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PREFACE 

It is now a century since Thomas D'Arcy McGee was 
bom, and over half a century since he died, so that it is pos
sible to see in the perspective of time the man and his 
achievements. The fact tiiat no comprehensive biography 
has ever appeared makes it particularly desirable now to 
attempt a record of his life and work. 

D'Arcy McGee's life was spent in three countries, Ireland, 
the United States and Canada. In all he played an active 
part and on all he left his mark. While only a quarter of 
his short life was spent in Canada, it was to her he gave his 
fullest and most abiding service. 

Thomas D'Arcy McGee came to Canada when British 
North America comprised five distinct colonies in the east, 
with one solitary colony in the far west, and the vast area 
between these regions a game preserve of one great com
pany, Canada meant only the part of our Dominion now 
known as Old Ontario and Old Quebec, united in a legis
lative union which proved a galling fetter rather than a 
happy bond. 

Thomas D'Arcy McGee came to Canada with experience 
gained during The Nation campaign for freedom and unity in 
Ireland. He had learned there, under the inspiration of 
Davis and Duffy, that the first requisite for a people was to 
realize that they had a cotmtry, that they owed a patriotic 
devotion to this common country which must transcend 
all provincial, sectional, racial and religious feelings, and that 
when justly viewed each of these interests would find its 
rightful place in promoting and giving reality to the national 
aspiration of the people, 

D'Arcy McGee became in Canada a leader as well as a 
teacher of his generation. He was with us only one decade. 
In that short period he made known and real his vision of 
a mighty united land—^bound only by the blue rim of 
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ocean. He softened our asperities and dispelled much 
of the bigotry and ignorance which kept apart Catholic 
and Protestant, Irish and English and French. He in
stilled into the heart of the people a veneration for our gov
emment, our constitution, our land. He gave to us the 
realization that ours was a country to be proud of, to live 
for, and to die for. He gave us the conception of a Canada 
which national memories, history and legend could adorn, 
and around which national song and poetry, a national 
literature and a national art could grow. His speeches, 
his writings, his poetry, D'Arcy McGee dedicated to one 
purpose—to intensify our patriotism and to extinguish 
among us the party fires of sectional strife. When Cana
dians follow McGee the day of great things for us will be at 
hand. 

Most grateful acknowledgment is due to Miss Agnes 
Clara McGee, of Montreal, youngest daughter of D'Arcy 
McGee, and to Mr. John Joseph McGee, of Ottawa, 
his half-brother, and formerly Clerk of the Privy Council 
of Canada, for much very kind and helpful aid in the 
preparation of this work. To Dr. Arthur G. Doughty, 
C. M. G., Dominion Archivist, I should like to tender 
my deepest thanks for placing at my disposal the varied 
and notable resources of the Archives with that ready cour
tesy which has rendered all students of Canadian history 
under great obligation to him. The Librarians of the Na
tional Library, Dublin and the British Museum, the New 
York and Boston Public Libraries, the Bibliotheque Saint 
Sulpice and the Fraser Institute of Montreal, the Public 
Library of Toronto, the Parliamentary Library of Ottawa, 
and Queen's University Library of Kingston, have made it 
possible to trace much scattered material, I am indebted 
to the Hon. Charles Murphy, K, C, LL.D,, Postmaster-
General of Canada, for kindness in reading portions of the 
manuscript, I should also wish to acknowledge the co
operation of Miss Marjorie McKenzie in preparing the 
manuscript for the press. 

Kingston, 
October, 1924. I. M. S. 
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CHAPTER I 

EARLY YEARS IN IRELAND AND THE 
UNITED STATES 

The most beautiful bay in Ireland is Carlingford Lough. 
It is an arm of the Irish Sea which divides County Down 
from County Louth. On the Down shore lie the noted 
watering-places, Warrenpoint and Rosstrevor, with the 
picturesque Mourne Mountains rising behind them, while 
on the opposite shore lies the market town and seaport of 
Carlingford, looking across at their wooded slopes and sunny 
waves and having its own Carlingford Hills with Slieve 
Gullion to back it. Nor is it noted alone for the natural 
bciauty of mountain, wood and sea. It is a storied land. A 
walk about Carlingford and through County Louth unrolls 
a panorama of Irish history dating back to prehistoric days. 
The fine Cromlech of Ballymascanlan recalls the Druids, and 
many relics of raths and forts point back to the Dane and 
Norwegian, while on an isolated rock commanding the Lough 
stand the ruins of a castle of King John built in 1210. There 
are besides many lesser remains of castellated houses erected 
during the Elizabethan and previous wars. There are ves
tiges of no fewer than twenty religious houses, including a 
particularly well-preserved and interesting Dominican mon
astery founded in Carlingford in 1305. This land, "which 
every Celtic pulse hath stirred, rousing old thoughts in brain 
and breast," produced a worthy, loving son when Thomas 
D'Arcy McGee was born in Carlingford on April 13th, 1825. 

From his earliest years D'Arcy McGee was tenderly alive 
to the natural beauty and to the romantic, historic, and 
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legendary associations of his birthplace, "An idol her story 
hath been to me," he says somewhere, and his many score 
of delightful lines extolling the magic charm of nature, the 
ruins "full of glorious history," the legends, the saints, the 
holy wells and crosses, "our country's matchless lore," attest 
that he spoke with no exaggeration. Boyhood Dreams, 
written before he was sixteen, shows the deep, enduring 
impression the landscape of his first home had made on the 
little boy's sensitive spirit. Although he had been absent 
firom Carlingford eight years—half his life at the time— 
there is a wonderful felicity in the selection of details for 
his picture: 

/ love to roam o'er heath and hill, 
Down the dark glen and over the rill. 
To cool my brow with the mountain gale 
And drink my own health in Adam's ale, 

'Neath the radiant morning skies. 
I love to muse on the rocky steep 
Where the old Abbey flings its shade o'er the deep. 
To watch the bright sail on the sunlit wave 
Like the spirit land beaming behind the grave 

Ajar from earth that lies. 

So the beauties of nature intermingled with the evidences 
of his country's past history had impressed the child. That 
this continued to be one of the potent and permanent influ
ences of his whole life, numbers of his maturer poems attest 
with equal charm and spontaneity, even if there is added 
with the years a wistful, passionate note not found in the gay, 
carefree lines of youth. To my Wishing-Cap is very typical 
of this expression of his earliest predilection: 

Wishing-Cap, Wishing-Cap, I would be 
Far away, far away o'er the sea. 
Where the red birch roots 
Down the ribbed rock shoots. 

In Donegal the brave, 
And white-sailed skiffs 
Speckle the cliffs. 

And the gannet drinks the wave. 
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Wishing-Cap, Wishing-Cap, I would lie 
On a Wicklow hill, and stare the sky. 
Or count the human atoms that pass 
The threadlike road through Glenmacnass, 

Where once the clans of O'Byrne were, 
Or talk to the breeze 
Under sycamore trees 

In Glenart's forests fair. 

Wishing-Cap, Wishing-Cap, let us away 
To walk in the cloisters, at close of day 
Once trod by friars of order 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. 

In this loving reference to his mother's grave, we have 
a suggestion of another of the great moulding forces of his 
childhood. Thomas D'Arcy McGee was the fifth child and 
oldest son of James McGee and Dorcas Catherine Morgan. 
He received his prenomen of D'Arcy from his godfather, who 
belonged to one of the few families of Catholic gentry able to 
maintain themselves in Coimty Down. As he delighted to 
relate in after life, he came of "good rebel blood," or to use 
his poetic version, "My Sires were heirs to her holy cause." 
His mother's father, a bookseller in Dublin, had been impris
oned and financially riiined by his participation in the insur
rection of the United Irishmen. All the men on both sides 
of his family with the exception of his father had been out in 
the rising of '98. But it was chiefly from his mother that the 
boy imbibed his passionate, tragic, romantic outlook, not 
only on the history of that period but on all Irish history. 
His mother was a woman of unusual attainments and appre
ciation of both literature and music. It was the greatest 
joy for both mother and son to sing old Irish songs and to 
repeat together old Irish ballads or the modern songs and 
poems of Moore. Speaking of Moore's poems in after years, 
McGee acknowledged the impossibility of his doing them 
cold justice, as he had "learned to repeat them from lips that 
are cold, and caught them upheaving from a heart that is 
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dust." It is easy to read in every line of An Apology to the 
Harp the wonderful love for the poetry of his country which 
had been inculcated in him: 

Harp of ihe 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. 

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! 

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. 

This was a vow that in very surety D'Arcy McGee ful
filled. No matter what the turmoil of after years, there was 
always time to cultivate and enjoy his abiding interest in 
those purer, rarer delights of the mind and spirit. And 
his devotion to Irish poetry, history, and legendary tales, 
which he always gave his mother the credit of planting and 
cherishing for him, remained until death his distinguishing 
characteristic. His formal education, in so far as there may 
be said to have been any systematic schooling, was obtained 
at Wexford. His father, who was employed in the Coast 
Guard service, was transferred from Carlingford to Wexford 
in 1833. A most unfortunate accident occurred on the fam
ily's journey thither. Mrs. McGee was thrown from the 
car on which she was seated, and so badly hurt she never 
recovered, but died shortly after they reached Wexford, It 
was then D'Arcy, the youngest, was sent to his first school, 
which was taught by Michael Donnelly.a hedge schoolmaster. 
Piecing together stray lines and remarks in his writings, it 
would seem, however, that his real education was still carried 
on in an irregular way along the same paths his mother had 
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bent his course. In The Life and Conquests oj Art Mac-
Murrogh, for example, he gives a very romantic story of how 
in the midst of a banquet the minstrel played the Battle Song 
to warn King Art of a conspiracy, and then says that he 
relates this on the authority of Father Taafe's Ireland, which 
is not always a perfectly reliable guide, but "it was his florid 
description of this adventure, related to me when a boy by a 
worthy artisan of Wexford, that first fixed his (King Art's) 
name in my memory." Of the concrete details of this period 
of his life we know very few. Tradition says he mastered 
his school work with ease and rapidity, and won in his final 
examinations there a prize book. It adds interest to this to 
learn that his trophy was presented to him by Sir Thomas 
Wyse, and that later, when lean times came for him in his 
early days in Boston, it was sold at a second-hand book-stall. 

During these school years Thomas D'Arcy became a mem
ber of a Juvenile Temperance Society, one of the many then 
being established by Father Mathew. He experienced 
through this probably the proudest moment of his life thus 
far. One day after he had given his effusion before the as
sembled numbers, the great and beloved apostle of temperance 
patted him on the head and spoke most kindly of his speech. 
This public endorsement was the beginning of a considerable 
local recognition for what was in a very little while to become 
a most remarkable gift of eloquent speech. For the present, 
the fresh bojdsh harangues of "little Tommy McGee" came 
to be looked upon as one of the chief attractions of the Wex
ford Temperance Society. 

One of the few intimate memories of D'Arcy McGee's 
youth has been preserved by Mary Banim, in her delightful 
volume of sketches of travel in Ireland a generation ago: 

Passing Rowe Street Church (Wexford) one day, with a friend who 
knows every inch of Wexford, and who is acquainted with and has 
a pleasant word for every man, woman and child in the town, my 
friend stopped to chat a moment with an aged man whom I had 
frequently seen at his devotions in the church. "That," said my 
companion, rejoining me, "is one of the real old-time Schoolmasters 
of the better class—a master who made many a good scholar in his 
day. He is now over one hundred years old and will look back, 
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when he meets a friend, and gossip over bygone days. He will tell 
you how his father was hanged at Ross in '98, and he himself, es
caping, walked, child as he was, all the way to Wexford, where he 
settled and has lived ever since. He delights to talk of his old pupils, 
a long line of men who have gone out into the world, and some of 
whom have made their mark; but of all he ever taught, his best-loved 
pupil and brightest scholar was the future Minister of the Crown in 
the Dominion of Canada, Thomas D'Arcy McGee, the patriot and 
poet. 

"As I said, Tommy McGee was our old friend's favourite pupil. 
Although bom in [Carlingford] near Newry, McGee looked on 
Wexford almost as his native place, for he was but [eight] years 
old when his father removed to this town, where he was employed 
in the Custom House. No one in Wexford knew the boy better 
than I did, for he was in my employment when he was a mere lad, 
and was highly thought of by me and by all who knew him, as he was 
truthful, upright, high-principled and earnest, full of intellect, gentle 
and amiable. 

"I remember the first thing that brought young McGee into notice 
was his entering, with all a boy's fresh enthusiasm, into the temper
ance movement, when, shortly after Father Mathew's visit to 
Wexford, a juvenile society was established by the late Sir Francis 
C. Hunte, whose family have always been respected as truly phil
anthropic. 

"Tommy McGee's first speeches made him quite famous as a lad. 
They were on temperance, and were delivered at tea-parties held in 
connection with the society, and when the boy, then only sixteen, 
decided on seeking his fortunes in America, a special tea-party was 
given in his honour, gentlemen of the best social position in town and 
country attending to show their regard for the talented and high-
principled youth. 

"We in Wexford who knew him in his early youth think of him 
with pride and affection, less even for his public than for his private 
worth. He was a good and generous son; he never forgot the old 
place, and he never visited his old home without lecturing for some 
benevolent purpose. I said he was the soul of honour—yes, and 
deeply affectionate and grateful to any one who had ever done him an 
act of kindness. I remember once—I was living in Wicklow at the 
time—I met D'Arcy McGee, who had been at a political meeting 
in the neighbourhood; I pressed him to come and dine with me, and 
felt hurt and annoyed at his refusal. It was years after that, meeting 
again, he explained that at the time he was an outlaw, and would not 
compromise his old friend, a Government officer, by being seen under 
his roof. The incident shows how thoughtful he was for others, 
even in the midst of his own troubles."' 

Mary Banim, Here and There in Ireland, Part I, pp. 203-4, Dublin; 
The Freeman's Journal, 1891. 
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Sir Charles Gavan Duffy, referring to this part of McGee's 
life, says: 

At the period when the bases of character are laid, the early death of 
his mother, and his father's second marriage, sent him an emigrant to the 
United States, in pursuit not so much of fortime as of food and shelter. 
Education and discipline are the chief moulders of character, but the 
watchful guidance and wise counsel, which form part of the daily disci
pline of a happy home, were altogether unknown to him. In forming his 
opinions and principles he had literally no guide but books. While he 
oiight still to have been at the feet of an Irish teacher in the border county 
where he was bom, he was earning his daily bread in a newspaper office in 
New England. This is a slavery which might have cramped and dis
torted the nature of Davis. 

No doubt this would be true of an ordinary boy. A pros
perous, happy home and the discipline of a good school edu
cation make the ideal surroimdings for youth. But Thomas 
D'Arcy McGee did not suffer through lack of them in the 
degree that a less gifted and retentive mind would have done. 
Although he had his mother only eight years, she left an im
pression on hi§ mind and set up for him an ideal that many 
mothers fail to achieve with twice or thrice her years of op
portunity. Then too, he was wonderfully protected and 
guided by his own particular tastes and interests and desires. 
He was always keenly sensitive to joy and sorrow, and up to 
this sorrow and hardship had predominated in his l|ttle world. 
His mother's death was followed by that of two sisters. So 
it is, we find him unusually old for his years, with a quietness, 
a pensiveness and a thoughtfulness which probably helped 
more than anything else to carry him safely through preca
rious periods: 

When the summer evening fadeth from golden into gray 
And night, dark night, sets his watch upon the hill, 
A gentle shadow standeth in my secret path alway. 
And whispereth to my heart its fond words still. 

When the fleeing of the shadows foretells the coming light. 
And morn, merry morn, winds her horn on the hill. 
There glideth by my bed the shadow of the night, 
Whispering to my heart its fond words still. 
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And dearer far to me is that shadow and that dream 
Than all the grosser joys our daily life can give, 
'Tis a lesson—and a blessing, far more than it doth seem 
It will teach me how to die, as it teaches me to live. 

'Tis the memory of my youth, when my soul was free from statn. 
The memory of days spent at my mother's knee. 
'Tis the language of my youth that thus speaks to me again. 
Dear dream, do not desert me; dear shadow, do not flee. 

Even more definitely than in this Dream of Youth he 
emphasizes the influence of these memories in A Vow to 
Ireland of the Holy Islands: 

Since the trance of childhood bound me, 
I have felt thy arms around me; 
More to me than any other 
Hast thou been a nurse and mother. 

and in another of the stanzas of An Apology To The Harp 
are these significant lines: 

/ . ' whom you tuned in sorrow day by day 
For friend, adviser, solace, companie. 

Such was the boy, and such the glorious, pious and immor
tal memories on which he had been nurtured, when, not yet 
seventeen, he bade farewell to his native land on April 7th, 
1842.̂  He set out with his sister Dorcas Catherine imder 
the care of Captain Rowe to go to Providence, Rhode Island, 
where their aunt, Bella Morgan, their mother's only sister, 
was married to her cousin, also named Morgan, and was pros
pering. The Rowe family were the McGees' closest friends 
in Wexford." Captain Rowe owned and sailed the ship 
Leo, which was engaged in the lumber trade between Wex
ford and Boston. It was with him later that D'Arcy's 
brother, Lawrence McGee, went to sea, and became so enam-
otired with the life that he continued in the same lumber-

^ It was on the twenty-sixth anniversary of this day that he was shot 
in Ottawa. 

* An interesting link with the past is the fact that Captain Rowe's 
youngest daughter and the godchild of D'Arcy's father, James 
McGee, is to-day Mother Susa of Dublin. 
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carrying trade until drowned in mid-ocean when one of 
their boats went down. 

Thus young D'Arcy and Dorcas had the way to America, 
so cruelly difficult in those years for the majority of Irish 
emigrants, made comparatively easy for them. Yet it was 
a big tmdertaking for a boy so young. His lines of farewell 
to Wexford, written as the Leo carried them out of sight, 
show that subconsciously at any rate he felt a certain load 
of responsibility resting on him. He felt he had become a 
man and must put away childish things: 

Oh, city, o'er the still and silent sea. 
Farewell! my heart is overrun with sorrow, 
I am not what I would be, gay and free. 

Friend of my early days, my happiest hours. 
No more among the rocky wilds we'll stray 
Or in the sunny meadow cull theflow'rs 
Or while, with wondrous tales, the time away; 
With riper years come care and sorrow's sense.— 

This Farewell is one of several poems he wrote on the 
voyage. They are for the most part boyish effusions foimded 
on the novelty of his surroundings; "bleach'd and tatter'd 
sails," "hardy tars," "brave pilots," "sea-boys far aloft rock'd 
on the topsail yard," and "troubled petrels on the wave crests 
foaming white'' were bound to be noted in his log-book. But 
even in these sea rhymes there is no rollicking boyish ardour. 
"With riper years come care and sorrow's sense." This is 
the note of them all. His spirits are heavy and his mind 
under the influence of the stem and high resolves he made on 
setting out. Before leaving home he wrote Lines to the 
Memory of a Beloved Mother and Two Dear Sisters: 

Sweet spirits, who dwell in the Home of the Holy, 
Farewell, a survivor must bid you adieu. 
Yet lives with the hope once again to behold you 
By following the virtues once practised by you. 

All this early boyish work makes pathetic reading. Life 
was so obviously a very serious business that he is bowed 
down by cares, both material and moral. 
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One of his ship verses. The Canticle of an Irish Christian, 
voices for the first time what was very soon to become one 
of his uppermost interests. Now on his departure from 
Ireland, when his love and longing for his native land are so 
alive in him, he gives expression to every aspect of his feel
ings in this regard, and the reverse side of his love for Ire
land, his political bitterness towards England, finds voice 
in a characteristic way. His predominating passion is love 
for Ireland, and the hostility towards England is merely 
an incident of the greater emotion. Again, in one of his 
speeches, made while still a boy in his 'teens, he analyzes 
the same bitterness with a surprising degree of discrimina
tion and objectivity: 

I believe I am not prejudiced towards England. If you cast aside the 
multitude of political crimes perpetrated by her rulers, I can look upon her 
literature, can admire her social institutions, and do homage to the genius 
of her many illustrious children with alacrity. But when I look upon her 
in connection with Ireland, my indignation outruns my judgment. 

On the fourth day of June the Leo arrived at Boston, where 
the McGees were met by their uncle Morgan, and went on to 
Providence with him. However, by the end of a month's 
visit with his aunt, D'Arcy was eager to return to Boston. 
He wanted to see the Fourth of July celebration, and also he 
wanted to set about making his living. Happily we have a 
very attractive and suggestive picture of the boy connected 
with this Fourth of July. His lively, impressionable nature 
was thrilled through and through by the day and all it stood 
for. He was present at the reading of the Declaration of 
Independence before a large assembly in front of Faneuil 
Hall. Then he heard the orator of the day extol the glori
ous Fourth to the accompaniment of music, guns, and fire
works. The boy was completely carried away. This was 
the happy land of Freedom, of Justice, Truth, and Hope. 
He jumped on the front seat of a cart and began to pour 
forth such a stream of fiery force and melting pathos that he 
held the crowd for half an hour. When finished he was given 
a hearty cheer, and the boy who had stood up before them a 
total stranger, unknown and friendless, suddenly foimd 
himself sui rounded by many admiring wellwishers. Gen-
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^ral Ben Butler gave D'Arcy's brother, Colonel James 
McGee, one night twenty years later when they met in camp 
during the Civil War, the particulars of this boyish escapade 
of which he had been an eye-witness. "Who is it?" he said 
was the question asked by every one. "Oh," said one in the 
crowd, "he is a little curly-headed Paddy." "I wish to God, 
then," replied another, "that such little curly-headed Pad
dies as that would come to us by whole shiploads; any coun
try may feel proud of that youth." 

It was on the morning following his red-letter holiday that 
Charles Donahue, an old friend of his aunt and uncle, took 
D'Arcy McGee to the office of The Boston Pilot, and there 
he secured his first work and opportunity. From henceforth 
he was a new boy. He was inspired by a new courage and a 
new zest for life. He was determined to win through, and his 
spirits rose with this determination. He had never really 
had a chance to do before; he had just had to bear. Now the 
change from a passive to an active existence was a blessing 
for him. He fairly saw himself about to duplicate some of 
the marvellous feats of his old legendary Irish heroes, and no 
labour, no long hours of work would daunt him in carrying 
through his part successfully. He felt himself endowed with 
gifts, and he began to glory in his talents. Life all at once 
became full of adventure, full of romance, and his own share 
in it promised to be the finest fairy tale in the world. 

The Boston Pilot in the early forties was the great Irish-
American newspaper not only for the United States but for 
British America as well. It was a strong advocate of Repeal 
of the Union, as were all its subscribers, and O'Connell was 
the hero of its columns. To become cormected with this 
organ in any humble capacity was rare good fortune for the 
youthful Irish knight-errant. D'Arcy McGee threw himself 
into his duties with such energy and industry that before a 
year expired he was promoted to be travelling agent and 
special correspondent in its New England centres. This 
double outlet opened up for him wonderful possibilities as a 
speaker and correspondent. The speaker carried to the 
towns the Irish news fresh from the papers coming to the 
Pilot sanctum from across the sea. Needless to say, he 
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interpreted the happenings in "their own dear native land" 
in such soul-stirring words that the love and devotion of his 
hearers to that "isle of desolations" never grew cold while he 
had the privilege of feeding the flame. Then in return the 
correspondent wrote full and sympathetic accounts of Irish 
life in these New World towns and cities, its difficulties, its 
problems and its outlook. Incidentally, this travelling gave a 
very responsive and retentive mind a profound insight into 
the ways and ideals, into the dangers and pitfalls, and into 
the strength and weakness of the position of his compatriots 
in their new surroundings. Such broad and intimate inter
course laid the foundation for his becoming one of the author
ities on what was needful and best adapted to protect and 
develop his countrymen and co-religionists in their changed 
way of life in the New World. It is hardly necessary to add 
that it made for the warm-hearted, impulsive, gifted lad many 
hundred friends and acquaintances in the various towns 
he visited. 

Fortunately, there is preserved an admirable example of one 
of these speeches which interpreted the news from old Ireland 
to her American sons. It was delivered in Watertown, 
Mass., on November 10th, 1843. In order to follow this 
speech and to appreciate fully the moving oratorical out
burst of poetry and passion with which it closed, it is neces
sary to glance at the historical events in Ireland that year. 

In the words of Daniel O'Connell, the old Liberator, 
"Eighteen Hundred and Forty-three was to be the Repeal 
year." It was in February he opened his campaign with 
the great debate in the Dublin Corporation. This he 
followed up during the spring and summer by monster open-
air meetings to stimulate the patriotic feelings of the Irish 
themselves and to show England and the world how over
whelming was the sentiment in favour of Repeal. These 
meetings far stirpassed any political demonstration ever 
known in Ireland. It would be difficult to conceive any
thing more imposing than these vast assemblages, pervaded 
by one spirit and spellbound by one man. The greatest 
of all took place around the Hill of Tara in August. All night 
and all day, carriages and jaunting cars by the thousand. 
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horsemen in their ten thousands, marchers on foot by the 
hundred thousand, converged toward that historic hill, 
while scores of bands blared bravely and uncotmted baimers 
flew in the August sim. By midday, O'Connell looked down 
from the Hill of Tara upon a multitude "countless as the 
bearded grain," ranging between five himdred thousand and 
seven himdred and fifty thousand persons. Not less notable 
than the numbers was the self-restraint, the marshalled 
order, the absence of quarrel or accident—for which Father 
Mathew's crusade was not least to thank. Never had so 
formidable and impressive a host assembled in Ireland since 
time began. Not even O'Connell's stentorian voice cotild 
reach far in that multitude; it was, Gavan Duffy declared, 
not a meeting but a pronunciamento. 

Far and wide the rapturous enthusiasm of this demonstra
tion spread. By September 23rd, it had reached Boston 
with full details, and so elated young McGee that he broke 
into verse: 

Oh, Erin dear, our fatherland 
Across the Atlantic's million waves, 
We bless thee for thy noble stand. 
And would be sponsors to thy slaves. 
For never doubt the mighty shout 
They raised on Tara's hallowed hill 
Has reached the exile far away 
And lives in hearts Hibernian still. 

So much for September, but by November there had been 
more history made in Ireland. Such record-breaking na
tional demonstrations had so alarmed the Orangemen that 
Lord Roden, their Grand Master, demanded in one House 
of the British Parliament, and his eldest son in the other, 
whether the Ministers intended to take any step to suppress 
Repeal meetings. The Duke of Wellington and Sir Robert 
Peel, the leaders of the British Government of the day, 
gave no vague reply to this question. They were "fully alive 
to the evils arising from the agitation," and "there is no 
influence, no power, no authority which the prerogative of 
the Crown and the existing law give to the Govemment 
whkh shall not be exercised for the purpose of maintaining 
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the Union." "Deprecating as I do," said Sir Robert Peel, 
"all war, but above all civil war, yet there is no alternative 
which I do not think preferable to the dismemberment of this 
empire." 

This speech of Sir Robert's reached Dublin on a day when 
the Repeal Association held one of its ordinary meetings, and 
O'Connell embraced the opportunity to answer it. He said, 
"in tones that thrilled his audience," according to Charles 
Gavan Duffy: 

I belong to a nation of eight millions, and there is besides a million of 
Irishmen in England. If Sir Robert Peel has the audacity to cause a con
test to take place between the two countries, we will put him in the wrong, 
for we will begin no rebellion, but I tell him from this place that he dare 
not begin that strife against Ireland. 

Sir Robert's statement was definite and firm; O'Connell's 
was vague and blustering, so when O'Connell determined to 
complete his series of open-air "prommciamentos" by one at 
Clontarf which was to be the climax of the whole, just what 
might have been expected, happened. O'Connell dared 
Peel and Wellington and they accepted his challenge. A 
day or two before the meeting it was noticed that troops 
were mustering, that ships of war were gathering in Dublin 
Bay, and that the cannon of the neighbourhood were pointed 
on Clontarf, but it was not until the Saturday afternoon be
fore the Sunday set for the meeting, that the proclamation 
was issued, forbidding the assembly to take place. The result 
is history, O'Connell ordered the proclamation to be obeyed. 
His whole vast Repeal organization was put into force, on 
half a day's notice, to warn the thousands of people against 
attending, and against any kind of outrage, and it carried 
through this tremendous task successfully. At no time had 
the effectiveness of O'Connell's organization been so clearly 
shown as now when he exerted it for the undoing of his own 
plans. 

This is the news that has come across the "Atlantic's 
million waves" as young McGee sets out for Watertown, 
How will he break it to his audience? Two months ago he 
could rhyme about "tyrants ranting" and how "Thy stout 
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Columbian band" would defy "Britain's brigand drum." 
In face of the actual fact what can he say? 

It is easy to see from internal evidence that he had a 
set speech prepared for the occasion before the momentous 
despatch arrived. This gives the whole performance a 
peculiar interest and suggestiveness to-day. First, there is 
the ordinary everyday effort of the speaker, and then in 
contrast with it the words inspired by the special occasion 
come gushing forth all aglow and tipped with the fire of 
genius. The usual harangues McGee gave on those town 
visits partook for him very much of the nature of a show 
exercise for a schoolboy, and he prepared for them in a 
similar fashion. In this particular instance he had worked 
up a pointed, lively, picturesque resume of Irish history 
from the McGee-O'Connell point of view. True, it was apt 
here and there to lead up to a very boyish blood and thun
der climax, but both then and to-day, although for different 
reasons, these purple patches add their own charm to the 
story. For instance, when he reaches 1798, his family tradi
tions focus his literary powers: 

The mention of seventeen ninety-eight wakes within us feelings which 
language would in vain interpret to the ear. The land was laid desolate by 
fire and the sword and the mockery of the highwayman making terms with 
his victim was reasonable to that of proposing to Ireland a Legislative 
Union, when exhaustion could not permit defence or refusal. 

A Union! Oh, it was a strange nuptial scene. Ireland was wooed in 
words of terror; there was merrymaking on the slippery scaffolds; she was 
all laden with chains at the altar, but not chains of gold; and sable were the 
weeds she wore... .The aisles of the church were strewn with bones, and 
skulls of the dead grated beneath the feet of the betrothed as they led her 
to the sanctuary. Her step was feeble, and she tottered as she went, but 
it was all a groundless timidity. The marriage was consummated, and in 
the dungeon of those jealous protestors, Tone and Fitzgerald, the echo of 
her epithalamium was heard. 

The boy orator has diawn a memorable and gruesome pic
ture with his imaginative metaphors and well-stocked 
vocabulary. But it must be remembered, when the subject 
matter is true and the speaker's feelings about it sincere, 
oratory can carry a tremendous amount of rhetorical expres
sion and vehement words. We have the words of General' 
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Abercromby, the British Commander-in-Chief, to attest the 
facts behind McGee's speech: "Every crime, every cruelty, 
that could be committed by Cossacks or Calmucks has been 
transacted here." During the suppression of the rebellion, 
which had been deliberately provoked, no quarter was 
given by the military, and, as Lecky says, "the execu
tions were far less horrible than the indiscriminate 
burning of houses and slaughter of unarmed men, and even 
of women, by the troops." Such ferocity, though it provoked 
ferocious reprisals, had never been forgotten or forgiven by 
the people, and McGee's whole home life, as we have seen, 
had been passed under the shadow of this still living history. 
They are not words "full of sound and fury, signifying 
nothing," when spoken by a Carlingford boy who had lived 
under the shadow of the toll-bar where the rebels of '98 were 
hanged and explored the Black Hole underneath it where 
the prisoners had been thrust. 

