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AT HOME AND ABROAD.
Current Topics with a show of bustle and temper which, in the circumstances,

seems a waste of useful energy. A 'no surrender1partyhas been
formed in the Houfie. It consists of Messrs. Montgomery, Mere-
dith, Tiinner. Smith, Taylor, M'Nab, R. Thompson, and J,
Hutcheson. They have formed themselves into a Vigilance Com*
mittee. Their object— is a Dv edin daily paper pate it

—
is *to

eliminate any vestige of the provisions grunting State aid to
private (including denominational) schools.' Inother words, th«
'no surrender' party wouM inflict a fur&har double burden on
the Catholic body:(1) thair quota of the adlitional 093t of £ha
new measure, and (2) a further draia on th-ir resources to keep
their own schools abreast of the new line of competition opened
up under theaegis of the State. And yet Catholics, through their
wilful lack of any semblance of organisation, have left themselves
withscarcelya voiceto speak boldly of their rights and wrongsin
the House of Representatives,

Who has not beardof thewit that sparkles inthe'
gods''gallery in the Dublin theatres ? It it ai

sharp as a needle, and as pointed. We do not
necessarilymean apun. One of thepetaversions

of theDublin podis whatis termed'fiddle-stringing
'—

long-drawn
tuning up. Once upona time, when the topgallery waspreparing
to throw a rowdy customer over into the dresß»circle, one of the'
gods

'
cried out :

'
Don't waste theman. Killa fiddler with him!''Flaneur,' in the Sydney Freeman,gives a later instance of gallery

wit. The 6t(>ry is told of a veTy poor soprano who,after worrying
through thepart of Arline's music in the Bohemian Girl,came "to,
the great air which, commonplace though it be,invariably receives
a welcome. On this occasion themurdering of it was tooatrocious,
however, and as soon as the warbler had sung,

'Idreamtthat'I
dwelt in marblehalls,' a disgusted

'
god

'
shouted back;'Bydad, it

wasa blazin1pity they ever wokeyouI'

Greatmen nowadaysdie uponthe stage,with the
world lookingon. Every word,gesture,pangofsuf-
fering is noted. Doctors, nurses, chambermaids,
are besieged for 'copy,' privacy is outraged, and

the minutest details are servedup to the expectantpublic andem-
balmedinprint. The feeling is, to a great extent,morbid, like that
of Caligula, whodisplayed a gruesome curiosity in watching the
countenancesof the dying in the arena. There is noprivacy for the
man who has the misfortuneto die either great or notorious. But
the storiesof such death-beds only emphasise the fact thata man's
deathis of the same complexionas his life. Rabelais' last words
were:

'Let down thecurtain. The farceis over.' Moody, the actor,
died witha quotation from Shakespeareon his lips. Napoleon111.
lisped feebly aboutSedan. Columbus, Tasso, andmost of the saints
passed awaywith the sweet words:

'
Into thy hands, 0Lord,Icom-

mend my spirit.' Mr. Gladstone died reciting the Lord's Prayer.
It was a fitting close to a life which was permeated throughand
through withdeep religious feeling. One noteworthy incident in
connection with his closing hours is related by theLondon corres-
pondent of the Irish ultra-Protestant organ, the Dublin Daily
Express. The correspondent states that the last piece read to the
dying statesmanwasF.ither MatthewRussell's touching little poem,
My Last Rondeau. Oae of Mr. Gladstone's favourite pieces was
Cardinal Newman's Dreamof Genmtius. The devout lines of the
Irish Jesuit could scarcely have failed to smooth the dying states-
man's parting hours with some of the sweet resignation to the
DivineWill whichbreathes through theevery line of CardinalNew-
man's famouspoem. Father Russell'spoem runs aa follows:'

MY LAST RONDEAU.'My dyinghour,how nearart thou1
Or near or far my head1bow,

Before God'sordinance supreme;
But, ah!how priceless then will seem

Eachmoment rashly squanderednow!
'
Teach me, for Thou canst teachme, how

These fleeting instants toendow
With worth thatmay thepast redeem,

Mydying hour I
'
My barque that latewith buoyant prow

The sunny wavesdid gaily plough,
Now, through the sunset's fadinggleam,
Drifts d.iinly shoreward in a dream.
Ifeel the land breeze onmy brow,

My dying hour!'

New Zealand Catholicsare paying some £60,000
a year for the maintainance of a godless system
of public instruction which they cannot in con-
science accept. They also pay for the erection
and maintenance of their own schools, whichdo

mnch of the work taken over by the State,save the Colony large
sums of money, arfd instil into at least a portion of the rising
generation day by day those principles of religion and morality
that are the country's best safeguard. For this we are penalised.
The Technical Education Bill ia big with the promise of still
further disabilities for those who dare to train theheart and will
of the little ones to good, at the same time that they lead them
gently through the thorny labyrinth of the three R's. People
oftenbuild lofty fabricsof hopeon a hairs-breadthof foundation.
But we are not aware that the Catholic bodyivNew Zealandever
had much foundation for being prodigal of hope in the present
Technical EducationBill*. At the same time a strong, not to say
a violent,effort will be made to confine its benefits to the godless
State schools only. The campaignhas already been enteredupon

Inanarticleon 'TheRecent TroublesinItaly' la
our last week's issue,,wepave some extracts from
'OuidaV Village Commune pointing out the rain
wbioh thepresent regime has brought upon Italy,
The same writer has an articleon the same g\n>*

ject in theJune number of theFortnightlyReview under the title'Misgovernment in Italy.' It deals chiefly with the devastation
wroughtby the spoiler in the picturesque oldcities and towns of'United Italy,1 The following extracts will sufficiently indicate
more than one methodof rushing a country to ruin ::

— " There is
neither commonsense nor common decency in thechiefpartof the
measures taken withinthe last decade to humiliateand imbastardue
the cities and towns of Italy. The process of destruction began
indeed much earlier ;but within the last ten years the pace has
increased from a leisurely walk toa furiousgallop. The B-Tambte
to be the first to outrage, to deface,to deßpoil, haa becomea 6t
Vitus's dance among the syndics, assessors, and oounoilmen, each
deliriously eager for the approving smileof the various ministers
in whosehands the destinies of thegreat and'unrivalledUrbeiun*
fortunatelyareplaoed. . . Itis such shocking and wiokedwatte
of money as this (the destruction of a whole quarterof Piitoia.)
which impoverishes every town, and disfigures each with vulgar
pilesof bricksand iron, and grotesque monumentsof black metal,
whilst a miserable woman at theirgates pays four centimes(about
id)duty onapintof milkbeforeshe can takeitpast theguajrds to
sell, and a wretchedman, who owns a littleroad-fed flock el goats
is taxedtwo hundred francs (&8) a year beforehe may drive them
into the streets to yield the little nourishment which they can
afford to invalids and children. Should the law proposed by
Luzzatti,nowunder consideration, pass, and thedebts of theCom-
munes be paid by the State, and themonies be henceforthlent \>y
the State to the Communes, this wickedexpenditurewill increase
tenfold, and the jobbery accompanying it will be multiplied in
similar measure.'
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