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PREFACE:

BY JOHN FINLAY, ESQ

Tz Speeches of PriLrIre are now for the first time offered to the world in an authen-
tic form. So far as his exertions have been hitherte developed, his admirers, and they
are innumersble, must admit, that the text of this volume is an acknowledged reference,
to which fature criticism may fairly resort, and from which his friends muat deduce any
title which the speaker may have cteated to the-charaeter of an orator.

The interests of his repuition impose no necemsity of denying many of those imper-
fections which have been imputed to these productions. The value of all humen exes-
fion i comparative ; atd pesitive excellence i» bus & flattering designation, even of the
best preducts of industry and mind.

There is, perhaps, but one way by which we could avoid all possible defects, and thet
is, by avoiding all possible exertion. The very fhstidious, and the very uncharitable, may
%00 oflen be met with, in the class of the indolent; and the mmm of talent is gen-
erally most Libéral in his tensure, whose industry hes given him least title to praise.
Thus defects and detraction are as the spots and shadow which, of necessity, adhere and
sttach to every chjectofhonourable toil. Were it poasible for the friends of Mr. Phillips to
select those defocts which eounld SH up the measure of unavoidable imperfoction, and at
the same time inflict least injary on his reputation, doudtless they would prefer the blem-
sihes and errors natoral to youth, coosonant to genins, end consistent with en obvious and
roidy correction. To this deseription, wo apprehend, may be reduced all the errors that
have beeri imputed through a system of widespreailing and unwesrnied criticism, arime-
ted by that envy with which indolence t00 oft reganis thie success of industry and talent,
and subsidized by power In its struggie to repress the repetiation and imapartance of a rapidly
rising young man, whom it bad such good reasom both to hate and fear. For it would be
ignorari¢e not to know, and knowing, it would bsaffectation o concesl, that his political prin-
ciples were a dmwbeck on his reputation ; and that the dispraise of thése speeches has been
a discountable guantity for the promotion of placemen and the ptucurement of place.

This system of deprecistion thus powerfully wielded, even to the date of the present
publication, failed not in its energy, though it lias int its ohjeet ; nay, more ; it has succeeded
in proeuring for him the beneficial resalts of a multiplying réaction. To borrow the ex-
pression of an eminent classie, “ the rays of their indignation collected npon him, served
»0 ilumine, but could not consume ;” and doubtless, this hostility may have promoted: this
fact, that the maserials of this volume are at this moment read in all the languages of
Edrope ; and whatever be the ptoportion of their merits to their fhults, theéy are unlikely
t0 eacape the attention of posterity.

The independent reader, whom this book inay introduce to a first or more correct ac-
quaintance with his eloquénce, will therefore lie disposisd to protect his mind against these
illiberal prepossessidne thus attively diffused, dn the double consideration that some de-
fotts are esvential to such and so much labour,and that some detraction may justly be so-
counted for by the motives of the system: whosd v'ces he exposed. The same reader, if
he had not the opportunity of hearing these speeches delivered by the author, will make
in his favour another deduction for a different reason.

b
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vi : PREFACE.

The great father of ancient eloquence was accustomed (o say, that action was the first,
and second, and last quality of an orator. This was the dictum of a supreme suthority ,
it was an exaggemtion notwithstanding ; but the observation must contain mach truth to
permit such exaggeration ; and whilst we allow that delivery is not every thing, it will
be allowed that it is much of the efiéct of oratory.

Nature has been bountiful to the subject of these remarks in the useful sccident of a
prepossessing oxterior ; an interesting figure, an animated countenance, and a demeanour
- devoid of affectation, and distinguished by s modest self-possession, give him the favour-
able opinion of his audience, even before he has addressed them. His eager, lively, and
sparkling eye melts or kindles in pathos or indignation ; his voice, by its compass, sweet-
ness, and variety, ever audible and seldom loud, nsver hurried, inarticulate, or indistinct,
secures to his audience every word that he utters, and preserves him from the painfal
appearance of efiort.

His memory is not less faithful in the conveyanoce of his meaning, than his voice : un-
like Fox, in this respect, he never wanis a word ; unlike Bushe, he never pretends to
want one ; and unlike Grattan, he never either wanits or recalls one.

Hisdehve:yuﬁoedﬁomev&ythmgﬁnm—upbnndelegmt,mveuﬂ
sincere ; and if we add the circumstance of his youth 10 his other external qualifications,
mneofhncontempomne-mth-voahmunpotendbaneqmlwmhmmmofthm
accadental ad vanteges.

If, then, action be a great part of the effect of oratory, the reader who bhas not heard
him, is excluded from that consideration, so important to a right opinion, and on which
his excellence is unquestioned.

The ablest and severest of all the critics who have asmiled him, (we allude of course
10 the Edinburgh Review,) in their criticisn on Guthrie and Sterne, have paid him an
involuntary and unprecedented compliment. He is the only individual in these coun-
tries t0 whom this literary work has devoted an entire article on a single speech ; and
when it is recollected that the basis of this criticim was an unauthorized and incorrect
publication of a single forensic exertion in the ordinary routine of a professional business,
it is very questionable whether such a publication afforded a just and proportionate
ground-work for s0 much general criticiam, or a fair criterion of the alleged speaker’s
general merits. This criticikm sums ap its objections, and concludes its remarks, by
the following commending observation,—that a more strict control over his fancy
would constitute a remedy for his defects.

Exuberance of fancy is certainly a defect, but it is evidence of an attribute essential to
anorator. There are fow men without some judgment, but there are many men without
any imagination ; the latter class never did, and never can produce an orator. Without
imagination, the speaker sinks to the mere dry arguer, the matter-of-fact man, the calcu-
lator, or syllogist, or sophist ; the dealer in figures ; the compiler of facts ; the mason, but
not the architect of the pile; for the dictate of the imagination is the inspiration of oratory,
which imparts to matter animation and soul.

Oratory is the great art of persuasion ; its purpose is to give, in a particular instance, a
certain direction to human action. ‘The faculties of the orator are judgment and imagine-
tion : and reason and eloquence, the product of these faculties, must work on the judg-
ment and feelings of his audience, for the attminment of his end. The speaker who
addresses the judgment alone, msy be argumentative, but never can be eloquent : for
argument instructs without interesting, and eloquence interests without convincing ; bat
oratory is neither ; it is the co'npound of both ; it conjoins the feelings and opinions of men ;
it speaks to the pamsions through ths mind, and to0 the mind, through the passions; and
leads its andience to its just purpose by the combined and powerful agency of buman
resson and human feeling. The components of this combination will vary, of course, in
proportion to the number and sagacity of the suditory which the speaker addresses. With
Jadges it is 0 be hoped that the passions will be weak ; with public assemblies it is to be
boped that reasoning will be strong ; but although the imagination may, in the first cass,
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be unemployed, in the second it cannot be dispensed with ; for if the advocate of virtue
avoids to address the feelings of a mixed assembly, whether it be a jury or a political
meeting, he has no security that their feeling, and their bad feelings, may not be brought
into action ageinst him ; be surrenders to his enemy the strongest of his weapons, and by
@ species of irrational generosity contrives to insure his own defeat in the conflict. To
juries and pablic assemblies alone, the following speeches have been addressed ; and it is
by ascertaining their eflect on these assemblies or juries, that the merit of the exsrtion
should in justice be measured.