Another noteworthy characteristic of this first part of 
his address is the imderstanding and tact which guide the 
future politician in choosing the historical episodes to dwell 
upon for the edification of his audience. His first pause is 
at 1775, when Henry Grattan had begun his parliamentary 
career: 

The first vote he ever gave was against the demand for 45,000 soldiers 
to put down the new-bom incarnate liberty, fresh and weak from its 
bloody circumcision on Bunker's Hill. His voice was raised for America 
then, and your voices, my American friends, are but the echo of a generous 
sympathy—the power to serve alone being reversed. So notorious was the 
fact of men, arms and money being contributed to the Continental army 
by the Irish, that an embargo was laid upon our American exports in '76 

But D'Arcy McGee had been now a year and a half in 
America, and had come to feel some of the difficulties and 
handicaps his countrymen laboured under there. He saw that 
for some reason or another the home of liberty and the birth
place of freedom did not always welcome the Catholic Irish
man to its shores. His Irish co-religionists had to fight 
their way against strong hostility. The spirited boy resented 
this and set himself to explain it and if possible remove the 
cause. His conclusions, while having no doubt an element 
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of truth, were somewhat fanciful and literary in the clear 
light of the obvious explanation—the fact that his Church 
and his compatriots were making such gigantic strides, in 
numbers and influence, in the land of the Puritan Pilgrim, 
This was vmdoubtedly the largest root of the animosity 
shown to CathoUc Irish immigrants at that time. But 
McGee's theory and conclusions show how the boy, with 
the knowledge and viewpoint he had, was grappling with 
the New World problems, but trying to solve them by 
Old World formulas: 

When a nation loses her nationality, her sons in whatever land 
they reside are never looked upon as equals England has never 
ceased to libel us through the medium of her literattu-e. She has published 
our shame and caricatured the misery she has caused When our coimtry 
becomes a nation, a portion of the national glory will reflect on every man 
who has drawn his breath upon her soil The name of Irishman has been 
a byword and a scoff, and often has the lighthearted, virtuous emigrant, 
jifter protesting against such injustice by the rectitude of a long life, sunk 
down amidst half-dissipated prejudices to the grave. It will be the boast of 
your children's children to own their Irish blood in after days when Ireland 
is in politics as she is in morality a model for all Christendom. The dry-
hearted and vapour-minded sons of prejudice who now ridicule the sturdy 
independence and natural mamiers of the immigrant Irishman, will then be 
the first to pay tribute to the exalted purity and generosity of soul that 
characterizes him over every other foreigner that the ships of many seas are 
ever crowding on your shores. 

But after all D'Arcy McGee cannot pause over lesser 
problems or bygone history that evening, for the terrible 
tension of the news from Ireland is upon him and he must 
impart it to his hearers. O'Connell had been his hero from 
childhood; he became the gieat Liberator when McGee was 
four. McGee draws now one of the most glowing, sympath
etic and poetic pictures of his chief in this his hour of 
defeat that any admiring disciple ever achieved. He opens 
his eulogy of O'Connell by enumerating the many times 
O'Connell had stood out for granting civil and religious 
liberty to those outside his own faith and his own country: 

Men may accuse O'Connell of want of policy, but never of lack of hon
esty. What! He, the advocate of the Dissenter, the friend of the Quaker, 
the panegyrist of the Covenanters, the eloquent supporter of the legality 
of Presbyterian marriages—by what act of his life does any man dare ad-



18 THOMAS D'ARCY McGEE 

vance so baseless a fabrication? The party for whom he labours is his coun
try and humanity. 

It is very noteworthy, in the light of after years, to find 
D'Arcy McGee at the outset of his career paying this tribute 
to the broader and nobler side of O'Connell's work. To 
McGee toleration and generosity of spirit always made a 
strong appeal. It was his ideal to unite a most fervent 
attachment to his own faith with a freedom from prejudice 
towards others, and he always delighted in calling attention 
to examples of like liberality, no matter by whom they were 
practised. In Canadian days this magnanimity was dis
trusted—sometimes by political friends, sometimes by 
political foes—or was put down simply as policy. But 
it crops out too often, as we here see from the very outset 
of his life, to have been anything but a genuine charac
teristic. There was no policy here, before an Irish Catholic 
audience, in dwelling on O'Connell's religious toleration. 
Many other aspects of his life would have won as hearty 
applause. It does show, however, what McGee himself 
admired and wished to inculcate. It is in a writing of this 
same year that he eulogizes Emmet as "a rigid Protestant 
who exemplified in his own conduct that freedom from 
prejudice, yet firmness of faith, he long hoped to see estab
lished as national characteristics of Ireland, but which 
unhappily he did not live to see effected." 

But to return to the Watertown speech. It was when 
D'Arcy McGee came to speak of O'Connell in his present 
situation that we feel the sway of a great orator. He may 
have been only a half-educated boy, but on this night, 
with his mind kindled by the news he had just heard, his 
ardent devotion to Ireland and O'Connell, his poetic sweep 
of imagination, and his rich and varied flow of words all 
combined to lift his utterances into another plane. His 
speech began as the exercise of a talented boy, but it ended 
in the performance of a genius. In that early year he proved 
his kinship with Curran, whose genius, too, was on the 
borderland between oratory and poetry. 

The news from Clontarf is perplexing, but McGee manages 
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to veil in multicoloured clouds ot imaginative rhetoric, 
what he carmot explain, and yet feels to be only temporary 
defeat, and in the same breath to carry aloft the clear, bold 
image of O'Connell the victor: 

Never were a people more worthy of sympathy than the Irish. We 
see them stand upon the precipice of civil war and with a steady eye and 
firm voice preach patience to their own sxifferings. One bold leap across 
the Rubicon of the constitution might have placed them lords of their own 
bright homes. They stand upon Tara's svimmit and round Mullaghmast 
of slaughter: the ancient stone of Coronation has become the headstone 
of the Croppies' grave, and their line of march to the field of Clontarf was 
between lighted artillery matches that mocked the peaceful sun of noon 
with their torchlike glare. When the day comes that Ireland may remem
ber by deeds her past history, a double monument should be built upon 
that plain, for a double victory has marked it forever from vulgar soil . . . . 

It may be deemed boastful weakness to rehearse this catalogue of 
names, but surely amid the misery of the present we may be permitted the 
fleeting consolation of a glimpse through the vista of glory which, com
mencing with ages past, extends to the very brink of etemity. One vast 
triumphal arch beneath which young Ireland marches, in slow and peace
ful dignity, without banner or sword, to the maturity of her emancipation. 
How gloriously the tide of triumph rises round her shores! How majestic 
is the calmness without and the courage within, that has paralyzed the 
hands of soldiery, and frozen in their hour of preparation the awful ma
chinery of war! The fortress walls of Ireland gleam with the crimson 
livery of a foreign force, but when the setting sun flings out its purple 
banner over ocean wave and mountain top, the people go up in thousands 
to the sound of music to worship freedom in the high places. 

Their high priest is an old man, but the sound of his voice is heard in 
cities and courts and camps far beyond the verge of the summer horizon. 
The firmament is the cupola of his temple and the breath of milUons the 
incense of his altar. He carries them to the graves of the dead and there 
teaches them union, and, like Asmodeus, imroofs every dwelling in the 
land to discover to the people the multitude of their woes. He speaks 
of their unequalled priesthood with the fervour of the most filial affection, 
and from thence, by a natural transition, he directs their thoughts to 
the God of their ancient altars, whose mercy is equal to his justice. His 
smile consoles the most despondent and his promises have all the solem
nity of prophecies. Such is O'Connell, the fervent Christian, the radical 
Catholic, the political non-resistant, the fierce vindicator of the power of 
moral agitation, the first and last orator of a school peculiarly his own, 
without a rival in history and beyond the chance of imitation. 

There was no doubt, so ran D'Arcy McGee's conscientious 
conclusion at this time, that O'Connell's act was a victory. 
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Yet his youthful ardour tempted him to dally with the what-
might-have-been. He evoked the following tragic and 
personified pictures of war as much to discipline his own 
heart and head as to persuade his audience: 

How dreadful would have been the sequel had the Irish people braved 
the hazards of civil war and fought their first fight on the propitious field of 
Clontarf! It is worse than foolish to speak of'a readiness for slaughter, but 
Irish swords would have drunk deep of English blood, and justly, in the 
event of such a fray. But, Gentlemen, I pray you who desire revolution 
root and branch, recollect the extent of horrors girdled in that word—civil 
war. Imagine avenging power screaming along the hilltops of the land 
and pouring down rapine, treachery and lust into the hearts of the cities, 
and upon the highways. Imagine the poor half-clad peasant with his 
livid brow, hunted through midnight fields by the light of his burning 
hut. 

This is truly a wonderful speech, but it is the imaginative 
element in it, the vivid life and fervour he threw into all he 
said, the creative fire of the boy's own brain, which gives it 
its savour. 

However, there was another, a prosaic, hardworking side 
to McGee's intellectual activity at this time. Another 
work, partly of this year and partly of the next, a book on 
O'Coimell and his friends, shows what imstinted time and 
energy to accumulate knowledge and facts the boy was 
willing to spend to sustain his eloquence. The rapidity of 
his promotions in the Pilot office is strong confirmation of 
the great intellectual growth he was making. In the next 
year, 1844, he became one of the editors, closely associated 
with Walter J. Walsh, the editor-in-chief at that time. 
This was an astonishing advance for a boy of nineteen, but 
the matvirity and the sensitive, sympathetic treatment of 
many of his editorials, and the workmanlike organization 
and accumulation of the details of his material in his first 
book, all go to prove that he worthily won his laurels. 

His pen was devoted to the same double purpose as his 
speeches, the cause of Ireland, of O'Connell and of Repeal 
on the one hand, and, on the other, the cause of his fellow-
countrymen seeking to find a footing in the United States. 
He was sharply goaded to write his book by an especially 
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hostile development in the United States that year. The 
first Native or Know-Nothing party arose in 1844. Their 
aim was to crush out the Irish Catholics; they burned or 
tried to bum their churches, their convents and schools, 
and in every way that a rowdy, ignorant element could, 
they showed their hatred and jealousy of McGee's com
patriots.^ Naturally abuse of O'Coimell was one of the 
first weapons of offence such fellows would learn to handle, 
McGee's book, O'Connell and His Friends, was sent out as a 
direct defiance to them, and a counter-weapon in the hands 
of his own people. It did valiant service and remained for 
many years the only accessible handbook of Irish political 
life to be had in the United States. It was not the first 
help of this kind he had rendered. He had published thirty 
biographical sketches of Irish authors, and about twenty of 
Irish artists and men of science in the weekly issue of The 
Pilot, and even these papers had been very generally quoted 
and had provided effective ammimition for his countrymen 
against the Know-Nothing assault. 

In the preface to his book McGee modestly describes his 
aim as trying to string together some memorials of those 
good and eminent men and the events in which they dis
played their patriotism and fidelity, because these facts 
and examples should be known and imitated by his coimtry-
men, "whose honesty, morality and independence confer 
honour on their native land and dignity and benefits upon 
their adopted country." McGee was always a firm believer 
in the benefit to a cause of assuming optimistically as al
ready attained what he felt was the ideal to which he was 
working. He argued, quite rightly, that if the Irish popu
lation of the United States were better educated, if they 
knew the facts of their own history and the reason for the 
faith and devotion they felt towards their native land, they 
would be a much more respected body of people in any com-
mimity. One reason, then, he had for writmg this book was 
to teach the Irish-Americans the things he himself would 
wish to be taught if he did not know them. It was but the 
beginning of a far-reaching work he was to set himself on 

» See Chapter VI. 
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his return to the United States in 1848, the educating of 
the Irish immigrants by means of lectures, books and night 
schools. All the means and abilities he possessed he used 
for this noble end. The purpose of this, his fii'st book, is 
supremely noteworthy; it illustrates so clearly how seriously 
McGee felt he had obligations toward both his native land 
and his adopted country. Not many youths of nineteen 
assxime such responsibilities of citizenship. 

In his Question and Answer is found McGee's own self-
conscious statement of the same ideal: 

Young thinker of the pallid brow. 
What care weighs on your brain? 

What tangled prroblems solve you now 
Of story or of gain? 

Is that you seek of heaven or hell? 
Work you with charm or fire? 

What is your guest? What is your spell? 
And what your hope or hire? 

I seek to save mine arwient race— 
'Tis krwwledge is my spell. 

Their lines of life and fate I trace. 
To ktww and serve them well. 

The next definite information about its author which 
O'Connell and his Friends imparts is the vast amount of 
careful, discerning work and reading he had already accom
plished. The opportunities for such study and research in the 
Pilot oUice were all along one line, his own national Irish bent. 
America and her politics, her presidential elections and the 
buming issues of the occupation of Oregon and the re-annex
ation of Texas, did not exist for the Irish-American exile. But 
in the field before him, the literary and political history of 
Ireland in the immediate past, he left no stone unturned, 
no old musty pamphlet or parliamentary report or street 
ballad or snatch of Gaelic song unnoticed, on which he could 
lay a hand. 

The Pilot exchanged with all the important Irish 
metropolitan newspapers. The Register, The Evening 
Post, The Freeman's Journal, O'Connell's organ, and the 
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new Irish Nation, which had appeared for the first time on 
October 15th, 1842. These, then, supplied McGee's most 
tempting fare of current events. Besides, he had access to 
The Pilot's old files, not alone of newspapers, but of all forms 
of transitory reading, and these gave him an unusual famili
arity with the persons, movements and details of the past 
generation, and a rare chance to bridge the gap which most 
young people feel between written history and their own 
memories. This was a strong and unvaried diet for a boy in 
his teens, who had along other lines too meagre a training to 
enable him to balance and estimate its real worth. Besides, he 
was too driven by lack of time—such reading, it must be 
remembered, came after hours—and by other material 
considerations, to engage in such outside interests and 
study as would supplement the Pilot office library. 

D'Arcy McGee's analysis of the character of Richard Lalor 
Shell, extravagant and figurative as it is, is yet a very fair 
example of his writing in O'Connell and His Friends. Back 
ot all the flourish {oi tnmipets one feels the writer knows his 
facts, and has a penetrating eye to uncover part, at any rate, 
of the explanation of Shell's often contradictory attitudes: 

At this time appeared in the Catholic councils a yoimg man, two years 
beyond minority—Richard Lalor Shell, a native of Waterford. Like Mr. 
O'Connell, his father's fortunes had reached, at his birth, almost to the zero 
of prostration; like him also he received his education in most part from the 
glorious Jesuits. He had studied at Stoneyhenge, where, encircled by the 
young Catholic nobles of the Empire, he rose up to a prematurity of fame, 
such as few men of original genius have attained in their boyhood. At 
nineteen he was as famous in his academy, as Hortensius in Rome at the 
same age, according to the panegyric of Cicero. It was here, beyond doubt, 
that his mind was first crippled into that aristocratic mould, which 
only the tropic rays of the most intense popular demonstrations have been 
able to dissolve from around it. Here, in the gorgeous dreams of his am
bitious youth, was the germ of a spurious feeling laid, which nothing but 
chance and insult had prevented from flowering into indolent luxuriance 
beneath the genial star of highborn society. Here, rambling through the 
druidical pillars, burthened down with the long accumulating load of cent
uries, with the first-bom of England's most exalted families as his com
panions, his imagination was carried captive by the obstinate aristocratic 
genius of a land which has stolen away more than one illustrious disciple 
from democracy. But between him and nobility there was a fearful ob
stacle, or rather two of almost paramount difficulty. He was an Irishman 
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and a Catholic, the son of a country without name, flag or senate, the 
child of a church, without patronage in this world, yet chained and pressed 
down with the most perverse assiduity 

A mind, rich in stores of imagery, acutely and intuitively logical, dwell
ing with nearly equal delight on the honeysuckle and the nightshade, 
displaying by turns his hoards of sweets and the infallible poison of a 
deadly sarcasm. His industry was a strange mixture of the wasp and the 
bee; his mental complexion incongruously formed of the most seductive 
beauty and the most terrible ferocity. All antiquity was rifled of its 
bitterness and its splendour. Praetors, archons, usurpers, tyrants were 
modeled out in the world around, and having given them Roman power 
and Roman tyranny, he borrowed the weapons of the dead satirists and 
tribunes, wherewith to demolish the inheritors of the vices and the am
bitions they had scourged of old. A most excellent linguist, and by in
stinct eloquent, he found himself insensibly on the track of every mighty 
mind that has swayed the democracies of ancient time, or left its tokens of 
existence among the tangled byways of ancient history. With a keen and 
headlong haste he rashed forward in the pursuit, and before other men 
begin to study popular eloquence. Shell came forth upon the world, to rule 
the rudest of Ireland's peasantry, in a Roman toga, with a wand of 
Greece. , 

Smile as we may at this rhetoric, it is an amazing passage 
with an amazing mastery of diction for a boy between 
eighteen and nineteen; but when compared with his picture of 
O'Connell on the summit ot Clontarf, it is easy to see how 
D'Arcy McGee's genius responded to the exhilaration and 
excitement of speaking rather than to the quiet, studious 
atmosphere which produced the written word. 

But still, there went the same boyish vehemence, the same 
wit and the same poetic imagination to the making of the 
book as of the speech. He emphasizes his respect for the 
men of '98 in these unexpected words: 

The names of those now departed, who were then amongst the fore
most in the fight, are hedged in with such honour as shields them from the 
ingratitude of flippancy. We would not leap over their tombs for a king's 
ransom. 

Here is another of close affinity: 

It is singular and degrading that the best of Irishmen rest abroad, while 
the traitors and tyrants.—the Castlereaghs, and McNaUys—have been 
Cffl-efuUy restored to her. Grattan, Lawless, Sarsfield, the O'Neils and 
O'Donnells, the Laceys, Daunes and Brownes, have been coveted in death 
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by England, France, Rome, Austria, and Russia, while Duingenan and 
Reynolds are given to the soil whose very worms sicken on their perjured 
ashes. 

He has been dilating on the legal ability of Thomas Addis 
Emmet and the Government's offer of judicial preferment to 
him, and in conclusion sums up the case in these words: 

The vice-regal wire-pullers have ever respected the talent which they 
feared; it has been their constant object to pickle and preserve patriotism, 
by clothing it in wig and ermine; they have thirsted and yearned after the 
preferment of those whose opinions are at variance with their own. But 
Thomas Addis Emmet was a man, and an Irishman—a benevolent man, 
and he therefore refused the proffered honour. It was not for such a gentle 
heart and majestic mind as his to be "the intermediate executioner," as his 
eloquent brother said, of those bmtal statutes which punished theft with 
death, and everjrthing above it in like manner. He was bom to alter bad 
laws, not to execute them; and he would as soon have invoked paralysis 
upon himself as have sat on the same bench with a Norbury or an O'Grady. 

His written prose at this age is seen really to be decla
mation. It lacks the nattiralness, the smoothness and 
simplicity which marks his mature prose. These are not 
qualities which appeal to youth. At that age a writer pre
fers to clothe his facts in a pomp of words and figures, and 
sometimes in phrases which one can easily imagine the 
orator reciting: 

When Dr. Milner retumed to his native coxmtry, he saw at once the 
magnitude of the evil and the urgency of redress; the following year his 
pamphlets came down upon the brooding trimmers as a heron pounces on a 
lake covered with wild fowl, and lo, each one screamingly took wing and 
fled into obscurity 

O'Connell's grandmother was a daughter of the O'Donahue Dhuv, or the 
black chief of that clan, whose banners for ages had waved over Killamey 
from the summits of an hundred hills; whose bugles for the early chase, or 
trumpets for the battle, were for centuries re-echoed from the deep glens of 
the "Eagle's Nest" and the valleys of Mangerton and the Reeks. 

So it is easily seen that the style of the book is decidedly 
vigorous and rhetorical, with sentences very grand in form, 
if sometimes meagre in matter. It is the work of a very 
clever boy, but lacks the touch of genius which his speech 
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had shown. At the same time, in many parts it reveals a 
greater maturity and power of generalizing than one would 
expect. In the last few pages he sums up and characterizes 
the generation and its work in an able and mature way; the 
passage unfortunately is altogether too long to quote ver
batim. He notices the progress of education, Theobald 
Mathew's crusade against drunkenness, the remarkable 
group of men giving themselves to public interest, the natural 
and geographical advantages of Ireland, and also Ireland's 
deep, abiding faith in the things of the spirit. He then 
concludes: 

If she be but true to herself, no country ever shaped out a nobler futu
rity than she can. As the people are to themselves, so shall their posterity 
be to the world. The inheritance of liberty and eminence is before them, 
and over its portal, like to the enchanted chamber, it is written—"Be bold, 
be bold, but bs not too bold." 

In a slighter and yet more admirable way this charac
terization of Moore's Irish melodies tells the same story of 
ripening judgment: 

The grandest combination of sweet sounds, historic truth, and the 
eloquent pleadings of suffering patriotism, ever produced by a single pen. 
These melodies are the proudest feature in his literary career. 

Throughout the book there are many references to Irish 
orators, Irish speeches and the Irish bar. They are particu
larly interesting as attesting how carefully McGee was read
ing and digesting the speeches of the great men of his na
tion. He was, as a matter of fact, at this time, almost letter 
perfect in many of the great passages of Grattan, Curran, 
Plunkett, and O'Connell: 

The Irish bar was still (179s) in the glory of its independence; there 
was buoyancy in the national heart and a generous emulation ran through 
the senate, the bar and the press. The voice of Curran was heard in the 
Four Courts, drying the tears his pathos had caused. The sonorous and 
terrible energies of Plunkett, "the Wellington of the Senate," still shook 
the accuser, the criminal, the jury, and even the bench, at will. The sil
ver tones and gorgeous figures of Bushe were there in meridian brilliancy, 
"charming a verdict by the silent witchery of his manner." The morose 
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yet unfathomable mind of Laurin, rich alike in logic and in learning, , made 
another giant figure in that group of colossal jurists. 

Of all the study he gave to this period—and O'Connell 
and His Friends shows conclusively how intimate he 
was with its history, its politics, its religious controversies, 
its educational movements, its literary manifestations, 
dramas, novels, and verse, the most careful and pains
taking was reserved for its orators and their works. In after 
years, when D'Arcy McGee's wit, lucidity, poetic imagi
nation, literary and historical suggestiveness and marvellous 
eloquence delighted his thousands of hearers, few of them 
realized how very early and seriously he had apprenticed 
himself to his trade. His facility did not all come by chance. 
He consciously and conscientiously developed his powers 
from the very beginning by using as a touchstone the truly 
best examples of his art he could obtain. Besides, as can 
be seen from the comparison of his book and his Waterford 
speech, the working-up of any given question in many 
different forms, for an editorial to-day, a book to-morrow, 
a speech the next day, gave him complete familiarity with it 
in all its ramifications. He was always noted as a brilliant 
extempore speaker, and this was largely because he was so 
full of the matter in hand, he had worked it over in so many 
ways, that he could not be taken unprepared in his own 
field. The only difference between his early years and his 
later years in this respect is the extent of his field. In his 
teens, it was comparatively small, Ireland from 1775 co 1840 
covered it; but as years flew by it came to broaden out tre
mendously and to include the political, historical and liter
ary development of many lands and peoples. 

Carlyle in his essay on Burns has a paragraph which will 
come back again and again to any one dealing with Thomas 
D'Arcy McGee's growth and development during those 
three American years: 

He did much if we consider where and how he found himself in 
deepest obscurity, without model, or with models only of the meanest sort. 
An educated man stands as it were in the midst of a boundless arsenal and 
magazine filled with all the weapons and engines which man's skill has been 
able to devise from the earliest time, and he works accordingly with a 
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strength borrowed from past ages. How different is his state who stands on 
the outside of that storehouse, feels that its gates must be stormed or 
remain forever shut against him The mere work done is no measure of 
his strength. A dwarf behind his steam engine may remove mountains, 
but no dwarf will hew them down with a pick-axe; and he must be a Titan 
that hiu-ls them abroad with his arms. 

It is very hard not to exaggerate the charm of these 
years; not to feel the spell which the exuberance of youth, 
its unalloyed loves and hates, its high hopes and rosy dreams 
of assurance cast over the work of this brilhant, generous, 
attractive, lovable boy. There was no uncertainty about 
him. He was prepared to deny himself all things, to do pro
digies in the way of laboxir, if he could only train his talents 
and use them for the benefit of his native land. In spite of 
his lack of money, and the financial care of his two sisters, 
in spite of the necessary drudgery connected with his office 
work, and the slavery of the late hours he gave to his own 
reading, his spirits were buoyant, he found time to make 
close friends and indite warm-hearted verses and prayers on 
their behalf, and to cherish his old love for nature, and 
to write poetry on the American trees and woods and fields 
around him.. Toiling, endtiring, castle-building, with a 
singleness of aim and a full share of boyish enthusiasm and 
joy, he now lived probably the three happiest years of his 
life. 

And they came to a proud end. His writings in The Pilot 
found their way to Ireland. At a Repeal meeting, the great 
Liberator himself referred to one of his editorials as "the 
inspired writings of a young exiled Irish boy in America." 
Then later another editorial of "singular sensibility and 
power, on periodical famines in Ireland" attracted the notice 
of Wilson Gray. On the strength of it, Mr. Gray advised 
the other proprietors of The Freeman's Journal to bring him 
home fi-om Boston "on quite a liberal salary" to become one 
of their contributors. So closed his first American chapter. 
The middle of August, 1845, found Thomas D'Arcy McGee 
back in his beloved fatherland, with a position of trust and 
importance far beyond his wildest dreams of April, 1842. 



CHAPTER II 

LONDON LIFE AND LITERARY WORK 

Wilson Grayi had been attracted to D'Arcy McGee's 
writings largely on accoimt of the mattire way in which he 
was able to analyze and draw conclusions from the contem
poraneous political and social life of the Irish people, both at 
home and in America. He felt he had found an ideal young 
man to send to London as a parliamentary reporter, who 
would not alone use discrimination in reporting events, but 
could interpret and relate them in all their bearings. His 
paper. The Freeman's Journal, had been founded by Charles 
Lucas, one of the earliest and strongest members of the Pa
triot Party of the previous century, Lucas established it as 
an organ of truly liberal opinions in politics and an advocate 
of freedom and equality in religion, and it had always faith
fully maintained this character. At the time in question 
it was looked upon as the organ of the commercial classes, 
and had been with O'Coimell in the Repeal movement and 
still looked to him for guidance. It was emphatically more 
interested in the practical, positive, definite political and 
industrial events of to-day than in anything relating to either 
yesterday or to-morrow. It had small space for historical, 
literary and poetical subjects, and no use for imagination and 
fancy. It paid little heed in its columns to the soaring dreams 
of The Nation's students and literary men; although Wilson 
Gray and his brother were deeply interested in The Nation's 
propaganda, it was as something outside the active interests 
of their paper. 
~~^ Moses Wilson Gray, the editor ot The Freeman's Jourruil and, with 

his brother John, the owner of the largest share in it at this time. 
It was directly with him D'Arcy McGee had made his agreement to 
write for the Journal. 

29 
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Now, had D'Arcy McGee been left undisturbed in the 
frame of mind he brought from America, he would likely 
have spent some time happily and profitably in The Freeman's 
employ. In politics he was in sympathetic accord with Wilson 
Gray and had a genuine love for him, while his admira
tion for O'Cormell and his confidence in him we have seen. 
But unfortunately for his engagement, he did not pass 
directly from Boston to London. He holidayed for a couple 
of weeks in Ireland, and during that time became carried 
away by visions and dreams for the future beside which 
the but lately highly-prized offer of The Freeman's Journal 
paled into humdrum and mechanical routine. 

A few days after landing, young McGee met Charles Gav an 
Duffy, the proprietor of The Nation. This was a new and more 
nationalist sheet than The Freeman's Journal. Its first 
number had appeared only three years before under the motto 
"To create and foster public opinion in Ireland, and make it 
racy of the soil." It was financed by Gavan Duffy.̂  but 
he shared the management with John Dillon^ and Thomas 

1 Charles Gavan Duffy (1816-1903). 
The one who first formed the project of The Nation and proposed it 

to Dillon and Davis, as they "sat under a noble elm within view of 
the park gate leading to the city." He supplied at the outset the 
practical experience in journalism, gained by his previous six 
years' training in it; and he remained editor of The Nation, except 
for periods of imprisonment, from 1842-1854. Then he left Ireland 
for Australia, where he became Prime Minister of Victoria, and was 
knighted in 1873. In 1891 he was made first president of the 
Irish Literary Society. 

^ John Blake Dillon (1815-1866). 
A tall, dark, strikingly handsome young man, with "the stately 

bearing of a Spanish noble." He was of a generous nature, and more 
philanthropist than politician. He was bom and brought up in 
Connaught, where the poor people were probably the most abject 
and oppressed population in Europe. It was primarily to get rid 
of such social degradation and suffering as he was familiar with 
there, that he worked for a national status for Ireland. He was 
exiled in 1847, and in the United States became looked upon as one 
of the half dozen most beloved men there. This was on account 
of "his modest and wholesome sweetness." Later he retumed to 
Ireland, attempted to found an Irish Party in alliance with the 
British radicals, and sat in the British Pariiament for Tipperary. 
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Davis.' These were three young men, twenty-eight, twenty-
seven and tweniy-six at this time, temarkable not only 
for their intellectual attainments—large faculties which 
had been well trained—but also for their moral worth. Each 
was a man of fine, noble, sterling character, imbued with a 
love of truth and sincerity, and with a great unselfish 
sympathy for all things Irish. They were young, and looked 
forward with boundless hope to what might be accomplished 
in the future by a paper edited on their ideal lines. They felt 
that between them they represented all Ireland. Duffy came 
from Ulster, Dillon from Connaught, and Davis from Munster, 
and their long residence in Dublin gave them perfect under
standing of Leinster. They called their paper The Nation 
because to make a nation was their aim. From the very 
beginning it had appealed by its vigour, its well-organized 
pages, its high moral ideal, and its well-informed, liberal-
minded outlook, to all that was most patriotic, honourable, 
romantic and ideaUstic in the country, and especially to the 
younger and more enthusiastic generation. D'Arcy McGee 
had always been one of its most devoted admirers. It de
served up to this a great deal of the credit for the lines along 
which his self-education had been carried on. For nim 
now to come into close and friendly touch ot equality with 
Gavan Duffy was an epoch-making event. Nothing so 
momentous had happened in his career before. But Duffy 
tells us frankly that at first he was not prepossessed by 
the boy: 

His dress was slovenly even for the careless class to which he belonged; 
he looked imformed and had a maimer which struck me at first sight as 

^ Thomas Davis. (1814-1845). 
The real inspirer of the Young Ireland Movement. From the begin
ning until his death he was the chief writer and the moulder of the 
thought of The Nation. His father was an English military surgeon 
who resided in Mallow and had married there an Irish wife. He 
was a Churcn ot England man of the more liberal school and had 
been educated in Trinity College. In contrast with Dillon, he 
desired a national existence for Ireland more on historical and 
literary grounds. He wanted an old historic state revived by 
people who were a brave and self-reliant race. History and biogra
phy, art and poetry were the studies he stressed. 
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too deferential for self-respect. But he had not spoken three sentences, 
in a singularly sweet and flexible voice, till it was plain that he was a man 
of fertile brains and great originality; a man in whom one might dimly 
discem rudiments of the orator, poet and statesman hidden under this 
ungainly disguise. 

