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Salvationist pledges himself te that witb as mucli of exem-
plary intention as is secured by rnost creeds; but adds,
'what few others can beast, the subservience of bis love,
self-sacrifice, and ebedience te the specific self-assigned
work te which lie lias gîven bis life, and tbe vews lie assumes
towards bis wife cerne second te tlie vows lie lias assurned
towards bis Army. But wlio shahl tell the other witchery
of aHallelujaliWedding! The dress of Union Jack! The
sasli of Ried, White, and Bine ! The medest eutward mien
censumed by the bold and daring spirit within ! The con-
temptueus scomu for treasures of eartli, and the dare-
deatb, risk-ail fire beneath a more than Puritan simplicity
of contentment! Tbe condensed essence of peaceful liappi-
ness in the wavc of the Salvatiouist's bandkerchief ! The
joy.ceaxing clap of the liands ! The sympathy-compelling
thunder of song!1 Tbe perfect electricity of unity of pur-
pose and desire in prayer ! The reverend bombast ef
trumpet and tambourine!1 The shouts at the very gates
of Heaven !

Wbat is the secret of this movement, this Army, this
wave of sentiment whicb is geing tbe circuit of tbe world ?
Does it lie as mucli in tbe cieanliness which leads te god-
liness, as in the godliness wbicb is conducive te cleanli-
ness 1 In being "lail things te ail men " or in being one
and the same thing always and te ail men 1 There you
sec tbcm, the Toms, Dicks, and ilarrys of tbe docks and
Recorder's Courts, wbom ne man would toucli witb
ungloved finger-tips, wasbed, kempt, l"clotbed and in
their riglit mnd ; " sbrewd and well.dressed mechanics,
quiet and pensive clcrks ; matrons sud grand-matrons ;
maidens and chldren; rank and file and file and rank
teliing their tale of life, in frankness, simplicity, straiglit-
forwardness, and pride; glorying in the peace and joy and
hope they bave found in the new path, compared te the
sin and rnisery aud despair of the old. A coarse repartee
from the gallery calîs forth a IlHallelujali Amen ! " The
slamming and hanging of doors, the kicking and tramping
of feet, are but the rytbmic beat te a louder and higlier
minstrelsy. Nothing, evidently, is excluded but tobacco
smnoke and perambulators, and nothing prehibited but
lukewarmness and despondency. The very figlit whicli
blocks the stairway is consecrated into a fiank mevement.
Wlien our churclies and pulpits, our cushioned and car-
petted lxrorpu-mnled adsealskin-coated
aristecracy ef indifference about the cvii and tlie good,
wlie have trod upon the line which marks the churcli frorn
the world s0 long and se closely that tliey bave succeeded
in treading it eut altogether, shahl le able te hoast of a
many-handcd figlit in their oak-doored vestibules, there
may arise a ray of hope that tbe unsettling question of
"lTbe Great Missionary Failure " shall couvert itself jute
a question of every man bis own rnissiouary.

The Army bas been in existence now for twenty-tliree
years, and althougli the London Press propbesied for it
a dwindling life of twelve montlis, its approaching silver-
wedding may find it carrying ou its aggressive war
against evil in about forty -different languages, witli
fortresses in every corner of the globe. The if e of tbe
Salvatiouist is net Dassed in a bcd of roses. Iu addition
te regular nightly services, and tliree ou Sandays, lie mnust
flnd homes and situations for lis " awakcned " recruits,
and seli, for tîrce heurs every day in ail weatliers, the
War Cry, whicb lias reacbcd a weekly circulation of one
million. We have sîl heard of "lThe Welsh Musical
Minstrel," "The Piano-Man's Tour," and " The Cornet-
Man's Trip ;"but these missionary musicians bide their
diminished beads iu presence of "lThe Baud of the lieuse-
ld Troops," wlio performed here receutly upon twenty-

seven instruments on lidhaîf of the poor, sick, and wounded
officers of the Canadian contingent, and wlio advertised
themnselves as 61men wlio rnarch, play, and speak for God ;
a treat of treats; and a good chance te get your seul
saved."

