
CoiiONELJohnO'Mahoney, the Fenianleader, died in New York
on Feb 6th. Col John O'Mahoney, the Fenian leader, whose
exploitsoccupied alarge share of public attentionsome ten years
ago, was bornincountyCork, Ireland,about1820, mdbelonged to
a revolutionary family, bis father andhis uncles beingimplicated
in the risingof 1798, andbarely escapinghanging therefor. After
receiving his education at Trinity College, Dublin, he removedto
Tipperary, andin1848 enlisted in theunsuccessful YoungIreland
movement of that year which was led by Smith O'Brien. Young
O'Mahoneyhadinfluence enough togather aroundhim about1,500
peasantry,wroencampedontheTipperaryhillsandmaintainedtheir
positionfor three weeks, till,being completely surrounded by the
military the futilityof further resistancebecame apparent,andtney
quietly dispersed. O'Mahoney and someof his friends escaped to
France, and after residing there six years he emigrated to this
country. Fromthe Carbonari andother secret societies of the Con-
tinent, he learned the art of organising secret political societies,
which he put into practice in this country. Inconjunction with
Corcoran andDoheny,heworkedquietly for several yearsinorgan-
ising theFenian Brotherhood, whichfinally assumed such propor-
tions that it held a convention in Chicago in 1862. The great
strength whichit thereexhibited,togetherwith the fierydeclaration
of principles published by the convention, kindled all the enthu-
siasm ofthe Irishresidingin this country. Men andmoney flowed
in a constant stream, and at the close of 1865 the Brotherhood
numbered over 3,000,000 members, who contributed so liberally
that the annual revenueof the organisation was then estimated at
$2,500,000. Military companies wereraised, ballsandpicnics were
given,and all wenton swimmingly. The arrestof the leaders of
the movement in Irelandin 1865 only gave fresh impetus to the
Brotherhood here John O'Mahoney had been confirmed in the
leadershipbythe Chicago Convention. The MoffatMansion,onEast
Seventeenth street,New York, washired toservehim as an execu-
tive headquarters,and Fenianism swiftly reached itshighest tide-
mark. The surroundingsof"President

"
O'Mahoney werebrilliant

andattractive for atime Butbefore long, dissensions sprangup
in theFenian ranks,and in 1866, after a convention held in New
York, a large section of the "Brotherhood," under Colonel Win. R.
Roberts, separated from Colonel O'Mahoney, and founded that
party which was afterwardsidentifiedwith the Canadian raid. All
wasnowchaos,themoneymelted away,andinIH6BJohnO'Mahoney,
disgusted with the Fenians, resigned his head centreship and
retired into private life until 1872, when he again consented to
assume theleadershipofthe skeletonof theonce formidable Fenian
body

—
a leadershiphecontinuedtoholdup to the timeof his death.

Atone time Mr. O'Mahoney was recklessly charged with dis-
honesty,but weunderstand that he successfully vindicatedhimself
and that his later years were spentin straitened rather thanin
luxuriantcircumstances.

Daring the Rebellion O'Mahoney assisted in organising the
Corcoran Legion,andamilitia regiment ">f his own, which he com-
manded for three months. Inappearance O'Mahoney was formerly
veryremarkable. He wore his back hair in long ringlets, which
partedathis shouldersand hung down to his breast in front. At
one time he became so devoted to Spiritualism that his mind was
deranged andhe was confined for four months ina lunatic asylum.

Thebody of JohnO'Mahoney, theDeadFenian HeadCentreis
Vjdinstateat the Sixty-ninth Regiment armory,cornerofLudlowjf/£* Grandstreets. Theroomisappropriatelydressedinmourning,
ttndover the bodyis laid the sword and. sash of the deceased. The
Irish andAmerican flags also cover the coffin. The remains willbe
in state until Tuesday morning, when they will be taken to St.
Francis Xavier's Church,where the funeral services will beheld.

Theremainsareguardedalternatelyby theSixty-ninthregiment,
the Irish Legion, and the IrishVolunteers. The funeral proces-
sion will form on Fifthavenueand Twenty-third street, and the
line of march will be down Fifth avenue to Sixteenth street, to
Broadway, to Canalstreet, and then to the wharf. Large numbers
of persons visited the armory yesterday and viewed the remains.

—
Catholic Standard.

The Catholic Church in theBritishPossessions is very influen-
tial. In British North America there are 4 Archbishops, 25
Bishops, and 1,645 priests, 3,139 parish schools, and 1,882,000
Catholics. There are double the number of parish schools in
British America.thatthere.are.iruthe United States,although the
Catholic populationis only one-fourth. Inotner words,we should
have 12,000 schools, instead of 1,600, the present number.

—
CatholicStandard.

The signsof disunion between theGreekand Slavpopulation
ofEuropeanTurkey continuetomanifest themselves. The inhabi-
tantsofAdrianople,Greeks as well as Turks,have petitionedthe
Government tobe allowed to take up arms against,-"the" common
enemy." From thePorte the address was sent on to the Sultan
himself, who replied by ordering the GrandVizier to thank the
petitionersand tell them thathe still hoped tomaintain peace, but
that in the eventof war he meant to place himself at theheadof
his Army, andcountedon the co-operationof allOttom.insubjects
withoutdistinction of race or religion. Sultm' Abdul Hamid ia
alreadyshowinghimself muchmoreaccessible thanhis predecessors,
andhas actually writtenin theLevantHerald

—
so it iaalleged

—
an

articleon thereforms.

Friday, April 20,1877. NEW ZEALAND TABLET.

