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IRELAND.
Buthe comes, the Messiahof royaltycomesI

Likeagoodly leviathanrolled'fromthewave*;- -
Thenreceive himasbestsuch anadventbecomes,

With alegionofcooks andanarmy efslaves.
Nor (whathasnot beensung before):—
But letnot his namebe thineidolalone;

Onhisrighthand,beholdi aSejaousappears—
A Suspender called Spencer, who,as eachonewillowo,

Is a wretch nevernamed without curses and jeers.
No, sir,it is not by royal visits that the industries of Ireland will
be stimulated. Nor will our object be attained by patiently aud-1
humbly waiting on that treacherous, black-livarei jale— SnghVa
public opinion. The power of Englishpublic opinion1 Sir, in those
statementsrespecting thepowerof English public opinion £ perceive
sot somuchthe evidencesof any power which might be manifested
in the ordinary routineof every-dayexperience,but1recognise rather
the feebleand infinitesimalpowerof aninflated and hostileimagina« r
tion. No,sir, our remedy is tobe found in uniiy amongst ourselves,
in trusting to our ownexertions, andinour striving inall things to
do whatever

—
little inmaybe

—
there is in our power to encourage

themanufactures andthe farming industriesof our country. What-
ever their ideas of political economy, may be, the Irishmenin this
city havenowan opportunity of doing so, for there has been estab-
lished for nearly twelve months inLondon, in the neighbourhood of
Long Acre,a storefor thesale of farmproduceexclusively Irish,and
tolend a helping hand to so laudable and patriotic an endeavour
seems to me to be a matter of far greater importance than some'
Irishmen— and presumablygoodIrishmen

—
in Londonhaveup tothe

presentmoment seemedtosuppose. Sir,acountry'scareerin mainly;
of thepast andin the future. Its present is but momentary and1
dissolving. May Ireland's lotbe likened to the magic picture cast
upon the sureei in which the pastdoes not influence the future, and
thefuture is not modelled upon the past. May welive to welcome
thatday when the industries and commerce of Ireland,under the
fosteringcareofa native legislature, will againbe in theascendant,
and'rhay'we~allhave"avoiceinthe shout of triumph which, fromthe
Causeway in the North to Skibbereen in Munster, from Camsore
Point in Wexford to the shores of Sligo Bay, will ascend at the
glorious tidings of thefreedom of our country. BeforeIsit down,
sir,mayIhope— andItrust sincerely that all here willunite inthe
enthusiastic expressionof that hope

—
thatEnglish intolerance— not

only inIrelandbut all the worldover
—

being soon(Ihope very soon)
effectually checked, peace to our country, based upon just arid
honourableterms,may quicklyreturn, and that the sword of oppres-
sion being sheathed and the cannon of Ministerial and police
misrepresentation and coercionbeing silent, thepeople of Ireland
may go forward to win those social triumphs

—
andIlay great stress

upon the social triumphs
—

which bring no sorrow in their train,
which, if less dazzling, are still far more enduring than the most
brilliant achievements of arms.

JOHN BOYLE O'REILLY.

Fhb following is the speech deliveredby Dr. Bernard O'Connorat thebanquetheldinLondon under thepresidency of Mr ParnellM.P., onSt.Patrick'sDay :—
'

