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PUBLISHER’S NOTE 
The following is a collection of letters published in The United 

Irishman newspaper in 1848 by the newspapers’ owner and chief 

editor John Mitchel, the letters being addressed mainly to the 

then-Earl of Clarendon, George Villiers who was the lord 

lieutenant of Ireland, and the then British Prime Minister Lord 

John Russell. 

The United Irishman was openly belligerent in its tone, 

unapologetically seditious and in his letters to Clarendon and 

Russell, Mitchel’s vehement and defiant rhetoric makes that 

abundantly clear: 

“An exact half-century has passed away since the last Holy War waged in 

this island, to sweep it clear of the English name and nation. And we differ 

from the illustrious conspirators of Ninety-Eight, not in principle—no, not 

an iota—but as I shall presently shew you, materially as to the mode of 

action. Theirs was a secret conspiracy, —ours is a public one. They had 

not learned the charm of open, honest, outspoken resistance to 

oppression: and through their secret organization you wrought their ruin; 

—we defy you, and all the informers and detectives that British 

corruption ever bred. No espionage can tell you more than we will 

proclaim once a week on the house-tops.” 

The United Irishman was hugely popular but also short-lived, 

only being able to publish 16 editions before Mitchel was 

arrested and the paper eventually suppressed. Mitchel was thus 

convicted and sentenced to 14 years deportation, settling in Van 

Diemen’s Land (now Tasmania) then the United States, where 

he became, rather controversially, a staunch supporter of the 

Confederates during the American Civil War, before finally 

returning to his native Ireland in 1874, being elected as an 
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abstentionist MP for Tipperary shortly before his death the 

following year. 

Continuing on with our recent additions to our John 

Mitchel collection, we give you Mitchel’s Letters To Lords 

Clarendon and Russell. 

AN CHARTLANN. 
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TO THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL 

OF CLARENDON, 

ENGLISHMAN; CALLING 

HIMSELF, 

HER MAJESTY’S LORD LIEUTENANT 

GENERAL AND GENERAL GOVERNOR OF 

IRELAND. 

From the first edition of the United Irishman, 12 February 1848 

MY LORD, To you, as the official representative of foreign 
dominion in our enslaved island, I mean to address a few plain 
words upon the aim and design of this new journal, THE 
UNITED IRISHMAN: with which your Lordship and your 
Lordship’s masters and servants are to have more to do than 
may be agreeable either to you or to me. 

These words shall be so very plain, that even if your 
Lordship vouchsafe to read them, I count upon your being 
unable (because you are a Whig and a diplomatist) to 
understand them in their simple meaning. I am going to mystify 
“the Government” and the lawyers by telling the naked truth, 
whereof they are all hereby to take notice. 

Simply, then, THE UNITED IRISHMAN newspaper has 
been undertaken by men who see that the sway of your nation 
here is drawing near its latter day—who know that all its 
splendid apparatus of glittering soldiers and conciliating 
statesmen, all its obscure and obscene lower world of placemen, 
place-beggars, place-jobbers, spies, special jurors, informers, and 
suborners—that is all a weak imposture, an ugly night-mare 
lying on the breast of our sick state—that it is made up of prestige, 
and maintained by “striking terror,” and needs but charm of 
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Truth, a few true words spoken, a few bold deeds done—and the 
whole hideous brood will vanish like foul fiends at cock-crow. 

Yes, indeed; these men believe full surely that they, even 
they, young men, undistinguished men, without arms in their 
hands, money in their purse, or a party at their back, are more 
than a match for the British Government in Ireland; can abolish 
the prestige and that præternatural terror (shadows which shake 
men’s souls more than the substance of ten thousand soldiers); 
and can then, almost without an effort, grasp the monster by the 
throat and drag him, strangled, forth from his enchanted 
“Castle.” 

I am now, in order the better to confound your politics, 
going to give you a true account of the means we intend to use, 
and of the rules, signs, and pass-words of our new United Irish 
Society Lodge A. 1. —They are so simple that you will never 
believe them. 

An exact half-century has passed away since the last Holy 
War waged in this island, to sweep it clear of the English name 
and nation. And we differ from the illustrious conspirators of 
Ninety-Eight, not in principle—no, not an iota—but as I shall 
presently shew you, materially as to the mode of action. Theirs 
was a secret conspiracy, —ours is a public one. They had not 
learned the charm of open, honest, outspoken resistance to 
oppression: and through their secret organization you wrought 
their ruin; — we defy you, and all the informers and detectives 
that British corruption ever bred. No espionage can tell you 
more than we will proclaim once a week on the house-tops. 

If you desire to have a Castle detective employed 
about THE UNITED IRISHMAN Office in Trinity-street I shall 
make no objection, provided the man be sober and honest. If Sir 
GEORGE GREY or Sir WILLIAM SOMERVILLE would like to 
read our correspondence, we make him welcome for the 
present,—only let the letters be forwarded without losing a post. 
So that you see we get rid of the whole crew of informers at once. 
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Now as to our positive action—Your Lordship, I believe, 
has read the Prospectus of our journal—in fact, I know you 
have:—Well, we count upon a great circulation for this weekly 
sheet of ours, amongst the industrious classes both in town and 
country all Ireland over; and we do really intend to preach and 
enforce the various principles there set down, to follow the same 
to all their consequences, and to point out in plain language the 
directest means of putting them into practice. Just take our third 
axiom, that the Life of a peasant is as scared as the Life of a 
nobleman—why it seems a truism, and yet it is denied and set at 
nought by all your “laws,” as you call them. But consider what 
follows from that truth; consider all its practical bearings, and 
how, if once apprehended and laid to heart by the people, it is 
likely to be realized; think of the collateral questions involved—
”if there be a surplus, who are the surplus?”—”the hard-
working or the idle?”—”surplus once ascertained, how to be got 
rid of?” and the like; and then imagine how these questions are 
likely to find solution amongst “an excitable peasantry.” Yet 
they are fair and legitimate questions, nay, pressing, life-or-
death questions: and we mean in the columns of this UNITED 
IRISHMAN to argue, discuss, illustrate, and, if possible, 
determine them. 

We will do the like by the other maxims in our Prospectus: 
— That legal and constitutional agitation in Ireland is a 

delusion:  
— That every man (except a born slave, who aspires only 

to beget slaves and die a slave,) ought to have ARMS and to 
practise the use of them:  

— That no good thing can come from the English 
Parliament. 

I shall not insult your Lordship’s excellent understanding 
by pointing out to you all the manifest consequences that follow 
from these plain truths. But the people are not so acute—they 
need to have every one of these matters elucidated for them one 
by one, and set in all possible points of view; for indeed they are 
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a simple and credulous people, and have had much base 
teaching. They have been taught, for instance, that “patience and 
perseverance” in rags and starvation is a virtue—that to eat the 
food they sow and reap is a crime, and that “the man who 
commits a crime [this sort of crime] gives strength to the enemy. 
They were not taught by these bad teachers to avoid real crimes, 
lying, boasting, cringing, rearing up their children as beggars, 
taking their children’s bread and giving it unto dogs. None of all 
this they learned yet; but please God they shall. 

It is against the “law” it seems, to preach all this; and your 
Lordship and the “law-officers,” I have heard say, will 
overwhelm me with an indictment—and indeed I am told the 
worthy Chief Justice, at Clonmel lately, (where he was “striking 
terror” into Tipperary), on seeing the programme of this paper, 
did roll his eyes like a carnivorous ogre, and then and there 
christened it the Queen’s Bench Gazette; never doubting that he 
would make a meal of it one day in his den at Inn’s-quay. 

