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We beg to call your atlention to our late im-
portation, consisting of Church Ornaments and
Religlons Artlcles, Priests, Vestments, Candle-
ticks, Ostensarias, Ciborlas, Clinlices, Censdorss,
Disdems, Crowns, Henrts, Gold and Silver
Fringe, Tassels, Gold and Silver Cloth and
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Those visiting the City reapectfully invited.
Oorrespondence soliclted. Prompt atlettion to
all enquirics or orders.
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Manufaclured only under the above Trade
Mark, by the

European Salicylic Medicine Co.,
OF PARIS AND LEIPZIG.
Immed-ate Kellef Warranted. Pexs
manent Cnre Guarsntecd. Now exclustvely
used by all celebrated Physiclane of Kurope and
Amerlen, becoming a Staple, Hermless & o He-
}able Rome dy on baih continenty. The dighest
Mudienl acndemy of Parts re)ort 55 cures out of
100 enseswithm threo dnys. Secrer—The. only
digsolver of 1he polsnuous Uric Acid which ex
ists in the Blogd of Rhenmatic and Gouty Yatis
ents. $1 o Box; 6 Boxes for $5. Sentto any
address on receipt of price.  Ewdorsed by Physi-
cinns. Sold by all Drugglsts. Address
WARHBURNE & CO.,
Only Inmporters’ Lepot, 212 Broadway. N. Y.
For Scle by H. Aaswell & Co., Lymen, Sons
& Co., Whoiesate Drnggists, Montreal. RERL
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MANUFACTURER
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=y PLAIN AND FANCY
- FURNITURE,
Nos. 7, 9, and 11, 8T. JOSEPH STREET,
(2nd Door from McQ1ILL),
Montreal.
Orders from-all parts of the Province carefully

exocnied, and delivered according to mstmctio::s
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P DORAN, UNDERTAEER AND

CABINET MAKER,

186 & 188 ST. JOSEPH STREET.

Begs toinform his friends nnd the public that
ho has secured several

ELEGANT OVAL-GLASS IEARSES,
ho offers for the use of the public at ex-
Wh.l oh treracly moderate rates,
WQOD AND IRON COFFINS
deseriptons constantly on hand and sup-
orall pﬁeﬁ on the shortest notice.
ORDERS PUNCTUALLY ATTENDED T0.
K : 47-21g
Loo in spare houts, around Among
- your ne’ghbars, working for

1u8,", Sond for snmples, frve, Box 1765, Mon-
treal, Qua. :

McSEANE BELL FOUNDRY
Mamuneture those cslebrated Bella for
CHURCHES, AUADENIES, &0, Price List and
Circunlarssent free. -

THENRY McSHANE & CO.,

Aug %, I878(] Baltimore,Md
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THE MOORE CENTENARY.

How the 100th Anniversary of Erin's!

Bard was Celebrated — The Mrute—
Eloquent Address of E. C. Monk, ¥sq.,
~Mr. W. 0. Farmer’s Pocm—The Day
¥ Isewhere.

Itis to be regretted that a larger audience
did not attend the Moore celebration st the
Mechanics' Hall on the 28th ult. Consider-
ing the circumstances, the number present was
comparatively small, though the entertainment
was good enongh to attract. The reserve
scats -were, however, all occupied. 'The cele-
bratien was held wnder the auspices of tho
Catholic Young Men's Society of this city—a
Fociety which is deserviag of great credit for
its energy and devotion.

The chair wns occupied by Mr. Thomas
Fox, President of the Society, and on the
plalform were the Chaplain, Rev. Father
Callaghan, of St. Patrick's Chutch ; Wm. Wil-
son, Esq., President of $t. Patrick’s National
Association; Messrs. Alexander Bryson, L P.
B. Society ; J. Kidner, St. George's Society ;
Dr. Sheridan, St. Patrick’s Society ; Mr. Kelly,
St. Bridget's Society ; J. D. Quinn, St. Ann's
Total Abstinence ard Benevolent Society;
L. Quinlag, St. Gabr'zl's Y, ML L. & B.Society ;
Samuel Cross, St. Fatriek's T.A. & B. Society;
John Davey, Y. I L. & b. Nociety.

