
you must have already read, is the most statesmanlike, as it 

will be the most revered, legislative act of the great reform 

organization of the nineteenth century. This act has reani- 

mated the weak-minded—from which no party can be free 

_wjth a new courage and faith in adhering to the funda- 

mental principles of Republicanism which underlies the 

structure of our liberties. It has satisfied the active and 

progressive men all over the country, who have been looking 
for some time past to see the metal of the Republican party, 
and who are more enthusiastic, with faith as solid as iron, 
on beholding the charter which will collect together the 
scattered elements throughout the recently rebellious States, 
reorganize them into State Governments after the fashion of 
our Northern institutions, and bring them again into a Union 
based on the political equality and right of all men to “ life, 
liberty and the pursuit of happiness.” This act was not 

adopted so much to suit the cravings of the present, as it was 

to meet the demands of a justice which must be honored and 

enjoyed while the Republic lives. 
Boldness ! Boldness!! Boldness!!! in the cause of right- 

eousness, is the forerunner of victory. The Committee on 

Foreign Affairs met on last Thursday, and will soon report a 

bold ultimatum to the House in reference to the rights of 
“ American citizens abroad.” The matter could not be in 
better hands than in those of General Banks, who is perhaps 
the greatest hater of English oppression in either House of 

Congress. Several of the ablest men in the House have told 

your correspondent, that they will speak on the question 
when it comes before them in the form of a report, and will 

push it to the utmost extremity. Conness—the Irish Re- 

publican Senator from California—who is an honor to the 
Irish race—and Wilson are equally desirous of acting upon 
it in the Senate. So you may rest assured that a finality 
from the hands of Congress will soon be given to England 
and Johnson—who is rendered eternally infamous by his 

persistent refusal to exercise the same executive power 

now, in behalf of American citizens abroad, as his prede- 
cessors have frequently done in like cases in the past. The 
truth is, that Johnson cares but very little how much foreign- 
ers, especially the Irish, may be ill-treated either in this or 

their native land. And his bringing the question up at the 
tail-end of his message was caused principally by the sudden 

popularity which the movement had assumed throughout 
the country. Johnson, in this case, like the Fenian invasion 
of Canada two years ago, wants to throw the odium on Con- 

gress, while he, himself, as President, had and has full power 
to act. But no, our fellow-countrymen throughout the States 

will, in their ignorant infatuation, on this as on other ques- 
tions of politics, throw the blame on Congress, and exonerate 

a man who has plunged a murderous dagger into the heart 
of their country two years ago. The truth is, they can see 

no man’s faults who is or will be the leader of the Demo- 
cratic party. They expect a measure, now, from a Repub- 
lican Congress, which the Democracy during sixty years of 

power failed to settle. Yes—see the inconsistency—they 
demand the adoption of the most important measure con- 

cerning the rights of foreigners that was ever brought up in 

America; and all this from a political party that did not, 
perhaps, receive five thousand Irish votes. 

Oh, Lord ! Democratic Irish wire-pullers praise O’Con- 
nell, but while they continue in their present organization, 
their praise is turned into a curse. 

Spirit of the Republic. 

POETRY. 
Written for The Irish Republic. 

Pagan Beauty. 
BY T. IRWIN, DUBLIN, IRELAND. 

Si victura petis carmina, da quod amern.—Martial. 

If you would have me sing, then give 
Me something I can love—a girl 

Whose beauty makes life live 
Full brimm’d, nor through a sieve 

Sift slow its dropping pearl. 

More ripe than blackest grapes was she, 
And tenderer than a new weaned kid ; 

Her hair fell clusteringly, 
Lush as ripe mulberry, 

Over one cheek it hid, 
And down her milky budding breast 

Where peeped one nipple, rosy tipped, 
And all her smooth neck tressed 
W ith black curls, each a nest \ 

W here love-lights smiled and skipped. 
Graceful as a hyacinth sprout, 

And white as the foam of the Nar, 
Her form: the red lip’B pout 
Seemed scorning Love without, 

Who centered like a star 

Upon her low, sweet, Cupid brow 
Whose ebon arches mingled thin 

Whose ebon lashes just allow 
The eye’s demure dark love-light glow— 

Dawn of the day within. 