Yes, of course you will prosecute before long; in self-
defence, I hope, you must; —that you will bid the sheriff to bid 
Mr. PONDER (that, I think, is the gentleman’s name) not to pack 
the jury. A high-minded English nobleman, a conciliatory and 
ameliorative nobleman, so gracious at Lord Mayor’s feasts, so 
condescending at Antient Concerts, so blandly benignant at 
reunions of literary persons, —surely such a nobleman as this 
will not play with loaded dice, or with marked cards, to juggle 
away an accused man’s liberty or life. No, I feel that I have only 
to mention the circumstance in order to make you hasten to 
arrange this point with the worthy sheriff. 

But lest there should be any mistake, I will tell you what I 
shall do—there shall be no secrets from you. I intend, then, to 
pay special regard to the jury lists, to excite public attention 
continually to the jury arrangements of this city; and, above all, 
to publish a series of interesting lectures on “the office and duty 
of jurors,” more especially in cases of sedition, where the “law” 
is at one side, and the liberty of their country at the other. 
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I need say no more. You must now perceive that this same 
anticipated prosecution is one of the chief weapons wherewith 
we mean to storm and sack the enchanted Castle. For be it 
known to you, that in such a case you shall either publicly, 
boldly, notoriously, pack a jury, or else see the accused rebel 
walk a free man out of the Court of Queen’s Bench—which will 
be a victory only less than the rout of your Lordship’s redcoats 
in the open field. And think you that in case of such a victory, I 
will not repeat the blow? And again repeat it, —until all the 
world shall see that England’s law does not govern this nation? 

But you will pack? You will bravely defy threats and 
bullying, and insolent public opinion, and do your duty? You 
will have up THE UNITED IRISHMAN before twelve of your 
Lordship’s lion-and-unicorn tradesmen who are privileged to 
supply some minor matters for the viceregal establishment? Will 
you do this, and carry your conviction with a high hand? I think 
you will, nay, I think you must, if you and your nation mean to 
go on making even a show of governing here. 

Well, then, I will have other men ready to take up my 
testimony—ready and willing. Oh, Porsena CLARENDON! to 
thrust their hands into the blazing fire until it be extinguished. 
But you will ask for additional “powers?” You will resort to 
courts-martial, and triangles, and free quarters? Well, that, at 
last, will be the end of “constitutional agitation,” and Irishmen 
will then find themselves front to front with their enemies, and 
feel that there is no help in franchises, in votings, in spoutings, 
in shoutings, and toasts drank with enthusiasm—nor in any 
thing in this world save the extensor and contractor muscles of 
their right arms, in these and in the goodness of God above. To 
that issue the “condition of Ireland question” must be brought. 

I trust you are now aware of all our open secret. In plain 
English, my Lord Earl, the deep and irreconcilable disaffection 
of this people to all British laws, lawgivers, and law-
administrators shall find a voice. That holy Hatred of foreign 
dominion which nerved our noble predecessors fifty years ago, 
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for the dungeon, the field, or the gallows, (though of late years it 
has worn a vile nisiprius gown and snivelled somewhat in courts 
of law and on spouting platforms), still lives, thank God! and 
glows as fierce and hot as ever. To educate that holy Hatred, to 
make it known itself, and avow itself, and at last fill itself full, I 
hereby devote the columns of the UNITED IRISHMAN, 

And I have the honour to be, &c., &c. 
John Mitchel 
12, Trinity-street, 
12th February, 1848. 
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TO LORD CLARENDON, HER 

MAJESTY’S AMELIORATOR-

GENERAL AND GENERAL 

DEVELOPER OF IRELAND 
From United Irishman (No. 5), 11th March, 1848. 

 
MY LORD, – I am glad to see, by Lord Lansdowne’s speech, that 
your lordship’s attention is turned to THE UNITED IRISHMAN. 
If you attend to it regularly, you may hear of something to your 
advantage: but I have not leisure to-day (being occupied with 
more important matter) to do more than congratulate you on 
your wisdom in resolving not to prosecute this journal. Let Lord 
Stanley rave – let the Times rant – let the Evening Mail roar, and 
let me alone. 

Lord Lansdowne’s reason, indeed, for letting my treason 
escape, is false and libellous, as one might expect from a Whig 
minister. He says that the “want of character” of the persons who 
write this paper, and whom he calls “young gentlemen of no 
property,” deprives their efforts of mischievous effect: and he 
further says that he “concurs with Lord Stanley, that there is no 
extent of sedition, of falsehood, and of exaggeration, to which 
these young gentlemen of no property will not resort.” Now, 
Lord Stanley has said nothing of the kind. On the contrary, he 
attributed honesty, earnestness, and incorruptibility to the writers 
of THE UNITED IRISHMAN. 

But I take Lard Lansdowne’s reason for not prosecuting me 
to be also the reason of the whole gang of “ministers,” and 
especially your lordship’s reason; for the matter we find is 
entirely in your hands. Well, then, I have only to say, that it is a 
false, wicked, scandalous, and malicious libel; and if the 
privilege of Parliament enables Lord Lansdowne to utter it, I 
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take leave to trample on the privilege of Parliament, in order to 
tell him that he lies in his threat. 

The writers of this newspaper have a higher character than 
Lord Lansdowne or your lordship has, although they do not 
receive a large portion of the public money for pretending to 
govern the country, as you and he do. 

But now I will tell you the true reason why you do not try 
to punish my “sedition,” and why have invented this false and 
base excuse – it is because you know that you would be defeated; 
it is because you are conscious that you and your colleagues, and 
your red-tape officials, are not a government at all, but a crew of 
conspirators, holding our country by force, fraud, corruption, 
and espionage: and you are afraid to take issue with me in your 
own law-courts, simply because you know that your law-courts 
are a sham, just as your bayonets are a chimera, and that it only 
needs one bold effort to trample on them both. 

My good lord, your excuses will not do. It is your duty, if 
you mean to go on governing this country, to put me down – but 
it also my duty to put you down, and I will do my duty. 

But to convict your lordship and your colleagues, not only 
of politic lying, but of unparalleled meanness also, you see the 
letter I print to-day from my agent in Enniskillen. It is only one 
of many such I have received, and I will give more of them next 
week. That letter proves that you do feel it necessary to put down 
this UNITED IRISHMAN, if you are able: it proves that your 
excuse about giving me a contemptuous pardon, because of 
“want of character,” is a lie: and it proves that your only reason 
for not ordering my arrest at once is that you dare not. 

In saying this, I use no bravado. I know as well as you do 
that your Attorney-General would probably obtain his 
conviction against me, and that your Chief Justice would 
certainly sentence me to two years’ imprisonment at least. But 
though convicted and imprisoned, I will not be defeated; and you 
know it. And then, if I am not convicted, you also know that you 
may forthwith pack up your portmancau, and go to England, (if 
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you are allowed to escape so easily,) and you may as well in that 
case roll up the Union Flag that flies in the Upper Castle-yard, 
and take it along with you, (if it remain untorn.) 

At all events, my lord, you should tell your policemen to let 
my agents alone. I, the principal offender, am here, at 12, Trinity-
street, a few yards from your castle gate. 

I remain, your enemy, 
JOHN MITCHEL 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 
 

TO LORD CLARENDON, HER 

MAJESTY’S EXECUTIONER-

GENERAL AND GENERAL 

BUTCHER OF IRELAND 
From the United Irishmen (No. 6), 18th March, 1848. 

MY LORD, – The city of Dublin has been thrown into a mighty 
ferment this week by you and your aide-de-camps, and other 
deputy and assistant butchers. One who prided himself on being 
“charitable,” as I do not, might in his charity suppose that you 
feel simply ashamed this morning for having caused so many 
peaceful citizens, and their wives, to lose their sleep, last night, 
and who knows how many nights? – Listening breathless for the 
first roar of the insurrection. 