The Chaivmar in bis introductory remarks
said they were nssembled to celebrate the mem-
ory of Irelund’s lustrious poct, Tom Moore, of
whom sbhe might well be proud. Moore was
just, copious, florid and original in bis writ-
ings, his genius was imperishnble, his fame
was in every lnud and bis name would never
die, The Cathiolic Yuung Men's Society had
years ago taken Moore for their patron and he
woulil take the present opportunity of thank-
ing the St. Patrick’s and other Irish societies
for conceding them the honor of celebrating
the centenary of Ireland's national poet. He
(the Chairman) would not detain the andience
by & lengthby speech, full justice would be done
Moore to-night in the address of Mr. E.C.
Monk. (Applanse.)

The Chairman then introduced Mr. D. I
McCaflirey, who recited the fullowing Poem :—

Well may Erin's Genias smile
Blandly on her own Green lsie—
On this foud, eventful dayv,
Well may Irishmen betray
Tride or power—that paw'r we find
In supremacy of mind—
Mind, that triuntphs when unnrized,
Might and matier are despised !
J.o! amid the mis:s ot time,
Radiant, mentally subllime,
Does that Geoius Hift her head,
Honor'd halos round it shed,
During agres she alone
tn all Christendom was known,
Learning's [amp to ol and trim,
AWhen 1ts rays grew falnt and dim;;
When barbarian darkness closed
Tlound the nations unapposcee
When the Vaadal flaer, unfurled,
Waved detiant o'er the world,
And the Christian fabric reemed
Doomed, no more 1o be redeensed!
Grand wis Treland's mission then—
Iamed her palpit, sword and pen,
sl her Istand, free trom taint,
Iinme of scholar, snge and saint—
Of the brave who feaved the brenth
Qf dishonor mnre Lthan death ;
0Of trted probity and truth,
Women chaste and high-kouled youth,
Sons of Brlan Boromihe of old,
Whe prized virtue more than gold;
Orirjed hearts, to <arsficid dear,—
Valinnt hearts that koew no fear,
Who, that Limerick mlght be suved,
A 1tsslege’s horrors braved —
Long 1n check the foeman held,
And his fieree assaults repelied,
Till that toe by trenchery base,
Won~not victory—but dixgrace;
While the Celr, robhed of success,
saved hils honor prized not less,
Of the Fonlenoy Br.gade,
W hose fmperuouts charge disoayed~
Who, with rightf | venzeance tlushed,
Fngland's chosen leglons erushed ;
Of proud bards from Osslan down,
Crowned in glory and renown.
But na bard of hers befure
arbled half as sweet ns Moore,
Svery ehord thal thrills the heart
Has vibrated to his art ;
Freedom, st hix bidding, wakes,
And the bond that bindy her breaks;
Jove of country hus he sung,
¥ernlding with 1rumpet tongue
That the blood of Enimets serves
Rut to brace n nntion's nerves—
That n people's hopes, when just,
Thouvh deferred. yot conquer must,
Rising, Phawnix like, on high
From the dost. where patriots 1le?
In his “ Rookh " refleeted show,
2i- hoin fGaey’s warmest glow,
Al the East’'s most gargeons dyes—
Wealth of woodland, flower and sities—
Allits luxuries and ease,
The most sumptuous imeant to please.
Zyin in * Avoca's Yale”
Ta enchiini tan never fail.
Hered in native grace she’s see1,
Pride of tourist nature’s queen!
Here, all sense of paln is dutled,
All the world's vexed feeling« tulled—
Boers dream thelr brightest dreams
fNeath the spell of rippling streams—
Seoth'd by song’s most dnleet notes,
Fresh from feathered minstrel throats—
Riess'd by skies whose blushing hues
Charm the most untutored muse!
Haupy bard ! Whate’er the thane,
Ever found to rise suprenie—
Whetherback in Tara’s Halls,
Ireland's greatness he recalls,
And, once more to freedom’s song,
Gives ber harp cnslaved 50 long,
Teiling, In ennobling strains,
How aurbrave sires 1ent their chalns—
Haw an Clontarf’s famous tield,
The ** Invader's" doom was sealed,
And the sun of Danish migiht,
Sot In never ending night !
Where's the breast that 8 not flred,
As the “Minstrel Boy,” attired
I the arn s his father Lore,
Bears tlient 1@ the wars once more,
And, nt duty’s cimmons, speeds,
W here the soul of bravery leads ?
(lould the patrint peu impeach,
In more with’ring, bLlasling speech,
Those who riled with fron hand,
1f1s long-suffering native land |
When Court, heattles, to beguile,
On him smtiled their blandest smile,
And the incense of theirpraise,
Lent aperfume to his lays—
when, as hero of their toasts,
e was dined by royal hosts ;—
Would his Muse in scenes of bliss
So elyaian, grow remles,—
From the toflsof Courls take wing,
As If stung by Mem'ry's sting,
And 1o solltude give vent
To lerne's sad lament—
Till, over Westera prairies swe{)t
Strangers learned her woes and wept,
And thro’ him each rivet-strone
Dealt her chalnw, rude echoes wolke.
Butwhen from the battle’s strife
And the fends of public life,
To inore gonlal haunts he hles—
Todomestle pence nud joyr,—
Does Wit’s'golden lining show .
Through the darkest storms thatblow.
Here, the heart, nnd not the lip,
'Tis that proffers frlendship’s grip,
Potent, here, the maglc spell
That he weaces, and weaves 80 well,
When his theme I8 Erin's fair,
World renowned for virtues rare,
Peeriess for thelr wit and grace,
Qucenly mien ard pride of race.
Deep atlections warm hislyre~—
Alllts seftest stralos inspire,
Could the sorrows of the breast
He more feelingly expressed—
Or more hope ¢ss love and grief,
Find in nobler lay rellef,
Than the poor affianced mald’s,
Who lamenta hor lover’s shades,
In that tend'rest lay of wae,
That has melted friend and foe—
“She |s far from the land—""

