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To the Editors of the Irish Republic. 
When a people once lose power of self-government, and 

the management of their own affairs, internal, external, and 
I might add, eternal; when their language dies out, as well 
as the commerce that nursed it, and they become mere ten- 
ants at will, or aliens in the homes of their fathers, it is 
natural to suppose that their nationality is then on the de- 
cline, is becoming unpopular, unprofitable, and will, also, be 
crushed out by the parties who, for interested motives, attach 
themselves to the ruling power. 

The Irish child is dosed with every kind of education but 
a national one. ’Tis true lie has the love of home in his 
breast as a natural instinct; but it is more animal than 
national. It is a thing made up of merely local memories, 
often strengthened by the prejudice with which more distant 
localities are regarded, and seldom concentrated into national 
fraternity with all. If a peasant, he is taught to plow the 

furrow, as his father before him did; leaving plow, child and 
furrow unchanged; no improvement to lighten labor, no 

coaxing by skillful husbandry from earth her variety of gifts, 
contenting himself with the few that the penury of his life 
commands. 

If a mechanic, his field of ingenuity is limited. National 
struggles for inventive trophies are not for him. The crea- 

tive skill which he may possess finds no expanding stimulus 
where he lives and rots. The ships, with tapering mast, and 
graceful hull of “ Irish oak,” winged with home-spun can- 

vas, or propelled by some wonderful motive power, which 
the dreams of genius have embodied in iron frames, animated 
and pulsed by his intelligence, have not'yet filled the world’s 
eye with their Hibernian individuality. If the destinies of 
the Irish child are cast among what are miscalled the better 
classes, then family pride becomes the instinctive, self the 
consideration, and ancestry, not country or personal worth, 
the source of future presumptions. Eeligion, or what they 
call the “ Word of God,” fixed up for them by an English 
king and his tools. “Divine Eight,” “ Lord’s Anointed,” 
“Established Church,” “Holy Eoman Catholic Church,” 
these, and many other national humbugs, they are sure to 
suck in with mothers’ milk, and very often with fathers’ 
whisky; but all bringing different notions, ending in one: 

result—enslavement. 
The Christian of the crown learns to unite his God with, 

the government, and finds therein the “Divinity that shapes! 
his ends,” in office privileges, “ Pensions,” “Tithes,” “ Glebe: 
Lands,” Archbishop’s miters, Cardinal’s hats, distinctions ol' 
nobility, and army and navy commissions. The receivers oi’ 
all these, whether their religion be that of the “ Crown,” or 

the “Grand Lama ” of Italy and his sub-deities of “ Kerry” 
and “Dublin,” with their detective corps of Maynootli, all hold, 
nationality to be vulgarity and very unfashionable ignorance- 
Those people pray with unction for long life, health, and 

power, to the reigning Deity, that gives them a creed and a 

credential. 
The descendants of the piratical theorist, who told his 

robber followers to “trust in God and keep their powder 
dry,” still preserve their instincts of spoliation and anti- 
nationalism. The Englishman, whose parliam rntary duties; 
being for'the time suspended, and taking a notion to visit, 
these extra loyal Irish, would be as much bolhered as the: 
task-masters of Pharaoh, when the identity of the Israelite was. 

lost, in the language of the Egyptian, might say with them: 
“Well, no matter, they are all slaves alike, of that I am 

sure.” 
If the youths of Ireland had received a (rue national 

training, by private advice, or public example, they would, 
not be to-day the mere hired bandits of Britain. They would, 
scorn to help her army and navy to enslave and tyrannizes 
other people that they might the more firmly bind their own.. 

The Castlereighs of a few years ago and the Wellingtons; 
may be safely classed with the Lord Mayos of to-day, as sad 
specimens of Irish nationality. And the Church dignitary, 
and the law lord, who stand on the people’s altars, or sit in 
their temples of justice, render such decisions as will wipe 
out the very meaning of the word nationality from the 

memory of the poor—the rich have lost it long ago. In one 

of the holy fables fixed up to stupify our children, instead oi’ 
giving them something to make them practically sensible, 
we read that one Lucifer was a bright and shining light 
until he became “uncanny,” as the Scotch would say, or 

until he lost his nationality—God’s first gift—and became 
unheavenly, and turned to be the wicked devil he is now 

supposed to be. So the printing presses, which were said to 
be fit for a neAV constellation among the heavenly bodies, have 
been turned into Lucifers in all parts of their namesake’s 
dominions; and of those in Ireland there is not the shadow 
of a hope that a “St. Patrick will ever start into being, and 
banish the noxious reptiles ; those vipers that sting humanity 
in its most heavenly parts—their God-like reason, wherein 
are treasured the jewels of experience that illustrate the 

book of life, and turn it to a foul, festering, lucre-absorbing 
abyss—eating away their nationality, and like “the worm 

that never dieth,” keeps ever gnawing for gain, gain, gain. 
The same may be said, with one or two exceptions, of the 
whole of the Irish press in America. What emigrant eve* 

landed here who did not fall a victim to one or other of 
those venal politico-religionists ? When have the Irish in 
America been without one of those literary apothecaries 
who mix up politics, religion, Irish feudal folly and self-in- 

terest, in frothy doses, for the vain, silly, shallow and credu- 

lous, who would fight like a “ Lynch,” or a “ Donohue,” for 
their own pet dime-catching tenets? 

