v

R T

_ holy ];outh, kueeling, hour after _h(")l'_ll'-, B’éf(‘)_r‘_é'?

the,presence of God, upon the alfar;—thcy
heard in that voice, ringing clear and high, i
its. tones of praise, above and beyond the chorus
of voices of those' who praised the Liord, as if
it were an angel  from Heaven in the midst of
them striving to uplift “his Jangelic spirit,
totally and entirely, upon'the wings of song:
—+they saw,-in all this. and: more au ideal- of
sanptity, an’. embodiment: of 'holiness, a wlhole
pentocast of love of Gag such as-thoy had newer
conoéived before; and -they.all deglared that
God had sent them a'saintin the young Irish
prince (applause). Sileat 125 the. grave, he
apoke ouly with God or ot God. Hour after
hour, spent in prayer and study, made him
grow in every knewledge of the age, cven as he
grow in divine love, His food, a morsel of
brown Dbread, with o cup of water from the
lake; his bed, the bare carth; his pillow, 2
stone,—he wmortified his body until he hmpress-
ed upon every aense and upon his whole {rame
the mortification of the Cross of the God whom
he learned to love. Anud, so, in his twenty-
Stth year, Laurence,—the Monk Laurence,—
was rocognized as the most enlightened and the
most holy man in the island, which still claim-
ed the title of the ¢ mother of saints and of
scholars.”™

T'he Abbot died, and the young inonk, was
eléoted Abbot of Glendalough, und placed b
the head of his brethren, There he remained
for five years; and the old Irish chromiclers
tell how cvery poor, stricken creature in the
land, even to the furthest ends of Ircland,
made his way to the glens of Wicklow, that he
might get relief, food, and clothing from his
bounty, and the blessing of God frem the touch
of his sacred hand, We are told that, while
he was Abbot of Glendalough, there came,
through the visitation of God, a terrible fumine
upon the land. Lawrence arose, gathered, to-
gether all that the monasteries possessed of
clothing and of food; he took all the sacred
implements of the altar,—the very chalices of
the sacred service; he apeved ghe treasures his
fathers had deposited with them ; away went
sverything to feed and clothe the poor and the
naked. So, in that year of famine, when the
angel of death had spread himself in desolution
over the land, the people, in these years, were
fed and clothed and saved throngh the wonder-
ful charity of the Abbot of Glendalough. O,
aaint in Heaven ! where wert thou in '46 and
47?7 O, Ivish heart! O, Irish saioted soul!
where, then, were thy hands? Why didst thou
not burst the cerements of the tomb, and rise
out of thy far disant gruve in. Normandy, to
break bread for thy countrymen in the year of
their dire trial ? Alas! no saint was there, If
Glendalough had been, the people would not
have died. But Glendalough was swept away,
and the infernal spirit of Heary VIII,, and of
Yogland’s supremacy, was upen the land, tolet
us perish (applause) !

Now, after five years of this glorious rule of

the Abbot of Glendalough, in the year 1161,
the Archbishop of Dublin died. The people,
long accustomed to the samotity and the glory
of their great Abbot of Glendalough ;—long
aocustomed to contemplete the shining light
that was before them;~—all, with one aceord,
eried,—and their voice rung from cnd to end
of tho land,—* We must have the Prince and
Abbot, Laureace, for our Archbishop.” One
man ooly was gricved ; one man only refused ;
and for twelve long months ho fought against
this dignity sought to be forced upon him with
30 much energy and suceess, that it was only in
the following year,—1162, that, by main,, force
he was obliged to allow -himself ‘to be conse-
orated Archbishop of Dublin, Archbishop of
Dublin [—TLaurencs O'Toole, in whose veins
blended the royal blood of two of Ireland’s
chiof houses ; Laurcace Q'Toole, was the lust
‘man of the Irish race who sat,—recoguized,—
upon ‘that glorious throne. For, 700 years
hive pagsed away; and from the day that St.
Laurence died, there has been no man. of Irish
blood, or Irish.race, recognized us Archbishpp
of Dublin. For three hundred years after the
death of St. Linurence, the Archbishops were
Cutholics; but they were all Englishmen, For
300 yeurs after that—for the last 300 years,
the Archbishops,—the so-called Archbishops
of Dublin,—were all Protestants; and they all
Englishmen, too.

