
i n this Richmond hero ? Is it either charity or virtue to be 
a co-worker of slavery? To be instrumental in forming the 
plans of torture to the men who were captured by the mishap 
of a war struggle, whilst fighting for the integrity of this 
Union ? I speak frankly, that in tendering to John Mitchel 
the I residency of the destination of Ireland to be a false 
step, for he who would enslave his fellow-creature, or con- 
nive at his enslavement, is not fit himself to be free.” Again, 
liberty is too precious a blessing to be abused with impunity, 
nor can we expect success in our undertaking if we do not 
use more circumspection. Pliny holds that “ it is God-like 
in man to show charity to man, and this is the road to 
eternal life.” Compare these sentiments with Mr. Slavery- 
monopolizing-Southern-" chivalry” Mitcliel’s history since 
his entrance into the land of fr^e men, and you will behold 
an incontrovertible difference. Can we, the Irish of Amer- 
ica, allow such men to govern us without entering a protest? 
if we are to confide the workings of our nation’s destiny, 
let it be into the hands of men who are, and have been, the 
guardians of liberty by word and act. Let us have men of 
the stripe of the lamented Meagher, who did not league him- 
self with the unscrupulous monsters of human iniquity, or 
the advancement of the British capitalist. For, bd it re- 

membered, my countrymen, that those who sided up with 
the Southern rebellion are the friends of Ireland’s oppressors, 
such as Frazer, Trenholm and Co.; and yet, with all these 
facts, this man of slavery-loving proclivities is thrust on us 
for a President! If we are to be represented as a people 
suffering and throbbing for freedom, let us show to the world 
that, whilst we desire the freedom of our native land, we are 

represented by men whose principles are “ liberty to the 
oppressed of every race and clime,” and not by peacock 
patriots of blustering and slavish nature. For be it known 
that we are not in the land where a good coat and a slick 
tongue will gain a tip of the hat to his honor’s honor. But 
we are in the land where every individual is a monarch—in 

• the land where the teachings of traitors and tyrants are 

played out. Instead of being the tools of foreign potentates, 
either popes or kings, let us be the intelligent and consistent 
champions of our own liberties. This much in conclusion 
of my epistle to the readers of The Irish Republic. Let 
us have a man of good living liberty-loving principles, not 
one who has been the vassal of Jeff. Davis. 

Yours truly, T. Ryan, I. R. A. 
-n»n- 

Sermons on “The Irish Republic.” 
Meadville, Fa., January 1,1868. 

To the Editors of The Irish Republic. 
* 

Gentlemen : I inclose an extract taken from a sermon 

delivered during the evening service, last Sunday, in the 
Catholic church of this place, by the Rev. J. L. Finnucane 
—an Irish priest. This violent and unwarrantable denun- 
ciation of Tiie Irish Republic and its editors was suggested 
by his having read your reply to the scurrilous attack of the 
Rev. Edward Purcell on the members of the Fenian Brother- 
hood, and the cause of which they are the only representa- 
tives. Towards Father Finnucane, I have always entertained 
the most kindly regard, and of him I desire to speak in the 
most friendly manner; and when I now declare it as my 
honest conviction that he is always ready to work and pray 
for Ireland’s freedom, lie will, I trust, concede to me the 
right to say a few words in relation to the subject matter of 
bis remarks, although I may have arrived at different con- 

clusions from himself. In relation to his reference to your 
use of the words “ being turned into stone posts,” and “ it is 
not lucky to meddle with the clergy,” can it be necessary to 

say to him that the ignorant and superstitious reverence, in 
too many instances, of the Irish Catholics for their faith and 
clergy, has been a disgrace to our race, an injury to our relig- 
ion, and an insult to our intelligence, and the sooner this 
unfortunate state of affairs is corrected, the better for our 

country and our Church ? He denies, it seems, “ the right of 
Irishmen to think and act for themselves.” If Irishmen will 
not think and act for themselves, who, pray, will do it for 
them ? The Catholic clergy, he answers. What! Are Irish- 
men not to be intrusted with the management of their own 

