
BISHOP REDWOOD'S LECTURE ON O'CONNELL.

Lastevening (August9th), despite the bad weather,there wasa
largeat tho OddFellows'Hall,Wellington, on the occasionof the
promised lecture by hisLordshipBishop Redwood.

Onthe platformwereanumber of the RomanCatholicclergy
and Messrs O'Neill, Ballance, and Wood, M.H.R.'s, Buckley.
M.P.C.,Gisborne, J.P.,O'Shea, &c, The last mentioned gentle-
mantook the chair, and introducedthe Right rev. lecturer, re-
marking thathe wasdeeply sensibleof thehonor whichhadfallen
uponhim whenhehadbeen allotted the task of introducingtoa
Wellingtonaudience a colonist of New Zealand who hadbeen
raisedto the exaltedpositionof Bishop— the youngest Bishopin
theRomanCatholicChurch.

Dr. Redwood,on coming forward, was loudly cheered. He
commencedby reminding his audience of the purpose for which
they assembled. Itwasnot tohear of a manwhohadbeen called
fromhis laboras aking ora potentate, and had gone to mingle
with theroyaldustof a long line of illustrious ancestors, aftera
glorious reignoverahappy people. Itwas agreaterthanhe. It
wasnot the hero of ahundredbattles, whohadconqueredtheends
of the earth by themightof his arms. Itwas not a legislator, a
manwhohadliftedhispeople from a chaosof barbarism. No, it
wasnotanythingof that kind, and' yet the man whose memory
they revered was more than that. He was a man whohadbeen
neitheraprincenor awarrior, nor anemperor

—
butliewasaman

who,though hehadonlyloved to be called a fellow-citizen,had
gainedmorebattles, bloodlessbattles, than the most renowned
conquerors— aman who had gained greater victories thanthose
whosewills in amanner werelaw,whowereable to buildup and
destroy. They hadcome that evening to commemoratethe giant
work of aman who for more thanhalf acentiiryhadbeeninvested
with a crown of moral power

—
a power unsurpassed, if ever

equalled,in the annals of history. (Cheers.), This moralpower,
grasped withanirongrasp,united withconsummatewisdom,and
so spontaneousas toprove hispeerlessmerit,hadnot come tohim
ina day or an hour,buthadcome to him after manyyearsofun-
Avearied toil;and the incessant exertions of his grand life had
beenmade onbehalf of his people at a great personalsacrifice.
Perhaps manypresentwouldrememberhim. Before them would
loomuphis figure as they hadseen itinthedaysof theiryouth-
therewas the lofty stature, themassive form, thekingly bearing.
thehighintellectualforehead,the eyes thatbeamed withkindness
orflashedwith scorn,the frame qxiivering withindignationas with
scathing eloquencehe denouncedthe wrong,andhis voice ringing
out as the voiceof a god against every kind of injustice and de-
lusion. This was theman ofwhomhehadcome to speak, and of
whomho deemeditaprivilege to speak. A man who forhalf a
centuryhad ledapublic lifeinwhich there was nothing inconsis-
tent withright,but which, on the contrary, hadbeen blameless
and free fromreproach. He feltitwas beyond his power to give
thedescription of O'Connell's life that he had undertaken, and
must thereforethrow himselfupon the indulgence ofhishearers.
The lecturer then proceeded to sketch the leading incidents of
O'Connell's early life and education, and statedthatitwas in the
seminaries of France he had imbibedthose sublime principlesof
actionwhichinafterlifehadraisedhim to so exalted aposition.
He wasastrict, believing, practical Catholic, and he(theBishop)
wouldtakethe opportunity of impressing upon the Catholicsof
Wellington that theRomanCatholic aimed at notonlythe culti-
vationof a man'smind, but above all, the education of his con-
science. Andrightly so. Of whatuse wasa merely secularedu-
cation to any moral being like Man? What was the use of
maturing the mindwithout at the same time training theheart
and theconscience ? What was the useteaching a manmerely of
material things— immersinghim in that matter— without*at the
same time givinghim religious principles enabling him toso lire
thislife thathemight be fit* toenter that worldwherehemust go
someday ? That was what Catholics believed in—

a universal
education— an education which woixldmould the heart andcon-
science,andnotmerely instruct the mind withknowledgeof the
material world

