
THE CANADIAN SPECTATOR. 187

bitter experience the regenerating power which is hidden in that essence of ail
true beginning of life,-" cease to do evil ; learn to do well." Surely of a truthi
this demonstrates that the beneficent Source of ail Lite is Infinite Love re-
vealed in Infinite Wisdorn in His deaiings with us and ail His creatures.

IFuture lite," then, is but the opportunity to use in larger measure the life
powers we have partially developed here. "lFuture lite " is-miust be-far
more real, more substantial, far more potential for good or elthan this hife,
because there our powers are granted greater opportunity. Let us begin hitre,
then, the lite we -wiii to live in the future. Let us be up and doing,-be useful
here that we may be more useful hereafter. God's kingdom is a kingdom of
uses here, and therefore hereafter. The -wli to benefit our feliowmien is the
true lite here. For Cod's sake,-for goodness' sake do it, because Il orasmuch
as ye do it unto one of the lejist of these, M), brethren, ye do it unto Me."' A
sentimental beatified idleness is nowhere depicted in God's Divine Word as the
IlKingdom of Heaven." And it is written in the laws of our being tînt Ilin
keeping God's commandments there is great reward"-not the rcward of miet-t,
but the purely natural reward of the blessedness of a lite whose every tacultv is
working according to its nature and constitution, finding every power respond
harmoniousiy te, every effort of its Go<l-given will or lite. IlCabined, cribbed,
confined," this lite may be while we exist in this world, but if begun at ail hiere,
even in slightest measure, it will grow and expand by added lite from God,
instilling into it a wisdorn pure enough to guide and rencler useful a boundless

- lCIARITY%'"

15 THERE A PERSONAL DEVIL ?

SiR,-Your correspondent assunîing the practical, if peculiar nom de p/urnýe
of"I Diabolus," seemfs to endeavour to prove that instead of there being a per-
sonal devil, there are a number of spirits wvbo take the place of tlîat I ivinity,
cach and ail atternpting to lead uis into temptation at everv opportuîîity, and
tînat such spirits procced fromn ourselves. In fact. he emibodies the I)cvil iii a
number of Denions which lie christens by the narne le Evil," as if the many were
represented by the one minus the"1 D." No%' 1», so doing lie sirnply altogetilier begs
the question. Of course ai evil cornes fromn the Father of Evl,%Isiuice 6od un
do o;iiy good. Il Iiabolus" iluotes the text, Il Simon, Simon, Satan biath desired
to, have thee tînt 1ý mn>' sift tlîee as wbeat," and draws the conclusion tlîat there
caunot be a persoual devil, since tins text should not be taken literaily, -,but as
xnearnng falsity, is desirous to apliropriate and prevent ail the good sced of trutb
in you." Exactly. Il New' Presbyter is but old priest %v'rit large," mn>' be sail
in answer te, this nen' interpretation. But whio is lefalsity-" itself if iîot the De' il
hîmselt? Il Diabolus"' miglbt as ivell quote Slîakespeare's inîmortai passage of
-lcal] the spirits troin the vasty deep," and attempt to prove in consequence tînt
ail that is evil cornes not trom the 1"ather otfvl but fronii suindry and nnany
Deities of a wickcd natire, and genericaliy teris Il Evil" and tînt this p)0ly-
spirited spirit is within lis. Trui), a rernarkable expiosition. Perhaps le i)iabolus,."
ill expiain the passage, Il 'l'lie I)evii goeth about like a roaring lion seeking

whom, he nîay devour !" But your correspondent Il out-Herod's Herod" when lie
-assumes that we should regret the tact of there being no personal dev il, because
Ilwe should have no one to blanie for our evils but ourselves." Strauge para-
dox i Why sureiy if there were no Dcvil to tempt us, we are no longer
responsibie beings, since the evii being created in and with us must certainly
absolve us trom its resuits. Then would ail sins becomne "loriginal" and 1 for
one would decline to believe that a henificent Deity like IlOur Father in Heaven"
would punish us, even for a short time, for Ilevîls" boni iii and with us. 'l'hie
expianation given in the same letter, oftthe text, IIresist the devii and lie wili fiee
frorn you," is simpiy Machiavellian, and if ail Scripture is to be twisted ilito what
IDiabolus" pleases to terni its meaning, tlien "t areweii, a long tarewell to ail its

greatuess."
As there is one Godhead, so thiere is one head ot Devils.....Notbing,

