
“ Irish editors ” need not trouble their excessively 
honest brains about “ lords of the soil,” either old or 

new. The power that will free Ireland will make a pres- 
ent of both to the English Queen, or to another great 
potentate, whose name must not be mentioned in the 
hearing of “ ears polite.” This is the work which Irish 
revolutionists, on both sides of the Atlantic, have before 
them; and their business is to prepare, carefully and 
quietly and resolutely, for its effectual performance. 

Lament by a Ruined Rebel Abbe. 
This unordained ecclesiastic has gone frantic through 

lamenting over “ the lost cause.” He is an Fnglish- 
American “ heretic ” convarted into an Irish Catholic. 
His name is the Abbe McMaster. 

One by one the small and very hungry dogs of the 

self-styled “ Catholic press 
” (?) have been yelping at us, 

in a very malignant manner, since we invaded their 
“ bappy hunting grounds.” We found them at their 
usual work, professing any amount of orthodoxy, and 
barking out as loudly as possible the stereotyped yowls 
against heresy and infidelity, while they were busy filling 
their pockets and their stomachs—fleecing the sheep, 
and then picking their bones. We had long studied 

v the breed. Their “marks” were evident. They were 

bastard Irish wolves, crossed by the Southern slave- 

hunting bloodhound. .But, finding that open enslave- 
ment has become too odious in these free-thinking times, 
they have, as they often did before, donned the skin of 
the sheep, for purposes which it is needless to particu- 
larize. , 

We came in very unexpectedly on this pious pack. 
For once in their amiable lives the wolves were caught 
napping. We shewed, as we intended to shew, no mercy 
to the merciless. One mangy cur, called Paul, of Ire- 
land, got a kick in the rear of his sanctified person. 
And the creature who prowls around the Quaker city 
got a dig in the ribs. In fact, the entire pack were 

taken at disadvantage. The sun rose in the west, and 
they did not know what to make of it. We know, as 

they shall learn to their cost. But the most savage 
animal fights for its life. Hence, having had time to 

rally, they come at us from all sides with a howl that 
might well awake the dead. “ Radical,” growls one beast. 
“ Infidel,” howls another. “ Negro suffrage,” yells the 
entire pack. Well, well, every animal must act accord- 
ing to his nature. A “ holy ” wolf will fight for his 
“ kettle of bones ” with as much fierceness as a noble 
breed will protect the fold. 

This time we have the rare pleasure of introducing to 
our readers a dog of the true slave-hunting bloodhound 
breed. He answers to the name of Abbe. Pie has 
been trained from his youth—we were going to say from 
his puppyhood, but that’s not past yet—upwards, to smell 
a runaway slave, to hunt him down, and, giving glory to 
God and his Church for the grace which enabled him to 
achieve this glorious triumph, to return the poor wretch 
to the tender embrace of his tyrant master. 'Verily, this 
was a glorious service. 

Previous to the late “ bloody and inhuman invasion of 
the pestilent Yankee ” on the Southern plantations— 
whereby the holy trade in human flesh and blood and 
soul was put an end to—the dog Abbe, although a little 
dull, was a large, well-fed, and fierce-looking “ hanimal.” 
But latterly he has fallen on evil times. The hunting 
of niggers, for pelf and pleasure, is no longer allowed. 
The Abbe Mac has grown lank in the abdominial 

region, and in gait, shaky and shuffling, so that he who 
was once “ dewlapped like a Thessalian bull,” is now 

become like Hr. Brown’s unfortunate apprentice, “asthin 
as a two-ounce vial.” His “ howl,” that so often rang 

merrily of yore when belling up the runaway slaves, and 

whose demoniacal tones became most delightful to his 
master’s ears when he paused and “ barked up a tree,” 
is all that remains of his former bulkiness. Well, 
this fellow—with his large and bloodshot eyes, his 
loose and ribby trunk, his paws red with the mold of 
Union graveyards, where he loves to burrow and howl 

delightfully like a hyena over the mangled dead—from 
the furthest off corner of the field yowls at us to-day, 
“ Infidel and Radical” Let nobody be alarmed. This 
animal was never known to bite where he knew he would 

get well kicked. General Meagher whipped the hound 

once, since which he does not care to come within the 

reach of Irishmen who do not see fit to join him in his 

yelping. 
The Freeman’s (slaveman’s) Journal’s big bow-wow: 
A Petty Nuisance in the Northwest.—A reverend 

friend in the Northwest has sent us some slips from a sheet 
published, or till lately published in that region, called The 
Irish Republic—said to be edited by a discarded Presby- 
terian preacher. Our friend asks us, 

