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I have often come home after seeing that on the side
of the oppressor was power-the power of bayonets-and
that-the poor had no helper, until I could not sleep for
pain and could only cry to our Father-theirs and mine-
How long, Lord, how long!

A friend described to me quite gaily a scene at the
Castlebar workhouse during the last famine,when the starv-
ing creatures coming for relief surged round the workhouse
gate and pressed and hustled and trampled down one
another, how the police standing ankle deep in mud had
to lay about them with their batons, and the poor crea-
tures were seËAhome again, and yèt again, until they
would l.earn to keep order -- keep order - and they were
starving!

A lady in Clones, who was talking to me on Sabbath
School work and. missionary enterprise in a highly edifying
manner, could only express her surprise about the poor
of her own people who were doomed to the poor house,
that they did notgo in at once without struggle or fuss.
And yet she had been a mother, and must have known
.what parting with children meant to a mother's heart.
For iny part I sympathized with that mother of whom I
read in the papers, who was taken before a magistrate
and sentenced for making a disturbance in the workhouse
when she heard the master beating her child.

I wondered much at a noble and high-minded Irish
gentleman who feels strong sympathy with the Oka
Indians, who, in speaking to me of a man caught in com-
pany with another fishing by night, thereby transgressing
the law, and was deliberately shot down by the .agent of
the property, expressed his regret that the other had not
been. also shot. Hardening the heart I hold to be one of
the very apparent effects of the land system.

Another evil is the encouragement of unutterable
meanness; a meanness that allows rich men to manage
to extract under pressure gratuitous work out of these
poor ,eople. No one needs<to be told that the Irish
peasant is worse fed, worse clothed, worse housed than


