
PARISH AND HOME.

virtue and lier courage. WVhen brotxght
to trial she prayed, wveeping "O Il0Jesu
Chirist, Lord of all, Thou seest niy

hecart, rhou kilowest my desire, I arn
iy slieep, nmale me wvorthy ta over-

corle tle evil anc." Mer faithw~as con-
stant tlirouglh tie most terrible tortures,
and shie lias corne down ta us as a type
of iaitlenly courage and purity, wha
lield tire trutli dearer than life.

SLIPPING AWVAY.
Triis.v ie slip)piing îw.î«y-tho sweet,swlftyears,

Liko a loaf on fio current cast;
\Viril nover a break ini their rapiui flow,
\Ve w:ulcl thellu as One by ane thoy go

iuto the loauîifill pasi.

Olte after anauluer wve si e thounl Pass
I)ovli the ligil-ligttedl Stauir

\Ve livar the souiil or ficir stcauly tread
1 nl the steips of cenituries lon.- since dcad,

As, beantiful and as fair.

rlue are auuly a fowv tla-vs Iont ta lave;
Shallv wvasutho fii in idie strife?

Sliah wve urautuple unider aur rutilless fu.ut,
Those beauutifftl blassauns rare and swcct,

lly the dusty %vays or life'
--Selcteil.

THE MADNESS 0F YOUJNG
MEN.

TiHERE wvas a young Carpenter ance
w'ho lived in an obscure Jewish v.illage.
Me wvas poar, and had no Scriptures of
Mis own, s0 that Me had ta study them
in the littie synagogue of Nazareth.
This brought Mim into constant contact
mith the relîgiaus autharities of Hîs day,
and the more Me saw of them the less
lIe respected them. Suddenly lie be-
came famous. Whole country.sides
enîptied themselves at Mis approach,
and the multitudes so thronged Him
that Ile often had no leisure sa much
as ta eat. Me spoke in the language of
the highiest poetry, and ta this day His
waords are the niast lovely wvhich human
literature records. If Mehad only donc
that, aIl wvould have gone wvell with
Hlm. But ï-le cauld not forge the
hiollowtiess of the popular religion, nor
the hypocrisy of i ts exponents. He
knew men who robbzd widows' bouses
and for a pretence made long prayers.
lie anncounced,%w'hat Me knew wvith un-
campromising honesty. Miew~ould have
nothing ta do with the Ilworldly holy "
-the sleek religiosity of the day, the
pawerful ecclesiastics and such like.
Me preferred the company of honest
vice ta dishonest virtue. Hie actually
said there wvas more hope of good in

penitent vice than iii hypocritical vir-
tue. Me rejoiced in being sneered at
as tlie Friend af publicans and sinners.
The result wvas that Ilthe best people "
who came ta hear him out of ctîriosity
scon got tired of Him. They said at
first, "l How v'ulgar Me is! He eats
wvith publicans and sinners." Then
they said, Il IIow rude 1île is 1 If Me
cames ta aur dinner-tables Me neyer
pays us a single compliment, and even
insults us by Mis remarks." At last
they said, "M e biath a devil, He is
mad." By that time they had found out
that hie wvanted a perfect world,-"« a
Kingdom of God and Mis righteous-
ness," Me called it-and that was why
they called Hlm mad. Sa, that they
might prove forever ta the world the
fally of ail idealismi and the supreme
wisdom of taking things as you find
them, they accused Mim falsely, and
had Hlm crucified on Calvary ; and the
wvorld has faithfully carried out the
tradition ever since.

It is almost always the young men
who go mad in this ývay. It is the
privilege of youth. There is small hope
of anybody going mad in Christ's way
after llfty. By that time the fine fire
has died out, the divine frîenzy is spent,
and the biaod is taa cool for idealism.
If you intend being mad, yeu must get
it donc before thirty. Remember it is
flot only the privilege, it is the supreme
duty of yauth ta be mad. The divine
insanity of noble minds is possible ta
youth alone. Youth alane is capable
of defyîng the cross. What God gives
yauth ta the world for is that the world
may be saved by it frDmn corruption. It
is a tide of glaonos madness, of impos-
sible ideals, of 'vast unrcasaning enthu-
siasms, hopes, purposes, desires, wvhich
streamns across the stagnant wastes af
life, and keeps the moral atmasphere
buoyant and unvitiated. Ahl the sa-
viaurs of the wonld have been young
men. We cannat conceive of an elderly
Hamiet. Most of the great paetry of
the world bas been written by young
men; or, wvhat is the samne thing, by
men who began ta be poets in youth.
If they had waited tilI they hadl made
their fortunes, they would neyer have
been poets. That young Carpenter of
Nazareth did nat wait tili Me had saved
enaugh money ta be beyond ail peril of
wvant in Mis great mission, or He would
neyer have saved the world. Ncthing
great is done by the man who is not
ready ta risk ail for an ideal, and that

form of madness imust be acquired in
youth, or nat at ail.

The yotuth who does not know how
ta be mad wvill neyer be wvorth much ta
this world. Thiere is notliing more
contemptible than caution in youth. I
have read the lives of great men with
same cane, and I have camne ta the dis-
tinct conclusion that tlieir greatness
was the precise measure of their mad-
ness. No one did a madder thing than
J ohnson wvhen hie trampcd off ta Lan-
don ta get bis bread,. how hie could, by
literature ; or Carlyle, when hie took ta
"lplain living and hiigh thinking I at
Craigenpluttock; or Wordst%,-rtl, ivhen
hie wvent ta live in a cottage at Gras-
mere; or Browning, whien he deliber.
ately refused aIl common wvays 'of
getting on in life, and wvent on writing
paetry which no anc bought for thirty
years, because hie feit that poetry wvas
his real mission. They dared ail for a
belief, and that is clearly madness.
They refused chances of making money
wvith supreme contempt, and wvhat
ev'idence of insanity can be more cagent
than that? Coleridge was even more
utterly miad than they. When hie wvas
offered S7,500 per annumn ta edit a
paper, lie replied that he did not think
any man ought ta have more than
SI,500, and he dared not be encum-
bered with more. Yet I fancy these
five namnes shine like flxed stars in the
firmanient af fame, and are nat the least
in the galaxy of greatness. WVe love
tbem ta-day for what the world jeered
at then. If they had not been mad
enough ta dare everything on an im-
pulse. Carlyle would have died an
unl<nown schoolmaster, Browning a
bank officiai, Coleridge a nameless
journalist. If a youth should teil me
that he flnds hie has a vacation in liter-
ature, I shouid at once ask hlm, "IlAre
you mad enougli for it ? Are yau wil-
ling ta starve with Otway and Cliatter-
ton, and tol for bread in a dreary gar-
ret with Goldsmith, and write for thirty
years without recognitioni with Brown-
ing ? If you want a flxed salary before
you enter on a literary vocation, you
wviih neyer enter it. You are not mad
enougli. We shall be sorry ta miss
you, and wvili try ta think of you as ' a
mute, ingioriaus Milton'; but that is
the honest truth, you are not mad
enough for the position. Go, cautions
brother, and be sleek and insignificant;
you are not needed here."1-W. Y.
Dawsois.


