
t

THE WESLEYAN.

general reading

POETS OF ONE POEM.

sing many songs that thou mayest be re
membered.”—Isa. xxiii. 16.

This is rather a satire than a serious 
recipe for securing fame. It is more 
e&sv to remember a single master piece 
than a multitude of splendid things, 
and great authors’ names generally go, 
in public mention, with the name of 
some single great work of theirs. It is 
surprising to find how many people of 
real merit have “ sung one song and 
died.” They saved them «elves a world 
of useless labor for fame by striking 
twelve the first time. Somewhat like 
4foe following, the author and his best 
production? have found a lodgment in
our minds.

H»-ry Carey—God save the King.
Hopkins—Hail Columbia.
Key—Star Spangled Banner.
John Howard Payne—Home, Sweet

HCharles Wolfe—Burial of Sir John

M Charles Kingsley—The three Fishers.
Tom Hood—The Song of the Shirt.
Julia Ward Howe—The Battle Hymn 

of the Republic,
Brete Hart—The Heathen Chinee.
The history of some of the poems 

which have immortalized their authors 
will be found entertaining.

Hood’s touching lyric, “The Song 
of the Shirt,” was the^ork of an eve
ning. Its authot was prompted to 
write it by the condition of thousands 
of women in the city of London. The 
effect of its production was forseen by 
two persons, the poet’s wife and Mark 
Lemon, the editor of “ Punch.

•« Now. mind, Tom ; mind my words,” 
said his devoted wife, “ this will tell 
wonderfully. It is one of the best 
things you ever did.

Mr. Lemon looking over his lette s 
one morning, opened an envelope en
closing a poem which the writer said 
had been rejected by three London 
journals. He begged the editor to con
sign it to the waste paper basket if it 
was not thought suitable for Punch, a 
he author was “sick” at the sight ef
. The poem was signed Tom Hood, 

and was enti led “ The Song of the 
Shirt.”

It was submitted to the weekly meet- 
ing of the editors and principal con
tributors, several of whom opposed its 
publication as unsuitable to the pages 
of a comic journal. Mr. 'Lemon, how
ever, was so firmly impressed with its 
beauty, that he published it on Decem
ber 16, 1843.

“ The Song of the Shirt ” trebled the 
sale of the paper and created a profound 
sensation throughout Great Britain. 
Peopie of every class were moved by 
it. It was chanted by ballad singers in 
the streets of London, and drew tears 
from the eyes of princes. Seven years 
after the author’s death the English 
people erected a monument over his 
grave. The rich gave guineas, the la
borers and sewing women gave shil
lings and pence. Sculptured on it is 
the inscription devised by himself : 
“ He sang the Song of the Shirt."

“ The Old Oaken Bucket,” was writ
ten more than fifty years ago by a prin
ter named Samuel Woodworth. He 
was in the habit of dropping into a no
ted drinking saloon, kept by one Mal
lory. One day, after drinking a glass 
of brandy and water, he smacked his 
lips and declared that Mallory’s brandy 
was superior tc any drink he had ever 
tasted.

“ No,” said Mallory, “ you are mis
taken. There was a drink which in both 
our estimations far surpassed this.”

«« What was that ?” incredulously 
asked Woodworth. z

“ The fresh water we used to drink 
from the old oaken bucket that hung in 
the well, after returning from the fields 
on a sultry day.”

“Very true,” replied Woodworth, 
tear-drops glistening in his eyes.

Returning to his printing office, he 
seated himself at his desk and began 
to write. In half an hour 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket, 
The moee-covered bucket which hung • in the 

well.
was embalmed in an inspiring song that 
has become as familiar as a household 
word.

Mr. Kingsley’s song of “The Three 
Fishers," was not the mere creation of 
the imagination, but the literal trans
cript of what he had seèn of “ men who 
worked and women who wept,” while 
he was a boy in the fishing village of 
Clovelly. His father was the clergy
man of tne parish, and such was nia 
sympathy with tbo fishermen that when 
the hemog fleet put to sea, he would 
hold a short religious service on the 
wharf.

The hardy men and boys, and their 
anxious mothers, wives, sisters, and 
sweethearts would join in singing the 
prayer-book version of thelglst Psam :

Sheltered beneath the Almighty's wings
Thou shalt securely rest.
It was sung as only those can sing 

who with stout hearts go out, because 
it is their duty, to danger and to death.

