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Place du Panthéon, and did flot cet out of it, nor yet
away fromt the precincts haunteci by the shades of Voltaire
and Rousseau, tHtl four o'clock the next mornin". At the
end of that tine Claude Bernard avowed himself convinced.
For the sake of that eminent scientist's reputation we hope
tbat his stornach had nothing to do with his defeat. M.
de Rosny ie strongly against maerialistit ; but hoe denounces
it witb syllogisnm rather than with anathema. He further
limits his a priori niethod so as to avoid, at any rate
nominally, the danger of running with Hegel into mysti-
cism. Without posing as champion in reply to the question,

wVho shall draw the mystie lino

wVicl h i ha,,, whicil divin1e?

he attempts to bound, after the manner thougli not with
the dognatism of Comte, the ephere in which, for the pres-
eut, human intelligence may afirm its knowledge.

The salient point which we miglit suggest to the pro-
fessor as needing soute treatment in his approaching
wnter lectures is that which, in our opinion, Buddhism,
judged by its authenticated manuals, doces not really touch.
It is true Christianity also shirks the question, and not
even Père Lacordaire, in his Notre-Dame Ilconférences "
on IlGod " and "lLife," went deeper than verbal explana-
tion. It is the old problemt of good and evil, of knowledge
and ignorance, which Buddhist philosophy, to dlaimt a uni-
versaI adherence, ought to be able to deal with ; but which
its statement of the four truth-the existence of pain, the
production of pain, the annihilation of pain, and the way to
the annihilation of pain-attacks in vain. Granting that
nature and life be one whole with two phases, spirit and
matter, why ie iL that the one phase presents always the
ignorant, the imperfeet, the conflicting units, if the other,
whule producing and penetrating this imperfection, be
omniscient, perfect and in barmony with itself 1 We
could enlarge on this "lcrux " of philosophy so as to state
it in other forms. We prefer, however, te leave it for M.
de Rosny's consideration stated in this simple manner.

It appears that the question of another and larger
room for the next series of lectures which the Professer
lias introduced te the authorities is stîli unsettled ; but
we imagine that these gentlemen will see their way to
comply with the formner'% request. The rumours current
in some newspapers as to a petition on the part of certain
ecclesiastic dignitaries with the purpose to debar M. de
Rosny from continuing bis subject, and even to imprison
him, are surely without solid foundation. First of ail, such
a petition-none know iL btter than the Catholic priest-
bood-would be utterly uselese; and, next, where M.
Renan ha's been allowed te teach, without let or hindrance,
his own particular tenets at the Collège de France, the
authorities cannot in roason refuse the same liberty to M.
dle Rosny at the Sorbonne.

M. de Rosny has obligingly sent us bis chief lecture
or treatise, entitled "lLa Morale du Bouddhisine," a pam-
phlet of twenty-four octavo pages, publishod by Georges
Carré, 58 Rue Saint-André des Arts, Paris, which may lie
taken to set forth bis truc opinions. Starting with the
principle that the value of a religion mnay ho estimated by
that of the practical morality it. teaches, ho proceeds to
show that almest aIl religions are saddled with philosophies,
and that the philosophy of Buddhism is as bad as any of
tliem. But he maintains that, on the side of morality, the
teaching of Sakya-Mouni is essentially that of !ove, and
that the so-called selfish acquisition of menit by deeds of
charity and self-abnegation is no more selfiâenss than the
conduct of the Chrstian who enters on the life of Christ
for the sako of future weal. He does not oppose Buddhit
morality to that of the Sacred Scriptures, but confesses that
Ilthe true morality bas nowbere been surnmed up in a word
more simple and more easily understood than that of the
Gospel, 1'Love one another.'" Nevertbeless M. de Rosny
will net allow to Christianity the exclusive dlaimt to this
precept, Il the children of God have ail received as a
heritage front their lleavenly Father, the saine confraternal
instinct." Therefore the Christian is bound to recognize
the good that is in the Buddhist, Ilnot allowing argu-
ment to niake hint forget the boly saying: Il In terra pax
horinibu8 bonae voluntati8." Trhis is a reading which
Dean Alford conmiders "luntenable ini Greek as well as
in theology." However, leaving the Dean and returning
to M. de Rosny, we find hi,,, (isposing of the curront
notion, which certainly beorýs to Buddhist phlosopliy,
that nirvana is the annihilation of sentient existence by
iLs absorption into a non-contient whole. He holds this
te be absurd, inasmnuch as love, the cardinal virtue of
Buddhism, that in the way of which mon are to strive
towards perfection, would necessarily cone to an end,
involving the whole systemt in defeat. Therefore itirvana
is the attainment by every creature of bis true place in
the universal divine plan, in harmony with aIl the rest of
being, freed torever front the evils of this present state,
ail of which arise fromt the limitations and negations of love.
It does seem as if the Professor of the Sorbonne takes
more out of the Tripitaka than Gautama Buddha and bis
immediate disciples put into theni, but the morality of bis
refined and elevated pantheism is a decided advance
toward the doctrine of that beloved disciple who declared
that IlGod is Love." An eclectic in religion M. de Rosny
may be, but he is in no sense a Buddhist either of the
preeent or of any other period.

