
or well-paying offices, but to work silently until all the Irish 
element in the United States shall have joined it. 

The West is particularly strong on these points. The 
Circles in the Territories, Minnesota, Wisconsin, Michigan, 
Ohio, Nebraska, Iowa, Missouri, Illinois, Indiana and Penn- 
sylvania, are unanimously for silent work and no leaders. The 

% gentleman in this city on whom devolves the onerous task 
of replying to this mass of correspondence has had a busy 
time of it for the past week. 

We hope that the men who are giving themselves up to 
the gigantic work of reorganization may see their labors 
crowned with success in the near future. 

Voices For and Against Union. 
*' 1 received your circular in due time. A convention of 

the true representatives of the real strength and bona fide 
t ircles of both aides is the only means left whereby we can 
overcome the obstacles now in our path. 

“ John Haley, D. C., Iowa.” 
“I have just read in this week’s Irish Republic the 

circular address of your Circle, relative to union. We are 
tor union. I will use my influence to bring about a good, 
sound union. Keep the hall moving. 

“Maurice Lynaxi, 
“Center llarbison Circle, F. 13., Chicago, 111.” 

In last week’s issue of The Irish Republic we have 
seen the address issued by your Circle. We agree with the 
views set forth in the address. We cannot keep together 
much longer, except by adopting the course you propose. 
w * * We will send a delegate to the convention. 

“John Waldron, Center, Bloomington, Ind.” 
“ I see no cause why brave and patriotic men should allow 

themselves to be fooled any longer. I fully coincide with 
your movement, and have no objection to ignore all leaders, 
so that a new life may he infused into our brothers at home, 
when they shall learn that we are united for one great object 
—Ireland’s redemption, and Ireland’s alone. 

“John Dyer, Fordhara, N. Y.” 
Your circular letter has been received and carefullyread 

to the men here. It just meets our views. We will hold the 
convention in May. 

“Paul Fitzgerald, Minneapolis, Minn.” 
“We, the members of the Father Lavelle Circle, F. B., do 

unanimously, earnestly and with joy respond to the address 
of the Ridgeway Circle, of Nashville. We approve your 
action. We are for the convention, and hope it will stop 
among the leaders this most disgraceful slandering of each 
other. “ J. D. McNiffe, Clifton, Ohio.” 

“ Your circular is received. It gave me much gratification 
to find that there is still firmness, patriotism and perseverance 
enough to redeem our poor old mother, Ireland. We must 
unite. “J. McNamara, Mansfield, Ohio.” 

I can only say that I labor in good faith with the party, 
which I believe to be on the path to success. I believe the 
step you propose to take would be the ruin of our cause. 

“John Donovan, Clinton, New7 York.” 
These are taken from replies to our address which came by 

one mail. The people will see a specimen of the mind of 
Irishmen fairly expressed here. We will have the conven- 
tion in May ; there is no difference of opinion on that point. 
The other points have to be further discussed among the 
Circles. The remaining Circles are requested to correspond 
without delay. Five hundred circulars have been sent out; 
but we know many Circles have not received one, but must 

certainly have seen the address in the Republic, (no other 
paper up to this has published it.) Let those Circles give 

** their aid, also, in strengthening the union which, with the 
blessing of God, will be consummated in May. 

Signed in behalf of committee of the Ridgeway Circle, 
Nashville, Tenn., M. Mitchell, 

Captain J. J. Roach, 
John Mulroy. 

-<i^i>- 

Ireland—Her Friends, Our Friends; Her Enemies, 
Our Enemies. 

Nashville, March 29, 1868. 

To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 
Gentlemen : An address was issued a couple ot' weeks 

since, by the Ridgeway Circle, setting forth a tangible way 
of effecting a union of our distracted elements. It was largely 
circulated, and as largely responded to—and there will be a 

union. But, mark this, not one of the papers interested in 
the split, and given to the championing of leaders, published 
it. These people would, if they could, move Heaven to keep 
things the way they are on earth; and yet some will be 
fascinated by their adder-gaze until stung by their poisonous 
faugs. 

