
Though never more thy face I view, 
And pale that face may be, 

More than all worlds, my comrade true, 
Is that cold face to me; 

And peace to me will come again, 
?ior will it come before, 

When, far from haunts of busy men, 
I ramble earth no more. 

But sleep, dear friend, in slumbers lone, 
Where thy earthen bed is made, 

’Till the ivy crown thy crumbling stone 
And the myrtle droop its shade. 

A warmer heart than lowly lies 
Beneath thy mound of clay 

Did never in the bosoms rise 
Of those who nurse decay. 

Farewell, my friend, thy life is closed, 
No more shall you and I 

Behold the climes where we reposed 
When youth went laughing by ; 

The birds may sing their sweetest vow 

And Summer liow’rets bloom, 
They cannot warm thy fancy now, 

My comrade in the tomb. 

And when at last my soul has passed 
From Earth’s material bourne, 

Oh, would that round my grave wore cast 
The gems which thine adorn ; 

And when we hear the trumpeter 
From mountain, tomb, and sea, 

To judgment dread call forth the dead, 
May I but be with thee. Amateur. 

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 
The Editors of The Irish Republic will allow correspondents to 

express their views in the strongest and boldest language consistent 
with propriety; they, therefore, state that they do not hold them- 
pclves responsible for the opinions or expressions under this heading. 

An Unreconstructed Irishman. 
We invite our readers’ close attention to the following 

choice outburst of blind rage, from a man who fled like a 

hunted slave from his English masters, and after finding rest 
and refuge in this free land, turns round, true to his “ copper- 
head” instincts, and dabs his fangs at the bosom of Liberty. 
There is nothing unusual in his unchristian and ignorant 
attack on the “gourd-headed African.” In the Roman 
arenas, one slave used to stab another to please the patrician. 
This man, no doubt, tramples on the black men to please his 
Southern whippers-in : 

St. Louis, December 16, 1867. 
To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 

Dear Sirs: You will please stop my paper and send bill, 
and I will pay for what I got. 

Very respectfully, Ralph Guerin. 
Messrs. Editors: Your paper may suit Radicals and 

Know-Nothings, but as both parties are so incompatible with 
liberty and freedom, and are as good as dead, killed by Irish 
votes, is it not extremely hard to understand how your paper 
can be a true Fenian organ, when it is upholding doctrines 
that the Irish people have fought against, during the days of 
the Whig, Know-Nothing, Black Republican, Abolition and 
Radical parties? The Irish presented an unbroken front, 
with the Democratic party, and have successfully buried 
them all, and the Radicals will receive their next addresses. 
The result will make tyranny tremble. You, sirs, claim to 
be Fenian ! Yet you would elevate the gourd-headed African 
over the Irish and German emigrant, as well as over the 
refined and enlightened citizens of the Southern States. The 
picture is too ridiculous to encourage. All good words you 
may say for the Fenian cause are heartily appreciated; but 
when they are diluted with so many other incompatibilities, 
it ruins their moral effect, and makes them worse than if 
they had never been written. You use the word “rebel” as 

if it was a disgrace. “ Rebels and traitors,” sirs, are holy 
names, when applied to men whose object is to free their 
country. And although England may call Emmet a “ rebel,” 
she declared Washington the same; but they were patriots to 
their country, while both are idolized in a manner by their 
countrymen. Washington, by his success, is cited to the 
world over as a model of comparison. Yet, while you 
eulogize them both, you say that Jeff. Davis and his country- 
men should be made examples of, to the same cause that 
Emmet perished for, and the same as Washington attained. 
Davis’s crime consisted of separating from the North, the 
leaders ot which were pledged to robbing and murdering, 
(the South,) and just attained to the control of the Govern- 
ment. As specimens of what I say, just look at John Brown 
and Ben. butler, the beast. \ isit the Southern country and 
examine the ashes of Soutiiem houses and cities, the sacking 
and other outrages which, if committed by Dahomey and his 
subjects, would excite the world to vengeance! and cast a 

gloom As dark and shameful on the face of any honest true- 
hearted man, and shock the sensibility of female delicacy. 
Yet you, sirs, support these vagabonds and thieves, and by 

your cunning, unsubstantiated statements, are trying to divide 
the Irish people, for the sake, no doubt, of Radical “ money.” 
But your efforts will fail. The Irish have too much man- 

hood, to so far disgrace their race and color by elevating the 
kinky negro to office and disfranchising the white race, while 
the petty princes are sucking the life-blood of the country in 
their military districts. The reaction will soon set in, sirs ; 
then look out for the result. The Congressional perjurers, 
who vioUtted their oath of supporting the Constitution, will 
be dealt with for their devilish acts by a people seeking 
vengeance. 

