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tel level wbhat can neyer be levelled, that is
hu'aia ability and character, the wild

v1i8on8 of Tltopian communities, the legis-
1""i'g Out Of existence of distinctions writ-
t6ri UPOn the protozoa, these grotesque

OrsOfSocialjifl have seriously reVrded
t"165 and wlhicb mnight be made infinite]y
belPf 01  But ,bat great, true principle
'vnd b.bgo itief woven into buman life
eanr ye8tO wout s rgge witbout mis-tereetator wvitOut bgerepetetti witoutharmful and even

bie y5 Caggeration i We Protestants
think the Reformation was a splendid'on-
war'd 'IOe the restoration of individual
liberty Of belief and' therefore, direct per-

oalresPOnsibility to God ; but can we for

entil forget or ignore the great excesses,Sthe il extravagances, the narrow intoler-
a'e h brutal fanaticism wbich stain the

Pages of the histOry of that great movement.Th 1nodern world sunes itself in the ligbt of
thPOlitical liberty never known before in
the p-Ory of man, but have we forgotten

e Reign of Terror the horrible butcheries,
tewild anarcby of'the French Revolutiori.

Otherc can be no birth witbout travail.
it'tw"as with religious liberty, as it was

witb Poitical li berty, s0 it is bound to be
Wh ebSoial a nd industrial frecdoni, for

ýhl athe mases of our people are yearn-111 ad truglina, now. You cannot avoid
Seew Y eu canflot 11011) extravagant

eYu can not prevent vieionary theories
ehRPut forward :tb(-y are the necessaryahdo",e cast I)y the brightening and broad-

ad llgnligt of any great illovernent for the
b o the race. But what you canelWbat every earnest and tbougbtf ul man
h0 o feelS the responsibuîity of the presentthatOughit to h'i,3 the riiserable cowardice
the , &illlow itself to be pusbed back on
P0o47 lohngs of the laissez faire
that~ 1 imnply because of the distorted forms
it fie' ra principle maust assume ere

eseel %t faR get itself made concrete as a
g8 n" O ,vhtI may caîl the practical

%1tj0''a f hsarticle. 1 believe thataculi ? ha

0 lok b f soialquestions, ail men
preok nat the surface or beyond the

b0 d et hor I men who are in any way
aplw0 hn for the nation and for theirttn.eaSupreme duty, 1 Eay, lies upon10hat Intle Present industrial crisis. And

lý,l' tbs, dtt 1 It is, in the tiretpreaerit .0 recogniz, the evils of the
Plaee t 0 nduFitîal iystemn and in the next

for 0 earchearnestly, bravely, patiently,
4pitl ledYforthose evils. Briefly to re-th ite' eh evil seemns to me to consist inwelt ainly uneven distribution of

clred trghthe opexations of industry
an(k oia that large scale which our

intlîd ca C bion s render at once possible
thtrY 0 Y. This plan of conductinga iii large scale "bhas multiplied

ên Uc 11 es of trade and made the labor-
Io Ore li'ýkelY ti be thrown Out oftent
ssIt bas By crushing out small en-

S to tbe consigned the laborer for
ee abiding position of beingt O ý C.',)rne ;it keepsth

t'tear '8 O the ragged edge of pos-
tli at ' t does tbis while ail theep4OI educat.'~ of . 'on of the masses, the pro-

aO the increase of Renerai
"%i k blgber status an increasing

ci4tr ytdrt ain'd one wlich bis wboie
t Y del 'Untances more and moreni rllt-0 eenId And in this view
ýY tha berty becomes more of a e

a blessing; "lto confer the s
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status of freedom upon workrnen merely to
have tbem overwhe1med in an unequal
struggle with capital is te make their frec-
dom a farce."

Such, it seems to me, are the evils with
wbicb our Angle-Saxon civilization is faced.
I plead, then, that thoughtful men, men of
ligbt and leading, sbould frankly and fully
recognize these evils ; and 1 further plead
that tbey sbould clearly see that the lower,
rnecianical law of suppiy and demand must
bc regulated and supplemented by the bigber
etitical law whicb lies at the base of social-
ism ;the law that recognizes the mutual
obligation of man to mian above and beyond
ail calculation of interest and advantage.
The individual bas rights, to deny this
would be tyranny; society bas rights, te
deny tbis would be anarchy. The re-asser-
tion along moderato lines of man's social
as against bis individuai rigbts and obliga-
tions, such seoms to me the true solution of
tbe voxing and pressing problems of tbe
day. Caîl it socialisai if you like-hard
names neyer killed tbe trutb yet-but if
some careful and moderate application of
these social principles is not soon fouind and
brouglit to bear very widoly upon our legis-
lation, tien 1 cannot but feel that tbe grav-
est danger, aye, it may be even dire disas-
ter, awaits that Anglo-Saxon civilizition,
which is the common pride and glory of the
two great peoples of Englaiii and Amorica.

J, . tMl~ ~ IA.

WALT WHITMAN, POET ANI)
PROPHET.

The bero can be poet, prophet,
king, priest or what you will, according to
the kind of a world he finds himself born
into,' says Carlyle.

