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territorial sovereignty of the Moly See, which is an absoluie neceg.
sity for the autonomy, for complete freedom and 1ndapeadence in the
pgovernment of the Chkurch, We have before, at three conventions,
made this free and open declaration, and we suall not 8top to declare
it our eeterum censeo s long as the oppressions of the Holy See cons
tinue,

We declare that the Head of the Chureh bas a divine right to
independence in tbe exgrcise of bis spiriunal fonctions, and that this
independence i impossible without temporal sovereignity. Divine
*Providence has ordained that Rome should be the ceatre of the Church
upon earth.

With Leo XIIL we declars :—

“ The ciaims which the Roman Bishop has upon Bome are so
eacred and so imprescriptable that po earthly puwer, no political pur-
pose, no lapse of time can destroy, or lessen or weaken them.”

Not only the Popes, but all the bishops of Christendom demand
the territorial sovereigoty of 1he Holy See, Of these almost 300 in
pumber, who had assembled in Rome around the Pope, on the feast
of Pentecost, in 1862, declare : —

" We acknowledge, in fact, that the temporal dominion of the
Holy Bee is a necessity, and was instituted by the evident will of
Divine Providence ; we declare, without hesitation, thatin the pre-
sent circnmetances of worldly affairs this temporal sovsreignty is
absolutely necessary for the welfare of the Church and for the free
guidance of souls, The Boman Pontiff, the head of the whole Church,
sbould not be the subject nor the guest of a prince, but sitting upon
hia throne and the Lord of his dominion, he can acknowledgs no law
but hia own, and thus, in the enjoyment of a noble, peaceable, and
sweet freedom, can protect the Catholic Faith, and defend, guide, and
govera the whola Catholic Commonwealth,”

Even n Protestant writer, Guizot, says, with the greatest fairness
—"The union of the temporal and ths spiritual power in the Papacy
did not sriee from the systematic development either of an abstrack
principle or an ambitious objezt, Theory and ambitious motivea may
have been incidentally connected with it. But what, in spite of ail
opposition, really and ttuly brought forth and preserved the temporal
power of the Popes, was necessity, a substantial, perpetoal necessity.
These worldly possessions and temporal power fell to the Papacy as
8 necessary support of his magrificent epiritual condition. The dona-
tions of Pepin and of Charlemsgne were buc landmarks 1o this
development, which begare, spiritual and secular altogether, at an
early time, and was materially furthered by the willingness of the
nations and the favour of kinge, As temporal Lord the Pope has
never made much ado, but he bad io bis temporal dominion an effec-
tive guarantee of bis freedom of action, and of his moral power.”
(Thus Guoizot).

Rome, with its splendid churches and edifices, belongs to the
Fope ; it belongs to the Catholics of tte whole world, who, by their
endeavours, eodowments, gifts, and alms, have created that magni«
ficence ; there they flock as arourd a centre; there they have em-
bodied their love and veneration for the representative of Christ on
earth, There every stone, every edifice, rzeminda us of religion, of the
blood of martyrs, uf the «minent wisdom of the Popes, of the virtues
of 8o many eaints, The piesent condition ot Rome, waich places the
Church, whose members epresd over the whole earth, number nearly
250,000,000 souls, 10 a mest unfavourable condition, can evidently not
bre lasning, and must be abated,

But they reter us to the law of guaranty, which in Title 1., Article
L., provides that * the person of the Pupe 15 sacred and inviclab.e,” and
Articte 11, proviles: » An atiack wpon the person of the Pope, and
the 1oeiting to such aon attack, shall be punisned 1o +he same mauner
64 w0 attack wpon the person of tbe King, and the lociting to the
same,” Buch, indeed, are the provisions ot the iaw of guaranty, and
yet the Holy Faiher1s exposed to a thousand insuits, alt of which go
unpunisued, I but call to mind tbe ternble cutrage committed 1a
Lome last year upon the Feust of Pentecost. A monument is erected
to an apostate monk, whose only ment consisted 1o his revolt againet
divine suthonty, who decied his taith, broke his vows, and filled the
world with i.nmoral and iofidel writings. The law of guaranty 1a an
absordiy, 1t solemnly guaran.ees sumething that does not exist ;
that is, the independence of the Pope, who 13 a prisoner in mis vwn
house, becauge he s prevented by well-gronnded apprebe 1m1008 of in-
sult 11 appear 1n pubae,

» * * * *

We Catholics have confidence in God ; the noblest attribute of
confidence 10 constancy, snd even alter years of hope acd eapecration
w# sltill continue to hope, until by divine InteTposition our hopes
ghall be reailsed, Tuusdid the Chureh bope for 300 years in the first
ages of Chnsianity, and ber bopes were not in vamn.