When Duffy criticized the strange boy so, he did not know 
what a good excuse there was for his shabby wardrobe and 
unpolished manners. Neither did he imagine on what a 
pedestal he himself stood in the boy's estimation. 'Too 
deferential!'• Why, the little Pilot writer was eager to worship 
the very ground upon which Davis and Duffy of The Nation 
trod. An interview with ei+her of them was a boon from the 
gods, to be treasured accordingly. More marvellous fortime 
still followed, Duffy invited him to breakfast with Davis. 
Had they but known it, this was the only time that McGee, 
on whom later his mantle fell, was ever to see Thomas Davis. 
A month later came Davis' sudden death in his thirty-third 
year. 

Breakfast with Davis! with Thomas Davis, the master, 
the thinker, the teacher of The Nation. Many of his young 
Dublin disciples wâ lked blocks merely that they might 
feast their eyes on the one they so devoutly honoiured. No 
wonder D'Arcy McGee was home to the seventh heaven. 
But Davis, like Duffy, lacked the key to the boy's conduct 
and elation. Davis' verdict was: 

Well, your new friend has an Irish nature, certainly, but spoiled, 
I fear, by the Yankees. He has read and thought a good deal, and I might 
have liked him better if he had not obviously determined to transact an 
acquaintance with me. 

Nevertheless, Duffy himself was more and more attracted 
by McGee, and invited him to join in a week of holiday 
tramping he was about to begin in Wicklow. A whole week 
to revel in the charming Wicklow scenery, to race over her 
hills, to pant up her mgged mountains, to saunter through 
her rich woods and glens, and to wade in her streams, spelt 
ecstasy for the home-htmgry, nature-loving lad. 



DUFFY AND DAVIS 33 

/ dream'd I reach'd the Irish shore 
And felt my heart rebound 

From wall to wall within my breast. 
As I trod that holy ground. 

But all this delight at being a boy again, and out in his 
beloved Irish air with its soft wind and sunshine to bring 
back the colour to his little, white, pinched cheek, was but 
the setting for the most inspiring and congenial companion
ship the hard-working and poverty-circumscribed, but 
sensitive, high-stnmg and ambitious youth had ever known. 
Such intimate intercourse with this considerably older 
and gifted man made up for D'Arcy McGee a stim total of 
happiness, not often vouchsafed to mortals on earth. ̂  

Their days of tramping and sightseeing were followed by 
even happier evenings of resting, talking and reading. 
Duffy was a very pleasant talker, and at these times he 
imfolded before his eager, receptive listener all the hopes and 
dreams of The Nation group. He now reviewed for McGee 
the awful blight of ignorance and depression which had 
settled on all things Irish about the time of O'Connell's 
revival of the Repeal movement, and their own founding 
of The Nation. He pointed out to him how all external 
symbols of nationality had been banished by that time from 
Dublin. There was not a monument to a single Irishman in 
her streets, there was not a street, square or bridge bearing 
an illustrious or historic Irish name. Even the sculptors' 
shops could produce no bust of an Irishman except of the 
Duke of Wellington. 

Literature was in the same pass. The flame fed by Moore, 
Bannin, Griffin, Callanan, and Lady Morgan was buming 
very low. All literature and art belonged to the dominant 
party in church and state, and to them the idea of Repeal 

\ note sent by Duffy to Davis and which is quoted in Duffy's My 
Life in Two Hemispheres, Vol. I., p. 121, tells partly how they employed 
their time: 

"We have established a personal acquaintance, almost a friendship, 
with all the glens of Wicklow, surmy Clara, gloomy Glendalough, 
soft Avoca, rugged and purple Glenmalure, the woody Downs, and 
dark Dunran. McGee is full of original thought and will be a service
able recmit." 
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was hateful and the name of O'Connell anathema. The 
Dublin University Magazine, the one successful periodical, 
was more hostile to Irish ideas than The Times. Foreign 
politics and foreign literature came to Ireland exclusively 
through the English press. No Irish journal had a Continen
tal correspondent. Books were dear and many counties 
had not even one regular book store. The Irishman was 
caricatured on the stage as a "blundering simpleton" or a 
"prodigious fire-eater," and all his old Gaelic songs, ballads, 
legends and music, while still fotmd in the cabins, were 
fast disappearing everywhere else. There was no school 
book of Irish history or Irish biography in any Irish school. 
The Irish child leamed the history of his native land through 
gossip and tradition. 

This state of things was the direct product, partly con
scious, and partly, it is true, unconscious, of English policy. 
It was the determination of the men behind The Nation 
to change it, and they were now, when Duffy was mapping 
out their course to McGee, well started on the highway of 
success. 

They looked upon their first great work as the education 
of their coimtrymen in literature and history. Above all, 
they wished to make the people familiar with the lives of 
their great men and with the incidents and events of Irish 
history which were connected with every rock and motmd, 
and with every castle and abbey in their neighbourhood. 
Moreover, they were anxious to give them poetry, ballads 
and songs commemorating the cotmtry's past deeds of glory. 
To the positive teaching of facts and principles Davis and 
Duffy constantly sought to add the subtler guidance of the 
less practical and more artistic forms of literature. They 
argued rightly that these not only formed the mind but 
aroused and strengthened the natural enthusiasm of the 
people. In the summer of '45, when McGee first heard 
of The Nation's programme from Duffy, they were laying 
great stress on the interest and beauty to be gained by reviv
ing the old national airs. For example, their old war ttmes 
like O'Byme, O'Donnell, Alestrom and Brian Bom, "which 
clash upon the ears like the warriors of a htmdred glens 
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meeting," their old dirges like the ululu of the north, and the 
wirasthme of Mimster, and their marches, stately and slow 
or "recklessly splendid" when quick, their "Boyne Water," 
their "Sios agus sios liom" their "Michael Hoy" and "Gallant 
Tipperary." their Irish jigs which would "make the marble-
legged prince in the Arabian Nights charge like a Fag-
an-Bealach boy," their hunting songs, their love songs 
like "Savouraeen Deelish," and "Lough Sheelin," in fact 
all their varied, noble music which was gradually being lost, 
it was their twofold ambition to popularize once again, and 
to use as a vehicle for national fervour and love. True, 
they had the songs of Moore, but it was felt that they did 
not permeate much below the drawing-rooms of the aristoc
racy. Besides, they wamed their versifiers to avoid the airs 
to which Moore or Griffin or any other Irishman had written 
appropriate words. In their own words, they wanted the 
sort of thing that would be sung "at fairs and markets, at 
wakes and weddings, and in forges and shebeens, and that 
would ring in the ear, and echo in the heart." This was 
particularly Gavan Duffy's field. During this very month, 
he had published an exceedingly popular Ballad Poetry of 
Ireland. Duffy now felt that in McGee he had found a 
kindred spirit, to help carry on and appreciate this side of 
the work, 

Davis, on the other hand, at this time was most desirous 
to improve the decorative art of the cotmtry and to direct 
it, as well as Irish intellect of whatever bent, along national 
lines. He encouraged the Art Union, the Archaeological 
Society, the Royal Irish Academy, the Cork School of 
Design and the Mechanics' Institute; Hogan, the Irish sculp
tor in Italy, and Maclise, an Irish painter in London, were 
constantly applauded by his pen, and their work made 
known to the public. Some of his friends criticized him to 
the effect that "free, spiritual, high-aiming art" in any field 
cannot be forced. But while he felt there was force and 
fimdamental tmth in this, it did not at all paralyze his 
efforts to do what he knew he could do in a vast field which 
was quite unworked. He was very much interested in 
devising a scheme to provide good, cheap prints for the 
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poor. Their few pictures, of religious, military or temperance 
subjects, were wretched, possessing neither grace nor tmth. 
He had an arrangement by which really artistic lithograph 
sketches, dealing with the same subjects, which they evid
ently preferred, were circulated through hawkers and 
pedlars at a low price. Another idea he had to enable 
Irish artists to make a living at home so that they would 
not require to go abroad for their customers, and thus 
have to cater to a foreign taste, was that each corporation 
in the Kingdom might order firom some Irish artist one 
picture each year. 

Davis' interest in art, however, and Duffy's in poetry and 
song, were merely side issues of their greater scheme. Their 
whole educational programme was pressed forward, one 
aspect to-day, another to-morrow, and not with the zeal of 
a schoolmaster, but with the enthusiasm, the devotion and 
the fervour of a lover. 

Very closely cormected with this propaganda of The Nation 
proper, was another means of education which could be 
undertaken by any one who had the ability and sympathy. 
This was a series of small shilling volumes which they 
were projecting, and which was to be known as The Library 
of Ireland. It was in connection with this particularly that 
Duffy and Davis now looked forward to McGee being 
able to assist in The Nation's work. The Library of Ireland 
was devoted to Irish history, written in eras, one definite 
period only attempted in one voltime, to biographies of Irish 
soldiers, statesmen, ecclesiastics, artists, and authors, and to 
collections of songs and ballads. In August, 1845, this pro
ject was in its earliest stages, two voltunes, The Irish Volun
teers by MacNevin and The Ballad Poetry of Ireland by Gavan 
Duffy being then all that had been really published, but they 
had been an immediate success, and the glowing plans of 
their inspirers demanded one such volume monthly. This 
ambitious scheme was actually carried through without 
intermption for twenty-two months. D'Arcy McGee's Art. 
MacMurrough closed the series. 

The more purely political side of The Nation's programme 
in 1845 was not so clear-cut and emphasized. There was yet 
but slight division between this group and O'Connell. Both 
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agreed "that a man had but one mother country, and when 
he saw her in rags and tatters, while her next neighbour was 
in comfort and splendour, he had no right to be content." 
O'Connell maintained they must rely solely on moral force, 
on the force of opinion, in their contest with England, and 
The Nation replied, all the more necessity that opinion 
should not only be organized as he organized it, but that 
it should be informed and disciplined. But it must be ad
mitted that O'Cormell in his speeches at the monster meet
ings, and The Nation in many columns of very similar reason
ing and exhortation, drew, to the eye of an outsider, at 
any rate, a very wavering line between educating the people 
in their rights and instigating them to open rebellion. The 
Nation afterwards gave this explanation of how it had 
drawn the dividing line: 

We fully confess that much was written in this Journal tending to 
that end, calculated to stimulate the hope and desire of great and speedy 
changes wrought by a people's might. . . but there was never a line tending 
to excite the people to outrage, or insubordination—not one line. We taught 
them to be orderly and obedient, as prime duties of this task; for there is 
nothing so unlike an army as a mob. We sought to plant among a people, 
in whom long slavery and degrading oppression, poverty and ignorance, 
had deadened their instincts of freedom, a knowledge of all the rights and 
resources of a Nation to the end that they might be used, if great emergen
cies demanded their use. But our voice was forever raised against crime, 
violence or breach of neighbourly peace, or social order. 

On foreign policy they had developed ideas more distinct 
from O'Connell's. Ireland, quite irrespective of England, 
for example, should be on friendly terms with France and 
America. They were also most anxious to keep before their 
readers the history and example of other small states, especi
ally of Belgium. The union of Catholic and Liberal forces 
which brought about the Belgian revolution in 1830 appeared 
an ideal example to The Nation. Belgium was an object 
lesson for Ireland. She had put a satisfactory end to a 
condition of things very similar to their own. After 1815 
Belgium had been joined to Holland to form the Kingdom 
of the Netherlands under the mle of the Prince of Orange. 
The Belgians were overwhelmingly Catholic, and the Dutch 
Protestant. The Dutch public debt was enormous, and the 
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Belgians were taxed heavily to help pay it. The Dutch 
language became the official language, and Dutchmen were 
given a monopoly of public offices. Oppressive measures 
were passed against the Catholic seminaries. These Dutch 
measures aroused such a strong resistance that by 1830 
feeling had risen to a revolutionary pitch and proved 
triumphant. Week after week, with a fullness of knowledge 
and a fire of conviction that was most contagious, The 
Nation dwelt upon such facts as these and made them 
familiar in one form or another. They took root and flour
ished especially among the young. The spirit as well as 
the creed of TM Nation are forcibly summed up in these 
lines of Davis: 

We love our country and strive for its freedom. To that end we seek 
union among all sects and parties at home—Protestant as well as Catholic 
and Presbyterian and Quaker, Conservative and Democrat—all are wel
come to our ranks. Our creed, as pol'tics, is like that of the Roman legion
aries, sacred faith to the flag under which we serve—the green flag of 
fatherland—the flag which has waved over fields of victory and fields of 
defeat, but never of dishonour. 

It is hardly necessary to add this was a spirit and a faith 
which D'Arcy McGee came to believe most devoutly 
were his own during the wonderful week he spent with 
Gavan Duffy. 

D'Arcy McGee left for his new work in London the begin
ning of September, 1845, but his heart remained with the 
literary, historical and educational work The Nation was 
carrying on in Ireland. On the surface it appears most 
surprising that the events in London during that very 
stirring season failed to grip the future Canadian politician, 
and win him away from his literary loves. It was the mo
mentous time of Peel's conversion to the doctrines of the 
Anti-Corn Law League, of Newman's going over to Rome, 
of Disraeli's becoming the guiding spirit of the English 
Tories, and, finally, of Peel's defeat on the Irish Coercion 
Bill. 

Sir Robert Peel had been gravitating towards free trade 
for some time, and now the approach of the Irish famine 
made him realize it was a practical issue which had to be 
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faced. However, in spite of frequent meetings and much 
discussion and gossip, his cabinet proved unmanageable, and 
he resigned on December 5th. But Lord John Russell 
failed to form a new goverrmient, and amid great excitement 
Sir Robert came back to his old position. Parliament was 
called in January, 1846. On the 27th, Peel made his critical 
speech bringing the repeal of the Com Laws before the House 
of Commons. Disraeh, although he had been ten years a 
member of the House at that time, had not really risen to 
fame imtil he now voiced and led the forces of Protection 
against Peel. But while the Corn Law BiU was passing 
safely through the House, the Government, according to 
Sir Robert's old and long established method of dealing with 
such situations in Ireland, decided that the proper way to 
cope with the outbreak of crime and outrage there was to 
pass an Irish Coercion Bill at once. Their opponents saw 
their opportunity and the Irish members, led by O'Coimell, 
the Whigs, the English Radicals and the Rrotectionists 
joined forces to defeat Peel. As Disraeli candidly said of 
his party, "Vengeance had succeeded in most breasts to the 
more sanguine sentiment." 

At first sight this appears to be marvellous newspaper 
copy for an ambitious young reporter. But on looking 
deeper and remembering that the ambitious yoimg reporter 
was also a warm-hearted Irishman, it can be understood 
what grim and dreary business it must have looked to him. 
The vast majority of the people of his land were on the brink 
of starvation, while here a. distant parliament, supposed to 
be planning and legislating for their welfare, was dilly
dallying and talking, discussing or regretting^ their case 
but doing nothing effective to help it. Each English party 
was merely making political capital. For them the relief 
of the famine and distress in Ireland or the punishment of 
her starvation-provoked crime was but a party issue. Even 

' Sir Robert Peel used the word "regretting" in his letter to the Queen 
when he would not pledge himself to support Lord John Russell to 
enact the very policy which was understood to be his own: "regretting 
that he does not feel it to be consistent with his duty to enter upon 
the consideration of this important question in Parliament, fettered 
by a previous engagement of the nature of that required of him." 
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more ghastly was the feeling that they could potter and 
palter over famine for months but become at once energetic 
in devising a Coercion Bill. The appalling need in Ireland 
and the self-centred attitude of the English parties had their 
reaction on different Irishmen according to their kind. In 
Daniel O'Connell they wrought energy, in spite of the hand 
of death having gripped him, to prod up the Government 
again and again. He was fertile with practical suggestions. 
To allow no Irish grain to go to foreign countries, to prohibit 
brewing and distilling until the famine had passed, to throw 
open the ports to rice and Indian corn from the colonies, 
to establish relief machinery in each district, to set apart 
money to be collected as a rental tax from absentee landlords 
for the emergency, to raise a million and a half loan on the 
Irish woods and forests, and to build railways and public 
works of real utility to create work and wages for the starv
ing, were his chief suggestions in the fall of '45. But his 
plans and advice received only formal and dilatory 
replies. On Smith O'Brien, the condition in Ireland and the 
Enghsh party attitude wrought but a stronger conviction 
of the impossibility of Irish questions being dealt with 
satisfactorily in a House where they were of only secondary 
importance, and nerved him to go to prison rather than take 
part in English parliamentary business. In D'Arcy McGee 
they called forth a spirit desirous to manifest "a pretty 
thorough contempt for their damned Parliament."^ 

But if McGee did not find the British Parliament compel
ling enough to banish his national, literary and historical 
ambitions, he did find one niche in the British Museum 
most fascinating and insistent. The year 1845 was note
worthy in yet another field of Irish intellectual life. It saw 
not only the beginning of The Library of Ireland but the cul
minating of a great deal of work in the field of Irish archae
ology. It was in this year George Petrie, the famous Irish 
antiquarian, published his great work on The Ecclesiastical 
Architecture of Ireland anterior to the Anglo-Norman Invasion. 

When McGee used this phrase he gave John Mitchel credit for coin
ing it, and himself for living up to it. 
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and that John O'Donovan put in the hand of Irish students 
his valuable Grammar of the Irish Language. 

George Petrie had become interested in his subject 
through the delight he took as an artist in drawing the old 
cromlechs, raths and mined monasteries in which his native 
land aboxmded. He grew eager to ferret out all the facts 
and stories he could about them, and in time fotmd himself 
the greatest authority the country had on archaeology.̂  
His prestige and interest paved the way for others to follow. 
He had a proper musetun established for the preservation 
of antiquities in Ireland, and he promoted the formation 
of a library and the purchase of ancient Irish manuscripts. 
In this last enterprise he was ably assisted by the tireless 
and persistent work of Eugene O'Curry and John O'Donovan, 
two men who were then laying the foundation for acctirate 
Celtic instruction by copying, describing and arranging in 
order the old Irish manuscripts. John O'Donovan edited 
and translated the whole of The Annals of the Four Masters ' 
and Eugene O'Curry placed in order and catalogued 
all those in the British Museimi. He translated into 
English the oldest part of The Annals of the Four Masters, and 

' What an xmusual and timely hobby his was in the field of Irish 
scholarship, this anecdote of Petrie's bears witness. He was addressing 
the Royal Irish Academy upon the Tara Brooch as an example of 
early Celtic workmanship, and referred to the first time he had had 
the honour to address that "high institution." "When I made a 
reference to a similar remain of ancient Irish art I had to encounter the 
incredulous astonishment of the illustrious Dr. Brinkley, which was 
implied in the following remarks: 'Surely, Sir, you do not mean to 
tell us that there exists the slightest evidence to prove that the Irish 
had any acquaintance with the arts of civilized life anterior to the 
arrival in Ireland of the English?' Nor shall I forget that in the 
skepticism which this remark implied nearly all the members present 
very obviously participated." 

^ Douglas Hyde says about this that "it is the greatest work that 
any modem Irish scholar ever accomplished. In it the Irish text 
with accurate English translation, and an enormous quantity of notes, 
topographical and historical, are given, and the whole is contained 
in seven great quarto volumes—a work of which any age or country 
might be proud. So long as Irish history exists. The Annals of the 
F ur Masters will be read in O'Donovan's translation, and the name 
of O'Donovan be inseparably connected with that of the O'Clerys." 
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in conjimction with O'Donovan translated the Sianchus 
Mor ^ [Ancient Laws of Ireland.] 

In the light of The Nation's programme for educating the 
people and especially for educating them in their own past 
history, it is easy to tmderstand how eager and enthusiastic 
their writers were over the work of Petrie, O'Donovan and 
O'Curry, Previous Irish history had been mined by fable 
and exaggeration, but now it was going to be possible to 
recreate it on a solid basis of fact. If this foundation had 
not been laid for them, the young authors of The Library of 
Ireland could never have kept up their marvellously prolific 
output for the next twenty months. The lines of In 
Memoriam, which D'Arcy McGee wrote on the death of 
O'Curry and O'Donovan some fifteen or twenty years 
afterwards, show with what a nice discrimination and fine 
literary sympathy he appreciated these men and their 
labours. He gives a general simimary of O'Donovan's work 
in just and pleasing language in the following verses: 

He toiled to make our story stand. 
As from Time's reverent, runic hand 

It came, undeck'd 
By fancies false, erect, alone. 
The monumental arctic stone 

Of ages wreck'd. 

With gentle hand he rectified 
The errors of old bardic pride 

And set aright 
The story of our devious past. 
And left it, as it now must last. 

Full in the light. 

In the following, again, McGee shows how familiar he is 
with the definite periods of history which have been added 
to our common stock of knowledge through O'Donovan's 
research: 

The mere quantity of this work may be realized from the following 
figures. O'Curry transcribed 2,906 pages of text and made a prelimi
nary translation of them, while O'Donovan transcribed 2,491, and 
made a tentative translation also. 



O'CURRY AND O'DONOVAN 43 

Beneath his hand we saw restor'd 
The tributes of the royal hoard. 

The dues apprais'd 
On every pritice, and how repaid; 
The order kept, the boundaries made. 

The rites obey'd. 

All tribes and customs, in our view 
He had the art to raise anew 

On their own ground. 
But chief, the long Hy Nial line 
He saw ascend, prevail, decline. 

O'er Tara's Mound. 

The throne of Cashel, too, he raised— 
High on the rock its glory blazed. 

And by its light 
The double dynasty we saw. 
Decreed by Olliol Ollum's law. 

Emerge from night. 

And then in the following lines he clearly appreciates 
the kind of life O'Donovan led, and the enUghtened and 
courageous spirit which inspired it: 

Happy the life our scholar led 
Among the living arui the dead— 

Loving—beloved— 
'Mid precious tunes, and gentle looks. 
The best of men and best of books. 

He daily moved. 

Truth was his solitary test. 
His star, his chart, his east, his west; 

Nor is there aught 
In text, in ocean or in mine. 
By chemist, seaman, or divine. 

More fondly sought. 

Not even our loved Apostle's name 
Could stand on ground of fabled fame 

Beyond appeal; 
But never sceptic trwre sincere 
Laboured to dissipate the fear 

That good men feel— 
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The pious but unfounded fear 
That reason, in her high career. 

Too much might dare; 
Some sacred legend, some renown 
Should overturn or trample down 

Beyond repair. 

In the foUoiwing he reveals that it is a kindred spirit who 
is reviewing O'Donovan's labours, one who understands not 
alone their value but who enters with imaginative insight 
into the pleasures and scope such masterful familiarity with 
the past would bring to the possessor: 

Kings that were dead two thousand years. 
Cross-bearing chiefs and pagan seers. 

He knew them all; 
And bards, whose very harps were dust. 
And saints, whose souls are with the just. 

Came at his call; 

For him the school refill'd the glen, 
The green rath bore its fort again. 

The Druids fled; 
Saint Kieran's coarb wrought and wrote, 
Saint Brendan launch'd his daring boat 

And westward sped. 

For htm around lona's shore 
Cotvl'd monks, like sea-birds, by the score 

Were on the wing 
For North or South, to take their way 
Where God's appointed errand lay 

To clown or king. 

McGee's lines on O'Curry are, in the most important 
stanzas, couched in the same fanciful, imaginative strain as 
the last quotation, but they are none the less suggestive, 
and appropriate to the man and his work: 

Arise, ye cloud-borne saints of old. 
In number like the polar flock— 
Arise, ye just, whose tale is told 
On Shannon's side and Arran's rock, 
In number like the waves of seas, 
In glory like the stars of night— 
Arise, ambrosial-laden bees 
That banquet through heaven's fields of light! 
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This mortal call'd to join your choir. 
Through every care, and every grief, 
Sought, with an antique soul of fire, 
O'er all, God's glory, first and chief. 
And next, he sought, oh, sacred band! 
Ye disinherited of heaven, 
To give you back your native land. 
To give it as it first was given! 

No more the widow'd glen repines. 
No more the ruin'd cloister groans. 
Back on the tides have come the shrines; 
Lo, we have heard the speech of stones. 
In the mid-watch when darkness reign'd 
And sleepers slept, unseen his toil— 
But heaven kept count of all he gain'd 
For ye, lords of the Holy Isle! 

Needless to dwell on the strong temptation it was for 
young McGee to delve into this historical research work of 
the hour. He could hardly contain his impatience on reach
ing London to visit the British Museum and see for himself 
what he could make out of the old manuscripts and their 
translations. He had never before known such freedom in 
his life and work. He reminds one during these London 
months of a yoimg student sent to college for the first time 
and exempt from the discipline of a rigid school. Like many 
such a student, he did not use his freedom and his time in 
the way those responsible for him expected he would do. 
Not that he actually slighted his work, as he understood the 
engagement with The Freeman's Journal, but that his heart 
and soul came to be in the Museum. Utilizing the wealth 
of material there, he began writing for The Nation, in what 
he looked upon as his own time. Trying thus to serve two 
masters had its natural ending. Wilson Gray declined to 
keep the young historical research student on his payroll. 
A letter McGee wrote to Duffy puts the whole matter from 
his own point of view. It also shows his tendency to rely 
on the opinion of one to whom he gave confidence and re
ject,* 

• His brother, Mr, John McGee, commentmg on this very letter long 
years after, called particiilar attention to this characteristic aspect 
of it. 



46 THOMAS D'ARCY McGEE 

No. 7 Agar St, Strand, 
London, April 13, 1846. 

My dear Duffy, 
I have ceased from Saturday night to be connected with The Freeman. 

When Dr. Gray cama here a fortnight ago he asked me if I knew who 
wrote the "Letters from London" in The Nation, which I at once told 
him I did. In a note to me on Saturday evening he armounced that he 
and his co-director considered the fact sufficient cause to "determine 
our connection." I must tell you that when he first spoke to me on the 
subject and I told him I wrote the letters in question, he expressed 
astonishment, on which I said, "If you think 1 have wronged you ex 
broken my engagement given or implied, in making this use of my leisure, 
I have only to add that I do not, and I would wish from this moment to 
resign all connection with you, supposing you think as I say." He then 
said something of the violation of the "etiquette of the Dublin press," 
and so dropped the subject until Saturday, when his note renewed it. 

As you are our literary mentor, I wish to know whether you think 
I acted as became an Irish writer and a man of honour." 

Duffy's conraient on this letter, in his Four Years of Irish 
History, was: 

McGee's political letters for The Freeman were a little wild and specu
lative. . .and it was plain, from certain volunteer contributions which he 
sent to The Nation, that he had pltmged into the British Museimi, and was 
more absorbed in the achievements of Luke Wadding and Art Kavanagh 
than in those of Sir Robert Peel or Lord John Russell. He had a passionate 
enthusiasm for whatever was Irish, and his mind was stored with knowl
edge on national subjects, collected under great disadvantages and it 
was his highest enjoyment to increase and classify this store. Dr. Gray 
was clearly within his rights in objecting, as he did, to the dissipation of 
time for which his firm was paying liberally, and the engagement came to 
a sudden end. When the fact was reported to me, I considered myself 
bound to protect him from the consequences of rashness, originating in 
his sympathy with the Yoimg Irelanders, and he became London corres
pondent, and in the end a political writer, for The Nation. In years he 
was still little more than a boy, not yet having reached the statutory age 
of manhood; but, as he has himself somewhere written of another, "his 
mind was far older, for life does not count by years, but by events and ex
periences, and some have lived as much at thirty as others at three 
score." 

However, D'Arcy McGee was true to his better instincts, 
even if we cannot wholly approve of the time he chose to 

' Duffy's Memoirs. 
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gratify them. It was literary and historical education he 
needed. The Museum held him spellbound. He could not 
resist working there—^gathering together material now 
for an Irish history, now for Irish biographies, and now read
ing up old legends and stories about saints and heroes to be 
used as subjects for verse. This last, being made up of brief 
and more or less discoimected efforts, he was able to begin 
producing almost at once. His correspondence with Duffy 
shows, however, that there was a most ambitious scheme 
behind even these seemingly casual verses. He was planning 
no less than the writing of a history of Ireland by versifying 
her legends and traditions in chronological order. Gavan 
Duffy's ten years longer worldly and literary experience dis
couraged this dream: 

I do not like the notion of your undertaking to versify over so wide a 
space; two-thirds of such a work would necessarily be bad. Seize the 
great events—the events that impress your imagination—and do not 
touch the others. There is something in poetry that abhors a systematic 
design like this of your Legends and Traditions, to versify right or wrong. 
I would rather see you do ten great ballads than ten hundred middling 
ones." 

However, D'Arcy McGee's ardour was by no means 
quenched. He began then that wonderful series of legend
ary and historical poems which contains some of his noblest 
verse and to which he continued to add up to the very last 
month of his life. From his earliest boyhood, we have seen, 
he had a feeling that he was in a pectiliar sense dedicated to 
Irish poetry and Irish history and that he was his highest 
self when expressing and cherishing this devotion. Now his 
Invocation to the "Soul of my race" gives the key to the 
temper in which he entered into this work of historical 
recreation: 

Quoted in Duffy's Four Years of Irish History, p. / I . But Duffy 
really wrote this advice to D'Arcy McGee on October 14th, 1849, when 
McGee, in New York, had revived the idea of writing his Ballad History. 
Quite likely, however, as Duffy says, he gave McGee the same advice 
when he first broached the project at this time. 
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Soul of my race! Soul eternal! 
That liveth through evil and time— 

Oh hear me, oh cheer me, be near me. 
Oh guide me or chide me alway. 
But do not fly from me, or fear me— 
I'm all clay when thou. Soul, art away. 

And D'Arcy McGee was largely justified in so estimating 
his faculties. Very few ever attained such an emotional absorp
tion in their native land, in its history, in its religions, in its 
natural beauties and in its great men as he was imbued with 
from his very infancy. This ever latent flame had been 
kindled recently into renewed heat and strength by coming 
in contact with the aposUes of The Nation. Samuel Fergu
son, an eminently competent judge of such a question, 
ranked McGee as the foremost of the Young Ireland poets. 
In his wife's Memoir of Sir Samuel, she quotes him as saying, 
"Other young poets came into contact with me at that 
period, destined afterwards to be poetically famous as the 
singers of The Nation, and politically conspicuous as the 
leaders of the party known as Young Ireland Davis 
and Duffy, Mangan and MacCarthy, and later on, Thomas 
D'Arcy McGee, the greatest poet of them all, burst into 
song." Naturally, perhaps, McGee's first efforts were too 
literal an adoption of the pet theories of The Nation. They 
were anxious to have the place names and beauty spots of 
Ireland made familiar to the people by verse, as Burns 
and Scott had endeared their native land to their readers. 
With this end in view McGee wrote many a line. Among 
his first such was a sonnet to Kilbarron Castle, which 
in the definite knowledge imparted and in the happy 
choice of words, as for example, the opening: 

Broad, blue and deep, the bay of Donegal 
Spreads north and south, and far a-west before 
The beetling cliffs sublime, and shattered wall 
Where the O'Clery's name is known no more— 

is very typical of his work when he has this particular end 
in view. Another poem of the same inspiration, but not 
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quite so baldly following its dictation, is an allegorical one. 
The Haunted Castle. Here, his own poetic imagination has 
stepped in and formed the setting—happy children playing 
hide and seek among the mins of the old O'Clery's castle 
come suddenly upon an old man sitting in the one-time ingle-
nook of the splendid hall and tending a fire, continually 
burning. To their questions he answers: 

/ am the Father of their Race—the Cinnel Connell's sire— 
And therefore thus I watch their home, and kindle still their fire; 
For the mystic heat would perish amid a land of slaves, 
If it were not tended nightly by the spirits from their graves. 
And here I still must keep my stand until the living are 
Deem'd meet to track the men of might along the fields of war! 

