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sheriff should present them with a pair of
white gloves at the Assize Court, their Honors
would have to forego those pleasant eplsodqs
of social life forever. Listen 1o this authori-
tative bit of English information :—.

uNotwilhstending the high positfon which
En %z?nd holds :arnong- Christian mtlonshit. is
sad to observe. so little improvement 5 shown
py criminal statistics in the morals of a large
ciass of its population. In the year 1877 there
were 77,0e2 errests in London nlone. Of these, on
the mnie side of the count, there were 15,614 ln-
borers, carters, and 17,727 individuals with-
out trade or profession. - Of the women 4 large
npumber were washerwomen, 1,502 domestic ser-
vants, and persons without regular employment
2)40;. Of the whole number arrested Judgment
iis been passed on 61,03%.  As to education, 7,2
men &nd 428 women could neither read
nor write ; 2L,614 nmen and 13,065 women could
read or wrile imperfectly ; 85 men and 6 women
had recelved a superior education. Drunken-
ness was the sole offence in 25,000 cases and the
accompanying offence in & good many others;
6,139 were cases of theft. More than one-sixth
of the articles stolen were recovered by the po-
llce, The number of persons who disuppeared
during the year was 11,609, of swhom #,160 were
found by the detectives. Of sulcides there were
240, besides 388 attempts at the same time.”

Add to these figures 120,000 thieves, bad
characters and vagabonds, with 60,00 prosti-
tutes, and London furnishes the world with a
noble proof of Christian morality. Just ex-
tand, eceteris parilus, and, proportion observed,
those figures to all Englund and the proof of
Ler moral superiority over benighted, Papist
ircland is overwhelming, When one veflects
upon Spitalfields refinement—St. Giles mor-
ality—the spiritual loveliness of Houndsditch
and the fanatics, blasphemers and liars of
Lxeter Hall; when one sees wife-beating be-
comea science and murder a fine art; when
plows bankers futten upon the scanty means
of widows and orphans, and godly preachers
advertise benefices like bullocks; when the
livorce courts day after day furnish the world
with glimpses of the hideous excesses of the
aristocracy and the Quarter Sessions manifest
the naked deformity of nngilded plebeinns;
when atheism is eating like a cancer into the
livhest spheres of iutellectual life and the
lower classes arg, to a vast extent, ignorant of
God; when poisonings, stabbing, shooting,
butal assaults, infanticide and every form of
crime and pollution is rioting in her midst, the
assmmption of moral superiority by England
over pious, God-fearing, pure Ircland is the
coolest bit of humbug theworld has everknown
Does any good man or woman imagine that
such a terrible showing is a gratifying con-
sideration for Catholic Trishmzen? There are
no people in the world whe grieve more over
the debasement of their brother man : but
when Excter Hall and your Shaftesburys,
your reverends and right-reverends, in Eng-
land and Americn, fall to prosing about the
moral miseries of a faithful people whose vir-
wes they cannot compeeliend, it is time, I
think, to direct their attention to liome.
They need not wander to Timbuctoo nor
Borioboala Gha to find heathens ana savages
morally as well as physically naked. The
reason for my referring to these questions,
ladies and gentlemen, is this: You may have
often heard self-suflicient, superficial creatures
assert that the trials and sufferings of Ireland
were the result of hier own fault—that she
was naturally discontented—that she was
improvident—that she was a chronic law-
breaker——that her religion was the cliief cause
of ler degradation—that the famine was a
direct result of all these. Do not imagine
for an instant that I wish to say that Irishmen
are all perfect. They are men, and therefore,
imperfect; but this I do say, that ifthe English
people and their culogizers had been subject-
ed to one-tenth of the tyrannical legislation
and cruel persecution the Irish have suffered
under for centuries, they would nt this day
Le running about wild on all-fours! But to
retum, we know that

