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Mr. McMahon opened hie lecture by a
mont appropriate exordium, in which ho
referred te the recent celebration of Ire-
land's national day. Then, referring te
the great men that the race produced, he
illuetrated a few of their noble qualities
in the life and wrks of the subject of
him lecture. Thus he continued ;-

Thonas D'Arcy MeGee was born at
Carlingford, County Lonth, Ireland, on
the 13th day of April, 1825. Hie father,
Mr. James MeGee, was then emnployed in
the cosat-guard service. and him mother
was a Mis Dorcas Morgan, of Dublin.
Of his father ho was wont in after life te
speak with true filial affection and be-
coming reverence; but for him mother,
whom h lost at a tender age, ho seeme
to have had an especial regard. Of her
he sing:-

My Mother 1 at that holy name
Within my bonor t heresa gueh
or feeing wbiheb nohme can ame,
A feeling which, for yeara of fame,
I would not, could not crush1"

She was highly educated, and ho him.
self tella un that she possessed a fertile
imagination and a cultivated mind, and
we have every roeauon te believe that it
was the teaching and influence of this
dear parent that first swakened u his
soul that spirit of poetry and patriotism
that has since shed such an undying
lustre on hie name.

" We aso perceive the teaching of this
"excellent mother in ail the later poenas
"of her son, which are invariably
" marked with a strong ieligioue faith,
" together with a fervent piety, and a
" profound respect for religion and its

"ministers," says Mrs. Sadlier.
When but seventeen years of age we

behold hima emigrating from his native
ahores, resolved te carve a name for him-
self in the western world. He arrived
in America, that land of his dreame, and
where ho was destined te take a leading
part in se many stirring events, in com-
pany with hi sister, in June, 1842. As
an example of hie Irish pluck and in-
dustry, we find among the list of oratora
who addressed the good people of Boston,
on July 4, of the sane year, the noame of
yeung T. D. McGee. From this day
is rise was rapid. He was im-

medistely affered, and ho instantly
accepted a situation on the Boston Pilot,
and in two years time ho became chief
eitor. Him brilliant work in connection
with this paper attracted the attention
of the great O'Connell, and ho was c-
cordingly offered the editorial chair of4
the Dublin Freeman's Journal. Mr.1
McGee gratefully accepted this band.1
some offer; and thus we find ouryouth of
20, who had already made bis mark as a1
writer and i public lecturer in America,
taking bis place in. the front rank of Iriah
journalimn. But it would seem that the
tone of the Freemn's Jeournal was too
moderato for hie ides, frr ho gladly a.
cepted an offer of bis friend Charles
Gavan Duffy ta assist hm uin editing the
Nation in conjrmntiou with Thomas
Davis, John Mitchel, and Thomas Devin
Reilly, the nucleus (f the «Young Ireland'
party.

The nad eventa that now ensued you
all know : how the great Liberator diedt
broken-hearted in a foreign land, and
how, when that mighty tongue. whose
counsels had sounded like a clarion
through the land, was husbed forever in
the stillnese of the grave,and that mater
hand tbat had guided and directed thet
destiniem of the Irish people in many a1
troubled heur, was chilled in the icy1
grasp of death. The famine-stricken0
peasants rose in fierce but futile rebellion1
under the "Young Irelanders." You
know too that this fiame of rebellion,
like many another, was quenched by the
life-blood of Ireland's best and bravest,
and that Mr. McGee barely emcaped by
a hurried flight to America the fate that1
befel many another gallant son of Erin.1

lUpon him second arrival in America ho
again turned bis attention te journalism,
sud published succesmively the Nation inu
N~ew 'York, sud the American Colt inu
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Boaton. 1I was while engaged in the
publication of this latter paper that ha
began to see the Utopian uscheies of
himself and hie confrerse in their
true light, and that he underwent
that great change of opinion which
drew down upon him the implacable
hatred of a certain clas, and which wus
in the end the cause of hie dutardly s.-
namination. His early enthusissm, toc,
for the United States and ita institutions
began to pale before the facto which
stared him on all aides, and though it
wu with the grestest reluctance, Mr.
McGee was at length led to the belief, s
many besides him have been, that domo.
cratic intitutions are far from boing the
best in the world.

