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AN HOUR WITH THE EDITOR
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SOME TIMELY LITERATURE

There was once a shepherd boy who became a
king. He was a youth of many accomplishments, a

skillful musician, a. graceful dancer, a valiant 801~

dier, clever in the use of weapons, a prudent general
and a wise ruler. He had his share of human weak-
nésses, for he was revengeful, selfish and. at times
cruel. He scaled the heights and sounded the depths
«f human experience as few other before or since his
tiine have done, and he has left' some of his thoughts
and impressions on'record, so that they are available
to us today, although three thousand years have
passed since he died. There have been many poets
since his day, and they have written much that is
full of beauty and value. For example, we have
Omar Kayyam, whose Rubaiyat is his best known
work. Of recent years it. has been alniost a religion
with some people to read this poem, and many are
the interpretations that have. been put upon it.
Doubtless it has lost something in translation; very
few literary productions do not, for there are nice
shades in the. meanings of words, which a translator
may not;Be able to refider. Omar’s work is’colored
by his s’fxrroundihg's.“;'rhrough the Rubaiyat there
runs a thréad of that mysticism, which was the char-
acteristic, of Persiaxi,v':rl’ters some eight or ten cen-
turies ago, and in his case it was curiously mixed
with the materialistic-ideas developed by mathemati-
cal studiés,, This“racial and local coloring is also
very ' marked in the writings- of the poet king, to
whom reference is: ‘rﬁaf.de above, and 'if ‘we fall to
keep it in-mind we may form a wrong conception of
his character, and drav& wrong lessons from his writ-
ings. If we‘make allowance for this, we will find in.
the Psalms of David literature adapted for all time,
not becauyse it is divinely inspired, but because ‘it
is the outpouring of 'a soul rich in varied experi-
ences and absolutely frank®with itself. We say of
some writers ‘that they hold ‘the mirror -up to na-
ture; David héld the mirror up to his own soul; and
as he was unqueéstionably one of the most success-
ful men, of whosé. life we have any intimate record,
and whose thoughts we are able to get at first hand,
what he has to say—the message of such a man to
humanity, is certainly timely literature at any age
of the world. The reason that ‘the true value of the
Psalms is not more generally appreciated is because
they are for the most part read as a matter of duty.
Familiarity .with them has not exactly bred contempt,
but it has begotten indifference. These are times
when everybody.reads a good deal; it would be well
if more people would read the Psalms, not because
they are in the Bible, nor through from beginning
to end at one sitting; but as eéxpressing the thoughts
of a man of wide experience and commanding ability,
and only a little-at a time, If this plan is followed,

the profundity of thought to be found in them 8.1_16 ;
their aptness to aliost ‘every condition of life, will

be surprising, = Some’of them may be on}ltted frg')m_
reading without much loss, for in'them David ex-
hibits one of the-vices of his age, vindictive cruslty,
Doubtless if any of us were to write.down his own

. thoughts' with the same frankness as David fi}d -he:
would commit to paper some things of which ‘his’

‘friends would; feel ashamed.: Remember in reafiipg
ijthe Psalms, that Dgyid made
g‘é sbiration; he Is not responsible for what others hav
’!?chimed"—fﬁ’ﬂm{ AR SR R o L W‘ :
It would.be impossible in the space avaiiable

newspaper -articie to review this remarkable dollec- " Afabia

tion of po&ms.  One is tempted to wish that it ha

approached with ‘the unbiassed mind of criticismy,-that
we could dismiss ‘from our thoughts all preconceived
jdeas, just as we were all able to do when we _ﬂrst
read the Rubalyat, ahd judge ‘of it on its own merits
absolutely.” Suppese, for example, that some investi-
gators digging in an ancient ruin a few' days ago,
had come upon a papyrus manuscript containifg the
Eighth Psalm, and, for the first time in thousands of
years, -had given it to the world. Read the Psalm
for yourself. It.is not very long, and then think a

