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song.” (Applause. - ores)
wer% the( mIi)tl:ist.ers )of religion ; they were:the\
Druids or Arch-Priests of the worship of ¢hey
sun; and here let me remark to you, t at 9\‘11'
Irish race, even before Patrick came to preach,
even before Lreland rose unto the glory of her
(atholic religion—which is as glorious to-day
&8 it was fifteen hundred years ago— (applause)
even whilst her pagan forefathers were yet in
the darkness and yet in their paganisi, this
high-minded, glorious race refased to boYW down
to sticks and stones. (Appli"lse-) No vile,
crovelling form of pagapism wWas ever OUIS,
Phe Irish people néver embodied the pn;lcxple
of impurity, into a goddess, to call her Venus.
They never adered ¢he impersonation of thievery
wnder the name of Mercury, (Applause.):
They uever consecrated bloodshed or. deified it
ander the name of Mars, No; but they wor-
shipped the sua ia the hcav;ens_—the grand}est.
of all God’s material creation; the source of
light, the source of warmth ; the sun whose
rays fructify the seedlings in the ground; the
.sun whose warmth and genial rays bring forth
the giant oak from the littleacorn; the naterial
principle. of life, of light, and of joy. Not
knowing the true God, they went nearest to
him, and when they did adore the creature,
they adored the noblest creature on the earth.
" (Loud Applause.) The bards were the priests
of this religion.. We can casily imagine,
‘therefore, the Druid mounting to onc of the
veperable round towers of Ireland, standing in
the twilight of the morning, his white hair
flowing out to the breeze that passed over his
head, with his harp in his haad, his cagle- eye
fixed upon the dawning rays of light from the
Eastern hill, prepared, the first mowent the ray
-of the day-god burst upon him, to send forth, in
thrilling harmony, the praises of the morning
sun—the people’s god—and to send forth upon
the breeze, at the sound of his harp, the invita-
tion to all men to prayer and praise. (Ap-
plause.)  But, although Ircland was not
‘Christian, the day was coming and was speedily
approaching—traditions were floatiug even In
the pagan land of a great change that was to
take place, and we know that a strange, mys-
terious anticipation of the light came, even be-
fore the light came, and the people were all
turping from their Eastern worship, waiting
for the coming star, when Patrick appeared,
and the worship of the sun disappeared. A
-sweet and beautiful tradition prescerved among
our people is embodied in the poet’s song.
The daughter of an Irish king, whose name
was Lir, was transfermed by magie, or some
diabolic ageney, as the old record suys, into a
swan, milk-white as the driven snow and beau-
tiful, She sent forth a voice that was almost
human in its sweetness, But thus transform-
ed, she was destined to roam through certain.
rivers and lakes in Ireland, until, says the
orucle, ¢ Heaven’s bell is heard ringing for
the first mass”” The poct's eye, therefore,
catches the vision of this beautiful girl trans-
formed into another, though an inferior, form
.of beauty, as she laments her transformation
.and the delay of many ages, during which she
still wished for the blessed light:
‘Silent, O Moyle) be the roar of thy water,
Break not ye breezes, your chain of repose,
‘While, mumuring mournfully, Lir's iovely daughter
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes.
When shall the swan, her death-note singing,
Sleep, with wings in datkness furl'd?
“IWhen will Heaven, its sweet bell ringine,
Call my spirit from this stormy world ?
Sadly, O Moyle ! to thy winter wave weeping,
Fate bids me languish long ages away!
Yet still in our darkness doth Erin go slecping,
* Still doth the pure light its dawning delay !
When will that day-star, mildly springing,
Warm our isle with pence and love?
“When will Fleaven, its sweet bell ringing,
Call my spirit to the ficlds above ?
(Applause.)
The clouds burst and the light dawned, and
‘the year 432 suw Ircland’s monarch upon his
throne, his chieftains, warriors and princes
around him, in the royal halls of Tara, his
Druid minstrel there, filling the air to the sound
of the ancient Irish harp and melody, and the
Bishop Patrick, standing before them, with the
gospel upon his lips and with the green sham-
rock in his hand. (Loud applause.) They
met him, not with brute, barbarie foree, repell-
ing him, They met him as intellectual men.
“They sat down and disputed with him, Thgy