affairs as well as the English, the French, and the Amer- 
icans ? Every man’s thoughts and actions concern himself 
the most, and why should he not have the privilege of in- 
vestigating every subject for himself, and then acting in such 
a manner as his reason and his conscience may dictate ? You 
are accused of advocating the theory, “ a priest has no right 
to meddle in anything that concerns his flock, except on Sun- 

day.” I was not aware that you advanced such a doctrine. I 

always understood you to concede to them the fullest liberty 
in this regard, as men, and as men only—asserting for the flock 
in matters temporal the same unqualified right. Are the 

priests to publish such vicious and malignant lies of as 

respectable a body of men as ever assembled in the name of 

Ireland—some of whom Father Finnucane knows to be 

honest, sober, Christian men—as the following—without 
being answered ? This Cincinnati priest, after saying that 

Fenians cannot congregate without being drunk, continues: 

Well, to resume my subject of the Fenians in the Conven- 
tion at Cleveland, it is just the beginning of another scheme 
to cheat their countrymen out of some more of their hard 

earnings. These scamps will devise all the paeans in their 

power to cheat you, the father of lies being with them in 
their undertakings. I, indeed, entertain but very little fears 
that my countrymen will be deluded again by these swin- 
dlers.” 

if it can be at all possible that the lying and degraded 
villain who penned those lines is in any way connected with 
a Catholic and Christian community, then I declare that the 
principles of true religion will be best promoted by his im- 
mediate and ignominious expulsion. I regret that Father 
Finnucane—a priest who, I know, earnestly desires the free- 
dom of his country, and confidently sympathizes with the 
efforts now being made to accomplish it—should even tacitly 
indorse such vile and filthy language. Thank Heaven! but 

| very few priests are like this Cincinnati writer. 
Although I am an admirer of your paper, and generally 

agree with its articles, I have other motives than its cham- 
pionship in writing this letter. I desire to say to my country- 
men, in Meadville and elsewhere, who believe the F. B. and 
The Irish Republic to be one and indivisible, that they 
are in error. 

My friends, you can be Fenians without being readers of 
The Irish Republic. You can be Fenians without agree- 
ing with all the opinions of any newspaper or man. We 
propose to you no new political or religious creed. We only 
ask you, as Father Finnucane does, to labor heart and hand 
and perseveringly for your country’s independence.” Let 
every \ Irishman feel that, with the failure of the Fenian 
Brotherhood the history of our country and our race is 
closed. The day may not be far distant when the sunburst 
will be again flung to the breeze, proclaiming the existence 
of a free and independent Republic in Ireland; and should 
the noble body of men that will march and suffer and pray 
and fight to maintain it be defeated, (which Heaven forbid,) 
it is not those whojfail, but those who suffer them to fail, that 
history will hold accountable. Come, then, Irishmen, fling 
aside your petty jealousies and feudal intolerances, and unite 
with us in heart and hand, in the honest and Christian effort 
now being made to liberate your unhappy and enslaved 
country. In the name of the last consecrated martyrs of our 

race, Allen, Larkin and O’Brien—meA whcT died Christian 
and edjfying deaths—I ask you to commence to-day and 
work for the next few months, in friendship and in confidence, 
with the only Organization that has Ireland and liberty on 
its banners—and despite the selfish or the ignorant interfer- 
ence of others, you will yet see your country redeemed. 

Wishing you all the compliments of this joyful season, I 
remain fraternally yours, E. Kay. 

[The extract from the sermon above alluded to will be 
found in our editorial columns.—Eds. I. R.] 

THE OMNIBUS. 
THE MONEYLESS MAN. 

Is there no secret place on the lace of the earth 
Where charity dwelleth, where virtue hath birth ? 
Where bosoms in mercy and kindness will heave, 
And the poor and the wretched shall “ask and receive?” 
Is there no place on earth where a knock from the poor 
Will bring a kind angel to open the door? 
Ah! search the wide world wherever you can, 
There is no open door for the moneyless man. 

