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of England wasfree,and that she might really come out as before
and pass to andfro between the streets of London and theparks
and suburbs

—
that is to say,consecrating, by thepresence ofHer

Majesty, the sovereignty of those whohad takenpossessionof her
own. Would Englishmen like that? No, andPius IX.knew very
well the duties of the Vicar of Jesus Christ. Hesaid,"Iwillnot
look on the deed,my eyes shall never sanction it,Iwillliveand
die within the thresholdof myPalace." Yetthereare Englishmen
who will write everyday tosay that these are only the complain-
ings of anoldman whochooses tosay thatheis a prisoner. There
are twokinds of imprisonment— there is the imprisonmentby iron
fetters and the imprisonmentof deepmoral degradation. PiusIX.
is, indeed, not boundby fetters of iron. He is boundroundabout
by a sense ofhis owndignity and thesupernaturalofficehe bears;
and heknowsit would be deep moral degradation toput his feet
over the thresholdof thePalace where helives so long as another
Sovereign claims toruleover thecity whichtheprovidenceofGod
made his own. After describing the oppressivelaws under which
the clergy nowsufferedinRome, Cardinal Manning concluded as
follows:

—
1haveno desiretobeaprophetof evil. For13months

wehavehadall the threatenings of a war in the East. Grodonly
knows at this moment whether the dangeris toburst into flameor
tobeextinguished. Each nation in Europe is arming to such a
point that itmust make war or be well-nighbankrupt. Pius IX.,
as the Vicar of our Lord, will never strike the staff ofwar,but
whatever war is kindled will involve the whole of Europe, and
whatever war involves the whole of Europewill involveItalyand
Rome,and then, will come the solution,butnotbroughtaboutby
us. Scorners may scorn, but God setteth up the water-clouds.
The worldis atthis moment under the sway of revolution,which
began in1789, bursting out again in 1793, 1830, and 1848, then
extendingto Italyandcontinuing foralong period,ending, asmen
thought, in1870, when they believed the Romish question wasburied,though, as our HolyFather told them, it wasonly begun.
The worldisat thismomentunder the influenceof revolution. On
theoneside are thepowers of anarchy, allunitedin the wish that
Romeshouldcontinueasitis. Onthe otherside, are theChristian
and the Catholic world and the powers of order who believein
God. Those two arrays are marshalling andapproachingnearer
toeach other. Collision is someday inevitable. AllIpray from
myheartasaChristianand an Englishman is, thatwhen thatday
comes England may not suffer.

(From the Nation.)
Britishwriters are honouring Irish themes fastnow withagood
deal ofparticularattention. In spite of the great topics andpet
whims of the day

—
the Eastern embroglio, the Ritualist rebel-

lion, the Indianfamine, the priceof meat, thepranksof Spiritual-
ism, andso on

—
these active penmen who cater for the minds of

theBritishpublic, findleisure tosaytheirsay aboutthis islandand
Jtspeople,and,nodoubt, find plenty of readers to believein their

of us and to admire the style of the narration. Last
Summer Mr.Punchhad one of his humourists here for theholi-
days, and this gentleman, considerately combining pleasureand
business, "did" the emerald isle by rail from the capital to
Killarney, and sketched the impressions producedby his tour for
the London Charivari, in a series of scrappy papers, intended, of
course,tobe funny, but,in truth, so excessively dismal,that,as a
certaincriticdeclared,toreadone,ortohear itread, wasenough to
makeaman " take to drink." And the example of Mr. Punch
sheds agenial ray which the press of the ModernBabylonby no
means fails toborrow. Fromthe Times to thehalfpenny Echo,and
form the Graphic to the Penny IllustratedPaper,all the organs,
whether serious or comic,or only dull,keep us Irishpretty con-
tinually in their eyes and before their minds, and the conse-
quence is, a constant fire of leading articles,which,if not actually
insulting, are insultingly condescending;an inexhaustibleseries
ofsketches of a sort of "Irish life

