
Thus itis th>t the
'
Daily Telegraph,' like Mr Froude."eeeared"

when it looksat the Irishcharacter andatIrishsubjects.— 'Universe.'

Andyet a few days after it suggests thata more fitting title for
MrFroude's work would bo

"
Home Rule in the Old9n Time," ani

thanproceeds to dish up and spice Mr Froude's calumnies for the
Englishpalate,and enjoy the confection with evident relish. Andthen, after sneeringat the idea ofIrelanc's independence,it windsupa
bitter diatribe against some of the greatest names inIrishhistoryby
the followingnonsequitur:

—
"HenceHomeRuleis the worstpoliticalabmirdityever demandedby clever men, and the Irish ought to thank Mr Froude for telling

them the truth."

It was only the other day thata portionof Tom Moore's library
was brought forward for sale by Messrs Puttick and Simpson,auctioneers, with the other belongings of departedauthors, wits,and
statesmen. The collectionwas an interesting one, on variousaccounts,
some from Moore's handwriting. One contains manuscript poems,
somehaving been immediately used inconnection withhis works. A
set of amonthly magazine, " Mythologia Hibernia,' 1791-3, contains
the lines:

"In this magazine appearedthe fir.it verses of mine that
were ever published.

—
T.M." A copy of a dictionary presentedto

th« poet by the Earl of Essex,as Bhownby this capitalinscription:
"These books of many words are offered as a small tribute of sincere
friendship toThomas Moore,Esq.,by one who, withmany others,has
sharedthe charmof his delightful words, still more fascinating when
accompaniedby the delightful strains which no onebuthimself can
give them.

—
Essex." A copy of Byron's poetm, on various occasions,"New work, 1806," is valuable

—
as correctingLowndes inhis state-ment, that itwas publishedin1808— ashaving intimationb inMoore's

writingof the poems notyet reprintedin the "Houra of Idleness."For thenote to "Doubtless, Sweet Girl," to this effort:"Miss How-
son, a beautiful girl, afterwardsmarried theBey. W. Jackson." A
curious work is a copy of a divertissement,founded on"

Lalla Ttoolch,"
presented at theChateauRoyalatBerlin, in January, 1822:"Pen-
dent;lesjour de la grandDnc Nicholas et Duchfluse AlexandraFeodo-
rano." Moore k&a added this characteristic note:Cl As far aaIcanlearn, my old friendLallahas not had justice doneher."

—
Correspon-

dentof« lrishTimes.'

NEW LIGHTS INIRISH HISTORY.
Tothose whose views are darkenedby the hazeof ExeterHall,*ud
who hate Ireland and Catholicity as a certain notoriety hates holywater,Mr James AnthonyFroude's work,"The English in IrelandintheEighteenthCentury," vols.11. and111., willprovea welcomeandseasonable production. We have had occasion, Borne time back,todraw .the attention of our readers to Mr Froude's characteras ahistorian,and to the dual hostility he invariably manifests towards
theIrish peopleand the religion theyprofess. Had Ireland followedtke exampleofEngland, andthrownoff the yoke of obedience to theHolySee at thebidding of a sacrilegious andbloodthirsty tyrant, the"SupremeHead" of the AnglicanChurch;had sheyielded tobribesandmenaces,to the logic of the gibbet and the dungeon, and taken
part withEngland in her schism and apostacy, she would be to-day
■pared the indignities and calumnies heaped upon her by British
writersandso-calledhistorians

—
men who digupout ofthepast everyfoulaspersionand groundless imputation tobe foundin manufacturedStatepapers and lying records, and call this trash andrubbish the

materials for history. IfIretandis nolongerpersecutedbypenallaws
"he is pretty well abused from platform andinprint inEngland. If
the swordis not raisedto strike her, the penis wielded torevileher./When amanlike Mr Froude has the daring to comeforward as theof that human monster Henry VIII., weneed not wonderifhehold uptoadmiration the persecuting and exterminatingCrom-well, the Attilla of the Irish people, the scourge of theirland,the
unsparing Vandal and the heartless tyrant;the strangestmixture ofenthusiasm, hypocrisy,andambition presented tousby history,ancientormodern;the most extraordinary compound of villainy,baseness,
coarse familiarity,ani idle buffoonery to be foundin the annals of
mankind. Itcould scarcely be imagined that anymanliving out of
Coomassie or the realm of Dahomey would have the unblushing
audacity tosuggest, as Mr Froude has done, that the incompletesub-
jugation of Ireland was owing to the timidity with which English
statesmencarried out the abominable penallaws. MrFroudeis notvery tender to thememories of thoseEnglish statesmenof the seven-
teenthandeighteenth centuries,because theylackedvigor incarrying
out theDraconic legislation of that period;because, in other words,they did not follow up theconfiscations, the sacrileges, the murders,
the robberies of Cromwellandhis fanatical followers, who swept overIrelandlike a swarm of Huns, spreading distractioneverywhere,and
leaving onlyruin, misery,and the voiceofwailingbehind them. Theauthoritiesonwhom Mr Froude relies for his charges of atrociouscruelties andsavageoutrages against the Irish peasantry were men of
theLydfordJury stamp, whoweresaid to

hangand draw,And titin judgmentafter.
MrFroude has a great love for one-sided evidence. Themanwhocouldhave the worldbelieve that in the Cromwell papersin the

CottonLibrary end the Rolls House may be read true accusations
against tho monks,anda justification for rootingout the whole mon-astic system,may well ask his credulous readers toplaceimplicit faithie theofficial documents of Dublin Castle. Because theIrishpeoplc
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THE FOUR-LEAVED SHAMROCK.
BY.

