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prevalent at any given time. He forgets,
ilowever, that although the people may elect
their Government, that Government, when
clected, becomes an administrator carrying
out the will, not of the people, but of God.
“There is no power but from God.” Ed-
mund Burke, speaking to his constituents of
Bristol, voiced a truth that medern politi-
cians and electors consistently ignore. Te
said: ““You choose a member indeed, but
when vou have chosen him, he is not a
member for Bristol, he is a member of
Parliameut. His unbiassed judgment, his
enlightened conseience, he ought not sacri-
fice to you, to any man, or to any set of
men living, These he does not hold from
your pleasure; no, nor from the law and
vonstitution: they are a sacred trust from
Providence, for the ahbuse of which
deeply answerable.””  IF that is a true de-
finition of the standing of a Parliamentarian
(anedd who ean doubt that 1t is¥), Professor
Thrift may well ask himself if the Free State,
helieving in the sanetity and indissolubility
of marringe, could sanction divoree Taws and
still remain true to the trust which Provi-

NOTES

Dr. Marie Stopes

Dr. Marie Stopes and the Catholic Church
are in conflict. She sued a churehman re-
ceatly for a pointed and fierce condemuation
of hier book of advice to young people. The
hook 1s sold in New Zealand. hut it is doubt-
ful if any (latholics here have come across
it. The account of the lawsuit came to this
comitry in a Catholic weekly, The judge,
in commmenting on the case, said that some
people might be under the lmpression that
Dr. Stopes held n medical degree, whercas
lier degree was philosophical. He also made
umused reference to  weil-intentioned
people who consider they could have given
the Almighty points had they been consulted
in the arrangement of the Universe. The
case was fought round the point of fair

he s
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criticism. Dr. Stoves’ ideas are in conflict
with all that the Chureh has taught her
children down the centuries. Her sincerity

wns not guestioned. Tts result whs, Some-
times the present-dav world reminds one of
the in the yesr of Christ’'s coming,
with this hopeful difference—a portion of it
at least clings to Christianity. In the world
of the Caesars the old geds were wone. Jove

bad Iost bis thunder and PPav was a dream.

world

There was no shepherd and the flack ran
witde,  To-dav many of the wavs of the
Roman Fmnire have returned. Tt is not

nrogress, 1L is retrogression, In their eare
for the libertv of the indivilual the DLaw-
mukers have foreotten the ~ammoen good.
Now from nrimitive communities we  learn
the valne of race chastity, of resneet for
the murringe tie. The cemmon good was
considered in those primitive commurities,
Read the old Roman marriage laws angd mar-
ringe cnstoms. vead of the motherlood of
worten  like Cornelin!  No laxitv  theroe!
Rome riving should have wared Tome fall-
ing.  Unchastity and adultere found small
favor in young Rome. And what ‘of our

dence has placed upon it. The question of
the liberty of the minority cannot be con-
sidered in this regard, To say that one is
at liberty to do wrong if one chooses is to
deny liberty, and divorce cannot be defen-
ded upon any ground, moral, social, or econ-
omic. The last objection raised by Profes-
sor Thrift, that the motion would be a fur-
ther barrier against reunion with Northern
Ireland, is really too trivial to merit com-
ment.  The separation obtains chiefly he-
cause interested people In the Neorth and
in England know that Irish unity would
interfere with their commercial interests,
Lloyd George's letter to Lord Carson, which
we published a few weeks agn, disclosed as
muech; and all that has Aranspired sinee
serves  to convinee as that even i Dail
Fireann were willing to institute Mormanisin
80 James Craig oand Lord  Lendonderry
wauld then object fo Tink up the Haly Norlh
with w State preparved {o set aside the
Divine command, “What God hatli joined
et no man put asunder.”
are Trard Lo find,
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own New Zealand?  Read that fine old his-
torian, Tregear, on the marringe cusloms of

the aneient Maert: read the punishment
that a Maori incurred for a breach of mav-
riage.  Read and rvealise that this was not

decreed for the pleasure ot ehasiisement, hut
for the good of the teibe, the race.  Apart
from the moral grounds that should weich
with every Christinn there is the instinet
for race-preservation that amid the swirl of
civilisation is beeoming blunted or lost. [
is wogreat. a tervible hlindness that will, in
its endeavor to be fair to the individual,
hringroral and physical deterioration upon
the race.

