
ir. 
While toiling up life’s mountain rude, 

O’er pathways insecure, 
A kindly bond of brotherhood 

Should bind you to the poor ; 
Whome’er you see misfortune grip 

And wither ’neath her ban, 
Go( grasp his hand in fellowship, 

And prove yourself a man ! 

III. 
Whate’er you sow in heedless youth, 

In manhood you will reap. 
Then walk in virtue’s path of truth, 

And God’s commandments keep, 
For virtue is the surest friend 

Since life and time began ; 
Then with her arms your soul defend, 

And prove yourself a man ! 

IV. 
Whene’er you see some Irish slave 

To English rule incline, 
For English gold, the sordid knave, 

His native land malign ; 
From peasants born, or nobly sprung, 

Howe’er his life-stream ran, 

Go, curb the dastard’s villain tongue, 
And prove yourself a man ! 

V. 
His native land ! Our native laud ! 

I hear the warning hum, 
Along the plains, from strand to strand, 

Of dangerous days to come. 

But soldier poor, or general high, 
To lead her battle’s van, 

On danger look, with steady eye, 
And prove yourself a man ! 

VI. 
For Ireland oft your fathers dreed 

Misfortune’s doomful wrath, 
But yet in Ireland’s darkest need 

Still tread the patriot’s path. 
A day shall come, whose glorious winfl 

Her victor flags will fan, 
With Christian soul and patriot mind, 

Then prove yourself a man ! 

VII. 
0 ! wealth it is a faithless thing, 

And false are pride and fame 
For death may snap the human string 

While loudest throats acclaim. 
Then ne’er let wealth, or fame, or pride, 

Your youthful heart trepan,— 
Let Christian honor be your guide, 

And prove yourself a man ! 

-<«^i»- 

[WRITTEN FOR THE IRISH REPUBLIC.] 
To The Fenians. 

On our land’s dreary night 
Dawneth once more the light 

Of freedom’s day; 
Rise, and with joyful pride, 
Shout the cry far and wide, 
O’er vale and mountain side, 

Freedom for aye ! 

Long hath her children lain, 
Bound by the tyrants chain, 

In slavery; 
But, once again sworn, 

By the dark wrongs they’ve borne, 
The cursed bonds they’ve worn, 

All severed shall be. 

Brothers! from hill and glen, 
Press boldly onward then, 

To^victory ! 

Trusting in God on High, 
Send forth your battle-cry— 
Conquer, or bravely die— 

For liberty! 
Stay not, though foes deride ; 
In this cause Emmet died— 

Falter shall ye ? 
No ! by our noble dead, 
Bv the dear blood they shed, 
Swear that the haughty Red 

Humbled shall be ! 

Yours is a holy cause, 
Worthy of Heaven’s applause ; 

On, in your might! 
Why should ye doubting stand? 
With earnest heart and hand, 
Strike for your Fatherland ! 

God helps the right ! 

Hannah J. M. 
Troy, K Y., Muy^ 1861. 

j 

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 
13?” The Editors of the Irish Republic will allow corres- 

pondents to express their views In the 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. 

Duty of Sending Immediate Relief to the Fam- 
ilies of the Fenian Prisoners. 

Messrs. Editors:—In your issue of 18th May last, certain 
objections are urged, in a letter signed “Fanny E. C_,” 
against the propriety or necessity of sending immediate and 
direct aid to the virtually widowed wives, and helpless children 
of those Irish patriots who are now confined and tortured in 
English prisons. Not one of these objections is, in my opinion, 
well founded. 

The great hearts of the Irish people, in which the writer has 
*such unbounded confidence, are no doubt excessively sympathiz- 
ing, more especially in song and story. It is just possible, how- 
ever, that the practical reality, in the present day, maybe some- 

what different. And although it is always a pleasant thing enough 
to roll the burden of our duties on the shoulders of others, 
still, when not only the sorrow of bereaved families requires to 
be comforted, but when positive hunger cries out for bread, 
and when the horrors of the poor-house are close at hand, it 
becomes us, as men and women possessed of common humanity, 
as well as of a patriotic love of country and liberty, to scruti- 
nize carefully any plea which may be put forward, whose effect 
would be to induce us to postpone, for a day or an hour, a duty 
so sacred or so incumbent as this. 

