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and every workman an artist. Ma-

chine work should be superseded, as

far as advisable for the individual,
by hand-work. Men’s hands should
ever be guided by their brains, and
every article for clothing or house-
hold furnishing should be an expres-
sion of the personality of the man
who made it. ‘‘ Piece-work ’’ he did
not favor. - It was, he thought, with
Ruskin, a workman’s right to sze an

article grow into. completion under his.

own hands, and it should be his joy to
recognize it, in somc¢ way, as an ex-
presgjon of himself. Above all
things, the workman should be hon-
est. Veneered furniture, cheap, ma-
chine-made designs plastered in un-
adulterated ugliness upon plain sur-
faces, which might otherwise have
possessed at least the virtue of dig-
nity, were an especial abhorrence to
Morris ; but he hated these things,
perhaps, more for their effect upon
the men who made them than upon
those who bhought and used them.
Aniline dyes, too, he would not
tolerate in his mills. They were to
him ‘‘ dishonest,”” and ruinous to
art, so he used, instead, soft vege-
table colorings which could not look
ugly, even when faded. Honesty,
simplicity, repose, were the creeds
that he preached, both by word and
by example, in the things that left
his workshops; yet he was by no means
the exponent of such an absolute
severity as has been popularly as-
scribed to him ; indeed, some of his
designs for wall-papers, etc., have
been criticised for excessive intricacy,
although for no lack of beauty.
Hearty manual labor, thus invested
with individual interest, was to Mor-
ris, in short, the most interesting
and most pleasant thing in the world.
No such labor could be to him dull.
He felt this and acted it, and to this
attitude, no doubt, mayv be attributed
much of the success of his manufac-
tories. Merely to be with him was
an inspiration which brought out the
best efforts of his employees. He be-
lieved, too, in giving workmen
beautiful buildings to work in, pleas-
ant homes, and working hours short
enough to leave time and inclination
for recreation and mental improve-
ment, and proved that his belief was
no mere sentiment by removing his
mills, just as soon as the business
came into his own hands, to a pleas-
ant situation on the banks of the
Wandle, where there was ‘‘ water fit
to dye with,”” a walled garden with
flowers, and cottages where his em-
ployees might breathe good fresh air.

Toward the end of his life, Morris

became involved somewhat in a So-
cialist movement that brought him
little happiness. The non-produc-

tiveness of the upper classes he could
not understand; as little could he
understand the readiness with which
so many of the laboring classes toil
at work which is merely tolerated
that a succeeding leisure may be en-
joyed. The Socialist platform, al-
ways so reasonable in theory, so
difficult to work out in practice, ap-
pealed to him. He felt that, under
different social conditions, mankind,
as a whole, should be happier, and
that an age might come in which art
might continually be associated with

handicraft. Throwing himself with
all the fervor of his nature into the
movement, he lectured, and wrote
pamphlets, and on ‘‘ Bloody Sun-
day '’ was the leader of one of the

contingents to Trafalgar Square. But
he found himself preaching, as a rule,
to those who could not understand
his ideals—neither those above him in
the social scale, nor yet those below
—and so he was glad enough to go
back once more to his quaintly-
beautiful home at XKelmscott, to his
mills and his writings, his poems and
his translations from the Icelandic
Sagas. During his later years he be
came much interested in beauty of
type, and invented and used in his
publishing house—for he had now be-
come a publisher, also—many beauti-
ful letterings, very similar to those
adopted by the Roycrofters,
which have, indeed, been modelled up-
on them.

Morris died at his city home in
1896, and never, perhaps,

philosophy of
efforts to impress upon mankind that
there may be happiness in work:
in all handiwork there may be, should
be, beauty and honesty and dignity,
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was there a more characteristic
funeral. His body was taken to the
little Kelmscott churchyard in a
strong oak coffin, with iron handles
wrought by his own workmen, and
covered by a pall of rich Anatolian
velvet from his own collection. From
the station to the church, it was con-
veyed, as he had wished, in an open
hay cart, with bright wheels of the
cheery red which he loved, and draped
with vines and alder and bulrushes.
Along the way, the farmers of the
neighborhood joined with the work-
men from the mills to pay the last
honors to their ‘‘ dear good friend.”’

Morris had the satisfaction before
he died of seeing his ideas establish
themselves at least in England, and
the hope of their ultimate extension
through the Arts and Crafts so-
cieties which he was instrumental in
establishing. To-day, were he alive,
he might be glad to see the influence
of the Arts and Crafts guilds pene-
trating almost every part of the civi-
lized world.
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It God's way of judging men were
that Heaven would not need to be Vory
spacious; and there would be no need l'«.‘.-

like

Hope’s Quiet Hour.

I three gates on the east, three on the
What is That to Thee ? north, three on the south and three on
the west—gates which are flung wide

‘“ Lord, and what shall this man do ?"”" open always.—Rev. XXI. : 25,

‘“ What is that to thee ? Follow thou

‘“ Lord, and what shall this man do o'
Me.””—(From S. John XXI.).

we ask, as we' see a brother who does
not think as we do, yet who claims to
be a follower of our Master.

“T exult
That God, by God's own ways occult,
May—doth, T will believe—bring back
All wanderers to a single track.
Meantime, I can but testify
God’s care for me—no more,
It is but for myself I know.
So viewed,
but teems

And the answer is decided : “ What is
that to thee? Follow thou Me.”’

