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THE BURIAL OF M 'SES.

By Nebe's lonely mountain
On this side Jordan’s wave
In a vale in the land of Moab
There lies a lonely grave;
And no man knows that sepulclre,
And no man saw it e'er,
For the angels ot God upturned the sod,
And laid the dead man there.

That was the grandest funeral
That ever passed on earth,
But no man beard the trampling,
Or saw the train go forth;
Noiselessly as the daylight
Comes back when niglit is done,
And the crimson streak on ocean's cheek
Grows into the great sun.

Noiselessly as the spring time
Her crown of verdure weaves,
And all the trees on'all the hills,
Open their thousand leaves ;
Sofwithout a souad of music,
Or voice of them that wept,
Silently down from the mountain's crown,
The great procession swept.
Perchance the bald old eagle,
On grey Betb-peor’s beight,
Oat of bis lonely eyrie,
Look'd on the wondrous sight ;
Perchance the lion stalking,
Still shuns that hallowed spot,
For beast and bird hath seen and beard,
That which man knoweth not.

But when the warrior dieth,
His comrades ia the war,

With arms reversed and muffled drum,
Follew his tuneral car;

They show the banners taken,
They tell the battles won,

And after him lead his masterless steed,
While peals the mioute gun.

Amid the noblest ot the land,
We lay the sage to rest,
And give the bard an honor'd place,
With costly marble drest ;
In the great minster transept,
Where lights like glories fall, _
And the organ rings, and the sweet choir sings
Along the emblazoned wall.

This was the truest warrior
That ever buckled sword,
This the most gifted poet,
That ever breathed a word ;
And never earth’s philosopber,
Traced with his golden pen,
On the deathless page, truths half so sage
As he wrote down for men.

And bad be not high honour,
The hill-side for a pall,

To Fe in state while angels wait
With stars for tapers tall;

And the dark rock-pines like tossing plumes,
O'er his bier to wave,

And God's own hand in that lonely land,
To lay him in the grave ?

In that strange grave without a name,
Whence his uncoffined clay,

Shall break again O wonderous thought !
Belore the judgment day ;

And stand with glory wrapt around,
On the hills be never trod,

And spegk of the strife that won our life, -
With the incarnate Son of God.

O lonely grave in Moab's land !
O dark Beth-peor’s hill !
Speak to these curious hearts of ours,
And teach them to be still ;
God hath His mysteries of grace,
Ways that we cannot tell;
He hides thém deep, like the hidden sleep
Ot Him He loved so well.
—Selected.

AN INTERESTING LETTER FROM
CHINA. ‘

By request of Prof. S. R. Winchell, late
President of the Methodist Sunday-school Mis-
sionary Society in Ann Arbor, Rev. Leander
W. Pilcher, a missionary to China, wrote the
following letter from Peking, in May. The
lotter was read to the society and school in
Ana Arbor. g

Any letter coming to me, post-marked Aan
Arbor, Michigan, brings with it something akin
to & bome feeling. It reminds me of my school
days; and, too, it calls to mind the Sabbath-
school which I attended for seven years. I
know Ana Arbor has changed, and that my
school days are not to be lived over again, and
that those who attended the Sabbath-school
whea I did have grown te be men and women,
and moreover that actual scenes bave altered ;
yet I have not been s witness of these changes,
and my memory retains simply the old picture.
And 8o it is that I am glad to feel that some-
thing I may write, probably may lead the mem-
bers of the School to place the work for Jesus
in Chins nearer to their hearts. When your
letter came, Bro. Davis and myselt had just
returned from the country after an sbsence of
several weeks. In making our preaching tours
we travel slowly, makiog sbort stages, and
stop st the villages, towns and cities along our
route to talk with the people and to distribute
religious books. It is the style of our Metho-
dist missiomaries here in North China to travel
on borseback, and with saddle-bags. The
borses, such as are found bere, are but Mongol
ponies. They are smaller iadeed, but ot great-
er powers of endurance than our horses ia the
United States. Save during the warm weather,
we are obliged to bave the clumsy Chinese
mule cart accompany us. Some day it may be
that a Chinese philantbropist will arise and
look joto the Chinese inns with a view to refor-
mation, but until that time they will continue
to be the most dismally uncomfortable places
built for the sccommodation ot the tired and
bungry travelling public. What creature com-
forts we have at these places we are obliged to
earry with us. And it is for this reason that we
are still dependent to a great degree upon the
Chinese cart. Even with the precautions we
take, it is exceedingly uncomfortable to sleep
on beds of cold brick in the dead of winter,