Garibaldi -was no less a robber and freebooter than John 
Brown; and Louis Napoleon will be as prompt to support 
the Irish people for liberty, as he was to assist the Roman 
States in resisting the Italian robber who tried to force a 

union on them they did not want. While there are plenty of 
Irish Fenian papers in the country, sirs, you will not find 
me taking yours. 

Kespectullv, Michael Guerin, St. Louis, Mo. 
P. S.—I hate Yankee pilferers, and all your eulogies of 

them would not make me like them. I hate them worse 

than I do the English Government ; and if I had power I 
would send England to hell in a minute. So you know my 

j opinion of Yankees and English in general—Butler, Stevens, 
j Sumner and Sheridan, not forgetting old Abe. I have my 

j opinion of such “ saints.” M. G. 
It is useless to argue with a man who compares Washing- 

ton and Jeff. Davis; who cannot see the difference between 
rebellion for freedom and rebellion against it; who compares 
the cause of Ireland battling against tyranny and for national 
existence, and the cause of the South against liberty and for 
national destruction. Why not call the devil a greater being 
than God? He rebelled like Jeff.; and if Mr. Guerin was 

in heaven at the time, he would no doubt be on the side of 
his satanic majesty. There are thousands of our countrymen 
who feel exactly like this writer, and who talk the same in 
groggeries and select coteries, and we publish this letter to 
let the men who believe in “universal liberty” see that the 
man who will snap his whip over the black man will do the 
same over the white man, when circumstances allow him to 
do so. This man should be expelled from the Irish race, 
and sent out among the scalpers of the plains; for if he 

speaks what he thinks—and his earnest devil-nature sticks 
out too plainly to admit of a doubt on this point—he would 
kill a Yankee as fast as a nigger, and the latter as fast as he 
would toss a glass of Jersey lightning down his blasphemous 
throah We present him with a receipt in full for what he 
owes us. His money has the blood of a slave on it, and that 
blood would be crying to Heaven from our pockets. Fenian, 
are you, Mr. Guerin? If you are a Fenian, the devil must 
be head center of the Circle you belong to, and you must be 
the secretary. We smell hot sulphur from your letter. 

Our Friends and Our Enemies. 
[It is safe to say, that in the history of newspaper litera- 

ture there wa.^never anything to compare with the amount 

of prejudice and energetic opposition that The Irish Re- 
public has aroused. We started out with the determination 
of talking plain truths to our people. We have done so, and 
will continue to do so, mauger all the sneers, howling and 
threatening of our enemies, and the “be carefuls” and 
“speak softlys” and the “our people are not advanced enough” 
of timid friends. We want to shake our people out of their 
unthinking and conservative position. To do this, some of 
our friends wanted us to draw them aisy, and do it as though 
we were not doing it at all. We cannot temporize. Either 
the Irish are fit for freedom or they are not. If they are, 
they can discuss all questions as becomes freemen. If they 
are not, and persist in plodding on at the tail-end of the 
army of progress, we will find out mighty soon. This was 

the way we reasoned. “Honesty is the best policy.” What 
we believe to be right, our readers will hear, if we were 

swept out of existence by one grand swell from the great 
sea of prejudice. 

Our enemies are powerful and unprincipled, and never 

sleep. Our success will take their chains from the necks of 
the people. Hence their enmity. We only wish that our 

friends would be as energetic as our enemies. Lef those who 
believe in our principles read the following letter from an 

Irish workingman, and go and do likewise. Commend us to 
a good square spiteful enemy, but preserve us from milk and 
water friends.—Eds. I. R.] 

Portland, Oregon, November 26,1867. 
To the Editors of The Irish Republiu. 

Gentlemen: I had seen an account of your journal in 
the Irish-American. I called at the paper stands of this city 
at different times and could not get a copy of the Republic. 
I requested of our fellow-countryman, Mr. McCormick, to pro- 
cure a few copies for me. There now come about seven or 

eight copies to this town. I have taken the responsibility 
on myself of raising a club for you, and have succeeded so 

far in getting forty-live subscribers. I thLk that I could 
get some more if I had time to go around amongst the in- 
habitants of this place and the surrounding towns. I am a 

poor man, having a large family to support by my daily 
labor; therefore I cannot lose the necessary time. I will do 
all that I can to circulate The Irish Republic. I have 
sent you three post office orders, amounting to $135, for forty- 

five copies of the Reptjbijc for one year, commencing from 
the 1st of January, 1868. I would like that you would send 
me a few extra copies, in case that I get some more sub- 
scribers, and I will forward to you without delay any money 
received. I had great opposition in getting up this club, by 
my own countrymen. They were trying to persuade me that 
you were in the employment of the Republican party. I told 
them that I read the Republic, and I had come to the con- 

clusion that it is the only Irish-American national paper in 
the United States. Then they called me a Black Republican, 
an Abolitionist, etc., because I had anything to do with The 
Irish Republic. I told them, as you have done in your 
editorials, that we, Irish, want liberty for our native land ; 
and here in free America we have always voted with the 
Democracy and slavery. How inconsistent it is for us to 

require liberty for our own land, when we advocate slavery 
in the land of our adoption. 