: while as to what it means. It'is an appreciation:of"

the power. and majesty .of the Deity and of.man’s
high place in creation. In Psalm Nineteen, the poet
again expresses his wonder at the majesty of God,
but in writing this he felt the comparative littleness
of menand prayed to be: delivered from presuming

upon his ‘God-given powers. Turn to Psalm Twenty-

three. ‘Memories of his life as a shepherd boy were
in his mind when he wrote this beautiful poem. His
ambitions were gratified; his sins were repented of;
through his whole being there flowed a stream of
happiness, and his thoughts went back to the hill-
sides and the sheep he tended as a boy, the green
pastures and the pools of water. Turn to Psalm
"Twenty-seven, than which there is no stronger illus-
tration of confidence in the Almighty to be found in
all literature.  ‘The Lord is my light and my salva-
tion,” he‘begins, and after elaborating this thought;
he exclaim® in’‘conclusion: “Wait on the Lord; be of
good courage, .and he shall strengthen thy heart.
Wait, I say, on the Lord.” Again we remind readers
that this is the voice of a man speaking from a ripe
experience, Take Psalm Forty-two, the cry of one in
‘distress an@ sorrow, and note the sub-note of tri-
‘umph in it,’and the same is found in Psalm Forty-six.
. But it is impossible to make even a cursory refer-
ence to a tithe of the strong, helpful and beautiful

things to, be found in this collection of poems, ‘Only-

& few of them can be mentioned, the out-croppings,
80 to speak, of the mine of riches within. ' Psalms:
: ‘Ninety and Ninety-one are majestic productions. The
: former speaks of the majesty of God and the. weak-
ness of men; the-latter of the sheltering presence of
‘the Almighty. In Psalm One hundred and one, we
-have what has-been called “A Psalm for XKings,” but
it is one that:every man, woman and child ‘might

write upon the 'tablets, of memory and follow -its .

teachings, .ali{exeept ‘the :last verse, in which ‘the
spirit of ‘his. time gets the better of the writer. The
One hundred apd-nineteenth, the longest of them all,
is worth ‘g tredtise in itself, for it is full of deep
philosophy. . The last siX numbers in the collection
are unique in aill literature. We note in them, as in
s0o many other:plages in the preceding numbers, the
weakness of the'writer' and his inability to risé¢ above
the faults of ‘his_time, but they form a remarkable
group to which nothing else that has ever, been writ-
ten is equal.. . ) ;

' To omit employing. the opportunities afforded for
‘the improvement of our minds and the strengthening
of our souls by the perusal of writings such as the
Psalms ig to. do ourgelves a serious injustice, A
modern poet has told us how R

“Lives of great men all remind us
How to make our lives sublime.”

He goes on td tell us that we may leave footprints
upon the sands of time, that others may follow, and
most ‘\young' people, who have read these wprds- and
felt the inspiration of them, ha.Ve”-dg’hlit'psb‘ thought
that sublimity of life consists in ‘the doing of con.
spicuous deeds; and that the footprints that we ought
to endeavor. to leave ought. to be llke those of some,
monster c¢redture of by-gone ages. But there Is a
sublimity of life, which is just as great as that which
commands the admiration of  the world, we may
mark out a -course worth following, although ’it is
seen by very few. In the heart of every one of ug

»

ade no claim to divine%ifi« i £

there is a longing for immortality, not an individual
immortal existence, but a desire that we may live
in the sense that Horace meant, when he wrote:

“Non omnis moriar.”

We. do not wish to. die altogether. We would like
to ‘bhe able to say: with him, “I shall not all die,”
for that is what the guotation means, and while we
may not have writtén a line that the world will re-
member or performed a deed that will find a place
in history, we may, like him, “erect a monument
that will be more lasting than brass and more exalt-
ed than the pyramids.” We may leave behind us a
memory that will be fragrant of good, and dn in-
fluence that will do its work long after we have been
forgotten. ‘It may be true enough that

“The -evil men do lives after them,”

but it is also true that the good we do is immortal.
The gentle influence of a soul,” inspired by love and
faith in the Almighty, will last through all the gen-
erations t0 come, making those who come within its
radiance better and stronger for it. The Psalms of
David, intelligéntly read, will prove one of the most
potent agencies in the development “of: this type of
character, and there is nothing ‘in literature ‘more
worthy of being read over and over again with dis-
crimination until the spirit of them has been ‘assim-
ilated by our souls, and we are able to say, with the
poet-king: -

“For this God 1s our God for ever and ever; he will
be our guide even unto death.”

MAKERS OF HISTORY
XVI.