Go, look in yon hall, where the chandelier’s light 
Drives off with its splendor the darkness of night! 
Where the rich hanging velvet, in shadowy fold, 
Sweeps gracefully down with its trimming of gold, 
And the mirrors of silver take up and renew, 
In long lighted vistas, the ’wildering view— 
Go there, in your patches, and find, if you can, 
A welcoming smile for a moneyless man. 

Go, look in yon church of the cloud-reaching spire, Which gives back to the sun his same look of red fire; Where the arches and columns are gorgeous within, And the walls seem as pure as a soul without sin; 
Go down the long aisle—see the rich and the great, In the pomp and the pride of their worldly estate— 
Walk down, in your patches, and find, if you can, 
Who opens a pew to a moneyless man. 

Go, look on yon judge in his dark-flowing gown, 
With the scales wherein law weigheth equity down, 
Where he frowns on the weak, and smiles on the strong 
And punishes right, while he justifies wrong; 
Where jurors their lips on the Bible have laid, 
To gender a verdict they’ve already made— 
Go there, in the court-room, and find, if you can 

Any law for the cause of a moneyless man. 

Go, look in the banko, where mammon hath told 
His hundreds and thousands of silver and gold; 
Where, safe from the hands of the starving and poor, Lies pile upon pile of the glittering ore; 
Walk up to the counter—ah ! there you may stay Till your limbs grow Old and your hair turns gray, And you’ll find at the banks no one of the clan 

* 

With money to lend to a moneyless man. 

Then go to your hovel; no raven hath fed 
The wife who has suffered too long for her bread; Kneel down to her pallet, and kiss the hoar frost 
From the lips of the angel your poverty lost; Then turn, in your agony, upward to God, And bless, while it smites you, the chastening rod; And you’ll find at the end of your life’s little span, There’s a welcome above for a moneyless man. 

Henry T. Stanton. 
A Worldly Little Devil.—My parents were in a miser- 

able condition of life, and my infant home was a cellar in 

Preston. I recollect the sound of father’s Lancashire clogs 
on the pavement above, as being different in my young hear- 
ing from the sound of all other clogs; and I recollect that, 
when mother came down the cellar steps, I used tremblingly 
to speculate on her feet having a good or an ill-tempered look 
—on her knees—on her waist—until finally her face came into 
view and settled the question. From this it will be seen that 
I was timid, and that the cellar-steps were steep, and that 
the doorway was very low. Mother had the grip and clutch 
of poverty upon her face, upon her figure, and, not least of 
all, upon her voice. Her sharp and highpitched words were 

squeezed out ®f her, as by the compression of bony fingers 
on a leathern bag; and she had a way of rolling her eyes 
about and about the cellar, as she scolded, that was gaunt 
and hungry. Father, with his shoulders rounded, would sit 
quiet on a three-legged stool, looking at the empty grate 
until she would pluck the stool from under him and bid 
him go bring some money home. Then he would dismally 
ascend the steps, and I, holding my ragged shirt and trowsers 
together with a hand (my only braces,) would feint and 
dodge from mother’s pursuing grasp at my hair. A worldly 
little devil was mother’s usual name for me. Whether I cried 
for that I was in the dark, or for that it was cold, or for 
that I was hungry, or whether I squeezed myself into a 
warm corner when there was a fire, or ate voraciously 
when there was food, she would still say, 

“ Oh, you worldly 
little devil!” And the sting of it was, that I quite well 
knew myself to be a worldly little devil. Worldly as to 
the wanting to be housed and warmed, worldly as to the 
wanting to be fed, worldly as to the greed with which I 
inwardly compared how much I got of those good things, 
with how much father and mother got, when rarely those 
good things were going. Sometimes they both went away 
seeking work, and then I would be locked up in the cellar 
for a day or two at a time. I was at my worldliest then. 
Left alone I yielded myself up to a worldly yearning for 
enough of anything (except misery), and for the death of 
mother’s father, who was a machine maker at Birmingham, 
and on whose decease, I had heard mother say, she would 
come into a whole courtful of houses “if she had her right.” 
Worldly little devil, I would stand about musingly fitting 
my cold, bare feet into cracked bricks and crevices of the 
damp cellar floor—walking over my grandfather’s body, so to 
speak, into the courtful of houses, and selling them for meat 
and drink, and clothes to wear. At last a change came down 
into our cellar. The universal change came down even so 
low as that—so will it mount to any height on which a human 
creature can perch—and brought other changes with it. We 
had a heap of I don’t know what foul litter in the darkest 
corner, which we called “the bed.” For three days mother 
lay upon it without getting up, and then began, at times, to 
laugh. If I had ever heard her laugh before, it had been 
so seldom that the strange sound frightened me. It fright- 
ened father, too, and we took it by turns to give her water. 
Then she began to move her head from side to side, and 
sing. After that, she getting no better, father fell a laughing 
and singing, and then there was only I to give them both 
water, and then both died. 