Thus we find hm in 1857, at the
earnest solicitation of admiring friends in
Canada, taking up his reaidence here in
Montreal. lu les than a year after ho
we elected, against ail odds, as one of
the three nienbers for this city in the
Dominion Parliament; and this seat he
continued te hold to the day of hie
death. His subsequent career it would
ho useless for me to dwell upon. You
all know how ho became the most elo.
quent and at the sane time one of the
wisest and best of Canadian statesmen;
how ho laboured unceasingly for the
union of the provinces, and at lst, when
ho saw this, hie great scheme, realized,
how he defended that Union with the
full powers of his matobless eloquence,
even up to the very heur in woich ho
fell, a martyr to bis cheriehed opinions,
by the foulest and mont wanton murder
that ever disgraced Canadian annalq.

Tbis, thon, in a few words, is a sketch,
but a very brief, and consequently a
very imperfect one, of that great and
good man, Thos. D'Arcy McGee. And
what Canadiau youth is there, I as8k
you, especially what Irish-Canadian
youth is there, who, giving s thought to
that brief but brilliant record, can doubt
for one moment that the bearer of it is a
man entitled te all honor and praise,
,nd one who is worthy of the closest

imitation ? Pur when will there be
found in the xanks of Canadian
public men one of.a more sterling char-
acter both in public and private? When
will a more illustrious name be inscribed
on the pages of our Canadian literature ?
Our wheu will Canadian history boast a
more stainles _patriot'

I say that his conduct lu publie and
private was beyoni reproach, nay, that
it was spotlessly pure. and I say it with-
ont fear of contradiction. For although
no means were left untried by those false
friends of Ireland, whose base schemes
Mr. McGee fearlessly and -at altimes
assailed, te blacken his reputation lu the
eyes of the Irish people of Canada. and
although they succeeded even o far Ba
to cause hie final assassination. neverthe-
less it was this horrible &et itself that
dispelled the mist from before their gaze
and demonstrated Mr. McGee's true
worth and the faleity of hiesenemies.
Alas 1 yes; it was not till ho fell that
they recognized who was.the true shep-
herd, and thon they vied with one.
another in eulogizimg the memory and
swelling the mighty throngthat followed
te its lonely tomb on Mount Royal the
corpse of him whom they knew not how
to appreciate while alive, although ho
was ever their best and truest friend,
their warm sud stanceh advocate, their
faithfl and fesrlems champion.

But although there were many who
.were thus led into false views concerning
Mr. McGee's worth and motives, there
were, nevertheless, at the same time,
many grateful mouls n the lower walks
of life who frequently had secured a new
]esse of existence through bis timely
benevolence and many, tee, who
had rimen from the lower walks, and owed
their success to the assistance of his ever
ready tongue and peu. For, like the late
Sir John Thompson, hedelighted in do
ing good by stealth, and was ever ready
to help in any benevolent cause.

After drawing a comparison between
the two statesmen in their private and
public careers, as'well as n their mag.
nificent obs.equies, the lecturer quoted,
as applying to himself, those well-known
lines of McGee:-

"Ri a Falth wa as Uthe tested gold,
His Hope assured, not over-boidc,
Riaharities pasireountnntoed.

Mieerere Domine 1"

And, like Sir John Thompson, M.
McGee was a sincero Christian and a
staunch Roman Catholic, and a spirit of
generous loyalty te mother Church
breathes through all his writings. No

Ca.tholic poeL sxcels him.in the praise cf
the Saints of God, and especially those
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of his ownrace. St. Fatrick. st. Brandon
of the West, St. o0mgali St. Connack;
the Navigator, St. Bride cf Kildare and
St. Columba of the Churches, ail at
times formed subjects upon which ho
poured out in a sweetly pious and von.
erating sàtrain the wealth of bis laudatory
mume. "The Rosary," "Humility" and
" Firt Communion," are other aubjects
into which ho breathes the purest of
Catholica spirit and sentiment. What
more eminently religions than those,two
atanzas:

Mlghty our Holy church'e viti
To guard ber parting souls from 111.
Joalous ec death she gards thera m nii,

Miserere Domine.!

