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THE TRUE WITNESS
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its highest development in hymns and canticles of -
praise (cheers). For three hundred years of prace
and joy it lasted ; and, during thoke threc hundyed

years, Ireland seot forth a Columba to Tonn; & Vir-
o Cinnd (op

gilius to Ttaly ; & Romanld tu Brabunt; {

Gallus) to France ;—in a woud, every nation in ko
rope,—even Rome itsel f—all ac};nowlcdg(d that, in
those days, the light of learniag and of sanctily
beamed upon them from the holy progeny of raints |
that Ireland, the fairest mother of saints, produced,
and sent out to sunctify and enlighten Elm world—
(renewed cheers).  And,mark you, ny fricnds : these
Trish monks weve tearless men.  They were the most
learned men in the world. Ior instance, tElr:rc was
onc of them—at home he was called Fearghal,
abroad he was called Virgilius; this man wasa great
.astronomer; and, as early as the seventh ceutm’_y, he
discovered the rotundity of the carth, pl_'oclmmed
that it was a sphere, and declared the cxisteoce of
tho antipodes. In thoss days cverybody thought |
that the earth was as tiat us a pancake; and the !
jdea was, that n man could walk as far as the land |
brought him, and he would then drop into the sea; |
and that if he took ship then, and snited onto a cer-
-tain point, why, then he would go into nothing at |
all (laughter). So, when this Irish monk, slull_ed |
in lrish science, wrote & book, and asserted this, |
whieli was recoguized in after nges, and proclaimed
as 2 mighty discovery, the philosophers und lesrned
men of the time were astonished, They thought jt
was heresy, and they did the most natural thmg.m
the world—they complained to the Pope of him
(laughtor), and the Pope sent for lim, examined
bim,—examined his theory and examined his as-
tronomical system ; and this is the answer, and the
best answor I canggive to those who sy that the
‘Catholic Church {s not the fricud of science or of
progress. What do you think ik the punishinent
the Pope gave him? "The Pope made him Arch-
bishop of Selzburg. He told him to continue his
discoveries—coutinue your studies, he said; mind
vour prtyers, and try nnd discoverall the scientific
truth that yvou can; for you are alearned man—
(lnughter and cleers). Well, Fenrghal continued
his studies, sud so well did ke study that he antici-
pated, by centurics, some of the most highly prac-
tical discoveries of modern nges ; and so well did he
mind his prayers, that Pope Gregory the Tenth
canenized him after his death (cheers).

The Danish invasion came a&nd T need not tell
vou that theae Northern warriors who landed ut the
close of the cighth century, eflecting their tirst land-
ing near where the town of Skerries stands now, be-
tween Dublin and Balbriggan, on the castern coast
—that these men thus coming, came as plunderers
and cnemies of the religion as well as of the Na-
tlonality of the prople,  And for 300 years, wherever
they crane ; and wherever they went, the fivst thing
they did was to put to death all the monks, all the
nuns, set tire to schools, and hanish the students;
and inttamed in this way, with the blood of the
peaccful, they sought to kill all the Ivish friavs;
and o wir of extermination,—a war of interminable
struggle and duration, was carried on for three hun-
dred years,  [eelaud fought them: the Tvish kings
and chicttains fought them. We read that in one
battle alene, at Glen:zada, in the county of Wick-
low, King Malachi, he who wore the “collar of
gold,” and the great King Brian, joined theiv forces,
in the cause of Ireland. In that grand day, when
the morning sun arose, the buttle began : und it was
not until the sun sct ju the evening that the last
Dane was swept from the ficld, and they withdrew
1o their ships, leaving rix thousand dead bodies of
their wartiors behind them (cheers), ‘Thus did Ire-
land united, know how to «deal with her Danish in- |
vaders 5 thus would Ireland have dealt with Vitz-
stephien and his Normans ; but on theday when
they landed the curse of disunion and discord was
amengst the peaple.  Finally, after three hundred
vewrs of invasion, Brian on that Good Friday of 1014,
vast out the Dunes for ever, and trom the plains of
Clontarf drove them into Dublin Bay. Well, be-
hind them they Jeft the ruins of all the religion
they had found, They left a people, who bad, in-
deed, not lost their fnitl, but & people who were
terribly shaken and demoralized by three hundred
years of Dleodshed and of war.  Onelalf of it—one
sixth of it—would hive been suflicient to roin any
other people; but the element that kept Ireland
alive,—the clement that kept nationality alive in
the hearts of the people—the clements that preserv-
-ad civilization {n spite of three centuries of war, was
the element of Ireland’s fuith, and tl:e traditions of
the nation's by-gone glory (cheers).