I am not so “charitable.” I believe you are disappointed that 
you have lost the occasion of making a terrible example of the 
disaffected Irish. The pretence of governing this country by what 
you call “law” having been finally abandoned, the edge of the 
sword was your only hope. This policy is distinctly marked out 
for you by the Morning Chronicle (one of the organs of your 
masters, the Jews) in an article of last week. The writer says, 
speaking of Ireland – 

“A British government ought not, except in circumstances of peculiar 
extremity, to run the chance of being baffled in a court of law by political 
offenders; and it can afford to abstain from such proceedings, because it 
is conscious that it will not be baffled by them in the field or the street. The 
moment the fighting begins, we have them.” 

It is true, this butchering plan of government has long been the 
only one at bottom relied on for Ireland. The show of governing 
by “law,” that was sometimes resorted to, has become too 
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transparent; the trick of packing castle-juries by means of 
jugglers for sheriffs, and retired wizards for clerks of the crown, 
has really grown too stale; and it was too well watched, and in 
fact blown. Happily, that imposture is given up, and any body 
who has heretofore deluded himself with the idea that there is a 
“constitution” in Ireland – even your friends and allies, the 
Messrs. O’Connell, who would be satisfied with the smallest 
shred, thread, patch, or tatter, of constitution, – must now at last 
see the terms on which we stand with respect to you and your 
government – terms, namely, of mortal hate and defiance. 

The events of the last week are valuable, because they 
prove this, and set it at rest. The people of Dublin intimated their 
wish to hold a peaceful public meeting on St. Patrick’s Day, to 
congratulate the people of France, and express their sympathy 
with the French Republic. Nobody had advised, or suggested, or 
hinted, that the citizens should attend that meeting armed, or 
should, either in going to it or returning, excite any tumult, 
assault any passenger, or break any window – far less, storm 
your Excellency’s Castle, and then and there extinguish foreign 
rule in Ireland, which, however desirable, is evidently not to be 
done by an unarmed multitude in the face of a powerful and 
prepared garrison, under arms day and night, with cannon 
pointed and matches burning, distributed through the city in 
such positions as to enfilade every street; and especially while 
there is bright moonlight, and the measure of cutting the gas-
pipes would not avail. In short, there was not, as you well know, 
the slightest danger of expectation of the meeting of Trades 
ending in an insurrection; but inasmuch as you, and the 
government you serve, hate and fear the French Republic, and 
the French People, and can ill endure that those who abhor the 
Union Jack should publicly hail and bless the Tri-colour – for this 
reason it suited you to devise a panic, and pretend to believe that 
what was announced as a peaceful meeting was really intended 
as a rebellion. All your newspapers, both in London and Dublin, 
helped you in this plot: and thus we hear of all the grind-stones 
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of all the barracks being worn down with the whetting of cavalry 
sabres, for the bowels of Dublin citizens; – of English military 
officers being sworn in as extemporaneous magistrates, that they 
may read the “riot act,” as they lead a charge of bayonets; – of all 
the public stables being occupied by dragoons, and their horses 
shod with plates of iron, or, in some cases, as I hear, with gutta 
percha, that they may come upon us, at full gallop, with the 
velvet step of tigers – on the principle of Lear’s paternal 
contrivance: – 

“It were a delicate stratagem to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt. I’ll put it in proof; 

And when I have stolen upon those sons-in-law, 
Then, kill, kill, kill.” 

But you will say there was danger; there was alarm; and 
there were instigators to insurrection. The UNITED IRISHMAN 
gave directions for street-fighting and the construction of 
barricades; and “treason is openly preached in Dublin,” as Lord 
John Russell declares. Well, then, it was your duty, if you were a 
legal governor, and not a butcher, to use the resources of the 
“law,” if there were law in this land, to punish the instigators of 
rebellion, and to crush the public preachers of “treason;” but 
with that ferocious cruelty that ever belongs to a government of 
fraud and force, you have deliberately relinquished the law-
courts, where you would meet the advisers, the originators, the 
head and front of all this Jacobin “treason,” and chosen the 
streets and fields, where you can easily provoke or suborn a riot, 
and then mow down the innocent people with your grape and 
canister. This might be the thought, not of a butcher, but of a 
demon. 

“Treason,” you say, “is openly preached in Dublin.” Yes – 
for instance, I preach, from week to week, that saving doctrine 
which you and Lord John Russell call treason. I have long 
thought it an unfair and cowardly practice in those who assume 
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to advise the people, or who conduct organs of public opinion, 
that they have inflamed the multitudes against their rulers by 
indirect and convert inuendo, keeping themselves in safety all 
the while, behind some quibble of law. I have reversed that plan: 
I avow distinctly, every Saturday, what I know the people think 
and feel, and sign my name to it. I court your ex-officios and your 
criminal informations, and all the other weapons of your 
Queen’s Bench warfare. Yet, though the articles of the UNITED 
IRISHMAN can draw together an army of ten thousand men, 
they have hitherto failed to provoke a simple information or 
indictment. 

The reason, of course, is, that Ireland is governed, not by 
“law,” but by the sword; and that you are not a Lord Lieutenant, 
but a butcher. 

And as for those same warlike and treasonable articles in 
this newspaper, they will be steadily continued and improved 
upon, week after week, until they have produced their effect, – 
the effect not of a street riot to disturb a peaceable meeting, but 
of a deliberate and universal arnament to sweep this island clear 
of British butchers, and plant the Green Flag on Dublin Castle. 
The object of them, I may as well inform you (for our Lodge has 
no secrets from you), is to produce a reaction against those 
drivelling doctrines of “legality,” and “constitutional agitation,” 
which were preached for forty years by your late ally, Daniel 
O’Connell. Ireland, if I can help it, will not much longer endure 
talk of law, where there is no law but rope and steel – 
or peace, where there is no peace but the grave, or patience and 
perseverance, where human beings are daily, hourly, withering 
and perishing by myriads, for want of food, in the midst of 
abundance. To make my countrymen despise, and hate, and 
curse, this vile teaching, and adopt and love the true methods of 
winning freedom, and practise the same the first favourable 
opportunity – this is the aim and mission of the UNITED 
IRISHMAN, and not to raise a street riot on St. Patrick’s Day. 
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As to the meeting itself, which has caused all your 
lordship’s campaigning, it will, most assuredly, be held, and has 
been postponed from Friday to Monday, not on account of your 
splendid squadrons and frowning batteries, but simply because 
of the negotiations which were still on foot to secure the union 
of all true haters of British power for this demonstration in 
honour of the Sovereign People of France. But whatever may 
come of those negotiations, the meeting will be held. 

We will have another day for the Revolution. 
In the mean time, I cannot conclude without testifying my 

joy that the humbug of a “Constitution” is gone, and that the 
people of Ireland and their mortal foes at length stand opposite 
one another, within point-blank range. 

Your enemy, as ever, 
JOHN MITCHEL 

P.S – I cannot help mentioning that a violent rumour has been 
current all the week (strengthened considerably by the 
declarations of your accomplice, Lord John Russell, in the 
English Parliament), to the effect that your lordship is, after all, 
going to return to legal courses – to prosecute certain “Jacobins” 
for sedition – to indict me for “treason,” and to take your chance 
for getting the juries packed as usual. I do not believe it. I think 
this rumour was raised by you and your accomplice, to induce 
me to abscond – just as the rumour of an insurrection was, to 
give a colour to your preparations for carnage. I will not abscond 
– I am here at 12, Trinity-street, and intend to remain here. 
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TO LORD CLARENDON, HER 

MAJESTY’S EXECUTIONER-

GENERAL AND GENERAL 

BUTCHER OF IRELAND 
From The United Irishman (No. 7), March 25, 1848. 

