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in all.that r ichefilled lus [otut besime o s Y constantly to°|c to be" deseried? . What broughtils m s N erisiveJatgliter and i
at).-that ’ ss'and which,:forJSulterior purposes, he used:constuntly 50 m.l_;,'wgy 7/ How:fared ho when lie left it-? “What fested all’the ports of Ireland (derl’slvgdaughter'and .

g /iature with the beautequsiiéss-and
oidier days and-bumbler, circum-
5~ Zolden sunshme, pouring down
plenteously to requite Ins-industry and
éived rather stll further to expand
hose fowers, and gave tbem_ a
splendor which the clouds and chill-
¢
He. was delighted

down so’

enterprize;

and . enrich

rensth and

‘condition *less- sut
deénied thein Tloud . ‘¢hiders].

in having' ‘money because be could share’}

ds and assist ‘thercause of Treland’ He

Y s way lo so creditable

jal ‘world of Liverpool

hie was enabled, all the

kis frieads an
glosied in haring-made hi
a position in the commerc
becau-e {1 om that position nabled,
more nfluentiaily, to counsel, encourage and
direct bis countryraen living in thut gredt Ciiy. He
waz proud of his popularity and exvliedin it because
not limited 1o his own circle of social acqualatance,
sweeping as it wasg, nor to the wider circle of those
who thought alike with him in politics, nor yet to
_tke crowd of merchants with whom he traflicked
“every day, but exiénding among Lundreds who dif-
fered from him widely on public questions, whom he
eeldom met “in prirate, and with whom be had few
transactions, he felt he had more or leas the power
10 mitigate the hostility with which his country and
her claims were regarded by the rich and domincer-
ing of 1the city in. which Lelived, and that he had
more or less the power to recoccile them to the as-
sertion of these claims In ail thishe shines furth,
if not an enviable and exvitiog example, certainly a
reproving and chastiging one, to thoae kalf-blooded
nad half-developed lrishmen, in this and other cities
of America, who, having climbed from the direst in-
digence to opnlence, and having, a3 they fancy,
nothing but a fashionable finish to acquire (lnngh_ter)
~without which all their gold isbutn pile of bricka
wauiting in the streets 1o be transformed into s sbell
ofarchitectural nicety (roars of laughter—conclude
that the quickest way to get the polish is to ignore
therr {rishism, paint a bitof English beraldry on their
earriage panels and stamp it on their spooss, urn up
their Sensitive and dainly noses ut every diouer,
parade or ball commemorative of same saint ar hero
of our grand old island, subacribe to the London
Tunes, spresd it ont finl on their parlor tables for
their modern nequrintances to see and infer they
are Englizh, aad wlio, with their backs to their poor
old mothers' graves, think God that a Prince of
Wales is not aftaid of sen sickne2s or demoeracy, a3
it gives them an opportunily to wave their perfumed
kerchiefs, air their gentility, and bandle their legs in
tis prezence (langhter and wemendous cheering )—
Lung previoug te the arrival of the deputation of
the Eighty-Two Club iz Liverpool, and his proceed-
ing with them to Loadoo ta present the address to
Smith ("Brien, MacMaous bad been heart and soul,
ever aclive with his purse, aod ever aciive with all

essful might, have:

ould'share it with;

the impulsiveness snd pradigality of his nature—had
teen henrt wnd soul with the lagt Repeal movewment, !
from {13 menarnble starting poin in the Dublin Cor-
poration, in March 1843, when Daniel O'Connell and
Lsane Burt were pitted against each othber, and fonght
with all the grandeur of Greek demaguoguesin the
debate npon the questivn.  \When it was anoouneed, |
in Qutuber, 1843, that O Coanell would assemble the
pevple of freland on the plains of Clontarf, aud there |
demund the rescyration of the National Parliament !
with the voice of cangregnted huudreds of thousands
s he alrendy done at Tara, ut Muilaghmist, on the
Carrsgh of Kilinre, and at Euniscorthy, within
sight of Vinegar Hill; aud when it was romored
:hat Sir Robert Pesl ard bis coilengues had deter-
W1 10 dispers~ this mweeting by force nnd oceupy
thee punins with twealy thousand British tcoups, in
deting ce of the vauntingaof O'Cunpell, and to the
giprobrious discouragement uf his folluwers, the re-
pealers of Manchester aud Liverpool resolved to char-
Ier foul steatners, cross the channel, and with their
conntrymen, un their own soi, share the fortunes of
ine day, whatever they mightbe. The Repenlets af
Manctiester were uuder the command of Bernard
Sehastian Trennor, now n vractising lawyer in Bos-
1o, and arrived in Dublin on the morning preceding
1ue uny the proseribed meeting was 1 1ake p]uc_e.-
They Lumbered one thousiud men, rud their arrival
farpished ihe authorities of the Castle with au addi-
sihal reazott fur ibe adoplion of military measures
t suppress the meeting, The meeting was apnounc-
wit top Sunday the Si of Ucwhe.r.
disetslnatked the moruning after, thewr de-
us=d by Abe seizure of the steamers
nud the forcible employment of
hern by the govereueni, for the trunsportation of
1reops 10 Dublin,  Terence Beliew MacManus com-
manded 1his second corps Aurmee of incurgive Irigh-
men (loud und ;.w'lunged cheers). There was po-
thing geuerous of pold 1o be dooe, where the rights
and aonor of lrelund was at stake, that he was not
Lne foremost and he boldest. His vexation on learn-
ing the lurn events had taken the previous day, was
viter and inteuse, (or Le was oot vne of those wh>
weld that Q- Conueil shonld have stood his ground,
telieving that, had he done 50, the foreign govern-
ment would have bucked down, or thut, atmost, had
ent drawn the sword upon the right of
perition and publie remonstrance, l-he blood shed by
theg e the plains of Clontarf would have ap.
i srapathies of Burope nnd execrations