It was one evening after being wear
ied and worn out bytbe work and trials 
of the day, that Kingsley wrote the

song which reproduced the scenes of 
his youthful days.

Campbell’s “ Hohenlindeo, and e y 
school-boy has shouted :

The combat deepens °“ ?e _b™VC’
Who rush to glory or the grave.

Yet Campbell did not know whether 
this fine ballad was worthy of 
tion. He and Sir Walter bcott were 
once traveUingin a stage coach and as 
they were alone they repeated poetry 
in order to beguile the time. At last 
Scott asked Campbell to «pent jjmo 
of bis own poetry. Campbell said tber 
was one thing he had written but never 
printed. It .» f«U of 
trumpets and blunderbusses »nd than, 
der, but be didn’t know if there was

Then be repeat-
^"^.itb the great.., in- 
terest, and when he had finished, broke 
cut with—“But do 
very fine ? Why, it is the finest thing 
you ever wrote, and it must be printed.
Y Mrs. Hemaas’ “The boy stood on the 
burning deck,” is familarto every school 
boy ; but the history of the little hero thus 
immortalized is not generally known. 
Owen Cassabianca, a native of Corscia 
was born in 1788. His father was a 
distinguished French politician and 
naval commander, and his motherJJ 
beautiful Corscian lady. But she died 
young, and little Owen went with his 
father in a war vessel, and at the early 
age of ten he participated with his 
father in the battle of the Nile.

The ship caught fire during the ac
tion, and Captain Cassabianca fell 
wounded and insensible upon the deck, 
while the brave boy, unconscioul of bis 
father’s fate, held his post at the bat
tery. The flames raged around him ; 
the crew fled one by one, and urged the 
lad to do the same, but he refused and 
fought on until the whole vessel was 
in flames, 1< sing his life in the tremen
dous explosion whichfollowed.

All of us are familiar with the pretty 
little Scottish ballad, “Cornin’ thro’ 
the Rye.” The common idea of this 
soDg is that a rye field is m-ant, hut 
who ever saw a Scottish lassie walking 
through a field of rye or any other 
grain ? The river Rye, at Dally, Ayr
shire is meant. Before the days of 
bridges it was no easy matter tc cross 
rivers without paying such a penalty 

\&s has immortalized Jennie in the old 
ballad. Burns wrote the ballad and 
Brown modernized it. As Burns wrote 
it, it includes the river plainly enough

“ Jenny’s a’wet, puir bodie,
Jenny’s seldom dry ;

She drag’ll a’ her petticoatie 
Cornin’ thro’ the Rye.”

Rye is spelled with a capital R. The 
air is nearly pentatonic—the only F 
which occurs in the melody being very 
characteristic and effective.

The following is the origin of Long
fellow’s “ Hanging the Crane

A dozen years ago, shortly after the 
marriage of Mr. T. B. Aldrich, Mr. 
Longfellow visited the young couple and 
took tea with them at their charming 
little bouse in Boston. The supper was 
laid on a very small table indeed, but 
the poet, always vigilant in hi* search 
for new ideas, took the smallness of 
the table as a theme for the discussion, 
and associating the ideas with an old 
Acadian custom, then and there spun 
the thread of bis future poem.

•• As the family increases,” raid he to 
Aldrich, “ the size of the table must be 
increased. When, after long years, 
the children have grown up to manhood 
and womanhood and have left the foil, 
the large table will again be replaced by 
the small one for the two old ones who 
linger at home. Here you have a pic
ture of life, of the growth of the family ; 
and as you are now entering upon a liter
ary career, a 3d bave already written some 
good essaya, why not write an essay on 
the subject in hand.

Mr. Aldrich, promised to think about 
it. The years flew by, but no essay 
bad appeared. Three years ago 
the elder and the younger poet met 
again. “ Have you thought of that 
theme, which I proposed to yôu a long 
time age ?” asked Mr, Longfellow. “ I 
have thought of it a hundred times,” 
replied Mr. Aldrich, “ but T cannot 
make anything of it The subject re
verts to me then," said the venerable 
poet, and he at once began to write :
The lights are out and gone are all the guests.