The Saracenic,, or Mohammedan, movement was in
one respect unique. The great epoch-making migra-
tions of previous centuries, such as the western and
southern march of the Goths, the advance of  the
Huns first eastward and then westward, and the much
earlier movements of the Turanian and Aryan tribes
out of Central Asia were doubtless caused in the first
place by the necessity of finding room to live'in and
fertile fields that would produce food. Able leaders
took advantage of this irresistible impulse of their
people, and have been able to write their names in
imperishable letters upon the tablets of history. Others
of the great men, whose careers were pivotal points in
the world’s progress, were impelled to action largely
by their personal ambitions. In- no instance; of which
we are aware, was religion the compelling force of a
great military and political movement ' before the
founder Islam proclaimed to his few followers in
Medina that it was their duty to- spread the new
faithgby the sword as much as by inculcating the
tegehings of the Koran. Mohammed inaugurated a
Dberiod of strife, the ltke of which the world had never
_ before seen, so far as we have any record, and cer-
_:tainly has never seen since.

; <Ihe death of Mohammed, although'it was followed

*.by dissehsions among his followers, caused no dimin-

Atfoft’ b their ardor and aggressiveness. They. seemed

..€ontrolled by religious fanaticism and a lust of con-

" quedty Hére may he mentioned an interesting matter;

LOFTEHE N6t S0 much the purpose of this series of pa-
e

rs to teach th S of Ristory as to presefit & sort

st picture of it. The followers of Moham-
Joresfor’the most part Arabs. _For centuries
“had Tesisted “all invaders. We haveiseer that

AL’ e 101::5 date an Abyssinian dynasty had estab-
only recently been discovered, so that it niight: be *

1isliéd ‘Hself on the throne of Yemen, and that later
Persig .extended her’ suzerainty over the peninsula;
but ‘Speaking generally Arabia has always been what
it is now, chiefly an unknown land out of which much
has come, but-into which little has gone. The sons of
Ishmael hayve been ever untameable, For the most part
they were content to remain within their own borders,
although, as Wwas" mentioned in the preceding paper of
this series, there are more or less trustworthy records
of the conquests of their early kings., They received
from Mohammed a new impetug, and it must bé noted
that the basal factor in. this force wa§ the worship of
the God;of Abraham. ‘THig'is a fact, whicl is worthy
of more than the passing notice that can be given to
it-here. - We can only sketch: the general outlines of
the picture, which is of the descendants of Hagar, the
bofdswoman, setting out to spread with the sword the
eternalprinciple which their great ancestor Abraham
represented. And not the least strange feature of it
is that the descendants of Sarah were at that time

i;'ca.t_tered to the four winds of heaven with no country

they could call their own. In this connection read the
16th and 17th chapters of Genesis. :
Mohammed was succeeded in his leadership by his
father-in-law Abubekr, who was the first Calif, which
means ‘representative.” The dissensions mentioned
depr!ved-}x_lm of a great deal of the influence which Is-
lam ha.d,ob}a.i_ned, and for a time the prospect of the
new rell‘tp-poutlcal power was very discouraging. But
Abubekr was equal to the emergency. In a short.time
he ,ovepcame all those who Tebelled against his au-
thority; and then began the organization of invasions
of meighboring territory, which- he shrewdly saw’ was
the surest means of attracting the Saracenic tribes to
his ‘standard. In seven years time he and his. suc-
cesgor' Omar had conquered Palestine, Syria, Meso-
potamia and Egypt as well as all Arabia, and become
the .most .powerful potentates between China and the
-Atlantie 'Ocean: Omar died twelve yéars afteriMo-
hammed, and at that time the power of Islam.had
" been extended over the ancient empire of Persia. It
.. May be noted that in this brief period -Mohamme-

danism had supplanted the paganism of Arabia, the
~ Christianity of Egypt and Syria and“the ancient Zo-
roastrian faith of Persia. Hundreds ‘0f -thousands of
those who accepted Islam were the descendants of
people, who' for several centuries had - .professed
Christianity. These became very earnest'Mohamme-
dans, which the Persians never did, for although the
latter accepted the:new faith, they did so.only pas-
"sively. They nevér became zealous in promulgating it.

