
“ Ireland—her friends our friends, her enemies our enemies.” 
This is the comprehensive political belief of Irish voters. 
A11 the twaddle that can be got np about bonds, tariff, suf- 
frage, reconstruction, and the infinite multitude of hobbies 
that public disturbers ride to death, sink into insignificance 
in the presence of that thrice-sanctified creed. The politi- 
cians ought to' know it. Yours fraternally, 

John Mulroy. 
Remarks.—In point of principle, there is the widest pos- 

sible difference between the Republican and Democratic 
parties. The one is bound to befriend libei’ty in America, 
Ireland, and all other lands. The other, not. 

The Republicans have displayed a friendly feeling towards 
the cause of Ireland. And if England and bigotry have got 
among them such tools as Sumner and Stevens, have they not 

hundreds of a similar stamp among the Irish themselves ? 

Perhaps Captain Mulroy has heard of such men as Cardinal 
Cullen and Bishop Duggan. 

Johnson and Seward betrayed and deserted the Radical 

party. Yet Johnson and Seward are the American Executive. 

They have been so for the last three years. During all that 
tiine they have played, as they are still playing, into the 
hands of England. They have left hundreds of American 
citizens of Irish birth to rot in English dungeons. Yet 
Johnson is supported by nine out of ten of the Irishmen of 
America. Is it fair to charge this crime on the Republican 
party ? What say you, Captain Mulroy ? 

The Irish citizens of America can compel the Repeal of 
the Neutrality Laws whenever they demand it in downright 
earned. This is simply what they have not yet done. 

Popular Southern Fallacies. 
New Orleans, November 2, 18G7. 

To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 
Gentlemen : To believe that a change could so take place 

in any given family, of a father, three sons and one grandson, 
that by the drunkenness and cursing proclivities of the grand- 
father (like any other old sailor after a cruise) the grandson 
could become the negro of the present day, the rest of his 

relations preserved as the seedlings of “ Southern chivalry.” 
That the curse which should have fallen on “Cham,” or 

“ Ham,” or “ Sham,” which latter we believe to be the pro- 

per pronunciation and sense of the word, and slipped on to 

his son “ Chanaan,” was never one-hundredth part as bad as 

t lie curse of Southern Slavery, inasmuch as mere words cannot 

be as bad as endless, unrequited toil, blows and death. Or 
that the assertions of many Southern men that slavery was 

a,blessing under their hands, civilizing the Chanaans to a cer- 

tain safe extent, while denying them education, making them 
too ignorant to be worth a curse. 

That after years of contact with their families, ami the 

blessings of Southern culture surrounding them, to make them 
have a little of their owners’ manners and morality, said 
owners now think it creditable to hold up the ignorance of 
their serfs to a set of laughing, apish, white followers, by man- 

ufacturing canards about their voting, for their hireling 
journals. Every specimen of the slave’s ignorance they show 

they ought to blush for it as their own. Cowhide logic and 
the black code secured that ignorance which their owners 

made a plea to hold them in bondage. 
Noah or Noc must have cursed until himself or grandson 

got black in the face. Drunken men, now-a-days, and Chris- 
tian ones at that, who have not only Nods God to help them, 
but, his Son as well, and who can out-drink and out-curse 

any relative of Ham or Sham “ like a dam.” Yet we never 

see it take effect on any one except the cursee, and he will be 
set down as a vidgar brute—if he is poor. It seems cursing 
and drunkenness do not belong to inspiration now, as they did 
then. 