astonished him with the greatness of their lore
and of their wisdom, They knew everything
of the pagan philosophy of the times. They
argued with him, until, at length, from the lips
of the servant of God, came the light of faith
and beaming down upon their intellects, brought
conviction to their minds. And, then in a
pause of Patrick’s] discourse, up rose the head
of 21l the minstrels, Dubtach, the great bard,
the arch-priest of the Firc Worship, the greatest
minstrel of the land, the master of Ircland’s
music, With harp in hand, and bending the
knee to Patriek, he said, ¢ Hear me, 0, King,
hear me, O, ye chicftnins, this man speaks the
truth; this man brings us the true God, and
aever again,” he exclaimed, “shall the harp of
Dubtach resound but with praises of Patrick’s
God ” (Loud applause.) Ircland’s conversion
to Christianity "brought no change in the
musical talent or tastes of the nation. Christian
now, she still marches to battle, to the sound of
theharp and of the minstrel's voice. Christian,
and in the full blaze of her Christianity—the
bard still has the first place, but he is nolonger
the Druid priest of a fallen religion. He is
one of Ireland’s great and glorious mystic
priesthood. Heis Qolomnba of Tona. He is
Cataldus of Tarento, or he is some great Ca-
tholic Irish saint, who still thinks it not un-
worthy of the man of God, to sing Ircland's
praises und to enshrine her glories in the old
immortal verse and musio of the land. (Ap-
plause.) For three hundred years after. her
conversion to Christianity, Ireland was the
light of the world and the great university of
Europe. . For three hundred years the land
was filled with colleges, with monasteries and
with places of learning and of sanetity; and
everywhere, the old chronicles tells us, the
science Of Ireland’s music was one of the
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-hundred ‘monks Fose ‘t(j:i:hc sonnd. of thebells,
and ‘marching from their various little  cells,
upon the mountain side. Jvery man of them
came out with a voice of harmony and with
praise upon his lips. The harper’s harp was
heard together with _the notes of the organ, and
the whole valley resounded with praise and the
peasant, sleeping in his humble cot was awaken-
ed, as by the divine voice .of God, by the
melody of monastic” sobg, filling with the
sanctified sounds the air around. (Applause.)
“The morning sun shone brightly upon the silver
waters of the Shannon, as they -rolled, in all
their majestic volume around the ancient walls
of Limerick, and there beside the city walls
were five hundred monks, Every oneof whom,
as the chronicler tells us, was a master of the
harp and of the science of music. The sun
set over the Donegal hills, into the Western
QOcean, The sun sunk into the golden bosom
of the unknown continent on which we dwell
to-day, and this scere was saluted by the choirs
of Bangor and Down ; and there hundreds and
hundreds of Irish monks in the churches, in the
fizlds, in their monastic cells and in the streets
of the city, sent forth their voices and swelled
the volumes of praise, until Cathelic Ireland,
in the days of her monastic glory, was pre-
cmincntly the land of song. (Loud applause.)
Oh! the beauty of the peace that shone upon
the land! Oh, the glory of Ireland’s virtue in
those pagan days! And, as if they knew it,
and eould play with it, the kings and the chief-
tains of the land resolved to test it. From the
northern most point of the land, 2 young
maiden, radiant in beauty, alone and unpro-
tected, covered with jewels, set out, and
throughout the whole length of the lard’s long
highways, she walked in the morniog, at mid-
day ahd in the evening. She penetrated:
through the centre of the land. She crossed
the Shannon; she swept the western coast.
She came up again by the shores of Munster.
She penetrated into the heart of royal Tippe-
rary. (Applause.) She met her countrymen
on every mile of the road. No man of Ircland
even offended Ler by 2 fixed stare. No man of
Ircland addressed to her au impertinent word.
o hand of Ireland was puc forth to take from
her defenceless body ome single ‘gem or jewel
that shope thercon. (Applause.) The poet
describes ler ag meeting a foreign kaight, a
stranger from a distant land, who came to be-
hold the far-funed glory of Catholic Ircland.
These are his words :
Rtich and rare were the gems she wore
And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore;
Bat oh! her beauty was far beyond
Her sparkling gems or snow-white wand.