Now, my fricnds, we come to contemplate
the monk in the Archbishop. Hec entered the
city of Dublia, und tock possession of Christ
Church, in the year 1162. How did he find
his people? I am grieved to be obliged to tell
the tale. It wus now sixty years since the
Danes were banished from Irelund, after they
had remained in the country for three hundred
Yong years. During these three hundred years
there never had been a day's peace throughout
the length and breadth of Ireland, but sonstant
war, Evory year brought its compaign, every
month—every week—its pitohed battlo, between
the soldiers of Ireland and the Danish invaders,
Liet this sink into youy minds. Consider it
well. ‘There is not a nation on the fuce of the
carth that can stand three hundred years of
congtant war without heing destroyed. The
churches are burned, the priests put to the
-sword, cverrthing in eonfusion; the sueraments
neglected, tie schools shut up. A peaplo cow-
pelled to fight for their lives, begin to forget
God the moment the demon of war comes to
them. You have had the proof of it in the
four years’ war from which you have just come
forth. Now, realize all this if can you. For
three hundred yeurs,—a term nearly as long as
from the day Columbus discovered America to
tho present hour,—there was not a hill-side nor
a valley in Ireland that did not resound, year
aftec year, to the various war-cries of the Dane
and, the Celt. Their. bodies covered the land.
Six thousand of these Danish invaders wore
left -dead upon the field in the glorious day
when Malachi the Second drew the sword of

"Ireland and smote them in the valley of Glena-
madigh, mear.the-Vale of Avoca, The sea
around the coast of Ireland for many a dayand
year, was covered with the corpses, and. the
ivers ran red with the blood of the Colt and

the Dane, Thyg it was for three’ hiindred
yoars, What wonder, my deat. friends,—what
wonder is it,; that the history of our lund:tells
that, by the time Ircland finally conquered-her
Dunish enemies, after three hundred’ yeals,
every, vestige ‘almost of ‘holiness, léarning and
piety had disappeared from the land. Nothing
‘refained exeept the fuith which the Irish race
sfill hold: ‘dear as their life, and thit love, for
Treland that had nerved their arms during
these three hundred years of bloodshed and
wir &.-:pplnuse). But the moment that the
Danish invasion was ended, nud that the Irish
nation breathed freely for a time, that moment
the bishops and priests and the people put
head, heart, and hands together, to build up
the ancient cdifice of Ireland’s learning and
Ircland’s sanctity. It is « well-known fact,
that although discorder, confusion and iniquity
had crept into the-land and abounded,—_that
neither the priesthood nor the people récon{cﬂed
thomselves to it; but, immediately upon-the
departure of the Danes, set to work, The bt-
shops and priests met in council; the schools
and colleges were rcopened; and Ireland’s
sanetity and holiness was fast returning, at the
very time that St. Laurence O'Toole took pos-
gession of the See of Dublin. Still he found
the ohieftains of Ircland divided ambdngst them-
sclves, He found cvery province in the land,

every sept or clan in the land, fighting amongst

themselves and disputing. Not content with,
having shed their blood generqusly for Ireland,

during threc hundred years, they would now

fain flood the larid again with Trish blood shed

in domestic broils and contentions, unworthy of
a people who had passed through such an or-

deal, such a trial.  Aund then, moreover,

amongst the people incorporated in his own city

of Dublin, the marriage-tic was not sufficiently

regarded. And I verily believe that the reason

of this was that the greater gnrt of the people
of Dublin at the time were descendants of the

Danes, and not pure Irish; for I cun scarcely

imagine the pure stock of Itel_nnd renouncing

under any pressure the virtué with which the

Almighty God cndowed them at the hands of

Patrick, both meu and women. That virtue

—the virtue of purity, crowned by sacramental

love, and throngh it alone, crowned by their

conjugal fidelity—has beewrthe first and grandest

boasg of the Irish (great applause).

