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PREFACE.

Tae poems which are now for the first time presented in a collective
form to the public, were gathered together from. various parts of the Old
and the New World. Very many of them were written for the Dublin
Nation, as well under Mr. Sullivan’s as Mr. Duffy’s editorial management.
1t seemed to be one of Mr. McGee's most lingering fancies, to keep up his

onnection all his life long with the far-famed journal in whose brilliant
pages he had made his name as a poet. The several volumes of the jour-
nals he himself edited, namely, the New York Nation, the American Ci,
and the New Em, Mrs. McGee suppiied from his own library. Some of
the poems appea.red in Duﬂ‘ysEbmmIayazme, to whxch he was also
an occasional contributor, and others in the Boston P@ Many of the
best of his later poems were written for the New York: Tublet, the last
journal with which he was eonnecte&; not a pecuniary connection, but
simply one of friendship, and community of thought and feeling with its
conductors, one of whom has the sad privilege of editing his poems. Iam
indebted to the Messrs. Sulhnn, of the Dublin Nation, Mr. Donahoe,
proprietor of the Bdston Pilot, and seveml private friends of Mr. MeGee’s,

ish American, for mesgf-nna'y's Nation, without which I could not bave .
completed my collection. By Major Maher, of New fiven, Ct., I was.
foaned the missing volume of the Americen Ct for 1852. tnmuwaiui

later years. Theso I have placed as &
of the:votume. Unfortunately, some of the
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poems are still wanting, as I observed on the author’s lists of his poems
the names of some that I could nowhere find—some, t0o, of the most valu-
able—such as ‘‘ The Spoiling of Armorica,”” ‘¢ St. Bridget and $t. Flaine,”
¢ Earl Sigud and his Sons,”” ** The Vale of Angels,”” *‘ The Dog of Augh-
rim,”’ * The Isle of St. Iberius,”’ and other historical poems. “Should any
of these be found hereafter, they will be given in another edition.

In the arrangement of the poems, I have followed the actual course ot
our poet’s mind. I have placed the Patriotic poems first; the Legendary

' and Historical next, then the Poems of the Affections, the Occasional or

Miscellaneous, and lastly, the Religious, which, happily for him, repre-
sented the last phase of his mind. The Historical Poems, it will be seen, I
have arranged chronologically, following the course of the history of the

Irish Celts, including their life in their new American home.

The Biographical Sketch being merely intended as a key to the poems, I ‘
would respectfully request the reader to read it first, then the Introduc-
tion, which will prepare the way for the poems themselves.

Some errors will be detected by critics in the rhyme of certain of the
poems, none, however, in the rhythm, which, in all, is perfect. I have
done what I legitxmately could to correct errors, gvhich the author himself

would have done in a general revision, had he ﬁved to prepare his works|
fox publication. Some of the defects m yme I could not venture 1
eonect without taking unwarrantable libert.xes with the author’s thought.

\ 1he editing of these scattered remains of a genius all too soon extin

in death, was truly a Jabor of love to one who knew the laments

snthor long and well, and from an intimate knowledge of his many nob
q“‘diﬁesofhead and heart, set a high value on his friendship.
- onofhmpoemsisaseompleteasleouldmakeiﬁ,mdmchuit
mend it t&* public favor as a volume of genuine poetry, P 3

'» heart that was deeply imbued with a love of the besntiul,

the heroic” - _ . Mag

" Mmw Yosx, November 13,1869, B
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH.

Tro¥as D’Arcy McGex, whose poems are now for the first
ime presented in a collective form to the public, was born:
t Carlingford, County Louth, Ireland, on the 13th day of
April, 1825. His father, Mr. James McGee, then in the
oast Guard Service, had married Miss Dorcas Catherine
Torgan, the highly-educated daughter of a Dublin book-
eller, who had been imprisoned and financially ruined by
is participation in the conspiracy of 1798* Of this
nion, Thomas D’Arcy was the fifth child and second son.
orn and nurtured amid the grand and lovely scenery of
he Rosstrevor coast, his early childhood fleeted by in a
pgion of wild, romantic beauty, which impressed itself for-
jermore on his heart and mind, and tended not a little, as

e may well suppose, to foster, if not create, that poetic
ncy which made the ‘charm of his life, and infused itself

to all he wrote and all he said. He was eight years old

hen the family removed to the historic town of Wexford,

here the elder Mr. McGee had received a more lucrative
pointment.

‘“Both on the father and mother’s side,’”’ says & biographer of Mr. McGee,
6 was descended from fymilies remarkable for their devotion to the cause
reland Withtheoxeepﬁouo{his father, all the men of the families on
h ndeewm United Irishmen.’"'—See * Short Sketch of the Life of Hon
. McGee,” by H.J. 0'C. Clatke, Q. C., Montreal.




16 BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF THE AUTHOR.

Soon after their removal to Wexford, the McGee family
sustained a heavy blow in the death of the accomplished and
most exemplary wife and mother. The rare worth and the §
varied attainments of this lady may be estimated by the
profound respect, the more than filial affection, so to say, |
with which her eminent son cherished her memory all the §
"days of his life. Of his father he was wont to speak as an
honest, upright, religious man ; but his mother he loved to |
describe as a woman of extraordinary elevation of mind,
an enthusiastic lover of her country, its musie, its legends, §
its wealth of ancient lore. Herself a good musician and a
fine singer, it was to the songs of her ancient race she

rocked her children’s cradle, and from her dear voice her
~ favorite son, the subject of our sketch, drank in the music—
the sweet old Gaelic melody—that rings in all his poetical
compositions, as a lingering echo from the past. His pas-
sionate and inextinguishable love for the land of his birth,
her story and her song, may be traced, and was ever traced
by himself, to the same source. Even the strong: and vigor-|
ous, yet simple religious faith, which was one of the mother's
characteristics, was no less discernible in her son—at every
stage of his life manifesting itself in profound respect for
religion and its ministers, and for everything that men should
hold sacred here below while the fervent piety of the trus
Irish mother is happil found reflected in the truly religion
tone of all his latest pSems::

The loss of such a mothef" it is needless to say, was keenlf
felt by such a son ; and through all the changeful yearso
his after-life, her gentle memory shone like a star througl
the clouds and mists that never fail to gather round th
path of advancing life.
=s" But the mother slept in her quiet grave in the old Cis o
_isp Abbey, and years rolled over the head of our you
poét, each one bringing sorrow and change—his migh
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genius developing itself year by year without other aids than
s day-school in Wexford afforded, the higher advantages
pf education. being as yet beyond the reach of the middle
asses in-Ireland, unless a religious vocation called their
ons to Maynooth. But the boyish years of the future

atesman and historian were not passed in mean or frivo-
ous pursuits. His love for poetry and for old-world lore
prew with his growth, and by the age of seventeen he had
ead all that had come within his reach relating to the his-
ory of his own and other lands. He had read of Wash-
ngton, and of the great ‘country beyond the Atlantic where
f'reedom had established her throne, and where the oppressed
pf all nations found a welcome, a home, and equal laws for
pll. He knew that many of his race had there found fame,
pnd wealth, and honor ; and seeing little prospect of ad-
vancement at home, he emigrated to America, with one of
his sisters. = He was little over seventeen when, after a
short visit to his aunt in Providence, R. I (the only sister
of his much-loved mother), he arrived in Boston, just at the
time when the “Repeal movement” was in full strength
amongst the Irish population of that city, warmly aided by

‘When the 4th of July came round, the roar of
prtillery and the gladsome shouts of the multitude, the
waving of flags, and the general jubilation of a people whe

ad freed themselves, fired his youthful imagination. It
seemed to him that what he saw that day was but the fore-
shadowing of similar scenes in his own beloved land.

Thomas D’Arcy McGee addressed the people that day,
and the eloquence of.the boy-orator enchained the multi- °
udes who heard him then, as the more ﬁmahed speeches of
his later years were wont

“ The applause of list'ning senates to command.”
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A daj'? or two after, our young exile was offered, and
uccepfed, a situation in connection with the Boston Piot, of
which widely-circulated Irish-American journal he became
chief editor some two years later, just when the Native-
American excitement was at its height, and the American |
people were about to witness the disgraceful riots in Phila- §
delphia which resulted in the sacking and burning of two §
Catholic churches. It was a critical period in the history of
the Irish race in America ; they were proscribed and perse-
cuted on American soil, and were once again, as of old in
their own land, obliged to defend their lives, their property,
their churches. Few were then their defenders in the press
of America, but of those few stood foremost in the van
Thomas D’Arcy McGee, a host in himself. With all_the
might of his precocious genius, and all the fire of His fervid
eloquence, he advocated the cause of his countrymen and
co-reIigionists, and so scathing were his fiery denunciations
of the Native Americans, as the hostile party were styled,
. that all New England rang with their unwelcome echo.
This outburst of fanaticism at length subsided and passed
away, but the popularity which the young Irish editor and
orator had gained during the struggle continued to gsow
and flourish. The Repeal agitation was then at jts height
both in Ireland and America, and again the Boston Pilot
and T. D. McGee took a leading part. _By his speeches af
Repeal meetings, his lectures -delivered all through New
England, and .his already powerful pen, our young * Wes-
ford boy,” as he was often called, rendered so good service
to the cause he loved, that his fame crossed the Atlantio
and reached O’Connell himself, who, at some of the public
meetings of the day, referred to his splendid editorials a
“the inspired writings of a young exiled Irish boy if
America.” So mightily had his fame increased, that he wasj
invited by the proprietor of the Dublin Freeman's Journa—§

*
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hen as now one of the leading Irish journals—to bécome
s editor. No offer could be more acceptable to Mr. McGee,
s none could have been more flattering, or more in accord-
Ince with his heart’s dearest wish, to do something for the
dvancement of his nativo land. But what a éhange in his
rtunes! Three years; before he had left his home by the
Haney side to better his fortune in the New World : he had
pft Ireland unnoticed and unknown ; he returned radiant
ith fame, his youthful brow already crowned with the
purels he had won in defence of his people at home and
broad, called to aid the greatest of pa'&-mts and his asso-
iates in the cause of Irish freedom.
So, at the age of twenty, our poet-journalist topk his place
0 the front rank of the Irish press. But the/Freeman was
0o moderate in its tone, too cautious, as it were, for the
ervid young patriot ; and finding that he was not at liberty
o change its character or its course, he gladly accepted the
ffer of his friend Charles Gavin Duffy to assist kim in edit-
ng the Nation, in conjunction with Thomas Davis, John
litchel, and Thomas Devin Reilly.
In such hands the Nation soon became the great organ of
he National party, the mouth-piece of all the fervent aspira-
ons of what was called “Young Ireland.” Perhaps no
purnal was ever published in any country with such a
jlaxy of genins shining on its pages. Like a magnet, it
rew to itself men and women of all their race the miost
illiantly endowed with the gifts of mind. Their names
ecame household words—words of pride and power—
nongst the Irish people. The poetry of the Nation, even
ore than its prose, was read and quoted everywhere, and
B voice stirred the people like a trumpet’s sound.  The im-
ediate result was the secession of the War party, ‘repre-
nted by the Nation, from the ranks of the National or Old
eland party, so-well and wisely led by the grest ©’Connell; -
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who had done much for his country, and would have done
more, in all human probability, were it not for this fatal
secession of the younger and more ardent spirits who had
. been wont to follow his banner.

But the end came, and a sad end it was. The great
“Liberator” died, while on foreign travel, a broken-hearted
man. Famine had stricken the land of Erin, and her peo-
ple, made desperate by despair, were judged by the “ Young
Irelanders” ripe for rebellion. Mr. McGee, who was secre-
tary of the Committee of the Confederation, was one of
those deputed by his party to rouse the people to action;
and after the delivery of a stirring address at Roundwood,

-in the county of Wicklow, he was arrested, but succeeded
soon after in obtaining his release. Nothing daunted by
this first mishap, he agreed to go to Scotland for the pur-
pose of enlisting the active sympathies of the Irish in the

manufacturing towns; and obtaining their co-operation in
the contemplated insurrection.* He was in Scotland when
the news reached him that the “rising” had been attempted
in Ireland, and had signally failed—that some of the leaders
had been arrested, and a reward offered for the apprehen-

“ N

* Amongst other accusations brought against Mr. McGee by his bitter and
unscrupulous enemies, is that of having betrayed his trust, or, at least, sadly,
mismanaged his Scotch mission—*‘ the Dumbarton affair,”” as they call &
Happily, we have on record the public testimony of Mr. Duffy, by whonm,
amongst others, he was sent on that mission, that he had acquitted himsel
with honor and fidelity of the daties it imposed upon him. These are i
words, well known indeed, but ever fresh, because so true:

“To forty political prisoners in Newgate, when the world seemed shut oo
to me forever, I estimdted him" (meaning Mr. McGee),* as I do to-day. I sai
«If we were about to begin our work asew, I would rather bave his help th#
any man’s of all our confederates. I said he could do more things like a masi
than the best amongst us since Thomas Davis; that he had been sent, at 8
last hour, on & perilous mission, and performed it not only with unflincha
courage, but with a snccess which had no parallel in that era; and, above
that he Las been systematically blackened by the Jacobins to an extent t
would have blackened a saint of God. Since he has been in America, I b
watched his career, and one thing it has never vuuted—a. fixed devotion
- Irish interests.’ ” ‘




BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF THE AUTHOR. 21

ion of himself, and others who had effected their escape.
* hew for our ardent young patriot—sadder
1 the more for that he had married less than a year before,
nd a fair young wife, to whom he was tenderly attached,

nxiously awaited his return in their quiet, happy home, in
pleasant suburb of Dublin. A few short months before

he had been a gay and happy bridegroom, spending the first

Wbright days of married life with his young bride amid the
omantic solitudes of Wicklow, dreaming proud dreams for
reland, and fair ones for himself and her he loved. All
hat was past now. Ruin had already come on the national
ause, and death or exile awaited himself The dreams he
had dreamed and the hopes he had cherished were all
lown, it might be, forever. But something must be done,
nd that quickly. He succeeded in crossing in safety the
harrow sea between Scotland and Ireland, and in the far
North found a generous friend and host in the late ever-
gomented Dr. Maginn, the gifted and patriotic Bishop of
Perry. Protected and sheltered by that great and good
brelate, Mr. McGee awaited the visit of his wife, whom he
ad contrived to make acquainted with his place of conceal-
nent. He could not and would not leave Ireland without
eeing and bidding her farewell. Sad indeed was their part-
ng, for the young wife was soon to become a mother, and
yho might tell if she were ever to see her husband’s face
gain? Yet with the unselfishness of true afféction she
ged him to hasten his departure for America, and he once
gain sailed, in the disguise of a priest, for what he fondly
pd proudly called the Land of Freedom. He landed in
hiladelphia on the 10th of October, in that memorable year
f'48, and on the 26th day of the same month appeared the
rst number of his New York Nation, the advent of which
38 hailed with enthusiasm by the great majority of the
ish in America. The prestige of the Dublin Nation, of -

~
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“which Mr. McGee was known to have been one of the
editors, the éclat he had before gained as editor of the Bos-
ton Pilot, and, lastly, the great want the American Irish had
of a powerful organ, all combined to make the first issue of

- the New York Nation an event most anxiously looked for.