He completed the poem and sent it 
to Mr. Bonner, receiving in return the 
princely compensation of a thousand 
dollars. In the ensuing winter, after 
its publication in the “ Ledger,” the 
poem was pat into the elegant holiday 
volume in which it may be said it then 

| became most widely known.
1 It would be appropriate, in this eon- 

nection, to refer to Biehop Hebej, 
whose other poems, whose learned 
Brompton lectures, wad able articles 
in the “ Quarterly Review,” are 
weighed down by a single matchless 
missionary hymn. It earns about in 
this wise :

While he was rector of the Episcopal 
Church at Hod net, in Shropshire, be 
paid a visit to hist father in-law, Dr. 
Shipley, the vicar of Wrexham, on the 
border of Wales. On the next day, 
which was Sabbath, Dr. Shipley was to

cUHwr * ite
“ Society for the Koowing
Gospel m i,t Vu rapid

JSüÜtSSJSSv- Huber retired

ja-srtiftris »! lb»popular hymn commencing -
«. prom Greenland’s icy mountains."

Dr Shipley was delighted with the 
production, but Heber was not satisfied. 
» The sense is not complete, lie said. 
In spite of Dr. Shipley’s earnest pro
têt Heber retired for a few moments 
longer, and then, coming back, read the 
following glorious bugle blast which 
rings like the reveille of the millennial 
morning :

“ Wait, waft, ye winds, the story,
And you, ye waters, roll,

Till, like a sea of glory,
It spreads from pole to pole,

Till o’er our ransomed nature,
The Lamb for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator, ^
In bliss returns to reign.

The next morning the people of 
Wrexam church listened to the first re
hearsal of a lyric which has smeebeen 

! echoed by millions of voices around the

; 8 No profane hymn tinker has ever 
dared to lay his bungling finger on a 
single syllable of those four stanzas 
which the Holy Spirit moved Heber to
Wr()n that Sabbath morning he caught 
the first strains of his own immortal
ity. He “ builded better than heknew 

j He did more to waft the story of Cal
vary around the earth than if he had 
preached like Apollos or had founded 
L board of missions. “ In the monthly 

i concerts held in the school-houses of 
I’New England, in frontier cabins, on 
; the decks of missionary ships oound to 
Ceylon’s Isle, and in the vast assem- 

| blies of the American boards, Heber s 
trum et hymn has been sung with 
swelling voices and gushing tears.

Cowper's great Hymn of Providence, 
too, has a history. He wrote it a ter 
those two devotional gems, “ G for a 
Closer Walk with God,” and “ There s 
a Fountain Filled with Blood. A 
foreboding impression of another at
tack of insanity began to creep over 
him. The presentiment grew deeper ; 
the clouds gathered fast.

He even meditated self destruction, 
and left his quiet cottage to drown 
himself in the neighboring river. He 
was under a pall of overwhelming 
gloom. Just while those black clouds 
of despair were darting their vivid 
lightnings into his suffering soul, the 
grandest inspiration of bis life broke 
upon him, and he began to sing out 
these wonderful words :

“ God morei in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform,

He plants his footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.”

For several years Cowper’s splendid 
intellect was to be under a total 
edipse. Tbs penumbra was already 
darkening its disc. Bat in full view 
of the impending calamity, the inspired 
son of song chanted forth those strains 
of Holy cheer :

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust him for his grace ;

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face.

Cowper could never have sung that 
sublime anthem of victory excep t un
der the immediate inspiration of “pow
er from on high.” The storm was 
coming, but Cowper’s eye of faith saw 
“ Jehovah, riding above the storm.” 
This matchless hymn of providence 
which God put into the soul of his 
afflicted servant has been a “ song in 
tbe night” to’millions of people binder 
the discouraging clouds of adversity.

DR. HALL’S HEALTH MAXIMS.

The failure to wear wollen flannel next 
the skin is a most frequent cause of 
rheumatism.

A sixpenny sandwich, eaten leisurely 
in the cars, is better for you than a dollar 
dinner, bolted at a station.

Every intelligent and humane parent 
will arrange that the family room and 
the sleeping chambers shall l*e tbe most 
commodious, highest and brightest apsrt- 
mente in his dwelling.

Eat your meals with an onanxious, un- 
annoyed and .cheerful heart, and consider 
him, her or it your worst enemy that in. 
terferes in this direction ; for passion anx
iety, alarm, mortification, instantly arrest 
digestion.

