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" tace and 1. account for the evils that’l_lave
* 'fallen upon Ireland, we are -obliged to aqkt?o;:-
“"ledgo that matiy of them,—aund some of the
', proatest, have -come—to us threugh our c_)vtl'!nl
\ Faults,/ There is,mo hetter study for the In;; -
- ‘man of to:day thian to look ,_.bqu_upon.r%?i his-
., tory of-hisidabion'if-tho:past ; tgtry BnC STaee

i {bo mhiafortipes of Treland "ta their true causs,

i’ order._¢hat he @5y-by removing tbeﬁFH?s.ellsg.
' rightén’id, owniathiway Of life; aud the patl-

way-of bis people if"the future:
Now, there avaghires evitywhich have follow-

* ed the path of the Jrish:-race in times past, and
unfortunately cling to us to-day, and of the
three of which I proposed to myself, I will only
speak of two, I will tell you why. A certain
painter was onoe painting a magnificent pic-
ture; and, although he had been all his life
 denling in colors, e liad a special aboninatiow
for on¢ color more than all others,—that of
bluc; consequently it came to paes that his
pictures were deficient in blue. Ho suffered
8o much in using that color that he shrank
from it, and put uo blue in his pictures.—
When I came to consider this lecture thiseven-
ing which I was about te give you, I shrank

- away from the evils of my ecountry, just as the
painter shrank away from his _color. » I could
not speak to you as I had a right to speak to
you of these three evils: I only selected two.
Iu mercy to myself I put away the other: and
the two great evils of Ireland, in the past, and
the evils of her people in the present day, I
told to be, first, the evil of disunion, and se-
condly that of intemperance.

There is amongst us, at this moment, i
Now York, a most learned and most distin-
guished English historian, He came over to
this land a few duys ago. ¢ has come to lec-
ture, amongst other subjects, upon Ircland and
her people. He is an Englishman, who has
lived for some years in Ireland ; and, T believe,
that, like every Koglishman that ever I met,
that lived in Treland, he has learned to love
the land, and to love our people. For I never
yet heard of nor kncw an Englishman that
cume to Ireland, and lived among her people,
that did not learn to love them, aad to lovethe
land. So it has pussed into & proverb that these

English were ‘“more Irish than the Irish
themselves,” My friends, this is easily ac-
counted for. Qur Ireland,—our native land—
ig'by no means the wealthiest of the world's
mations, nor the most powerful. Nay, more;
there are other nations that far surpass Ireland
in the magfificence of their scenery. There
are other nations that far surpass Ireland in
pastoral beauty. Any man leaving Ireland and
travelling through England must see that, from
the care and cultivation of centuries, ¥ingland
has become like a welltilled and well-kept gar-
den, compared with, poor, unbappy Irclend.—
But, in that ancient Island of Saints, there is

.a ocrtain sweetness in the air, there is a cortaire

great controversies of all pations: some were.
on one side, some on the other. He tells of
Mars, the god of war; entering on the plains
of battle ; hew Venus, the goddéss of love, de-
-seended at the cominencement of the battle;
and 2 Greek hero wounded her; ‘and:she fled,
‘shriekiog, from the field. - The idea of supre-
‘macy, of omnipotencs and pawer,——which God
‘algne-possédies,~—never éntered into-the Greek
or Koman mind;-- They knew nothing of this