As far as ability and power were ‘concerned, the Nation
fully realized the most sanguine ex,péctatxons of Mr. McGee’s
friends, and it took, as it we/vé by right, the place of the}
great Irish organ of Ameriea. But unfortunately for him-
self and the prospects og/_his paper, Mr. McGee—naturally
feeling sore on accoupt/éf the utter and most ignoble failure
of his party in Irefand, and the imprisonment of his dearest
friend, Gavin Duffy, and others of the leaders—in writing on
the causes of the revolutioﬁa'.ry collapse, threw the blame on
the priesthood and hierarchy of Ireland, who had, he said,
used their boundless influence in dissuading the people from
joining the insurrection. As might be expected, the illus
trious Bishop Hughes, then happily governing the dioces
of New York, took up the defence of the Irish clergy, and
triumphantly proved, through the columns of the press, thaf
in acting as they had done, they saved their people from
utter ruin by rushing into a rebellion for which nb adequsts
preparation had been made. Mr. McGee stoutly maintained
his own opinion, and many took sides with him ; but all th
religious sympathles of the Irish people, and their profound
reverence for their ¢ clergy, were arrayed against him, and b
found, when too late, that he had lost ground considerabl
-in the favor of the best portfon of his countrymen
America. To do him justice, his own truly Irish respect i
the clerical order speedily regained its paramount place i
his mind and heart, and he not only desisted very soon frof
writing against the Bishop, but ever after deplored this co
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quently expressed, both in public and in private, his un-
qualified regret that he had so far given way to the irrita-
ion consequent on the soreness of defea.t?,j:as to raise his
voice or wield his pen against a prelate whose greatness
pone knew better than he, or more fully acknowledged.
But the New York Nation never recovered the effect of .
his unwise controversy, and, yielding to the wishes of his
pumerous friends in Boston, Mr. McGee removed, with his
wife and an infant daughter, to that city, and commenced, in
he year 1850, the publication of the dmerican Celt. During
he first two years of the Celt’s existence, it was characterized
by the same, or nearly the same, revolutionary ardor ; but
2 came & time when the great strong mind and far-
e¢thg intellect of its editor began to soar above the .clouds -
f passion and prejudice into the regions of eternal truth. .
he cant of faction, the fiery denunciations: that, after all,
mounted to nothing, he began to see in thefr true colors;
nd with his whole heart he then and ever after aspired |
p elevate the Irish people, not by impracticable Utopian :
hemes of revolution, but by teaching them to make the :
est of the hard fate that made them the subjects of a for- :
gn power differing from them in race and in religion ; to -
hitivate among them the arts of peace, and to raise them- °
lves, by the ways. of peaceful industry and increasing en-
blitenment, to the level even of the more prosperous sister-
and. -Who will say that he was less a patriot, less'a lover
Ireland after than before this remarkable change from
t-and-out radicalism fo that calm conservatism which was
e result of no selfish motive, but simply of matured
ought and the sage counsels of such profound Christian
nkers as thé late most eminent Bishop Fitzpatrick of
ston? As this change in Mr. McGee’s principles has
en, and still is, grossly misrepresented by the revolation-
y party, whose ranks he quitted then and forever, and as
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many even of those who most admired his genius and his
poetry have accepted the views of his unscrupulous enemies,
I think it my duty to dwell at more length on this particular
point than the limit of this introductory sketch might seem
to warrant. In justice to his nlemory, I will leave him to
explain in his own terse and vigorous style the reasons, or |
rather the chain of argument, by which he arrived at the
new set of principles which governed his whole remaining
life. It was in the August of 1852 that he addressed,
through the columns ‘of the Cel, a “ Letter to a Friend” on
what he aptly styled “the recent Conspiracy against the
Peace and Existence of Christendom.” This friend, we have
reason to think, was the late brilliantly-endowed Thomas F.
Meagher.* The second paragraph of this remarkable letter
reads as follows : »
“Let me beg of you, in the sacred name of God, your
Author and Redeemer, and in the dear name of Ireland, that
~you use this interval of exemption fro,m a decided course to
. review the whole field of European pohtxcs, and to bring the
: proposals of the most conspicuous organs of power and agi
” tators of change in our time to the only test of a Christian—
the beam and scales in which St. John saw the angels weigh
ing men, actions, and motives. This standard of right and
wrong, a Protestant Christian might say, does not exist if
this world ; but a Catholic knows better. You are a Cath
olic. For you there is an exact ‘and infallible standard, &
which nothing is too high and nothing too low—which. i
detect a grain wanting in a pennyweight, or a stone missir
from & pyramid. The field of that standard is Christendo
—Christ’s kingdom—that is, his Church, and the angels ¢
‘ 5,&!? ~will have forgotten poor Meagher saying only a little before,
- Mlthe altar stood in the way of Ireland’s freedom, it must be overthro

- . ‘Happily even he lived to see his fatal error, and to admit, as he @4 in his§

Australian exile, that if ever Ireland is to be liberated, she must ﬁn‘t
regenerated by baptism in her own holy wells.

)
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the standard are the bishops i.nd doctors of the Church.
Sir, you have been born in the kingdom, and enlisted as a
soldier under the standard, and you are bound tfo bring all
that concerns the one to be weighed, and measm'ed by the
other.”

After speaking then at some length of the investigation of -
the principles on which that choice ought to be made, the
writer goes on to say:

“Permit me, as one who has been over the ground of this
inquiry, to tell you what discoveries I made upon it. This
Iwill do as candidly and plainly as if I were dictating a
last will and testament, for in this case all plainness is
demanded. ~

«Y discovered, at the very outset of the inquiry, my own
ignorance. This I discovered in a way which, I trust in
God, you will never have to travel—by controversy and bit-
terness, and sorrow for lost time and wasted opportunities. -
Had we studied principles in Ireland as devoutly as we did -
an ideal nationality, I might not now be laboring double
tides to recover a confidence which my own fault forfeited.
But I will say it, for it is necessary to be said, that in Ire-
land the study of principles is at the lowest ebb. Our liter-
ature has been English—that is, Protestant ; our politics

have been French, or implicit following of O ell ; and
nnder all this rabbish, the half-forgotten Catec was the
ply Christian’ element in our mental Constitution. Since
Burke died, politics ceased to be a science in our island
nd in England. The cruel political economy of Adam
pmith never had disciples among us ; the eloquence of Shiel

8 not bottomed upon any principle ; the ipse dizit of 0’Con-

ell could be no substitute to ardent and awakened intellect,

br the sa.tmfpng fullness of a Ba.lmes ora Brownaon.




26 BIOGRAPHIOAL SKETCH OF THE AUTHOR.

very superficial and false views of political science, I cheer-
fully said to myse\f, ‘My friend, you are on the wrong track.
You think you know something of human affairs, but you
do not. You are ignorant, very ignorant of the primary
principles that govern, and must govern, the world. You
can put sentences tqgeth/ér, but what does that avail you,
when perhaps those sentences are but the husks and pods
of poisonous seeds? Beware! look to it! You have a soul!
What will all the fame of talents avail you, if you lose that #
Thus I reasoned with myself, and then, setting my cherished
opinions before me, one by one, I tried, judged, and capitally
executed every one, save and except those which I found to
be compatible with the following doctrines:

“I. That there is a Christendom.

“II. That this Christendom exists by and for the Cath-
olic Church.

“IIL. That there is, in 6ur own age, one of the most dan-
gerous and general conspiracies against Christendom that
the world has yet seen.

“IV. That this consﬁiracy is aided, abetted, and tolerated
by many because of its stolen watchword—* Liberty.’

«V. That it is the highest duty of ‘a Catholic man’ to g
over cheerfully, heafti.ly, and at once, to the side of Chris
tendom—to the Catholic side, and to resist, with all his
might, the conspirators who, under the stolen name of
“Liberty,” make war upon all Christian institutions.”

1 Such, then, were the motives which induced the subjec

_1.of this memoir to-go-over;-as-it were, from one camp-to-the
{ other—from the ranks of irreligion and universal revolutio

| to those whose standard was the Cross—whose motto ws
and is, “Peace and good will amongst men”—whose end an
aim is the freedom wherewith God maketh free—not i
lawless liberty of doing eviL To this set of principles M3

" MecGee faithfully adkered to the hour of his death, and thy
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governed his whole public life; and made him the conserva-
tive statesman he was in his more mature years.

After publishing the American Celt for some years in Bos-
ton, where he obtained a high place amongst the eminent
literary men of the day, Mr. McGee transferred his publica-
tion office to Buffalo, at the urgent request of the late Bishop
Timon, but was ultimately persuaded by his many friends in
New York to remove thither, and here for some five years
he held the first position. in the Irish-American press.
During the years from 1852 to 1857, the American Celt was
regarded by friend and foe as the great champion and advo-
cate of the Irish race in America, and was considered the
best authority on all matters affecting Irish interests. But
while editing the Celt with unequalled power and matchless
skill, Mr. McGee continued to instruct and delight crowded
audiences in the various cities and towns with his lectures
on all manner of subjects—very many of them delivered for
charitable and religious objects. His lectures on *The
Catholic History of America,” “The Reformation in Ire-
land,” “The Jesuits,” etc., can never be forgotten by those
who heard them. Yet amid all his arduous and toilsome
avocations, he found time to institute and inaugurate various
associations and movements having the social and moral
elevation of the Irish race for their object ; and it may truly
be said, that to his undying love of his own race, and his
yearning aspirations for their well-being, they owed some of
the most valuable suggestions for-their guidance as a people
that have yet'been made. It was his special object to keep
them bound together by the memories of their common
past, and to teach them that manly self-respect that would
elevate tham before their fellow-citizens, and keep them
from political degradation. To make them good citizens of
this their adopted country, lovers of the old “cradle-land”
of their race, and devoted adherents of the sacred cause of
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Catholicity—these were the ends and aims visible on every
page of the American Celt. But unfortunately for the pecu- |
niary prospects of its editor, the Celt took sides with no
political party here, and warned the Irish population not to
trust implicitly in any. The consequence was, that it lost
ground with “the politicians;” and the very reason that
should have made it a power in the land—its steadfast ad-
herence to principle, its lofty disregard of party interests or
party intrigues—made it languish for want of support, and
become a heavy burden on the over-taxed mind of its editor
and proprietor. Yet who will say that the American Cel
was not more honored in its high, unselfish mission than it
would have been in the more remunerative sphere of party-
poﬁtics? Who will say that its teachings died with it, or
that the self-devoting labors of its editor have left no fruit
behind them? The best and most intelligent of the Irish
race even to-day in these countries are proud to acknowl-
edge their debt of gratitude to the American Celf and “D’Arcy
McGee.” )

Amongst other projects for the advancement of his own
race, Mr. McGee had early conceived, and consistently ad-
vocated in the Celt, that of colonizing—spreading abroad and
taking possession of the land—making homes on the broad
prairies of the all-welcoming West, instead of herding to-
gether in the demoralizing  tenement-houses” of our gres

. cities. To promote this most laudable end, Mr. McGes
inaugurated what was called “the Buffalo Convention”
namely, s meeting or senate of one hundred Irish-Americs
gentlemen, both lay and eclerical, held in .the border ci
above named, as being easy of access to delegates from bot!
sides of the frontier line. ' In this Convention, composed
the” most intelligent and distinguished amongst the men ¢
their race in the several loealities which they represenied

Mr. MoGee was confessedly the ruling spirit, the-chief o
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ganizer ; yet his characteristic modesty made him keep
rather in the background, while others were placed in the
van, and made the apparent leaders of the movement. This
might be called his débiit in that senatorial career in which
he subsequently attained so great distinction. Well had it
been for the Irish in America had the views and suggestions
of the Buffalo Convention been more generally adopted.
That Convention was, however, an epoch in Mr. McGee's
life. His eminent talents, his untiring assiduity, his in-
domitable perseverance, were so strikingly manifested then,
that some of the Canadian delegates became impressed with
the idea of inducing him to take up his abode in the
Provinces, where his name and fame were already known as
one of the great Irishmen of the day. He had lectured in
the Canadian cities during the preceding years, and the
spell of his genius and the might of his wondrous eloguence
had, as usual, enchained those who heard him. He had-
made warm friends in Montreal and other cities, and they
all united in urging him to take up his abode in Montreal,
where the want of a ruling mind such as his was sensibly
felt by the rapidly-increasing Irish population. It was rep-
resented to him that he had not met in the United States

ith that encouragement or that degree of appreciation
which his great abilities and devotion to principle deserved ;
whereas in Canada his countrymen stood in need of his
gervices, and had the power and the will to advance his
mterests. '

After some negotiation on the subject, Mr. McGee at
ength consented to make Canada his home, sold his
nterest in the American Celf, and removed with his family
0 Montreal, where he at once commenced the publication
bf a journal ealled The New Era. This paper was not very
puccessful, owing to the fact that its edifor was as yet but - ‘
jitle acquainted with Canadian affairs, and was obliged, as
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it were, to feel his way before he ventured to take his stand
amongst the publicists of the Province. But the success or
failure of the New Erg was of small account, as it soon ap-
peared. Before the end of his first year in Montreal, Mr.
McGee’s friends and countrymen, against all odds, returned
him to the Canadian Parliament, as one of the three mem-
bers for Montreal. This was undoubtedly a great triumph,
for his election had been warmly contested, and it was only
the united action and the honest enthusiasm’ of his own
countrymen and co-religionists that carried the day. -

The modesty which, as we have said, was one of Mr.
McGee’s characteristics as a public man, made him keep
rather in the background for some time after he had en-
tered on his senatorial duties. His position in the House
of Assembly, too, was not what he could have wished, and
was, in fact, somewhat anomalous, as he found himself, for
the time being, identified with what was called the Rouge
party, the Radicals of Canada, with whom he had little or
nothing in common. But even though laboring under this
disadvantage, and that other of being ;ﬁﬂ/comparatively 8
stranger: Mr. McGee failed not to make his mark in the
legislative halls of his new country, and befére theclose of

his first session, the Irish member for Montreal was recog-

nized as one of the most popular men in Canada. Many
of those who had been his enemies, and the enemies of his
race, were already disarmed-of their prejudices, and began
to perceive that an Irish Catholic could rise to any level;
that, after all, something good-could come out of the heart
of Celtic Ireland. Considering the fierce opposition which;
Mr. McGee's first nomination art subsequent election -iet
from the English'and Scotch and Protestant Irish electors
of Montreal, and the cold, indifferent, and merely accidental;
support of his fellow-Catholics, the French Canadians, i
whom his name was entirely unknown, no greater triump

s
I
~

s ks - A o, At B A o S " S0 . UM o B T MMM, st~ o -ttt -t - B




BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF THE AUTHOR. 31

f genius and of a noble nature has been seen in our times
fhan his second, and third, and fourth elections for Mon-
real by acclamation, and without opposition. This “Irish
pdventurer,” this *stranger from abroad,” while elevating
his own people, and defending his own faith, its laws and its
nstitutions, as it never had been defended in a Canadian
arliament, while proving himself the great Catholic Irish-
man of Canada, made friends for himself and his co-religion-
sts even amongst those who had been most prejudiced
boainst everything Catholic and Irish, and stood forth, not
by any assumption of his own, but by general consent, the
ising star of British America, the life and light of the
anadian Legislature, already distinguished for eminent
hen and able statesmen. Yet, at times, his early connection
vith the revolutionary party was made the subject of biting
arcasm and ungenerous reproach by some political oppo-
bent. On one of these occasions, when twitted with having
been a “ rebel ” in former years, he replied with that candor
nd that calm sense of rectitude that distinguished him in
is parliamentary career : :
“It is true, I was a rebel in Ireland in ’48. I rebelled -
jgainst the misgovernment of my country by Rgssell and
is school. I rebelled because I saw my countrymen starv-
hg before my- eyes, while my country had her trade and
ommerce stolen from her. I rebelled against the Church
stablishment in Ireland; and there is not a Liberal man in
his community who would not have done as I did, if he
ere placed in my position, and followed the dictates of .

eal and other cities presented him with- a substantial
ark of their esteem and admiration—viz., a handsome resi-
Pnce, suitably furnished, in one of the best localities in the
£y he s0 ably represented.

