
Nothing within the range ofhumancapaoiry,in theway ofrevolu-tionandadministration, was tohim impossible. Hecouldeasily have
recoveredthe confiscatedprivilegesof1782. His dominion exceededthat of Henry Grattan, though his military resources were less osten-
sible. Had he willed it,be wouldhavebeen orowned in1843,and hisdynasty established. Imbued with loftier aspirations still, he could
have thrown the crown to themoths and worms,and,likeWashington,
haveinaugurated the sovereignly of his people,under thecodeandbannersofa republic.

Yet, failing to do so, and failing inother instances,andperhapsmoreculpably, he did much for Ireland— much for her inbis earlieryears—muoh for her before the sun of life moveddownwardsfrom thezenith;anddying he bequeathed a memory to his country, whichcontributeslargely to that stock of wealth whichno lawscanconfiscatenoadversary deteriorate
—

a memory which those who differ fromhimmost,and censure him the most severely, will, for thehonour oftho
country,be solicitous and jealous toperpetuate.

A littleneater to us, but close to that colossal figure, stands aa smallerone
—

oneby many inches smaller, and by many degrees lessimpressive, yetmost striking. For, though the little figure is slight,
wiry,angular, the attitude is fine—one foot hastily advanced— hairswept back from the forehead, as if a wild gust had struck it— theheadprojecting, andeyesofa fierce blackbeauty darting fromit andthena whitehand of themost exquisite shape, flung passionately inthe air, and quivering and flashing as it threatens— it is RichardLalor Shiel.

Less liberally endowed with the great attributss of those whoprecededhim, he is nevertheless worthy of a place in the Pantheonwhich they occupy. Hisnature less susceptible ofgreat impressions
his integrity in political matters more questionable, his ambitionde-cidedly less generous,nevertheless,his instincts werekindredto theirshis spirit as intrepid, bis intellect as vivid,and, if less majestic,bettercultivated.

Throughout ahari contest,he fought witha ceaseless impetuosityand to the victoriousissue of itcontributed,not less by themagioofhis rhetoric thanby therapidcontinuity of his labor. Never passiveneverhalting, neverdowncast
—

alwayson the march, ever in action'ever hopeful,communicating the enthusiasm ofhisgenius to the thou-sands with whom he felt and for whom he spoke; the timid wereemboldened, the sluggish were impelled— the fire, the force, or theaction was sustained,until for him,and for his comrades, and for hiscause, and for an outcast race andcreed proscribed, the triumph was
< achieved. With the dethronementof a detestable ascendancy,with1 the enactmentof the law repealing the disabilitieswhich in thenameof religionhadbeen iniquitously imposed, his name in the history ofhis country is inseparably identified. He had the opportunity, thafield, the ability to do more. He could have reached a loftier 'ami-nence

—
have left abroadir effulgence abovehis grave. The last chap,

ter of bis life casts a shadow on those which commemorate the pro-mise of his youthand the glory of hia prime. He gathered in oneharvest. In his oldagehe might hare reaped another oneandmoreplenteous,and thenhave gone to sleep, having worthily fulfilled hisdays.
Yethe, too, leaves aname behind whiohhis countrycannot affordto lose;which it wouldbe unnatural for her toproscribe;whichshecouldnot injure withoutimpoverishing the inheritance which,genera-tion after generation, her children, reciprocating the bounty of theirmother,barebounteously bequeathed.
But who is that

—
the last in the greup

—
so tall, so handsome, sogay, socommanding," with so much vivasity, frankness, chivalry inhis look and bearing

—
withsuch deepbrows, with sobroadand white

a forehead, with eyes of so intense lustre that some one whispers to
us they couldgive expressionto a face of clay P "

Who else can itbebuthimof whom an ecstatic sister wrote that "' his cheeks had tha
glow of health;his eyes,the finest in the world, the brilliancy of
genius;and yet wereas soft asa tender and affectionate heart could
render them." Who else canitbe but him, whose name cannot bementioned withoutall that is beautiful, all that is straoge, all that issad, all that is glorious, all that is inexplicable,in the history of our
country, flashingupon the mmd

—
half in cloud nnd half in glory ?Who else canitbebut KichardBrinsley Sheridan ?