|-attribute -of ‘the-Divinity,” And why? Be-

cause they admitted a multiplicity of gods and
-of goddesses, instead of the unity of God. -
Now, next to God, the very highest efample
of unity is the Catholic Church. ~The Son of
God came down from Hoayen. He became
man. He founded\a” Church:-upon this carth.-
He declared that ‘Ghurch—was never to err in
doctrine,—neverto-texghror utter: 2 e that:
she was never to be separated into- variods;
sects. His last words upon this earth werd a
prayer for His Church before He suffered and
died. ‘“ Father in Heaven, to. Thee I pray,
that thosc whom Thou gavest Me may be one,
even o8 Thou and I are ome.’”” Uity of the
Church was the first idea in the mind of Christ,
who founded it. He was God ; and unity for
His Church was.the last prayer that was put
up from the lips of Him who was to die on the
following day.  Accordingly, because He
founded that Church, she is.one; because He
remained with that Church, she is one. She
hys been one for eighteen hundred years; she
1s one to-day; and she shall be until the end
of time, the vory representative of the unity of
God Enpplause). What follows from this won-
derful unity of the Catholic Ghurch—this per-
fect union ? There are over two hundred
millions of Catholics, men of various national-
itics; men of al ages; men most learned;
men 1008t ignorant; gentle and simple, young
and old, the priest and the layman, But, al-
though there are qvor two hundred milliong,—every
one Luving his own destined character, and his éwn
individuality,—yct, when it i a question of Cath-
olic faith, these two hundred millions have only one
mind, concerning the one thought, and with one
tougue, making one sublimue act of Divine faith
(loud applause). For the preservation of that unity,
the Catholic Church has been obliged to cut off
branch after branch. Any man that ever yet de-
clared that he had doubts of it was cut off) and ex-
communionted, He may be the greatest Bishop:
she cuts him off like a simple layman:—like a
Frenchman, the other day—ono of the greatest
preachers and one of the most learned men; he
raised his voice in denial of the Church's ductrine;
and the Church delared him anathema ; cut him off
and cast him out into the outer world, there to dry
until bhe is dry enough to feed the flames of hell!
It may be a powerful King, like Henry the Eighth
of England, infringing upon the unity of the Cath-
olic Church, carrying a strong nation at his back.
Bat, King or nation, it is all alike; the Church
must cut themr off; for everything mwust be sacri-
ficed to prove the unity of the Church and the
Church’s government. What follows from this?
The strength is in her. No power on earth or in
beil hag been able to break her unity or her strength.
She hias her laity, taught by the clergy ; she has her

wodesty and purity among the people; there
is an expansion of the heart, a wholesomeness
ard innocent good-nature; there is a bright-
ness of intellect, and sweetness of expression,
that charms the forsigner who comes among
us; uetil, at leogth, he loves to live in the
land, though far more cultivated, perhaps, is
the land that owned him. Hence it is, that
strangers cowing into Ireland are eaptivated
by the land and by the people, uatil they be-
come ‘‘ more Irish than the Irish themselves.”
Have you ever breathed the pure, genial air of’
Xreland, the very breath of which kills every
@oisonous and vonomous thing?  Other nations
aay be grander, other nations may be more
aagaificent, more beautiful in their scencry;
‘but, in 0o country on tho face of the earth, is
ithe air 80 pure, or the grass so sweet, that uo
peisopous thiug can breathe that air or eut that
.grags without perishing (applause)., And this
Euglish historian, coming amongst usto lecture
-on Ireland,~—if we are to believe the newspa-
pers of Suturday last,—made, among others,
the most solemn deelaration. I have,” said
he, “lived in Ircland.” With an observing
eyo, I have watched her people. I have studied
the history of that land, and of that people;
;and I solemnly declare that whatever evilshave
-come upon Ireland, have come to her through
the disunion of her'people. If the Irish peo-
ple were united in times past, they might have
proserved the treasure of their national freedom
and existence; and if they were united lo-day,
they might lay down the law for the nation that
-oppresses them.” Qut of the mouth of the
stranger I take the Irish Gospel of Indepcon-
dence that I preach here to-night. Out of the
-mouth of one who ought to be the traditional
enemy of Ircland,——but who, I believe, is a
. fricnd,—I take tho words proclaiming,—as zn
Irishman and as a Priest, apeaking to my fel-
Jdow-Irisbmen, — that disunion has been, in
times past, as it is to-day, the first curse of
Ircland :—the first great evil of our race and
of our people (applause). .
Reflect, my fricads: - Union,” says the
.proverb, “is strength.” Unity is strength.
There is far more in that word than people
imagine, We repeat the proverb; but we do
aot reflect on its deep, hidden meaning, God,
—the Eternal Creator of Heaven and carth,—
‘the Supreme and Infinite Being,—is Omoi-
potence itself because He is ossential Unity.
- Why is God Omnipotent? Because, being
~-one, .essentially ono, in the unity of His Divine
natore, in the tnity of every attribute that
.goes to make that nature, if you will, —hnman-
Iy speaking,—He admits no equal. No power
-oan contradict Him$ no voice can be raised
against His; no hand can be uplifted against
His: . He raigns Supreme, Omuipotent, be-
-oause He is one. Picture to yourselves, my
friends, the ancient mythology of the Grecks
"and Romans, They were “idolators, and ad-
“mitted a multiplicity of gods,—ohe contradict-
“ing the other.. The attribute of  Omnipotence
was the attribute of none, The ancient pagans
+~did not conaeive, they had no idea of & God,
-an @muipotent Being. - Take thenoblest pagan
hwiter'of antiquity, and of -ancient mythology,
~~=the poet Homer ; ‘what does this great Greek
poet tell us of the result of sfege and war ? He