ENGLAND RECRIVED NOTHING BUT BENEFITS FROM
IRELAND

when the former country was poor and
ignorant. 'We have seen these benetits repaid
Ly the basest ingratitude when England had
attained power and wealth. When penal
legislution had grown distasteful to the pow-
erful nations of the world, England changed
her tactics.  If she could not carry out theex-
tirpating policy of Henry VIIL, Elizabeth and
athers in the strong light of the public
opinion of the nineteenth century, she had
uther and more subtle weapons in the armory
of hatred which was just as effectual as the
axe, the rope, fire or contiscation. Ireland,
prosperous under her own Parlinment—Ire-
land growing 1o the proportions of a nation—
Ircland waxing strong under the sublime
reqime of justice, which, though putial for
time, would have assuredly reached the higher
plane of religious and civil equality for all
Irishmen—this was too much for Englind
to look upon and tolerate,  Therefore was
the Union decreed at all hazards. There-
fore was Ireland deliberately intrigued, de-
coved and manc:uvred into the fatal uprising
of 1798, in order to furnish a prefext for rob-
bing her of her legislative autonomy. It was
the old story—the Spider Pitt and the Trish
Fly—and the poor tly got the worst of the
bargain,  After the infamous Castlereagh—
may the dishonored grave of Keogh cover the
last traitor of the black breed!—when this
treacherous politician had done his master’s
dirty work—when politicians with the itch-
ing palm : the Blakes, Bagnalls, Burdets, with
all the rest of the soulless canaille, had been
pensioned, beribboned and betitled, guerdons,
not, as in former times, of honor, but of in-
famy and disgracc—when Ireland's cnergy
and enterprise had been bound hand and foot
1o the “interests of the Empire,” then #ad-
justments 7 of public debt, #equalization”
and «balances of burdens,” &c., &c., were the
order of the day, and Ireland found herself
enjoying the glorious benefit, three years
after the Union, of a debt of nearly three hun-
<lred millions of dollars !—something different
from her seven or eight millions of dollars of
liability before the Union. Pitt had pro-
mised Linglish capital and English protection
to lrelnnd. As some philosophers are dis-
Posed to look upon England’s debt as one of
the national bulwarks, perhaps Pitt really in-
tended o blessing in disguise to the Irish peo-
ple when he saddled poor Erin with two hun-
dred and ninety millions of dollars of debt,
every dollar of which, very probably, was
contracted through the expensgive wars which
Engiand had wageld agninst the rights and
liberties of the Trish nation. The dowry was
worthy of the unhallowed marriage. As to
% English protection,” Rolla's words, “Such
protection ag wolves give to lambs,” instantly
sugpest themselves to the impartial observer.
Benr with me, lndies and gentlemen, while I
dwell upon these things. TFor here lie the
germ and radical causes of the famine, disease
and death which fell Leavily upon the robbed
and betrayed people of Ireland. Vree Trade
has been England's most powerful weapon, by

which she has driven competition
to ihe wall—but this could only be
the cnso as long as she lheld the

Supremacy of comwmeorce in her hands.
Today her Free Trade ndvocates miss the
“tromendous cheers” which greeted their
theories a few yemrs since. The gigantic
American power is an irresistible argument
the other way. Let it be generally understood :
No young or poor nation can afford Freo
Trade, while there are mighty capitalists in
ti.e market, It will simply result in a renliz.
ation of the old ‘fable’of the brass pot and the
clay pipkin. ‘If they do mot protect their

own workshop, thelrich monopolist will step
in and undersell them at their own doors.
Thug Canada with Free Trade would e sim-
ply inviting that poverty, stagnation and
misery which fell upon Ireland with the
Union ; she would merely be a tender to
American prosperity. Why was it that Ire-
land, in ten years after the Union, exported
3,000,000 bushels of wheat more than during
the ten years preceding that event? export-
ed 1,000,000 more cwts of menl and flour;
600,000 more pigs; 9,000,000 more Dbarrels of
oats ; 5,000,000 mare tlitches of bacon, 350,600
head of horned cattle ? The population had not
materially advaaced, at 1cast; not sufficiently
to account for this enormons disparity of ex-
portation. The explanation is very casy.
Free Trade impoverished the people rapidly.
Absentecism accelerated their  downfall.
What should have been kept at home for the
sustenance of the Irish people was shipped to
England, there being no other resources
available {o enable the poor farmer and labor-
er to pay his rents. The vicious principle of
middlemen had its share in the general im-
poverishment of the country. It was the man
of ten acres trying to live on the man of one.
So the whole burden fell not upon the best,
but upon the least, able to bearit. Thus it
went on until the great mass of the people of
Ireland, by the deliberate policy of the

Euglish Government, found thewmselves
separated  from  absolute starvation by
a  potatvo—u precarious sonrce of food.