L)
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In 1862 he accepted the office of President of the Execu-
tive Council (whence his title of Honorable), and while
discharging the duties of thrat onerous position, he likewise
acted for a time as Provincial Secretary, Hon. Mr. Dorion,
who had held that office, having resigned. 'Who could be- §
lieve that it was at this particular time, and amid all the
multifarious avocations of his double office, that he com-
?\pleted his “History of Ireland,” in two 12mo. volumes,
confessedly one of the best, if not the very best, digest of
Irish history yet written? Yet such was the fact.
;  In 1865, Mr. McGee visited his native land, in company
| with some friends, and, while staying with his father in |
‘Wexford, delivered in that city a speech on the condition of
the Irish in America, which gave offence to his countrymen
in the United States, inasmuch as he took pains to show
that a larger proportion of thein became demoralized and
degraded in that country than in Canada. It was either
during this visit, or & previous one in 1855, just ten years
before, that he caused a tomb to be erected over the grave
of the mother he had loved so well.* C

In 1867, Mr. McGee was sent to Paris by the Canadian
Government as one of the Commissioners from Canada to

* Speaking of this touching act of filial affection, the Wexford Independent
of that date remarked:

. “Some years ago a little poem was copied into the Nation and several of
our contemporaries from an American paper; it was addressed ‘ To my Wish
ing-cap,’ and bore the well-known poetical title of our townsman, Mr. Thomas
D'Arcy McGee. Among the other wishes expressed was the following:

¢ Wishing-cap, Wishing-cap, let us away
To walk in the cloisters, at close of day,
Once trod by friars of orders gray,
In Norman Selskar’s renown'd abbaye,
And Carmen’s ancient town ;
For I would kneel at my mother’s grave,
Where the plumy churchyard elms wave,
: And the old war-walls look down.’

" 'The poet lived o see his wish falfilled, and, on his late visit to Wexford, caused s
neat tomb to be placed over that beloved grave.”

)
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the great Exposition held during that year in the French
metropolis. From Paris he went to Rome as one of a
deputation from the Irish inhabitants of Montreal on a
Bquestion concerning the affairs of St. Patrick’s congregation
in that city. During his visit to Pafis, Rome, and ether
ities of the European conticent, he wrote for the New York
Tablet a series of very interesting letters, entitled “Irish
pisodes of Foreign Travel.” In London he met, by pre-
yious appointment, some of his colleagnes in the Canadian
abinet, who had gone to England to lay before the Imperial

overnment the plan of the proposed union of the British -

rovinces. In the important deliberations which followed,
Ir. McGee fook a leading part, as he had a right to do, for
his grand project, so much in accordance with his lofty
genius, was, in fact, his own, and had been for years the
bject of his earnest endeavors. He was then Minister of
griculture and Emigration, which office he continued to
old up to the time when, in the summer of 1867, the con-
pderation was at last effected, and the three great maritime
Provinces were politically united with the Canadas, under
he general title of the “ Dominion of Canada.” Mr. McGee
as offered a place in the new Cabinet, but with a disin-
prested patriotism and a high sense of honor, which the.
fountry failed not to appreciate, he declined accepting office,
order to make way in the Cabinet for Hon. Mr. Kenny, of
ova Scotia—like himself, an Irishman and a Catholic.
But with all his great and well-deserved popularity, and. | -
e high position he had attained amongst the statesmen of
e Dominion, Mr. McGee had made for himself bitter ene- ,
ies by his open and consistent opposition to the Fenian :
ovement, in which his clear head and far-seeing mind
W no prospect of permanent good for Ireland, and much
at was likely to demoralize and de-catholicize the people
that island. He regarded it from the first as an off-shoo .
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, of the great universal scheme of ‘revolution which, like a
net-work, overspreads, or rather underlies, every state and
kingdom of the Old World—that very “ conspiracy ” against '
religion, law, and order, in relation to which he had warned,
as already seen, one of his early associates in the * Young
Ireland ” movement on his landing in America, after escap-

. ing from penal servitude in Australia. But it was in regard
to Canada, and their avowed iutention of invading that

. country, his home and the home of his family, where he had
been kindly welcomed and raiged by his own countrymen
and others, to honor and eminence, that Mr. McGee -most
severely denounced the Fenians. He rightly considered
that it was a grievous wrong to invade a peaceful country
lise Canada, only nominally dependent on Great Britain,
and where so many thousands. of Irishmen were living
happily and contentedly under just and equitable laws of
the people’s own making. And it is quite certain that the
great body of the Irish in every part of Canada reprobated
these projects of * Fenian "invasion as strongly as did Mr.
McGee. But the whole vial of Fenian wrath was poured on
his devoted head, and no means was left untried to damage
his character, public and private. The vilest calumnies
were set afloat concerning him, and the honest sympathies
of the Irish people of Montreal and Canada for their native
land were worked upon by artfal and unprincipled persons,
who represented him as a traitor to Ireland and her cause,
and even to the Catholic faith, which is Ireland’s best inheril
ance. Influenced morp than they ought to have been"b
these mean and dastardly underhand proceedings of hi
enemies, a portion of his countrymen in Montreal, chiefly
if not all, of the lowest classes, were induced to accep

~another Irish Catholic, a prominent member of the Cans
: dian bar, as their candidate, in opposition to Mr. McGed
and a stormy contest followed, in 'which the latter was sud

.
o3
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pssful, and on the 6th day of November, 1867, took his seat
s member for Montreal West in the first Parliament of the
bominion. The victory, however, cost him dear, for the vile !
eans that had been used to turn the Irish of Montreal ;
ainst him for electioneering purposes were the immediate b
puses of his assassination a few months later. The evil
pssions of the basest and most degraded of his country- !
en had been excited against him, and he was thenceforth :
doomed man, although he probably knew it not.
At the time of that ill-starred election, Mr. McGee was
it recovering from illness, and the stormy scenes inciden-
bl to so fierce a struggle, with the grief and mortification
seeing some of his own countrymen his bitterest oppo-
ents, all combined to produce a reaction, whick threw him
pain on a bed of sickness. During many tedious weeks of .
pffering, and the necessary seclusion from the world conse-
uent thereon, he thought much on subjects affecting his |
pul’'s welfare ; he reflected on the ingratitude of men, the -
nptiness of fame, the nothingness of earthly things, the
andeur and solidity of the imperishable goods of eternity.
h the deep silence of his soul, shut in from the great tu-
ult of the outer world, he pondered on the eternal truths
pd on the religious traditions of his race, and the strong :
th that his Christian mother had implanted in his heart ;‘
ew and flourished until it brought forth flowers of piety
at would have shed a glory and a beauty on the altar of
ligion, had he been permitted to live to carry out his ex- !
ed and purified ideas. Strange to say,Aith all his brill-
nt success as a public man, neither politics nor public life
d ever been his choice ; by the force of circumstances he !
8 drifted on to those troubled waters, where rest a.nd,-i
¢ are things unknown. The calm pursuits of literatare, |
e study of that old-time lore which, even in boyhood, he i
d loved so well, and the cultivation of that poetic genius i
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which had so early developed itself in his wonderfully-gifted §
! mind—these were his favorite occupations, and for himseif
| he would have desired none other. How: often; when writ-
{ ing to his best-loved friends, has he spoken of some bright
season of calm rest, when, far from the bustle of public
affairs, he should be at liberty to devote himself to literary
pursuits. What plans he had projected! what dreams
dreamed of what he was then to do for the advancement
of Irish and Catholic literature !

Yet who that heard him in debate, even in the last months
of his life, during that last session of Patliament, could have
gnessed that his hopes and wishes were far in the dim re-
treats of quiet life, with his books and his pen, and that
bharp whose chords were his own heart-strings! On the
very night preceding his cruel murder he delivered one of
the noblest speeches ever heard within the walls of a Cana-
dian Parliament, and fully equal to the best of his own
The subject was the cementing of the lately-formed Union
of the Provinces by bonds of mutual kindness and good-will
It was a glorious speech, they said who heard it ; but, alas!]
alas !"the echoes of that all-potent voice had scarcely died on
the air, when the great orator, the preacher of peace, the
- sagacious statesman, the gifted. son of song, the loved d
many hearts, had ceased to live!

He had reached the door of his temporary home, the fair
moon of April shining down from the cold, clear depths o
heaven,—silence relgned around, broken only by the distan
roar of the cataract,* coming softened and subdued on the
still air of night, his poet-soul drinking in the etheres
beauty of the hour,—when a lurking assassin stole from hi
place of concealment, and, coming close behind, shot hin
through the head, causing instantaneous death. A fes
minutes later and all Ottawa was in commotion over “

* The Chaudidre Falls, ngar Ottawa City.
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murder of Hon. T. D. McGee,” and the sad news was flying
on the telegraph’s wings to the quiet home in Montreal
where the wife of his youth and their two fair daughiers
were wrapped in sleep, dreaming, it might be, of the calm
delights of the coming days which the husband and father
R was to spend with his family ; for it was the Tuesday morn-
ing in Holy Week, and the next evening he was to have
reached home for the Easter recess. Over the sorrow of
that household we cast a veil ; it was too sacred for the pub-
 lic eye. v .

Secret and unseen by mortal eye th of the
great Irish-Canadian ; grand and imposing, ami of regal
pomp, were his faneral rites, and lofty the honors that
greeted his cold remains. His obsequies were solemnized
first in the Cathedral.of Ottawa; then in St. Patrick’s Church
and in the Church of .iﬂ'otre Dame, in Montreal ; and again
n the beautiful Cathedml of Halifax, N. S, on which latter
occasion a noble funeral oration was delivered by his true
and fost appreciative friend, Archbishop Connolly. And the
people of Canada mourned him many days, and still do .
mourn the great loss they sustained in his premature death.

n their social réunions, in their national festivals, they speak 1
bf him, whose voice was wont to delight all hearts, whose
ubtle and bright, yet gentle humor shed light on all around,
phose genial nature diffused a Bpirit of brotherly love and
he best of good-fellowship wherever its influence reached.*
* In proof of this, I may mention that at the annual celebration of *“ Hallow-
en” by the St. Andrew’s Society 6f Montreal, at which Mr. McGee was wont
p speak, and where it is customary to read prize poems on that old Scotch
nd Irish festival, of forty-six poems sent in.competition on the Hallowe'en
llowing his death, thirty-seven contained some touching allusion to that sad

entl. From one of the poems to which prizes were awarded, we quote the
llowing stanzas, in the ancient dialect to Scotia dear:

*Ak! wad that he were here the nicht,
Whase tongue was like a faerie lute !

- But vain the wish; McGee ! thy might
Lies low in death—thy voice is mute.
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His assassination took place on the morning of April Tth,
;and on the St. Patrick’s Day previous, just three weeks
before, he had been entertained at a public banquet in
Ottawa City. His speech on that occasion was one of the
noblest efforts of his marvellous eloquence. It was on the
general interests of the Irish race, with the present condi-
tion and future prospects of Irish literature—shadowing
forth, in no indistinct lines, his own abiding and all-endur-
ing love of his race and country, and the work he had
marked out for himself in the after years for the service of
one and the other. He alluded to certain representations
ke had made while in London, during the previous year, to
Lord Derby, then Premier of England, with regard to the
misgovernment of Ireland, and the necessity of satisfying
the just demands of the Irish people, remarking, at the same
time, in his humorous way, that “even a sdentlIrishmn.n
might do something to serve his country.” Following up
the same train of thought, he wrote, only a few days before
his death, that memorable letter to the Earl of Mayo, Chief §
Secretary of I?eTade, earnestly recommending that some
permanent measures should be taken to improve the condi-
tion of Ireland, and remove the disaffection of her people by™
a more just and equitable course of legislation than that
_hitherto pursued. The futreral vault had closed on the
writer of that remarkable document—since quoted by Mr.
He's gane, the noblest o’ us a'—
Aboon a’ care o’ warldly fame ;

An’ wha sae proud as-he to ca’
Our Canada his hameé?

‘“The gentle maple weeps an’ waves
Aboon our patriot-statesman’s heed ;
But if we prize the licht he gave,
We'll bary feuds of race and creed.
For this he wrocht, for this he died;
An’ for the luve we bear his name,
Let's live as brithers, side by side,
In Canada, our hame.”

‘
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Gladstone in support of his just and statesman-like views in
regard to the government of Ireland—before it reached
America, after publication in England. “ A prophetic voice
from the dead coming from beyond the Atlantic,” the
Euglish statesman aptly styled that letter of earnest plead-
ing for Ireland. At the very time of his death, too, Mr.
McGee was engaged writing, for the Catholic World of New
fYork, an essay on “Oliver Plunket, Archbishop and Martyr.”
[l Thus, it may truly be said that he died, as he had lived,
“loving and serving his mistress, IreLanp, as a true knight.”
His last writings were for Ireland—his last words for the
peace and unity of his adopted country, the New Dominion
of Canada. ’ :

The following touching tribute to his memory, from the
pen of one of our very few remaining Irishmen of genius,
will be read with interest :

“D’Arcy McGee!” wrote Henry Giles to the present
writer, soon after the sad death of their common friend—
“D’Arcy McGee! I knew him well, and loved him greatly.
He was but a boy when I first made his acquaintance, and
even then he was engaged in writing brilliant articles in Mr.
Donahoe’s Pilot. He had, besides, published some of his
literary efforts. , As he advanced in years, so he did in
power. . . . . Great in his eloguence, his reputation grew
with the growth of that country” (meaning Canada) “which
his energies helped to increasing force. All this had as yet
but served to indicate his power, to put forth the branches
of his deep-lying energy, when the assassin drew near, and,
with his stealthy step, in darkness, crushed the growing and
advancing strength.” '

But he is dead, “the noblest Roman of us all;” lost to
friends and country-—lost to literature—lost to song.

“Far away,” says one of his biographers, * from that glo-
rious but unhappy isle where he dreamt away the bright
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fleeting hours of his.childhood—far away from the home of
his dearest hopes, of his highest aspirations—far away from
the green churchyard where the ashes of his parents rest in
the friendly embrace of the land of their birth—in the New
‘World, far over the sea, in the land of his adoption, high up
on the sunny side of beautiful ‘ Mount Royal,’ whxch slop-
ing towards the far-famed St. Lawrence, laves its foo in the
limpid waters of the majestic river, overlooking the'fajr city
of Montreal, where for years his voice was the most potent,
his smile the most friendly, his influence in all that was most
noble, patriotic, and good, was most felt, sleeps the greatest
poet, orator, statesman, historian, the best, the truest friend,
counsellor, and guide of the Irish race in America. His
grave is bedewed by a young nation’s tears; his memory
lives, and shall live, in that young nation’s heart ; his name
and fame shall cast lustre on the pages of her history, and
his life-labors stand forth as an example worthy of emula-
tion to future millions.” *

* ¢« Short Sketch of the Life of the Hon. Thomas D’Arcy McGee,” by Henry
J. 0°C. Clarke, Q. C., Montreal :

7l I\if”
dﬂlll’@
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Or all the poets of our time: Thomas D’Arcy McGee was,

n many ways, the most remarkable. Unaided by collegiate
ducation, thrown entirely on his ewn resources—even in
boyhood an emigrant to the New World, where his supreme
fenius made him ‘a brilliant editor and an effective orator
ong before the age when other men enter on the stage of
rdinary life—a popular lecturer—a writer of acknowledged
ower, equal to the best of our time—a careful and reliable
istorian—an essayist of grace and skill—a legislator—a
nler—a projector of mighty plans for the government of
Wations—yet a singer of sweet songs, interweaving the wear-
bg, wasting cares of daily life, and the lofty conceptions of
he statesman’s mind, with the glittering thread of poesy,
e golden fringe of life’s dull garment, giving brightness
pd beauty to the meanest things, the dryest pursuits, the
eariest hours,{L—Poetry was his solace in the manifold
oubles of his life. It cheered him in poverty ; it enlivened

s dreariest hours ; it breathed a charm over the dry details
d joyless struggles of political life ; it illumined the edito-
bl pages ; it refreshed his overtaxed. mind when Nature
ed for repose ; it made love fonder and friendship dearer ;

d softened grief, and brightened joy, and made Thomas
Arcy McGee the best-loved friend, the most genial com-
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paunion, the most hospitable and cordial host, the best enter-
tainer our modern society has seen in America, while lend-
ing to his speeches, to his public writings, as well as to his
private correspondence, the ineffable charm that poetry, the
offspring of mind and heart, alone can give.*

That this poetry of his nature was expressed in noble and
most melodious verse, we have very high literary anthority.
Many years have passed away since Charles Gavin Duffy,
himself a poet of no mean order, said of McGee’s poetry, and
of his devotion to “Irish interests :”

“Who has served them with such fascinating genius?

