
America have taken this oath. It is thus we are met 

at our Church doors, and ordered back by English hire- 

lings. It is thus our dead are outraged by the paid 
emissaries of England. How long shall we stand it ? 
How long shall Maynooth be tolerated in the Church of 
God ? Let a Massey or a Corydan do the dirty work of 

England, and we rend the skies with curses. Let a 

Cullen, a Moriarty, or a Duggan do the same work, but 

enlarged a thousandfold, and shall we be dumb ? No; 
not while God gives us souls of our own, and intelli- 

gence to know that these swearers do not preach the 

Church, but England! Let no man, be he priest or 

layman, who has taken the Mayuooth oath, be trusted. 

They must denounce Fcnianism ! England demands it, 
and they must obey. 

About one year ago, a young man from Mayuooth 
came to this diocese to be ordained. He professed to 
be an Irish nationalist. He said that when the other 
students were sworn in Maynooth, he evaded it some- 

how. This was an untruth; but he was ashamed to say 
that he sold himself for a mess of pottage. He assured 
us that, when ordained, he would never denounce Fenian- 

ism, and wc believed him. He was ordained, and sent 
to Bloomington, in this State, and on the first Sunday, 
lie denounced Fcnianism from flic altar. It is the same 

with all Maynooth-trained priests. They must do their 

duty; and that is, to break up all conspiracies against 
England. We defy them, and the brood of soulless 

things who disgrace Ireland by claiming her as their 
mother, and all the power of England to back 
them, to break up the Fenian Brotherhood. As 

long as “Ireland and liberty ” is the motto on their 
banners, the Irish people will rally around them, May- 
nooth denunciators to the contrary notwithstanding. 
Come on, gentlemen; you will find the Irish nationalists 
of America have got souls of their own, and that 

IiV POLITICAL MATTERS WE OWN NO MASTER ! 
With the greatest possible reluctance we discuss this 

matter. But it has been forced on us by the rampant 
tyranny of England’s consecrated tools, and our duty to 
the cause of our betrayed country and to our own per- 
sonal independence compels us to speak out. 

■-- 

Reform in England. 
To this question, during the present season, a good 

deal of notice has been directed. Perhaps a great deal 
more than it fairly deserves, if we look merely to its 
intrinsic merits. For, after all, the home of the great 
Briton is but a poor, little, petticoat-ridden patch of 

earth, which in stern reality is more remarkable for the 
snobbish subserviency of its people, than for any of the 
nobler and loftier qualities by which humanity may be 
adorned. But Bull is a pushing, fussy animal, who is 
always alive to the claims of his stomach, and who never 

yet was known to be asleep when the remotest chance 
existed of putting other people’s money into his capa- 
cious pockets. And by means of the “ cousinship ” 
which—now that the rear is over—he is once more so 

fond of claiming with the Yankees, and of the common 

language which prevails in England and America, he 
manages to perform, even in this country—and that, too, 
with no small anioxxnt of sxxccess—the part of the fly 
on the wheel, and to make legions of people withoxxt 
heads believe that he is the very center of the universe, 
and is performing, every day of his life, deeds that will 
outshine and outlive the stars. 

Loudon is the greatest city that ever has been, is, 
shall or can be, and Bull is its inhabitant. And, to tell 
the truth, they are worthy of each other. For the one 

is the filthiest wen—the mightiest mound of dirt and 
ugliness—on the face of the earth, and the other the 
slimiest slug that ever crawled over it. 

