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SIX WEEKS ABROAD in Ircland, England,
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DYRBINGTON COURT; or, The Story of
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FATHER BURKE'S LECTURE

ON THE

s Genius and Character of the
Irish People.”

. (From the N. T. Irisk American.)

On Sunday, September 22nd, the Rev. Xa-
ther Burke delivered the following lecture, in
the Coliseum, Boston, before an audicnce of
40,000 persons, He said:—

1t is usual for one in my position to address
himself to the ladies and gentlemen. If you
will allow me to change the programme I will
address myself on this occasion to Irishmen and
Irishwomen ; Irish ladies and gentlemen.

On a certain remarkable oceasion, the Cor-
poration of Limerick were divided upon the
question of making a Lord Mayor of the city.
"They could not elect this man or that; and, at
last, they agreed that they would eleot, as Liord
Mayor of the city, the first man that came in
through the gates of the eity on acertain morn-
ing. The man who approached the city walls
the first, on that morning, was a poor fellow
with a load of brooms on his shoulders, who
came from the wood of Cratloe, His name
was Adam Sargent. The momeat he arrived
in the city they made lim Lord Mayor.

Here the great crowd in the back gallery of
the Coliseum made a rush for the front seats.
The noise wss so great that Father Burke
could not proceed, but stopped and laughed at
the precipitous rush and tumble of the eager
multitude that made for the best places like a
flock of sheep after a bushel of salt. When
quiet had been partially restored, Father Burke
proceeded. ] N

They took the poor broom-seller, and they
put him on the bench, with all his grand robes,
as Lord Mayor. Not returning in the evening,
his mother missed him; and she came to in-
quire what wus the matter. She went into the
city; and after looking for him for two days
she found him in the Court House, on the bench,
with all the magistrates about him, When
she came into the court and looked ut her boy
she said:—¢ Arrah,.. Adam, don’t you know
me ?” And Adam said :— Arruh, mother, I
don’t know myself " (Laughter.) I feel my-
self precisely in the samé position, I have been
speaking to my countrymen in Ireland, I have
been speaking to'my countrymen since I came
to America; and oll I can say is that, if the
poor cld woman in Galway. that calls me her
son were here to-dny, to sec me surrounded by
this vast, inteHigent, and magnificent assembly
of my countrymen, she might stand thercat
the foot of the platform and say :—*¢ Father
Tom, jewel, don't you know me?’ Awd all
that I could say is— Mother dear, but I don't
know myself!" (Great laughter.) .

Men of Ireland—men of Irish blood,—men
of the Irish race, I, an Irish priest, am come
here to speak to you of ¢ The Genius and the
.Character of the Irish People.”” (Applause.)
I am come to speak to you of the history of

_our nation, and our lhonorable race. I am not

ashamed of the history of my people, (Cheers.)
I am not ashamed of my country. I say, tak-

. ing all for all, that it is the grandest country,
. and the most glorious xace of which the genius
of history can bear record,

Great applause.) )
There are two elements that constitute the
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character and the genius of every people.—
These two_elements are—the religion of the
people, and their government. I need not tell
you that, of all the influences thut ean be
brought to bear upon any man, or upon any
nation, the most powerful is the influence of
their religion. If that religion be from God,
it will make a God.like people. If that religion
be from heaven, it will make a heavenly peaple.
If that religion be noble, it will make a noble
eople,

Side by side with their religion comes the
form or system of government under which
they live. If that government be just and fair,
and mild and beneficent, it will make a noble
people. . If that government be the gov-
government of the people—governing them-
selves as glorious America does to-day,—it will
make every mun in the land a lover of his gov-
ernment,—a lover of the lund, and a lover of
the institutions' under which lhe lives. (Ap-
plause.) But if that government be a foreign
government,—the government of a foreign race,
—it will make an alienated people. If that
government he an unjust and tyrannical govern-
ment, it will make a rebellious and revolution-
ary people. If that government be a mere tra-
vestie or caricature of law it will make n false-
hearted and a bad people,

Now, when I come to spesk of the genius
and the character of my fellow-countrymen, I
am reminded that, in the character of every
people on the face of the earth, there is light
end shade: There is the, bright side and a
dark side; there is the sunshine and the
shadow., There is the side which we love to
contemplate : the side in which the virtues of
the people shine out; the side which the bet-
ter part of their nature governs. And there
is also the’ bad side; the side that we are
ashamed to. look wupon; the side, the contem-
plation of which makes a blush rise to the
cheek of every laver of theland., And so there
are lights and shades in the character and in
the genius of our Irish people. As it is in na-
ture, this world, in all its beauty, is made up
of light and shade.