Idonot proposetoattempt toinflict on this company of Irish-
menapieceof deceptionin theformof whatused to be known asa» prosperity speech," or to seek toprove, afterthe fashion of Han-cock, that Irelandunder British misrule ought tobe themost con-bentedcountry on the faceof God'searth. Stillwe cannot closeoureyesto the fact that thatlandboasts of no less than seven distinctcoaldistricts,oneof whichalonehas beencalculatedtocontainoversixty-threemillionsof tonsof anthracite,which afterdeducting thecost of putting it into themarket,could besold for less than lls 9dthe ton; that it is a country of the 20 millionsof acresof whichover2£ millions— dividedaboutequally into flat and mountain bog—afford a practically inexhaustible supply of dry turf, whichrabstance,if properly prepared, yields, whether on the domestichearth or in the factory engine, a heat-producing effectscarcely
inferior to thatof coal— and this, too,atacost of 7s6d per ton. I
will saynothingof otherwise waste lands which would still haveoccupied a greater extent of surface than they doat the presentmoment haditnot beenfor thehunger-stampedlabourofthosetoilersinsorrow— thepeasantryof Ireland— onceground down, almost totheearth,by exacting,rapacious,and blood-sucking landlords. We
must not excludefrom our view that itis a country blessed with aliberalrainfallcomputed tobe tothe annualextentof 36 inches, ofwhich 21inchesevaporate,thusleaving12 inches to find their way
down to the sea. The average height of the whole country being
about 460 feet above the sea level,wereadily calculate (since weknowthe extentof the whole island) that, in"engineering phrase-
ology,a horsepowerof nearly 1£ millionsis annually wasted in theabsenceof machinery. Itwould be superfluous to remind you of
theplethora of deep harbours which, at the present moment,areremarkablefor the absence of shipping. Thenthere are theminerals;
andif thecountryhadnothing left but its minerals it would stillpossess literally minesof untold wealth. No pig-iron ever workedatDudley or Cyfartha ever reached thestandard of purity of the
ironof Connaught, yet this canbe manufactured at a smaller cost
and is equal to the celebrated "Black Band" of Glasgow. The
malleablebar iron of theLough Allendistrictcanbe turned out at
£6 7s 6d theton, while a corresponding article in Staffordshirecosts
over £8. The various oresof copper,the carbonate (represented by
malachite andazurite), the subsulphide, and the copper-pyrite9 are
foundinnearly everycountry ; andlead,such as we have at Glen-
dalongh, is evenmoreplentiful. ButIshould only weary you were
Ito extend the list beyond the enumeration of such minerals as
manganese,antimony, sulphur (which exists inenormousquantities),cobalt,alum, silver, andgold. Imay say that 200 years ago alum
andcopperaswere largely manufacture:! inTralee, andthe softslate,
containing copperas, utilised medicinally, was known throughout
Europeasthe "Irishstone." Inonecountry alone (Wicklow) are to
be foundcopper, lead,andsulphur iaprofusequantities and, toa lessextent, silver and gold. Nocountry was ever more famed for the
beauty of its white and its black marble, no other soil ever
afforded so ample a supply of material for themanufacture of the
finest porcelainclay. Thequartz,flint, andsandof Donegal, Antrim,
and Mayo are of finer quality than the sameclasses of substances(used in themanufacture of.glass) whichareobtained in the South
of England. Yet, notwithstandingall this, the main support of
thepeople,as amatterof fact, is obtainedabove,andnot frombeloiv,
the surface of thesoil. And what a soil ! Why, according to the
calculations of agricultural statisticians fIrisb,French, and British),
it is physically capable of affording sufficient food for over thirty
millions of inhabitants. And yet we are told that the cause of
Ireland's poverty is her surplus population

—
a Britishmisstatement

(whether deliberate or ignorantIcarenot) which, tosay the least,is
aneconomisingol the truth. But,sir, why should a country blessed
with such a soil, below which abounds such mineral treasure and
upon which there struggles for existence a populationcomprisingsomeof thebrightest, the fairest,and the most gifted of the human
race— why should such acountry,Iask,be so far behindin the raceof nations? Why are thosemiues deserted which centuriesago were
to prolific in their output? Why is that waterpower neglectedwhich,Sisyphus-like, is, withso much prodigality, ever wasting its
energies? Why are thematerialresourcesof Irelandto-day practicallyunkncwn,her agriculture precarious,andher commerce at a stand-still ? Why areher peopleso often on the brink of starvation andalwaysona numericaldecline ? The handof Englandalonesupplies
the answer. Butare we to stand idle? Is Ireland tolie supine withrher peoplepondering in sadness over the bitter experienceof their
country,anexperiencewhich, asadimmed lantern,sheds its gloomyrays over the gory pages of that country's history— the long andbloody record of England's perfidy,atr.city, andcrime ? How canthe industries and commerce of Ireland be revived? Is it by ourtrusting the fair but false promisesofMinisters that the resources of
our country will be utilised for thebenefit of our race? The promises
of Ministers IWas itnotColonelNorth,aConservativeamongConser-vatives,who Biid that "" nothing wasmore insecure thana security,nothing moreunsafe thana safeguard, andnothing moreelastic and
untrusworthy than theconscience ofanEnglishMinister "? Isitby thesmiles of royalty thatpovertyis banished.and by princely visits that
contentment is spreadaround.? Iknownot,sir, what we havedone—what thepeopleof Irelandhave done that they should be treated
as children. lam at a loss to conceive how it comes that the so-called" lioyal

