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AprU, 1825. The name of " D'Arcy," by which Mr. McGee is

conventionally known, is, we have understood, derived from his god-

father Mr. Thomas D'Arcy, a gentleman who resided in the neigh-

borhood of Carlingford, and, as we may infer, a personal friend of

the family. Of his parents Mr. McGee is accustomed to speak

with fiUal affection and becoming reverence, for he ^vas early taught

to " honour his father and his mother." But for the memory of

the latter, whom he lost at a very early age, if we may publish in

this place the observations of his most cherished friends, he

entertains feelings of tender and enthusiastic admiration. Such

feelings appear to be almost divinely wrought, and, like threads of

gold, they beautify as well as strengthen the purest fibres of our

nature. On the mind of Mr. McGee they have exerted the gentle

influence of poetry as well as the holy one of love. Separate qua-

lities, such as duty and pride, obedience and devotion, when looked

at through the lens of his memory, cease to be distinct. All hid

recnllections of his mother, though differently colored, nevertheless

me^t and blend harmoniously, like the soft hues of the rainbow, as

in the hush of evening they silently melt in a sea of light.

No doubt there were strong intellectual affinities between the

mother and her son; and this sympathetic attraction created an

indelible intpression on the heart of the latter. The intellectual

charts of the two minds were, we are inclined to think, marked with

not dissimilar lines ; bold and deeply drawn in the case of the son,

they were sketchily traced and delicately shaded in the instance

of the mother. The subtle charm of divine poesy seems to have

pervaded both; and this spell of fancy and feeling, of imagina^-

tion and truth, may, in some sort, account for the magnetic

attractions which governed the intercourse of the parent and child.

To talk about his mother is, as we have had occasion to observe, a

source of unalloyed happiness to her son. As in a holiday in his

boyhood, the acids of controversy and the sharp edges of strife give