Noc must have cursed the thermometer far above his own 

fevered temperature, and surprised old Arrarat with the 
freaks he made the “old’cliemist, Climate,” cut up around his 

swampy base. Climate has a curious knack of dyeing, and 
when Noe saw the effect of his cursing on his grandson, it is 

supposed that he emigrated to “ Siberia, or to the Arctic,” 
where, like the white bear, white wolf, dog, fox, etc., he would 
be free in color from the recoil of his own smear, his only 
safety being in some cooling locality below zero—Ethiopian 
sketches in charcoal being very scarce around the North Pole. 
Historians who lived before Du Chailieu, or Dr. Nott, say that 
Noah went to China, and founded the celestial empire. If so, 
his noble race now furnishes coolies for California, and 

almond-eyed fishermen to Grand Isle. 
And when we think how the captain of the Ark transmit- 

ted his blessing and a pig-tail to the brown-skinned dog- 
eaters and his curse to the woolly-headed, black-skinned 

negroes, it’s a sort of hang choice between the blessing and 

the curse, and we ought to thank our stars we don’t belong to 

either of them, we, who do so much in fuddling and pro- 

fanity ; but that is the safe side of the question. It is the 

editors of papers who make the indecent exposure of our 

little weaknesses, by putting a poor fellow in their pillory 
of type, and having the priest of Sanheidram to curse his 

pockets out of ascertain amount of national sinplaslers, thereby 
taking the blessings of Ham and potatoes away from his suf- 

fering family. 
It is a fallacy to think that it is in the power of man to 

change the laws of nature and nature’s God by cursing, or 

that God’s laws were ever so fragile or foolishly made as to 

be left ready to suit the driveling temper of that fitful idiot— 
man, and that, too, in often carrying out the schemes of wick- 
edness and oppression. Man can most certainly curse by 
words, deeds, teaching, or example, things that are relating 
to imitative man, as governments, national, municipal, 
and even household, can prove; God never does but bless. ’Tis 
God’s blessing that removes at last the curse which men in 
various ways impose upon their fellow-men. The curse of 

ignorance is generally dispelled by the light of reason and 

intelligence. 
There is another pet fallacy of small caliber found on the 

south side of Mason and Dixon’s line, which full grown as 

well as juvenile fallacy suckers used to eject with vehemence 
and tobacco juice: “a cold blooded Yankee!” meaning 
all that was cowardly and mean, themselves claiming the 
title of “hot-blooded Southerner !” chivalric and noble. Now 
to whom do they think an all-wise Creator would give hot 
blood ? Is it to the natives of the tropics, and cold blood to 
the native of a clime with the temperature often below zero? 

Local or sectional fallacies have always had their origin 
in the lucrative and aspiring schemes of a self-cliosen few. 
Those of the South were formed and fostered by British states- 

men for a purpose which has ever furnished them with the 
successful motto of “ Divide and rule.” 

As we have acted in the past, so conscience builds up airy 
eminences, or darkens our path with doubts and fears for the 
future. England’s past does not tend to alleviate the latter 

feeling; but on the contrary overshadows her future with a 

thousand retributions. Those throbbing items of suffering 
life and memory, burning in the bosom of many an exile 
from her shores. When England wishes to find her way 
back to the paradise she may have been driven from, she has 
but to look (as the serpent might) for the slimy trail which 
marked her exit, to find again an entrance. She did look, 
and the trail of slavery left by her in the South pointed out 

to her a future line of action. Oh, how mildly began the 

snakishj fascination ! How terribly it ended—if yet ended! 
How soft and insinuating came the pet names of “Anglo- 
Saxon race” and “Our American Cousins !” Yes, these terms 
of treacherous endearments came across the waters like gentle 
dove cooings! Then her literature, gradually sapping and 

bending every oftshoot of this dear undergrowth of Anglo- 
Saxonism to the required curve, flooded our States, filled our 

magazines and newspapers, lay in book form on our center 

tables, and became the standard stock of our public libraries, 
enticing a certain class of emigrants to seek homes here; so 

steeped in British flunkyism, that although they carried 
nothing away with them, but the religion and loyalty the 
Government bribed or forced their fathers to accept from the 
throne, and an awful idea of British greatness, it never 

struck the poor simpletons to ask themselves why they had 

nothing else to bring away with them ? or, why they could 
not live under the shadow of so much greatness? In the 
South, they found kindred spirits; and as naturalization 

might be dispensed with under a flunkyism that found its 

counterpart in sectional surroundings, the one thing needful 
was to settle down, catch the prominent idea of the locality, 
leave things national for social-party criticisms and hireling 
journalists, keep their British protection, which they could not live 