As Altia over-ran tie West with his irresistib'e Hong, he was
met st the gate of Rome by Lso the Grea!, and Aftila turneq back.
What was there eo terrible 1n the man in pricstly ‘f+imeat seated
on & white psifrey ! Ay history relates, Atilla suw over 8t. L:o a
higher power and A mys enous force oppressed the mighty man, in
wihose jower it was to crush the kidgdoms of the earth.  The strength
of Leo Lhe Great has agaia manifested 1tself 1n Leo XIIT, The Boly
e has a mysterious power which mpresses itself upon those who
can have n¢ 1dea of it8 onigin, 13 it not wondertul that the waves of
revolulion, atir twenly years of sioim, break i Lhe gate of the
Vatican [ Is1t oot wonderful that the Holy Father, under so many
adversities, trouhles and sortows, shoul 1 wtnr] lead the Churet of Gud
with & firm hand *  Ias it not wondertal that the Huly ¥uthir, robbed
‘of all his \ncome, can sull give free scope to his benev lent lyve, an
alttough poor himself and living upou alms, be can yet with open
bande bestow upon other poor the coustributions of love from his
childres ! Who does not perceive here the interpomtion of Divine
Providencein .avour of His representative upon earth,

Were 1t in the domain of posmbiiity for the Church, and with
her the Holy See, to perisn, thes she would have alteddy perished a
hundred Liwes,  Nolbln: ¢an cote 10 Pass, et from men or fiom
evan's, thnt she bas not already winhbstuod, Toe PHBL 1B A guaiant &
for the fu ure, that the Papal Chair will uwaiu become the seat of
judgment ty contound the Titacsot hum in wisdons and earthly power,

Et portas inferi uon praevalebunt {—and the gates of hell shall not
prevail against ber—is everlastingly true.

While the enemies of the Church and of human society are every-
whera engaged in perfidions plana, Leo X1IL relies upon the one, true,
and living God, who leads aud direcie the world scoordiag Lo His
unfathomsable desigos. In reliance npon Divine Providence we
await, with our Holy Father, coming eveats, an i et us ever have our
eyes upon the past, in order that the past may be our consolation fur
the present, and tha harbinger of victory in the future,

Jo the m-antime, let ug raise our hearts and hands to Heaven
and pray, U% inimicos sanctae ecolesioe humiliare digneris—May you
coafound the enemies of the Church !

THE BANSHEE'S WARNING: A STORY OF
THE IRISH REBELLION OF 1641,
——— —— .
(By James MURPHY, Author of “The Forge of Clohogue,” ¢ The
Cross of Glencarrig, etc., etc.)

CHAPTER XXVIL—(Continued.)

“ Mother, I guppose you know—for you know everything —that
Manrice 0'Connor i in prigon sgain '’
* Ay, an' I hope he’ll remain there till he goes out ov id the one

way,
y“ You're very unkind, mother, He never did anything to you,
He never harmed you or me.”

“Didn't be? Dida’t they all—="

** Hush, mother. I wonder at yon! Listen to me, mother, 'an
I'll tell you something youdon't know. Maurice O’Coonor is in prison
on board a ship in the river, and there’s one that you know'il break
her heart if anythiog happens him——"

“ Lady Helen," said the old woman, with & gleam of vindictive.
ness,

* No, not her—Miss Carrie Mordaunt, Now, mother, you're nice
enough Bt times, an'—="

% Carrie Mordaunt !” cried the little woman, not a little put aboat
apparently by thia news. * That's juat as bad. It's bad blood to bad
blO(‘)d joeined. The black drop is in her veins, and the false one ia
his,"”