* Amongst other remarkable proofs of the charm that pervaded even the
public discourses of Mr. McGee, I will cite the following : In 1862, he was in-
vited to assist at the great ‘ Popham Celebration” at Portland, Me. On that
occasion he spoke on ‘Samuel de Champlain,” and a few days after he re-
ceived from Mrs. Lydia H. Sigourney the -following graceful tribute,—she
afterwards sent him a copy of her poems:

¢ HArTFORD, CoNN., U.S. A., October 1st, 1862.
‘“Mrs. Sigourney was delighted with the perusal of the address of Mr.
McGee at the celebration of the 155th anniversary of the settlement of Maine,
as reported in our public prints, and regretted not having had the privilege o
listening when it was delivered.
**She has long cherished an interest in the character and exploits of Sieur
de Champlain, and felt that they had scarcely won due appreciation. Of the
" accompanying brief poem, which owes its existence to the eloquence of Mr.
McGee, she requests his acceptance as a slight acknowledgement of the
pleasure for which she is indebted.

“LE SIEUR DE CHAMPLAIN.

“Onward o’er waters which no keel had trod,

No plammet sounded in their depths below,
No heaving anchor grappled to the sod

Where flowers of Ocean in seclusion glow.
From.isle to isle, from coast to coast he press'd

With-patient zeal, and chivalry sublime,
Folding o’er Terra Incognita's breast

The lillied vassalage of Gallia’s clime ;
Though Henry of Navarre’s profound mistake

Montc: must expiate and France regret,
Yet yonder tranquil and heaven-mirror’d Lake,

Like diamond in a marge of emerald set,
Bears on its freshening wave from shore to shore
The baptism of his name forevermore.
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is poetry and his essay’s touch are like the breath of spring,
nd revive the buoyancy and chivalry of youth. I plunge
Bnto them like a refreshing stream of ‘Irish undefiled.” What
her man has the subtle charm to invoke our past history
nd make it live before us? If he has not loved his mis-
ess, ‘Ireland,” with the fidelity of a true knight, I cannot
ame apy one who has.” ,
The Dublin Nation, of May 20th, 1857, speaﬁing of “True .
oetry, and how it has been appreciated,” speaks as follows
f Mr. McGee’s poetry : “Perhaps, however, the poetic re-
reations of T. D. McGree, taking them as a whole, are the
host intensely Irish verses which have, as yet, been contri-
uted to our literature. No one, not even Davis, seems to
ave infused the spirit of Irish history so thoroughly into
s mind and heart as McGee ; nor can any more melancholy
oof of the decay of national spirit be given than the fact
hat these poems, the composition of which has been a labor
love to him—exile as he is from the Old Green Land—
pmain uncolected. 'We might search in vain, even through
he nutaberless volumes of English poems and lyrics, for any
hat equal in their passion, fire, and beauty his verses en--
led ‘The War,’ ‘Sebastian Cabot to his Lady,’ ‘The
elt’s Salutation,” and many others.”
Since his lamented death, Henry Giles wrote, “ All this”
meaning his outward life, his visible strength and power)
has beneath it an ever-abiding, underlying principle, a
ell-spring ever fresh and ever sweet of glorious poetry,
th its softest melody, or, in passion, indignant and strong,
ith its wild and varied vehemence. How varied the poems
ere which he breathed forth upon the woes and wrongs of
eland! How noble the strains in which he celebrates
2t beautiful land of much calamity and countless wrongs!”
And the London Athencum, speaking of Canadian poetry,
id, years ago, while Mr. McGee was still amongst the
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living : “They have one true poet within their borders—
that is, Thomas D’Arcy McGee. In his younger days the
principle of rebellion inspired him with stately verse ; let us
hope that the conservative principles of his more mature
years will yield many a noble song in his new country.”

It has also been said, and I think with truth, that McGee
was, even more than Moore, entitled*to be called the Bard
of Erin,” for that his genius was more distinctively Irish,
and his inspiration more directly and more exclusively from
Ireland and her ancient race. His poetry bears all the char-
acteristics of genuine Irish minstrelsy ; it is redolent with
the purest Irish feeling ; the passionate love of country and
of kin, the reverence for what is old and venerable, ‘the §
strong religious faith, the high appreciation of the beautiful
and the good—these underlie all his poems ; while over all
are diffused the choicest graces of fancy, the most subtle

. humor, the most delicate beauty of thought and expression.

. Like some strain from the bardic ages of old, comes to the
ear and to the heart one-.of McGee’s ballads. Whether he
sings of love or friendship, of faith or charity, of whr or
peace, or chants some old-time legend, or a grand historic
tale of other days, the under-tones are still the same, and
the chords are swept with & master’s hand. 'When he sings

“ The green grave of my mother
‘Neath Selskar’s ruin’d wall,””

or of the young wife of his love, whom he was forced to leavs
in the first year of their marriage, now sighing— -

“Sad the parting scene was, Mary,
By.the yellow-flowing Foyle,”

‘now reminding her of the calm Joys of their bridal days i
lovely Wicklow—

«Dost thou remember the dark lake, dearest,
‘Where the sun never shines at noon?" -

a
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and passionately cries—

« My darling, in the land of dreams, of wonder, and delight,
I see you, and sit by you, and woo you all the night;
Under trees that glow like/d@iamonds upon my aching sight,
You are walking by my side in your wedding garments white''—

ve hear his voice like the sighing of the breeze in summer
poughs, and we think of the forgotten bards of the long-
past ages, who left us “The Last Rose of Summer” and
¢ Savourneen Dheelish.” Anon, he sings of battle, as was
his wont in the fiery days of youth, and his voice is a trum-
pet-call—

“ Gather together the mﬁ.ions! arouse and arm the men!*”’

How the martial spirit of the Celts of old rings in Cathal’s
“Farewell to the Rye :” ‘

“Farewell sickle ! welcome sword !”’

n the “Harvest Hymn,” and “The Reaper’s Song,” and
‘The Summons of Ulster,” and the “Sqng of the Sheiks!”

‘We read these warlike lays, and the “Pilgrims of Liberty,”
nd many another patriot strain, and we feel oux souls stirred
ithin us, and we marvel that the calm, meditative mind of
he statesman we knew in later days could éver have con-
eived such burning thoughts.

Again, and how often our poet sings of his native land, her
yoes, her beauties, the passionate love wherewith she in-
pired him from youth up, a love that no time or space could

er cool, ever diminish! As a boy leaving Ireland, he sang
b home and country—to “Carmen’s ancient town,” “to

exford in the distance ;” in exile, he chanted sweetly and
pournfully the memories of his own land and his yearnings
b behold it again. _ His * Parting from Ireland” is an agon-
ng wail of sorrow :

“Oh, dread Lord of heaven and earth! hard and sad it is to go

From the land I loved and cherish’d into outward gloom and woe;

Was it for this, Guardian Angel ! when to manly years I came,
Homeward, as a light, you led me—light that now is turn’d to fiaze I
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And whoever sang with fonder pride, or in more melodious §
verse, the romantic beauty of Ireland, her household virtues,
her ever-abiding faith in things divine? How fondly he}
apostrophizes his

“Ireland of the Holy Islands,

z Belted round with misty highlands!"’

In “The Deserted Chapel” we have a most touching andj§
graphic description of the desolating effects of emigration in
the old land; in “The Woful Winter,” a mournful lament
for the myriad victims of famine and pestilence in the dreary
year of ’47: '

> “They are flying, flying, like northern birds, over the sea for fear;
They cannot abide in their own green land, they seek a resting Lere

Oh! wherefore are they flying—is it from the front of war,
Or have they smelt the Asian plague the winds waft from afar ?”’

And again, in the noble poem entitled “Famine in the
Land,”

“‘ Death reapeth in the field of life, and we cannot count the corpses!”

the same subject is pursued with sorrowful interest. It was
' indeed one that addressed itself to the tenderest sympathies
of the poet’s heart, and we find it touchingly prominent i
several of the poems ; and this is natural, for “the Ancier
Race,” the “Celtic Race,” was one of his favorite themes;
he loved more than all to sing its praise ; he loved it, b
was proud of it ; then how could he fail to feel its woes, s
the dark doom that made it subject to periodical famine s
pestileico? Even in the-land of his exile, we find ki
“ Meditations” interwoven with sad reflections on the hs
lot that makes 8o many of his countrymen wanderers on ik

face of the earth :
“ Alone in this mighty city, queen of the continent!
I ponder on my people’s fate in grief and discontent;

Alas ! that I have lived to see them wiled and cast away,
And driven like soulless cattle from their native land a prey!”

Indeed, love for his own “island race” was one of our poe
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strongest and most abiding instinets. How grandly he
sings of “ Ossian’s Celts,” of the warlike Milesians! how fra-
ternal and how noble his “ Salutation to the Celts!"—
‘ Hail to our Ceitic brethren wherever they may be,
In the far woods of Oregon, or by the Atlantic sea!”

His love for Ireland inspired Mr. McGee beyond all
doubt with some of the very best and sweetest of his poems.
It was so a I;art of his nature that, like the theme of some
noble piece of music, it runs through all his poetry, yielding
ever the sweetest notes, charming ué, while we read, like
the matins of the lark, or the vesper-hymn of the bird of
eve. His songs of Ireland come gushing from the inner-
most depths of his heart, warm, and fresh, and glowing,—

0 Pilgrim, if you bring mé from the far-off lands a sign,
Let it be some token still of the Green Old Land once mine ;

A shell from the shores of Ireland would be dearer far to me
Than all the wines of the Rhine-land, or the art of Italie.”

His “ Wishes,” his * Memories,” his « Hea'.rt’s Resting-place,”
all echo the same strain—

“Where’er I turn’d, some emblem still
Roused consciousness npon my track;
Some hill was like an Irish hill,
Some wild-bird’s whistle call’d me back.”

And how touching is the apology we find in more than one

of the poems for his passionate devotion to Ireland and her
literature! In one he sings—

“Oh! blame me not if I love to dwell
'On Erin’s early glory;
Oh! blame me not, if too oft I tell
Thg same inspiring story!”

In another we find the singularly characteristic lines— *°

“I'd rather turn one simple verse
True to the Gaelic ear,
Than classic odes T might rehearse
With senates list’ning near.”
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Now this is precisely what he did, and it makes the chief
charm of his poetry. It was because he, more than any poet §
of our time, “turn’d” his verses * true to the Gaelic ear,”
that, whether grave or gay, tender or pathetic, or martial,
or religious, they ever reach the Gaelic heart, and mirror all
its many-huned aspects.

The noblest of his poems are undoubtedly the historical
Indeety it was one of the dreams of his life to complete, in
some season of rest (which never came!) a ballad-bistory of
Ireland : some broken links of that golden chain will delight
many a reader of this volume, as they have delighted thou-
sands in days gone by. “Amergin’s Hymn on Seeing Innis-
fail,” <« Milesius, the Spaniard,” “Ossian’s Celts,” ¢ Ireland
of the Druids,” “The Coming of St. Patrick,” and other
poems on the life and death of that apostle ; “The Voyage
of Eman Oge,” “ The Gobhan Saer,” ¢ St. Cormac, the Navi
gator,” “ St. Brendan and the Strife-Sower,” * St. Columbs
to his Irish Dove,” ¢ St. Columbanus to St. Comgall,” ¢ The
« Testament of St. Arbogast,” “ The Pilgrimage of Sir Ulgarg,’

the two noble poems on “ Margaret O’Carroll, of Offaly;’
‘«Lady Gormley,”  Flan Synan’s Game of Chess,” “ Sir John,
De Courcy’s Pilgrimage,” ¢ Good Friday, 1014,” ¢ Shawn na
Gow’s Guest,” and other poems on King Brian Borombhe;
the fine, but unfinished poem on “The Death of Donnel
More,” “Cathal’s Farewell to the Rye,” “ The Wisdom-Sel
lers before Charlemagne,” “ The Lament of the Irish Childre
in the Tower,” “Earl Desmond’s Apology,” “Rory Dall
Lamentation,” “ Feagh McHugh,” “ Sir Cahir O’Dogherty'
Message,” “ The Rapparees,” “The Midnight Mass,” «
Death of Art McMurrogh,” “The River Boyne,” ¢

- Execution of Archbishop Plunket,” *“ The Death of O’Card
lan,” the poems on the famine and pestilence in Irelan
and on the emigration and the Irish in America, are bi
torical poems of the highest order. So, too, are “ The B
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tle of Ayachucho,” “Moylan’s Dragoons,” “The Sage of
King Olaf Tregvysson,” “The Death of King Magnus,”
“The Death of Hudson,” the two musical ballads on * Jac-
ques Cartier,” “The Launch of the Griffin,” “Sebastian
Cabot to his Lady,” “Hannibal’s Vision of the Gods of
Carthage,” “ Diephon,” and various other poems on general
historical subjects. With these may be classed “Iona,” the
wonderfully fine poems on “The Four Masters” and their
chief, “ Brother Michael,” the “ Prayer for Farrell O’Gara,”
their benefactor and employer, and “Sursum Corda”
addressed to his fribnd, the venerable and most estimable
Eugene O’Curry.
"~ Another remarkable class of these poems is the obituary
or commemorative. Of these, the loftiest and grandest
are “The Dead Antiquary” (John O’Donovan), “Eugene
O'Curry,” and “Richard Dalton Williams ; very fine too,
and very solemn, is the “ Monody on the Death of Gerald
Griffin ;” whilst “ William Smith O’Brien,” “John Banim,”
and other eminent Irishmen, are duly commemorated. The
lament for Banim is not equal to any of the others, being a
mere juvenile composition, written while Mr. McGee was
editing the Boston Pilot. Some of the most graceful and
effective, however, of his poetical efforts were his tributes to
he memory of private friends long known and well esteemed,
put of no historical importance. Chief amongst these are
‘ The Prayer for the Soul of the Priest of Perth,” and “ Re-
juiem AEternam,” which last, written but one short month
pefore his own sad. death, applied so entirely to himself,
hat it almost seemed like the voice of presentiment, and as
hough he, like Mozart, were inspired to chant his own -
pquiem. It was in these heart-piercing strains of sorrowing
flection, as well as in the numerous poems addressed to
3 wife, and some few to his chosen friends, that the win-
hg tenderness of our poet’s nature made itself manifest.
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In~this connection may be mentioned the exquisite little
poems “ Consolation,” “ Mary’s Heart,” “God be Praised,”
and ‘“To my Wishing-Cap.” Amongst the poems expressive
of friendship, one of the most beautiful is that “ To a Friend §
in Australia,” in which are found these exquisite lines :

¢ Old friend ! the years wear on, and many cares
And many sorrows both of us have known ;
Time for us both a quiet couch prepares—
A couch like Jacob's, pillow’d with a stone.”