But there seems a general and prevalent mistake among our critics on this judgment.
They seem to think that the taste of the individual is the standard by which the value of
oratory should be decided. We do not consider oratory & mere matter of taste;itisa
given means for the procurement of a given end ; and the fitness of its means to the attain -
ment of its end should be in chief the measure of its merit—of this fitneas success ought
t0 be tha evidence. The preacher who can melt his congregation into tears, and excel
others in his struggle to convert the superfinities of the opulent into a treasury for the
wretched ;—the advocate who procures the largest compensation from juries on their
oaths for injuries which they try ;—the man who, like Mr. Phillips, can be accused (if
ever any man was 50 accused except himself) by grave lawyers and before grave judges,
of having procured a verdict from twelve sagacious and most respectable special juroms,
by fascination ; of having, by the fascination of his eloquence, blinded them to that duty
which they were swom 10 observe :—the man who can be accused of this on cath, and
the fascination of whose spesking is made a ground work, though an unsuccessful one,
for setting aside s verdict )~he may be wrong and ignorant in his study and practice of
oratory ; but with all his errors and ignorance, it must be admitted, that he bas in some
manner stumbled on the shortest way for attaining the end of oratory—that is, giving
the most foroeful direction to human action and determination in particular instances
His eloquence may be a novelty, but it is beyond example successful ; and its success
and novelty may be another explanation for the hostility that asmils. It may be matter
of taste, but it certainly would not be matter of judgment or prudence in Mr. Phillips
to depart from a course which bhas proved most successful, and which bhas procured for
him within the last year a larger number of readers through the world, than ever in the
same time resorted to the productions of any man of these countries. His youth carries
with it not only much excuse, but much promise of future improvement; and doubtiess
he will not neglect to apply the fruits of study and the lights of experience to each sue-
ceeding ezertion. But his manner is his own, and every man’s own manner is his best
. manner; and so long as it works with this unexampled success, he should be slow 10
adopt the suggestions of his enemies, although he should be sedulous in adopting all legi-
timate improvement. To that very exuberance of imagination, we do not hesitate to
ascribe much of his success ; whilst, therefore, he consents to control it, let him be care-
ful last he clip his wings: nor is the strength of this faculty an argument, although it has
been made an argument, against the strength of his reasoning powers ; for let ns strip
these speeches of every thing, whoeb derivation could be by any construction, assigned
to his fancy ; let ua apply this rule (o his judicial and political exertions—for inatance to
the speech on Guthrie and Sterne, and the late one to the gentlemen of Liverpool—let
their topics be transiated into plain, dull language, and then we would ask, what colleo-
tion of topics could be more judicious, bettararranged, or classed in a more lucid and conse-
outive order by the most tiresome wisdom of the sagest arguer at the bar? Is there not
abundance to satisfy the jodgment, even if there were nothing to sway the feelings, oe
gretify the imagination! How preposterous, then, the futile endeavour to undervalue
the solidity of the ground-work, by withdrawing attention to the beauty of the ornament ;
or to maintsin the deficiency of strength in the base, merely because there appears so
much splendour in the structure.

Unaided by the advantages of fortune or all:ance, under the frown of political power, »
and the interested detraction of professional jealousy, confining the exercise of that talent
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which he derives from hs God 0 the hooour, and sucosur, and psotecsion of his creatures
—this interesting and highly gxfted young men runs his coume like & gient, prospering
and to prosper ;—in the conrt ae a flaming sword, leeding and lighting the injured to their
own; and in the publis assembly exposing her wiongs—ezacting her rights—conquacing
envy—tampling an corruption—beloved by his countzy—esteemed by & world—aenjoy-
ingand deserving an unexampled fame—and actively employing the summer of his life i»
gathering honouss for his name, and garisnds for bis gzave |
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A SPEECH

DELIVERED AT A PUBLIC DINNER GIVEN

TO MR. FINLAY

BY THE ROMAN CATHOLICS OF THE TOWN AND COUNTY OF SLIGO

I THINK, Sir, you will agree with me, that the most experien-
ced speaker might justly tremble in addressing you, after the
display you have just witnessed. What, then, must I feel, who
never before addressed a public audience? However, it would
be but an unworthy affectation in me, were I to conceal from
you, the emotions with which I am agitated by this kindness.
The exaggerated estimate which other countries have made of
the few services so young a man could render, has, I hope, in-

" spired me with the sentiments it ought; but kere, I do confess to

7

you, Ifeel no ordinary sensation—here, where every object springs
some new association, and the loveliest objects, mellowed as they
are by time, rise painted-on the eye of memory—here, where
the light of heaven first blessed my infant view, and nature
breathed into my infant heart, that ardour for my country which
nothing but death can chill—here, where the scenes of my child-
bood remind me how innocent I was, and the grave of my fathers
admonish me, how pure I should continue—here, standing as I do
amongst my fairest, fondest, earliest sympathies—such a welcome,
operating, not merely as an affectionate tribute, but as a moral
testimony, does indeed quite oppress and overwhelm me.

Oh! believe me, warm is the heart that feels, and willing is the
tonguc that speaks; and still, I cannot, by shaping it to my rudely
inexpressive phrase, shock the sensibility of a gratitude too fiill
to be suppressed, and yet (how far!) too eloquent for language.

If any circumstance could add to the pleasure of this day, it is
that which I feel in introducing to the friends of my youth, the

B . o

f




10 SPEECH AT SLIGO.

friend of my adoption; though perhaps I am committing one « *

our imputed blunders, when I speak of introducing one whose
patriotism has already rendered him fumiliar to every heart in
Ireland ; a man, who, conquering every disadvantage, and spurn-
ing every difficulty, has poured around our misfortunes the
splendour of an intellect, that at once irradiates and consumes

them. For the services he has rendered to his country, from my
heart I thank him ; and, for myself, I offer him a personal, it may
be a selfish, tribute for saving me, by his presence this night, from
an impotent attempt athis panegyric. Indeed, gentlemen, you can
have little idea of what he has to endure, who in these times,

advocates your cause. Every calumny which the venal and the
vulgar, and the vile, are lavishing upon you, is visited with ex-
aggeration upon us. We are called traitors, because we would
rally round the crown an unanimous people. We are called
apostates, because we will not persecute Christianity. We are
branded as separatists, because of our endeavours to annihilate

the fetters that, instead of binding, clog the connection. To
these may be added, the frowns of power, the envy of dulness,
the mean malice of exposed self-interest, and, it may be, in des-
pite of all natural affection, even the discountenance of kindred !
—Well be it so,—

For thee, fair Freedom, welcome all the past,

For thee, my country, welcome, even the last !

I am not agshamed to confess to you, that there was a day when
I was bigotted as the blackest; but I thank the Being who gifted
me with a mind not quite impervious to conviction, and I thank
you, who afforded such convincing testimonies of my error. I
saw you enduring with patience the most unmerited assaults,
bowing before the insults of revived anniversaries; in private life,
exemplary ; in public, unoffending ; in the hour of peace, assert-
ing your loyalty; in the hour of danger, proving it. Even when
an invading enemy victoriously penetrated into the very heart of
our country, I saw the banner of your allegiance beaming refu-
tation on your slanderers; wasit a wonder then, that I seized my
prejudices, and with a blush burned them on the altar of my
country !

The great question of Catholic, shall I not rather say, of Irish
cmancipation, has now assumed that national aspect which im-
periously challenges the scrutiny of every one. While it was
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shrouded in the mantle of religious mystery, with the temple for
its sanctuary, and the pontiff for its sentinel, the vulgar eye might
shrink and the vulgar spiritshudder. But now it has come forth

visible and tangible for the inspection of the laity ; and I solemn:

ly protest, dressed as it has been in the double haberdashery
of the English minister and the Italian prelate, I kmow not
whether to laugh at its appearance, or toloathe its pretensions—
to shudder at the deformity of its original creation, or smile at
the grotesqueness of its foreign decorations. Only just admire
this far-famed security bill,—this motley compound of caths and
penalties, which, under the name of emancipation, would drag
your prelates with a halter about their necks to the vulgar scru-
tiny of every village tyrant, in order to enrich a few political
traders, and distil through some state alembic the miserable
rinsings of an ignorant, a decaying, and degenerate aristocracy !
Qnly just admireit! Originally engendered by our friends the op-
position, with a cuckoo insidiousness they swindled it into the nest
of the treasury ravens, and when it had been fairly hatched with
the beak of the one, and the nakedness of the other, they sent it
for its feathers to MonsziaNEUR QuUaRANTOTTI, Who has obligingly
transmitted it with the hunger of its parent, the rapacity of its
nurse, and the coxcombry of its plumassier, to be baptized by the
bishops, and received equo gratoque animo by the people of Ireland !!
Oh, thou sublimely ridiculous Quarantotti! Oh, thou superlative
coxcomb of the conclave! what an estimate hast thou formed
of the minp of Ireland! Yet why should I blame this wretched-
scribe of the Propaganda! He had every right to speculate as
he did; all the chances of the calculation were in his favour.
Uncommon must be the people, over whom centuries of op-
pression have revolved in vain! Strange must be the mind,
which is not subdued by suffering! Sublime the spirit which is
not debased by servitude! God, I give thec thanks !—he knew
not Irecawp. Bent—broken—manacled as she had been, she
will not bow to the mandate of an Italian slave, transmitted
through an English vicar. For my own part, as an Irish Pro-
testant, I trample to the earth this audacious and desperate ex-
periment of authority; and for you, as Catholics, the time is
come to give that calumny the lie, which represents you as sub-
servient to a foreign influence, That influence, indeed, seems
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not quite so unbending as it suited the purposes of bigotry to rep-
present it, and appears now not to have conceded more, only
because more was not demanded. The theology of the question
is not for me to argue, it cannot be in better hands than in those
of your bishops; and I can have no doubt that when they bring
their rank, their learning, their talents, their piety, and their
patriotism to this sublime deliberation, they will consult the dig-
nity of that venerable fabric which has stood for ages, splendid
and immutable; which time could not crumble, nor persecutions
shake, nor revolutions change ; which has stood amongst us, like
some stupendous and majestic Appenine, the earth rocking at
its feet, and the heavens roaring round its head, firmly balanced
on the base of its eternity; the relic of waAT was; the solemn
and sublime memento of wuAT MUST BE !