priests subject to her Bishops ; she has ler Biskops
subject to her Archbishops, who are snbject to the
head, the Pope ; and the Pope subject to Christ; so
that all things in the Cathelic Church go up to one
ineffable Unity, and that onc is the One who sits
upon the Pather's right hand in Heaven,—the Man-
God, Christ Jesus. For vighteen hundred and
seventy years, the world has made war upon that
Church—upon that Church that has never yet been
able to strike one efficient blow, with the arm of the
flesh, in her own defence ; upon that, Church that
stands alone before them, unarmed in the presence
of the most powerful princes; unable to resist.—
Upon that Church alone, the blows of a wicked
world have rained, like a hail-storm, for eighteen
hundreds years and more. Which of the combat-
ants has ever come forth the victor? Who has ever
béen able, in the long run, te put her foot on the
neck of her enemy, but the Catliolic Church? The
Romnn Empire, at a time when it governed the
whote world, gathered up all its power, and concen-
trated all its energy, to destroy the Catholic Church,
For three hundred years, the blood of her children
flowed like water. And yet, nt the end of three
hmndred years, the Roman Empire was broken
down, and the Church of God wes triumphant (ap-
plause).

Three hundred years ago, England, Germany, and
a great part of France, Sweden, Norway and Nussin,
—in short the greater part of Europe,—turned upon
her with brutal vielonce, A ficrce issue stood before
them for three hundred years; and, at the end of
that time, Catholicity had triamphed over Protes-
tantism. For three hundred years, a nation the most
powerful on the face of the earth—England,—had
concentrnted all her rage, all her stubborn, dogged,
Saxon determination, all the power and weight of
her arm, to deprive Ireland of her Catholicity; and
in our own day, at the end of three hundred years,
Catholic Ireland has trinmphed; the Queen of Eng-
Innd was obliged to sign an Act of the British Purlia-
ment, that declared that the Protestant Church was
not, nor never could be, the Church of the Irish peo-
ple (great applause),

Whence comes this strength that no power can
destroy ? It comes from the vower of Him wko
prayeth that His Church might be one, to represent
the unity of nature which bound Him to His Father
unto the end of time (applause).

I could multiply instances, my friends, to show
you that unity is the source and secret of strength.
But it is quite sufficient to show this great truth as
instanced by the omnipotence of one Ged, and by the
ever-recurring triumphs of the one religion, which
the Son of God founded Let us apply this to Ire-
land. Locking back upon the history of our race,
we find it is & strange history, made up of trinmphs
and defeats, of joy and of sorrow, of sunshine and of
shadow. Buf I invariably find that, wherever the
Irish people, in their past history, triumphed, that
triumph came ont of their union;-and, when they
were defeated, it was frdm no defect of bravery or of
valer, or of the justice of their cause, or lack of de-
termination ; but it wag the result of that first curse
of division. I find that, wherever the sun shone
upon Ircland, it shone upon a united people; and
when the hour of shadow.came, and when the cloud
threw a saddening shadow over them,~that shadow
came aud that cloud arose from out the disunion of
iy nation. Look at the history of Ireland, for the
past ten centurivs, and wliat do we find? It is
marked Dy three epochs, divided into three great
periods. Two of these were periods of triumph, and
ono a period of national defeat and humiliation,
The first great period is that of the Danish invasion.

and remained there until the close of the ejeventh,
—that is to say, three hnridred years. The next
period was the four hundred years that followed the
Anglo-Norman invasion, . The next great period
was the three hundred years #hat followed the so-
called reformstion, - In all these, our nation and our
race were called upon to defend or to give-up, to
fight or die for, great principles. I say this—~and I
say it in the face of every man that ever yet read: or

“tells us how all the gods were engaged 'in the

wrote a page of history,—there never was a great

The Danes came to Iveland in tho eighth century, |

‘question and'a great principle, or & just cause, put
before the'Irish race, that that people wero ot pre-
pared to do battle"for- that ‘caiise hnd that _sacred
principle, -and, in its’ defence, to suffer and to dis
(applause). 'We xny read of gther pgoples abandon-.
ing theif standard,—leaving it pn the  blood-stained
Battlefield: but the Frish neverdid.ij.. Wemay fead
of other peoples, turaing their

‘backs, discouraged on,
the evening of-defeat; but_the:Irish- never did it..
' We may'r

ead of othernations and peoples going to
war and intvading their nefglibors’ rights and libet-
ties, and robbing them “of their sgmred heritage of
freedom ; but the Irish-never did it. We may read
of other peoples déspairidg upon the evening of &
lost battle ; but tho Irish race haove never kpown
hoWw to desphir, so long as the cause was just, so
long as they could believe they were upheld by the
high God in Heaven (loud applause), .