The Army is making a new departure in England. The
aiîm of General Bootli's mighty organization is well knewu
te have been originaliy wbat is suggested by the unique
naine lielbas giveu te bis foliowers. Like every other
great mevement whici lias touched the bearts and infiu-
enced the lives of men, the Army lias appealcd te the senti-
ments and passions of seciety iu its normal condition, in its
monotone of routine, its succession of temptations, its con-
stant pressure of thorns and thisties whidli make UP the
]ives of nine-tenths of the buman race. Aithougli the
direct objcct witli which, it set eut lias neyer been allowed
te become subordinate, the mode of attack bas varied with
the ever-changing circumstances and obstacles it bad te
ceutend with. Iu recognizing sin aud suffering as cause

*and effect, as seed and fruit, the Army lias souglit te lessen
the sin, and tliereliy reduce the suffering by removing the
temptation, liy steppiug betweu the tempted and the
tempter in wliatever guise or disgaise it sliould present it-

self. Iu our cushioned pows aud scented churches we
hear of littie else than dressed-up images of sin and suifer-
ing,-puppets we produce ou a Sunday morning and pass
round witli hospital collections, and whicli we lianisli from
our minds for tlie rcstof the week witli a complaisant idea
that we are net as other men are.

Iu our weli fi lied wardrobes and lardera bow can we
know what is revealed te us wlieu General Booth tells us
bis first step towards saviug a seul is te supply a dlean and
warm room te the hemeless for eue penny a niglit, and a
supper to the supperless for-oue farthing? I1ehlas these
homes of shelter in London te chieck the degradiug influ-
ence of cliarity lodging -louses, aud te inspire self-respect-
self-respect on a farthing supper. Eie pleads that by this
meaus lio saves a tbousaud seuls (net bodies) each year.
Duriug hast year lie supplied 23,500 lieds, and 470,000
meals in the West India Dook Shelter. Homes. But every

niglitlie bas been compelled to turn away liundreds for
want of a corner to store tbem in, back into the rain, the
cold, the dark, tbe sin. Hie wants te put up the plainest
of plain buildings in anotber part of London, and in other
cities, and assures bimself that lie will make tliem almosti
self-supporting. In ten of these shelters lie expects to
supply a million of lieds, and ten million meals.

In tbe presenit condition of our economic laws the idea 4
not only commends itself te every lieart net petrified in
adamantine selfishness, but assumes the air of an act of 1
justice as well as of necessity, and there is no doulit that
by appealing to the public the General will get wbat lie
desires. In a land wbere it is possible to conceive a state
of degradation and want, of shame and misery, of hideous i
struggle, not for existence bat against deatb and extinc-i
tion, that a man congratulates bimself on bis self-respect1
on partaking of a farthing supper and the luxury of dry
straw at a penny a niglit, we may hope that, after pro-
viding town and country residences, equipages, liviýries,4
pictures, plate, china, and the other bare necessities of
their existence, the upper ten shah bhave a crust or two
frorn their tables te throw to tbe dogs.

Bat the General is setting about it in a rnest ruinous
fashion. Hie bas memerializPd the Home-Secretary for
Government aid, asking £15,000 for bis buildings. It
may be tbe quickest and pcrhaps the surest rnethod, but
one wbicb would be certain te fetter and destroy bis future
success. Every charitable association and benevolent in-
stitution in the United Kingdom would immediately parade
its dlaims upon the State, and in the struggle for the dis-
establishmnent of National Churcbisms, we sliould inaugur-
ate a new era of wholesale re- establishment.

State-aided and State-supperted scliemes slirivel np
into dry bones, and carry in tbcrnselves the seed of their
ewn destruction. VILLE MARIE.

PHYLLIS.

(BALLADE).

WHEN Spring's flrst wbispers, faint ani shy,
Prelude te Nature's music new,

In airy murmurs, far and nigb,
Thrill sweetly all thec landscape througb.
And when ber quiet forces liew

Tbrougli Winter's chaixis, and eartb is free,
Eacb foaming fresbet tells me true

Phyllis will not corne back te me !

