
The blossom bound between my brows and worn 
In sight, of even and morn 

From the last ember of the flameless west 
To the dawn’s baring breast— 

I were not freedom if taou wert not free, 
Nor thou wert Italy. 

O mystic rose ingrained with blood, impearled 
With tears of nil the world ! 

The torpor of their b ind brute-ridden trance 
Kills England and chills France ; 

And Spain sobs hard through strangling blood ; and snows 

Hide the huge eastern woes. 

But thou, twin-born with morning, nursed of noon, 
And blessed of star and moon ! 

Have Time and Love not knelt down at thy feet, 
Ttiy sore, thy soiled, thy sweet, 

Fresh from the flints and mire of murderous ways 
And dust of travelling days ? 

Ha'h iime not kissed them, Love not washed them fair, 
Anil wiped with tears and hair ? 

Though God forget thee, I will not forget; 
Though heaven and earth be set 

Against thee, 0 unconquerable child, 
Abused, abased, reviled, 

Lift, thou not less from no funereal bed 
Thine undishonored head ; 

Love thou not less, by lips of thine once prest, 
This my now barren breast; 

Seek thou not less, being well assured thereof, 
O child, my latest love. 

The last couplet illustrates a carelessness about his rhymes 
which is not unfrequent with Mr. Swinburne. Italia, thus 
invoked, rises from the sea, like Venus of old, and the poet 
proceeds to address her in a long and rather monotonous rhap- 
sody. broken by a vigorous malediction on the Austrians and 
the Pope:— 

So, pale or red with change of fast and feast, 
The sanguine-sandalled priest; 

So the Austrian, when his fortune came to flood, 
An i the warm wave was blood; 

With wings that widened and with beak that smote, 
So shrieked through either throat 

From the hot horror of its northern nest, 
That double-headed pest; 

So, triple-crowned with iear and fraud and shame, 
He of whom treason came, 

Tlie herdsman of the Gadarean swine ; 
So all his ravening kine, 

Made fat with poisonous pasture. 
Then follows the rapturous laudation of the foiled tyran- 

nicide” Orsini, already referred to, and the last half of the 

poem is one long act of homage, we might say of adoration, to 

the “ sacred soul” of Mazzini, in which all nature, animate and 

inanimate, and all tribes, cities, and regions of Italy, are called 
to join. It is a new version of the Benedicite in honor of a 

new divinity. Mazzini carrying Italy in his arms is prefigured in 
the legend of St. Christopher carrying the child who waxed 

greater as he trod, and altered and was God Italy, “ our lady 
of pity and mercy, and full of grace,” is adjured by the wounds 
her holy body bears” to have mercy on the “things” that 
once hated and tormented her, but are now howling and wail- 

ing before her knees—that is, the priests; while Rome is 
hidden to find in the worship of her deliverers a substitute 
for the old worship which has passed away for ever. 

A few lines will quite suffice for a specimen of this later portion 
of the Song:— 

And thou, 0 supreme city, 
O priestless Rome that shall be, take in trust 

Their- names, their deeds, their dust, 
Who held life less than thou wert; be the least 

To thee indeed a priest, 
Priest and burnt-offering and blood-sacrifice 

Given without prayer or price, 
A holier Immolation than men wist, 

A costlier eucharist, 
A sacrament more saving; bend thine head 

Above these many dead 
Once, and salute with thine eternal eyes 

Their lowest head that lies. 

We have received from the Agent, Alonzo Marks Esq., 47 

South Clark St., Chicago, the second part of Moore’s Irish 

Melodies, published and illustrated by Messrs. Riches aud 

Moore of Columbus, Ohio. 
As we intend on a future occasion, to give a more lengthened 

notice of this magnificent work, we shall for the present, con- 

tent ourselves by saying that it is, in every sense, an honor to 
the Dish name and nation, and should be prized as such by 
every man who loves the land of his birth, or of his fathers, 
and hopes that there are brighter days yet in siore for her. 