7

with only such bedding as you caa arry with
you, and with no fire in the room. A Chinese
inn-keeper supplies nothing but a bare room—
more generally built of mud and open to the
roof. And even this accommodation is intoler-
able to one who cannot endure dirt, or does
ot like to have his room festooned with smoke-
begrimed cobwebs, or who is particularly sen-
sitive as to the nature of the other inbabitants
of our room. Besides our bedding, we usually
carry with us a bag of rice and a few other eat-
ables, to be brought out only in cases of emer-
gency. But these emergencies are of almost
dnily occurrence, and even then the ltinerant
often finds himself reduced to quite slender
tare. It is not so, bowever, in large cities, for
there the markets are large and the supply and
variety is enough to satisty an epicure. After
being out ia this manner for a while we enjoy
getting back to Peking again and mingling with
civilized people, for there is quite a large for-
eign community here—missionary and diplo-
matic; and yet I enjoy exceedingly that kind
of work. Baut I never would perform it, did 1

{| not believe that the Master would reward my

labors in the salvation of souls.

Properly speaking, Pao-ting-fu (the provin-
cial capital) is the center of my circuit. Ido
not live there. My address is still Peking—
many circumstances combine to make it im-
practicable for me or any one to live there.
The city is situated over a hundred miles to the
southwest of bere. In many respects it is not
as important a city as either Peking or Tientsin.
It is next to the latter in size, and is probably
oqual to it in wealth, and is far superior to it in
cleanliness. Being an interior city, it is really
more of a representative Chinese town than are
any of the sea or river ports open to foreign
navigation. As yet we have not opened a
chapel there, but have been obliged to confine
ourselves to street-preaching and to work in
the towns and villages of the vicinity. And
then our missionary force is too small to do the
work that would be necessary. And then the
Chinese officials there are determined in their
opposition to such an event. By treaty right
we can do so if we wish and they would not
probably deny that right; but it is proverbial
among the Chinese that any oflicial bas nine
ways oat of every difficulty, and an attempt
on our part to open a preaching place there
would soon prove the truth of the adage. Just
now the missionaries of the American Board

‘have determined to try and effect an opening

there, and we are very amxious tbat they may
succeed. Upon every visit we have made to
the city we have been closely watched and
every movement carefully scrutinized by official
underlings deputed for that purpose. Baut not-
withstanding this opposition in places, and
taking everything into consideration, I am in-
clined to look up>rn the Chinese government as
extremely tolerant in matters of religion. Yet
the governmeant feels that it is weak, and more-
over it is exceedingly jealous of its political
power. The politico-religious policy of Catho-
licism bas taught them—as well as the Japanese
—a severe lesson, the nature ot which you can
easily imagine, for the tolerant and grasping
policy ot Jesuitism in civilized countries is
only intensified here in the East. And yet,
the Chinese have made but little distinction
between Protestantism and Catholicism. I be-
lieve they are rapidly learniag the difference,
however, but they cannot dismiss their fears in
regard to the possible political import of the
establishment ot a Christian church here—and
impressions born of fear are extremely difficult
to expel.

It is within the last month that I have been
obliged to withdraw from work on my own cir-
cuit. Bro. Wheeler, who bas had charge of
the Tartar City circuit in Peking, bas been
compelled by ill health to return to the States.
His family of course accompany him. His de-
parture bas taken one from our working force
at a time when we could little spare him. The
more developed state of the work under his
supervision has made it necessary tor some one
to give it immediate oversight. I accordingly
bave charge, for the present, of the chapels for-
merly looked after by him. I am left with a
native assistant and a membership of twelve.
The assistant is a man of, we believe, deep and
sincere piety, and we entertain great hopes for
the development of his talents as a preacher. It
is an interesting fact that nearly every ove of
the membership of the Tartar City circuit have
been brought to Cbrist by him. You must oot
forget to pray for him in particular.

Bro. Lowry has recently received on proba-
tion several in connection with the work on the
Chinese City Circuit, and we koow that there
are others who are deterred from joining us by
the fear of the jeers of their friends. Brother
Davis is working away at Tientsin, and bas the
help ot quite an eloquent and very intelligent
pative Christian. His chapel is finely situated
tor collecting audi , and is opened regularly
on nearly every day in the week. We have
three schools in connection with our work—two
day sehools for boys and one boarding school
tor girls, which latter, and two meetings each
week for the instruction ot Chinese women, are
under charge of Misses Brown and Porter, of
the woman's board ; and we have a most inter-
esting Sunday-school every Sabbath afternoon
at three o'clock. We are Bereans, of course
and besides the study of the Scriptures, we
sing many of those bymns so familiar to you.
There are many interesting aud hopeful fea-
tures in our work which great encourage us,
and ** the best of all is— God is with us.”"—
N.W. Ad.

POOR TOM.

BY REV. JOHN TODD, D. D.