Space will not permit even an outline 'of ‘the con-
quering march of Islam. It swept wéstivard along the
northern coast of Africa. In less than seventy years
from the death of its founder it had penetrated Spain,
and in the course of the next three hundred.years it
extended its sway down the Western Coast of Africa
and across the centre of that Continent. Indeed:ithere
is hardly a part of Africa into whieh its inflienca did
not extend. Later it penectrated eastern Eiirope by
way of Turkey and at one time thredtened teo.‘domin-
ate the whole region between the Aeglan:Sea and the
Baltic. - It swept into India about the -same %ime as it
penetrated Spain. It spread northward through Asia
until it reached the steppes of Siberia and eastward
through China and into Japan. From India it ex-
tended its sway southeasterly into the Malay Islands
and the Philippines, and tdday it is an aggressive and
growing-power. The few: followers, who shared
Mohammed's #light to Medina, have increased to a
host numbering at:least 176000,000;"

. An this cofinection two nameés may be mentioned
whose ‘parf i the making of history was of the ut-
most important, They were not among those who
contribted to the spread of Tslam, for their part was

<to gheck its conguering advance.. One of them was

Charles Martel, who in A.D. 782, checked the advance
of the Moors .int6 France; and the other was John

: Sobleski of Poland, who in A.D, 1683, drove back the
Turks from the walls of Vienna and freed-Europe
forever from’ the fear of Mohammedan domination.
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Our Unclaimed Responsi-
bilities

? :

(N. de Bertrand Lugrin.}" ‘

THE MORAL RESPONSIBILITIES OF
NOVELISTS

Apart from.its style, apart from its diction, apart
from its abundance or lack of beauty of imagery
and simile, we look. for something else in a novel.
It is not precisely the plot of the story, but rather
the source from which: the main . idea, or the plot,
springs. It is something intangible, indescribable;
yet it is that which efther’makes a book or mars. It
is born in the heart of a writer, and in the case of
“King’s, Treasures,” thosé. books which timé ean
never make us. forget. or'dim ‘the intensity of theis'
interest, it runs like 'a golden thread, scarcely per-
ceptible, yet brightening &ach page and {lluminating
the whole, giving it the quality which Cannot die,
the: influence that can never fail. - It cannot be de-
scribed as the personality of the . writer, Those
stories are best in which  the personality of ‘the
author is not allowed ‘to intrude at all, and men
and women, whose lives were not above reproach,
have given us books, beautiful, powerful and inspir-
ing. " Might it be termed, for want of a better name;
the “conscience” of a story, or rather, the “soul”? A:
book with a “soul” will live, or -else its influence will
live, because the writer, be he sinless or sinning, is
to the extent of his genius, illuminated by the Spirit
of God, and where such a’ Light is his guidé, he
must give of his best, holding back all that is un-
worthy, and the Light will diffuse itself through his
work, instructing, beautifying, inspiring. Without
the Spirit of God to -enlighten him, mno writer is
worthy te work, nor are his books worthy to be
read. :

Among the thousands of novels turned out, and
the expression is used designedly as befitting the
manner and style in’ which modern fiction is writ-
ten, like machine-made articles, without motive or
thought beyond money-getting, and lacking the per-
fection of detail and the accuracy of mechanically
constructed - things-—among the so-called novels
thrust upon a helpless public today, how many of
them are there that will live beyond the present gen-
eration?  How many. are there that will hold any
interest for people ten years from now? How many
of them are there that. we forget as soon as we
finish them? How many- - more of them are there
that we glance through and lay aside with disgust,
or, if we are prompted by ian altruistic motive, con-
sign te the flames, putting them but of the reach of
those who might be contaminated? 45

But the .old books,, the old classics, were written
for a long ago generation; we are told. . Times, cus-
toms and:tastes ‘have .chafiged;- This is to a great
extent true. ‘Our lives @¥é very busy now. It is an
‘age of hurry, and we feel that we must accomplish
many things in the ghort space of our three score
years and ten, or, ag it dgimore truthfully and happily
expressed today, four score years and ifen::iand .it
is Mery commendable that weé desire to do ‘ourduty