'Tbe past year has tken from us a horo
who was hoth prophet and poet, tbough
many of us perhaps fail as yet to fully re-
alize how true and marvellous a voice is
silonced with the passing of Wait Whitman.

There are ne gloomy threatenings in this
propbetic voice, but promises innumorablo,
of grand, lofty and glorions dostinies, to
be fultilled without failtire or possibility of
failuro. But it is of the hero as a poot we
would speak just now.

Poet ho was, in the deepest and truest
seie of the terni ; and tbougb sometime8
bis singing may sound strangeiy harsb, or
passages taken alone appear uncoutbi and
tuneless to unaccustonied ears, yet, listen-
ing a little longer and a littie more intent -]y, the full power and beauty of the song is3
heard and understood.

H-e bas earned the title over and over
again. A is a poEt's voice and none othor
that sings il "The Song of Myseif:
-I uinihe that ivai kî witli thle tenider rwiî

I nil I to t h e EaitÉl iedtt t he seu h if lield by
the iîighit.

Pics- close bare-boiemcd ýNiglit-pi'e.s close
mugiietie, noiirishuîîg Ni'hît

Ni',it of tîte soutde wiîîds îîîght of the lairge
few stars

St~il, îîcdding Nigit- iad, naked stuier
-Niglit,

And again, where the bird cries out througb
tbe night for its iost mate
1-(, iîadly the sea l)u5liC tiitoii tlic lancd,

With love, witli love.

Low liangs the incon, it rose latc,
[t is laggilg t-O, I tuiîk it is heavy wvith lov-e,

with love.

Shake oct catrcîs
iolitary here, the night's caroh j
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Ca icîs of l'îles oie i'vp e d eut h's e1out'ls
Cav' d. uîider thai laggoîilg, yellow, %waiîluîg

0 ucder that lij f wî iale di','î' ailu''s

trckle.,s, desp;iiriog carois.

Sot let Ile joat louit 11,111111
Aind do vou w'ait a illiîoî.îîî, p oue Il u-ky-no'is'd

Fo'r s oîoewhere 1 beieve 1 heur îoy miate le-

But to be understood, tlie bird song muet
be reai entire.

It is easy to say, Il Let us talk of Walt
Wbitman, but we mighit as well say,
Il',me, let u,3 talk abnut the growth, grop-

ings, hopes, fears, passions, sympathies
beights, deptbs and hidden yearnings of a
human sou].'" The one is about as possible
as the other. In speaking of bis book he,
says

caieral., tItis is ticlolsoI,
WVho~ touches tiîis, touce1s a cik;ii."

Perbaps tbe cbarm that is first felt
by the reader is our poet's unwav-
ering trust and belief in ail that is.
lis intense sympatby reach'es out to the

ends of the eartb, glorifying tbe nîeanest
and nîost sordid things of life. T4ruly with
him Ilnotbing is common or unclean." R1e
believes in man and in the destiny of man.
le will have no despair,failure or bopeless-

ness. For him such things do not exist.
I'oieve~r tîlive, forever foru-ard,

Stely, sîhlenii, sud, xi ithidrawii, batld, îîîad.
turibit eInt , felo, i issat t ild,

'l'ley go, tlîcy I hilow thiat tlicy go, but i
hlow flot wliere tli(y go,

Blet 1 kii'w tliat ilit-y g'' towards the best-
twaids scoiethliiii great.

His belief and love for bis fellows enfolds
tbem from birtb tilI death aid then beyond.

Tbougb be spake so often and s0 loy-
ingly of the great mystery which. be bas so
lately solved, our boro liad no morbid yearn-
ing for deatb. While life was bis, be re-
verencod it as a sacred and glorious posses-
sion. 11e nlot only lived in the bebt and,
noblest sense of the word, but rejoiced and
exultcd in tbe power that was within him.

.1 oy ini tlic ecstasy cf life!
Fi o gîiii merely t' > l'e3 etioiti gIi t' ilr tuthe
Joy ' joy 1ail ovo,' j'y

And aato,
* h sueliji- t> uIl thi itex-elt tIilig iii the iglît

anid ýtir ought t>' bc happy,
\Vliccx or is flot iii lus ,ootin niiol dlirk grrave

lot, bll)ii kit',w l ait lie Ilas cil' ugli.
H1e was indped "lin love with life and

raptured with the world." Voe with ail
bis prai'sing of this glorieus life ho seemed
te refst upon the tbotîght of something more
beautiful, more satisfyîng, more to be de-
sired.* And this was death. It hal for
bim no torrors, nothing but the furtber un-
folding and reveaiing of a perfect plan.
Nothing repulsive, dark oe-fearsome. He
tells us:

No ;irriîy cf terns cale say liow mcc t, peace3
1 alrl about G cd attîl about Deatl.

And,
-Do y' o to t sc, 0), îîy br' 'hlias uallt s

It is ilt, chiao, o r <den, Il b it la fo i-ci1, union,,
pîlanî,

Lt la oternal life, it is lialpjiiîoss.''
In speaking te IlOne about te Die" hoe
ends with the words,

Theîu is iiorlin-, toi libc uîîioae
do net counniserate, I cong-ratulate yen.
It was Sir Edwin Arnold, I. think, who>


