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rlght 'to this field of researchi.' Biut flot so
Motley, wlio, regardlng any éther course as'
dlsloyaI, went at once* to -Prescott, ready,
sliould hie show the sllghtest dlssatisfaction,
ta abandon my plan altcggether.'

If Motley's attitude was an honor to .him,
Prescott's was no0 less so. Instead ofvlew-
.Ing the younger writer in the ligit of. a
possible and probable rit al, lie met himi fot
only- with the most generaus lnterest and
encouragement, but 'offered the assistance
of ,bis own library. Atter Prescott's death
Motley"wrote : 'ad the result of that
Interview been, different-had he dlstiuctly
stated, or even vaguely iunted, that it would
be as well, if I should select some éther
topic,- or had he oniy sprinicled me witli the
ëold water of conventional and common-
place encouragement-I should have gone
from him with a chili upon rny mind, and
no. doubt bave laid down the pen at once;
for, as I have already said, It was flot that
I eared about writing a hlstory, but that I
feit an inevitable impulsa to write one par-
ticular hlistory.'

When we read the worlr, then, let us not
forget that one of ils corner stones was un-
selflshness ; whule still éthers were 1a lieart-
feit interest, patience and iudustry -for-

no0 éther man than Motley lias better illus-
trated the truth, .that 'genius Is the abllity
.to toil terribly.'
-At the end of fivý years, however, finding

that lie could flot write his histo ry as he
wshed It written without the aid of mu-

terial ta be found only iu the libraries and
state archives of Europe, lie lef t America,
:wlth lis family, and, throwing aside ail lie
had already doue, began lis tasir over
again.

What Motley's. life was lu the five years
that followed, divlded las they were between
the archives. of Berlin, .Dresden, the Hague,
and Brussels, his letters best show. To
Mis father lie writes: II have written a
volume since the thirteeutl of July, this
year. This labor includes, o! course, the
'digging out o! raw material from. subter-
ranean depths of lack letter folios lu hait
a dozen dîfferent languages, ail o! whlch
,works are as darir, grimy and cheerless as
coul pits. . . .But I confess tînt I have
not been working under ground for so long
,wltlout lioplng that I may maire some few
people in the world wiscr and better'by my
Jabors. This must be the case wlierever
a man lionestly «"seeks the truth lu ages
past" to furnish liglit for the present and
future tracir.'

It is cf interest to know how William the
Silent impressed the man wlo was delvIug
s0 deeply into lis life and times that he
iniglit make him kaown ta the world. II
flatter myself that I have found one greut,
virtuous and lieraic charucter, William the
First of Orange, founder of the Dutch Re-
public. This man, who did the wark of a
thousand men every year *of bis life, wlio
was neyer inspired by uny perspnal, ambi-
tion, but wlo performed. good and lofty
actions because le was born ta dé themn,
deserves ta be better understood thun I be-
lieve him ta have becu by the world at
large. Hie is one of the very few men who
have a right to be mentioued iu the sume
page wvitl Washington.'

WThat infinite pains lie gave to lis taslc is
shown by a letter wrltten tram Brussels ta
bis friend, Oliver Wcndell Holmes : « My
habits here for the preseut are very regu-
lar. 'l came here hâving, as I thouglit, fia-
lslied my work, or, ratier, the' firat part
(somethiing litre tîree or four volumes oc-
tava), but I find s0 mucli original inatter
lore, and so many cxnendntions ta maire,

that I am. reudy. ta despair. Iowever,
tborè Is-nothing. for It but ta Penelopize,
pull ta 'Places, and, stitoli away ag ain. Wliat-
ever may be the resuît of my labors nobody
can suy that-I have not worked, like a brute
beast ; but I do net care for the resuit. The
labar la lu itself its own *rcward, and all I
want.,

0f bis habits of worlrlng, his daugliter
tells: 'is work, wheu notnu lis own
library, wvas lu the archives, of the Netler-
lands, Brussels, the Euglisli State Paper
Office, and the Britishi 1useum, where lie
nmade is owu researches, patiently and la-;
borlously consulting original manuseriýpts
and reading masses af correspondance, !rom
which lie afterwards caused copies ta be
made, and where lie warked for..many cou-
secutive haurs a day. After lis muterial
hadý thus been toilsomely and painfally
amassed, the writing of lis own stary was
always donc at home, and lis mind huviug
digested the necessary matter, always pour-;
ed itselt forth. lu writlng s0 c opiaus thut
lis revision was chlefiy dcvoted ta reducing
the over-abuudunee. lie neyer sîrunir tram.
any et* the drudgcry o! preparatian, but I
thinr lis own part of the work wns a sheor
pleasure te hlm.'.

.At last tlie lubor o! ten years was finislied;
labar for tlie most part uuflngging, soif-
tary-of Brussels lie lad writte: 'I don't
know a. seul in it,'-and obscure; and nGv,
with lis bulky bundle of .o*anuscrlpt, lie
set eut for Landau ta secir a pullisher. Ris
previeus failures lad made lis preseut ex-
pectation et success most moderate, and ta
lis wife le writcs :'If Murray (the. cele-
bratcd Eng]isl publisher) declines, I'shall
doubt very muci *whether anybady will ne-
cept, because history is very mud in lu is
Ilne, and I have beau. particularly rccom-
mended to hlm.'

