
by so doing, advance the interests of the laborer, the farmer, 
and the mechanic, by aiding to impose all the restrictions 

possible on English trade ? We hope not. 

Let us, then, rise to the dignity of freemen, and act with 
that independence and information as will win the good will 
of the liberal and intelligent, and teach the political hacks 
and hirelings'of a falsely styled democracy that their “ avo- 

cation is gone,” that we will no longer aid our defamers and 
exterminators, that if through their folly, villainy, and treach- 

ery, England still oppresses Ireland, there is still enough of 
true Irishmen left to drive them and English rule from the 
continent of America. 

Yours, etc., Dmo. 

Popular Sovereignty. 
Popular sovereignty is a principle based upon the consti- 

tution of man. He who denies it is a monarchist. As the 
Creator did not place a king over Adam, it may be reasonably 
deduced that man was intended to govern himself. Therefore, 
as political government is a necessary element in our social 

existence, this conclusion is irresistible. This idea, that the 

people are the only source of political power upon earth, is 

the best friend of republics, and the most inveterate enemy 
of kings, all over the world. 

The principle of popular sovereignty destroys one thing 
and establishes another. It destroys the absolute right of 

any man to rule his fellow-men without their consent, and 
establishes, (in theory, at least,) the unqualified political 
equality of all men. If it had been acted upon by the Irish- 
men of the United States, after the ever memorable Phila- 
delphia Convention, we would have been spared the whole- 
sale robbery and damning disgrace that resulted. But why 
intelligent men, professing to be Republicans, should deny 
the validity of this principle of political action, I cannot 

comprehend, unless their mental organs are dimmed by royal 
cobwebs. If so, there would be nothing marvelous about it. 
While I do not like the cruelty of the leaders of the French 

revolution, still it seems to me that every Republican must 

admire their adherence to, and love for, this great political 
canon. It makes sporting toys of thrones and all kingly 
trappings. Whenever great revolutions are about to he made 
in favor of liberty, they are generally owing to the quick 
feeling of an irresistible populace, excited by some strong 
object presented to their senses. Such an object, in our eyes, 
is Ireland sacrificed to forbearance and virtue. And any 

country, or people, tliat is struggling for this principle, at the 

present time, ought to have the sympathy of the Irish nation, 
for they firmly believe in the political equality of mankind, 
and are, by virtue of their own convictions, forever committed 
to the doctrine of popular sovereignty. For this Ireland 
has struggled and fought, and now rebels. For this Tone 
and Emmet have made willing sacrifices of themselves. For 
this O’Donovan Rossa, Kickham, and the rest of the sound 

patriots, have devoted themselves. The Irish people, the 
Fenians in particular, have a deep interest in spreading this 

political theory in America. Ideas are very contagious. 
When the skies of Columbia become fully charged with this 

political electricity, the Atlantic cable may then serve to 

convey a current which will shock somebody. Gentlemen, 
let us Help to spread it. Yours, etc., 

Milwaukee, Aug. 17. A Subscriber. 

Obstacles to be Overcome. 

Canton, N. Y., August 21st, 1867. 

Messrs. Editors: I have got up a club of eight, which I 

hope to raise to thirty. 
I regret to say that the principles advocated by The Irish 

Republic are altogether too broad for a large portion of our 

countrymen ; but to the intelligent, thinking, working portion 
of our people your journal is, and always will be, a welcome 
visitor. For my part, I have taken it from the first number, 
and would not now be without it for any consideration. I 
thank God we have a real Irish national paper, in which we 

can speak our sentiments independently, without asking leave 
from clerics or kings. 

Heretofore, our Irish-American literature has been better 
calculated to flatter our silly pride, and make us believe we 

were the most perfect race of people on the habitable globe, 
than to point out our faults, or the steps necessary to rectify 
them. Our money—not our intellectual or moral improve- 
ment was the thing mainly wanted. It would not do, there- 
fore, to rub us against the grain. And the knaves knew 
well as they generally do—what they were about. For this, 
unquestionably, is one of the greatest of the weaknesses of 
our race, io the honeyed words of hollow flattery our ears 
are always open. But tell us of our errors—and God 
knows they are neither few nor small—and you may look out 
for rough weather. 