Survey the reality of the situation. There are, and we glory 
in the fact, millions of true-hearted men and women still left in 

Ireland, who hate tyranny with a holy hatred, and who long for 

nothing earthly so much as for the day when it shall be driven 
into the sea, or into somewhere else out of which it can never 

come again. But who and what are they ? There is no use in 

disguising it. They are, with few exceptions, the poorer class 
of the people. They are the better class, beyond all doubt, in 

every sense of moral, intellectual, and patriotic excellence; but 
for all that, they are just the class which English oppression 
ha« robbed of almost everything but life. It is not in their 

power to do much ; however willing and anxious they may 
be to share their last meal with the families of the noble men 

whose excellence they know how to appreciate. Still there are 

the eyes of English spies on them continually and everywhere 
—in every city, town, village, and hamlet of the whole land ; 
and for them to befriend a Fenian prisoner, or the family of a 

Fenian prisoner, is to be marked out for destruction. 
When you go out of this class (which we rejoice constitutes 

the millions,) and get up among the thousands of what are 

called the middle and upper classes, what have you ? The 
tools of England, and the enemies of Irish national liberty, and 
of all who long and strive and suffer for it. Aristocracy, land- 

ocracy, shopocracy, parson, priest, and presbyterian are all in 
the same boat. Hating each other, no doubt, with an intense 

hatred, as they do, yet forgetting it all, and huddling together 
like so many frightened serpents, before the rising flood of 
Irish liberty. 

Are these the people to befriend the families of Fenian pris- 
oners ? We trow not. 

I am, therefore, compelled to address the question to 
the ladies of the Fenian Sisterhood, and to the gentlemen of 
the Fenian Brotherhood of the United States of America, what 
are you doing ? I emphasise the last word, because we have 
too much talk and too little work. Are you going to wait for 
official action in New York till those who are dearer than .life 
to your self-sacrificing patriots will be disgraced and degraded 
by accepting, in the Bastiles, which England has built for the 

imprisonment of the paupers she has manufactured, that 
wretched subsistence which you, out of your abundance, had 
not the honor or the heart to bestow ? Besides, what is the 
use of talking ? New York can do nothing until you furnish 
the means. Have you done it? The world would like to 
know. 

Let me entreat you, then, to do something practical, and to do 
it soo7i. Let the ladies go to work, in every locality. Let those 
who are in a position to do so, lead by their example. There 
will very soon be no lack of followers. 

I am not preaching that which I do not try to practice. I 
am a member of the F. S. for the past few years, but have been 
a Fenian for years before ; yes, even years before I thought of 
crossing the Atlantic. Since I joined the F. S. I have done 
every thing I could^to aid the cause, both public and private. 
For to me no earthly honor, however great, can compare with 
the consciousness of doing one’s duty towards the land of their 
birth. In my opinion, any person wanting in the love of coun- 

try, no matter what their position in society, are nowhere, com- 

pared with the poor but honest patriot. 
For the next nine months I pledge myself not to buy either 

dress, hat, or kids, or any ornaments whatever, even to a yard 
of ribbon ; and to abstain from all other useless extravagances, 
such as concerts, balls, &c., except what will be got up in aid 
of the cause of Irish liberty. I shall give the amount saved to 
the Fenians to buy rifles; and if others, who can, will do like- 

wise, the Fenians will soon have enough to arm and equip 
thirty thousand men, without applying to their American 

neighbors to aid them. Let us hear from the ladies. I know 
that there are thousands of them who aro capable of making 
such sacrifices for4both country and kindred. 

lor my part I am only renewing a pledge made on the sacred 
soil of the Croppy’s graves” some twenty years ago, made in 
all the fervor and hope of a thoughtful, silent mind; made to 
be renewed again when an opportunity would offer to serve my 
country in any way I could ; made, with Heaven’s help, never 
to be broken ; made to the memory of the men whom Emmet 
led, and on whose graves I first learned of rny country’s wrongs, 
and of the efforts of these brave and noble men to right them. 
May the spirits of these departed and never-to-be-forgotten 
patriots look down with love and pity on their suffering coun- 

try and kin, and pray to God to bless and protect the Fenians 
of to-day ; to fulfill to them His promise of helping those who 
help themselves. With the unity of our people, and the bless- 
ing of God, Ireland will yet be able to loose the bonds which 
bind her ; will yet unfurl her “ old green flag,” made a thou- 
sand times dearer to the Irish heart by its sufferings and endu- 
rance, and by the addition of the word “Liberty,” which I 
hope to see in letters of gold on every Irish banner. 