Grieved and excited to indignation by what
he beheld, the solitary from Glendalough, se-
customed to silence, retirement and communion
with God, as soon 28 he enme, a mitred Arch-
bishop, to his people, ascended the pulpit of
Christ Church, in Dublin; and there in the
Irish language—so grand, so.poetic, so vigorous
and go majestic in its cxpression,—he hurled
out his denunciations against every form of
impicty and of iniquity around him. He sent
forth his voice as a prince as well as an arch-
bishop unto the ends of the land, and ssid to
the chioftaing of Ircland : ¢ Uunless-you coase
your unworthy contentions, I tell you, in the
name of the Lord God, that God will . punish
this bloodshed and this unworthy contentiqm by
sacrificing the liberty ef our couatry” (ap-
plause). Clear and terrific was the voice.
Clear as the angel's trumpet announcing judg-
ment, the voice of the great Irish prince-arch-
bishop went out upon the land, and fell upon
the unfortunately heedless and unwilling cars
of the Irish chieftains. The kings ot JUlster,
retreating into their own kingdum. took no
share in the affaire of the rest of Ireland. The
olans of Munster made war, under the leader-
ship of the O'Bricas, against the royal house,
of O'Conor in Connaught; while Ulster itself
was divided by a hundred different feuds which
separated the whole country into so many battle
fields. Thus wus Ircland in'the day when ‘the
news was brought the Archbishop of Dublin
that the Norman forces had come upon the
shores of Ircland,—that the invader’s accursed
{foot was onece more upon the soil of Erin. It
came to him as though it was the kaell of his
own doom; it camec to him as though it was
the judgment of God, which he had forseen, for
the sins aud dissensions of his own people.
And yet, cven thus coming, it roused within
him all the zeal of the prelate, and all the fire
of the prince of Irish royul blood. It roused
the lion spirit in the chaste bosom of the Arch-
bishop; and when Luurence came forth amongst
the people, they scarcely knew bhim, There
scemed to be u vew epivik in the indignation
which came from him. The eye accustomed
to be cast down upon the earth, with virginal
modesty, now glared around with a fiery glance,
because the secred cause of Ireland was in
danger, and tho invader was wpon her seil (ap-
plause). The voice that was accustomed to
speak only words of peace and benediction, now
sounded forth in its clarion notes, “War!
War! Let slip the spirit and the dogs of war !
Draw the sword of lirin | Let your blood flow
as rivers in the land, until the accursed and
detested invader shall be driven into the sea”
(applause). He went cut from Dublin: he
left his city, his cathedral, his people behind
him; he weut struight down into Connaught,
the seat of Ireland’s monarch: and he said,
«QOh, iy high King, arise; gather up the
forces of Iretand, and maroh with me to Dub-
lin. I will bein the frout ranks in the day
when we. do to the invaders, what Brian did
upon the plain of Clontarf, when he swept them
into the sea (tremendousapplause). His voice
went out in Ulster, and called O’Melaghlin,
king of Ulster, from his ignoble repose, to arise,
gird on his sword, and draw it for Ireland.
His voice penetrated into the South, reechoed
upon the shores of the Shannoa, and swept like
a trumpet-blast through the ruined halls of
Kincora, rousing the MoCarthy Mor and the
O’'Brien. They rallied; they came together;
they stood between the Norman and the walls of
Dublin, the Archbishop in the midst of them. With
al! his pewer, with all his love of his country, with
-all kis spirit of devotion, he was unable to keep
them togother. Domestic fewls and dissensions
sprang up mmnongst them, Oh! the accursed apirit
of dissension, that has kept us divided for s0 many
years, and that keeps us divided to-day! We Lave
heard-of unifedIreland ; we have heard of those brave
hearts who took that name; but when were Irish-

men united? The vory last time that Irishmen

'| wére united was on ‘tlat. Good

, §ood:Ffidef 'Toming,
eight hiundred years age; whefi the plain of Clontarf
wag covered with the dead, Bodies of the Danes, and
whien Dyblin Boy was filliltwith their floating corp-
ses. TFrom that day to this, ofir,united Ireland.is
but the dream of the poetnd the inspiration. of the

lover of his native lund (app]adh@%.‘%l AR
Dublin was. taken: Rodérickn0'Cangr, -King of
Connaught, retired into hig@wn 15|
inen went honie’ acrosstiie. Heyue; the septs of
Leinster were-obliget: to ke ' their- submission.—
Two or three years later, the :Bnglish nionarch him-
sclf arrived ; and every piinge. in_ Ircland madea
pomingl submission to'him, save and except the
glorious, the immortal O'Neid, ho still upheld the
oriflamme of Ireland—the national’ flag of Erin (ap-
plause). When Dublin was taken, the Archbishap
Laurence interceded for his people in this fashion.
‘When the Normans laid siege to the city the first
time, the people felt that resistance would be nse-
less; so they called on.thojr Archbishop to go out
and meet Dermot MaeMuirogh, the adulterdus traitor,
ang the cclebrated Richard, Earl of Pembroke, sur-
named % Strongbow,.”. - The Archbishop .went out to
make terms Yor hig people ; and whilst'he was thus
éngrged, Miles dd. Cogani entéidd , the city of the
other side andsbegan to slanghter the people. Their
cry of horror reached the  Archbishop's ears us he
stood in the presence of tho Norman victors. The
moment he hsard the cry of his people, which re-
sounded in his car as the cry of the first-born babe
in danger resounds in the heart of the mother that
bore it, he fled from their presence and rushed forth,
and found that the blood of his people actually
flowed in the streets of the city. Then, forgetful of
his safety or his life, he threw himself between them
and the assailing army, and to the invaders be gaid:
% Hold! hold! Not another son of Ireland shall-bie

ingdom ; the Ulster

be shed until you have first pierced my heart; for I
am their father and their bishop” (applause). The

