
GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 

The Editors of Thk Inisn Rkpi bi.tc will allow correspondents to 

express their views in the strongest tunl boldest language consistent 
with propriety; they, therefore, state that they do not hold them- 
selves responsible for the opinions or expressions under this heading. 

More Spiritual Tyranny. 
East Davenport, Iowa, loth August, 1367. 

To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 
Gentlemen : I had come to the conclusion, some time ago. 

that clerical opposition to Fenians and Fenianism had ceased. 
It seems, however, such is not the case. In looking over The 
Irish Republic of the 10th instant, I see. by an extract from 
a Buffalo daily paper, that a certain Mr. Gleason, of the 
Buffalo Cathedral, lias been seeking notoriety, by refusing to 

read the burial service of the Catholic Church over the 
remains of that true and gallant Irishman, who offered his 
life for his and our country, on the far-famed field of Ridge- 
way—Sergeant John Lyncii—peace to your noble memory, j 
and glory and honor to your spotless name ! Irish history, 
I am sure, will do justice to that memory, when the green 

flag shall permanently float from every spire and battlement 
in the land of our fathers. 

This Mr. Gleason seems to seek notoriety. Why does lie 
not go to England or Ireland, by way of Canada ? That is 
the proper home of tyrants and slaves. This is the land of 
freedom. Perhaps he would like company; if so, let the 
Fenians of Buffalo just send him on to Davenport, and we 

can here secure him some congenial society. Besides, we can 

ship the entire set down the Mississippi—by way of Mexico 
—in the wake of royal Max. From thence to France—the 
natal place of a certain anti-Fenian cleric—a true son of his 

royal master, Napoleon the III., who, we all know, is “the 
eldest” and most pious “ son of the Church!” 

Some three or four years ago, the reverend personage to 

whom I allude, commenced a never-ending tirade against 
Fenians and Fenianism—as well as everything Irish. Not 

succeeding as he wished, lie applied to our late lamented 

Bishop to have the Fenians declared beyond the pale of 
Divine mercy. He insulted that noble prelate, who, ever 

true, in the cause of humanity and justice, to the teaching of 
his great preceptor, Archbishop McIIale, said that he never 

would interfere with the Fenians, unless he had orders to do so 

from the highest authority in the Church, and such he never ex- 

pected to receive. You may say that this should suffice to 

stop all opposition to Fenianism in this district. We all 

know that it ought to have done so, hut it did not. The rever- 

end gentleman then made a rule that every Fenian who 
wished to receive the sacraments, (and they were to go to hell 
if they didn’t,) should sign a pledge, drawn out by himself, 
to the effect that he, or she, would give up Feni- 
anism. This was a rule of his own, for lie was resolved to 

keep the people down, even against the will of his superiors 
—who, of course, did not know what he was doing here, or 

what lie was inducing other simple minded clergymen to do 
in other localities. During all this time lie would not admit 
the Fenians to the sacraments. Persons who wished to re- 

ceive them, had to pay dearly for their patriotism. Any 
person going to a festival or ball, if a Fenian one, had to 

pay ten dollars; if to any other, only five. What do you 
think of this, ye Buffalo Fenians? 

After the F. Sisters’ picnic on the 4th of July, 1865, two 

years ago, he came out with a most terrible tirade on their 

poor unlucky beads. The Bishop’s attention had been drawn 
to his conduct, through the press. The following Sunday he 

compared the writer of the note to Balaam. “I,” said he, 
“am greater than Balaam. He made an ass talk, but I made 
an ass ivrite.” The poor man, although lie worked in an 

underhand manner all the time, never said “Fenian” again 
from the altar, until after the Bishop’s death. Then did we 

not catch it! No billingsgate could come near it. The 
details would fill a volume. 

Some three or four years ago, a little girl died here, some 

eight or nine years old. She was christened in the Catholic 
Church here, hut at her death the reverend clergyman would 
not admit her remains into either the church for the burial 
service, or into the Catholic burial ground for interment. 
This was on the allegation that she never had been sent to his 
school—that lier father was, in fact, an Irishman and a Fenian. 
So much for example number one. 

Another Irishman, whose name I will not mention here, 
died in this place since then. lie was a grocer and liquor 
dealer, hut gave up selling the latter for about a year before 
his death. No human being ever heard such a funeral ora- 
tion since the creation of the world. I often heard it said 
that the dead had no faults, that all were forgotten on the 
brink of the tomb; but not so with our reverend flagellator. 
When speaking of the dead on that day—before a vast con- 
course of people, of all nationalities—particularly the Amer- 
ican merchants, who met for the last time to pay their respects 
to the memory of the dead by all 0f whom lie was much 
respected and lamented, as an honest and worthy citizen— 
what think you was the theme of his discourse ? Everything 
lie ever heard, or knew, e\erj thing be could scrape up, no 
matter from what source, that he could think of or invent,’(for 
he has very little scruples in such matters,) against the good 
name of the dead, he brought them forth that day. Forgetful 

ul Ins own ssewvl calling which should he a healing one 

forgetl\il of the piv-otuv of the relative of the departed, 
among whom was hi< sorrowing wife -forgotful of the 
example he was giving to a vast concourse of 1‘rolestnnts, 
who were then and there assembled forgetful of everything, 

| hut that the deed Wore him was neither moiv nor less than 
an Irishman, he painted his parishioner in colors ns black as 

the king of darkness himself could lav on, 1 will not pro- 
ceed with this subject much further. Suffice to sav that the 
** Catholic burial service" was made a subject for sermons for Sim- 

days afterwards by the ministers of the various religious 
denominations throughout the city—and well they might, 
for they had good reason. So much for example number 
two. I will give you but one more, for, 1 nm sure, it will 