And now we wrrive at the year 1134, Thicty
years before, in the year 1102, the Tast Danish army
was conquered and routed on the shores of Strang-
ford Lough, in the North, and the last Danish King
took hi¥ departure furever from the green shores ol |
Erin,  hivty years hove elapsed. Treland is strug-
aling to restore her shattered  temples, her ruined
altars, und to build up again, in ol ifs fornter glory
and sunctity, her nationality and snonastie priesthood.
Then St. Maluchi—great, glovions aud vencrable
name —St. Malachi, in whom the best blood of Tre-
land's kings was mingled with the best Llood of Ive-
land's saints,—was Archbishop of Armagh. In the
year 1134, he invited into Ircland the Cistercian and
the Benedictine Monks, They came witl: all the
exalted traditions of the most exalted sanctity—with
i spirit not less mild nor less hely than the spiit

-of a Dominicor an Auguatine, and built up the glories |
of Lindisfarne, of Ionn, of Mellifont of Monster-
boice and of Monastereven, and all these magnificent
ruink of which I spoke—the sacredl monastic ruins
of Treland.,  Then the wondering world beheld such
arand achievements as it never saw b Jfore, outrival-
ling in the splendor of their Magniticence, the gran-
leur of those temples which stillattest the medieval
greadness of Belgimn, of France ikl of Italy.  Then
did the Irish people sce, enshrined in these honses,
the holy solitaries uned wounks from Clairvenux with
the light of the great St. Bernard shining upon them
from his grave. But only thirty years move passed
—thirty years only; and, behold, 2 trumpet is heard
on the castern coast of Treland @ the shore and the
hills of that Wexford coast re-echie to the shouts of
the Norman, as he seis his accursed foot upon the
soil of Lirin,  Divided as the nution was—chieftain
lighting against chieftain,—for, when the great King
Brian was slain at Clontarf, and lLis son and his
grandson were kitled, and  the three geuerations of
the royal family thus swept away—every strong man
In the land stood ap anpd put in his claim for the
sovercignty ;—Dby this division the Anglo-Norman
was able to fix himself inthe land, Battles were
fought on every hill in Ireland : the most horrible
seenes of the Danish invasion wiore venewed again.
But Ireland is no longer uble to simke the Saxoen
from her bosowm; for Ireland is no longer able to
strike him as one man. The name of “ United
Irishmen ” hagbeen & nuine, and nothing but a name,
sinze the day that Brian Boru was slain at Clontarf
until this present moment, Would to God that this
name of United Irishmen meant something more
thanan idle word! Would to God that, again, (o-day,
we were all united for some great and glorious pur-
pose l—would to God that the blessing even of o
-commen purpose in the love of gur country guided
us; then, indeed, would the Celtic race and the
Celtic nation be as strong  as evor it was—as strong
‘s it was upon that cvening at Clontarf, which be-
held Ertin weeping over her martyred Briun, but be- ;
held her with the cvrown still upon her lwow
(tremendous clicers),

Somctimes victorious, yet oftener defeated,—de-
feated not so much by the shock of the Normun on-
set, as by the treachery and the feuds of her own
chieftaing—the heart of the wation was Dbroken
and behold, from the far sunny shores of ltaly, there
came to Ireland other monks and other missionuries
clothed in this very habit which I now wear, or in
the sweet brown habit of St. I'rancis, or the glorivits |
«lress of St Augustine  TUnlile themouks who gave o

i days of combat (cheers).

themselves up to contemplution, and who had large
possesgions, Inrge houses—these men came among
the people, to make themselves at home among the
people, to become the “ Soggarths Aroon” of Ireland
cheers). They came with a learning as greatb as
that of the Irish monks of old,—with a sturdy
devotion, ns energetic as that of Columbkille, or of
Kevir, of Glendalough ;—they cane with a messaze
of perace, of consolation, and of hope to this heart-
broken people; andthey eame nearly seven hundred
yeuars ago to the Irish shores. The Irish people re-
ceived them with a kind of supernatural instinct
that they bad found their champions and their
priesily heroes; and for nearly scven Lundred years,

the Franciscan and his Dominican brother have

dwelt togethier in the land (loud cheers). Instead
of building up magnificent, wonderful edifices, like
Holy Cross, or Mellifont, or Dunbrodie ;—instcad of
covering acres with the grandeur of their buildings,
these Dominicans and Franciscans went out jn small
companies—ten, or twelve, or twenty ;—and they
went into remote towns and villages; and there
they dwelt, and built quietly o convent for them-
selves; nnd they educated the people themselves;
and, by-and-by, the people in the next generation
learned to love the disciples of St. Dominic and St.
Francis as they beheld the churches so multiplied.
In cvery townland of Irecland there was cither a
Dominican or & Iranciscan church or convent.
The priests of Ireland welcomed them ;—the holy
Bishops of Treland sustained them ; the ancient reli-
gious of Treland gave them the right hand of friend-
ship and the Cistercians or Benedictines gave them,
very often, indeed, some of their own churches
wherein to found their congregation, or to begin
their missions. They came to dwell in the land
carly m the 12th century, aud, until the 15th
century,—strange to say, it was not yct found out
what was the hidden design of Providence in bring-
ing them there, in what wasonce their own true and
ancicnt missieniry Iveland.

