
mass thrown around our coasts; and if the change was con- 

stant, not to talk of Ireland having an area for cereal liavests 

many times greater than it has produced within present historic 

memory, we should be able to rear fruits of, say the Azores, 
very likely ; oranges and lemons would become as common j 
as potatoes, our tobacco would approximate to that of 

Virginia, while the general temparature being raised would 

not be without its influence .on the physique of our race. 

Earthquakes are not a class of phenomena which are desirable 

of experiencing—though one takes place on some part of the 

planet every twenty-four hours—but if they change the 

direction of the channel of the Gulf stream, and so, by 
doubling its velocity, double the amount of heated sea around 

those islands, we may fairly raise an altar to the Plutonic 

agencies beside the statues of our philosophers, politicians and 

poets. 
1 alluded some time since to the niggardly spirit in which 

the English Government has pretended to encourage the 

publication of ancient Irish works which have a reference 

to, or constitute the material of history ; but I was not aware 

of the exact statistics of the subject until lately. Already 
240 volumes have been published relating to England and 
Wales ; the mere list of such publications occupies twenty- 
three folio pages, while that of those referring to Ireland 
are included in one. The disinclination to publish the 
amount of money expended on Irish records—of which 
fourteen volumes have appeared—is significant of the 

parsimony with which those editorial labors have been 
awarded. From the £605 received by the editor of the Irish 

Chancery Rolls and Calender of the reign of Charles I., 
we may judge of the general rate of compensation as con- 

trasted with that awarded to the editing and publishing of 

English records, which amounts to upwards of £148,705, a 

startling and outrageous contrast, especially when we con- 

sider that while the taxation of Ireland is swallowed up in 
British literary, architectural and other projects, the country 
remains without an institute, without public libraries open to 

the masses, galleries of art, and numerous other deficiences 
too numerous to mention and less conspicuous than her more 

urgent grievances. The Irish records, which have long been 
in a state of the utmost confusion, are very numerous. When 
at the present rate of going they will be reproduced in a 

published available form, involves a date too remote for the 

most prospective utilitarian speculation. To the tyrant 
nothing is so dreadful as true history; hence the tardy and 
invidious system pursued in publishing its materials, having 
in view, doubtless, the fact that the most powerful of the 
effects created by the Nation paper in the days of Davis and 

Duffy arose from its popularizing in muse and prose the 

pictures of Erin free and of Ireland from the invasion down- 
ward. 

Never Attack With a Fraction of Your Force. 
Minneapolis, Minn., March 27, 1868. 

To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 
Gentlemen : The other day, while looking over one of 

our Irish-American weeklies, I found an article in it from 
the pen of General G. T. Beauregard, entitled, “ The Science 
of War—Its Principles and Maxims.” 

One of the maxims (No. 23) laid down so arrested my at- 

tention with its adaptability to the present needs of our 

Brotherhood, that, with your permission, I will reproduce 
it. Here it is : 

Maxim 23.—“ Never attack with a fraction of your force 
when a short delay will enable you to attack with masses. 

The temptation or supposed necessity may sometimes be 

great; but yielding to it will almost invariably increase the 
evil it is intended to remedy.” 

Could any maxim be more applicable to our unhappy con- 

dition than this one? To my mind it is the maxim of all 
others that our so-called, or self-styled, leaders of all wings, 
at this particular time, need to ponder on. It ought to be 

printed in large letters and hung up in every Circle of our 

Brotherhood everywhere, so that, like the handwriting on the 

wall of olden days, it may be a warning to Irishmen that, 
unless they cultivate union and patience, they will but rivet 
the chains which now bind our unhappy land the firmer. 

That unless they- resolve to wait, and work earnestly and 

silently until all our strength is united, they will only in- 

crease the evil which they seek to remedy. 
Be warned in time, my brothers. Reflect that with all 

our resources we are looked on by many very wise men as 

having little chance to cope with our tyrant enemy success- 

fully, and that if we hope to make even a respectable fight, 
we cannot expect to do so unless we are united. Shall 
we disregard all cool, wise counsel in order to follow some 

man whose image looms up to hide from our gaze the picture 
of our suffering country, and all through the disunion of her 
own children. Rather sink all these so-called leaders to 

oblivion than that we should be disunited one hour longer. 
Shall we throw away all chances of using our whole force, in 
order to follow the fortunes of this or that man ? 