—

One of the Indians who stands prominent
before me in my forest experiences, was Tho.m‘
as young. He was a tall, thin, consumptive
fellow. His Indian name (our Indians bad
each two names, an English and as Indian
name,) was °* Nanneguh sce ga."—“Heft
Lightning.” I took great interest ia this
« Heat Lightning,” for I saw bmt be was
teeble, bad a cough, and I feared he was mark-
ed for an early grave. He was very silent,
but kind. How much I pitied him when I
saw him paddliog his own canoe by the whole
day, when I knew his strength was too small
for the task. But the opportunity to ** go in-
to the bush,” as they call it with gentlemien

who pay them well, and who give them tea,
and cafee and sugar, and bread enough to eat
is a real God-send to these Indians. We
never expressed a wish, which they did not
chearfully meet. Oa the other hand, we were
caretul to treat them with kindness and polite-
ness, and never put a request in such language
that they could refuse it.

Poor Tom was in great pain with his eyes.
Whether it was the result of an injury as he
thought or whether it was a regular disease, I
could not tell. It was what the doctor’s call
the ¢Iritis.” One day I found him on an
Island waiting for deer, much cast down. His
eyes were bandaged, and very painful. I
knew the medicine used in such cases; and so
getting him to make a litt'e fire, for it was
very cold, I sat him down against a rock, and
warming the cold out of my fingers, I drew his
eyes open, and dropped the medicine in each.
It took me but a few moments, and afforded
him sudden and great reliet. I never thought
of myselt in the transaction.

But the next day, my own eyes began to
tura red and be inflamed. Did he strong
wind affect them ? Was the glare of the sua
or the lake too fierce? No. I had caught the
disease of Poor Tom. Bharper and sharper
grew the pain, more and more inflamed my
eyes, till I bad to bandage tbem in tea-leaves
shutting out the light of day, and making a
continuous night. But that was not all. The
pain increased, till it was almost beyond en-
durance—beyond anything I ever remembered
to have felt. It was unmitigated agony. And
now came the opium and the morphine wrest-
ling with the pain, and for a long time,—the
most of one night, -the victory seemed doubt-
tul. I was fearful that I should entirely lose
wmy eye-sight ; but at length the pain began to
yield, and I lay down in our tent and went to
sleep—a luxury seldom enjoyed by anybody in
a degree so bigh.

Poor Tom! I now understood his sufferings
for I bad felt them. I could now sympathize
with the poor Indian, for I bad the same hard
experience. I conld never have know what
be suffered, bad I not also suffered ; nor ever
bave known how really to sympathize with him
He could now feel my sympathy, he knew it
was real.

What a lesson ! I now fully understood how
our Saviour was made perfect through suffer
ing ; and how he can now be touched with the
feeling of our infirmities. He bas endured
them all—knows what poverty is, what tears
mean! He bhas bad experience of it all. And
if I could sympathize with my suffering Indian
most deeply, though I suffered only about a
week, bow much more will Jesus Christ, who
bore our infirmities and sufferings more than
thirty-years, be to us a great and a merciful
High Priest, aod sympathise with us. Nothing
but enduring our pains could call out his sym-
pathies as these pains do. O Tom! Ilearn-
ed a good lesson from thee ! I fourd a good
school-master in thee, and I hope I shall for-
ever be the better for this teaching !

STILL ANOTHER PLAN.

BY H. WEBB.

As 'you ask for reports from pastors, as to
the different methods of collections, I report
a plan that works for me perfectly. I call it
the ** Dual Card Plan.” A card is inclosed
with explanations. The card is published as
soon as the estimates for the year are made.
A steward’s meeting is called the first week in
each month. At the first meeting the pastor
comes with the church records. Each steward
is provided with paper and pencil. The pas-
tor begins with the names of members as re-
corded in alphabetical order, and reads; the
stewards agreeing among themselves which one
can, with the least trouble and the greatest suc-
cess, make the collections from each as read,
and writes the name on his paper. So every
name is taken. Then the stewards are provid-
ed with these cards, two for each subscriber,
and at once calls upon each person whose name
be bas, gets their subscription on fwo cards—
one the steward takes, the other the subscriber
keeps ; collects the first month, crediting the
same by entering it opposite the month in
which the payment is made, in the first column
and the day of the month in the second column,
the subscriber making the same entry on his
card, and in third column %0 whom paid.
Some persons preter paying directly to the pas-
tor ; some farmer, merchant, or otherwise, may
wish to pay produce, goods, etc., Then, the
subscriber baving his own card, the pastor or
person to whom paymeat is made enters their
name in the third colmuns as receipt ; and when
the collector calls the subscriber presents his
card, and the collector makes an eatry on his
card, Dr., each keeping t in this simpl
way. At the second meeting, if the amount
subscribed falls below the amount needed, a
list of friends not members is made and dis-
posed of in the same manner, and canvass
made among friends and otbers. Alter the
subscriptions are taken, the work is mainly
done. The collecting each month is very lit-
tle work. The success of the plan is in the
facts: 1. That each steward has his work and
is responsible for it; be bas taken by agree-
ment when the names were read, and be has
bis plan of work. 2. Each subscriber has his
card and keeps his own account. 3. The pas-
tor meets the stewards monthly, they report
cach name, and amounts paid; so that each
name passes in review before the meeting each
month, aod naturally the inquiries bring out
anything the pastor may wish to know. The
stewards meeting become interesting and spir-
itual as well as financial. Anotber beauty of
this plan is, it is especially adapted to circuits.
Bat [ will say no more now. It you think this
worth publicity, and any further explanation
is needed, it will be ready.—N. W. Advocate.