.city wans surrendered. Now, what did the Arch-
bishop do 7 Did he give up the causé of Ireland,
‘Yike'a faint-hearted man?” He saw the Irish kings

actually fighting with each other,—shedding cach
other’s blood ab the very time the invader took
possession of their capital. He saw that no two of
them could agree to obey one common head or adont
one common line of policy. He had labored in vain.
Did he give up the cause? No! No faithful Irish
bishop or.priest ever did or ever will give up the
cause of Ireland (great applause). He went out
from Dublin once more ; he went again to the court
of Kine Roderick, shook him orice more into cour-
age and hope for Ireland, and rallied his people—
He culled the Ulster men again from their fastnesses,
rallied the men of Munster, the MacCarthy Mor, the |
O'Donnells, and the O'Briens; he rqused all Ireland.
And the Archbishop marched at the head of 60,000
men, in order to lay siege to Dublin, vowing that
as long as an Inglish invader remained on
Irish soi), he could never know & moments
rest (renewed and enthusiastic applause). Dub-
lin was besieged. The Irish forces to the rumber
of sixty thousand Iny wround,it. O'Melaghlin, of
Ulster, took possession of the Hill of Howth; on
the plain of Clontarf Roderick O'Conor, with his
large army, spread over to the* site’ of the Phanix

‘Park. On the other side, east of the hill, lny the

O'Briens of Munster; the passes by the const of
Dalkey and Dunleary were held by the O'Tooles
and the O'Byrnes of Wicklow., They pressed the
sicge until the Norman kunighbts were almost fam-
ighed in the city ; and driven by desperation made
ouc desperate gnlly, broke throtgh one portion of
the line-of the king of Connaught's army, and so
liberated themselves. The Irish host, instead of
closing around them and destroying them, lost
courage and heart. Divided for so many years, they
separated once more. The O'Conor Wwithdrew into

-his: western . province ; the O'Neill and the 0'Don-

nell withdrew again from the town ; and once more,
derpite the tears, the praycrs and the devotion of
Laurence, the land of Ircland was left at the mercy
of its ruthless and tymannical conquerors. If we
credit the evidence of the Irish historian, Leland,—
one of the most ancient and respectable_of our his-
torians,—he teils us that, in that sicge of Dublin,
the Archbishop was seen passing from rank to rank

animating the men, spenking to them in the ringing |,

tones of their native Irish language, appealing to
them by all thas they held most sacred upon earth,
and by their hopes of Heaven, to do battle, like men,
for their native land, and to destroy its invaders.
Leland goos further. He tells us, upon what an-
thority I know not, that se carried away was the
Irish prince-archbishop—when he saw the day dark-
cning for Ireland, that he lai naside his Episcopal
station for an hour, girded on the sword, and led on
the Irish forces, charging into the midst of thcir
cnemies a3 became a prince (applause).

And, now, the heart of the oan was broken; his
high hopes were crushed for ever. Perhaps, with
his prophetic eye, ilkumined by the spirit of sanctity
that was within bim, perhups he foresaw and caught
o glimpse of the ages that were to come ; perhaps he
saw his country, year after year, century after ,cen-
tury, until her very name went out amongst the
peoples of the eurth as * the Niobe of nations,’” the
rhost siricken, heart-broken of peovles. Certain it
is that the heart of the man was broken within him.
In the year 1171, all the princes of Ireland, except-
ing Ulater, having mude their submission, nothiny
remnined for the holy prince-archbishop but to do
all he could for his people. One of lenrys pre-
texts for conquering Ireland whs that they were'so
wicked a people, and he was so0 good and haly it was
necessary that he should conquer the country to
preserve the faith (Iaughter)) 1ow did he begin to
muke himself so good and holy. e shed the blood
of St, Thomns of Canterbuty, That blood was upon
his hand, —the blood of a holy archbishop,
slaughtered at the foot of tha ulfar, in the wery
presence of Jesus Christ, by the order of the ty-
rant! "That blood was red upon the hands of the
man who canie to teach the Irish people their
religion! Before him came - the Archbishop of
Dublin fearless although his. fellow-prelate had
been slaunghtered. He demanded terms for his
people. Me spoke as a prince of the people tliat
spoke with authority, and in the name of God.
He frightened the tyrannical Eunglish monarch of
that race of which St. Beinard said: *They came
from the devil,and to the devil they will got