. Lay that sympatny 'll ecommand,
JL.opg as virtue’mghted love
Is enregistered above. - .

. ‘Or one loyal hearted Celt

. Breathes to feel as Emmet, felt,

~ Whu, before he'd livé a slave, -

" ‘Freedom sought beyond the grave;
Dy ing in the hollest cange—
¥For his country's rights and lJaws !
Moore's, too, was that golden trait—
Thelrs alone who &re truly great—

- ‘Magnanimitv tbat soar'd ™ .
‘Heavenward from the grov'ling horde
Orbare sectaries—a ACOUrge
‘Then as now—a restiess surge
3@ainst the social structure dash’d—
Into fitful fury lash'd
By the blustering breath of knaves

; the witbering blight of years.
| just in time to rave the relics of the min-
1 strelay of the Border, and to Moore—who
‘breatbed into the almost lifeless form of

‘Whom Intolerance rules as sinves,

" Trampling consclence without shame,
In religion's sncred name.
Notone line in all he traced,
From this cause need be replaced,
Wouid that we, as Christlans, conld
Claim that trait—and Christians should !
May then mem’ry fondly gunrd
Erin's own, Immortal band—
May the name of Tom Maare long
Serve as synonym for Song;
e the festal dre all chaste
On his country’s altars pluced—
There to burn and feed the flume
Of the Greon Isles bardice fame,
Till she stands forth proudly free—
Free, as Destiny’s decree—
First {n learning, arms and mirth,
Mongst Lhre nations of the eartli !

Mr. Oscar Martel next appeared in & violin
solo, # 8¢, Patrick’s Day,” of Vieuxtemps, and
surely woke up some melodious sounds from
the instrument, if ever man did. Miss Hor-
tense Leduc sang ¢ The Last Rrse of Sum-
mwer," Moore's best song, in har »wn beau-
tiful style, and Ar. A. Hasaa. - followed
in Henry W. Longfellows fan.ous song,
« The Bridge,” doing it ample justice, with
his fine Lass voice. This was followed by
Madame Chatterton-Bolirer's fantaisieon the
harp of Irish melodies. Mr. R. L Carr de
Vine eang another of Moore’s songs, and
Madame Oscar Martcl came next with the
beatiful {brilling air of ¥ Kathleen Mavour-
neen.”

