
GRAPHIC SKETCH OF AN IRISH PRELATE.

The crusade againHt sin has commenced in this city. TheMissionwasopenedatseven o'clock on Thursday evening toa veiy crowdedcongregation. For five and twenty yearsFatherHenriebcry said hehadbeengiving missions in various parts of the world,andhe hadneverbeforebegun onethat gave him such joy asthepresent;for,takingthe number of the entire congregation into account,he had,
perhaps,neverbefore opened one that was so well attended on thefirst occasion. He hadseenverypiousandgoodpeopleinWellington,where delicateladies were known to walk twelvemiles evciy day toattend themission, often attending the early Masses;buthe hopedfrom whathe saw beforehim on this night that thepeopleof Christ-churchwouldnot be outdoneby those of Wellington. Hehadgiven
missions insix otherplaces inNew Zealand beforecominghere, and

Ac- waswilling, at the desire of theBishop and the parishpriests,tow,«c them everywhere. The mission opens each night with the
Kosary,butpreviousto thesaying of it, he (the Key. Father)givesanexplanationin whichhe docs not forget to meettheobjections socommonly urgedby Protestants against thatdevotion. These objec-
tionsarc put andmet ina way peculiarlyhis own. There is a fresh-ness,andanoriginality,and avigour, so to speak, in everywordhesays,andhehas apeculiarly clearand intelligible wayofexplainingeven the most difficult subjects. When the Kosary was over on
Thursday last,he ascended the pulpit, and for about anhour anda
quarter hekepthis audience spell-bound" with all the omnipotence
of words." His first sermon was very properly on the sacrament ofpenance, andon thepower left to tbe Church to remit sin, but inproving thishe turnedaside, digressed a little to prove the infalli-bility of the Church,andifstrong,compact,and powerfulreasoning
could convince any man, reasoning capable of carrying convictionwithit to thehearts ofeven themost sceptical, then indeed all whoenjoyed the happinesson that occasion of hearing him expound the
mysteries of ourholy religion, and whonightly hear him,must either
shut up their hearts to truth or be convinced that Jesus Christestablished a Church against-which the gates of hell cannot prevail,nor over which the devil will at any time have power— that that
Church still exists,asexistit mustto the end of time, and further,
thatitis the Catholic Church.

When inhissermonon thesacrament of penance, hehas plainly
shown to the sinner the great love of the beneficent God, who has
thus providedforus so sure andeasy a means of access to Hisgrace
andmercy after we have,alas, wandered far away outside theboun-
dary ofHis Divinelove. When hehas exhibited thehorriblenatureof sin, andrelated instances that have come under his ownobserva-
tion of the terrible judgments of Godonhardened sinners, we cannothelpexclaiming with St. Augustine, "Igive Thee thanks, 0God, mv
cnlightencr anddeliverer ;for Thouhast opened the eyesof my soul
toknow Thee, ALis!too late have 1known Thee, O ancient andeternal Truth!too late haveIknown Thee."

When his sermonis over the good Father offers five Paters and
five Ayes for theconversion of the sinners of the entire parish,par-ticularly for the greatest, and,oh !who does not feel themselves in-
cluded in thecategory? Yet, if they do,what then1 Here arefive
livingtongues of purest fire rushing up to the throne of mercy toplead their causeineloquentlanguage withJesus. Who can despair?
Who knows whatthese prayers are doing nightly 1 and who knows
what they yet maynot effect inChristchurch ?

At the conclusion of the sermon on the first evening he read the
programme of the missionso far as it was thenpracticable. Every
morning at f>.:)o Mass wastohe attendedby all tltosc whocouldnot he
present at thesecondMass, which would take place at 9.30 and at
7 p.m. everyonewns toattend the Rosaryand the instruction which
was to follow. On Saturday morning, at 'J.30, he woulddeliver an
instruction to all themarried ladiesand widowsof the parish,andhe
advised them all to attend that most important instruction. On
Monday, at 5 a.m.,he would deliverjjan instruction to the married
mmi and widowers he would begin at 4 a.m.. if he thought he
couldhope toget them out so early. This instruction wouldoccupy
anhour anda half, andhe exhorted all the ladies who wanted goodhusbands to get them out in time on that morning, Tuesday, at
."> a.m., is to be voted similarly to the single ladies and girls
over twcl!vc, andWednesday to the single menandboys over twelve.
The mission was tocontinue about two weeks, and we wereto have
His Lordship Dr. ltedwood andseveral priests confessors before the
end of it. Confessions weretobe heard inFrench, German, Spanish,
Italian,andinIrish.

