws down to victorious death, as
he calmly passes to a life and a state
more real, though less material, than the
present.

There is not a Catholic family in Can-
ada that should be without a copy of
Archbishop O'Brieu'a " Memories of
Bishop Burke," upon the table and at
the hand of ech member of the bouse-
hold. Ib would be an admirable book
for prizes in the schoola, colleges and
couvents. Our spaco will net permit cf
any further remarks ; me have, hcwever,
eaid euoughi te give an idea of the esti-
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I mate e place upon the work. We can
E find only one fant with it-and that is

certainly due to the countlesa duties
that his responsible position impodes
upon the author-we find it toc short.
In an age when the press ispourinf out
tonsof thrash-chaff worsethan usees-
it i a God-send to meet with some good
wheat; here, we have a handful of it-
we would like if the Archbisbop could
have given us a bushel.-EDIToa TRUE
WITNEss.
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[The following lines were addressed to
a lady friend of the TitRUE WITNESs, on the
reception of an Easter gift, by the late
lamented orator, poet and general liSter-
ateur, Rev. Father Graham.]
Thanka for the gift; the lesson deep,

Or mortal lite At sweetly teaches,
TUat we muet etruggle up tUe stoep,

Whosexthorny helght te hoeaven reaches;
We, too, our Calvary and Cross

Muets tern endure 'mid passion'e esorning,
IL Qlory's llght ehould orown our loue.

And we achieve our Easter morning.

O wondrous lite o Lave Divine!
In lettered U1ghL un human pages,

Writ ln the soul of Adam's Uine.
The heritage 0< endiese agesel

Two thoueand yeas are nearly sped,
And, yet, grey Tim. the taleadoring-

Gives to our love the thorn-crowned head
Of the firetglorious Easter Mornlng I

The vlatoryof lie ln Deatb,
le oursin Hlm, ofpassing beauty;-

Be patient tiii the liset worn breath
Drops at Love's feet tUe yoke o Duty.

so speaks the oracle again,
To hearts An ineroy's kindest warning,

Bear bravely on thy rugzed cross,
If thon wouldet have thyEaste'r Morning.

GLADSTONE AND TEE VA TICAN.

THE MoNITEUR DE RoME GIVES À AN-
ALYSIS OF BIus saREER; THE ONE

CLOUD ON THE HORIZON.
With Mr. Gladstone there disappears

the latest of statesman who knew howt
to pursue an ideal of justice withouti
losing sight of the conditions of the ager
in which they hive, of the temper of(
their people or their instincts. A phil-1
osopher and a consummate tactician,r
Mr. Gladstone bas united in his personj
at the sane time the idealist and thei
realist, the theorist and the practical1
man. The true leader of the people ila
he who has dipped his spirit in the deepd
springs of philosophy and history, whoV
-unîtes an austere culture to the con-1
templation of eternal principles withE
the knowledge of the evolutions of hu-p
manity, and who in applying principlest
takes into account the conditions under
which he works; who, whilst never for-
getting the supreme end in view, tem-
pers bis ideas; adapta them to new neede,1
and extracts from current events all
that there i in them that is good and
just; who, in a word, takes Mbis motto,
"to recognize that which exista, to do all
that he e able, to direct his aima to that
which should be." Mr.Gladstone belongs
to that class of men, a pre eminent orator,t
a true magician of words, a olassical
and facile writer, a savant, literary cri tic,
theologian, moralist. Gladstone bas been
one of the completeat natures of our
opoch, where no often unity and syn-
thesis are veiled and genius itaelf but
fragmentary. Ho lived a life for human-
ity. His disappearance makea us wish
that bis last acta should move others to
imitatehim. Our age has created four
types of sham statesmen: the doctrin-
anes, like Rousseau, the sectaries of
Voltaire the cynical opportuniste of the
Bismarci class, and the Gambetta Con-
servative school, who know only thé
ideal and maintain it at the risk of
losing al. At once Conservative and
progressive, imbued with thejideal of1
justice, and with a soul open to the feel-1
ings and voices of the century, Glad-
stone has pursued a career where noble1
works and generous influences hold the
rank of honor. In the evening of
his life, we have seen this oldJ
man, this optimist after twentyX
fails, this lover of humanity and of true
evolution, we have seen him espouse the
noblest and mont arduous of causes, the
cause of the autonomy of Ireland. Pub.
lic opinion, Conservative and Enclishc
prejudice, racial ha&redasand oppoeJtion1
of every kind he has faced, that he mightc
enrich the patrimony of liberty, of tol-1
erance, and of justice. Ail honor to this
old man and bis moral grandeur! HeE
bas fallen at the door of the temple, but0
the songs Iwithin Will immortalize and
ever glorify this act of redemptiàn.~Leti
him retire I He bears inte his solitude
and to the tomb the "certainty'? thati
justice wilt carry through every opposi-
Lion a definite triumph. Tho Conserva-
tivoe have bevomingly proteoeted ; they a