All amorous, coy, from cheek to zone, 
Her breathing words and Venus bloom, 

Sweet mingled color and sweet tone, 
Blent each with each alone, 

Like a bird’s song and plume. * 

Sometimes a little Hugh, love-low 
With pudency, comes ringing gay 

As from her girdle scarf below, 
A second gleam her teeth arow, 

And blushes stray 

O’er the black bosom-nestled head, 
Whose ripples glimmer with her joy ; 

Then, serious-sweet as it had fed 
On her own inner sweetness fled, 

Uprising coy. 

Written for The Irish Republic. 
Our Land. 

BY UNA. 

The life of our land is flowing 
With every tide away; 

There’s hope where the young are going, 
Despair where the helpless stay. 

We look on her boundless anguish 
With eyes that are full of tears, 

We sigh for her sons who languish 
In chains through the weary years. 

We mourn for her heroes martyred 
To smooth out a tyrant’s frown ; 

Yet, blessed are the brave who bartered 
Their lives for a fadeless crown. 

While theirs is the palm and glory, 
High throned with the saints above, 

We’ll write in our hearts their story : 

They died for the land we love. 

But vain are our tears and sighing, 
And vain is our hate of wrong, 

Though measureless and undying, 
If breathed but in sigh or song. 

The rain of our grief has rusted 
The swords of the ages fled, 

Till, dulled and with mould encrusted, 
They rouse not a despot’s dread. 

We’ll bend in our woe no longer, 
Leave tears to the weak and gray; 

The arms of the braver, stronger, 
Shall wrest from the wolf his prey. 

jDur hearts, like the prisoned lion’s, 
Shall pant till we meet the foe, 

To hurl in his face defiance, 
And deal to him blow for blow. 

Oh, God of the nations olden, 
Long, long is our weary night ; 

The Book which we hail as golden, 
Shows Thee as the friend of right. 

When Israel’s sons and daughters 
Cried out from their chains to Thee, 

Thy hand cleft the surging waters, 
And led them from Egypt free. 

When Syria’s countless numbers 
Brought to Sion awe and dread, 

Thy angel breathed on their slumbers, 
And the mighty hosts were dead. 

Look down on our desolation, 
Our land is a Jiving grave; 

Lift up from the dust our nation, 
Give strength to her sons to save. 

To Thee will we give the glory, 
Give Thou to our arms the might; 

Thou knowst our bitter story, 
Let victory crown the right. 

St. Louis, Mo. 

Portrait Sonnets—Mirabeau. 
BY T. IRWIN, DUBLIN, IRELAND. 

Behold a Titan risen in the wild time 
When France descends to chaos, standing under 
The red-fiend lightnings and earth-shaking thunder 

Circling the throne; portentous but sublime, 
In power and prophesy. Around his form 
The clouds of angry ages, black with storm, 

And o’er his brow the crown of Monarchy. 
’Tis he the mighty-minded Mirabeau, 

A ruin, ruling ruin ; with power and pain 
Shaking his lion mane, working his giant brain, 

Wielding the raging multitude below. 

From hie blood’s hell, redeemed by his soul, 
Feared, blasted, shadowed, to Eternity 

He speaks, and moves events that round him roll— 
Even as the eclipsed moon still sways the sea. 

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 
The Editors, in reply to many commendations and some objec- 

tions, respecting the latitude allowed to writers in the General 
Correspondence of this journal, have to state, that, in their judg- 
ment, one of the most necessary and important of the objects which 
they ought to accomplish is, to allow honest and emnest men to 
express their opinions respecting the great questions of Irish liberty 
and universal liberty without let or hindrance of any kind We 
utter our opinions in the Editorials. Whether they are true or 
false, right or wrong, let the public judge. The public utters its 
opinions in the Correspondence. If they are in our favor, we are 
glad. If they are not, we are neither such cowards nor slaves as to 
fear their full and free utterance. We open our columns to all, 
without leaning to any; and thus supply a channel for the publica- 
tion of opinions of all shades, to be found in no other journal in 
America. We have but one request to make—that our correspond- 
ents will condense their remarks, as our space is not unlimited, and 
that they will give us as few words and as many ideas as possible. 
The less commendation of (middling good) men, the better. 