“ Mother,” said the wenver, angrily, *I ¢an’t understand this,
8ince i've came back I'va vever heard you say & good word ov any.
one. You spake as if you hated the whole world and all that's in it,
Why would you? 'lhe world 18 going very well wid you now.,”

“Ay, now, But I don’t furget when they eet their dogaafter me,
an' hunted me, as if 1 wor a wolf, through the woods aod marshes.
They called me witeh, an’ ud have burct me at the crossroads, Why?
Bekaise 1 tould 'em what I kuew, an’ couldn’t help telhn' f me hife
depen ied upen it, as 1t did, that their rebeliion would end is dea'h
and disgrace to them, I kpoew it. How did I koow it? I couldn’t
tel! any more than I can tell why I kem into tha world or
am stayin' inid, waoy I live, or walk, or tbink. I eaid it, and knew
id—not koowin® why. Ba I saw straight, as I see yor now, Roger
Maguire and MeMabon, an’ the ould stock wan and all, hanginz ca
the gallows ree, or dead oo the battle-fisld, or flyin’ for their lives
out ov the land, not knowin’ where to Iay thewr heads. An’ I saw
sthrange faces an” athrange men cotnin’ to live in their high towers
an' to rule over their broad lands, All that I saw, an’ wore. Could
I help telin’it? No; I tonld'em an’ [ warned 'em. What was my
thanks! To be hunted for a witeh ; to be searrched for wid blnod-
houndsa high an’ low, athrough forest an' swamp, tired, ragged, hon-
g'¥, and weary—with no kind word from anyone~~up in 4 tree ooe
day, tn & cave another, every day, every hour makis' me a dozen yeara
ouldher—tor av they caugbt me, 118" 1n the blaz:n fire piled up at the
crossroada my luet breath ‘ud go out in screams !

The old woman, out of breath from her burried way of speaking,
stopped.

" 1 never heard this afore,” said the weaver—* I never heard &by
of this afore, Y u never tould me.”

* Because 1 conldn't abear to tell you, I kem to Dublin, sleepin’
all day and erouching aloog the hedges at night. That was the way
Liravelled.  An' there wasn't a wink I slept but I conld see afere my
eyes tho red fiie blazin’ on the cross roads and a roasting form iu it—
me ! and ecrames risin’ to the heavens such as never cross roads beard
sfoie—mine! Axn'all bekaise I tould 'emn what I kuew an' what L
saw. I duint want the knowledge, ask fur 1t, or seek for 1t ; but id
kem an my lite kem, as my sight kem, an' I couldn't keep from teliin’
‘em. Thoat was my tbaoks. lheyie in for id, now, an"—"'

“ They’t] win, mother ; they'll win, Don't tell me else,”
Maagus, not a little thunderstruck a: what he heard,

“ ney’id Jose. Toey'll die, all ov 'em, in the battle-field, on the
gallows, or uver the say—God koows how or where, if 1t makes any
matter,"” said she, firmly. .

4 Well, mother, God spoke afore you!” eaid her son, reproviagly,
“but all that's far ahead.  What I'd be glad ov now, 11 you'd tell me
what to do about Mauarice O’Conpor. [ alwaya guesssd you knew
things that other people didn't—an' dear koows,” added he, wi h &
stgh, *1t's not a gifi to be wished for, but if you can, mother, for the
luve of God tell me what { ought to do. Can you help me?"

But the old woman, if she knew how, did not answer; but,
apparently, fail of her owa wrongs, gathered wp her bent form and
hobbled in & wratbful manner out of the room,

" Arrah 1" muttered her son, shaking bis head dolefully, “it’s
hard to get the going way on the ould. The thrubbles have turoed
her head. What's to be done, now / I mustgo down to the water and
gee the ship. Who knows what plan might kum inte my head.
Maurice O’Connor! Maunince O'Connor! 'twor better for you you
pever kem. AR’ taix 'twas tae bad night, 'm afeatel, tor y.u boih
that t! e thunder drove you info the presence of Mise Mordaunt,”

With whieh reflection, be extinpuished the candie, chmuel up
the stairs, gained tbe street, let dowo toe shatters again, padlocked
them, and went his way,

said