During these three hundred years, the combat for
Ireland’s nationality was still continued. The
('Neill, the O'Brien, the O'Donnell, the McGuire,
the ©'Morc, kept the national sword waving in the
air. The Franciscans and the Dominicans gheered
them, entered into their feelings; and they could
only not be said to be more Irish than the Irish
themselves, hecause they were the hearts blood of
Ireland.  They were the light of the national coun-
vils of the chieftains of Ireland, as their historians
were the faithful annalists of the glorics of these
They saw the trouble;
and yet—for threo hundred years the Franciscan
and the Dominican had not discovered what bis real
mission to Treland was,  But at the end of the three
hundred years came the 15th centwry. Then came
the cloud of religious persecution overtheland,  All
the hatred that divided the Saxon and the Celt, on
the principle of nationality, was now hcightened Ly
the additional bhatred of veligious discord and divi-
sion ; and Irishmen, if they hated the Saxon before
ws the enemy of Ireland's nationality, from the 15th
century hated him with an additional hatred, as the
vnemy of Ireland'z faith and Ivelands relivion
(cheers). The sword was deawn. My friends, [
speak not in indignation butin sorrow ; and I know
that if there be one amongst you, my fellow~oun-
trymen, heve to-night,—if theve be a manwhodifiers
with me in religion,—tis that man I say: ¢ Drother
and friend, you feel as deeply as I do a fecling of
indignation and ot regret for the religious persecu-
tion of our native land” (cheers). No man feels it
more,—no man regrets more bitterly the clewent of
religious discord, the terrible persccution of these
three hundred years, through which Ireland—Catho-
lic Irelund—has Leen obliged to pass—no man
feels this more than the high-minded, honest, kind-
hearted Trish Protestant,  (Loud cheers and a cery
of “ True!) And why should he not feel it? If it
was Catholic Ireland that had persecuted Protestant
Ireland for that time, and with such intensity, I
should hang my head for shame (renewed clieers).

Well, that mild, scrupulouns, holy man, Henry the
Eighth,—(loud langhter)—in the middle of the
fifteenth century got a scruple of counscience! Per-
haps it was whilst he wis saying his prayers—he
began to get uneasy and te be afraid that maybe,
Lis wife wasn't his wife at all?! (Qaughter and ap-
plause). He wrote & letier to the DPope, and lie
said : % 1loly Father, T am very uneasy in my
mind " The fact was, there was a very nice yvoung
lady in the cowl. Her uwame was Annn Boleyn.
She was a great beanty, Henry got very fond of
Ler; and he wanted to marry her. But he could
not marry her beeause he wns already a married
man (laughter).  So, he wrote to the Pope, and he
suid he was uneasy in his mind—he had o scruple
of conscience j—und he said, “ Holy IFuther, grant
we a favor.  Grant me a divorce ltom Catherine of
Armagan. ¥ have been marvied to her for several
years,  She has had several children by me.  Just
prant me this little favor. I wunt a divorce!” The
Pope sent back word to iim : # Don’t be uneasy at
all in your mind!  Stick to your wife like a man,
and dow't be troubling me with your seruples”
(langhter and cheers).  Well, lenry threw the
Pope over.  He married the young woman whilst
his former wife was Hving—nand he should bave been
taken that very day and tried Letore the Lord Chief
Justice of Englaned, and transported for life. And
why? Becanse if it had Deen any other mnn in Eng-
tand that did it Lut the King, that man would have
beer transported for life ;—and the King is ag much
boad by the laws of God, and of justice and con-
science, aud morality as any other man  (cheers).—
When Heury separated from the Pope, e made him-
self head of the Chuveh ; and he told the people of
England that ke would inunage their conscicnees
tor them for the future,  But, when he called upon
freland to join him in this strange and (indeed I
thiuk my Protestant friends will ahnit), insane act,

t —(lor such, indeed, T think wy TProtestant friends

will admit this act to be, for, I think, it was nothing
short of insanity for any man of sense to say: 1
will tike the law of God as preached from the lips
and illustnted in the life of Henry the Kighth "—
Ireland refused. Heury drew the sword, and «de-
clared that Treland shonld acknowledge him as the
head of the Church,—that she should part with her
ancient taith and with all the traditions of her his-
tory to to sustain him in his measures,—ov thet lic
would exterminate the Trish vace.  Another scruple
of conscience cume to this tender-hearted man! - And
what do you think it was?  Ol, hesaid,lam greatly
afraid the frigrs and the priests are not leading good
lives (langhter). So he set up what we cull a ¥com-
mission ;7 and he sent it to Ircland to inquire what
sott of lives the monks and friars and priests and
nuns were leading ; und the commissioners sent back
werd to him, that they conld not find any great fault
with them; but that, on the whole, they thonght it
would Le better o turn them out! So they took
1hicir convents and their churvches, and whatever
little property they possessed—and these commis-
sioners sold them and putthe moucy into their own
pocket.  There was o beautiful simplicity about the
wholemplan (upplause and laughter). Well, my

l'ricnd‘é’;‘thcn came the hour of the tuin of the denr!