neqiled to the sy ) A
L Aserica, whilst it ipfhimed the vengeance of the

W
lrish  race, lh:' wurld wver, to an intensity ‘Yhic’]
nothing conld subdue, nud_nothlng .cm\Id resist.—
From the time § first suw him—the time of the de-
sutation to Smith U'Brien —it was my happicess to
micer MueManus freaquently, for nearly two years. 1
sl geension wogo Lopdon SiX of eight times afier
went there with this deputation, and | made it &
v n ray or two in Liverpool, poing and
he sake of the thorough EnjD)‘megL his
ciety alfvrded.  Qa these oceasions |
¢ uiry wounted on a nll, spindle-leg-
bouumed stool, in a dasky litile
sopi, 10 gioumy. Vast, overvhelming sort of ware-
e, orty or fifty feet above the level of the
cambling amd Llackened sireet, up to his eyesin
Lnsiness, nt an uld mahoguny desk, all smeared with
ik, sprinkled with Motting sand and otherwise
Hatehed nud motled. There L_)e was dashing through
letters, bills of Jading, bills of sule, orders on Hn.q-
.prsficld orders on Manchester, dlrafts, advices, rajt-
way receipts, invoices, colomas of ﬁgureis two feet in
heighit, policies of insumnce—a perfect labyrinth of

si Lo emspgle the shrewdest old chay

business, enough Id cl
—there he was, tushing through that multifarivus

Yusipess of hig, at ther 0 (
pounds 31erli|:y_r a year--radiant, healthy, full of

Nuck, teeming with brain, and having & fond, prowd
rll!;:?(‘ull, ?-.hivnfi-mm Whought for ]reland, all the while
[ioud and eontinued applnuse].  No wonder that h_e
had this benusitul and poble theught, and thatit
pever left him, Un & shelf in that dusky little office
of hiz, there was u lurge lin box, painted lll"IEnllD.tl.ou
o hronze, with the initials “T. B. Mac,,” in white
upon the 1id. That box contained bis green and
gnld uniform, a brace of pi_slo]s aod a rifle—the rifle,
. of course, disjointed as o A gun case. He never
wheeled round on his ially gnu}iy, leather-bottomed,
old stool, without bis eye flashing on that box ; and
ag suvely as it did, off went Lis bounding heart into
the romantic hills of Ireland—right slap ioto the
thick of the tempest of fire and smoke—a_nd he was
blazing away, charged to and ‘ro, cheering at the
top of hia voice for the {reedom of the land that hore

Lim, ringing out with a reckless ecstasy—

6 A goldier's lifea the lite for me—
A soldier’s death so Ireland's free 1"
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The business of the day -over ~his office and box
Jocked up for the night—the vast and gloomy ware-
bouse left to itself and the rats—he used to hurry
acrose the Mersey to hia litile cotiage ou the beach