This very thing is one of the first of the difficulties which 
your noble paper lias to get over—at least so far as your own 

country people are concerned. It certainly does not halve 
things. It boldly and fearlessly tells Irishmen of those fail- 
ings which have left them what they are—a people without a 

flag, a country, or a home, except such as are supplied them 
by the great American Republic. The bitter draught is 
absolutely essential to the very existence of their national life 
and health, but—it is hard for ignorant pride to swallow it. 

But I am not writing a letter for publication in your paper, 
for, alas, British despotism has been the means of leaving me 

incapable of ever becoming a literary man. I shall, therefore, 
conclude by wishing The Irish Republic, and the men 
connected with it, a long and brilliant career. May the 
doctrine advocated in your journal take root in the heart of 
every Irishman from Maine to California. Then, indeed, 
may we say that the Fenian Brotherhood has accomplished 
the first and hardest part of its mission. Then may we ex- 

pect sympathy from every freedom-loving American, without 
which the work of our national liberation is, at present, a 

matter of doubt. 
You are at liberty to make whatever use you see fit of this 

letter, or of any portion of it. D. R. 

A New Organizer—The National Newspaper. 
Leominster, Mass., August 19th, 1867. 

To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 
Gentlemen: In your paper of May lltli, I found in- 

structions for the formation of Circles, etc., etc. I went to 
work at once, according to your instructions, and I procured 
the names of twrelve good reliable men. We met and organ- 
ized without delay. There was never a Circle of the F. B. in 
this town previous to this. There is not more than about 
sixty Irish families in this town. This Circle took the name of 
the Thomas Francis Burke Circle, and has for its officers, John 
C. Leahy, Center; C. F. Geary, Treasurer; James Walsh, 
Secretary; P. J. Leahy, Chairman Committee of Safety. 

C. F. Geary, Treasurer. 

Sketch of General Phil. Sheridan—his Home and 
Family. 

Morrisiana, N. Y., August 24th, 1867. 

Messrs. Editors : You will confer a favor on all true- 
hearted Irishmen by giving a place in your columns to the 
enclosed sketch of Sheridan. It is clipped from the Cincin- 
nati Commercial. Yours, DuNLUCE. 

Philip H. Sheridan was born at the city of Albany, State 
of New York, in February, 1831. Ilis parents are natives 
of Ireland, county of Kerry. About the year 1829, John 
Sheridan and wife, with their first-born, bade farewell to their 
native land and came to America, their adopted and chosen 
home. They first located at Albany, New York, where, as 

before stated, Phil. Sheridan was born. They resided there 
about five years. While Phil, was very young his parents 
removed to Somerset, Perry county, Ohio. The parents 
were in quite limited circumstances, and Phil.’s early expe- 
rience was that of other boys similarly situated. When the 
turnpike was being built through Somerset, Phil.’s father 
used to own and drive a cart. Men of Phil.’s age tell us 
that they have often seen him hanging on his father’s cart, 
and once in a while, when he would get to drive, he would 
be highly delighted. Phil, must have been regarded as a 

very honest boy, for, while very young in years, he was 
taken by John Talbot, a hardware merchant, to serve in his 
store. He served Mr. Talbot satisfactorily about two years. 
We visited the old store-room. It is a two story brick, in a 

good state of preservation, and is now used as a tin and stove 
store. After leaving Mr. Talbot, the subject of our sketch 
went to stand in the store of 1). Whitehead, a dry goods mer- 
chant of Somerset. Here, we believe, he remained until he 
was appointed a cadet at West Point. General Thomas 
Ritchey, a farmer living five miles east of Somerset, was 
elected to Congress for the district composed of Perry, Mor- 
gan and Washington. Mr. Ritchey was a good judge of 
character. He was acquainted with young Sheridan, took a 

fancy to him, and proposed to send him to West Point to 
educate him as a military man, at the expense of the Govern- 
ment. Young Sheridan was willing and his parents agreed 
to it. The lawyer who drew up the papers in the case told 
me they were not very sanguine that he would be accepted, 
on account of his size. He was very small for his age. But 
he was duly accepted, and took his place as an humble 
student at this great military school. In due course of time 
he graduated, received an appointment, and was placed on 

