
placedin a small room, furnished witha table anda form, and with
strong ironbars to its window. Here our pockets were carefully
searched for papers and aminute examination of our luggage wasmade. In mine, besides the

'flannels,' they made the discovery of
six clean white linen shirts, and this atonce aroused their strongest
suspicion. They asked me if Ibad supposed that it would be im-
possible togeta Bhirt washedin Ireland, and the question was cer-
tainly most apposite to the occasion, for in their zealous search forI treasonable documents they thrust theirdirty fingers into every fold
of the aforesaid shirts,and made their speedy washing a thing of
primary necessity. (Will anyone write toa daily newspaper saying
thatIrish policemen always keep their bands washed; that dirt
wouldnot stick to themin fact I) Having collected every scrap of
paper that was tobe found, they proceededtoexamine their spoils.
Iwas asked if Idenied the authorship of a pamphlet on the land
question whichhad been put into my hands in Dublin, and which I
had not yet had time to lead. ThisIaccordingly did, and thestate-
ment wasduly recorded. The sub-inspector and a constable, oneafter the other, read through every one of our private letters and
diaries and notebooks?, and with some difficulty and much solemnity
managed tospell out between themthe only thingIwas ashamed of-—viz., someverses whichIhad jotteddown on a scrap of paper in
imitationof the Irish national songs. When this wasover, the sub-
inspectordeparted, takingall our documents with him.and leaving
us in the charge of a couple of constables. We were.informed thatas
soonas a magistrate couldbe wbtainedour case shouldbetriedbeforehim, but when this wouldbe wasproblematical." Three hours were
passedby our traveller and his companion in this condition, daring
which they invain petitioned to be allowed to go out, guarded of
course, to thehotel for same dinner,or tobe at least given some of
thelegitimate prison fare, bread and water.— One considerate and
generous constable there was, nevertheless, who at his own expense
supplied them each withaglass ofmilk,andour traveller returnshim
thanksinhis letter. At9 o'clockMr.Byrne theResidentMagistratear-

j rived,andafteragooddeal ofannoying red-tapehadbeengonethrough
withtheprisonerswere discharged withan expressionof regretfortheir
arreston thepartof themagistrate. Of the drive to Athenry on the
next evening, the writer speaks as follows:— "Itwa? a beautiful
night for driving, but the associations of the scenes that bad been
enacted there fastened on the fancy and spoilt the enjoyment. I
couldhardly consider that eystem of law and government satis-
factory, whichhad made itpossible for thepresent stateof things to
arise. We talked to the driver about the murders, andcould easily
see thathe regarded them as just executions for cruelty, tyranny, or
the violation of unwritten, but well-knownlaws. He said thatif a
man wasnotorious for harshness andcruelty,he wassolemuly warned
by amessage from a secret assembly. If he would not amend his
ways,he was warnedagain,and if he still persisted,he received his
finalnotice, andafter that his sudden deathmight atany time easue.
He evidently considered that these three notices, which are always
deliveredto aman before his deathis determined on, regularised the
proceedings, and took away from themany imputationof lawlessness
to which they might otherwise have been open." And,if any onewill,let him condemn this wild system of revenge ;lethim temper
his condemnation,however, by some recollection of that desolate
stretch of country spokenof, where thebrown stoneshere and there
in a wall are alone left to tell that human beings once had their
hearths there; let him recollect that such a desolationcould only

Ihavebeen brought abuut by means thatneedsmubt leavetherevenge-
ful spiritbehind themeverywhere, and that, besides,the just fear of
such means' being still employed is everywhere felt throughout the
country. Butit would be well if other candid Englishmen would
also visit Irelandandsee for themselves,andreportof what they hadseen.

—
Letters such as this wehavequoted from mußt do much tomake peace and bring about a good understanding between thedivided countries. Meantime, the perplexity of the Time* con-cerning this mattei is far from lacking an amusing element. '" Ourcorrespondent started as an Englishman," itciies, "*but he seemsduring his stay inIreland tohave gone through the usual procens oftransformation with morethan the usual rapidity, and to have be-comein three days as genuine an Irishman as the rest." Does the

country, then,cast a spellover all who visit it, andare notinterestedinits oppression— or is it that the candid mind of the Englishman
beingundeceived by what he has witnessed, he becomesas generous
inhis acknowledgementof the truth ashe has, while hewasdeceivedbeen obstinate and violent in his prejudices? This view at leastaccords with thecharacter which Cardinal Newmanhas given to hisfellow-countrymen, and which we, for our part, have never feltinclined to question or in aposition to doubt.