The first great epoch in our national history was
the invagion of the'Danes;. They came and swept,
the:North Seain their long war-galleys; and they
Ianded upon our’ shores to the sound of their
teggpnynotheHistorie "songs of that adcient “and
-historic race of Beandinavia,—the oldest:and most
powertul people then known on the face of the
earth. Clad in armor, of gigantjc stnture, these blue-
eyed, fair-haired, lion-Liarted, fearless wurriors of
the Nortb, invaded England, Norway, France, and
Ireland at nearly the self-same time. They swept
along the north coast of-France, In the prows of
their ancient galleys sat theirscalds ; and they swepd.
down tpon the northern coast of England and
around that island of the Saxons; and the bravest,
who measured sivords with them, sheathed their
swords, and became tributary to the Danes and serfs
to them in all Europe. They landed in Ireland;
and, for the three hundred years that clapsed {rom
the day the first Danc set his foot upen Irish soil,
until the Jast Dane was driven into the sea—they
never were allowed to tako permanent footing in
Ireland, or proclaim their supremacy over her
ancienct cellic race (applause). No; the Celts met
them ; and, inch by inch, and foot by foot, they
disputed every inch of Irish soil with them., There
is ne bill-gide in Ireland whose suil has not been
moistened with Danish- blood (applause). ‘They
found a nation united, in.a great measure; for the
Irish kings and chicftains (sens of the Guul and of
the Celt), were proud of all that they -owned, and
proud of the gnllant people around them,—proud of
‘the priesthood of Ireland for whom they stood in
defence ; and of their people and of Ircland as a
nation. How they fought, we know well. The
fight continued for three hundred years; until, at
length, upon the morning of Clontarf, an Itish King
rode along the ranks of his Irish army, holding, in
his venerable wavrior hands, not the drawn sword,
but the image of Jesus Christ, crucified. He haran-
gued his Irish troops. He told them the cause for
which they were to fight was the cause of the God
who redeemsed them. He spoke of their sanctified
nltars, He lifted every Irish heart, and strengthened
every Irish arm., So throbbed their hearts at the
harangue of that Irish King, that, before the evening
sun had set, they swept the Danes into the sca
(applause), The Irish mllied, and, Yike the apostle
shaking the serpent from him, Ireland shook the
invader from her bosom, and freed herself from the
countaminatien of his presence (applausc).

Bat, you will agk me, why did the countest last so
long? Why was the glorious day of Clontarf post-
poned for three hundred years ?  Why,—if this peo-
ple were united,—why did they not move to victory,
with the sword, on the first day, and not on the
last? I answer, it was because the evil of disunjon,
even at that early date, was upon them. We have
the sad facts of history to tell us that, whercver the
Danes fought, in the glens and on the hills of our
land, side by side with the Dane was the renegade
Irishman, fighting against his own people, shedding
the blood of his own race. Even on the morning of
Clontarf—when the heroic King Brian rode out,
after reviewing his own army, passing, like a fearless
lion-hearied warrior right into the midst of the
enemy to reconnoiter them,—what a sigh* met his
eyes! There, amid the serrked ranks of the Daues,
—tlere, amid the warriors of the Noithern Pagans,—
as others are to-day,—he found the children of his
own people,—MeMurragh, of Wicklow, the thrice-
accursed race, accursed of God, accursed of the
Church, and accursed of the genius of Irish history,
McMurragh, of Wicklow, who ULrought down their
Irish adherents and soldiers to fight side by side with
the Dane upon that day of Cloutarf. The curse of
disunion was upon us; but the demon of disunion
had not yet caten into the heart of Ircland. The
liell-born demon, that would ruin and break the idea
of unity in heaven nmsl on earth, had not yet
paralyzcd the aym of Ireland. She was anation,and
in & great measure was united, and more united
then than in any other period of the Listery of the
Irish race,