“ if we see fit, to notice 
it.” We have seen one or two of the earlier numbers of 
this sheet. It is doomed to a sterile and short existence. 
The bad men—infidel in religion and destructive in politics, that may have made donations to try its success, will soon 
become discouraged, when they see how powerless any such 
agency is against the Catholic faith of the Irish people. The 
brightest jewel in the treasure of Irish nationality has been, 
and will be, the heroic fidelity of that people to their religion, 
and to the priesthood, as the depositories and ministers of 
the sacraments. A sheet such as this Irish Republic will 
never pervert any Irish Catholic. It will not be accepted by 
any such, till his faith has become irksome to him, because 
he has entangled himself, in matters against justice, or against 
purity, in the net of iniquity—and is hunting excuses for 
not returning to the morals of the Catholic Church. There is 
no vitality in that miserable sheet. It has no profound prin- 
ciple, whatever, and neither talent nor respectable literary 
ability to sustain it. Any formal refutation of its gabble 
would only lend it a little galvanic motion. Silent contempt 
is what it suggests to Catholics. But if, in one parish or 

other, it seems to be doing harm, the remedy we would sug- 
gest would be the preaching of a missian, by some of the 
orders of priests especially devoted to this work. Let the 
poor wanderers who are trying to fill their bellies with the 
husks that swine eat—and that the sheet referred to is offering 
them—let these poor estrays listen to instructions on their 
simple duty as Christians, and to sermons on the eternal 
verities—Death—that all of us must soon meet—Judgment— 
before our Creator. Heaven, that we must gain, except we 
fool away our brief lives—Hell, that we can escape if we will; 
but that will devour us if we do not make use of our present 
lives to secure the glorious inheritance. A mission of this 
kind, in any parish, with its accompaniment of open confes- 
sionals for penitents, will quickly dissipate all the puny 
efforts of the ex-Presbyterian preacher that writes up the 
infidel sheet above alluded to. 

How pharisaically this fellow looks on “ Infidels ” and 
“ Radicals.” “ A reverend friend ” sends him some slips 
from a sheet published—or till lately published, by “ a 

discarded Presbyterian preacher.” Our reverend friend 
asks us, “if we see fit, to notice it.” 

Certainly not. You and your friends, wo are sure, 
are too virtuous in your greatness to notice it. It is not 

giving you and your friends the least trouble. This we 

know, for you and your friends are continually protest- 
ing you do not care. Nay, even ye get wroth in your 

protestations. The bad men—infidels in religion, and 
destructive in politics—this last is where the gazelle is 

supposed to come in—will, of course, hide their accursed 
heads when Abbe McMaster shoves his goggles back his 

retreating forehead and frowns. However, if in one 

parish or other we seem to be doing harm, he advises a 

mission. This is just the thing. A mission with the 
Abbe at its head. The Abbe sent some missionaries to 

Chicago some years ago, and they did some good work 

among the Irish who listened to their preaching. They 
were missionaries of the order of the “ Golden Circle,” 
and they succeeded in ordaining some high priests of 
the order here among our Irish and native gulls and 
traitors. All will remember the trials of those foolish 
Irishmen for being implicated in the Camp Douglas plot 
to let the ten thousand prisoners loose on the city, to kill, 
burn, etc. We are of the opinion that the Abbe’s mis- 
sion would not succeed in this parish now. We can well 
remember this same madman describing how New York 

city was to be burned up, and how the Abolitionists were 

going to be devoured. And this is the ruffian who has 
dared to advise the Irish people. A man who has led 
more of them to the devil, and remained outside the 
gates himself, than any fiend who has ever existed. 
Even now,he and other loud-mouthed “patriots and Chris- 
tains,” as they are pleased to call themselves, owe their 
toleration by a people whom they have endeavored to 

destroy, to their insignificance. We advise this hypo- 
crite, who is ever proclaiming from the altar steps his 

sanctity, to remember how Christ rebuked such pharisees, 
and devote himself to the last eternal verity—hell. He 
should study at once to avoid going there. 