•-- 

Schuyler Colfax and his Fenian Friends, 
The following is a letter of the Hon. Schuyler Colfax, in re- 

sponse to the complimentary resolutions adopted by the Feni- 
ans of Cincinnati: 

Cincinnati, May 2. 
My Dear Sir:—I regret to have to reply that I cannot at- 

tend your picnic on the Srd of June, as desired, having engage- 
ments to lecture during that week in Michigan, but am none 
the less obliged to you for your kind invitation and for the 
complimentary resolutions by which it is accompanied. 

You but state my position correctly when you allude to me 
as a friend of universal freedom ; nor ean I imagine how any 
one imbued with the spirit of our institutions can fail to sympa- 
thize with those in other lands who long for the self govern- 
ment which we enjoy. As citizens, our hands are controlled 
by the law ; but God gave us hearts that will throb in sympathy 
for the oppressed everywhere, and there is a power in sympathy 
often much greater than we imagine. The moral power of the 
position of the United States towards Mexico is conceded by 
the civilized world to have contributed to the downfall of the 

empire there almost as much as the bayonets of the Liberals. 
The appeals of Kossuth to the conscience of Europe and 

America in favor of Hungary seemed to fail of immediate re- 

sult. But to-day Hungary really enjoys self-government, with 
all her ancient rights. The out-spoken sympathy of Christen- 
dom in favor of the»oppressed Cretans has not been powerless. 
These, and many other instances that might be named, but to 

which I have not time to allude in this hurried note, attest the 

weight and force of moral power, even when not reinforced by 
bayonets and the munitions of war. When John Bright, the 
fearless Commoner of Great Britain, wrote that terse sentence, 
last year, to the Dublin Reform League : How much suffering 
in Ireland, how much injustice by England,’Americans cannot, 
be rightly condemned for echoing his truthful words. And 
hence the House of Representatives of the Fortieth Congress 
did no more than its duty in adopting so unanimously the reso- 

lution of sympathy for Ireland and Crete reported by General 
Banks from the Committee on Foreign Affairs. Ireland, in the 
last century, enjoyed a self-government to which it is now a 

stranger; and 1 hope, in the good time coming, to see another 
Irish Parliament on Dublin Green. In groat haste, but truly 
yours, 

“ Hon. J. W. Fitzgerald.” “ Schuyt.er Colfax. 

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 
The Editors of tho “Irish Republic” will allow corres- 

pondents to express their views in tho strongest and boldest language 
consistent with propriety ; they therefore state that they do not hold 

themselves responsible for the opinions or expressions under this heading. 

Specimens of British Liberty in Ireland, 
NUMBER TWO. 

— 

MOUNTJOY GOVERNMENT CONVICT PRISON. 

St. Louis, May 4, 1867. 
To the Editors of The Irish Republic : 

Gentlemen : In my last I gave a hasty sketch ol the general 
treatment of the Irish political prisoners in Cork jail; and any 

man who has read it, and who had previously experienced Eng- 
land’s clemency” in that prison, can bear testimony to the 

veracity of every feature and fact I have laid before you. I 

now propose to do the same justice to Mountjoy Government 

Convict Prison, Dublin; and those who have had the misfor- 

tune to have been once inmates thereof, and the good luck to 

be “ not there” now, will at once recognize the picture, should 
it come under their notice. 

It seems we were too well off in Cork jail. The Govern- 

ment, for some reason or other, (supposed to be the facility 
with which the Dublin discipline destroyed the health of the 

prisoners,) directed all the jailors in Ireland who held political 
prisoners to send up lists of such of the prisoners as they con- 

sidered troublesome, with the intimation that such would be 

removed to safer quarters. In consequence of this piece of 

wire-pulling,” twenty-four of us were transferred to Dublin, 
on the 18th of May. The small band of “ringleaders” were 

all included, with the exception of Colonel Dunne, who left for 

America some time before, in charge of Her Majesty’s peace- 

preservers. 
Everything in Mountjoy prison is arranged with the most 

demonical ingenuity, with the view to intensify the tortures of 

imprisonment. It is utterly impossible to put a charitable con-, 

struetion on the motives that prompted the diabolical ingenu- 
| ity displayed in the regulations, arrangements and accessories 

of that prison. The bed is the most uneasy it is possible to 

devise, compatible with an appearance of undesigned torture 

—a canvass-covered wooden frame, 16 inches (or less) wide, 
swinging by four hooks across the cell, with two large perfo- 
rated ventilators, one in the wall at each end of the cell, and 

the crevices and traps of the door and windows, all causing a 

fearful draught right across the prisoner’s body when in bed. 