hohest ability all’ the' pleils
possible by moderfi thought and invention, which to
a great extent are surely as much God-inspired as
the elements from which they are composed are God-
given. - But'there are meany among ius y&t who do
not love-the: new quite to' the exclusion of the old.
In‘regard-to all modern ‘writing, we can realizé the
brilllancy of articles on.current events, written by
thoughtful men with faecile pens—and  surely' events
were never more stirring or spurring, if one - may
use: such a term, than they are at present! . We are
thrilled_- by the _ loveliness' of whatever is worthy and
good from the hands of our latter-day poets, and
gifted story-tellers. We. appreciate to the utmost
the inventions and conditions that have made it pos-
slblp for the humblest and the poorest among us to
revel in.good literature, whose merit does not suf-
fer because we get it through the medium of our
public libraries, or ' because one ‘only pays a six-
pence for it now, wher_e a generation ago it would
have cost a shilling. But we ean also pick up the
works 'of the old novelists, Scott's Kenilworth, per-
haps, or Ivanhoe, and our hearts will be thrilled still
with the brave romances and the recounting of noble
deeds nobly performed; we can open a book of
Thackeray’s and lose ourselves completeiy as we
live for a time the lves. of. the characters that walk
through the scholarly writer's pages, hating as they
hated, with whole-souled, honést hatred all that is
unworthy, ‘ignoble and cowardly, and loving as they
loved, heartily, unquestioningly, lhstlnctlvely, purity
and courage and all sweet charitableness; or—and
surely we can pity the man or woman, the boy or
girl, who has not done 50—wWe can =~ weep - over
Dickens’ “Little Nell” poor; fond, toolfsh little
“Dora,” and brave, immortal, funny Mr, Pickwictk;
our hearts will be stirred over the tragedy and the
pathos of “The Tale of Two Cities,” and “Oliver
Twist,” and ‘we can laugh till the whole world grows
brighter with Sam Weller and a score of other Pick-
wickian characters.  Dickens’ men and women, be
they grave or gay, charm.us by their honest natural-
ness; and because we still retain this faculty of en-
joyment does not go to prove us stupid or old-fash-
ioned or unappreciative of modern pleasure, rather it
makes us the more keénly -alive to all genuine enjoy-~
ment. - 'What we cannot <take pléasure in; what we
cannot help crying out ‘agdinst, is the class of book,
so-common today, in Which thoughts and emotions,
too preclous and .too sacred for the master-minds
of a century ago to discuss at all, are, by the brazen
writers: of our own times, dissected and laid bare,
robbed entirely of their sanctity, and made the theme
of some ‘wretched plece of ‘fictfon, which an .indis-
criminating ‘public buys to sneer at, to wonder at,
or to be amused thereby, ' :
One of the splendid resuits of modern thought and
wisdom, as<we see it in our- cities ang in ‘our Homes
today, 1s the system of sanitation, ‘whereby our
streets are kept clean, our public buildings and our
dwellings _well-ventilated. and healthful.. We have
learned the value of fresh air and sunlight, which
make for sound limbs healthy ‘blood and 4 ‘consti-
tution that can withstand disease; we build our

schools’ ~with ' the. perfection of healthy - conditions:

constantly in- mind, and*for those who ignore the law
in regard to sanitation, there is swift and well-

ad Y ¥ .-_z a d'-t,"’ % >
byfour wenderful centu¥¥ Enjoving to the best of our!’ “Willlam Hugking was angny, -and. e Certatnly-aps
ures and ptivileges made lhoi

ness, its poverty of imagination, its lack of all ob-
servance of the rules of etiquette, and the weakness
and inconsistency of its characters. It is worse than
waste of time to read it, while its moral tone is neith-
er good nor bad, its tendency is to lower the standard
of human thought and ’ideals, and, by its very lack
of theme or continuity, and its imperfection of con-
struction, to impovérish the intellect of the young
reader. o g
There are three classes which are responsible for
the prevalence of bad literature, the writers, the pub-
lishers, and the public whe read it. Where a writer
of lofty thought, noble ideals and masterful rhetoric
has such competition the inducement to write to
suit the popular taste is not very great. If all novel-
ists, be their talent,great or small, or whether ‘their
aim Dbe -to  arouse or +to instruct, could bear in mind
the' moral responsibility that is their's, and that,
however great or little their talent may be, they should
use it in the wervice of God, we might have fewer
and better books, books that we would not hesitate
1o place in the hands of our children, God has made
us for both laughter and tears, for appreéciation - of
the sublime and for enjoymeunt of all honest. and
pure merriment. Therefore, he who serves any one