[Here, again, the confusion caused by the
people crowding up through the aisles and cor-
ridors, in their efforts to get nearer, cauted
Futher Burke to pause. A glass of water was
handed to him; he took it, xnd making a tem-.
perance bow to the vast assemblage, drank to
the health of his audience. This act of
courtsey occasioned much laughter and loud.
applause. Father Burke then resumed :]

My friends, -there is no sunshine without
shadow : there is no light perceptible to the
eye of man unless that light bripg out all that
is fair and beautiful, whilst at the sawe time
it casts its shadows over the dark places, I
have said that in the order of nature, and in
the beauty of God's creation here below, there
is light and shade. But three is this distinction
to be made; the light comes from Heaven—
from the sun rolling in its splendor over the
clouds ahove u3; the shadow comes from the
earth ; from the clouds that are near the world ;
from the deep forest glade; from the over-
hanging mountains ;—from these comes the
shadow, but the light comes from Heaven.—
So; in like manmer, in _tlie character and in the
genius of our Irish peeple there are both light
and shade. There is the bright side, the
beautiful side, aud the glorious side, to con-
template; and there is also the dark side, but
yith this difference, that the lightsome, the
beautiful side of Irish genius and oharacter is
derived from above—from Heaven—from God
—fram the high source of Irish faith; whilst
the black side of our character, the dark nnd
the gloomy shade, comes from below ; from the
mis-government of these who ruted us ; from the
treachery, the depravity and the wickedness of
man,

And, now, so much being said, let us ap-
proach the great subject of the genius and the
character of the Irish people.

In speaking to you, my friends, ou this sub-
ject, I am forcibly reminded that the character
and genius of every people ure formed by their
history., In gomg back to the history of Ire-
land, T am obliged td travel neurly two thou-
sund yeats in order to come to the cradle of my
race. I am obliged to go back to the day when
Patrick, Iveland's Apostle, preached to the
Insh race, and in the Irish language, the name
and the glory of Jesus Christ and of His Vir-
gin Mother. And coming down through that
mournful and ' chequered history, I fiad that
our people have been formed in their national
character and genius, first of all by the fuith
which Patrick taught them: and, secoudly, by
the form of government under which they live.

What is the first grund feature of the Irish
geniug and the Irish character? It is this:
that, having once rcceived the Catholic faith
from Saint Patrick, Ireland has clung to it
with a fidelity surpassing that of all other peo-
ples. She has known how to suffer and to dig;
but Ireland's people have never learned to re-
linquish or to abandon the taith of theii futhers,
(Immense applause.) They reccived that faith

from the glorious Apostle whom God and Rome
sent to them, early in the fifth century; they
struggled for that faith during three hundred
years, against all the power of the North—un.
conquered and unconquerable—iwhen the Danes
endeavored to wrest from Ircland her Christian
fuith, and to force her back into the darkness
of Pagan infideiity. They have struggled for
that fuith during threc hundred years of Eng-
lish tyranny and English penal law. They have
suffered for that faith loss ot property, loss of
nationality, loss of life. But Ircland, glorious
Ireland, Lus uever relinquished the fuith which
she received ; and she is as Catholic to-day as
in the day when she bowed her virgin head be-
fore St. Patrick, to reccive from him the re.
zenerating waters of baptism. - (Renewed and
enthusiastic cheering.)

This, I say, is the first beautiful lizht in the
charaeter and the genius of the people of Ireland.
Every other nation of whom we read, received
that fuith slowly and reluctantly. JKvery other
nation, of whom we read, demanded of their
apostle the scul of his blood, to ratify the truth
which he taught them. Ireland alone, amongst
all the nations of the carth, received that faith
willingly ; took it joyfully; put it into the
bearts and into the blood of her children; and
never caused her Apostle-one teur of sorrow,
nor one drop of his blood, (Applause.) More
than this; every nation on the face of the
earth has, at some time or other, been misled
into some form of heresy. Some doctrine was
disputed ; some discipline was denied ; some
Anti-popo set up his unholy pretensions to be
the head of the Catholic Church. I claim for
my nation, and for my raee, that with a divine
instinet, they never yielded to uny form of
heresy; they were never yet deceived in the
instinet which drew them to the true head of
the Catholic Church—the real Pope of Rome,
(Applause.) :