questionis co wereitnot toolengthy forour columns. " We travelled
with a labouringman, whohadgone over to England for theharvest,
ashe could there earn 4*. a-day, in place of the la., which was the
remuneration for his day's work Cthat is, when he could get any em-ployment)athome. Iwondeted whether this could be called idle-
ness, yet the landlords say that the labourers are idle,and the land-
lords are honourable men. This particular labourer, whose fine,
intelligent face struck me very much,had been obliged to return tohis home before the end of the harvest,having unfortunately fallen
overa scythe and inflicted a terrible wound on his leg. It was a
mystery to me how he could walk atall, and he wasevidently ingreat
pain; but he had tied up his wound with a handkerchief in a
miserably clumsy fashion,and tomyhorror said thathe hadseen nodoctor,and would not do so until he reached home, miles beyond
Westport, the last station on the line. His foot and leg were adreadful sight,but hehad wishednot to waste onhimself themoney
earned in harvesting, whichhe had intendedfor his wifeand children
on the other side of Weßtport. This did not look like wastefulnessor extravagance;yet the landlordsgay the tenantsare wasteful, and
the landlords are all honorable men. Iwished that Ihad gonethrougha coarse of ambulance lectures, and learned something of■urgery;butIcould do nothingbeyond making the man promise tohavehisleg bandagedat Westport and presentinghim with a fee for
the doctor there. He was not even smoking to divert his thoughts
fromhis pain, for tobacco cost money, and that he wanted for his
wife;so my friend G. gavehimacigar, which puzzled and amused
him considerably, as he made vain attempts to smoke it without
cutting off the end, his former experiences of smoking not having
gone beyond a pipe." But the principal feature that struck our
traveller inhis journey was tliemultitudesof policemen;they were
everywhere anduselessly everywhere. "The only occasions on which
theyare conspicuous by theirabsence,"says he, "are those oa which
the long-suffering peasants retaliate on their oppiessois by some
dreadfulagiarianoutrage. With theseunfortunate exceptions theymay be said tobe always on the spot; but as with these identical
exceptionsIrelandis particularly free from crime,it would seem toanoutside observer that the largesnms spent in maintaining in idle-
ness this army of able-bodiedpolicemen are rather more uselessly
wasted thanif they werethrowninto the sea, where they would notserve to irritate thepeopleagainst the Goteminent by keeping up a
perpetual system of petty tyranny in their midst." The police
moreover,sharplysurveyed oar traveller andhis1companion on their
arrivalat Ballinasloe. Oar traveller, here, made the acquaintance
of Mr.Mathew Harris whohad been one of the traversers and from
whom he obtained a gooddealof informationrelative to Irish affairs.
"He told us that in our drive of nearly 20 miles to Loughrea weshould hardly pass a single bouse,forgrazing was now more profit,
able to the landlords thanagriculture, and they had therefore exter-
minatedthe inhabitants inorder to add a few pounds to their rents.Thishad happenedmore than oncein the history of the country,and
the culture had been changed from corn tograssand vice versa when-
everaprofit might be expected from the alteration,and without any
reference to the rights of the unfortunate tenants." Of the truthof
this statementofaffaire our traveller found on his road abundantevidence. "We drove through a rich tract of country," he says,"and
saw, ashad been predicted,scarcely a single house. The districthad
formerly been full of people and wasnow inhabitedby sheep. Ruint
of houses we occasionally saw, but these had been almost entirely
obliterated and the stones used for the walls which intersect the
country. Reddish-brown stains in these stones would sometimesindicatethat they had once formed the chimney of a cottage, inwhich a fanner's family had maintained the peat-fire on the
hearth till its smoke had lefta lastingmark which the weather had
as yet bpen unable to destroy." Occasionally, however, the
cottage of a herdsman was passed, and with one of the men in
questionanacquaintanceshipwas formed— from the detailsgiven of it
wemay also see how peasantproprietorwould thrive in Ireland, for
here it a man who makes a fair livelihood out of three acres of
ground cultivated irregularly. Of this herdsman, then, and bisconcernsonr traveller speaks thus:"He wasoneof thosecourteousand gentlemanly peasants of whom there seem to be somanyspeci-mens in Ireland, and ho readily told us the terms on which he
worked for his bread. The woik which he grave to his landlord wasthe supervisionof 180 acresof grass land, wiih the care of100 sheep
and50 cattle. The wageshe receivedinreturn consisted of acottageand three acres of land rent-free. Out of these three acres hemanaged tomake a fair livelihood, by cultivating them in the timewhichhe could spare from the management of the 100 sheepand the60 cattle on the 180 acresof gracing land. We ask d after bis cropof potatoes, and he said thatthe blight was in them,but not sobadas it might be." Loughrea was reached in due time, and here asurprise awaited these two gentlemen. The police, it seems, badseen reason tosuspect them, and no sooner had they alighted fromtheir vehicle than they were surrounded by a body of these lealousofficials and carried off to the barrack*, where they were shut up'"We arrived at thepolice barracks,"says our traveller, " and were

A cause in the last stage of preparation is that of the canoni-sation of Father Vincent Pallotti, the founder of the Order of the
Pious Society of Missions, The evidencein this case is voluminousand the decision need not be expected for some considerable time. Itmaybzap,oposot the proposed canonisation of Father Pallotti'tomention that theprogress of the < >rder— known more widely on 'theContinent by thedesignationof Pallottini than as the Pious Society
of Missions— founded by him, is greater thanisgenerally known, tionumerousarethe students in the parent house of the Order in Italythatthe establishment of new houses in America or Australia itseriously contemplated,
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