
THE EVIL DAYS OF OLD.

(A recently republished letter of J. K. L. to Spring Rice, Lord
Monteagle).

Cablow, October 30, 1827.
My Dear Sib,—Iwish to state to yousomething of the impres-

sion with which Ireturned from a late visit to the counties of
Kilkenny, Cork,andTipperary, especially asIdelayed some days in
the county last mentioned, where barbarous scenes are frequently
occurring. You are also well acquainted with the state of this
country, especially of the south, with the severaleventswhichhappen
there,andyouknow so well the character of those who furnish infor-
mation to the Government thatnogeneral lem.irks can be valuable
to you. Itis quite true that the present murders, burnings, strife
and hatred arise from precisely the same causes as similar and
andgreater atrocities arose in times past. The two parties are still
struggling; the character of thewarfare is changed,but the animus
of those eugagedinitis the same. The people areoppressedbeyond
all endurance, and great portionsof them,butnot by any means the
majority, are savage. The gentry,great andsmall, withafew excep-

GERMAN CATHOLICS IN INDIANA.
(From theNew York Herald.)

Oldenburg, Ind.,July 26, 1880.
Unboubtedlythis is one of the most peculiarcommunities in the
UnitedStates. Ithas probably over two thonsand inhabitants,which
number is augmentedonSundays toconsiderably overthree thousand,
all Democrats (even thepostmaster), all Catholics, and all Germans,
and thatof the class knownasLow, whospeaka dialectof theirown.
Though by far the larger majority of these people werebornin this
country they still inherit thecustoms of their German forefathers.Oldenburg is situated about sevenmiles from Batesville,a small
station on the Indianapolis, Cincinnati, St. Louis, and Chicago
Railway,and reached from Batesville by the stage, which meets the
two trains which stop there daily. The country is exceedinglyhilly,
but the soil appears tobe very fertile;opulentvegetation surrounds
the traveller oneveryhand. Oldenburg itself nestles comfortablyin
a pleasant valley. Itsprincipalindustry is a largecottonmill;its
finest building is the YoungLadies' Academy, conducted by Sisters
of one of the many Catholic Religious Orders. Next to theconvent
is a monastery of the Franciscan Fathers, and opposite to both
convent and monastery stands the village church, a large brick
edifice. Of hotels there wasa plentiful supply;also of beer saloons
andcountry stores. Though,asIsaid above,all the inhabitants areGerman,still theyaddress strangers in theEnglish language,and the
English they they speakis remarkably pure,considering the fact that
allbusiness is carried onin German.

Before going further into the backwoodsIconcluded to remain
in Oldenburg a few days toobserve the customs of the natives, and
witheasecould have imaginedmyself transportedinto some village
of Central Germany. On everyhandImet withuniform courtesies
andliberal potationsof the Teutonic beverage,retailed atmost places
at twoand ahalf centsper glass. Though old and young, without
regard tosex or wealth,seemed to imbibe freely, still in my three
days' sojournIdid not see the least intoxication, though the quanti-
ties which some succeeded indisposing of convinced me that there
must be a science in beer drinking. It was Friday, andIdined
sumptuously. Eges, fresh from thebarnyard, butter just churned,
fresh fish from aneighbouring stream, native wine and beer,with'all
the entreesof a good Catholic Friday dinner, Idid not notice the
absenceof meat. On thefollowing day we hadchicken and various
kinds of meats, and thoughIwas stopping at the most aristocratic
hotelin theplace,thecharge was only twenty-five cents per meal.
A neat room withall theaccommodation wecouldwish,wasfurnished
at a similar figure. Ispent several hoursinone ofthe country store,
where the anomaly of a Democratic postmaster under a Republican
administration was explained by the statement that there wasno
ltepublicanwithin ten milesof thatplace. The bartering between
the countrymen and the storekeeperwas a sourceof a great deal of
amusement. Moneywas onlya dernier resort, and the products of
other placespaid for inbutter, eggs,etc.

Butter is worthsix and eight cents per pound, eggssix andeight
centsper dozen, spring chickens eight and ten cents each, large
chickens fifteencents each, etc. Speaking to the most prominent
politicianof theplace,aman whois consideredby his neighbours as
■wellup to the times ineverything,and whospeaks English fluently,
Iventured to inquire how Indiana would vote in October.

"
This

part will certainly go for theDemocratic nominee, andour folks are
just enthusiastic for Hancock. Asfar asIhave heard, there seems
little chance for theRepublicanticket anywhere in the State;but;then we readnothingbut solidly Democratic papers here."

NEW ZEALAND TABLET.
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ifiriday, October 22,1880;

tions arenot less savage. Some ofthem are like fiends; they would
devour the peopleand insist that they areall lost to every sense of
morals andhumanity. Whilst the truth,as far asIcan ascertain it,
is:— the peasantry aregenerally industrious and peaceable,rendered
outrageous andcruel only by oppressionwhich humannature cannot—

another person would say ought not
—

to bear. William C k,
who wasmurdered lately,and from whosemurderaroseseveralothers,
he, T was told,after a seriesof cruelties set fire toa widow's house,
who with her littlechildren were illof fever,inorder by thatprocess
toeject them from their tenement. He wasonly morecruel and rash
thanmany others of the samespirit;and Isincerely believe, if the
influence of the Catholic clergy didnot arrest the people, you would
have murders, military executions, martial law, or insurrections
throughout onehalf of the counties in Ireland.