The shallowness of these men is something refreshing. 
They talk as though a Protestant had no right to love 
his country, and they clap their bigoted hands with glee 
when they can find a Protestant preacher to frown at. 
Pitch in, ye chosen of the Lord, or the-. Come on 

all at once and we will “ flutter your voices ” for you. 
Our readers are Irishmen—Catholics, Protestants, “ In- 

fidels and Radicals,” and having read the history of the 

struggle of '98, they are not willing to fly at each others’ 
throats for the “ love of God.” They have read some- 

where how Protestant preachers were hung outside their 

church doors for Ireland’s cause, and they also know 
that such heretics as Emmet, Lord Edward, Wolf Tone, 
the Sheares, McCracken, Bond and others, are seated so 

high in the hearts of the Irish people that such pig- 
mies as the editor of the Freeman's Journal can scarcely 
peep at them. 

Como on, ye renegades to Ireland, and traitors to 

America. It is fun for us to thrash such ragamuffins. 
However, the “ madman’s ” hints of missions to put 
down The Irish Republic may have more in them 
than his ravings would imply. We know that missions 
were established in this and other dioceses for the express 
purpose of counteracting Fenianism. We trust that 
better counsels than this Abbe’s will prevail this time. 
We are not to be driven from our cause by threats, 
growls, curses or missions. Liberty has friends enough 
among the Irish race to defy her enemies. If she has 
not, she will not take up her abode with them, and we 

do not care to be of them in such a contingency. 
These men who are, and have been, sacrificing our 

country at the shrines of sectional hatred, and who 
imagine that outside of faction no portion of the Irish 
people can exist, are beginning to think it strange where 
The Irish Republic receives its vitality from. Gentle- 
men, we have studied the Irish people, and moved 
among them for the last twenty years, and we did not 
start this journal as an experiment. We felt the neces- 

sity of such an organ for years past—an organ that 
would place Ireland and her people above all other con- 

siderations. When you cry out for “ missions and con- 

fessionals,” to crush The Irish Republic, you but 
make yourselves ridiculous, and criminate the religion 
that would prostitute itself to carry out your blind par- 
tisanship. Here we stand. “ Ireland and Liberty ” against 
all comers, and we defy the power of our enemies, whether 
exerted openly or secretly, to put us down. We fear no 

attacks, come they whence they may. In, fact they 
serve us most effectually. Having spent considerable 
sums for advertising, we are only too happy to receive 
puffs for nothing. So pitch in, gentlemen. Do our 

work any way you choose, through newspapers, pulpits, 
or missions, and should the work not be remunerative to 

you, we will pay you a liberal commission for the good 
you will do The Irish Republic. We have to thanlc 
the Abbe and his slaveman’s journal for his very exten- 
sive and forcible notice. Give us more of them and we 

will help you out of “ the last verity.” And as the New 
York slaveman is said to be paying badly, if you are 
“ hard up 

” for cash, send in your bill. 
-i fc 

Talks to Our People. 
NO. II.—TRADES. 

In all monarchical countries trade is a badge of infamy. 
As a consequence, tradesmen are the butt and ridicule of 
all, from the courtiers down to the very gutter rats of 

society. There is a method and a reason in this mad- 
ness which the nobility take special care to foster and 

propagate. From the first bob of the aristocratic noodle 
in his nurse’s arms, to the day when “ his rottenness of 

sixty years is wrapped in gold,” he is taught to believe 
himself sent into the world to rule and grind the poor. 
On the other hand, the children of the people have no 

lack of teachers to instill into their pliant souls, u ser- 

vants, obey your masters.” Who are my superiors ? 
All those in higher station, etc.; and the endless catechism 
on the humiliation and worthlessness of the common 

people. Indeed, up to a late period, the world was 

divided into two classes—masters and slaves. A man 

born in a certain station of life blessed himself, and put 
on his father’s harness, plunged into the established 

ruts, and plodded on in his sphere, never dreaming of 

violating the sacred rules laid down by society, sanctioned 

by time, and blessed by the Lord—so it was said—by 
soaring beyond his prescribed limits. 

Much as we have reason to hate England for her 

persecution of our race, we must admit that in no 

country in Europe is trade so much respected as in Eng- 
land. In fact, she owes all her greatness to the men of 
the people. Her strength and vitality do not consist 
in her baronial castles and feudal aristocracy, but in 

her Birminghams, Sheffields, Liverpool, her merchants 
and mechanics—in a word, her trades. In a few years 
the people will control England, from the throne up to 

the anvil. This being the case in England, we find the 