—
an educationwhich would make himmore faith-

fulinhis dealings withman, andmore faithful tohis God. That
was theeducation theCatholicChurch claimed, andalwayswould
claim, and which theywould haye— no matter at'whatsacrificeit
was obtained. (Cheers.) He then proceeded to notice how,
throughout thecourseof the world's history, thepeoplehadbeen
troddendown andtrampledupon, yet ever and anonaroseupde-
liverers like Charlemagne, the Constantines, andothersmentioned,
avliohadraised the peopleof God to aproperposition. In'lreland,
whenO'Conncll arose, anoccasionfor such deliverancehadarrived.
Duringhis childhoodand education he was there, yet unknown
andobscure. Still,he wasintended for the work, p obectedand
fosteredby an all-seeingProvidence,andawaitinghisdestiny,and
inafteryears when the time came he was firm to thatdestiny.
The lecturer then passed on to notice his domestic struggles-
struggles whichbrought outhis invisible soul, andcausedhim to
becotne themost accomplished and perfect advocate;and whilst
reviewing his career at tbe Bar, introducedanumber of racy and
amusing anecdotes, illustrating his keen insight into human
nature, his vigorous argumentative powers, discretion, zeal, &g.
Comino- tothe subject of O'Connell'spoliticalandsociallabors,the
lecturer saidhe hadapainfuldutytodischarge inspeakingon this
iiuportantportionofhis subject, for hehad to state plain,unvar-
nished truth, whichmight be painfulto Englishpeople. Itmust
bepainful to English people to remember those pages

—
blood-

stainedpages— of theirhistory, which for 300 years had been a
recordof crimetowards Ireland— painful in the extreme, and in
referringtoit,he wished to do so withoutin the slightest appeal-
ing to theemotions,and without the slightest exaggeration, and
withoutthe slightest appealing to fancy. But he must tellhia
audience that for 300 yearsEnglandhadtreatedher sistercountry

Friday, August 27, 1875.] NEW ZEALAND TABLET.
the baronet, and -was nothing loth to receive thebeautifulniece,
whomsheknow tobe the favored protegeeof Mary of Modcna,-for
she was aware of the betrothal of the formerwithSirReginald,-
and trusted by artfully bringing the two in contact with each
other, to be enabled to break throughthe barrier -which existed
between them,preventthereturn of Florence to the Courtof the
exiled Queen, and attachher to her ownperson;for Maryreally
designed appointing Florence to thepostof one of her maids of
honor,, doubtingnot but that eventually all the secrets of St.
Germains, and the hopesand fearsof her fatherandhis consort,
wouldbelaidopen toherself.

This was the first visit of the baronet toWilliamthe Third's
banqueting-rooin. The King was ev,er sparing of speech, and
singularlytaciturn to those around him. When at his mealshis
manner was disgusting to others;and the irritable spirit of the
oldbaronetchafed withinhim as he observedLordClarendon, who
had accompanied him thither, take his stand behind theKing's
chair,beckoning Sir Charles to follow his exampleby occupying
the samesituation. No worddidWilliam ever speak onoccasions
likethe present,nor was it his wont to invite theproudestnobles
intheland tosit down toeat;theirmasterand their conqueror he
deemed himself to be,and their place was behindhis chair, the
neglected witnessesof hismeal.

With feelings of intense disgust Sir Charles regarded the
King,inwardly cursing the folly which hadbrought him thither,
for invain hadhe awaited the honor of aword;butno,not one
escapedthe lips of William of Orange.