If we condescend, on this or any other occasion, to 
name either the place or its people, or to record the in- 
solent sayings or rascally doings of the latter, they may 
be well assured that it is not for their sakes we so demean 
ourselves. It is because of our own unhappy country, 
which they have plundered and tortured so long; and 
because of the interests of hundreds of millions of human 

beings in other lands, who still pine and suffer under the 

damning degradation of English tyranny. The very 
saints in heaven, themselves, have an interest, and a deep 
one, in anything and everything that assists and advances 
the overthrow of hell’s reign. Although personally safe 

from its unhallowed power, still its continued existence 
means the misery of millions whom they would wish to 
save. So we feel towards that small country and its 
contemptible concerns, where the most infamous and 

dangerous conspiracy against human liberty, that ever 

yet cursed the earth, has its headquarters and its home. 
They have begun to “ reform ” themselves in England, 

it appears. One thing is certain, they had great need of 
it. Up to the present, out of the twenty or twenty-one 
millions of individuals, wrho constitute the population of 

England and Wales, about six hundred thousand were 

entitled to vote in electing the members of the House 
of Commons. The remaining twenty millions and a 

half had no more voice in making the laws which they 
were, and are, compelled to obey, than had the Negroes 
of Central Africa. This was English freedom ! For 
we all know—having heard it so often—that “ Britons 
never will be slaves! ” Of course not. They are free- 
men who live by permission of their “ superiors.” 

Some of the better sort of them, such as John 

Bright, began to get a little ashamed of this style of 
“ freedom.” They set to work, or rather to talk, and 
after a great deal of bullying on all sides, the aristocratic 

Whigs and Tories have pretended to yield, and a bill has 
been passed, enacting something which, they tell us, is 

equal to household sufferage, because it will enable 
almost any man who pays rent or taxes to vote. 

It certainly will, in all probability, add about a million 
or so to the entire constituency of the country. The 

gain seems great. But is it real ? Let us see. 

There is no vote by ballot in England. They tell us 

that it is altogether “ un-English.” They are so fond, 
poor darlings, of doing everything openly and above 

board, with all the publicity and fearlessness which per- 
fect innocence inspires! Hence they never use the ballot, 
except in their aristocratic clubs. It is good there for the 

patrician goose; but it would never do to intrust such a 

dangerous weapon as secret voting to the keeping of the 

plebeian gander! So the people have no ballot in Eng- 
land. The “ mere mob ” must be trotted out to the 

polls, and watched by armies of policemen, and lawyers, 
and rascals of all sorts, while it performs its political 
functions. What is the consequence? 

Just this. The people hare to vote to please their mas- 

ters. Take the counties. Everybody knows that the 

tenantry are driven by agents and bailiffs, like so many 
flocks of sheep, to the polls, to vote according to the 
landlords’ pleasure. And they do it, rather than be 

destroyed. Hence it is not the people, but the land- 
lord interest, that is really represented in England—that 
makes the Government and pockets the money, and that 

performs the wholesale robbery and murder in Ireland, 
and all over the earth. The larger cities and towns may 
have a small amount of independence, which occasion- 

ally, in times of great excitement, asserts itself. But 

they are very few; and the voters—in the smaller bor- 
oughs, which are very numerous—are, generally speak- 
ing, fully as dependent on the favor of their patrons for 
custom and business, as the tenants arc on their land- 
lords for leave to exist. The consequence is, that so 

long as open voting prevails in England, to multiply 
voters is simply to multiply slaves. You just add so 

many more to the wretched list who arc compelled, on 

pain of social ruin to themselves and their families, to 

do as their masters order them. And right well the or- 

ganized hypocrisy of tyrant autocrats who constitute the 

government of England understand that it is so. 

Such is the boasted “ reform ” of England, concern- 

ing which so much bosh and balderdash has been lately 
poured into our ears. It simply makes matters, in many 
vital respects, worse than they were before. 

There are—and few on earth know it better or rejoice 
more heartily over it than we do—powerful and exten- 
sive revolutionary elements in England. The Chartism 
of other days was based on principles which may slum- 
ber for a season, but they never can be extinguished. 
They are still there, burning deep and fierce in the 
hearts of hundreds of thousands of honest, earnest, in- 

telligent, hard-working men. But deprived, as these 
men all are, of arms, and of all knowledge of military 
exercises, totally dependant as they are on their daily 
wages for bread, and on the prosperity of trade and com- 

merce for employment—their hands are so effectually 
tied that they are practically helpless. And so they 

must remain until a power from without strikes a blow 

which will force them into that insurrection for which 

—so far as intelligent principle is concerned—they are 

unquestionably prepared. 
This points to the Irish nation in America, and to 

the giant power which they possess, if they only know 
how to use it so as to effect the liberty not of Ireland 

only but of England, and eventually of the world. Their 
first duty is to put their (military) house in order, and 
stand with their hands on their sword-hilts, ready for 
the opportunity which is sure to come, or which, if it is 

necessary to seek for it, can easily be found. 