old convants of the I'ranciscans and  Dominicans.—
Their inmates were didven out at the point of the
sword ; they were seattered like sheep over the band.
Five pounds was the price sct upon the head of the
friar or priest,—the snme price that was set upon
the head of n woll.  They were hunted threughout
the lagd ; and when they fled for their lives from
{heiv eonvent homes, the Irish people opencd their
hearts, and suid, ¢ Come to us, Soggarth Aroon” (loud
applause),  Thronghont the length and breadth of
the land they were seattered, with no shelter but the
canopy of Heaven ; with no Sunday sacrifices to re-
mind the people of God; no Mass celebrated in
publie, and no Gospel preached: and yet they suc-
cades] for inree humlred years in preserving the
ylovious Catholic faith that isas strong in lreland

N&rsecution that burst over Irclund in the days of

to-day as ever it was (cheers). 'These venerable
ruins tell the tale of the nation’s woe, of the nation’s
sorrow. Aslongas it was mercly a question of
destroying a Cistercian or a Bencdictine Abbey,
there were go few of these in the land, that the peo-
ple did not fecl it much. But when the persecution
came upon the Bhreahir, us the friar was called,—
the men whom cverybody kunew,—the men whom
cverybody came to look up to for consclation in
afiliction or in serrow ; — when it came upon
him, — then it Drought sorrow and afiliction
to every village, to every little town,—to
cvery man in Ireland. There were, at this time,
upwards of eighty convents of religious—Franciscans
and Dominicans in Ireland, that numbered very
| clos¢ upon a thousand priests of ¢ach order,  There
were uearly a thousand Ivish Fianciscans, and
nearly « thousand Irish Dominican priests,
when Henry began his persecution. He was suc-
cocded, after a Lrief interval of thirty years, by lis
daudhter Hlizabeth, How many Dominicans, do
you think, were then left in Ireland? There werea
thousund, you say? Oh, God of Heaven! there were
only four of them left,—only four! Al the rest of
these hevoic men hud stained their white habit with
the blood that they shed for God and for their
country (sensatien), 'I'wenty thousand men it took
Elizabeth, for as many years as there were thousands
of them, to try to plant the seedling of Protestantism
on Irish seil, The ground was dug as for a grave;
the seed of Protestantism was cast into that’ soil;
und the blood of the nation was poured in, to warm
it and bring it forth. It never grew,—it never came
forth ; it never bloomed! Ireland was as Catholic
the day thad Elizabeth died at Hampton Court, gnaw-
ing the flesh off ber hands in desputir, and blasphem-
ing God,—Iretaud was s Catholic that day, as she
' was the day that Henry the Eighth vainly com-
manded her first to become Protestant (cheers).

‘I'hen came a little breathing time,—a very short
time,—and in fifty years there were six hundred Lrish
Dominican priests in Ircland again. They studicd
in Spain, in France, in Xaly, These were the youil
—the children of Irish fathers and mothers, who
cheerfally gave them up, though they know almost
toa certainty, that they were devoting them to a
martyr's death; but they gave them up for God.
Smugeled out of the country, they studied in these
foreign lands; and they came back again, by night
und by stealth, and they lunded upon the shores of
Ireland ; and when Cromwell came, he found six
hundred Irish Domiricans upon the Irish land. Ten
years after—enly ten years past—and again the
Irish Doruinican preachers asscmbled to count up
their numbers, and to tell how mauy suevived and
how many had fallen. How many do you think
were left out of the six humdred?  But one hundred
and fifty were left ; four hundred and fifty Lhad per-
ished,—had shed theiv Mood for their country, or
had been shipped away to Larbadoes as slaves,
These are the tales their mins tell. 1 need not
speak of their noble martyrs. Ok, if these moss-
grown stones of the Irish Franciscan and Dominican
ritins could  speak, they would tell how the people
wmave up everything they had, for years and years, as
wave after wave of suceessive persecutions and con-
fiscations and robbery rolled over them,—rather than
renounce their glorious faith or their glorious pricst-
hood (loud cheers).