Sixty years after the last Dane had been driven
from Ireland,~when Ireland achioved a victory
greater than ever could be achieved in later years,—
sixty years later, the English and Saxon invader
came upon our soll. The English landed in Ireland
more than seven hundred years ago. They brought
with them ruin and distraction to the green isle,und
declared war against that which, next to his faith
and his God, should be the dearest inlieritance of
every man,—they declared war against the Nation-
ality and freedom of Ireland. They lifted up the
standard of invasion ; and the red flag of England
floated ever the green hills. Theoy declared that
the Irish Oriflame was no longer to float ‘over the
hills and vales of the land; and that, Ircland was
destined to be an enslaved province instead of an
independent nation. This, beyond all cavil and all
doubt, was the precise condition of England’s in-
vading Ireland. Here, T say, next to his religion, a
man should love his Nationality : next to our God,
we should love thecountry of our sires (loud cheers).
There is nothing more noble, no theught more sub-
lime, that can enter the mind of man, or into his
heart,—after the lave of God who made him, and of
the faith which that God has revealed to him,—
there is nothing more noble than the true and self-
sacrificing love that & man should have for his coun-
try (renewcd applause). Her love should be ever
before him ; and: the love of her people ghould be
the rule of his public, and as far as may be, of his
private life, Her history,—te the true lover of his
native land—is the record of his own blead; and,
if there be anything noble in him, anythinng manly
in him, or anything worth living for in this world
to him, it is the record or the history of the race
from which he.came (increased applause). The
man who, from selfish motives, or mere egotism,—
mere self-love,—renounces that history, turns his
back upon his people, and trics to forget the prople
that went before hifn, is a traitor to his native ¢oun-
try ; and, in all probability, he ‘will be found to Le a
traitor to his God: (enthusiastic cheers). If you
meet him, avoid bim, trust him not. The man who
forgets or betrays his conntry, to-day, will forget and
betray his God and his faith to-morrovs, Trust him
not, If you trust him upon his word, you are
trusting in the word of a perjurer and a liar before
high Heaven (great checring.) Give him not your
friendship, for he will betray it. No : nothing can
be more base thin the mian who ‘denies his God;
and next to him'is the man who denies and forgets
his country (continued applausé). :

Well, my friends, the-Norman and Saxon came,
And now ths appeal was made to Ircland to unite
on the question of her Nationality. The appeal was
mude by aSainti—the last canonized saint of Ircland,
—the great and glorious St: Laurence 0'Toole, who
was then the Archbishop- of Dublin. He stood be-
fare the chieftains nud kings of Ireland, nod said ;:—
“1f you value your lnnd,—your motherland ;—if you:
-value your fifedom, if you value your laws, if you
value a foot of the lrad, that you are to leave behind

;

“histoty of frelind in Which flis nation was nnited on

you to your children,—arise! Arm! The invader is

N

upon. your soil. Arise, jand,,‘li'ke‘ bnefmgi'_:;; :-p_fri_ﬁe _ai.i
blow’ for Ireland [* (Great' cheering). . Did ' the,

a-mere fulsome flatterer of the Irjshpeople, I might.
say it did, If I were pot.an’Irishman -whose Jove:
for his nativeland is.ag'hogas the blood that seéths
in his veins (great applauge),:I might'sd¥ the nation’
did. But because L;8m an’ Irishman —because I
love that lanid'.more than :I.love all the' rest of the'
world put together ¢fonewdd applaitsey—betause I
would rather have a.graye in Jrigh soil than a kiogs:
throne upon'a foreign shore (loud aBd™continped
cheering)—JI am bound,in the truth of history, t0’
say that the Irish people did not unite,did not listen
to the appeal that came to themn from the great
prince-Archbishop of Dublin ; and that, on the ques-
tion of Nationality alone, from that day to this,
during the seven hundred years that have passed
away ;—the Irish people never united., Never!
Rend over-carefully, page aftet page, the history of
those seven hundred - years. of gorrow ; and I defy
you to point out & siigle passage or incident in the

a National question. We read, to be sure, of a time

when the Prince of Ulster arose. But, when Ulster

arose, Munster was opposed to her. It was never

otherwise, It is, indeed, true that when Macarthy

Mor and the Munster chiefs arose, there was no en-

thusiasm in Connaught ; and, again, when Roderick

O'Conor and the western Irish princes arose, their

action was checked by the action of the Prince of
Leinster. The English invader knew well the pre-