T the fourtecnth century, there was a pro.
tracted schism in the Catholjc Church. An
Anti-pope raised himself up, France was de-
ceived, Germany was deceived, Jtaly was de-
ceived, Kogland was deceived; but. Ireland,
glorious Ireland, with the true instimet of a
divinely inspired and guided people, clung to
the true Pontiff, and adhered to the true head
of the Catholic Church, (Applause.) Whence
came this light ? Whenee came the fidelity
that neither bloodshed nor death could destroy ?
It came from that high heart and high mind in
Heaven that inspired Patrick to preach the
(zospel to the people of Ireland, and inspired
the Irish people to reccive the message of
Christian peace and love from his mouth,
(Renewed cheering.)

The next great light of our history,—the
next great point in the genius and character of
the Irish people,—is a2 braveryand valor and
conrage that have been tried upon a thousand
fields; and, glory to you, O Irelund! Irish
ceurage has never been found wanting ; never!
(Loud applause.) They fought for a thousand
years on their own soil. Tle cadse was a good
one; the fortune of the cauze was bad. They

~were defeated and overpowercil upon a hundred,

yea a thousand ficlds; but never,—from the
day that Treland’s sword sprang from its scab-
bard to meet the first Dane, down to the day
that the lust Irish soldier perished on Vinegar
Hill,—never has-Ircland been dishonored or
defeated by the cowardice of her children.
(Renewed clreering.) - Why ? | Whence comes
this light of our people? I answer, that it
comes from this,—that Ireland, as a nation,
and Irishwen, as a people, have never yet
drawn the nation’s sword in a bad, a treacher-
ous, or a dishonorable cause. We have fought
on a thousand fields, at home and abrond; we
have been, from time to time, obliged to shed
our blood in a cause with which we had no
sympathy; but Imishmen have. never freely
drawn the sword, except in tho saered ¢ause of
God, of the altar of God, 2nd of sacred liberty
—the best inheritace of man. (Loud ap-
plause,) Search the annuls of the military
history of Ireland. Did we fall back before
the Dune, when for tKree centuries,—three
hundred years,—he poured in army upoa army,
on Irish soil ? = He endeavered to sweep away
the Christ, and thoe name of the Christ from the
Trish land. Did we ever give up the contest,
ot sheatl the sword, or say the cause was lost ?
Never! England yielded, and admitted the
Dane as a conqueror, Franes yielded, and ad-
mitted the Dane a3 a ruler and a king amongst
her peaple. But Ireland never,~—never for an
instant, yiclded; and, upon that magnificent
Good Triday morning, at Clontarf, she drew
the sword with united hand, swept the Dane
into his own sea, and rid her soil of him for
ever. (Loud applause.) o )
Ah, my friends, Irishmen, for three hundred
years, were fighting in the cause of théir God,
of their religion, and of their national liberty.
Then came the invasion of the English. For
four hundred years our people fought an un-
successful fight; and, divided as they were,
broken into a thousand- factions, how' could
they.succeed, when euccess is promised only to

unioa 28 a preliminary and a necessary condi-
tion? They failed in defending and asserting
the nationality of Ircland: At the end of four
hundred years, England declared that the war
was no longer against Treland’s nationality, but
against Ireland's Catholic religion. And Kng-
land declared.that the Irish people must con-
sent, not only to be slaves, but to be Protestant
slaves, Once more the sword of Ircland came
forth from its seabburd; and this time in the
hands of the nation, We have fought for
three hundred years; and, five years ago, the
government and people of Eagland were obliged
to acknowledge that the people of Treland were
too strong for them, They were conquerors
on the question of religion: and Gladstone
declared that the Protestant Church was no
longer the Church of Ireland {great appluuso.)
Whence came this light—this magnificent glory
that sheds itselt over the character and the
genius of my people? I see an Irishman to-
day in the streets of an American city: I see
bim a poor man—a luborer: T see him, perhaps,
clothed in rags: [ sce him, perhaps, with a
little too much drink in, and forgetful ot him-
self; but, wherever T see 2 true Irishman,
down upon my very knces do I go to hiu, as
the representative of a.race that never yet knew
how to fly from a foe, or to show their buks to
an epemy (tremendous cheering), Why?
Because of their Catholic Iaith, taught them
by St. Patrick, which tells them that it is
never lawful to draw the sword in un unjust
cause; hut that, when the cuuse is just,—for
religion, for God, for freedom,—he is the best
Christian who knows how to draw his sword,
wave it triumphantly over the field, or lot it
full in the hand of a man who knows how to
die without dishonor (great upplause.)