“Lady! dost thon not fear to stray,
So lonc and lovely, through this bleak way? |
Are Erin’s sons so good or so cold ’
As not to be temypted by woman or gold 27
4 Sir Knight! I feel not the least alarm,
No son of Erin will offer me harm—
For though they love wemen and gold in store,
sir Knight! they love honor and virtue more.”

On she went, and her maiden smile
In safety lighted herround the Green Isle,
And blest forever is she who relied
Upon Erin’s honer, and Erin’s pride.

(Applause.)
This vision of historic loveliness and glory
was rudely shattered and broken by the Danish
invasion at the end of the cighth century. For
three hundred long years and more, these fierce
invaders came year after year and swept the
land, Wherever they came their very first
object was to plunder the monasterics, to
destroy the monk and the consecrated virging,
to pull down the churches, and then turning
from this work of' destruction, they struck the
people. The air resounded with the horrid
cries of battle and to the wailing of ravished
maid and of widowed mother. For threc hun-
dred years and more—from the year S18 down
to the year 1014, Irelond met them in every
valley and on every hill-side of the land. The
Irish. rose wnder their kings and chieftains;
year after year brought fresh nations and fresh
armies in upon them. For three hundred
years the manhood of Ireland was employed in
slaughtering these Danish invaders and in
sirewing their corpses over the face of theland.
(Applause.) The morning. sun rose over the
glens of lovely Wicklow., (Applause.) It
found an army of Danes eutrenched near the
Vale of Avoea. The immortal Malachi 1T,
Malachi, who wore the collar of gold that he
won from the proud invader, assuiled them.
(Applause.) To the Gaelic cry ‘< for God and
for lirin,” the battle raged throughout the co-
tire summer’s day, but before the sun set the
Irish flag uofolded its green, with its golden
harp, then crowned and not crownless as to-
day, and six thousand dead bodies of the Danes
choked the valley of Glenanamaugh, (Ap-
plause.) The morning of Clontarf beamed
upon Ireland, and beheld an Trish King
victorious, and here it i3 well worthy of
notice that though three hundred years had
passed over our land, of warfare and desola-
tion, Ircland’s faith was still as pure as 1
the days of Patrick, and nothing except
the fuith remained, save and except Ire-
land’s melody., The hand that smote the
Dane at Clontarf, the hand of the immortal
Brian Boroimbhe—(appliuse)—was one that
history tells us was able to sweep the chords of the
Irish harp, and to bring out tho soul of its meledy,
as well a8 to take up the Irish sword and sweep the
field with Ircland's armies. (Applause.) The
music remained. Brian died upon the field of Clon-
tarf. His heroic eldest son Morrogh was stretched
dead upon that field. His grandson, Prince Tur-
logh, died upon that field ; and three'generations of
the Irish house of Brian were swept away. Greatas

 the victory of Clontarf was, the death of the three

heroes of the house of O'Brien more than neutralized
the victory, and Glontarf was the beginning of Ire-
land's ruin. For, we read in the history of our land
that when the strong hand of the master spirit,
Brian Boromhe, was removed, every peity chieftain
and every little petty king in the country wanted
to reign himself, and they were all divided one
ageinst the other; and thus divided, thus slaughter-
ing cach other, the Saxon—the curic of God——came
npon us, and Ireland’s ruin was complete, - Oh, how
sad is . the record that tells us that whilst Brian.
Boromhe's chief minstrel, McTaig, was deploring

grandest and bhighest in the lJand, The morn-

valle§s of Efin itithe heaftof thehills, Twelvé’