Allow me, gentlemen, a place for this letter in The Irish 
Republic, and you shall not only oblige, but have the prayers 
of one who has no other recommendation for trespassing on 

your time and space than that of being, now and always, an 

humble Fenian Sister. 
New Orleans, La., Zdjune, 1867. 

-n^ii- 

11 Opinion of an Irish. District Centre.” 
Hartford, Conn., May 19, 1867. 

P. W. Dunne, Esq.: 
Dear Sir : I again send you a few lines, and trust they will 

find you enjoying all earthly blessings which Providence can 

bestow. 
I have to congratulate yourself, Mr. Scanlan, and colleagues, 

for that splendid paper (The [Irish Republic) you have given 
us. It certainly is worthy of the support of every Irishman 
who has the interest of his country at heart. It reminds me of 
our “ Irish People”—not the venal rag in New York bearing 
that noble name—but the one suppressed in Dublin, in Septem- 
ber, 1865. I am also glad to find “ Merulan,” and T. Irwin, 
among your contributors. I have circulated the first and sec- 

ond numbers as much as possible, and will follow the same 

course with the following numbers. 

What a terrible state of things exists in Ireland now ; what 
a heavy curse and responsibility rest on those who forced the 
unfortunate victims into this premature and abortive attempt at 
rebellion. There were enough incarcerated in their bloody and 
dismal dungeons, in their quarries and convict stations, with- 
out adding more gall to the cup of Ireland’s bitterness ; and 
then to be deceived and betrayed by such devils in human form 
as Massey and Corridon 1 Oh, God ! it is dreadful to think of 
it. Must the old saying be verified in this our day, that if you 
“put one Irishman on the spit you’ll get another to turn him ?’> 
I am often tempted to think that a just God cannot reign in 
Heaven and look on such wickedness, or that we are a cursed 
and doomed race, to wear forever the degrading brand of 

slavery, while the means are within our grasp of loosening the 
fetters which so long have bound us. All we want is unity of 
action and purpose. % 

I see poor Edward Duffy is arraigned for high treason. I 
don’t believe that England dare put its bloody resolve in force, 
in adding more Emmets to the list of Irish martyrs, but, if she 

does, and shed3 the blood of our brothers on the scaffold, let 
neither neutrality law, or any other law, prevent us, the mo- 

ment we hear of a drop of blood shed, from wreaking a terri- 
ble revenge—such a revenge as shall make despots tremble as 

its thoughts flash across their memory. There are plenty of 
British officials not very far off. I left my wife and three help- 
less children before to the mercy of God, and answered the 
summons to arms. I am ready to do the same to-morrow, for 
in our holy cause no sacrifice is too great that can be made. 

I have been in New York. Patrick’s day I failed to see Col- 
onel Roberts. I saw Mr. D. O’Sullivan, and I have also seen 

some of the new uniforms. Would to God 100,000 of us were 

ready to march to-morrow in our green jackets, and we would 
make short work of English power on this American Conti- 
nent ; but I fear, from past events, that such heroes as the 

Queen’s Own will have to be tied together some way to keep 
them up to their fig'tat, and not give them a chance of running. 
What a curse it was for Ireland that that mountebank Stephens 
did not take action with the Senatorial party, on his arrival in 

this country ; thereby connecting both wings of the Brother- 
hood. If so, it would have saved Ireland all its present suffer- 

ings and misery. 
As far as Fenianism is concerned in this city, it is, for all 

good and useful purposes, dead. I believe there is a circle in 

existence who support the Chatham street Directory. When 
in New York on Patrick’s Day, a friend of mine brought me in 

to the Chatham street Headquarters. I was both amused and 

astonished at the effrontery of some men there denouncing 
Colonel Roberts, Mr. Scanlan, etc., including yourself and Mr. 
Meehan. One in particular, whose name I forgot, went on at a 

terrible rate about the losing of those precious documents in 

Kingstown. I listened for a time ; but I could bear it no lon- 

ger. I asked the gentleman if he believed Mr. Meehan to be a 

a traitor ? He answered in the affirmative. I then told him 
if he did, I believed J. Stephens to be a double-traitor. I asked 
him if those documents were of such consequence, or if Ste- 

phens thought Mr. M. a traitor, why did he allow him in com- 

pany with you to travel Ireland with private “words” to the 


