
These Representativeswhonow go from Irelandto Washing-
ton,go tosalute the future. Itis an act strange, solemn, and full
of portent. This is the only nation of the old world that wasnot
sceptredby theRoman sword

—
its greeting is given toanation in

whomtheEmpireof the Caesars seems tobe new-borninto anobler,
ampler,andgrander existence.

Fora hundredyears,andmore thanahundredyears,theheart
of Ireland hasbeaten in unison with that of the UnitedStates.
Itsuffered with their sorrows

—
it exulted

—
oh,how it has exulted!

intheir causeof joy. Onohas but to glance back into the tradi-
tionary records of our people

—
tho chronicled feelings of past

generationsbequeathed to thepresent,to understand the intensity
of Irish sympathy with America's uprising. Itwas a sympathy
Bvt tjhgwu jjomuch inprinted document:;, though they exist, a& in

The coronerfor Southwark latelyheld an inquest respectingthe deathof Emma Black,agedsix, who was alleged to have diedfrom the effects of a fright causedbybeing shut upina dark roomat the Charles-street Board School, Horsleydown. The assistantmistress stated that such a thing as putting children in a dark
room was unknown in the school, but the churchwardenof St.Olavc's and several of the jury declared that the practice was
common at tho Charles-stroot School,and the coroneradjournuj,
the caoc for further cvidguce.
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beamingglance,exultantword,anddaring act. Well might Frank-lm,in thename of the young Republiche represented,assureourcountry of the earnest sympathy of his own. Our fathers hadworked to deserve it. In theSenate at home,in the press,butstill more on the foughten fields of America, theyhad given theample evidence of thought, word,and deed, that they were thefriendsof America— friends inlife— friendsunto the death!Itis meetandproper,therefore, thaton this famousCentenaryof American Independence the sons should renew, by a solemnceremony, the pact of noble amity which was sealed by theirfathers' blood. For, surely,thepresentgenerationis nounworthy
representation of the past! The blood of the children has red-dened the fields made sacred by tu.e tombs of their ancestors.Against foreign foe and domestic enemy, Ireland placed herEmerald Standard beside the broad and Starry Banner of theStates, and carriedit through the roarandstorm of manybattles.For America, the personification of Liberty—

for America, thegenerous refuge of the oppressed— for America, Ireland'ssecondself. The cause of Freedom is Ireland's cause— whetherit sinksor rises, there falls or ascends the cause of Ireland too. But theclose and kindly ties of kindred thought, and feeling, andbloodmadethe cause of America and that of Ireland not only similarbut the same,in a thousand different ways. From the curving
bays of New York to the Golden Gate of California, from thethunderous roar of Niagara to the sunlit seasof Florida,thereare
noregions inall that majestic continent where Irishmenhavenotlivedand died,exulting in the presence of America, glorying inthememory of Ireland!

ÜBIQUITY OF THE IRISH.
An American writer says:

"Nothing has struck us more inour
rambles thanthe übiquity of the Irishrace. We have seen tliem
ruling the destiniesof nations in the cabinets of Europe,digging
witha strong arm the wealthof the West, andsweeping the wide
waste of the waters in the floating homes of the deep, to the
uncivilisedislands of ourantipodes. Drivenbydestinyorattracted
by wealth, they are found wherever the sun shines or the breezes
blow. But the facility with which they accustom themselves to
the habits and manners of other nations seem more remarkable
thantheirproverbialübiquity. They aredigging goldinAustralia,
doingpoliceduty inSiberia,preachinginPatagonia,whale fishing
at the Crossettes, leading the armiesof Spain,andstruggling with
thebrigandsof theAppenines."Theirinfluenceineveryland showsthedesigns heavenhashad
in the dispersionof the Irish. What wouldChristianitybein Aus-tralia,inNew Zealand, if it werenot for the Irish? What would
itbeontheparchedandshrivelled plains of South Africa were it
not for the Irish? And in this vast continent, where we see in
every flourishing townin the Union the little churchbearing the
cross onhigh, and aCatholic peopleworshipping aroundaltarsof
gold andmarble, we have only to mention the nameof the tute-
lary saintto finda congregation whohavebrought with them from
old Ireland the memories of its ancient glories. There ai*e six
cathedralson the Erie canal thatrecognise their oiigin in theIrish
emigrant. Yet Ireland's sons never cease praying, longing, and
workingfor Ireland's liberation

—
for the day when 'free intheir

ownfree land,' they shall devoteunto Irelandthe wonderfulenergy
they gavethe proof ofin foreignlands. Itis remarkable, the Irish
havepreservedtheir nationality inamarkeddegreeinthoseplaces
whitherthe windof destiny has wafted them;like the chosen peo-
pleof God,they areamong thenations,butnot ofthem."