The third light that shines upon the bright
sido of the history, the character and the
genius of my people, is tho light of divine
purity ; the purity that makes the Irish maiden
us chaste as the nun in her cloister :—the purity
that makes the Irish man as faithful to his
wife as the priest is to the altar which he
serves; the purity that makes Mormonism and
defilement of every kind utter strangers to our
race and to our people, I say, the Irish woman
is the glory of Ireland: she is the glory of her
country. How beautiful is she in the integrity
of virginal purity | She has been taught it by
St. Patrick, who beld up the Mother of God,
—the Virgin Mother,—as the very type of
Ireland's womanhood, and Ireland’s consecrated
virging, as illustrated in the lives and in the
characters of our Irish virgin saints. The
Irishman knows that, whatever else ie may be
fulse to,—whatever other oblizgations he may
violate and break,~thera is one bond, tied by
the hand of God Himself, before the altar;
sealed with the sacramental seal of matriwony;
signed with the sign of the Cross,—that no
power upon eurth, or in hell, or in Heaven, can
ever break: and that is the sacred bond that
binds him to the wife of his bosom (applause,)
What follows from this? I know that there
are men here who do not believe in the Cath-
olic religion,—that do not believe in the inte-
grity of our Irish race,—yet I ask these men
to explain to me this simple fact :—how is it,
—how comes it to pass that, whilst the Mor-
mons are recruiting from every nation in Ku-
rope, and from every people in America, they
have ouly had five Irish people amongst them?
and amongst these five, four arrived in New
York last week: A, reporter of the Jlerwld
newspaper went to them ; and he said to them,
¢“Ta the name of God, are yeu become Mor-
mons?"  They said, “ Yes we are.”” ¢ Why!
don’t you come from Ireland ?” -The answer
he ot was this:—# Aweel, we cam' fra’ the
North of Ireland, ye ken; but we'ra a’ Scotch
bodies” (uproarious laughter and applause).
Mch and women of Ireland, to the honor and
glory of our race, there was only one Irishman
among all the Mormons. What brought Lim
across them? I don’t'know. I would like to
meet him, and have half an bour's conversation
with him (renewed laughter). Maybe he was
like the man who joined the ¢ Shakers” in
Kentucky. He put oa the white hat and the
dress, and was a most sanctimonious®looking
fellow. He came to the priest with his hands
folded and eyes turned upwards, quotingz texts
of Scripturc, When the priest saw him, not
knowinz who he was, he thought he was 2
Quaker, But the fellow turned up his sleeve,
and showed him the sign of the Cross and the
Blessed Virgin and St. John tattooed on his
arm. “ Look at that, your reverence, said
he. ¢ My God,” said the priest to him, * aren't
you 2 Quaker?’ «Well, your reverepce,”
said he, “I am,—jor the time being (laughter).
“ And what made you join them ?'* snid the
priest. -<Oh, to tell you God’s truth, I went
among them to see if they were in earndst”
(renewed laughter.) ¢ Your reverence,” said
he, *“it is bacon and cabbage we get every day,
wod it agrees with- e (great laughter and
applause,”) g ’ L

Five years ago, the English Parlinment madé
@ law, the most infumous, the most unchristian

that could be passed,—a law that a wmarried
man could be separated irom the wite that he
married ; and the man that was separated from
his wife could go ‘and marry another womun ;
and the womun could go and mairy another
man,  The English people asked for thut law,
und acted upon it. They acted upon ii so
freely and xo willingly that the Judge of the
Divorce Court was actually killed, in a1 few
months, by the large amount of business that
was thrown on his hands, The Scotch people
took that law. But what did the Irish do?
KEvery man, woman, and child in Ireland hurst
into a loud fit of' unextinguishable Jaughter,
The women suid: - The Lord between us and
harm!”  And the men said: “ They've zone
blind wad in FKogland! They've gone and
made a law that a fellow that marries & woman
can go away and leave his wife, dnd marry some
one else !'" (laughter and appladse.)