To the manifold trials, troubles, and heart-wearing strug-
gles of his life, Mr. McGee gives unwonted expression in
the musical and sorrowful little poem entitled “ Ad Miseri-
cordiam,” written during his darkest days, when publishing
the dmerican Celt in New York. No one, we would hope,
can read without emotion the concluding lines :

* Welcome, thrice welcome, to overtax’'d nature,
The darkness, the silence, the rest of the grave ;
Oh! dig it down deeply, kind fellow-creatare,
Iam weary of living the life of a slave !”

It is quite remarkable, however, that, smongst the poetical
remains of Thomas D’Arcy McGee, the religious element, the
strong, lively, simple faith of his Celtic fathers is supremely
evident. In every stage of his life, the most stirring, the
most unfavorable to religious thought or feeling, we find hi
muse devoted to the Saints of God, especially those of his
own race ; how he sang of “St. Patrick,” “ St. Brendan ¢
the ‘West,” « St. Arbogast,” “St. Kieran,” “St. Columbanus,
«8t. Comgall,” “ St. Cormac, the Navigato?,” «St. Bride, o
Kildare,” and “ 8t. Columba, of the Churehes,” this volur
will bear witness. His poem on “ Eternity” contains, withi
a short space, much sublime thought and the fulness
faith ;. yet it was written many years ago, when life wd
young and warm, and its cares were many and heavy on :
poet’s heart. Even “The Rosary ” recejved its tribute fra
his pious muse in those busy by-gone years ; indeed, all
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life long Mr. McGee cherished the special veneration which
his mother taught him in early infancy for the blessed Mother
of our Lord. 'In his latest years, when the legislative halis
of his adopted counfry were wont to echo with his matchless
eloquence, and the multitudinous cares of statecraft weighed
upon his mind, and the tumult of party strife jarred harshly
on his finely-tuned ear and heart, we find his poetry chiefly
of a religious character. It was then that he sang of
“ Humility,” of “First Communion,” of *Sister Margaret
Bourgeois,” of Montreal, and her wonderful life of sancti-
fied labor ; it was then he penned these deathless lines—

“ H’\gMy our Holy Church’s will '

To guard her parting souls from ill,

Jealous of death, she gnards them still—
Miserere, Domine !

* The dearest friend will turn away,
And leave the clay to keep the clay, .
Ever and ever she will stay—
Miserere, Domine !I"

Had he lived longer, this religious aspect of his mind, this
fervent, ever-living faith would have been still more strikingly
manifested. Amongst his papers was found a list of “ Topics”
for. poems, evidently written quite recently, all of them of a
most solemnly religious character. These were the * Topics”
written in peneil in his own fair hand : “ He came unto His
own, and His own received .Him not,” * The night cometh
in which no man can work,” “I believe in the Communion
of Saints,” “ Ergo ezpecto resurrectionem mortuorum,” * It is
8 holy and wholesome thought to pray for the dead.”

The solemn significance of thess scriptural texts, selected
a8 the subject of poems probably but a few weeks or a’few
days before his untimely and most melancholy death, will be
noted with interest. Indeed, we find in several of the poems
expressions that read like the voice- of mpendmg doom ;
ihmmtheltomdyon the Death of Gerald Griffin :
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¢ So have bright spirits been eclipsed and lost,
Forever dark, if by Death’s shadow cross’d ;"

and again—still more like presentiment :

¢ Oh, even thus Death strikes the gifted, then
Come the worms—inquests—and the award of men!”

The beautiful little poems, “Stella! Stella!” «“I will go
to the,A%;:r of God,” and the “Sunday Hymn at Sea,” were
written during Mr. McGee’s last voyage from Europe, in
1867. They breathe the very spirit of faith, called into
poetical expression by the abiding presence of the great
waters, the boundless mirror of Creative Power. < The
Christmas Prelude,” “ A Prayer for the Dead,” “The Star
of the Magi,” “ An Irish Christmas,” “The First Commu-
nion,” “Eternity,” “The Pearl of Great Price,” and others
are eminently religious.

Of the pathetic ballads, “The Death of the Homewar
Bound,” one of the best known of all Mr. McGee’s ballads,
will be read with most pleasure. It is wondérfully beautiful
“The Trip over the Mountain ” is a capital specimen of the
Irish popular ballad, showing with graphic fidelity th
process of love-making amongst the peasantry, not only d
‘Wexford, but of all the Irish counties.

The “ dramatic sketch,” as he called it, “ King Dermid
or, The Normans in Ireland,” although not so finished as#¥
would have been had he written it some years later, st
gives evidence of considerable power, and shows that th
author might have shone as a dramatist had he followed
this first attempt. Take the poems for all in all, they ar
to my thinking, the most truly Irish collection in our d
given fo the public. They are intensely, thoroughly Iri
in the semse of genius, of national idiosyncrasy — Irish
thought, in feeling, in expression. - They are Irish in re
ential love for what is old and venerable — witness #
exquisite poem on the Premonstratensian Abbey. of

A
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Key : they are Irish in the depth and simplicity of religious
faith ; they are Irish in passionate devotion to native land ;
they are Irish in the warmth and sincerity ofaffection they
breathe, whether in love or friendship ; Irish in the peculiar
forms of expression, rich and racy of Irish idiom—hence
most “true to the Gaelic ear;” and Irish, too, in the eio-
quent flow of words, adapting itself with ease to the musical
intonation of the sweetest and most perfect melody. Even
those written for and of the Irish in America are as true to
Irish thought and expression as any written in and for Ire-
land. Of this class, the singularly graceful poem, “An
Invitation Westward,” is a fine example ; so, too, is * The
Cross in the West,” « St. Patrick’s in the Woods,” © The Irish
Homes of Illinois,” ““Graves in the Forest,” and various
others. “The Army of the West,” “The Free Flag of
America,” “ Hail to the Land,” and some others, bear grace-
ful homage to the country where he had, for the time, sought
n home, the greatness of which none better than he appre-
iasted. The noblé verses on “Prima Vista” (Newfoundland)
pnd “ Peace hath her Victories”—the latter written in Paris
gpropos to the great Exposition in that city— St. Patrick’s
PDream,” and “Iona to Erin,” are amongst the last of his
published poems. It will be seen that some of the poems
pre unfinished, such as “ The Death of Donnell More” (one
pf the best of “his historical poems), “The Banshee and the
Bride,” “ The Four Students,” and “The Sinful Scho_]a.r." The
atter, a truly charming production even in its fragmentary
ate, he seems to have intended for larger proportions ; its
eat intrinsic beauty induced the editress to collect and
nge all she could find of it with special care.*

* “ Another poem, called “ The Emigrants,” on which he was engaged, 1
in so. fragmentary a state, that I have not attempted to- connect the
catiered links. The author appears to have intended it for a poem of some
gth, to form & volume in itself; the dedication which he had written for it
ll be found in this collection. Many years ago, Mr. McGee had, I see,
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One couplet of this poem is strikingly characteristic of the
author’s peculiar delicacy of thought and expression :
. “The lone lake, like a lady, grieves,
’ Saddest in the long aulumn eves.”
To ordinary readers nothing can be more simple than these
two lines, but to the cultivated poetical taste they will pre-
sent a graceful thought, most happily rendered in musical
words. Some other such exquisite snatches of song the
editress found here and there ‘on scraps of paper, without
any apparent connection—broken links of thought, or rather

gushes of song welling forth from the fount of genius. Here
is one of these :

¢ 8pell-bound or asleep, I was wand'ring all alone
‘Where, beneath monastic rocks old and gray, ’
The deep sea beats its breast with many a sigh and moan
For its stormy frantic passions, or the ships it cast away.”

~ Another was as follows :

¢ A moon that sheds a needless light
On soulless streets in the far-gone night.”

On another scrap was found this stanza, which the author

evidently meant for the beginning of a poem to be named
“The War of the Holy Cross :”

¢ Art thou brave, and lovest glory, then rise and follow me,
And thou shalt have for captain the Lord of land and sea ;
Where the mighty men of ages left foot-prints stamp’d in gore,
We will bear the sacred banner that our fathers bore of yore.”

This poem, to judge from its opening lines, would have been
one of great vigor and of stately measure, conceived in that
religious spirit which marked exclusively the closing period
of our poet’s life. The following stanza is of strange, sweet
mapped out the plan of & grand epic on the Jewish exodus, which was to

have extended over twelve books. How thoroughly he mastered every sub
jeet on wi he wrole, may be judged from the following note sppended to.
the plan of poem :

“Read for Erodus, ‘8t Jerome and the Fathers,’ ‘Divine Logl.ﬁon. !
tories of Egypt, Arabis, the Jews, eto., Natural History, Josephus, and Uy
Talmud.” - :

(N
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melody ; would that the poem so commenced had
ended |—

“ Oft through the gloaming,
Like shadows coming,
Around me roaming,

In scenes afar—
Than the present nearer
Come the old days dearer,
Beaming brighter, clearer
Than the evening star.”

The first lines of ‘& historical poem called “ King Nial's Expe-
dition to Armoria” will give an idea of what it would have
been if completed, as it may have been, since & poem of that
name was found on one of Mr. McGee’s lists of his poems :

¢ King Nial hath gone with his chieftains all
For a royal raid into Armoric Gaul ;
Right well do the island-warriors know
That the Roman now is. a yielding foe—
Though, truth to tell, in its days of pride,
They smote it often, south of Clyde ;
Yet much it rejoices the heart of the West
To see the brave bird flying back to its nest.”

Other broken snatches of glorious' song I have embodied
in the poems, where there were even two consecutive verses.
One of these commences thus—“I would not die with my
work undone ;” another, “A happy bird that hung on high.”
These detached verses I commend to the reader’s special at-
tention, for they are indeed of touching significance, when
viewed in connection with the author’s chequered life and
sad, sad death. -

] dream’d a dream when the woods were green,
And my April heart made an April scene,
In the far, far distant land,
That even I might something do
That would keep my memory for the true,
And my name from the spoiler’s hand !"

That even he might something do!—he who devoted all the

years of life, from boyhood to the grave, to the hardest
brain-toil for country, for literature, for religion!—he who
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delivered over eleven hundred lectures on every subject that
could elevate and instruct the people!—he who wrote many
books of rare value, and edited some fifteen volumes of news-
papers!—he whose poetry, like his‘eloquence, has thrilled
the hearts of tens of thousands! Ah! if he did not do work
enough “to keep his name from the spoiler’s hand,” then no
man or woman of our generation has a claim to lasting re-
membrance. .

As one of those who knew him best, and all he had done
and meant to do for the real interests of society, especially
those .of his own race, which is also hers, and as one of his

“humble fellow-laborers in the field of Irish and Catholic lit-
erature, the editress has done what in her power lay to
“keep his memory for the true” and his “name from the
spoiler’s hand.” The following beautiful poem from the pen
of “Thomasine,” one of the sweetest singers of the Dublin

Nation in its palmiest days,.appearedfsf) late as 1860 in the
columns of that paper. It is a response te, Mr. McGee’s
heart-warm stanzas, “ Am I remember’d in Erin ?”

THE EXILE'S QUESTION, “AM I BmBEB’D‘!”

I.
Well have the poets imaged forth
The fear-cross’d hope of lovers true—
A needle turning towards the north,
Constant, yet ever trembling too ;
And love the purest soonest feels
This thrilling doubt arise,
As homeward memory sadly steals
From exile’s distant skies.
' Thou art remember’d !

.
But doubt like this doth grievous wrong
To Her round whom thy heart-strings twine ?
And, Brother of the sweet-voiced Song !
Never such fervent love as thine
Did Erié’s grateful nature leave
Unnoticed or forgot; -
8till for thy absence doth she grieve,
Still mourn thy exiled lot. .
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. -
Nay, and though long the glorious roll
Of gifted sons who loved her well,
Much were that tender mother’s dole,
If one forgotten fell.
E'en ag the Church holds record prond
of every sainted name,
She counts ?qr each in that bright crowd
A son’s especial claim—
Thou art remember’d !

v.
She sends this greeting fond by me,
To bid thy heart rejoice ;
Eager from lands beyond the sea,
She listens for thy voice.
By many a hearth her daughters sing
Thy strains of Celtic lore,
‘While round their knees the children cling
"To learn the deeds of yore—
And thou’rt remember’d !

v.

Oft, too, when themes of import grave
Call men to council high,

Some voice recalls thy lessons brave,
Faithful to live or die;

Xgl constant still—believe it, friend !—

efore God’s holy shrine,

Few names with her petitions blend

More warmly loved than thine—
Thou’rt well remember’d!

To this we append, selected from scores of poems written
in America on Mr. McGee’s death, the following musical and
feloquent tribute to his memory from the pen of an accom-
plished Catholic priest of Pennsylvama

“Dark is the hounse of our fathers, O brother,
Fast fall the tears of its inmates for thee—
Grief-stricken man his emotions may smother,
But loud is the wail of the wife and the mother,
Loved D’Arcy McGee!

“Sweetly the Moses thy loss are bewailing,
Sighing in chorus the ssd dirge—ah me !
Life’s golden sunset in darkness is paling—
Death thy bright name with his shadows is veilinb
Lost D’Arcy McGee !
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“Lo! the great dead of the long-buried ages,
Thronging innumerous, moan over thee—
Spirits of heroes, of saints, and of sages,
Glowing with life in thy bright-pictured pages,
O gifted MoGee !

¢ Thousands, the wide world o’er, who with gladness,
Spell-bound, enraptured, erst listen’d to thee,
Silver-tongued Orator! now, in deep sadness,
Horror-struck, gaze on the dark deed of madness,
O martyr'd McGee!
“ Poet, Historian, the Forum’s bright glory—
Light lie the sod, noble D’Arcy! on thee;
Blest be thy name till the ages are hoary—
Honor’d, oft utter’d in pray’r, song, and story,
O deathless McGee !”?

With these echoes of his fame from either side the Atlan-
tic, we close our introduction to the poems of Thomas
D’Arcy McGee—poems which will, we think, justify me in
saying that he himself, more than any of his race, struck
*the harp of King Brian,” and breathed over its strings the
Celtic spirit of Ossian, whom he once addressed in this pro-
phetic strain :

¢ Oh, inspired gmnt' shall we e’er behold

In our own time

One fit to speak your spirit on '.he wold,
Or seize your rhyme?

One pupil of the past as mighty soul’d '
As in the prime

Were the fond, fair, and beautiful, and bold—
They, of your song sublime !’

If Thomas D’Arcy McGee was not the one “fit to spesk
that spirit on the wold”—if he was not the “pupil of the
past,” the “ mighty-soul’'d,” representing in our new age the
great father of Celtic song—then is there none such among
living men.
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AN APOLOGY TO THE HARP.

L

Hare of the land I love! forgive this hand
That reverently lifts thee from the dust,

And scans thy strings with filial awe and love,
Lest by neglect the chords of song should rust.

m
Deep buried in tall grave-yard grass thou wert—
The shadows of the dead thy sole defence—
" The wild flowers twining round thee meekly fond,
Fearing their very love might be offence.