A QuestioN.—John Bunyan being once
asked a question concerning heaven which be
could not answer because the Bible had furnish-
ed no reply, very wisely advised the querist to
follow Christ, and live a boly life, that be
might by-and-by go to heaven and see for him-
selt. ** Lord, are there few that be saved ?"
asked a curious questioner of Christ. Sui.v.
to enter in at the straight gate’’ was the in-
stant and pertinent reply.

THE SCHOLAR IN POLITICS.

A COMMENCEMENT ADDRESS.

(From Scribner’s Mouthly.)
CONCLUDED.

8. What shall be done with our Indians?
We bave about exhausted on them the possi-
bilities of our national permutation of policies.
We have treaties with, we made war upon, we
granted peace to these incoberent, helpless,
barbarous Indian wanderers within our own
borders, just as might have done with France,
our traditional, or Great Britain, our national
friend and ally. A gang of breech-clouted
stragglers stole horses snd scalped an occa-
sional captive along the frontier. If they bad
been white we should have thrown them into
jail ; as they were copper-colored we straight-
way opened diplomatic negotations with them,
sent embassadors to them, eantrested them
with gifts, made a treaty with them. Preseat-
ly, of course, they robbed or scalped some-
body else, exactly as more intelligeat and re-
sponasible criminals are wont to do when they
get out of the clutches ot the law. Then we
made national war upon them, conquered them
(sporodic Capt. Jacks meantime giving us
many a hard struggle over it), and then ne-
gotisted fresh treatiesfwith them, which we
ratified with fresh gifts. And then the strag-
glers went upon their reservations, whence,
when the grass for their borses was green
again, they emerged for fresh raids, to be fol-
lowed by fresh fights, fresh treaties, fresh re-
turns to the reservasions, and thence again,
and yet again, as the musicians say, da capo.
Does any rational being doubt thatt all this
was from the beginning, nearly a century ago,
and is now the quint ¢ of civilized, or-
ganized, Christianized, Congressional and
Presidential foolery? But what will you
bave? It these balf-starved, irresponsible,
worthless wanderers are not as independent
nation, mysteriously existing within the limits
of another, yet retaining their autonomy and
their independeace, (o be dealt with under the
sanction of treaties and the law of nations,
what are they ? Are you ready to accept the
obvious, as the wise, solution of the problem
that has perplexed two centuries of Anglo-
Saxon rule on this continent ?—to wipe out
with one stroke your historie policy of national
treaties with wandering gangs of vavabonds,
and the application of international law to
casual thieves and murders that belong in your
police courts ? In one word, are you ready to
treat Indians who cannet support themselves
like white men of like condition—the peace-
able as paupers and the bostile as criminals *—
to provide poor-houses for the one and peniten-
tiaries for the other P—to bring both under the
equal application of equal laws, to be adjudg-
ed by the Secretary of War, or a major-general
commanding a Department, or an Indian com-
mission sent, for their sins, to afflict both ?—
and to remand the army peremptorily to its
legitimate business of supporting the civil
authorities when, and only when, legitimately
called upon? That is the heroic treatment of
the Indian question. 1ls it the wise one? Is
it adapted to our conditions? Has it been
found practicable by other nations in their deal-
ings with similar trials ?  Is there in any case a
larger opportunity for bringing culture and
conscience, Christian bumanity and common
sense, in politics for the undoing of nation-
al crime and the suppression of a national
scandal ?