"
Dublin Society takesupon itself to give to certainBoyalvisitors aball at Balls-bridge in thename of the citizensof

Dublin1 Isincerely trust tha* thepeopleof Irelandwillbeinfluenced
by feelings of self-respect,and will seein this visit but the theatricaltrick of a moribund Ministry andthe last desperate effort of a
discreditedViceroy. Letus hope that no future Byron, addressing
himself tothe Irelandof to-day,willsing(as wassungbefore):—

(SanFrancisco Monitor.')
Twbkty-twoyearsagoJohn Boyle O'Reilly enlistedin thePrinceof
Wales sregiment, the TenthHussars. He was thenabout19 yearsold.
A well educatedboy, ofardent temperamentandsincerely devotedto
the Irishcause,he did what he could in the regiment topromote the
revolutionary movement that began in 1863. His connection
with the Fenian movement was discovered. He was arrested,
tried and convicted of high treason, and was sentenced in
July, 1866, to imprisonment for life. This sentence was after-
wards commuted to penalservitude for twenty years. O'Reilly spent
about a year in the English prisons, working in the chain gangs.
In November, 1867, he was transported to West Australia in
the convict ship Hougoumont, crowded with felons. For about
thirteen months he worked at road making near Bunbnry in the,
penal colony, associating with convicts and ticket-of-leave mea.
Various accounts of the manner of his escape in February, 1869,
havebeenprinted. The true story wasnot knownuntilMr.O'Reilly
had been in the country ten yearsor more, when time had removed
all danger of inculpating certain friends whohad risked' so much in
assisting him tofreedom.

Inthe list of absconders printed early in 1869 in the official
Police Qaaetteof West Australia-, there appearedthisparagraph :—:

—"2.— John Boyle O'Beilly,Registered number, 9,843. Imperial
convict; arrived in Colony per convict ship Hougoumont in1868 ;
sentenced to twenty years 9th July, 1866. Description

—
Healthy

appearance;present age.25 years;5 feet 7£ incheshigh,black hair,
browneyes,ovalvisage,dark complexion; anIrishman. Absconded
from Convict Road party,Bunbury, on the 18thof February,1869."

The.man to whom Boyle O'Reilly owed his liberty was a good
Catholicpriest,theRev.PatrickMcCabe," whoseparishextendedover
hundreds of miles of bush, and whose only parishionerswereconvicts
and ticket-of-leave men." He wasascholar and gentleman of rare
accomplishments, "almo.-t alwaysin the saddle, riding alone from
camp to camp, andsleeping inhis blanketunder the treesatnight.1

'
"He was an ideal disciple of Christ," says Mr. O'Reilly, " who
labouredonly for his' Master. He was the bestinfluence, indeedin
my time be was the only good influence, on the convicts in the
whole district of Bunbnry." We continue the quotations from Mr.
O'Reilly's ownnarrative:"One day this remarkable man rode tomy hot, and we walked'
together into the bush. Ihai then made all myplans for escape,'
and Ifreely told him my intention* 'It's aa excellent way to
commit suicide,' he said; and he- would not speakof itany mote.
As he wasleaving me,however,he leaned from the saIdleandsaid;
1Don't think of that again. Letme think outaplan for you. You
will hear from me before long."He wentawayandIwaitedweeksandmonthsandneverheard
aword. Iwasnotcompelled to work with,thecriminalgangon the
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