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One of the charges most frequent- | phor in his mouth, and a brihe in his

Iy preferred aegainst Irishmen is,
that they are ahsolutely unfitted for
any kind of business except that of
saloon-keeping or of manipulating
ward politics. Here is a most em-
phatic contradiction to this charge.
Mr. Lannan, a pure type of the
aboriginal Irishman, has made a|
sueecess of 4 jonrnalistie enterprise in
which Englishmen, Scotchmen and
Americans failed. It may be nrged
that the Gentile journalism of Utah
is beneath the standard of legitimate
newspaper morality, and thatis why
the superior intellects of Tullidge
and Sawyer failed in what Laopan
made a success. If that is so. a
hickory eonscience, and a petrified
soui has more to do with jonrnalistic
success than an educated mind, s
eomprehensive intellect, and an ex-
alted morality. '

But it is not with this special
province of journalism that T wisk
to deal. From Mr. Laonan the
mind patnrally turns to Mr. Mor
rison, of Avizona. This latter gen-
tleman, it appears, is also a success,
but in that special line for which
crities say he i8 adapted—politics.
Fo make the trisagle, ancther name
comes to minil, that of Mr. Lyneh,
foreman ¢f the grand inguisition
whieh indicted a dead bishop for
whistling “Down went McGinty to
the bottom of the sen.”” Mr. Lynch
may not be a native of lreland, but
you may as well try to disassociate
the moors of Connemara from Lhe
geography of [reland as to discon-
nect the name of Liyneh from Irish
history. In fact, it was a mayor of
Galway of that nume who gave us
the well-known phrase “Lynch-
law.»? It iz true there is a very
prominent gentleman in the South
named Lynch, but his eolor is too
prononnced to be of Celtic origin,
thongh his heart may be whiter than
that of hiz namesake.

Don’t think for a rdinute that I
am about to enter into the cheap
wit atdd stale satire usually indulged
in &bout natives of Ireland. Don’t
think that I am one of those who
gloat over the fanlts, errors and mis-
fortunes of Irishmen. On the con-
trary, I am one of the few that be-
lieve the very name of Ireland
sacred, and that if she had her
nroper meed she would indeed be the
tiret gem of the sea. That grand
high priest of poetry, Lord Byron,
said of one of Ireland’s sons, the
great Sheridan:

When the lond ery of trampled Hindostan

Arose to Heaven, in her appeal to man,
Ilia wae the thunder—Ilis the avenglng

Hrtls
The wrath—the delegated voice of God,
Whichk shook the nalions through his [ipe,

and blazed
THI vanqaished Senntora trembled asthey
pratged.

It was unother of Ireland’s sops,
the glorious Henry Grattan, who
uttered In an invective against
Flood the following worde:

With regard to theliberties of Amerj-
ca, which were insnparable from otrs,
I will snppose th'a gentleman to have
be-n an enemy, decided and unre-
served: that he voted against her lib.
erty, and veoted, rnoreover, for an ad-
dress to send 4000 Irish troops tocnt
the thronts of the Amerioans: that ha
has called these butohiers ‘‘armed
negotintors,’’ and stood with a meta. |
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pocket, a champion agalnst the righta
of America, the only hope of Ireland
and the only refuge of the liberties of
mankind.

Flood wasa :legunerate,debauched
Trishman, who asa i3ritish Jegislator
aecepted hribes to heip to send an
army of his countrymen to fight:
agalnst George Washinogton. M.
Grattan was not slow in characteriz-
ing the viper Flood in the proper
manner; and, remnembher, at this time
(110 years agu), to say a word in
England favorable to Amerlea was
about eqnal in our time to raiee a
voice in favor of fair-play for the
“Mormons.*”” Yes, it wagan Irish-
raan who proclaimed in the tecth of
British tories that America was “the
only refuge of the liberties of man-
kind.’* and the only hope of unfor-
tunate Ireland. To the honor of
Ireland’s men of genius, we invari-
ably find them on the right side—
always fighting againsttyranny and
oppreesion.

Unfortunately we find too many
of Lreland’s sous on the wrong ride.
But they are the offal of the Irish
race. KEvery man in the Irish
police force is a mative Irishman,
anid instances have been (reguent
where they shot down their own
relatives and kinsmen for the paltry
two rhillinge a day given by the
British government. The two most
despicable characters in Great
Britain today are two genuine
Roman Cutholic Irishmen. The
ohe is Captain O’Shen, the other
Puter (P Brien, recently appointed
Lord Chief Juostice of Ireland by
Ballour, because he packed juries to
convict (Gladstonites. The last
gentleman is known as “Peter the
Packer’’ from his dexterity in pack-
ing jaries.