9. How may we best appoint our civil offi-
cers? Do we in most cases get the best ser-
vice and the best men by electing them? Is
the ballot in the hands of ten thousand voters,
who cannot possibly bave aay personal know-
ledge of the svbject, for every hundred who
bave, the surest way of getting the very best
man, say for Police Commissioner, or for Con-
troller of the Treasury? Will you get the
man out of all those at the bar of the five or
six adjoining counties best fitted by profound
knowledge of the law, by equable temper,
balanced judgment, instinctive recognition and
love of justice, to be the judge ot the circuit,
by asking the entire population of these
counties—nine-tenths of them not knowing and
baving no means of knowing personally any-
thing about any of the men named—to say at
the next general election whom they would
rather have? If an elective judiciary does
not promise the best results-—and surely its
results at the East bave been sorry enough—
what does? 1If, in general, the lottery ot a
miscellaneous election, with twenty or thirty
names on a ticket, and no possibility of the
average voter's knowing anything whatever
about one in ten of them, has not proved the
surest means of discovering and drafting into
the public service the pecular qualifications
specially needed tor peculiar aod exacting
posts, what better meaos can the scholar and
thinker suggest ?

And bere we must pause. At such a transi-
tion stage in onr national history it is well to
look about us, and gather together a few of the
greater questions that already rise, large and
vague, through the mists of the near future.
Are they, then, worthy the attention of
scholars? Rather let us declare that Scholar
unwortby of his opportunities, untrue to him-
self, his class, or his time, who ;egbcu them.
Well may we revert to the declaration with
which we began, and accept this business of
our practical politics as simply the highest, the
most dignified, and the most important of all
earthly objects of buman study.

What is the legitimate function of schclars
in this bu siness ?

It is a notable tendency of the men ot the
highest and finest culture everywhere to an-
tagonize existing institutions. Exceptional
influences, eliminated the scholar is pretty sure
to be opposed to the established. The univer-
sities of Germany contain the deadliest foes to
the absolute authority of the Kaiser. The
scholars of France prepared the way for the
first Revolution, and were the most dangerous
enemies of the imperial adventurer who be-
trayed tbe second. Charm be never so wisely,
he could nmever charm the Latin Quarter;
make what contributions to literature be would,
be could never gain the suffrage of the Aca-
demy. While the prevailing parties in our
own country were progressive and radical, the

conservative tack, a fresh wind began to below! He never did a higher duty. No citizen can

about the college seats, and literary men, at

! do a higher duty than to resist the majority

Mr. Moncure D). Coaway gives a bit of un-
written history connectad with Jobn Bright's

last, furnished inspiration for the lplendidjwbcn befbelieves it wrong; to assert the right  entrance into his office. When Mr. Gladstone

movement that swept slavery from the statute-
book, and made us a free nation. *‘ The very
treedom of literary pursuits,” says a philoso.
phical observer, ‘‘ leads men to question the
excellence ot the ruling power; and thus
despotism and democracy alike find enemies

| of, individual judgment and maintain it; to
| to cherish liberty of thought and speech and

action against the tyranny of his own or any
party. Till that tyranny, yearly growing

| A :
more burdensome, as the main object of an

old party becomes more and more the reten-

among thc: highly gifted f)l those who live|tion or the regaining of power, instead of the
under their sway.” No bigher service than|success of the tresh, vivid principles on which
this can be rendered the State. Ot all things | new parties are always organized,—till that

for a nation to dread is that passionless, un-

over and stified the East. * Tell me,” ex-
claims Walter Savage Landor, *‘ whether mud
is not said to be settled when it sinks to the
bottom, and whether those who are about to
sink a State do not, in like manser, talk of
settling it?” The sentence with which the
next great story-teller who followed Macau-
lay in his incursions upon English Hi story,
bas concluded his splendid work, fitly and
weightily teaches the same lesson. ‘‘ The
worst legacy,” says Mr. Froude, as his conclu-
sion of the whole matter, * which prioces or
statesman could bequeath to their country,
would be the resolution of all its perplexities,
the establishment once and forever of a finish-
ed system, which would neither require nor
tolerate improvement.”” While the scholars of
a land do their duty no such system will be
created. Wise unrest will always be their
chief trait. We may set it down as, within
certain needful and obvious limitations, the
very foremost function of the scholar in poli-
tics, To oppose the established.

