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British pcople owe nnything to Cobden for having lifted tho bread tax
from the loaves of Great Britain, he Jrarned hia lesson at the fect of
the preat Irieh orator, - .

And another thing that siill further exm Lasizes his claim to repre-
scnt this clement is the queation Whe cgd the most with the lenst
menns?  Measuring what he had in bis hande with the result he pro-
duced, he is the most noticeable of all men that ever appenled to this
element. And in this measursment fow i

Every laurel woven to-day over the brow of Gladstone in his treat-
eent of the Irish—and which must be his largeat claim to the prati-
tude of Grreat Britain and the adwiration of tle English-speaking races
—-overy laurel that is woven for his brow might be fairly said to be
borrowed from the fame and worth of the great Irigh ehampion.

And it is by no means true that O’Counell confined himgelf te the
simple remedy of repeal or Catlolic emancipation. Hducation and the
remodelling of the tenure of land, and the discstablishment of the
Charch, the removal of thal clivonic oppression, ariging from the com-

tive weakness and strengbh of the two religious establishments of
relond. Al these three questions O'Connell luid down in hie speechies
in defience of the iub]ic sentiment of that hour-—which ridicaled, de-
spis-d and hated the very suggestions that, carried into proper support
by the experience of half a century and the official influence of the Bri-
tish Premier, are the claim of Gireat Britain to-day to the sympathy of
the ecivilised world.,

I bave snother interest in the carcer of O'Connell. Sorme men
wonder why the English scholar, who has just lett you, should have
brought to America a question of apparently so little interest as the
relations of Ireland, bubt it would be only the superficinl thinker that
would be let into that mistake. I do not wonder. ‘Therelations of Ireland
arethe greatest and important festure of English politicallife. Every
thoughttul Englishman knows that Enpland to-day is cceupying but a
second rate place on the chessboard ofn.gEurope ;_that she has gradually
sunk from the position of o first elass rowor. Rig t years ago 1 was
hissed in Cooper Institute for having snid that England was now a
svcond rate power on the chess board of Europe, but to-day her jour-
nalists have ceaszd to deny the fact, and are searching around for an
explanation of its nmeccessity. OF the two great causes which have
made her fall from ber posilion s & frst class power in Europe, the
firet is the oppression of her own masscs, and the sccond the seven
centuries of unaduiterated and infamous oppression of Ireland. Mr,
Frouds told us with an epigramatic foroo the great truth that the
wickedness of nations is always punished. No matter how long Pro-
videnes waits, in the end the wiekedness of arace is answered by the
wickednese of their descendants. England has held for acven centuries
to the lips of her sister Iveland n poisoned ehalice. Its ingredients
were the d epest contempt and the most unmneasured oppression; in-
justico such as the world hardly ever saw beforc. And, as Mr. Froude
said, Providence is holding back that same cup fo the lips of the mot. er
country. The occasions have heen frequent within the last few years
when England longed to draw the sword, when the England of Lord
Chatham would have flung heraelf madly into the groat military strug-
gles of the Continent. When Grermany brought under its hecl
contempt the little kingdom of Denmark, that gave Great Britain the
Princess of Wales, England longed to draw the sword. When within
& few years Biamarck struck her futly in the face, ostentatiously in the
face of ofl England—*" snubbed” her is the only word that describrs
shat act—Great Britain longed to draw the sword 3 but she knew right
well that the first canmon shot she ventured to fira against a first-class
power in Europe Ircland would stab her in the back. Checkmated,
she could not move on the chess board of the great pow rs, One of
the great caus.s of this sudden crippling of ler power has been the
Irish qu stion. ¥ don’t wonder at ll that & tuoughtful Englishman
should long to explain to the world, if he ean, that the steps by which
his country hea heen brought to this sad state have been inevitable, If
Mr Froude could muke out that proposition and convince t e world,
through the American poopls, that England accepted the inevitable fate
which the giograpbical proximity of Trelund had entailed upon her, he
wpuld have gone far bo rub out the eclipse of his country’s sheme, I
don't wonder that be should make the atbempt,  But I helisve that,
instead of England's having conguered Treland, that in the true
statement of the cass, as il stands to-day, Ireland kas conquered
Hagland. She has summoned her before bhe power of the civilized
world to judge of the justice of her legislation,” She has checkmated
her as & power on the ehess-board of Europe. She has monropolized
the attention of her stntesmen. She has made her own island the
pivot upon which the destiny of Bogland turns. And her last great
tatesman, the presont Prime Minister, Gladstone, owes whatever Fume
e has to the supposition that ke bLas devised a way by which he con
eonciliate Ireland and save his own country.