■under at home, to encourage them to hatch treasons, and plot conspir- 
acies against the United States Government, which they could 
live and get fat and wealthy under, aru( take care to never let 

anyone who would dare call his soul his own, or have an 

idea outside of the common stock allowable, make anything, 
except in their own phraseology to “make tracks,” with a coat 

of tar and feathers on his back. Then the unpaid labor sys- 
tem which gave the agricultural wealth of the South to a few 
aristocrats whose arrogance far outstripped their intelligence 
and was strangely at variance with that democracy expected 
to be found in a true Republic. They assumed a greatness 
they never had, or having, they never knew on what founda- 
tion it rested. This aping of a borrowed superiority broke 
out in an incurable egotism, known by the name of Southern 

chivalry. 
But England knew that the South had four great staples, 

or cardinal points, by which the ships of the world steered 
their course to her markets, namely, cotton, rice, sugar and 

tobacco, and that was all the South had, and that depended on 

the forced labor of about four or five millions of slaves her 

teaching had made discontented. Ships, she had none; 

mechanical inventions, none ; work was not counted respect- 
able for a white skin. Her merchants were merely selling 
on commission, and the young men’s highest aspirations to 

behalf-read lawyers or doctors; the rest, book and some- 

body’s store keepers. Throw in a bone ot contention that 
would set them by the ears with their Northern brothers, 
and they would be entirely helpless; liberate their [slaves, 
and where was their great staples and their markets ? Eng- 
land coveted those markets. The bone of contention teas thrown 
in. Staples and markets, and those that produced the former 
and filled the latter, where are they ? Gone! And yet the 
South hugs the belief to her soul, to this hour, that England 
meant her well, and really intended to help her to independ- 
ence. 

Let the South point out one place or people, on the face oi 

the globe, that the British Government evcr hclped to inde- 

pendence. Pshaw ! If the South succeeded in establishing a 

government of her own, she would retain her markets, her 

great staples and her slaves for a while. I say, only for a while ! 
But England did not want that. It would be death to her. 
She wants to have the South and the North just where they 
are, and as much bad feeling between them as she can en- 

gender. Let every section of this country try to be aware of 

England’s plans; of the eternal undercurrent growl which 
her emissaries manage to keep up under all governments 
where she thinks it politic to sow discord. Let them try and 
have sense enough to turn aside the evils she may hatch for 
them in the future, and they will soon find that England will 
be one of the civilest and humblest powers they will have to 

deal with. Leave hobbies and fallacies aside, and go in for 

America, whole and undivided. Those who do not aspire to 

imitate the lordly despotism of the greedy satellites that 
surround a king, can Hnd it an easy and pleasant task, and 
those who feel their pulse beat quicker, and their hands 

grasped in the fraternal clasp of brotherhood in all sections 
of this glorious Union, and feel that they stand in all men’s 

presence free and unshackled. It will be a part of their 
nature to guard their liberties, as it is now to guard their 

lives, and may no political teaching ever swerve them from 
that faith. Yours, P. E. C. 

THE OMNIBUS. 
Letter of King Donal O’Neill. 

In the Scotic Chronicle of John of Fordun, which was 

written in the fourteenth century, there is given, in Latin, a 

long letter which was sent by Donald, or Donal O’Neill, 
king of Ulster, to Pope John XXTI., complaining to his 
Holiness of the excessive tyranny exercised by the English 
in Ireland. This was the Donal O’Neill, prince of Tyrone, 
who, at the year 1319, is mentioned by the Four Masters to 
have been twice deposed by the power of the English, and 
whose death, at the year 1325, is recorded in these Annals. 
O’Neill and other Irish princes at this time invited over 