And the pext is like unto it. Always, in a
free government, we may expect parties, in
their normal state, to stand to each other some-
what in the relation described Mr. Emerson,
as existing between the Democratic and Whig
parties, both now bappily extinct. The one,
he said, bad the best cause, the other the
best men. Always we shall have, under some
pew name, and with new watch-words, the old
Conservative party, dreading change, gather-
ing to itself the respectability of experience
and standing aod success, baving in its ranks
most of the men whom the couutry has proved
on the questions of yesterday, and therefore,
by that halting coaservative logic which is so
nat ural, on one side so just, ard yet so often
delusive, prefers to trust on the wholly
different questions of to-day and to-morrow.
Always, again, we shall“have the party of re-
volt trom these philosophers of yesterdays,—
the party that disputes the established, that de-
mands change, that insists upon new measures
tor new emergencies, that ref to recognize
the rule of the past a necessary rule for them.
It is the party that gathers to itself at the
restless, all the extravagant, all the crack-
brained, all the men with hobbies and missions
and spheres. Here, too, as of old uato David,
gather themselves every one that is in distress,
every one that is in debt, every one that is
discontented. And so we have again, just as
in the old Democratic days, just as in the old
Free-Soil days, just as in the old Republican
days, before Republicanism too in its turn be-
came powerful and conservative, the disreput-
able party of conglomerate material, repulsive
appearaace, and splendid possibilities, the per-
petual antagonist of conservatism, the perpetual
party of to-morrow. Need J say where it
it seems to me the American scholar belongs ?
He has too rarely beeen found there as yet.
Mr. Bright's Cave of Adullam has oot seemed

[tyranny is in some measure broken, we shall
changing calm, which for cycles has brooded |

get few questions considered on their merits,
and fail, as we are failing, to bring the strong-
est men into the service of the State. Here
thea is another task in our politics, for which
the scholar is peculiarly fitted by the liberality
and independence to which he bas been traia-
ed; and we may set it down as another of the
functions whose discharge we have the right
to expect at his bands, 7o resist lhe tyranny
of party and the intolerance of political
opinion, end to maintain actual freedom as
well as theoretical liberty of thought.

A great difference between the man of cul-
ture and the man without it, is that the first
knows the other side. A great curse of our
present politics is that your heated partisan
never does. He cannot understand how there
should be any other side. He is always in
doubt about the final salvation of the man who
takes the other side, and always sorry that
there should be any doubt about it. We have
good warrant to expect trom the scholar a
freedom from prejudice, an open hospitality to
to new ideas, and an habitual moderation of
thought and feeling—in a word, what Mr.
Whipple bas felicitously called a temper neither
stupidly conservative nor maligantly radical,
that shall make it among the most valuable of
his functions to bring into our potitics the ele-
ment they now so sadly peed: Candid con-
sideration of every question on its individual
merits ; fairness to antagonists and a willing-
ness always to hear the other side.

Perbaps, it is only the ideal scholar, whom
no Dartmouth, or Yale, or Harvard bas yet
graduated, who will taithtully discharge various
functions io our politics. I frankly confess
that, all along, as I bave been enumerating
the details of his work, there kept rising to
my ears the moan of the Irish tenant about his
grass land. ** That bit o' meadow,” be said,
*» doesn't turn out so much as I expected ; and
I always knew it wouldn’t !” But if he fails,
it is the fault of the scholar himselt. ‘‘ No
government can afford,”—it is a scholarly
New Englander, (Mr. Geo. S. Hillard), ill
lost to New England politics, who gives us the
word—** no government can afford the ill-will
of the men who make the book its people read,”
who utter the speeches. its people hear, who
lead the progress its people make. Least of
all will & government of the people afford it.
Let us remember the pregnant warning given
by as true a friend of free institutions as ever
lifted peu in their behalt—the lamented John
Stuart Mill. *‘ The initation of all wise or
noble things comes, and must come, from
individuals, generally at first from some one
individual. No government by a democracy "
—these are his words of warning to us—
‘¢ either in its paolitical acts, or in its opinions,
qualities, and tone of mind which it fosters,
ever did or could rise above mediocrity, ex-
cept in so far as the sovereign Many have let
themselves be guided (as in their best times
they always bave done) by the counsels and
infl ot a more highly gifted and instructed
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an inviting retreat for the shy, scholastic re-
cluse, or for the well-nurtured tavorite of aca-
demic audiences. But Mr. Bright and our
scholars have alike forgottem their history.
The disreputable Adullamites came to rule
Israel ! As for the scholar, the laws ot his
intellectual development, may be trusted to
fix his place. Free thought is necessarily ag-
gressive and critical. The scholar, like the
healthy, red-blooded young man, is an inher-
ent, an organic, an inevitable radical. It is his
business to reverse the epigram ot Emersos,
and put the best men and the best cause to-
gether. And so we may set down, as a seeond
function of the American scholar in politics,
An intellectual leadership of the radicals.