All the singers were encored and applauded,
but the very wise practice was adopted of not
responding to them,

Thus conded the @rst part of the musical
programme after which Mr. E. C. Monk came
forward amidst the applause of the audience
as the speaker of the occasion. Mr. Monk
has a goed presence, rich mellow voice,
splendid elocutionary powers, and in fact isa
first rate speaker, the only pity being that we
ao not hear him oftener. Ho said:

Mz, PeesipeENT, LADIES AND GENTLEMAN,—
Surrounded as I am this evening by so mauy
representatives ot the intellect and eloquence
of Erin, is it not natural that I should ask
myself to what I owe the privilege, the honor
of addressing you upon an occasion such ar
this. Not being quite an Irishman myself,
it may be that the praises of one of Ireland’s
most cherished and most distingnished sors,
were belivved to sound if possible more nx
partially merited from the lips of one, whe
being no fellow-countryman of his, loved and
honored the nationality, ndmired the patriot-
ism and worshipped the poctic genius of the
immortal Thomas Moore! Be that, however,
as it may ; on thix, the centenary of his birth-
day, with the memories of a hundred years

clustering around his loved, familiar name,

need I tell you, ladies and gentleman, that 1
feel proud in =triving, however inadequately,
to evoke, or rather, to recall emotions con-
nected with the greatest of lyric poets who
have done honor to that land, emphatically
termed the ¢ land of song,” aud over whoke
ashes sonte of the most precious tears of Tre-
Innd have been shed.  This Moare's centen-
ary, this celebration this gathering to-night,
aftords indubitable proof that gratitnde, put-
riotism and the power to recognize and honor
genius, when applied to high and noble pur-
poser, and qnalities with which the Irish race
stand  pre-vminently  endowed.  (Cheers)
True, all civilized nations and nationalities,
Loth in llurope and Americn, have, and have
had their centennials, commemorating the
renown of their fllustrious dead ; but where,
muay I ask, in this brrlliant counstetlation, can
we find a star that has shone more seftly and
yet brilliantly in its national firmament than
the one whose existence we have united to
celebrate to.day. Others may have shone
with more dazzling brillinpey—may have ex-
ercised  greatee influence upon the intel-
lectual und political destinies of man-
kind, but the produclions of none have
exhibited greater sympathy with the pnetical
elements of human character, or with thena-
tional sentiments and opinions of his coun-
trymen. None can lay clait to fo eminent a
distinction in the liternture of lyrizk as is
to be found in lis melodies! Hus the land
of the sun ever shone 5o brightly npon the
children of the north, or the sweets of Asin
been poured forth, or been more gorgeously
and profusely digplayed to thedelighted senses
of Europe, than in his @« Lalla Rookh”? T
merely refer, lndies and gentlemen, to these
prominent productions at this stage as being
of a character to ¢laim our admiration, at the
mere mention of the name of Moore. Who,
indeed, has not dwelt with rapture on the
melody of his inspired muse?  Who has not
gathered wisdom and discrimination from his
wit? Who has not been enthralled by the
charmy of his rentiment, enrobed in the
lovely drapery of his brillinnt faney ? Who
bas not felt his joys and his sor-
rows  expreseed, his  enthusinem  fired,
by tlat genius breathing the inspiration of
beroic song in the bearts of the children of
Erin. Bards, orntors and critics of every
clime have for half a century, nt least, made
Moore the themeof their poetry, their oratory
and criticism. How difficnit for me, then,
ladies and gentlemen, to express a thought
upon a subject such us this without its seem-
ing devoid of originality, and the very langu-
age in which I clothe it, free from the taint
of plagiariem, from not only the truin of re-
flection, but the very mode of expression of
those who have gone before me.  The fanit,
lrowever, is scarcely mine. It is the glary of
the subject that bas sbed its  cfful-
gence over the life and character of
Erin's bard that deprives me of the hope, the
possibility (with my mind, imbned a8 it is
with the written memorizls of the glorious
dend,) of avoiding the flootsteps of (hose
whose pleasing duty it bas been,in years
gone by, to travel the path I follow so cheer-
fully to-night. Let us, however, ladics any
gentlemen, Lefore entering more puarticularld
upon the glories of Moore ns o poet, a patriot
and an Irishman, wander back to the earlier
history of Ireland's minstrelsy, merely glanc-
ing at the stores which she porscsses, not only
in the cabinet of the antiquarian, but chielly
in the memory of her people, handed down
from father to son in one unbroken wreath
of song. 1t is that deathless love of soug
alone that preserved the relics of Erin’s
bardic muese from the withering hand of
time, the torch of war, and the stiflingin-
fluences of adverse fortume. (Applause).
From the hymas of St. Columb to the dreamy
allegory of the proscribed poets of the
penal days, her people have always loved
and admired their old ballads. They bave
Deen true to this ballad-worship in the days
of her distress aa in those of her glary. But
though at the close of the last century Erin
wes, ns in the olden time, the mother of
patriot bards, her melodies had been silenced,
her music bad shrunk back into comparative
oblivion, and, unless some inspired genius
had flashed his rays over tlie surrounding
gloom, that innate love of sobg might have
tanguisbed for years to como. The old Dlal-
%ads of England and Spain narrowly escaped
Scott was but