There are some who are disposed to sneer at
the argument which attributes the Ivish
famine to the Knglish Grovernment, asking,
with a langh, if England caused the potato
blight? My good sir, I say to such a one, no
Irishman ever was guilty of the absurdity ot
charging the blight to the English Govern-
ment, hut what he does charge that Govern.
ment with is this: that by its refusal to stop
tiie drain of provisions from Irish to English
ports at a time when famine was threatening
the Irish people—DUy its throwing that puople
upon one article of food, whose crop had been
for sometime wiving clear indications of
failure—by its encouragement of the infernal
rack-rent, tithes and multiplied assessments
by which eclerical and lay scoundrels robbed
that suffering nation—ly its turning a deaf
car to the repeated warnings which many
eminent Irishmen gave of the impending
calamity, by these things and many others,
England is responsible before the trivunal of
nations and before the higher tribunal of
eternal justice for that awful fumine and its
direct vesult, typhus fever, which swept from
the fave of the earth hundreds of thon-
sunds  and millions of  the noblest race
that ever lived upon the footstool of God!
I am sorry to be obliged to say it, but the
English people, in general, had but littde
feeling for poor Erin wlhen her shrick of woe
went through the nations of the earth for her
childven dying of hunger. Who can forget
that great meeting in England at which an
unspeakable Saxon  bLrate  lawled ont:
«Hurrah for the Famine!” It was at that
sume meeting that Disraeli, whom O'Connell
styled « a lineal descendent of the impenitent
thief,” dared to say that he ¢ did not consider
the famine an unmixed evil.” No, Jew, it was
not an unmixed evil, for it afforded the world
un example of such heroic and sublime virtues
on the part of the dying Trish people, that to
find their parallel we must go back to the
time of Nero und the Flavian Ampitheatre.
Let us be patient; the Irish spectre will
meet the Cyprian Jew at Phillippi. As
we approach nearer and nearer the epoch
when  Irveland was o Haceldama, a Field
of Death, onr Dblood beging te  grow
hot and therc is cvery danger that our
judgment be swept wway Dbefore the cold-
blooded infamy of her seif-appointed rulers.
In all other times the Irish people had been
persecuted Ly robast villians ; the Famine was
developed and grew general under the man-
agement of insignificant tyrants. It was the
age of petty rascals, chicf of whom impartial
history must place little mediocre Lord John
Russcll,whose brain never conceived an honest
iden, or heart felt a spark of sympathy with
his sutfering brothers on this carth. DBut no
cobra of India, no rattle-snalke of America,
no viper of Egypt, no wholesale apothecary
shop in London, possessed more poison than
did the heartless mannikin who refused food
to the starving Irish and wrote the Durham
Letter. e was an epitome of those insular,
narrow views and profound prejudices which
render the majority of Englishmen detestable
on four Continents, with Australia thrown in.
All religion, all virtue, all statesmanship, all
comuon rense, find their fitting atmosphere
and most favarable development on the British
Island. Podsmap saysso,and is must be true.
Tlhey sneer atother countries, France and the
United States especially ; but if n Frenchman
or an American retort it is taken as a deadly
insult. This spirit led England, in former
days, to make o casws belll of trifles; now-a-
duys nations throw the gauntlet at her feet,
and I do not cbserve that she is over-ready to
pick it up. Perhaps, hitherto, her courage
bas been a kind of wife-beating valor, very
ready to pound the weak, but ¢ your obedient
servant ' in the presence of the strong.  Abys-
sinin, Ashantee, and Afghanistan are not Rus-
sin or Germany. Glory is not so cheaply
earned with the Iatter powers, and discretion
is the better part of valor.

THE FAMINE

commenced to rage in 1846, and reached its
culmination in the terrible ycars of '47-'48.
The annals of the world present no such a
horrible incongruity as this Irish famine; for,
while ordinary scourges of this kind procecd
from a total want of food, the Irish people
died of hunger in the midst of plenty. Is it
pot drendful to be told that, during cach year
of the famine, enough food was exported from
Ircland to feed the people twice over? What
judgment shall posterity pass upon a rich
nation which, while pretending that Ircland
was an integral part of the British Empire,
refused to suspend, for one instant, those
commercial arrangements, altogether favor-
able to the English merchant, by which the
very food, which the starving Irish peasantry
bad raised, was snatched from their feeble
grasp and poured inte English granaries and
warchouses 7 They speculated on the heart's
blood of & dying nation ; they made their per-
centage out of u martyr people’s tears ; they
gloated over their favorable balances, and
forgot that the flower of the Irish race had
to sink into a prematurc grave, in order
that the Saxon's capitnl might 1ise, in
golden columns, on the pages of the ledger.
But, while they were posting their gains he}'e
below, the recording Angel was writing, in
words of flame and Dblood, the cry of the
stricken Irish to the justice of the Most High !
As the famine increased, and the coroner’s
verdict, “ died of slarvation,” became mono-
tonous nnd tiresome, the public opinion of
Clristendom began to affect the sluggish
apathy of the British Government. Then
officinlism aiose up in all the majesty of cir-
cumlocution and red tape, and what famine
spired, Downing strcet worried to denth.
Then came forth—as locusts fram the pit—
thousands of circulars, minutes for direction,
instructions to Honorable and Right Honor-
able Borrds, enquiries, etc., all stamped with
the cloud-compelling signet of _the Home Of-
fice, and a1l ending © Your obedient gervant.”
Shoals of agents, understrappers, sub-under-
strappers, deputy sub-understrappers, with

their deputy Jacks-in-office, all with
heavy salarles tacked on to their
sinecures, were sent to Ireland to await
instructions. When instructions arrived, the
whole body of officials had to write back that
matters had so changed that further direc-
tions were necessary.  When “ further direc-
tions” came duly to haud, Jack-in-office was
much distressed, but “weally, you know,”
owing to the excessive mutability of the Irish
charncter, the first instructions were perfectly
applicable at the present time. And all this
time the people were

DYING BY TIIQUSANDS!

When the Government did get starled, and
arouised ite humane soul to do battle with
deadly Hunger, no doubt it began with such
vigorous legislation as the imperious neces-
sity of the situation demanded. Ordinary
common sens¢ will at once conclude that a
particular protective bill was immediately
passed  forbidding the exportation of
food from Ireland; that a nioney grant was
passed cqual to the cmergency: that loth
food and money were given over to the
dircet control of active commmnissions, com-
posed of the clergy and leading citizens of
every townsland and barony where distress
was felt.  In short. common sense would ex-
pect. from most Christian England, o little
exhibition of Christian charity, although one
should not expect her to be so lavish in her
charity as the rascally, Lynch-law-governed
United States, which may the commercinl
gods confound ! Her first philanthropic mea-
sure to relieve the distress was the repesl ot
the Corn Laws, thus depreciating, as John
Mitchell shows, Ireland's enly article of ex-
port. Then £100,000 stevling were voted for
the clerks, agents, commissioners, and under-
steappers, to whom 1 have just veferred. After
that, as a delicate it of English justice and
good-will to Ireland. there was passed a

most  stringent  Coercion 3l for  the
better  choking  off of  thase  jusolent
rebels whom the fatuine hod not killed.