How beautiful! how beautiful! cry out the children all. 
And from that night they daily read, in all the quiet nooks 
Abotit their homes, old Irish songs, and new-made Irish books; 
And many a walk, and many a talk they had down by the Bay, 
Of the Spirit oi the Castle Hall and the words they heard him say 

The more freely he allowed himself play in carrying out 
the desires of the propagandists, tne more successful was he 
in this kind of work. He was so impregnated, not with the 
mere facts of Irish history, but with the spirit of the people 
and of their religion, and he had such a graphic power of 
seizing on a particular incident and allowing his imagination 
to work upon it and picture it in all its details, that many 
of his historical poems are noteworthy in that they give 
not one aspect of the bygone age but a more or less com
plete and composite picture of it. 'Twas Something Then to 
be a Bard, for example, reconstmcts the whole society of 
that day; the chieftain, the ladies, the young nobles, the 
comiers, the stewards, the dining-hall, the ladies' bower, and 
the battle-ground, are all conjured up in four brief stanzas. 
This is a great thing to do and could only be the work 
of an artist most intimate with his material. 

But, of course, poems so obviously inspired by the desire 
to enlighten and regenerate a people were bovmd to become 
more or less rhetorical. The Captivity of St. Patrick is an 
admirable example of the vivid, picttiresque and powerful 
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rhetoric McGee used on such occasions. It opens with the 
apt picture of the multitude on Howth's romantic rock— 
"As thick as o'er the fish-strewn strand the craving sea-birds 
flock" —awaiting the arrival of King Nial's fleet. Then the 
general grief at the news "King Nial is no more" is contrasted 
with the miserly stony-heartedness of the Lord of Dalriad, 
one of the leaders of the fleet, whose galley has come loaded 
with captives. Finally, among those captives, is singled out 
a Christian youth, the tme subject of the poem, and the last 
stanza, written in simple words, but with carefully balanced 
antithesis of lines, makes an astonishingly effective closing 
for a Arigorous and colourful piece of writing: 

The captive is a keeper of sheep on Antrim's hills; 
The captive is a weeper by Antrim's icy rills; 
The captive is a mourner in the mid-hours of the night; 
The captive is a watcher for the coming of the light— 
A watfherfor His coming who is the light of men, 
A mourner for the darkness that shadows Sliemish Glen— 
A weeper for the sins of youth, aforetime unconfess'd, 
A keeper of the passions that rush through boyhood's breast; 
The captive is a Shepherd, but his future flock shall be 
All the countless generations of that Garden of the Sea. 

Another ambitious poem of this date, and of very similar 
style, is The Death of Art MacMurrogh, but in the closing 
lines of this, the poet strikes a simpler, truer note, and the 
third last line is really one of the most beautiful, poetic 
expressions he has left us: 

His grave is on St. Mullins, 
But to pilgrim eyes unknown— 

Unmark'd by mournful yew, 
Unchronicled in stone; 

His bones are with his people's, his clay with common clay. 
His memory in the night that lies behind the hills of day, 

Where hundreds of our gallant dead await 
The long foretold, redeem'd and honour'd fate. 

It may be added in reference to this last, that many Irish 
prophecies foretold the coming of an historian, who would 
liberate their illustrious dead from the bondage of neglect 
and calumny. 
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The Celts is another of these poems in which parts, at least, 
transcend his usual vigorous rhetoric. It is a noble poem in 
design, and, but for a hurried slip or two, was carried out in 
the same spirit. It opens with a description of the old Celts, 
"A mighty race of Western shepherd-seers." Then their 
various gods are assembled before us, depicted with fitting 
attributes, and lastly enters Ossian: 

Ossian! two thousatuL years of mist and change 
Surround thy name— 

Thy Finian heroes now no longer range 
The hills of fame. 

The very name of Finn and Gaul sound strange— 
Yet thine the same 

By miscall'd lake and desecrated grange— 
Remains, and shall remain! 

The Druid's altar and the Druid's creed 
We scarce can trace. 

There is not left an undisputed deed 
Of all your race, 

Save your majestic song, which hath iheir speed 
And strength and grace; 

In that sole song they live and love and bleed— 
// bears them on through space. 

These are but typical samples of this large series of poems. 
Besides the ones which may wholly be cotmted as successes 
for him, there are many more with single lines of wonderful 
felicity, like this closing one just quoted: "It bears them^on 
through space," which attest the power and imagination of 
the genuine poet. Such lines are nearly always the result 
of his seeing what is beautiful in nature or in men's fives, 
especially acts and feelings cormected with their faith, or 
else they come from some mystic or romantic light in 
which he viewed his native land. He calls her often by the 
old prophetic name of Irmisfail [The Isle of Destiny] or she is 
"Ireland of the Holy Isles, belted round by misty high
lands"; in another is this simple, beautiful prayer: 

Good land—green land, dear Ireland, 
Though I canrwt see you, still 

May God's deiv brighten all your vales. 
His sun kiss every hill. 
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His appreciation of the beautiful and heroic qualities in 
men's lives comes out very clearly in his cycle of poems on 
the Four Masters, The Four Masters, Brother Michael, and 
A Prayer for Fear gal O'Gara, the Lord of Leyney for whom 
the book of the Four Masters was written. In these poems 
D'Arcy McGee shows his sympathy with the lives of steady 
perseverance and duty-boimd devotion to the things of the 
spirit which these scribes lived: 

Oh! that we who now inherit 
All their [the Four Masters'] trust, with half their toil, 

Were but fit to trace their footsteps 
Through the antuils of the Isle. 

Oh, that the bright Angel, Duty, 
Guardian of our tasks might be, 

Teach us as she taught our Masters 
In that Abbey by the Sea, 
Faithful, grateful, just, to be! 

So far the variety of subject matter, of sentiment, and of 
metre in this large collection of poems has not been noticed. 
Those discussed have been of a serious nature, and naturally 
in this field such predominate. But the hvmiour-loving boy 
found many little side issues where his spirits might have 
outlet. The Origin of the Isle of Man is a good example of 
his lighter verse. After passing by other plausible explana
tions he gives his firm conviction, foxmded on its many "corri
dors" and "caves marine" and also on the excellence of the 
usquebaugh he has just drunk, "excised or not," that it was 
urmiistakably ordained from earliest day "a smuggling isle." 

The majority of his secular poems he throws into a simple 
ballad metre, and tells his story in an attractive, swift-moving, 
spirited style, as in Flan Synan's Game of Chess, How St. 
Kiernan protected Clonmacnoise, Lady Gormley and A Legend 
of Dunluce Castle. 

Pouring forth poems of such timely interest and such 
attractive qualities, D'Arcy MicGee quickly won the ear of 
The Nation's readers. Before a year had passed he had come 
to be looked upon as their most considerable contributor in 
that department. Besides, other magazines were sharing 
his poetic output. He contributed at this time to both 
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Doleman's of London, and a new Catholic magazine which had 
been established in Dublin. It was edited by the Rev, George 
Crolly, a professor in Maynooth, and published by James 
Dutfy, (the printer, among other works, of The Library of 
Ireland). This new organ was devoted mainly to the histor
ical aspects of the national problem. Very many of McGee's 
legendary and historical verses first appeared in it. He 
had a wonderful love for the venerable hierarchy of Irish 
saints and felt strongly that among other neglected Irishmen 
who had to be reinstated in the memory of their own people 
the saints had very high and compelling claims. To him their 
lives and deeds stood out clear and beautiful and furnished 
poetic themes exactly suited to his pen and also exactly 
suited to the pages of a Catholic magazine with an historical 
bent. In addition to all this he was busy over The Irish 
Writers of the Seventeenth Century, the first volume he was to 
contribute to The Library of Ireland, and which was due in 
the early spring of 1846. 

But such irregular and voluntary writing, even when 
diligently pursued, provided but a precarious living when his 
engagement with The Freeman's Journal suddenly ended. 
When Gavan Duffy heard of his circumstances, he felt, since 
it had been sympathy with the plans of The Nation which 
had caused McGee's undoing, he ought to come to his rescue 
in some way or other. Like Wilson Gray, Duffy at first 
thought of utilizing his talent as London reporter for his 
paper, but, also like Wilson Gray, he soon came to the conclu
sion that this was wasted treasure as far as The Nation was 
concerned: 

McGee in London as a political correspondent was, it seemed to me, 
a force running waste. His fine capacity and genuine enthusiasm in Irish 
studies were lost in Parliamentary penny-a-lining. I suggested more suit
able work, to which he promptly tiuned. "You advise me to sink St. 
Stephen's, which I do with all my heart and now for the 'literary 
and historical' things I am to do. If, as I imagine, you wish a sketchy 
series of letters on the Irish department of the Library of the Museimi, 
or the National Gallery and Westminster Abbey, I think I could do it. 
Moreover, I wiU dine with you, if you wish it, at the Boar's Head Tavern, 
with Sir John Falstaff, and attack the Tower of London as fiercely as Sir 
Thomas Wyatt himself. Occasionally, I might condescend to return to 
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St. Stephen's, but things of to-day and yesterday may not be mixed to
gether in the same letter."' 

This last sentence of McGee's letter happens to voice 
aptiy his attitude of mind just then. "Things of to-day and 
yesterday could not be mixed together," not only in the same 
letter, but in his study and his writings at that time. He was 
wholly absorbed in the "yesterday" and Duffy was anxious 
to use his abilities more directly to aid the needs of "to-day." 
As soon, then, as McGee got the material for his Irish Writers 
of the Seventeenth Century into shape, Duffy had him return 
to Dublin, fully convinced that once there McGee would 
gradually come to work in closer touch with their main 
interests. 

llie many big paper plans for utilizing McGee on his 
rerium to Dublin are significant. They make it clear that 
this yotmg man, just about to come of age, and at loose 
ends, so to speak, being without a definite position, was yet 
one who had inspired his contemporaries with unusual 
confidence as to his ability to fill an important mission in 
life. They looked upon him as a great addition to their 
forces and at once displayed a most typical and prolific 
speculative energy to place him properly. The young men 
of The Nation group were always rich in projects. Here 
were the more important ones which at once gravitated 
about the name of D'Arcy McGee: the publishing forth
with of a history of Ireland in the light of the recent Celtic 
research, the bringing out of a new and complete edition of 
Griffin's novels, the editing of an Annuaire in connection 
with the Celtic Society, and the establishing of a Protestant 
Repeal Journal in Belfast. 

First was the little matter of writing a History of Ireland. 
This was an turgent need from The Nation's standpoint, and, 
if the right men could be found, appeared a mere bagatelle 
in the zealous, strenuous and optimistic atmosphere of their 
circle. McGee was obviously an ideal man to share in this 
project, and Duffy writes to Smith O'Brien at once: 

Duffy's Four Years of Irish History. 
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The History of Ireland can be done. I have for some time had an engage
ment from a number of my friends to do separate portions of it. This is 
the only way to have it done effectually. It is too heavy a task, being 
unbroken ground, for one man. I gave Mr. McGee a credit of £100 on 
The Nation office to enable him to imdertake part of the work; and you 
need not hesitate to make a suggestion of it, as we could have it ready for 
publication in a few months.' 

The part of the History which McGee imdertook, and very 
creditably carried through with a most exulting boyish 
heartiness, developed into a Memoir of the Life and Conquests 
of Art MacMurrogh, King of Leinster from A. D. 1377 to A. D. 
1417. He had it ready for publication on St. Patrick's Day, 
1847, and it was destined to be the last volume of The 
Library of Ireland. A very long list might be made of the 
authorities he quoted in this work, to show with what heart 
and soul he had entered into the new research requirements. 
Not only had he made himself familiar with the various 
national and local histories, but he had followed up many 
books of minor importance for local colour and had worked 
over documents among the Harleian MSS. in the British 
Musevmi, the Statute of Kilkermy, the Charter granted by 
King James I. to the inhabitants of Carlow, the Proceedings 
and Ordinances of the Privy Council of England, edited by 
Sir Harris Nicolas, various letters of Cardinal Wolsey and 
Sir Thomas More, and finally he was able to corroborate 
many of his own surmises, by the asstirance that "my 
learned friend Mr. O'Donovan is of this opinion" or "my 
friend Mr. Eugene O'Curry" is of that one. It is a little 
book which may truthfully be said to show real research, and 
yet not on one page is the enthusiasm and spontaneity of 
the boyish writer quelled by this labour. The very typical 
writing up of the scene where King Richard sends a promise 
of castles and lands to MacMurrogh if he will surrender to 
him is a fair example of his vivid, picturesque style and his 
competent use of historical documents. The boyish approval 
which is expressed in the last sentence of the paragraph is 
also contagious: 

Correspondence between Duffy and Smith O'Brien quoted in Four 
Years of Irish History. 
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A party of his [Richard's] Wexford lieges, however, brought one day 
to his camp Malachy MacMurrogh, uncle to the King [ArtJ, a weak, 
treaty-making man. According to the custom of that century—observed 
by the defenders of Stirling and the burgesses of Calais—he submitted 
with a wythe about his neck, rendering up a naked sword. His retinue, 
bareheaded and barefooted, followed him into the presence of Richard, 
who received them graciously. "Friends," said he to them, "as to the evils 
and wrong that you have committed against me, I pardon you on condition 
that each of you will swear to be faithful to me for the time to come." 
Of this circumstance he made the most, as our guide goes on to tell in these 
words: "Then every one readily complied with this demand," i.e., took 
the oath. "When this was done he sent word to MacMore [Art MacMur
rogh] who called himself lord and King of Ireland [that country], where 
he has many a wood but little cultivated land, that if he would come 
straightway to him with a rope about his neck, as his uncle had done, 
he would admit him to mercy, and elsewhere give him castles and land in 
abundance." And this was the answer of King Art: "MacMore told the 
King's people he would do no such thing for all the treasures of the sea or 
on this side the sea, but would continue to fight and harass him." Well 
said again, son of Cahir More! 

The history shows as a whole an anti-English bias, but no 
more than would be expected in a book intended to counter
act the anti-Irish bias of the history written up to that date. 
Here is a pretty little touch, a tit for tat to English historians 
who liked to emphasize the imcivilized and superstitious 
credulity of the Irish of that age. McGee now turns the 
tables. Both of course might truthfully indulge in such 
writing: 

The character of the English at that age deserves our study. The 
number and influence of cities and towns had much increased; and the 
commons of the Kingdom had become more conscious of their own power. 
But as yet, uneducated and credulous, this consciousness found play rather 
in acts of folly than of wisdom. They pretended to see miracles in all 
things—in a low ebb tide—in the flight of birds—and the appearance of 
the heavens. They believed in alchemists and soothsayers so firmly that 
one main cause of Richard's deposition was a prophecy which a waxen-
head was reported to have made in these words: "The head shall be cut 
oft; the head shall be left up aloft; the feet shall be left up above the head." 
Their credulity and their prejudice often borrowed each other's shape. 
Thus, the regular clergy becoming unpopular, a story ran that "the devil 
appeared at Danbury, in Essex, in the likeness of a Grey Friar." Even 
the great shared these follies. But the great were redeemed by many 
noble virtues. 
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Thus McGee justified the confidence of his friends in his 
ability to deal with history. His powers for purely literary 
work were not to be tested in the same way. James Duffy, 
the printer, had bought out from the author's family the 
copyright of Griffin's novels and intended to publish a new 
edition with McGee, on Gavan Duffy's recommendation, 
as editor. But this scheme perished in the political storm 
at hand. 

Another project sprang out of the newly formed Celtic 
Society. The aim of this organization was to unite for the 
first time the Professors of the National CathoUc College 
with the Professors of Dublin University. One of the rules, 
that no editorial expression or interference, religious or 
political, should be introduced into any publication of the 
Society, was a subject for hearty congratulation among the 
men of The Nation. As one of them put it, "Some years' 
more work in the way of getting Catholic Bishops and 
Protestant Fellows of T.C.D. to work on the same board for 
Irish objects, and sha'n't we make a coimtry of it?" And 
again—"He is a wonderful boy, the same yoimg gentleman. 
[Young Ireland.] Infidel, rebel that he is, he has contrived 
to get one arm linking with the loyal Protestants, and the 
other round the neck of Popery and Peter Dens. If he 
cannot coalesce with truculent dishonesty, he can't help it, 
that's all." It was felt to be time now to publish an 
Annuaire of this society such as Continental societies of 
the same character issued, and McGee was the man agreed 
upon to undertake it, but like the new edition of Griffin's 
novels, this undertaking was nipped in the bud by the com
ing storm. 

As the Young Ireland writer hints in his jubilation over 
the union of forces in the Celtic Society, this had been one of 
the prime objects of The Nation school. It had been one of 
the difficult endeavours of The Nation itself, always to treat 
Catholic and Protestant interests on the same footing. In 
the more strictly orthodox camps of both parties, it pleased 
neither, and was denounced as lacking any principles of its 
own, and as really an infidel publication. Partly to remedy 
this situation, it was decided to establish a Protestant 
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National Joumal in Belfast. At this time, other Repeal 
papers were uniformly Catholic in their sympathies, and the 
Conservative journals were Unionist and anti-Catholic. 
Now there was no doubt that there were many Protestant 
Nationalists whom The Nation did not influence, so that, if they 
had an organ in which both the political and religious views 
touched their sympathies, it would be a great gain. McGee 
was the most active agitator of this scheme on The Nation's 
side, and a Mr, Godkin, a Congregational minister, who had 
written one of the Repeal prize essays, from the Protestant 
side. It was intended that Godkin should be editor, and 
McGee and John Martin^ the chief editorial writers. 
Unfortunately, the quarrel between O'Connell and Young 
Ireland shook the faith of the North in the representative 
character of the men behind The Nation, and so this propos
ition also dropped. McGee's little poem The Man of the 
North Countrie shows with what felicity he could have 
carried out his part of this undertaking: 

He came from the North, and his words were few. 
But his voice was kind, and his heart was true. 
And I knew by his eyes no guile had he. 
So I married the man of the North Countrie. 

Oh! Garryowen may be more gay 
Than this gentle street of Ballibay, 
And I know the sun shines softly down 
On the river that passes my native town. 

But there's not—/ say it with joy and pride— 
Better man than mine in Munster wide. 
And Limerick Town has no happier hearth 
Than mine has been with my man of the North. 

I wish that in Munster they only knew 
The kind, kind neighbours I came unto; 
Small hate or scorn would ever be 
Between the South and the North Countrie. 

John Martin, a landed proprietor of County Down and a Protes
tant who henceforth will be found in close touch with The Nation 
group. He became a very warm friend, really a disciple, of John 
Mitchel, and after Mitchel's transportation, Martin joined forces with 
Reilly in resurrecting The United Irishman as The Irish Felon. After 
1870 he sat in the British Parliament as Home Rule member for Meath. 
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In the Ught of the aid which McGee rendered in aft&c 
years towards bringing about Confederation in Canada, 
this early boyish devotion and enthusiasm for the principle 
of unity, in his own land, is exceedingly interesting. The 
fates were guiding his education aright in making him 
acquainted at the very outset of his career, in this practi
cal, first-hand way, with such problems, and the compro
mises, the sympathy, and the toleration required to solve 
them. 

Thus it was that the man Gavan Duffy brought back from 
London to Dublin in the spring of 1846, with his head in the 
clouds, was gradually drawn to earth. From that time on, 
his various literary activities became more closely connected 
with the efforts of his friends for the Ireland of that day. 
His poetry for The Nation, for example, passed from the pure
ly legendary to an allegorical stage, and then to verse on 
the Famine Year, and finally, after the French Revolution of 
1848 had carried the Young Irelanders off their feet, to 
martial ballads and songs. The transition period, which 
found in the past lessons or allegories appropriate to teach 
the people of the present, was marked by such poems as 
Amergin's Anthem on Discovering Innisfail: 

Behold, behold the prize. 
Which westward yoruler lies! 
Doth it not blind your eyes 

Like the sun? 
By vigil through the night. 
By valour in the fight. 
By learning to unite, 

'T may be won, 't may be won. 
By learning to unite, 't may be won. 

This Stanza not only pomted a moral to D'Arcy McGee's 
countrymen in the spring of 1846, but it gives a glimpse of 
the visions he had himself. When he tumed firom his 
literary and historical work to devote himself ardently to 
the freeing and building up of his native land, that was his 
own enthusiastic view of the shining goal ahead. "Doth 
it not blind your eyes like the sun?" In the following stanza 
he enlarges on it further: 
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They may shroud it up in gloom 
Like a spirit in the tomb. 
But we heard the voice of doom 

As it cries; 
Let the cerements be burst, 
And from thy bonds accursed. 
Isle of Isles, the fairest, first. 

Arise! arise! 
Isle of Isles, the fairest, first, arise. 



CHAPTER III 

IRELAND, YOUNG IRELAND AND OLD IRELAND 

March, 1846-January, 1847. 

No yoimg man of D'Arcy McGee's sensitive nature and 
deep love for his native land could come to Ireland in 1846 
and remain wrapped up in bookish interests. The distrac
tions he encountered were too many and too serious. There 
were pathetic and ghastly scenes arising out of the dreadful 
famine which called for practical action. There was an 
unrest and rebelliousness in all departments of life, caused 
by the general and positive belief that the evils and misery 
of this famine and of the economic and industrial life gener
ally could be directly traced to Ireland's political connection 
with England. In its present lurid illumination this old 
problem challenged very squarely a man of D'Arcy McGee's 
habits of thought and work. And lastly, there had come to 
be an imsettling lack of political faith in the great Irish 
leader himself. This compelled all thinking men, no longer 
to follow O'Connell's guidance unquestioningly, but to give 
heed to the affairs of the time and support energetically any 
leader who could propose the right solution. 

It is necessary to try to realize something of the terribleness 
of the famine, or it will be impossible to-day to judge justly 
the course of Irishmen of that time, and especially of those 
who stood behind the Young Ireland revolution two years 
later. This countrywide calamity was the driving force 
behind them, and tiie enveloping condition of their whole 
world. 

The famine, the sbcth and worst since the Union, had 
set in with the potato blight and rot of the autumn of 1845, 
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and it had still another year of frightfulness to run. The 
blight of the potato was practically nation-wide. In Lon
donderry, Antrim and Down in the north, the crop was only 
stunted and poor, but passing from there along the west 
coast towards the south, with each new county the blasting 
effects became more awful, until the southern extremity of 
Cork was reached and with it the ghastly climax of both 
famine and fever records. 

The failure of the potato crop, repeated in the following 
year, thrust hundreds of thousands who lived habitually 
on the verge of starvation, over the verge. No country in 
modern times has suffered such a depopulation as now befell 
Ireland. In five years, over a million died from famine and 
fever, and over a million fled from the land of doom. The 
census of 1851 was to reveal a population 1,500,000 less 
than in 1841; the ten years' natural increase of a people of 
8,000,000 had disappeared, with a million and a half more. 
And when they turned to flee, even then fate did not spare 
them; one out of every six who sailed in those years from 
Ireland to Canada died on shipboard, and in every port 
where the refugees landed, firom Liverpool to New York and 
Quebec, death and misery followed. In Ireland itself the 
suffering which these cold figures summarize was incalcul
able—the fading of hope as the rot spread from county to 
coimty, and field to field, the frantic gleaning of every grain 
and every nettle, the ruthless eviction from the little holding 
when rent failed, the slow wasting of starvation and the more 
merciful haste of fever, the endless stream of rudely con
structed coffins and the many whose only burial place was 
the wayside ditch in which they had fallen. The Relief 
Committee of the Society of Friends have left this descrip
tion of Skibbereen, in Cork: 

This place is one mass of famine, disease, and death. The poor creatures, 
hitherto trying to exist on one meal per day, are now sinking under fever 
and bowel complaints, unable to come for their soup, which is not fit for 
them. Rice is what their whole cry is for, but we cannot manage this 
well, nor can we get the food carried to the houses from dread of infection. 
I have got a coffin, with movable sides, constracted to convey the bodies 
to the churchyard, in calico bags prepared, in which the remains are wrapped 
up. I have just sent this to bring the remains of a poor creature to the 
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grave, who having been tumed out of the only shelter she had—a miser
able hut—perished the night before last in a quarry. 

Wniiam Edward Foster wrote in 1847: 

When we entered a village, our first question was, how many deaths? 
"The hunger is upon us," was everywhere the cry, and involuntarily we 
found ourselves regarding this himger as we should an epidemic—^looking 
upon starvation as a disease. In fact, as we went along, our wonder was 
not that the people died, but that they lived; and I have no doubt what
ever that in any other country the mortality would have been far greater; 
that many lives have been prolonged, perhaps saved, by the long appren
ticeship to want in which the Irish peasant has been trained, and by that 
lovely, touching charity which prompts him to share his scanty meal 
with his starving neighbour. 

One of O'Cormell's last Irish letters sums up the most 
terrible condition of the unhappy country: 

A nation is starving. If there are any exceptions they are so few that 
they are not worth mentioning. To the all prevalent famine is now 
superadded dysentery and typhus in their worst shape. 

And again he wrote: 

The times are indeed more awful than you have any notion of. All our 
thoughts are engrossed with the two topics—endeavouring to keep the 
people from outbreaks and endeavouring to get food for them. May the 
Great God in his infinite mercy mitigate the calamity and avert the 
danger. 

In the poems D'Arcy McGee wrote at this time echoes of 
the cmel history survive. In The Song of the Surplus there 
is a picture of the "cleared" estate of the exterminating 
landlord. The stanzas select with a nice poetic instinct the 
outstanding features. "The oak trees wave about the 
Hall," "the dock and thistle own the lea," the rabbits have 
burrows in the hill, even the "fox is scarce begrudged his 
den," and "the cattle crop the pasture still;" but the last 
line reveals his bitter rebelliousness: 

Our master have "no room for men." 

In A Mere Irishman's Lament a more passionate imagina
tion depicts the forsaken country and the moral results. 
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The palace gates of the absentee landlords are "msted as 
their fathers' sword which won their share m thee" 
(Ireland): 

Far, far beyond the crumbling wall 
Which marks that wide domain, 
Silerwe and sorrow over all 
Hath hung the cloud and chain. 
The stout yeoman hath lost his pride. 
The toilsman's strength hath past, 
And lifeless homes, from every side. 
Stare us, like skulls, aghast. 

In The Deserted Chapel the beauty oi nature round 
about tempers the anguish of the poem and makes it art 
as well as history: 

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's devotion? 
Do you note the white ships on 
The distant, silent, silver ocean? 

So I thought, my way across 
To that wayside chapel lowly, 
Whose rude eaves, festooned with moss. 
Often moved me with thoughts holy— 
(Thoughts that do not love the city!) 
Now, alas! all here was altered— 
Even the Mass-boy's accent faltered. 
The congregation, few arui sad, 
Such a look of ruin had 
That I could not pray for pity! 

Signs of grief on every face 
In the consecrated place; 
At the altar I heard weeping; 
Tears the aged priest's face steeping, 
And a moan might rend a stone 
Round the silent walls was creeping. 

Chimed the sad winds through the steeple— 
"Save, 0 Jesus! save Thy People!" 
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Here is another characteristic silhouette: 

Tis altered times, at every turn 
A shiftless gang you meet; 

The hutless peasants starve arui mourn. 
Camped starkly in ihe street. 

Another aspect of the time which his poetry of these 
months will not allow us to forget, is how energetically 
the Young Irelanders and The Nation strove to create a 
new soul among the people. Much of this verse is rhetor
ical propaganda, but it is inspired by manliness and passion. 
In reading it, too, Doheny's heartburning words should be 
remembered: 

The lie of the law which assumed the non-existence of the Catholic 
had infused itself into his nature, and while it was erased from the statute 
book, it was legible on his heart. That terrible necessity of denying his 
feelings, his property, his religion, and his very being, had stamped its 
degrading influence on his nature. 

Now one of D'Arcy McGee's great objects was to conquer 
this attitude on the part of the people and to strengthen 
their spirit, intensify their patriotism, and build up a free 
and fearless nation^ In the last two stanzas of The Living 
and the Dead he drives home the Young Ireland creed of 
union and of the necessity for the people overcoming their 

^ Michael Davitt, The Fall of Feudalism in Ireland, Chapter V, 
page 47: 

"It is related that Mr. John O'Connell, M. P., eldest son of the Lib
erator, read aloud in Conciliation Hall, Dublin, a letter he had re
ceived from a Catholic bishop in West Cork, in 1847, in which this 
sentence occurred, "The famme is spreading with fearful rapidity, 
and scores of persons are dying of starvation and fever, but 
the tenants are bravely paying their rents." Whereupon John 
O'Connell exclaimed, in proud tones, "I thank God I live among a 
people who would rather die of hunger than defraud their landlords 
of their rent!" It is not, imfortunately, on record that the author of 
this atrocious sentiment was forthwith kicked from the hall into the 
sink of the Liffey. He was not even hissed by his audience; so dead 
to every sense and right of manhood were the Irish people reduced in, 
these black years of hopeless life and of a fetid pestilence of perverted 
morality." 
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cowering distmst, which John Mitchel called their "too 
great quietness—unmanly, unchristian, inhuman patience 
and quietness:" 

No other nation, Erin! but only you would bear 
A yoke like yours, 0 Erin! a month, not to say a year; 
Arid will you bear it forever, writhing and sighing sore. 
Nor learn—learn rww or never—to dare, not to deplore— 
Learn to join in one endeavour your creeds and people alt? 
'Tis only thus can you sever your tyrant's iron thrall. 

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

A Harvest Hymn in its refrain, "God has been bountiful 
—man must be brave," and also in its climax closing of 
direct appeal belongs to this same class: 

Would you live happily, fear not—run falter. 
Peace sits on the summit of Liberty's altar! 
Would ye have honour—honour was ever 
The prize of ihe hero-like, death-scorning liver! 
Would ye have glory—she crowns not the slave! 
God has been bountiful, you must be brave! 

Swear by the bright streams abundantly flowing. 
Swear by the hearths where wet weeds are growing. 
By the stars and ihe earth, arui 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? 

It is very interesting to compare D'Arcy McGee's poems 
on the famine and the exodus with those of some of the other 
writers of The Nation at the same time. This is the 
opening stanza of The Famine Year by "Speranza," the 
Nation poetess who later became Lady Wilde: 
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Weary men, what reap ye? Golden corn for the stranger. 
What sow ye?—Human corses thai wait for the avenger. 
Fainting forms, all hunger-stricken, what see you in the offing? 
Stately ships to bear our food away amid the stranger's scoffing. 
There's a proud array of soldiers—what do they round your door? 
They guard our master's granaries from the thin hands of the poor. 
Pale rrwihers, wherefore weeping? "Would to God that we were dead. 
Our children swoon before us, and we cannot give them bread!" 

The accumulative pathos of such a series of pictures, of 
definite concrete details, is not to be found in any of McGee's 
poems. Or, again, take this stanza of hers from The Exodus: 

A million a decade—of human wrecks— 
Corpses lying in fever sheds— 
Corpses huddled on foundering decks. 
And shroudless dead on their rocky beds. 
Nerve and muscle, and heart and brain 
Lost lo Ireland—lost in vain. 

The ghastly power of this he never attempted. The 
famine and the emigration touched McGee as deeply, but 
he never faced them in that realistic way—at least, not 
for more than to snatch a rare and horrible glimpse such as 
the seventh stanza in The Ancient Race: 

They dig a grave for the ancient race— 
And grudge that grave to ihe ancient race— 
On highway side full oft were seen 
The wild dogs and ihe vultures keen 
Tug for the limbs arui gnaw the face 
Of some starved child of ihe arwieni race ! 