MY LORD, – Being disappointed in a premature street 
insurrection, which you hoped to drown in the blood of Dublin 
citizens, you have been at length shamed into an attempt at 
vindicating the “law” in the courts of law. This is much better 
and more manly. It was a shame to let “seditious” writers and 
speakers go on so long with impunity exciting disaffection, – up 
to the very point, as you though, of revolution, – and then, 
instead of citing them to the courts, which stood open all the 
while upon Inns’-quay to lie in wait at the corners of all streets 
with your well-whetted slaughter-knives, to mangle the people. 
Indeed, it was a shame: keep those butchering-tools for the 
French, in case they should unhappily come to propagate 
Equality and Fraternity here; and for the future, my dear Lord, 
govern your province by “law,” according to those humane and 
never-to-be-enough-admired methods provided by the British 
Constitution; and with that mixture of firmness and conciliation 
which is admitted on all hands to distinguish your Lordship 
above all other statesmen. 

Not that I join by any means in the ridicule which has been 
cast upon you for your extensive military preparations. Some of 
the newspapers, I observe, try with all their might, to be 
facetious at your Lordship’s expense; but truly I think there was 
nothing laughable in the business. There was not a single 
butchering-knife too many – not a single ambuscade in the 
College, the Custom-house, or Lundy Foot’s, that was not a 
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necessary precaution. For this People are, I must confess it, so 
desperately disaffected (not knowing and appreciating as they 
ought the blessings of the constitution aforesaid), that your 
Excellency is actually not safe in Dublin. There seems to be some 
danger, that so long as your Excellency shall honour our city 
with your residence, you will need to be guarded night and day 
in such sort as very few paternal governors have been in this 
world. Mind not, therefore, the laughter of a ribald press, and 
take care of your precious life. 

Meantime, you have undertaken to vindicate the law, in the 
Court of Queen’s Bench, “before the Queen herself,” and by the 
help of the worthy Chief Justice. Truly, it was high time. I am no 
advocate for “Liberty of the Press;” I think no man can commit a 
much graver crime than exciting discontent against government 
and laws, wherever there are government and laws. I hold that 
in any well-ordered state – in any state, indeed, that has a 
pretence of government at all, such a society as the Irish 
Confederation – such a journal as THE UNITED IRISHMAN – 
ought not to be suffered for one week to pollute the social 
atmosphere with its poison; it is a nuisance, a scandal, and ought 
to be abated quickly, and put out of sight, if not by the 
indignation of the community, then, surely, by the strong arm of 
the law. 

But the case is this: – I assert and maintain that in the island 
of Ireland there is no government or law – that what passes for 
“government” is a foul and fraudulent usurpation, based on 
corruption and falsehood, supported by force, and battening on 
blood. I hold that the meaning and sole object of that 
government is to make sure of a constant supply of Irish food for 
British tables, Irish wool for British backs, Irish blood and bone 
for British armies; to make sure, in word, of Ireland for the 
English, and to keep down, scourge, and dragoon the Irish into 
submission and patient starvation. This being the case, I hold 
that the Irish nation is, and has long been, and ought to be, in a 
state of war with “government,” albeit the said government has 
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heretofore had clear victory, and is at this moment in full 
possession of the island, its inhabitants, and all that is theirs. But 
your lordship, on the other hand, maintains, I presume, that the 
thing called a government is not a foreign usurpation, but one of 
the “institutions of the country” – that the persons composing it 
are not robbers, and butchers, but statesmen – that their object is 
not the plunder and starvation of the people, but the good order 
and peace of society, the amelioration of social relations, and the 
dispensation of justice between man and man. 

Here are two very distinct propositions: and it impossible 
they can both be true. Either there is a government or there is 
none; Law or no Law: – either the Confederation and THE 
UNITED IRISHMAN are a nuisance, or else you are a nuisance. 
You ought not to have suffered our existence so long, or else we 
ought to have extinguished yours. You and we are mortal 
enemies; and now that issue has been happily joined, I fervently 
hope it will result in the utter destruction of one or other of the 
parties. 

When I speak of your destruction, my lord, I mean only 
official extinction; the abolition of that government of which you 
are agent; – when I speak of ours, I mean our death on field or 
scaffold, by your weapon of “Law,” or your weapon of steel. I 
mean, simply, that we will overthrow your government, or die. 
This trifling persecution for “sedition” is but a beginning: you 
have invited us to fight you on the battle-ground of “Law” – 
depend upon it you shall have enough of it; the resources of this 
“Law” of yours will be taxed to their very uttermost; I already 
hear your Courts ringing with “Sedition,” boiling over with 
High Treason, pouring forth manifestos of Rebellion from the 
very Temple of Justice (as the Chief Justice’s den is called), to fly 
by myriads and millions over the land, until every cabin in the 
island shall echo with curses upon foreign law and foreign 
governors. 

This is on the supposition that time is given for your legal 
enterprise to develop itself into all its fair proportions – which is 
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far from certain. None of us knows what any day or night may 
bring forth. 
But if the cause do come to be tried before a jury, there is one 
stipulation I would make: – your lordship already guesses it; – 
need I repeat it? Why should you pack a jury against us? 
Remember, my lord, you belong to that liberal and truly 
enlightened party called “Whigs”; it is only a “Tory,” you know, 
who packs: – and remember, also, that although I deny the 
lawfulness of your “law” and your law-courts altogether, and 
hold a trial for sedition before a packed jury in Ireland quite as 
constitutional a proceeding as a trial before an unpacked one, yet 
your lordship cannot take this view of the matter. Your case is 
that there is law in the land – that we have broken that law, and 
are to be tried by that law. Remember, therefore, all the fine 
things that your jurists and statesmen have said and written 
about the great palladium of British liberty and so-forth: 
remember how the learned Sir William Blackstone hath 
delivered himself on this point; how that “the founders of the 
English laws have with excellent forecast contrived that the truth 
of every accusation, whether preferred in the shape of 
indictment, information, or appeal, should be confirmed by the 
unanimous suffrage of twelve of his (the accused person’s) 
equals and neighbours, indifferently chosen, and superior to all 
suspicion.” 

I will not weary you by reciting the commendations which 
the admirable Sir Matthew Hale and the inestimable Sir Edward 
Coke have bestowed upon this most ancient and laudable 
custom. I am quite sure your lordship is aware that those great 
doctors of your law never contemplated this great palladium in 
the for which has been uniformly adopted by the English 
Government in Ireland – an arranged list of thorough-going 
partisans, who can be depended on for voting one way in 
politics. A trial for “sedition” here is a mere political voting, and 
as your faction (that is, the English faction,) have held the sole 
appointment of all the officers and clerks employed in that 
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business, they have always been able, by stealing lists, or 
juggling and falsifying cards and numbers, to secure twelve men 
who will vote for the Castle, and find any one guilty whom the 
Castle does not love. 

This method of applying the British palladium to Irish 
affairs is as old as the introduction of the said palladium into our 
island: and Master Edmund Spenser, a great poet and great 
undertaker in Munster, in his pleasant dialogue 
between Eudoxus and Irenaeus, distinctly says, “The law of itself, 
as I said, is good, and the first institution thereof being given 
to all Englishmen very rightfully; but now that the Irish have 
stepped into the very rooms of our English, we are now to 
become heedful and provident in juries.” But Eudoxus suggests 
“that the judges and chief magistrates of the land which have the 
choosing and nomination of those jurors either most Englishmen 
and such Irishmen as were of the soundest judgement and 
discretion.” 