Brin's muse the magical inapiration of his
‘genius—may safely be attributed the glory of
‘having opened & new mine of melody to the
‘world by raising his national music from the
tomh. Addressing, ss I have the honor of

‘doing this evening, an audience to whom the

‘works and memory of Moore belong, as a
precious legney. from their fathers—a cher-

ished heirloom of the past—it were useless
fur me, lndies and gentlemen, to dweil too
minutely upon the minor details of a life
which has imprinted itself so vividly upon the
pullic mind, which has exercised so potent
an influence upou the political condition of
his countrymen, and which hax so notoriously
lent its charm to the social, tho musizal, the
literary circles of this century. A hundred
years ago was Lorn {n Dublin from compara.
tively obscure parents, the illustrious poet
whose centenary his fellow-countrymen the
world over bave united to do homage to-day!
From the ballads of his childhood he must
have gathered his first inspirations of poetry,
since he tells us that he rhymed in his nursery,
Of his religion little more need be said at
present than to quote his own words in
speaking of his Catholic convictions:—«1
was born and bred in the faith of my futhers
and in that faith I iotend to die!” Edu.
cated at Mr. Whyte's school until he entered
Dublin University, ho was one of the firat
Catholics to whom the portals of this cele-
brated institution wora thrown apen There,
among his veloved friends, we tind Robert
Ewmmet, Joht. sheares and Fdward Hudson.
They were rotestants, but olf were Jrishmen !
working for what they believed a sncred
cause, aud Jdeclining to hate each other on ac-
count of creed! (Cheers) It was while
passing through college with literary renown
that be received the famous summons from
the University authorities to appear as n wit-
ness before the Court of Visitors in connec-
tion with the « United Irishmen,” and the
history of his share in this visitation not only
giver ns n picture ot the poet and patriot at
cighteen, but takes us back to those tronhled
tines when an Irishman could hardly love bis
country or his fuith without making himsel(
nrebel! The exciting scenes and personal
associations of this period of Mooreslife in-
spired, he has frequently told us, some of
the most Drilliant eflusions of hix genins—
some of the tirst conceptions that later found
historic cmbodiment in his immortal lyries.
Heving obtained his degreein 1799, he pro-
ceeded to Lomwdon to enter for the Bar at the
Middie Temyple, and to publish, as he did in
the following year, a translation of the “Odes
of Anacreon,” upon which ho had hestowed
much study Jduring the latter years of his col-
lege life.  Flushed by the suecess which at-
tended this first important eflort, is it surpris-
mg *hat Coke, Littleton and Blackstone en-
gaged but littlo the attentions of the youthful
peet, and that the dall techniealities of Yaw
were nbundoned for the boundless fetds of
poctry and music in which he subseqinently
revelled with such suceess? He was never
called to the Bar, and in 15802 published,
under the name of  Thomas  Little, his
wJuvenile Poems,” a work which has been
severely, and ‘no doubt justly, condemned
by moralists, amd  over which n veil
of indulgence may charitubly be thrown, on
account of the youth and impulsiveness of jts
anthor. The appointment of Moore, late in
1803, as Registrar of the Const of Admiralty
at Bermuda (an uncongenial position which
he acvepted in order to be able to contribnte
more generously to the sitpport of his parents),
shows us his dependent, position at the nge of
four and twenty, and his intense affection for
his family. It was during this terin of oflice
that he visited the United States and this
u Canwda of ours,” leaving as sonvenirs of hin
passage the famous @ Canadian Boat Song”
inspired by the magniticent seenery of our St
Lawrence:
“ Iadntly as inllx the evening ehime