No great continuous class can be always in
the wrong; and even the time-honoured class
of the croakers have reason when they say that
in our politics the former times were better
than these. We do not have so many great
men as tormerly in public lite. De Tocqueville
explains the undeniable fact—far more con-
picuous now, indeed, than in his time—by
what be calls *‘ the ever-increasing despotism
of the majority in the United States.” ** This
power of the majority,” be continues, *‘ is s0
absolute and irresistible that one must give
up his rights as a citizen, and almost abjure
his qualities as a man, if he intends te stray
trom the track which it prescribes.” Tbe de-
claration is extravagant, yet who that has seen
the ostracism of our best men for views where-
in they were only in advance of their times,
will doubt that the tyranny of party and the
intolerance of independeat opinion among po-
litical associates constitute at once one of the
most alarming symptoms of our politics and
one of the evils of our society to be most
strenuously iesisted. We deify those who
put what we think into fine phrases; we

Few.”

To that * Few " I have ventured to address
myself. It is an old platitude that the Re-
public cannot endure without church and the
school-house. I have propesed to my-self
little else than to emphasize and extend that
platitude. Without a Christian scholar-ship
actiysly concerned with the affairs of the
Stats] this Republic can never rise above me-
diocrity, nor even survive the gathering evils
that at times seem sufficient to engulf it.

Scholars ready thus to dedicate their attain-
ments to the highest work that awaits scholar-
ship in a democratic land—there is the primal,
overmastering need of our time. One such,
whose noble fame Dartmouth claims as ber
own, must rise to evary memory. He brought
to practical politics all that Darmouth could
give all the vigor and grasp of a singularly
powerful intellect, all the persuasious of a
massive and cogent eloquence, instinct with
fine theught and finer purpose, aa inflexible
will, stainless character, and the loftiest aims.
He bad all the shyness of the scholar, all the
inaptitude for the vulgar arts of the average
politician, every scholastic disability. But be
bad learned, with Emerson, that the scholar
should ** grudge every oppertunity of action
passed by a loss of power.” And what a
work he wrought! Foremost of American
statesmen, be rescued the questioa of 1estrict-
ing and abolishing buman slavery from the
sentimentalists and the impracticables, planted
it immovably in the domain of practical po-
litics, laid such stress upon hostile parties first
Democratic, then Whig and Know-Nothing,
that they were coerced into accepting it and
him as its exponent, forced the organization
of & new party about it, led that party in the
West, till it attained nstional dimensions and
Ever in the van, he led again

anathematize those who, thinking the opp
put into equally fine phrases; and we crucify
those whom we bave deified, when they pre-
sume to disagree with us. Is it needful on
New England soil to look far for an illustra-
tion ? The great New England senator, whose
fame is a national honour, as bis work is the
pational beritage, and who. as & foremost ex-
ample ot American scholarship applied to
American politics, may fairly count on generous
regard from scholars, whatever their par-
tisan predilections,—wbo needs to be re-
minded of what befell kim, when without stain
on his character or change in his principles,
he came to honest difference in opinion from
the generation be bad educated and the party
be bad belped to create? Or take an earlier
shame, and one that comes nearer to Dart-
mouth. Who has forgotten how tbe very
party which bad hailed him Prophet, turned to
rend the first judical officer of tke mation, be-
cause, neither degrading his high place by
apologies, nor yielding to partisan demaaods,

temper of our colleges was to the last degree
conservative. As our politics settled into the

be manfully did his duty in a great State trial ?

. | final triumph

in the fearful struggle that tollowed, took for
himselt (as was his custom) the heaviest bur-
dea, and s0 bore it that, in the judgment even
of the enemy, to him more than to generals, or
soldiers, or cabinets, or any but the great,
brave, patient nameless people themselves, are
due the triumph and the safety we won.

Bat there is no time to pronounce his culo-
gy, and there is no need. He was the chief
orgaaizer of the party that freed the country;
be was the chiet support of the struggle that
saved the country; he was the apostle on
peace and good-will to our returning country-
men. The bistory of the Republic thus be-
comes his eulogy, a free nation his moou-
ment. Long may Dartmouth contioue the
work that breeds and nurtvres such men!
Soon may Dartmouth enrich a sorely-neading
country with successors worthy of her, and of
him, ber son!

Or all companies, an ungodly man least
likes that of his own conscience.

| was arranging the cabinet ot whichiBright be-
|came a8 member he said to the Queen, ** 1
shall have to call Mr. Bright.” The Queen
said, ** Do not think I have any objectioa to
Mr. Bright. [ shall never cease to be grate-
fal to him for his detence of me in & popalar
| meeting.” When Gladstone went so Bright
the latter said he did not wish te bold office.
| But you must,” said Gladstone, adding.
humourously, ** you have got us into this fix,
and must see us through with it.” He then
! offered Bright any post be wished, snd the
| statesman selected the lowest in point of salary
—the Board of Trade, with £2000—because,
he said, *‘he knew something about it."
When, according to custom, be was taken
down to Windsor to be sworn in the Queen's
presence, an elegant luncheon had been pre-
pared. While Mr. Bright was at luncheon
a page came to say to him that in the ensuing
ceremony her Majesty was adxious to dispense
with any form which was in any way contrary
to his (Mr. Bright's) views or feelings, and
that the usual kneeling and kissing ber band
might be dispensed with—as it was. When
Mr. Bright entered into the presence of the
Queen she shook hands with him heartily.
The Crown princess of Prussia was present,
and she advanced to Mr. Bright, and told him
that she and her mother and sisters and
brothers had always remembered with gra-
titude his defense of bher against Mr. Ayr-
ton's criticisms. They then tell into a pleasant
conversation, in which Mr. Bright showed
more adaptation to some of the complimentary
ways of courts than his Quaker habits would
lead one to suspect.