Of late years the requisite management cannot be resorted 
to so openly. But your lordship knows how the trick is done. You 
know that when the trial of the seven Repeal conspirators was 
approaching, somebody stole one of the lists containing the 
names of the special jurors, so that those names never went into 
the ballot-box at all; – you are aware also that the operations of 
the ballot itself are mysterious; and that in short, by one 
contrivance or another, your juries are always well and 
truly packed. I suppose your lordship was never actually present 
in the Crown-office while the balloting was going on. I will 
describe it to you. First, then, you are to suppose that the list of 
names has been delivered safely by the Recorder to the Sheriff, 
and been by him duly numbered, and the number of each name 
written on a separate card – that the list, in fact, the whole list, 
and nothing but the list, is now actually in the ballot-box, 
faithfully numbered to correspond with the Sheriff’s book; – you 
must suppose all this, albeit I know a rather violent supposition; 
– and then, in presence of the attorneys for the Crown and for 
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the accused criminals, forty-eight cards are to be taken out of the 
box. On one side of a table stands a grave-looking elderly 
gentleman with the ballot-box before him; on the other side sits 
a second still more grave, with an open book; in the book is 
written, each several number, on the margin, and opposite the 
number the name of the juror thereby denoted. The first grave 
gentleman shakes the box, puts in his hand, and takes out a card, 
from which he reads the number – then the other grave 
gentleman turns to that number in the book, and pronounces the 
name of the juror so numbered, whose name and address are 
then taken down as one of the forty-eight; and this process is 
repeated forty-eight times. 

Now it is painful to harbour any suspicions of such grave-
looking elderly gentlemen: but you know juries are packed; that is 
an absolute truth; and somebody must be the villain. Well, then, 
it is said – I say nothing, but it is said – that those two gentlemen 
know each juror just as well by his number as his name; and so, 
when the first takes out a card and finds 253, for example, 
written on it – if he knows that 253 would vote for the People, 
and against the Crown, it is said he gives out, (for as solemn as 
he looks), not 253, but, say 255, or some loyal number; and thus 
a safe man is put on the list. Or, if any one is standing by, and 
has an opportunity of seeing the card, he cries 253, and winks, or 
otherwise telegraphs to the other grave gentleman. Then 
the onus is upon the man with the book, who has nothing to do 
but call out a loyal man for the disloyal number, and so you have 
a safe voter still. There seems no help for this, save to place men 
close behind both these elderly gentlemen, to see that the first 
calls the right number, and the second gives the right name. 

They never make the mistake, these elderly gentleman, of 
turning out the whole forty-eight all of the right sort: there is no 
need: there is a margin to the extent of twelve: and so they 
generally leave about nine or ten dubious names amongst the 
forty-eight. The crown has afterwards a right to strike off twelve 
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peremptorily, without reason assigned, and always gets rid of 
the men who would vote for the people. 

Thus, my lord, your jury is safely packed, and your verdict, 
or rather vote, is sure. They poll to a man for the Crown. 

The earlier adventures of the special jury-list, its perils in 
the Recorder’s office, and its moving accidents in the Sheriff’s 
dominions, with its long and dangerous journeyings under the 
direction of suspicious guides, till its final appearance in the 
jury-box at Inns’-quay, it were long and wearisome to tell. I do 
not, however, mean to lose sight of that subject, and shall, 
probably, have to call your lordship’s attention to it again, as 
well as that of the Chief Justice, the Sheriff, the Recorder, the 
English Prime Minister, and the “Secretary of State for the Home 
Department.” 

In the meantime I cannot help repeating my 
congratulations to you on the fact, that the Irish nation and the 
British government are now finally at issue. Whichsoever field 
of battle you prefer, the Queen’s Bench or the streets and fields 
– whichsoever weapon, packed juries, or whetted sabres – I trust, 
I believe, you will now be stoutly met. One party or the other 
must absolutely yield: you must put us down, or we will put you 
down. 

I remain my lord, 
Your lordship’s mortal enemy, 
JOHN MITCHEL 
12, Trinity-street, March 24, 1848. 
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TO EARL OF CLARENDON, HER 

MAJESTY’S DETECTIVE-

GENERAL, HIGH 

COMMISSIONER OF SPIES, 

AND GENERAL SUBORNER OF 

IRELAND 
From The United Irishman (No. 9), 8th April 1848. 

MY LORD, – What “dirty work” is this you have been about! Are 
you the amiable and ameliorative CLARENDON of six months 
ago? The philanthropic CLARENDON? The Philharmonic 
CLARENDON? The rotation, practical-instruction, and green-
crop CLARENDON? The statesman so mild, and yet so firm, 
who frequented the literary re-unions, and distributed prizes so 
gracefully, and took quite a kind of interest in Irish talent? Why, 
it seems to be a rotation of plots you want, a green-crop of 
burglarious street-riots, a harvest of bloody corpses; – your 
practical instructions now are in suborning private treasons; and 
the Irish talent you take the deepest interest in developing is the 
talent of the Irish detective! 

Irish weavers want work, – Irish farmers are broken, horse 
and foot, – Irish masons, carpenters, wheel-wrights, mill-
wrights, coach-makers, and sawyers, are fast going to the 
poorhouse; in every department (except, of late, in the 
blacksmiths’ forges) the hand of the industrious lies idle in his 
bosom: – but the trade in swearing begins, under your 
Lordship’s gracious auspices, to revive somewhat; blood-money 
is changing hands; perjury is looking up; the Irish Spy lives and 
thrives once more, wears good clothes, sees good company, and 
“goes to the Castle.” 
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Will anyone say that your Lordship has not “ameliorated 
the social relations” of the Irish people? 

But what base and filthy company your Excellency keeps! 
Ah! But it is not you, I suppose? It is Colonel BROWNE’S 
department. Your Lordship is much too enlightened and 
amiable to have anything to do with such dirty work; the worthy 
Police Commissioner gets it all done himself, quite on “his own 
responsibility,” he says, and you know nothing about it! Your 
Lordship’s precious life is supposed to be threatened at a St. 
Patrick’s ball, and, behold! A corps of gentlemanly detectives, in 
tabinet waistcoats, appear in the vice-regal drawing-rooms, 
smiling, dancing, making love, – and you never the wiser; it was 
just Colonel BROWNE’s own thoughtful care for you, on his 
own responsibility. Thus, also, an outrising is confidently 
expected on a given day; Colonel BROWNE tells you so; you 
write to London in a terrible fright – you cry out for horse, foot, 
and artillery; ten thousand men surround you, prepared for war 
and slaughter; they bar you up in your Castle, and mount guard 
day and night at your door; – and you, good, easy man, don’t 
know how or where BROWNE got his information; you have not 
the curiosity to inquire; you upturn the Horse Guards, 
ungarrison England, and levy war in Ireland, on BROWNE’s 
“responsibility.” 

Yet BROWNE’s office is in your house; you cannot go into 
or out of your own door without being jostled by some of 
BROWNE’s familiars, as they pass and re-pass, weaving their 
nets for men’s lives and honours. I fear BROWNE’s 
responsibility will not do; I fear you hire these rascals yourself, 
instruct them yourself, and pay them yourself (with our 
money), through BROWNE and his responsibility. You want a 
small insurrection, and one of them goes out and brandishes a 
pike, and bawls for liberty. You want an alarm created amongst 
the better classes, and BROWNE’s men fly out of your Castle, 
some by Cork-hill gate, some by Ship-street, some by Dame-
street, and straightway there are a thousand anxious 
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whisperings about breaking houses, robbing banks, plundering 
shops. You want clandestine pikes made, to justify your 
butcherly preparations in public opinions, and one of your spies 
gives his order with a mysterious air, saying he wants the tool 
for the insurrection. It may be, contrary to all belief, that 
BROWNE does all these atrocities of his own mere notion; but 
public opinion attributes every atrocity of them to your 
Lordship, and I agree with public opinion. 