Ag to the other, the Eaglish lan-
guage has no word forcible enough
to define his baseness. [ know of
bnt one word in any language to fit
him, and that is in the Mexican-
Sprnish “Covrone.*

Ag we have seen that [reland em-
braces all shades of humanity. from
the lowest to the highest, how is it
thut in the minds of Engiish and
indeed American writers. the aver-
age Irishman is invarinbly associated
with all that is vile and wicked in
bumanity? This is very easily ac-
counted for. It was first started by
4 gang of unserupulous preachers
and politicians who wanted to make
L[reland a farm for theii own benefit,
and sent the most dreadful accounts
of the country acroes te England.
It soon became commou in Kngland
that po law was too severe for lre-
iand, and Englishmen honestly be-
lieved that Ireland was savage.

An Epglishman who took it into
his head to investigate for himself,
actually croesed the chaunel to see
Ireland. ‘The result of his exper-
jences he embodied in a little poem,
and placed it hefore hisown country-
men. For the edification of the
triungle — Lynch, Lanpau and
Morrison, I cheerfully submit the
Saxon’s poem. Ho1s entitled “The
Native [rishman.’’ Hers it is:

c¢fore I came acroses Lhe aen
To this delightful place,

Ithought the native Irlsh were
A funny sort of race;

I thought they bore slul]eln(fh-sprigs,
And that they always said:

**Qch hone. accunhla, tare-An-ouns,
Begorra,” and bedad !’

I thought they sported crownless hata
With dhindeens in the rim ;

1 ikought they wore long trailing coats
And knickerbockers trim:

I thonght they went about the place
Aa tight as they eould get;

And that they alwaye hid a fight
With averyone they met.

I tlkought their nosas all turned up
Just 1ike a crooked pin; .

I thought their mouths pix 1nches wide
And alwaye on the ¢rin;

1 thonght their heads were made of stuff
Ap hurd as any nails;

I halt suepected that they were
Posscssed of little tails.

» -~ * - -

But when I eime aoto the land
0Of which I heard so mueh,
I found that the inhabitants
Were not entirely such;
I found their features were not all
Exacily ke baboons’;
I found that some wotre 'blllycocks.
And some had pantaloons.

Ifound their iceth wers quite a3 amalt
AB Europeans’ ure,
And that their ears, in poiot of aize,
Were not pecil-iar.
1 even s2iw & face or two
W hich miglit be handeome called;
And by their very largest feet
I was not much appalled.

I found them sober, now and then,
And even io the street,

It seems they do not have 8 fght
With ev'ry boy ther mest.

I ¢ven found some honest men
Among the very poor;

And I have heard some sentences
Which did not end with *shure.”

It secema that praues in their skins
Ale not their only food,

And tbhat they have a house or two
Which is not built of mud,

In fact, Lhey’re not al) brutes or fools,
And I suspect that when

They rule tﬁcmsnlves merll be as good,
Almost, as Kogliehmen

This is an actual experience. The
poem was recently published in a
Chicago jonrnsal for which Mr. Mor-
rison of New Mexico once corres-

onded. This Englishman went to
fl'e]nnd firmly believing that he
would find Mr. Morrison’s grand-
father decorated with a tail, He
also thonght to find Mr. Lanpan’s
progenitor afuc-simile of an onrang-
ontang} the Mayor Lynch of Galway
was suppoesed to be miuus panta-
loons, adorned with a tiptilted nose,
graced with a mouth from ear to ear,
and with teeth like the tusk of a
wild boar. No such thing; the Eng-
lishman found the Lynches, the
Lannang, and Morrisons much the
same as the restof humanity all the
world over.

On! shades of Bleridan, Burke
and Grattan! If from your geats in
the heavens tonight yon can behold
what is transpiring in Awerica, the
country you so gallantly upheld in
the face of royalty, treachery and
knavery, inspire with your heaven-
ly spirit some earthly form to pro-
claim and denounce the vilenesgsthe
meanness and depravity of a few of
your countrymaen in Utah who are
engaged in villifying honest menand
virtuous women, a8 did the carpet-
buggers of Ireland one hnndred
years ago. Inspire with your saered
spul some American orator %o de-
nounce the system of spoliation,
inisrepresentation and political dis-
franchisement now going on in the
@reat Republic of Washington, Jef-
ferson aud Adame. JUNFUS.
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