FRBRUARY 24th, 1892.)

LONGFELLON'S HOME.

In a series of interesting papers, *Roamings in Classic
Massachusetts,” by ** Fidelis,” appearing in 7%e Week, the
following occurs :— .

Longfellow’s house, of course, every visitor sees, at
least from without, and we had the privilege of standing
for a few moments in the poet's library, which has been
made familiar to many in illustrated magazine articles.
The massive carved chair presented to him by the children,
made out of the “spreading chestnut tree ”’ under which
“+he village blacksmith toiled,” catches the eye at onee.
In the hall, too, one notices instantly * the old clock on
the stairs.”

Half way up the stairs it stands,

And points and Leckons with its hands,
Aud we seem to see that massive leonine head bent over the
round study table as he translates for us its ceaseless
burden, * forever, never ; never, forever’” It is evident
that Mr. Longfellow was a lover of good pictures, as the
rooms and corridors testify. A large picture tlmt‘ hangs
near the door in the entrance hall, representing a Francis
can monk leading u donkey which draws a load of green
boughs, attracts special notice, and suggests the proba.
bility that it may have suggested the image in the second
stanza of the * Old Clock on the Stairs.”

The house, a spacious one, built of wood of a warm,
cream colour picked out with white, and a white pillared
verandah at one side, stunds

)

Somewhat back from the village street,

in a nicely-kept shrubbery, the gate flauked by lilacs and
the door by rosebushzs. At the time of our visit it was
uninhabited by any membar ofethc poct’s family—bis
daughter, who usually resides there, being ubsent in
Europe. The house overlooks the River Charles, being
divided from it only by the road and a strip of ground,
once belonging to the poet’s property, now bring planted
with trees for a park to be called by his name.  The river
is not strikingly picturesque at this point. Doubtless the
encroaching advances of commerce have tended to make
it less so; still, there is enough of quiet, sylvan bheauty
about its winding cou -e to enable us to understand the
ferling that inspired the lines to the
River ! that in silence windest
Through the mceaduws, bright and free,
Till at length thy rest thou tindest
It the bosom of the vea!

We pass on from the howe of Longfellow; and, a
little further on, in the quiet of the soft June evening, we
linger wistfully for a few minutes at the gate of Eimwood,
then still the home of James Russell Lowell. Embowered
in its *“overarching vaults of shade,” as 1dr. Holmes has
well described them—the quict, old white howestead, with
its spacious green ficlds and spreading echas, seemed an
ideal home for such a man ; and those who love his noble
verse can often read into it the happy influences of this
lovely and sequestered spot.  As we look, a little golden-
haired girl comes out, and stands petting a horse just
driven into the ample court yard. She is doubtless one of
the poct's grandchildren—suct an one as he addresses
in one of his swectest poems. It is a pretty picture~—
secen in the soft evening ligrt with the long shadows of
the great trees stretching across the verdant lawn and
about tho quict house. But the shadow of death is
even then overclouding its summer beauty, and there is
no hope of catching a glimpse of its suffering wmaster,
who is 80 soon to precede some of his older friends into
the “Silent Land.” A charming, shady lanc leads from
Elmwood to the charmed stillneas of Mouit Auburn, close
by, and in this lovely and sacred spot, where so many
“long walks " have come o & close, wo appropriately con.
clude our roamings in “classic Massachusetts.,” Long.
fcllow's tomb is the first we notice, as we traverse the
winding paths amid bright blossoming shrubs. It is a
plain, grey sarcophagus, of Grecian style and decoration—
Churles Sumner's closely resembles it, though of diferent
tint. Every now and then we come on some family name
noted in the annals of New England. The tall, white
obrlisk that marks the grave of Charlotte Cushman scems
to befit her pure and blameless wmemory. The turf is
cemerald velvet, and the shrabs and trees show the most
untiring care; yet, partly perhaps because of its very
trimness, Mount Auburn lacks the subtle charm of frece,
sylvan beauty which we find in Slecpy Hollow, with its
cluster of vencrated graves under the vencrable pincs that
seem to sigh a perpetual clegy. The ¢ Mount,” which
gradually rises towards the centre, is crowned by a round
tower, from whenee there is an extensive aud beautiful
view over the picturesque, undulsting country for many
miles ; and from hence wo can trace the River Charles,
winding liko a looped, silver riband through meadow angd
woodland, till it is lost in the smoky haze that hangs over
busy Boston and its broad bay.