Then the window at the top of his cell is glazed with corded 

or fluted glass, so that it is impossible to even see through it; 
and yet, although it is impossible to open this window so as to 

be able to get a glimpse of the open sky* it is made 

a crime to attempt to look through it at all ! Then again, the 

soil-pan in each cell is so fixed that it is not more than 14 or 

16 inches from the prisoner’s nose while in bed ; and mind yo u 

he cannot sleep any other way, one end of his bed being 8 

inches higher than the other for the head, so that he cannot 

sleep the other way if he wishes to avoid the stench. Again, 
he has a small copper bowl, braced to the wall, to wash in, the 

verdigris from which is enough to blind any prisoner in a short 

time. And again, the places allotted for open-air exercise, 
were “rings” of about 30 yards diameter, situated between the 

wings of the prison, and these were surrounded by iron bars 9, 
feet high, each bar ending in a formidable looking sharp hook 

pointing downwards and inwards. Within this circle or “ring’’ 
were two granite-flagged circles, one within the other, and in 

the center a circular piece of granite flagging. It is on these 

granite rings the prisoners arc obliged to walk, after having 
been shown into them “ one by one,” and placed about six 

yards apart from one another, which distance must be kept dur- 

ing the exercise. This exercise” consists of walking on the 

aforedescribed rings of granite, all going to the same hand, 
while four “turnkeys” keep moving about on the outside, in 
the contrary way, so as to be able to detect the least attempt 
at communication on the part of the prisoners. It is diabolical. 
And then, again, the time we were allowed to breathe the open 
air thus was always less than two hours, and frequently less than 
an hour and a half out of every twenty-four. The remainder 
of our long, long days we should be content to chafe under the 
diabolical separate and silent” system, in our grim cells, alone 
with God and our own proud, stricken hearts. Yes, there was 

anguish there ; but the sublime pride of patriotism veiled it 
from the profane gaze of tyrants and their minions ! 

To show how truly devilish were the desires of our jailors, I 
will simply record a few small but very significant facts. I need 
do no more. 

During the time allotted to us for our grim “silent and, sep- 
arate” exorcise, we dare not utter a word, make a sign, nor 

even stoop to the ground ! And yet, at this very time, it was so 

arranged that convicted criminals—robbers, thieves, and mur- 

derers—were exercising in an adjoining ring, and others scat- 

tered on the grounds of the prison, within our view, and all in 

groups, talking or playing, just as they pleased ! What exqui- 
site torture was there ! The condemned felons treated with 

respect, while we were accounted as rabid animals or savage 
beasts ! Noble England ! you are assuredly the first of nations 
—in brutality ! 

Some may wish to know the bill of fare of Mountjoy—by- 
the-bye, what a mocking title for a prison ! Breakfast, about 

half a pound of sour bread, and three noggins of very bad 

coffee. Dinner, about one pound of very inferior potatoes, a 

pint of soup, and a small lump ot gristle or sinew of a thing 
more carrion than food, but called—in mockery, perhaps— 
beef. Supper, half a pound of sour bread, and half a pint of 

milk-and-water. Thi3 was the fare on Sundays, Tuesdays, 
Thursdays and Saturdays. 0n Mondays, Wednesdays, and 

Fridays, the changes rang thus: For breakfast, a quart of 

mush, prepared by dint of boiling from about one ounce of 

meal, and consequently being more poisonous than useful, half 

a pint of milk-and-water, and a snapper”—about two mouths- 

ful—of sour bread. For dinner, we had half a pound of sour 

bread, and half a pint of milk-and-water ; and for supper, this 

dose was repeated. 
The quantity of material was more than what was given in 

Cork jail, but the quality of every article was so very inferior, 
that any man who ever made use of a bit of clean wholesome 

food, could not look ou them with any other feeling than dis- 

gust, and sheer hunger alone could make such a man use them. 
So much for tho truth of their lying parliamentary reports, 
which represented everything connected with the arrangements 
and food at Mountjoy as most humane and most excellent, (!) 
and that the prisoners were very well satisfied with their treatment ! 

