
NEW ZEALAND TABLET.Friday, Jan. IS, IBb2.
A MAGNIFICENT MEETING.

We (Nation) take tbefollowingaccount ofthe splendidreception given
to Mr. T. P. O'Connor inBoston from the Boston Ileraldof the 'Bth
October :—:

—
Thomas P. O'Connor, now ona tour of agitation inNew England

has no reason to find fault with the warmth and genuinenessof the i

welcome whichhas been extended to him in Boston. No foreigner,
howevereminent,can treasureinhis memory amorecordial reception
inan American city than the one accorded in the Music Hall, last
evening,to the distinguished "

member for Galway.
"

The outpour- I
ing of hospitable feelingaud sympathy overleapedall measures of t
restraint. If Mr Gladstonecould hare been present in disguise, he '

would havereceiveda never-to-be-forgottenimpressionofthe earnest- |
ness and enthusiasm which the Irishmen in America manifest over
his latest attempt tocrush the cause which the Celtic racehas been
fighting foranddefending forcenturies. Accompanying Mr.O"Con-

'
nor is Dr.DillonEgan. who was formerly anEpiscopal minister, but (
is now a member of the Catholic Church, anda co-labourer with the jmember of Parliament inpresenting the grievances of Ireland to the

'
American people,andseekingsubstantial aidin behalf of their relief, i
Ifthe commonreport be true, that Music Hall affords seatingaccom-
modation for 4,000 people, there mist have been upwardsof 5,000
present tht-re lastev<ning. Though the exercisesdid not commence j
untileight o'clock, the audience commenced to arrive two hours ear- j
Her, and by seven o'clock every unreserved seat in tbe house was

'
occupied, and thepassage-waysinall directions werecrowded. Quar- i
ter of an hour before the meeting opened the hall had become so i
densely packedthat further admissions weredenied, andit isbelieved
thathalfns many were turned awayas there were admitted. A most
elaborateandentertaining programmehadbeen provided, involving

'
beside the address of the evening, a series of vocal selections by a Jchoir of upwardof two hundred voices and there were sandwiched

'
here and there performances on tbe organ, andan appropriate and
impressive recitation by Miss Mary E.Doyle,all of wnich were very j
heartily and fittingly applauded. Atabout eight o'clock there wasa
movement which indicated that the attractions of the evening were
about to make their appearance. For amoment all the chatterings
of the assembled multitude werehushed, and their optics were fixed ,
upon theplatform. Presently the exp cted orators andothers made
themselves visible. To say that the applausewasdeafening is but a

'
feeble description of the scene and uproar when Mr.O'Connor and i
Dr. Egan were recognised. Of the local celebrities who formed the '
procession and occupied seats on the platform were Mayor Prince,,
who presided with grace and dignity, andalso Alderman O'Brien,
Caldwell, and Haldtman, and President Collins of the \meiican
Landleague, whohad accompanied Metsrs. O'Connor and Egan from
New York, Mr.O'Connor, the chief ambassador, is aman of magnifi-
cent physique, jmt turned his thirtieth year,an impassionedsjvaker, ,
with a Blight tinge of" the brogue,"and evidently thepossessor of
an invincible determination. He at once impressesan audience with
the fact that he is heart and soul in the movement in wheh he is so
conspicuously engaged. Dr Egan, though seemingly bound up in
themovement, is more of a dramatist on the platform. He is very
dressy andnobby, wearsa fall beard of jetty black,andis exceedingly
graceful, witty,andpolishedinhis mannersbefore an audience, One
of thenoticeable features of the occasion was the largeattendance of
the Catholic clergy. Among those on the platform were Fathers
O'Connor and Quin of BostonCollege,Fathers Scanlan and Byrne of
the BunkersHill district, Fathers Kremmer of South-bridge, Flatley
of Canton,John O'Brien of Cambridge, Buckley and Byrne of New
Haven,and Mr. Cabe of Australia. The presenceof Wendell Phillips
on the platform was thesignal for hearty cheering. Before he came
outof the ante-roomhe was madethe recipientof ahandsome boquet jby a prominent lady sympathiser with the cause of Ireland, thedonor
accompanying the floral gift withan address in the native.tongue of
theEmerald Isle. While the speakers and invitedguests were seat-ing themselves there was round after round of cheers, which were
repeated with unabated forceon every possible occasion until the
meeting wasended. The scene was livelyandaspiringin theextreme
from beginning toend. Itwas what might be described as a vast
oceanof aroused andenthusiastichumanity. The feelingranhigh all
through themeeting

—
fromeight o'clockuntil after eleven— and it was

all in one generaldirection. Notasingle disturbing element was
apparent,except tbe applausewhich interruptedthe speakers when
tbey made theirmost tellingpoints.