Then Government sat down to rest after these
gigantic etforts.  With folded arms it watch.
ed the practical working of its Denign ae-
tions.
IT WS ADMIRABLE

No wonder their {riends should hurral tor
the famine: big salavies for doing nothing
but writing long~winded communications to
Downing street, which, after treating, at gread
length, of the progresses of the Lond Lirutens
ant, the gaiety of the Itisli Capital, the exs
cellent cedlar of Lord Spanicl. who voted the
Union, and the fine game preserves of Ilis
Honor the Marquis of Barsinister, coneludud,
like o younyg school girl's letter, with a P.S.,
~The famine ix increasing,”  The fact of the
matter is, the Government was  delighted
with the situation. The fonine was an
Alexander's sword that cut  the Gordian
Knot of Irish  disaffection asunder  and
removed a thorn from the side ot the Fmpive.
Then £L10.000,000 were voted tor Ireland, bat
it was a loan to be repaid with the highest
market interest.  As the Union saddled upon
the unfortunate Irish people two hundeed and
ninety millions of dollars debt. not one cent
of which Ircland had contracted. the noble
acenerosity of this loun of fifty millions ot
dollars is at onceapparent. Iut don't imagine
fora moment that this mouey was to be
given, according to the nceessity of the hour,
to the starving Irish. They were to work for
their stipend, these poor, fevered, hungry
people.  Dublic works were inangurated.
Practicable scliemes of draining waste lands
and rendering them fit for tillage, or any
eftorts to ameliorate permanently the con-
dition of the people, were very properly re-
jected with scorn.  The public works con-
sisted of tuking the small farmers from their
lands and employing them at making lridges
aver the dry beds of extinet rivers and diguing
holes to-day in order to fill them to-morrow.
Is it any wonder the famine became chronic ?
Would not ordinary commou sense have die-
tated a policy the very contrary of this? A
statesman would have fed the people and, in
the meantime, would have encouraged the
tillage of as much land as possible; a states-
man would have had recourse to exceptionnl
legislation —lie would Lave closed the Irish
poris to exports of food amd thrown them open
to the provisions of the world—lhe would have
curtailed the insatiable rapacity of English
merchants and imposcd a heavy tax on absen-
tees—he would have sent adrift the army of
ollicials who were growing ricliat the expense
of the impoverished people—in fact, hewonld
have done everything which Lord John Rus-
sell did not du, because Russell was no states-
man, and, it he had been, Le did not wish to
save the fiunine-stricken population of Treland.
He could sympathize with the parjnhs of India
or the pagan Chinese, but he had nothing but
hate for a noble Christian nation in its agony.
The bigoted little mannikin was, theorctically,
a Liberal and Whig, but practically there was
not & more narrow-minded, pitiful Tory in the
world. He stele Peel’s ideas and liberalized
the Tory's policy into a worse Torvism than
Peel ever drenmt of. When Peel fell on the
Corn Law question, he had

A COERCION BILL

prepared for the unfortunate Irish, as if famine
were not enough. Well, when Russell sue-
ceeded, in 1846, he took Peel’s Cocrcion Bill,
made it ten times move stringent than the
Tories ever dreamt of making it, and clapped
it on to the back of Ireland. Pecl made the
mustard plaister for the raw wound of Irish
suffering, but vicious little Russell dusted the
remedy with caycone pepper. It was not one
of the least horrors of the famine in Ireland
that it took place under the Administration
of the most paltry creature that cver appeared
in the political heavens of the nineteenth cen-
tury. He was a fussy, inept and imbecile
meddler in everything, without statesmanlike
capacity whatever. Itisa pity,one is tempted
to say, that the fates had not straddled him on
Peel's horse the dny that that arrester of
O'Connell and persecutor of Ireland met his
doom.

Is it not pitiful, lndics and gentleman, to
sce the great, noble, sorrowful form of Erin,
smrounded by these harpies in the supreme
hour of her great distress? Bleeding at every
pore, covered with wounds of centuries, des-
poiled of her nncient beanty, manacled hand
and foot, surely the speciacle was enough to
touch the hardest heart that ever bewt in
human breast! But the British official had
no heart, and the groans of the victim
of tyraony and misrule were Sweet
music to his ears. But bo patient!
There is & Nemesis for national; as well ns
for individual crime, and the howr
of vengennce strikes when least expected. It
would be amusing, if it were not horrible, to
repent the numerous panacess suggested by
English speakers and newspaper men for the
effective cure of Ireland. One bawls out i—
u Let the Irish be sent to South Africa o the
Fiji Islands!” Another cries:—¢5hip them
to Australing that country is just the place
for the Irish !’ A holy man of God, from a
State Church as Dy law established point of
view, writes «—« Government should pass &
stringent coercion law at once. Heavy mort-
gages, held by Englishmen, on Irish property
are becoming almost worthless. Life should
be protected—that is, those lives which make
mortgages and lend money upon them.” The
lives of the poor were not worthy of a
moment's consideration, according to this go-