study, with thé eye of a remorseless, conspirator. It
was'a neat, old-fashioned, cosy little;cottage—had o
green'door, 4 brags knocker, projecting eaves, white
‘mislin curtains to the-low;square; windows, and the
shingly:beach striking straight'down to:the iwater’s.
edge, right in front of it{[bpplanse]. ..The evenings
T spent:with hiim'in thaticozy: little cottdge will ever
‘be.to me unclouded meories’of pléasure, MacManus
imperféct as his'éducation™was, in.a scholarly point
 of view, had the; heartiest relish for literature, pro-
vided it was national in its spiritand serrad to illus-
trate the heroism and magrnanimity of patriotic men
—the mountains, the ruine, the:0ld walls, ihe fields
‘and rivers of a'country with which stories of gllxya]-
rous deeds wetre blended, Washington and his Gen-
erals, by | Heéadley, was & favorité-book of his. - He
carried it it with him to Australia.;. It was in fact
1hé only book, besides Davis’s Poems, he had in his
portmantean the morning he stepped on _board her
Britannic Majesty's stoop of war, the Swift, and the
portmanteau-and a carpenter’s tool chest was all the
baggage he taok the tfouble to;emigrate with. In
the way of novels or.romances, Miss Porter's Scot-
tish Chiefs was the only one he ever cared to read,
but that was the-light- nnd- rapture of his lonelier
hours iu prison. Of Q’Connell’s intellectual power,
his bumor, his dexterity in controverting an anta-
gonist, his terrible ability in sarcasm and invective,
the murmuring music of his pathos, the haughty in-
trepidity of his earlier days, bis triumphsfat the bar,
the grand, dauntless, defiant, conquering air with
which he walked into the Commous of Great Britain,
and took them all by storm— of these sttributes and
achievements' of the lordly Irish tribune be wusa
vehement admirer, For the weakuesses and fallacies
of U'Connell's Iatter days, bowever, and the grovel-
ling doctrine that liberfy was not worth one drop of
blood, he bad nothing but a silent expression or, at
mas!, an ejuculation of reproachful anguish—the
recolleciion of the old man's bealthier times and
nobler teachings repressing in MacManus the out-
burst of scorn which these compromises of an incom-
parable carcer provoked. Butfor Thomas Davis be
liad an uuqualified, uoreserved, nod nnmeasured ad-
miration. Abounding and boundless, it wa3 some-
thing more than admiration. [t was an enthusiastic,
impetuous, exstatic love and worship. The purity,
the strength, the fruitfulness, the intensity of thal
young nature which, in three years, had- pervaded
Ireinnd with a renovating fire, purifying and concen-
teating the public mind, consuwing so many raok
prejudices that had root therein, and germinating in
their stead an abundance of heaithful sympathies, and
hopes, and lessons, which, for all sects and classes
of the country, had a common attraction, and but
one high nim. The various and wondrous esceilen-
cies of 1his glorious young  nature had kindled in
Machanus all the fervor and excitement of an adora-
tion. ITosw his large blue eye used to overflow with
a bubbling light, then flash, then gush, as though his
very soul were escaping from it—how his bundsome
haughty head used to trembie and rear itself io
frenzy almest—low his hand used to close, and

! tigrhten, as though it clntched a sword, and be were

crenching in the saddle for o charge—how his whole
frame, dilating with nll the passions and electricity
of his nuture, vsed to quiver like a frigate bending
to the gale, then brace itgelf again, and stand firm as
u rock—how glowingly, vehemently, fiercely; grand-
1y, he used to repeat these lines of Davis, I well re-
member :

w Pl oflea when our fathers saw the red above the
green,

They rosa in rude but Berce wreay, with sabre, pike
and sheaun,

And over many n roble town, and many a field of
dead,

They proudly set the Irish green ab

ove the Bnglish
red. .

, L3 * + » * -

For Charles Gavan Duffy, too, he had the warmest
regard, Born ia the same town—reared under the
same roof almost, playmates aad school-fellows, bro-
thers in companionship from infancy to boyhood—
they left their birth-place on the same day togetler,
the one to win an enduring name io the field of po-
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Jities and ietters, the other to launch his heart of
Itish oak and prove it stnunch and masterly in the
oaring thoroughfares  of commerce. MaceManus
ouk high pride in the fact that the North of Ireland
had sent 1wo of the clenrest and strongest intellects
of the day ta serve the nuational cause—to invigorate
embolden, and adorn it. Monaghau centributed one
of the twwo; Newry contributed the other. Duffyv's
 Ballnd Poeiry of Ireland,” and Mitchel's * Life of
Hugh O'Neil,” wera prized "by him - beyoad ail the
profita his agency for all the preat Irish importers
brought kim, With those ia bis pocket, he would
bave gone through the world, though he hud not a
shilling to sport with, and been as joyous and radi-
ant as Oliver Goldsmith way, trudging through
Europe in an old hat and a threadbare coat, with u
vellow flute stuck in one pocket of it, aod some dry
tubble of bread and cheese in the other. For every
young Irishinan—whe, like Davis, Mitchel, Doffy,
Reilly and McNevin, had dedicated his genius to the
service of Ireland, and brought imperishable offer-
ings of mtellectunl heanty and power to the aliar of
the nutivnal taith—for every young [rishman who
had proved himself as- they had done, MacManus’
‘would have a crown wrought of the purest gold, and
paid for it himself if his means allowed him.  As for
Eva and Speranza—{or. any queenly of child-like
one of that impassioned sisterheod, whose harps
were hezrd in their various moods of love, sorrow-
tulcess, anguish, sweetness and vengennce —now
like Sappho iu her wrath, and now like Miriam in’
ber exuliation—thnlling-and pulsating throughous
the surging tumult of the people—for any queenly or
child-like one of that impassioned sisterhiood, did her
happiness or fame require it, did the stightest peril
cross her path or aspeck of crlumny sully the sky
above her, MacManus would have flung away his

ate of one million and & haif

[Enthusiastic cheers,]

life, and exulted ag he expired.  Such being hiz ad-
i mirntion, love and worship of aull that was intellect-
fually  beautiful, powerful, chivalrous amd noble
{ amungst the writers and oretors of his own country
{ —as well 15 of all that was righteous, romantic and
‘ heroie in other Iands—and such his appreciation of
in]l that redeems soviety, imyproves  the mau, and
i exults the nation, you ecun reandily understand why
i those eveniugs, passed with him, were evenings of
! effulgent happivess, and that the memory of them,