Be wise in lime, and pay attention to the teachings of 

history, and the struggles of other nations. 
The maxim quoted above is from the pen of one of the 

ablest military engineers on this continent, and he is speak" 
ing of armies where everything is supposed to be equal. 
Now, if it k MC*-*’-*.fjt to lay down such maxims- for the 

guidance of armies and generals who are supposed to be 
equally matched, how much more important is such a 

maxim in our case, and how much more ought we to heed 
the warning. Do not let us again attack the enemy with a 

fraction of our force. Put no faith in gas, or ideal images of 
victorious battalions in green and gold chasing the conqueror 
of the world, as though he were so easily chased; but deal, 
rather, with stern fact and logic, and examine our condition 
and resources in the same practical manner that we would 
do in the case of our individual concerns. Our enemy is 
most powerful. Then how necessary is it that we should or- 

ganize our whole power to meet him ? Do not be always 
attacking him with a fraction of our force, when a little delay 
will enable us to attack with masses. 

Let us set to work, and earnestly and honestly unite our 

scattered forces, and when we have united, and conquered 
ourselves, our passions, hates and prejudices, and have laid 
in stores of war material, and have organized sufficient men, 
whose muster-rolls will speak to the understanding of men 

of practical ability, who now look on us as dreamers—men 
whose military reputation is something tangible, and who do 
not care to risk its loss on an ignis fatuns, but who would, 
and will, spring into our ranks when they see good and suf- 
ficient vouchers for our promises—men who are generals and 

leaders—then, my brothers, shall we have hope of winning 
our independence ; then can we safely intrust our fortunes 
to the hands of such generals or leaders, whose antecedents 

may warrant our people in trusting them, and who are ready 
to conduct us to liberty through the red field of battle, when- 
ever we are ready and able to sustain a proper campaign, that, 
even in the event of failure, Avould reflect credit on us and 
our general. Let us drop this fuss and noise, parade and 
shoAV, and go to Avork earnestly and silently, as the men of 
Nashville say, and no longer continue to act like the Chinese, 
who, Avhen they are about to engage an enemy, strive first to 

frighten him by the noise of their gongs and shrieking in- 
struments. 

We are making so much noise that Ave cannot hear the 

laughter of the bystanders avIio look on at our circus, and 
cannot tell clown from ring-master. 

Unite, my brothers, unite. The men of Nashville have 

pointed out the way. Let us have a general Convention, 
and reconstruct our modes and methods of operating. We 
can dispense with executive officers for the present, until 
such time as we need them to operate outwards; but we can- 

not dispense Avith union. As long as Ave hav’e wings Ave will 
be cursed with leaders and partisans of such Avings, Avhose 
personal vanities, or political opposition, Avill forever keep 
us apart. Let this be so no longer. We can construct such 
a Brotherhood, that wherever ten Fenians are found together, 
they shall be united, by the very nature of things, upon the 
enduring basis of brotherly love and love of Irish liberty, 
regardless of any outside influence; a Brotherhood in fact and 
in deed, which shall be of use to its members and to Ireland ; 
a Brotherhood whose underlying principles shall be stronger 
than religious bigotry, party politics, ignorant prejudices or 

English influence; a Brotherhood that not even disasters 
on the field shall be ably to destroy. Such a Brotherhood is 
wdiat Ave need, and such a one we can have by a little inter- 
communication with each other. Heretofore AA'e have not 
knoAvn each other nor each other’s views, nor would Ave be 
allowed to do so hoav if some of our so-called lrish-Amer- 
ican journals could prevent it. Let this be no longer so. Let 
us get rid of these barnacles by holding a general Conven- 
tion, and scraping them oflj and allow our honest surface to 
be seen. This Fenian Brotherhood is for the benefit of the 
Irish people and not for that of any leader. At present it 
costs more to support those leaders than for any other pur- 
pose. Then, let us unite, and reconstruct this grand machin- 
ery of ours. Ireland has suffered long and has waited. She 
is Avilling to Avait longer if only a union of her true children 
be consummated thereby. Remember the maxim, “ Never 
attack with a fraction of your force, when a short delay will 
enableyou to attack with masses. The supposed necessity may 
be great; but yielding to it will almost iin'ariably increase! 
the evil it is intended to remedy.” As ever, P. F. 