T ; FaT .v.ﬁ A PR
Shanrioh’s side; that very time the mingtrel of the

Printe pf:Desthgnd, whilst he was lanepting bis
‘own-kindred Avho were killed at Clontarf,iadded,in
thé tnidst of “his lamentations, ¢ Proud-and happy
are the race of Desmond,” becouse Brian was slain
upon the field of Clontarf. Think of it—one I\:xsh-
man rejoicing because another Irishman was slain—
one Irish chicftain telling his minstiel to strikea
note of joy whilst the whole nation was Heart-broken,
in the mudst of its triumphs, for the greatest of Ire-
land's hevoes had passed away to Heaven and to
God. (Applause) His namo became the battlecry
in ufter ages.- His name was recorded, and worthily,
in the glorious-minstrelsy of Erio, and for many &
long and unhappy year the Uerds of Ircland, true to
their mission for thewr God and “their futherland,
strove to rally and unite the chiefs to the magic
sound of the glories of Brian the Braveé. (Applause.)
Unfortunntely they failed. DBut the onily classin
Ireland that acquitted themsclves fully and faith-
fully of their glorious mission of nationality was the
bards, Ireland's mopastic priesthood. Ircland in hev
priesthood, in these ancient times, recognized in
every priest, the minstrel upon whon the ancient
Druids mantle of melody had fullen, as well as the
higher office of the Christian pricsthoed these were
the men that kept the nation’s patriotism alive, that
endeavored to unite the shattered and sundered
forces and councils of the country, and if Irelond’s
bards hind succeeded, they would not have to sing,

to-duy,a song of sudness, but they would have to-

sing & glorfous note of Ireland’s trivmph and na-
tionality. (Applause.) Well di¢ Erin's minstrel
pour forth tle stirring recollection. To the divided
chieftains he said :—

Bemcmber the glories of Brian the brave,
Tho' the days of the bero are o'er;

Tho' lost to Mononia, and cold in the grave,
He returns to Kinkora no more.

The star of the field, which so often had powr'd
Its beams on the battle, is set;

But enough of its glory remains on cach sword,
T'o light us to victory yet.

Mononia ! when nature embellish’d the tint
Qf thy fields; and thy mountains so fuir,

Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print
The footsteps of slavery there?

No! Freedom, whosc smiles weshall never resign,
Go, tell our invaders, the Danes,

That “tis sweeter to bleed for an age at thy shrine
Than to sleep but & moment in chains.

: [Appleuse.]

The rallying cry failed. The minstrel in vain
harangued the chieftains of Ireland. In vain did
he, the historian of the land, pour forth to them the
record of their ancient glories. In vain did he seck
to unite them, that as one man they might do, what
Brian did at Clontarf, enable green, virgin Ireland
to shake off her invaders like so many poisonous
snakes from off her bosom. 'Twas all in vain. The
passionate cry burst forth, The minstrel saw the
men of his -day were unworthy of their ancient
glories, and nothing remained to him but to ex-
claim— :

Oh for the swovrds of former time!
Oh for the men who Lore them,
When arm'd for right, they stood sublime,
And tyrants crouch’d before themn
When frec yet, erc courts began
With honors to enslave him,
The truest honors worn by Man
Were those which Virtue gave him.
(Loud applause) The tale is too sad—the tale of
Ireland’s patriotic contest. From the year 1169 to
the year 1514 four hundred long years, cvery valley
in Treland resounded to the ary of battle, every
homestead in Ireland was wet with the blood of the
strong son and the manly father of the family.—
Grief and desolation were brought to us.  The
minstrel appealed in vain, and when every other re-
source was gone, and when the mission of the bard
secmed to be unavailing,- then, like a true man, he

"1 laid aside his harp and he drew his sword and stood

in the manks of Ireland. (Applause). And how
beautifully is this sung Ly the poet:
The Minstrel Boy to the war is gone,
In the ranks of death you'll find him ;
His father’s sword he has girded on,
And his wild harp slung bebind him.
“ Land of seng ! said the warrior bard,
“Though all the world betrays thee,
One sword, at lcast, thy rights shall gnard,
One faithful harp shall praise thee!”