We will have enough of good men to establish the rational, 
quiet, efficient organization beyond the strife of factions, which 
will be vigorous and flourishing by the time that contention 
shall have eaten the others up to the tails. We are progress- 
ing, thank God, and a glorious future opens up before us. 

Our power will spring from fraternal lovfc; mutual forbearance 
and esteem. Yours, etc., John Mvlroy. 

Cursing the “Republic." 
1 Tlie writer of the letter from which the following extract 

is taken is well known to us. He is a man of intelligence 
and truth, and is thoroughly acquainted with the section of 

the country in which he resides.—Eds. 1. R.] 
Davenport, Iowa, March 25, 1868. 

^°Dear Friend: 1 have just returned from Muscatine, 
Washington, and other way points, in Iowa, and am glad to 
be able to inform you that I have succeeded well, consider- 
ing the great opposition I met with from our old Democratic 
friends, from Catholic clergymen, and last, not least, from 
the would-be King of Ireland, the (bogus) descendant of the 
Red Hand of Ulster, General O’Neill. He and bis clique, 
Pat. Meehan & Co., have flooded the country with the 
“Cursing Address,” which they paid for out of the Fenian 
funds. Those gents have got so religious all at once, that 
they liave furnished every Catholic priest in Iowa with a 

copy of said address. This with the sole object that their 
reverend friends would condemn The Irish Republic, by 
calling it an “infidel” paper. Now, my dear friend, I can 

tell you, without fear of contradiction, that they are doing 
more hurt to the cause of Feniaimm th»n to that truly 

national journal of liberty, The Irish Republic. The 
good and liberty-loving people of America are with you, so 
we need not fear the barking of cnr dogs. 

The Residuum of Slavery in the South. 
New Orleans, La., March 23, 1868. 

To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 
Gentlemen: As you are now located in New York, and 

may perhaps he near poor Rarnum, who has had the good 
fortune to he burned out again—his curiosities all gone to 

blazes, liis mysteries of taxidereiny ended in smoke, and his 

Drummond light no longer blinding the eyes of the Broad- 
way pedestrian, you might advise him in a friendly way to 
come direct to New Orleans. He would find out that his 

powers of humbug were sadly overrated, even by himself. 
If he would live in this locality for a few weeks, and listen 
to the lecture rant of demagogues, or the shallow editorials 
of speculative newspaper flunkies, he would own lip that he 
was still green in the business. 

The Washington tailor's goose (Times) is giving lessons in 
low cunning wire-pulling at No. G6 St. Charles street. It is 
well known here that the parties conducting that sheet have 
had a Billingsgate set-to with “R. King Cutler,” a short time 
ago. Subject: Kellogg of the Custom-house. The three 
K’s vomited forth whole pamphlets of abuse on each other ; 
and the public acknowledge that if they never told the truth 
before, they did it on each other that time. ’Twas King 
Cutler against King Times and Kellogg. Well, King 
Times, still remembering King Cutler's unpleasant 
remarks on his fellow K., sent one of his multifaced 
imps of cunning to whisper into the ear of King Cutler 
to show his political strength at No. 66 St. Charles street, and 
let the people see he was not ambitious, by consenting, for 
their good, to slide down from King to Governor. A meeting 
was convened, of what is known here as 

“ Republican Con- 

servatives,” or (very) mild Union men; and were your cor- 

respondent asked, under* the influence ‘‘of which King, 
Bezonian? Speak or die,” I would say, under the influence 
of King Times, by all means. Candidates were named and 
nominated. Policemen, to be recorders, who would know 
and respect a profitable thief, and treat a useless honest man as 

he'd deserve; legislators and members of convention, toned down 
to constable aspirations, and good judges of mean whisky, 
were to be transferred to the courts with all their rum- 

blossomed honors thick upon them. There were altogether 
6eventy-six rebel and mild Union men nominated for some- 