"The denrent friend wii turn a way,
And laave the Clay t0 keep the Clay.
Ever and ever she wini say,

Miserere Domine!"

Bat hie literary fame doemnot restonhis
religions poems, although msny od thea
are perfect oxemples of tlieir kmud. That
he was a great poet no one 'Wil deny,
and ho is stili greater when we consider
that ho never enjoyed the inestimable
advantages of a collegiate education. We
have the testimony of Sir Charles Gavan
Duffy, the friend of bis youthful days
and companion in his early exploite, and
the present eminent litterateur, who says
of Mr. McGee

" Hie poetry and bis eeays' touach are
like the breath of spring, and revive
the buoyancy and chivalry of .outh.

"What other man bas the subtle charm
'to invoke our past bistory and make it
"livo before ns? If ho bas net uerved bis
mistreas lrelax with tho fidelity of a
tio knight, I cannotname snyone who

The London Athemie,.m peaking of
Canadian poetry, said, many years ago,
while ho was stili among the living,-
" They have one true oet within their
bordera, that i Ttiomas D'Arcy McGee."

Though not so great a poets a Moore,
ho was nevertheless, to use the words of
Mrs. Sadlier, who bas edited his peems,
more distinctively Irish, and derived hie
inspiration more directly and more ex-
clusively from Ireland and her ancient
race. In thie quality also, I think, with
the sane eminent authority. that ho le
fully the equal of Davis. (the Dublin Na-
tion called him the superior,) while in
atrong religious faith, the high apprecia.
tion of the beautiful and the good, ho is
by fan the superior of both Moore and
Davis, and therefore deserves more than
either to be styled "The Bard of Erin."
How like a lover does he ing of his
dear-

IlIreland of the HEoiy Ilando,
Beiti round with mlaty hlghlands 1"

And how naive his apology for his pas-
aionate outbursts,-

O h ti b e me notI I lave to dwell
On Erln'ei early glory;
Oh i blme me not ir ton oft I tell
The same inpiring story."

And wbat a manly, loyal outburst in-
"Id ratheturn oee simple verse

True te the (iseileoâar,
Than olassleoodes I might rehearse
With senates listening near."

And this is exactly what ho did, and it
is fur this reason that hoe is dear te the
heart of every true Iriahman.

Everywhere hie poetry abound in true
poetio fancy, and the most delicate
beauty oi thought and expression.

In all branches of the .art ho was
equally at home, and wbether inspired1
by hie deep filial affection for that dear
lost parent to write-
4For I woald kneel at m mother's grave,

Where the paumy ohurchyard eobus vava
And the e odar-watel ooek dewn ave

or by passion «te yearning for bis sweet
young bride, to cry in hie lonely exile:-

My darling, ln the laud o dreams, of wonder
and deuiglit,

I see you, and ait by you, and woo you ail the
131ght.Under trees that glow like diamonds upon my
aching sight

Yon are walking Lymy side ln your wedding
garments white"-

or when his warm Celtic blood led him
to chant in true Bardic style,-

gather together the nations, aronse and arm
1ho Men>l-

we everywhere perceive the touch of
the true poetic genius, and recognize the
toues of a master singer.