Our volees keep tune and our oars keep time,

Noon as the woods on the shore grow dim

W'l sing at St Ann's our parthigg hym,

Row brothers row, the stremn rans mst

The rapids aree negr and the duylight’s past.”
(Clicers).  These verses so familiar to us all,
were harmenized from a song of the old Cann-
dinu voyageurs ; of which Moore himself, writ-
ing yearsafter tells s —¢ b have heard this
simple air with a plensure which the finest
compositions of the tirst masters bave never
given me, and now there is uot @ noteof it
which dous not recall to my memaory the dip
of our owrs in the 8t. Lawrenre—the flighn
of ourbont down the rapids, wnd all those
new and fanciful impressions to shich my
heart was alive during  the whaole of this in-
toresting vogage” IHis impressions of the
United States  wero less favorable, but he
little supposed then that before four seore
years had passed, the slavery that he sn
warmly denounced would be abolished, —that
the country would contain fifty millions of
inhnbitants, of whom fully tiftcen millions are
of Irish birth or lrish bload; norcould he
have suspected that his own melodies would
be as fumiliarly sung along the rivers and
over the prairies of the new world, as they
nre in Irgland at the present day.  In 1806 he
was apnin in London, wrote his travels in
America, and it was shortly ufter this time
that the publication of the greatest work of
his lift—the Trish Melodies—wag projected.
Compared with the national lyrics of auy
other prople or age, these immortal melodivs
are unique. Analyse the lyric poetry, the
lays, the odes of any other country, uncient or
modern, and none will embody s0 many cha-
racteristics of a nation, its scenery, ity man-
ners, its legends, its glories, wedded to music
familiar by its antiquity and pathosas do
those melodics, in which Moore selects rome
of the earliest and brightest phases of Irish
history, and some of Lrin's darkest duys,
dramatising her story to revive the memory

of nnationnl gloriea and inspire  hope
of her socint and political resurrec-
tion. (Cheers) ‘The publication of the

first pumber of the melodies in 1807 pro-
duced » profonnd sensation.  In the drawing
roors they were hailed ng & brilliant and wel-
cowe addition to lyric music, while statesmen
and politicians were startled at this inspired
pleading of the cause of Ireland, invigorated
by the fire and fecling of popular pnssion and
flavored with the simplicity of popular ex-
pression.  Historical, putriotic, legendary and
socinl, these melodies appenred irregularly
from 1807 to 1834, and can we wonder at the
effect when first he touched sthe harp that
opce through Tara's Hall the soul of music
sled,"—whew he rang of the “glories of Brian
the brave,” and when in “Erin remember the
duys of old" he commernorated the tmgic fute
of his friend and 8chool-fellow Robert Emmet,
over whose grave he whispered

¢ Qk, breatl: not his name—led i sleep in the

rhade
Where. cold and unhonored, his relics were

Sad, a?lerh apd dark be tho tears that wo shed
As'thg e;;l t’\,L dew that falls on Lhe grass o'er his
(Chieers) Remember, ladies and pentlemen,
that over the whole period, from 1807 to
1829, ngitation for Catholic emancipation was
progressing, and it is almost i.ivossible now,
when more than half a centery nas passed.
to realize the power that the nusic of Moore,
with his political tact and social shill, gave
in those days to the Catholic cause and to
Ireland. Can anvthing be more superb than
his appeal to his own fellow-conniryman—
the hero of Waterloo—the idol, the deliverer
of Europe!

