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In Memoriam.

Axbart thou gone, my father —uhall thy smile

Nolonger greet the” chuldren at the dour .
‘Thou hast but left uy for a little whilo ;

The voices calied thee to tho brighter shore.

Quick waa thy voyaging, though frail thy bark,
Aud dear the anch’rago at the further side;

Ihy Jesus at the heln—sure was the turk,
Rest from the billows of the carthly tide.

In that faic haven whero ali tremblings cense
Thou Jeanest, joyous, on thy Saviour’s breast ;

Wo grudge theo not thy heritage of poice—
Avoventide there cometh timo for test.

Dear to our hearts, tho blessed memory

Of b'ameless days lived to a blamoless close,
And dearer still, the priceless legacy

Of faith and love, we find it hard to lose.

Farewell, till daybreak, and the shadows Siee,
With trembling feet wo seek to follow on ;
Thou shalt not come, but we shall go to thee,
We, tuo, may reach the Light where thou Last gone,

ANNIE S, Swan,

Analysis of the Angelus.

T one of the Chatauqua vesper services, Professor
Drummond said of Millet’s Angelus:

“The picture represents an exceeding simple country
scene. A wide field strotching far in the distance. In the
foreground stand two plain figures with bowed hends—
simple peasant folks—besides them a sack of potatoes. By
a few plain lines the artist has represented the village in
the distance, with the spire of thoe village church rising above
it. There is nothing striking or picturesque about the pic-
ture, not even a sunset, though it is sunset time. The
artist merely suggests, and that is why this little canvas,
not larger than a pagoe of your daily newspapers, has become
immortal. In that picture the artist has preached a sermon
under three heads.

“The first head is work. The painting is a picture of
your life and mine. W spend the greater part of life in
doing nothing more interesting than our daily duty. ¥Yet
there is nothing greater in this world than the common
tasks we have to bring ourselves to do every day. The
obvious proof of this is that our Lord spent the most part
of His life in common work. For thirty years He worked
at the carpenter’s bench. The ideal life was spent over tho
planc and the hammer. It is something to remember when
we are doing averyday, common things that the Divine life
was spent that way.

“Wo often wonder why God would havo us spend the
most of our life so. The old Lelief was that it was because
man had fallen and must earn his bread by the sweat of
hiz brow. But that belief is fast giving away now to the
one that work i3 our moral cducation. Only through work
can we learn to become what we should become, We do
not make machines in the workshop, but character. We
comme into the world with our souls not mn&e, and must
mako them ourselves. . . .

“The sccond head of thoartist’s sermon is God. QOne
cannot look at the picture without feeling o sense of God.
Perhaps thisis the most religious picturo painted in this
century. Those heads bowed at the sound of the Angelus

Toronto, September 28, 1893

$1.60 per annum.

from the distant church tower infuse a deep religious tone
through the entire painting. Hore wo find what makos all
the difference Lotweo.. work as such and work as drud
gery. . ..

“Tho now conception is of an overywhere prosent God,
who prevails in naturo and 18 all around us.  Science has
abolished the childish conception that God is above. Science
has goneabovo and found no God there. To the childish
idea that God made tho world 6,000 yeirs ago and then
withdrew, scionco says the world is tens of thousands of
yearsold. 1In abolishing these old childish views we got a
much higher viow of God—a view of the God of the Angelus,
of tho God of the book of Genesis, of the God that
moves on the face of the water, of the God of Jesus as He
spoke to the women at the well. A God everywhere—
here, breathing in these trees, in the play of colour, in the
songs of these bLirds, You had not heard the birds till
now. Wby? Because your thouzhts were somewhere
olso. Just 80 you becomo buried in your own thoughts and
never hear QGod. If you stop and listen as tho figures of
the Angelus, you will hear God, you will get Him back and
know Heis here. . ..

The third and last head of the sermon picture is love,
Notice that there are two figuresin the picture ons a man, the
other a woman. 1 do not care what their relation is to each

" other, whother brother and sister, or friends or lovers, it

makes no difference, but it wmakes all tho difference that
thero are two of them, onea man, the other a woman, Con-
ceive of cither being taken away and the other left alone;
the picture would not be complete. The two, man and
woman, makeit complete. They make it warm and human.
Loves makes warmth, comfort, and home, Thetrue life is
not in work. Sew how the business man travels every night
twenty or thirty miles from his place of business to be
with his wife in their little home in the suburbs. Love is
life. Unless our lives have theso three ingredients—work,
God, and love—in them there is a want.

Tae following paragraph from the Cumberland Presby-
terian has been republished in many of our contemporaries,
and is worthy a place in our colurcns :

Personalities are not arguments. \What a man says in
this paper is a legitimate object of courteous criticism, but
the man himself is nevor properly under review. If corre-
apondents wish to answer articles which appear in these
columns they are at liberty to do so, but the writers of
articles must not bo personally attacked. Every corre-
spondent and writer for the church paper is presumed to
be honest and sincere, ono not less so than another. Meas.
ures, therefore, and not motives, can ke assailed.

He who cannot discuss a subject without attacking the
man who opposes him, has no right to spaco in a paper
which goes into the best Christian homes of the land. ...,

No honest man has the right to offend any other honest
man. Our conception of & roligious editor's duty is, that
ho should allow the fullest liberty in the discussion of
proper subjects, but sincero opponents are not personally
proper subjects for discussion,