But him poetry possesses anothe charm
that endeurs it far more than anything1
else te the Irish Catholic heart, and that1
le ita absolute purity of thought. We
look in vain lu any of hM awoks for
aught thbat would bring the blush to the
cheek o! the meut innocent maid, sud
uowhere shall v'e find an author me freos

freimthat immoral taint that seoft
marm the productions Of the greatest tellects. If Ireland Was his mistrea sdheohr true and faithtful knight,bea.
sung the praises of that mistresa in tonnbefitting her traditional honor and staim.less purity. Greater poets than D'&rcy.Gee there certainly have beED, btapurer, truer, and botter there noyerWas.n

Nor was poetry the ouly branch ofliterature in wbich h oexcelled, ghls
yet a.boy ho had acquired such a fane
for himself as a brilliant editor, that hie
services were eagerly sought for by thebest journals in the United States; his(ame was wafted across the Atlantie, and
in Ireland the great O'Connell was ouiytoo glad te secure for his Repeal moye.
ment what ho was pleased te call "Ith
inspired writings of a young exiled boy
in America." He was the niot popular
cf lecturors at a time when lecturiug
was atita esbt i this ciuntry,aund hir
range of themes was most woudefully
extensive. 'As a writer and esayist
to quote the words of the brilliant Ms
Sadlier, "lhe equalled the beet of ontimes, while as a truthful and painvsak.
ing historian ho bad few peera." iba
works of the latter variety were many
and valuable, the chiot among therm b&
ing hie "History of Ireland," which is
universal'y admitted to be the best shor
hiitory of Ireland yet written.

But it is probably as a great orator
that Mr. McGee is best known. The
politicians of thirty years ago still recall
his eloquent periods, sparkling with Irish
wit and humor, and in their ears they
atill hear the ring cf the true Canadian
patriotism sud the firm belief in
Oanada's future greatnems, thatpervad.
ed all.bim discourses. A trifling incident
that came te my hearing nome time pgo
wîhl tend te show yen what a huld bad

is firet cf Canada a cratora upon the
minds of the people, and aise what a
ready and natural speaker ho was:
certain speaker who bad corne (rom st-
other city to address an important polit.
ical meeting, found te his consternation,
upon bis arrival at the meeting, that ha
had left his satchel containing all lhs
notes and papers in the railway train.
Without his notes ho was completely at
mea, mo he told his audience of bis mis-
hap, and begged tbem te excuse him. I
do net know, whether they were all so
severe on him, but a representative of
the old school arose and told him ho
should cariy bis papera in bis head like
D'Arcy McGee, and net in a traveling.
satchel, and ho would never have cc.
caSion to disappomut the publie. (£lere
Mr. McMahon repeated some eL quent
extracts from MicGee's speeches and then
coutinued): Patriotism was the keynots
of all bis public utterances, speeches,
addresses and lectures ; it is the precious
gem that glows on the pages of hie hi-
torical work, and it was the "'briglit
particular star" that guided all his pub.
lie actions. It was this sane inborm
patriotism and love of freedom, tO,
which inspired him te wite l neue of
bis Canadian ballade:

" Let fortune frown and toes Increase,
And Ille's long battie know no peace,
Give me to wpar upon my breasat
The objeCt Of MY e-riy quest,
Undim -d, unbrok'n sand'n'haug'd,
The talisman I sought and gain'd,

The Jewel I depeeeep

Wh at patriot bas sung the praises cf
his native land more faithfully, or more
canttantly, or more passionately than
he.? How true tiens words which e
addreses te his motber Erin,-

For never among your bright est,
And nover among your b's
Was beart more true t0 Ern,
Than beats within my breas."

And again ho says :
"A sheil from the shores or Ireland ls dearer

rar to me,
Thau ail the wnes o the Bhine.iland or Lthe

artotltalle-l"

The one prayer of hie heart is,-
o imeroiful Qed vonolisafe 1ha I

msy oe Irelancd fre-then [et me Iae."

And again ho -as oterual feslty te
that dear land, and Caill down upon him-
seif ail manner of punishment,-

"If I ever cease to love thee,
If I ever ceake to serve thlee."

And truly vow wasa never more relig-
iously kept, for it was but a few days
before.his death that ho wrotO bis cele-
brted letter te the Eîrl Of Maya, the
Chief Secretary for Ireland, pleadirg for
better Lreatment cf the land cf his birth
sud its people. IL was this letton which
Mr. Gladstone afterwards quoted lu sup.
port cf his own schemies for the bettet