Faith-Spreading and Nationality. 
We Irish are a versatile people. There appears to be 

little in this world to which we cannot adapt ourselves 
—from sinking pauper graves to propagating religious 
creeds. Let us rejoice at our great good fortune—rail- 
road “ navvies," canal drudges, hod-carriers as we are— 

a Cardinal-Prince, the immortal Cullen, has discovered 
for us a new and splendid mission. God permitted us 

to be starved, or hounded out of Ireland, that we might 
shed the beneficent light of the Gospel on heathen 
America! Let the young clerical aspirant, in the clois- 
ters of loyal Maynooth, swear “ allegiance" to the 
British Queen with a good conscience. Cadinal Cullen 
blesses the benignant British Government that endows 
a Catholic college, and furnishes the true Faith with 

legions of Irish missionaries ! In comparison with this 
great benefit, what signifies the existence of the Irish 
race, as a distinct nation ? Other peoples may live at 

home, and form a great family; but the “ manifest des- 
tiny " of the Irish is to spread the Faith throughout the 
lauds. 

Are we not fulfilling that grand destiny ? Walk 
through the dark lanes of our great cities. Ascend the 
dismal stories of the tenement houses. Visit the female- 
waiter saloons. What meets your gaze ? That distorted 
and bloated drunkard—sunken far below the level of the 
brute—was once a happy Irish peasant. Those pale- 
faced women and young children, they once breathed the 
pure atmosphere of the old land—ere the landlord and 
sheriff came to desolate their homes. Observe that tall, 
queenly, dark-eyed girl, drinking fiery poison with these 
low-browed ruffians. She was once the pride and boast 
of some Irish village, the idol of some noble heart. To- 

night, she is the debased mistress of some gambling vil- 
lain. Spreading the Faith! Aye, we are spreading it— 

daubing the fair world with our misery and shame. The 
slums of our cities—the poorhouses and brothels—can 
furnish an account of the myriads who, but for 
Irish recreance and British cruelty, might be proud, 
prosperous and happy in Ireland to-day. What matter 

if even a few rise to riches and distinction. They, for the 
most part, endeavor to forget that they belong to Ireland 
—in fact, are ashamed of their unhappy country; and 
the millions of poor toilers in workshops, on farms, or 

on railroads, have very little time to think about the 
Faith or anything else. And so the work goes bravely 
on—Ireland becoming a wilderness, and the Irish emi- 

grants getting every day absorbed in the great Ameri- 
can ocean of humanity. Shall we hail this fearful 
visitation as the decree of God ? Are we content to 
become absorbed in the great cauldron of the universe ? 
Must wo alone, of all the races of eartb, bow meekly 
down and submit without an effort to our own political 
extinction? Arc we selected by Providence as special 
subjects for tyrannical injustice ? or are we created for 
the food of empires and the building material of churches ? 
If we believe this, why, let us conform with our belief. 
Let us acknowledge ourimpotency to exist as a sovereign 
people. Let us furl our flags and blend ourselves with 
any other race than our own. Yes, by all means, adhere 
to the excellent teachings of “ sensible" wealthy Irish- 
men, and “ saintly " prelates. Conform to the doctrine 
of such men as D’Arcy McGee and ^Cadinal Cullen 
and you will prosper in this world, and attain such salva- 
tion as they can give in the next. But if you do not 

believe so—if you think that you have aright to live on 

your own soil—to love your own flag—to make your 
own laws—arise in your giant strength, and, by your 
acts, give the lie to traitors, renegades and hypocrites. 
Show them that you have come out here to spread a 

faith—the faith of Irish Liberty—the glorious Gospel 