BLINDED as they are to their own character by self-love,
every man is his own first and chiefeat flatterer.-Plu-
tare/t.

ENCYLISII ELIJ1'(,)2VBOSTON VCOMMON.

'MID desolation al around,
Behoid yen green and ancient trees,

Greeting the autumn etormwind's sound
With lauglitor as of summoor breeze.

Erect and strong, with arrns outspread,
Nom drooping low with yielding grade,

Each sturdy patriarch lifts hie liead
And bigh alof t proclairne ha race.

What yonder narne on oaci grey bole
For titie in the forost realrn i

Afar I read it in my seul-
IUlmuts carnpestris, Englisb elm."

Here from the olden English day,
Ere senseless wrong had discord spread,

Ye bid the kindly memerios ctay,
That eret 'fore rigbteous anger fled.

Here 'er Columbia's cradie ye
Murmured your song and watcbed her grow,

And in ber darkeet heur did sec
The steady fiarno of freedom glow.

And still yo fiouish greenly on
To faireet days yet given te men

Until theoevil time-3 are gene,
The olden love corne back again.

Deep in thy daughter's miglity breast,
Mother angust of nations free,

Forever rnay thy memory re8t,
Green as tbimîe embiematic tmee.

Boston, October 24, 18,91- THOMAS CROSS.

WHEN THE CENTIýIURY WAS YUNG.

T HE pages in IlAs Yen Like 1It" sang :
In x8>flng timm the o nly Iretty ring timne,
Wlien birdm do ing liey ding a dlong, ding

Sweet lovers, love the spring.
The forest of Arden with ite dukes playing foresters, andI
iLs ladies of high degree shepherdesHes, differed widely froni
the miles and miles of bllowy woodland that was Canada
wben the year of grade, eighteen bundred and twelve, wae
in iLs spring ime.

The mon and women wbo called the land of tho beaver
"home " thon, or sighed in iL as a land ef exile, played at

nething, ail was cruel reality. The rnlancholy Jacqmeseei
of that ime Illay net along undor an oak," thoy had toedut
down the oak instead; and we shaîl nover know wbat
philosophic musinge were uttered over the interminable
original woods, as the trees iret ewar ing te and fro trying
te bear themeelvos proudly still, thon tosing aloft their
leafy branches in anguieh, thon slowly leaning down-
wamds, thon hnrrying with terrific crash, fell prene on Lie
earth with mnany tiny saplinge beneath. But sweet levers
were there, and they loved the spring in the tangled
thickets of the new werld as in the shady glades of the old.