I sent you by last Saturday’s mail a copy of the Portland 
Herald, the organ of the Copperheads of Oregon. There is a 

letter in it warning Irishmen against subsei'ibing for the Re- 
public; also telling them that they need not expect any- 
thing from the Republican party, and advising them to vote 
for the Democracy. I have forwarded it to you that you may 
take notice of it if you think it worthy of notice. 

We had a Circle of the Fenian Brotherhood here at one 

time. * * * ****** \\re have no Circle at 

present. 1 wanted them to come forward and re-organize 
once more. A great many of our fellow-countrymen say that 
the F. B. never will amount to anything. I have told them 
that such words were the expressions of false and cowardly 
men. Some Irishmen have told me that as soon as the Bro- 
therhood commences fighting they will help them to the best 
of their ability. IIow in God’s name could the Brotherhood 
equip an army if the whole race were waiting until some- 

thing was done? Somebody must do that something. I have 
been asked different times by Irishmen, What have the 
Fenians done with all the money they received? Said I, 
they did not get as much money as some people imagine. I 
asked them, How much did you give for the liberation of 
your native land? One growler says, 7gave nothing! An- 
other said he gave nothing, and so on. How is it, said I, 
that you, Irishmen, that have never given a cent to the Or- 
ganization, are the only persons that complain about all 
the money being squandered ? They would give, and what 
would they not do, if they thought it would be of any use. 

No more at present, William C. O’Hara. 
-<<«»>>- 

The State of Ireland. 
Oconomowoc, Wis., December 10, 1867. 

To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 
Gentlemen : The recent judicial murders at Manchester 

have so strongly acted on my mind that I am forced to drop 
you a few lines on the status of unfortunate Ireland, rendered 
so because of bad government. As a matter of course, be- 
cause the principles of justice, of equality, of individual 

right are violated, are trampled beneath the feet of an iron 
despotism, the mind becomes horror-stricken, and asks itself, 
“ How can mortal be so cruel to his fellow as to deprive him 
of life, because he dares assert his rights, or claim their 
exercise?” 

If individual rights were the gifts of man to man, then, 
indeed, might man attempt their suppression, but, being the 

gifts of God, over them man has no dominion, and, conse- 

quently, no right to restrain their legitimate action. God 
has implanted in the bosom of man the inherent right of pro- 
tection and liberty, and by consequence, that of acquiring 
and enjoying property, the lawful exercise of which the well- 

being of society demands. Therefore, then, no power on this 
earth has dominion over those right, since they are inherent 
in man and since they become a part and parcel of his being 
inasmuch as he is a member of society. 

But, evident as those principles appear, yet we find indi- 
vidual rights infringed upon and restrained. Why ? Be- 
cause of the accursed desire of greed, which is deaf to the 

appeals of outraged justice and humanity. That the rightful 
action of inherent rights have been for ages denied the Irish 

people, is a fact palpable on the pages of history. That they 
sought the exercise of those rights by moral and physical 
force, too, is a fact evident; but, because they failed, they 
were visited with judicial murdei', yes, and with murder by 
starvation and expatriation! 

It is said that the Government of England, existing in 

Ireland as it does, is a rightful and legitimate Government, 
and that, therefore, no individual or collective body has a 

right to interfere with it or stop its machinery. Let us ex- 

amine for a moment. Either the legitimacy of English rule 

in Ireland is based on the revealed or civil law, or it is a 

fraud. It is not based on the revealed, since the revealed 

must be consonant with the eternal law, God, and therefore 

cannot sanction wholesale spoliation, oppression and suppres- 
sion of God’s gifts to man, inherent rights. It is not based 

on the civil law, since to create title to land, and render the 

same equitable, there must be a just consideration, a quid pro 

quo; but in the English tenure of Irish soil there is no con- 

sideration other than that of perfidy, sustained by brutal 
force. 

Then England has no just title to the soil of Ireland ? By 
no means. But it is said that limitation of time can create 