"
which Irishmen, strange to

say,can never discover for themselves, and a perpetual flow of
cartoons,of theBaronMunchausenschool of fancy, explainedand
adornedbyletterpress,expressedin suchadialect asneveryet was
heard on land or sea. Nay, even the new sixpenny weeklies,a
class of high-and-niighty organs, manufactured by the deftest
hands for the creamof Britishreaders,deignto trouble themselves
a littlenow and then with our affairs, and whilst the Whitehall
Review makes society inDublin the target of its high-toned scorn,
May/airdiscourses of Mr.Butt, the insandouts of the Home Rule
party,andthe salientpersonal traits of Waterford'snewmember
and the Major.

Plays, too,and booksare written torepresentus to theSaxon.
Anex-editorof Punch makesa drama out of the storyof a Lord
Clancarty. A couple of obscure tourists penetrateto the heartof
Connaught, and,after a few weeks spent in studying the country
folk-— froma side-car or the windowof a hotel

—
produceabrace of

novels,intended topoint the moral that Irishmen areashocking
erew

—
a horde of reckless drunkards, wildly boisterous in their

cups, but cool and cunning enough when an act of sneaking
treachery, orof blood forrevenge or greed,recommends itself to
their degraded natures. The sort of literary assassin who writes
suchbooks as these would haveit believed by his readers that the
very few decentpersons tobe met withinIrelandareEnglishmen.
One of the twonovels just referred tohas beencast in the shapeof
aplay,andis occupying atpresent theboardsof a Londontheatre.
Its ignorance is intense, and its ferocity is savage. It strives to
substitute for the Irishpeasantof life andof Boucic.iult'sdrama

—
thebright, generous,witty, and affectionate Cclt

—
a besottedand

ruthless creature whoseonlypleasure is drink andwhoseonly mode
of enterpriseis murder. Had any other peoplebeenso dealt with
inbook or play, the spiritof condemnationwouldrise in strengthj

butsince itis only the Irish who are attacked by a nameless liar,
the few voices of honest anger aredrownedin the chorusof praise.
The malignant novel is sought after at all the libraries. The
absurd and fantastic play draws crowdedhouses. Another stab in
the dark atIrelandis applaudedby the worthyBriton,andanother
cause for mutual alienation and distrust is added to the many
betweenthepeoples.

{Concluded inoui'next.)

GENERAL NEWS.

Ireland'snationalanniversary was celebrated in a befitting
manner in the great capital of France. A dinner at Vefour's^
gotten up by gentlemen of Irish descent, took place. Judge
Connolly, of the Court of Cassation,presided. There werepresent
quite anumber of notabilities, including Colonel O Brien,ColonelM'Dertnott, the composer O'Kelly, CountNugent, ViscountO' Neillde Tyrone andhis sons, Dr. O'Loughlin, Mr. JohnO Leary, Pro-
fessor J. P.Leonardand his son

—
in all twenty-seven. O Connell

lookeddownon the company from an elegant encadr^ment ofgold
andgreenery. The bust of Marshal M.icMahon held as ofright
theplaceof honor, for of all the anciensJrlandaltcertainly he is theman who makes the greatest figure in the Europe of the day.
Then there wereportraits of other distinguished Irishmen

—
orators

andmen of the sword and pen. But the most curious featureof
the whole festivalconsisted of the personality of anciens Irlandais,
Frenchin speech,in manners, in habits of thought— in the very
cut of their beards

—
they showed their Irish origin in their faces

as clearly as Marshal MatiMahon does, or MarshalO'Donneli did.
A very jolly symposium was that whichkeptVefour's cooksbusy on
the 17th of March, 1877.