Themeeting wascalled toordershortly aftereight o'clock by his
honour MayorPrince, who wasreceivedwith applauseloud and long
continued, and rounds of cheers. When these greetings at length
subsided his honour spokeas follows:—

Fellow-citizens
—

We have come here to-night to express our
sympathy, andItrust it willbe stronglyexpressed,for a cause which
must find advocates whereverthere is love for truth, justice, and
liberty (applause), and whereverthere is detestation of wrong,cruelty
andoppression(applause). Wehave withus a distinguished visitor
fromtheoldcountry,Hon.Thomas P.O'Connor(cheers andapplause),
who will speak to you of this cause, andIassure him that this large
assemblage butslightly represents the vast number of the friends of
Ireland tobe found in this country (applause). Iassure him also
that if. in the transports of an honest indignation, he uses words
which power in the oldcountry don't like to hear,nosoldiery will
troublehim here (applause). Theinteresting event whose centennial
anniversary weare about to celebrate at York-townhas secured to
us this privilege of free speech,and the right to call things by their
true names (applause). The pages of history show a great many
strange and inexplicable things,but none,Ithink morestrange and
inexplicable than the constant unwise,impolitic, unjust, and cruel
misgovernment of Ireland during so many centuries. We pardon
something to power for wrongs committed in barbaric times;but
why at the close of the nineteenth century, in anage which boasts
somuch philanthropy and charity,and somuch Christian sympathy
for whatever affects tbe interests of humanity— in an age so full of

thedemocraticspirit, withsuch jnst conceptionsof tbe relations
'
of

thepeopleto government,andsuch generalrecognitionof their poli-
tical rights

—
Ireland should continue to be ao badly treated, is a

problemmoredifficult of solution then theriddle of the sphinx. Th«
illustrious statesmen whohave made the power of Britain so great""
to permit theproud boast that the sun never sita onher dominion*
lose all their politicalcapacity and skill when they touch the Irish
question. Experienceseems to teach themnothing. Mr Gladstone
(hisses),great as his admiring friends claim him to be, is no wiser
than the rest in this matter, andyet it wouldseem that all would
know thatnoadministrative policy which substitutes temporaryex-
pedients for fundamental correction and narrow makeshifts for
radical reform restingon the solid foundations of political right, can
justly claim the nameof statesmanship. Itis not statesmanshipto
fill Ireland with soldiersand imprison her patriots. Superior force
may,perhaps,givepeacefor the time,but, whentheforce is withdrawn
civil discord returnsbecause the causeof itcontinues. Mr.Gladstone
(morehisses) may know a great many things. He may think Mr.
Jefferson Davis ahero, tobe ranted with the foandeis of nations— a«
may think the establishment of a government with slavery for iU
corner stone a grand expressionof the civilisation of the age

—
butha

does not know how togovern Ireland,(cheers). President Linoln
would have told him that cancers are not cured by apoultice, and
that great is thepowerof justiceandhumanity. Butyouareherenot to
listen tome, andIwill introduce you toone whom Iknow you will
cordially welcome toBoston, Hon. Thomas P. O'Connor.

Mr. T. P. O'Connor, M. P., then delivered an able and eloquent
speechon the political situation in Ireland. At the conclusion of
Mr. O'Connor's speech the mayor introduced Mr.Wendell Phillip*,
who spokeasfollows :—:

—
Fellow-citizens

—
Iremember a similar gathering under this roof,

when wecame together to welcome Dillon andParnell totheir labour*
on this side of the water. Mr. Parnell has animperativeeu^gement
which keepshim from being withns (applause and laughter),bat wo
give the same welcome to these gentlemen,and wehope that a* they
go West they will find, as he did,that the wavean1theheart of their
welcome trrow stronger and heartier every mile they travel toward
the setting sun (applause). Our friend said he wasnot surprisedat
the recent action of the administration ia England. Well, we at a
distancearelike theold listener tocollege debates in Latin. He wu
ata distance because he didn't understand the language, and we are
3,000miles off. When someoneasked of him whatuse washis attend-
anceand how he judged the debate,he said