house of Plantagonet. of whom Henry the Second
wasg ono of the great founders,—the man who invad-
ed Ircland. Now, my friends, twice did the Saint
«Toer the sea to intercede for the Irish people, to
muie treaties of peace for the Irish kings with the
-Eugiieh movarch ; and to obtain the recogopition of
Ircland's freedom and lrclana’s nationality, And
history tells ws that it is to the last of Ireland's
Saints we owe that treaty of peace which was con-
cluded beiween  O'Conor, King of Connaught, and
Henry IL, King of England, and which recegnized
Ireland’s nationqlity, Irelund's cxistence asa distinet
nation, embodied in the person of her monarch.
You may say to me it was a small thing for him to
recognise Ireland’s nationality when he had his foot
upon her neck ; but I say it was n-great thing that,
for 700 years of war and persecution, through the
action and the spirit of the last of Ireland’s Saints,
we are—I thank my God in Heaven—we are 2 au-
tion still (thunders of applinse), We are not a Pro-
vince: Ircland was nover a Province of the British
Empire (renewed appleuse). To-day, the Queen of
Engluod calls hevself ¢ Queen of Grrest Britwin and
Ireland” (applauso). “Fo this day she sends to Ire-
land her Viceroy, which means one who tnkes the
Muce of the King. . A Viceroy is not sent to a Pro-
vince, buf to'a nation, But you will usk what does
all this serre? T answer, a noble idea, alwnys
serves ; amoble iden, maintaivied and upheld Ly the

hand of priest and layman, and upheld by the hand

.|-Bull which he regeived frqiat)

slain, Not anotlier drop of my people’s blood shall

These were the words of St. Bernard of that very |

-of the martyr;—n noble ides, upheld by & worship;:
-recognized for ages as therallying point of & people;:
‘when the liotr cf their-destiny artives ;—such shall
Ireland’s -nationality - be for Irishmen (enthusiastic.
applaiise).~You have all often heard that, when th‘x
English King {vaded Ireland, he came;in yittue of &

