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DANIEL O’CONNELL

WeNDELL PHILLIPS

WeNDELL PHILLIPS, known as the «silver-tongued orator,” was born
in Boston in 1811. His heart went out to those who suffered from oppres-
sion and injustice. He died in 1884, having spent his life as the champion
of human liberty. For many years the rule of England over Ireland was

5 hard and severe. It was natural that Phillips should sympathize with the
Irish people and admire their leader, Daniel O’Connell.

I remember the solemnity of Webster, the grace of
~ Everett, the rhetoric of Choate; I know the eloquence
that Jay hid in the iron logic of Calhoun; I have melted
10 beneath the magnetism' of Sergeant S. Prentiss, of Mis-
sissippi, who wielded a power few men ever had. It has
been my fortune to sit at the feet of the great speakers
of the English tongue on the other side of the ocean.
But T think all of them together never surpassed, and
15 no one of them ever equaled, O’Connell.

Nature intended him for our Demosthenes. Never since
the great Greek has she sent forth any one so lavishly
gifted for his work as a tribune of the people. In the
first place, he had 'a magnificent presence, impressive in
2 bearing, massive like that of Jupiter. Webster himself
hardly outdid him in the majesty of his proportions. To
be sure, he had not Webster’s craggy face and precipice
of brow, nor his eyes glowing like anthracite coal ; nor

267

had he the lion roar of Mirabeau. But his presence filled
the eye. A small O’Connell would hardly have been an

AO’Connell at all.

There was something majestic in his presence before he
spoke ; and he added to it what Webster had not, W-hat
Clay might have lent,— infinite grace, that magne.tlsm
that melts all hearts into one. I saw him at over sixty-
six years of age; every attitude was beauty, every gesture
grace. You could only think of a greyhound as you
looked at him; it would have been delicious to have
watched him, if he had not spoken a word.

His marvelous voice, its almost incredible power and
sweetness, Bulwer has well described :

Fven to the verge of that vast audience sent,

It played with each wild passion as it went, —
Now stirred the uproar, now the murmur stilled,
And sob or laughter answered as it willed.

Webster could awe a senate, HEverett could charm a
college, Clay could magnetize the million. O’Connell was
Clay, Everett, and Webster in one. He was once sum-
moned to court out of the hunting field, when a young
friend of his of humble birth was on trial for his life. The
evidence gathered around a hat found near the body of
the murdered man, which was recognized as the hat of the

prisoper.  The lawyers tried to break down the evidence,
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confuse the testimony, and get, some relief
ness of the circumstances ;
called for O’Connell.

and hat on the table, was told the circumstances, and tak-

5 Ing up the hat (in evidence) said to the witness, “ Whoge

hat is this 2?7 « Well, Mr. O’Connell, that is Mike’s hat.”

« ]
How do you know it ?” « 1 will swear to it, sir.””  « Ang

d'1d’ ?Iou really find it by the murdereq man ?” T did that
sir.”  “ But you ’re not ready to swear to that ?” ,

114
10 indeed, Mr. O’Connel].,” « Pat, _—

do you know what hanes
on your word? A human soul. Ang with that drefd
burden, al:e you ready to tell this jury that the hat, to
your certain knowledge, belongs to the prisoner 2 « {(es
Mr. O’Connell 5 yes, I am.” 7

5 O’Connell takes the hat to the nearest window and peers

into itf — “J-a-m-e-s, James. Now, Pat, did you see that
.name In the hat 27 « did, Mr. O’Connell.” « You knew
:};Tv;rlas t}.lere P” “Yes, sir; I read it after T picked it up.”
€re 1S no name in the hat, Your Honor.” '
20 O’Connell had neither office mor title. Behind him
were t.hree million people steeped in utter wretchedness
sore with the oppression of centuries, ignored by statut ,
For thirty restless and turbulent year g | in front
of them, and said, «
25 helps the enemy.”

s he stood in front
Remember, he that commits a crime

And during that, long and fearful

: from the direct.
but in vain, unti at last ’l;hey.2
He came in, flung his riding whip
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s struggle I do not remember one of his followers ever

being convicted of a political offense, and during this
period crimes of violence were very rare. There is no
such record in our history. Neither in classic nor in
modern times can the man be produced who held a million 5
of people in his right hand so passive. It was due to the
consistency and unity of a character that had hardly a
flaw. I do not forget your soldiers, orators, or poets, —
any of your leaders. But when I consider O’Connell’s
personal disinterestedness,— his rare, brave fidelity to 10
every cause his principles covered, no matter how unpop-
ular or how embarrassing to his main purpose, — that
clear, far-reaching vision and true heart which, on most
moral and political questions, set him so much ahead
of his times; his elogquence, almost equally effective in 15
the courts, in the senate, and before the masses; when
I see the sobriety and moderation with which he used
his measureless power, and the lofty, generous purpose
of his whole life, I am ready to affirm that he was, all
things considered, the greatest man the Irish race ever 20
produced.

Webster, Everett, Choate, Calhour’, Clay : all were great American orators.
— Demos’thenes : a famous Greek orator. — trib'une: 2 Roman officer whose

duty it was to defend the rights of the people; literally, a tribesman —
Mirabeau: aleader in the French Revolution. —Bul’wer: an English author.



DANIEL OY'CONNELL
Wendell Phillips

Wendell Phillips, known as the "silver-tongued orator*,
was born in Boston in 1811l. His heart went out to those who
suffered ifrom oppression and injustice. He died in 1884,
having spent his life as the champion of human liberty.

For many years the rule of England over Ireland was hard
and severe. 1t was natural that Phillips should sympathize

with the Irish peopnle and admire their 1eader, Daniel 0O'Connell.
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I remember the solemnity of Webster, the grace of Everett,
ric of Choate; I know the eloquence that lay hid in the iron
Calhoun; I have melted beneath the magnetism of Sergeant S.

of Mississippi, who wielded a power few men ever had. It has
‘ortune to sit at the feet of the great speakers of the English
. the other side of the ocean. But I think all of them together
passed, and no one of them ever equalled, O'Connell.

Nature intended him for Demosthenes. Never since the
:ek has she sent forth anyone so lavishly gifted for his work
une of the people. In the first place, he had a magnitficent
t, impressive in bearing, massive like that of Jupiter. Webster
ardly outdid him in the majesti of his proportions. To be
had not Webstert!s craggy face and prepipice of brow, nor his
'ing line anthracity cecal; nor had he the lion roar of Mirabeau.
reserpe2 filled the eye. A small O'Connell would hardly have
it Connell at all.

There was something majestic in his presence before he
\d he added to it what Webster had not, what Clay might have
infinite grace, that magnetism that melts all hearts into
saWw him at over sixty-six years of age; every attitude was
wwvery gesture grace. You could only think of a greyhound as
:d at him; It would have been delicious to have watched him

. not spoken a word.

His marvelous voice, its almost incredible power and
3, Bulwer has well described:
Even to the verge of that vast audience sent
It played with each wild passion as it went, --
Now stirred the uprecar, now the myrmer stilled,
And sob or laughter answered as it willed.

Webster could awe a senate, Everett could charm &
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