
With thekind thoughtfulness whichhas made him so popular
and esteemed by all who come in contact with him, Captain
Andersonhad sent the steam launch to await our arrival. Refresh-
mentsof allkinds, in solid and liquid form, soon restoredus to our
usualequanimity. We forgotour trials and forgave the .sandfiies.
Our fellow-passengers who had remained on the ship evidently
regarded us as martyrs in the cause of exploration,and received us
withasmuch enthusiasm as if we had discovered the South Polo.
On the following day we renewed our acquaintance with our old
friend theBluff, who wasblowingharder thanever. Nextmorning
we reached Dunedin. well pleased,on the whole, with our excursion,
which many of us regarded as the most unique experience of a
lifetime.

NEW ZEALAND TABLET.

LENTEN PASTORAL.

[Friday,February 11, 1898

The following pastoral letter has been issuedby the MostRev. Dr.Redwood, Archbishop of Wellington and Metropolitan of New
Zealand,to the clergy and faithful of his diocese:—

Dearly beloved brethren and dear children in Jesus Christ :
The holy season ofLent, which begins this yearon Ash Wednesday,
February 23. and ends on Easter Sunday, April 10, againaffords us
a favourableopportunity of deiling- witha very important andprac-
tical subject, viz.: bad and du>i//rrni/t reading. According to the
Encyclicalof our HolyFather Pope Leo X-l lf.,inFebruary. ISII7,
the publication and bpread of wicked, infidel, and unwholesome
literature is one of the innumerable crafts of the enemy, and
most pernicious in leading to the contempt of religion and the
increase of immorality. Hence the Catholic Church, which is the
divinely-constituted guardian of faithand morality, has the right
and duty to censure and prohibit such writings, and to warn her
children against such bad, rash, and indiscriminate reading. Now,
inorder to discharge this duty adequately, it will be useful to us,
in the first place,to accurately understand how we Catholics, ina
non-Catholic country like this, find ourselves, and what duties
our inevitableposition imposes uponus. No matter whatgood and
fair intentions we ascribe tonon-Catholic authors,they invariably,
when treating of religion, fall into many serious errors against
Catholic faithand morality;and we must note that errors intro-
duced incidentally and withoutadvertenceare often themost perni-
cious. When thebigotry is tooglaringand the travesty of Catholic
tenets too gross,the Catholic reader is instantly uponhis guard,and
the effortupon him is either null or positively repulsive;but if,in
an affected tone of friendship, the innuendo supplies the place of
open attack, and under the plausible garb of literature or science
Catholic doctrines are misrepresented, then the ordinary reader is
thrown off his guard, and may easily and unconsciously imbibe the
fatal poison. In such cases the novel treatment of the subject
disguises its religious aspect ; rank blasphemy clothed indecorous
and ornate language ceases to shock ;mere sophistry passes for
argument whenit flatters vanity, and the reader is half won over
unawares. Then spellbound,heis hypnotised so to speak— seeing
hearing, thinking with the eyes, ears, andmind of the hypnotiser.
In this respect English-speaking Catholics are at a peculiar dis-
advantage,as slight consideration will easily show.

Itmaybe truly said that, in a certain sense,the
ENGLISH LANGUAGE

isProtestant. '"
Certain masters of composition," writes Cardinal

Newman,"as Shakespeare, Milton, and Pope, the writers of the
Protestant Bible and Prayer-book, Hooker and Addison, Swift,
Hume, and Goldsmith, have been the making of the English
language. . . . Men of great ability have taken it in hand,
each in his own day, and have done for it what the master of a
gymnasium does for the bodily frame— they have formed its limbs
and developed its strength; 'they have endowed it with vigour,
exercised it in suppleness' and dexterity, and taught it graces"
(" Idea of a University," Kii'/lnli Cutlm/i" L'lti rutHrr, '.)). Most
of these h.i\ c been Protestants, and they ha\e stamped the
language with a distinctive Prot "-taut character, exactly as the
great pagan masters of Latin composition impressed the literature
of ancient Rome with a decidedly pagan character. This Protestant
chaivuter shows itself, ncgathely, by a dearth of fit words to
express with precision Catholic ideas on Catholic subjects ; and
positively, in the presence of words designedly offensive to Catholic
feeling, such as " Romanist,"' "Popish. "" Papist," which not merely
imply bigotry and contempt,but which app1.il forcibly to inherited
prejudice andp i>s ;isargumentsadui nmg ot no reply.

And it this is true of language, still more so i.-,it of literature,
which may bjdefinedia our time as the thought of pa>t agespre-
served inprint. Literature is not the ileeting word cast upon the
air and gone,but a force stored up in the library as the electric
spark is stored in the battery, re.ily to explode and do its work
in any fit material. So Rousseau's mid paradoxesinprint kindle
revolution?, and Pivudhnn's communistic maxims raised a storm
not long si'ice in the Chicago ll.ivinarket. Refuted a thousand
times over, the are still there at hand, and any clever daring dema-
gogue, repeating them with fiery eloquence toan excitedmob. will
reproduce their disastrous cir'ejt. A people's literature,as a rule, is
the exact reflection of their social,moral, and religious condition.
Like an clement in solution it may be neutralised, but never
destroyed. Accordingly,