Is this my opinion as a professed member of the church of Eng-
land? Undoubtedly it is. Asan Imisemar, I feel my liberties
interwoven, and the best affections of my heart as it were enfibred
with those of my Catholic countrymen; and as a ProTEsTaxT,
convinced of the purity of my own faith, would J not debase it by
postponing the powers of reason to the suspicicus instrumentality
of this world’s conversion? No; surrendering as I do, with a
proud contempt, all the degrading advantages with which an ec-
clesiastical usurpation would invest me; so I will not interfere
with a blasphemous intrusion between any man and his Maker.
I hold it a criminal and accursed sacrilege, to rob even a beggar
of a single motive for his devotion: and I hold it an equal insult
to my own faith, to offer me any boon for its profession. This
pretended emancipation-bill passing into a law, would, in my
mind, strike not a blow at this sect or that sect, but at the very
vitality of Christianity itself. I am thoroughly convinced that
the antichristian connection between church and state, which it
was suited to increase, has done more mischiel to the Gospel
interest, than all the ravings of infidelity since the crucifixion.
The sublime Creatar of our blessed creed never meant it to be
the channel of a courtly influence, or the source of a corrupt
ascendancy. He sent it amongst us to heal, not to irritate; to
associate, not to seclude ; to collect together, like the baptismal
dove, every creed and clime and colour in the universe, beneath
the spotless wing of its protection. - The union-of church and
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and state only converts good Christians into bad statesmen, and
political knaves into pretended Christians. It is at best but a
foul and adulterous connection, polluting the purity of heaven
with the abomination of earth, and hanging the tatters of a po-
litical piety upon the cross of an insulted Saviour.  RELicion,
HoLr REviaIoN, ought not, in the words of its Founder, to be « led
into temptation.” The hand that holds her chalice should be
pure, and the priests of her temple should be spotless as the vest-
ments of their ministry. Rank only degrades, wealth only im-
poverishes, ornaments but disfigure her. Iwould have her pure,
unpensioned, unstipendary ; she should rob the earth of nothing
but its sorrows: a divine arch of promise, her extremities should
rest on the horizon, and her span embrace the universe ; but her
only sustenance should be the tears that were exhaled and em-
bellished by the sun-beam. Such is my idea of what religion
ought to be. What would this bill make it? A mendicant of
the Castle, a menial at the levee, its manual the red book, its
liturgy the pension list, its gospel the will of the minister!
Methinks I see the stalled and fatted victim of its creation, cring-
ing with a brute suppliancy through the venal mob of ministerial
flatterers, crouching to the ephemeral idol of the day; and, like
the devoted sacrifice of ancient heathenism, glorying in the gar-
land that only decorates him for death! I will read to you the
opinions of a celebrated Irishman, on the suggestion in his day,
of a bill similar to that now proposed for our oppression. He was
a man who added to the pride not merely of his country, but of
his species—a man who robed the very soul of inspiration in the
splendours of a pure and overpowering eloquence. J allude to
Mr. Burke—an authority at least to which the sticklers for
establishments can offer no objection. “ Before I had written
thus far,” says he, in his letter on the penal laws, I heard of a
scheme for giving the Castle the patronage of the presiding
members of the Catholic clergy. At first I could scarcely credit
it ; for I believe it is the first time that the presentation to other
people’s alms has been desired in any country. Never were the
members of one religious sect fit to appoint the pastors to another.
It is a great deal to suppose that the present Castle would nomi-
nate bishops for the Roman church in Ireland, with a religious re-
gard for its welfare. Perhaps they cannot, perhaps they dare not

do it. But suppose them to be as well inclined, as I know that 1
2 .
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am, to do the Catholics all kinds of justice, I declare I would not,
if it were in my power, take that patronage on myself. I know
I ought not to do it. I belong to another community ; and it
would be an intolerable usurpation in me, where I conferred no
benefit, or even if I did confer temporal advantages. How can
the Lord Lieutenant form the least judgment on their merits, so
as to decide which of the popish priestsis fit to be a bishop 1 It
cannot be. The idea is ridiculous. He will hand them over te
Lords-Lieutenant of counties, justices of the peace, and others,
who, for the purpose of vexing and turning into derision this
- miserable people, will pick out the worst and most obnoxious they
can find amongst the clergy to govern the rest. Whoever is com-
plained against by his.brother, will be considered as persecuted;
whoever is censured by his superior, will be looked upon as op-
pressed ; whoever is careless in his opinions, loose in his morals,
will be called a liberal man, and will be supposed to have incurred
hatred because he was not a bigot. Informers, tale-bearers, per-
verse and obstinate men, flatterers, who turn their back upon
their flock, and court the Protestant gentlemen of their country,
will be the objects of preferment ; and then I run no risk in fore-
telling, that whatever order, quiet, and morality you have in the
tountry,will be lost.” Now, let me ask you,is it to such characters
ns those described by Burke, that you would delegate the in-
fluence imputed to your priesthood? Believe me, you would
soon see them transferring their devotion from the Cross to the
CasTLE ; wearing their sacred vestments but asa masquerade ap-
pendage,and,under the degraded passport of the Almighty’s name,
sharing the pleasures of the court, and the spoils of the people.
When I say this I am bound to add, and I do so from many proud
and pleasing recollections, that I think the impression on the
Catholic clergy of the present day would be late, and would be
delible. But it ishuman nature. Rare are the instances in which
a contact with the court has not been the beginning of corruption.
The man of God is peculiarly disconnected with it. It directly
violates his special mandate, who took his birth from the manger,
and his disciples from the fishing-boat. Jupas was the first who re-
teived the money of power, and it ended in the disgrace of his
creed and the death of his master. If I was a Catholic, I would

culiarly deprecate any interference with my priesthood. Indeed,

do not think, in any one respect in which we should wish to
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view the delegates of the Almighty, that, making fair allowances
for human infirmity, they could be amended. The catholic
clergy of Ireland are rare examples of the doctrines they incul-
cate. Pious in their habits, almost primitive in their manners
they have no care but their flock—no study but their Gospel
It is not in the gaudy ring of courtly dissipation that you will
find the Mornays, the CorrixcErs, and the MovrLaxps of the pre-
sent day—not at the levee, or the lounge, or the election-riot.
No ; you will find them wherever good is to be done, or evil to be
corrected—rearing their mitres in the van of misery, consoling
the captive, reforming the convict, enriching the orphan; orna-
ments of this world, and emblems of a better: preaching their
God through the practice of every virtue; monitors at the con-
fessional, apostles in the pulpit, saints at the death-bed, holding
the sacred water to the lip of sin, or pouring the redeeming unc-
tion on the agonies of despair. Oh, I would hold him little better
than the Promethean robber, who would turn the fire of their
eternal altar into the impure and perishable mass of this world’s
preferment, Better by far that the days of ancient barbarism
should revive—better that your religion should again take refuge.
among the fastnesses of the mountain, and the solitude of the
cavern—better that the rack of a murderous bigotry should again
terminate the miseries of your priesthood, and that the gate of
freedomn should be only open to them through the gate of martyr-
dom, than they should gild their missals with the wages of a court,
and expect their ecclesiastical promotion, not from their superior
piety, but their comparative prostitution. But why this interfer-
ence with your principles of conscience? Why is it that they
will not erect your liberties save on the ruin of your temples?
Why is it that in the day of peace they demand securities from
9 people who in the day of danger constituted their strength?
When were they denied every security that was reasonable !
Was it in 1776, when a cloud of enemies, hovering on our coast,
saw every heart a shield, and every hill a fortress? Did they
want securities in Catholic Spain! Were they denied sccurities
in Catholic Portugal ? What is their security to-day in Catholic
Canada 1 Return—return to us our own glorious WeLLiNeTON,
and tell incredulous England what was her security amid the lines
of Torres Vedras, or on the summit of Barrossa! Rise, libelled

martyrs of the Peninsula !—rise from your ¢ gory bed,” and give
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security for your childless parents! No, there is not a Catholic
family in Ireland, that for the glory of great Britain is not weep-
ing over a child’s, a brother’s, or a parent’s grave, and yet still
she clamours for securities ! Oh, Prejudice! where is thy reason !
Oh, Bigotry ! where is thy blush! If ever there was an opportu-
nity for England to combine gratitude with justice, and dignity
with safety, it is the present. Now, when Irish blood has crim-
soned the cross upon her paval flag, and an Irish hero strikes
the harp to victory upon the summit of the Pyrenees. England—
England ! do not hesitate. This hour of triumph may be but
the hour of trial ; another season may see the splendid panorama
of European vassalage,arrayed by your ruthless enemy, and glit-
tering beneath the ruins of another capitol—perhaps of Lonpow.
Who can say it? A few months since, Moscow stood as splendid,
as secure. Fair rose the morn on the patriarchal city—the em:-
press of her nation, the queen of commerce, the sanctuary of
strangers ; her thousand spires pierced the very heavens, and her
domes of gold reflected back the sun-beams. ‘The spoiler came ;
he marked her for his victim; and, as if his very glance was des-
tiny, even before the night-fall, with all her pomp, and wealth,
and happiness, she withered from the world! A heap of ashes
told where once stood Moscow ! Merciful God, if this lord of de-
solation, heading his locust legions, were to invade our country ;
though I do not ask what would be your determination ; though,
in the language of our young enthusiast, I am sure you would
oppose him with ¢ a sword in one hand, and a torch in the other ;”
still I do ask with fearlessness, upon what single principle of po-
licy or of justice, could the advocates for your exclusion solicit
your assistance—could they expect you to support a constitution
from whose benefits you were debarred? With what front could
they ask you to recover an ascendency, which, in point of fact,
was but re-establishing your bondage?