themselves, if God grants' thom the
poer, wil be constrained to put into
realization the ideal of the Grand Old
Man.Thanksato thesesameinspirations,
Gladstone bas marked in polities the
point of division between yeaterday and
to-day, between the ideas of long ago
and the aspirations.. of the presnt.
Ever watchful, Gladstone bas understood
the democracy, bas moderated it, and
bas saluted it as the natural heir of past
generatious, the dictator of the future in
al things that belong to the Government
and the positive programmes that will
lead the people. He bas been one of
those rare old men-much greaterin this
respect than Bismarck-who have per-
petually renewed their intelectual po,.
sessions, always active, always progres.
sive, never walled within narrow and in-
terested conceptions, never retrograde
and reactionary. This is wby ho bas
aroused such envions opposition; the
old could not understand this eternal
young man. What they called bis
audacity frigbened them; they wore
blind who did. not perceive that thia
audacity wasone form of wisdom, one
of the conditions of the art of Govern-
ment. It is not at this moment that we
can indicate our reserves and the limit
,to our eulogies. History will do that.
But one blemish marks this noble
life, so pure; he erred. One day
he forgot himself, ho broke away
from bis ideal, in writing hi.
Vaticanium and k preserving to the
door of eternity the remembrance of this
difference and irritation. His soul,
charmed with the beauties and
grandeurs of the Catholic Church, was
on the point of following Newman and
Manning, men of spirit and character,
but Dollinger-that adorer of himnself
and bis intellect-withdrew Gladstone
into the ways of error and rebellion.
The nearer he approached the sanctuary
the more violently did his temper break
forth into billows of corrosive recrimina-
nation. What would bave happerqd if
Gladstone had embraced ,- aith.
Would he have formed a sch.. ad re-
newed the atmosphere of his .ounry ?
Would he have undertaken this crusade
in favor of the independence of Ire-
land ? Delicate questions whieh God
alone can solve. That which in beyond
doubt le that this crisis of hie life-for
which Dollinger ie responsible, who
should have been his safety-has low-
ered the height of bis greatness and
prevented bis collaboration (co opera-
tion) in the solution of the great social
questions with Pope Leo XIII. If this
barrier had not separated these two
lives what work would not these two old
men, eternally young, have performed ?
-Moniteur de Rome.

PERSONAL.

The follqwing Canadians had the honor
to receive invitation to attend the Maso
celebrated by Hi. Holiness Pope Leo
XIII mn the Ducal Chapel at the Vatican,
Rome, on Easter Sunday : The Barones.
Macdonald, Ottawa; D. Parizeau,M.P.P.;
Mr. Charles Hebert, .Mre. Hebert, Mrs.
Fitzpatrick, Mr. Louis Loranger, D. V.
Parizeau, and the Rev. Pere Renand,
S.J., Montreal ; Mr. W. J. Maguire, Mr.
George Doyle, and Mr. Ed. Doyle, Que-
bec; Mr. Arthur Arcand,Ottawa. There
are quite da number -or Canadians in
Rome, and many priests are at the
Canadian College.

ST. ANN'S T. A. & B. SOCIETY.

The regular mothly meeting of the St.
Ann's T. A. & B. Society was held in St.
Ann's hall on Sunday afternoon, Mr.
P. Flannery, president, in the chair.
The meeting was opened withprayerand
a short instruction by the Reverend
Father Bancart, C.SS.S., P. P. of St.
Ann's. Some nevmembers were en-
rolled as regalar members of the society.
The following resolution was moved :
SWHREAs; It hbas pleased AlmightY
God, in His wisdom, to remove from1
amougst.us, by theb and of death, one
of our oldest and most faithfut members,
Mr. Michael Conners, and also the wife
of our respected assistant-collecting
Treasurer, Me. Jno. Ryan,

Be l resolved: That this Society do
extend their heartfelt sympathy to Mr.
Jno. Ryan and family, and to Mrs. Con-
ners and other-relatives in their sad be-
reavement.

The Becretary mas instracted te con-
miunicate the same aud Lo publish it lu
THE TRUE WITNESS.

J. McGUIEE,
6eotatry Sb. Ann'. T, A. & B. Eooiety