Wben Summer breezes faintly sigli,
And skies are ail unclouded blue,

Wlien rides the suni triumphant, higli,
And sends bis bcams that ficrcely wo
Eacb trembling, clinging gem of dew

On grassy siope or daisied lea,
Eacli fragrant flower whispers tee

Phylli8 will net corne back to me !

In Autumn days, wlien slumb'ring lie
Fair fields that slowiy golden grew,

And Nature, with ber richeat dye,
Has stained the leaves that softly strew
The woodland ways, a brilliaut crew

In gold and red, tbey dance in glee,
Their words 1 hear are sad and few

Phylli8 will net corne back te me!

L'ENVOI.

Winter, tliy white and fresty view
Is reaching ont te meet the se-

Its far-off voice resounds~A dieu !
Phyllis will flot corne bac/c te me!

Montreal. HELEN FAIRBAIRN.

PARIS LETTER.

CINCE I last wrote te you a sad loss bas eccurred in the
K-Parisian word of letters by the deatb at Cannes ef

Emile Guiard, in bis thirty-flfth year. This favourite
nephew of Emile Augier had written more than one drama
wbicli had been prodaced with success, Mon Fils being the
eue which Most readily recurs te the memory of the play-
geer ; but lie was really best knowu as the author of a
dramatic mnonologue, which is a real che-d'Suvre in its way.
Wberever French people congregate in drawing-rooms La
'louche is recited by somebody te au admiring audience.
It is perfect in form and in expression, it is very witty
and yet fit for the ears of la jeune fille, and it bids fair te
take a permanent place in Frenchi literature, just as seme
eue ode or essay by a prolific writer is found te be gifted
with immortality, being conceived in a bappy moment and

istruck off at a white lieat, and polished with delicate care.
Net tbat Oniard bad writteu very much ; lie was yet
young in the path of letters, heing only three-and-thirty
wlieu a fail from a higli carniage caused violent bleeding
from tlie lungs and set up the symptema whicli led te bis
deatli two years later. H1e was a singularly bandsome
man, and a large portrait in the possession of bis mother

Lreminds one of a gentleman in the heusehold of eue of the
1Valois Kings of France. There are faces whicli seem te

descend f rom an historic ancestry. 1 bave seeu liere oe
man wlio was tlie living image of Francis the First, with
bis long straiglit nose and unforgettable profile. Hie seems
te have walked straiglit off an euamelled plate of the
Mnuseum of the Hotel Cluîny, and wanted nothiug but tbe

r lew-necked veet and fiat cap to tempt eue te ask respect-

fully when last beoliad heard frorn King Harry. Poor
Emile Guiard, seen amoag the palms and roses of Cannes,
with bis keen, delicate face înight have escaped from tbe
massacre of St. Bartholomew, so entirely did features and
expression recali the days when Hfenri Quatre and Sully
were youtbs in the walled and gable-ended Paris of
Catherine de Medici. The coffin whicb enclosed so mucli
of talent and bopeful promise was brouglit back to Paris,
and at the funeral ceremony in the Cburch of St. Rochi
last week assembled nearly everybody of literary note in
the capital. M. Emile Augier bas ne son, and bis nephew
wasi to bim as bis ewn child.

Augier is now tbe last of the great writers wbo, spring-
ing up under the Restoration or the Monarchy of July,
illustrated the Second Empire by their genius. Younger
by twenty years than Victor Hugo and George Sand and
the eider and greater Dumas, hoe is fot yet quite seventy,
and as lie walks by the river brink where lie bas built bis
cbarming villa, at Croissy, he and the white-haired lady
witli the lovely smile who is neyer absent froum bis side
form a tableau of a French T)arby and Joan which can
neyer be forgotten by those who bave seen it. When a
Frencbman is tender and respectful to tbe partner of bis
life, be throws into bis manner a poetic gallantry by wbicb
husbands of other countries would do well bo take example.
Augier lias firmly retired from the field of letters, and
writes no more, and bis dramas, perpetually acted at the
Theatre Français, have earned for bim tbe titie of IlThe
modern Molière." M .Paul Dérouléde, the well-known
poet and patriot, is another of bis nephews, but ho wlio
lias passed away was the old man's dear adopted son.