“of “these purposes, and writes with this thought in

mind, ‘Wwill reach the best there is in human character,
He will be serving God te the utmost of his ability,
and, whether or not there is énough “soul” in his
book to make it live forever, it must last to the ex-
tent of his endeavor, and he will have, done.a. worthy
work of which he need. not be ashamed.
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THE STORY TELLER
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There is a son of Erin in an Eastern town, who is
quite a character. He has a number of children and
was asked one day how long he had been married.
© “Well,” he said, “there’s Eugene is forty, and
Norah thirty-five, that makes sivinty-five, and Lizzle
is thirty-two, and how many do that make?”

An American on a visit to London took ’bus to the
city every morning, where he had business to do with
an Anglo-American firm. He always sat behind the
driver. On the first journey he noticéd that on arriv-
ing at a certain corner the driver took out his big
watch, dangled it to and fro &4 'few times, and winked
jovially at an individual who stood at the door of a
shop,

“Why do you do that” the American asked.

“Well,” sald the driver, taking his pipe from his
mouth, “that’s a little joke we ‘as between us, bein’ as
we are old friends. You see, his father was ‘anged.”

-

One of the wittiest men that ever sat in the United
States House of Representatives was the Honorable
John Allen, of Mississippi, better known perhaps by
his self-imposed title of “Private” “Allen. Mr. Allen
affects an extravagant falta in the future . of  his
town, Tupelo, and is ever ready to enlighten the
stranger as to its wonderful resources and: advan-
tages, as compared with any fown in-the south.

A New: York politician was one day ‘‘joshing” Mr.

Allen, with reference 'to Tupelo,: when he' chanced to

ask: " ¢ s - :
“Say, Allen, how large is ‘Tupelo, aayway?"

“Tupelo,” replied Private Allen, “ls about the size

of New York City. The only difference is that Tu-

»‘.‘,licﬂmy""-:.,; § TV

pelo is not entirely b}u'i_lt‘ up. B_ut‘thg.g's._g; mere tec;x-

anyg

‘péared 'ty have 'some justification foriwrath. ...

““Liza,” He ‘eéxpostulated, “‘don’t I always. tell you I
won'’t 've the ki@s bringin' in the coals from the.shed
in my best *at? It ain’t rnice, ’Lizal”. ,

His wife replied coldly: “Just Msten to reason; if
you please, Bill. 'You have spoilt the :shape of that
hat with your funny head, and as you're working coal
tall ' day at the wharves, what can a little extra: coal
dust in your hat matter.” p 5

“You don’t see the point, ’Liza,” -said Willlam, with
dignity, -“IL only wear that ’at in the hevenin’s, an’ if
while I'm hout, I takes it horf my head, it-leaves a
black band round my forrid. Wot's the consequence?
Why, I gits accused o’ washin® my face with my ’‘at
on. . And it ain’t nice, 'Liza.” i

‘When Charles Dickens was in Washington e met
one morninig on the steps of the Capitol .a young
congressman from Tennessee whom the great novelist
had offended by his bluntness. That morning Dickens
was in great good humor. : % ;

“I have,” said. he, “fopnd an almost exaet counters
part of Little Nell.” ‘e § &

“Littlé Nell who?” queried the Tennesseean.

Dickens looked him oyver from head to foot and
trom foot to head before he answered: “My Little
NelL vii . 3 ’

“Oh,” sald the Tenmesseean, “I didn't know you had
your daughter with you.” SRR s

“I am speaking of ‘the Little Nell of my story, ‘The
Old Curiosity Shop,” sir,” retorted Dickens, flushing.

“Oh!” said the imperturbable Tennesseean, “you
write novels, do you? ‘Don’t you considér that a rath-
er trifling occupation for a grown-up man?”

Although woman has not yet won her fight for
equal suffrage, her influence in politics of a_club ex-
clusively for men has lately been demohsirated. A
contqit for the office of president in a New York club
was decided by & letter written by .a woman. There
were two candidates for the place; one a clerk in a

* New York financial institution, whose young wife had

been a working girl, the other a wealthy manufactur-
-er; with a reputation among his neighbors for “close-
ness.” y T

The day before the eléction each member of the
little club received a typewritten letter, signed by a

woman whom all- Knew, which began -with . these ...

words: X 3
“If what I write you is not true, it is libelL” - .
Then she said the club should: not: honor & its

“meanest man,” and related some amusing incidents -
" to demonstrate that she was not miiStaken in her es:

timate of the ‘man.