It has been said that there is a faction in Ireland ready to
join this despot—* a French party,” as Mr. Grattan thought it
decent, even in the very senate house, to promulgate. Sir, I
speak the universal voice of Ireland when I say, she spurns the
imputation. There is no “ French party,” here, but there is—
and it would be strange if there was not—there is an Irish
party—men who cannot bear to see their country taunted with
the mockery of a constitution—men who will be content with no
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connection that refuses them a community of benefits while it
imposes a community of privations—men who, sooner than see
this land polluted by the footsteps of a slave, would wish the
ocean-wave became its sepulchre, and that the orb of heaven
forgot where it existed. It has been said too, (and when we were
to be calumniated, what has not been said ?) that Irishmen are
neither fit for freedom or grateful for favours. In the first place,
I deny that to be a favour which is a right ; and in the next place,
I utterly deny that a system of conciliation has ever been adopted
with respect to Ireland. Try them, and, my life on it, they will
be found grateful. I think I know my countrymen; they cannot
help being grateful for a benefit; and there is no country on the
earth where one would be conferred with more characteristic
benevolence. They are, emphatically, the school-boys of the
heart—a people of sympathy; their acts spring instinctively
from their passions ; by nature ardent, by instinct brave, by in-
heritance generous. ‘The children of impulse, they cannot avoid
their virtues; and to be other than noble, they must not only be
unnatural but unnational. Put my panegyric to the test. Enter
the hovel of the Irish peasant. I do not say you will fmd the
frugality of the Scotch, the comfort of the English, or the fan-
tastic decorations of the French cottager; but I do say, within
those wretched bazaars of mud and misery, you will find sensibi-
lity the most affecting, politeness the most natural, hospitality the
most grateful, merit the most unconscious ; their look is eloquence,
their smile is love, their retort is wit, their remark is wisdom—
not a wisdom borrowed from the dead, but that with which
pature herself has inspired them; an acute observance of the
passing scene, and a deep insight into the motives of its agent.
Try to deceive them, and see with what shrewdness they will de-
tect; try to outwit them, and see with what humour they will
elude ; attack them with argument, and you will stand amazed
at the strength of their expression, the rapidity of their ideas,
and the energy of their gesture. In short, God seems to have
formed our country like our people; he has thrown round the
one its wild, magnificent, decorated rudeness; he has infused into
the other the simplicity of genius and the seeds of virtue: he
says audibly to us, # Give them cultivation.”

'This is the way, Gentlemen, in which I have always looked

upon your question—not as a party, or a sectarian, or a Catholic,
C 2°
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but as an Irsa question. Is it possible that any man can seriously
believe the paralyzing five millions of such a people as I have
been describing, can be a benefit to the empire! Is there any
man who deserves the name not of a statesman but of a rational
being, who can think it politic to rob such a muiltitude of all
the energies of an honourable ambition! Look to Protestant
Ireland, shooting over the empire those rays of genius, and those
thunderbolts of war, that have at once embellished and preserved
it. I speak not of a former era. I refer not for my example to
the day just passed, when our Burks, our Barrys, and our Gold-
smiths, exiled by this system from their native shore, wreathed
the « immortal shamrock” round the brow of painting, poetry,
and eloquence ! But now, even while I speak, who leads the Bri-
tish senate ! A Protestant Irishman! Who guides the British arms?
A Protestant Irishman ! And why, why is Catholic Ireland, with
her quintuple population, stationary and silent? Have physical
causecs neutralized its energies ! Has the religion of Christ stupe-
fied its intellect? Has the God of mankind become the partizan
of a monopoly,and put an interdict on its advancement ? Stranger,
do not ask the bigotted and pampered renegade who has an in-
terest in deceiving you; but open the penal statutes, and weep
tears of blood over the reason. Come—come yourself, and see
this unhappy people ; see the Irishman, the only alien in Ireland,
in rags and wretchedness, staining the sweetest scenery ever eye
reposed on, persecuted by the extorting middleman of some ab-
sentee landlord, plundered by the lay-proctor of some rapacious
and unsympathizing incumbent, bearing through life but insults
and injustice, and bereaved even of any hope in death by the
heart-rending reflection that he leaves his children to bear, like
their father, an abominable bondage? Is it the fact? Let any
who doubts it walk out into your streets, and see the consequen-
ces of such a system ; see it rearing up crowds in a kind of ap-
prenticeship to the prison, absolutely permitted by their parents,
from utter despair, to lisp the alphabet and learn the rudiments
of profligacy? For my part, never did I meet one of these
youthful assemblages without feeling within me a melancholy
emotion. How often have I thought, within that little circle of
neglected triflers who seem to have been born in caprice and
bred in orphanage, there may exist some mind formed of the
finest mould, and wrought for immortality ; a soul swelling with
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the energies and stamped with the patent of the Deity, which,
under proper culture might perhaps bless, adorn, immortalize,
or ennoble empires ; some CinciNNATUS, in whose breast the des-
tinies of a nation may lie dormant; some MiTox, *pregnant
with celestial fire ;” some Curran, who, when thrones were crum-
bled and dynasties forgotten, might stand the landmark of his
country’s genius, rearing himself amid regal ruins and national
dissolution, a mental pyramid in the solitude of time, beneath
whose shade things might moulder, and round whose summit
eternity must play. Even in such a circle the young Demos-
THENES might have once been found, and Hoxuer, the disgrace
and glory of his age, have sung neglected ! Have not other natiops
witnessed those things, and who shall say that nature has pecu-
liarly degraded the intellect of Ireland 7 Oh, my countrymen, let
us hope that under better auspices and a sounder policy, the ig-
norance that thinks so may mecet its refutation. Let us turn
from the blight and ruin of this wintry day to the fond anticipa-
tion of a happier period, when our prostrate land shall stand
erect among the nations; fearless and unfettered ; her brow_bloom-
ing with the wreath of science, and her path strewed with the
offerings.of art; the breath-of heaven blessing her flag, the ex-
tremities of earth acknowledging her name, her fields waving
with the fruits of agriculture, her ports alive with the contribu-
tions of commerce, and her temples vocal with unrestricted piety.
Such is the ambition of the true patriot; such are the views for
which we are calumniated ! Oh, divine ambition ! Oh, delightful
calumny ! Happy he who shall see thee accomplished ! Happy he
who through every peril toils for thy attainment | Proceed, friend
of Ireland and partaker of her wrongs, proceed undaunted to
this glorious consummation. Fortune will not gild, power will
not ennoble thee: but thou shalt be rich in the love and titled
by the blessings of thy country; thy path shall be illumined by
the public eye, thy labours enlightened by the public gratitude;
and oh, remember—amid the impediments with which corrup-
tion will oppose, and the dejection with which disappointments
may depress you—remember you are acquiring a name to be
cherished by the future generations of earth, long after it has
been enrolled amongst the inberitors of heaven.




A SPEECH

DELIVERED AT AN AGGREGATE MEETING OF THE ROMAN
CATHOLICS OF CORK.

