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¢ Mr. O'Cac. ( wiping his mouth, throws his naplczv'n'; on fifs
plate, aid gives himself up wholly to the subject.;—To be sure,
sir, Iam‘u studier of races. Ever_y iy who is fond of dégs N
and horses: and all the poor brute bastes ‘in the creation; ns 1+
am, will be a believer in the hereditary temperanient of the dif.
ferent great families of the earth. There, $ir, sits'my neigbbour,
Jeiry Galbraith.  Look dt that face' of his. Al e llleir'cjcfy »
on Galbraith. who is bothered entir ely, el buno thus mnglcd -
out:}. Well, sir, dll the world “over, T \\oul(l =dy that was'an
Irish graft on a Scotrh stock. Thm, sir, you need niot be after
~ludymfr the ' "cm,'\lonlc'\l fomilics af the Polypuses and the
Grindalls, to’know them as Wlllmmllcs,——Dutﬂ?\ lmnsplanled
to Treland—a mixtare of the 1wlip and the trefoil, * “*. %=
Is among the pisantry that you will find the realancient ould
Celte, Mr. Sackville s—up in the mountains of Munster and -
Connaught.. the - Daltries and’ Ciunnamara ; and down .in’ the
lowlands, among the Jower classes, like mys'clf' As to the brass-- "
buttoned gentry, as .we mll them at the, fair - of Ballynasloe, .
they're all furrcigners, sir, Dam.s Sd\om, Spammds, (or "
Milesians, if you will,) \'orman:, Allemans, and Dutch., # % % ~
Look to thim’ Anglo-Normans. Since iver:they left the track of
their fraheens in the soil, there. they are, rovted like docks.—
They've held fast by the fiddle, as the elown says at Donnybrosk
fatr, sticking like bures, and flowishing like mustard-seed, to
this day. They are the fils%, { which we translute Fitzes, ) the
Geraldines, the Moriscoes, the de Talbols, and the de Botlers,
six hundred yecars and- more, keeping the place from the right |
owners.

“ Mr Sack. (langhing.)— Sn\ hundrvd years are no brlef‘pos-
session, Mr. O’Callaghan. * % % There is no wrestlmg
with events. Thcy are more powerful with men. The fate of
Trelund was inevituble. It is her interest, now, to forget the
past. . o '
4 Mr.O’Cavr, (vchemently. \—I don’t .ngeee with you, Mr.
Sackville, us fur as <Ireland goes, Irelind is the lust country on
the face of the creation that should forget the past. It is allshe