FOIl THE UNDERSTRAPPERS,

celled minister of the Gospel. Dives should
have protection, but, as for poor Lazarus, kick
him into the highway and set the dogs upon
him. And the London Times, which is always
ready to sound the key-uote of English
bigotry and cruelty, amused the public with
half-sneering, half-humorous and wholly
brutal articles upon ragged Connemarn and
the «Irish howl," over which the aforesaid
British public laughed consumedly. The
same parasite hanger-on of English public
opinien churged the Irish people with

ASKING THE WORLD FOR ALMS,

That was a lie, pure and simple. The dying
Irish never asked one dollar from the nations
of the earth, least of all from England. Tle
Dublin Nation, in the name of Ireland, reject-
ed with scorn the iden that tardy and partial
restitution of money stolen from the aftlicted
land was charity. So angry was the Biitish
Government at Ireland’s proud demcanor,
that a fellow named Trevillyan was sent to
Ireland expressly to get up a petition pre-
tending to be from the Irish people, begging
for relief. Dut the fraud was detected,
and the nice little government trick
exposed  to  the contempt aad  de-
rision of the world. England wonld
have been in eestasies at the sight of Ireland
on her knees before her; but the Saxon will
crouch in the dust himself ere one honest
Celt lowers his manhood into the degradation
of willing submission to tyranny and injustice!
Ireland asks no favors from the world—she
tlings back scornfully into the calumniator’s
face the He that would make her a pauper,—
she demands her rights, and shall assaredly
one day have them,

THE AWFUL FAMINE.
Can the Irish Famine be described by words?
No! It would require the tongue of an angel
to paint the dreadful sufferings, destitution
and death of the taithful Ivish people duving
the sad years of that supreme trial. Youug
and old—the strong and the fecble—the

mother, and the infant at  the  beeast,
all  went  down before  the  deadly
breath of the fell destroyer.  The dying

moans of a starving nation were heanl in the
banguet halls of the oppressor. and fonnd
therein no umane response,  Patiently, re-
signedly the hieroic martyrs of Frindied. No
curse upon those who had robbed them of all
was heard issuing frowr those pallid lips,
Their faith cnabled themto forgive, und when
all earthly hope was zone they looked with
confidence to Heaven and meckly thanked
God for the boan of death.  They loved the
spot, they loved the ficld, they loved the
home, no matter how humble, where their
forefathers had Hved and died,and where they
themselves bad Deen Lborun. Bvery stream.
every hodge, every hill was endearcd to them
by a thonsand happy associntions of their
buoyant, virtuons youth.  There was the lit-
tle thatehed chapel where the soggorth aroon
had instilled  holy  prineiples into  their
youug minds, and guided their infant steps
along the path of virtne and sclf-deniul.
There was the quict graveyard where the
suintly  cenerations of their chaste, God-
loving ancestors awaited the glorious resur-
rection of the true Christian. There were
the graves, watered cach quiet Sunday and
holiday with the purest tears of earthly affee-
tion—of fond remembrance, and Cutholic
faith. ‘T'here was the thatched cottage, where
the good father and maother had lived and
died, e example of everything virtuous to
their childrep. Into that cottage he had
brought the fair young girl, whom he had
vowed before God's altar to love and fuith-
fully chervishforlife. There his children were
born, and from thence one, perhaps two, of
the little lambs of his flock had been carried
away and buried aleng with a large part of the
sorrowing  father  and  mother's  hearts.
Thither the neighbors  had  come,  aml
chieered  the hard  burden  of life with
inmocent  pleasintry,  Lumor  and wit,
Love made it a  Paradise, and  the
grace of God, thal sure source of  resigna-
tion and contentment,
HALLOWED  THEIR LIVES WITH
EENEDICTION,
But the spectre of famine entered in, and all
wax clanged bue virtue and the love of God.
The father—the mother—soun began to ex-
perience the woe, the terror, of hearing their
children ey for bread, and to ery in vain
Their plump cheeks grew pale and pinched |
their eyes large and haggard—while a sorrow-
ful, appealing expression of countenance tore
the heart of the beholder.  Good God! what
w sight'—to see an innocent babe shrivelled,
old-lovking. and dying of hunger hefore the
Joving pavents’ eves!  But they died fust—
Goi be praised for it f—the famine was merci-
ful, and took them yuickly. Before they died,
what frantic efforts the poor. poor parcnts
made to save their darlings.  Day and night