A

I is with nosmall degree of self-congratulation that I at length
find myself in a province which every glance of the eye, and
every throb of the heart, tells me is truly Irish; and that con-
gratulation is not a little enhanced by finding that you receive
me not quite as a stranger. Indeed, if to respect the Christian
without regard to his creed, if to love the country but the more
for its calamities, if to hate oppression though it be robed in
power, if to venerate integrity though it pine under persecution,
gives a man any claim to your recognition, then, indeed, I am
not a stranger amongst you. There is a bond of union between
brethren, however distant; there is a sympathy between the
virtuous, however separated; there is a heaven-born inftinct by
which the associates of the heart become at once acquainted,
and kindred natures, as it were by magic, see in the face of a
stranger, the features of a friend. Thus it is, that, though we
never met, you hail in me the sweet association, and I feel my-
self amongst you even as if I were in the home of my nativity.
But this my knowledge of you was not left to chance ; nor was
it left to the records of your charity, the memorials of your pa-
triotism, your municipal magnificence, or your commercial splen-
dour ; it came to me hallowed by the accents of that tongue on
which Ireland has so often hung with ecstacy, heightened by the
eloquence and endeared by the sincerity of, I hope, our mutual
friend. Let me congratulate him on having become in some de-
gree naturalized in a province, where the spirit of the elder day
seems to have lingered; and let me congratulate you on the ac-
quisition of a man who is at once the zealous advocate of your
cause, and a practical instance of the injustice of your oppres-
sions. Surely, surely if merit bad fair play, if splendid talents,
if indefatigable industry, if great research, if unsullied principle,

20 .
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if a heart full of the finest affections, if a mind matured in every
nmtanly accomplishment, in short, if every noble, public quality,
mellowed and reflected in the pure mirror of domestic virtue,
could entitle a subject to distinction in a state, Mr. O’Connel should
be distinguished; but, it is his crime to be a Catholic, and his
curse to be an Irishman. Simpleton ! he prefers his conscience to a
place, and the love of his country to a participation in her plun-
der! Indeed he will never rise. If he joined the bigots of my
sect, he might be a sergeant ; if he joined theinfidels of your sect,
he might enjoy a pension, and there isno knowing whether some
Orange-corporator, at an Orange-anniversary, might not modestly
yield him the precedence of giving “ the glorious and immortal
memory.” Oh, yes; he might be privileged to get drunk in
gratitude to the man who colonized ignorance in his native land,
and left to his creed the legacy of legalized persecution. Nor .
would he stand alone, no matter what might be the measure of
his disgrace, or the degree of his dereliction. You will know
there are many of your own community who would leave him
at the distance-post. In contemplating their recreancy, I should
be almost tempted to smile at the exhibition of their pretensions,
if there was not a kind of moral melancholy intermingled, that
changed satire into pity, and ridicule into contempt. For my
part, I behold them in the apathy of their servitude, as I would
some miserable maniac in the contentment of his captivity. Poor
creature ! when all that raised him from the brute islevelled, and
his glorious intellect is mouldering in ruins, you may see him
with his song of triumph, and his crown of straw, a fancied free-
man amid the clanking of his chains, and an imaginary monarch
beneath the inflictions of his keeper! Merciful God! is it not
almost an argument for the sceptic and the disbeliever, when we
see the human shape almost without an aspiration of the human
soul, separated by no boundary from the beasts that perish—be-
holding with indifference the captivity of their country, the per-
secution of their creed, and the helpless, hopeless destiny of their
children? But they have nor creed nor consciences, nor country ;
their god is gold, their gospel is a contract, their church a coun-
ting-house, their.characters a commodity ; they never pray but
for the opportunities of corruption, and hold their consciences, as
they do their government-debentures, at a price proportioned to
the misfortunes of their country. Butlet us turn from these men-
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dicants of disgrace: though Ireland is doomed to the stain of
their birth, her mind need not be sullied by their contemplation. I
tarn from them with pleasure to the contemplationof your cause,
which, as far argument can affect it, stands on a sublime and
splendid elevation. Every obstacle has vanished into air ; every
favourable circumstance has bardened into adamant. ‘The Pope,
whom childhood was taught to lisp as the enemy of religion, and
age shuddered at as a prescriptive calamity, bas by his example
put the princes of Christendom to shame. This day of miracles,
in which the human heart has been strung to its extremest point
of energy ; this day, to which posterity will look for instances of

every crime and every virtue, holds not in its page of wonders a
more sublime phenomenon, than that calumniated pontiff. Placed
at the very pinnacle of human elevation, surrounded by the pomp
of the Vatican and the splendours of the court, pouring the man-
dates of Carisr from the throne of the Cxzsars, nations were his
subjects, kings were his companions, religion was his handmaid ;
he went forth gorgeous with the accumulated dignity of ages,
every knee bending, and every eye blessing the prince of one
world, and the prophet of another. Have we not seen him in
gone moment, his crown crumbled, his sceptre a reed, his throne
a shadow, his home a dungeon! Butif we have, Catholics, it was
only to show how inestimable is buman virtue compared with
human grandeur; it was only to show those whose faith was
failing, and whose fears were strengthening, that the simplicity
of the patriarchs, the piety of the saints, and the patience of the
martyrs, had not wholly vanished. Perhaps it was also ordained
to show the bigot at home, as well as the tyrant abroad, that
though the person might be chained, and the motive calumniated,
religion was still strong enough to support her sons, and to con-
found, if she could not reclaim, her enemies. No threats could
awe, no promises could tempt, no sufferings could appal him ; mid
the damps of his dungeon he dashed away the cup in which the
pearl of his liberty was to be dissolved. Only reflect on the state of
the world at that moment? All around him was convulsed, the
very foundations of the earth seemed giving way, the comet was
let loose that, “from its fiery hair shook pestilence and death,”
the twilight was gathering, the tempest was roaring, the darkness
was at hand; but he towered sublime, like the last mountain in the
deluge—majestic, not less in his elevation than in his solitude, im-
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mutable amid change, magnificent amid ruin, the last remnant of
earth’s beauty, the last resting-place of heaven’s light I' Thus have
the terrors of the Varican retreated; thus has that cloud which
hovered o’er your cause, brightened at once into a sign of your
faith, and an assurance of your victory.—Another obstacle, the
omnipotence of Fravox; I know it was a pretence, but.it was
made an obstaclee. What has become of it? The spell of her
invincibility destroyed, the spirit of her armies broken, her im-
mense boundary dismembered, and the lord of her empire become
the exile of a rock. She allows fancy no fear, and bigotry no
speciousness; and, as if in the very operation of the change to
point the purpose of your redemption, the hand that replanted
the rejected lily was that of an Jrish Catholic. Perhaps it is not
also unworthy of remark, that the last day of her triumph, and the
first of her decline, was that on which her insatiable chieftain
smote the holy head of your religion. You will hardly suspect
I am imbued with the follies of superstition; but when the man
pow unborn shall trace the story of that eventful day, he will see
the adopted child of fortune, borne on the wings of vittory from
clime to clime, marking every movement with a triumph, and
every pause with a crown, till time, space, and seasons, nay, even
nature herself, seeming to vanish from before him—in the blas-
phemy of his ambition he smote the apostle of his God, and dared
‘to raise the everlasting Cross amid his perishable trophies! I am
no fanatic: but is it not remarkable? May it not be one of those
gigns which the Deity has sometimes given, in compassion to our
infirmity 1 signs, which, in the punishment of one nation, not unfre-
quently denote the warning to another ;—

“8igns sent by God to mark the will of Heaven
Signs, which bid nations weep and be forgiven.”

The argument, however, is taken from the bigot; and thoae
whose consciousness taught them to expect what your loyalty
should have taught them to repel, can no longer oppose you from
the terrors of invasion. Thus, then, the papal phantom and the
French threat bave vanished into nothing.—Another obstacls,
the tenets of your creed. Has England still to learn them ? 1
will tell her where. Let her ask Canada, the last plank of her
American shipwreck. Let her ask Portugal, the first omen of
her European splendour. Let her ask Spain, the most Catholic
country in the universe, her Catholic friends, her Catholic allies,