Reluctantly we bid farewell to lovely Auburn, its
shady alleys, and tiny lakclets tenanted by happy ducks
instead of swans, and return to Boston ~haking in the heat
of an intenscly warm summer day. The slightly cooler
cventido finds us steaming out of its spreading environs
—the setting sun that streams in upon us reminding us that
wo aro westward (and Ziomeward) bound. Aad charming
as our roamings in classic Massachusctts have been, we
arc by no means disposcd to prefer cven ifs beauty to our
own wilder #nd moro rugged lsud. A visit to New Eng-
land does not makc onc a whit leas a Canadian; but it
cloes make us fecl the tic of kindrad, of truc family fecling,

FHE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

that binds us to those who, despite all political changes,
all foreign admixture, are yet no foreigners, but our
brothers in tongue, tradition and literature! On all deep
and vital questions the great Anglo-Saxon heart must beat
in sympathy, whether in the country of Wordsworth and
Burns or that of Lowell and Whittier—in the smaller or
the greater Britain—thoe Old England or the New. We
can live amicably side by side in the close commercial
relations which seem the only natural and mutually bene-
ficial ones for countries conterminous for so long a line gf
frontier, without any necessity or special motive for poli-
tical union. And though many thoughtful Americans
would prefer union with Canada to extension further
south, they would have no desire to force it. 'l‘hc.ir terri-
tory is large enough already ! But amicable relations we
must have, and those who would hinder these by cl{ormh-
ing jealousics or animosities, can scarcely be considered
truly loyal to our country’s bust intereats, or to those of the
commonwealth of nations!

VISSIONARY

FHE DECADENCE OF RLELIGION IN CHINA

The istory of Chinais a striking instance of the down-
grade in religion. The old classics of China, going back
to the time of Abraham, show a wondeiful knowledge of
God. There are passages in those classics about God worthy
to stand side by side with kindred passages in the Old Testa-
ment. The fathers and founders of the Chinese race appear
to have been monotheists. They believed in an omnipotent,
omniscient, and omnipresent God, the moral g. vernor of the
waorld, and the impartial judge of men.

" But gradually the grand conception of a personal God
became obscured. Nature-worship crept in. Heaven and
earth were deified, and God was confounded with the mater-
ial heavens and the powers of nature. Heaven was called
father, and earth mother, and became China's chief god.
‘Then the sun, moon and stars were personified and wor-
shipped China bowed down to * the hosts of heaven.” The
great mountains and rivers were also deified and placed
among the state gods,

‘This nature-worship continues in full force to the present
time. Inthe southern suburb of Peking stands a great mar-
ble altar to heaven, where the emperor, accompanied by his
high officials, worships on the morning of the winter solstice
and other occasions. In the northern suburb is a large
square altar to earth, where he worships on the moraing of
the summer solstice. In the eastern suburb there 15 an altar
to the sun, and in the western suburb an altar to the moon.
But nowhere in Peking, and nowhere in China, is there a
single temple or a single altar dedicated to the worship of
Shang-ti, the god of the ancient classics. Nature has taken
the place of God.

Polytheism and idolatry followed. From the dawn of
history the Chinese worshipped their ancestors, regarding the
dead as in some sort tutelary deities. This naturally led to
the deification and worship of deceased heroes and bene-
factors, till the gods of China, increasing age by age, became
legion. Her well-stocked pantheon contains gods of all sornts
and sizes. There are gods of heaven and earth : gods of the
sun, moon, and stars; gods of the mountains, seas, and
rivers : gods of fire, war, and pestilience ; wealth, rank, and
literature ; horses, cows, and insects.

But the degradation did not siop here. The Chinesc
sank lower still and hecame demon-worshippers. Charms--
long strips of paper bearing cabalistic characters in black,
green, and yellow—hang from the lintels of most doors, to
praotect the house against evil spirits. Night is often made
hideous, and sleep impossible, by the firing of crackers to
frighten away the demons. Almost every village has its pro-
fessional exorcist and devil-catcher. The fear of demons is
the bugbear of a Chinaman’s life, and much of his worship
1s ntended to appease their wrath and propitiate their
favour. And once a year, during the seventh moon, a gigan-
tic image of the devil himself is carried in solemn procession
through every town and village, followed by the popuiace,
feasted, and worshipped.

Animal-worship, too, is rife. In some parts of North
China certain animals are more worshipped than the most
popular gods. The fame of even the largest temples is often
due not to the pods they contain, but to the supposed pre-
sence ofa fairy fox, weasel, snake, hedgehog, or rat. These
five animals are believed to possess the secret of immortality
and the pawer of self-transformation, and toexercise great infiu-
ence over the fortunes of men. Their pictures hang in thou-
sands of homes, and there shrines exist everywhere.

1 have seen crowds of men, women, and children worship.
ping at an ordinary fox burrow. And I have seen one of the
great gates of Peking thronged day afier dav with carriages
and pedestrians going to worship a fairy fox supposed to have
been scen outside the city walls.  Anyday small vellow hand-
bills may be sccn on the walls and boardings of Peking,
assuring the people that “prayer to the venerable fairy fox 1s
certain to be answered.”