HATLINESS  AND

they wandered miles and miles away secking
for tood, but in vain! for their
neighbors  were as  destitute as  them-
selves. Though tottering on their limbs

from uiter bunger and exhaustion, they
carried the mercst excuse for food home to
their children and never, for one instant,
thought of touching the few carrofs or tur-
nips which they looked upon as a sacred
Lurden that was to preserve the lives of their
little onus. Very soon thesc miserable re-
sources were exhausted and then nothing re-
onined but to lie down and die, which they
did, these Irish people, with their children
clasped to their gaunt breasts, and their
breaking hearts sobbing to God. DBut, pa-
tiently, very patiently, for they are n patient
people in their suflerings, these Irish rebels.
You will be amuzed, oh British legislators, at
the last great day, to discover how seldom
the dying victims of your #policy” cven
thought of, much less cursed yeu! The little
babes that sought in vain at their mothers’
breast for sustenance never suspected that
the blood was dried up in the maternal
veins. No blood, no milk, little one! Lord
John Russell and his liberal friends could not
afford to let Irish babies have milk. The
famine itself was nothing less than n species
of Coercion Bill to stop Irish mothers’ milk
and Irish fathers’ breath, and it worked to a
charm. Many coroners’ juries in Ireland
brought in
A VERDICT OF ¥ MURLER "

against #John Russell, commonly called Lord
John Russell.” As his trial involved many
important questions it was postponed until
the Great Father of the sorrowing and hungry,
the Divine Champion of the widow and the
orphan, opens His Court. Then England's
case will be called and British statesmen will
be enabled to explain their « policy.” Satis.
fuctorily, I hope.

Travellers who visited the West of freland
during the year 47 inform us that they often
came upon groups of cabins in which they
found nothing but corpses. Now and then a
ghasly skeleton, hardly of human appearance,
might have been seen dragging himself or

herself along by the ledge, jabbering
and laughing in a hideous  par-
oxysm of fever and insanity. Their
eye-balls starting from the head, red

and glittering with fever, haunted the travel-
ler's dreams for months afterwards. The sun
shone brightly, the birds sang merrily, the
Iark trilled from earth to heaven; the loveli-
ness of Avoca and Killarney, and a thousand
places, famous in history and song, was as fair

as ever, yet the people were strewing the road-
sides with their fumished bodies, black with
disense and death, and, when an occasional
mquest took place, their shrivelled stomachs
were found to be filled with undigested masses
of grass and clay.

The horror increased as time went on.
Awful whispers began to be hieard that some
insane crentures had takem to cat humaen
flesh—~—that the gnawed and bitten members of
children were discovered, concealed underthe
rags of some of the dead! These frightful
stories I have always doubted : but from the
insanity of extreme hunger may God deliver
ts all—for a hundred tales of shipwreck
tell us what man, driven to the extre-
mity of want, is capable of doing.
"The present yellow fever in the South is ap-
palling and heart-rending, but its worse fen-
tures pale Lefore the tragedy of the Irish
Famine. In afew hours, in two or three days
at moxt, the yellow fever sufferer is at rest,
but famine is a torture of many days and
weeks. A few mouthfuls of food now and
then kept the machinaiy of life going, Lut
only preserved the hapless vicetim for pro-
longed sutivring.  They could not weep, the
source of tears was exhaustad.  They could
find no sympathy, for all were alike devoted
to the doom of hunger and death.  Theat is,
they found no sympathy with their rulers, but
clrewhere they werewmore fortunate. O priests
of Ireland ! when the the dread plague was
upon your people, you carned the gratitude
amd admiration of hunmanity for your heroie
Lutttle witl

HUNGER AND pEATI ]
You shared the last crust with the sufferers,
and when nothing more remained, yon spoke

toving words of sympathy to them and i

pointed  to that  happy eternity  which
awaited them. where there was neither hunger
nor leatly, aud where cvery tear would be
wipud away amd every sorrowing heart con-
soled!  God bless the eave priests of fre-
land ! In sunshine and stormy, in prosperity
atud adversity, in plenty amd in want, day and
night, they have heen true as steel to the holy
vaise of Treland and her people. And when-
ever [ hewr an Trish tougoe dare to question
their priests' love of race awd country—aye,

Pand of Jrish diberty, too—) turn away fron

the worthless ingrate and say to myselfy « I€
England wanted an informer to-morrow, she
wonld tind a willing traitor in you!™  But
the Trish are a people of faith and gratitude,
and 1 know that neither denagogne, nor red
republican, nor revolutionist, nor the feverish
champion of hair-brained madness, nor the
foaming of furious fools, nor the darle spirits
of awarchy uow abroad, shall ever sepa-
rite them from their pricsts—their traoest,
their wisest, their Tong-fried, faithfnl friends!
They fomud sympathy too, elsewhere. Galinnt
IPrance opened her great heart to dying Erin,
and did all she could ta stop the tlowing of
her lifes DLlood. She was not able to do
much, for 6 Governtent regulations” stowl in
the way and Englurd did not wish 4 ignorant
foreigners” to disturb the admirable working
of her spolivy.,” DBut Ireland  remembered
the kindness of Franee, anmd when thy Prassian
invaders poured down upon her, lrishmen, as
of old, fouglt and died for the benefactor of
their country.

And ean we pass over the United States,
which stood ready to pour ont their wealth
and grain at the feet of Ireland if ¢ Govern-
ment restrictions” had not agnin stepped in,
and to a great extent, frustrated the bene-
ficence of the mighty Republic. Did the Irvish
people torget the generosity of America ? Liet
the great Civil Warreply.  Let the magnifi-
cent Trish  DBrigande answer! 1f you would
know  what Americans  think  of  their
Irish warrior friends, just mention the Bri-
gide, and you shall see the American’s eyo
glisten with pride, and you shall hear his
tongne grow eloquent, ns he enlogizes the
splendid Irish phalunx and places the prowd-
est laurel of the war upon fis Lrow, over
whose unknown grave the widers of the yvel-
low Missowri roll an cternal soquirm upon
him,—ohject of Ireland’s and America’s deep-
est atlection, dauntless, glorious

MEAGHER OF THE swoltn !

