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MESSAGE OF POPE LEO XIIL. TO THE N.Z. TABLET

Pergant Directores et Scriptores Naw Zsaaland Tablet, Apostolica Benedictions confortati,
Religionis et Justitise causam promovere per vias Veritatis ot Pacis.

Die 4 Aprilis, 1200.

LEO XIII., P.M.

TRANSLATION.—Fortified by the Apostolic Blessiug, let the Directors and Writsrs of the New Zealand Tablet
continue to promoie the cause of Religion and Fustice by the ways of Truth and Peace.

April 4, igoo.

LEQ XU, Pope.

Current Topics

v

A Crimeless People

Bishop Olier has lately been on a visit to the sue-
cessful Marist Catholic missions on Wallis Islamd. De-
scribing what he saw, Dr. Olier says: ‘ There is wmo
gaol, no police, the ten Commandments of God amd the
six missionaries bemg sufficient 1o keep the King and
his subgects right. They are indecd a happy people.’

Could the happy and crimeless Catholic islanders of
Wallis be induced to send a few missionarics to bear'the
light of the Gospel to the multitudes of the ' superor
race’ that have cut adrift from 1he safe moorings of
faith and Christian morality in these countries ?

A Quackhead * Remedy’

Your physician and surgeon can breoadiy define the
limits of their art—the boumndaries of the serviecs that
knife and cavtery and prescriplion can do for suffering
man. But no disease that fiesh 15 beir to can ¢ baffle’
the vociferous quack that drops his h's, and speaks wilh
ungrammatical hips, and knows about as much of human
anatomy as does a medicine-man atong the red-skimned
Cherokees.  En an analogous way, your casy-chair jour-
nalistic guack has his FPink Pull or Black Draught or
redall Tapllond ready in his vest pocket for 1he mstent
ending of every peolitical and social evil, The latest
“remedy ' for all the 1lls of * boly Ireland, where the
grass grows pgreen’' has been copled into ome of our
New Zealand contemporaries from {he prescription of
an editorial guackhead in ‘ famous London town':
Wealth ankl prosperity are promised fo Irish ‘ Roman-
ists ' if they will only forsake the faith of their fathers
and embrace some one or olher of the myriad Preotean
forms of religion that are known by the general desig-
nation of Protestantism !

-

Tgis prescription is advanced as an absclutely new
and original addition to the Brilish political Pharma-
copaeia. But, worshipiul good masters, il 1s as old as
the days of Queen Elizabeth and 1he Sixth Mdward.
It was emboried mm the Acts of Parliament of every
rewgn from the days of Bluebeard the ¥Kiphth 1o those
of the last George  For three hundred years successive
British Admimstrations endeasored—but 1 yain—to
force the Pill down the lhroat of Krin at the pomt
of the bayonet. And for three centuries proselylising
associations sprained jawbome and hand to make soup-
and-fjlanket ¢ cooveris ' of ne'pr-do-wells and  of the

starving poor who were stricken with the periodical
famines that were attificially produced in the country
by a system of rule that smapped its fingers at every
principle of political economy. Here is how * convic-
tion ’ grew upon a wvillage loafer who joined the ranks of

‘ That sanctified troop,
Whose souls have been chastened by flannel and soup,}

amd fa full and complete suit of second-hand clothes’®
from the Reverend Oliver Stiggins :(—

‘1 lelt ati the moment the breeches went on,

That hali of my ancient religion was gone ;

Much was done by a vest buttoned up to the throat,
But the grand hit of all was a rusty black coat.

‘ The hat was convineing, as one might expect,

The necklie itself had a certain effect ;

Then to pluck awny error right out from the roots,
He covered my ‘ eroobs 7 with 4 new pair of bpots.’

The newborn ° conviclion ' almost invariably went the,
way of Bob Acres’ courage. It oored out at the finger-
1ips whoen the soup lhwad done 1ts work, or the flanmels
had frayed, or better tames had come. That was mo
faney sheteh whith represented the starved father of ten
slarved children kneeling ¢ afar off * in his paMsh chureh
i Black Forty-seven and biddurg a tearful good-bye to
his Hidder God ¢ 11l the himger is over.’ But  the
worst woes of Treland are those which came upon her
from the ‘cross-Channel creed.  Amd Patrick has a lon-
goer memory lhan {he Liondon quackhead gives him credit

for.
-

‘We have long memories,” said the distinguisied
Irish-American  priest, TFather Yorke, at the recemt
Augustinian jubilee in Galway. ‘ Did not Henry II, come
to ‘*eivilise " us, and Cromwell to ** save our souls' ?
Henee, aven though they he sincere—and sincere %hey
well may be—iriendship and good intenmtions canmot per-
mat us to let pass uncowtradicted a docirine that is‘false
1 fact amd erromedus tn philosophy. If we are looling
for the rteal causcs of Treland’s backwardness in things
materiad, it is mot hard to find them. How counld we
have momey when the fruits of the land were confiscated
{wice a year fer centuries by a worthless foreign gar-
rison that never gave anyihing in return for the mil-
lions they evacted ? Iow could we have progress when
wo are saddled with an apliguated Executive, the most
otupid and most expensive, not alone in Christendom,
but in the dominions of the Grand Turk ? How could
we hare manufactures when our industries were deliber-
ately destroyed hy Government for the bemefit of foreign-



