
" Infidelity, skepticism, andpoliteindifferencespreading yearly
among therich tndeducated;abitter atheismhardly less prevalent
among the poor. Populousdistricts within the sound of the Murray
Hill church-hells as utterly sunk in heathenism and godlcssness as
Dahomey. On all sides a fierce," greed for the good things of this
world

—
as fierce as inAvenueA, where itis called Communism, as

inWall street, where it is called speculation. Capital and labor
everywhere at swords' points. Manufactories of criminals in full
blastday and night on almosteverystreet corner andinalmostevery
block, protected or winked at by the sworn guardians of society.
Over 65,000 arrestsinthe city last year,6,691 of them for crimes of
violence! An inordinateluxury surrounded by an abyss of sordid
want, disease,and slow starvation!

"In view of this lamentable showing, is it not high time for
preachersand laymenalike to ask themselves whether there is not
something radically wrong in the existing,conventionalmethod of
religious effort1 Here is an enormous yearly expenditureof force
andmoney, and this is what thereis to showfor it after twocentu-
ries andahalf ofpreaching andpraying inNew York city. What is
the explanation?"

The explanation is easy. Protestantismhas no divinelife,and
all its pretences end,like allpretence,in nothing.

—
CatJiolic JReviete.

A VISIT TO LEO XIII.

(Frem the Oregon CatholicSentinel.)
The question naturally forces itself upon every reflecting mind:
Who are thesemen who thus set themselvesup as so many Apostles
ofanew Christian theory 1 And the answer thereto is best given in
theroll-call oi their names:McNamara, Quinn, Wood,andBrode-
rick

—
all "badeggs," broken and addled. Men who havingbroken

their vowsof chastity have becomeuncleanbeasts ;menwhopreached
a temperance theyneverpractised;men who gave themselves not to
poverty andprayer,but rather to theprideof life and the acquisition
of wealth;men who sought after the treasuresand pleasuresof this
world ratker than those heavenly treasurespromised to the faithful
stewardin the Gospel.

And these are the holy rascals who are heralded forthto the
worldas worthy to establishan"American Independent Church"

—
a

Churwh whose " independence"will be marked by its being entirely
independent of Almighty God. He will have nosharein this soul-
snaring scheme of Satan. His shepherds are not the

"
soiled doves"

of the sanctuary, nor is their prominence purchased at the expenae
of theirpurity. His Church needsneither European nor American
cognomen whereby to distinguish itfrom the pigmy parasitesof Pro-
testantism which surround if,and whose followers ape a Christianity
theydonot believe in, and recite creeds to which they givenocre-
dence. Insuch a chaos of unbelief these fallen l>Fathers" will find
their legitinatesphere. They will find wives to wed them, they will
be flattered and fawned upon by the Beecheristic Biblicisfs, whose
lore for them will be measured by theirhatredof the true Church oE
Christ.

The namesof M'Namara and Quinn are familiar to every news-
2>aper reader as the rantingpair who formany years have striven to
establish whatthey called an"IrishCatholic Church"' in New York.
The first-namedfallenpriestdisgraced himself yearsago,as wehave
alreadypublished in these columns, and the latter is a morerecent
pervertthroughhis ownlibidinous excessesandlove for liqaor.

A Catholiccolony among the Zulus is projected,itappears. Th
account states thatFr. O'Haire, aCatholic priest who hasbeen twelv®
yearsamissionary in SouthAfrica, is now inEngland witha view o*
establishing an Irish colony in the north of the Transvaal, for the
purposes of a Catholic mission. He takes outwith him onbis return
aconsiderablenumber of tradesmen and twentyor thirty families, in
order toestablish awhitecolony. FatherO'Haire describes the Zulus
as standing inphysical andintellectual capacity supreme among: the
savagesof the earth, andbelieves thatthey maybe highly civilised.

A peculiar correspondencehas justbeen publishedat Bristol. A
lady, Mrs Edwards, has been refused communion by the vicarof
Cheddar on the ground that she had married thobrother of her de-
ceasedhusband. TheBishop of Bath and Wells, was appealedto,
buthe supportedthe vicar. Ultimately MrJohnEdwards, theLady's
husband, appealedto the Archbishop of Canterbury ;andhis reply
(London Telegraph) seems the strangestof all. Heis quotedasfol-
lows:"Insimilar circumstances my advice has been tnat persons
socircumstanced desiring to communicate should go to somechurch
where theirhistory isnotknown." MrEdwards,in a further letter,
says thisadvice is somewhat startling,as it recommendspersonsso
situated toobtain thebenefit of the Church sacrament, ifnotby falsa
pretences,at any rateby a concealmentof the truth."

M. Gambetta says that France is
"

nowable todefend herself
single-handed if attacked. She, therefore, was in no wayalarmed
at the increase in the Germanarmy, which had, indeed, been long
expected."'

(" Viator
"
in the Georgetown College Journal.)

IWAS told that Borne now-a-days is not what it was, and Ihad
missed everything innot seeing it when Pope Pius IX.wasin the
plentitude of his power. The Pope now never appears in public.
LeoXIII.has ncer been seen by the public, and themagnificent
display of former daysis no more. The great feasts come and go
almost without notice. The royal troops have replaced the Papal
army,andswarm the streetsatall times;anditis theKing whohas
nowsubstituted the Pope

—
it is the affairs of 6tate that claim pre-

cedence to the duties of religion.
Towards theclose ofmy visitIhad the happinessof securing an

audience with the HolyFather. Monsignor Macht, the Pope's master
of ceremonies, whohas all to do in thematter of audiences,kindly
grantedme thedesired permission, and Ifound myselfby nomeans
the only one who on that occasion troubled him with the request.
NextdayIrepairedto the Vatican,and the Swiss Guard,attiredin
theirbrilliant uniforms, and stationed at intervals,showed me the
way. Ascending the beautiful stairways for a few flights,Icame
upona largecourt yard, which being traversed,Iwas ushered from
oneapartment toanother untilIfound myself inabeautiful room,
with a floor of marble, and walls adorned with the mostexquisite
tapestry. Here,on benches extending the entirecircuitof the room,
wererangeda largenumber of people of all classes and descriptions.
Bishops andpriests were there from all partsof the world.