ENGLISH THOUGHT,

in English literature, has been, and is mainly Protestant ''We
Catholics arc but a portionof the vast Knglish-speaking- world-wide
race," again writes Cardinal Newman, "

and are but striving to
create a current in the direction of Catholic truth when the waters
are rapidly flowing the other way. In no case can Aye, strictly
speaking, form an English literature;for by the literature of a
nation i.s meant its classics, and the classics have been given to
England, and have been recognised as such long since. . . . We
must take tiling-! as they are, it' we take themat all. . . . We
Catholics, wirl'oiit consciousness, and w uliout offence, are ever re-
peating the nalt" sentences of dissolute playwriters and heretical
partisansan1 poachers. So tyrannous isthe literature of a nation;
itis tooni'idi for us." QThid )

We r"i,A of an ancient general who conquered and almost
destroyed a nation by

POIRONIXG ITS WELLS

and water-courses. Doubtless such tactics are now reprobated in
civilised warfare, but in English literature they havebeen a syste-
matic and regular practice up to recent date. The English Press
and pulpit, becoming from the very dawn of the so-called Refor-
mation the ready tools of royalty, heaped falsehood, calumny,and

hands." On our arrivalat Milford Sound, three carrier pigeons
weredespatched to Dunedin bearing news of oar safety. The
messages were securely attached to theirlegs and then the gentle
creatures were let loose, Rising vertically from the steamer, they
circledinmid-air for a short time, then, having found their bear-
ings, they spedon the wings of the wind to their destination. On
ourreturn, we ascertained that they hadcompleted the journey in
four hours.

A party of excursionists, consisting of fourteen in numberj
determinedtogive scope to the sport of adventure which they felt
urging them on to glorious exploits, by visiting the famous
Sutherland Falls. Discovered in 188S by Mr. Sutherland, who
acted as our guide on the present occasion, and who lives at the
head of MilfordSound, this cataract was supposed to be thehighest
in the world

—
its actual measurement being 1,90[ feet. Itis now

known,however,thatit is entitled only to take the fourth place.
Yoserrete, in California, is 2,548 feet; the Roraina, in Guiana, and
the Grand Falls of Labrador, are 2,000 feet respectively. The
official account tells us that the Sutherland Falls areonly fourteen
miles from the head of Milford Sound. If such be the case, the
BUrveyors must have adopted Irish measurement, for, without a
doubt, they are the longest fourteen miles Iever travelled over.
The outfit for each member of the expedition consisted of a"swag

"
containing provisions for two days,and ablanket in which

we were toenfoldour wearied forms at night and sleep asbest we
might. Thus equipped, we started for our destination. After
walking two miles, we were rowed across Lake Ada, which is
dangerous for navigation on aocount of its numerous snags, and
then commenced a most adventurous journey. Our route lay
through a deep valley, walled onboth sides by tremendous moun-
tains, whichwere here and there streaked by tiny cataracts, like
threads of silver. Portions of the track weregood, but we came
across others which it was not easy to negotiate. In spiteof all
obstacles, we pushed steadily onwards, our march being accom-
paniedby the silver notesof thebell birdand the shrill cry of the
weka. Towards evening a continuous roar like distant thunder
greeted ourears. The noise increased in volume until we stoodat
the foot of a mountain 6,000 feet high, from which issued, with a
tremendousreport, a magnificent stream of water which descends
in three leapsover a frightful precipice and falls into a hugebasin,
Bending showers of spray in all directions. For over anhour we
stoodfascinated, watching the extraordinaryphenomenon.

Thatnight, like the patriarchs of old, the male portionof our
partylivedin tents. Sleep wasout of the question. Aboutmidnight,
to our terror, the rain began to come down in torrents. Itpoured
uninterruptedly all that night. We began toget uneasy. At the
appearance of dawn we bestirred ourselves, and, after a hasty
breakfast, resumed our ""swajjs

"
and blankets and started on the

return journey. Some idea of the sufferings we had to endure in
the interests of exploration may ba conceived from the fact that
not an inconsiderable portion of the way homeward was passed
over,not by walking, but by nmdmj. The rain had converLed the
brooks into rivers, and the tiny waterfalls into foaming
cataracts. We could not retreat. Onward at any cost
was the order. To add to our misfortunes, the sandflies,
which appeared to have retreated or placed themselves in
ambush during our advance,now fell upon us in countless numbers
and,regardlessof the rain,castigated us most unmercifully. When
atlength wearrivedat the steamlaunch, wewere objects of pity to
the most adamantine heart. Our clothes were saturated. There
wasraininour hair, raininour eyes,raininour ears. Ourhandsand
faoeshadbeen so artistically operatedupon by the untiring energy
of thesandfiies, thatif the Boardof Health medical officer had hap-
penedto appearon thesceneat thetime, the evidences of smallpoxof
a very virulent type were so manifest that we might have been
relegatedto thequarantinestation for anindefinite period, tobewail
at leisure the fatuous impulse which impelledus to exchange the
comforts provided for us by the genial Captain Anderson and his
courteous officers to avail ourselves of the ephemeralpleasure of
a passing glimpse of the Sutherland Falls.
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CLOSE YOUR EYES£££X;
BLEND TEAS. Tbey areold inpopular:**,

id the world is ull of Cheap Things. Low Prices get <austomer, but
thatkeeps them. This is provedby the Enormous Saleof TIGEft
but evwyoungin memory,

'
If youdo net use thembasin atouue^