1 with whomsoever it abides, will not dint. The last of

! them occurred for me in March, 1848. From that
v out [ met MncManpus iu far different scenes, aud we
; hed something else to talk- nbout besides the poetry
of Ireland. The.French Revolation of February,
whilst it turned Louis Philippe and liis family out of
doors, drove me away from that snug cottage on the
heech nt Birkenhead. . I had to go further and fare.
warse, Nevertheless, I remember it as though it
were but yesterday. T knowe it standa-there in the
old pince yet— for the bump’ of destructiveness is not
30 enormously developed anywhere in England as it
i3 in New Yolt, where whole streets are constantly
shufiled like cards, and the Knave of Clubs, just

the place of the Queen of Hearts up town [roars ol
Inughter]. T koow that the little cottage on the
beach at Birkenhend stunds iz the old place yet, and
can faney, that: those two low, square windows in
front, reflecting the lanterns-of the ghipping in the
river, are this moment flickering and glaring across

‘kept wide “open these twelve years past, watching
for the return of the absent mastér of. the - dwelling,
and thatof .their long, -long. vigil: they had .grown
tired at iaat. -Shuot-those fickering and glaring
eyes, poor, deserted.little homestead, and grow dark !
Sink deep into *he tieech, or let the wild waves leap
up and carry thee far' outfo"ses; for thy gallant,
generous, upright, ~affectionatenoble. master lies
dead this night eight thousand miles away, and the

now at the bottom of the pack in Water street, takes.

the Mersey,.ns though, like humnu eyes, they bad:

of his Lrave, sdnny;beart ? “Did sorrow and vexa-
tion, and & load "of ‘agony-:fall.upon it, and did it
droop and wilt and break ,Av<Iagi, thinking of the
darkened cottage by thé Mersey;.and of what wag
dearer to it still, the grand misty hills, the ruins
preathing through their rents and: rustling ivy of n
persecuted fdith und- plundered. race, the ancient
bospitable cities, the.mystic raths and glorious bat-
tle fields of 4'land, upen the. warm bosom .of which
it might rever sleép again? Listen to the story—it
will soon be told.. -+ - '

One day at the close of July, 1848, I drove up to-
wards a crowd:that ywas gathered in front of &
wretched hovel on the: Commous of Boulagh, some-
where, I believe, in the. Souih Riding of Tipperary.
As’I approached nearer, [.saw that the crowd was
armed, . I3 was a cloudy, damp,:drizzly, raw, miser-
able day. But, now and then, there were gleams of
sunshine ; and one of those gleams litup for an in-
Btant o dozen pikes or so, a dozen bayonets, scythes,
aud gunsbarrels, when I was something legs than a
quarter of a 'hiile from them. Approaching §till
nenrer, o shout'was given—then anuther,and thena