— "
Ihave no trouble;I

watch the two men keenly, and theman who getsmad first has no
argument

"
(applause). We all remember that twenty yearsago,

under this roof, themen who conld not be answered were mobbed.
So Ithink that inEngland to-day the men who cannotbe answered
areput in jail(cheers). If Mr. Gladstone could haveanswered Par-
nell,he would haveappealedto argument, civilisation, and intellect
torighthim. He felt himself weak in argument andappealed to

j force. Now,asItold youon that occasion, you cannotshoot anidea.
Neither can you imprison an idea. The moment the man who
represents it is within four walls, every human0, eye every
enlighteneI heart, every glorious aspiration, centres upon him,
and he becomes the pivot of the intellectual and moral mive-

ment of the age (applause). Thank God that Gladstone arrested
Parnell. He lifted himfrombeing head of theLand League tobeing
the headof the great moral andhumane movement of the age (ap-
plause). But it wasnosurpriseto me that Mr Gladstone committed
the final blunder ofarresting hisgreatantagonist. You havereminded
us,sir, that in that great struggle whenfreedom hung in the critical
balance in these forty States, the voice that came fiom the great
leader of the Liberal party was an amen to Jefferson Davis, who
tried to turn this free republic into a slave-holding despotism (ap-
plause). What wonder that the same man to-day should do his
utmostto perpetuateslavery among the peasants of Ireland? Idon't
believe there isadropof Liberal blood in allof Mr. Gladstone's body
(applause). From tbe crownof his head to the sole of his foot ther»
isn't a drop of blood that looks forward— not one;every one look*
backward (applause). Inhis youthhe was a firm and unyielding
Tory;and the Jews havea proverb, "Don't trust a convert evento
the thirdgeneration

"
(applause). The Jews mightquote Mr. Glad-

stone as sufficient proof of the truth of their ancient proverb. He
thinkshe isgoing tosubdue Ireland. Well, men the latchet of whose
shoes he is not worthy tounloose have tried that job 400 years and
failed (applause). Cicero said to aRoman bully,

"Ihave laughed at
Cataline'ssword;whatdoIcare for yours?

"
So Ireland may aay to

the Chancellor of the Exchequer, "Comwell couldnot conquer me
nor William the Third, andIforced Wellington for the third time in.
hislife tosurrender ;whatcareIfor this windy Tory ina weakskiff ?

"
(applause). Mr.Gladstone seesdaily,as our friend said, 5,000,000
or 6,000,000 of men and women, heartbrokenand poverty-stricken,
on the soil of Ireland. He may coverit with troops, fromBelfast to
Cork andfromDublin toConnaught,but hehasn'treachedIrelanda*
she lives in thesepatriotic breasts;he hasnot reachedthe 10,000,000
burning hearts who havenever forgotten their nativeland. Besides,
the civilisation of the age is fighting for Ireland. TheIllinois farmer
can putdown a quartercf wheatin themarket of Liverpool20 shill-
ings cheaper than the English farmer can doit;and that takes tha
rivet outof the landed aristocracy of Great Britian(applause). The
fierycrossof landreform lightens thehill topsof Scotland;the water*
are floodingthe world. What is oneman, whatisoneadministration,
against the spiritofthe age ? Why, this serene and beautiful Bpirit
laughsat a race or a great name whenitsets itself in opposition to
the greatmovement of civilization. Do you remember, in that old
legend of the Northern mythology, where a giant undertakes to
drink up whatseems a tiny stream1 Butashe proceedsinhis task ha
finds the stream connects with the great ocean,andhe ia trying the
vainand superfluous task of drinkingup the ocean. Now Mr. Glad-
stone sees only 6,000,000 Irishmen ;he doesn't see the great spirit
of humanity, the civilization of the age behindher;andhe might as
well try todrink theocean as to attemptto conquer the livingspirit
which for fourhundred years— nay, for seven hundred

—
has asserted
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