The Germania, on the occasion of theeighty-first birthday of
the Emperor William,says:

— "
Inaroom wherethebailiff is about

to teardown the gilded curtain rods, noone thinks of drawing the
corkof abottleof champagne. The echo wouldbeamelancholy
sound, andnoonecould quaff his cup with joy. Our countryis
just in this state,for its inhabitantsaredrivenby misery iacrowds
tothepawnbroker's,so that they may have the fii*st necessariesof
life. The Kulturkampfhas changed into a gloomy desertquarters
that werethemost flourishing, intelligent and fair ofour country,
withoutwhichBrandenburg-Prussia would long since have beensuffocatedin the marshes of the old March and drowned in the
marshesof thenew. Were we then tomake festivalfor thisanni-
versary,we shouldbe mereimpostorsand hypocrites. This we do
notwant to be. So we wait for better times."

M.Legros, the etcher,has madeasensation inEngland. The
Athenctum saysof hisnewportraitof CardinalManning, that.

"
hadTitian or, aboveall, Tintoretto, painted such ahead, andgiven so

much vigor of character to his transcript, we should havehailedthe type a3 historical, one which ia that time and in life was
portentous."

The Daily News has beeninformed fromRome, that the Bible
Society at Philadelphia have been forced by financial reasons to
recall fromRome their missionary, Mr. VanMeter, wholeaves the
schools hehas established in charge of a Wesleyan and a Baptist
missionary,bothfrom America. Itis clear thenthattheAmericanshaveat last become aware that they areonly throwing money to
the winds in their efforts torob thepoor Romansof their faith.

Inviewof the recent movement for the preservationof theIrishlanguage, the Rev.P.O'Leary,Rathcormack,Cork, writesas
follows:"Ihave access to MSS. which contain a large stock ofMunster lyrical poetry, ranging as to dates over the last two
centuries. Some of these lyricsIhave Been inprint,withEnglish
versions annexed. Asa.generalrule these versions,especially thepoetical ones, are frightful caricatures of the originals. lamconvinced thata great part of the prejudice whichoutsidersfeelagainst our languagehas been produced by the Bight of thesecaricatures."

CARDINAL MANNING ON THE PAPAL
ALLOCUTION.

At the Pro-Cathedral, Kensington, Cardinal Manning, iv the
courseof a sermon founded on the text, "Iam the resurrection
and the life," said— That whichis trueof individuals is true alsoof
Christ's Church onearth. Thereis init a life against which the
gates of hell cannotprevail; there is in it adivine liberty which
canneverbe bound, and a power which, though it may be tern
porarily embarrassed andheldin check, must in the end prevail.
What if theEastern and theRomish questionsrise together ? And
what ifmenhave to deal with both at the same time ? True,
indeed,itis, men thought the Vicar of Jesus Christ was buried in
the "Vatican, deposedfrom his sovereignty, boundas in the tomb.
They little counted on the power of resurrection, and they have
littleread thehistory of the last1,800 years, or they would have
knownwhat wouldhappen. Itis the law of the Church of Christ,
the law, aboveall,ofthe Head of the Church, to be bound and to
be buriedfrom age to age;but it is the law also of the Church
andof its headalways torise again. The Romish question (con-
tinued the Cardinal) was this:

—
Christ gave toHis Church and to

theheadof the Church, in all things pertaining to HisKingdom,
anabsoluteindependence of all civil earthly or temporalpower.
Fromthe year800 down to1870 the Pontiffs hadheld a trueand
properRoyalty andSovereignty inRome;astrue, asproper,older
and moresacred than thatsovereignty to which we allbowedwith
£very fibre of our hearts and every motion of our will

—
the

sovereignty of our most gracious Queen. The Cardinal then
describedhow Rome had been takenpossessionof, though the use
of the Vaticanhadbeen allowed to the Pope, and he was invited
togo freely through the streets. "Now, suppose some conquering
Powerby violence establishedin the ancient Palaceof St.James;
thatitpermittedthe use of Windsor CastleandBuckingham Close
tooargrariousfiovereign; thatit toldalltheworldthat theQueen
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