:Pope;:2Writers of
ny amongst them

.. Now,sLhave my:doub

whethier he got that rescripfat alll I have: studj
this. question as .well .as™I*.gould, and’I .doh’t
believeé that the Pope ever pgave the: English
Monarch a commission~to -invade Ireland., It
is singular thdt -of Irish arclieologists, the great-
est now. living, —the  present respected Bishop
of Ogsory — Dr. .Moran — who has - studied for
years bt the fountain-head, in Rome, gives his con-,
clusion, deliberate and calm, that Le docs not be-
lieve one word of the story of Adrian IV. making a
prosent of Ireland to the English King, It may be
.§0. It may be that such representations were made
to the papple that inferred this; it may be that the
English Monarch scut his miinisters. there, who told
thé Holy Father that the Irish.wers, such. terrible
people, and had given up legitimate marriage all
together ; and.their priests were a bad lot ; and it he
would give him leave to go over, he would set every-
thing to rights; for English historians tell us that
was the case: snd that, when Henry II. came to
Ircland, ke had in his hand n letter from the Pope,.
authorizing him to go and take possession of the
Island. Now, T'unswer, if he had that letter, why
did he not show it? He never showed it. When
he came to Ireland he never said one word. about
that letter—that permission from the Pope (laugh-
ter).  He called all the Irish together (St. Lauveace
0'Tools was there), at Cashel, iii 1171 ; be had them
allj except o few from Connaught, and sonie of the
Ulgter Bishops, who held aloof i;ccxtuse they' were
not yet conquered ; and when all the Bishops and
priests wete there, Henry came and said to them:
“Now you must make laws and set everything to
rights.” He never said one word about the letter of
the Pope. When Henry II. came to Treland, all the
historians tell us, the only man in Ireland of whom
he was really afraid'was St Laurence O'Taqle; be-
cause there was no man in Ireland whe had such,
power to bind the people together; no man that
loved Ireland as he did; not a braver man oun:that
battle-ficld of Clontarf, than that wman whose Irish
heart beat beneath the cope of the Archbishop of
Dublin. The Fnglish King was so. much afraid of
him that be endeavored by the use of every means
in his power to gain him over. Now, the Euglish
King knew well that if St. Laurence O'T'oole knew
he had a letter from the Pope, like an humble and
obedient man, he would cease his opposition ; he
would not be bringing 60,000 men against him ; and
yet he never showed that letter to St. Laurence
O'Toole, He waited until Pope Adrian 1V. was ten
years deéad and in his grave, and then he produced
the letter. And so I say that, although there be
grave and weighty arguments on one side, I have
such doubts as to the authenticity of thut Bull of
Adrian IV, that I don’t believe one word of it. Nay
more, seven yeirs later, when St. Laurence went to
Rome to the Council of Lateran, Alexander was
then Pope ; and of all the Bishops that came to that
Council there was not a single man that received so
much honor as the Archbishop of Dublin did, from
the Pope, beeause of his sanctity. "He put him in
the highest place, gave him the pallium of Arch-
bishop, ordered the Bishops of Ossory, and Gallatin,
snd others, to be subject to him, made him his own
Legate-Apostolic, and crowned with glory sent him
back to Ireland. Now, if the Pope had really giveh
permission to Henry the Sccond to go and take Ire-
land and the Archbishop should in the face of that,
have as it were taken Henry 1I. by the throat :—if
that Bull of Adriun IV. was shown you, Laurence
O'Toole, Saint in Heaven to-night, you would have
gone to Rome as a map under & cloud, a man who
forgot where he owed his obedience, A man who
dared to excite the people . after the head of the
Church had declared they should submit, But he
did not go to Rome in that capacity; he went to re-
ceive more honor than any other Bishop ; thereford,
T conclude that he never saw this letter of the Pope,
because I believe the Pope never wrote it.

In the year 1180, Roderick O'Conor, king of Ire-
land, was again in trouble with the Xnglish monarch ;
and he had to send one of his sons as o hastage to
Henry. St. Laurence took charge of the boy, and
brought him over to Eungland to put him into the
hands of the English moenarch, thinking, perhaps,
with sorrow of thé day when he ‘himself, a young
prince, was put into the hands of a crucl, heartless
tyrant. The king of England was not in the laad,
he was in France at the time ; but before he went to
France he left orders that if Laurence O'Toole,
Archibishop of Dublin, was to come over to England
he was to be kept prisoncr, and not to be allowed
back any more, ‘This was the man who came to
reform the Irish Cliurch and teach the people how
to be mood! NXo Irish king was ever kuown to lay
hand on a bishop. '"The first English monarch that
came, as Cromwell came in ufter years, with the
words of God's holy Scripture on his lips; he who
bad shed the blood of St. Thomas a-Becket,—laid
hands upon and bound the Irish Archbishopin Eng-
land. But the Irigh blood, the spirifthat can never
bend though it may be broken, revolted against this
treatment.  When he found he wastgoing to be‘ de-
tained as a prisoner, he instantly - arose, took the
young prince and went over to France to stand be-
fore the English monarch and beard him to his face,
He arrived in France; and as ‘soen as he touch.
ed ihe soil of Normandy, you ecnn easily ima-
gine how he turned around, stw the white cliffs of
Dover,—the English const,—aud lifting up his hands
lefthis Inst curse uponit.  Traveélling alittle into the
country, the heart-sorrow that weighed upon him be-
came too great, 'What! An Irish prince, an Irish
archbishop, the son of an uncenquered race, of'a
people that had never known serfdom or slavery,—
has the ¢ldest son of Ireland’s monarch, Roderick
O’Conor, and is bringing him, a prisoner, to put him
into the hands of the tyrant that had shed the blood
of his people! It wastoo much for him, because
he thought of Irelanfl. He saw hig country invad:
ed, and coslaved, the chicftans dvided, the holy
work in which he was cngeged broken and ruined
the sanctuaries of St. Mel, at Armagh, in flgmes, the
churches destroyed. Columba's saintly monasteries
sacked and ruined. His heart was DLroken within
him. He furned aside to the Abbey of Yew, in
Normaudy, and entering in he #aid to the Abbot:
“ Give o dying man a place wherecon he may lie
down and dic.” Because of hig high dignity as
Archbishop of Dublin, they recelved him with all
honor. Now, the angel of death was approaching,
With his dying breath he commissioned his secret-
ary, the Irish priest that was with him, to take the
young prince and carry him to Henry, and tell him
that “ When the agonies of death were upon me, I
charged him; in the name of the God, beforc whom
I am about to appear, with my last words I charged
him, in the name of Almighty God, to treat this
prince as the son a king; not to forget that this
prinee’s father is & king, and that- the people are
still a nation baving o kingat their head” (applaunse),
Then, a5 he lay upon his humble bLed, tho monks
came around him, and they heard him pouring forth
his goul to God in prayer; and they sgid to each
other: ®This man must be very rich ; he is Arch-
bishop of the richest diocese in the woild ; perhaps
he has not made his will? They did not know St.
T.aurence. When he was Archbisbop of Dublin he
fed tive hundred poer people every duy af his own
table, and ho clothed and fed fonr hundred others
outside, and constantly provided for twe hundred
orphans. Aund when they came and snid to him:
% Will you not make your will?” he leoked up and
gaid : "~ * I declare to my God that I bave not a sini-