—
nunsof

different orders, ladies andgentlemen of the fashionable world,and
children brought thither to begin the battleof life with theblessing
of theHoly Father— all held in their hands, thebeads,medals,or
otherpiousobjects they had brought for the Popeto bless. AsIsat
awaiting theentranceof theHoly Father.Igazed from the window
uponthe quaintoldcity stretched almost beneathme. The curious
lights and shadows andmarked appearance of theRoman houses, all
bristling in the settingsun, together with the presenceof thoseabout
me, thoroughly impressed me with thenovelty of my pos'tion. Here
wasI,a stranger, born and bred upon a spot that was a howling
wilderness when this old city was crumbling into decay

—
coming

fromanatmosphere of energy and progress to one that had long
since lost all claim to the same

—
attracted thither apparently to

ruminateover the futility of all great enterprisesand tostudy the
future that awaits my owncountry in common withall others;and
yet,withal,eager to bend in absolute submission before anunseen
powerthatstill centres amid those ruins, whoseswayis as wide as
Christendom, yet needs no force to sustain it; is ever increasing,
withoutanarm being raised in it« behalf, and is wieldedby a feeble
old man who is virtually a prisoner in his own house without the
means to protect his own life. Certainly the sihiation was well
calculatedto impress one with theutter impotence of humanpower
and the pervading presence of the divine in the guidance of the
world.

We waitednearly anhour for the Pope, delayed,Iwas told,by
theuntimely visitof a foreignambassador, whoof course wasentitled
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toaprivateaudience. Finally, the young officer who guarded the-
entraucegot into position,so to speak,andthe Popeentered,attended
by a, Cardinal and Monsignor Machi. His Holiness wag clothed
entirely in white, with a. little whiteskull-cap onhis head. He it of
medium height,but very thinandagedlooking,and withsnow-white
hair;ofa verybenevolentexpression of countenance, hesmiles con-
tinually, andone feels instinctively drawn towards him after once
encounteringhis benign gaze. He walkedfrom one to theother, all
kneeling thewhile, and the Master of Ceremonies would tell him
each one'sname and country, adding, perhaps,a few wordssuch as
they had desiredhim to say to the Pope. He Bpoke in French or
Italianaccording to circumstances, and generally ended by laying
his handon the head of the person addressed, la some cases the
"cene wasaffectinginthe extreme. By my side knelt threeBishops
from somepersecutedland,the name of whichIfailed to catch, who
wept like children and showered his hand with kisses as theHoly
Father counselled them to perseverance, &c, and gave them his
specialblessing for all the fold under their care. Having completed
the round,the HolyFather walked to the centre of the room and
gavehis blessing, after whichhe passedinto anadjoining apartmeut
where another throng awaited him anda similar scene tookplace,
while weretiredby aside-door and descended to the- Piazza. One«
moreand for the last timeIenteredSt. Peter's,aud a feelingof deso-
lation came overmeasIbadegoodbye to the grand old Cathedral.
The sun hadset,andthe silence of death was uponit,and beneath
the solemn pall ofthe darknessseemed buriedall my chances of evip
kneelingon that holy spot again. All was sadness and gloomsave
wherethemellowrays of the countless lamps that lighted the way
to the tomb of St.Peter spreada halo beneath the greatdome, and
steadily fought with the shadows. Andso will they burn thoughI
see themnot, till the faith which they image shall conquer, disper-
singfor eve:- the shadows of sin anderror;and so shall the recollec-
tionof their cheeringraysin thatmomentof regret remaintome an
ever-living light,ahope which, however deferred,may, insomelong
years to come, beat length realised, when again Imay woiship in
thatholy temple. ThatnightIleftBorne andspedaway to Florence.

AN "IRISH CATHOLIC CHURCH."

Thb inferiority of theaverage ministeris accounted for in T?ie Sim
toy the fact that youngPresbyterians of "culture" prefer to gointo

professions;and sothe ranks of theministry are filledby per-
sons whoarea greattrial toculturedcongregations;andconsequently,"
inspiteofthe numerousministerswaitingfor calls, themostinfluen-
tial and criticalchurches are forced to importministers. Irish Pres-
byterianshaveevenbeenbrought from theirnativehaunts andset to
preachin the"best" churches at largesalaries. Isit, strange, then,
that thenative-bornministeris forced into bigamyandotherunplea-
sant things, of which we read in the papers? Hemarries witha
view to a snug parsonage and a wealthychurch

—
for thePresbyte-

rians are wealthy, if not quite so high-toned as their Episcopalian
brethren

—
and,after all,heis compelled to wastehis sweetness. He

is not among the few called. He feels thathe has beendefrauded,
and, although he does not care particularly about the Chinese,he
resolvesthat the Irishand Scotch Presbyterians"mustgo;"but they
are woefully tenacious, and so the averageminister at last settles
downinto obscurityand that crushedstatein whichheis "nifemme,
ni homme, pasteur," as a French writer wittily characterises his
Parisianbrethren, theFrenchCalvinists. The effect of all the efforts
of Protestantism in New York is thus shown by the New York
Sun:

—
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