When were we without a Freeman's Journal, to enslave its 

simple minded readers, and leave its “ Abbe” editor without 
the pale of moral restraint, to dole out twaddle in his stupid 
sheet, and call it religion—to sell his countrymen (after first 

making them fit to be sold by reading his journal) to an 

Austrian adventurer, who wanted some of the old raw 

material which tyrants generally use for cannon-ball stoppers, 
that the blackleg gambling for a throne might be enabled to 

have some of those flunkys, made on the ould Irish pattern, 
at his feet to worship him? This done, he would then send 
the colored American back to the tender mercies of the slave 
driver’s lash, and perhaps whisper to the God he insulted 
when going to bed after his good work— 

The mercy I to others show, 
That mercy show to me.” 

When have we been without an Irish-American, who would 
narrow to the capacity of himself and his few fossil readers, 
the millions whose awakening powers of thought are burst- 
ing the rotten ligaments with which such things as he have 
tried to fetter them ? 

When have we been without a Pilot, who would still keep 
Ireland a 

“ phantom barque,” sailing in the dark and narrow 

channels of ignorance, avarice and oppression, leaving her 
to haunt the highway of nations, as the unblessed spirit of 
storms and discord ? 

We have, also, a Vindicator, who never vindicated any of 
his own rights, in his own home, where all rights were denied 
him ; but who howls here in concert with traitors over self- 
made evils. The man who sits calmly by and will not pre- 
vent the wrongs inflicted on his own mother, will not right the 
wrongs of another with whom he has not even companion- 
ship. But treason is now the stock-in-trade with literary 
peddlers, and by hawking it from hall to hall, and measuring 
it out by the lecture, they can yet find gulls to be caught with 
the glitter and tinsel of their counterfeit wares—mere news- 

paper patronage—tricks of those traveling tinkers, who, 
for a few meanly-made dollars, would patch up the old 
cauldron of slavery, from which every sense has leaked 
out, leaving nothing but party spirit at the bottom. 

We have Citizens teaching perjury and rebellion to a gov- 
ernment they were sworn to uphold, and discord and disunion 
to their own countrymen. 

We have Catholic this, and Christain that, who are mere 

stage-prompters to a set of windy orators, who whine their 
nonsense into the ears of their dupes, and keep stirring them 
up with sanctified editorials, or long speeches now and then, 
as the keeper of a menagerie would stir up his animals with 
a long pole. 

We have self-made heroes on paper, and off, who stick to 
the public pocket with the tenacity of a muscle to a rock, 
one acting savage, and the other trying to nail (Neill) him. 
Were they as zealous to show the people the weak-brained 
fancies that generally keep them divided, as they are to 

divide, how much better it would be. Could those social 
wedges turn their sharp points a moment from king log, (the 
people,) and present their blunt heads, it would be better— 
could they forget self, and remember duty, it would be better 
still; but they prefer divisions, that they may show the ould 
blood, by scolding each other, a little. IIow many of the 
people’s care-takers, political or clerical, are trying to lead 
them from faction to facts, from fiction to force ? When the 
poor outcast leaves his Irish home, with a feeble pulse of 

nationality and reason struggling for existence within him, but 
kept down by prince and priest, lord and law, he has but to 
be enfranchised here, and with the novelty of being a parti- 
cipator in the freedom of the ballot, six out of every ten 
become utterly -worthless. The newspaper hack repeats the 
home dose, which kept reason and common sense ever on the 
sick list; he becomes an interested and violent pocket convert 
to some ward demagogue, and then farewell to shame, to 
honesty, to love of country, to all “a long farewell.” The 
ignoramus becomes a loud-mouthed, drunken politician, 
aspiring to double his official pay, but no aspirations of 

creditably performing his duties. But this utter abandon- 
ment of principle for place and pay, seeking offices which 
they are totally unfit to fill, is merely following the Amer- 
ican example, and cannot be carried out much longer without 
producing their natural results. What have we to hope for ? 
what has the world to hope for ? When we see a people 
shouting for a nation’s destroyers to govern them, and all 
smitten with the mania of self-seeking—to ruin by dishonesty 
while they are ruling, and to ruin anyhow if the cannot 
rule ? 