upward in the murky air, Wmid the Waving of hats
and green branches, und the, discharge of ;pistois,—
The next moment I recognizéd Smith™ O'Bried; John
Dillon, and O'Donoghue [loud cheers]. Smith
O'Brien stood with folded arms & iittle in advance of
the crowd; ‘looking as immutable and serene 'as
useal, * Dillon, with a 'large -blue military cloak
thrown over his shoulders, smiled quietly and pic-
turesquely alongside of him, his mild, dark, hend-
some features contrasting richly with the plainer and
sterner uspect of Q'Brien. - With a thicl, black fur
cap—something like a . grenadier’s rucced—drawn
over his ears nnd down to. lis eye brows, with a lit-
tie black cape hooked round his neck, and a musket
hugged to. his cheek, O’'Donoghne peered through
the front rank of the Guerillas, bis- gharp black eyes
darting in sparks of fire from him,.the wild delight
excited by the scene and the proapect of a fight.—
John O’Mahony, too, wa$ there; and ¢o were
Michael Doheny, Devin Reilly. ‘John Kavanagh,
James Cnntwell, and James Stevens. As [ jumped
off the car to throw myself among them, a tall, dash-
ing, soldierly fellow—bhis frank, bold, hundsome fea-
tures flashing with delight—sprang forward, with
a ringing and uproarious langh, to grasp me by the
hand. It was his left hand be held out te me~his
right had hold of a rifle. * A green cap, with a broad
gold band, was jaunuly tossed upon his head, and a
black glazed leather belt, supporting a cartridge-
box, was buckled round his waist,” You recognise
MacManus at a glance [enthusiastic cheers]. There
he is—into the fight, at last, for which be had so of-
ten prayed, and of which he had so often dreamt,
and with tke anticipations of whicl he bad so ofien
swept into such reveries and ecstacies, even in the
tidst of business, in the dense fog and rowr of Liver-
pool, when he had u inillion and a half of merchan-
dize to clog and chain him to the earth, its reuli-
ties nnd selfishness [applause].. There he is--free at
iast—{ree to his heart's content—{ree as his proud,
generous, gallant, reckless, splendid nature ever
prompled him to be. Never did he so warmly, vehe-
mently, wildly, ciasp and welcome me in that dusky
little office, in that vast gleemy warehouse over there
in Liveryool—never with-such a glowing band, with
such a fioud of brightness in bis face, with such' a
rush of blood to his bouuding™ heart, did be clasy
and welcome me in that cozy little cottage on the
bench at Birkenhead—never so convulsively as he
did on that drizzly day, on the roadside, on the
Commons of Boulagh, when in arms, with the bridge
cut clean down behind him—he stood, a3 be fervently
believed, on the eve of firing bLis frst shot, and strik.
ing Lis first blow for the liberty of Ireland.. The
habeas corpus act had been suspended, The Lord
Lieutenant was empowered t¢ arrest and imprison
every person in Ireland suspected of treasonabie de-.
signs. The Irish nutionalists were driven to bay,—
Tbey had either to fight or give up. The manlier
alternative was wzcepted...- M‘Manus,. anticipating
that such would be the case, had crossed over t
Kingston, in the very steamer which brought the
official aanouncement of the suspension act; and
dexterously evading & detective who had pounced
on his track the moment he landed, was-into Tippe-
rary before his friends in Liverpool missed him (great
laughter and cheering.) The day before I met him
on the Cummons of Boulagh, he had been on the
barricadea of Killenaule, where a troop of hussars
had been breught to u dead halt; ut, aftera while,
were permitted to puss through the town, the captain
of the troop pledging his word he had not come
there to urrest O'Brien. - The day after, he was lead-
ing the pensantry in the atlack on that massive stone
house, known as the Widow M‘Cormack’s, ¢lose to
the village of Ballingarcy: of which attack ihe
world, through the English press, has heard somuch
that i3 false und truculent—(cries of hear, hear.)—~
There, under the fire of fifty constabulary carbines,
pouring their shot thick and fast as hail upon him
did M'Manus stand bhis'ground; now returning the
fire with deliberate aim ;- now heaping up bay sand
straw against the door at-the back of the house, and
trying his best every way toset itin a blaze, so ss
10 smoke the gorrison ipto n surrender oran out-
door fight; at another time urging back O'Brien,
who at close quarters was reécklessly - exposing him-
self tn the murderous shower which came hot and
blindieg from every -window: in the building; and
then agsain, beating off the wretched bags thut'hung
upon the outskirts of the'Bght, thumping their breasts
and tearing their hair, ealling out to the handfal of
brave boys fighting there, to give over, and not
make their homes desolate. Had M‘*Manus sncceeded
in setting fire to the hay and straw be had heaped
againgt the door ot the back of the house, there
would bave beea o different story told, of Ballingarry
than thnt which is Aow in circulation, and the Irish
risingr of 1848 would not have ended there (henr,
hear, and cheers.) But it wag impossible for him 10
do s¢. There was not o mateh to be had, nor could
fie get o« boy or & girl within rench of him, to run
for a sod of lighted turf. Five times did he walk
up deliberntely and discharge his rifle, loaded with
powder only, into the stack; and five times did he
retire uader cover to load und cap again, siamping
his foor, wringing his bands and blustering out
something or other iaa trenzy of disappointment
and vexstion, bafHed, us he wna, wt what he knew
to be the turning point of the attack. -Side by side with
him, under this fierce live, stood-my friexd John Kava.
nagh, until he fell struck by & bull, the scar lefl by
whicl), as an evidence of his bravery and devotion
in the cause of Ireland, ¢very true Irishmen muat
envy him (cheers.) The news of this fight was
ahout three months old wheu the ery rait through
the streets of Clonmel that Terence Bellew M'Manus
had been sentenced to death. And the cry was 3till
ringing from oue end 10 thé other of the town, when
a vile-looking vehicle, drawn by two scurvy horses,
and driven by a squalid- ol vagabond, escorted by
an -armed body of police, jolted down from the
Court House to the jail. When it reached the gate
of this scowling pile of :stone and mortar—the bare
look of which is enough to freeze a Hottentot to
death  (loud laughter)—-a door av the back of the
foul vehicle was opened by the sub-sheriff; and ont
stepped the rebel who-lad -been just condemred ,—
and ag.be passed through the double row of lifted
bayonets, and the gate clasbed afier him,, bo looked
and bore himself the same proud, dauntless, bright,
soldierly fellow he over was, Ah/! it was hard for
him to have been thud shut in, when, . little more
than & month before, ie had been upon the sea-—the
Stars and. Stripes above his head—England, baffled
in Ber pursuit and vengeance, lowering’ in his ' wake
-—America, with hef thousand welcomes, rising like
thie summer sun in the West before him, on the mar-
gin of the ocean (loud.applause,) ' Rut the  winds'

third—the pikes, scythes, and bayonets being thrust |

cheers)) idfter the affar at. Ballingarry;isl‘Manus
feil in with me dear Nine Mile.House ; and'for.!ien

days we Were together in the mountaing; all overthe

country, from Slievenamon to Keeper, doing our
best to rally the people and briog them to the charge.
agaic. Butit was too late. -The crisis was over.—

