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claimed: "Ah! you know, if I were not a Frenchman, I
would be an Irishman. And you?" "Me!" was the re-

ply, "faith, if I were not an Irishman, I'd be ashamed
of myself."

Rather extreme that brand of patriotism; but whether
or not other people are ashamed of not being Irish, we
who who bear patronymics with the prefix Mac or 0, or
profess our brotherhood to those heroes of the fighting
race, "Kelly and Burke and Shea," are certainly not
ashamed of being Irish, either by birth or descent. We
are, rather, proud of Ireland's record; proud of the ancient
civilization that adorned Hibernia when more than half
the nations of modern Europe were but wandering tribes
and barbarous hordes; proud of the unrivalled splendor of
her golden age when sanctity and scholarship found in
Erin a refuge elsewhere sought in vain; proud of the mar-

tial glory of the years that followed when the invincible
Northmen recoiled before her impetuous defenders and
were swept from the sea-girdl- ed Isle forever; proud of
the dauntless valor that for centuries kept at bay the Nor-

man invader, and dyed a thousand battle-field- s with foe-man- 's

blood,

"Ere the Emerald Green of the Western world
Was set in the crown of the stranger."

Aye, and proud, too, of the constancy, the fortitude, the
unswerving fidelity to principle that gleam like myriad
stars through the murky canopy of her penal night. True,
Tom Moore, singing of that saddest era tells us that

While History's Muse the memorial was keeping
Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves,

Beside her the Genius of Erin stood weeping
For hers was the story that blotted the leaves.

We, too, Ladies and Gentlemen those of us who claim
the high honor of having Irigh blood in our veins may
weep at the recital of that sad story; but our tears are no
bitter stream evoked by dishonor or enforced by shame.
They are crystal drops that we enjoy to shed o'er the
countless graves of our martyred dead. As a priest of
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