When relatingsomeof thosex>leasant anecdotes, which he is sohappy in telling, thereis abrightness in his eyesand a sunny smile
plays roundhis lips, andhis whole countenance beams with so pure
andholy a joyousness that youcannomororesist theimpulsetolaugh
than youcan the cold shudder that comesoveryou whenin theterri-
ble storm of indignation he denounces sin. H.s love for theBlessed
Virgin is greatandevident. His horrorof sin must be intense, butvis loveof soulsseems toa close observer to behis greatcharacteristic.
Any person at all acquaintedwith the life of the Cure of Ars, mustdetect a close likenessbetween him andFatheiHennebery. Theone-
ness of purpose, the indomitableenergy that never bentbeneath the
weightof a laborious task,and thezeal for the salvation of souls,

—
thirty-two yearsin the confessional,twenty-five years(andhowmuch
longeryet .')giving missions. Even the same short sententious way
of expressing themselves is observablein the discourses of both men,
as we have theminthe writtenlife of the Cure. And then, howboth
menhavepeopledheaven!

Father Hennebery preachedafter last Mass on Sunday
—

yester-
day— toa closely packedcongregation, taking for his text the words
of our Lord,"What does itarailaman to gain the whole world if
he lose his ownsoul ?

"
and for over an hour and a half he poured

forthone unceasing torrentof eloquence, touching everychordofthe
humanheart. Inthe evening, he again

—
to the largest congregation

ever before collected together in our church— preached a sermon of
anhour anda half, taking for his text St. John vi.<">2, "If anyman
eatof this breadheshall livefor ever;and the bread which Iwill
give is my tieshfor the life o£ the world." The church was never

The Tfinter Exam'uwr of Aug. 18 says:
—

After the Gospel theMost
Rev.Dr.Croke, the Archbishop of Cashel,appearedon tlie altar ina
purplesoutaneandlace andlawn episcopalsurplice. His archiepis-
copalcross glittereduponhisbreast, andashe stood he loanedback*
wardsagainst the epistle side of the altar. Dr.Croke is a. tall, well-
knit man, still in the prime of life and strength. His dark hairclusters with almost youthful crispness around his forehead andadownhis neck. The poetmightsing ofhim as oftheScottishking—

Onbisboldvisagemiddle ago
Bits slightlypressed its signetsage,

HisIrishgray eyeconceals not the intellectual fire thatglowswithin;his nervous hand seems,when he gesticulates, whichhedoes withafrequency that is almost foreign, like thatofone whomight wield-a
falchion asfitly as a crozier, He is,in fine, thebeau-idealof aprelate
not afraid to boast that he owes his blood to gallant Tipperary.
Thomas W. Croke is a young Archbishop,but amanofvast experience
as well as natural vigour, ability,andstudiousness. While yetpriest
in the fine Diocesan College of Fermoy, whichowesso much to thefostering care of the lata lit. Key.Dr.Keane, thesaintedBishopof
Cloyne, he wongolden opinions from thoseplacedabove him as well
as from those who were intrusted to his care. When selected by
Cardinal Cullen to fill the Bishopric of Auckland in distant NewZealand,Father Croke acceptedtlie onerouscharge with the spiritof
a Christianmissionary. He hastravelledin America,_wlu?reany onewho knows him will not be surprised tohear him tell of the cordial
receptionwhichhe metwith, as well as on the European Continent
andin the distant sea-girt lands of wide-spreadOccanica. A man of
splendid talents, ofuntiring energy andiudustry, ofgreatattainments,
of winning manners,and tine presence, is itany wonder that,placed
on thearchiepiscopal throne ofCashel of the Kings,he should soonmake himself,bothathome and abroad,oneofthemost popular and
powerfnl of Irish prelates? His tongue is,of a verity, touched with
the divine fire of oratory. With one spring he vaulted into the
highest rank of preachers, and those who heard His Graceon thememorable occasion of the O'Connell Centenary celebrationin thePro-Cathedral,Marlborough Street,orrecentlyinStPatrick's,Belfast,
will understandthe feelings of theEnglishcorrespondentof theDally
Trlegrajthaccustomed to the read discourses ofthe Protestantpulpits,
whocould donothingbutwonder at the flowand thepolish,the learn-
ing and the rhetoric of the Archbishop ofMuiistcr. The sermon of
Sunday can only be describedasa tornadoof eloquence,sweepingall
before it, givingno time to questionor to weigh, demanding uncon-
ditionalsurrender, andmakingthe hesitatingreasonerrejoice in his
captivity and subjection. This power is allthe moreastonishingwhen
wecome tocriticise the oratoranalytically. Itmaynot be theproperdisposition with whichtoenter a church,butit would be affectation
todisguise the fact that interestinandcuriosityregarding the archie*
piscopaloratorlargely leavenedthemotives of many in the church
onSunday. If theydidnot go tocriticise, at least being there, theywereprepared to canvassandcompare thopreacher'smerits. In thebeginningit wasdisappointment. The Archbishop labours under a
similardisadvantage to that with which,like his Grace, the great lay
orator Shiel contended,and successfully. He has not a good voice.Itis not roundand full-toned. Itis sharpand thin. There is noneof that sonorousness to which the GalwayDominicanhas attunedus.
His Grace'saccenthas rather the shrillness of WestKerry. Buthear
on 1 Your sympathy soonbecomes awakened. Theorator is stealing
onyourheart