IIL

Seeing thee thus, I knew the bards were gone
Who thrilled thee—and themselves thrilled to thy touch :
Mangan and Moore, I knew, were(vanishad ;
Ikneﬂ;a.ndra.xsedthee ddedaretoomnch?

Iv.
If Griffin, or if Davis lived, a night.

Had never fallen upon thee, lying there ;
Orﬁomhnngpoetgloyllheld

To native themes so much, I dare not dare,
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Y.

But could I see thee, gloripus instrument !
The first time in long ages silence-bound ?

Thou! who wert nursed on ancient Ossian’s knee—
Thence sacredly through ages handed down.

VL

I! who have heard thy echoes from my soul,
A sickly boy, couched at my mother’s knee :
I! who have heard thy dirges, wild as winds,
And thy deep tidal turns of prophecy!

vIL
I! whom you tuned in sorrow day by day,
For friend, adviser, solace, companie,
Could I pass by thee, prostrate, nor essay
To bear thee on a stage—harp of my loved Erie?

VIIL «~
Forgive me! oh, forgive me, if too bold!
I twine thy chords about my very heart,
And make with every pulse of life a vow,
Swearing—nor years, nor death, shall us two part.
" n" N
I have no hope to gather bays, on high
Beneath the snows of ages, where they bloom,
As many votaries of thine desired, '
And the great favor’d few have haply done ;

x
But if emblem o’er my dust should rise,
Let it be this : Our Harp within a wreath
Of shamrocks twining round it lovingly,
That so, O Harp! our love shall know no death!
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THE THREE MINSTRELS.

Traeee Minstrels play within the Tower of Time,
A weird and wondrous edifice it is:
One sings of war, the martial strain sublime,
And strikes his lyre as 'twere a foe of his.
The sword upon his thigh i3 dripping red
From a foe’s heart in the mid-battle slain;
His pluméd casque is dof'd from his proud head,
His flashing eye preludes the thundrous strain.

Apart, sequester’d in an alcove deep,

Through which the pale moon looks propitious in,
Accompanied by sighs that seem to weep,

The second minstrel sadly doth begin
To indite his mistress fair, but cruel, who B

Had trampled on the heart that was her own;
Or prays his harp to help him how to woo,
 And thrills with joy at each responsive tone.

Right in the porch, before which, fair and far,
Plain, lake, and hamlet fill the musing eye,
Gazing toward the thoughtful evening star
That seems transfixed upon the mountain high,
The third of Country and of Duty sings:
Slow and triumphal is the solemn strain;
Like Death, he takes no heed of chiefs or kings,
But over all he maketh Country reign.

Sad Dante. he, love-led from life, who found -
His way to Eden, and unhappy stood

Amid the angels—he, the cypress-crown’d,
“"Knew not the utmost gift of public good.
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Thoughts deeper and more solemn it inspires
Than even his lofty spirit dare essay; )
-How then shall we, poor Emberers of old fires,
Kindle the beacons of our country’s way?

We all are audience in theTower of Time;

For us alone at tlns honr play the three,—
- Choose which ye wxll—thd martial song sublime,

Or lover fond; but thon my Master bq'

O Bard of Duty and of Country’s cause!
Thee will I choose and follow for my lord!

Thy theme my study and thy words my laws—
Muse of the patriot lyre and guardian sword!

THE EMIGRANT AT HOME.
“Ihad a dream which was not all & dream.”— Byron.

L

A YouTx return’d from the far, far West
Lay slumber-bound in his early home,

‘When a fairy vision beguiled his rest,
And a voice of music fill'd the room.

m

“ What saw you in the Western land
Beyond the sea, my Irish boy ?”

“Oh! forests vast, and rivers grand,
A.ndasuntﬁtshone, as if for joy.”

m
What saw you else in the Westem land"
That lures so many acrocs the sea ?*
“Oh! I saw men toiling on every hand,
And right merry men they seem’d to be.”
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Iv.

«When you were abroad in the Western land, .
Saw you any who ask’d for me?”

«Oh! I met marching many a band,
And the air they play’d was Grammachree.

V.

« And their order’d ranks you should have seen,
In guarded camp, or festive hall,

‘When their manly limbs were clad in green, .
And a flag of green flew over all.”

VL b
The spirit clapp’d her pearl-pale hands, «
" Proudly her silvery wings she shook,
And the sleeping youth from the far-off lands
Bless’d, as she pass’d, with a loving look.

/

THE .PILGhIMS OF LIBERTY.

L

soE a river that I know, shrined in a laurel grove,
gee my idol—Liberty, that wears the smile of Love ;
er face is toward the city, four paths are at her feet, -

hey bear her hymns from the four winds as rays converging
meet. .

i 13
the four paths I see approach my idol's votaries:
8o from the highlands oftheWest,ﬁ:om Northern valleys
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From Shannon shore and Slaney’s side; yon other pilgrims
_throng:

Oh! wild around my idol’s shrine will surge their mingled
song. e

o,

And thither wends that wounded mn.n, who bears the muf-
fled sword

Once borne by the comrade true his kindred heart adored;

The sacred stains upon the blade are drops of tyrant blood:

He brings it now to Freedom’s shrine, as loyal comrade
should.

-~ Iv.

And thither wends the widow, with her fair son at her side,
The banneret, whose eye is wet, beneath his brow of pride;
The sable crape around the staff his father bore is roll’d—
The shining Sun across the Green flings many a ray of gold

V.

The maiden with the’ fnneral urn close ga.thered to her
breast

Goes thither to give up ‘the heart she loved on earth the
: best ;

She girt his sword and gave him for Ireland’s holy fight—
" And once again to Liberty, Love yields her equal right.

VL

'The Artist, with his battle piece—the Poet, with his song—
The Student, with his glowing heart, pour to the shrine along,
‘Where Liberty, my idol, sits on a shrine like snow,

By a gliding river that I love, near a city that I know.

~ Oh! long around my idol’s throne msy bloom the laurel trees,
The ever green and ever giad, they lsugh at blight and
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True children of our hardy clime, long may they-there be

Like oé: nation’s banners folded, as deathless and as green.

viL

Oh! long may the four pathways join beneath my idol’s
feet,

And long may Ireland’s mingled men before her altar meet;

Oh! long may man and maid and youth go votaries to the
grove

Where reigns my idol, Liberty, that wears the smile of Love.

HAIL TO THE LAND.

L

Ham to the land where Freedom first
ough all the feudal fetters burst,

d, planting men upon their feet,

ied, Onward! never more retreat!
Be it yours to plant your starry flag
On royal roof and ) crag ;
Be it yours to climb Earth’s eastern slope
In ehampionship of human hope,
Your war-cry, Truth! immortal word ;
Your weapon, Justice! glorious sword ;
Your fame far-traveled, as the levin,!
And lasting as the arch of heaven.

Hail to the Happy Land !

L
Hail $o the land where Franklin lies
Atpaéebbnuthdmidnkioa.
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‘Where Jefferson and Jackson rest, ’
Like valiant men, on Victory’s breast,
‘Where, his benignant day-task done,
The clouds have closed round Washington—
The star amid the luminous host
‘Which guides mankind to Freedom’s coast.
I feel my heart beat fast and high,
As to the coast our ship draws nigh ;
I burn the fresh foot-prints to see
Of the heroes of Humanity. -
Hail fo the Happy Land !

v
IIL.

Hail to the land whose broad domain
Rejoices under Freedom’s reign—
* 'Where neither right nor race is ba’nn’d,
‘Where more is done e’en than is plann’d—
‘Where a lie liveth not in stone,
Nor truth in Bible-leaves alone—
‘Where filial lives are monuments
To noble names and high intents—
Oh! where the living still can tread,
Unblushingly, amid the dead! .

Hail to that Happy Land!

Iv.

‘What can I lay on Freedom’s shrine
Meet-offering to the power divine ?

I have nor coronet nor crown, :

Nor wealth nor fame can I lay down ;

But I have hated tyrants still,

And struggled with their wrathful will ;

And when through Europe’s length they lied,
For thee I feebly testified ;
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And oft, in better champion’s stead,
In thy behoof I've striven and said,
¢ Ah, be the offering meet to thee,
My life, my all, dread Liberty!
# Hail to thy Happy Land!

V.

“The land is worthy of its place,
The vanguard of the human race ;
Its rivers still refresh the sea,
As Truth dées Time, unceasingly ;
Its prairie plains as open lie
As a saint’s soul before God’s eye ;
Its broad-based mountains firmly stand .
Like Faith and Hope in their own land.
Heaven keep this soil, and may it bear
New worth and wealth to every year ;
And may men never here bend knee
To any lord, O Lord, bat Thee.

‘ Hail to the Happy Land!”

A MALEDICTION.

L

“MY native land ! how does it fare
Since last I saw its shore?”

“Alas! alas! my exiled frére,
It aileth more and more.

God curse the knaves who yearly st’d
The produce of its plains;

‘Who for the poor man never feel,
Yet gorge on labor’s gains !
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I

“ We both can well recall the time

When Ireland yet was gay;

It needed then no wayside sign
To show us where to stay.

A stranger sat by ev'ry hearth,
At ev'ry board he fed;

It was a work of maiden mirth
To make the wanderer’s bed.

m.

“'Tis altered times : at every turn
A shiftless gang you meet;
The hutless peasants starve and mourn,
Camp’d starkly in the street.
The warm old homes that we have known
‘Went down like ships at sea;
. The gateless pier, the gold hearth-stone,
Their sole memorials be.

Iv.

_“We twp are old in years and woes,

And Age has powers to dread ;

And now, before our eyes we close,
Our malison be said:

The curse of two gray-headed men
Be‘on the cruel crew*

‘Who've made our land a wild-beast’s den—
And God’s carse on them too.”

* Meaning the "othhsth"’:hﬂorﬁ.
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Sy

A SONG FOR THE SECTIONS.

I

YE, who still love our native land,
‘Who doubt not, nor despair,

Come, let us make another stand,
And never droop for care.

If she is poor, she needs the more
The service of the true,

And laurels will be plenty yet,
Though heroes may be few.

1 8
‘What though we failed in "Forty-eight

To form th’ embattled line,

The more our need to compensate
Our friends in 'Forty-nine ;

‘What though. ships bear to isles afar
The foremost of our race—

For them and Ireland both we’ll war;
And their slavish bonds efface.

I,

>« All Europe shakes from shore to shore ;

The Jows bid for her crowns ;

Democracy, with sullen roar,
Affrights her feudal towns :

The kings are struggling for their lives
Amid the angry waves,’

" And every land bat Ireland stnveﬂ
To liberate its slaves.
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Iv.
Up! up! ye banish’d Irishmen,
The soldier’s art to learn ;
A time will come—Will ye be then
Fit for the struggle stern ?
A time will come when Britain’s flag
From London Tower shall fall— -
‘Will ye be ready then to strike
For Ireland, once for all ?

v.

Oh! by the memories of your youth,
I conjure you prepare ;

By all your vows and words of truth,
I ask you to prepare.

ObL, by the holy Christian Creed,
‘Which makes us brothers, rise!

And staunch the kindred wounds that bleed,
Ere yet our nation dies!

vL

Ye who still hope in Fatherland,
Your trial-time shall come,

‘When many a gallant exile band
Can strike a blow for home !

For Ireland and for vengeance, then,
Arise and be prepared,

And strike the tyrant to the heart
The while his breast is bared.

| VIL
No more of mercy—not a word
Of scorning *vantage ground—
No more of measuring sword and sword,
O! being content to wound ;—
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But when the battle is begun,
Cleave open crown and crest ;
Then only will your work be done,

Then only can you rest.

“THE ARMY OF THE WEST.”

L

We fight upon a new-found plan, our Army of the West—
Dur brave brigades, along the line, will leave the foe no rest—
Dur battle-axes, bright and keen, with every day's swift
sands,
ay low the foes of Liberty, and then annex their lands; .
Dn, onward through the Western woods our standard saileth
ever
And shadows many a nameless peak and unbaptizéd river—
he Army of the Future we, the champions of the Unborn—
We pluck the primal forests up, and sow their sites with
corn. ‘

m

hat ruggéd standard beareth the royal arms of toil—

he axe, and pike, and ponderous sledge, and plough that

frees the soil—
he field is made of stripes, and thestarsthecrestmpplies,\
And the living eagles hover round the flag-staffs where it
flion. ,

And thus beneath our standard, right merrily we go, -

he Future for our heritage, the tangled Waste our foe :
eAmyoitho!‘nhreve,thoehmptomoﬂhUnbom—-
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m.

Down in yon glade the anvil rings beneath the arching oaks,

Behind yon hills our neighbors drive young oxen in the:
yokes,

Yon laughing boys now boa.tmg down the rapid river’s tide,

Go to the learnéd man who keeps the log-house on its side—

Like suckers of the pine they grow, elastic, rugged, tall,

They will hit a swallow on the wing with a single rifle ball—

The cadets of our army thev, from “ the West-Point” of the
unborn,

They too will pluck the forests up, and sow their sites with

‘ corn.

v,

Oh ye who dwell in cities, in the self-conceited East,

Do you ever think how by our toils your comforts are
increased ?

When you walk upon your carpets, and sit on your eas
chairs,

And read self-applauding stories, and give yourselves such
airs—

Do you ever think upon us, Backwoodsmen of the West,

‘Who, from the Lakes to Texas, have given the foe no rest!

On the Army of the Future, and the champions of
Unborn,

Who pluck the primal forests up, and sow their sites wit
corn?

SONG OF THE SJIKHS.

L

Allah ! i allah ! the rivers-are red

With the blood and the plumes of theInﬁdel dead;
Allah ! 1 allah! their far isle grows pale

Af the sound of our song on the western gale.

~
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n

This morning, how proud was their muster and show,
As their squadrons swift wheel'd, and their columns came
) slow |

Wheel'd swift to their death by the spears of Lahore—
Came slow to feed Jhailum full with their gore.

m.

Allah ! 1l allah ! the Dost and his son *

Shall hear of the deeds on this bloody day done,

And a stream from the hills to our camp we shall see,
Like the Ganges, refreshing the shores of the seal

.
Let your hearts shont aloud to the arch of the sky,

For thither the souls of our dead brothers fly;
Oh! sweet from the Houris their welcome will be,
As they tell how they fell ‘neath the cool Tamboo tree.

v.

Allgh ! il allah ! trust cannon and sabre!—

Rest not! Paradise is the payment of labor!

Allah ! il allah ! anotheér such day,

And, like spirits cast out, they will flee and away !

FREEDOM'S LAND.

L

‘Wazzs is Freedom's glorious land ?
Is it where a lawless race

Seorn all just control, and stand
‘Bach one ‘geinst his brother's face ?
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No! for man’s wild passions still
Heavier chains their tyrants forge,
And his own unbridled will
Is itself the fiercest scourge,
And a land of anarchy
Never can be truly free.

m
‘When her fetters Gallia broke

And indignant cast away,
With the o0ld and galling yoke,

Every salutary sway,
‘Were not the destroyers then

Tyrants worse to meaner slaves?
Freedom is miscall’d of men

‘When her footsteps tread on graves—
‘Where unpunish’d criine goes free )
Is no land of Liberty.

m.
But where men like brethren stand,
Each one his own spirit rules,
Serving best his own dear land,
" Turning from the anarch’s schools,
Reverencing all lawful sway—
Patient if it be unjust;
If the fabric should decay,
Build, improve—not raze to dust ;
Liberty and justice fair
Find their holiest altars there!
' Iv.
Such be thou oh land of mine !
Still'd be every diseord rude !
- In one boly brotherhood ! -
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Prudent, temperate, firm, and strong—
Loyalty our watchword be!