"
MTXO

"
O* THB NATIOJT.

Oldrhymers tell ofamagic spell
Inthe four-leavedshamrock steepedi1the dew,

Buthere it lies,underneath my eyes,
And whatcanits vaunted virtues do ?

Canit make life last, orrevoke thepast,
Canitease the canker of-care andpain?

Or lightup the gloombeyond the tomb,
Or thehope ofyouthin ourbloodagain?

Can itdry the tearsoflong,long years,
Or fondheartß partedunite oncemore?

Or, whenpassionsroll round the troubled soul,
The calm and the sunshine of peace restore?

When a death-darkpall,and the tyrants' thrall,
Hang over a nationinquick decay,

Can it touchits heart, andbidlife restart,
Orrend from its limbsthe fettersaway?

Coulditgive thepow'r, in this fleetinghour,
To glad sad hearts witha life ofbliss,
Iwould yieldit thrice told, this hour tobehold

PoorIreland'sjoy inabalm like this
—

To restoreher Chiefs fromtheir prisongriefß,
Tobeholdher creed andher children free,

And the earth might roll in weedsand dole—
Thissight wereall earthly bliss tome.

Oh, 'tissweet tostand onournative land,
When the night mistsrise and the dawnappears,

Andagain tobehold, fromhermountains bold,
The gravesandskrines of two thousandyears.

Butdearer far to traceFreedom's star,
'Midchains,and gloom,aadcold sceptic scorn,

Till we see itshed its light on the head
Ofa risen Chief, like aSaviourborn!

But, frailleaf, you possess not thispower tobless;
'Tis alone in thehearts andminds of men;

Whenour feuds give place, aunitedraceMay rise toFreedom,but not till then.
Not inidle grief,nor in withering leaf,

Notmen disseveredlike sea-washed sands;
But withtrust in God, on their native sod,

And theirnakedswordsin their redrighthands-

wouldnottamely lie down like whippedepanielswhile their libertieswerecrushed, their religion outraged, their consciences fettered,andtheir country turned into a garrison;because they rose from time totune to defend their property and their lives; because they madechrome efforts toregain their independence, and throw off a gallingdespotism and an ignominious servitude, therefore, are they stig-matized by the Froudites as cut-throßts and miscreants. Impartialhistory will show that the worstagrarian crimes committed inIrelandhavebeenowing to the corruption of the tribunals of justice in thatcountry,when there was no law for a Cathoic save the law ofex-termination, and whena Society was organized la Dublin, called theUnitedIrishmen, whose chief aim was to steadfastly and resolutelyopposethe system of corrupt government of thecountry, which wasgoading thepeopleon to periodic resistanceto their oppressors. TheIrish peoplehad unfortunately torecur to a "
wild justice" todefendthemselves against theirpersecutors. They weredrivenintocrime bythe cruelties practiced on them, and their ownpowerlessnessto obtainredress by legitimate means. But these crimes lack the turpitudeand meanness which Mr Froude would attach to them,but whichusually characterize the atrocities that yearafter year weredisclosed

at an,English assize. When, as ArthurYoungwrotenearlyahundredyearsago,
"

the domineering aristocracy of 500,000 Protestants feelthe sweets ofhaving 2,000,000 of slaves," it is not tobe wonderedatif a system of religious separation, fanatical bigotry, and legalized
persecution nurtured the rassions of the Irish peasantry, anddrovethem indespair to take the law intotheirownhands. ButMrProude
is oneof those who call every struggle made by the Irishpeoplein.
their self-defence by the odious nameof

"rebellion," and who see the
elementsof premeditatedandcold-blooded guilt in these excessesinto
which the Irish people w^ere precipitated by the cruelties to which,
they^ were subjected. But while Mr Froude dwells with savage
unction over the atrocities of the Irish peasantry,he unscrupulously
witholdsfromhis readers the factsthat wouldbear witness to the pro-
vocation they had recieved. As a writer in the 'DailyTelegraph'
saysinanable reviewof MrFroude's work:

—
MrFroudedoes not do anything like full justice to the excesseson theother side

—
the judicialmurdersexecutedby the orderorwith

the connivance of the Government, and the abominablecrueltiesper-
petratedin the latter yearsof the rebellionand manyyearsafterwards
by theorganized Orangemen. Hehas a short wayof writinghistory
on these subjects;he consults the State Paper Office, andbelieves
everyofficial record;he reads the popular records, and treats them
all asPopish fabrications.

And this is theman whois to delineatetheIrishcharacterin allhistoric truthfulness tohisprejudiced countrymen! Ne«d we wonder
if Mr Froude finds occassonally a mare's neat among the lying
chroniclesof Dublin Castle? For instance, the veraciousMr Froude
has made the wonderful discovery that Wolfe Tone was ready to sell
country for a small post under Government

—
one of the basert

calumnies ever uttered. And what opinion shall we form of Mr
Froude'shistoricaccuracy whenhe tells us that the immortalFather
O'Leary wasa spy in thepayof Pitt?— oneof the greatest libHs ever
pennedagainst the memoryofa devotedpriestandpatrioticJrishman.This is the writer over whom the 'Daily Telegraph' growshot and
cold. One day it accuseshim of garblinghistory,suppressing impor-
tant facts, and of " seeing red

"
when he "

comes across RomanCatholicsand their priests." It says,in the critique already referred
to:

—"Nor can we,without something like revulsion, write that while
MrFroudeenters into thedetailsofeveryatrociousoutrage commited
by the peasantry,he always excuseswherehedosenot slur over the re-
taliatory crimes of the authorities, the troops, and the Protestant
settlers."
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