cept given to a tyrant in ages gone by :—If you wish

to govern a people, and crush”them, divide them,

and keep them divided. He ne sooner succeeded in

striking a blow at tha welfare of our race, than he

found the Irish flocking to his aid. It was with

Irish swords he stormed the heroic old town of Wex-

ford. No sooner did Henry arrive in Ircland, and

the Irish chieftains attempted to mnke one great

stand,—than he saw other Irish soldiers flocking to

his standard, Dublin and Waterford fell not before ]
the lances of the Norman knights,—although their '
lanees, in that day were invincible,—but before the
swords of their own countrymen, Their country’s
best blood was shed by Irish hands, Oh! sad, sad
and sorrowful, is that history ! It makes the heart
ob the Irish listorian, and the lover of Lis land,
break to contemplate it. For four hundred years,
what is the history of Ireland? The merest necount
of the petty intrigues of these Trish chieftains ;—
one time agninst each other; another time quarrel-
ing with their own soldiers; another t*me making
an isolated, weak nttack upon the common foe;
whilst their brother chicftaing were attacking theni-
selves in the rear; in fact, there can scarcely be any-
thing more melanclioly or harrowing than the his-
tory of Ireland, from the day of the first landing of
the English and Saxons, until the day when,—for-
tunately for Ireland,—the piows and chaste Harry
the Light called upon us to renounce our religion.
Itis the turning point forIreland. = Ireland’sg history
woulid be most contemptible, if the great issue of re-
ligion had not been opened before the Ivish people.
For the Insh people, from the day the English in-
vaders landed in Treland, until these same English
attacked the religion of Ireland,—were the most
disnnited, and, consequently the weakest of all
natiens upon the earth. How strange, that these
men who loved Ireland, and lived and dicd for her,
—whose descendants, to this day, even in foreign
lands, though thousands of miles of ocean may roll
between them and tha¢ land of their sires, cherish
the most passionate love for Ireland, as you do,—
yet at home” they never yet united as one man in
defence of thut time-honored green, old standard of
Ircland (cheers).

But, three hmndred years passed away ; apd for-
tunately for us,and for the glory and dignity of Trish
history, another issue was put before the people ;
and that people,—so disunited,—were called upon
to renounce their religion, Perhaps, Harry the
Eighth, in that day, said to himselt: ®The Irish
will at once become Protestunts, They never unit-
ced in defence of nationality; and they will certrin-
ly not unite in defunce of religion” He might
have said to himself: “I did not love my religion;
—mny English people flid not love it, and they gave
it up, Burely the people that never were united in
defence of nationality,—a pcople that never were
united on the national idea,—would easily give wp
the question of religion.”  Ah! he was decpely mis-
taken. For there, in the core of the heart of the
nition,—~throbbing in the bosom of cvery Lrishman,
—was the pure Irish blood, every drop of which is
Catholic (cheers). Henry attncked the Catholic
Uhurch, the Church of God ; and that moment Ire-
land and the Irish peopled united and stood togcether |
in grand and glorious union as if they were but one
man (loud cheers). I adinire and love my Pro-
testant fellow-countrymen, There is not & man in
this world less bigoted than T am. 1 admire every
man of Irish blood and of Irish birth, that loves
Lis native land, be he Protestant or Catholic{cheers),
It was the Protestants who led the glorious move-
ment of '32.  But, still I say as a nation, the nation-
ol henrt the national action, and the national senti-
ment of Ireland, for fifteen hundred years,have been
Catholic to the hearts core, and nothing else (lond
applanse).  Henry, accordivgly, called upon a divid-
cd nation to give up that religion to renounco the
Mother of God, that name so dear tq every Irish
heart,—to renounce their pricsthood, who were not
saints, but the grandest men that ever flourished
in the Church of God ; to renounce the fajth that
made the Irish clain as & great nation when she
received the title of “motherof saints and of
scholars ” to renmmuce their God in their hearts, to
ranounce their altars, to renounce every vestige of
their Catholic religion.  He called upon a divided
nution to do this. Evenl as the voice of God in
Heaven called upon his angels todo battle in His
name, and rallied them around His standard, until
the blaspheming rcbel angels were driven into the
nether hell,—so the veice of the English king, call-
ing wpon the divided Trish people to renounce’ their
faith, rallied them and united them as onc man.
Irelund drew the sword,—no longer with a divided
henrt; no longer with a wavering purpose, Her
children stood side by side with the determination
of children of God. Ireland drew the sword, stood
between the English tymnt and her ancient pltar,
and said :—¢ For this altar—fur this religon we aro
prepated to fight a8 one man—to die: but that altar
must be preserved in theland.” The English mon-
arch found himself, in ene moment, confronted by
& united people. No such thing was known in
Treland since the day that Brian Boru had east the
Dancs into the sea (cheers). A united Ireland!
Oh fair and beautiful vigion! The Catholic faith
of the land became synonymons with the Irish for
nationnlity. The Irish had at length found the
“ Philosopher’s stone;"—they had at length found
the secrct of their strength,  Their strength. was in
union ; their union was cflected by the faith that
‘was in the nation; fiith hod united heras one man.
She arose in arifis ; she stood for “three hundred
years; the storm of night had passed over her in
clouds of persecution, its mists had broken into o
rain of blood, and burst uwpon her; her people had
suffered so that her name had gone out amongst the
nations ns the martyred people of the earth her
people had stood .confiscation, persecution, exile
robbery and death, until these agencics’ had reduced:
to the conditien of paupers, in their own.land, the
children of the Princes of the Irish soil. The Irish
Catholics were.Tobbed, by James the First, of the
fair province of Ulster; and the Buglish snd - Scotch
swarmed on the Irish soil nerth of the "Boyne.
Under the ~wratched ' Cromwell, they weré driven
from their fertile valleys on the banks of the Shan-
-non;end hundreds aud thousands were driven far off
towards the western accan, there to famish and to
die on the inhospitable hills of Connaught. The
Irish people were robbed by Willism of Orange;

