But to abandon generalities and to come
down a little more closely to the personal
aspect of the case, I often ask myself, was
ever a more beautiful, more fascinating,
more pathetic, more wonderful and, at the
same time, more generally accepted story
than that of Him whom our mothers were
accustomed to describe to us as being the
Son of God who came down from heaven
to live on earth a suffering life and die a

shameful death in order to save sinners.

The story was to us in those days a

wonderful one, but our mothers vouched
for it, and therefore with us it was gospel.
And did its acceptance ever do any of us
any harm, or make of us men and women
in any respect less worthy of our
humanity? I think not. On the contrary,
the life story of this Jesus of Nazareth has
been one by which the world has been
much advantaged, and even were its
recital only a fiction, was the most power-
ful and thrilling story ever written, for its
leading character spoke and acted as did
none other man, his character being an

example in whose steps one could not do
" wrong to follow.

During the week, as pecaliarly appro-
priate to the anniversary which is being
celebrated, ‘‘ the story of the Cross ” has
been recited in many of the churches, to
put one in mind of the sad, sad story of
Him, who were He a malefactor, did not
comport Himself as such before his judges
and tormentors ; who died a shameful and
an agonizing death without so much as a
murmur, His last words being in remem-
brance of His mother and of forgiveness
for those who had caused Him to be put to
death. And the story, which we read in

__secripture history, is corroborated by pro-
. fane writers of the period, thus demon.
strating that it is po cunningly devised
- fablerhence were this all it is not for the
. mon-believer and sceptic to attempt to
berate and ridicule those who are so
deeply impressed with these verities.

Wonderful as is the story thus far, its
interest is intensified when we remember
that the death of the leading character in
it is signalized by a phenomenal outbreak
of the forces of nature, which, no longer
controllable, produce darkness and an
earthquake which causes the graves to
be opened and the sleep of the dead to be

. 8o disturbed that they rose and went about
. .~ Jerusalem. Was there ever another death
- like this recorded? Well might the pagan
Roman official declare that * truly this

- was the Son of God.” But, further, on the
‘third day, still celebrated as Easter-Sun-
day, the grave of this * imposter,” this

F *“false teacher” was discovered to have
 ~been opened and he was afterwards seen
alive, and later went up in the presence of
witnesses back to the same heaven from

- which He had come. Was there ever a
story like this? Was there ever anything
naturally improbable that is so generally
believed, for it is not to the record of
Jesus that so much objection is taken by

unbelievers as to some of the contents of
the older scriptures.
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whose deity and humsnity combined have
formed a theme upon which the greatest
minds have pondered and written, of
which the grandest orators have spoken
and to which the sublimest of poetry and
the most noble of music has, during the
ages, been attuned.

Pat, the world over, has been dubbed an
originally comical genius and no fool, the
absurdly droll stories that are told about
him, to the contrary notwithstanding, so
that the people who constituted the vast
audience in the Victoria last Saturday
evening, on the occasion of the Somns of
Erin concert, knew beforehand that they
would get full value for their money when
they purchased their tickets., From a
mlusical point of view there was no fault
to find with the bill of fare provided; it
may be said that the province had been ex-
plored for its best voices and they had

forming a vhoroughly happy family.

To the strains of the orchestra, at the
opening, one’s recollections travelled back
to familiar spots in the Emerald Isle,
which once seen are never forgotten, and
here was perhaps the only hitch in the
evening, for the public in its insane haste

to get ont at what they thought the end of
the programme, not only was rude to Mr.

of the past. Every one of us is coscerned | «
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forth practical relief. The
without his priest would
bad state, for the priest is his father, his
friend, his lawyer, his protector, every-

utterly ran away from the last selection of
the orchestra. This sin is so old and com-
mon with all audiences that it is scarcely
noticéd, but it is neveirtheless to be de-
plored. Mr. Clement Rowlands, with his
splendid baritone, would make a capital
Irishman, so fully enunciated, clear and

Ireland.
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toria at one time. Then, too, the spirit | There are hundreds of such characters as
which characterised the performers ex-|Father O'Flynn in Ireland, ruling his
tended itself to the audience; all were | flock with varied power, coaxing the weak,
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thiog in fact. I must be excused for this
little digression, but it is a phase of Irish
life thatis only too. often lost sight of
when {ll informed writers spesk of the
power of the priest over the people in
Brown's second s0Dg,
“Eilleen Allanna” was a gem, and was

ever, he was something of his own self,
of its accustomed richness and musical

city and made s good i
rendition of “Kathleen ;

Richardson, one of the
' ductive of the fun

resonant are his tones, He was just re-
covering from an attack of bronchitis, and
was not acting in his own interests in
singing then, but having promised, he per-
formed. What he did do under the cir-
cumstances was romarkable, as was
evidenced by the thunderous demand for
an encore, In hissecond selection, how-

the well known voice coming out in most

‘stated, and there is

This was Mr. Philo’s case exactly.
ever, his rendition of ** the Star of Bethle-
hem ” was better than his first

and won for him hearty spplause

rendered in that singer’s finished style,
showing his well known versatility and
ability to pass from the grave to the gy,
givingequally complete treatment to both.
As to Mr, Philo, you can say what you
like ; he has a good voice, bat he labored

under the disadvantage of not kz::lvln:{ his
song thoroughly. It is sheer folly for &
singer to come before an audience with &
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