Literary Degrees in China.—There are in China four 
literary degrees, which may be considered to correspond to 
our European ones of bachelor, licentiate and doctor, the 
fourth being that of academician. The two first degrees may 
be taken in the provinces; the two latter at Pekin only. The 
examinations for a licentiate’s degree take place once every 
three years in the capitals of the provinces. In September 
last the number of candidates who presented themselves at 
Nankin wras 20,000, amongst whom there were old men. 
There are many privileges attached to the literary degrees. 
As soon as a student has obtained his bachelor’s degree, he 
cannot be subjected to torture or any corporal punishment 
without being first degraded. Every district is obliged to 
provide its licentiates with a certain number of measures of 
rice. A licentiate may also obtain a vacant mandarinship, 
or make much money as a public letter-writer and man of 
business generally. During the period of the examinations 
each candidate is shut up in a separate cell, where he has 
barely room enough to sit and write; he cannot lie, down, 
and cannot leave it for six days and nights, the time the 
examination lasts. His food is brought to him in his cell. 
The subjects of examination consist in passages of Confucius 
to be commented on, waiting a piece of poetry, replying to 
five questions on the history and political economy of China, 
and an oral examination on the geography of that country. 
Before being admitted to the examination, the candidate 
must prove that he exercises no low trade, and find five 
bachelors and two other persons as sureties for his respect- 
ability. 

The Most Remarkable Feat of Pedestrianism on 
Record.—The Illinois Staats-Zeitung, published at Chicago, 
says that the pedestrian feat of Weston is not the greatest 
feat of the kind that has ever been performed before, and 
that it is the merest child’s play in comparison with that 
which was done by a Norwegian named Menseu Ernst. This 
man was born at Bergen, in Norway, in 1799. First a sailor, 
then a pilot, he began his career as a pedestrian, in England, 
at the age of twenty, and walked from London to Portsmouth, 
a distance of seventy-two English miles, in nine hours—at 
the rate of one hundred miles in twelve hours and thirty minutes. The distance from London to Liverpool, one 
hundred and fifty miles, he walked in thirty-two hours or 
at the fate of one hundred miles in twenty hours and forty minutes. But these remarkable performances were only an 
earnest of his future pedestrian feats. According to the terms 
of a bet of 100,000 francs ($20,000)—of which, in case of 
success, he was only to receive 4,000 francs ($800)—he agreed to walk, in fifteen days, from Paris to Moscow. At noon on 
the 11th of June, 1822, he started from Place Vendome Paris, and on the morning of the 25th of June stood before the 
Kremlm, in Moscow, having accomplished the distance of 
452 German miles, or 1,600 English miles, in thirteen and a 
half, instead of fifteen days, or at an average of one hundred 
and seven miles a day. And lie did this without being 
accompanied by a carriage and trainers, and his food and 
drink were not prepared for him beforehand at every hotel 
on the route. On his road lay Rokitno and Brobrisk, which 
gave him untold difficulty; while between Smolensk and 
Borodino he had a pack of wolves for companions, who 
howled around him, though happily at a safe distance. But 
in face of all these difficulties Ernst never for a moment last 
his temper, and did not distinguish himself as a great scold, 
as has Weston, or fancy that he was some wonderful person- 
age, on whom the rudeness of throwing out of the window a 
dog presented to him in the greatest kindness must be over- 