—
be is preparingfor the grand rush with whichhe will

storm your strongholdina twinkling, and sure as ever issues forththatwhirlwind of sparkling sentences,inwhichally themusic of the
polishedperiod,the riches of themind full of scriptural and histori-
cal illustration, thekeenness of the polishedlogician, the word-paint-
ing of the imaginationof the South,andall thedulcet aptness of the
honied Southern tongue,down yougobeforetheneverfaltering,neverhesitating, overwhelmingavalanche, and,carried away,you are soon
yourselfpart andparcelof. the enthusiasmwhich has been gathering
from all sides andeveryquarterin theonwardandtriumphantcourse
of theenchanting conqueror. Even in the unstudied gesture there
is the gracebegottenof earnestness whichart cannot equal, and as
we look uponthis young Archbishop,standing on that altar step inBelfast,and inspiring the vastcongregationbeforehim withhis ownfervour, wecannothelp butthink

—
whatcouldnot thatmando with

a populace,whither couldhenot lead the ardent Celt, andhow couldhenot sway the passionsof amultitude,nowtouching the finest cords
and anonsweepinghis handacross thehumanheart-strings,awaking
them to theboldest measure thatharpisteverstruck orpoetsung.

Friday, November 28,1877. NEW ZEALAND TABLET.
THE MISSION IN CHRISTCHURCH. before, perhaps,so crowded with peopleof otlier denominations,and

of a certainty they went away with some facts about the Blessed
Eucharistin their headthat werenewtothem. Thisbeautifuldogma
was done ample justice to from tlio written word of God, from the
oral and written teachings of the Apostles,from the testimony ofthe
AncientFathers,andlastly, from right reasonandsoundsense. There
has been no collection here on the week nights, the good Father
Ginaty, ourparishpriest,having offered to defray the missionary's
expenses whilehere. There is toheonecollectionmade for thepur*
pose of defraying the good Father's travelling expenses before heleaves, andIamsure that thepeopleof Christchurchwillbeglad to
have this opportunity affordedthemof testifying theirgratitude andtheir esteem for suchinestimableservices.

When the Dukeof Wellington, thehero of a
"hundred fights,"

saw the first LondonExhibitionin 1851, with all its magnificence,
collected fromeveryclime under the sun,he exclaimed, 4iIcannow
diehappy; thisis something worthliving for, andhaving seenitlam
now content to die." He diddieinabout tyroyearsafterwards,but
it is tobe feared that the GreatExhibitiondid not make his way to
eternity any smoother. The people of Christchurch may sayof themission, withagreater show of reason,This is something to live for,
andhaving gained its benefits andsharedin the rich harvests of itefruits, wemaybe contented todie, and the people of N«w Zealand
havegreat reason to be thankful to Dr. Redwood, the Bishop, of
Wellington, forintroducing soholy a manamongst them.Christchurch,November19, 1877. RathkeAJ,ensis.
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