«yot still the last crown of thy tolls Is re-

mainin .
The grandegat, the purest, e'en thou hast yet

aoen,
Though proud wag thy task other natlons un-
ohaining, )
Far prouder to heal the deep wounds of thy

own .
At the foot of the throne for whose weal thou
hast stod,

Go, plerd for the land that first cradled thy
ame
And b:l-lghf. o’er the flood of her tears and her

Let tl?e riinbow of hope be her Wellington’s
name.”

(Cheers.) He who had strongly opposed
¢mancipation favored it in 1829, and verified
Moore's prediction uttered ycars before.
O'Conuell, the great champion who aroused,
organized and led the mighty moral forces
that wrested from a powerful government
this acknowledgment of a nation’s rights,
found in the Bard of Erin an eloquent ally—
breathing faith and hope #Like the bright
lamp that shone in Kiidure's holy fane.”
The nationt have fallen, and thou still art

young.

Thy sun Is but rising when others haveset;
And though siavery's clond o'er thy morning

hath huuy,

The full noon of freedom shnil benm round

thee yet.

Frin, ol Erin! though long {n the shade—

Thy star will shine ont when the proudest shall
tade I}

Almost innumerable, Indies and gentlemen,
are the typical specimens of his putriotic
Iyrics. Thesong of Erin’s glory or the wail
of her sorrows touch his readers' sont inces-
suutly with all the magic of true genuis { « Oh
for the sword of former times ! « The Minstrel
Boy," # Forget not the field,” ¢ Though dark
wrg our sorrowa.”  Yes! All, all these pas-
sionate cftusions of love of hix nuative lead,
seem concetitrnted in his touching melody,

" R?mct}\bm- thee, yes, while there's Hife in thils
1enr

It shall nle\'rl‘ formzet thee, all lone as thow art,

More dear in 1thy sorrow, thy gloam aud thy
showers,

Thau the yest of the world in its sunnfest houry.

Wert thouall that 1 wished thee, great, glorious
ol frec,

First lower of the carth and (irst gem of the sea,

L mlght hadl thee with prouder and heppter
brow,

But oh! could I love thee more deeply theanr
naw I

His legendary and seenic lyrics, many of
them political in their tendencies, and sur-
passing most of the welodies, if not in graphic
puwer, nt least in softness and tender assovia-
tiown, wafl us unconsciously back to the scenes
and  picturesque  localities  which e des-
cribes,  Oh!l for the genius, the beart, the
suul thit could inspire—~the voice, the pem
trat could express tho « Meeting of the
Waters)?” and #The Vale of Avoen,” = She is
fur from the Innd where her young lhiere
rleeps” and
“When he who ndores thee has left bt the

name
Of hiis f'ln'Hs and ik snrrows behind,
Uh! say, wht thun weep when they darken the
(it
Of e lite that for thee wias resjgned,”
The koms, the domestie, the conjugeal affec-
tions lind also their places in the melodiest
In childhood we are charmed by their sweet
sounds, in nnhowd we are thrilied by their
inspirations and pathos, aid in old age they
recadl 1o memery the simplest and most beane
tiful pleasures of the past.  Kvery line that
fic wrote glows and sparkles, aml it would

ceetn, to quote the words of Sheridan, oas jff
his very spirit, drawn trom the sun, continu-
ally fluttered with fond aspirations to regain
that uative source of life and heat"  Who,
but the husbund of the accomplished Miss
Dyke, could have clothed his fundness for
his wife in the benntiful and now familing
lines :—
* Iielieve me, if nll
charms
Which I gnze on g0 fepdiy 1o day
Were to eltinge by te-morrow and tleef In my
arms
Yake Luiry glfts fuling away,
Thon would'st st be adorad as this moment,
thou art,
Let thy loveliness fuude as 1twill,
And i'm)und the dear vuln ench wish of my
1ol
Would entwine itself verdantly st

those endearing young

The #Last Rose of Summer” atone would
buve immortalized its eurthly crestor. It has
cven been culled by foreign hands to add jus-
tre to muoxicul wreatha that lacked iC; and
when, in Vienna, the thunders of applause
grected the most touching scene of Flotow's
& Martha,” it was but another uncouscious tri-
hute tv the genies thet Tuspired later :—