I crown them all. 
A year ago last winter, we had another death, (one of the 

many, I ought to say.) The person whom I now refer towns 
not an Irishman, but a French banker, nearly fifty years old 
—but lie was a “Count,” a live “ French Count”—and a 

notorious drunkard—not that the poor fellow ever liurted 
anyone but himself, that I am aware of. But he was a drunk- 
ard none the less, and died in the horrors—died without any 
sign of consciousness from the minute lie was taken ill until lie 

departed this life, and he had plenty of life until the last, for 
it took some strong able-bodied men to keep him in his room 

during his last hours. This man had been christened a Cath- 
olic, but that was just as far as lie went with his Catholic 
duties. When he went to church, once in a while, he went 
to some other church. Ilis mother was, and I believe is yet, 
a Catholic; but what of that? Her son died. The reverend 
gentleman attended him during his last hours—which, 
if he was an Irishman, he would not—gave him absolution, 
etc.—went to the Catholic cemetery with his remains—had 
them interred there—what matter if it was in opposition to 
the rules of the Catholic Church?—had him prayed for the 
following Sunday in church—commented highly on his 
virtues. Not being an Irishman, there was never a word of 
his faults. Ilis only recommendation from this world to the 
next was, that of being a banker, and a drunken French count. 

What do you think, gentlemen, of our anti-Fenian cleric, 
now ? Do you think that lie is opposed to the Irish, as a 

people, or only to the Fenians? I believeitto be the former; 
and we are, indeed, a poor degraded race, to allow any tyrant, 
whether lie be priest or layman, to trample ns beneath his 
heels, as if we were the scum of the earth, which many of 
them think we are. Indeed, some of them say that we are 

only fit to be the tools and serfs of England. 
O, Irishmen, shake off the shackles which have bound you 

for centuries, and live as Christians and freemen should. 
You have much to do, and you must go about it without pro- 
crastination. You must get enliglitened,andtobe thatyou must 
read. Without reading you are nowhere, nor should you be 
anywhere else. Study your own national papers—for without 
them we cannot know ourselves, our history, or our duty. 
In fact, to be free, we must not only read, but to be free, we 

must give freedom to others. Let each and all of us assist 
our great national cause, by every means in our power. Let 
us throw every anti-Fenian principle overboard, and be 
united to a man, in our efforts for the liberty of “ old Ire- 
land.” We have yet a country—if we work for it. Be up 
and doing, Irish men and women. Remember that “he or 

she who is not with us is against us.” 
I warmly appreciate the conduct of the Buffalo Fenians, 

on the occasion of the funeral of Sergeant John Lynch, and 
would say to all others: “ Go and do likewise.” 

Respectfully and fraternally your obedient servant, 
Monahan. 

--- 

The Church Coming to the Rescue. 

St. Louib, Mo., August 19th, 1867. 
To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 

Dear Sirs : In my communication sent you week before 

last, I called the attention of the Irishmen of St. Louis par- 
ticularly to the position of our countrymen in Ireland, and 
entreated of them, (perhaps too strongly,) to take action at 

once and see that no more famine graves should be dug by 
our hated foe in Ireland. 1 am proud to say that a 

good priest—one who never considered it a “ mortal 
sin” to be a Fenian—has taken the initiative in this matter. 

I enclose his card published in to-day’s city papers, which, 
no doubt, will be acted on here. 

This is the way for the “ Sogarths” throughout the country 
to act, if the teachings of Maynooth have not eradicated 
from their bosoms every spark of manhood and nationality 
which should endear them to their poor old “island mother.” 

‘‘0 priests of Gotll Sogarths aroonl 
Lead but the way, we’ll go full soon. 
Is there a danger we will not face, 
To make old homes for the Irish race?’’ 

More anon, Cusii-la-no. 

The following is “ the card” referred to in the foregoing 
communication: 

Starvation in Ireland—Communication fromFather 
IIenry.—Editor Republican: I have just received the 
Telegraph, or Connaught Ranger, of the 17th ultimo, which is 
filled with the accounts of starvation existing in the county 
Mayo, Ireland. Will the Irishmen of St. Louis read this, 
and make no effort to rescue from the most horrid death 
thousands of their unfortunate countrymen ? Will the thou- 

sands of Mayo men and women, in particular, of our city, not 
organire 0/ once to raise funds to feed the hungry—the starv- 
ing? Rev. Father Curly, of Louisburg, says that one pound 
sterling will keep a family from starvation. He alone has 
succeeded, up to the present, in saving 431 families, composing 
*2,073 individuals. 

