THE HON, THOMAS D'ARCY McGEE, M.p,p,

8reat heart wag
broken, their every folly was a dagger, and i their madness they stabbeq

you to death; your lofty soul bore up under the insult of incarceration
within the polluted walls of a prison, you patiently bore the companionship
of eriminals, for your country’s eayge demanded the sacrifice.  But the
ingratitude of your own chogen disciples weighed heavier o Your heart
and head then the weight of fourseore years; the cup wag bitter one,
alas ! too bitter; their hands held it ¢o your lips, and your soul in horrop
at the unfilia] act, burst the eage of clay which enclosed it, and sought in

od peace and rest,

th left the unfortunate pPeople of Ireland without a
leader. The ship was drifting helplessly about, the masterhand, whigh for
years had held the Wheel, was cold in death, and unfortunately thyt hand

was replaced by inexperience anq youthful folly, pe people’s mind

was for some time Past being, by slow, but none the less certain, degrees,
trained to look on revolution as a nationg] necessity, Durrey, Mnanzn,
McGeE and MlTCH!LL, daily wrote articles in the « Nation,”

made the Irish blooq boil ; 8, 100, (“ Duffey’s library of Ireland,”)

ts who were leading them o to revolution,
his songs

Was magical, ¢ “ The Golden
link of the Crown,” 2t fast at hig glowing

language and bolq utterance of revolutionary jdeqs, All the members

of “ The Oonfetkration," travelled over the Island far anq wide, holding
publie meetings and ad, i

produce the desired objoct,

“The Confederation,’
revolution against the government, A re
a diffioulty, in Ireland an impossibility

can always
is the—hy
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