Ifhis naturepartookof the caprices of our climtae, thatnature
was as fruitful andabounding as our soil. Tumbling to destructionhimself, he wouldstop to rescue others. Of selfishness there wasnotaparticle inhis nature

—
neither inhis concerns nor in his public life

He hada thought, a word, an honest hand, for all. Cast into thewhirling current ofaristocraticlife, his sympathiesnever swerved fromthepeople. Inhim, as inCharles Fox, the French Bevolution found
a resolute defender. When old Doctor Johnston comes out against
America with his pamphlet entitled,"Taxationno tyranny,"Sheridanpromptly takes the part of America;dismisses the lumbersome old
doctor as" theman of lettero who had been drawn from obscurity by
the inquisitive eye ofa sovereign,"and the pamphlet itself as nothing
betterm sincerity or value than

"
a venalbirthday ode." Caressedby

princes;aman ofthe highest note among the notables ofEngland;
with England for his field of action and pedestal of his fame "
he never lost sight of Ireland— never looked with a careless or
supercilious eye upon her defects, her grievances, her destitution
never,never shapedhis sentiments and votes in her regard to suit the
vicious propensitiesofhis patrons. That he had many frailties, his
warmestadmirers willnot deny. But the age in which he lived, and
the society of whichhe was tho favorite, was remarkable neitherfor
the regularity of its morals nor th« purity of its pleasures.

THE ORATORS OF IRELAND.
A UOTTOI— BY THOXAInUXOIB XIAOHBB.

1OOKK toapeak of those whose memories are the inalienable inheri-tance of my poor country, aad in the possession of which-eventhough shetits mdesolation, in"
tatUred weeds,"and though *" sharpmisery has wornher to the bone"— a radiant pride tinges her palecheek, and[over her aching hsad rays of inextinguishable glory con-gregate. Icometospeakofthosewho, withthebeauty, theintrepiditythepower of the intellect that dwell within them, rescued thecountryof mybirth from the obscurity and inanition to which the laws of evilmenhaddoomed her, and which, having conquered for heranintervalof felicity and freedom, left her withahistory whichthecoldestor thehaughtiest of hersons will revert to withloveaodpride, and on whiohthebitterest ofhercalumniators cannot meditate without respeotIt is well that the story of such men should be simply told.Their grandproportions neednocunningdrapery. Itwouldbe worsethan useless togild the glowing marble. Like the statuesinEvadneeach hasa noblehistory, and,dead though they be, in their presence*

virtuegrows strong, heroism kindles in the weakest,and the euiltvstand abashed. °
There isan oldtman, with stooped shoulders, long thinarm* thesparest figure, haggard face, lips grimly set, and an eye with the""arching glance ofa grey eagle—that is Henry Gratten.Whatof him P Hehada greatcause,agreatopportunity, a greatgenius. The independenceofIreland— the cause. The tmbarassmentofEngland with her colonies— the opportunity. With themagnitude

ofboth his genius was commensurate. He was equal tohis friendsmbehimself said to hi» great rival,HarryFlood— and wasmore thanequalto his foes. When he spoke, the infirmities and deformitiesoftheman disappearedin ablazeofglory. Hi. eloquenoe wasmorethanhuman. "Itwasa combinationof cloud,whirlnind and flame"Nothing couldresist it,nothing could approachit. It conquered allor distanced all. Like the archangel of Raphael, it was wingedaswell as armed. His intellectwasmost noble. Hisheartwunot lessdivinely moulded. Never before did so much gentleness, so muchcourage,so much force,unite inone poor frame. The brightest eventinIrishhistory is the great event of that great man'slife. Ifitis thebrightest,let us refer it to his genius, his spirit, his ambition. Hialove ofcountry was intense. " ifenever wouldb« satisfied as loneasthemeanest cottager in Ireland hada link of theBritishchain clank-ing tohisrags." Thus he spokemoving theDeclaration of Indepen-
denoe. The last time he appeared in the Irish Parliament was atmidnight. He came from a sick bed. They gave him leave tositwhilsthe addressed theHouse. For a moment— for a moment— hisagony forsook him. Men beheld before their eyes a sublime trans-figuration.