There wasdeep-prostration instead of theislighteat
animation.” Thé government were acting Avith nap-

palling vigor'at every point. . Wherever it showed

itself the Catholic clergs—influenced jundoubtedly

by the mogt benevolent anxiety for the -safety of the

people—discouraged;- forced back, and silenced the
revolutionary sentiment. The professionsal and mer-

cantile classes; who were seutral at first, and whilst

the isgne wag in suspense, hastened in hurds to the

‘Union Jack, afd there had themselves sworn in as

special constables in the service of England—eome

of the most valiant, the noisiest and sauciest of the

Repealers of 1843 being the foremost of the craven

and distempered crowd. Worn our, fevered, out-
lawed, hopeless atlast, wo parted.at the foot of the

I{eeper- mountain. - M‘Manus sscending it at night,

~accompanied by a-wild lookiog half-nnked . peasant,

and there lighting a hupe bonfire, with the vague

“thought that it might siarile the peoplé witl tlie™be=
lief that all was not over yet, and so reanimate

‘them 10 resistance. For a forlorn cabin in which I

spent that night—rfour miles southward of the moun-
tain—] looked out at times; and every time 3aw
that deep red fire glowing up there in the black
heavens, and could almost fancy I saw the daring
rebel who had flung this last definuce to the enemr,
crouching close to the rock and furze, listening with

hushed heart and strainihg eye—listening through

the deep stillness for some answering shout from be-
low, to the signal of battle with which he swept the
sky. On! that the day may soon come, when, lift-
ing the flag of Ireland, amid the lightnizps of salut-
ing arms acd the thunders of an artillery such as
that they have in the Siercas of Spain, we shall all

ascend the Keeper Mounwin in the foot-prints of our
lost friend and comrade, and there re-light tbe -fire,

tke ashes of which now lie cold as those which, but
1he other day, were mingled with the golden sands
of the Pacific {vehement applause.)

With the closing chapters of this eventful story—
with moat of them, at all events—you are all fami-
liar; for you have heard of the detention .of Smith
O'Brien and others, upder sentence of death and
military surveillance, for a twelvemonth in Rich-
mond Prison, within the limits of the eity of Dublin
—of their banishment for life 10 Van Dieman's Land
—~and the escape of four of them, including John
Mitcbell, aided, as they were, by the free setilers of
that colony, who, in assisting them, were proud to
mark their reprobation of the bage attempt of the
English government to confound the Trish rebels,
contending honorably and manfully for the liberty
of tbeir country, with such rascals of Euglish so-
ciety 2uch as Paul, Bates, aud Straban,

Throughout all the scenes and changes—in prison
—on that wearisome voyage of {ive montls o a penal
island—during his lonesome exile there—M‘Manus
preserved the same generous, courageous, glowing
heart, displayed the same rapid and exhaustless ac-
tivity of brain, showed the same indomitable pluck,
carried his head as independently and proudiy as he
did in Liverpool in the brightest days of bis pros-
perity. It wus not in bis nature ever to be down-
cast, He would pnot have been so, clinging to a
spar in the midst of the wildest and blackest sea,—
It wns not in his nature ever to be listless, indolent,
supine. He would have busied himself, somebow or
other, nnd beer all energy and excitement, were it
the bleakest rock he had been' thrown upon, and
there was no way to leave it. During our stafy in
Richmond Prizon, having obtaioed the vecessary
permission, Le was constantly in the garden belong-
ing 10 the amiable little Pcrtuguese governor of that
penitential and highly reformatory institution—wns
consiantly there, pruning the -fruit-trees,. ‘weeding.
the walks and beds, hoeing, raking, manuring, dig-
ging, swaying the water pot or dragging the rolling:
stope. On the voyage 0 Van Diemaid's Land, in
stormy weather, he was always catching Mother
Carey’s chicken:, Cape pigeons, or those buger birds,
such as the albatross, that wheeled and whooped
abiout nus when the sea ran highest and tho clouds
were drifting fastest. [o Van Dieman’s Land, bLe
never let the fish of the Derwent, nor the birds in
the woods of the Western Tier alone fora day {great
laughter.) Whether with gun or fishing-rad, he
was always sarmed, always on the tramp, always
proving bis skill, his ingenuity, his prowess, That
box of carpenter's tools I-mentioned, sume time
since, as the sole accompaniment to his portmanteau,
he brought out on a speculation; hoping that some-
thing or other might turn up ou the voyage and give
him a job (laughter and cleers.) On several occa-
sionsit was called into requisition.” As the Fates
did not furnish him with work, be supplied it to
himseclf. He damnged two or three articles of furni-
ture in our gtate room, for the sake of mending them
agaiu, He persuaded Smith O'Brien to allow him 1o
operate on bis camp-cheir, one of the legs of which
had pot ont-of order, and from this operation  the
-limb never recovered (roars of laughter.) Strange
1o say, ‘the same ship that took me round the Horn
to Pernambuco, on my way to New York, in 1852,
aid 1aken him, the year before, to San Francisco, by
Tahiti and Honolulo.” Many a mnight, as I satup
with him in his cabin over -our pipes and grog, it
nmused me to hear the Captnin—Heaven resy his
plucky little soul—tell lhow J‘Manus contrived ‘to
keep himeelf employed, interested and excited, the
six weeks they were wogether. One time, tae Cap-
twin said, he helped the men to patch o torn ssil.—
Anotber time he was up the rigging, out upon the
yard-arm, spreading canvas or stowing it home.
Another time again, he was esecuting u clart of the
voyage from his own obzervations; and once he un-
dertook to regulate the chronometer—a philanthro-
pic experiment, which, bu: for the providential ia-
terposition of the nffrighted Captain  himself, might
have proved fatal (shouts of Inughter )