according te, Milton, wouid satisfy, the cravings of Satan's ambition, but what
amouinted practicaily to, a godship, aiid for tint lie n'as cast into biell. *ihere lie
had, and has a crown, <but of ivint anl awftul nature) and a crown whiclî ivili
iast hlm, (;od ouly knows hion long, but certainly-whîle that turne is runniing-
hie will wear it as a vcry Il Princc ot Ev-il." The Bible 'says Satan cari assume,
amongst his rnany other attributes, the' role oftan '1 Angel of il.it", to compass
his purposes, but lhal i)iurality nione the iess makes birn the l)evil, and a per-
sonal i)evii. No !break down the tact that there is a Dcvii, aud tînt a
personal one too, you do away wvith the responsibillity ot man al once, for if the
evil is in and with us, and does not proceed froîn exterîni sources in the first
instance, n'e are, if condemned for such sins, cond(ened for sins not our tauit,
and arc aiongst Il the most mniserabie of mien."
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Tiiere, child, rest, thou hiast donc enougli," Madame Rusquec said ; le rest
non', for to-morro' n'iil be a busy (la%-."

L.ouise looked pale and tired , slue had been tormaill' betrothed to Christophe
on the day following jean Marie's furiotis outbreak. 'l'lie young pair hiad caten
out of one plate and drank out of the saine nitig, and, ini tact, hiad tollon'ed the
Bazvaian's instructions ; and nowý t0oinorr0n' tbe friends. on both sides would
assemble at the miii to sec the stores Madame Rusquc had laid by for lier
daughter. Ali the oid oak armories, tables, benches. and the trames of the box
bedsteads, had been ouled and rubbed tili the firelight refiected red in their
shin ing faces ; the silver spoons had been diiigently poliied, and there n'as a
fine display of pen'ter arranged on the shelves in front of some very gay-coioured
faîience. The shelves of the armories had been studiously piled n'ith ail the
best linen, and the doors of these would bie left ajar to-morron' to show the
further wealth and industry of the houseboid, for aIl this linen n'as home-spuiî.
The walis, too, shone with the brightness of copper and brass. Madame Rus-

quec and lier daughiter liad beei hard at work polishing every cookîng utensil,
and nov tliey îvere both tired out.

IRest, uiy clîild," hier motlier called atter Louise, as tue girl went to the
open door.

I cannot rest, niother, 1 nmust get sorne air, it is so bot. Mýothier," she
tulrned on the door-step, Il dost thou think jean Marie will coule to-nîorrow
anîong the rest ?",

Madamie Rusquec looked keenly at lier daugliter. I hope so," sue said.
W'ly slîouid hie not coule ?"

Louise gren' red under lier motbcr's keen glarces.
'He did ilot corne for tue betrothlîa, and 1 tliougt-"
Thiou art ttîll of foolishi tancies, chiid. jeanî Miarie could îlot couic then

because lie n'as stili suff'ering, but bie miust be iveli by this time." l'le widow
checkcd a sigli ; she could not check the tbouglit tlîat, if bier dauiglter liad not
been wiiful, she iiiigbit ]lave been iiiistress of the tari of Braspart.

Ml«\otlber"-,ouiise turned such a saddened face over lier slioulder as she
stood at the open door, tlîat lier mother softened at once- 1 must go out for a
short whiie, I canîlot rcst yet ; I tel that I must bie moving." She rau back
and kissed bier motiier, and then ivent out rapidiy, fearing another remonstrance.
Slie did îîot as usuial seck for Barba; she lîad rarely felt so tired bodiiy, and the
fatigue depressed lier, aîîd nmade lier îvish to be alone. Suie sauintered aimlessly
into the îvood, but she n'as soon giad to seat herseif 011 one of the grey boulders
that are scattered everywbere over tbis wiid country. l'le evenings n'ere now
long, and tiiere n'as plenty of light lu the sky. Louise n'as îlot sentimnîctal.
She loved Christophe as n'eu as lier slîallon' nature wvas capable of loving; but
at thiis moment lier thouights n'ere clîiefiy occupied by bier weddiîig dress,
wbether sue should n'ear a short richly-euibroidcred handkcrchief across bier
slioulders, or a long plain whîite silk slîanl. She n'as reckoning tlîe difference of
price on lier plunip fingers, and suddenly suie paused and listened. Steps n'ere
conîing tiirougli the wood bebind lier.

M,\atlittrin !"sue called. 'lbere n'as no ansn'cr, but in a fen' minutes a
mail caie out, stooping under the branches of the beecli-trees. Lt ivas jean
Marie, and at sigbt of lîim Louise rose up lîastily, aîîd felt inclined to ruli away
btît tue farier n'as prepared for lier avoidance of Ihumi.

l-Stop, Louise, I mnust sî>eak to you, and you must Mn'ait and lîear wlîat

If lie liad studied tue girl for years, lie could not ]lave ciiosen bis n'ords
nmore skilfully. iLouise stood stil), comîîelled to listeîî by tue man's strong n'ii.
He n'aiîed a mioment, iooking eagerly in lier face for soile show of feeling
towards liii, anîd iii the silenîce L ouise recoiiected herselt.