THE ANNIVERSARY OF CANOSSA.
The anniversary of Canossa has been the storied remembranceof Christendom. Eight hundred years ago the great EmperorofGermany, Henry IV.,made his submission to the Supreme Pontiffat the Modenese Castle of Canossa, the inheritance of Matilda,from whom the Holy See derived the territoriesof Viterbo, AcquaPendente, Civita Vecchia, and other localities thenceforthknownas the patrimony of St. Peter. Henry IV. was a most ruthlesspersecutor of the Holy See. He urged the right of giving theinvestitures of bishoprics,and the supreme ecclesiasticalauthorityof thePontiff was openly set at defiance. ThePope,Gregory VII.,
in aCouncil at Rome immediately declared the Emperorandhisadherents schismatical,and the Pope pronouncedHenry tobenotonly hereticalbutdeposed. Henry could not live against such asentence,and the greatEmperorwas forced tomakehis submissionat Cxnossa tothe power of the Papacy. ThePope against whomHenry rebelled, was canonised, whileHenry, the greatEmperorofGermany, was forced to payhomage to his memory. The anni-versary of Canossa, then,is one of religion over materialism, is avictory of spiritualism over temporal power,is a triumph of thespiritual over thematerial. It is a triumph for the Papacy overthe temporalpower. "Inour own time," said Schlegel, "justicehas beenat lastrendered to the memory of a great Pontiff,andithas been allowedhe was perfectly free from all selfish views, andthat the austereanddecisive energy of his charactersprung from
no other motive thanaburning zeal for the reform of the Churchand mankind. Henry IV. was the representative of despotism;the Church was the representative of modern thought andalmostlay independence. Such a coincidence,or atleast itsparallel,hasoccurred inmodern days. Inpoint of fact theChurch has alwaysbeen the spoke upon the wheel of modern judicial progression,preservingit from thatspeedand thatstrainwhich wouldeventuatedestructionanddeath. Howmany Germanwritershave celebratedthe papacy ? Herder wrote that without the Papal Hierarchy
Europe inallprobability must have become the prey of tyrant?,
the theatre of eternal warof men— a desert. Beck, inhis workouthe Middlo Ages, wrote that the Catholic Hierarchy opposed thoprogress of despotism in Europe,preserved the elements of civili-sation, andupheldin therecollectionof men what is easily effaced—the ties whichbindearth to heaven. Catholicity in this century
is as generous andas liberal as it was in that. Itdoesnot go infor the subservience of Emperors or the dependenceof creatures,
but itdetermines on preserving the ties which preserve socialityand which are momentarily threatened with disruption by the
rationalistictendenciesof this age. We believe that in this regardthe eighth centenary of the anniversary of Ciuossa shall bereceived, if not with enthusiasm, at least with rejoicing by theCatholicsof Christendom, and that the relationbetween thecele-bration and the prominent ideas of the present time shallberecognised with the truth and forcibleness which they should
command. Wearenow in the thirty-first year of the Pontificateof the greatestof all the successors of the greitHildebrand,anditis notunfit that we should celebrate the eighth centenaryof thememorable date of the triumph of Canossa. If Mareno-o, if
Trafalgar, if Austerlitz, if Waterloo, if Sedan,are to be kept inremembrance, why nob Canossa? These are but triumphs ofphysical force. Canossa is a victory of the mind,of the soul j,
victory whichmight be made the subject of philosophicdisputa-tion,andis made thetheme of historiccomment.

—
UlsterExaminer.

IRELAND TO AMERICA.++
(From theDublin Irishman.')

News comes tous,across the sea. that two Irish Representatives
have arrived in America, their mission being to present to the
President of the UnitedStates an Address from the Peopleof Ire-
land. This is anitem of intelligence of considerable significance;
not like otherpiecesofnews,whichseem moreimportant than they
are,this has adepth of meaning which not every observer willat
first sight fathom.

The people of Ireland are sparing of addresses. -Across St.
George's Channel therehave gone none fromus, asanation, withEng-
landor anyof England's authoritiesas therecipiendiary. Neither
have there gone any elsewhere. One, indeed, was born to the
youngFrenchRepublic, whenLouisPhillippe had fled the spark-
ling splendoursof the throne, in the guise andinthename of Mr.
Smith. The sentimental M.Lamartine was then, unfortunately
forFrance, at theheadof affairs,andhe,not knowing the influence
of Irelandon Britishdestinies, and caring less forprinciple than
for a favorable criticism in the London Press on his oratory,did
sieze theopportunity toassure the world thathe wasatpeace with
Britain. His

"
cordial alliance

"
stoodneither himnorBritain in

goodstead
—

sternerhandsplucked out his peacock'sfeathers,and
heretiredinto the woods to heave melodious sighs over the falling
flowers.

Inlaterdays there wentanotheraddressin the same direction,
but to a man whose sword had preservedFrance as that of his
mighty ancestorBrian had saved Ireland. With it wentaglaive
of steeland gold and gems, finely modelled after the exquisite
Celtic fashion. The cordial and stately congratulations of an
ancient nation tohernoble offspring, inrecognitionof bis glorious
feats onbehalfof a kind and kindred people,were received with
corresponding warmth, and answered with simple dignity. He
whose brave hand poised that splendid glaive, now holds in the
samehand the destinies of Prance,rescued fromruin,restored to
order,progressandpower.

Now again is heard the voice of Ireland
—

that voice which
never yet saluted triumphant tyranny. It echoes beyond the
western main, in the capital of another mighty nation. Surely
thereis somethingsignificant in this intercourse betweenFrance,
Ireland, and America. Our country could not now, could never
have felt altogetherforlorn, evenin the time of bitterest oppres-
sion, whenshe rememberedher position betweentwo such strong
andsincere friends, and the manybondsof amity thatdrew them
close inheart andmind.

Andit was not for nothing that the AlmightyRuler of the
Universecast the fortunes of thismost ancientyet most vigorous
IrishnationbetweenFrance— the inheritorof ImperialEome

—
andAmerica, thepredestined of the coming age. Partaker with the

past,by her history— partaker with the future, by her vigorous
vitality, thisposition seems to betoken for our countryadignity
for the coming times commensurate with her loftyreputationin
the past.
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