/

i Did * the, | and if & ' man harbor
nation respond to him? AL! my fiiends, if T werey 161 oted &
:,iiﬁ;;d'his chi

‘Proved td'the, World

‘which.xe have achieved

| Church; God is the grand peint of unjon upon

“When we were fighting the Danes, it was not becanse

and n 'léiv:‘\:n;,s passed dri

g
F

ving their priests { :
o ) priest he w?zs_ ;t:[:?:]f Exily,
Imprisonment,or & fine. " A Cathiolic: mun 2% by
1d ifs child-to & Cathiolic-school ; ang 2ol ot
.g’luld became a Proteatant’ e -,dis 41,3 Cathq,
%‘én,rfa[:her, and drobhed b’ of &l g?,h;r-:?d hig
WVATY IRgenious deyich. that persecution .. i oPety,
gest was pgﬁp’_pmeéti‘q&'hgdﬁst ?&u;,'f;’ {ould ';'z{
bor® it all —wesuffdred it all; a.n'dfw’e-pfe £d g
died for our ; fafth sHer We ‘were :ﬁnifé; ught angd
S one, world ‘ﬁb&t the people of Ire] T
1nvincible inyKatunion by the ’ﬂ“éﬁiﬁcen'ta;q Were
h ¢, have achicved over all the powe, fﬂoncs
and, which failed 16 make: g “Protestant > Eng.
“friends;is not this the truth of histoy ;Chem)‘ :
do [ detiuce from this? T draw this egpyy,, Tt
th_nt ‘We~réligion—the Catholic religio Uslon, }
Irigh people is the one uniting element innt?f the
tory ; the one glorious secret is in thyt u 1ot his,
thc:re 1s not a people on the face of the eml;:on; for
united on every other question as we arg g 20 is
s 8t home, . Yoy find,_the. country spjjy ok & |
factions' at-the present’ ﬁme,—-Nntionn]-!:p int
partizans of England.  You find Amongyt ztsls, ]
Catholics many lovers &f Liberty, who or 1 Lith |
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would be the curse of independence (la rHiang
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that moment, no matter what the Irishmap rie.h Ly
or Friat, Democrat or Radical, he taks his sth’ i
once, und says :—“ No matter whatmy pojits nd ot
no matter to you about iy sobriety or druukms o
nomatter to you about my riches or poverty chaes
ter what my past record is—here I an a é‘o, o
land” (loud cheers). If the devil came to m ltlor.h""
and said—* Father Tom, I am the devil nidoimght
te go amongst your countrymen in Ame;icﬂ. Want
will disagree with every man that § meet’ and I
politica, If I mecta Democrat, I he g RJZ- bis
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: s care what views any histe.
rian or any lecturer or any other man takes - Ithink
well of myself 03 one of that race (applause and
laughter). 1t is & bad thing fora man or g peop!
to think too little of themselves. ITumility ig 2
Leautiful virtue ; but it has its limits (laughter), It
is lawful for a man to think well of Limgelt and of
his peopile. I am not skilled in phrenology—]
don't know where the bump of self-esteem is -rl';utl
know that a hatter, when he makes a hat for un
Irishmen, must always make room for that bum
(increased merriment). I think well of you—1I think
Lopetally of the future of the people that are one on
that magnificent, that extraordinary peint ;—one i
the sacred unity that binds them togei.lmr,’like one
man ; for, of all the questions upon which a people
can unite, the most powerful, and the most glorioug
at the same time,is the magnificcut qQuiestion of their
faith and of theirreligion. Hereno politicnl question
can come in to divide them; they have no worldly
interest to support one man or another, The poiut
of union is not on carth; it is in Heaven. The
glorieus link that binds us, as a people and as a
nation, is in the hands of God, upon His throne of
glory. God, the ‘founder of the Catholic Church :
God, the anthor of our faith ; God dwelling in bis