In the first letter which I did myself the honour to address 
to you in THE UNITED IRISHMAN – you remember it well – I 
told you plainly that spies and informers would be of no use to 
you; that we meant to abolish their trade – that the movement 
then about to commence should be, in all parts, open, public, and 
above-board; that you would be told the very worst of it; if not 
worse than the worst, every Saturday, regularly, in the papers; 
and that I had no objection to your opening all my letters in the 
Post-office, provided they were forwarded without losing a post. 

Well, you did not believe me; you did not, unhappy Whig 
that you are, even understand me. The idea of men preparing in 
broad day-light to overthrow a powerful government, by force, 
and giving a programme of their plans beforehand, seemed to 
you wholly absurd. You were sly – you thought there was 
something under it; so you re-doubled your detective force, 
opened all your Argus-eyes and Dionysius-cars, and watched, 
and listened. Of course your battalion of testimony undertook 
their duties – why not? Men must live, and the times are sad: – 
and the worthy fellows, having nothing particular to tell, 
invented astounding intelligence, and told that. They have been 
humbugging you, taking you to the fair, doing you, and selling 
your lordship a bargain; and they have made a very good thing 
of it, have lived well, and, I am told, moved in the selectest 
circles, taking countesses down to supper, the scoundrels! – Lest 
your Excellency should be shot in your own ball-room. 

Will you give car to me, then at length? I am about to tell 
you all that is going on, and all that is in contemplation. First. – 
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The Irish people are providing themselves, just as fast as their 
means and opportunities enable them, with weapons of various 
kinds, for which they have conceived a sort of divine passion; no 
holier fervour since the crusades has possessed any nation of 
men – not to rob houses, as you, through your reptile spies, give 
out – not to attack “person or property,” as your Queen’s prime 
minister dares to affirm – not to abolish “social order,” or rights 
of property, or sayings of industry, as your rascal press prints 
twelve times a-week. No, my lord; the young men of Ireland arm 
for a nobler enterprise; they arm to defend person and property 
against brigands of the “law” and harpies of the “government” 
– they arm to make social order possible, and to secure to 
industry its just reward: – they arm to scourge you and your 
Commissioners, detectives, aid-de-camps, butchers, and 
stranglers, forth from the island of Ireland with rods of steel. 

Second – The Irish People are busy organizing themselves 
in “sections” and “classes,” and appointing their officers, so that 
each man may know his left-hand and his right-hand comrade, 
and the man whose word he will obey. 

Third – The Irish People, or a competent number of them, 
will simply continue so to arm, and so to organize, openly, my 
lord, fearlessly, zealously, with passionate ardour, with fervent 
prayer, morning and evening, for the blessed hour when that 
organization may find itself ranked in battle array, and when 
those arms may wreak the wrongs of Ireland in the dearest 
hearts’-blood of her enemies. 

Fourth – The Irish People will, by their mildness, their 
moderation, their love of order and respect for property, 
convince those who live in good houses and wear good clothes, 
that the armament is not against them – that your lordship, and 
the prime minister, and the detectives, have foully belied this 
nation, when you gave out that “social order” was in danger, 
and that pillage and massacre were intended: – that in fine, the 
sole enemy against whom we arm is the government of England 
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in Ireland, and that no Irishman is our foe, unless he comes forth 
to maintain that government with armed hand. 

Fifth – The People of Ireland will continue to cultivate 
friendly relations with the people of England, who are as deeply 
sworn to abolish that “empire” of fraud and blood, as we are. 
And we and they together, by the destruction and 
dismemberment of this thrice-accursed “empire,” will give the 
“three kingdoms” each to its own people, with all their wealth 
and resources, material and moral, to hold, enjoy, and govern 
the same for ever. 
There now – you have it all – your detectives can tell you no 
more. There is no day fixed for taking the Castle; indeed you will 
know that day as soon as we, and, in all probability, you will fix 
it yourself. 

You will not, I am sure, believe this plain statement; you 
will conclude that there is some horrid occult meaning under it; 
you will send forth your spies to the four winds, and cover the 
land with a cloud of witnesses. Yes; I know that; I mean it. Our 
policy is to mislead you, and confound your politics, by telling 
you the simple truth; and we will totally disconcert you at the 
last moment by doing the very thing you were always told we 
would do. 

As for me, my lord, your lordship’s humble correspondent, 
– you have been told that I am mad – a dangerous lunatic, 
labouring under cacoethes seribendi. Do not believe it; I am merely 
possessed with a rebellious spirit; and think I have a mission, – 
to bear a hand in the final destruction of the bloody old “British 
Empire,” the greedy, carnivorous old monster, that has lain so 
long, like a load, upon the heart and limbs of England, and 
drunk the blood and sucked the marrow from the bones of 
Ireland. Against that Empire of Hell a thousand thousand ghosts 
of my slaughtered countrymen shriek nightly for vengeance; 
their blood cries continually from the ground, for vengeance! 
Vengeance! And Heaven has heard it. That buccaneering flag, 
that has braved so long the battle and the breeze, flies now from 
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a ship in distress; the Charybdis of Chartism roars under her lee 
– the breakers of Repeal are a-head, and the curses of the world 
swell the hurricane that rages round her, pirate and blood-
stained slaver that she is, filled with dead men’s bones, and with 
all uncleanness. Her timbers are shivering at last – 

Quamvis Pontica pinnus, 
Sylvae filia nobilis – 

She will not never float in harbour more. On the day she goes to 
pieces, all the ends of the earth will give three cheers. 

To help this grand work of necessity and mercy is my 
highest ambition upon earth; and I know no better way to do it 
than to make Ireland arm for battle. To me it is a grateful and 
blessed sound, this cry – “The People are arming.” Thank GOD, 
they are arming. Young men everywhere in Ireland begin to love 
the clear glancing of the steel, and to cherish their dainty rifles 
as the very apple of their eyes. They walk more proudly; they 
feel themselves more and more of men. Like the Prussian 
students (when this work had to be done for Prussia), they take 
the bright weapon to their hearts, and clasp their virgin sword 
like virgin brides. 

How long will your detectives, your swearers, your 
villainous back-stairs panders to the hangman, check this noble 
passion – this most holy crusade? Think of it well. I remain, my 
lord, with profoundest contempt, 

Your very obedient servant, 
JOHN MITCHEL 

P.S. – I had some thought of addressing to you an expostulation 
about the packing of our juries next term. I fancied some feeling 
of decency, or even of justice, might induce you to give orders 
that the ordinary but disgraceful practice of the Crown-office 
should be reversed. I have changed my mind. He who employs 
a spy will pack a jury; and I, for one, scorn to appeal 
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for anything to a man who lays a plot for massacre. Pack away, 
then, if you dare. I expect no justice, no courtesy, no indulgence 
from you: and if you get me within your power, I entreat you to 
show me no mercy, as I, so help me God, would show none to 
you. 

J.M. 
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TO THE RIGHT HON. LORD 

JOHN RUSSELL, PRIME 

MINISTER OF THE QUEEN OF 

ENGLAND 
From The United Irishman (No. 10), 15 April, 1848. 

MY LORD, – The Crown and Government of your gracious 
Sovereign Lady are, it seems, in danger, and want “further 
security.” Security not against foreign enemies – for the 
Frenchman, the American, the very Russian bear, give 
assurances of friendly relations – but against her own beloved, 
highly-favoured, too-indulgently-used, but ungrateful, subjects! 
What is more wonderful, the danger arises not in the 
administration of those wicked Tories, – wretches obstructive of 
“human progress,” the enemies of the human race, – but while 
you, even you, rule her Majesty’s councils; you, the very high-
priest of Liberality and Concession; you, who were to have ruled 
by justice, not coercion – opinion, not bayonets; whose thoughts 
were for ever intent on commercial reform, or municipal reform, 
or sanatory reform. What could a conciliatory Premier do (or 
promise) that you have not done (or promised)? Yet the very 
Crown and Constitution are in danger. May GOD be between us 
and harm! 

