
^HS

80

frankly to j'our Lordship the true s'-cret of Irish-Can uliau loyalty. We ant

loyal because our equal, civil, social and rcHjious rights are respected by this

Government, in theory and in practice. Wkiik rj otuuuwisb, wb would ba
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I hare the honor to bo,

Your Lordihip's obliged and obedieat servant,

Thomas D'Arcy McGke,
One of the Members for the City of Montreal in the

Canadian Parliament.

To the Rt, Hon. the ^arl of Mayo, &c., &c., Chief Secretary for Ireland, Dublin,
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AM I REMEMBERED IN ERIN?

The following simple and patriotic lines were found hastily and almost

illegibly scrawled in pencil, on a sheet of paper, folded in a book in the librar

of the late Hon. T. D. McGee, As thej possess an iatere?t as beiui- a hitherto

unpubli.'ihed production of the martyr statesman, and as they furnish, after

death, u contradiction of the slander that he was untrue to Ireland, we deem it

w^U tc publish them.

—

Ottawa Citizen,

Am I remembered in Erin?
Oh ! tell me, tell me true :

Has my name a srund, a nieaning
In the place my boyhood kn»?\v ?

Does the heart of the glorious island

Ever throb at my humble name ?

Oh, to be loved in Erin,

To me were more than fame !

Come weal, come woe, dear Erin,

As death and sorrow came
When I followed my little darlings

To the place I cannot name
;

Whether storm or sunshine waits me.
In the dpys tliat none can see,

I consecrate, dear Erin,

My heart and brain to thee.

Erin, moth'r Erin,

Many sons thine eye hath seen,

Many life-devoted lovers,

Since thy mantle first was green:
Then how can I dare to cherish

The hope that one like me
May be enrolled hereafter

With that palm-colored compA:iy ?

Yet faint and fair, my E'in

As the hope shines; on my sight,

1 cannot choose but watch it

Till my eyes 1;we lost their light;

For never amongst her noblest,

Nor among her martyrs blest,

Wad there heart more true to Erin
Than beats within tbiti breas I