Truth our shield ‘gainst taunt and wrong,
And warm hearts our chivalry!

Loyal soul and stainless hand,

Make our country Freedom’s land !

THE DESERTED CHAPEL. -

L
SuNDAY morning, calm and fair!

Ah, how beautiful the scene is!
The blue hills shade the amber air,

The Slaney flows, my home, between us!
Do you note the Sabbath sun, -

Burnish’d for the day" ion ?
Do you note the white fhipe on
The distant, silent, glver ocean ?

.
“God be praised for Ireland’s beauty !
Such a mother as He gave us?
Did we only do our duty, :
- Could the. powers of hell enslave us ?
E'en this river, did we heed it,
Safety’s lesson yet might teach us.
Far and weak the founts that feed it,
But to what great end it reaches!”

' m.
8o I thought, my way across
To that wayside chapel lowly,
‘Whose rude eves, festooned with moss,
Often moved me with thoughta holy— ;

v
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(Thoughts that do not love the city!)
Now, alas! all here was altered—
Even the Mass-boy’s accent falter'd ;
‘The congregation, few and sad,
Such a look of ruin had,

That I could not pray for pity!

. S\ A
Signs of grief on every face, @
In the copsecrated place ; .
At trl:(u(:.)ar I heard weeping,
_ Zearsthe agéd priest’s face steeping ;
And a moan might rend a stone,
 Round the silent walls was creeping.
The very carved Saint in his nook
Had compassion in his look— .

Chimed the sad winds through the steeple—
“Save, O Jesus! save thy People |”

V.

“Where,” thought I, “is now the maiden
‘Who once knelt here, blossom-laden ?

Where the farmer, whose broad breast

Here its simple sina confess’d?

Some, perchance, beyond Lake Erie,

Toil as slaves in forests weary ;

Some are nearer home Beside us,

In their cold graves, whence they chide us,
‘That we still let feuds divide us!”

.
‘Whoso has a human heart,
Let him our old chapel ses,
Note all round it, nor depart;:
Till to Grod, on bended knee,
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He has vov:ved his part to take
‘With us aye, for Ireland’s sake,
And her feudal bonds to break.

A MERE IRISHAMAN'S LAMENT.

L

Ogr, ancient land! where are those lords
Whose palace-gates to me

Seem'd rusted as their father’s swords,
Which won their share in thee !

Their avenues are all grass-grown,
Their courts with moss are green,

Cold looks each tree, and tow’r, and stone,

~Where no master’s face is seen.
.

Yon swan that sails across the lake,
How sad its state appears !

The raven’s hoarse, dull ‘echoes wake
Among the oaks of years.

Neglected feeds the fav'rite steed
"Up to the very door ; )

It whines : poor beast ! thy lord, I nede,
Will ne’er caress thee mare.

m.
Far, far beyond the crumbling wall
Which marks that wide domain, -
Silence and sorrow over all
Hath hung the cloud and chain.
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The stout yeoman hath lost his pride,
The toilsman’s strength hath past,
And lifeless homes, from every side,

Sta.rens,hkesknlh,aghmk‘

Ah, ancient what tree could k%p
. Its beanngh&h or ntrength, '
If the roots thatdn the soil were deep

Fail'd, as its s4y, at length ? :
And art thou not a rootless tree,

Dear land! fair land?—ah! how
Should sap or firmness be in thee—

‘What stay of strength hast thou?

v.
In foreign halls thy lords langh loud, |
Are gayest ‘mid the gay—
Their day of life has not a cloud, : e
In the strange climes far away. g
Free flows their wealth, and shines their worth.
;n France, Spain, Ttaly;
They’ve smiles and wealth for all the earth,
And cold neglect for thee.

VL

Not such our lords of ancient time,
. Whose ample roofs rose o’er :
Aileach, Carmen, Tara sublime—
They loved their natal shore ;
Theirs were the homes that £ilI'd the land
‘With light like lofty lamps— . ‘
TUnlike this errant, night-born band,
> Chiefs of death-dews and damps!
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i
But weak as froth such plaintive strain—
Let us no more repine ;
Let them still from our soil remain,
Still laugh at wrath divine.
The sterner and the louder call,
Shall drag them o’er the sea—
“The.lord that dwells not in his hall,
No lord o’er us shall be!”

THE RECUSANT.®

L

You swore me an oath when the grass was green,
To win me a royal dower,

To take me hence to the altar, I ween,

And thence beyond their power. ﬁ\

o
By St. Berach’s staff, and St. Ruadan’s bell,
And by all the oaths in heaven,

You swore to love me, when spring was green,
‘While breath to your body was given.

m.
And your faith has flown ere the corn was ripe,
And your love ere the leaves do fall—
I am nqt treated as queen or as wife,
Orhdnor'dordom'd-tall

 This little poem would seem to be mmmw
ing England for breach of faith.—B». -
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mw. -
Oh! false and fair and fickle of faith,
Nor lover nor name need I,

I have had young lovers true to the death,
And others who shall not die.

: v.

I shall be woo'd when the spring is green,
I shall win me a royal dower,

And my true lovers all, ere long, I ween,
Shall save me from your power !

e

THE CELT'S CONSOLATION.

L

Ir our island lies prostrate, why should we despair ?
‘What race, for resistance, with ours can compare ?
Some wiser, some richer, are found in the world,
But their souls are as red as the flags they unfurl’d!

L

With swords by their sides some are harness'd to shame,
But the bronze of success cannot hide the black name ;
Nor the diamonded brow shield the guilty abhorr'd,
‘When their pride topples down in the breath of the Lord.

11 8

O'er the waters of Time, in the chronicler’s bark,

As we sail by the Ages, some brilliant, some dark,
[We behold how the giopire of blood is o'erthrown, .

And we see its black bastions all round us bestrewn.
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v, %

If we may not be free, let us try to ba frank,

Let us fight life’s long battle with well-prder’d rank
If we may not be great, let us try to be\good, -
And long for no laurels besprinkled with’blood |

NO BURRENDER.

L

Hearo amid the landlord’s wassail,

‘In his tear-bemoated castle—

Heard by peer and heard by peasant,
. As the prophet of the present—

Heard in Dublin’s dimest alleys, ,

Heard in Connaught’s saddest valleys—

In our night-time, from the North,

Came a voice to stir the earth,

With its watchword, “ No sarrender !”

-

1L

“No surrender!” It is spoken—
Be the people’s vow unbroken !
-“No surrender!” Sonsof Joil,
Lineal heirs of Irish soil!
Holy lips have blessed the bans,
Wedding of the hostile clans—
“No surrender!” Men of God—
Yo shall break the tyrant’s rod
With your Gospel, “ No surrender!”

[ 3

L.

“ No surrendér!” Man of might,
‘Who woke the voice that broko the night,
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‘Whose heart is fire, whose brain is light—
You shall lead and win the fight!
On Slieve Donard plant your banner,
Let the mountain breezes fan her.
Ireland feels its dawning splendor,
Hoping, chiding, guiding, tender,

Shining on us, * No surrender!”

DEEDS DONE IN DAYS OF SHAME.

L

A pxxp! a deed! O God, vouchsafe,
‘Which shall not die with me,

But which may bear my memory safe
O’er time’s wreck-spotted sea,—

A deed, upon whose brow shall stand -
Traced, large in lines of lame— *

* This hath been done for Ireland,
Done in the days of shame |”

. I
b

An age will come, when Fortune’s sun
] 'Will beam in Ireland’s sky,
~ Andmobcofﬂstmmthonwﬁlm
To hail her majesty.
Amid that crowd I shall not he
To join in the acclaim ;
Bat deeds will have their memory,
Though done in days of shame,
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I

‘When six feet of a stranger soil
‘Shall press upon my heart,
And envy’s self will pause awhile
To praise the manly part—
Oh ye who rise in Ireland, then,
To fight your way to fame,
Think of the deeds by mouldering men
Done in the days of shame!

THE GATHERING OF THE NA TIONS.

L

GataEr together the nations! proclaim the war to all :
Armor and sword are girding in palace, tower, and hall ;
The kings of the earth are donning their feudal mail again—
Gather together the nations! arouse and arm the men.

1L

Who cometh out of the North? 'Tis Russia’s mighty Czar ;
With giant hand he pointeth to a never-setting star ; ‘

The Cossack springs from his couch—the Tartar lenves his
den !—

Ho! herald souls of Europe, arouse and arm the men.
m.
What does the Frank at Rome, with the Russian at the
_ Rhine-?
And Albion, pallid as her ehﬂl, thows neither soul nor tngn

Pope Pius sickeneth daily, in the foul Sicilian fen—

Ho! wardens of the world's strongholds, arouse and arm the
men. ’
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™.

The future circleth nearer on its grey portentious wings,
Pale are the cheeks of princes, and sore afraid are kings!—
Once faced by the furious nations, they'll flee in fear, and

then,
By the right divine of the ﬁttest. we shall have the reign of
men !

N ROCES AND RIVERS.

AN IRISH FABLE.

¥ L

v ‘Waex the Rivers first were born,

- From the hill tops each surveyed,

g Through the lifting haze of morn,
‘Where his path through life was laid.

m

Down they pour’d through heath and wood,
Ploughing up each passing fleld ;

All gave way before the flood, * ~
The Rocks alone refused to yield.

m
“Your pardon !” said the Waters bland,
. ““Permit us to pass on our way ;
We're sent to fertilize the Jand—
" And will be chid for this delay.”

™. :
“You sent!” the Rocks replied with scorn,
“You muddy, ill-conditioned streams ;
Return and live, where ye were born, P
g . . Nor cheat yourselves with sach wild dreams.”

F \
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Y.

“You will not?” “No!” The Waters mild
Called loudly on their kindred stock,

Wave upon wave their strength they piled ;
And cleft in twain rock after rock.

YL

They nurtured towns, they fed the land,
They brought new life to fruits and flocks :
The Rivers are the People, and
Our Irish Landlords are the Rocks.

NEW-YEAR'S THOUGHTS.

L

A Seiarr fromthe skies
Came into our trodden land ;
It glow'd in roseate dyes,
And around its-brow a band
" 'Was bound like a sun-stream in the west H
And as its accénts broke -
O'er the land, our men awoke, .
And each felt the stranger’s yoke
On his breast !

o

And first a flush of shame
Spread along their manly brows,
And next, in God’s dread name,
They swore, and sealed their vows,
That Ireland & free state should be ;
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And from, the mountains then,

And from each glade and glen,

Gray spirits taught the men
To be free.

L

There was candor in the land,
And loud voices in the air,
And the poet waved his wand,
And the peasant’s arm was bare,
And Religion smiled on Valor as her child ;
But, alas! alas! a blight
Came o'er us in a night,
And now our stricken plight
" Drives me wild !

Iv.

But wherefore should I weep,
‘When work is to be done ?
‘Wherefore dreaming lie asleep
In the quick’ning morning sun?
Since yesterday is gone and pass’d away
I will seek the holy road
That our martyr saints have trod,”
And along it bear my load
As I may!
R2
I will bear me as & man—
As an Irish man, in sooth—
No barrier, vih,orb.n,
,Mmyn‘
I will have it, wpchhbthoehuo—-




‘ PATRIOTIO POEMS

That I loved my own isle well
My bones at least shall tell,
And on what quest I fell

In that place.
‘ L
But if God grant me life
To see this struggle out,
The end'of inward strife
And the fall of foes without,
I will die without-a-murmur or a tear ;—
For in that holy hour,
You'd not miss me from your dower
Ot love, and hope, and power, r
Erin, dear! :

CHANGE.

' L
How fair is the sun on Lough Gara!
How bright on the land of the Gael!
For Summer has come with her verdure,
To gladden the drooping and pale ;
And morn o'er the Jandscape is stealing,
The meadows are joyous with May ;
All lightsome and brightsome the hours—
Poor Erin was never so gay!

.
How loud is the storm on Lough Gars !
How dark on the land of the Gael!
" The clouds they are split with red lightning,
The blasts how they mutter and rail!
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Oh, black is the evening around us,
And gone are the smiles of the marn,

All gloomsome and dreary the hours—
Poor Erin was never so lorn!

III.

Sweet mother! how like to our story!
How like our own mournfullest doom—
Now bright with the prestige of glory—
Now dashed into gloomiest gloom !
How late since our dear flag flew o’er us!
How soon did our poor struggles fail !
And frail as the gladness of Gara
Were the hopes in the heart of the Gael !

THE DAWNING OF THE DAY.

I.

Ix our darkness we find comfort,
In our loneliness some joy,

‘When Hope, like the moon arises,
Night’s phanton& to destroy ;

The spectral fires that haunt us
Before its light give way,

And the Unseen cannot daunt us
At the dawning of the day.

IL

There are empty homes in Ireland,
There are full ships on the sea ;

Sons and brothers are awaiting
Their people patiently ;
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Their eyes are on the ocean,
And they cannot turn away,—

How sweet will be their meeting
At the dawning of the day.

I
I, too, am like a merchant
‘Whose wealth is on the deep ;
The blast that blows unkindly
Could almost make me weep ;
I think of the friend-freighted ship,
That leaves my Uive bay— :
May the saints be its protection
Till the dawning of the day!

THE SEARCH FOR THE GAEL.

L

I Lerr the highway—1I left the street—
In Albyn I sought them long ;

I follow’d the track of Kenneth's feet,
And the sound of Ossian’s song ;

By the Kymric Clyde, and in Galloway wild,
I sought for the wreck of my race ;

But the clouds that the hills of Albyn hide

Have pitied their forfeit place.

IL

I look’d for the Gael in the Cambrian glen,
From the Cambrian mountains ‘mid,

And I saw only mute, coal-mining men—
The face of my race was hid.
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At Merlin’s work in Caernarvon waste
They knew not Merlin’s name—

And the lines the hand of the master traced
As the Devil’s craft they claim.

IIL

I look’d for the Gael in green Innisfail,
And they showed me cowering there

Misshapen forms, cast down and pale,
Thy disciplined host, despair !

But I noticed yet in their stony eyes
A flash they could not veil,

And I said, ¢ Will no brave man arise
To strike on this flint with steel ?”

a

™.
I have found my race—I have found my race,

But oh! so fallen and low,

That their very sires, if they look’d in their face,
Their own sons would not know.

Still I've found my race—I’ve found my race,
And to me this race is dear,

And I pray that Heaven may grant me grace
To toil for them many a year.

IT IS EASY TO DIE.

L
It is easy to die
When one’s work is done—
To pass from the earth
Like a harvest day’s sun,
After opening the flowers and ripening the grain
Round the homes and the scenes where our friends remain.
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w
It is easy to die
‘When one’s work is done—
Like Simeon, the priest,
‘Who saw God’s Son ;
In the fulness of years, and the fulness of faith,
It is easy to sleep on the clay couch of death.

oL o~

Bat 'tis hard to die
‘While one’s native land
Has scarce strength to cry
"Neath the spoiler’s hand ;
O merciful God! vouchsafe that I
May see Ireland free,—then let me die.

»

ODE TO AN EMIGRANT SHIP?3

L

Ler us speak the ship that stands
Boldly. out from sheltering lands :
Like a proud steed for the goal—
Like a space-defying soul ;
Comet bright, and swift that hath
Enter'd on her chosen path!

