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He says: »If anywhere the day is made holy for the 
mere day’s sake, then I command you to work on it, 
ride on it, dance on it, do anything that will reprove 
this encroachment on Christian spirit and liberty. «

The old Scotchwoman who »did nae think the betterer 
on« the Lord for that Sabbath-day walk through the 
cornfield, is not a solitary type of Anglo-Saxon 
Christian. But it is when these Puritans judge other 
nations that they are truly great.

Puritan lack of charity and dread of cheerfulness 
often lead Anglo-Saxon «visitors to France to misjudge 
the French mode of speiiding Sunday. Americans, 
as well as English, err in this matter, as I had occasion 
to find out during my second visit to. America.

I had been lecturing last Saturday evening in the 
pretty little town of Whitewater, in Wisconsin, and 
received an invitation from a minister to address a 
meeting that was to be held yesterday (Sunday), in 
the largest church in the place, to discuss the question 
of how Sunday should be spent. I at first declined, 
on the ground that it might not be exactly in good 
taste for a foreigner to advise his hosts how to spend 
Sunday. However, when it was suggested that I might 
simply go and tell them how Sunday was spent in 
France, I accepted the task.

The proceedings opened with prayer and an anthem; 
and, a hymn in praise of the Jewish Sabbath having 
been chosen by the moderator, I thought the case 
looked bad for us French people, and that I was going 
to cut a poor figure.

The first speaker unwittingly came to my rescue 
by making an onslaught upon the French mode of 
spending the seventh day.

»With all due respect to the native country of our 
visitor,» said he, *1 am bound to say that on the one 
Sunday which I spent in Paris I saw a great deal of 
low immorality, and I could not help coming to the