When Elizabeth died, the Irish Catholics thought
her suceessor, James J, would give them at least
leave to live; and, accordingly, for ashort time
after ie beeame king, James kept his own counsel,
aud he did not tell the Trish Catholics whether he
would grant them any concessions or not; but Le
must have given them some encouragement, for
they befriended him, as they had always dene to the
House of Stuart.  But wlhat do vou think the people
did? As soon as the uotion that they would Le
allowed to live in the land took possession of them,
and that they would be allowed to take possession
of the estates they had been vobbed of —instend of
miuding themselves, the very first thing they Jdid—
to the credit of Irish fidelity be it said—was to sct
about restoring the IFranciscan and Dominican
abbeys (cheers). It was thus they restored the Black
Abbey in Kilkeany, 2 Dominican house; they re-
stered the Dominican Convent in Waterford, Multi-
farnham, in Westmenth, and others; and these, in a
few mouths grew up into all their former beauty
from ruin, under the lgving, feithful, restoring haads
of the Irish people. Butsoon came u lebter from
the King; and it beyan with these notable words :—
“ It has been told to us, that some of our Irish sub-
jects hmagined that we were about to grant them
liberty of conscience” No such thing! Liberty of
conscience for Irish Catholics!  No! Tlordes ef
persecutors were let loose again, and the storms of

ames L were quite us bad, and  as terrible as any

et reiued down bload upon the landin the days of
Queen Lilizabeth,  And so, with varving fortunes,
now of hope, and now of fear, this self-sume game
went ou.  The English determined that they would
mnke one part of Ireland, at least, Protestant, nnd
that the fairest and the best portion of it, ns they
imagined,—namely, the province of Ulster. Now,
mark tho simple way they went about it. 'They
made up their minds that they would make one pros
vince of Ircland Protestant, to begin with, in order
that it might spreael out by degrees to the others.
And what did they do? They gave naotice to every
Catholic in Ulster to pack up and begone,—to leave
the land. They confiscated every single acre in the
fair provinee of Ulster; and il Protestant I'rimate,
the Archbishop of Armagin~—u very holy man, who
was always preaching to the people not to be too
fond of the things of this world,—he got 43,000 acres
of the best land of these convents in fee. Trinity
College, in Dublin, got 30,000 acres. There were
cortain guilds of traders in London,—the *skin-
ners,” ¢ tanners,” the “dry salters;” and what do
vou think these London Trade Associations got?
They gat a present of two hundred and nine thon.
sand eight hundred acres of the finest land in Ulster.
Then all the rest of the Provinee was given in Jlots
of 1,000, 1,500 to 2,000 acres to Scotclimen and
Lnglishmen,  But the very deed that gave it
obliged thiem to tuke their onth that they would ac-
cepi that land upon this condition—not so mnclh as
to give n day's work, to a laboring man, unless that
laboring man took his oath that Tie was 1ot a Cath-
olic. And so Ulster was disposed of. That ve-
mained until Cromwell came j—and when the second
estimate was made of the kingdom it was discovered
that theve were nearly five millions of nacres lying
still in the hands of the Catholies. And what did
Cromwell do?  He quictly made a law, and he pub-
lished it—and he said on the ist of May, 1654,
every Catholic in Ircland was to cross the Shannon,
wul to go into Connauglit.  Now the viver Shannon
cuts ofl five of the Western counties from tho vest of
Treland, and these five counties, though very Jnrge
in extent, have more of waste land, of bog, and of
hard, unproductive, stony soil than all the rvest of
Ireland, I am at liberty to say this, becanse I, my-
self, amthe heart’s bloed of & Connaughtman (great |
cheering nnd laughter). 1f any other man snid this |
of Connaught, T weuld have to say my prayers, and
keep a very sharp eye about me to try to keep my
temper (laughter), But it is quite true: with ail
our love for our native land, with all my love for
my native Province,~all that love won't put a hlade
of grass on an acre of limestone ; and that there nre
acres of sueh, we nll know. 1t was an acre of this
sort that a poor follow was building a wall around.
S What are you building that wall for?” says the
Inndlord. ¥ Ave you afiaid the cattie will get out?”
#XNo, your honor, indeed I am not,” says the poor !
p man s # but I was afraid the poor brates ight met
in!” (laughter). Then, Cromwell sent the Catholics
of Ircland to Connaught ;—and, remember he gave
them their choice : he snid, # Now, if you don't like
to go to Connaught, I will send you to hell !’ (loud
laughter).  So the Catholic Irish put their hends to-