His usual treatment, however, was subtler, more abstract, 
more haunting. The following is more characteristic: 

Why stands the labourer in the way with sunken eyes and dim? 
Is there no work, is there no hope, is there no help for him? 
Why rusteth the swift, bright sickle thai swept down Saxon grain, 
Stuck in a patch of ragged thatch that keepeth not out ihe rain? 
Why lieih the plough on the headland, with broken stilt and tusk? 
Why gapeth the sun-dried furrow from gray dawn unto dusk? 
Why Cometh tu) singing sower, scattering song and seed. 
Where the field-mouse rangethfat and free amid his groves of weed? 
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Such was the misery which confronted young McGee on 
his return to his native land. But why, the question forced 
itself on him as upon those who look back to-day, had Ire
land suffered so deeply? The blight that had fallen upon 
her potato crop was not confined to Ireland alone: a very 
considerable part of Europe had faced the same misfortune. 
Why, then, was it, Young Ireland was asking, that in the 
parish of Mayo alone there was more suffering than in the 
whole of Continental Europe? It was because no other 
country depended so greatly on the potato-crop, no other 
country affected had so indefensible a land system, no other 
country was so badly and hypocritically misgoverned. 

Ireland was almost wholly an agricultural country. The 
lack of the coal and iron on which modern industry was 
founded, and the long years of ruthless English repression 
of Irish manufacturing, had prevented the growth of mill 
and factory. With the exception of four or five larger 
towns and the linen districts of the North, the whole popu
lation was on the land. The country was fertile, large 
harvests of wheat and oats were reaped, and livestock flour
ished. But the main staple of the country, and the only 
one, aside from a part of the oat crop, available for the sup
port of the great mass of the people, was the potato-crop. 
"In many districts," the Land Occupation Commissioners 
reported in 1846, "the only food of the cotters and labourers 
is the potato, their only beverage water." A variation was 
"potatoes and point"—potatoes seasoned by pointing to 
a ham or side of bacon swinging from the rafter, smoking for 
their betters. When the potato-crop failed in Ireland, all 
had failed. 

But why were millions of the dwellers in this fertile land 
so constantly on the brink of starvation? The immediate 
responsibility lay in the land system. They were strangers 
in their fathers' country, dwellers by sufferance on the 
estates of alien landlords. Practically all the soil of Ireland 
was owned by landlords whose title was derived from con
quest and confiscation. Not only so: they were largely 
absentees; many of the grantees or purchasers had never 
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settled on their estates, and after Union many other land
lords had flocked to London, so that the country lacked the 
leadership and interest of those who held the keys of power, 
and was drained dry by the payment of rents to its absentee 
owners. 

But the original owners and heirs of the land remained 
on it. They had not been permanently dispossessed, in 
the majority of cases. The land had merely passed, in 
some ill-defined way, with its native population settled 
upon it, out of the old system of class and common owner
ship prevailing before the era of the conquests, into a some
what loose and irregular system, sometimes regulated 
by law and sometimes by custom, which was supposed in 
England to be that of landlord and tenant, as Englishmen 
understood the terms. In England, the stress was laid 
on the fact that the landlord owned the land. In Ireland, the 
tenants felt that, aside from ancient rights of ownership, 
they had drained it, reclaimed it, fenced it, made roads 
about it, put up buildings on it, and had given it all the 
working value it possessed. Therefore, they considered 
that they had an inalienable right to it, exactly as other 
people consider they have a right to live. In Ireland the 
landlord and tenant cormection was looked upon as at least 
a kind of partnership which could not be justly broken 
without the consent of both parties. Even Peel had come 
to understand this, and in 1845 proposed a bill to protect 
the rightful interests of the tenants against the landlords. 
When a tenant made improvements, the landlord, in many 
sections, practically confiscated them by increasing the 
rent: this was a very fruitful source of disorder and crime. 
However, in a House composed mainly of landlords, and 
landlords accustomed to the English system and ideas about 
land—that the landlords had equipped the land and prepared 
it for the tenant—Peel's bill was quickly dropped, A 
typical case of English legislation for Ireland for many years 
—a brief glimpse of the needed reform, but let slip by because 
contrary to the prevalent English idea or because the major
ity of the legislators had neither the knowledge nor the 
imagination to appreciate it. 
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But it was not until now, in the midst of this vast devasta
tion of the population, that the relations between landlord 
and tenant reached a cuhninating point. In some counties 
the whole system broke down, and the landowners fell back 
on wholesale evictions to clear their property,^ The Poor 
Laws of 1838 and 1843 added their quota to the same uproot
ing. They provided that no tenant with more than a quar
ter of an acre could be granted relief from the workhouse. 
So in their present desperate straits many small tenants 
were compelled either to throw up their holdings or to starve. 
The rapid filling of the workhouses in turn sent the poor rate 
up by leaps and bounds. Many landlords, who had been 
conducting their estates on an old happy-go-lucky plan, 
based on the deeply-rooted idea that the better a landlord 
the farther behind a tenant might fall with his rent, were 
now faced by such large debts and taxes and heavily encum
bered estates that they had no option but to dispose of theii 
property. Thus it happened many new landlords came in 
at this most critical time. They were usually careless or 
ignorant of the old customs and traditions binding the ten 
ants and themselves, and did not know the history of the-
property and its improvements; they were therefore inclined 
to be less indulgent to the tenants than the men they super
seded. Besides, they were compelled by necessity, if their 
business was to be an economic success, to inaugurate a 
new system of farming. They were encouraged by the law 
which gave the English interpretation of the relation be
tween landlord and tenant: "If any one would defend 
his farm, it is here denominated rebellion." 

So it was that many families were literally flung out of 
the holdings which for generations they had instinctively 
looked upon as their own, and were cast into vagrancy, to 
live on wild turnips and chickweed, to tramp to villages 
where there was no work, no food, and no shelter, and finally 
to die in the ditches and become the prey of rats. Of course 

« In 1851 there were practically a quarter of a million fewer holdings 
of between one and five acres than there had been in 1841, and 60,000 
fewer between five and fifteen, but something like 162,500 more hold
ings over fifteen acres. 



ALIEN RULE 71 

a most desperate outbreak of crime followed such evictions. 
It ranged all the way from a young girl smashing glass to 
qualify for a prison bed and meal, to a calamity-crazed man, 
suffering what he felt to be the rankest injustice, seeking 
vengeance by buming property and murdering those he 
held responsible for the plight in which he found himself 
and his dear ones. In the southwest, some of the tenants 
attempted to snatch their harvest, but on such occasions 
the Govemment was alert, and the law was swift and effec
tive. Eight counties or parts of counties were proclaimed, 
and a special commission, after brief sessions held in Clare 
and Limerick, sent eleven men to the gallows. 

So it came back in the last analysis to the system of gov
emment. It was the rule of an alien government, the fatal 
connection with England, so Young Ireland averred, that 
was responsible for Ireland's misery and want in the present 
crisis as in the six centuries of misfortune that had gone 
before. 

In the present crisis the British Government and its agents, 
with whom all power lay, had lamentably failed. Late in 
1845 the citizens of Dublin, irrespective of party, had met 
to urge immediate action and had adopted proposals urged 
by O'Connell: the opening of the ports to foreign wheat, the 
prohibition of the export of cereals from Ireland, the stop
ping of distillation and brewing from grain, and the employ
ment of the people in public works, particularly on railways. 
But the Viceroy blandly informed the deputation that 
there was no danger of serious scarcity; and the Govemment 
sent over two learned investigators to report on the nat
ure of the potato disease. When McGee retumed in 
March, the only outward manifestations of the patemal 
care of the Government were the granaries of yellow 
com meal imported and stored by Sir Robert Peel, Un
fortunately Peel had not calculated on the appalling ex
tent of the need, and so had only provided a mere 
fraction of the required supplies. Besides, it was a for
eign food, and unpalatable when merely stirred into cold 
water, as the starving, fuelless, moneyless recipients had 
to prepare it, and either from hatred of it or of its pur-
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veyor they declared that it choked them to swallow "Peel's 
brimstone," 

The one great remedy to which the majority of the Irish 
clung was that the Goverrmient should declare at once for 
the non-export of domestic food and the free import of 
foreign. The Irish Parliament of the eighteenth century had 
done this more than once, and during this very season such 
enactments were being carried out by Belgium, Holland, 
Russia, and Egypt in consequence of their short crops. The 
same policy would have been of great help in Ireland now. 
For the bitterness and futility of the situation was that at 
the height of the famine Ireland had food in abundance—but 
not for herself. There had been in 1845 a good harvest of 
wheat, an abundant harvest of oats, and the country still 
had sheep and pigs to spare, but it was for Englishmen and 
not for Irishmen these were destined. The country saw 
one-eighth of its population slain by famine and fever and 
another eighth driven across the sea as a starving surplus 
population, in the same year that it shipped seventeen mil
lion pounds of food-stuff to England and collected it under 
guard of English soldiers while being hauled to port.̂  

It was no wonder that coroners' juries, during the time 
when they still could count the dead, retumed verdicts of 
"wilful murder against John Russell, commonly called 
Lord John Russell." Eventually relief works were estab-
Ushed, charged against the Irish rates and taxes, charitable 
gifts poured in from abroad, and the creaking machinery of 
a distant govemment ground out some partial succour. At 
last came the repeal of the Com Laws, the removal of the 
high duties on imported wheat; but with the grim irony of the 
whole episode, this step was found to relieve the English 
manufacturer and the English workman rather than the Irish 
people, since Ireland was a wheat exporting rather than 
importing country, and was ultimately hurt more than helped 
by the free entrance of foreign grain. 

» The exports from Ireland to England for the quarter ending July 5th. 
1845, were: wheat 59,478 quarters; barley 18,417 ditto, oats 245,067 
ditco; flour 242,257 cwt. oatmeal 138,241 ditto; oxen, bulls, and cows 
33,850; calves 1,923; sheep and lambs 56,669; swine 124,762, and 
47,000 firkins of butter shipped from the first of May. 
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But it was not merely in this crisis that English connection 
had been an injury to Ireland. The fundamental evil was 
that the chief power to deal with Irish affairs lay in a distant 
parliament, and that its laws and enactments were not 
made with a full and sympathetic understanding of the 
needs and conditions of Ireland, nor with a single eye to her 
good. They formed but a part of an intricate game of 
politics English parties happened to be engaged in at that 
time. Besides, they were apt to be foreign to the genius of 
the people to whom they applied, as in the laws affecting 
tenants and landlords and in the Poor Law regulations. 
Even when they were intended to do good and showed 
consideration for the subject's welfare, like Peel's Brim
stone it gagged the Irish to admit it. 

From first to last, inherently and inevitably, Young 
Ireland repeated, the connection with England had been a 
calamity. More than six hundred years before, the war 
between England and Ireland had begun. Conquest of 
one land by another was the rule of the day, but unfortun
ately the conquest was never complete. The newcomers 
succeeded in overthrowing an ancient culture and a highly 
developed social organization, but they could not wholly 
establish their own. War and confiscation. Limerick 
breaking of pledges and Elizabethan and Cromwellian 
planting of settlements did not bring unity. The larger 
country continued to treat the smaller as a conquered and 
subordinate land, and to regard and employ the new 
settlers as a garrison to keep the old in subjection. Penal 
laws of perverse and brutal savagery sought to stamp out 
religion, industry, family affection itself, among the hapless 
majority. Commercial restrictions crushed the woollen 
trade when it threatened rivahy with England, and ham
pered shipping and commerce. And when, late in the eight
eenth century, the power of personal contact and local 
interests had begun to work and the leaders of the Irish 
Parliament, Protestant and landlord and of English descent 
though they largely were, began to stand beside their fellow 
Irishmen in demanding freedom and harmony, Pitt, with 
brazen breaking of promises and colossal corruption, had 
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brought about the dissolution of that free parliament and 
the union of Ireland with Great Britain under a single 
parliament sitting in Westminster. 

There was much in the institutions, the culture, the 
character of the English people from which Ireland could 
have derived great benefit, but unfortunately it was only 
their worst side that was displayed toward Ireland. There 
was a full share of human weakness in the Irish people, but 
so long as their fate turned upon the whim of alien rulers, 
the responsibility was lacking which would have concen
trated attention on the weakness and developed the strength 
of the nation. To neither country had Union brought 
strength. 

Union had failed to bring either good govemment or 
harmony. Under Daniel O'Cormell as leader, Ireland had 
by ceaseless agitation forced the belated concession of 
Catholic Emancipation. But that was only a first step. 
On the day of Catholic Emancipation one of O'Cormell's 
friends saluted him with: "Othello's occupation is gone!" 
"Gone!" retumed O'Connell, with a meaning look, "Isn't 
there a Repeal of the Union?" 

This sentence sounded the pibroch of the intervening 
years. Sometimes it did not skirl forth as clear and distinct as 
others, but it steadily gathered volume until the very heart 
of the nation was stirred during the years of '43 and '44 by 
its mighty insistence at O'Cormell's monster meetings, 
in The Nation's manifold writings and teachings, and finally 
in the dramatic aftermath of these—the state trials, the 
packed juries and the imprisoned heroes. 

Emancipation was only a first step. The next and essential 
one must be the Repeal of the Union and the restoration 
of Ireland's legislative independence. In O'Connell's words: 

There can be no safety for, no permanent prosperity in Ireland without 
a Repeal of the Union. This is my firm, unalterable conviction We 
must have the Irish rents spent in Ireland Let those who will not live 
in Ireland sell their Irish estates Irish affairs must be managed 
by Irishmen. 

But he was determined that this great change should be 
wrought by no revolution. It was to come constitutionally. 
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The aim of his organization was to petition for the repeal of 
an Act of Parliament; if those demanding the repeal of this 
Act of Union could show the pressure of a whole nation 
at their back, he assured them no Govemment could with
stand their request. So Daniel O'Connell himself understood 
his organization and its goal, and his interpretation thereof 
was law. He alone was dictator. It was not so much 
confidence, loyalty and respect the mass of his followers 
tendered to him as love, veneration and worship. Daniel 
O'Connell and Daniel O'Cormell's own will stood for the 
complete interpretation of all the wants of the Irish Nation
alists, So it became his policy to act on his own initiative 
and make it right with his followers afterwards, if need be. 
When he determined that it was in the best interests of 
Ireland to abandon Repeal temporarily during the five 
years of the second Melbourne Ministry, although this was 
a complete right about face he had no difficulty in carry
ing his Irish followers with him. 

His great movement had a very tangible outward ex
istence. The country was well organized around Repeal 
reading-room centres. In them, libraries of suitable litera
ture foremost in which was The Nation, were established. 
These centers' were intimately cormected offshoots of the 
parent organization in Dublin, which met weekly in its fine 
new building, "Conciliation Hall." The Roman Catholic 
priests had practically all been converted to the Repeal 
movement. It was O'Cormell's motto always, "Be sure to 
have everywhere the approval of the priests." In each 
parish was a Repeal Warden with Repeal police, and these 
officials, working in unison with the priests, were the virtual 
rulers of the people. They administered law and order and 
collected the Repeal rent which was sent unquestioningly to 
O'Cormell for the expenses of himself and his movement. 
The fact that, in the fiighwater year of agitation, the Repeal 
rent netted £50,000, gives an idea of the vast extent of the 
movement. 

Now the question presses, why did the people not utilize 
this Repeal organization to carry on relief work in the midst 
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of their appalling need? Alas, it too had fallen upon evil 
days, and there had come to be a vague questioning and 
distrust in the place of the old loyal confidence. 

When O'Connell returned to leadership after his state 
trial and imprisonment, following the prohibition of the 
Clontarf meeting, although he spoke in the old strain, 
any one with a sympathetic ear could tell that the old note 
of assurance and joy in the fight was gone. It was an old 
man, a man marked for the grave, one whose natural 
buoyancy and optimism had been changed to the pessimism 
and gloomy forebodings of disease, who came out of Rich
mond Penitentiary to lead his hosts. He had lost confidence 
in the old programme. No more imposing demonstration 
of the national desire for Repeal could have been staged 
than he had carried out during the summer of 1843. And 
it had failed. From now on his creed was that of compro
mise with the English power, or as he preferred to call it, 
the "Doctrine of Instalments." As long as his old opponent 
Peel was at the helm it was not likely he could see any way 
of bringing about good for Ireland in conjunction with him, 
but when, in June, 1846, the Whigs assumed control, he felt 
his opportunity had come and lost no time in getting into 
touch with them. In this way, by gaining tangible benefits 
for Ireland—"O'Cormell prefers Bread to Repeal," as the 
London radical press commented—O'Coimell saw the ter
rible shadow lifted from his country and his own closing 
days. He would still go to his grave the benefactor of his race 
and not the great failure. He was, moreover, emphatically 
confident, in the first months of his relation with them, 
that the Whigs were going to relieve Irish distress. It was 
not until things had reached their very blackest, when 
Parliament met in the early winter of 1847, that he came 
to realize the uselessness of depending on either English 
party for efficient help. He wrote from London the begin
ning of February, 1847: 

I am sorry to inform you that any prospect of relief—I mean sub
stantial and comprehensive relief—from Parliament is, in my judgment, 
daily diminishing. There is, to be sure, a great deal of sympathy and good 
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feeling both in and out of the House, and generally a very sincere desire 
that something efficient shoxild be done to relieve the horrible destitution 
of the Irish people; but there are also many obstacles and an unwillingness 
to place upon the British people the burthens absolutely necessary to 
give efficient relief to Irish misery. 

Another reason O'Connell undoubtedly had for steering 
away from a continued Repeal agitation was that it let 
loose a volcanic force. He himself could play upon it and curb 
it at will, but would he leave another man behind him with 
similar power? He thought not. Moreover, since his youth, 
when he had witnessed the French Revolution and the at
tempt of the Irish Volunteers, he had always been convinced 
that by constitutional means alone, by moral force and never 
by physical force, Repeal should be won. During the months 
of the Monster Meetings, when he harangued his loudest 
on the "hated Saxon" and "the iron of the penal 
laws probing the soul of the Irish people," when his audience 
marched to the meetings on some historic hill or battle-ground, 
with their Repeal Cavahry, green barmers, fife bands and 
appointed leaders, he had never transgressed his own limit. 
No matter what anticipations the crowd may have had, 
no matter what interpretation others may have taken firom 
the demonstration, O'Cormell had no uitention of allowing 
the movement to grow into a revolution. This determin
ation in a well man had been a sane, well-founded creed, but 
now, in his diseased mind, it became a most unreasonable 
obsession. Unhappily, too, it was doomed in large part to 
cause the alienation of many of his most brilliant and most 
sincere disciples.̂  

For some years now there had been growing up within 
the Repeal Association a young element with reasoned and 
pronounced convictions of their own. The Nation, which 
was more decided in its nationalist utterances than O'Con
nell's organs and less Catholic than The Freeman's Journal, 

Those familiar with the developments of the last twenty years inllre-
land will recognize many striking similarities and significant differ
ences between the clash between O'Connell and the Nation group in 
the forties and the split between John Redmond and Sinn Fein in 
the later period. 
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voiced their views and had been their rallying centre. The 
events of the summer and the imprisonment along with 
O'Connell of the proprietor and editor of The Nation, Charles 
Gavan Duffy, had had the opposite effect on them to that 
which it had on O'Connell, Tme, they realized that it was 
no longer possible that Repeal should be speedily won: 

We are not men who bid the people to expect Repeal in the change from 
leaf to frait in any year. We have never said it was certain, for if the 
people do not persevere with dogged and daily labour for knowledge and 
independence they will be slaves for generations. 

But the Nation group were most determined that there 
should be no relaxing of this Repeal campaign. In their 
minds Repeal, and Repeal before all other material advan
tages, was the essential thing towards bettering Ireland's 
condition, not alone materially but intellectually and morally. 
Herein lay the basic difference now between them and 
O'Connell, The Young Ireland party said the disease was 
permanent and so were the symptoms, and there was no cure 
for it but Repeal of the Union. They pointed out that the 
potato blight was a general condition that year, firom the 
Atlantic to the Caspian, and that yet, as has been noted, 
there was more suffering in one parish of Mayo than in all 
the rest of Europe, No doubt, as all their educational and 
moral betterment endeavours prove, they realized that the 
cause of this painful fact could not be laid at any one single 
door, yet they were wholly convinced that the great evil 
lay in depending for legislation on a distant parliament 
composed of a majority of men who but vaguely knew the 
conditions about which they were legislating. Once this 
was changed, the other reforms would follow in natural 
course. 

Their plan of campaign for the time was to continue, 
more energetically than ever, the educational activities 
which were outlined as The Nation's national programme by 
Duffy to McGee during the holiday tramp on which they 
became acquainted. The Repeal reading-rooms. The Lib
rary of Ireland, many spirited reports of the Association, 
many volumes of national literature, many schemes of com-
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mon, united work between the men of the North and the 
men of the South, were the arsenals upon which Young 
Ireland based their hopes.* 

But to produce a nation-moving, well-grounded and 
well-founded force of public opinion in this Young Ireland 
way, it was supremely necessary that the goal should not 
be wantonly changed from year to year. They must not 
blow hot on Repeal to-day and cold to-morrow. Out of 
this consideration grew their antagonism to O'Cormell's 
temporary abandoning of Repeal, in June, 1846, for the sake 
of a Whig Alliance, It would make much of their appeal 
appear a grand sham, and merely a lever to extort conces
sions from England, This would be particularly the feeling 
in the North and in Conservative circles. The Dungarvan 
election was virtually the test case between them, and 
O'Cormell won. By a diplomatic series of delays he managed 
to have Shell, who was a member of the new Whig Ministry 
but not a Repealer, elected unopposed. The Young Ireland
ers were most indignant: this was rascality and "betrayal" 
of the sacred cause. In the words of Meagher: 

Had the battle been won, it would have been an inspiriting example: 
had it been lost, at least the Association would have been rescued from 
the aspersions of its enemies. But above all, a contest in Dungarvan 
would have taught the Whigs that the heart of the Nation was bent on 
Repeal He did not urge a factious resistance of the Whigs; the Irish 
members voted with the Peel govemment on the Maynooth grant and 
Free Trade, and what he desired was that they should act towards the 
Whigs exactly as they had acted towards the Tories. If they permitted 
the Association to assume a Whig aspect, they would shut out Irish Con
servatives and Irish Radicals. 

The Nation party was known as "Young Ireland," partly from the 
fact that it was a popular label of the day—"Yoimg Italy" had been 
founded by Joseph Mazzini in 1831 to propagate republican and 
nationalistic ideas—and partly in contrast to O'Connell's party, which 
from a memorable retort of his became everywhere spoken of as 
"Old Ireland:" "Young Ireland may play what pranks they please. 
I do not envy them their name. I shall stand by Old Ireland, and I 
have some slight notion that Old Ireland will stand by me." During 
the months Smith O'Brien looked upon himself as holding the balance 
between Old Ireland and Young Ireland he invariably called himself 
"Middle-Aged Ireland." 
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This was by no means the first difference of opinion there 
had been between O'Connell and his young followers. But 
before this he had always been able to override them in a 
light and burlesque way. No doubt their highflown 
rhetoric lent itself but too easily to such methods of attack. 
Nevertheless this attitude of his was very irritating to 
men who took themselves so seriously. 

But Young Ireland did not wish for another leader. Far 
fi-om it. They understood too clearly the strength of 
having O'Connell for leader and how bereft of the support 
of the people they would be without him. What they 
now wanted was a part in the framing of the party platform. 
In other words, the old-time, wholehearted confidence in 
whithersoever he led being the best possible course was 
gone for them, and they were ambitious to share in the 
choosing of the future direction. John Mitchel, who was 
at this time becoming prominent as one of the most bril
liant writers in the Nation group, expressed their position 
exactly in this paragraph: 

As to deposing O'Connell from the leadership of the Irish People, we 
have met with no man insane enough to propose or contemplate that. 
The thing is not possible. O'Connell wields the Irish millions, and he 
alone—^he has wielded them for forty years; and we know of no man, or set 
of men, able to wrest the leading-staff out of his hand. Whithersoever, 
how far so ever the Irish nation goes, he will be at their head to his dying 
day. All we mean to insist upon is this—that we will be led to the goal 
whither we are boimd; we will not go back, or stand still; we will be led, 
but it must be forward—forward! O'Cormell is our leader, and must 
remain our leader. He has mighty power, mighty responsibility; let him 
lead us, in God's name—and full sure we are he will not lead a trasting 
people astray, to his own etemal peril and our ignominious defeat and 
destruction. 

"That we will be led to the goal whither we are bound," 
was exactly the issue, as political events were now most 
clearly to demonstrate. Peel's Government fell and the 
Whigs came into power in June, 1846. At once there were 
rumours of O'Cormell's alliance with them. While they 
were still officially unconfirmed The Nation hastened to 
publish the following comment to make its position publicly 
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known and embarrass O'Cormell as much as possible. It is 
also from Mitchel's pen: 

O'Connell did not say this, (justice to Ireland or Repeal) or anything 
like this—he neither said nor thought it—and no Repealer, even if he 
were base enough to think it, would dare whisper it in the solitude of his 
chamber, lest the very birds of the air might carry the matter to an Irish 
ear. Heaven and earth! what would those words, in the mouth of a 
Repealer, mean? Listen to us. Irishmen, and we will tell you. They would 
mean that for four years past—at some thousand meetings—through five 
million throats—from Tara to Mullaghmast—from palaces of Irish kings 
and graves of Irish martyrs, Ireland has been bellowing forth one monstrous 
lie in the face of all mankind and of God Almighty—one loud, many-
voiced national lie, which the vales re-echoed to the hills, and they to 
heaven... In the meantime, let the tmth be told: let us not pretend to 
give up or postpone Repeal, in order that English ministers may more 
readily yield us that justice which they have delayed as long as they 
could; let no Repealer dare to hint that a "real Union" would satisfy us— 
let us avow, and make all men clearly understand, that what we are deter
mined to have now is, not "justice to Ireland or Repeal" but "justice to 
Ireland and Repeal." 

Now, in spite of O'Connell's pooh-poohing of the "clap
trap of juvenile orators," this kind of criticism in his own 
Association, and in a paper he was sanctioning as desirable 
literature for Repeal reading-rooms, was most galling. He 
reasoned that while these men were in the Association and 
sheltered by his mantie they might wield embarrassing 
influence, but outside they would be a futile band. Their 
writings, he felt, and their education campaign had, in fact, 
littie hold on the heart of the people. Indeed, on account of 
it they lost some support. In its inculcation of unity be
tween the North and the South, in its treatment of literary 
matters on their own merits and apart from the theological 
and political beliefs of the writers, The Nation was in that 
day too advanced for the Ireland of O'Connell; it seemed 
to many of the priests and their flocks to savour too much of 
the liberalism of the Continent. Besides, there was another 
grave indictment against them in O'Connell's mind. They 
were not sufficientiy imbued with the necessity of keeping 
the whole Repeal movement absolutely clear from the sus
picion of favouring rebellion and an appeal to arms. Know-
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ing now that the disease of the brain from which he died 
in less than a year was working on him at this time, it 
would appear as if the strange emphasis he laid on this was 
a curious pathological reaction after his great demonstra
tions of 1843. The physical force argument against them 
really bulked larger in his eyes than the more legitimate 
reasons they gave him for a quarrel. 

During the autumn of 1845, when the famine with its 
terrific attendant circumstances was paving the way for a 
wave of agrarian crime. The Morning Herald, understood to 
be Peel's organ, bade the country rejoice, as the Irish sys
tem of railways placed every corner of the Island "within 
six horns of the garrison of Dublin." Maddened by this 
callous article and its picture of the Government as swift 
to punish and slow to aid its victims, John Mitchel under
cook to answer it in the next issue of The Nation. He told 
die oflficial organ that railways were good for the nation 
^ whom they belonged, but not good against that nation, 
that one single hour could render them useless for hos
tile purposes. "For actual measures of coercion all Ireland 
laughs at them." However, he felt it might be useful to 
promulgate through the country, "to be read by all Repeal 
Wardens in their parishes, a few short and easy mles as 
to the mode of dealing with railways in case of any enemy 
daring to make hostile use of them." This article excited 
O'Connell greatly and he at once visited The Nation office 
to remonstrate against the dangerous conjunction of Repeal 
Wardens with lessons in the art of guerilla warfare. The 
"safety of the Association," he said, demanded that the 
matter should be brought before Conciliation Hall un
less it were repudiated at once. The Nation complied next 
number, explaining that Mr. O'Connell had remonstrated 
and that it must be understood it had neither connec
tion with nor control over Repeal Wardens. However, 
that was not enough. O'Connell carried the matter to the 
meeting and ended by appointing an Inspector-General of 
Repeal reading-rooms to make an immediate visit and warn 
the readers against being misled by evil counsel from the 
safe method of legal and constitutional agitation. Gavan 
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Duffy looked upon this as equivalent to pointing out his 
paper to the English Government for prosecution. Whether 
that was the reason or not, he did receive, a few days later, 
from the Crown Solicitor a notice of prosecution for sedi
tious libel. The Irish press of all shades of opinion de
nounced this attack as without adequate cause, and even in 
spite of O'Cormell there was considerable remonstrance in 
Conciliation Hall. No one argued that the article was 
discreet or politic, but it was agreed that it was morally and 
legally justifiable. However, Peel's Govemment were not 
eager to press the trial, and it was protracted several months 
by the efforts of Duffy's counsel to quash the indictment. 
Then, with the change of the English Government in June, 
it was at first expected the matter would drop. Mutual 
friends gave Duffy to understand very plainly that silence 
on his part for the present would have tJiat result. But The 
Nation, defiantly hostile to O'Cormell's Whig alliance, was 
not silent, and on the 17th of June Duffy was placed on 
trial for Mitchel's railway article. 

The case is chiefly remarkable for the very able fighting 
speech made by the counsel for the accused, an old national
ist veteran of eighty, Robert Holmes.* In a long, closely 
reasoned speech, based on such eminent authorities as Lord 
Mansfield and Blackstone, he vindicated not the liberty of 
the press but the truth of John Mitchel's proposition. The 
result of this vigorous speech was that the jury refused to 
convict and were discharged, 

' Robert Holmes (1765-1859). He was a brother-in-law of Thomas 
Addis and Robert Emmet, and a vehement opponent of the Union 
in 1801. He declined to accept promotion at the Bar while the Union 
endiu'ed. A Unitarian, he went circuit in Ulster and possessed more 
than any one else the confidence and respect of the commercial classes 
of the North. It is well to remember that the writer of the article, 
John Mitchel, was also a Protestant from the North. On the occaalion 
of the final quarrel in Conciliation Hall, John Mitchel said: "I am one 
of the Saxon Irishmen of the North, and you want that race of Irish
men in your ranks more than any others. You cannot well afford to 
drive even one away from you, however humble and iminfluential. 
Drive the Ulster Protestants away from your movement by needless 
tests and you perpetuate the degradation of both yourselves and 
them." 
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But the prosecution in which the Attorney-General 
failed was transferred to a more loyal tribunal, and Duffy 
was condemned by Conciliation Hall, On July 13th 
O'Connell moved the adoption of a series of resolutions, 
generally known as the Peace Resolutions. They re-stated 
the original principles of the Repeal Association, and fur
thermore declared "abhorrence of all attempts to improve 
and augment constitutional liberty by means of force or 
violence or bloodshed—that to promote political ameliora
tion, peaceable means alone should be used, to the exclusion 
01 all others," According to the Young Ireland interpreta
tion, this new wording was "of far wider scope than the 
original, and would engage them to a false principle, embra
cing all men, all countries and all times." They stated 
plainly this objection at the meeting, but modified it by 
the fact that the present discussion was purely academic, 
as the resolution was quite uncalled for by the actual state 
of affairs. A short extract from William Smith O'Brien's 
speech gives exactly their view and justification: 

When he joined the Association he had determined never to be a party 
to a counter-agency to that adopted by O'Connell; but at the same time 
he could not undertake to co-operate in proceedings which he considered 
unjust and unpolitic. The Association had been called upon to declare 
that no circumstances in any coimtry would justify the use of arms for 
the attainment of any political amelioration; but this was a doctrine to 
which he did not subscribe It was by the right of resistance on 
the part of a subject that the Queen held her throne. 