Lt was in the Marcb of that year when ce many nations
wrote their histories in blood, that a young man and a
young girl stood under a wide-spreading sîlvery-boled
beech, in a maple-smîgar woods, in the Niagara peninsula.
The wintry stilînees was as yet unbroken by the blue-bird's
glad song or the crow's hoarse "lcaw." Tho snow stilI
covemed the leaves of a long-dead auturnn, but it wae that
perous crumbling mnow that tells that iL is hastening to
make way for the flewers and the grass, at imes one
seemed to hear a soli as if iL reinernberod how a few menthe,
before iL had corne se mormily yet se seftly te dlaim the
wliole earth for its own. But theso twe weme not tbinking
of birds or snew, but, as levers bave a habit of doing, wore
thinking only of thernelves ; the rude Mardi wind rather
suited their inood, which was tempestueus, but as levers in
any mood like te ho atone they shahl stand together under
the beecli tree white they are introducod.

Frederick Staunton and Charlotte Grafton were boti
the grand-children of U. E. lovaliste who thirty years
before had chesen that the IJnien Jack should wave over
their hearthstenes and net the Stars and Stripes. The
Staunton's left land and houses in Massachusetts as did the
Grafton's in New York and had begun anew, on the grant
of a few hundred acres frees the Canadian Governrnent, to
rear homes far frorn any of the cornforts of life. Relatives
of the latter family wero now living in Buffaloe; and Char-
lotte bad been spending some weeks witb an uncle there
during the winter. The farme of the Staunton'e and Graf-
ton's joined, but the house in each case etood near the rude
Ilcorduroy " road that Lie farm fronted. But though the
bouses were nearly a mile apart, the log buts which cou-
stituted the sugar camps were separated only by the Illine"
f once.

Frederick's mink cap, home-spun suit and f ur-topped
boots were, cave the latter, made by Lie def t fingers of
bis New England mother, wbo had groat skill in fashion-
ing garments, se that bis Lall well-knit frarne wac net dis-
figured by ill.fitting clothes. Charlotte iad looked at him
citically wben tbey met, for she had seen several young
mon, net long froni France, at lier uncîe's and felt herself
a qualiied judge. Believe me, "love bas eyos."

Had Charlotte seen these latter days she would have

been described as "lsmart " in hier dress, for a fur-iîflCd
pelisse, a pretty short-waisted gown, a broad-brimrned
boaver bonnet with a long waving plume, woe ail af ter the
very newest mode then known in America. They were
calculated to enchance ber charms, which were manY; the
wind playing with the curie on lier forehiead thoulglt 50, 81
did Frederick, thougli both wondered wby she had corne
into the woods in sncb fine clothes. The wind had to bo
content with oxproscing, its wonder by tugging at Plume
and cloak. Those two wore in that phase of îovinlg when
each feels a certain resentment againet the other ; the
recognition of the fact that a presence not one'-s own is 80
essential to bappinees, that self, and every other self i8
crowded out, had rouscd a feelingr of resietance and anta-
gonism. The soft warm blood that beare one along In
lotos-oatorc' happy oblivion had not yet engulfed theff'.
They were no Romoo and Juliet loyers who could each
say witb Cmsar, " Veni, vidi, vici," but strong northern
natures, slow to yield. The resentment ini Fredorick's5 case
was heightened by jealousy of the aforesaid yonng gI
lants of whomn ho had heard through bic sister Julia, hi'
greeting had in consequonce been offered with studied
coldness ; Charlotte who had grown accustorned to be
groetod with effusion felt actively recentful Chat hie ShOuld
he s0 indifforont. But withal they were both very glad of
the encounter, and tbough Frederick kept saying te him-'
self-M

What care 1 how fair she be,
If she be not fair te mnie,

lie knew hie cared a great deal, and Charlotte felt Snell a
warm glow at ber heart and in bier face tbat ne Marcb sun
gave, that sbe turned baîf away, and leaning agaitist tlhe
beech said, as she beat the unoffl3nding snow with bier foot,
"Julia sent word by Jack that che would be here, a""'
wanted me to wear rny beet clothes se that sho conld se
the new fashion;- why did she not corne 1 arn tOofine
to help Jack, and if 1 do not sece lier my merning will ho
wasted."