Havrict Marbineau, who hins found something to explain and some-
thing t0 cxcuse in eviry equivoral act of every British statesman ; who,
howerver, great her prjudices, has pever yun along the whole history
of a representative Englishman without usually finding half-a-dozen
oocesions to praise him—in her whole history of O‘Conxnell has never
failed to find eonstant veason to blame bim either for a bad aet, or, if
compelled to acknowled_e thie act wag good, she is sure to search and
find & bad motive. He js the only man in the whole gallery of the
thirty years' peace of which this an be said, and yet in closing the roll
which bears tl.e nam of O‘Comell, she is obliged to confess that there
ig no Britiah subject wha has ever risen, in our day, to such g level of
influence and autiority by the sole power of intellect and purpose as
Daniel O‘Connell.

Having given & snmmary of Treland’
a vivid picture of the oppressed state
tered upon public life, ho proceeded -

OCouncll began his career by noti ing the public that if nine men
could .ncet L:im in o certain room in n ublin Hotel at three o'clock on
a certain da,-, he wonld commence agitation for tho repeal of Catholie
disatrirtics, "When the hour came only seven men were in the room.,
O'Conn H waited until four, but no move joined them. Goingdown to
tha gtr.et, he caught two young priests by the shoulder, ssked them

8 history of seven centuries, and
of Irland when O'Connell en-

into the yoom, and locked the doors on thess nine men, You will think
very naturally it was impessible to heppen that those ten: men met in
an upper room of & Dublin hotel—two of them prisoners—reduced the
strongest Grovernment in Hurope, with the Duke of Wellington st ita
head, to surrendor within twenty years,

He claimed of his people & new effort. The hierarchy of t'e churh
disowned him, They said we have seen every attempt 1 ad always up
to the scaffold ; we are not willing to risk ancther effort. The peerage *
of the island repudinted him. They said, wo have struggled and bled
for half & dozen centuries ; it is better to sit down content. Alone, »
young men, without office, without wealth, without renown, he Aung -
himself in front of the people and asked for a new effort, What was
the power left him ? Simply the people—three or four milligns of *
poverty stricken, broken-hearted peasants, standing on a soil soaked
with the blood of their ancestors, cowering under a code of which
Brougham snid, “ that they could nob life their hands without break-
ing it.” 'What was his constituency P If he had the Press, he could -
not appeal to them with it, for they could not read ; he could not mar- -
shall them into o great party, for that was illegal. Co-operation in
politics, committces of correspondence, the machinery of agitation, as
we have it, was illegal. He began his agitation by making specches.
He said to himself : The hierarchy leave me ; the nobles repudiate me,
the wealthy scorn me ; the educnted distrost me. T will lean on the -
people.”  He was the firat man, as Canning said, “ who summoned a °
race into exist nee and restored the balance of the world.”

8o O‘Connell was the first man in Great Britain to sUMINON 8 Peo-
Ple into existence and check the advances of the oppression of the
upper elasscs. He tanght Cobden his method. In a certain senso he
moulded the age. Whon Lincoln said,  Idrift : I seek only to know
the wishes of the American people 3 when Grant went into offioe,
saying, « I have no policy ; Istand here to do the will of the American
people”—they were both echozs of Daniel O'Connell,

He waa the first great subject who taught the erown to look outside
th: House of Commons for the dictator of ite policy, He went round
making speeches, but he had no journale—no papers to report hia
speeches ; thoy womld not even report he had a meeting, But, as
Lowcll says, * Patience is the passion of great souls.” 8o, with inf-.
nit: patience he went over Ireland dropping the seed.