What was most unfortunate respecting this question was that it was 
purely speculative, he was not aware that there was a single person 
connected with the Association who desired an appeal to arms under the 
present circumstances. Such an appeal would be madness and wickedness, 
and neither O'Connell nor any of his family could be more determined 
in resisting it than he was.... He was afraid the tendency of the resolution 
and the letter read that day was to drive from the Association men identi
fied in opinion with The Nation newspaper.... If there was any attempt 
to cut off The Nation from connection with the Association, or to exclude 
the gentlemen agreeing with it from the Committee, he would find it 
impossible to co-operate with the Association till they were restored 
There was another question on which he felt bound to be perfectly explicit; 
the policy of Repealers in his opinion was to keep a distinct national party 
in the House of Commons and support good measures, from whichever 
party they came. To maintain this independence they must not solicit 
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favours from the Goverrmient, or by accepting them, permit their mouths 
to be closed. In 1834 certain able and prominent Repealers, of which the 
most distinguished was Mr. Shell, took office under the Whigs; what was 
the result? He would not say they were convinced, but certainly they 
were silenced. If the Association meant to encourage such a system he 
would not coincide with them. The State trial did not discourage the 
Repeal Cause so much as the loss of Dungarvan. He tmsted nothing 
would be done to destroy a confederacy the most powerful that ever 
existed for the achievement of a people's liberty. 

After this meeting Young Ireland were jubilant. They 
had vindicated their own position—had made themselves 
understood about the "physical force humbug"—and were 
still members of the Association. But they were reckoning 
without considering the undisciplined impetuosity and lack of 
training in diplomatic caution of some of their young men. 
At the next meeting, unfortunately, these latter allowed them
selves to be led into the discussion again and Thomas Francis 
Meagher undertook to defend their position. He made a 
very brilliant speech; in the estimation of many who heard 
it, it was the most eloquent Conciliation Hall had ever 
echoed. But for the purpose of the day it was an ill-judged 
effort. It gave Meagher henceforth his popular epithet 
"Meagher of the Sword." On account of the strong rivalry 
for the oratorical leadership of Young Ireland, which there 
shortly came to be between him and McGee, it is opportune 
to take here some note of the speech and its orator. 

There was but a year's difference in the age of Thomas 
Francis Meagher and Thomas D'Arcy McGee, but a whole 
world of opportunity divided their training. T. F. Meagher 
was the son of the Mayor of Waterford, the first Catholic 
for two hundred years to occupy such a position, and his 
mother was a sister of Sir Thomas Wyse, the educationalist. 
He had been educated at Clongowes Wood, the Jesuit 
College in Kildare, and had taken a post-graduate course 
at their other school, Stonyhurst in Lancashire. In both 
he had won more than once the prize in English and held a 
distinguished place in their debating societies. Yet his 
voice was neither rich nor flexible, and he had to stmggle 
with natural impediments, which the impulse of the orator 
never wholly overcame. "It was like listening to the 
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mystical sonorous music of the Revolt of Islam recited in 
Shelley's shrill treble, to hear Meagher pour out passion 
and pathos and humour in tones which possessed no note in 
perfection but intensity." In the words of Duffy, whose 
description of McGee's contrasting appearance on their 
first meeting will be easily remembered, "Meagher looked 
a dandified youngster, with a languid air and mincing 
accent obviously derived firom an English education 
But nature had made him a great orator, and training had 
made him an accomplished gentleman." 

Meagher and McGee belonged to the same school of ora
tory. They both excelled in lofty, imaginative, vehement, 
eloquent speech. Meagher's was noted for the intellectual 
power and training behind the eloquence, the polished, 
balanced sentences, the numerous Biblical, classical, and 
mediaeval references, and the careful preparation, whicn, in 
spite of his undoubted passion and emotion, often made 
his words appear artificial, mechanical and over-ornamented, 
McGee's, on the other hand, while following similar lines, 
was a simpler and more natural exposition. Meagher's 
sentences stmck the ear in a startling series of antitheses, 
but McGee's, while often using balanced structure, had 
more variety and movement in their rhythm. Meagher's 
words might become monotonous and be given in a sing
song. McGee's could not. Meagher's speech was an effort 
brilliantly prepared for that moment, McGee's belonged 
more to the warp and the woof of his fife. It was also pre
pared, but prepared in the sense that he was daily thinking 
about these subjects and working them over for a book, a 
paper, or a poem. While Meagher dazzled with his brilliant 
intellect, McGee charmed with a rarer and more distinctive 
gift, the poetic sweep of his imagination. It would be hardly 
correct to say Meagher was a man of more determined and 
pronounced views. Yet McGee had the ability to appreciate 
more justly the views of the other side. He was more im
bued with the necessity of conciliating people as far as was 
consistent with his own beliefs. Meagher's outspoken 
antagonism to Old Ireland and to the priests banged shut 
a door which McGee, with his deeper sympathy for the 
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other man's point of view, and his instinct for letting fall 
into their secondary place the things that were not essential, 
would have managed somehow to keep partly open. Both 
in their attitude and speeches, McGee will appear the more 
moderate, sanely balanced and broad spirited of the two. 
He had altogether more patience, judgment and diplomacy 
in handling both topics and men. He could never have 
plunged into this eulogy of the sword at this critical moment. 
Meagher says, "I dissent from these 'Peace Resolutions, 
because I conceive there is not the least necessity for 
them." On like ground McGee dissented from his speech. 

But Meagher had to repudiate the base doctrines of etemal 
submission to injustice: 

I dissented from them, for I felt that by assenting to them, I should have 
pledged myself to an imqualified repudiation of physical force in all coun
tries, at all times and under every circumstance. This I could not do 
I do not abhor the use of arms in the vindication of national rights 
From that evening, on which, in the valley of Bethulia, He nerved the arm 
of the Jewish girl to smite the drunken tyrant in his tent, down to this 
our day, in which he has blessed the insurgent chivalry of the Belgian 
priest. His Almighty hand hath ever been stretched forth from His throne 
of Light, to consecrate the flag of freedom—to bless the patriot's sword! 
Be it in the defence, or be it in the assertion of a people's liberty, I hail 
the sword as a sacred weapon; and if, my Lord, it has sometimes taken the 
shape of the serpent and reddened the shroud of the oppressor with too 
deep a dye, like the anointed rod of the High Priest, it has at other times, 
and as often, blossomed into celestial flowers to deck the freeman's brow. 

Abhor the sword—stigmatize the sword? No, my Lord, for, in the passes 
of the Tyrol, it cut to pieces the banner of the Bavarian, and, through 
those cragged passes, stmck a path to fame for the peasant insurrectionist 
of Innspmck! 

Abhor the sword—stigmatize the sword? No, my Lord, for, at its 
blow, a giant nation started from the waters of the Atlantic, and by its 
redeeming magic, and in the quivering of its crimson light, the crippled 
Colony sprang into the attitude of a proud Republic—prosperous, 
limitless and invincible! 

Abhor the sword—stigmatize the sword? No, my Lord, for it swept 
the Dutch marauders out of the fine old towns of Belgium—scourged 
them back to their own phlegmatic swamps—and knocked their flag and 
sceptre, their laws and bayonets into the sluggish waters of the 
Scheldt. 

My Lord, I leamed that it was the right of a nation to govern herself— 
not in this Hall, but upon the ramparts of Antwerp. This, the first article 
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of a nation's creed, I leamed upon those ramparts, where freedom was 
justly estimated, and the possession of the precious gift was purchased by 
tiie effusion of generous blood. 

My Lord, I honovu- the Belgians, I admire the Belgians, I love the 
Belgians for their enthusiasm, their courage, their success, and I, for 
one, will not stigmatize, for I do not abhor, the means by which they 
obtained a Citizen King, a Chamber of. 

So far the overwrought orator got, but no farther. John 
O'Connell, Daniel's son, jumped up, proclaiming that "It 
was the strongest conviction of his soul that it would not 
be safe for the Association to allow him to proceed. His senti
ments were directly and diametrically opposed to those 
of the founder and therefore the Association must cease to 
exist or Mr, Meagher must cease to be a member," William 
Smith O'Brien then interrupted to the effect that when men 
were invited to discuss a subject it was scarcely just to 
preclude them from asserting the opinions which after all 
were involved in the discussion and to prevent them submitting 
such reasons as they felt should be submitted to their fellow-
countrymen in vindication. However, John O'Connell 
insisted that the language held by Mr. Meagher was most 
dangerous and that the question was not, should a young 
man be put down, but should the man put down the Associa
tion, It was a question between the founder and certain 
objectors; if the members would not stand by the founder, let 
them adopt other resolutions and another leader. Meagher 
tried to speak again, but great confusion followed, during 
which Smith O'Brien, John Mitchel, P. J. Smyth, Devin 
Reilly, Captain Bryan, Fr, Meehan, Gavan Duffy and 
Meagher himself, "convinced that there was no longer any 
hope that freedom of opinion would be respected in the 
Association," walked out of Conciliation Hall. Thus arose 
the epoch-making Secession in Young Ireland's history. 

Since it was not safe to listen to the men behind The 
Nation at the Dublin Repeal room, it was naturally still 
more unsafe to allow the sheet to go forth with its old 
prestige to all the reading-rooms of the land. It was of first 
necessity to cmsh it without delay, if the doctrines and 
tactics of the O'Connell men were to prevail m the provinces. 
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Like most movements originating in anger and resentment 
over fundamental differences of political opinion, this one 
had two sides: one, the specific and legitimate determina
tion to withdraw all aid and countenance from a paper 
which was felt to be disseminating error; the other, a most 
unwarranted and insidious blackening of the characters and 
reputations of the men who held the erroneous political 
opinions. 

The method of accomplishing the first was very simple. 
Each locaUty contributing £10 to the Repeal rent was at lib
erty to select a weekly journal, of which the Repeal Associa
tion paid the subscription. Up to this time The Nation had 
been the one preferred by the readers and pushed by the 
leaders. More than a thousand copies went out weekly to 
Repeal Wardens and Repeal reading-rooms. A very con
siderable part of the profit of the paper was derived from 
this circulation, which was now peremptorily cut off. Duffy 
does, it is true, in his Four Years of Irish History, tell of 
several friendly and independent Wardens and reading-
rooms where his paper held its own, in spite of the official 
ban, and shows that the process of cutting off The Nation 
did not go on altogether smoothly. But these were the ex
ception. 

The other half of the programme was also easily set in 
motion, and increased in strength and bitterness away 
beyond all first intention and calculation. The Catholic 
clergy were largely moved by spontaneous loyalty to 
O'Cormell and partly by suspicion of the Young Irelanders, 
The test of patriotism and loyalty to their faith had been for 
so long devotion to O'Cormell that, without question on 
the part of many, these young men, who were now in conflict 
with him, were denounced as dangerous and imtmstworthy. 
It was not hard to view in a suspicious light men prac
tically unknown, some of them Protestants, who had the 
audacity to oppose the revered Liberator. Even before this 
many priests and CathoUc laity had disliked some of their 
writings, as for example their praise of the literary and 
poetic qualities of the unbeliever, Shelley. Again, Young 
Ireland had never specially sought favour with the clergy. 
They had not wished to identify their proceedings towards 
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Repeal with Catholics as such. It was a political and. not a 
religious movement in their eyes, and they were particularly 
anxious to include Protestants in it. O'Connell agreed with 
them in this, but he had been hampered by the nature of 
all the political questions of the past decade. First Eman
cipation, then the exclusion of Catholics from the jury box, 
the quarrel over the Propaganda rescripts, the Bequest Act, 
the Maynooth Grants, and the great question of Tithes, had 
all been religious as well as political questions, and could not 
be discussed by the Repeal Association without provoking 
sectarian feelings and giving the movement a Catholic 
appearance, which it still continued to wear. However, the 
Young Ireland members who were Catholics,—and the 
majority were—such men as Gavan Duffy, John Dillon, 
Richard O'Gorman, and many others, were not only 
honourable, upright and conscientious men, but were 
of such scrupulous veracity and patriotic unselfishness that 
any church might have been proud to call them her sons. 
Moreover, they were devout and loyal sons with a lively 
faith in the particular tenets of their creed. Even in the 
bitterness of the present strife, it was unforgivable that any 
attack should have been made on the personal characters of 
such men. The one explanation and partial excuse lay in 
O'Connell's words: "For more than fifty years the people of 
Green Erin of the Streams have been under the tuition of 
Dan," and they now proved themselves to be a little too 
eager pupils. As The Evening Mail, one of the Conservative 
papers, chuckled, "Ah ha! the old tactician moves his 
bishops and now the game will end in checkmate." 

A few of the more vehement bishops came to O'Cormell's 
aid in no uncertain way. Dr. Higgins of Ardagh, who had 
been a very belligerent man in '43, wrote to this effect: 

We have no physical force men in this diocese. Neither have we, 
thank God, any schoolboy philosophers, false and sanguinary Repealers, 
or Voltairean newspapers. All our exertions for the restoration of Ireland's 
independence are based on the sacred and immutable principles of true 
Christian morality, and we pity the folly and abhor the wickedness of any 
man who would rest his patriotism on other grounds. 

He continued at greater length to announce that "Tht 
Nation was the most dangerous publication that had ever 
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appeared in Ireland," and it seemed to him and "to his 
clergy and to their flocks, to tend to the direct overthrow of 
Catholic faith and morals." But he had applied a prompt 
remedy to so serious a peril. "They had ignominiously 
expelled it from almost all of their literary institutions in 
Ardagh, and it was to be hoped that wherever unsuspecting 
Catholics still received it, they would soon sever the bad 
connection." He ended his vigorous attack by imploring 
"Catholic priests and laity to tum their attention to this 
urgent matter." 

Another prelate, the Bishop of Elphin, made a personal 
visit to Conciliation Hall to sanction and applaud its 
recent policy. He protested against physical force and 
allusions to the sword: 

We have read history, gentlemen, and I tmst we have read it to advan
tage. We know that in all countries where revolutions, or reformations, 
or reforms, or whatever you may please to call them, have been achieved 
by physical force, what has been the consequence? What? Infidelity, 
immorality, and want of allegiance to the throne I will not name 
any particular joumal; I don't wish to make anything like personal 
allusions; but we all know that by certain addresses in papers—certain 
infidel productions by persons who had not the manliness to come forward 
to proclaim their views, they insidiously proceeded in their attempts, and 
when they found they had the people's minds demoralized and prepared 
for wicked counsel, they uimiasked their designs and subverted both the 
Altar and the throne. Are we to listen to Young Ireland? Can we, 
for one instant, allow amongst us those principles that led to Jacobinism 
and other monstrous evils ? I had, however, another object, and 
that was to enter my solemn protest against the puny efforts of the 
Yotmg Irelanders. They are the enemies of religion. They wrought 
to spread infidelity through the land, but they have failed. They thought 
to sever the ties which imite clergy and laity. In that they failed also. 

Duffy wrote the Bishop of Elphin asking for a bill of 
particulars, and to specify the articles in The Nation on 
which he grounded his serious censure. But he never received 
a reply. He ends his account of this antagonism in these 
words: 

And though nothing in the after-life of these young men lent the least 
support to his (the Bishop's) imputation, it confirmed a suspicion previously 
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sown with malignant care, and for twenty years and upwards it was ^ 
active agent in Irish affairs. 

These words were sadly tme as applied to the life of 
D'Arcy McGee, although he could scarcely be considered 
as identified with the party at the time when the bishop was 
denouncing their acts and teaching in such positive terms 
and on such vague foundations, Duffy proceeds: 

This bishop, who signalized himself by visiting Conciliation Hall, only 
said a little more plainly what other bishops had hinted or implied. 
History has not many spectacles more melancholy or disturbing than this 
picture of men exercising the highest functions, the trastees of an immense 
reserve of public confidence, becoming the puppets of a political intrigue, 
and the mouthpiece of misrepresentation. They had to deal with a 
generation of young men essentially as just, generous, and disinterested 
as ever was bom in the island, who, in mind and spirit, were of the stuff 
that make missionaries and martyrs, and the use they proposed to make of 
them was to hunt them from public life. 

During the first couple of months of this trjong time The 
Nation bore herself very quietly. Once the blow fell, the 
men of more discreet judgment came into prominence. For 
the moment Mitchel and Meagher were hushed, and Duffy, 
the proprietor of the now-to-be-mined Nation, had rightly 
the guidance of the party. He understood its weakness, and 
that there was no chance of a public or concentrated expres
sion of public opinion in their favour. They had some 
earnest and devoted supporters among those who had been 
fed upon The Nation in Repeal reading-rooms, but, in any 
public demonstration, they would be overwhelmed by the 
weight of the priests and O'Connell's other supporters. 
Besides, partly from a lofty patriotism which saw how any 
further shaking of the people's faith in O'Connell would, at 
this juncture, be only another calamity on top of Ireland's 
present load of distress, and partly from a feeling that 
forbearance might make an honourable conciliation still 
possible, there was no recrimination or angry personality 
published in The Nation during the weeks immediately 
following the Secession. In Young Ireland's estimation they 
pushed "forbearance to its limits." 
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Ye never will stain it, never] 
The cause thai ye rwbly wed. 
What verwm or gall soever 
From parasite lips be shed; 
Ye ktww how great hearts have striven. 
Much suffered and much forgiven— 
For over them shone high Heaven 
And before them iheir path outspread. 

Then a reaction began. At the begirming there were only 
twenty-three Catholic clergymen who approved of their 
course, but this number soon began to grow until in the end 
they could count among their supporters the majority of 
the younger priests. Then came news of resistance from the 
larger Repeal circles. The first heard from was Cork, as Duffy 
remarks, "incontestably more national in spirit and in 
character than Dublin." Limerick was next to move, then 
Meath, "where a repudiation of Mr, O'Cormell was equiv
alent to a denial of Calvin in Geneva," then from O'Con
nell's native Kerry, and then from Repealers in Belfast 
and Liverpool and many other places. These remonstrating 
addresses were, as is not surprising, quietly suppressed by 
the committee in Conciliation Hall. In the eyes of The 
Nation this was rank injustice, and they accordingly opened 
their columns for these communications. In Duffy's phrase, 
"the dammed up feelings broke out like the waters of a reser
voir whose walls have suddenly given away." It became 
difficult to find space for the correspondents and the sub
scription problem incidentally was solved. This corres
pondence department was now "read with an avidity which 
the poetry of Davis or the philosophy of Dillon had scarcely 
commanded.'' 

O'Cormell himself in the meantime maintained his old 
bantering attitude towards them. When he answered the 
Cork Remonstrance he headed his letter with this motto 
from Sheridan, "This is a very pretty quarrel as it stands, 
explanation would spoil it." 

But at length the reaction in sympathy with Young 
Ireland reached Dublin and with it Thomas D'Arcy McGee 
for the first time identified himself with current Irish political 
events. 



94 THOMAS D'ARCY McGEE 

On his return to Dublin in the early spring of 1846, 
wholly wrapped up in his literary and historical work, 
McGee had not found it an easy matter to take part whole
heartedly with either Young Ireland or Old Ireland. His 
Ufelong and hereditary devotion to O'Connell, as well as his 
reasoned confidence in the Liberator's practical genius and 
tried statesmanship, prevented him being bluided by his 
strong literary enthusiasm and boyish admiration for his 
newly acquired friend, Duffy. Besides, he came home with 
a fresh eye, sharpened by its background of visions, of com
fort and plenty in America and England to view the deplor
able distress of Ireland, and he felt on that account more 
keenly the need for immediate and concrete measures of 
relief such as O'Connell was promising would come by 
supporting the Whigs. It required time for McGee to value 
rightly the more speculative, but also more fundamental 
remedy of the Nation group. And there was another reason 
for his hesitation. It was always his conviction that in 
human affairs one had to be satisfied to see many minor 
things drift astray so long as the main current ran in the 
right direction. In this particular case he did not for a 
moment question where the main current of O'Cormell's 
schemes would lead. Repeal for the hour had to be set aside 
on account of the appalling need. So McGee now read the 
situation. 

Unfortunately, however, for the unbiased working out 
of McGee's political views, the O'Coimell party identified 
him, on account of his literary contributions to The Nation, 
with Young Ireland. When he forwarded his fee for member
ship in the Repeal Association, with a letter to the effect 
that he would say nothing on physical force because he felt 
a dislike for meddling with abstract principles and thought 
his brother members should avoid them, "as dangerous to 
the public cause and ruinous to their continuous existence as 
a corporation," he was informed that in consequence of 
this letter he was not and could not become a member. 

Now, with the reaction in favour of The Nation and the 
growing number of its supporters both in the provinces 
and in the metropolis, McGee saw a possible opportunity 
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to do his part by helping both sides. It may have been a vain 
thought, given the factors he had to work with—on the one 
hand O'Connell, victorious and inchned only to pooh-pooh 
the "clap-trap of the young orators," and on the other the 
men of The Nation, determined only to seek a reunion 
which "would ensure an honest and vigorous management 
of the national cause." At any rate McGee's attempt 
shows insight and sympathy with what would have been 
undoubtedly for both parties the best solution. 

With the backing from the Provinces, it did not take long 
to organize a strong Dublin movement to remonstrate with 
the Repeal Association. It began with a few members of 
the Dublin Trades Union, Keeley, Holywood, Crian, Halpin, 
with D'Arcy McGee as their Honorary Secretary. They 
proceeded industriously and quietly to work up a Remon
strance signed by fifteen hundred citizens of Dublin. They 
obtained the signatures of seventy-four out of the hundred 
and twenty Repeal Wardens in the capital, and of over 
three hundred members and of a thousand associates. No 
one was allowed to sign who was not on the books of the 
Association at the time of the Secession, and each name was 
followed by the man's street address. Every precaution was 
taken to make it a trustworthy protest. 

McGee framed this document with great skill and pru
dence. It declared that for five years they had continually 
laboured for the national organization and had yielded to 
it "complete confidence and implicit obedience." But they 
now must remonstrate against the change in policy recently 
adopted. A new test of opinion had been introduced, quite 
urmecessarily, since the old rules had carried them through 
the critical years of 1843 and 1844. The new test was evi
dently intended to provide a means for expelling members 
who wished to exercise the right of free discussion. Freedom 
of speech had been denied. Freedom of the press had been vio
lated in the case of "a joumal which was the sternest organ 
of national independence." The General Committee had 
assumed a power which never belonged to it, that of expelling 
members. The Remonstrants wanted this Committee 
dissolved and a new one appointed on which no one would 
be allowed to sit who received a salary of any kind from the 
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Association; this new Committee was to have charge of the 
moneys and to publish accounts. 

A deputation holding cards of membership in the Associ
ation was appointed to present this document at Concilia
tion Hall on the 31st of October. They were refused admit
tance because the Society ruled that by signing the Remon
strance they ceased to be members. The Remonstrance was 
then sent by an official messenger to the Chairman. He 
asked the will of the meeting concerning it, whereupon 
John O'Connell ordered that it should be thrown out, 
which was forthwith done. 

The Remonstrants greatly resented this hurling of their 
respectable document into the gutter. Daniel O'Connell 
was returning from London on the third of November, so 
it was determined to hold a meeting in the Rotunda on the 
same day to impress upon him publicly the numbers and 
importance of the opposing element. They had an immense 
crowd, and it was here Thomas D'Arcy McGee made his first 
noteworthy speech in Ireland. According to Doheny it was 
"calm, forcible and conclusive on the points in issue, and 
the excitement it created was in no small degree enhanced 
by the fact that the speaker was a young man theretofore 
unknown," 

The pronounced success of this meeting suggested to 
Young Ireland the practicability of taking the stump to 
voice their views, and of forming an organization of their 
own similar to the old Repeal Association. A preliminary 
meeting to canvass the matter was arranged for December 
2nd. It turned out to be an especially enthusiastic gathering. 
They estimated they had two thousand people in the main 
hall, with six hundred more in reserved seats. There was no 
doubt the veteran rank and file of the national party in 
Dublin were present. McGee, in his Memoir of Charles 
Gavan Duffy, describes, on the authority of an eye-witness, 
the effect this movement had on O'Connell: 

The moming after that event O'Connell refused to eat at breakfast. 
His chaplain (to console him), observed that the large meeting the evening 
previous was gathered together "out of curiosity" tp hear the yoyng 
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orators. "You are mistaken, my friend," said the old statesman, "it was 
a great meeting—they are a great party." 

Another account adds to this that he then said he must 
have them back. 

One of the friends present was Sir Colman O'Loghlen. He seized 
O'Connell's hand. "Commission me," said he, "to say that to Smith 
O'Brien." "I do," said O'Connell, "be my ambassador; tell him and 
his friends to come back on his own terms." Sir Colman, delighted, for 
he had laboured hard to heal the division, was in the act of leaving when 
John O'Connell entered. On being told what had occurred he became 
much excited, and exclaimed in an angry tone, "No, father, we cannot unite 
with these men, wretched, ungrateful factionists as they are, we will crush 
them." Poor O'Connell was prostrated, he looked at his son, then at 
Sir Colman, and addressing the latter said, "You see. Sir Colman, I am 
powerless; there is my best-beloved son; you hear what he has said; nothing 
can now be done.'" 

Whether this gives just the exact truth or not, there were 
now negotiations of peace between Young Ireland and Old 
Ireland. Young Ireland was represented by Duffy, Dillon, 
O'Gorman and James Haughton. However, as might have 
been expected, they came to nothing. The Young Ireland 
party set forth their demands, backed by letters from forty 
districts, they boastuigly armounced, and from the outset 
assumed the attitude of appearing to dictate terms to a 
vanquished opponent. It was more than the old Tribune 
could bear. He dismissed them with an angry outburst. 
"I set them at defiance. Let them keep up as many dissen
sions as they please, I shall still disregard them—I 
would rather see the Association emptied to the last man 
than submit to their dictation." 

1 P. J. Smyth, Life of General Meagher. 



CHAPTER IV 

THE IRISH CONFEDERATION 

Far from being daunted by the failure of their interview 
with O'Connell, Young Ireland looked forth buoyantly to 
the new career they were to enter upon with the new year. 
The thirteenth of January, 1847, was the date set for the 
formal and public opening of their new association, which was 
to be called the Irish Confederation. True, they had to 
give unusual care to organizing the beginning, as is seen by 
the following letter from Cane to Duffy: 

Our fate as a party hangs on this meeting; it must be cautiously organ
ized for the platform, thoroughly organized for the auditory; no room left 
for intmding a gang of rowdies to shout down the speakers or confuse the 
meeting; depend upon it some effort will be made. The desperadoes will 
play a desperate game and stoop to everything Ponder well over the 
proceedings. If possible no recrimination, no abuse of any person or any
thing belonging to the Association we have left. If the Liberator must 
be named, let the past be reviewed with regret, but not in anger....The 
Protestants are bending their heads and opening their ears—we must 
draw them towards us now or never. 

It was a hazardous undertaking thus to defy and usurp the 
functions of the Repeal Association in its own capital. 
The long wrangling had produced very bitter feeling in the 
rank and file of both sides. However, the committee of 
the Dublin Trades Remonstrance movement volunteered to 
protect and police their young offspring. It turned out that 
this remained their special mission for some months. When
ever Young Ireland met, the moral force disciples gave 
practical examples of the sincerity of their faith. A writer 
of the time remarks, "Moral persuasion always waylays 
physical force and beats it withm an inch of its life." 

08 
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Largely from Duffy's Four Years of Irish History, an 
interesting picture may be compiled of the remarkable 
company of men who organized the Irish Confederation, and 
afterwards became its Executive Council. It was their 
opening day. They were seated on the gaily decked platform 
under gold and green flags bearing the most imposing names 
in Irish History. They had a serious, faraway look. They 
were turning over in their minds their earnest, fiery, defiant 
addresses, their sincere, though rhetorically worded, and 
patriotic speeches. Foremost of the company was Gavan 
Duffy, who appeared in McGee's lines as "he of the dome
like brow and large and lustrous eyes, whose clear, quick 
voice as a trumpet thrilled the souls of men and wielded 
them as the speaker willed," Then Smith O'Brien, a landed 
proprietor, a Member of Parliament, and the descend
ant of an Irish King, was seen, "stately, well-poised, and 
carefully dressed, gracious but not genial, speaking with a 
diffidence which implied that he regarded himself merely a 
peer among his peers;" Cane was near by, "tall as a grenadier 
and burly in proportion, slow of speech and fond of ponder
ous phrases;" in contrast with him Barry, "slight, agile, 
undersized, prompt of utterance, but never impatient or 
importunate if he was anticipated;" "a man disciplined by 
travel and study, who had meditated on history on great 
historical fields, and had debated politics with great 
politicians, who formed his opinions with such deliberation 
that to the crowd they seemed wanting in enthusiasm." 
There too was Mitchel, "absorbed and thoughtful, till his 
time came to speak, twisting unconsciously a lock of his 
silken hair round his finger." There also, "dressed as he 
always was, in solemn black, sat DiQon, calm, gentle, brave; 
his broad brow expanding with the enthusiasm that swelled 
within it, and his dark eyes half conceahng, half emitting the 
fire of which it was a fountain;" and Reilly, "exploding in 
fun, or silent, moody and distempered." O'Gorman, "hand
some, graceful, dandified, the soul of whim and humour, at 
one moment joking with a friend, at another kindling with 
the enthusiasm of the scene." Doheny, "rough, generous, 
bold, a son of the soil, slovenly in dress, red-haired and red-
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featured, but a tme personification of the hopes, passions 
and traditions of the people." Meagher, maybe with his 
"indolent air replaced by alertness and his tranquil face 
flushed with an unaccustomed hue, as he smiled at the 
unexpected fulfilment of his hopes;" and, lastly, may be dis
cerned the "uncomely expressive face and large eyes lighted 
up with smiles" of D'Arcy McGee, then "imperfectly under
stood even by his competitors, but a man whose genius 
covered a wider field than any of that brilliant young group." 

Their movement sprang out of noble, unselfish, and patri
otic ambitions for their country and fellow-countrymen. 
The recognized leaders were educated young men of fortune. 
John Mitchel, Michael Doheny and D'Arcy McGee were the 
only foremost ones in scanty circumstances. Besides, any one 
of these men, had he been willing to be "moderate, sensible, 
and practical," might have looked forward to a pleasant, 
easy life with many gay scenes and not a few privileges. 
But in that way for them lay the renunciation of trust and 
of manhood and of country. They looked upon the social 
condition of Ireland as not only a national misfortune but a 
"national sin crying loudly to every Christian citizen to do 
his utmost to remove it." "No one of us can have a right 
to enjoy either riches or repose until to the extent 
of his ability he strives to wash himself of all share in the 
guilt of this fearful inequality, which will be a blot in the 
history of our country and make her a byword among the 
nations. "1 

At the outset, their doctrines had a very limited appeal. 
The gentry held aloof, the bulk of the middle class paid no 
attention, while the poor people, in the blackness of their 
suffering and despair, had no hope from a movement 
towards which their priests, their chief friends and solace 
in these dark days, were usually unfriendly. Doheny says, 
"Often in the house of prayer they heard themselves de
nounced, and often in the streets they heard their names 
used as words of scorn." 