If the Irish were free to-morrow, and had to form a new 

government, many are of the opinion that the enlightened 
refugees of America w'ould be the proper ones to mould her 
a new constitution. But, alas ! I fear the reverse would be the 
better plan. Such a political element as foams and seethes 
in our large cities would corrupt her beyond all hope of 
future redemption. There is not a sign in the mental hori- 
zon of our people that would encourage the true Irishman to 

wish she were free to-day—death is generally the consequence of a 

premature birth. Their petty antagonism does not do it, their 
political impurities forbid it, their religious intolerance deny 
it, and their blind leaders prevent it. There are not among 
all the mental instructors which claim the right of guidance 
in matters political and religious, which, combined, give na- 

tionality, that attempt to break down the mountain of errors 

which for years has stood between them and their right to self- 
government, but two, namely,the (late Dublin) Irish People and 
The Irish Repuhlic, and from the many enemies the latter 
has gained, one may judge how deficient the multitude are 

in that independence of thought which bespeaks strength of 
mind and gives self-reliance. 

The Irish press at home, though laboring under many 
disadvantages, are in a still more hopeful condition 
than many under the control of our naturalized mentors. 
There they are either for the government or the people; 
their readers have no difficulty in telling which side 
they are on. Here, in many cases, they are neither 
American, English, nor Irish, but miserable politicians, 
tooling it for mere things, who are nondescripts like them- 
selves. Their national measures are in the rum shops, their 
patriotic spirit is in their stomachs, their commonwealth in 
their pockets. For that they’ve bartered love of freedom, 
manhood and nationality. But, God help them, it is all on 

the American pattern—they will only have to follow suit with 
those who set them the example, by toadying to the English, 
and when they are totally denationalized, and unmanned 
themselves, they can join their American confreres in appoint- 
ing flunky Adams once more to represent them at the Court 
of Saint James. The saints prasarve us! P. E. C. 

-<i— >-- 

Penciling^ From Paris. 
A FESTIVE FUNERAL FOR THE NATIONALITIES—DANIEL 

MANIN AND THE REPUBLIC OF VENICE — AUSTRIAN 
PROGRESS—ADMIRAL FARRAGUT AND THE POPE—THE 
MARSEILLAISE AGAIN—JAMES STEPHENS—ARRESTS IN 
IRELAND—WAIFS AND STRAYS. 

March 27, 1868. 
The event most significant of this week, for the national- 

ists of the old world, and indeed, for the matter of that, for 
the nationalists of all the world, is the translation of the 
remains of Daniel Manin from Paris to Venice. A deputa- 
tion of French democrats had been appointed to accompany 
them; but the mean dastardliness of this Imperial Govern- 
ment in deporting them privately to the Italian frontier— 
such was the fear of demonstration in Paris—deprived the 
French democrats of the privilege of being with them so far. 
In France there was no pageant; in Italy there was much, 
and justly so. When the democrats did start on their errand, 
they were escorted by political spies to the frontiers of our 

free empire—which they ought to have considered an honor. 
But, such is the perversity of human nature, they seem to 
consider this mark of attention an insult. For my part, 1 
look on it as a thing to rejoice at; for it is at once an 

acknowledgment of the consciousness of its own weakness by 
enthroned Power, and a homage of the kind success some- 

times renders to beaten worth. 
Is it needful that 1 should tell your readers who and what 

Daniel Manin was? Born in Venice when the “desolate 
cloud” had already hung some years over her “lovely 
walls,” he took in mind and hand the glorious task of free- 
ing her. There was no healthy public opinion in Venice; 
he created and fostered one. When the movement of the 
people commenced, in ’48, he brought the Venetians breast 
to breast with it; with an unarmed people he took the arsenal 
from the Austrian garrison, and became, by the popular will 
himself dictator of Venice, as he was the soul of the repub- 
lican feeling.” PioNono—and I pray you to mark this well 
—sent his benediction to the new Republic. The Church is 
against systems of government not always—when they are 

successful. And the Church itself, is not its constitution 
republican ? The Pope’s successor, is he not chosen by a 

secret vote of that puissant secret society, the College of 
Cardinals? When Manin applied to Palmerston for Eng- 
land’s recognition of his republic, did England vouchsafe it? 
Oh, no! And what was the excuse delivered by Mr. Daw- 
kins, British Consul at Venice? She dreaded a European 
war, because her army organization was insufficient, and she 
hated republics, because they gave a bad crumple to her Indian 
subjects. How naive! 

But the reaction came in ’48, and Manin’s republic fell, 
not, however, without a glorious defense of eighteen months 
which nearly drove old lladetzky mad. Manin came to 
Paris after the fall of his beloved Venice, and remained here 
till death relieved him from exile. Eow that a free Venice 
welcomes back his bones, France, from whose hands the 
freedom of that Venice ostensibly came, refuses to honor the 
ceremony with official recognition. Who was the best friend 
ol \ enetian ireedom after Manin ? I have my theory on 
that point. Manin nursed the seed of patriotism—a Prus- 
sian scientific man, who invented an engine of destruction 
that changed the face of Europe in a day, the day of Sadowa, 
supplied the sunshine that brought it to maturity. Venice 
has given the hospitality of a glorious tomb to Daniel Manin; 
it should rear a colossal statue—not a Cleopatra’s needle, but 
a newer, more formidable needle—beside the Lions of St. 
Mark to Herr von Dreyse. That old poet-philosopher, Vic- 
tor Hugo, has written a letter to Venice anenl this national 


