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reasons given by the advocates of compulsory military
training for New Zealanders was that ‘ it would make
them men of discipline— men but, if hav-
ing been established, it made men deny .Christ the'Lord,
it was turning out moral cowards, for the band of
cowardice is eternally stamped on all such. Thereforq
he appealed to Christians of all denominations not to be
content with the formality of blessing and consecrating
the colors of the regiment, but to dig deeper and to
demand that the army of New Zealand will render to
God its reasonable service. To Catholics in parti-
cular did he appeal, by reason of all the sacrifices they
had made in the past, in , the cause of religion, that
they would not be content nor relent from action till
they were able to give to God the worship they knew to
be His due. Let the Government of this country see
that no man because of his religious views was going
to be handicapped in the army, but let it be plain to
all that merit, and merit alone, could win the prize of
distinction, and that no class distinction nor machina-
tions of secret societies could alter this rule. In our
parliamentar}7 life any man who had the ability might
become the Premier of the Dominion ; so let it be in
the army that any soldier may, if he had the ability,
become the general of the army.

JOHN BOYLE O’REILLY

In this issue we commence the publication of Moon-
dyne, a thrilling story, based on' liis experiences as a
convict in Western Australia, by John Boyle O'Reilly,
poet, novelist, and journalist. John Boyle O'Reilly
was born at Douth Castle, Drogheda, in 1844, his
father being a National school teacher. After leaving
school he was apprenticed to the printing trade in his
native town, and later on joined the staff of the
Guardian, Preston, England. Eventually he became
a trooper in the Tenth Hussars, and at the same time
entered actively into the Fenian movement. He was
betrayed to the authorities, court-martialled, and re-
ceived a life sentence, which, owing to his extreme
youth, was commuted to twenty years' penal servitude
in Western Australia. After some time in the penal
establishments of England he was sent out to serve the
remainder of his sentence. This is how he was described
at the time in the official organ of the penal settlement:

' 20, John B. O'Reilly, registered No. 9843, Im-
perial convict; arrived in the colony per convict ship
Hougoumont, in 1868; sentenced to twenty years', July

.9, 1866. Description: Healthy appearance; present
age 25 years; sft 7|in in height, black hair, brown eyes,
oval visage, dark complexion; an Irishman. Absconded

'" from convict road party, Bunbury, on February 18,
1869.'

After suffering many hardships and numberless in-
dignities at the hands of brutal officials, and worst of

:, all having to associate with the lowest class of criminals
' murderers and burglars— with the assist-

ance of a couple of countrymen, managed to get on
board an American whaler, by which he was taken to
the Cape of Good Hope, where he joined another
American vessel as an ' able seaman.' and finally reached
America. In the year following his arrival in America
(1870), O'Reilly was appointed editor of the Boston
Pilot, and later on became part-proprietor of that
journal. His books include four volumes of ;poems a
novel, Moondyne, and collaboration in another novel.
A sincere Catholic, his great' influence, used lavishly in
forwarding the interests of younger Catholics destined
for special careers, and in lifting up the lowly without

« regard to any claim but their need, was for twenty
years a valuable factor in Catholic progress in America.

' He passed away in August, 1890, mourned not alone
by Irishmen at home and. abroad, but also by the fore-
most men in all circles in his adopted country. In a
word," his death was looked upon as a national calamity
in the United States. . On hearing of it Cardinal Gib-
bons said: .' It is a public calamity—notvonlyl a loss to

the country, but a loss to the Church and humanity:in general.' The introduction .to O'Reilly's collected
works was written by his Eminence. The best monu-
ment to a great and good man (says the Cardinal) are
the works with which his hand and his head, have en-
riched the whole world—more fittingly than by toweringshaft of granite or of marble will the name of John
Boyle O'Reilly be immortalised by this collection of
his writings. On this, his cenotaph, perejinius,'.'
I dutifully, though sorrowfully, lay this wreath of ad-
miration for the geniusof love for the man.

' Few men have felt so powerfully the divinus affla-tus of poesy; few natures have been so fitted to give itworthy response. . As strong as it was delicate and
tender, as sympathetic and tearful as it was bold, hissoul was a harp of truest tone, which felt the touch of
the ideal everywhere, and spontaneously breathed re-
sponsive music, joyous or mournful, vehement or soft.
Such a nature needed an environment of romance, and
romantic indeed was his career throughout/ In boy-hood his imagination feasts on the weird songs and
legends of the Celt; in youth his heart agonises over the
saddest and strangest romance in all history wrongsand woes of his motherland, that Niobe of the nations; 1in manhood, because he dared to wish her free, he finds
himself a doomed felon, an exiled convict in what he
calls himself "the nether world"; then, bursting his
prison bars, a hunted fugitive, reaching the haven of
this land of liberty penniless and unknown, but rising
by the sheer force of his genius and his worth till the
best and the noblest in our country vie in doing honorto his name.

' Who can recall an outburst of grief so universal
and so genuine as that evoked by his all too early and
sudden death ? At the sad news numberless hearts in
all the lands which speak our English tongue stood still
as in anguish for the loss of a brother or a friend. In
accents trembling with the eloquence of emotion, count-
less tongues in our own and in other climes have paid
unwonted tribute to his worth; great thinkers and
writers have lauded his genius ; the lowly and unlettered
are mourning him .who was ever humanity's friend.
The country of his adoption vies with the land of his
birth in testifying to. the uprightness of his life, the
usefulness of his career and his example, the gentleness
of his character, the nobleness of his soul. The bitterest
prejudices of race and of creed seem to have been utterly
conquered by the masterful goodness of - his heart and
the winning sweetness of his tongue,, and to have turned
into all the great admiration for the man. With all

,these voices I blend my own, and in their name I say
that the world is brighter for having possessed him,
and mankind will be the better for the treasury of
pure and generous and noble thoughts which he has left
us in his works.'

In replying to a vote of thanks for officiating at
the laying of the foundation stone of additions to St.
Joseph’s Home, Carlton, a few Sundays ago, his Grace
the Archbishop of Melbourne said: —‘ If I were to die
to-day, or any day for that matter. I don’t envy any
person who is on the look out for any wealth that I
may leave behind. They will gain very little. I think
it is a wise thing and common sense not to hoard up
money. It is different for a. man who has to look to
the interests of his family. But I believe that a Bishop
or an Archbishop should be satisfied to live free of
debt, and so that when he dies his funeral expenses
can be paid out of what he leaves.’

My sister Jane had croup again.
And so had Doris, too

But mother’s never anxious now
Since she knows what to do.

She tucks the darlings up in bed
To make the treatment sure.

And keeps them right all through the night
With Woods’ Great Peppermint Cure.
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