< In closing she wrote:  “What do ‘you think of a':

mnan who has his barn painted and saysito his 'wifte:

‘That’s your birthday present.”  If you:can afford to
. elect that kind of a man for your président, go ahead!”"

The alleged “méanest man” was defeated.

o 0 2

A’ well-known yapht owner’ said one’night recently"
“goup:
“This soup réminds me of soffithing’ ‘that hap- -

‘as he ate some very rich and fragrant tuetle

pened to my old friend Capt. Jerémiah Gotschalk of
the brig Scud. - - A o sty
“Capt, Gotschalk and his first mate were doing
London. On a fine summer morhing they walked in
the Row and saw the fashionable horsebacking; they

.strolled in Plccadilly, 'where all the gréat clubs are;

they looked over the guns and the men’s things in
Bond _street; and lastly, they got hungry. ' 4
“For lunch they entered a smart-logking reStaur-

‘ant. ‘A maid in'a white cap took their order. The

things 'in ‘the little restaurant were rather cheaper
than they had expected. Still, that was all the better,

merited punishment. But what is of more conse- - PFOYiding the quality was good. :

quence than a-system fbpt establishes sanitation for
the body, is a system that will make it impossible for
the. minds of the youth'to be degraded and corrupted
—a hedlthy body cannot keep its purity if the mind
be vicious and perverted. And yet, the litérature of
today, a very large percentage of it, is having an un-
limited influence for evil In poigoning the morals of
the growing generation. Is it possible that some of
our modérn “novelists” write their books as a vent
to their own impure thoughts? It would seem so,
and if this is the case, surely a stop should be put
to such things, even more swiftly than In'a lesser
urgeney, where one offends by not following the dic-
tates of law in regard to hygiene. . Still a larger class
of fiction has a pernicious gffect by its very: inane-

R ST =
1

‘“In a few minutes the maid put two plates of ‘thin,
transparent fluid with’ a somewhat salty taste before
Captain’ Gotschalk and his mate. X

“The mate tasted it and coughed.

“‘Put a name to this, Cap'n, will ye? said he.

“Capt. Gotschalk tried a spoonful, and then beck-
oned the waitress to him. -

“"What might ye call this hers, my 14857 says he,

lifting up a apoontql and letting it fall back into the

plate, i :
“‘Soup, sir,/ says the waitréss,
“‘Soop;’ cried Capt, Gotschalk.
“‘Xes, ignorance,’ the waitress answered flushing
up

““The captain turned to the mate. e A
“‘Soop!’ he said; ‘Soop! - By tar, Bill, Just think o’
that. Here’s you and me been mailin’ on soop all our

lives, 'and, never knowed it il now'*

i
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( WITH THE POETS

The College of- the City.
For a legion camps there, eager-eyed,
Flushed with the spirit’s fires;
They, whom the elder lands would not—
Younger sons of the sires!

Shoulder to shoulder—stubborn breed!
There stirs in the atrophied vein,

The quickened pulse of a soul reborn—
The prophets’ dormant strain.

Brother and Brother—parched of. their thirst!
They drink at the fountain head;
They taste 6f the manna long denied;
They eat of the fruit and are fed.

Again! Yet again—the waters of life!
You shall hear from them, country mine!
Hewers and builders, captains of men,
Thinkers, poets divine—

. These, wheom the elder lands would not!
Patience, fools! Ye shall see.
For a nation reapeth as it hath sown,
And the reaping is .yet to be!

—Debbie H. Silver, in Atlsntic Monthiy.

A Pilgrim Song
Ah, little Inn of Sorrow,
What of thy bitter bread?
What of thy ghostly chambers,
80 I be sheltered?
'Tis but for a night, the firelight .
That gasps on thy cold hearthstone;
Tomorrow my load and the open. road
And the far light leading on!

Ah, little Inn of Fortune,

‘What of thy blazing cheer,

Where glad through the pensive evening
Thy bright doors beckon clear?