God is speaking to us daily, our
business is to follow in the path He hag
marked out. Is it probable, or
ble, that He is forgetting to guide and
warn that other person who is no
dear to His heart ? When I ‘'hear a
sermon that comes as a message from
God to me, will He be satisfied if I say:
“I hope Miss Z was listening, that ser-
mon would do her good ?”’

In Browning’s ‘‘Christmas Eve’’ is de-
scribed a man who is trying to cling to
the garment of Christ and at the same

and

can I—

possi-
No mere mote’s breadth im-
mense

With witnessings of providence :

And woe to me if when I look

Upon that record, the sole book
Unsealed to me, I take no heed

Of any warning that I read!”

less

—Browning’s *'Christmas Eve.”

St. Peter had been told something of X X S .
But Morris exercised a still greater. God’'s plans for himself, had received time hold ‘tlgh“y to .the pre]udltzes wm‘_‘h
if less evident, influence, which may from his Master the assurance that — in se[?arate Ah'm inow ki fellows. ‘I‘he Sain
so easily measured. His spite of his terrible fall—he should drives hims to iteke ShCIte‘: it
chapel where the congregation and the
preacher are not to his taste. He pre-
fers the rain to the company, and goes

Beauty Spots of Canada.
the

View on River

pleasure in work, his

that

have not died with him. The mes-
sage still goes forth, impressing its
sanity upon many who have hither-
to blindly regarded work as a curse
from Kden, a thing to be endured
simply  because unavoidable; and
where it takes hold it instils a new
interest and purpose in life. Per-
haps, too, some day his conception
of art as *' the beauty produced by
humble workers as an everyday oc-
currence and for every day's enjoy-
ment,’”” shall obtain. Then indeed
may all  men remember  William
Morris

N Be a man !
Bear thine own burden, never think to

thrust

Thy fate upon another !

—Robert Browning.

Brooks."’

Then Christ is re-
and he

away in disgust.
vealed standing on the pathway,
understands that the ‘‘two or three
gathered together in His Name'’ could
not fail to have Him in the midst of
them :

““Certainly He was there with them !’
is his first joyful thought. Then comes
the dismayed conviction :

‘It cannot be
Thou, indeed, art leaving me—
that have despised Thy friends !"’

That
Me,

Clinging to the hem of the Saviour's
robe he is carried from one place of wor-
another, and even into a lec-
where a professor declares
of the first Christmas is

go

ship to
ture-room,
that the story
a myth, and yet tells his pupils to
home and the myth.”’

It is right to make our religion an
intensely personal thing, to realize that
everything that comes to us each day is
providential—

venerate

‘' So viewed,

No mere mote’s breadth but teems im-

mense
witnessings of
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His
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other
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with
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We must not
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that other friend
inscribed with a
which we are not
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stand
gives to

must

message
read.—Rev.
we on sSomeone,
is stained with con-
feel that he is ignor-
Yet our Master stern-
self-satisfied Pharisee,
He tenderly instructed the ignor-
and degraded Samaritan woman.
Spiritual sins—such as pride, envy,
covetousness or selfishness—r ay be more
loathsome in His sight th)zz( sins of the
flesh -
The
and

with
tempt,
ant

because we
or degraded.
Iy rebuked the
while

ant

prophet  Elijah was disheartened
give up the fight. Why?

Simply because he thought that he only

ready to

Muaitland, Ontario was faithful to God in the midst of a
glorify God by a martyr's faithfulness Suodless: pepple Fle Bid mey lwow ol
But this assurance was not enough to :l‘ny other faithful servants of the Lord
catisfy him. Turning his back on the rod of Hosts—but God knew Resonal
lLord 'he saw another disciple, and v{u(“h one ~of the seven thousand in
cagerly questioned : “Lord, ahd what tsluvl, oll the knees which had never
shall this man do 2"’ \\)'(}:\i‘("())dl o Rﬂ.al sl -eyery wmanuth
'l'h"} answer was a tender rebuke, In Iullm:gi:nt:;z&dnrz”: few prophets
bringing him back from a contemplation yhq can be easily distin uis‘h?l fl. th;i
ot the duty of another man to consider crowd. Like ‘Plija.h\theg' " ¢ lom- -
—in close communion with Christ—his ous for (}od’;‘ };onor 9;;:1 ?i':e ‘;ﬁr[rvx Jt::y
own duty. ' ' : :
Don’t you think we sometimes need to ;:z‘; (}:)ee;o;:::\'e (::T(‘:Qlf,r:f:f] b fgn:y;,;ge
be reminded to attend to our own busi- Lord knoweth ther;\(that Z:S HiSiu He
ness, lnn\l‘ng the judging of God's other smiles down into eager ely(xs u Lur;\ed tU'
servants in Ilis own hands ? We are 1lim, in grand mansions ;16(1 i: common-
apt to feel so sure that our own way of place houses. He touches the hand of
seeking Himm is the only way which He a farmer who is busy Wi\th his 2:ore(;
will approve of; and of course that and makes the heart (;1' a mill-girl throf;
nmeans  that all the people who differ wil,i»f"‘ sudden gladness by the gxlnuqic of
rrum us are necessarily wrong. There His still small voice in }H‘l" heart l
is a story told of a self-satisfied man Never speak or think as t}; u-rh 1
who once was heard to say ! ““There are were the only person \\h(y‘ c ~0dk lymt
only two broad churchmen in America (hrist. \'uu.r neighhor hme - &
One is Bp. Brooks and the other 18 my you only about the ”(”—-W i moatiy
self—and I:>am not quite sure of Lip : can k«iwnk to God ahl:utorg:::t::ear:l:‘;r

ters, and probably doea speak to Him
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