
Curran,O'Connell, Shiel,Plunket,andPhillips ! What agroupof
mentogather aroundone nationand callher ruother! Sheridanwas a~wonder. Itwason the thirdchargeagainst WarrenHastings
thathemadehismost wonderfulspeech. As highas fifty guineas
was offeredto obtaina Beat tohearhim. For five andahalf hours
he commanded the wonder and admiration of the House. His
fellow-memberswere startledand spell-boundby the clearnessof
his logic, the flashesof his wit,and the splendorsof his rhetoric.
Thatother great Irishman, Burke, declared it to be "the most
astoundingpieceof eloquence, argument, and wit unitedof which.
therewas any record or tradition." Fox said "that all he had
everheard,allhe hadever read,when compared withit dwindled
into nothing,and vanishedlike vaporbefore thesun!"

Blazing in beauty like a beacon-light, Burkes eloquence
alwayspointed the wayof safetytohis countrymen. Itwas Burkewhose orations are full of material for the would-bestatesman of
to-day. Would toGod they wouldread them! Itwas Burke who
first dared toproposethat
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to the British king should be stricken from Americanshoulderg,
and westand out in God's sunlight free and untrammelledmen.
By his withering invective, his rhetorical splendors, his vivid
painting,his harrowing descriptions of Hastings' crimes in that
great trial, he actually so shattered the frame and palsied the
strength of the accused thathe was entirely overwhelmedby it,
and indescribing the scene afterwards said:"For overanhourI
lookedat the orator ina very reverie of wonder, and actually felt
myself to bethemost culpable manonearth."

Here was one of the effects of Irish eloquence. Gentlemen,
these arebut two of the great group we arehonoring. Icanbutglance at the others;they are almost as glorious. There was thefiery and impetuous Grattan, whomoves in theheatof themental
conflict "with all his country beaming in his face," whose
eloquence was a combination of "cloud, whirlwind, andflame." How beautiful hisreply, how worthyof apatriot, when
during his last illness his physician declared to him he would
imperilhis life if he spoke again inParliament, whichhe waa
anxious to do,"Ishould be happyto die in the discharge ofmyduty."

CURRAN.
There was thedaring and delightful Curran

—
the veryimper-

sonationof the rapt-orator, whose" eye glowedlike livingcoals,"
whocarriedhishearers withhis tendernessandpathosintoa flood
of tears, or made the walls resound with shouts of uproarious
laughter. "Pouring oub his invective like a, stream of lava, heinflamed almost to madness the minds of his countrymen by a
recital of their wrongs;

"
and it.would take hours to relate the

wonderfulstoriestoldof his transcendantpowers. To this day the
memory of Curran andhis wit is treasured amonghis countrymen
withthe same adoration themother feels for her darlingboy. Howbeautiful and thrilling his apostrophe to liberty! He said

— "
I

speakof the British law which makes liberty commensurate with.
and inseperable from the British soil

—
which proclaims even to

the strangerandthesojourner, themoment he sets his foot upon
British earth, that the ground onwhichhe treads isholy, and con-
secratedby thegenius of universal emancipation. No matter in
what language his doom may have been pronounced, no matter
what complexionincompatiblewith freedomanIndianoranAfrican
sun mayhave burned upon him;no matter in what disastrous
battlehis liberty mayhave beencloven down,the first momenthe
touches thesacred soilof GreatBritain, thealtar andthegod sink
for everin thedust,his soulwalks abroadinher own majesty,his
body swells beyond tho measure of his chains that burst from
aroundhim,and he standsredeemed,regenerated,disenthralled,by
theirresistiblegenius ofuniversalemancipation."

o'CONIfELL.
And there, too, was thissovereign of the silver tongue,whose

portraitlooksdownonvs
— "Kerry's prideandMunster's glory "—" —

and whose dumblips, could theyspeak,would give warmgreeting
for our kindthoughts of his immortalcountrymen. Itisnot for
me togo further intotheir historics