When tbe stomach is about to be dis
tressed by an improper meal, nature some
times excites tbs most earnest longings 
for an acid of some kind, and seek pars one 
should always have some good vinegar on 
hand, although tart fruit or grapes are a 
greet deal better.

Persons in health do not need any pep
per in their food, bat to those of week and 
languid stomachs, it is manifold more ben- 
aimai to nee cayanas pepper at meals than 
nay form of wine, brandy, or beer that 
can be named, because it stimulates with
out tbe reaction ef sleepiness er debility.

Do not enter a sick chamber on an emp 
ty stomach, nor remain as a watcher or 
narre until you feel almost exhausted, 
nor sit between tbe patient and the fire- 
ner in the direction of a current of air 
from the patient towards yourself, nor 
eat or drink anything alter being in a sick 
room until you have rinsed your mouth 
thoroughly.

After any kind of exercise do not stand 
a moment at a street-corner for anybody 
or anything; nor at an open door or win
dow. When yon have been exercising in 
any way whatever, winter or summer, go 
home at once, or to some sheltered plaie ; 
and however warm the room may seem to 
be, do not at once pall off your hat and 
eloak. but wait a while, some five minutes 
or more and lay aside one at a time ; thus 
acting, a cold is impossible.

Persons who walk a great deal through 
the day should on coming home for the* 
night, remeve their shoes and stockings, 
hold the feet to the fire until perfectly dry 
put on a dry pair of stockings, and wear 
slippers the remainder of the evening. 
Boot and gaiters keep the feet damp, cold 
and unclean, by preventing the escape of 
that insensible perspiration which is always 
escaping from a healthy foot and conden
sing it ; hence the old-fashioned low shoe 
is best for health.

To get well of any chronic disease of a 
serions character, and to remained cured, 
a man must be led to see the nature of 
his own case, the needs and requirements 
of his own constitution, and must have 
that force of character which compels 
compliance with those requisitions. As 
long as the world stands, the ignoramus 
and the animal will die before his time. 
Intelligent self-denial is the price of 
health and long life the world over ; it 
never will be otherwise.

In high bodily health, brain work, like 
body work, gives an appetite ; and if that 
appetite is only indulged regularly and 
moderately, any student may live to a 
good old age, with an hoar or two of ju
dicious exercise ont of doors everyday 
and, in the end save years of efficient la
bor by it. So far from complete inaction 
being perfect enjoyment, there are few 
greater sufferings than that which the 
total absence of occupation generally in
duces

INTERNJ
hing is presented on its merits, 0n, • - T3 T T?
thing is as important as another—v f B 1 ti L 
wonder the missionary cause and othJ * 
great benevolences of the church 
making such a paltry showing. 8trik* 
down the Church life, the «nm»-î 
landmarks, the voice of

FAMILY^READING
A A HEAVY BLOW.

G HUGHES.

A heavy blow was struck, as I con
ceive, at the vitality of Methodism, 
when the rule regarding class-meetings 
was relaxed. The action was taken in 
deference, to a large extent at least, it 
is to be feaied, to a demand for an ad
justment of tilings to suit. “ the timet,” 
That phrase, “ the time»,” in its appli
cation to Church arrangements and 
polity, is very ambiguous. A great 
noise has made in the realm ecclesias
tical for some years, by those who deem 
it essential to life and progress, minis
terially and otherwise, to conform to 
“ the spirit of the age.”

Now I claim to be a loyal Methodist 
and a loyal Methodist preacher, an ar
dent lover of the Methodist doctrine 
and polity. And I feel the force of 
the apostolic injunction against “speak
ing evil of dignitaries. Yet the acts 
of our legislators, m the councils of 
church, are open to criticism. Each 
member of the church, and each min
ister, has a right to hie personal opin
ion of the wisdom, or otherwise, of the 
acts of the General Conference.