The Minstrel fell !—lut the foeman’s chain
Could not bring his proud soul under;
The harp Lie lov'd ne'er spoke again,
For he tore its chords asunder;
And gaid, © No chains shall sully thee,
Thou soul of love and bravery !
Thy songs were made for the pure and frec,
They shall never sound in slavery.”
(Applause.) These bards were the best solgliers of
Ireland. Wlhen the day of battle was over and they
had sheathed their swords, they took their harp
again and they went around the English camp play-
ing the Irvish melodies, and the Saxon soldiers could
not withstand them. They used to open their ranks
and lct them in, charmed by theirsong. Their gen-
erals commanded them, under pain of death, wlien
they met a bard, a minstrel, or a harper, to kill him.
Instead of killing them they welcemed them and
hid them, in order thut they might enjoy the feast
of their songs. And thus did the Irish minstrels
keep going and coming throughout the English
camy, spying out their seerets and bringing heme
word to their own countrymen, We read that in
the year 1367 there was o law enacted in Kilkenny,
in the English pale, that the English general, when
he found that he could not kill the bavd, should bLe
obliged at least to take his barp and bLreak it, We
find from the very day that the Saxons landed in
lrelund that they endeavored by all their efforts fo
destroy the minstrelsy of Ircland, We find King
Henry VI. complaining in a letter of his to the lord
lieutenant of Iveland, and sayibg :. * It is too bad,
that whilst you and your nobles know that these
minstrel harpers are your worst enemics, you are
still actunlly giving them money and conxing them
to come and play for you” #JFor” observes Gir-
aldus Cambrensis, ane ot the bitterest enemies of [ve-
land, who wrote in these very terms, it wmust be
acknowledged that there is no such nuusic in the
world as the music of the Irish bard, and the Irish
harp.! (Loud applause). Queen Elizabeth was not
very found of music, my dear friends. There was
not much harmony in that lady’s soul. (Laughter
and applause.) I can scarcely imagine her in flea-
ven, because in Heaven the angels and the sdints
will sing for all cternity. (Laughter) Iam greatly
atraid she i8 in a place whete she will have to roar
for all eternity. (Laughterand applanse.) And where
there will be very little music in the tones of her
roaring. (Applause.) This kind and gentle lady
made a law, and issued o commission to Lord Barry-
more, and what do yon think was the commission
this gentleman got from her, which was to ge
through the length and breadth of Treland ? It was
to break the harp and hang the minstrels, .And
well she might declare war against thern, for they
were the heartand soul of that mighty confederation,

the nearest approach that we ever had, from the day

of the landing of the first Saxon, to » united Ireland,
under the rale of the immortal Owen O'Neil in
Elizabetlys time, (Loud applause.) +He never met
an English army that he did not rout and destroy
them. His sword was all the more terrible in the
ficld, because he came forth from his tent in the
morning, after hearing  his mass, after performing
his devotions, and the priest, who had performed
mass, had taken off his vestménts and .returned

hig master in the empty halls of Kinkora, by the :

thanks to God, laid hold of the harp, and told O'Neil
that the spirit of all Ireland’s herocs was around and

upon him, aid to go fo’r(h with+that inspiration to
battle for old:Erin. (Applause)

" Religious persecution came:'to intensify the aui-
postty of ‘the tontest. Four hundred years pessed
away, during which Ireland crossed sweords, year
after year with England, on the question merely of
nationality. For over four hundred years the Eng-
lish invader was o Catholic as well as the Irishman
who struck him; but now things are changed. Now
the bitterness of religious difterences is infused into
the contest, and the Irishman stands forth and druws
his sword ne longer -for Ireland only, Lut for the
altarat which he knelt, and for the God and the re-
ligion which he ‘worshipped. (Applause) The
contest 'was renewed with terrible force, and tne
bards and minstrels of Ircland no longer sang mexely
the praises of the nation, Lut also surrounded those
praises with the loud cry for their religion and for
their altar, The harp of Ircland was never so inter<
twined with the shamrock, the symbol of our faith,
ag during the last three hundred yenrs, when the
nation's song breathed the spirit of their religion,
and when every gallant Irishman was also a most
faithful Catholic. (Applause.) England applied ull
her force to deprive usof our religion, and she failed,
(Applause.)

There are two ideas in the mind of cvery true
Irishman, and these two ideas England was never
able to root out of the lund nor out of the intellect
nor ol of the heart of the Irish people; and these
two ideas are—Ircland is a nation, [Loud ap-
plause]. That is number one. The second is, Irca
land’is a Catholic nation. {[Tremendous applause].
Plundered of our property they made as poor, We'
preferred poverty rather than deny our rveligion and
become rencgedes to our God. [Applanse]. Our
schaols were taken from us. They thought they
would reduce us, probably, to a state of beastly ig-
norince, for they made it a crime for any man to
teacl: his son to read. [Cries of “shame”] Our
religion kept us enlightened in spite of them, and
England never, never succeeded in fixing the stain
und the degradation of ignomunce upon the Irish peo-
ple. [Applause and cries of “nor never will"]
They robbed us of Lread as well as of property.
Ther robbed us of life. They took the Liest of the
land and slaughtered them. They took the holy
priests from the altars and slaughtered them, They
took her bishops, the glorious men of old—the men
who were what Irish bishops ought to be. When
Ireton’ entercd Limerick he found O'Brien and Bis-
hop Hurley, & man ot God, in the midst of his pco-