But these were not their only critics. Many felt they 
were t̂oo visionary in pushing Repeal now as the only means 

* Duffy, Four Years of Irish History 
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of alleviating the troubles of their country. Some thought 
this policy was to be explained by the fact just mentioned, 
that they were almost all young men in very easy circum
stances. This, of course, did mean a certain limitation of 
understanding in that year of misery. They did not come 
into close personal grips with the need. It is interesting to 
remember that D'Arcy McGee, in striking contrast to the 
majority of his fellow-Confederates with regard to means, 
had also been in strong contrast with them in his slowness to 
espouse their method of campaign and to feel assured that 
Repeal was the best remedy for the immediate needs of the 
time. At the outset thev armounced all subscriptions to th© 
Confederation would be voluntary and if need be they would 
finance the whole movement themselves. But there was 
also a deeper root than their comparative aloofness from 
the pinch of famine to their determination to push Repeal 
at this crisis: 

We must have nothing to do with these whining counsellors, who bid 
us sound a truce, retire from the field, visit the sick, and hvary the dead. 
They advance a step that would make the Union Act in trath "a final 
settlement".. .What say they in England now? What says the Times— 
the great organ of English opinion? 

"Ireland is now at the mercy of England. For the first time in the course 
of centuries, England may mle Ireland and treat her as a thoroughly 
conquered country." 

Ay, Ireland is now at the mercy of England. Ireland is now a thoroughly 
conquered country, England has won her crowning victory. The war of 
centuries is at a close. The archers of Strongbow have failed—the Iron
sides of Cromwell have failed—the patronage and proscriptions of Ebring-
ton have failed—the proclamations of Dr. Grey have failed—the procrasti
nations and economy of Russell have triumphed. But, Sir, this is a false 
alarm. Whatever the monarch joumalist of Europe may say, Ireland, 
thank God, is not down yet. She is on her knees—but her withered hand 
is clenched against the giant, and she has yet the power to strike.* 

The Confederation began with a secretary whom after a 
brief trial they were glad to replace by inducing D'Arcy 
McGee to accept the office. Over this change John E. Pigot 
voiced the feelings of the association in a letter to Duffy, 
July 5,1847: "I heard from Bindon on Saturday of McGee's 

• Speech by T. F. Meagher, on Irish Pauperism, Dublin, April 7, 1847 



102 THOMAS D'ARCY McGEE 

acceptance of office, and without any slight on Hamill I 
may say it was the pleasantest news to me of the Confedera
tion since that body got bom. You know I have been some 
months wishing that McGee could have been induced to 
do this work; and especially that to have a man of such past 
and prospective reputation and achievements, literary and 
other, in this post, reflects on us all a sort of credit and raises 
the respectability of the body. This above and besides 
the certainty of having the business rightly done by hands 
so competent for business. I think we should all be heartily 
obliged to him for assuming the secretaryship, and I wish 
you would express to him for me my share of the obligation. 
It has besides every way increased my respect for and opinion 
of the man." 

The policy of the Irish Confederation was practically that 
of the Repeal Association up to 1846. It has often since 
been stated that the Irish Confederation stood for physical 
force. Such was not the case. Its rules contained no decla
ration equivalent to the Peace Resolutions, but they were 
pronounced to be legal and sufficient by Jonathan Henn, 
Q. C, who acted for the attomey-general in Mitchel's trial 
later, so, evidently, was one who would not be a sympathetic 
critic. Further, the Confedera:tion was never prosecuted. The 
really great distinction between the Irish Confederation 
and the old Repeal Association was the independent atti
tude of the Confederation towards English parties and 
what its members termed "place-begging." 

On the question of English patronage to Irishmen, the 
Confederation decidedly cleared the air. They would sup
port no candidate for the British Parliament who would not 
pledge himself to an absolute independence of all English 
parties, and would not pledge himself against taking or 
solicitmg, for himself or others, any office of emolument 
under any English Govemment. When O'Connell won 
Emancipation, and parliamentary seats and goverrmient 
offices were opened to Irish Catholics, it was looked upon as a 
great gain. It became a wide conviction that these posts 
provided the best vantage ground fi-om which to help 
their country's cause. Patronage was one of the great inter-
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ests of O'Connell's life. Naturally he laid undue stress on 
its importance. It was undoubtedly a great help at the 
begirming, but years had brought abuses. It had now 
become one of the most misleading factors in the situation. 
But Young Ireland faced it squarely and ruthlessly. To 
their high, unselfish patriotism there could be no compromise 
with a system which had come to enervate the strength of 
the national cause. Lamartine said of Danton, that he 
merely threatened the court to make the court desirous of 
buying him—that he only opened his mouth to have it 
stuffed with gold. By the year 1847 there were hundreds of 
Repealers to whom this description applied. Therefore it 
was that Young Ireland saw their first duty in rescuing the 
cause "from the profanation of those who beg, and the 
control of those who bribe," "Ennoble the strife for liber
ty, and be it here, as it has been in other countries, a gallant 
sacrifice—^not a vulgar game," In one of his speeches 
expounding to the people their new platform in preparation 
for the general election of the summer of 1847, Meagher 
drove the case home by these pertinent questions of popular 
appeal: 

Look back to the year 1833—note the conspicuous Repealers of that 
year. Mark down those amongst them who took place after the memorable 
debate in April, 1834. Run through the newspapers of the last ten or 
thirteen years, and tell me, in what political position do you detect these 
priceless patriots? In the chair of Conciliation Hall? In the committee 
box? In the reserved seats for strangers? On Tara, with the gallant peas
antry of Kildare and Meath? On the green of Donnybrook, with the 
bannered and battalioned trades of Dublin? In the Rotunda, on the 30th 
of May, 1845, where citizenship received the honours of monarchy^ and 
was invested with more than its legitimate authority? 

Why, Sir, you might as well inquire if these gentlemen had left a card 
in the moon, or had been at a picnic in the crater of Vesuvius. 

The porter outside the Chief Secretary's in the Upper Castleyard will 
tell you where they have been. The butlers in the Vice-regal Lodge will 
tell you where they have been. The policeman on the beat at Cheshara-
Place will tell you where they have been. The clerks of the Board of Trade 
may let you know something conceming their mercantile anxieties. 
~ 1 This refers to a motion passed in the Repeal Association, at the insti

gation of Young Ireland, when they first began to feel O'Connell's 
heart was no longer in pushing Repeal, and they were anxious to bridle 
his lips. 
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The Confederation, again, as compared with the Repeal 
Association, had a much broader foundation and a more 
reasoned basis. Its leaders saw that political hfe had be
come so embittered and futile, and its problems so bewilder
ing, because Ireland was divided into so many factions. It 
was their ambition, so to conduct themselves and their meet
ings that all men would realize that there was something 
bigger than mere party or faction, something to which they 
should belong, for which they should work, and that this 
something was their nation. They preached Nationality 
versus Whiggery and Toryism, Roman Catholicism and 
Protestantism, Landlordism and Tenantism, Landed Inter
est and Commercial Interest, Capital Interest and Labour 
Interest. They were fond of saying no Englishman loved 
England less because he lived north or south of the Thames, 
or because he was a Whig or a Tory, or an Episcopalian or 
Dissenter, therefore why should similar barriers in Ireland 
be allowed to grow as solid as the Great Wall of China? 

The first way they tried to cultivate this broader spirit 
of nationality was by uniting the North and the South. It 
has been shown how the very history of O'Cormell's move
ment and its auxiliaries did, in spite of him, make Repeal 
seem wholly a Catholic question. The motto of the Repeal 
Association had been "The Priests and the People," but the 
motto of the Irish Confederation became, "The Citizens of 
Ireland." The success which attended their union campaign 
had never been approached since the Volunteers at Dungan-
noni proclaimed themselves Irishmen and hailed their 
oppressed Catholic countrymen as fellow-citizens. No 
doubt the fierce onset of some of the Catholic bishops and 
some of the priests in support of Conciliation Hall at the time 
of the Secession helped them in this work. Besides, it had 
reacted on a certain nmnber of the Confederation to make 
them unusually outspoken in handling matters of religion. 
Speaking in Belfast, T. F. Meagher put it thus plainly: 

I say that there is a spirit growing up, amongst the young Catholics 
of Ireland, which wiU not bend to any clerical authority beyond the sanc-

' Dungannon—where the independence of the Irish parliament waa 
proclaimed in 1782. 
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tuary—a spirit which will not permit the priesthood of any religion to 
hold a political power greater than that which any other class of citizens 
possess—a spirit which would raise the banner of revolt against the pulpit, 
if the pulpit preached intolerance to the people—a spirit which would 
level the altar to the dust, before the bigot had stained it with sacrifices 
of the scaffold. 

Catholic ascendancy! It is a ghost that frightens you, and whilst you 
stand trembling before it, the Union, which is no ghost, is playing the thief 
behind your back. The Unionist tells you not to tmst the Catholic, and 
in your panic, you forget who robbed you of the ten mitres and the cor
porations. 

Away with the evil counsellor. In Rome the Jew and Christian have 
embraced. There is a creed which includes all other creeds—a creed common 
to the synagogue, the cathedral and the mosque. The genius of the poor 
weaver of Belfast, whose lyrics are the brightest treasiu-es you possess, 
has announced it to you: 

And though ten thousand altars bear 
On each for Heaven a different prayer. 
By light of moon, or light of sun, 
Ai Freedom's we must all be one. 

Their eloquence and mastery of Irish history helped them 
greatly in this part of their work. Even unromantic Belfast 
could hardly fail to be moved by Meagher's appeal couched 
in these words: 

Citizens of Belfast, I appear before you in favour of those principles, 
with the resolute assertion of which the proudest reminiscences of Ulster 
have been identified. I appear before you as the disciple of that creed 
which, a few years since, was preached from the pulpit of Dimgannon 
Church, and which the armed apostles that issued from it delivered to 
the nation. 

If I am wrong, blame your fathers—blot their names from the records 
of the North—biun their banners on which "free trade" was written— 
brand their arms, which saved the nation and restored the senate. Blame 
them—they have taught me to love the frank, bold vice of freedom— 
to shun the lazy sanctity of servitude. 

The sentiments they cherished, I would labour to diffuse. The attitude 
they assumed, I would have their sons assume. The position to which 
they raised this Kingdom, I would urge this Kingdom to regain. Therefore 
I demand the Repeal of the Act of Union; and that this act may be re
pealed, I invoke the spirit of the North. 

A few months of tireless and eloquent speaking and well 
directed work brought considerable tangible success. Sev-
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eral Northern newspapers became friendly and printed such 
notices as these: 

We must have some set-off against the disadvantages, the plunder 
of the Union, else the Union must be dissolved—Kilkenny Moderator 
(Conservative). 

Abstractly, it cannot be denied, we have a right to a domestic Parliament; 
and even the warmest friends of the Union will admit that that measure 
was carried by cormption unparalleled in history. It may, then, be asked— 
Why not join the Confederation? The leading Conservative papers in 
Dublin, The Mail and Packet, though giving it a species of pseudo-
opposition, are unquestionably on the verge of declaring for nationality. 
They appear to be sounding the sentiments of the Protestant gentry pre
paratory to throwing off the mask and revealmg themselves as advocates 
of Repeal. Men of the North, it is time you were beginning to consider 
what place you shall occupy.—Belfast Protestant Journal. 

We would willingly hope that the tendency of which this defection ia 
an indication is isolated in its character, though we are painfully aware 
of the radical change of political sentiment which is rapidly growing up 
in'districts remarkable for their hereditary attachment to doctrines the 
reverse of those which, in their practical meaning, are taught by the mis
sionaries of the Irish Confederation.—Derry Standard (Presbyterian).* 

Among the gentry, too, they attempted much persevering 
missionary work, and looked forward to powerful backing 
from this quarter. In the first place their recognized leader, 
Smith O'Brien, belonged to one of the old aristocratic 
families, and was a strong connecting link; and in the second 
place, their own efficient work with the members and on the 
committee of the emphatically patrician organization, the 
Irish Council,̂  won for them both attention and approval. 
What was really the first meeting of the Council, although 

' Duffy, Four Years of Irish History. 
« The Irish Council was composed of fifteen peers, twenty-six members 

of Pariiament, thu-ty-one baronets and knights, sixty-one deputy 
lieutenants of counties and fifty-two justices of the peace, with at least 
five hundred other gentlemen of name and station. Some of their aims 
were, to encourage the cultivation of waste land, to absorb surjrfus 
labour in developing resources of both the land and the sea, to build 
fishing piers, curing houses, salt depots, and seed depots to give men 
work and also provide home industries. They demanded to have the 
shipping of the country used to bring food and to suspend temporarily 
the Navigation Laws, "since before and beyond all other considera
tions is the salvation of the lives of the people." 
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called at the time the "Reproductive Committee," took 
place on the same day as the founding of the Irish Confedera
tion. It was called into existence by the distress of the 
country and many of its aims and methods for alleviating 
this distress had the hearty sympathy of the Confederation. 
The young men were indefatigable in helping it, and we 
owe to this cormection one of the most clear-cut and sug
gestive early pictures we have of D'Arcy McGee. At its 
summer meeting McCiee made a speech of unusual power on 
the common interest all classes had in saving the people. A 
country member afterwards told Smith O'Brien how dis
pleased he felt at seeing an "Ul-dressed, ill-lookmg boy" 
appearing before such an assembly, and then his amazement 
when this boy "overcame the first prejudice and won close 
attention and cordial assent throughout a long speech." 

When the young men of the Irish Confederation became 
so immersed in these various political projects, their own 
special work was laid aside. Complaints became firequent 
that The Nation was not handling this or that situation 
with its old-time vigour and that its literary departments 
had been lost. McGee's Ballad History of Ireland was one 
such particularly missed. The Nation answered the demand 
for it thus: 

Ballad balderdash! Do they see no difference between last year and this? 
What man with a heart would sit down to write Ballad History while 
his country perishes? There are great lessons in our history and great 
triumphs, and we delighted once, and may again, to dwell upon them; 
but we would rather hear of a great league of Irishmen of all creeds, con
federated together in 1847, to give Ireland to the Irish, than all the vic
tories since King Dathy. 

The Library of Ireland suffered the same fate as the Ballad 
History. On St. Patrick's Day, 1847, McGee published 
Art MacMurrogh, which was destined to be the last of the 
series. His dedication of this volume to John Mitchel, 
"Author of the Life of Hugh O'Neill, the best Irish Biog
raphy in the English Language," is a souvenir of the very 
cordial friendship which wanned and harmonized all the 
activities of the Irish Confederation in its earlier months. 
Every member in after life, even when bitter quarrels and 
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dissensions divided them so painfully, looked back with 
longing and pleasure to their happy days together. Duffy 
writes: 

I have lived in fi-iendly social relations with several communities but 
I have never seen anywhere such unaffected good fellowship and brotherly 
sympathy as existed among these yoimg men. 

McGee, in his tribute to Richard Dalton Williams, one of 
the Young Irelanders who fell in the American Civil War in 
1862, thus describes their company of old: 

They were a band of brethren, richly graced 
With all that most exalts the sons of men. 
Youth, courage, honour, genius, wit well-placed. 
When shall we see their parallels again? 
The very flower and fruitage of iheir age. 
Destined for duty's cross or glory's page. 

Although these young men were so earnestly engrossed 
with grave affairs, their lives were not lacking in romance. 
During 1847 both Gavan Duffy and D'Arcy McGee were 
married. Shortly after his retum to Dublin from London, 
McGee attended an Art exhibition one day. There he was 
introduced to two other visitors, Mrs. Caffrey and her 
daughter Mary. Suddenly McGee's interest in the pictures 
was superseded by a much livelier concern in Miss Caffrey 
and what she was saying. She was a fluent, entertaining talker. 
If he told a good story, she had a better one to cap it. She 
quoted Dickens endlessly for his edification. It seemed 
as if she knew by heart every one of the laughable episodes 
of that newly popular author and was always seeing some 
fitting place in her own world to apply them. Mary Caffrey 
had a warm and genial disposition which delighted in ex
tending hospitahty to young and old. She enjoyed people 
and people enjoyed her. A companion more congenial for 
D'Arcy McGee could not have been found. They were mar
ried in the autumn and spent their honeymoon in Wicklow, 
where Duffy and McGee had taken their friendship-forming 
tramp two years before. Their marriage was unusually 
meet and happy. On the all-important subject, as well as 
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in minor literary tastes, they were one. Mrs. McGee fully 
shared her husband's political and national ideals, as the 
memories enshrined in The Exile reveal: 

Ah, when ihe pleasant springtime came 
Like bride bedeck'd with flowers. 
How blest, adown the hawthorn lane. 
We pass'd the twilight hours. 

Even then your words of love would blend 
With hopes of freedom's day, 
And whisper thus—"No woman's love 
In slavish hearts should stay." 

Yes, Mary dear, thy earnest wish 
Is all thai wakes me now 
To haste the day, when slavery's blush 
Shall flee our country's brow. 

It is impossible to quote from the many exquisite little 
poems of genuine tenderness and feeling McGee composed 
about his wife, but it is particularly noteworthy to see how he 
combines in so many of them his old-time love for his country 
with his devotion to her. The pleasant memories of their 
talks and walks together are all the sweeter because the 
scene was laid "in our own green land," and "the dark lake," 
the "empurpled heather," "Avoca's auburn tide," or "the 
yellow-flowing Foyle" are but the dearer since by them they 
"chanted young Love's hymn." In Memories, his two loves 
are very characteristically blended: 

/ left two loves on a distant strand. 
One young arui fond and fair and bland 
One fair and old arui sadly grand, 
My wedded wife and my native land. 

One tarrieth sad and seriously 
Beneath ihe roof that mine should 6«; 
One sitieth sibyl-like by the sea. 
Chanting a grave song mournfully. 



110 THOMAS D'ARCY McGEE 

A little life I have rut seen 
Lies by the heart that mine hath been; 
A cypress wreath darkles now, I ween, 
Upon the brow of my love in green. 

The mother and wife shall pass away. 
Her hands be dust, her lips be clay. 
But my other love on earth shall stay 
And live in the life of a belter day. 

And also this stanza from Home Thoughts: 

My own love dwells in the storied land 
Where the holy wells sleep in yellow sand. 
And the emerald lustre of Paradise beams 
Over homes thai cluster round singing streams. 

Another side of his innermost nature which finds expression, 
closely interwoven with his love for Mary, is his strong 
religious faith. D'Arcy McGee had a very deep reverence 
for the things of the spu-it as well as a high appreciation for 
the beautiful and good, and all this finds a place in the poems 
inspired by his wife. But yet, maybe of them all, the 
simple little ones, the outpouring of his sheer joyous love for 
her, are as delicate and sensitive, as light and graceful as any 

My darling, in the land of dreams of woruier arui delight 
1 see you arui sit by you arui woo you all the night. 
Under trees that glow like diamonds upon my aching sight 
You are walking by my side in your wedding garments whtte. 

Yet 'tis not what ihe world calls "love" that for my love I feel, 
'Tis pure as martyr's memory, and warm as convert's zeal. 
'Tis a love that canrwt be dispelled by time or charwe or steel, 
'Tis eterruil as my soul, and precious as its weal. 

And lastly, the Unes / love Thee, Mary: 

I may reveal it to ihe night. 
Where lurks around rw tattling fairy. 
With only stars and streams in sight: 
I love, I love thee, Mary! 
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Your smile to me is like the dawn 
New breaking on ihe trav'ller weary; 
My heart is, bird-like, to it drawn— 
/ love, I love thee, Mary! 

Your voice is like the August wind. 
Thai of rich perfume is not chary. 
But leaves its sweetness long behind. 
As thou dost, lovely Mary. 

Your step is like the sweet, sweet spring 
Thai treads the flowers with feet so airy. 
And makes its green enchanted ring 
As thou dost, where thou comest, Mary. 

In one of his poems to Mary, written about the time of 
their marriage, occur these ominous words: 

Blow as ye will, ye winds of fate, 
Arui let life's trials blackly lower, 
I own a garden and a gate. 
Ye cannot strip my roseate bower. 
That safe retreat I still can keep. 
Despite of envy's venom'd dart; 
Despite of all life's storms, can sleep 
Securely lodged in Mary's heart. 

"Life's trials blackly lower," and "envy's venom'd dart" 
seem strange words from one of the "band of brethren 
richly graced," who has just married the choice of his heart. 
Yet, unfortunately events had made them bitterly true. 

One of the "Band" was a Thomas Devin Reilly. He was 
a graduate of Trinity College, and belonged to the same town 
and school as Duffy, although seven years his junior. Reilly 
and Duffy had always known each other, and the younger 
boy looked upon the older with great admiration, and not a 
little hero worship. During the O'Cormell-Duffy contro
versy over Federalism, after O'Connell was released from 
prison, Devin Reilly ably espoused Duffy's side in The 
Freeman, and this writing led to his later becoming one of The 
Nation group. He was most ambitious for literary honours, 
and had a wide range of ideas and vigour of expression, but 
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he was careless and very lazy about verifying his facts and 
figures. In Duffy's phrase, "he was given to presumptuous 
generalizing from materials he had not adequately mastered," 
and he was a "constant sufferer from nervous headache, and 
this disturbed his judgment and even distorted his affec
tions." Reilly and McGee were the two youngest members 
of the Confederation Executive Council. It was not long 
before Reilly came to resent McGee's greater success, and to 
feel that his rival was being unjustly favoured. Very boy
like, he began quarrelling with McGee rather than bettering 
his own work, and attending more faithfully to his own duty. 
Reilly's volume for The Library of Ireland was not forth
coming when promised, and his contributions to The Notion 
were often unsatisfactory and had to be extensively edited or 
thrown out. He was ambitious to write for the political 
department, but Duffy held him to the literary columns, 
where he considered his faults would not prove so serious. 
In the meantime, McGee was steadily winning success in one 
unlooked-for field after another. He had two volumes, well 
written and popular, to his credit in The Library of Ireland, 
and his features in The Nation were among its most eagerly 
sought-for parts. When his Ballad History was discontinued 
scores wrote to enquire why. In outside activities he had 
shown unusual executive ability, as in organizing the Dublin 
Remonstrance on such a large and effective scale; he again had 
shared with Fr. Kenyon, "in the interests of truth, justice, 
country and religion," the labour and responsibility of 
drawing up, on behalf of the Catholic Confederates, for the 
consideration ot the Synod of Bishops, a memorial which 
recited the misleading charges of holding infidel opinions 

' This docimient was signed "by representative men only," leading 
merchants and manufacturers and professional m e n . . . . Two priests 
and two laymen carried it to Marlborough Street Presbytery, 
where the Bishops were assembled. They gave it to the Primate, Dr 
Crolly. . . .After a delay of half an hour. . . .Dr. Perry, Bishop 
of Clonfert, brought back the document unopened. He told them, 
with feeling and sympathy . . . . that the Archbishop of Dublin was 
of the opinion they ought to be heard in their own defence, and 
other prelates concurred with him, but the Archbishop of Tuam, Dr. 
McHale, declared that he would retire if the Young Irelanders were 
admitted."—Duffy, Four Years of Irish History page 445. 
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which had been made against the Young Irelanders, and 
which they wished to explain and repudiate; and also on the 
platform, especially in the Irish Council, McCiee's modera
tion and eloquence had won golden opinions and disposed 
not a few to look favourably upon the plans of his 
fellow-Confederates. 

This antipathy between Reilly and McGee grew so 
disagreeable that one of the younger members, John Edward 
Pigot, proposed a self-denying ordinance. He suggested 
that he, McGee, Reilly and Patrick Joseph Smythe, should 
all retire, and Meagher offered to do the same, if in that 
way the quarrelling and discord would cease. But Duffy 
managed to patch up a temporary peace between them with
out adopting such heroic measures. However, it was very 
temporary. This animosity was destined to follow and 
bedevil McGee's future career in the United States until 
Reilly's suicide at Washington in 1854, Duffy's comment on 
the two men at this time was: "I liked both of them cordially, 
but I found a larger range of powers and a more genial and 
susceptible nature in McGee." Again he said, "McGee in the 
wide sweep of his imagination, in the persistency and variety 
of his labour, in everything but qualities where Davis was 
unapproachable, closely resembled the master w^o was lost," 

Moreover, by the autumn of 1847 there had appeared a 
tendency to despair on the part of many of the Confederates, 
Their first enthusiasm had evaporated, and it came to 
be a searching question with them whether they were ac
complishing anything or if all their activity merely carried 
them around in a labyrinth, which would never lead out to 
Repeal. In spite of the most vigorous, earnest, and honour
able campaigning, they had not managed to carry one seat 
in the General Election of the siunmer of '47. Again, the 
landlords, with whose Irish Council they had looked for
ward to carrying on ever closer and closer co-operation, had 
gone back on their Irish-made programme. When repre
sentatives of the Council came to reason with the Govem
ment in London, the Goverrmient would not listen, and they 
themselves at that distance grew out of touch and sympathy 
with the circumstances and currents of thought in Ireland, 



114 THOMAS D'ARCY McGEE 

which had inspired their action when there. So the landlord 
movement fell through. Worse still, when Parliament was 
hurriedly called together to deal with the outbreak of agrar
ian crime in Ireland and followed its usual method of treat
ing such disturbed conditions, by passing a Coercion and 
Disarming Bill, the Irish landlords, terrified with the threat
ening aspect of things, thankfully and gladly sided with the 
Government, and showed themselves in their tme colours 
of landlords first, and Irishmen only second. 

This betrayal of the cause by the Irish landlords had a 
tremendous effect on John Mitchel. He was more discour
aged by it than any of the other Confederates. This was 
probably because he had been more closely identified 
than any of the others with the Tenant Right Leagues 
during the summer. Time and time again he had pleaded 
their cause before the Irish Council, As he looked upon 
the question at the outset, and as the majority then under
stood it, the Tenant Right Leagues stood for no radical 
changes. They aimed to give the tenants in the rest of 
Ireland the same right of enjoying their holdings undis
turbed which custom gave to the tenants in Ulster. Besides 
this certain fixity of tenure, they wished to repeal the various 
acts to facilitate evictions which had become law since the 
Union. Mitchel's stand in addressing the Irish Council 
had always been that the landlords should grant those 
rights voluntarily, for if fixity of tenure were established 
by force, it would be a great blow to the landlord and 
tenant relations, and that the landlords would simply be 
moving in their own tme interests, as a national aristocracy, 
if they granted the reforms for which the Tenant Right 
Leagues were agitating. 

But as the summer went by and Mitchel studied the land 
question more fully, he came to espouse more and more 
the side of the tenant as distinctly opposed to the landlord. 
He became greatly interested in the ideas of James Fintan 
Lalor, and began to feel that the real stmggle in Ireland 
was to be between the landlords and the tenants. He would 
seize without purchase or compensation all land held under 
English law, or in the words of Lalor: 
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My object is to repeal the Conquest—not any part or portion, but the 
whole and entire conquest of seven hundred years—a thing much more 
easily done than to repeal the Union. That the absolute ownership of the 
lands of Ireland is vested of right in the people of Ireland—that they, and 
none but they, are the first landowners and lords paramount, as well as 
the law-makers of this island, that all titles to land are invalid not con
ferred or confirmed by them—^that no man has a right to hold one foot of 
Irish soil otherwise than by grant of tenancy and fee from them, and imder 
such conditions as they may annex of suit. To such landowners as could 
be brought to recognize this right of the Irish people and to swear alle
giance to this island-queen, I would grant new titles. Those who might 
refuse should cease to be landowners or quit this land, and their lands 
be vested in the occupying tenants.^ 

To such opinions as this McGee was opposed. Mitchel 
propounded a rather modified version of Lalor's doctrines 
in the Irish Council of November 6th, 1847, and much to his 
chagrin, his brother Confederate McGee, who was also 
present, voted against him. 

D'Arcy McGee's marked opposition to Mitchel's growing 
radicalism emphasizes a fact which is often forgotten to
day, that the Irish Confederation was not a radical organi
zation, and that McGee did not begin his life as a radical 
Young Irelander and end it in the diametrically opposite 
camp of a conservative Canadian. He began as a distinctly 
conservative Young Irelander. This was perfectly compat
ible with the Confederation idea of liberty of opinion. It 
was intended to include all shades of political thought. 
In answer to a suggestion in Fraser's Magazine that the 
Young Irelanders were Republicans, Mitchel wrote: 

Be it known then, to Fraser's Magazine and all Cockney-land, that 
those persons are not Republicans; that theories of govemment have 
but little interest for them; that the great want and unvarying aim of 
them all is a national govemment, no matter what may be its form;that 
those of them who may be democrats in abstract principle, yet prefer an 
oligarchy of our own aristocrats to the most popular form of rule under 
foreign institutions and foreign govemors; that those of them who are 
aristocratic in feeling are yet ready to say, "Give us our own democracy 
to rule over us before the haughtiest peerage of another nation." 
~ Quoted from a letter of Lalor to Mitchel, cited by Duffy, Four Years 

of Irish History, page 479. 
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And again, in The Nation of January 23rd, 1847, he wrote: 

"Young Ireland" or "The Irish Party" or those whom the Daily News 
calls physical force men, are of no single school of politics; there are amongst 
them Conservatives, Moderate Reformers, levelling Democrats; and they 
do not, as a body, consider the min of the landed gentry to be the best 
remedy, or any remedy at all, for Irish ills. 

And neither was the Confederation republican in its 
creed. As this is also often misunderstood.to-day, it is 
important to notice their individual views on this point. 
Smith O'Brien thought "a constitution like that of 1782, 
and not separation, would be the best solution of the 
difficulty," Dillon and O'Hagan likewise wanted merely 
legislative independence and wished it put on record that 
they were opposed to a policy of agrarian insurrection and 
merely recommended the retaining of arms by the people 
that they could be in a position to defend their rights from 
aggression. They wished for independence because they 
detested anarchy and starvation, rack rent and eviction, 
the absence of trade and manufactures; "the bloody three-
act tragedy so often performed, the peasant flung out to 
perish by the wayside, the landlord murdered, the assassin 
dying on a gibbet, all spelt anarchy," O'Gorman believed 
that "Ireland, considering her inferiority in size and popu
lation, could not maintain herself in a hostile position to 
Great Britain, but that the interests of both pointed to a 
union under the same crown, with separate legislatures," 
Meagher agreed with him, from policy, not from sympathy. 
He wrote a confession of faith in Richmond Prison and 
incorporated in it these words from Kossuth's Memoirs 
as illustrating his own position: 

Though I hate the word King (and it would be strange after all that we 
have suffered at the hands of kings if I did not hate it), I am prepared 
to accept a king should it be demanded as the price of our independence 
that we should elect a king. 