Now, cherishing all becoming rever
ence for those charged with the grave 
responsibility of legislating for the 
church, I believe the abrogation of the 
ml* making attendance upon class a 
test of membership the heaviest and 
most deadly blow that was ever struck 
at the life of Methodism. When the 
rule was in foil force, and in wise exe
cution, we had a spiritual thermometer 
—now we have none. In this respect 
every one is % law onto himself, going 
or not as suits his inclination, and the 
inclination of thousands,ie to stay away. 
When the rale was in foil force what 
was the effect ? “ Why,* each mem
ber thought to himself if he did not ex
press it, “ my dees meets on such an 
evening—I must read my Bible, pray 
in my closet, examine my heart daily, 
and keep alive. I do not want to play 
the hypocrite* I must have a living 
testimony to give my classmates.”

Bat hew is it now ? The whole 
seen# is changed. Multitudes make 
no reference to the daee meeting, and 
among them many official members— 
they no longer feel any specially bind
ing obligation. It ie darned with the 
prayer meeting, attendance upon the 
sacrament, Ac., and what miaisternis 
likely to arraign members for non atten
dance upon either of them? It is 
quite well understood that the question 
of arraignment is well nigh obsolete in 
saaay quarters the work is very unpo
pular. The fact ie the spiritualities of 
the Ohoreh, by this legislation, have 
been “ omnibuied,” just as numbers of 
our ministers are new " omnümeing" 
the benevolent celleetions of the church. 
They put them all in together ; not-

sible 
er desires

—a —- —•«•uvea into the Bax
compass. True the reigningj^ 
esires a church. Oh jest— 

machinery must be kept in motion~*bnt 
at the smallest possible cost. ’

Mr. Wesley’s system of fin»1tt 
the grandest ever conceived tor 
Church. His order was :—1st a 
membership, indicated by weekly .h? 
dance on class. 2nd. Weekly-^^ 
butions in the class, regulated by m. 
dividual ability. The two conjoined 
made a church having the elements of 
real strength, spiritually and 
ly. Now with a non-atteeding mow- 
bership, we are driven to all manner, 
of straits, even to pay current ex pens*. 
With the slaughter of systematic sw
ing, suiting the masses who are poor. 
What then ? It is soon answered 
answered by the horrid expédia*, 
which are everywhere prevalent. Fig, 
festivals, tableaux, negro minstrdn 
and the whole train of devices whm 
like so many foul spirits, have been* 
loose upon us, tell the story, |[» 
God help us to get back to the ou 
landmarks—the spiritual first then thi 
temporal.—Banner of Holineu.

“ Amid my vast and lofty aspiration,* 
says Lamartine, “ the penalty of a waitif 
youth overtook me. Adieu, then, to fit 
dreams of genius, to the aspirations rf 
intellectual enjoyment !” Many a gihfl 
heart has sighed the same sad righ, asq 
a noble nature has walked to the gran* 
sackcloth, for one brief dallying in ths 
bowers of Circe, for one short sleep ia th 
Castle of Indolence.—Bayne.

How to Have Peace.—A friend ow 
asked Professor Franke how it was that 
he maintained so constant a peace d 
mind. “ By stirring up my mind a has- 
dred times a day. Wherever I am, wtit- 
evev I do, I say, * Blessed Jesus! I hi 
truly a share in thy redemption ; tkm | 
hast forgiven my sins, and art guidingi 
by thy Spirit. Thine I am; wash I 
again and again.’ By this constant# 
verse with Jesus I enjoy serenity of on 
and a settled peace in my soul.”

/

I can’t abide to see men throw asq I 
their tools i’ that way the minute th 
clock begins to strike, as if they took » 
pleasure i’ their work, and was afraid 4 
doing a stroke too much. I hate to Mil 
man’s arm drop down as if he was shot 
before the clock’s fairly struck, justMÜ 
he’d never a bit o’ pride and delight in’s 
work. The very grindstone nil go « 
turning a bit after you loose it.—id 
Bede.

Heroic Self-denial—In a bat* 
against tbe Spaniards, fought at Wsm 
feld, in tbe sixteenth century, on behalf 
of the Dutch, Sir Philip Sydney wsi htr 
ally wounded. As he lay on the ûeld s 
agony, and parched with thirst, his dew 
ted followers brought him a vessel 4 
water procured at a distance with (Hi 
difficulty during the heat of tbe til 
Bat, seeing a soldier lying near, as* . 
like himself and apparently expire*61 
Philiprefused the water, saying, "Gmj 
it to thit poor man ; his sufferings 
greater than mine !”