I hope you have quite recovered," she said, but suc kept lier eycs o11 tue
grouiid. Thleiî she reuîeîîibercd that tlîis mai n'ould sooîî be lier brother.

Iwe shial sce you at tlîe Mîill to-ulorron'," she said, and she raised bier eyes to
lus face.

Ali jeanî Marie's preconrerted calniness led.
IYou vaini, lieartless i'oiiaiî ;"-ihis voice n'as so, larsb and broken that ail

lier tear camie back,-" n'lat do you take mie for? I)o you tlîiîk 1 nîcan to give
you tii>? Sec liere Louise"-he put luis lîand on lier arm, but bie did this so
quietiy she hîad no excuse to cry out-,' 1 ask you n'bat prevelîts me from going
on to the Miii, to bid your mother putt me in Cliristopbe's place. Balih she
n'ouid do it, for I understaîîd n'omeîî, 1 hope, thougli I have troubled so little
about tbem. I bave only to naine the sum, and sue ivili give you to me, and
give upl tue mîill into thie bargain." He stopped, and looked at bier n'ith an
intense craving in ]lis eyes. IlWhy do I talk to you? Why do 1 not go on to
tue nMill at once? Do you knon', Louise ?" He stopj>ed again ; the girl
stood fascinated by bis intense gaze. I "Wiy, you do îlot answer ?" lie said more
gently.

I do not know." 'iears came ilito lier eyes, and lier helples's look
touclied liiîi.

"lChid"-tbe deep passiollate tone îîîastered lier, sue kept bier eyes fixed
on lus-", it is because I love youi-yes, love youl-1 who, ail my lite long hlave
despised %voinf. I tell yo'i. Louise, tlîat I cannot bie happy unless you becone
Mny uvife. Io not fear, iny sn'eet cliiid".--for she bad dran'n back at this-", 1
wiii lot liurry youl. Vou kiion' îîotlîiîg about love, and tlîat ran' boy can teacli
you îîotliig. Y'ou canuot evezi guess lion' happy I will make you-how precious
you are to nie, îîîy siveet, lovely cliild." Ile dre' lier cioser to hlm, and gazed
at bier n'îti al, iutensity of adniriug love.

Louise nvas friglîtencd, but yet she ivas tasciîîatcd. 'lhle stroîîgest feeling
she had-ber vanity-was fed aîîd sootbed. Chiristophe had neyer tahkced to
lier iii tiîis wild adoring Nvay. Ile liad saîd bie lnved lier, but bie bad said it
more quietiy ; hie bad not said hie couid îlot live n'ithiout bier. Il And yet 1
love Christophie," she thought, Ilanîd 1 eau neyer love this dark violent man, 1
fear liiiii so."

She stood silent, n'itb doncast eyes, unable any longer to meet bis gaze,
for lus eyes seeîîîed to blaze under lus dark brows. Her silence gave hum
courage ; lie dren' lier yet closer, aîîd clasped lus arm round lier n'aist.

'File toîcli roused Louise. IlOh, let me, go-please let me go, Monsieur
,Nao; it is îlot the n'ay to make me like you to friglîten nme."

He iiiuittered aul oatlî betn'een blis tecth. I In'jIl frighteii y> yet more,"
lie said, sterniy, Il ilîless you do n'bat I ask. I watclied you just non', and you
listened witlî pleasure to My love. if you dîd flot love me in returfi, yuu n'ould
hiave shrunk away."

hre111fNa, oh no, 1 have pronîîsed," and tic girl struggled vainly to free

jean Marie dre' ]lis arin slowly from. lier n'aist, but hie kept lier lîaîd
tiglîtly grasped lu ]lis. "e Look bere," hie said, IIyou shaîl not n'aste your life
aîîd mille fbr an idie promise. 1 camîe lîcre to-uight by no chance. 1 came
because 1 arn resotved that you shahl not marry Christophe. Youl love me, and
),ou shall be my îvite. Ahi, Louise, tiiink n'îîat 1 can gîve you besides îiîy love ;
Chîristophie can give yotî nothing. As my n'ife you shial neyer n'ork; you shall
not even spinî, unless you please. Say you wiil give up Chiristophe."

Suie shîook bier lîead. "Icannot,"1 she said faintly.

(7'o 6t' Con! jntud.)