ple, rallying them to the fight and sending them |

into the breach again und again. {Loud applause.]
They took O'Brien, the Irish bishop, and they breught
him out into the strects, before his own peeple, and
they slaughtered him as a butcher would slaughtcr
a beast. They took Bishop Hurley and they Lrought
him to Stephen’s Green in Dublin, they tied him to
the stake and they rosted him to death by a slow
fire. They toock six hundred of iy ULrotherhood,
Dowminicans, and brave men, trie men, and Irishmen
all—(applause)—and of the six hundred there were
but four left Oliver Cromwell, wherever you are
to-night (and I believe you are in hell)—(Loud ap-
plause)—you have their blood upon you., They
did all this, and they thought that when the Iyish-
man was completely crnshed he would buy an acre
of his native 1and that belonged to him, or & morsel
of bread fo feed him by becoming & Protestant.
Bt Irish men and Irish women declared that their
religion, their faith and their God, were dearer to
them than Jife. (Applause) The Irish peasant,
pure, strong, warlike, determined, high-minded,
true to his God, true to his native land and true to
his fellow man, knelt down before the ruined shrines
of the Catholic Church that he loved, and to that
Church and that shrine he said :

“ Through grief and through danger thy smile has
cheered my way,

Till hope scemed to bud from each thorn that
round me lay ;

The dacker our fortune, the lLrighter our pure love
burned,

Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal was turned;

Oh! slave as I was, in thy arns my spirit felt free,

And blessed even the sorrows that made me more
denr to thee. .

(Applause) The nation was faithful, and to that
tidelity Ireland owes much of her future hope, if not
all, and for that fidelity to her religion and to her
nationality she is indebted mainly to her gallant
bards., For we Irishmen of to-day do not know
enough of our native land. (Cries of hear) You
may imagine that when I speak of Ivish harps and
Irish minstrels, that I am speaking of people living
in St. Patrick’s time. Not at all. It is not yet two
hundred years since the great Jacobite war was
fought in Ireland, and it is a singular fuct that when
William of Orange was confiscating the ¥rish pro-
perty, taking our homes and houses from us, in the
inventory that was made, in more than a hundred
cases you invariably find among the list of articles
in ihe house a harp (applause.) It was familiar to
cvery hand. 'We read in the remote jast that the
Trish eaiuts were accustomed to recrente their souls
with their music. Weread that whersver they went
they brought the tradition of thuir music with them.
e read that most of our ancient 'nelodies are as
ancient as Christianity, and some «f the most beau-
tiful—as, for instance, “ The Harp That Once
Through Tarn's Halls.” and #t'he Blackthern,” as it
is cnlled, and which you must lLave heard-—these
most cxquisite airs are older than Irelund’s Christi-
anity, They were sung in the land before ever Pa-
trick’s voice wag heard. So beautiful is one of them,
“Aileen Argon,” that Handel, the great musician,
declored he would be prouder of being the author of
that air than any he ever composed, and he was the
greatest musiclan, almost, that cver lived (applausc.)
But, although going Dback to sueh a remote date,
still, my friends, the tradition of Irish melody fiow-
ed on, and it was only in the year 1734 that the great
harper and poet, Carolan, died, and he was the last
of Ircland’'s ministrels (applause.) Barely a hun-
dred years ago, and we have Jameson, in his history
of Scotland, telling that within the recollection of
living men in England, in Scotland and in Ireland,
lte who wished to Icarn music perfectly and to finish
his musical education came to Ireland that he might
receive it there (applause) So keen was the Irish
tpreciation of the Lest music that in the year 1741,
Handel, the great German composer, having produc-
ed some of his magnificent oratorios in London, and
the people of that city not appreciating him, he, in
arage, packed up everything and went to Ireland,
When he got to Dublin he found the people were
delighted with him—crowding to hear him. And
Dublin has tho honor of having inspired the great
?emmn musician with the greatest of his composi-
ions,
in Dublin, and was performed for the first time be-
fore aDublin audience (applause) And with Caro-
lnn, in 1734, it secms ag if 1th= genius and the inspi-
ration of Ireland had died; it scemed as if the light
of her melody was extinguished. ‘The tender airs
still live in the traditions and in the recollections of
the people. The beautiful airs were still sung in
every cabin in the land. It was almost the only
congolation Icft to our people—downtrodden and
persccuted that they could still sing and listen te
their national melodics, . ’