Poet'sCorner.
DIRGE FOR DEVIN REILLY.

quiteenoughto show us what may be the valueof this author's
work, the standard authority amongst certain classes on the
subject. Father John Murphy, weknow, notwithstanding, tohave
beena manin everywayunlikely tohavetakenpartinanyviolent
movement,unlesshe hadbeen, as lie wasundoubtedly, forcedinto
it. He was a graduate of the University of Seville; inallhis
habits a gentleman, and possessed of learning and accomplish-"*
ments. He hadusedhis influence with his people,when thepre-
liminary symptoms of the insurrection first became apparent,in
persuadingthem to giveup their pikes andfirearms, andit wasnot
until the cowardly yeomanry, believing the peasants to be fully
disarmed, setupon them, burning their houses with manyof the
inhabitants,andcommittingatrociousoutragesof everydescription,
thatthe priest, whosechapel also had beenreduced to ashes, con-
sideredit his duty to set himself at the head of his defenceless
flock in order toorganisealawful resistance. Father Murphy was
at length taken prisoner,when the affair hadresultedeverywhere
in failure, triedby martial law at Durrow, andafter hehadbeen
cruelly scourged, washanged.

The followingbeautifuland powerfulpoemis one of the bust relicsof thegeuiu*ofpoorJoseph Breumti. Another such poem— possessing such rare pathos
—

burning
with such fire inits irregular rhymes -aboundingwith such, grandand majesties
metaphors,itwouldbedifficult to findin the language.—Pilot."Godrest you,DevinReilly, in theplaceofyour choice!
Where the blesseddew is falling, and the flowers have avoice;
Where the conscious treesarebending in homage to the dead*
And the earthis swelling.upward, like apillow for yourhead;
AndHISrest will be withyou,for the lonely seeminggrave,
Tho'adungecn to the coward,is apalace to thebrave;
Tho' ablack Infernocircle, where the recreantare bound,
Is abraveValhallapleasure-dome whereheroes are crown'd;
Oh!God's rest willbe withyou in the congress ofthe great,
Whc arepurifiedby sorrow,andare victors over fate;
Oh!God's restwill be with you in the corridors of fame,
Which was jubilant with welcome when Death namedyourname!"Way 'mongst theheroes for another hero soul!
Room for aspirit whichhas struggled toits goal!
Rise, for inlife he was faithful tohis faith,
Andentered withoutstain 'neath the porticoof death;
Andhis fearless deeds aroundlikeattendantangels stand,
Claiming recognition from thenoble and the grand.
Claiming to his meed, who, fromfresh and bounding youth
To the days of manly trial,was truthful to thetruth,
The welcome of thehero, whose foot wouldnot give way
Till his trenchant sword wasshivered in the fury of the fray;
Andbrave will be that welcomeif the demi-gods above
Canlove witha tithe of our humble mortal love." Haveyouseen themighty tempest inits war cloak of cloud,
Whenit stalks thro' the midnight so defiant andproud

—
When 'tis shouldering the ocean till the crouching waters fly,
From the thunder of its voice,and the lightning of its eye;
A.nd the wavesin timidmultitudes are rushing to the strand
Inavain appealfor succor from thebuffets of its hand?
Then you saw the sorl ofReilly when, abroadin its might,
Itdashed aside with loathingall the creatures of thenight!
Till the plumed hosts were humbled, and their crests, white no

more,
Were soiled with the sand, andstrewnupon the shore!
For the volumedswell of thunderwas concentrated inhis form, ■

Andhistread wasaconquest, andhis blow waslike a storm!" Haveyouseena wearytempest,when a harboris near,
And its giant breast is heaving from the speedof its career?
How it puts off its terrors,andis timorous andweak,
As itstoops upon the waterswith its cheek to their cheek-
As it broods like a lover overall the quietplace,
Till the dimpling smiles ofpleasureare eddying inits trace?
Then you saw the soul of Reilly when,ceasing to roam,
It flung awaythjclouds, andnestled to its home j
When theheaveandswell were ended,and the spirit wasat rest.And gentle thoughts, like white-winged birds,were dreaming on

its breast;
And the tremulous sheetsof sunsetaround itscouch wererolled
In voluptuous festooningof purplelined with.gold." Oh! sorrow onthe day whenouryoungapostledied,
When the lonely grave was openedfor our darling andourpridej
When the passionof apeoplewas following the dead,
Likeasolitarymourner with a bowed uncovered head;
When a nation's aspirationswere stoopingo'er the dust;
When the golden bowl was broken, andthe trenchantsword wasrust;
When the brave tempestuous spirit, with an upward wing, had

passed;
And the loveof the wife wasa widow's loveat last:
Oh !God restyou, DevinReilly, in the shadowof that love,
And Godbless you with His bliss, in thepleasure-domeabove!
Where the heroes are assembled, and the veryangels bow
To tho glory of eternity which glimmers on each brow." Lay meona hillside, with my feet to the dew,
Where tne life of the verdureis faintly stealing thro',
On the slope of ahill, with my face to the light
Whicii glows uponthe dawn,andglorifies thenight;
Would it wereahillside in the landof the Gael,
Where the dew falls like tear-drops,and the windis a wail;
Where the wingedsuperstitions aregleaming thro' the gloom.
Likea host of frighted fairies tobeautify the tomb!
On the slopeof ahill, withyour face to the sky,
Which claspedyoulike a blessing in the days gone by;
When yourhopes wereas radiant a3 tho starsof thenight,
Andthe reaches of the future throbbed with,constellated light!"
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