A great number of thereal disturbers of the public peace, under
thenameof magistrates, assembled lately at Thurles, and,as is re-
ported,prayedthe Government for the Insurrection Act,etc. Ifyou
grant it to them, you assist them to depopulate the country and
starve the people;but youalso alienate the affection of those who
nowhopeyou will extend the strong arm of power, not for their
oppression but protection. If we ever are to he blessed with a
change of system,beginnow;give no aid to the real and efficient
instigators of the barbarities which occur; tell them to spare the
peasantry, not toinstigate them,and no extraordinary aid will be
requiredtocurb their passions. Ifthey be only taught that oppres-
sion willnot be sustained, tear will make them moderate, for they
havenoresource but in the Government. Good feeling may then,
succeed, for fear often introduces charity to the beart,particularly
of thehigh-minded. And as to the peasantryIam fully satisfied
thatifpermitted tobehumane, industrious, andbenevolent theywill
be so, andeven contented sofar asis consistent -withthe deep feeling
of dissatisfactiongenerated inthem by thepenallaws and the daily
paradeof ascendancy.

If on the other hand, you abet and support by power the
tyranny nowprevailing, you only claimthepassionsofthemultitude,
and everysigh they heave to heavenwill be for vengeance against
youand yourproteges.******

Pardon, my dear Bir, the almost unpardonable length, of this
letter. Ishallnot again trespass on you for a long time, and re-main, etc., >J< J. Doyle.

(From theFreeman Special Commissioner.)
WhenIlast stood on the dreary plateauo£ Ituock it was m the
terrible fall of last year, when the shadow of famine and death lay
heavy upon the dismal moors and upon the hearts of the people.

anangel might wellhave touchedthe scene since to transform. itinto the smiling thing it appeared to me in therich haze of last
evening's sunset. Its bare undulations were lighted with harvest
colours and exhaled harvest perfumes. The crops looked healthy
and abundant, the very farmhouses seemed to have put on a new
andhappier face, as indeed they havedone, for the trade of lodging
pilgrims has grown to be so good a one that nearly every little
country cabinhas got whitenedup and papered and furnished with
its iron bedstead and its mattresses,evento the out-offices. Butonce
moiethe religious aspectof theplace was the overruling and ever-
present element in the change. The only thing unaltered is Arch-
deacon Kavanagh's ownmodest littlethatched cottage and his own
gentle piety, which is the same in theinoon of his church's fame as
it vras in the days of its obscurity. The scattered cabins of the
village have been linked logether by a street of timber sheds,
arrangedinto shops, with a large turf fire .burning in a stone en-
closure in frontof each of them. Here there are long dinner-tables
spread,goodrough country cookery,and you can have meat, milk,
mild refreshments,pastry, fruit, floury potatoes,and all the luxuries
ofalittlepeasant town.

Passingthrough this busy hazaar, andnoting the groups spread
inpicnic fashion overall the adjoining fields, we entered the chapel
yard shortly after the Angelus bell was ringing. The wondrous
epectacle of living, passionate faith which it presented at once
absorbed all other thoughts. The most hardened unbeliever would
takeoff his hat and involuntarily sink uponhis kneesin presence of
such asight. Several thousandpeople were at themoment collected
inor around the church. Immediatelyfrontingus was thesanctuary
■wallor gable,onwhich the apparitionsaresaid to have been mani-
fested. Itwasboardedhalf-wayup topreventthe tooeaeerpilgrims
from tearingaway the whole of the cement,or perhaps the whole of
the wall,but so enormoushas been the demand for the cement that
the whole face of the gablehas been strippedall but a square foot or
soof plasterat the apex. Hows of disused crutches, sticks, trusses,
armcases,andbandages, are fastenedup along thewhole widthof the
timber hoarding,having beenleft there in testimony of miraculous
cures. Almost every day adds something to the list of these sacred
trophies. A little temporary altar waserected in the open air about
the spotassigned to the apparitionof the Blessed Virgin. In front
of thisaltar, infront of the humble mission cross close by, in thechurch, atthe doors,and infact on every foot of ground around it,
people wereprostratedon their kneespraying aloud. Some one ina
group of half-a-dozen would commence the Rosary aloud. The
responses wouldbe takenup all round,until they rose into a sort of
solemn chant wellingup from the very soul. Cripples, paralytics,
deformedpersons, blind men,anepilepticchild were led around the
church, raising theirsupplicationsaloud with a tender truthfulness
whichno words can survey. Others werehammeringhere and there
at the walls for a fragment of the precious plaster,or even for a
morsel of the church's earthen flooring. Within the church itself the
Bosaryrose ina solemn, measured swell, withall thefervour of over-
flowinghearts. At times the intensity of the prayersomehow almost
took one's breath away with a feeling of indefinable suspense and
expectation.

Inonecorner of the churchyard a group waslistening eagerly to
the delighted narrative of a hoy who hadsuffered for years from a
paralysis of the tendons of one leg,and who had that day for the
first time stretchedthe injured leg with perfect freedom. Iheard
tell of several similar circumstances within the past few days,but I
wasnot able to get anyparticulars that would warrant me in ex-
pressing or forming any opinionon the subject. It is certain that
numbers of peopleprofess tohave themselves witnessed miraculous
cures and visions. This is not the place to saymore than that the
faith therein seems tobe in itself little short of miraculous. Dark-
ness wasbeginning to fall asIwas leaving, and the appearance of
the sacred encampment, withits line of watchfires burning like an
army's, thegroups of dark figures circling around the church, whose
bold bell-tower wasstill distinctly defined against the paling sunset
sky, thefresh streams of pilgrims that were now still coming up,re-
gardless of thenight, with theircarpetbagsslungover their shoulders
or their mattresses carried in carts, was such as nobody seeing it
once was likely to forget.
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