*
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her rivals in the triumph, her reliance in the retreat, her last stay
when the world had deserted her. They must have told her on
the field of blood, whether it was true that they “kept no faith
with heretics.” Alas, alas! how miserable a thing is bigotry, when
every friend puts it to the blush, and every triumph but rebukes
its weakness. If England continued still to accredit this calum-
ny, I would direct her for conviction to the hero, for whose gift
alone she owes us an eternity of gratitude; whom we have seen
leading the van of universal emancipation, decking his wreath
with the flowers of every soil, and filling his army with the
soldiers of every sect; before whose splendid dawn, every tear
exhaling, and every vapour vanishing, the colours of the En-
ropean world have revived, and the spirit of European lLiberty
(may no crime avert the omen') seems to have arisen! Sup-
pose he was a Catholic, could this have been? Suppose Catho-
lics did not follow him, could this have been? Did the Catholic
Cortes inquire his faith when they gave him the supreme com-
mand? Did the Regent of Portugal withhold from his creed the
reward of his valour? Did the Catholic soldier pause at Sala-
manca to dispute upon polemics? Did the Catholic chieftain
prove upon Barrossa that he kept no faith with heretics? or did
the creed of Spain, the same with that of France, the opposite
of that of England, prevent their association in the field of liber-
ty ? Oh, no, no, no! the citizen of every clime, the friend of every
colour, and the child of every creed, liberty walks abroad in the
ubiquity of her benevolence : alike to her the varieties of faith
and the vicissitudes of country; she has no object but the hap-
piness of man, no bounds but the extremities of creation. Yes,
yes, it was reserved for Wellington to redeem his own country
when he was regenerating every other. It was reserved for him
to show how vile were the aspersions on your creed, how gener-
ous were the glowings of your gratitude. He was a Protestant,
yet Catholics trusted him ; he was a Protestant, yet Catholics ad-
vanced him? He is a Protestant Knight in Catholic Portugal ; he
is a Protestant Duke in Catholic Spain; he is a Protestant com-
mander of Catholic armies: he is more ; he is the living proof of |
the Catholic’s liberality, and the undeniable refutation of the
Protestant’s injustice. Geuntlemen, as a Protestant, though I may
blush for the bigotry of many of my creed who continue obsti-
nate, in the teeth of this conviction, still, were I a Catholic, §
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should feel little triumph in the victory. I should only hang my
head at the distresses which this warfare occasioned to my coun-
try. I should only think how long she had withered in the agony
of her disunion ; how long she had bent, fettered by slaves, cajoled
by blockheads, and plundered by adventurers; the proverb -of
the fool, the prey of the politician, the dupe of the designing, the
experiment of the desperate ; struggling as it were between her
own fanatical and infatuated parties, those hell-engendered ser-
pents which enfold ber, like the Trojan seer, even at the wor-
ship of her altars, and crush her to death in the very embraces
of her children! It is time (is it not 7) that she should be extri-
cated. The act would be proud, the means would be Christian;
mutual forbearance, mutual indulgence, mutual concession: I
would say to the Protestant, ¢ Concede;’ I would say to the Ca-
tholic, ¢ Forgive;' ] would say to both, ¢ Though you bend not at
the same shrine, you have a common God, and a common coun-
try; the one has commanded love, the other kneels to you for
peace.’ This hostility of her sects has been the disgrace, the pe-
culiar disgrace of Christianity. The Gentoo loves his cast; so
does the Mahometan ; so does the Hindeo, whom England, out of
the abundance of her charity, is about to teach her creed;—I
hope she may not teach her practice. But Christianity—Chrus-
tianity alone, exhibits her thousand sects, each denouncing his
neighbour here, in the name of God ; and damning hereafter, out
of pure devotion ! “You’re a heretic,” says the Catbolic : “You’re
a Papist,” says the Protestant. «I appeal to Saint Peter,”

claims the Cathelic: “1 appeal to Saint Athanasius,” cries the
Protestant : “and if it goes to damning, he’s as good at it as any
saint in the calendar.” “ You’ll all be damned eternally,” moans
out the Methodist ; “ I'm the elect!” Thus it is, you see, each
has his anathema, his accusation, and his retort ; and in the end
Religion is the victim! The victory of each is the overthrow of
all ; and Infidelity, laughing at the contest, writes the refutation
of their creed in the blood of the combatants! I wonder if this
reflection has ever struck any of those reverend dignitaries who
rear their mitres against Catholic emancipation. Has it ever
glanced across their Christian zeal, if the story of our country
should have casually reached the valleys of Hindostan, with what
an argument they are furnishing the heathen world against their
sacred missionary 7 In what terms could the Christian ecclesiastic
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answer the Eastern Bramin, when he replied to his exhorta-
tions in language such as this? « Father, we have heard your
doctrine; it is splendid in theory, specious in promise, sublime
in prospect ; like the world to which it leads, it is rich in the mi-
racles of light. But, Father, we have heard that there are times
when its rays vanish and leave your sphere in darkness, or when
your only lustre arises from meteors of fire, and moons of blood ;
we have heard of the verdant island which the Great Spirit has
raised in the bosom of the waters with such a bloom of beauty,
that the very wave she has usurped, worships the loveliness of
her intrusion. The sovereign of our forests is not more generous
in his anger than her sons; the snow-flake, ere it falls on the
mountain, is not purer than her daughters ; little inland seas re-
flect the splendours of her landscape, and her valleys smile at the
story of the serpent! Father, is it true, that this isle of the sun,
this people of the morning, find the fury of the ocean in your
creed, and more than the venom of the viper in your policy ? Is
it true, that for six hundred years her peasant has not tasted
peace, nor her piety rested from persecution? Oh, Brama! de-
fend us from the God of the Christian ! Father, father, return te
your brethren, retrace the waters; we may live in ignorance,
but we live in love; and we will not taste the tree that gives us
evil when it gives us wisdom. The heart is our guide, nature is
our gospel ; in the imitation of our fathers we found our hope;
and, if we err, on the virtue of our motives we rely for our re-
demption.” How would the missionaries of the mitre answer him?
How will they answer that insulted Being of whose creed their
conduct carries the refutation ?

But to what end do I argue with the Bigor '—a wretch, whom
no philosophy can humanize, no charity soften, no religion reclaim,
no miracle convert: a monster, who, red with the fires of hell,
and bending under the crimes of earth, erects his murderous di-
vinity upon a throne of sculls, and would gladly feed, even with
a brother’s blood, the cannibal appetite of his rejected altar!
His very interest cannot soften him into humanity. Surely if it
could, no man would be found mad enough to advocate a system
which cankers the very heart of society, and undermines the na-
tural resources of government; which takes away the strongest
excitement to industry, by closing up every avenue to laudable
ambition ; which administers to the vanity or the vice of a party,
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when it should only study the advantage of a people; and holds
out the perquisites of state as an impious bounty on the persecu-
tion of religion.—I have already shown that the power of the
Pope, that the power of France, and that the’ tenets of your
creed, were but imaginary auxiliaries to this system. Another
pretended obstacle has, however, been opposed to your emanci-
pation. I allude to the danger arising from a foreign influence.
What a triumphant answer can you give to that! Methinks, as
lately,Isee the assemblage of your hallowed hierarchy,surrounded
by the priesthood, and followed by the people, waving aloft the
crucifix of Christ alike against the seductions of the court, and
the commands of the conclave! Was it not a delightful, a heart-
cheering spectacle, to see that holy band of brothers preferring
the chance of martyrdom to the certainty of promotion, and
postponing all the gratifications of worldly pride, to the severe
but heaven-gaining glories of their poverty ! They acted honestly,
and they acted wisely also; for I say here, before the largest
assembly I ever saw in any country—and I believe you are al-
most all Catholics—I say here, that if the see of Rome presumed
to impose any temporal mandate directly or indirectly on the
Irish people, the Irish bishops should at once abandon it; or the
flocks, one and all, would abjure and banish them both together.
History affords us too fatal an example of the perfidious, arrogant,
and venal interference of a papal usurper of former days, in the
temporal jurisdiction of this country; an interference assumed
without right, exercised without principle, and followed by ca-
lamities apparently without end. Thus, then, has every obstacle
vanished : but it has done more—every obstacle has, as it were,
by miracle, produced a powerful argument in your favour. How
do I prove it ? Follow me in my proofs, and you will see by what
links the chain is united. The power of Napoleon was the grand
and leading obstacle to your emancipation. That power led him
to the menace of an Irish invasion. What did that prove? Only
the sincerity of Irish allegiance. On the very threat, we poured
forth our volunteers, our yeomen, and our militia ; and the coun-
try became encircled with an armed and a loyal population.
Thus then the calumny of your disaffection vanished.—That
power next.led him to the invasion of Portugal. What did it
prove ! Only the good faith of Catholic allegiance. Every field
in the Peninsula saw the Catholic Portuguese hail the English
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Protestant as a brother and a friend, joined in the same pride and
the same peril. Thus, then, vanished the slander, that you could
not keep faith with heretica—That power next led him to the
imprisonment of the Pontiff, so long suspected of being quite
ready to sacrifice every thing to his interest and his dominion.
What did that prove ! The strength of his principles, the purity
of his faith, the disinterestedness of his practice. It proved a
life spent in the study of the saints, and ready to be closed by an
imitation of the martyrs. Thus, also, was the head of your reli-
gion vindicated to Europe.—There remained behind but one im~
pediment—your liability to a foreign influence. Now mark!
The Pontiff’s captivity led to the transmission of Quarantotti’s
rescript ; and, on its arrival, from the priest to the peasant, there
was not a Catholic in the land, who did not spurn the document
of Italian audacity ! Thus, then, vanished also the phantom of a
foreign influence! Is this conviction? Is not the hand of God
init? Oh yes! for observe what followed. The very moment
that power, which was the first and last leading argument against
you, had, by its special operation, banished every obstacle; that
power itself, as it were by enchantment, evaporated at once;
and peace with Europe took away the last pretence for your ex-
clusion. Peace with Europe! alas, alas, there is no peace for
Ireland: the universal pacification was but the signal for renewed
bostility to us; and the mockery of its preliminaries were tolled
through our provinces by the knell of the curfew. I ask, is it
not time that this hostility should cease ! If ever there wasa day
when it was necessary, that day undoubtedly exists no longer.
The continent is triumphant, the Peninsula is free, France is our
ally. The hapless house which gave birth to Jacobinism is extinct
for ever. The Pope has been found not only not hostile, but
complying. Indeed, if England would recollect the share you
bad in these sublime events, the very recollection should subsidize
her into gratitude. But should she not—should she, with a base-
ness monstrous and unparalleled, forget our services, she has still
to study a tremendous lesson. The ancient order of Europe, it
is true, is restored, but what restored it 7 Coalition after coalition
had crumbled away before the might of the conqueror; crowns
were but ephemeral ; monarchs only the tenants of an hour ; the
descendants of Frederick dwindled into a vassal ; the heir of Peter
shrunk into the recesses of his frozen desert; the successor of
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Charles roamed a vagabond, not only throneless but houseless;
every evening sun set upon a change; every morning dawned
upon some new convulsion: in short, the whole political globe
quivered as with an earthquake; and who could tell what vene-
rable monument was next to shiver beneath the splendid, fright-
ful, and reposcless heavings of the French volcano? What gave
Europe peace, and England safety, amid this palsy of her Princes?
Was it not the Landwehr and the Landstrum and the Levy en
Masse?! Was it not the PeorLe I—that first and last, and best
and noblest, as well as safest security of a virtuous government.
It is a glorious lesson ; she ought to study it in this hour of safety ;
but should she not—