Metley was correct lu lis doult. Mur-
ray dld decline, and as no one else was
found willing ta rlsk s0 large« a worh by
au unknown nutiar, the English editien
was finally published at lis own expeuse.

Nor was lis feeling o! feur for himself
alone. Over the sea, as lie well knew, -,vers
liearts tînt lad followed lis progress wtth
deep intereat and fend anticipation : II
feur very mudli, liowever,, thut futier and
the rest are doomcd ta mudli disappaint-
ment ln regard ta Its succesa. Mucaulay's
new volumes and Prescott's will eutirely
ubserb the Dublie attention.'

Again, a litle later, ta bis father '
lave board nothing tram Clnpman (lis
London ýpublisher) siuce the book was pub-
Ilsed, but I feel sure tram bis silence thut
very few copies lave been sold; I shahl be
surprised If a liundred 'copies are sold ut
the end o! the -year.'

Failure, too, f or Motley ut this time meant
more thun ever betore,' not only leenuse et
the time and lubor lie lad so far given, but
because hie lad nlready lu mind the vol-
umes tînt were ta fellow, should public np-
prova. warrant tlicm. Neither wus this
selt-diffideLce for this time ulane ; it was
samethiiig tînt went wltl hlm, ah lhis lite.
Net because lie lad known the buffeting et
fortune, fer un atmosphere o! îuxury and

af. praise hud surrounded him. tram chlld-
hbod. O! lis boyhoo>d it is ou record tînt
le hud* everythlng ta spoil him-eauty,
prececlous intelligence, and persanal dbarm.
*One lias suid : UIt would scem difficult fer
a man 80 finttered as Motlcy tram hts enr-

-ltest d'ays tao le modest lu is àelf-estimate;
but lyoticy was neyer satlsfied wlth hiniself.'
This -was the secret the higli ideal tînt lie
canstantly held ln view.

It le pleasant ta knaw tint liere lis heraie

tes acity of purpose and endeavor, his work
for very love, a! the work, dld meet their
deserved re ward, thougli ut first lie se emed
hardly able to, comprelieud It. Ou every
haud 'The Rise of the Dutdli Repubîle' was
welcamed, and applauded. .Instead of
hundred copies, fifteefi thousand were sold
lu Londou the first year. Iu America, the
home land. to whici lis love a.lways turued,
its populari ty was the ame. In the lau-
guage o! Halmes:

'Its autlior saw bis name enrolled by
common consent am ong those. of the great
writers of lis time. Europe acceptedt hlma;
lis couutry was proud ta dlaim hlm, schol-,
arship, set ils jenlously guarded seal -upoxi
the resuit o! his labors, and the reading
warld, whlch lad note'ared greatly for hls
atonles, hung lu deliglit over a narrative
more exciting than a romance ; and ,the
lonely student, wlo had nlmost forgotten.
the loah of living men lu the solitude of
archives haunted by dead memories, found
himself suddenly lu the full blaze of a great
reputation.1

A G:ood Answei-.
At a deaf and duinb institution the

scholars wcre undergoing their periodical
examinution by an inspector, wha, amongst
éther questions, wrote this one upon the*
b]aekboard: ' What do you know of the Lord
Jesus ChristV Tlie sebolars were required
ta write their answer upon their- siates,
*hich were then passed up to the examiner
ta read. As the inspectaer read the replies
ta the question, lie paused at that written
by a little girl, and was sa strucir witli the
difference betwêen it and those lie lad p.re-
viously rcad, that lieo wrote upon the black-'
board lu view of all tie scholars tESee
words: 'Many a! you have unswered mY.
question, "What do you hnow of the Lord
Jesus Christ?" very correctly, 'as far -as
historical tacts go, lut.the reply of ane ittle
girl I should like you ail té rend, and I will
write it upon the blackboard.' The ex-
aminer tien procceded ta write the little
girl's answer ta bis. question. It was the
expression of a young heurt that kuew and
loved the Lord Jesus-' lie is my very own
Saviaur.'-
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Memnories.
(By Rose E. H.)

'Twas anly a tiny cottage by the aide e! a
.ruuning strcam,. .

Wlicrc thc ripples daueed and glistened, lld
.gems with a golden gleam-;

Wliere att I romped and rollicked, wheci
my henrt was blIthe and gay,-

And dreamed tlie dreams of chl.dliood in
the cottage far away.

Tîcre, tram, my little window, lu the star-
liglit, cold and dim,

I. could see the gaunt trees standing ltke
sentinels, darir and grim,

Aud, ta my childlsli !ancy, they ulways
seemed ta suy

Tliey guard the little cottage-the cottage
so far awny.

Ouly a tiny cottage, but a haveai of swcetest
rest.

For the love and peace within IL made It
most dlvincly bleat.

Thougli years have -glded onward, and my
sunny locks are gray,'

I flnd na place ou ea.rth so deur as the cat-:
tage far. nway.

As mauy men, s0 mafly minds. #World
Wide' refleets the thouglit a! bath iemnIs-
plieres.