But scarcely. was Carolan in his grave, when a
child was boin in Dublin who was destined. to take’
up the harp that Cerolan lnid down, and to bring
forth ite notes again (applanse.) The ancient Celtic
language of the old melodies was becoming forgot-
ten, but the music lived on, and God gave to.our
native land one of its highest gifts, n trdo, poctic
child, sccond to none in clerrness and loftiness of
thought, in tenderness of heart, and that true poetic

child of Ireland was Thomas Moore (loud epplause.):

He was o lover of his country, He was smitten
with love for Ircland., His love for his native land

The # Oratorio of the Messiah” was written |

madé him anxious to distover her plories :
them, not in the present, foxithe';jéfwmbmnEcI: f}l{ﬁd
Jbards seemed to have passed awny. ' He went -
into her Listory and he found Treiand’s chief 1o
enshrined in her national music. He aeiZedg t]l;
harp. He took down those Irish &irs as he ]iear;
them sung by the peasant in the field, by the blgel,
smith at the forge, by the old woman sitting by th-
fireside in the kitchen and by the young maidey .
she trudged along with her milk pails. He forys
thio old Celtic words, and he wedded this mugicl}
the language we speak to-day ; and he found his owx
immortality in the national melodies of Irclang
(upplause.) Moore himself declares to s, that it 5
not his poetry, but the ancient music that shy]] )rlef
serve his name for ever. Addressing the lmr;l, £
his native land, he said: o
Dear harp of my country ! in darkncss I fou ;
Tha cold chain of silence had hung o'er thel;(}o?,“f'
When proudly, my own Island Harp, I unbougm
ee :

And gn.v:.- all thychords to light, freedom
The warm lay of Jove and the light note of gladnesg
Have wakew'd thy fondest, thy liveliest thei]].
But so oft has thou echo'd the deep sigh of sadness

That ¢'en iu thy mirth it will steal from thee still!

Dear harp of my country! farewell to thy n
This sweet wreath of song, is the lns{ wlzmsb}zfi
twine! : -
Go, sleﬁp with the sunshine of Fame on thy slun.
s,
.'Till touch'd by eome hand less unworthy thyy,
mine )
1f the pulse of the patriot, soldier or lover,
Have throbbed at our lay, 'tis thy glory alone -
I was but as the wind, passing hecdlessly over, '
And all the wild sweetness I wak'd was thy own
(Loud applause.) T

He gave Ircland’s harpin every note to licht
freedom and song. He verified the old predicti?m
He caused to resonnd in every human heart, al] the !
world over, the thrill of sympathy with Ireland's
wrongs through Irish music. " -He did more to teach
the world of Ireland’s persecution, of Ircland's olor
and of Ireland's bravery, even in the losine b;ttle
and he did more, through his Irish melo?h'es to,
spread theseand make them known than every other
son of Ircland that ever rosc (applause.) His conp-
try was the burden of his song.  Well docs Lie $ay :
But, though glory be gone and though hope fade

away,

Thy name, loved Erin ! shall live in his BODEE :
Not ¢ven in the hour when his heart is most gn_yl

Will he lose the remembrance of thee and thy

wrongs ! . -

The stranger shall licar thy lament on hiz plains:
The sign of thy harp shall be sent o'er the dee};
'Till thy masters themselves, as they rivet th y chains

Shall pause at the song of their captive and wecp’
[Applause] Even #o, he made cvery tiyge heart
and every cultivated -mind in the world melt in.gor-
row at the contemplation of Ireland's Wrongs and
the injustice that she sutikred, as they came hom'e to
every sympathetic heart upon the wings of Irelandy
ancient melodies.  Yet he anid to the harp of bis
country—

and song)

