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tu London, and presented himiself before
parlianient. Weak and feeble, a shadow
of his formner self, lie raised that voice,
onlce so powerful, now reduced to a wbhis-
per, in behialf of plague-strieken Ireland.
WVith tears streaiiiing fiomi hiis eyes, lie
pleaded in tonies so full of pathos that a
heart of stone could scarcely resist, but
the hecarts lie sougblt to miove were lharder
than adainant towards bis race. They
told bimi bis people nîigbit die, tliat no
lielp %would corne fromn England. Lt "'as
the last tilow. O'Connell's beart ivas
broken, and bis health declîned rapidly.
Hie 'vas ordered nbroad by his physicians,
and true son of the Church that lie 'vas, lie
dirccted his steps instinctivel), towvards the
Holy City, that lie igholt reccive the
benediction of the Vicar of Christ before
lie d ied. Warm.lîearted France ivelconied
hitn to her shores, and bis passage througb
ber territory w~as a continuous ovation.
At every stoppaige along the route hie %vis
greeted by clîeering cioivds. At Paris
the elocluent Count J1e Montalembert ex-
l)rcssed the sentinments of bis countrymien
iii a bea-iutiful address to the Liberator.
"W %e are corne," he said, '* to, tender you
the affectionate and reýspectftil lionjage
%we owc to the mnan of tbe age, Whbo lias
done rn3-,st for tlîe dignity and- liberty of
xnainkind, and especially for the political.
instruction of Catlîolic nations. We ad-
mnire ini you the nian who bias accornplishied
the noblcst achievemients tiîat caîî be
gliven to mari to conceive in tbis %vorld-
tlîe niati %vho, without sliedding a drop of
blood lias re-coniqueredtlic nationial ity of bis
country and the lolitical righits of eight:
millions of Catlîolics. You are the maan
flot only of one nation, you are the man
of :âl Christendom. Yotir glory is nat
only Irisi,-ît is Catbolic." At Lyons an
enthusiastic populace bired the liead and
cheered lustily as lie passed along. But
the Liberator remaiined unnmoved by the
extraordinary honors paid Iiiim. He feit
tlîat be %vas sinking fast, tlîat bis end wvas
near. And so indeed it "'as. Scarcely
had he arrived ait Genoa %vlien lie expired,
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"Your glory is not only Irish-it is
Catlbolic.Y Ini ail the long list of his
beautiful works, 'Montalemîbert neyer
ivrote truer w"ords than these. O'Connell's
life is not for Irisien alone. It is of

absorbing interest t0 every truc Catholic
of every race and every clinie. It
affords a standing argument against
that nft repeated, tbough neyer proved
assertion, that the triple virtue, love of
God, ' of faitlî, and of native land, is
incomplatible wvitlî great political genius.
O'Connell loved bis God and fullfilled
with scruplulous exactitude bis rcligious
duties. Father Tomi Bturke tells us that
the sight of the gray-ba,,ired old Liberator
attending regularly niornin.g miass in tbe
littie î)arisbi church, first aroused and
fostered bis desire of becoiig a priest.
Never,even intUic greatest turmioil ofpolitical
ag"itation, did lie relax the practices of piety
bie learried w~itlin tic w~alis cf bis college.
He loved biis faitbi and shoved it on ail
occasions by bis e.reat respect for the
iniisters of tbe Church, and a beautiful

siogbt it syas, indeed, to sec tbe mari before
wlioîi trcmibled thTe British Lion and tlîe
Iron Hero of a Hundred Figlits, lîearken
to the voice of luis p.astor l ike the niost
docile lambfl of the flock. His love of bis
native land wvas the ansorbing passion of
bis seul. Eacli of tliese tlîree 'loves
possessed suchi a liold Uý0fl bis heart
tliat, during luis wvlole life, a noble
strife wvent on w'itbin imi as lie
tried to reconcile tlîeir respective de-
niands. Even at deaili tlîis beautitul
comb)at seenis to have been wvaged upon
the batt!efield of luis lieart. And howv
lid lie satisfy these separate claims of
beaven, faitb and native land ? His dying
wvords, lus last ivili and testament, as it
%vert, tells us :"i My body to Ireland, niy
heart to Ronue, niy soul to lucaven." His
life too teaclies anoîlier lesson, it %vere
wvell to, learn. Wbhy wvas O'Connell's love
for Ireland SO pure, so noble, so disinter-
ested ? Because it %v'as founded on bis
love of God and bis love of faitlu. No
other linsu political leader lias loved Brin
as lie loved lier because no otlier leader
wvas aninîatcd hy bis spirit of f aitb. Not
tlîat 1 rnan to say thiat Erin bas lîad no
lovers but O'Connell. Far be it fromn me
to niakze stîch a statenient. Many, 1
know, have loved Ireland wisely. Many
toc have loved lier wvell. But none other
lias loved lier at once so wisely and s0
wvell as the greatest of lier sons-bier
Liberator, D)aniel O'Cornuell.
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