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'Il these and such like forms of expenditure that, un-
der the growing social spirit, our large industrial
fortunes will more and more be expended. Landed
Wealth, we repeat, lias an ample scope for ils bene-
fieiai expenditure upon the land itself ; it is the for-
tunes of our commercial millionaires which will chiefly
and especially go in benefits to the toiling millions,
enld in service to the public. Athens of old was cer-
taillly not a very wealthy city ; but the spirit of citi-
%fship-we would say Communistn, but for the

fr1ghtful misuse of that word and distortion of that

linIciple recently witnesscd in Francc-was highly
deveilped ; 50 that if a grand drama was to be put

Upon the stage, some noble edifice to be erected, or
the State aided in a great crisis, it was the wealthy
Citizens who voluntarily, and also as a recognized
dUItY, came forward to defray the expense.

Should any one think that, in thus writing, 1 hold
1UP tao high an ideal, I would ask him to look around,
anld he will sec that what I preach is already being

Practiscd. And what is now appearing as a new
l'sage is only what prevaiied on a grand scale in this
CoUntry, and in some others, in the olden time. It
*ras private wealth that buiît the grand halls and
tOIners of Oxford, and that supplied endowments for
these and countless other seats of learning. It was

Private wealth that raised nearly ail of our fincst ab-
beys and grandest cathedrals. Greenwich Hospital,
Weith its noble architecture and beneficent purpose,
*as a splendid outcome of private generosity for a

Ilational and patriotic objeet. Historians, in record-
lflg the origin of that magnificent building, and phil.
anthropists, in lamenting the dccay of patriotic spirit
atId individual sacrifice or sclf.denial, have frequently
asked, " Who can hope to sec a Greenwich Hospital
erected in these latter times ?" Our country has been

Passing through a transition stat-a very long one,
't is truc. Social duty, in its old forms, died out ;
feudalism, trade guilds, etc., disappcarcd and under
the modemn spirit of individual freedom, socicîy had'
to start upon a new course, in which, naturally, the in-

dividual predominated. Individual energy and indi-
"idual rights repellcd State action in the national
Outgoings, while the nation, the social community,
3ati1 greatly into disregard. The wvell-being of the
Corilmunity was believed to be best promoted by each
41an or class pushing their own fortunes at the cx-

Penlse of the others. The conception of the :nation,
i11 factbecame flot that of an organic whole, but of an
'nfinity of parts; not a commonwealth, but so many
r4illions of units each striving for himself, on, the
lach to profit at the cost of his neighbours, and ýwing
r10 duty to those who could not hold their own in the

scramble and melee of unlimited competition.
It was a healthy training, but it would be a Most un-

Satisfactory goal. The regime was Spartan-like in its
everity ; but in Sparta the object was ail for the

State, as here for the individual. And now, baving
COlnpleted the combative stage of youth, during whicli
clasa las fought against class, and individualism has
been supreme, the modern systcm is approaching
lnaturity, and ycarning for social concord is pro-
rnotcd by the very vastness and fierceness of the Class-

a1tagonism; and once more the nation, the social
C-Olniunity, begins to risc before men's thoughts like
a grand temple to be completed and perfected, and to

W'hich individual owes a distinct duty.-The Briiisk

Quarteriy. __________

MEN AND TIIEIR CIJILDREN.

Just at an age when a man begins 10 gel himself
Wel in hand, to gmow broader in bis views, sweeîer in
bis lemper, 10 lose tle acridiîy, the positiveness, the
illability of youîh 10 generahize the deîailed experi-
eice be bas gaind-to be fit, in a word, to accomplish
t he work lie bad planncd to do in tbe world-bc le-
gins, if be lias a fatber, to sel himsehf wliolly on one
Side for thle sake of the little men and women about
bis table. His great pidlure is neyer painted, bis

ePiC is neyer witcn, the lest womk of wbich le is
Capabie is neyer donc ; le gives himself up 10 pot-
bilers in ordem 10 bing up another man, who pehaps
Inay le infeior to himself. This is the work wbidli
bas Icen going on since the beginning of tle world.
We make mudli of tle pelican who obs lier breast of
a few drops of bhood for hem young, but tle great'ule
Of humanity las been that one genemation of middle-
aged people sacificed their chances, their liopes, tbeir
WOrk for the world, for their chiîdmen. The greal oak
C1rUables and dies thal the gound may be ridher for
the. sapling. It is a just seqisence. But it may b.

carried too far, and il is carried further in America
tban in any other country. Fat bers and motherst
bave a right of developmenl which they themnselves
are bound to respect. A man will be tle better able
to elevate bis children if he stops bis daily suicidal
grind long enougli t0 consider that he also is a human

being, whose character and work in the world will

probably be quite as helpful as the boys for whomJ
he is sacmificing ail his time and opportunities. One
is sometimes tempted to wonder wliether in the lives

to come tîcre will not be some place where the am-
bitions and hopes and thwarted possibilities of thie

middle-aged may have tle chances whicli lere, fltly
enougb, are mesemved for the young.-N. Y. 7ribune.

GOD KNOWETH BEST.

Sometime, when all hife's lessons have been learned,
And sun and stars forevermore have set,

The things which our weak judgment here liad spurned-
The things o'er which we grieved with lashes wet,

XVill flash before us, out of life's dark night,
As stars shine most in deepest tints of blue;

And we shahl see how ail God*s plans are right,
And how what seemed reproof was love most true.

And we shall see how, while we frown and sigli
God's plans go on as best for you and me ;

Haw, when we called, lie heeded not our cry,
Bccause His wisdom tu the end couhd sec,

And even as prudent parents disallow
Too mudli of sweet te craving babyhood,

So God, perhaps, is keeping from us now
Life's sweetest things, because it seemetl good.