POETRY. 
Written for The Irish Republic. 

Hymn to Liberty. 
Oh, thou great and mighty angel 

Whom the nations seldom see, 
View the lands in fetters pining, 

Lifting up their hands to thee; 
’Neath the burden of oppression, 

See them struggle, hear them groan, 
While their tyrants shout exulting: 
‘‘ Liberty from earth has flown.” 

Sweep the world with wings of power, 
In thy passage hurling down 

From above the trampled millions 
King and purple, throne and crown. 

He who came to break all fetters 
Felt the haughty worldlings’ scorn, 

When they made a reed His scepter, 
And His crown the piercing thc*r»** i 

Then, let mortal brow no longer 
Dare to wear the diadem ; 

Let the tyrant’s blood-stained scepter 
Be as broken reeds to them; 

Dash to earth th$ world’s destroyers, 
Glorious angel, strong and just; 

Worms may crawl, but bid the people 
Look aloft and spurn the dust. 

Let the rushing of thy pinions 
Rouse the dreaming lands to life; 

Break their hopeless, death-like stupor 
Even with the sounds of strife ; 

If their manacles can only 
By the sword be cut in twain, 

Better hear the clash of sabers 
Than the clanking of a chain. 

Why must bloated pomp and power 
Fatten when they scorn to toil? 

He who digs from earth her treasures 

Should be monarch of the soil. 

Kings are not of God, though blinded 
Israel’s wish of foolish pride, 

Patriarch for regal ruler 
To exchange was not denied. 

At her prayer, the great Jehovah 
Let her bow to kingly sway; 

Now the world, grown wiser, fancies 

Royal heads have had their day. 
God of right! behold thy children 

Bowed in bondage, loathed, abhorred, 
’Neath those monsters of injustice, 

Called “anointed of the Lord.” 

Look across the earth’s broad bosom, 
Angel of the free and brave, 

O’er what countries, stainless, honored, 
Does thy flag of beauty wave ? 

Of what lands art thou the guardian, 
Lofty spirit? Only two— 

Grand Columbia, fair and fearless, 
And the Switzer’s mountains blue. 

But the others, list their pleading ; 
Stifled voice and pinioned hand, 

Seem to cry: “Oh, worshiped being, 
Come and save our wretched land. 

Through long years of woe and horror 
Have we striven to be free; 

On the scaffold, in the dungeon 
Have we proved our love for thee.” 

Sternly, bravely, yet how weakly 
Do they war with might and wrong ; 

Smile upon their stormy present, 
Let them with thy strength be strong; 

From the dust their faces lifting, 
Lo ! they deem thy coming nigh ; 

Hasten, hasten, mighty angel, 
Lest the nations shriek and die. 

St. Louis. Una. 
■-<!»!►•- 

A Song of Welcome to “The Irish Republic.” 
Now, mountain tops echo 

And glad valleys ring, 
As welcoming anthems 

Of joy, freemen sing. 
On the Empire State 

Dawns a glorious day, 
And her long night of error 

Is passing away. 
Join, brothers, join. 

In freedom’s true throng, 
And let your glad voices 

The echo prolong. 
Shout from the hill top, 

And shout from the vale, 
“ Truth’s chosen champion, 

Hail to thee, hail! ” 

The bigot may rave, 
And the skeptic may sneer, 

But far above both — 

The Republic shall steer. 

Its aim is a high one, 
Its cause is—The Right; 

To the glorious end 
It will fight the good fight. 

Join, brothers, join, etc. 

Its banner is flying 
In triumph to-day ; 

For Erin, dear Erin, 
It enters the fray ; 

Truth, Freedom and Justice, 
Ate stamped on each fold, 

In letters more precious 
Than silver or gold. 

bitfthetsj joitij etc, 


