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it. Had he been wrong and they right,
the case would not have been different.
H-ad he been convinced against his
wili, on the rack of reason, by incon-
trovertible argument, the case would
stili have bten the saine.

'Nevertheless, 1 vtould fight," says
the young man, after Iistening to the
arguments for peace giveri before the
Young Friends' Conference last month,
by Jesse H. Hoinies, who, as one said,
%val so convircing that "even those who
do not agree with him admit that he is
right'>

Mhe testimionies for peace and
against capital punishmnent are consis-
teutly boriue only by those who accept
as fundanientally true the teaching of
Jesus that ive ,1ould love our friends
.- and ozir enemies, loo. Reason may
be and is invoked by both parties in

-the discussion for, a<; Benjamin Frank-
lin once asked, -What ts the use of
being a reasonirig creature if you can
noi invent a reason for what you are
bound to do ?" But the argument of
expediency has no weight with one
ulho stands upon the ground of the
sufficiency of love, and the argument
of pure morality seemis unreasonable
to one wvho stands uport any other.
Our opinions on these subjects are
iatters of the heart and flot of the head.

ENGLAND AND AMERICA.

The following poemn is (rom the pen
of Alfred Austin, British poet laureate:
Whîat is the voice I hear

On the îvind of the wvestern sea ?
Sentinel, listen. from out Cape Cîcar,

AncI sa> îvhat the voice mnay be.
'Tis a proud, free pecople calling [oud to a

people proud and free.

And it says to theni, "lKiismex, hiall!
*We bevercd have been too long,
Now let us have done wvitlî a worn-out. tale,

The tale of an ancient wrong,
.And our friendship, last long as love doth
* ast, and be stronger thait dcath is

stroiig."

Atiswer thei, -;on% of the selfsanie race,
And blood of the selfsaine clan,

Let us speak wvîth eachl other, face to face,

And answer as ian to inia-n,
And loyally love and trust eachi other as

none but free nien cati.

Now tling thenm out to the breeze,
Shanîrock, thistie anid rose,

And the Star-spaigled Bannier unfuri %vith
ithese,

A message to friendli and foes,
WXherever the sals of peace are ý;een and

wherever the %var wind blows.

A message to bond and thrall tI. wvake,
For wvherever- we corne, we twain,

The tlwone ofthei tyrant shalh rock and
quake,

And his mienace be, %oid and vain,
For you are lord-s of a sirong young land,

andl ive are lords of the main.

N'es, this is lthe voice on the' bluiff Marchi
gale:
"eseveredi have been too long;

S ut ttov wvu have done wvith a \vortn-otut tale,
The tale of an anicient wvrong,

AXnd our friendshil) last long a,; love doth
hasýt, anîd he stronger thant death is

AFTER I3LENHIEIM.

It ivas a suinier evening,
Old l jaswork1 va.s (flne,

AXnd he betore lus cottage door
M'as sitting in the suni

And by lii sported on Gie green
Fils little grandlchild Wilhielinieini.

She saw lier brother Peterkin
Roll soumething large and round

wirlch lie beside the rivulet
In playing there had found

He camne to askc wvhat hli ai found
That xvas so large and smnoothi and rouind.

Old Kasipar took it froîîî the boy,
Who stood expectant by ;

And then tlîe old nmaii shook luis head,
And Nvith a natural sigh,

"I'Tis sonie poor fellow's sul'said lie,
XX'ho ti iii the grreat, victory.-

'flnd theni in the garden,
For thierC'; inan) here about

And ofteiî when I gro to plough,
The ploughliare turns themn ont.

For niauîy thousauîd iuen,- said lie,
"Were slihu lu that great .victory."

Now tell us what 't-was ail about,"
Y'oung L'eterkin, lie cries;

And ittie Wilhehiueiîî looks up
Wilh %vonder wvaiting eyes;
Now tell u,; aIl about the war,

And what they fought eacli other for."