‘English history assert this; and
bringy:their proofs.of it. , Now,

/

| the. agor

thé,agor ._gs;‘pﬂggd_ea.th_ canie upon him. There he
‘comamyining with his, Divine Lord. A%d, now,
r]-a,‘s(;'m_(‘;_;ma_n.i:,_i:he patriot: must; be' ),

laggii this

i dhi¢ saint, the:prince forgotten inf the dyin

 GARYG, that God whot he-about to meet.,
-!tq‘.‘l_i‘is‘yvoi‘d: “Into Thy handg} QO mféﬂrfx*éﬂta%
esign my spirit,. O stroug Sonkg E&if 0T In
i1 1imve now kqoygn'_l,yvill_ see, Thyface
forever.” Thend heﬁ;relié]i}inhh’kq, praying
him,-heard strange’ wordd »\‘bm’iﬁg lips 3 théy 'dig
WeTS Spoken in’ithy

£ *

‘not understand, them ¥for thpy
“Irish-language. . Hix last Wordd ~were
and senseless people’! what will now becoma of yoii?
Who now- will retieve your miseries?. whowill heg)
you now that I am géing away 7 With these words
he didd. . He is canonized by the Church of God .
lus Ohristian ‘soul passed straight to the high throye.
which be had earned, in Hedven ; and his lust words
upon earth proved that the most sacred love for
country that éver filled the heart of man, next 1,
the love of his God, was his love for the land that
bore him,and the peopls of hisown bload (applause)

" This was tho.last of Ireland’s: canonized gainty,
He was canonized in Rome by Pope Honorious T1j -
in the year 1226, His body is enshrined is .
Abbey church in which'he died ;" and his Fame hag
gone forth,—Saint Laurence 0’'Toole—ns the lagt of
the great prelates tho Irish Church’produced; ang
she was the mother of many, iainfs and of gr'm'.t’-,'pm.
Intes (applause). The spirit that animeted his lova
for home,—the love that broke'his heart—hag” syy.
vived in the hearts of those who canie'after him ip.
Leriting bis priesthoed. It ‘was e spirit of Lay.
rence that kept the Irish people Trithful to' their
priests, and the Irish pricsts faithful to their poople
when every power of earth and of hell was raiged up’
againgt them. When all the might of England de.
clared that it must separate that priesthood from that
people—corrupt that " priesthood and dégfroy the
Catholic faith in Ireland,~tho pricstlloddpﬁa'qixhated
by the spirit ‘of Laurence, the Irish peoplo animated
by the spirit of their holy faith, joined handsin that
day and unswered : “ Thpse whom Ged. hath joined
together no man can fever” (chiers), Never dig
the Irish people separhté’ themselves from their
clergy, nor the Irish priesthood from theit faithfn}
loving people. When the Prophet Elips was taken
up to Heaven Elisais cried out-tofiim: ¢ Lot ine
have thy two-fold spirit. Leave By spit .upen
me.” And he who was borne along' on the chariot
of fire, Iet fall his mantle, and with it his two-fold
spirit upon him. Laurenge, ascénding to Heaven
must have heard some great, some faithful bisimp in'
ITreland :— Oh, chariot of Istael and its chariofeer
leave behind thee thy two-fold spirit—the love of
*God and of thy country. Leave that two-fold love
to be the inheritance of Irish priests and Irigh bi-
shops.” The prayer was nnswered, the mys'ic mantle
has fallen. Ireland is bound to-day, a& of old, as one
man, the priests to the people and the péople to the
priests, by the golden fillet of a common faith, and
the silver cord of a common love for their }nt;ther-
land (tremendous applause). Let me conclude,” O
may the spirit of Laurence be still upon wus —at
home and abrond. Thousands of miles of occan Jie
betveen.me and the land of my birth; between you
and the land ef your best recollections, your truest
aspirtions and your strangest love. But, whether at
home or ubroad, whether upon the green hillside,
with its ehamrocks covering the graves of the saints,