—
to tell the sad storyof the

cloudsthat hung like a pall over Sheridan's last hours, or the
gloom that settleduponBurke. Itreat solelyof theirgenius. In,
contemplating their variedpowers and pointsof beauty, weare'like
those wholook out upon some grand scenes of nature and ofart.
We stand,as it were,upona liilltoj)and lookupon thetranscendant
landscapes. Each will1selectfromthe widespreadglory athis feet,
forhis more special love and delight, some different glimpse of
sunshine or solemn grove,or emboweredspire,orbrownmouldering
ruin, or castellatedcloud. During this contemplation the soulof
eachmanis amidstits own creations and in the heart of hisownsolitude;nor is the depth ofthat solitude broken, though it lies
opento the morning light, and before the eyes of unnumbered-
spectators. And, crowningpraise of all, these men wieldedtheir
powers of eloquenceas battle-blades in the same great cause he
wieldedhis swordfor so longand so well whosebirthday wehave
just honoredinournation. If theswordof Washington waslifted
inbehalf of human rights, so wore their electric voices. Then,
gentlemen, blame me not if Ihave asked you to honor their
memories. The beams theykindledin thedaysof theirtriumphs
haveleftabroadtrack of light, which still plays inbeautyadown
thecorridors of time, and although it is interruptedandshattered
sunlight, you cannot remooeit— itis sunlight still.

The longnight just gono down, the sky has left-us starless.Such men we havenot. Suchmen weneed. Let us summonthe
spiritsof these illustriousdead, to infuse >0ne of theirold^genius
inour midst. Thenwill we spring into newness of life,and our
praisebeheardnot only here below, for litening ears somewhereamong thecloudswillcatch thestrain, and roni'angelic hands a
wreathof flamewilldescend upon tho nutwa, andplayroundhey

1headwith aconcentrated glory.
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Ennobled solely by their own genius

—
owing no thanks to the

blazonry ofthe herald'scollegefor worldly titles
—

descendedfrom
nolonglineofpompousancestry

—
abouttheniiddleoftheeighteenth

centuryagroup of intellectualgiantsburst inablazeof light upon
her soilto gladden Ireland. To offer their greatness ourhonest
tribute, we are clustered together in this room to-night, and
althoughthese wallshave echoedto the plaudits wehavepaid to
thegreatdeadandthegreatliving, surely tononobler souls have
werenderedhomage;andif we*seek to marry ourpraisesto their
memories,Itrust no dissenting voice will forbid thebanns. Let
me now merely glance at the several divisions of my subject.
First, the Poetsof Ireland. Where can we find a sweeter harpist
than genial, wayward,glorious

TomMoore?
a tenderer,nobler soul than that pathetic painterof peasantlife,
thatreallover of nature in allher moods— Oliver Goldsmith? or
writersof songs more humorousand touching than SamuelLover
and thejovial Prout? Do you seek for flowering eloquenceand
flashingwit— for greatthoughts that kindle good thoughts inyou—

for wordsthat burn and dazzle with their brightness— for the
verywitchery of wit, sparkling and playing about you in many-
coloredwreathsof flame? Where willyou finditinmore glorious
garb thanin the speeches of those very men whosefame weare
met tocelebrate to-night ? Then doyou blameme, gentlemen, if
Ihave chosen toask for thatcountry whowas themother of theseillustrioussons some recognition at our hands

—
who thoughthe

pillarsofher oldgreatnessmaybe shakenand the shamrock forget
toblossomas of old, thoughher harp hangs mute uponher walls,thoughweedsmayhave witheredher gardens,

"
sand filledupher

palaces,and seaweedo'ergrown her walls of revelry/ still stands
as that Ireland who gave the worlda Moore, a Sheridan,and aBurke ?