And, what is strangest of all, it seems to be from the Irish 
that you fear this danger most; the people whom you have been 
nourishing, cherishing, and spoon-feeding, by means of so many 
kind and well-paid British nurses, for two years – on whom you 
have lavished so many tons of printed paper, so many millions 
of cooked rations – the exact number is it not written in the books 
of Bromley and the archives of the Union workhouses? – These 
are the people who plot “treason,” and eagerly flock to hear 
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“open and advised speaking,” eagerly devour “published, 
printed, and written” language, all urging them to arm for the 
overthrow of British rule in Ireland! It is a bad world! 

I fear that your Lordship, in your Whig complacency, has 
but a slender perception of the truth. Think of it a moment 
calmly. Here is this UNITED IRISHMAN newspaper, that your 
Lordship has been studying so attentively of late. It has reach 
only its tenth number; it was hardly advertised, and not puffed 
at all; it has been written ten with no extraordinary talent, has 
displayed, I must confess, but little wit, and less brilliancy; – yet 
never a newspaper in Ireland reached such a circulation before 
in so short a time, and that circulation, remember, is amongst the 
very poorest of the people both in town and country; it is the 
very organ of pauperism; the public opinion it seeks to 
concentrate is that of the “Men of No Property” – A Pauper Public 
Opinion! 

And why has it grown so popular? Why do poor men club 
their pence to buy it, and get it read to eager crowds every 
Saturday evening and Sunday morning? Why? – Because it 
utters for them the deep and inextinguishable hatred they all 
bear in their inmost souls against the “Crown and Government” 
of Britain; because it translates this holy hatred, never yet 
uttered, save in stifled curses and gnashing of teeth, into loud 
defiance, and hurls it weekly in the face of all your Viceroys, and 
Premiers, and Commanders-in-Chief; and especially because it 
points out the way, and the only true way, in which brave men 
ever win freedom or bridle tyrants, and exhorts them continually 
to rise out of the miserable slough of moral force wherein 
O’Connell plunged them, and stand erect with the words of 
freemen on their lips, and the Arms of freemen in their hands, 
defying “Law,” trampling on Cant, and waging open war upon 
Humbug. 

But you, the “Government,” will not endure this sort of 
teaching! You will check it at all hazards: – if it cannot be stopped 
as a misdemeanour, you will make it “felony:” – if nothing else 
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will do, the people of Ireland must be weaned from anarchists 
and “Jacobins” by taking the said Jacobins, chaining them in 
couples, cropping their heads, arraying them in grey jackets, and 
shipping them to the Antipodes! 

And indeed, my lord, this “vigorous” policy will prove an 
effectual check upon us Irish “revolutionists,” provided the men 
with whom you have to deal are fools, braggarts, traitors, and 
cowards. If we have undertaken the trade of patriotism for profit 
– if we have played the game of patriotism for notoriety – if we 
have been merely aspirants to the cheap martyrdom of two 
years’ imprisonment, with fetes, and levees, and couches – why, in 
that case, the thing is at an end – you have tamed us, and fixed a 
bit between our teeth; – sedition is crushed, and the Queen’s 
“Crown and Government” are safe for this time. 

Or if we have made a gross and signal mistake as to the 
position, feeling, and necessities of our country – if we have not, 
after all, a nation at our back, but are merely isolated 
enthusiasts, fugling preposterously before imaginary troops – in 
this case, also, our game is over – we shall just get punished – all 
sensible men will say we deserve it; and there an end. 

These issues will soon be tried, and I am glad of it. For 
twelve long months we have desired to see this day. Twelve 
months ago, on the Easter Monday of last year, Dublin saw one 
of the most ignominious Easter festivals – one of the ghastliest 
galas ever exhibited under the sun – the solemn inauguration, 
namely, of the Irish nation in its new career of national 
pauperism. There, in the esplanade before the “Royal Barrack,” 
was erected the national model soup-kitchen, gaily bedizened, 
laurelled, and bannered, and fair to see; and in and out, and all 
around, sauntered parties of our supercilious second-hand 
“better classes” of the Castle-offices, fed on superior rations at 
the people’s expense, and bevies of fair dames, and military 
officers, braided with public braid, and padded with public 
padding; and there, too, were the pale and piteous ranks of 
model-paupers, broken tradesmen, ruined farmers, destitute 
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sempstresses, ranged at a respectful distance till the genteel 
persons had duly inspected the arrangements – and then 
marched by policemen to the place allotted them, where they 
were to feed on the meagre diet with chained spoons – to show the 
“gentry” how pauper spirit can be broken, and pauper appetite 
can gulp down its bitter bread and its bitterer shame and wrath 
together; – and all this time the genteel persons chatted and 
simpered as pleasantly as if the clothes they wore, and the 
carriages they drove in, were their own – as if “Royal barracks” 
Castle, and Soup-kitchen, were to last for ever. 

We three criminals, my Lord, who are to appear to-day in 
the Court of Queen’s Bench, were spectators of that soup-kitchen 
scene; and I believe we all left it with one thought, – that this day 
we had surely touched the lowest point – that Ireland and the 
Irish could sink no further; and that she must not see such 
another Easter Monday, though we should die for it. 

My Lord, I came to the conclusion on that day that the 
Queen’s “Crown and Government” were in danger – nay, that 
they ought to be in danger; – and I resolved that no effort of mine 
should be wanting to make the danger increase and 
become critical. As I looked on the hideous scene, I asked myself 
whether there were, indeed “law” or “Government” in the land 
– or if so, whether they were not worse than no law 
and no government. What had law done for these poor wretches 
and their five million fellow-paupers throughout Ireland? It was 
the “law” that carried off all the crops they raised, and shipped 
them to England; it was “law” that took the labour of their 
hands, and gave them half food for it while they were able to 
work; and cast them off to perish, like supernumerary kittens. 
“Law” told them they must not wear the cloth they wove, nor 
cut the corn they raised, nor dwell in the houses they builded; 
and if they dared do any of these things, or remonstrate against 
the hard usage, “Law” scourged and bullied them, imprisoned, 
gagged, and coerced them; to bring them to a more submissive 
mind. And what was more shameful and fatal still, this devoted 
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people were in the hands of “leaders,” who told them that all 
this “Law” – this London Parliament Law – was the law of God, 
– that if they violated it by eating the food they made, or wearing 
the cloth they wove, they committed a crime, and gave strength 
to the enemy – nay, those “leaders” never failed to thank God in 
public, with sanctimonious voice and head uncovered, that their 
fellow-countrymen were dying in patience and perseverance 
amidst their own bounteous harvests; Parliament Law was 
acknowledged as the supreme Ruler and Judge, and its decrees 
submitted to as the inscrutable dispensations of a Parliament 
Providence. 

Such degradation was unexampled in the world. To think 
that Ireland was my country became intolerable to me. I felt that 
I had no right to breathe the free air or to walk in the sun; I was 
ashamed to look my own children in the face, until I should do 
something towards the overthrow of this dynasty of the Devil. 
And I resolved that Parliament Law must be openly defied and 
trampled on; and that I – if no other, even I – would show by 
countrymen how to do it. For I knew, my lord, that the monster, 
for all his loud roar and formidable tusks, was impotent against 
Truth and Right, – in other words that not Parliament Law, at 
bottom, but God’s justice, ruled the earth. In short, I determined 
to walk, before the eyes of this downtrodden people, straight 
into the open jaws of “Law,” to draw his fangs, to tear out his 
lying tongue, and to fling his carcase to be trampled on by those 
who had trembled at his nod. 