Wbile 1 arn speaking of literature, 1 would remark
tliat Victorien Sardou's new piece, Marquise, sumptuously
put on the stage of tbe Vaudeville Theatre, pro vokes the
most adverse comments in tlie newspapers. Tbe Fi garo
says the best it can, but remarks that a few drops of
Ilaudacity " go a long waj in flavouring dialogue, while
M. Hector Pessard, in the Gaulois, says that thougli ho bas
been a dramatic critic of tbe freest kind for years, lie is
quite Ildisconcerted " at M. Sardou's astounding draina.
As I have neither seen nor read it I only mention it as the
moat recent example of tbe deplorable _peute down
wbicli literature is slipping in this country, and against
wbicli every one wlie lolds a self-respecting peu ouglit to
make their word of proteat.

Since bis triumph in the Paris election General Bou-
langer lias kept quiet, and theugli there is a vacancy in
one of the central departments it is supposed that lie will
not again tempt fortune, but remain f aitbf ai te the metro-
polis. A rumeur baving spread that he was about to visit
Nice, a great crowd assembled for two days at the station
at tbe liour wlieutlie rapide reaches that town. But tbe
General was comfortably at home in the Rue Dumont-
d'UJrville. Iu the kioska on the Boulevard may lie seen
the London Punch witb a rernarkably good caricature of
Boulanger "lin tbe cliaracter " of Napoleon Bonaparte.
Underueatli the prancing charger is seen the Tour Eiffel!
It is a better bit than usual.

Clienonceaux lias been adjudged te tbe Oredit Foncier
for four bundred tliousaud francs (sixteen tbousand pounds
sterling), double that sumliaving been previously lent on
the property to Madame Pelouse. She bouglit the fanious
old royal residence in 1864 for tliree millions of francs.
This is an example of the general depreciation of proper-
ties whicli are de luxe since tlie fali of the Empire. It is
difficuit te say wbere we shaîl stop, tbe general confusion
being great, and tlie Gevernment witli but sligbt bold on
the country. Meantime the Conservative element is
looking up ; last Tliursday was lield a grande chasse at
Vierzon, in lionour of the Prince de Joinville and bis
nepliew, the Duc de Chartres, and during the great
banquet furent sonnées les fanlfares royales. Tbe Vicom-
tesse de Tridern (one of the enormously wealthy Says), a
famous lady in the aunais of fashion and sîster te the
Princesse de Broglie, was on one side of the royal bosts,
and Mrs. Jay, wife of tbe American minister, on the
other. Tbis looka odd under our republican institutions.

Meanwbile, the long-delayed snow lias corne at last,
and the streets have been almost impassable from tbe bad
management of the autborities. But on the 9th inst. tbe
Presideut gave a soirée dansante at the Elysée, and tbe
Comtesse Fernand de la Ferronnays <whese busband died
while driving by the side of tbe Comte de Cbambord) lias
begun lier receptions in the fine hotel she inhabits in the
Cours la Reine, frequented by ail the chef members of
tbe Conservative party. M. de Freycinet, Minister ot
War, is coming down beavy on breaclies of discipline, aud
even cutting off tbe liolidays of tbe Ecole Polytechnique.
Every little sigu of tlie times indicates great uneasiness on
the part of the moderate Republicans, wbo bave beld the
reins of power for fifteen years. Tbey are betweeu the
twe extreme parties, Socialist and Royalist, and 1 arn
convinced that tbeir real following in France is daily
diminisbing. Tbey are net clever men ; a glance at their
photograpbs in the sbop windows suffices to show their
intellectual mediocrity, and thougli I believe thema to be
in tliemain honeet, tbey always act with a total disregard
of every motive but moderate reason. Patriotîsm,
ambition and religion do not enter into their calculations
as affecting the mass ofmrankind. Tbey bully the priests,
and exile the princes, and sneer at the socialists. They
try for'the middle patb, whicb pleases nobody. They are
the Girondists of the modern day, and thougli their beadu
will not faîl beneatli the axe it is bard to see liow they
will avoid being jostled off their seats in tbe rush of con-
tending influences, any oeeof whicli is more deeply
rooted in human nature than the theories by whicli tley
rose to power. M. A. B.