"
Irose," said he, " with therising fortunes of my country—I amwilling to die with her expiring liberties." Had he been atthat time inspired with the republicanism of Wolfe Tone,his careerand glory wouldhavebeen complete.

And there isa dark, dwarfish figure, witha brown rugged face,
"hort flatnose, an upturned earnest face, and an eye full of blacklustre, his bandsuponhis hips, his awkard body swinging toand fro
as though it were convulsed

—
that isJohnPhilpotCurran!

'
Who,knowing anything of Ireland,has not heard ofhim? Who,

havingheard the story ofher wrongsandmartyrdoms,has failed tolove
that loving,gallant, glowingnature ? Who,atallfamiliarwith the great
features of his time, will refuse tohim an exaltedstation and themostgeneroushomage ? In a period conspicuous fcr its wit,his was the
brightest witof all. At a time when the most profuse hospitalityprevailed,his was themost genial na'urethat flowedandsparkled atthe eooialboard. Ina crowdedschool of orators, each one of whom
wasprominent and towering, he stood, ifnot the foremost, second
«nly to the foremost. When corruption was let loose, he stood un-
purchaseableand inviolate. Ina reign of terror, he was dauntless"nd invincible. "Tou may murder," he exclaimed one day to the
armed ruffians who threatened him with their bayonets in the court-house, "but youcannot intimidateme." In the midst ofdevastation,
he was a guardian spiritand animmortal saviour. From the begin-
ning to the end,he clung to the fortunes of his country

—
gave to her

his love,his labors, his sorrows, the inspiration of his courage, the
exhilaratingwarmth and splendorof bis genius

—
gave themall toher

in the fullest measure. Closing ourhands in prayer,and bending inreverencebeside his tomb, one regret alonemay escape ourlips xn thecontemplation of his career— thathe did not die with those whom he
strove to save.

On abroken ledge of granite, against which the green waves of
the sea seemed tohave worked many a long day, andin the shadow of
a.mountain clad in purple heath, and over which the mist is passing,
there stands, ns though it grew outof it, amassive figure— armsfolded,
stoutly limbed, broad-shouldered,deep-chested,erect, well-set,staunch,
inusßive as the granite— small head, small grey twinkling eyes,flexible,
small lips, features suffused with humour, yet lurking sagacity andpurpose, and a conciousness ofpower

—
it is DunielO'Connell!Why say more ? Hehimselfuttered these words one day, in the

spring of1843:
"
Ifind my humblename has penetratedand become

lamiliar along the Carpathian Mountains, and Iverily believe the
autocrat ofKusem has heard of Mm who now addresses you. Por-tugalhasheard ofit— Spain has felt it. It has been talkedofin themountains of Hungary. Coupled with it, the woes of Ireland areheard of at the sources of the Missouri. From the springs that firstfed theMississippi,from the watersof the Ohio, from the sammits ofthe Alleghannies and the wooded banksofthe Monongahela— ineverypartof the Continent— from the forestsof the Canadas to themorassesof New Orleans— with my name is mingled the cry for the restorationof the liberties' of Ireland."

The utteranceof these words wa» no heinous ostentation. Hisown importancehe did not exaggerate. No one will dispute it. Thecelebiity of his name was measured by seas and continents. Ihavemen arnde likeness ofhim in the Australian forest— in a loghut— the

Itis rnmoured (we learn from the Sydney press) thatSullivan,
theNew Zealandmurderer,is inSydney.

The carcase ofa whale was cast ashoreon the beach nearPat<a
last week, whioh was utilised by being converted intooil,of whiol»
a considerablequantity wasobtained.
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ownerofita nativeof the forest
—

miles and milesaloof from theout-
ward circle ofcivilisation.
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