“Oh, wo be to the Prince who rules by fear,
When danger comes upon him!”

She will adopt it. I hope it from her wisdom; I expect it from
her policy ; I claim it from her justice; 1 demand it from her
gratitude. She must at length see that there is a gross mistake
in the management of Ireland. No wise man ever yet imagined
injustice to be his interest ; and the minister who thinks he serves
a state by upholding the most irritating and the most impious of
all monopolies, will one day or other find himself miserably mis-
taken. This system of persecution is not the way to govern this
country ; at least to govern it with any happiness to itself, or ad-
vantage to itsrulers. Centuries have proved its total inefficiency ;
and if it be continued for centuries, the proofs will be but multi-
plied. Why, however, should I blame the English people, when
I see our own representatives so shamefully negligent of our in-
terest? The other day, for instance, when Mr. Peele introduced,
aye, and passed too, his three newly invented penal bills, to the
necessity of which, every assizes in Ireland, and as honest a judge
as ever dignified or redeemed the ermine, has given the refuta-
tion ; why was it that no Irish member roee in his place to vin-
dicate his country? Where were the nominal representatives of
Ireland ? Where were the renegade revilers of the demagogue?
Where were the noisy proclaimers of the board? What, was
there not one voice to own the country ? Was the patriot of 1782
an assenting auditor? Were our hundred itinerants mute and
motionless—* quite chop-fallen 1’- or is it only when Ireland is
slandered, and her motives misrepresented, and het oppressions

are basely and falsely denied, that their venal throats are ready
8+
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to echo the chorus of ministerial calumny ? Oh, I should not have
to ask those questions, if in the late contest for this city, you had
prevailed, and sent Hurcninson into Parliament ; he would have
risen, though alone, as I have often seen him—richer not less in
hereditary fame, than in personal accomplishments; the orna-
ment of Ireland as she is, the solitary remnant of what she was.
If slander dare asperse her, it would not have done so with im.
punity. He would have encouraged the timid ; he would have
shamed the recreant; and though he could not save us from
chains, he would at least have shielded us from calumny. Let
me hope that his absence shall be but of short duration, and that
this city will earn an additional claim to the gratitude of the
country, by electing him her representative. I scarcely knew
him but as a public man ; and considering the state to which we
are reduced by the apostacy of some, and the ingratitude of

others, and venality of more,—I say you should inscribe the con-
duct of such a man in the manuals of your devotion, and in the
primers of your children; but above all, you should act on it your-
selves. Let me intreat of you, above all things to sacrifice any
personal differences among yourselves, for the great cause in
which you are embarked. Remember the contest is for your
children, your country, and your God ; and remember also, that
the day of Irish union will be the natal day of Irish liberty.
‘When your own Parliament (which I trust in heaven we may
yet see again) voted you the right of franchise, and the right of
purchase, it gave you, if you are not false to yourselves, a cer

tainty of your emancipation—My friends, farewell! This has
been a most unexpected meeting to me; it has been our first—
it may be our last. I can never forget the enthusiasm of this re-
ception. I am toomuch affected by it to make professions ; but,
beclieve me, no matter where I may be driven by the whim of
my destiny, you shall find me one, in whom change of place shall
create no change of principle; one whose memory must perish
ere he forgets his country; whose heart must be cold when it
beats not for her happiness.




A SPEECH
DELIVERED AT A DINNER GIVEN ON DINAS ISLAND,

IN THE LAKE OF KILLARNEY,

ON MR. PHILLIPS’ HEALTH BEING GIVEN, TOGETHER WITH THAT
OF MR. PAYNE, A YOUNG AMERICAN.

IT is not with the vain hope of returning by words the kind- -

nesses which have been literally showered on me during the
short period of our acquaintance, that I now interrupt, for a
moment, the flow of your festivity. Indeed, it is not necessary ;
an Irishman needs no requital for his hospitality ; its generous im-
pulse is the instinct of his nature, and the very consciousness of
the act carries its recompense along with it. But, Sir, there are
sensations excited by an allusion in your toast, under the influence
of which, silence would be impossible. To be associated with
Mr. Payne must be, to any one who regards private virtues
and personal accomplishments, a source of peculiar pride; and
that feeling is not a little enhanced in me by a recollection of the
country to which we are indebted for his qualifications. Indeed,
the mention of America has never failed to fill me with the most
lively emotions. In my earliest infancy, that tender season when
impressions, at once the most permanent and the most powerful,
are likely to be excited, the story of her then recent struggle
. raised a throb in every heart that loved liberty, and wrung a re-
luctant tribute even from discomfited oppression. I saw her
spurning alike the luxuries that would enervate, and the legions
that would intimidate ; dashing from her lips the poisoned cup of
European servitude, and, through all the vicissitudes of her pro-
tracted conflict, displaying a magnanimity that defied misfortune,
and a moderation that gave new grace to victory. It was the first
vision of my childhood ; it will descend with me to the grave. But
if as a man, I venerate the mention of America, what must be

my feelings towards ber as an Irishman. Never,oh gever, while
1
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memory remains, can Ireland forget the home of her emigrant,
and the asylum of her exile. No matter whether their sorrows
sprung from the errors of enthusiasm, or the realities of suffering
—from fancy or infliction ; that must be reserved for the scrutiny
of those whom the lapse of time shall acquit of partiality. Tt is
for the men of other ages to investigate and record it : but surely it
is for the men of every age to hail the hospitality that received
the shelterless, and love the feeling that befriended the unfor-
tunate. Search creation round, where can you find a country
that presents so sublime a view, so interesting an anticipation ?
What nobleinstitutions! What a comprehensive policy! What
a wise equalization of every political advantage! The oppres-
ed of all countries, the martyrs of every creed, the innocent
victim of despotic arrogance or superstitious phrenzy, may there
find refuge ; his industry encouraged, his piety respected, his am-
bition animated ; with no restraint but those laws which are the
same fo all, and no distinction but that which his merit may
originatee, Who can deny that the existence of such a country
presents a subject for human congratulation! Who can deny,
that its gigantic advancement offers a field for the most tational
conjecture! At the end of the very next century, if she pro-
ceeds as she seems to promise, what a wondrous spectacle may
she not exhibit! Who shall say for what purpose a mysterious
Providence may not have designed her! Who shall say that
when in its follies or its crimes, the old world may have interred
all the pride of its power, and all the pomp of its civilization,
human nature may not find its destined renovation in the new!
For myself, I have no doubt of it. I have not the least doubt
that when our temples and our trophies shall have mouldered into
dust—when the glories of our name shall be but the legend of
tradition, and the light of our achievements only live in song;
philosophy will rise again in the sky of her Franklin, and glory
rekindle at the urn of her Washington. _Is this the vision of ro-
mantic fancy?! Is it even improbable? Is it half so improbable
as the events, which, for the last twenty years have rolled like
successive tides over the surface of the European world, each
erasing the impressions that preceded it! Thousands upon thou-
sands, Sir, I know there are, who will consider this supposition
as wild and whimsical ; but they have dwelt with little reflection
upon the records of the past. They have but ill observed the
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never-ceasing progress of national rise and national ruin. They
form their judgment on the deceitful stability of the present
hour, never considering the innumerable monarchies and re-
publics, in former days, apparently as permanent, their very
existence become now the subjects of speculation—I had almost
said of scepticism. I appeal to History! Tell me, thou reverend
chronicler of the grave, can all the illusions of ambition realized,
can all the wealth of an universal commerce, can all the achieve-
ments of successful heroism, or all the establishments of this
world’s wisdom, secure to empire the permanency of its posses-
sions? Alas, Troy thought so once ; yet the land of Priam lives
only in song ! Thebes thought so once, yet her hundred gates have
crumbled, and her very tombs are but as the dust they were
vainly intended to commemorate! So thought Palmyra—where
is she? So thought Persepolis, and now—

“ Yon waste, where roaming lions howl,

Yan aisle, where moans the grey-eyed owl,

8hows the proud Persian’s great abode,

Where sceptered once, an earthly

His power-c!ad arm controlled each happier clime,

Where sports the warbling muse, and fancy soars sublime.”