I may be devoured, it is true. “Law” may be able to resist 
the first attack; and the three first assailants may fall: – yet shall 
we do our business. We may be destroyed; we will not be 
defeated. 

You heard SMITH O’BRIEN on Monday last, amidst the 
howling of your Parliament mob, deliver Ireland’s defiance; – 
think you this man will shrink from your new-made London 
“felony,” or be gagged and frightened by your “bills” with their 
huge mob-majorities? But, perhaps, you imagine it was a mere 
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display of individual contumely, or piqued vanity? – My lord, in 
every word, every syllable, every tittle that O’BRIEN promised 
or threatened on Monday night, he knew that he was uttering 
the inmost thoughts and feelings, the cordial hatred and 
defiance, of five million hearts; and it shall be made good to the 
letter. No more fortunate event has happened for Ireland than 
your selection of WILLIAM SMITH O’BRIEN and THOMAS 
FRANCIS MEAGHER to be treated as degraded criminals or 
dangerous lunatics; because these are precisely the men who will 
not blench before your judges, your bayonets, your juries, or 
your gibbets. What the People want to see in their leaders is 
individual heroism; is the determination to do themselves what 
they incite others to do; and seeing that, I believe they will 
follow, though it were to the gibbet’s foot or the cannon’s 
muzzle. 

See, now, what it is you have undertaken to do! First, to 
crush and frighten men who have taken upon them a task like 
ours, moved by such motives, stirred by such passions, 
sustained by such determination, as I have described to 
you. Second, to stay discontent and disaffection by shutting the 
mouths who utter what all think and feel. On this latter point, I 
am surprised that your lordship’s well-known learning as a 
political economist has not aided you. There is a demand, a brisk 
and increasing demand, for treason and sedition; you know 
demand (see ADAM SMITH) creates a supply. If THE UNITED 
IRISHMAN be removed, others will be found to furnish the 
article in any quantity that may be needed; and, indeed, I hereby 
advertise to all enterprising “Jacobins,” that in Ireland there has 
been opened an altogether boundless market for this kind of 
ware; – that the article wanted is of the coarsest and strongest 
kind; – that ornaments and trimmings (as brilliant humour or 
tender poetry) are not absolutely necessary; – all that is required 
being good, sound, hearty, bona fide sedition, plain military 
instructions, sharp incentives to rebellion, strong treason, and 
thorough-going felony without benefit of clergy. 
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However, my lord, as you have undertaken this task – as 
you have deliberately pitted this British “law” against the Irish 
nation, there is one little matter I should like to arrange with you. 
I have already broached the subject to my LORD CLARENDON; 
but there is no use in talking to him – he is too hopelessly 
committed to bad company, and involved in evil courses. I 
mean, of course, the packing of the jury. Your lordship, however, 
is the author of a work on the British constitution, and also 
(perhaps you forget it, as most other persons do, but I assure you 
that you are) of a memoir of Lord WILLIAM RUSSELL, your 
distinguished ancestor. It is mainly for the sake of refreshing 
your memory (and the public’s) upon the subject of this memoir, 
that I have chosen to address my present letter to your lordship. 
You had great zeal thirty years ago for “constitutional liberty,” 
and all that sort of thing (you may forget it, but I do assure you 
that you had) – and you tell, in this memoir, with becoming 
indignation, how that the Court, when it intended to shed the 
blood of the popular leaders, cheated the citizens of London of 
their rights, and got hold of the appointment of the sheriffs (this 
villainy was only temporary in London – it is a permanent 
institution of state in Dublin), and how the Court “soon had an 
opportunity of making use of their new power;” – how, “having 
shed the blood of Colledge, the Court next attempted the life of 
Lord SHAFTESBURY” (vol. ii. p. 6) – how the city was thronged 
with troops to intimidate the people; and how ROGER 
L’ESTRANGE, in the columns of The Observator (which was the 
name the Times then went by), declared “that a citizen’s scull 
was but a thing to try the temper of a soldier’s sword upon” – 
(vol. 2. p. 11.) You further narrate, my lord, how that when the 
bloodhounds at last pounced on Lord Russell, “after the 
examination was finished he was sent a close prisoner to the 
Tower. Upon his going in, he told his servant, TAUNTON, that 
he was sworn against, and that they would have his life. 
TAUNTON said, he hoped it would not be in the power of his 
enemies to take it. Lord Russell answered Yes; the Devil is loose 
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(meaning that the Sheriff had his instructions.) From this 
moment he looked on himself as a dying man, and turned his 
thoughts wholly to another world. He read much in the 
Scriptures, particularly in the Psalms” – (vol. 2, p. 25.) 

Truly, it was time for him to make his soul! But the trial 
came on; and “upon calling over the names, Lord Russell 
challenged no less than one-and-thirty; a fact which can hardly 
be explained,” says your lordship “but by supposing that some 
pains had been taken by his enemies in the selection.” – p. 40. Your 
lordship may say that. But all his challenges were of no avail; his 
enemies had selected too skilfully; and they murdered him on 
Tower Hill. 

In the Act of 1. William & Mary, annulling Lord Russell’s 
attainder, it is recited, that he was convicted by means of “Undue 
and illegal returns of jurors.” 

It seems, then, that there was packing of juries in those days 
– a horrible scandal, when practised in England, and against so 
amiable a nobleman! But does not your lordship know that all 
these enormities, and worse, are regularly practised in Ireland 
down to the present day? Do you not know that in Dublin the 
Sheriff is always the creature of the Crown? And that he is 
created for this express purpose? Do you not know that your 
faction – I mean the English government – never got one verdict 
against a political offender, save from a well and skilfully packed 
jury? And that in the only case where they did not pack (viz., The 
Queen against Duffy, tried two years ago), they failed 
ignominiously. 

The reason why they did not pack the jury in this case was, 
that they had been thoroughly shamed, and brought into 
disrepute by the monstrous fraud practised in the framing of the 
jury to try O’CONNELL and the Repeal Conspirators a short 
time before. They thought they could not repeat that trick so 
soon again; so they foolishly admitted three of the national party 
into the box. 
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I know, my lord, you will not commit that mistake again. I 
do not quote these passages from your lordship’s book in the 
expectation that any silly weakness will prevail to make you give 
us a fair trial. I hope I know my place better; we are mere Irish; 
and I have not the presumption o imagine that we are entitled to 
as fair a jury as the noble British martyr, Lord WILLIAM 
RUSSELL. I have set these things down, therefore, not because I 
hope to produce any effect upon you, but because I know this 
letter will be read by (or read to) at least a hundred thousand 
men. 

Of course, you will pack the jury against us, merely because 
all the world knows you dare not bring us to trial before an 
impartial jury of our countrymen. If you do, it will be the last 
criminal prosecution in Ireland at the suit of “our Lady the 
Queen” – as indeed, in any case, I trust it will be the last. 

It matters little now whether you pack or do not pack. 
Whatever kind of trial you select – a fair one or a fraudulent – a 
trial for misdemeanour, or a trial for felony; – or whether you 
drop juries altogether, and try grape-shot, I tell you that you are 
met. The game is afoot; the work is begun; Ireland has now the 
“British Empire” by the throat; and if she relax his gripe till the 
monster is strangled, may she be a province, lashed and starved 
forever. Amen! 

I remain, my Lord, 
JOHN MITCHEL 

P.S. – I find a sentence in your lordship’s book (it is in vol. ii. p. 
178), which it may be interesting to quote – not for you, my lord, 
but as before, for the aforesaid hundred thousand men. It is in 
these words: – “It is sufficient to justify the leaders of an 
insurrection that the people should be thoroughly weary of 
suffering, and disposed to view with complacency a change of 
rule.” Very good. 

J.M. 
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