Most excellent treatment truly—for the production of insanity 
and for starvation ! 

Another piece of demoniac and infernal ruffianism awaits 

disclosure. A rumor of the truth did leak out, but it was at 

once quashed. But it is nevertheless the truth. I assert this, 
and I will maintain it on my oath. I ask the attention, the 
most earnest attention, of all the civilized world to what I am 

going to state, and then, if the noble, and the just, and the hon- 
est think proper, they may shake the reeking hands of the rep- 
resentatives of that government of thugs and vampyres. I 
wish them joy of their ally. 

The fact I state is this :—True political prisoners got poi- 

son ! I got it, and, to the best of my belief, the poison I got 
was aqua fortis. The bread was steeped in a solution of the 

acid, but I did not eat it, for, on tasting it, it created a nausea, 
and I could use no food for several days after. In the mean- 

time, the rumor of the poisoning leaked out, and probably that 
saved my life and the lives of several others. But it did kill 

some, and sent at least one (Thomas Burke, of Clonmel,) to the 
lunatic asylum. 

What I state here I can and will sustain on oath, and now 

let England’s friends have their say in justification if they can. 

The English Government is a conspiracy of murderers and 

cut-throats, and their foul, blood-thirsty instincts are the ruling 
principles of their various departments. They are merely kept 
under a slight shadow of restraint by a fear of the indignation 
and power of juster nations. In the interest of common hu- 

manity, every civilized power on earth should stamp out this 
infernal oligarchy by every means in their power. She is un- 

scrupulous towards every nation on the globe without excep- 
tion ; and so should all the earth be also towards her. Her 
name and fame should both alike be forever blotted from the 
records of civilization, and her hated existence made a thing 
of the past. 

Gentlemen, for the present week I stop hero; next week I 
will resume these recollections, and for the present I am yours, 
respectfully, Colonel Feather. 

The Irish Nationalists of Canada. 
To the Editors of the Irish Republic : 

Chicago, May G, 18G7. 
Messrs. Editors:—Having lately heard some of those in- 

fatuated men, who still adhere to the O'Mahony-Stevena swindle, 
speak about the “injustice” of invading Canada in order to 
strike at the power of England, stating, amongst other things, 
that “Canada was a free country,” that it3 people were con- 

tented, happy, and prosperous, and would never wish to have 
the order of things changed,” how wicked it was to bring 

war and devastation amongst a peaceful and inoffensive peo- 
ple, who never did them harm,” &c. This language sounded 

quite familiar to mo. It consists of pet quotations from the 
Toronto Leader, in its blood-and-thunder fulminations against 
the cut-throats,” a3 it constantly calls the Fenians. And 

undoubtedly this is the source from whence those worthies de- 
rived their “information” relating to Canada. With regard to 
the freedom and prosperity enjoyed by the Canadian people, I 
have a few words to say. It is well known that there is but 
an average of eighty miles in width of agricultural land, ex- 

tending along the Canadian frontier. All the lands north of 
that are unfit for settlement; still the Government Surveyors, 
in order to obtain employment, and our worthy Minister of 

Agriculture and Emigration, D’Arey McGee,” for some rea- 

sons best known to themselves, declare those sterile lands fit 
for settlement, and endeavor to attract emigrants to settle on 

them. What is the result*? Hundreds of our unfortunate 

countrymen, believing in the lying advertisements of those in- 
terested parties, invest their little store, and move their fami- 
lies info the wilderness. After building a house, and chopping 
his tallow during the winter, the settler generally finds his 
purse grow light towards the coming of spring ; but hope 
buoys him up, in the expectation of soon having a crop in ; 
and he goes to work with renewed energy, and applies the 
torch to his felled timber. When the fire passes over the bare 
rocks stare him in the face, the fire having burned what little 
soil was over them. He then has to live by hunting and fish- 

ing like an Indian, or move to the United States. T have been 