IL

By the color that thou wearest,

"By the precious freight thou bearest,
By the forests where you grew,

In the land you steer unto—

Ship be ready, and be true!

b
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.
Tremble not beneath the weight
Of your anxious human freight ;
Freight beyond all cost or price,
Of gold, or pearls, or Indiangpice ;
Steadily, oh steadily,
Through fickle winds and troubled sea
Bear the fallen to the free,
Tenderly, oh tenderly!

v.
Munster’s headlands fade away ;
~Old Kinsale dons its baraid grey ;4

No Channel light here shows the way —
It is no landlock’d boating bay

Their vessel heads for now—
From the east unto the setting sun,
A watery field theiﬁayes rest on,

Green is the soil they plough.
Here wave vaults wave in sportive speed,
Like schoolboys in a summer mead ;
‘While the brave ship with lofty port,
Ambitious, spurns their idle sport,
And holds upon her way afar, .
For higher prize and sterner war.

v.

Upon her deck a child I see,

A young adventurer on the sea ;

And ever hath its mother press'd

Her infant to her gentle breast ;

" Now looking westward hopefully,
Now turning eastward mournfully—
The Past and Future—light and shade
Upon her brow a truce have made.
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VL

Bj;‘the ocean fame thou’st won,
Gallant ship, sail fleetly on!
Proudly, safely, sail once more
To thine own paternal shore ;
Stars upon thy standard shine—
Never shame that flag of thine !

VI .
Pleasant harborage waiteth thee,
Off beyond this surging sea :
‘Where thy mighty anchors shall,
In the ooze, sleep where they fall ;
And thy brave, unbending masts
Creak no more to northern blasts ;
Quiet tides and welcoming cheer
Waiteth, good ship, for you here!

VIIL

Steadfast to one purpose still,

Hold on with unwavering will ;

Thus the hero wins repown—

Thus the martyr winﬁxis crown :
Thus the poet—thus the sage

Find their port in history’s page ;;\
Stars upon thy standard shine—
Never shame that flag of thine!

“WHEN FIGHTING WAS THE FASHION.
L
‘We've ships of steam, and we have wires,
Thought travels like a flash on—
But much we've lost that was our sires’,
‘When fighting was the fashion. .
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IL.

Oh gay and gentle was their blood—
‘Who Danes and Dutch did dash on,

‘Who to the last all odds withstood,
‘When fighting was the fashion.

IoI.

The grain that grew in Ireland then,
Their own floors they did thrash on—

They lived and died like Christian men,
‘When fighting was the fashion.

. Iv.

Then Milan mail, in many s field,
Mountmellick swords did clash on,

And generals to our chiefs did yield,
‘When fighting was the fashion.

V.

But now, oh shame! we lick the hand
That daily lays the lash on—

Luck never can befall our land,
Till fighting comes in fashion.

HIBERNIA.
L

TeLL me truly, pensive sage,

Seest thou signs on any page,
Know’st & volume yet to ope,

‘Where I may read of hope—of hope ?

Ed
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1.

Dare I seek it where the wave
Grieves above Leander’s grave ?
Must I follow forth my quest
In the wider, freer West ?

I
Shall I seek its sources still,
Delving under Aileach hill ?
Must I wait for Cashel’s fall
To build anew Temora’s hall ?

THE SAGE.

Iv.

Genius, no! the destined morn
In the East shall ne’er be born ;
Genius, no! thy ancient quest
May not be answer’d in the West.

V.

Not where the war-laden tide
Continents and camps divide,

Not where Russ and Moslem cope,
Shall break the morn of Erin’s hope.

VL
On Antrim’s cliffs, on Cleena’s strands,
Thou shalt marshal filial bands ;
And deep Dunmore and dark Dunloe
Shall kindle in the.sunburst’s glow.

vIL

On native fields, by native strength,
Thy fetters shall be burst at length,
Then will and skill, not note and trope,
Shall stand the sponsors af‘thy hope.
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THE REAPER'S SONG.
Arr—The Jolly Shearers.

L
TrE August sun is setting
Like a fire behind the hills—
"Twill rise again to see us free
Of life or of its ills ;
For what is life, but deadly strife
That knows no truce or pause,
And what is death, but want of breath
To cnrse their alien laws? ! . A
Chorus—Then a-shearing let us. go, my boys,
A-shearing let us go,
On our cwa soil "twill be no toil
To lay the corn low.

I

The harvest that is growing
Was given us by God—

Praise be to Him, the sun and shower
Work’d for us at his nod.

The lords of exrth, in gold and mirth,
Ride on their ancient way,

But could their smile have clothed the isle
In such delight to-day ?

Chorus. ’

Im.

“How will you go a-shearing,
Dear friends and neighbors all ?”

“Oh, we will go with pike and gun,
To have our own or fall ;

«

¥ @




PATRIOTIC POEMS.

We'll stack our arms and stack our corn
TUpon the same wide plain ;
We'll plant a guard in barn and yard,
And give them grape for grain.”
Chorus.

Iv.

God speed ye, gallant shearers,
May your courage never fail,

Msy you thrash your foes, and send the chaff
To England on the gale!

May you have a glorious harvest-home,
Whether I'm alive or no;

Your 6ofnﬁ ‘here, the foe comes there—
Or it or he~ Taust go.

" Chorus—Then a-shearing let us go, my boys,

A-shearing we will go,
On our own soil ‘twill be no toil
To cut the corn low.

A HARVEST HYMN.

L

Gop has been bountiful! garlands of gladness
Grow by the waysides exorcising sadness,
Shedding their bloom on the pale cheek of slavery,
Holding out plumes for the helmets of bravery,
Birds in them singing this sanctified stave—

“God has been bountiful —Man must be brave !”

.
Look on this harvest of plenty and promise—

Shall we sleep while the euomy zzatches it from us?

&
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See where the sun on the golden grain sparkles!
Lo! where behind it the reaper’s home darkles!
Hark! the cry ringing out, © Save us—oh, save!
God has been bountiful—Man must be brave !”

II1.

From the shores of the ocean, the farther and hither,
‘Where the victims of famine and pestilence wither,
Lustreless eyes stare the pitying heaven,

Arms, black, unburied, appeal to the levin—

Voices unceasing shout over each wave,

“ God has been bountiful—Man must be brave!”

1v.

Would ye live happily, fear not nor falter—
Peace sits on the summit of Liberty’s altar!
‘Would ye have honor—honor was ever

The prize of the hero-like, death-scorning liver!
‘Would ye have glory—she crowns not the slave—
God has been bountiful, you must be brave:!

V.

Swear by the bright streams abundantly flowing,

Swear by the hearths where wet weeds are growing—
By the stars and the earth, and the four winds of heaven,
That the land shall be saved, and its tyrants outdriven,
Do it! and blessings will shelter your grave—

God has been bountiful—will ye be brave ?




»
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THE ;LIVING AND THE DEAD.

v
L.

Dricurt is the Spring-time. Ern, green and gay to see;

Dut my heartgds heavy, Erin, with thoughts of thy sons and
thee ;

Thinking of your dead men lying as thick as grass new
mown—

Toinking of your myriads dying, unnoted and unknown—

Thinking of yonr myriads flving bevond the abysmal waves—

Tiinking of your magnates sighing, and stifling their
thoughts like slaves!

II.

Obh! for the time, dear Erin, the fierce time long ago,

Wken your men felt, dear Erin, and their hands could strike
a blow!

Wien your Gaelic chiefs were ready to stand in the bloody
breach—

Danger but made them steady; they struck and saved their
speech !

But where are the men to head ye, and lead ye face to face,

To trample the powers that tread ye, men of the fallen race?

IIL

The yellow corn, dear Erin, waves plenteous o’er the plain ;
But where are the hands, dear Erin, to gather in the grain?
The sinewy man is sleeping in the erowded churchyard near,
And his young wife is keeping him lonesome company there ;
His brother, shoreward creeping, has begged his way abroad,

And his sister—though, for weeping, she scarce could sce
the road.
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Iv.

No other nation, Erin, but only you would bear

A yoke like yours, O Erin! a month, not to say a year ; ¢
And will you bear it forever, writhing and sighing sore,
Nor learn—Ilearn now or never.—to dare, not to deplore—
Learn to join in one endeavor your creeds and people all—
"Tis only thus can you sever your tyrant’s iron thrall.

v.
Then call your people, Erin! call with a prophet’s ery—
Bid them link in union, Erin ! and do like men or die—
Bid the hind from the loamy valley, the miller from the fall—
Bid the craftsman from his alley, the lord from his lordly
hall—
Bid the old and the young man rallx “and trust to work,
not words,
And thenceforth ever shall ye be free as the forest birds.

DEATH OF THE HOMEWARD BOUND

I

Parer and thinner the morning moon grew,
Colder and sterner the rising wind blew—

The pole star had set in a forest of cloud,

And the icicles crackled on spar and on shroud,
‘When a voice from below we feebly heard cry,
“Let me see, let me see my own land ere I die.

IL

“Ah! dear sailor, say! have we-sighted‘ Cape Clear?

Can you see any sign? Is the morning light near ?

You are young, my brave boy! thanks, thanks for your hand,
Help me up till T get a last glimpse of the land.
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Thank God, ’tis the sun that now reddens the sky,
I shall see, I shall sec my own land ere I die.

I

“Let me lean on your strength, I am feeble and old,
And one half of my heart is already stone-cold :

Forty years work a change! when I first cross'd this sea,
There were few on the deck that could grapple with me ;
But my youth and my prime in Ohio went by,

And I'm come back to see the old spot ere I die.”

Iv.

"Twas a feeble old man, and he stood on the deck,
His arm round a kindly young mariner’s neck—
His ghastly gaze fix’d on the tints of the east

As a starveling might stare at the sound of a feast ;

The morn quickly rose and reveal’d to his eye
The land he had pray’d to behold, and then die !

Y.

Green, green was.the shore, though the year was near done— .
Hizh and haughty the capes the white surf dash’d upon—
A gray ruin’d convent was down by the strand,

And the sheep fed afar, on the hills of the land !

“God be with you, dear Ireland!” he gasp’d with a sigh ;
“Ihave lived to behold you—I'm ready to die.”

VI

He sunk by the hour, and his pulse ’gan to fail,

As we swept by the headland of storied Kinsale ;

Off Ardigna Bay it came slower and slower,

And his corpse was clay-cold as we sighted Tramore ;
At Passage we waked him, and now he doth lie

I the lap of the land he beheld but to die.
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' THE THREE DREAMS.

I
BorxE on the wheel of night, I lay
And dream’d as it softly sped—
Toward the shadowy hour that spans the way
‘Whence spirits come, ’tis said :
And my dreams were three;—
The first and worst
Was of aland alive, yet ’cursed,
That burn’d in l?‘yonds it couldn’t burst—
And thou wert thé land, Erie!

IL
A starless landscape came
’Twixt that scene and my aching sight,
And anon two spires of flame
Arose on my left and right ;
And a warrior throng
‘Were marching along,
Timing their tramp to a battle song,
And I felt my heart from their zeal take fire,
But, ah! my dream fled as that host drew nigher!

1.

Next, metlought I woke, and walk’d alone
On a causeway all with grass o’ergrown,
That led to ranks of ruins wan,

Where echo’d no voice or step of man ;
Deadly still was the heavy air,

Horrible silence was everywhere—

No human thing, no beast, no bird

In the dread Death-land sung or stirr’d ;

-~

-
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Saint Patrick’s image up in a nook

Held in its hand a Prophecy Book,

And its mystic lines were made plain to me,
And they spoke thy destiny, loved Erie!

Iv.

“The skene and the sparthe,

The lament for the dearth,

The voice of all mirth

Shall be hush'd on thy hearth,

O Erie!

And your children want earth
When they bury!

Till Tanist and Kerne

Their past evils unlearn,

And in penitence turn

To their Father in heaven ;

Then shall wisdom and light,
Then manhood and might,

And their land and their right
To the sons of Milesius be given.
But never till then—

"Till they make themselves men—
Can the chains of their bondage be riven!”

THE EXILE'S MEDITATION.

L

Aroxe in this mighty city, queen of the continent !

I ponder on my people’s fate in grief and discontent—

Alas! that Thave lived to see them wiled and cast away,

And driven like soulless cattle from their native land a
prey.
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1L

These men, are they not our bfethren , grown at our mother’s
breast ? i

Are they not come of the Celtic blood, in Europe hel&%e
best ?

Are they not heirs of Brian, and children of Eoghan’s race,

Who rose up like baited tigers and sprung in the foeman’s
face ?

.
And why should they seek another shore, to live in another
land ?

Had they not plenty at their feet, and sickles in their hand?

Did an earthquake march upon them, did Nature make them
flee,

Or do they fly for fear, and to seek some ready-made Liberty ?

Iv.

I have read in ancient annald of a race of gallant men

~ 'Who fear’d neither Dane nor devil; but it is long since then—
And “cowardice is virtue,” so runs the modern creed—
The starving suicide is praised and sainted for the deed!

THE PARTING FROM IRELAND.

I

On! dread Lord of heaven and earth! hard and sad it is
to go

From the land I loved and chenshd into outward gloom
and woe ;

Was it for this, Guardian Angel' when to manly years I
came,

Homeward, as a light, you led me——hght that now is turn'd
to flame ?

?
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IL

I am as a shipwreck’d sailor, by one wav?/ﬂung on the shore,

By the next torn struggling seaward, without hope for-
evermore ; ’

I am as a sinner toiling onward to the Redemption Hill— ¢
By the rising sands environ’d, by siroccos baffled still.

m.

How Iloved this nation ye know, gentle friends, who share
my fate—

And you too, heroic comrades, loaded with the fetter’s
weight—

How I coveted all knowledge that might raise her name with
men—

How I sought her secret beauties with an all-insatiate ken.

Iv.

God! it is & maddening prospect thus to see this storied
land B

Like some wretched culprit writhing in a strong avenger’s

. band—

Kneeling, foaming, weeping, shrieking, woman-weak and
woman-loud—

Better, better, Mother Ireland! we had laid you in your
shroud !

V.

If an end were made, and nobly, of this old centennial feud—
If, in arms outnumbered, beaten, less, O Ireland! had I
rued ;

For the scatter'd sparks of valor might relight thy dark-
ness yet,

And thy long chain of Resistance to the Future had been
knit.

-

-
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VI

Now their castle sits securely on its old accursed hill,

And their motley pirate-standard taints the air in Ireland
still ;

And their titled paupers clothe them with the labor of our
hands,

And their Saxon greed is glutted from our plunder’d fathers’
lands.

VII.

But our faith is all unshaken, though our present hope is
gone ; _

England’s lease is not forever—Ireland'’s warfare is not done.

God in heaven, He is immortal—Justice is His sword and

‘ sign—

If Earth will not be our ally, we have One, who is Divine.

VI

Though my eyes no more may see thee, island of my early
love! . .

Other eyes shall see thy Green Flag flying the tall hills
above ;

Though my ears no more may listen to the rivers as they
flow, ‘

Other ears shall hear a Pzan closing thy long caoine of woe!

THE EXILE'S DEVOTION.

L.

Ir I forswear the art divine ,"/ ““,
‘Which deifies the dead— /f
‘What'comfort then can I cafl mine,

‘What solace seek instead R

|
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For, from my birth, our country’s fame
Was life to me and love,

And for each loyal Irish name
Some garland still I wove. _

II.

I'd rather be the bird that sings
Above the martyr’s grave,

Than fold in fortune's cage my wings
And feel my soul a slave ;

T'd rather turn one simple verse
True to the Gaelic ear,

Than classic odes I might rehearse
With senates list’ning near.

III.

Oh, native land! dost ever mark
When the world’s din is drown’d,

Betwixt the daylight and the dark
A wondering, solemn sound

That on the western wind is borne
Across thy d