Edward Bruce, brother of the renowned King Robert Bruce, 
and on his arrival in 1315, with an army of (Scots, he was 

crowned king of Ireland at Dundalk, the Irish princes and 
chiefs considering he had a fair claim to the crown of this 
kingdom, as the ancient Scottish kings, and the House of 
Bruce, were of Milesian descent. This remonstrance, dated 
from Dungannon, was sent to Rome by O’Neill, in 1316, in 
the reign of Edward 11., as shewn by Lanigan, (volume 4, 
p. 163,) and not in the reign of Edward III., as erroneously 
stated by Mae Geohegan and many other writers. There is 
a passage in the letter, which states that the Milesians came 
from Spain 3,500 years before that time; but this appears to 
be a mistake of some transcriber, and should be 2,500 to 
2,300 years, which was about the period that had elapsed 
since the arrival of the Milesians in Ireland, to the time of 
Donal O’Neill. These and other passages have not been 
correctly translated before, but are rectified, by a literal 
translation in the present article; it is mentioned in the 
letter, that Ireland was uninhabited at the arrival of the 
Milesians, but this must be a mistake, being contrary to the 
ancient history of Ireland, and may therefore be omitted. 
It is mentioned in the remonstrance, that the English were 
not punished for killing any of the Irish, which agrees with 
the statements of Sir John Davis, who says, in his Tracts, 
that in the eye of the law it was considered no crime to kill a 
mere Irishman, even in time of peace, the Irish being reputed 
aliens and enemies. Curry, in his “Civil Wars,” confirms 
this statement, and it appears that a person of English descent 
was only punished by paying a fine of one mark, or 13s. 4d., 
for killing any of the mere Irish. Pope John, moved bv the 
remonstrance of O’Neill, and the grievances of the Irish, 
addressed a letter to King Edward II., exhorting him to 
check the tyranny exercised against the people of Ireland, 
in consequence of which, the Pontiff says, they were con- 
strained to throw off Edward’s dominion and appoint another 
king to reign over them, thus alluding to Edward Bruce. 
The remonstrance of O’Neill is given in Latin, in the French 
edition of MacGeoliegan, and is translated as follows: 
“To our Most Holy Father the Lord John, by the Grace of God 

Sovereign Pontiff, we. his faithful children in Christ, Donald 
O’Neill, King of Ulster, and by hereditary right lawful heir to 
the throne of Ireland; as also the nobles and great men of the 
kingdom, with the Irish people, humbly recommend and de- 
voutly cast themselves at his feet, etc. 

“ From the sharp and venomous calumnies and false and 
unjust representations made against us, and the defenders of 
our rights, by the English, your mind may have been excited 
against us, a thing to be much deplored, and influenced by 
such falsehoods and misrepresentations, which you might 
receive as undoubted truth, you might visit us with your 
displeasure. We have therefore resolved to inform you of 
our origin, and the state of our country, if country it can be 
now called, and of the cruel injuries inflicted on us and our 
ancestors by some of the kings of England and their iniquit- 
ous ministers, and even by the English barons born in Ireland, 
cruelties inhumanly commenced, and continued to the present 
time; and our loud cries having reached your ears in these 
communications, you may proceed to examifie, and be enabled 
to perceive, on which side the complaints are founded in truth; 
and therefore that, being diligently and fully informed, in 
such mariner as the real state of the matter requires, the 
severity of your judgment shall fall on the guilty party, and 
punish the delinquents. Be it therefore known to you, most 
Ploly Father, that from the time when our forefathers, who 
were Spaniards,namely,the three sons of Milesius,or Micelius, 
directed by Providence, came with a fleet of thirty ships from 
Cantabria, a country of Spain on the banks of the river 
Hiberus, (the Ebro,) from which we have received our name, 
into Ibernia, 2,500 years and upwards have elapsed; and 
descended from them, without any admixture of foreign 
blood, one hundred and thirty-six kings have reigned over 
the monarchy of Ireland, to the time of King Leogarius, 
from whom I, the aforesaid Donald, am descended in a direct 
line. It was in his days that our chief apostle and patron, 
Saint Patrick, sent by your predecessor Celestine, through 
the inspiration of the Holy Ghost, in the year of the Incar- 
nation 436, most efficaciously taught our fathers the truth of 
the Catholic faith. From the time of his mission, and the 
reception of the faith under humble obedience to the Church 
of Rome, sixty-one kings of the same race, unconnected with 
any foreign blood, excellently instructed in the faith of 