It is related of the late Bishop of Winches-
ter, as an illustration of his ready wit,that some
years ago, when visiting at the country seat of
a well-koown noblemaa, the bishop allowed
himselt to be persuaded to join a shooting
party. On his retura, his noble host meation-
ed that bis game keeper was a dissenter, and
although be did uot wish to interfere in the re-
ligious opinions of his employes, still as all the
rest of the servants went to church, he should
like this man to go. Would the bishop speak
to him ? If he used his well-known persuasive
powers, doubtiess he might overcome the
scruples of the keeper as to entering a church.
The bishop expressed himself delighted with
the request, and proceeded at ooce to the
keeper's cottage. [Entering with his usual
frank and kindly greeting which few could
resist, he sgon established himself in the good
graces of his humble host and gradually led
the conversation to spiritunl matters, At
length, when he thought he had sufficiently
gained the confidence of the man, his lordship
said, ** By the by, how is it that I don’t see
you at church? You know it is our duty to
look after these things. Surely you don't see
anything in the Bible against going to church?’
*“No my lord; neither do I see anything in
the Bible to warrant a preacher of the Gespel
in going out shooting ; the apostles never did""’
* No," replied the ready-witted bishop, ‘* true,
they had no game in Palestine in those days—
they weant out fishing instead.”

Rev. WaLter Duxvror.—Many anecdotes
of this eccentric clergyman have appeared in
print ; but this one we believe, has not, till now
been printed. At one period of his ministry
be was muck distressed by a schism ia his
flock, occasioned by an agitation being raised
in Dumfries on the subject of adult baptism ;
s number of Baptists making an attemptjto set
up a church there, and this being the best
[ means to accomplish their object. One day in
the course of his sermon on the words, ** How
often would I have gathered thee, as s hen
gathereth ber chickens,” his feelings on the
subject broke torth, and with tears be said,
*“ O, ma freens, ye ken hoo I've striven tae
gie ye the words, o’ wisdom ; ye ken hoo I've
keepit ye year aifter year, as a ben covers
ber chickens but I doot aifter it a there’s some
deucks amang ye ; sae mony are ga'in aff tae the
water I' The effect of these words was electri-
cal ; they were passed from lip to lip, and trom
house 0 house, and the oddity of the figure
somehow 80 fitted the circumstances of the re-
ligious in the town that, for that time at least,
the agitation came suddenly to an end; aad
Mr. Dunlop and the other ministers in Dum-
fries were no more troubled with seccession
from their flocks.

Some Customs Fxw WiLe Carx 1o Dwr-
taTE.—Frederick Hecker, a well knows Ger-
man journalist, and one of the patriots of 18485,
is now on a visit to Germany, where bhe does
not seem to be pleased wish some things that
come under his notice. In one of his last let-
ters he writes as follows :

The condition of the women among the
laboring classes in the country is really re-
volting, ' I will not speak of the cities where
womén carry mortar up three or four stories,
and work in other respects like beasts of bur-
den, but I will only mention what bundreds of

German-Americans bave observed as well as
myself. 1 thought it bad enough to see father
and son lazily smoking on a waggon, while the
poor mother on foot drove the oxen; but I
would willingly borsewhip a young fellow who
sat reclining on s beap of grass with which a
kind of waggon was loaded, while bis poor
mother drew it painfully along. Baut the worst
ot all was & man guiding s plow, to which his
wife aad a cow were yoked togeiber! One is
struck with the number of women who have to
perform the beaviest farm woik, while oae is
no less pained to see poor old men and women
bent with age, toiling from sunrise to sunset.
When questioned on the subject, the reply is,
* My son is in the army.’

The Womens Rights party have a good field
before them in Germany, and otber European
countries, where women are still treated too
much in the Oriental style. In many tamilies
bere on the conmtrary, husbands work them-
selves to death o supply the extravagances of
their wives, Men in the lower classes see their
hard earned money dissipated in the convenient
grocery stores while the inordinate demands
for dress in the higher walks of life, ruin maay
a man financially and physically.