But to veturn to Dr. Stopes. who probably
means well, The court was old-Fashioned
enough {o reject her point of view. 8le
Inst the case.

0Old Songs

SL. Patrick’s night is coming again, Iy
it too much to hape that the singers will
give ns really national somgs ¥ Onee upon
a time as they say in the fairy stories it was
tirmly belioved thatl an item of Moore's was
the ouly thinkable offering for St. Patrick's
night,  Now one must be just to Moore.
Owing to certain soein] gifts he was ahle to
spread the Irish airs at o time when the
eriginal airs from whielk be pilfered were
hidden and forzotten, He took the old airs,
he stole from them, in many cases he muti-

lated them, lost their wild Trish elangor,
their fierce lamentution wmight  shock  the

sluggish ear of the Regeut, but at least he
meant well, and by his intention he must
he judeed.  Those same social graces made
him useless as an Irishman., Like Celestino,
ar rather dike Celesting as Dante has mis-
written him, this Moore, the friend of Km-
met. “‘made through cowardice the great re-
fusal.”

Did he ever think of Emmet while those

sonl

ﬁold airs were being sung in London drawing-

rooms, of Emmet who had given his life tor
the country of those songs?  Yet Moore was
not the only offender. Kmmet died before
a great erowd who watched in utter silence,
And no mun in that mighty crowd raised
up his voice to ery a friendly ward to the,
about to pass, no man there raised
his voice to sav, “God bless you, Robert
Emmet ! Did Fimnnet ever think of Moore
in that prison of his? Did he scorn him?
Tt is not likely. The soul that is pgreat
enongh to choose death is too great to judye
others. There are s¢ many kinds of service.
One is fitted for one kind, one for another,
and the Almighty has but to streteh Flis
hand amndd find His toel

There were olhiers hesides Moore who had
sol the old songs, sot them more truly, more
fitiiintly, bt Moore had aoway with him,
and right or wrong, his sangs hove resched
the people, that is the ety peaple. Tn the
cotmiry it is the originals that have hetd.
For vears they were ont of fashion, ousted
by the tinkling worlds of Moore, but with
Lo coming of the Celtic Renaseenee, they
T have an old hook hefrre
In recent vears the

have come again.
me. a haok of wonder.
Trominion has hearid many of these old airs.
To those whe hold colleetions of them  re-
quesks come Fran all guarters for the Teaw
New Zealand is quiek to acknow-
lodge their beanty. Tet ns name a few at
random—=The  Three  Colered  Ribhon,”

“Ceen Das Crotha na Me”

“8hule Agral”
“Dralerin O Machiree,”" ©The Suowybreasted

of them,

Pearl 2O'Donneli Aboo!” “The West's
Asleep,” ©Carrigdhoun,” “The Shan Van
Vacht.? “The Bells of Shandon,” ¢ The

Memaory of the Dead.” ©Follow Me Up to
Carlow.” “The Battle Hymu” all Hughes's
rosettings, especially 1 Know Where T'mt

Gigin®, and  “The Sallv Gardens,”  “The
Cruiskeen Tawn.” a fine rensing sporting

One could quote wany heantiful songs
among the mederns.  Stanford, for instanee,
has =et Moira O'Neill's poems to' music,
Winifred Letls ix gimilarly honored.

Then there i 1he new collection of na-
tienal sones that  these last wvears have
hrowsht forth., There is “Wreap the Green
Flag Round Me, Boys.” “The Soldier's
WThe Gireen,  White, and  Gold,”
“Danay Boy,” and of course though the airs
—one Polish, one Irish—are old, into this
catogory eome “The  Battle Hymn,” and
“The Three Celored Ribhon.” Kubelik has
siid that “The Londonderry Air'' to which
“Danny Boy” is set i the most beautiful
tune in the whole world.  And Darley savs
that therce is an aw i the Petrie eollection
that properly sung would lift the heavens,
Tt is called “Seorching is this Love,” and
he sugegsts that it he used for an Irish
National Anthem. All our searching here
has failed to find it yet, but some day it

SO

Sony,

“may be found and New Zealand may hear

this erashing, majestic chant, With all these
and many other old favorites like “The
Croppy Bor,” and the “Boys of Wexford”
to choose from, is there any excuse for
xoloists who have to fall back for overy item
and encere on the songs of Moore? Singers
will find that to the older and grander

generation these old sovgs will bring back
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