Look Ahead.—Two children ssn 
crossing the Strait of Dover. The g# 
face was turned to the land they had 
left for ever ; but the boy looked fond 
to the white cliffs they were approsetisg 
Lula’s eyes were filled with tears, 
was leaving the land of her childhood ti| 
a home among strangers.

“ O Fred !” she cried, “ how fast 
land recedes ! I can just see a débit* 
purple line—soon it will be out of sigti 

“ Yes, but never mind France, Id* 
Look ahead, and see the new home **** 
nearing,” replied Fred, as he gased «•* 
the tossing sea to the land.

How, like Lulu, we are apt to weep ► 
the joys gone, and to mourn for the1 
we mast leave. But how, like Fred, *1 
should be looking ahead, beyond thedj 
gry waves to our new borne in tbs 1 
tance.

Keep the Light Buenieg.—I* 
tain religious festivals of the 
held in tbe evening, it was east omet?1 
young men to run races on fix* 
sometimes on horseback, holding in t“™ 
hands torches or lamps, lit at tbs < 
cial altar of tbe goddess in whose 
the festival was held ; and only the ] 
who came ont of the contest with his t 
nnextingniehed was extoemed ths vM 
and was greeted with tbe loud plan*" 
the multitude. So the Christian 
with him through this world the UP* 
grace divine, kindled at the alter of**? 
sacrifice ; and he who keeps it l"1” 
burning to the end of life’s great 
shall be welcomed, tike a conqueror, 
tbe thundering applause of the i *

SECOND QUARTER:-!
test;

B. c. 712. Lesson if
IOUR ; or, The 
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explanatory

Verse 1. Behold. 
sente the Almighty : 
Hid introducing to i 
prince. Jly servant. 
though delivered to] 
fore his coming. 1 I 
servant, but ae a svf 
kings.’’ Il horn I u 
Jesus as under the 
Most High. Mine i 
chosen one." hi y s 
already the prophet 
whiëh sounded frou 
tism and transfigura 
is my beloved son, 
pleased.” Matt. 3, 
to the Gentiles. Tt 
here means true r| 
came not only to sa| 
Gentiles also.”

2. 3. Not cry. Tl 
verse is, “ Ho shall 
np his voice, nor q 
etc., a prediction ih| 
unlike all pretender 
oroua or ambitious 
ly wait for time to I 
“ Prophecy is provej 
Christ came he sou$ 
though the multi 
him.” Bruised reel 
ed down with a s. 
Christ comes not to 
4. “ Humble hearts 
friend.” 5. “ The 

ia not to break dowt 
Smoking dax. Tt 
flaxen wick, floating 
hence the smoking 
with dying flame, 
recewe from Chrij 
quickening to the 
Judgment unto truth! 
wil establish his ref 
stable basis, that 
cause of the Gospel 
by the violence of if 
the power of the 
claims.”

4. He shall not/uj 
ginal a clo >er connc 
mg verse than appd 
It might read, pail 
shall not make otbe| 
fail himself : and 
age, so he shall not I 
“ Men whose lives [ 
discouraged by delà 
time for the triumj 
judgment. EstabliJ 
the world. 9, 
the way of the Gj 
to him to whot 
en.” Matt. 28, 18. 
often in Scripture, 
yond the seas knj 
Shall trait for his ' 
ture of the world 
coming Christ. VV
-)ld systems of rel 
decay, and the nati 
new and better fa 
when, early in this]
sionaries visited 
they found the natij 
idols six months 
to accept tbe Go»f

5, 6. Thus saith 
a new period in tbj 
Messiah has beer 
been spoken to. 
his power as the 
all things. Sjireoj 
these words are at 
eient idea that tin 
face, they no mon
inspiration, than
would show an igf 
tions of the stln I 
which cometh out 
mineral and v< 
the earth. Breuti 
of a soul is the erf
Omnipotence.
ness. For a 1 '» ]
covenant. Christ 
or of a new cover 
man. F>r «
knowledge, instrui
—Barnes. Gentil' 
of tbe Gospel anj 
perty of one nati(f 
it age of all the w|

7. 8. Oi>eii the 
was done litcrall) 
among men ; a:.‘J 
every sa-ed sou| 
light from the so 
restore it,” Tri< 
ner is a captive il 
dage.” 14. ’ Chf 
chains of habit,

tight
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