Go sleep with the sunshine of famo on thy slum-
bers

Till touched by some hand Iess unworthy {han
mine,

A hand less unworthy came. A hand less unwortly
than that of Thiomas Moore came—a hand, T regret
to say for Mootd’s sake, more loyal and true tll:mn
even his was—and that was the hand of Irclang’s
last bard, the immortal Thomas Davis. (Loud ap-
plause) Heis the man upon whom we built our
hopes for young Iveland. (Applruse.) He seized)
the silent harp of Ireland aod sent forth anothef
thrill to the men of the North to join hands with
their Catholic brethren ; to the men ‘of the South fo
remember Brian the Brave; and to the men of Con-
paught be seemed 1o call forth Roderick O'Conor
from his grave ; and in that year, so memorable for
its hopes and for the DLlighting of those hopes, the
men of the “ nation” did, what this world has never
seen in such & short space of time, by the sheer
power of Irish genius, by the sheer strength of
young Irish intellect, in 1843, create a national
poctry and a nationalliterature.  No other countiy
can equal it.  Under the magic voice and pen of
these men every ancient glory of Irelund stood forth
again. Irememberit. I was butaboy, I vemem-
ber with what startled enthusiasm I used to rige
from reading Davis' poems, and it would scem to
me as if, before my young cyes, I saw the dash of
the Brigade at Fontenoy. (Applause) It would
scem to me as if my young ears were filled with the
shout that resounded at the Yellow IFowd and at
Benburb, Laml dearg aboo! «The Red Hand for-
ever,” when the English hosts were swept away, like
snow before the strong beams of the sun, before the
valinnt Irish armies. (Loud applause) Nor is the
dream of the poct, nor the aspiration of the bard yet
fulfilled. I remember that there is comething sa.
cred in the poet’s dream. The inépiration of genius
is second only to the inspiration of religion. There
is something sacred and infallible in the hope of
nation that as never allowed that lLiope to be ex-
tinguished. (Loud applause.) For many a long
year, day after day, the sacred fire that kindled be-
fore St. Bridget’s shrine at Kildarc was fed and sent
its pure flame up towards Heaven. The day came
when this firc was extinguished. The fire that has

‘burned for nearly a thousand years upon the altar

of Treland’s nationality, fed with the people's hope,
fed with the people’s prayer; the fire that has never
becn extinguished, even though torrents of the na-
tion’s blood have been poured out upen it—that fire
‘burns to-day, and that fire wili yet illumine Ircland,
(Loud applause.)

I will conclude with one word, Even as Lir's
lonely daughter sighed for the beaming of theay-
star, so do I say, when shall that dny-star of free-
dom, mildly springing, warm our Iand with peace
and love? When shall the bell of snered liberly
ringing call every Ivish heart from out the grave of
slavery, from out the long miserable shade of servi-
tude, to walk in the full blaze and power of our na-
tional freedom and our national glory? O, may it
come, and may God prosper our cause, and, I speak
now, as & priest as well as an Irishman, I claim in
my prayer as well as my work, from that God te
whom I and my peonle have been so faithful, togive
us, not only that crown of eternity to which we look
forward with a Christian hope, but to give us,in
His justice, that crown of national liberty and frec-
dom, to which we have established our right by onr
heroic resistance to 50 many ages of oppression—
(Loud and prolonged applause.)

Yoone Mex.—Most young men consider it o great
mnisfortune to be poor, er not have capital enough to
establish themselves at their outset of life in a good
business, This is & mistaken notion, So far from
poverty boing o misfortune to him, if we may judge .
from whet we every day behold, it is really & bless-
ing; the chanee is move than ten to one against the
youth who starts with plenty. of money. . Let any
onc. look back twenty years, and sce who com-
menced buginess at that time with abundant means,
and trace them down to the present day—how many
of thesa now  baast wealth and ‘standing ?- On the |
contrary, how many have become poot, lost their
places in society, and . are passed by their ewn boon
companions, with o look which painfully says
know you not| ) ot

When men- dressed in a littic brief authority
seck to magnify their office beyond reason and go
sense, ¢hey only succéed in bringing contempt upon
the place.and ridicule upon themselves, .»: ©
" Phose, who Tive for something usually find itis
something to live, . ‘