which Irishman meets Irishman ; and God Himself
unites cach to ench &s if he were his brother. To
be sure, I have heard of the dreams of some pure
lover of Ireland. I don't question that love; but
what I say is that there is nothing in the history of
our race to prove that that is the secret of union,

the Danes invaded our nationality; but because he
invaded our altars and our sanctuary. Not, perhaps,
reflecting on the secret of the victory we won over
the Danes, it was the only question upon which
England was able to unite ur, and, consequently, laid
herself open to get that faufous licking that we gave
her onthe religious question (laughter). Forgetting
all this—not remembering this,—there are men, in
this day, in Ireland, who have proved their love for
Irelandj and I respect and honor them, But, it is
asked, why is it that the Catholic priests and the
Catholic religion are anfagonistic to the liberty and
union of Jreland? I deny it; I deny it from out
my soul; I deny it in the name of the men who, for
seven hundred ycars, have been the foremost and
bravest, and most disinterested of Ireland's lovers
and patriots,—her pricsthood (cheers). I denyitin
the name of Laurence O'T'oole, who went down into
his grave with a heart broken with love for Ireland
(cheers). Ideny it in thename of Tnrlough O'Brien,
who was slaughtored in Limerick, because he stood
by Lis people to drive back their country’s invaders
(cheers). Ydeny it in the name of the hoary-headed
putriot,—the lion, ag he is called, the great Arch-
bishop of the West,—the immortal and imperishable
John McHale of Tuam (loud and continued cheer-
ing). I deny it, in a word, in“the name of the mcn
who remained in Ireland and stood by Ireland’s peo-
ple when it was death to be found in the land of
their birth,—the men who sacrificed everything for
Ireland. I deny it in the name of nine hundrad and
nincty-six Dominican Priests, of Irish blood, whom
Queen Elizabeth slapghtered, because they would
not give up their people (loud applause). The
** Virgin Queen,” as she is called.—God help us! if
our ideas of virginity or of purity, or of any other
virtue, wereto be tried by the standard of Queen
Elizabeth! She was & man ; she wasn't 1 woman at
all (laughter). She Lad all the virtucs of a man,—
none of the virtues of a woman. She had the heart
of a lion. She was a grecat woman, She would bave
been magnificent upon the battle-ficld. Shehadtho |
mind of g great man and his soul, She was on¢ of |
the greatest sovercigns that ever yet sat upond |
throne; but she hadn't one particie of modesty of
purity. History gives her the virtues of a man, an
denics her entirely the virtues of o woman, hen
she came fo Green Ireland, there were a thousand |
Dominican Monks ;—all Irishmen, and of the best
blood in Ireland. When she died, out of the thous
sand, she left only.four behind,  Nine hundredand,
ninety-six wore slaughtered (sensation). Where 18
the mun that raives his voice to the effect that the
enly man an enemy of Ireland is the priest;—that
the pricsthood in ¥reland do not love their country!
If the graves of Ireland could speak ;—if the graves
of the dead that are lying under the shamrocks that
are growing over them, could spenk ;—if the martyr-
priests of Ireland could send forth that voice of truth
to rebuke the ignorant ;—from ¢nd to end of Ire-
land, from every inch of Ireland’s consccrated soll,
would be heard & voice; and that voice would ery
out, “Oh, if cver men loved tHeir country the priest:
hood of Ireland loved their ancient native land
(applause). My friends,, beliove me, that one secreb
of our union-is the union .of -our, faith; the one
secret of union is that, to-day, thg Cathiolics of Con-
naught, of Leinster, of Munster,' “and of TUlster, are
il really Catholics and brothers“in the land. The
Orangeman has no real sympatby with-his Cg-tlgﬂhc
fellow-countrymen ;—they are separato and distinct.-
The Orangeman cries:. & Here's to King Willinm -
and his glorions, pious and immortal memory ;" the
Catholic snys: “To’

Hell' with' "King William”
(laughtor),  There was a fellow dgwn'in” the county
Galway, n poor creature, who went into n‘pub!w_
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