The Irish character and the genins of Tre.
land is vindieated in the cape thut the Irish
parent has for the edueation of his children.
e will not abandou thom to the streety, to
ignorance and sin: he will wot allow them to
go intd the schools where they may be taught
to blaspheme the purity of Mary, and the Di-
vinity of’ Mary's child. But, no matter what
it costs hint, he will ensure ta his childeen the
blessing of' « pure and a high Catholic educa-
tion. Look back npon the history of our peo-
ple, as we are taught of that by the genius of
history. The worst law "that ever England
made,—the most infumous, the wmost unchris-
tian,—was the law that was enacted during the
Penal times; by which it was declured, that if'
an Irish Catholic father sent his son or daugh-
ter to an Irish Catholie school, that man wus
zuilty of felony, and liable to tramsportation.
Their coldiers and their policemen went throngh
the whole conntry; und tho schoolmaster had
to fly, like the I’riest,  Butin the midst of the
danger, at the cost of liberty aud of life, the
Irish people, the parents of Lrdand, the fathers
and the mothers of Trelund, still had their chil-
dren educated ; and England failed in her dia-
bolical attempt to brutalize angd degrade the
Irish people by ignorance,

The next great light thrown upon our his-
tory and upon the genins of our national char.
acter is the love that Irishmen, all the werld
over, preserve for the land that bore them.—
The emigrant comes from Ireland in a matare
age: the Irishman leaves his native soil after
he hus had time enough, years enongh, to weep
over her miscries, and perhaps to strike x blow
in her ancient aud time-logored czuse., P'he
child comes from Ireland in his mother’s arme.
The son of the Irlsh futher and the Trish mo-
ther iy born in America, far away from the
native soil of his parents, But whether it be
the tull-grown man, or whether it be the infant
in arms, er whether it be the native-born
Anmerican-Irishman,—all unite in the one yrand
sentiment that bound together the burdy, the
sages, the saints and the soldiers of Irelund, —
namely, the love, pure and strong, for that an-

.cient land that bore them (great applause.)

Such was'the love for Ireland the great saiot,
the blessed Columkille, feit, that he died ex-
claiming: “Oh! now I dic in the hope of
sceing my God, because 1 have shut my eyes
to the place that I love most on earth,—precn,
verdant, and sweet Ireland!” Ag Irish sol-
dier {ell dyiog on the plain of Landen. When
the bullet had pierced his heart, and its blood
was gushing forth, Sursfield, the noble Irish
soldiet, took a handful of his heart's blood, and,
lifting it up, cried: “Qh, God! that this
blood was shed for Ireland ! (great applause.)

The love that filled the heart of Columkille, in

Tona; the love that throbbed in the last move-
ment of that dying heart of Sarafield,—is the
love that to-day binds the Irishman in America,
in Australia, and all the world over, to the
cherished land of his birth, and makes him
hope for high things, and do daring dnd valiant
deeds for the ancient laed of Ireland (ap-
plause.) Whénce comes this love for our ma-
tive land ? T answer, this light of our genius
and of our character comes to us from the
faith which St. Patrick taught us, "The (ath-
olic fuith teaches every mn that, after his
God, he is bound to love the land of his birth,
+—nhis country, The Catholic Churth teaches
every man that, when the hour of danger,—
danger to his national liberty, dunger to lis
people and to his nation,—comes, then every
man is bound to gird on thesword, and to draw
it in the sacred name of God aod of conntry
(great applause.)

The last of Ireland’s saints was the holy and
canonized St. Lawrence O'Toole, wha was
Archbishop of Dublin when Ireland was first
invaded by the Anglo-Norman. - If we beliove
Leland, the ancient histarian, the man who was
ordained as a Monk in Glendalough; the man
who was the model Bishop and - Arehbishop of
Dublin. eame forth and girded on his sword in

front of the Irith army, before the English in-
‘vaders.” In the nume of the. Blessed Trinity,
e drew his sword in the sacred ¢ause of Iie-

land. In him.pui;riétism,—"th'e-.'_-.l.bv.@%;ofvfntlxpx- :