Aud, now, those who were Ieft alive and were
able began to fly feom their anbappy coun-
try. But if Hanger conld not set its ghastty
foot upon the teeming gliores of e New
World, Discase could. That invariable com-
panion of want ol natrition, typhus fever,
seized upon the half-famished  exiles, and
their bones now furm a whiten path, in the
ocean’s depths, between Ameriea and their
native land.  Along the banls of the mighty
river which flows past this benutiful city—on
the shores of the great lnkes,—and in the Far
West, vast mounds of the hapless remaing
of Irelaud’s murdered sons and danghters
stand, God's garrisons, to give forth their
troops of witnuesses at the great accounting
day. 1 have seen the “sheds,” as they were
citled, when they were crowded with the sick
and dving [rish people. The heroism of those
sullercrs in the sheds—their patience, their
resignation to God's will, their sublime vir-
tues—shall never be known until the Arch-
angel sounds his trumpet. No word was
heard from their parched nnd blnckened lips
but “Thanks be to God!"—#Glory bLe to
God!" They may not have known how to
win money here below, but they knew how to
win Heaven, Not one of the noble athletes
of the faith, down upon whom scowled the
onc hundred thousand heathens of the Coli-
seum, was g truer martyr than those dying
men and women of Ireland. A holy Irish
Canadian Bishop called them God's martyrs.
I heard him use the words,and Lie was worthy
of his faithful race, for he was administering
to the dying in the sheds only two honrs be-
fore the fever carried him ofl.  This true pas-
tor was Bishop Power, of Toronto.

AND THE LITTLE CHILDREX,

what of those Inmbs lcft desolate in a strange
land? Were they forgotten and abandonced ¥
Al,no! Thank God! the Church of true
Christian Charity flourishes in America, and
in no portion of it more vigorously than it
does in Canada, and here let me pay my hum-
ble tribute of gratitude to a noblc priest
through whose instrumentality hundreds of
TIrish children were provided with homes and
kind protectors, andrescued from the danger
of an infamous proselytism which simed at
robbing those innocent babes of their fuith.
There i8 no Irish Catholic in the wide world
but should reverence and love the honored
name of Monsignor Cazcan, Vicar-
General of the Archdiocese of Quebec.
May God reward him a  hundred
fold for his devotion to the orphan
children of the dead exiles of Xrin!
In fact, the clergy—especially the saintly
Archbishop Bourget—and people of Cannda
wero truly good Samaritans to the unfor-
tunate people who were shipped, liko cattle,
to the shores of America by a government
whose only object was to get rid of them as
fast as it could. As usual, the Times could
not repress & shout of delight as it looked
upon the masses of the Irish moving towards
the seaports in search of that existence which
was denied them at home. « They are gone with
n vengeance!” yelled that paper, and the ex-
ulting hurrah resounded throughout England.
Well, yes, they were gono with a vengeance,
surely, but then, there were some other con-
siderations connected with their flight which
the Timss and its followers imprudently for-

got. For instance, it never struck the Times
und its aristocratic mob of readers that the
Irish are a prolific people,and that those who
had gone with na  vengeance might
possibly, on this side of the Atlantic, increase
witl a vengeance. The 14,000,000 of strong,
prosperous, enlightened and warlike Irish in
North America cannot be sneered at like the
poor, half-starved thousnnds that tottereri over
the gangways of the cmigrant ships of 38,
Then there is another hint we might zive to
the Zémes and  its worshippers—those  Irish
exiles may, some day or another, return with
a vengeance. The Irish nation has i good
menmory. When the best troops of Britain
recled at Fontenoy Vbefore the irresistible
charge of the Ivish Brigade, their souls were
inflamed and their ars strengthened by gal-
Innt Dillon's cry :
“ REMEMEER
Hidden in the womb of future events there
may await England another Fontency. und
in that day, & most powerful factor in tiwe re-
sult will be the war-shent :—- Hememt o the
Fumine!”  Nations, like individuals are not
exempted from the stern relribution which

LIMERICK !

follows  cviladoing,  Assyrin, Persin and
Bome  were mighty powers;  where are
they  to-tay?  Gladstone said the  other

day that England's commercial supremaey
would soon pass to the United States, e is
a shirewd thinker whenever veligion docs uot
bother his judigment. When Dritain’s con-
mereinl supremiey is gong, she witl bein to
grow cold at the extvemities, for thy ~vmp-

toms of a dying man and wodving enpire ave
the same.  Her colouies will separate srom
her,  and, graduxlly  but surelv. the
[ process  of  dissolution  will valice
until the Lour of destiny shall  steliee iyer
doom and  history write S Bretannd. s
And. then, we shadl see such an upe
the Irish mce as the world never witie
before.  The spendid genins whicls ilis