“Pear hirp of my country, farewell to thy

numbers, '

'l‘h‘h‘;“!]\;.;:-lnn wreath o xong I8 thetast we shall
Gosfeep with the sunshine of fameon thy shum-

Jers,
'l'lllr!:\iu«:hed by somie hand less unworthy Lthan
nine,
I the palse of the pateiog, goldier or lnver
'l’lu\'(: thirobbiad nt our Jay, 'tis thy glory wlone,
I'was but as the wid passing heediessly over,
Auna ail the wild swecluess 1T waged wais thy
own,”
The melodies, as rome one Buid in n recent
number of the Dublin Rercw, have not
stirred up tebellion or forved bills through
Purlinment, but like the sunshine and
shower of Itelund herself they bave guick-
ened the good seeds in millions of hearts, and
preparett o whele generation of thiuking
men and sensitive women  to spenk the right
words apd do the right thing when the mo-
ment come.  They huve Leen transhided into
almost every civilized tongue, and besutifully
rendered in Irish by the illustrious Dr. Me-
Hale, Archbishop of Tuan:, whose life reuches
hack to Moore's early buyhood, and who at
four score yenrs and ten, is still able to join
with uy to-day. 'T'here can be no doubt that
it was the cause of Irish Catbolicism that in-
rpired Moore in hix felicitous selection of his
oriental Lalle Rookl ; the thought occurred
to e, be says, of founding o story on the

fierce struggle mnintained between  the
ancient fire worshippers of Persin and
their  houghty Moslem  masters. The
cnusd  of iutolerence  was  again  my

insplring theme, and the spirit that has
spoken in the melodies of Ireland, goon
found itself at home in tho Euast. Lalla
Rookh, rich with {1 ¢ most bLrilliant crentions,
beauty of langusge and tenderness of feel-
ing,—repiete with straing of patriotic ardor,
and flights of fancy that were the true pro-
perty of Moore, enchanted, even dazzled the
senses of its readers, in an age (when as
Lord Jefirey expressed it), men would as
little think of sitting down te a whole epic,
a8 toa whole ox. Itis to be regrettud, ladies
and gentlemen, that in a hurried sketch such
as thiv, #0 many glories, 50 many gems may
remained untouched, but, on behalf of « Cap-
tnin Rock"and “an Irish gentleman insearch

of 8 religion,” I may be allowed to
crave your indulgence for a moment
more. To those whe have accused

Moore of want of patriolism, to thoss who
havoe teunted him with swerving from the
faith of his fatbers—turn over the pages of
these works, every line of which is pregnant
with love of country and fidelity to creed,
and tell us then if le has not Deen true to
Ireland in the hour of her sorrow, and to his
religion in her day of trial.  Of Moore, gs an
bistorian, may I pot eay that he was as un-
fitted as he was for the drudgery of the law;
both were fields of intellect, walks almost
the opposite of those he loved fo tread ; per-
haps too ploedding for the imaginative ten-
dencies of his mind, and alien to the effusions
of genius I have attempted to signalize this
evening. Why, ladies and gentlemen, to do jus-
tice to the memory of Moores would require elo-
quence far superior to my own, appreciations
I have neither time nor ability to express.
‘We must estiumate him by the opinions of his
coutemporaries, Grattan, Sheridan, Canning,
O’Connel, Curran, Plunkett, Shiel, Dr. Doyle,
Rogers,:Campbell, and last, but certainiy not
least, Byron, who, in the dedication of « The

(Ooncluded on Eighth Page.)