Sweet sleep on thy balsam-pillows,
Sweet wine that will thirst assuage—
But send me forth o’er the morning earth
Strong for my pilgrimage!

Ah, distant End of the Journey,
‘What if thou fly my feet?

What if thou fade before me

In splendor wan and sweet?

Still the mystical city lureth—

The quest is the good knight's part;
And the pilgrim wends through the end of the ‘ends
Toward a shrine and a Grail in his heart.

—Charlotte Wilson in Scribner’s Magazine.

Stfango
Oh! hovsi strange that the bright sea, all tranquil and
calm, &
SHould bear on its breast in the bright, sunny morn
The ship that e’er night will be tossed by the waves,
The' play of the tempest, the sport of the storm.

Oh! how strange that the wind should be gentle and
sweet,

And whisper at eve, o'er the lake ahd the sea,

To uprise in its anger and rage in its wrath, :

To sweep in its madness o'er mountain and lea.

Oh! strange that proud mortal, in his manhood and

pride; ERS .
At noon should walk forth i full vigor anii glde,
At gve should lie ﬁne in the Gust of the earth,
Il Jitelegs and dead, liks. sear feat of g tree, =

But oh! why should we murmur at things like these?
We know. they're but part of His merciful plan,

For we can't drift out of His Fatherly care,

In death or in life, though it be but a span.

The troubles and sorrows of earth are below,
The pure joys of Heaven await us above, :
Unsullied by sin, ‘and untainted by grief, !
We'll bask in His glory, and live.in His love.

~R. Stark, Toronto.

For the Last Time
A last time always, a very last, el
; In every: clime! \ ! HERG,
But oh, the pain! when love's porch we've passed .
j For the last time. £ :
With eyes soul-filled the widée sky we view
. At morning’s prime. :
Nor know, it may be, we've seen heaven's blue, ¢
- 3 For the last time. i : ’
Up some road we stray, or, listening, roam
‘Where sweet bells- chime: ;
Nor know, it may be, we've seen our home
For the last time. : .
With some true mind-mate, blithe and bland,
. f ‘We rhyme and rhyme. ;
Part then, nor know, we've clasped his hand
For the last time. ki, gl
‘Where wild blooms-sweeten their morning bath, !
- Upward we climb,
Nor know we ascend the mountain path B
For the last time. L 5
With some grand woman, a soul of grace, o

!

e

And robed sublime,
We speak, nor know we have seen her face
For the last time.
And those there are, who, blessed fromy above
Sips sweets at prime: : -
Nor know they’'ve kissed the lips they love
. For the last time.
A last time always, a very last.
In every clime! ¥
For the last time.
But oh, t4e pain! when love’s porech we've passed,

—Moses Teggart, in Springfield - Republican.
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. ... The Praying of a Child R
Pray, little child, for me tonight,
That from thy lips, like.petals mlto,

- Thy words may fall and at His

Bloom for His path like fragrance sweet!
Pray, little cmuf“ that I may be

Childlike in innocence like thee,

And simple In my faith and trust

* Through all the. battle's heat and dust!

Pray, little child, in thy white gown,
Beside ‘thy wee bed kneeling down;
Pray, pray for me, for I do know

Thy white words on soft wings will go
Unto His heart, and on His breast
Light as blown doves that seek for rest -
Up the pale twilight path that gleams
Under the spell of starry dreams!

Pray] little child, for ‘me, and say:

“Please, Father, keep him firm today

Agalngt the shadow and the care,
For Christ's: sake!” Ask it in thy prayer, R
For well 1 know that thy pure werd

‘Gainst Touder tongues will' have besh heard,
When the great moment comes that He

Shall listen through His love for me!

O, little child, if I could fee)

One atom of thy faith so real,

Then might I bow and be as one

In whose heart many currents run
Of joyful confidénce and cheér,
Making each sarthly \moment dear
With sunshine and the sound of hells
On the green hills and in the dells!

Pray, little child, for me tonight,

That from thy lips in sunward flight

- One word may fall with all its sweet ( 53
Upon the velvet at His feet, y g
That He may lift it to His ear,
Its: tendeér plea of love to hear, = i
‘And lay it, granted, on the pile

Signed ,with the signet of His smile!
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