thing at that meeting; and although there were out of the 
number nominated not less than fifty present, who, by their 
voice and approval, consented to what was done, as well as 

having full authority from the absent ones to use their names, 

yet there were seventy-six cards in the Times, stating that 

the names of the writers of those cards were used without 
their wish, knowledge or consent. Said cards were nearly 
all from rebels who (honest fellows) would not take an 

appointment from any source but the Democratic. 
The Times made over two hundred dollars on the card 

printing dodge—tried to catch any wavering Radical, or half- 
way rebel, that might be going around to let, as well as killing 
“ R. King Cutler.” Poor Cutler ! The very men who ad- 
vised him to show himself at No. 66 were the first to set the 
card trap in the Times. 

There was but one man, out of seventy-seven nominees, 
who had the pluck to tell the truth ; and that was Mathew 

Daly. He was nominated for Recordor of the First District. 
He alone was man enough to come out in a card among the 

pack and say lie gave both will and consent to it; but being 
honest, they deceived him, by nominating another for the 
same position. Think of Truth's per-eentage on New Or- 

leans office-seekers. One out of seventy-seven tells the truth, 
and he had a policeman smuggled in behind his back, for his 

place. Fo/ populi, vox Dei. 
I said the Times was giving lessons in low cunning. It is 

also receiving literary instruction, from the Bulletin of to-day, 
March23d—on pundits—names and their significance, “and in- 

significance, if the Times chooses to employ its powers of 

calling nicknames”—the most dangerous subject for the 
nerves of that paper that it could venture on; but every 
animal avails itself of the weapons which its nature or 

abilities have acquired. However, through the corrections 
of the Bulletin, the Times may be improved. In the general 
Radical making-up the people already see what we hope the 

i Times will soon be convinced of—what an overgrown, ignorant 
j bully it is. Advise Barnnm to come here and buy out the 

| whole concern—Times, Varieties theater, No. 66 St. Charles 
! street and all. “This is the white man’s country,” is still 
the logic of the Times. The whisky-shop patriots and side- 
walk orators of the day and the rebels are the white men. 

How to make it a white man’s country is to live on the labor 
of the negro. The white man cannot be white unless the 
black man is a slave; and lie who waf the most brutal slave 

whipper was the whitest man. 

Carpet-baggers and adventurers”—formerly the slave- 
owners’ dread, on account of their Democratic principles, 
their hatred of injustice and love of equal rights to all men. 

The man was surely venturesome who would risk his person, 
having such principles, in their aristocratic locality, where 
arrogant white laziness made itself a divinity that hedged it 
in like a king—no liberty of thought or speech, no patronage 
or support, no shares in the spoils of labor, >.*o earning the 

bread by the sweat of the brow,” until all Democratic notions 
were changed—until all ideas of equal rights are given up— 
until we think that God made no man inheriting those 
attributes but the white man. The other five or six different 
shades and colors, who are three-fourths of the world’s popu- 

lation, are miserable, unfinished beings—“halt made up, 

and so misshapen and unfashionable, that rebel dogs bark at 

them as they halt by.;’ So the carpet-bagger of a few years 
ago is to-day the aristocratic rebel, and fears the encroach- 
ments of real Democracy now, as when first he came a Demo- 
crat among them. 

l.et the carpet-baggers who came here a few years ago and 
feathered their nests be examined. Take our principal 
streets and pick them out as you know them. Some of them 
have made property on the labor of black hands, and now 

own houses. Go and have a talk with them at their own 

doors—hear their parrot-like imitations of each other—ask 
them the names of their children born within the last seven 

years, and you will find every name in their calendar of saints, 
from Jett'. Davis to Bill Mumford, from Red Bill to Charley 
Dreux, “ the first martyr to the Confederacy,” who once ad- 
dressed a crowd of such martyrs in Lafayette square, and 

enlightened the idiotic loafers by telling them that the 
“ Irish were lice, and that they should treat them like lice, 
by crushing them outbut Providence ordains it otherwise ; 
the Irish will crush out traitors to freedom, with God’s help, 
wherever they may be found, and will make this a freeman’s 

country. But this is not the American’s feeling, real or na- 

tural. It is but the effect of forced lessons, learned in the 

game of profit and loss, since true Democracy was given up 
and Southern slaveocracy adopted in its place. The carpet- 
bagger of to-day is an American, in the broad, national sense 

of the word, and a believer in universal freedom to man. 