The Lecturer, after describing O’Comnell's wonderful Powers as
a leader of men, as a politician, and a barrister, concluded with the
following eloguent peroration on Poland :— Now, one word on Frouda,.

if you have patience. Yom have heard of Poland, the chivalrous
nation, the nation of nobles, in whose viens flowed the blue blood that
astonished Europe by its heroism. Well, 2 hundred yenrs ago, Austria,
and Prussiae defeated all its efforts, and crushed it ont of sight. Poland
rebelled, and rebelled, and rebelled ; she was orushed every time. Hep
language is o forgotten tradition. Her laws ars n felony to cite, Her
noblies are wandorers on the face of the earth. It you look on the
map there is no Poland, A hundred years have doneit. Vet where
are the lips that would not be blistered it they dared to say a word
againet Poland? W en America wanted to know how to fight they
sent us Kosciusco, the Pole. When the bard, the orator, want the
fineat illustrations of brav ry or patriotism they point to Polmnd. No
man ever doubted the capacity of Poland. But a hundred years have
annibitated her. There was Ireland, Lelf as large, half aa populous,
Isolnted from the Continent by the ocean, tisd to England, separated
from Europe. For seven hundred years the omnipotent Saxon rase
have striven to grind it to powder. And yet, after seven hundred
Yyears, an Englishman comes here to teach ns that that race has neither
bravery nor courage! But sfter those seven hundrod years it still
stands, with the National flag in one hand and the Crucifix of Catho-
licity in the other,
Mr Phillips coneluded amid loud and reiterated cheering.

BELLEW ON ¥FROQUDE.

Mg J. M. BELiew Iately guve oue of his readmgs at Steinway
Hull, New York, before & crowded house, Preceding the opening
pi=ce, the distinguished vleoutionist puid a tribute to Irish wotors and
dramstists, which was culled out by some remarks ot Mr Froude in
hus last book., Mr Bellew suid :—

Lapizs axp GENTLEMEN :— Bofore reading the following scene
from the famous comedy of the * O itie,” 1 wish to preface i6 with g
rewnark which cunnot possibly offend sy one, but which it is oniy Just
and riglit to make in Introducing so great & name as that of Sherivan,
In a work just pubiished, aud as yot havcdly known in this coung
wiitten by My Froude, and sutitled * 'The linglish in Irelund,” that
gentlemay, at page 22, tukes ocea.ion veferring to Irish art and
Literature to make the following nnazing or am nsing assertion s—

“ The inecompleteness of character is conspicuous in sll that the
do and have done ; in their history, in their practical Labits, in theip
arts and literature, Wheir Iyrical melodies are exquisits 3 their epic
poetry i3 ridiculouns bombast. In the lives of their saints there i3 g
wild and fantastic splendor ; but they have uo secular histopy, for, as
8 nation, they have done nothing which pasterity will not be anxious
to forget, and if they have never prodnced a tulerable drama, it is
beesuse imegination cannot outstrip reslity.”

Lknow I sm here to night resding before many of the most
intelligent men and women in New York: { know there arp awong
you many skilled men and women, prebabiy as gonerally eonver-
sant with the literature of the English language as Mr Fronde, and,
let me add, I hope much more so. In henring such words ps 1 have
Jjust rend, I cannot vesist joeularly msking you, “ Would Jou believe
it??  1s this wan sssumiog our ignorence, or is he vontilating his
own? 'Why, next to Shakespears, every literary man aud- every
dramatic artist will give the place of honor to an Irishman—Richard
Brivsley Sheridan 7 Is mot he the author of the two greatest comnedies
of the last two centuries, *The Rivals,” and “ The School for
Scondal ¥’  And where was he born but in dear old, divty, sud much-
beloved Dublin?  Who, again, was Qliver Goldsmith ?  Did not he
write ‘8he stoops to conguer,” which had & run of fonr-hundred
nights at Drary Lane Theatre, when originally produced, snd wag