gethier, and they snid : “I# ix better for usto go to
Connaught! He may want the other place for him-
self I? (great laughter and cheering), God forbid
that I should condemn any man to hell ; but I can-
not help thinking of whut the poor cannan said to
myself in Dublin ence. Going ulong, he saw a like-
ness of Cromywell, and he says, ¢ Atall ¢vents Crom-
well has gone to the devill” I said, *My man,
don't be uncharitable, Den't say that; it is un-
charitable to say it.” ¢ Thunder and twf!” says he,
“gure if /e is not gone to the devil, where is the
use of having a devil at all!” (Merriment and
cheering). Atany rale, my (riends, wherever heis
gone to, he contiscated #t one act five millions of
Lacres of _Irish land; with onc stroke of his pen, he
Landed over to his Cromwellion soldiers five mil-
lion acres of the best land in Ireland, the Golden
Valc of Tippetary included. Xorty years luter, the
Catholics began to creep out of Connaught, and to
buy little lots here and there, and they got a few
lots here and there given to them by their Protest-
ant fricnds,  Bat, at any rate, it was discovered by
the Government of England, thet the Catholics in
Ireland were beginning to get a littic bit'of the
land again—and they issued another Commission to
inquire into the titles to these properties, and they
found that there was o million two hundred thou-
sind reres of the land recurred to the Catholics—
and they found, also, that that land belonged to the
Crown; and the million two hundred thousand
acres were again contiscated. So that, as soon ar
the people began to take hold of the land at all,
down came the sword of perseention and of con-
fiscation upon them. And Cromwell himself
avowed with the greatest solemnity, that as Ire-
lnad would noet become Protestant, Iveland should
be destroyed, Now, is it to excite your feelings
of hatred against England that I say these things?
XNo, not 1 dowt want any man to bate his
neighbor. I don’t want to excite these feclings,
Nor Idon't belivve it is necessay for me to excite
them (laughter and loud cheers). 1 believe—sin-
cerely I believe—that an eflort to excite an Irish-
man to a dislike of lnglkud, would be something
like an effort to cneenrage acat to take n mouse
(cheers). I mention these facts first because these
ary the things that Ireland's ruins tell us; because
these are at once the history of the weakness and
the sadness, yet of the strengtlh and ot the glory of
which these ruins tell us. T mention these things
because they nre matter of history; and because,
though we are the party that were on the ground,
prostrate, there is nothing in the history of our
tathers at which the Trishman of to-day need be
ashamed, or hang his head (Qoud cheers). But if
you want to know in what =pirit our people dealt
with all this pevseention—if you waut to kuow how
we met those who were thus terrible in their perse-
cution of us, I appeal to the history of my country,
and I will state to yon three great fucts that will
sliow vou what was the glorious spirit of the lrish
prople, even in the midst of their sorrows ;—how
Cliristinn it was and liow patient it was ;—how for-
giving and loving even to our persecutors it was;—
how grandly they illustrated the spirit of duty at
the command ot their Lord and Saviour; and how
magnificently they veturned good for evil. The first
of these facts s this: At the time that Eagland in-
vaded Treland—townrds the close of the Twelfth
Century,—there were & number of Englishmen in
slavery in 1retand. They were taken prisoners of
war; they had come over with the Dancs—from
Wales mud from North Britain with their Danish
superiors; and when Ireland conquerced them, the
rude, terrible custom of the times, and the shocks
that all peaceful spirit had got by these wars, had
bred so much ferocity in the people, that they
actielly made slaves of tiwese knglishmen! And
they were everywhere in the land.  When the Eng-
lish landud in Ireland, and when the first Irish blood
was shed by them, the mnation assembled Dby its
bishops and archbishops in the synod at Armagh,
there said, ¢ Perhnps the Almighty God is angry
with us because we have these captive Christinns
and  Saxous wmongst us, and punishes us for
having these xlaves amengst us. In the namc
of Gud we will set them free,”  Andon that day
every sonl in Ireland that was in slavery received
his frcedom (loud cheers).  Oh, what a grand and
glorious sight bLefore Heaven l—a nation fit to be
free yet enslaved—yct with the very hand on which
othurs try to fasten chaing, striking off the chains,
striking oft the chains from these Lnglish slaves'—
Never was there o more glorious illustration of the
Heavenly influence of Christianity since Christianity
was preached amongst the nations, The next in-
cident is rather a Tudicrous one, and 1 am afraid that
it will make you langh, My friends, I know the
English people will. Some of the best friends that
I have in the world are in England, They have a
great many fine  qualities. But there is a seeret,
quiet, passive contempt for Irclund—and T really
believe it exists amengst the very best of them, with
very few exceptions.  An Englishinan will not, as
o general rule, hate an Irishman jeined to him in
faith; but he wil] quietly despise us. 1f we riseand
Lecome fractious, then, perhaps, he will fear us;
but, generally speaking, in the English heart there
is, nu doubt, & contempt for Ireland and for Irishmen.
Now, that showed itself remarkably in 1666. In
that year the Cathiolics of Ireland were ground into
the very dust.  That year saw one hundred theu-

i sand Irishmen—six thousand of them beautiful boys

—sent off to be sold as slaves in the sugar planta-
tions of Barbadecs. T'hat ycar London was burned,
just us Ghicago was burned the otherday.  Fhe peo-
ple were left in misery. ‘The Catholics of Ireland,
—lhunted, persecuted, scarcely able to live,—actually
came together, and, out of pure charity, they made
np for the famishing people of London & present—a
great present.  They sent them over fifteen thou-
sind fut bullocks! They Lknew Jobn Bull's taste
for beef (mughter). They knew his liking for a
good heefstenk, and they actually sent him the best
heef in the world—Trish beef (langhter), The bal-
locks arrived in London, "The people took them,
staughtered thens and ate them—and the Trish Ca-
tholies suid,  Much good may they do you' (laugh-
ter)! Now cemes the funy part of it. When the