One morning early in January, 1852, I awoke in
the Bay of Sun Francisco, It was a drizzly, murky,
dismnl worning, threatening just snch nnother day
ag that | lLnd on the Commons of Boulagh. The
darkened picture, however, was siriking, animated,
and impressive.  There was o crowd of shipping.—
There wns o bold streteh of water swarming with
steamboats, which flew hither and thither shricking
and feaming with all their might, There waga vast
white city, which, in a helter-skelter rush, it seemed
to me, bad leaped from the wnter and spread itself,
like a gleaming army ef Arabs over numberless
sand-hills, and an immense tract of desert. There
were mouantains, beyond there towards the sew, of
unkrown beight, for the huge clouds and they were
one and indivisible.  There were mountsins inland,
nud they, too, were blended with the blackness of
the sky, save where a monstrous dome of snow
showed what was mountin and what was clond,
and this they said was Mount Diabolo. The wharf
was thronged asour enormous steamship dropped
broadside to it. There was many a hearty voice
greeting 1he new accession to 1he Golden State. I,
too, had a veice heartier than ull the rest to greet
me. I, too, had n hand, full ns strong and warm
and brave as any there, to grasp me, not . with one,
‘but with & thousand welcomes. The samé frank,
handsome, beaming face I had seen so often and in
Jguch various scenes—in thatlittle cottage on the
beach in Birkenhead—in the mountains of Tipperary
—1in the prison—on the sen for five long months—in
the foresta of Tasmanin—the. same was there, glow-
ing with {riendship and nffection, with the thronging
_memories of old times, with all the' impulsiveness of
& oatare that was lIavish of life as'of wealth, as
dering as it was hospitable, us vehement ag it was
confiding. And yetit was potihe. same, for there,
were lines impressed upor it which told me at a
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SERMON OF ..THE BISHOP OF ORLEANS |y
THE. CHURCH OF ST. ROCH, PALTS,
[Paris letter to the Dublin Irishmun.)

But the anxiety of the British press was ev
more painful than that of the prelate of Tyam
That there should be supposed to be any speéini
distress in Ireland, of all countries in the worlg, i,
Jreland, the **most favored portion of the Uni'te(;
wag too intolerable; and the protension of g g‘}eﬁli'f'
Bishop to Anow about those back -premises of Lh:.
British empire, beyond what the Post ard 7y,
chose to reveal, was a thing not to be endureg SoA
as Lord Plunkett answered the preacher's c'nlum’
nies” before they were uttered, the Pose criticize&
bis sermon before it was delivered—called it o tisgn.
of lies, nay, * putrid” lies, long since derd ayy
buried in Ireland, bot paw buabbling up in the gy
ruption of Paris, As for the evicted and starvip,
wretches, the Post said they were tbieves"_.m'.}]
nothinz was safe from their pilfering—tha the id;u
of rent was mocked at by the seventy miscreamgl
that the decent tehants of the estate were tormenteg
by these bad characters—that the Bishop himge)f
was oppressed by them; in shori, that be oweq i
to the honest neighbors, as ‘'well as te¢ himself anq
the interests of humanity, to turn them oyt 11‘“
No%'ember, and pull down ‘their bouses. h

Now, one good result of this was 10 Lhro .
great church of St. Roch yesterday to iig rll:grmg;
capacity. Perliaps many persons really believed thay
the Bishop of Orleans was goipg to moke a foul g..
sault on the Bishop of Tuam—thongh le had ne\:';r
said or hinted that he was. Perhaps others came 1
show contempt for all that British impertinence .
and, doubtless, thonsands flocked to the churcl wiy,
the more legitimate thought of honestly doine ains.
ceeds to relieve the suffering poor. .