duty west of the Rocky mountains. Here, in some encounter 
with the Indians, he won and received his first promotion. 
There was not much opportunity to achieve military distinc- 
tion here; but at length the war came on, and his subsequent 
military career is well known. An incident is related by a 

friend that will give some little insight into his character as 
a boy. A traveling bookseller was stopping, with his books, 
at a hotel in Somerset. Phil. Sheridan, then about nine or 

ten years of age, stepped up, and in a loud, clear, yet respect- 
ful tone, inquired: “Have you anything on the human 
voice ?” The man had not the kind of a book desired, but 
the inquiry was a little unusual for a boy at that age. We 
ask men about the same age as Phil., and who knew him in 
Somerset, when a boy, what they remember of him, and the 
general reply is that they remember him as a short-legged 
little boy, who could run or jump in the dust or mud equal 
to any boy of the town; that he was a manly little fellow, an 
inveterate talker, and as “sharp as there wras any use of.” 
The talking part, as we# all know, Phil, has left off. He 
must have said it nearly all when he was a boy. 

THE SHERIDAN FAMILY. 

The family now consists of the father and mother, P. II. 
Sheridan, John L. Sheridan, Michael Y. Sheridan, and the 
daughter and sister Mary, who, about two years since, was 
married to Captain John Wilson, who is a native of Perry 
county, but served through the war in a Michigan regiment. 
Mary is the only daughter, and since her marriage Blie and 
her husband live in the house with her parents. John Sher- 
idan, father of tlie General, is apparently about sixty-five 
years of age, of sanguine temperament, a rugged, muscular, 
honest-looking Hibernian, and not. afraid of work. He can 
be seen at almost any time cultivating or improving the 
little farm of twenty acres that is now his care and pride. 
John L. is a lawyer by profession, and has recently removed 

i to Columbus, Ohio. Michael V. has a commission in the 

army, and is on duty at New Orleans. He was present at 
the Mechanics’ Institute, in New Orleans, at the the time 
the members of the Convention were attacked and murdered. 
His shoulder straps were all that saved him. The villains, 
it seems, had a wholesome dread of a United States uniform. 
Mary Sheridan, now Mrs. Wilson, is as lively and talkative 
as tier brother Phil, is reticent and sedate. She has a 

pleasant greeting and a bright smile for every one, looks 
always on the bright side of life, carries sunshine with her 
wherever she goes, and in her merry, ringing laugh there is 
genuine music. She is fluent of speech, and in her conversa- 
tion there is mingled humor and pathos that pleases and 
charms. She was educated at St. Mary’s Academy, and for 
several years was employed as a teacher in the public schools 
of Somerset. She is proud of Phil., as she has a right to be. 
Patrick Sheridan, the oldest of the children, greatly beloved 
by the family and respected by all, died when he was about 
twenty-one years of age. He had been brought up to the { 
dry goods business, and a short time previous to his death 
had secured an interest in a firm doing business in Somerset. 
Mrs. Sheridan, the mother of our hero, is rather a small 
woman, of dark hair and black eyes, and of a highly sensi- 
tive, nervous organization. Some persons would call her 
superstitious, but others would say that she wras a woman 
who believed in the living presence of the Divine Creator 
and our close relationship, in some mysterious way, to the 
world beyond the vail. The objection that she had to Phil, 
going to West Point, was the probable necessity of his shed- 
ding human blood. West of the Rocky Mountains he got 
into a skirmish with the Indians, and he wrote home to his 
mother that he had actually killed a red skin in battle. This 
disturbed her greatly, and it was a long while before she 
could become reconciled. Mrs. Sheridan is a great believer 
in the power of prayer, and she thinks that her prayers saved 
Phil, from many a rebel bullet. No one who knows her will 
doubt that she prayed hard throughout our great civil war; 
not so much for the great military chieftain, perhaps, as for 
the safety of her darling Phil., for men always remain boys 
to loving mothers, and it is honorable to human nature that 
it is so. 