.bullocks were all killed and caten, the people of

London get up a petition to the lfouses of Parlia-
ment, and they got Parlinment to act on that peti-
tion ; it was to the effect that this impertation of
Irish oxen was a nuisance ; and it should be abated
(cheers and lnughter), But they had taken good
v to eat the ment before they voted it @ nuisanco
(laughter),

The third great instance of Ireland’s magnanimous
Christianity, and of the moagnanimity with which
this Lrave nud grand old people knew how to return
good for evil, was i the time of King James, In
the year 1689, exactly twenty years after the Irish
bullocks had Leen voted n nuisance in London—in
that year there happened to be, for o short time, a
Catholic King in Lngland. The tables were turned.
‘The King went to work nnd he turned out the Irish
Lord Chancelier because he was a Protestant, and
he pubin a Catholic Chancellor in his place. He
turned out two Irish judges because they were Pro-
testants, und he put in two Knglishmen, Catholics,
as judges in their place. 1le did various actions of
this kind, persecuting men because they were Pro-
testants and he was a CUstholie.  And, now, mark!
We have it on the evidence of history that the Ca-
tholic Avchbishop of Avmagh und the Catholic Pope
of ome wrote to James the Sccond through the
Lord Lientenant over the Irish Catholics there,
that he had no right to do that — and that it
was very wrong ! (loud and continued cheeving). Oh,
what o contrast ! When Charles the First wished
to grunt some little remission of the persecution in
Ireland; because he was in wané of money, the Irish
Catholics sent him word that they would give him
two hundred thousand pounds if he would only give
them lenve to worship God as their own consciences
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rate, they sent himg f th

directed. What encouragement the K

we know not; at any b

hundred and "fifty thowsand SUm of 4
pouands, b .
stalment, But the moment it be'mfew:ﬂn‘:f);;