- Ataoy rate, the church was so erowded, houss
before the time announced for the service, that the
doors bad to be closed to prevent fatal accideuts s
fall hall hour before the veremonies began. Many
of the most distinguished persons in France were
present. Of the imperial family there were present
the Princess Mathilde, King Vietor Emanuel's daush.
ter Clotilde, and the Duchess of Hamilton, and
Princess of Baden. The Duke of Filzjames' was
there, with bLis Duchess, and also the Downee
Duchess Fitzjames; the Marchioness de Ju Fert,
and I need bardly add the name of that good Irish.
wormnn, the most successful collector of all, Madan
de MacMahon, Duchess of Magenta.

Tlgree o’clock came, and the Rishop mounted tie
pulpit: 8 man of good presence, with strongly
marked aquiline features, and age about fifiy-five,
He seemed deeply impressed by the vast multitde
that sat still us i turned to stone, gazing on s
face; and at first bis face wavered and shook ; bu
as he advanced into his subject, his tones beeame
stroog, nnd his action vebement, until he abandoned
bimself to the full flow of sacred and noble aratory
in the most impussioned pleading 1 ever henrd /'ro'-”:
htman tips.  Far was it from his thought to Landy
abuse with the man of Tuam, oreven to occupy him-
self at sl about that divine.and his apostolic Tabors
in Partey. Tt is wue that the first ides of this
chariiy sermon sprang from the exterminniions of
that bad bishop ; but, as Mgr. Dupanloup studied
the horrible pheuomena, he soon became aware thut
Lord Plunkett's petty devastation of those twelve
little holdings was put a part, acd very small pur,
of # vast national afiliction ; and that Plunkett him-
self deserved no especial nod particular blame be-
youd bundreds of other Ianndlords, who "*do what
they will with their own." As he studied the his
tory of -the country, and the records of the famine,
anc the unitorm policy of British government in fre-
land, he easily perceived that it was notso much
this poor Plunket: as tbe British government, tim
had thrown out the seventy human crealures o
Tartry mountains, He enw that to appeal effectively
for Ireland be miust lay the foundations of his dis-
course deep in our indestructible nationality, mabe
jtas grand as Ireland's ceuse, aud wide as her deso-
lation, )

When be ascended the pulpi, therefore, he muaui-
festly felt all the solemnity of his task, and address-
ed himself w0 it in a meoner which was far, inderd,
from polemical, or defiant, or denunciatory. e
warned bis audience that his words were to have no
political bearing ; that he was but a minister of God
pleading for the poor, seeking w0 procure food for ihe
bungry, and clothing for the naked, in an ancient
and uob_lu laud, the sister of their own Gaclic France
—wheré poverty aod misery such us France never
koew, nur could believe ov imagine, crush dowr,
wear and wither away perennially and perpetually,
a people of nature so lofty, so——. [ wm ashawed fo
repeal-the Language it which this warm hewrtul Bishup
spoke of our poor countrymen. In fact, I koow nol
bow to attempt w give your readers some faim
sketch. of the strange discourse which Leld for two
hours in breatlhless avtention the most intellecnl
and‘:ence that preacher, perheps, ever addressed.

_The bishop avowed himself & partizan at onte.—
W :Lh'n. volee that rung throngh the vaulted aisles,
be cried—* Yes, { love Ireland.” He conteasted tle
fine imagicative, aflectionate, and devoted nationa!
chn%'uclc_r ot the Gael with the “ cold and positive”
genius of comamereial England—passed in review
'th(*. long series of Irish snints nnd missionaries that
m'!.h_e enrly ages of Christianity carried letters and
refigion through all the continent of Europr —named
with veneration the illustrious name ot Columhunng
10 whom France herself owed some of her grandest
monastio establishments ; and while he nsseried for
his own langd, at least, o partnership in the npostolic
labors, he yetfrecly accorded to Ireland the piize
and the primacy.

Then the orator passed to Trish military renown—
and here | must gbserve, thnt the Ruverend prelate
becime more pagsionntely excited in his piaise of
Irish soldiers than even in his tribate to [rish suints;
and from the intonation of his voice nud action of
his avm, I surmised that if he were uotw lighop he
would be amarsbal. In words of iyric grandest
be recalled the career of myrinds of gallant Irighmet
whose blood hnd walered every batile field of Enrope,
for France —reminded his hearers thar, proud as they
were of French military irjumphs,  they ought to
bethiuk them that, fur near three centuries, wherever
on any hard fought field- some desperate or decisive
effort was to be mads ngainan the enemies of Franct,
it was usually the.lofty pluwe of an Irish chief, the
baton of an Irish marshal that led on the thundering
charge ~down even to this day, continued the bi-
shop, *'when the sound of an Irish name awakens
like o noble echo; the immortal words, Malakoff and
Here there was a movement, » rapi
drawing of the brenth, a kindling of eyes, thro”ﬁ‘"
out that vast assemblage ; and but thay we were in 8
chuarch the vaulted roof would have irembled with
ringing cheers. On this particular  head” “of bis
discourse, indeed—(I mean’ -the “fighting Tread)~
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-though. he' did not long dwell. upon- i1," the bishop

'wns especially emphbatic. He revelled :in the anec
dotes of the: Brigade—how Louis XIV, suid, whet
his minister at war peevishly complained that thoe -