The Cause of Ireland’s Slavery to England. 
NO. II. 

Dunkirk, N. Y., January 20th, 1868. 
To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 

Gentlemen : Religion is an institution that exercises a 

double function. It concerns itself with the relations that* 
exist between man and his Creator; it also interferes with 
those subsisting between man and his fellow-man. But it is 
to be noticed, that there are more religions than one in our 

world; and that, as they all differ, one from another, they 
produce a corresponding variance and diversity in both of 
the above relations. Under these circumstances, who will 
deny the right in man to examine the subject of religion by 
the light of his own reason ? 

It is not my intention to exercise, at present, this right, in 
its completeness. I shall speak, indeed, of the religion in 
which I myself was brought up; but not one word shall I 
say of it as an instrumentality working for the happiness of 
man in a life to come. I shall speak of it only as an agent 
working good or evil of a merely temporal or wordly nature. 
If any man denies to me the right to do this, or gets of- 
fended because I exercise that right, that man is but a slave, 
and a slave that would play the tyrant if he dare. 

The hand of nature gave to the Irish race a fine, intellect- 
ual organization ; but a well organized mind can do little 
without cultivation, for it is his bringing up that determines 
a man’s position in life, it is it that, for the most part, makes 
him happy or miserable. Now, the bringing up which the 

people of Ireland have got is wholly the work of the Church ; 
so completely has the Church monopolized it, that she alone 
is responsible for both it and all its legitimate consequences. 
Her jealous care has extended itself around the education of 
Ireland like a wall of brass, which no outside influence has 
ever been able to penetrate. Even the British Government, 
with all its resources and appliances, has been utterly power- 
less in reaching through this barrier to the Irish mind. 

Now, it is perfectly clear to a reflecting and impartial 
world, that the weakness and slavery of Ireland are inti- 
mately connected with this education,and traceable to it as thei r 
cause. Thus, we have a chain of fact and reasoning consist- 
ing of three links. First, the Church; second, Ireland’s 
education, and third, Ireland’s weakness and slavery. Or, 
we many begin at the other end, and trace it backwards. 

First, Ireland’s weakness and misery; second, her education, 
and third, Ireland’s educator—the Church. But whatever 
end we begin at, these three links make the chain of the sum 

of Ireland’s temporal misfortunes ; and they are so cemented 
that the power of man may be defied to sever them by any 
means other than by liberal education, free thought, the 

emancipation of reason, and the untrammeled investigation 
of every subject and topic of heaven or earth that concerns 

the happiness of man. Numbers and arms cannot give freedom 
and prosperity to man so long as the mind, and soul are in fetters 
and chains. 

It is somewhat singular that a nation said to be educated, 
should, at the same time, be pronounced to be buried in 

gross ignorance; yet this last is the world’s verdict respect- 
ing Ireland. Indeed, the Irish themselves generally acquiesce 
in its justice; and, among the peasantry at home, it is not un- 

common to hear exclamations such as: “AhI what does a 

poor man know ?” “ What can a poor ignorant man do ?” 
A people educated and ignorant at one and the same 

time! Here is a mystery—a mystery that ought to be, must 

be, explained. 
The Church, solicitous for the salvation of souls, gave to 

the Irish people, whom she took in charge centuries back, an 

education such as she judged most promotive of that end ; 

but one in deadly hostility to the requirements of nature in 

nearly all their variety. In the war thus inaugurated 
between Grose and Nature, the latter, from time to time, 
called in the aid of Reason, and in some cases, that of Learning. 
But the Church stigmatized both. She pronounced learning, 
“little” or much, to be a “dangerous thing.” It puffed 
people up, she said, with pride, and pride she placed in the 

catalogue of “ deadly sins.” As to reason, she said it was 

“ weak,” and as a guide in religious matters altogether un- 

reliable, whilst she, only, was perfectly infallible in all she 

said and taught. The alliance wa* broken up, the allied 