And if, sometimes, commingled with life's wine,
We find the wormwood, and rebel and shrink,

Be sure a wiser hand than yours or mine
Pours ont this potion for our lips 10 drink.

And if some friend we love is Iying low,
Wbere human kisses cannot reach his face,

Oh, do not blame the loving Father so,
But wear your sorrow with obedient grace

And you shaîl shortly know that lengthened breatb
Is not the sweetest gift God sends His friend,

And that, sometimes, the sable paîl of death
Conceals the fairest boon His love can send.

If we could push ajar the gates of life,
.And stand witbin, and ail God's workings sec,

We could interpret aIl the doubt and strife,
And for each mystery couhd find a key 1

But not to-day. Then le content, poor heartl
Gud's plans, like hules, pure and white, unfold.

We must not tear the close-shut heaves apart;
Tume will reveal the calyxes of gold.

And if, through patient toil, we reach the land
Where tired feet, witb sandals loose, may rest,

When we shahl know and better understand,
I think that we will say, IlGod knoweth bestI

-Index.

A MOTHER'S LOVE.

The following story of a reckhess young man sug-
gesîs a possible comfomt in the case of other erring
loved ones :

A lady in Baltimore bad a waywamd son, whose
reckhess conduct cost ber many tears. There werc
many îbings in lier life t0 make hem happy, but anx-
iety for hem headstrong boy saddened al lier enjoy-
ment and distumbed hem peace.

He grew more indifférent te ber love and flnally he
left lis home for a hife of adventure in the West. But

happiness did not come te bim in bis wild career, nom

iches from lis eager seardli in the mines. For a

lime the new freedom gratifled bim, but bis estless
spirit could not be contented even witb that.

By some means bis mother kept track of his wan-

derings, and was able 10 send him messages of love,

but tbey brouglil few or no replies. At one of Mr.

Moody's meetings in Ba4timiore she beard Rev. Rob-

ert Lowry's touching poem and lune tliat lias been se
often sung, and thie words exacîly uîîemed lier own
feelings:

"Where is my wandering boy to-nigît ?
The boy of my tenderest care ;

The boy that was once my joy and ligît,
The child of my love and prayer.

sage. Then after weary waiting, tidings came, bitter
:idings, strangely mingled with consolation.

Hem " wandering boy " had fallen a victim to his
restless passion. In sot-ne daring expedition on one
of the Rocky Mountain trails he had become separ-
ated from his party and lost. His body was found in
a cave where he had died of hunger and exhaustion.
[3y his side was an unfinished le tter to his mother.
In it lie craved hem forgiveness, as he had already
asked the forgiveness of heaven. He had received
thie poem she had sent him, lie said, and it had melted
his lieamt, and had led him to repentance.- Youth's
companion. _________

"LEAD KFNDL Y LIGII T."

Cardinal Newman's exquisite liymn, " Lead Kindly
Liglit," is usually printed as consisting only of three
stanzas-a fourîli and very important one being omit-
:ed. The following is the hymn in its complete form

adwc are sure very many of our readers will b.
thankful to have the last verse :

Lead, kindly light, amid the encircling gloom
Lead Thou me on;

The niglit is dark, and 1 arn fair from home,
Lead Thou me on ;

Keep Thou my feet ; I do not ask to sec
The distant scene ; one step enough for me.

1 was not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou
Shouldst lead me on;

1 loved to choose anud see my path ; but now
Lead Thou me on;

I loved the garish day, andi, spite of fears,
Pride ruled my will. Remeniber not past years t

So long Thy power bas blessed me, sure il stili
Will lead me on

O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent till
The niglit is gone ;

And with the morn those angel faces smile
Which I have loved long since, and lost a while 1

Meanwhile, along the narrow, rugged path
Thyself hast trod,

Lead, Saviour, lead me home in childlike faith,
Home to my God,

To rest forever after earthly strife,
in the calm light of everlasting life.

CHRIST OUR LORD4

J esus Christ is the most certain, the most sacrcd,
the most gloious, of all facts; arrayed in a bcauty
and majesty whicli îhrows the "starry heavens above
us and the normal law within us " into obscurit , and
fills us truly with ever-growing reverence and awe. He
shines forth with the self-evidenclng light of the noon-
day sun. I-e is too greal, too pure, too perfect, to
have been invented by any sinful and erring mian.
His cliaracter and dlaims are confirmcd by the sub.
limest doctrine, the puresl ethics, the mightiesl mir-
acles, the grandest spiritual kingdom, and are daily
and bourly exhibited in the virtues and graces of al
who yield to the regeneratiný and sanctîfying power
of His spirit and example. The historical Christ
meets and satisfies ail our intellectual and moral
wants. The soul, if left to its noblest impulses and
aspirations, instinctively tumas to Him, as the needle
to the magnet, as the fiower to the sunt, as the panting
heart to the fresh fountain. We are made for Hini,
and "our bcart is without mesl until it rests in I-im."
I-e commands our assent, He wins our admiration,
lie overwhelms us witl adoring wonder. Wc cannoe
look upon Him without spiritual benefit. We cannot
think of Him without being elevated above ahl that is
low and mean, encouraged to ahl that is good and
noble. The very hem of His garment is healing to the
touch. One hour spent in H-is communion outweighs
ail the pleasures of sin. He is the most precious and
indispensable gift of a merciful God to a fallen world.
In Him are tle treasures of truc wisdom, in Him the
fountain of pardon and peace, in Him the only sub-
stantial hope and comfort in this world and that wbicli
is to come. Mankind couid better afford, to lose tlie
wliole literature of Greece and Rome, of Germany
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