There is Tom Moore, the bard of bards of old Erin— TornMoore, whothought inmusicas menthink inprose, whosebeating
blood wasrunning song. WhenMoore litup theliteratureof Ire-land withthe torch ofhisgenius, a titledpoetarosein England to
makehis countrymen wonder, too. The two werecontemporaries
and friends". But the light that played round Moore'sverses

—
tender,glancing, and brilliant— was in no danger of being extin-guished eveninthesullenglareofLordByron'sgenius. Anauroraborealismightaswellthink ofbeingputoutby aneruptionofMountVesuvius. As planets, they were as different as Mercury and
Saturn. If theirrising was at thesame time,theynevermovedinthe same orb, or met or jostledin the "wide, pathless way" offancy and invention. The gay andhappy idolize theIrishmanonhispedestalof airy smilesor transient tears. The severerverse ofthe Englishman is enshrined in the breast of those whose gaiety
has been turned to gall

—
from whom happiness has fled like a

dream. "Itseemed," as some one who knewhimand lovedhim
wellhas toldus of Moore, "as if his airy spirit, drawn from thesun,continually flutteredwith fondaspirationtoregain that nativesourceoflight andhe,at." HisParnassusisabloomingEden.

For rare,rollicking,stirring songs and flashing wit, go seekthepagesofold FatherProut, who
"belongedtoaclassof mortalsnowquite goneoutofIrishexistencelike theelkand the wolf-dog."

Oneof themost serious and most beautifulis the
"

Bells of Shan-
donj" asa specimen of melodiousversification, itisunequalled.
For real fun and heartiest laughter, turn over the pages of theO'DohertyPaperby gloriousFather Maginn. But the allusiontoFatherProutandDr. Maginndriftsus into

THE "WITS OF IRELAND
—

a subject so vastIcannot cope withit;and asIhave no intention
of entrenching on the rights of thegentlemenwhoareyet to enter-
tainyou,andanaccount ofwitnot beingmuch inmy line,Iwillleave that to them for dissection. But how a mere mention ofIrishwitbrings up before us reminscences of thegood things wehaveheard or readof Irishmen— recollectionsthatrangefrom thedelicate wit of the poet, the scathing wit of the orator, to thewretchedtortureof someunfortunate word

—
fromthequiet twinkleof theeye to'"laughter holding both his sides." Itwas CharlesJames Fox— upon whom our cultivated Governor lectured soadmirably theothernight— whopronouncedSheridan"the wittiestmanheever met." Home Tooke said of Curran's wit, "itwas a

mineof virgingold incessantly crumblingawayfromitsownrich-ness." Thenfrom thisunrippledseaof music, verse,andmirth,I
come to the majestic, heaving ocean, tossing and foaming in itsmight, to thatrealm where the voiceof thegreat orator isliftedvp

—
where i

THE POWER OF GODLIKE ELOQUENCE
holds sway. The power of eloquence! Where is the humanheartthatit hathnotbrimmedwithhope or thrilledwithkeen delight ?Its voicei3in the storm and in the lyre;its homethe passion-haunted soul of man! It throttles treasonin the marbleaisles!Itunmasksmurder in the face of morn! It rends the midnio-htveil fromthetorch and knife! It lit the eyes ofPatrickHenry
when he raised aloft the plumes of liberty which sprang frompatriot tearsas beauty from the sea foam, and wavedthemhio-h,tillin the crimson front of war they flashed and droopednot tillourbandedStates were free! Itfoundits sovereignin those greatmen wehonor to-night,whoheldin theirvoices thekeys tohum.-nhearts— thosecolossiamong their kind, who so emblazonedtheirnames in the memories of the Irish people that no change, notime,canerase them

—
thosenameswhichglitter inlettersoflivino-fireuponIreland's portals, whose mention still summons, not toIrishmen only,but to the world, visions of victories won in the

cauße of humanrights,visions ofthe grandest of allvictories— thetriumph of genius over injustice. Burke, Sheridan, Grattari,
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