The carpet-bagger of a few years ago is a rebel, a British pro- 
tection man, an anarchist, and if his own selfish notions are 

not accepted as articles of rule, he is ready to ruin. 
“Before the war a slave could command $500 or $1,000 in 

capital by mortgage or sale. Now a freedman cannot com- 

mand one day’s labor in advance.” So says the Times. But 
we never knew that the slave could command anything ex- 

cept the mule lie was driving. If that be the case, let us 

have him a slave immediately. But then the poor white 
man would have no chance; and I know there are plenty 
here who would have this a white man’s country. But what 
chance would he have by mortgage or sale to raise $500 or 

$1,000 on himself? No, no. It won’t do. We must have 
the white man at least as good as a slave, and as good a 

chance of getting his share of labor, not by the thousand 
dollars worth at once, with the master’s little privileges thrown 

in, but by a day’s, week’s or month’s wages, as it is earned, 
so that lie need not be afraid that his skill cannot compete 
with the master’s wealth, or that he must stand aside until 
the mortgaged chattel is served first. No, no ; let the white 
man have fair play. 

“ Washington had .slaves, and the Radicals would disfranchise 
him for that.” So says the Times and its readers and cotem- 

poraries. Washington did the best he could at the time 
when he kicked the crowned Alabama builder, that Johnson 
and minister Adams and others are now so fond of, out of 
the country, and tried to make it a free Republic. He did 
not quarrel with the Radicals of that day when they framed 
the constitution; and although they made that document say 
to the American people then, “ All men are born free and 

equal,” they were not called black and tan. Now a party of 
“rebel cberubims,” who continually cry Constitution, and 
tried by four years’ war to undo what it took Washington the 
most of bis life to do, and to do that which Jackson swore 

“by the Eternal” they should not do; still they cry out 

Constitution, liberty, etc., when the devils of avarice and 

anarchy are prompting them even now to destroy both. 

Yes, Washington had slaves—Connecticut had its “blue 
laws”—Salem burned,its witches—Brigham Young has his 
score of wives—rebellion has its god in gray, its swill-tub, 
the Times, and Mrs. Edmonson her “pro patria.” Now, to suit 

the rebel argument, let us sanctify the “ blue laws,” perpet- 
1 uate the “ black code,” keep on burning witches, give Brig- 
i ham a patent right for adultery, make him the Blackstone of 

crini. con.,” the precedent to decide all matrimonial rum- 

puses, point at bispoligamy authoritatively, be morally satis- 

fied with bis bigamy, and let our own passion-promptings 
be hid in the shadow of bis Brigamy, let us read the Times, 

j and pay for it, and see nothing in it but what is very suita- 
! file for that kind of reader who admires the Times, and when the 
debates in Congress or the Senate come to us filtered through 
the gall of the Times, and when it says the President is a 

patriot, the members of Congress traitors, the Convention 
“black and tan” bone soloists, their delight on the stage, 
their disgust when acting rational beings, swallow all with- 
out a thought, and hurra for the Times, who tried so hard 
ever since 1860 to keep the country united, except when it 

forgot itself through the etiects of a few little tits of official 

printing on the brain. Hurra for the Times! the tailor’s 

goose ! the Hancock flunky, the Kellogg right-bower, (bal- 
anced on two platforms sits Mr. Kellogg,) the President— 
Steedman—bung-starter, the Jenkins of every headquarters. 
Bully for the Times! Read Town Talk in the Times, and 
the old women’s talk of Mrs. Edmonson, and see that they 
are ?r «11 mental pro rat1* of the one equal to the 