Ewrope in the fifth, sixth and seventiooen-
turies will dazzle mankind onee more, That
superabundant  intellectnal  energy which

wide here the teachor of nations will attract to
tier shores, as in days of yore, the best intelli-

retce of the  world,  Graduadly,  thiough
the fast fading  clowds  and ists
which have =0 long enshronded Lioeo the

beantifl feanres of Frin will come ot
majesty ol sorrow upon her brow mingl- fwith
the glad radiance of a teimeplant et dom
af centuries.  When she easts her ey BRI
the Dbattleficld where millions  of Ler et
and noblest children livve fought wwl i,
she will be able to point to te holy cross and
the bauner of patrioti=m il say c—e- 1§ Live
never betrayed the one nor ceased v Gedend
the othee! ™ Other nations have alanboned
the cross—Erin never, Other people Bave farses
Iy submitted to the tyrmnt—rin wever ey
children's exadus has been for the salvation
of many.  They have been the secd of aith
whicl the Alwiglty Huslamdinaee L seat-
tered thronghont the nations, that there might
spring up thee tiness of belier and e loveli-
ness of Christisn morality.  They Livie leen
trampled down in Uie wine-press of suitering
thut they might the more sueeessfntly vary
the cross and excmplify its precepts. to the
furthest end of the cartl,. Though the <plen-
dor of noble catliedeals, the cliarms of vueh; iz
ing musie, the magnificence of the Chureh s
rituni, the captivating volce of genivs, be
wanting to them, the faith which wans their
bosoms and Inspires  their intelligence sees
God in the thadched chapel, in the Jog chureh
of the American forests, in the soldiers tent
on the plains of the Far West, and i as pleas-
ing to the Almighty as the gorgeous ceremo-
nies of St Peter’s or Notre Dame. Their religion
is within, blessed inheritanee of the bleak hill-
side Mass, when the raging of the pitiless
storm of human hate or elemental strife wero
powerless to extinguish the brighi lame of
belief which St Patrick had symlolized in the
fire of Taew's 1L Aud, mingled withy this
strong attachment to Faith glows the Jove
of conntry—an  unedying sentimend o2 the
Irtsht people. Yhe captive  Jews ol
old sat by the waters of Bubylon and
wept when they thonght of  Zion awd hone.
DBut o grenter, nobler aml more faithiinl e,

Ly the waters not of a single river, but on the

banks of the St Lawrenee, the Hadson. the
Ohio, the Mississippd, the Missowd, the Ama-
sony and a thousand other strenms, ing the
songs of Ireland's glory and sorrow, untit
their sonds are carricd on wings of tieamry
ek to the alden vme. The  familine
faces aned plensant volees of the past Hyve azain,
all are remembere). anedy like a0 magie
enchantment sorrow and exile are no nuare,
wnd the wanderer is home apain,  The vision
pusses away, and he turns with o sich to the
duties of new relations and other scenes. But,
he of good courage ! Though the harp of
Tarn is mute it is not broken. By thy saints’
suflerings—O glorions, faithinl rocel—by thy
Lieroes’ seerifices—hy thy patience under the

Cross—Dby the blood of  thy nuartyred
millions—by  thy  prayers  and  bitter
tears—by  the  hallowed  menories  of

all ve have endured for onr Lord—hy all
these solemn shadows through which you
Lave passed, stainless and true—the day will
soon dawn when Erin shall lhear the angel’s
voice, whispering “arise '—when the chains
shall full from her limbs—when she shall
walk forth, past the guands and the duogeon
~—when, full of new life and hopa, she shall
seize the harp, touch ity long mute chords to
the forgotten melodies of her ancient glory
nnd send forth through the carth undying
striins .o the newly recovered liverties of the
faithful Irish race !
—— e et
WOLFE TONE ASSOCIATION.
SEMI~ANNUAL MEETING,

The semi-annual meeting for the clection
of officess for the above Association was leld
in their roums, Alexander street, last evening,.
The following gentlemen were elected tce-
bearers for the ensuing term:—Jnmes J.
Costigan, president (re-elected); Jolin J.
Warren, 1st  vice-president, (re-elerted);
Walter Dixon, 2nd vice-president ; 'I'. I
‘I'ansey, treagurer (re-clected) ; Wm. Beau-
champ, recording sceretary ; Wm, McMahon,
corresponding sccretavy 3 M. Shen, collecting
treasurer ; R Bishop, librarian ; P. Gallagher,
marshal.

The Association is collecting & fine library
in their Hall, as well as material for both
physical and mentnl improvement, and in all
other respects are advancing with rapid strides
towards ULecoming a flourishing  society.
The object of the association is combined
pleasure and improvement. The rooms are
centrally situated, and are comfortable in
every respect. The walls of the hall are deco-
rated with many appropriate mottoes, among
the most remarkable being a boeautiful one
neatly framed, and bearing the nome of the
organization, «Wolfe Tone”! The decora-
tiong were presented by lady and gentlemen
friends of the nssociation, and serve to consid-
grably embellish the well laid out and neatly
furnished apartments of which they are the
possessors. The rooms are open every night,
and an attraction is offered to members in the .
shape of chess and such other harmless
amusements. By this means much tempta-
tion is avoided, and every opportunity aforded
the members of taking part in innocent re-
creation. There are at present about 45 mem- .
bers connected with the society, and before «
long the roll will, doubtless, be quadrupled. ..