The Sheridans are Catholics—most of them, at any rate. 
Mary is a Catholic, but her husband is a Protestant. A 
large majority of the Catholics about Somerset, and of the 
entire country, in fact, opposed the war bitterly from first to 
last. Only a small number, comparatively, espoused the 
cause of the Union, but they did so with boldness and deter- 
mination. But as Phil. Sheridan rose higher and higher in 
the estimation of the loyal people, his relatives were sub- 
jected to many annoyances and persecutions at the hands of 
the violent anti-war Catholics. An incident here is worth 
relating. On one of the General’s visits home a large social 
party was made, to which he was invited and went. The 
company was composed principally of opponents of the war; 
but it was a mere social party, and all was going on well. A 
disciple of Aesculapius present, and talking to Phil., indulged 
in some outlandish abuse of General Rosecrans. The veins 
on Phil.’s neck immediately stood out about two inches, and 
he “slopped over” in a few strong words that cleared the 
atmosphere of the room amazingly. A leading copperhead 
who was present said that he would not have had it occur for 
fifty dollars. 

THE HOMESTEAD. 

This is situated about half a mile from Somerset, on the 
New Lexington road, and contains about twenty acres. The 
dwelling house, a story and a half building, wooden struc- 
ture, and Gothic style of finish, is situated in the edge of the 
woods, and is almost surrounded by noble forest trees. Ever- 
greens are also planted around it, and the place has an invit- 
ing and enjoyable appearance. The house is neatly furnished, 
and with taste, and altogether it looks very much like what 
it is, a pleasant, unpretentious home. The house in which 
the family resided previous to Phil.’s going to West Point, 
is a one-story frame building, garret in the roof, with two 
small window's in the gable end. There is also a kitchen 
built to the house. This house is situated on a back street, in 
an unfrequented part of the town, and not directly adjoining 
any other building. Here, in this garret, slept the Sheridan 
boys, Patrick and Phil., and dreamed their boyish dreams. 
How little, perhaps, did Patrick dream that he would die in 
early manhood, or Phil, that he would, in a few' years, be- 
come one of the greatest military leaders of modern times, 
and his name a household word throughout the extent of the 
land. 

Fenian Ball at Council Bluffs, Iowa. 

Council Bluffs, Iowa, Aug. 22,1867. 
Editors Irish Republic. 

Dear Sirs: Please insert in The Irish Republic inclosed 
notice of our ball at this place, on Friday evening, August 
16th, and oblige, Your obt. servant, 

J. B. Dailey. 

As announced in our paper of last week, the Fenian ball 
came off at Burhop’s Hall, on Friday night. It was one of 
the very best and most agreeable parties that ever assembled 
in Council Bluffs. It was good to be there, for the enjoyment 
was complete. The ladies were beautiful and fascinating, 
and the gentlemen orderly and polite. Too much praise 
cannot be given to the managers of the ball, most especially 
Colonel Dailey and John Rvan, who labored to make the 

party a complete and triumphant success, as it was. 

The old and young, as well as the middle-aged, entered 
into the dance with a degree of spirit that was very convinc- 

ing of the enjoyment of those present. Men who had not 

danced for years, renewed their age, and ladies who were not 

in the habit of dancing, were on the floor quite frequently. 
The cotillion, composed of Messrs. E. Martin, L. J. y?x> 

Colonel W. Babbit and ourself, with four delightful ladies, 
was an interesting part of tbe programme. It was convincing 

that age does not rob a man of his enjoyments. 
The hall was very handsomely decorated by American flags, 

and on one side the green flag of Ireland ie * ® 

Fenian Brotherhood. Everything was in i^place, and the 

people were perfectly rejoiced at the arrangeme t e lan- 

ism warmed in the hearts of those who had not much faith 

in it, and it was remarked, to the praise of the Order iind the 

managers of the ball, “ it is the best and most agreeable party 
ever held in this city.” T_:-u t 

May the God of true liberty establish the Irish Independ- 
ence, so that this noble race may be permit e to make their 
own laws, and worship Him in their own way. 