So thought the countries of Demosthenes and the Spartan, yet
Leonidas’s is trampled by the timid slave, and Athens insulted by
the servile, mindless, and enervate Ottoman! In his hurried march,
Time has but looked at their imagined immortality, and all its
vanities, from the palace to the tomb, have, with their ruins,
erased the very impression of his footsteps! The days of their
glory are as if they had never been; and the island that was
then a speck, rude and neglected in the barren ocean, now rivals
the ubiquity of their commerce, the glory of their arms, the
fame of their philosophy, the eloquence of their senate, and the
inspiration of their bards! Who shall say, then, contemplating
the past, that England, proud and potent as she appears, may
not one day be what Athens is, and the young America yet soar
to be what Athens was! Who shall say, when the European
column shall have mouldered, and the night of barbarism obscured
its very ruins, that that mighty continent may not emerge from
the horizon, to rule, for its time, sovereign of the ascendant!
Such, sir, is the natural progress of human operations, and
such the unsubstantial mockery of human pride. But I should,
perhaps, apologize for this digression. The tombs are, at best, a
E



4 SPEECH AT DINAS ISLAND.

sad although an instructive subject. At all events, they are ill
suited {o such an hour as this. I shall endeavour to atone for it,
by turning to a theme which tombs cannot inurn, or revolution
alter. It is the custom of your board, and a noble one it is, to
deck the cup of the gay with the garland of the great; and
surely, even in the eyes of its deity, his grape is not the less lovely
when glowing beneath the foliage of the palm-tree and the myr-
tle.—Allow me to add one flower to the chaplet, which, though
it sprang in America, is no exotic. Virtue planted it, and it is
naturalized every where. I sce you anticipate me—I see you
concur with me, that it matters very little what immediate spot
may be the birth-place of such a man as Wasuminaron. No peo-
ple can claim, no country can appropriate him; the boon of
Providence to the human race, his fame is eternity, and his resi-
dence creation. Though it was the defeat of our arms, and the
disgrace of our policy, I almost bless the convulsion in which he
had his origin. If the heavens thundered and the earth rocked,
yet, when the storm passed, how pure was the climate that it
cleared ; how bright in the brow of the firmament was the planet
which it revealed to us! In the production of Washington, it
does really appear as if nature was endeavouring to improve
upon herself, and that all the virtues of the ancient world were
but so many studies preparatory to the patriot of the new. In-
dividual instances no doubt there were ; splendid exemplifications
of some single qualification. Csesar was merciful, Scipio was
continent, Hannibal was patient ; but it was reserved for Wash-
ington to blend them all in one, and like the lovely chef devore
of the Grecian artist, to exhibit in one glow of associated beauty,
the pride of every model, and the perfection of every master.
As a General, he marshalled the peasant into a veteran, and sup-
plied by disciplive the absence of experience; as a stateaman,
he enlarged the policy of the cabinet into the most comprehen-
sive system of general advantage ; ang such was the wisdom of
his views, and the philosophy of his counsels, that to the soldier
and the statesman he almost added the character of the sage!
a conqueror, he was untainted with the crime of blood ; a revo-
lutionist, he was free from any stain of treason; for aggression
commenced the contest, and his country called him to the com
mand.—Liberty unsheathed his sword, necessity stained, victory
.eturned it. If he bad paused here, history might have doubted
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what station to assign him, whether at the head of her citizens or
her soldiers, her heroes or her patriots. But the last glorious act
crowns his career, and banishes all hesitation. Who,like Washing-
ton, after having emancipated a hemisphere, resigned its crown,
and preferred the retirement of domestic life to the adoration of a
land he might be almost said to have created ?

“ How shall we rank thee upon glory’s pege,
Thou more than soldier, and just less than sage;
All thou hast been reflects less fame on thea,

Far less than ail theu hast forborne to be !"

Such, Sir, is the testimony of one not to be accused of par-
tiality in his estimate of America. Happy, proud America ! the
lightnings of heaven yielded to your philosophy! The tempta-
tions of earth could not seduce your patriotism!

I have the honour, Sir, of proposing to you as a toast, Tam
neisorTAL MEMORY OF GEoRG® WasmizaTon.




A SPEECH

DELIVERED AT AN AGGREGATE MEETING OF THE ROMAN
CATHOLICS OF THE COUNTY AND CITY OF DUBLIN.

Having taken, in the discussions on your question, such hum-
ble share as was allotted to my station and capacity, I may be
permitted to offer my ardent congratulations at the proud pinna-
cle on which it this day reposes. After having combated calum-
nies the most atrocious, sophistries, the most plausible, and perils
the most appalling, that slander could invent, or ingenuity devise,
or power array against you, I at length bebold the assembled
rank and wealth and talent of the Catholic body offering to the
legislature that appeal which cannot be rejected, if there be a
Power in heaven to redress injury, or a spirit on earth to ad-
minister justice. No matter what may he the depreciations of
faction or of bigotry ; this earth never presented a more ennobling
spectacle than that of a christian country suffering for her religion
with the patience of a martyr, and suing for her liberties with
the expostulations of a philosopher; reclaiming the bad by her
piety ; refuting the bigoted by her practice ; wielding the Apos-
tle’s weapons in the patriot’s cause, and at length, laden with
chains and with laurels, seeking from the country she had saved,
the constitution she had shielded! Little did I imagine, that in
such a state of your cause, we should be called together to coun-
teract the impediments to its success, created not by its enemies,
but by those supposed to be its friends. It is a melancholy occa-
sion ; but melancholy as it is, it must be met, and met with the
fortitude of men struggling in the sacred cause of liberty. I do
not allude to the proclamation of your Board ; of that Board I
never was a member, 8o I can speak impartially. It contained
much talent, some learning, many virtues. [t was valuable on
that account; but it was doubly valuable as being a vehicle for
the individual sentiments of any Catholic, and for the aggregate
sentiments of every Catholic. Those who seceded from it, do not
remember that, individually, they are nothing ; that as a body
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they are every thmg It is not this wealthy slave, or that titled
sycophant, whom the bigots dread, or the parliament respects!
No, it is the body, the numbers, the rank, the property, the ge-
nius, the perseverance, the education, but, above all, the Union
of the Catholics. Iam far from defending every measure of the
Board—perhaps I condemn some of its measures even more than
those who have seceded from it ; but is it a reason, if a general
makes one mistake, that his followers are to desert him, especially
when the contest is for all that is dear or valuable? No doubt
the Board had its errors. Show me the human institution which
has not. Let the man, then, who denounces it, prove himself
superior to humanity, before he triumphs in his accusation. I
am sorry for its suppression. When I consider the animals who
are in office around us, the act does not surprise me ; but I confess,
even from them, the manner did, and the time chosen did, most
sensibly. I did not expect it on the very hour when the news
of universal peace was first promulgated, and on the anniversary
of the only British monarch’s birth, who ever gave a boon to
this distracted country.

You will excuse this digression, rendered in some degree neces-
sary. I shall now confine myself exclusively to your resolution,
which determines on the immediate presentation of your petition,
and censures the neglect of any discussion on it by your advo-
cates during the last session of Parliament. You have a right
to demand most fully the reasons of any man who dissents from
Mr. Grattan. I will give you mine explicitly. But I shall first
state the reasons which he has given for the postponement of your
question. I shall do so out of respect to him, if indeed it can be
called respect to quote those sentiments, which on their very
mention must excite your ridicule. Mr. Grattan presented your
petition, and, on moving that it should lie where so many pre-
ceding ones have lain, namely, on the table, he declared it to be
his intention to move for no discussion. Here, in the first place,
I think Mr. Grattan wrong; he got that petition, if not on the
express, at least on the implied condition of having it immedi-
ately discussed. There was not a man at the aggregate meeting
at which it was adopted, who did not expect a discussion on the
very first opportunity. Mr. Grattan, however, was angry at
“ suggestions.” I do not think Mr. Grattan, of all men, had any

right to be so angry at receiving that which every English mem.®
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