Thus low have the great Chinese people falles, literally
fulfilling the words of the apostle Paul: * Professing them-
selves to be wise they became fools, and changed the glory of
the incorruptible God into an image like t0 corruptible man
and to birds, and four-footed beasts, and creeping things.”
This is the result of 3000 years of continuous national life.
Daring those long centuries China has grown enormously in
power, wealth and intelligence. But in religious know-
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ledge the rolling centuries have witnessed only gradual
degradation and decay. China, “ by wisdom, knew not God.”

Ooce upon a time a wise man and a simple child of
nature were put into a labyrinth without a clew to see which
would find his way out first. Both perished in the vain
attempt. Neither wisdom nor simplicuy prevailed. The
Chinese, with his civilization and learning, is that wise man,
and the African savage is that child of nature. Both have
faled to find God, and have become worshippers of blind
nature, dead men, evil demons, and dumb animals.  Without
the Bible man is without a lamp unto his feet and a light
unto lus path. The Bible is the only clew to the preplexing

problems of life, and the only light through the dark valley of

the shadow of death.

A new era has begun in China, an era of railways, tele-
graphs, and science-schools. Before the fierce nght of mad.
ein science the gross idolatry of China must gradually dis-
appear. But science, like the sun, conceals more than 1t
reveals—it shows us earth, but shuts out the heavens with their
infinite starry depths.  Science may destroy the idols, but vall
not reveal God. It may breed scepticism, but will not inspire
fauh. And ! would rather see the Chinese polytheists than
atheiste. Superstition is better than unbelief. Only the
Bible can give back to China the lost knowledge of God, and
we have now u grand opportunity of giving her that Bible.
‘Tke whole of that great empire is now open to us, and we
are free to preach the Gospel and to distribute the word of
life amony its teeming wmillions.-~y K. George Qwen of
Peking, in Missionary Chronicle.

THE INDIAN CENsUS,

A remarkable article appeared lately in the London
Times on the disclosures which are being evolved from the
lndian census. Oae of these disclosures is that Christianity
is progressing much more rapidly than s generally beheved.

* Missionary after nussionary,” the article says, * comes
home from India, and quite honestly laments, on Butish
platforms, the fewness of his conversions. The annual re.
ports of several of the great missionary societies tell the
same frankly despondent tale. Unsympathetic critics please
themselves by reckoning up the cost of each convert at so
many pounds stering 1n three figures. The Government of
India does not concern itself with conversions, but its census
officers had to ascertain the facts regarding the native
Christians, eaictly as they had to ascertain the facts with
reference 10 any other class of the population. They scru.
tinized the figures supplied for earhier years, with the help of
those officially ascertained by the fiest general census of In-
dia in 1872, and compared the whole with the rewrns of the
second Indian census in 1881, They found that the native
Christians in British India were increasing at a rate un-
known among any other considerable section of the popula.
tion, ata rate more than four times dugher than the popu-
lation of India as a whole. It appeared also that this in-
crease of the native Christians was much  greater than what
may be termed the machinery for their supetvision and
control. \While the number of mission stations had increased
only threefold between 15351 and 1881, the number of native
Protestant or Anglican Chr.stians had multiplied more than
fivefold, and the number of native communicants (the most
closely cared for class; by nearly tentold. During the nine
years from the first general census of 1872 to the second, in
1881, it was found that the natwe Christians in British India
had increased by over thirly per cent., while the general pop-
ulation of British India had increased by less than seven per
cent.

““These figures were startling, but behind them were fig-
ures still more significant.  The maximum of care and super-
vision over the native Christian communities is unques.
tionably piven by the vigoraus and comparatively youthful
missionary bodies in the British provinces; it is given ina
less degree among the wmore old-fashioned mixed Roman
Catholic and Protestant nauve Christians in the native
states ; it is given in a still smaller measure among the an.
cient Christian settlements of Portuguese India, where the
Christians form the ordinary peasantry rather than a speci-
ally cared for class. The rate of their numerical increase
appeared 1o coincide with the degtee of supervision or prn.
tection accorded. While in British India the native Chris-
tians had increased from 1872 o 3881 by 302 per cent,
they had increased in the native states by only 11°9 per
cent., and in Portuguese India by 7 3 per cent.  The census,
however, can deal only with numerical increase. But the
results of a protected status on an Indian community appear
not only in & prowth of numbers—it also tends to raise its
social position. A recent report on public instruction in Ma-
dras, one of the casliest fields for Protestant missionary en-
terprise, directs attention to this aspect of the case. The Ma-
dras 7%mes, commenting on the official returas thus fur-
nished, states 1hat, while among the non-Christian popula-
tion only thirty-eight per cent. of the boys of school-going age
are actually receiving education, the proportion among the
native Christian boys i3 as high as sixty-one per cent. The
report on public instruction in Madras sums up the situation
in the following weighty words : *There can be no question,
if this community pursues with steadiness the present policy
of its teachers, that, xith the immense advantage it possesses
in the way of cducational institutions, in the course of a gen-
eration it will have secured a preposderating position in all the
great professions, and possibly too in the industrial enter-
prise of the couatry. *?