Froderick, stupid fallow, might have said somethling
pretty thon, but lie did not, lie said only " I- wondered
why you came in aIl your bravery to makce sugar." Ne'
Frederick's father who had been educated in Oxford had

auglit hirn much, but a great knowledge of books will nover
holp one always te say the right thing te the wornan o0111
loves. Charlotte felt that hie should not have such thooght.
When hie added -. IlMother was net well to-day and
Julia could not leave bier alone in the bhouse- ', lhe wa
regretful in a dignifiod way. Frederick then asked Ad
wliat news do you bring from across the river ï " A

IlOh,"~ Charlotte said, Il there is but one thing talke-
of in Buff'alo, and that is these orders in cotincil, that tlieY
say were especially passed by England te muin the tIjited
States." Il Do the United States think they are the wold,
and that France bad ne commerce with any other natiemi
The frog bas grown into*the ex very quickly," Frcdorick
answered testily. I simnçiy tell you what they 'ver"
saying; I do flot know aniything about their commerce, or
any other comnmerce. Wbat did interest nie wae that Chey
said they were comîing ever te Canada before breakfast
corne day, as a slight revonge." She added in a ,nolIeit,

Would that bie very terrible'?"
"And have they made you a traiter ?,"lie angrily askd,

There was a flash of colour imn Charlotte', c heek, and ai'
almeet ierce light in bier eyes, as she said : I lî ad bettel
say good morning," thon, turning quickly away, she went
from bim into the log sugar camp where bier brother WaO'

Frederick stood for cerne minutes, thon, striking his
hand fiercely againet the tree, Ime said l se li s uch a
traiter as 1 arn a hoor and a font ? " hy whilhynu will see
that he was a young man whe spared neither bis frieflds
nor hirnself. srtleThat niglit as hoe lay in the door of the cabi n, tetî
on a bear skin, watching the sweet vapour risimîg frof th'3
bubbling cyrop, Frederick realized that life is net shîaP30
as ho formed a cake of sugar by peuring it into a dish, d
as hoe put back his hand to rest bis lead on it, the sorCeSS18
Chat bis ewn blow had made caused him te wince, Whiî
the knowledge that the serenees of his heart was largeîy
the recuIt of bis ewn act was net cornforting. ie f0elt
terribly alone. The practical part of hie attention Wa
devoted to keeping up the ire under sundry sugar-kettîC5I
swung on polos eupported by strong forked stic ks. O'er
each kettle was hung a piece of fat pqrk, when the seetbh
ing semi-fluid, amber mass hoaped up almeet te overfieW
ing, it teuched the bit of pork, and thon suddenly sank doW"
The flickering dlames and their dancing sbadows on1 the
tree trunks, the rising and falling cf the boilincgarthe
ernoke relling up ameng the bare branches, iomnetin"10
tu.mbling in fast following yellowish billows, then cheug-
ing te a sof t filmy grey with the sparks chasing each Other
in merry glee through it, lulled hirn at times inte a baîf
stupor, thon darkness and solitude seerned te grasp hiol
with such strong bands that hoe foît strangely moved.Te
ire would burn low, soon the crackling of a brandi, the
snîffing of cerne venturesome wolves, or the howl Of e'
friglitened wild-cat as it saw the light, would rouse hie' Lo
action. Se the nigbt woro away. Sore bands and Or
hearts some way feel botter in the crude harsh light of
day than in the remantic, deceiving damkness, an~d life
that seemed a torture at midnight, looks rather desir8blO
when floods of sun-light waken nature and now hps

Soon bis brother brought Frederick his breakheps;n.,
a healthy young man likes bis breakfast after a bard
nigbt's work, though ho dees fear that a Yankee hao
8tolen the love of lis sweetheart and made lier false te her
country; sothat thecorn-bread, bacon and maplesyrup wltor
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