The oldgentlemanstood longadisgusted witnessof thescene
beforehim;and during the time occupiedin the exaltedemploy-
ment assigned to himself, of humbly standing behind William's
chairwhilsthemadehis repast,mentally exclaimed,

"Marry,but it serves me right;Iam but justly met with.
What business,indeed,hadIto be here at all,insteadof making
merrywith friends and tenants at the Grange? or if, at eighty
yearsoE age,Imust needs be fool enough tomeddlewithpolitics,
thenwhynot devote my fortune and the shortremains of my life
inthe service of my rightfulKing ? Well, well, a few weeksmore
andIwill seeif Icannot escape—

ay,evenif Lfeignareturn ofmy
old enemythegout,andshut myselfup avoluntaryprisoner inmy
ownhouse;anything sooner than thus crouch beforethis Dutch-
man'srule,and— "

Butthe threadof theBaronet'smeditationswas here cut short
by Williamrising from his seat,andgraciously vouchsafinga few
words to himself and Lord Clarendon, and some three or four
noblemenwho stoodaround. On this day Maryhaddinedalonein
her own apartment, inconsequence of a trifling indisposition,and
as William was about to retire, struck as it were by a sudden
thought, hesaid, turning to the baronet

—
"

Youhavea fair niece living with you,Sir Charles. She is
betrothed, we understand, to Sir Reginald St. John, in whose
welfareboth the Queen and myself are warmly interested. Her
Majesty, you have already been intorined, will grant her an
audience on themorrow. See that youbring her thither."

Thus speaking, and awaiting no reply, the Dutch monarch
passedon, followed by two or three of tho most intimateof his
Dutch friends,amongst whom was his favourite,tho page,Arnold
VonKeppel.

Comfortablyensconced inhis ownprivateclosot,inaluxurious
richly carved chair, covered with crimson velvet, the King now
reclined at his ease. English magnates wereno longerpresent;
withhisDutch friends and the favoredpage,William cotildat last
relax,anddeemit allowable to discard the restraints of royalty,
and quaffingoff Ms favoriteliquor,Hollandsgin,which the English
nobles latelyin hispresence would scorn to touch, could pass what
was no doubt thepleasantesthour in the day.

Bxrt on thisoccasion it was with oneparticularpersonthat the
Kinghadtodo;andbeckoning the favorite to his side,his grave
countenance wearing a most gracious smile, William exclaimed,
rubbing Mshands eagerly

—
"

Now then, VonKeppel,whathast thou. to tellmeaboutthat
fool Benson's vagaries ? Speak quickly,man;the wretchmight
have come to evil by putting himself in tho lion's den;if your
information was correct, that Sarsfieldreallyhadhim inhis power;
butoutuponthe fool, why did he consent to play the spy,an' his
witswereso dullthathecouldnot acthispart better?""Ah,yourMajesty,Ibeg you tospare him," repliedthepage;"his wits would have served himwellenough, but that a cruel
fate hinderedhim from serving his gracious masteras effectually
ashe couldhave wished. Iwillbringhim toyourpresencea little
later;he has been waiting in oneof my apartments these several
hours, inorder to crave your Majesty's pardon for the untoward
way in which he has fulfilledhis mission;but, indeed, he has

undergone the roughest treatment, and narrowly escaped withhis
life."

BeauBrummel, ruined andabandoned,spent liislast days in an
hotelatBoulogne. AsIds endapproachedhis mindbecame deranged,
andhe nolonger took pleasure in anythingbut one singleoccupation,
■which hocalledhis

" vengeance
"—

a vengeance, alas,of a very inno-
cent kind! On certain evenings he attired himself in full evening
costume, had allthe tapers lighted in his salon, and thengavo the
signal toan old valcfc whohad remainedfaithful to him inhis mis-
fortune. The servant went out, and, returning, announced

"
The

Duko of Northumberland," "The Duko of Argyle," and so on
throughull the nobililyof tho UnitedKingdom, all of course being
but imaginary visitors. At each name Brumniol bowed, and said," Come in, my dear friend, come in." At last thero came thean-
nouncement, "Tho Prince of Wales," when tho old man, drawing
himself upto his fullheight,answereddryly,

"
TellhisRoyalHighness

thatIam not atheme."
An instantaneous method for producing vinegar.

—
Praise one

youngladytoanother.
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