Duffy's idea was that a republic would be a doubtful 
experiment to make "amongst the most clarmish race in 
Europe," and that it certainly "alienated our best allies. 
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for men of brains and culture, to whom a conmionwealth 
of sober-minded citizens was the highest ideal of human 
goverrmient, would scarcely desire to place their country 
under a democracy of untutored peasants," D'Arcy McGee's 
experience of the position his countrymen held in the 
United States had made him sceptical as to the liberties 
enjoyed in a republic. He was emphatically in favour of a 
monarchy, limited by parliamentary government. It gave 
greater security and stability than did the uncertainty and 
change of a republic, where the president, elected every few 
years, "is sometimes the puppet of a ring of wire pullers," 
Besides, McGee had a sense of historical continuity, which 
he was always anxious should be respected. In a letter he 
wrote to William Smith O'Brien on September 9th, 1847, 
occurs this passage: 

You have always received so well any of my suggestions, however wild, 
that I venture to put in another here, namely, that we should fall back 
on the old crown connection of the two cotmtries, and show that "the golden 
link" is no metaphor, but a useful bond established honourably. The 
forging of this link is an act in Irish history not well-known. It was done 
in Dublin, in a Great Court or Parliament, in 1541. In this Great Court 
assembled O'Connor, O'Brien, O'Sullivan, O'Neill, and other heads of 
septs, with the Anglo-Irish bishops and barons. The act (33 Hen. VIII), 
while it recognizes their rank, su£ nationis caput, etc., also binds them in 
fidelity to him, as his peers or suffragans. After the elections, games and 
feasts were held, the imprisoned were liberated, and great joy manifested. 
The next year, O'Brien, O'Neill, and the other chief chiefs were guests at 
Greenwich Palace, and returned Earls of Thomond and Tyrone. 

This act (33 Hen. VIII) is cited as the basis of England's sovereignty 
here in the Act of Succession, and was also the basis of the 1782 arrange
ment. The Union has overlaid and endangered it. By grasping at all authority 
they have taught us to question all. I am sure there was more loyalty in 
one corps of Volunteers than there has been in all Ireland since 1798. 

I think, Sir, this ought to be put in our policy, to show that it is not a 
new species of arrangement we want, only a restoration of the old and only 
constitutional one. It would also silence the bleating about separation.^ 

But, as McGee said at the outset of this same letter, 
the statement of their future policy was not pressing. For 
the present, many of them felt that the form of govemment 
was a purely academic question which ought not to be 

' Extract taken from letter in The Irish Monthly, Vol. II, 1883, page 491. 
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raised to cause divisions in their ranks. In like manner 
they were afraid of Mitchel's fast developing agrarian 
policy. As time passed, and the Irish Council remained 
inactive, and the English Government passed the Coercion 
and Disarming Bill, which the Irish landlords thankfully 
received, Mitchel became convinced that 

all symptoms of "landlord nationality," which has deluded us into the 
"Irish Council" and has kept us so long vainly wooing the aristocracy into 
the ranks of their countrymen, were a deliberate fraud—^were in fact a 
demonstration intended to act upon the English—and that the Disarming 
Bill was the first fmit of a new and more strict alliance between traitors 
at home and foes abroad. 

He looked upon the bill, falsely entitled "For the Preven
tion of Crime," as merely an engine to crush Tenant Right 
and all other popular rights, and to enable the landlords 
to eject, distrain, and exterminate in peace and security. As 
for the new Poor Law, he considered that 

it was really calculated to increase and deepen the pauperism of the 
country—to break down the farmers as well as the landlords by degrees... 
so as to make the lands of Ireland pass (unencumbered by excessive 
population) into the hands of English Capitalists; and under the more 
absolute sway of the English Govemment. The Poor Law is....an 
elaborate machinery for making a final conquest of Ireland by "law." 

Lookmg at this legislation thus, Mitchel became most 
anxious to preach to the people both from The Nation's 
columns and the Confederation platform, that it was time 
to turn away from all parliamentary and constitutional 
agitation, and particularly so since the mass of the people 
had no franchise, and the constituencies were very small 
and very poor, and so, easily gained over by bribery and cor
mption. The Irish Confederation to a man were convinced 
that this last was tme and accounted in no small number 
of cases for their defeat in the summer elections. Mitchel 
continued, there was no other way of establishing and 
securing rights but by "successful intimidation." There
fore "the Government which called on the people of Ireland 
to deliver up their arms must be the mortal enemy of 
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that people, their rights, their liberties, and their lives." 
He wished to wam the people that if they carried their 
guns to the police they were committing virtual suicide; that 
the country was in an actual state of war—a war of "prop
erty" against "poverty," and a war of "law" against "hfe," 
and that their safety lay solely in their determination to 
stand upon their individual rights, defend those to the last 
and sell their lives and lands as dearly as they could. There
fore, he desired The Nation and the Confederation to pro
mulgate sound instmctions upon military affairs, upon the 
natural Unes of defence of the island, upon the constmction 
of field works, and upon the use of arms. But all this was 
"not with a view to any immediate insurrection, but that 
the true and only method of regenerating Ireland might 
recommend itself to a nation so long abused and deluded 
by legal humbug." 

When Mitchel, in the begirming of January, 1848, issued 
this ultimatum to his brother Confederates, Duffy closed 
The Nation to him, and they severed their partnership. 
Devin Reilly espoused Mitchel's cause, and retired with 
him. In a few weeks they became joint editors of a most 
rampant sheet. The United Irishman. In this Duffy, 
McGee, and Smith O'Brien were attacked with constantly 
increasing bitterness. 

Mitchel's proposal to The Nation became the subject 
of a three days' debate in the Irish Confederation. They 
had all, Uke him, been growing despondent over the thick
ening darkness of their national hopes, and this brought 
them up short for stock-taking. Suffice, here, to say that 
none of the leading confederates but Reilly agreed with 
Mitchel. Meagher and Doheny would both have joyfully 
adopted such a course, but felt that they had to refuse be
cause it was too rash and hopeless an undertaking. Meagher 
said: 

Would to God that we could take every barrack in the island this night, 
and with our blood purchase back the independence of our coimtry.... In 
the history of this Kingdom, the names that bimn above the dust and 
desolation of the past—like lamps in the old sepulchres of Rome—shed 
their glory round the principles, of which a deep conviction of our weak-
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ness compels me this night to be the opponent.... Just look, for a moment, 
to our position. To an insurrectionary movement the priesthood are 
opposed. To an msurrectionary movement the aristocracy are opposed. 
To an insurrectionary movement the middle classes are opposed. To give 
effect to this opposition, 60,000 men, equipped and paid by England, 
occupy the country at this moment. Who, then, are for it? 

The mechanic and the peasant classes, we are told... . Have these classes 
the power to sweep like a torrent through that pathway, dashing aside 
the tremendous obstacles which confront them? You know they have 
not. Without discipUne, without arms, without food, beggared by the 
law, starved by the law, diseased by the law, demoralized by the l a w -
opposed to the might of England, they would have the weakness of vapour. 

When a man talks of arming he should begin to act, and if he begins 
to act without weighing his means, and assuring himself of a probability, 
at least, of success, he must be surely mad. Resolutions to keep the peace, 
where there is no provocation to break it, are, God knows, silly and degrad
ing; but resolutions about arms, without any intention of using them, are 
in my mind infinitely worse. 

McGee spoke at some length. He opposed the new 
policy not because it was treason against the law but 
treason against common sense. If arms were the tme type 
of opinion, then Sir Edward Blakney with the baton of 
Commander-in-Chief was supreme in Ireland. But they 
were not: 

What was the fashion of Paul's sword or Peter's cuirass? In what 
sort of armour did Leo confront Attila? With how many legions did St. 
Augustine convert Afi-ica to the faith? Mr. Mitchel said he did not intend 
an immediate insurrection. What did that mean? If the Lord Lieutenant 
demanded the arms of a district to be given up and they were not, the 
police and military would be called out. Then Mr. Mitchel said, let them 
sell their lives as dearly as they could; that would mean others would 
come to their help, and that would mean insurrection. Mr. Mitchel pleaded 
the right to differ. But there were principles about which there was no 
right to differ in their Confederation. There was no right to differ on the 
necessity of Repeal—^there was no right to differ on the non-place-begging 
policy—^there was no right to differ on non-sectarian discussions—^there 
was no right to differ on any of the fundamental rules. 

Mr. Mitchel concluded that his ideas would not change the character 
of the Confederation. That was not so. Our rules say we purposed to 
obtain our end by the force of opinion, by the combination of all classes 
of Irishmen, and by the exercise of all the political, social and moral 
influences within our reach. Can, then, a proposition that the union of 
classes is hopeless be interpreted into an attempt to combine classes, not 
to divide them? 
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To combine classes Roger O'Moore embraced Preston, of Germans-
town, on the summit of Knocklofty in 1641—to combine classes Sarsfield 
rode from Limerick town to Galway Garrison to bring back Tyrconnell— 
to combine classes Henry Grattan sent the resolution in favour of Eman
cipation to the Convention of Dimgaimon—to combine classes Wolfe 
Tone, a Protestant, became secretary to the Catholics of Ireland— t̂o 
combine classes O'Connell ^ank the "glorious, pious and inomortal 
memory of William the Third"— t̂o combine classes Thomas Davis thought 
and laboured and lived. 

In the end, the proposals of Mitchel and Reilly were 
defeated in the Confederation by a majority of one hundred 
and twenty-nine. But this left nobody happy. Whether 
or not Mitchel was on the wrong path to remedy the nation's 
troubles, they were very bitterly real, and daily becoming 
more terrible. Fever followed famine, and the best men in 
every community, the overworked doctor, the liberal-
handed guardian, the kind-hearted clergyman, were its 
victims as well as the poor tenants. In accordance with 
the new system of feeding the poor which had just been 
adopted by Parliament, the works created for their employ
ment in October, 1846, and for which men had been encour
aged to throw up their tenant holdings, were now suddenly 
closed. Seventy thousand men were discharged in one 
week and one hundred thousand in the next, and the 
remainder were given notice that they would have to leave 
very shortly. Such a wholesale displacement of labour 
and change in the system worked terrible havoc. Only 
a handful of this multitude could find work. Crime and 
death increased at once. The increase of crime was not the 
fault of over-lenient laws. For example, two boys under 
twelve stole a pint of Indian meal and Chief Justice Black-
bum sentenced them to be transported for seven years. 
To enforce these (in McGee's phrase) "hell-bom laws, 
with prison jaws," "thirty thousand men in red jackets, 
well fed, clothed and housed, swaggered round among 
the famishing natives." 

Social disorganization inevitably followed. All institutions 
for the uplift of the people dwindled. The churches 
were half empty, the temperance halls, reading-rooms. 
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and Mechanics, Institutes, all lacked money and had often 
to shut their doors. At the same time, trade was paralyzed 
and every branch of it which depended upon the farmer 
collapsed. Then the last straw came. In the midst of these 
conditions, the Treasury of the British Govemment called 
on the Poor Law guardians to levy immediately a special 
rate for the repayment of the million and a quarter lent by 
the State in the previous year. As this additional rate could 
not be paid, many local boards were dismissed and paid 
guardians put in their place. 

There was one scheme suggested by the Irish landlords 
to the English Government which no doubt would have 
been an effective remedy for many of the sufferers. Their 
idea was to send settlers to Canada by whole districts, 
each congregation bringing their own local priest. Two 
million, they estimated, could be transported and settled 
for nine million sterling granted by Parliament, and eigh
teen million more they proposed to raise by a public company. 
This or a somewhat modified and less expensive emigra
tion undertaking would have been an inestimable blessing, 
which would have saved thousands of precious lives and 
have substituted kindly feelings and thankfulness towards 
a Good Samaritan for the overseas hatred and antagonism 
towards English rule in Ireland which has flourished ever 
since. The Canadian colonization plan, to the economic 
English calculation, was too expensive, and to the Irish 
Confederation, aiming to build up an Irish nation on their 
own soil, to drain away their population on any pretence 
was insidious undoing. Besides, they reasoned that the 
same money expended in Ireland would bring the same or 
greater happiness and prosperity there. Much to the sat
isfaction of all, D'Arcy McGee deUvered on it, at one of 
the meetings of the Confederation, their half poetic, half 
romantic, wholly patriotic and t3T>ical ultimatum: 

These colonization theorists want us to give up our cotmtry. Let us 
give them this answer.—If you can find a land equal to our own—so fertile 
in soil, so rich in water power, so temperate in its climate, so well situated 
for commerce, we will give up Ireland, but only when you find us such a 
land. We will then gather together the relics of oiu- race; we will bear with 
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us the shrines of our saints; we will throw down the monuments of our 
fathers; we will level Tara into the valley; we will declare Clontarf a 
fiction; we will efface the very foundations of Dungannon; we will rifle the 
Rotunda, and fling down the old seat of our fathers' parliament; we will 
set the capital on fire, and sail by the light of its conflagration to the 
unknown island, where the murderous tyraimy of England cannot reach us. 
But if they cannot find us such a land, if there is no such land—and there 
is not—let us then stay where we are. 

In cold reality the scope there was for such a project 
may be understood from the report of the Chief Secretary 
to Parliament, somewhat later. One hundred thousand 
Irishmen fled to Canada in the year 1847. Of these six 
thousand one hundred perished on the voyage, four thousand 
one hundred on their arrival at Grosse Island, five thousand 
two hundred in the hospitals and one thousand nine hundred 
in the towns to which they repaired. The same year the 
Emigrant Society of Montreal describes the situation 
thus: 

From Grosse Island up to Port Samia, along the borders of our great 
river, on the shores of Lake Ontario and Erie, wherever the tide of 
emigration has extended, are to be found one unbroken chain of graves, 
where repose fathers and mothers, sisters and brothers, in a commingled 
heap, no stone marking the spot. Twenty thousand and upwards have 
gone down to their graves. 

Such was the fate at home and abroad befalling "the 
ancient race," in the year 1847. The men of the Irish 
Confederation would unhesitatingly have given their lives 
to arrest it could they have only seen a way. But in spite 
of their sympathy and desire to countenance the scheme of 
Mitchel and Reilly, they could not see how, under ordinary 
circumstances, it promised anything but failure. But now in 
the beginning of this New Year there suddenly broke on 
their night of darkness most extraordinary reports of mo
mentous doings in various parts of Europe. In their youth
ful, sanguine eyes these altered the whole situation: if all 
the Continent of Europe was to secure its freedom, Ireland 
could not be denied. Duffy wrote in The Nation: 
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Ireland's opportunity—thank God, and France—has come at last! Its 
challenge rings in our ears like a call to battle, and warms our blood like 
wine. It demands of us what mission we have to entmst to its ministry, so 
often and so fervently evoked. We must answer if we would not be slaves 
forever. We must write, we must act, we must leap all barriers but those 
which are Divine; if needs be, we must die, rather than let this providential, 
hour pass over us imliberated. 

A brief glance at Europe will show on what spacious 
and fair foundation their hopes were based. The opening 
of the year 1848 witnessed movements, revolts, and rebel
lions of varying magnitude in Italy, Hungary, Austria, 
Germany and France. These uprisings issued from three 
main currents of thought and aspiration. The first was 
nationalist aspirations, which in Italy and Germany, tor 
example, worked towards unification, but in Hungary as 
in Ireland had the opposite aim of the separation of small 
peoples of different race and creed. The next was the de
sire on the part of the growing middle classes for a larger 
share in the govemment of their state and for greater liber
ty of action. This factor was not such a dominant issue 
in the Irish problem as it was in many of the other coun
tries. And the last was the wretched condition ot the 
poorer people and the unrest caused by it. This in tum was 
due to either poor and repressive old feudal and agrarian 
laws, or to the displacement of labour by the industrial 
revolution. This was a most important factor in the Irish 
unrest of that era. There was besides connected with many 
of these movements a fourth group, which was far firom satis
fied with the political readjustment which would have 
contented the majority. These men were, generally speak
ing, repubUcan in their pohtical outlook, and socialist in 
their economic thinking. It was in many cases owing to the 
violence of this party that the cause of liberty was lost in 
Europe during 1848. They too, in the Mitchel-Reilly com
bination, had brilhant and dictatorial representatives in the 
Irish rising. 

In their present form these various European factors 
had been gatheruig strength and fuel since 1830, so the 
general outbreak was not as unpremeditated as at first 
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it looked. On January the 12th came an uprising in Paler
mo which mastered the entire island of Sicily and restored 
the old constitution. Two weeks later King Ferdinand 
of Naples found it advisable to grant his subjects a similar 
constitution. Then followed the stoning of the Austrian 
soldiers in Lombardy and Venetia, and the anti-Austrian 
riots of Milan and Padua. Finally, on February 24th, came 
the most influential of all, the French revolution. On ac
count of the ease and rapidity with which its initial stages 
were carried out and the influence they had on Irish think
ing, they may be outlined briefly. 

There had been great and constant agitation against 
the administration of Louis Philippe and for international, 
political and social reform, and so it was that the Govern
ment decided to prohibit a public banquet which the leaders 
of this agitation purposed holding in Paris. Street rioting 
of angry workmen and reckless students followed, and 
the middle-class National Guard when called out was found 
to be in sympathy with the rioters. Everjrwhere the cry 
was, "Down with Guizot!" the prime minister, and his 
house became the centre of a hostile mob demanding his 
resignation. To what length they might have gone was not 
tested, for some soldiers on guard fired on them and killed 
twenty-three, some of them women and children. This 
was the signal for real action. Next day barricades of paving 
stones blocked the narrow slum streets and workmen behind 
them shouted, "Long live the Republic!" "Louis Philippe 
massacres us as did Charles X, let him go join Charles X." 
Like a sensible man, Louis Philippe followed this advice, 
and very quickly "Mr. Smith" in a closed carriage followed 
Charles X to England. 

The French Republic was now proclaimed simultaneously 
in two places: in the Chamber of Deputies at the Palais 
Bourbon in the western part of the city, and in the H6tel 
de Ville at the eastem end. At the first centre the leaders 
were of the bourgeois Republicans, whose flag was the 
tricolour and whose aim was political democracy. In the 
east end, the leaders were working-class Republicans with 
the red flag of Socialism as their standard. At the outset, 
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however, the two goverrmients combined and to an on-
looking world it seemed that a most tremendous change 
had been accomplished in a simple, spontaneous and 
satisfactory way. 

Such success in Paris gave the struggling peoples in other 
nations brave hearts to go and do likewise, and their rulers 
in many cases a timid desire to meet them half-way. Next 
in point of time was Austria, the main prop of absolutism 
and privilege under Mettemich. Louis Kossuth, in the 
Hungarian Diet, on March 3rd, demanded a separate 
responsible ministry for his country; and the mob of Vienna, 
joined as in Paris by the middle-class civic guard, called 
out to suppress them, demanded the dismissal of Mettemich. 
They were successful in so far that Mettemich had to flee 
to London, and that a constitution was granted. The neces
sity of granting this constitution in Vieima made smooth 
the way for Kossuth and his Hungarian demands. The 
Emperor now conceded to him many of the things the 
Irish were wanting. In the north, the Bohemians gained 
similar liberties, by a bloodless revolution. 

Italy in turn was influenced both by the example of Paris 
and by the fact that the Austrians were so very busily 
employed by the crisis at home. Milan rose to avenge 
a generation of cmel oppression. Parma and Modena drove 
out their sovereign; Charles Albert of Piedmont led his 
own subjects and the Lombards against the Austrians; 
and Leopold of Tuscany had to do likewise. The Pope, 
Pius IX, although becoming terrified at what the end of 
such a poUcy might be, carried a step farther the liberal 
reforms he had instigated on his accession two years before, 
and granted the Papal States a Constitution. 

Almost all the German States experienced distur
bances during March, 1848. Their demands were usually 
a limited monarchy, a free press and the unification of 
Germany. Now that Austria was intent on her own affairs, 
Pmssia was looked upon as the crucial state. In it Frederick 
William became panic-stricken at the disloyalty of the 
people of Berlin. They came into conflict witii the soldiers 
on March 13th. and although the soldiers had the best of 
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the fighting, he had them withdrawn and consented to caU 
the Pmssian Diet and to press for a national constitution. 
This last was the all-important part. Unity was what every 
German patriot longed to accomplish. With Pmssian 
initiative, it was now decided that every German Govem
ment should send a representative to a Federal Diet which 
was to draft a constitution for United Germany. The 
preparatory parliament met on March 31st, and decided 
which states were to send delegates and that they were 
to be elected by universal suffrage. The real Federal Diet, 
which met at Frankfort, did not assemble until May 18th, 
and by that time the reactionary parties had awakened 
from the helpless amazement which had paralyzed their 
efforts in March. 

The Young Ireland leaders were not the only Irishmen 
thrilled by the Continental events of February and March, 
and particularly by the attitude of Pius IX. Catholics striving 
for freedom looked confidently to him as their appointed 
leader. "Beyond the Alps a trumpet calls the dead nations 
of Europe from their shrouds." Large meetings of Repealers, 
of Old Ireland and Young Ireland, rank and file, were held 
in the provincial towns of Kilkenny, Limerick, Waterford 
and Galway. They found themselves brought together 
and harmonized by the contagious enthusiasms of the day, 
to a degree they had thought impossible. In Dublin, a 
students'club was founded on the Continental pattern of 
Paris and Vienna; another one was organized among the 
young business men and clerks and sent missionaries of 
the revolution into commercial circles, A polytechnic 
society sprang up, devoting itself to practical chemistry, 
which largely meant the amateur manufacture of gunpowder. 
Even the gentry were moved. Lord French and the Earl of 
Shrewsbury both advised strongly the restoration of the 
constitution of 1782, or otherwise they feared there would 
be civil war and probable separation. And lastly, there 
was a Protestant Repeal Association formed with Samuel 
Ferguson, the poet, as leader. Ferguson expressed his 
views most strongly. He dwelt on the moral loss the Union 
had inflicted. Whatever a gentleman of spirit, education, 
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or honourable ambition thought best worth living for had 
gradually been withdrawn from Ireland. As far as concerned 
England and the Colonial Empire she had created, he said 
cordially, "Rule Britannia," but Ireland was not a colony 
of Great Britain, but an ancient Kingdom and a distinct 
nationality: 

God forbid that a drop of Irish blood should be shed in vindicating any 
Irish right unless the Irish people be unanimous. And if you would make 
them unanimous, respect the opmion of your neighbours, and seek not by 
terrorism to compel any man to come into your ranks, till his own convic
tions assure him that he ought to do so. 

Was it to be wondered at, then, if between the manifesta
tions abroad and the manifestations at home, the leaders of 
the Irish Confederation suddenly felt the appointed hour 
had struck? Strangely, however, to O'Brien, Duffy and 
McGee, the most essential thing for the moment appeared 
not enthusiastic action but measures of restraint. Their 
chief concern was to hold back Mitchel and Reilly for fear 
they might alienate many of these newly acquired allies. 
Mitchel had been before them in realizing the oppor
tuneness of the time. He matured a policy and actwi on 
it at once. He decided to force the hand of the Government, 
and then to force the hand of the people, through their 
desire for retaliation, into open rebellion. The United 
Irishman came out weekly tmmpeting his three extreme 
hobbies, in the loudest and most insistent manner. The 
mine was ready to explode, let it explode. Paris, Berlin, 
Vienna, had shown what a spontaneous uprising could 
accomplish. The Castle were warned that their death 
struggle too had come. They were defied to pack their 
juries and to convict the men who were instigating this 
Irish revolution. Moreover, it would be the work of no 
conspiracy, no plot, no appointed leader: "The man who 
would lead Ireland to freedom and glory might be,found 
walking the silent streets, his elbows out of his coat and 
without his dinner." As for the kind of government which 
should follow. The United Irishman was equally clear and 
definite. The day for legislative independence in Ireland 
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had gone by. Persons willing to accept that sham were 
little better than idiots and impostors. Ireland must have 
a republic and nothing else. And further, once the people 
of Ireland had their country in their own hands, the greatest 
injustice of aU would be speedily righted, the landlords 
would no longer have the power of England to protect 
them by disarming acts and coercion acts and poor relief 
acts. The people, who had been wronged and suppressed 
so long, would get a new start in life's battle. In the words 
of Devin Reilly's editorial on this subject: 

If the landlords of Ireland make their existence incompatible with the 
lives of the people, every one of us must choose whether to fall with the 
landlords, or live with the people. 

As we have seen, D'Arcy McGee had no confidence in 
Mitchel's exposition of the landlord's and tenant's position 
even before Mitchel fell so completely under the sway of 
James Fintan Lalor. Now, however, that Mitchel's opinions 
had developed along such socialistic lines, they became ana
thema to him. He looked upon them as unsound and fantastic 
when applied to Ireland at this time. He felt, with the 
majority of the Confederates, that it requured the whole 
united strength of the nation to win Repeal and that the 
events of the time were well designed to aid and abet The 
Nation's teaching if this Mitchel scare had not interposed. 
He felt Mitchel's theories would at once bring about a 
fatal narrowing of the conflict to a class struggle and that 
"this tuming of an ancient historic struggle of a people 
for liberty into a jacquerie would chill public sympathy 
with a revolution which otherwise would have drawn 
unlimited support." Besides, a mere jacquerie could never 
succeed in Ireland. Mitchel was absolutely unacquainted 
with the poor trampled peasantry whom he pictured as 
ready for an insurrection, as gunpowder for the match. 
It was often said no one among the Confederates knew 
the peasantry, but probably D'Arcy McGee came nearer 
to understanding their attitude than any of the others, 
and he painted them very much as O'Cormell did at an 
earlier date. O'Cormell justified much of his violent oratory 
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on the ground of the peculiar position of his downtrodden 
countrymen. He said his most difficult task was to per
suade them of their strength, and to teach them they 
were the equals of any man on earth, particularly of an 
Englishman, and that the easiest and most spectacular 
way of doing this was for a Roman Catholic to adopt to
wards the highest in the land a fearless and unceremonious 
tone. McGee, now, looked upon them as a people spent 
and broken by the suffering and misery of the famine and 
fever, disciplined by the doctrine of perpetual submission, 
and demoiahzed by public works and pauper relief. He 
considered Mitchel's representation of them as Calabrians 
or Tyrolese "with rifles always in their hands and am
munition in their pouches," as the maddest absurdity. 
Mitchel had never been in Munster, nor seen the men on 
whom he was building his hopes, and moreover, little as 
Mitchel knew of them, they knew still less of him. "The 
people of Munster," exclaimed Meagher, "know as little of 
Mitchel as of Mahomet." Another difficulty McGee felt 
about Mitchel's doctrine was that it was calculated to turn 
away all moderate thinking men and to cause hesitation 
to cooperate with the Confederates in many who were not 
unwilling to face Repeal but would be unwilling to look 
forward to the unsettled future there would be after Repeal 
if those land ideas found favour. 

That the Duffy-McGee moderates were correct in feeling 
that willy-nilly they would be identified by outsiders with 
Mitchel's propaganda, and that they must either restrain 
him or cut him off publicly from the Confederation as they 
had done from The Nation in January, was now demon
strated by the Goverrmient's action in arresting for sedition 
O'Brien, Meagher and Mitchel. However, all three were 
allowed out on bail and went their several ways quite uninter-
mpted until their trial should come off in May. Mitchel, 
unfortunately, worked still greater havoc on the union 
of parties by an attack on O'Connell's memory which alien
ated Old Ireland. Meantime O'Brien and Meagher, joined 
by a silk-weaver named Holywood, went with Dillon, O'Gor-
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man and Eugene O'Reilly to France as bearers of Ireland's 
felicitations on their Revolution, 

When the Irish Confederation passed the resolution to 
send O'Brien, Meagher and Holywood to France, the 
moving of it was entmsted to D'Arcy McGee. And well 
indeed did the young orator acquit himself of the task. 
His speech, in its eloquent historical sweep, in its intimate 
grasp of party politics and the principles underlying modern 
government, and in its deep feeling of pity and patriotism 
called forth by the suffering around him, will kindle hearts 
even to-day with admiration for McGee, The extracts 
following will demonstrate not only his natural gifts of 
eloquence, imagination and warm-hearted sympathy, but 
over and above this, the careful and effective self-education 
he had managed to acquire before he was twenty-three. 
At the outset he reminded them in a most graceful tribute 
to O'Brien of how suitable it was that their leader should 
be on the deputation: 

1 think it forttmate for Ireland, Sir, that we have on this deputation a 
name associated with the most gallant passages of the history of France, the 
name of O'Brien. (Cheers.) It is right that the French nation should know 
chat the O'Brien who represents us in this Confederation is a descendant 
of that O'Brien, Lord Clare, who fought and fell in the charge at Ramillies; 
and of that other O'Brien, his son, distinguished in French history as 
Marshal Thomond, who refused the offer of his princely patrimony from 
George the First, and preferred to die free in the service of France. (Loud 
cheering.) The French people will not mistake the object of associating 
this name with France, for no people have a better recollection of who are 
their friends and who their enemies. 

After this, when mentioning a change he had made m 
his own plans, remaining in Ireland to celebrate St. Patrick's 
Day rather than going to Manchester, he used some words 
and reasons very prophetic of a much misunderstood stand 
which he was to take up in Canada exactly twenty years 
later: 

I have been anxious to go to England, where I believe we have friends as 
well as enemies; and I would not refuse to gather the antidote because it grew 
OE the same soil which produced the poison. I have read that it was tha 
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Norman knights, not the Saxon commons, that originated the quarrel 
between this country and England; it is the chiefs of parties and not the 
people who keep it up. 

Then comes, for that day in Ireland and for the Irish 
Confederation, his reasoning on when and why a nation 
has a right to resist a goverrmient: 

This is a doctrine. Sir, which I did not think would be assmled, at least 
by the Whigs. Above all I did not conceive that the present Govemment, 
who glorify the revolutionists of 1688—^who boast that they are disciples of 
Fox and Mackintosh, those friends of the people and sympathizers in the 
first revolution in France—I did not think that they would assail that right. 
Mr. Macaulay glorifies Lord Somers, and Lord Palmerston recognizes the 
sacred right of resistance when it shows itself south of the Alps. 
But when Ireland assumes the attitude of revolution, who so determined in 
coercion as the constitutional Whigs? (Hear, hear.) Yet, out of their own 
mouths their present policy is condemned. I will quote you an authority 
for your conduct—it shall be a Whig authority—the political philosophy 
of the Right Honourable John Russell—(hisses)—it is published by the 
Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge (laughter). Hear the Prime 
Minister combatting the theory of the divine right of govemments: 

"That theory leads to every kind of mischief. Rulers are taught by it 
that they have a title indefeasible, and a power which no misconduct of 
their own can forfeit. Subjects are taught that to seek redress even when 
most oppressed by the worst of govemors is to rebel against Heaven. A 
more certain receipt for producing misgovemment of every kind and 
national calamities of all descriptions, it would be impossible to devise." 
—Political Philosophy, p. 39. 

And the noble philosopher further says: 
"Even in countries that enjoy little constitutional freedom, the public 

voice when raised is effectual; and even the most ignorant nation has a will 
which its rulers must not entirely disobey."—/6td., p. 25, (Cries of hear, 
hear.) 

I will do these Whigs the justice to say that this has not only been their 
doctrine, but also their practice on the other side of the water. They 
boast the Reform Bill as their great exploit. But how did they carry that 
measure? I wUl quote you another Whig authority—Mr. Shell. (Hisses.) 
In his Repeal speech of 1834 that eminent Whig said, addressing that 
party: 

"How did you carry reform? Was it not by impelling the people almost 
to the verge of revolution? Was there a stimulant for their passions you did 
not apply? Was there a provocative for their excitement to which you did 
not resort? If you have forgotten, do you think that we shall fail to remem
ber your meetings at Edinburgh, at Paisley, at Manchester and at Birming
ham? Did not 300,000 men assemble? Did they not pass resolutions 