nent, O mey the spirit of Laurence be gtill your in-
heritance and mino, and that we may sanctify our-
setves in our love for our religion and for our faith,
and that we may sanctify oursclves before God and
the world, in our love for the green land that bore
us, and that holy relizion handed down to us,—the
most magnificent history that ever yet was the heri-
tage of an ajflicted people. -

Father Burke concluded amid reiterated and en-
thusiastic applause. »

IRISA INTELLIGENCE.

Tue TwesTIETA oy Seprevprn—According to an-
nouncement, says the Cutholic Opinion, the solemn
Mass of Requiem was sung at the Jesuit Church in
Gardiner-street, Dublin, on Friday, the 20th of Ser-
tember, for the suldiers who died in defence of the
Ioly Father; but, with reference to the conten-
plated demonstration in the Rotundo, the following
notice appeared inthe Freeman of the previous duy :
—* We have been reguested 10 state that the ‘public
meeting, advertised under :the auvspices of the
League of S, Sebnstian, to take place to-morrow, will
not be held” But even if there are no stirring
words spoken on the anniversary of the -blackest
deed in modern history, to recall the incidents of
the brave stand made by a few bundreds of Papal
troops agnainst the impious invaddr, surely the Ca-
tholic world will not let die the memory of t1 &
heroes who stood in the gap to die if they could not
conquer, eight thousand strong against sixty-five
thonsand of the brutal hirelings of “Ttaly. These
men fought against such odds, aid wonld have
fought on to the last drop, but forthe command of
the monarch whose cause they were defending, and
who, knowing both their courage. and the fruitiess-
ness of further resistance, ordered them to lay down
their avms and submit to the invasiod’* Scon after-
wards they redeived a- parting bleseing® from the
Holy Father, and went, some homewards, and others
to the battlefieldy of France, where, under-the ban-
ner of the heyoig De Charufte, they proved of what
metal the ¢ Papal mereenaries” are made, extorting
even the mlmiuit'ipn of foes by their devoted conr-
nge. Scaftered as’ the survivors are they liveonin
the Catholic hopuethnt the day of the Pope's victory
cannot by long delayed. The Matton, of Scptember
21st, contained the Tollowing Jn menoriom :—

L . »
Wail for the dead? Why wail for them?  With
tears why stain their glory ? .
Calmly in Roman dust they lié, in cerecloths damp
and gory; .
The ytenrs are dials to their fame, and chorus to their
story.

™

11, .
Noj; let a nobler tribute wrap their- grass-blown
graves with splendour;
The gallant liearts, the fiery souls, brimmed high
with passion tender, .
Who faced the death hail for-the Pope, and never
" would surrender. 1
IT.

Safe with the Saints and safe with'Christ, they nced
not onr lamentiog ; .
Al rather let us weep for him, the scorned, the un-
relenting,
Who, crowned and robed, treads straight to hell, un-
houseled, unrepenting. |
Iv,

‘Their blood is frozen on hig hands—the Heavens
brook no denial ;
0 crimson testament to

burn_at God’s groai bar of
trial} :

lay,

at -
208t
tiaiis Nowthought'-can comeibetwéén. ths ' matr-of

- taKa s, .
4ndirejolce
:ground -

A0 Tebira,

or upon the splendid shores of this mighty Contw |

A

When the last Seal shall crack, and the Apgel pours -

the Vial. :
v

No plea shall serve him in thet hour, when Earth’
shall gape asunder, o o
And in the skies the Cross shall flame, to all the
stars & wonder,
When rocks shall melt, and ‘¢haos quake with God’s
foredooming thunder, ' o
VI.

carthly gauges ; .

Then shall your fri nmpﬁ be, you Saints—reward past -

A throne above the deep abysm in which the c'lig.ine‘d ‘

fiend rages—

Tbho crown of those who fought and fell around the -

gle coin in this world to leave behind me.” Then

Rock of Ages. [3.F. 0D,