1 would most respectfully suggest that a meeting be called 
at the Court-house for next Monday evening, at 7vj o’clock, to 
raise funds for this purpose. If the meeting be held then a 
remittance could be sent to Ireland on the day following. 
Should the meeting not be held, 1 shall be happy to receive 
anv contribution, however small, that may be given or sent 
to me for this purpose. I>et all who wish to act is this matter 
do so at once, for lie “ who gives quickly, gives twice.” 

St. Louis papers please copy. 
JAMES HENRY, 

Pastor St. Lawrence O’Toole’s Church, No. 1,414 O’Fallon 
street. 

St. Louis, August 8, 1807. 

Funeral of Captain Samuel Sullivan, of Cincinnati, 
One of the Heroes of Ridgeway. 

Cincinnati, O., August 15, 1867. 
To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 

I regret that my first attempt to trespass on your valuable 
space should be to announce the death of one of Ireland’s 
best and bravest. Another noble spirit has passed from 
among us to hold communion with the heroic dead. Alas 
for poor old Ireland, that day by day we are called on to 
chronicle the early demise of so many precious jewels, torn 
from the casket they were wont to adorn—men whose first 
wish is to face every danger necessary to secure their coun- 

try’s independence, and even to share the rest of the illus- 
trious dead who sleep in soldiers’ graves. At the risk of being 
termed sacrilegious, (although the compliment is not a new 

one to us by any means, now-a-days,) I would say, 'When, 
O God, shall it come to pass that the young giant intellect 
and heroism of our race shall be summoned to do battle for 
the right? or, how long shall we lie idly by, save to hope 
and pray and beg, like vacillating slaves that we are, from 
the pirate of nations, for those rights which nature’s God in- 
tended for us ? Perhaps it would be more pertinent to ask 
those questions of a people who are robbed of everything 
between earth and heaven, exterminated from the homes of 
their fathers, or driven to the poorhouse to share the pauper’s 
death pallet, all that the legalized robber should rule triumph- 
ant and in peace. 

Well, one more hater of that twice accursed system has 
gone from among us, like many others of his kind, without 
realizing the dearest aspirations of his life. 

Captain Samuel Sullivan, of Co. D., Irish Republican 
Army, expired in this city on the night of the 2d August, in 
the 23d year of his age. Being a member of the Fenian 
Brotherhood from its first inception, he constantly and faith- 

fully labored for its success. The conspicuous part taken by 
Cincinnati in Fenian affairs, particularly in the attack on 

Canada, and routing the British, last June was a year, at 

Ridgeway, was due in no small degree to our dead comrade. 
He was intelligent, and possessed an active temperament, 
which rendered him as prompt as he was zealous in mater- 

ially aiding to organize the military department of Cincin- 
nati. Nor did he content himself by merely organizing; at 

the call “ to arms ” he promptly responded, and went where 

duty called him forth. 
On the 28th May, 1866, at the head of a company of men 

worthy their commander, he left this city, in connection 
with three other companies, all under command of the gal- 
lant Colonel Jonn Grace, for the Canadian frontier. How 
that “ Spartan band ” of two hundred and twenty-five men 

acquitted themselves, for liberty and Ireland, the sad fact, 
yet proud record of their heroic dead best tells the tale. 

Eight of their number sealed with their blood their devotion 
to liberty, and surrendered all that is dear on earth to man, 
to give freedom to their race, and restore the plundered 
rights of their fathers. 

In this connection I would state that another of those 
brave boys from here, expired at the Sisters’ hospital at 

Buffalo, on the 27th ulto., from wounds received at Ridgeway, 
—Sergeant John Lynch. A braver soldier never handled a 

gun. But, as arrangements are making to have his remains 

brought here, I shall reserve for another occasion a suit- 
able notice of one who sacrificed his life that his country 
might live. As long as the memorable battle of Ridgeway 
exists in history to mark the devotion and valor of Ireland’s 

sons, and the eternal infamy and disgrace of her relentless 

oppressor, just so long will the name and fame of Captain 
Samuel Sullivan survive. 

His conduct on the battle field was but a counterpart of his 

past years of earnest toil. Cool and self-possessed under 

fire, with a military skill acquired in fighting the battles of 

the Union in the late rebellion, he gave additional courage 
to his men who emulated the bravery of their commander ; 
and proved to the world that the cause of Ireland was not 

lost while such men lived to assert her rights, and avenge her 

centuries of wrong in the only manner fitting, for freemen to 

do. To the credit of the Brotherhood of Cincinnati be it 

said, they paid a well merited mark of respect to him whom 

they loved in life, and whose memory they will ever fondly 
cherish. 

On the announcement of the sad bereavement, the various 

Circles were called together, and after suitable remarks were 

made on the life and character of the deceased by Colonel 