fbroad, the Protestant Archbiskop o i
inthe pulpit of St. Patrick’s Catximdfnlx)lm:e:\?! %'of WP
clared that o curse would fall upon the lun:l" de-
upon the King, because of these auticipateq &
sions to the Catholics. What a contmst QOI}IC(-s-
presented between the action of the Catlolijc A
of Ireland and the action of their obpressors rpeop]._-
in these instances bave we not préscnted t({“ And
strongest cvidence that the people who ean '(Stthe
by their encmies were incapable of being cr\; f .
Yes; Ireland can never be crushed nor cong usxl.ed"
Ireland can never lose her nationality &0 llm';lu“
she retains so high and so glerious a fé.ith, and g:_"
seats so magnifieent an illustration of it inli)b
hational life, Never! She has not lost it ! S‘I“
has it to-day. She will have it in the hifrlu:r"n;dwJ
more perfect form of complete and entire nutlim-u
frcedom ;—for God does not abandon a race “_;:I
net only cling to Him with an unchinnginge mmn
but who also know how, in the midst of tl?cirb sufl l
ings, to illustrate that Faith by so glorious, so] ib«:‘f
80 grand a spirit of Christian charity (loud chcer: !
And now, my friends, it is for me simply 19 dr'u)-'
one conclusion, and to bave done. I there t n;n\
amongst us here to night whe is ashamed of },"f
rice or his native land, if that man have the hiu'lh
honour to Le an Irislman! [s there u man ]iri;.:
that can point to a more gleorivus and a purer sougee
whenee he draws the blood in  his veiny, than dl .
man who can point to the bravery of his Irig) !onlae
fathers, or the immaculate purity of his Tnis]; mother »
(Loud cheers).  We glory in them, and we glopy in
the faith for which our ancestors huve died '\\'n
glory in the love of country that never—~never _roi
an instant,—admitted that Tredand was a ,nm-,_.
province,—thatlreland wus merely a4 West Brityjy, -~
(Ronewed eheering).  Never, in our darkest Loy
was that idea adapted to the Trish mind, or adoptet
by the will of the Irish people (cLeers), And, theg.
fore, I say, if we glory in that faith—if we g,lorv in
the hiztory of their National conrduet and of their
National love, oh, my fricnds and rc“('w-(,‘()lllllr)'-
men—~—1J say it, as well as a priest as an Irishag -
let us emulate their example; let ws lam o |
generous to those who differ from us—and let yy
learn to be charitalle, even to these who would fuiy
injurc us (cheers).  We cun ihuas conquer the
We cun thus assure to the fature of lreland the
blessings that have been dented to her past —the
Llessing of religious equality, the blessing of l'cl)igious
liberty, the blessing of veligions unity, which, one
day or other, will spring upin Ireland nzain (tremend.
ous cheering.) 1 have otten heard words of L.iter-
ness, uye, and of insult, addressed to myself jn ),
North of Jrelund, coming from Orange lips; Lut |
have always said to myself, he is an Irislaan -
though he is an Omangeman, he is an Ivishman, It
ke lives long enough. he will lewrn to love the puiest
that represents Treland's old faith @ hut, if he die in
Lis Orenge dispositions, his son or his grandso will
yet shulie hands with and bless the pricst, when he
and Lare both in our graves (loud cheers).  And
why do 1 say this?  Beeause nothing bad, notling
uncharitable; nothiug harsh or venoemous evey u-bt
lasted long upon the preen soil of lreland. [f vun
throw a poisonous snake into the grass of Treland
he will be sweetened, so as to lose his poison—ur
else be will die (loud cheers). Lven the Lnglish
peeple when they Ianded were not two hundred rml
fifty years in the lamd, until they were part of it:
the very Norans who invaded us hecame more lrish,
than the Irish thewselves,” They became so foud
of the country, that they were thorouzhly imlanl
with its spirit.  And so, any evil that we Lave in
Ircland, is only a ternporiry and a passing evil, if
we are only fithful to our traditions, and to the
history of our country (cheers). To-iny, there
is religious disunion; but, thanks be to God, T
have lived to sec religious disabilities destrayed,
(Cries of “hear, hear,” and cheers)  And, if 1
wure now in the position of addressing Irish
Orangemen, 1 would say, “Men of Frin, three
clhieers for the Church discstablishment ! (grat
clieering).  And If they should ask me, #why
T would answer, “It was right and proper to Jises-
tablish the Churoli, becanse the Established Church,
was put in belween you and me, and we onght to
love each other, for we are both Trish 17 {Applause),
Brery class in Treland will be drawn closer to the
other by this disestablishment ; and the honest
Protestant man will begin to know a littls more of
his Catholic brother, and to admiire him; aud the
Catholic will begin to know a little wore of the
Orangemnan, awl, perhaps, to say: © Affer all lie is
not half so had as he appears” (langhter and
cheers).  And believe me, my friends, that, breathing,
the nir of Ireland, which is Cathoelic, citing the
Lread made out of the wheat which grows out n
Trish suil —they get so infused with Catholic blood
that, as =oon as the Orangemen Legins to have the
slightest regacd or Tove for his Catholie fellow-couu-
tryman ke is on the highway to become a Catholie :
—fur a Catholic he will be, some time or other,  As
a man sieid to me very emphaticnlly once: “They
will all L Cathiolics one day, surely, sir, if they only
stay long cnough in the country ! L say, my friends,
that the past is the best mugrantee for the future,
We have seen the past in some of its glories, What
is the fature lo be? What is the future that is
vet to dawn on this dearly loved land of ours?
Oh, how glorions will that future be, when all
Ivishmen shall be united in one common faith
antd one conpnon love ! Ol how fair will our
beloved Frin be when, clothed in yeligious wnily,
religious  vquadity, amd freedom, she shall dse
out of the ocenn wave, as fair, as Jovely, in the
end of time as she was in the glorious days when
the world entranced by her leaaty, proclaimed
hertobe the Mother of Sainty aud Sages (loud
cheers). Yo, I see her rising emnncipated; no
trace ol Llood or persceution on her virgin fuce—the
crown, so long lost to her, resting again upen her
fair brow ! 1 see her in peace and concord witl all
the nations around her, und with her own children
within her, T see her vencraled Ly the nations
afur off, and, most of all, by the mighty pation \\'luc_h
in that day, in its strength. and in its youth, and in
its vigor, slall sway the destinies of the world
(ereal cheering). 1 sec lier as Colunbin, sulutes
lier across the occan waves,  Butthe light of frecdon
coming from around my mother's face will L:clluci
the light of freedom coming from the fuce af that
nation which has heen nursed in freedom, eradled
in freedom, which has never vielated the suered
principles of religious freedom and religions cqua-
lity (vehement cheering). 1 see her with the 112}-‘.‘
of faith shining upon her face ; and ! sce her rever
cd, beloved and cherished by the nations as an
aneient and o most precious thing! 1 buhol(i'hef
rising in the energy of a second birth, when u-utlona.
that have lield their heads high are humh'lud in thtl
dust! Andso T hail thee, 0 mother Erin! and
say to thee—
¢ The nations have fallen, but thou still arb young:

Thy sun is but rising when others liave S(_*f, .
And though slnvery's clouds round thy mormning have

hung,
The full noon of ¥
yet 1"

(Great cheering, amid which the Tlev. lecturer re-
tired)

reedom shall benm vound thee

army Wwas crossing
-d steameors, when
played * Yanke?
who stood by, 18
the old cow di

it that is the tuné

A Major in tho United States
from Xngland it one of the Qunai
one wfternoon a band on deck
Doodls” A grull Englishman,
quired whether thant was the tune
of. % Not at all,” paid the major,
the old Bull died of”
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