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But if, O Lord, it pleaseth Thee
To keep me in temptation’s way,
I humbly ask that I may be
Most notably beset to-day ;
Let my temptation be a book,
Which I shall purchase, hold and
. keep, *

. erowning merit of attractiver
that thousands to whom Chry
"  which otherwise would have b4
. a name, will get an adequate
| the man and of the world 1
" he }ived from the book.

the statements. Samuel, the inspired
rrophet, told Saul his kingdom should

| AEd hong untill her side. long ago. So he turned on the dog to | Were soon asleep. Only on man—Har-
.
not continue, and that “the Lord has

strike it, but it sprang at him, and |ley, the overseer of the women: r:

sense of fitness and. proportion has
Venner had to empty his six-shooter |mained with him, sitting close beh

been violated, and because the tale is ! And then a moder felt her heart

an untruth. We know that the world
is not so bad a.place a8 these figments
of the author try to make it appear,
and we resent his work as we would
resent a peinter’s landscape that had
green cows and red fields.

Thig matter of moral responsibility

in ﬂcgon. printed and acted, came be- |

fore the Nineteenth Century Club for
one of its discussions recently. Mr.
Hall Caine, the author of “The Manx-
man” and other popular works, was
the principal speaker upon the sub-
ject. His paper was: a plea for liberty
of conscience in fiction. He admits,

in Mr. Howells’ language, that all thei

stories are told, as far as their foun-
dation lines are concerned. They can
differ only in character, dialogue,
minor incident and local color. He
dces not concede that our times are
unromantic and uninspiring. On the
contrary, he holds that the modern
novel ig truer to life, is more work-

manlike, and that the stock of thrill$

available to the writer is larger than
it was in the times of the ready
sword and the flaunting plume. The
century, indeed, is going to yield the
“most astounding idevelopments Of:

the human story that literature has‘g=
yet. known.” |

Mr. Caine agrees that the grumblers
are right when they claim that our |.

fiction is deficient in the sense of

moral responsibility, as compared wlth:
that of the ‘past, but a point at issue’
is whether the novelist should tell his

public that he is conscious of that re-
sponsibility, and try to . enforce his
moral by preaching. This Richardson
did, so did@ De Foe, and Dickens, to
some extent, and George Eliot; but
Scott and Shakespeare did not. Their
episodes of vice were mere incidents
to the development of their stories.
They were the shades that the picture
required fo set off the high light.

After all, it is much a matter of mo-
- tive, and if an author’s motives are
unclean, the public will find it out
soon enough. Yet, gtay. It is not al-
together a matter of motive, either.
It is somewhat a matter of material.
Mr. Caine may disagree to this. He
cites the well-known case of “The Sec-
ond Mrs. Tanqueray,” and that is just
a case in point. Granted that its au-
thor, Mr. Pinerp, wanted to preach
against sexual sin, granted that he be-
lieves a woman who has fallen can
never rise, must be kicked back into
the mud whenever she tries to do so—
a ciirrent notion—granted that he
wants to show the unhappiness of a
marriage contracted between a re-
spectable and elderly citizen and a
painted woman of the town, is the
game worth the powder ? Do you con-
done sin so easily ? Is his play a pic-
ture of life, either actual or possible ?
Hardly. Then why not take themes
that commend themselves, themes that
leave a pleasant taste in the mouth,
themes that deal with the pure and
fair and happy, and that make us glad
in the world instead of sorry and dis-
gusted ? It is art, but poor art. Shake-
speare might have - taken a similar
theme and lifted it out of its grossness,
because he was the greatest artist.
Weé never feel called upon in his work
to sympathize with sin, howbeit we
may sympathize with a sinner. The
murder in *‘“Macbeth” has no im-
moral influence.

Mr. Caine is right in theory when he
says that all is proper to be ex-
pressed if our aim is high enough,
but#he also says, it is better to leave
scientists to exploit science, and the
questions that Pinero and Ibsen deal
in belong more truly to the do-
main of social science than art. The
whole truth of the matter is that we
are tiring of art that is based on im-
purity. It is not merely that such
things'repel us, but they wear us.
We can afford to let problem plays
and all that kind of thing rest for a
few decades. We can find gloom
enough in life without going to Ibsen.
“Mr. Caine endorses the public wish to
have things end happily. Let them
begin happily, too. Let the writers
be made to know their moral respon-
gibility and to shape .their work in
consonance with good ideals. Let them
help to right the wrongs we suffer and
hasten the day when they shall exist
no longer.

A PLEASANT PRACTICAL JESTER.

The chorus of friends and the plea-
sant recollections of imitators among
whom were many writers have made
the passing of KEugene Field the oc-

How that it ben to-torne,—
She kissed eche day till she ben gray
The shoon he used to worn;

)
No bairn'let hold until ‘her gown,

Nor played upon the floore,—

Godde’s was the joy; a lyttel boy
Ben in the way no more! .

Field knew how much I admired this '
poem, and though he ylelded to every |

other request I made for }autographic '
lore,”” so much did he love to plague |

his friends that he would never make
a copy of it for me; but, instead. one
day, April 5, 1893, in the “Poets’ Cor-
ner” at MecClurg’s book-store in Chi-
cago, where the bookish saints and
sinners,Field’s friends, met, he snatch-
ed up a piece of paper and going off
into his well-known serpentine atti-
tude of composition, dashed off the
following :
As Eu;.e‘%e;}eld lay dying
The de all good men die,
Came neis Wilson flying
As only he can fly.

“My friend, before you peter
And seek the shining shore,

Write me, in common meter,
Some autographic lore !”

Then Eugene Field smiled sadly,
And his face grew wan and dim,

But he wrote the verses gladly
His friend required of Rim.

And having done this duty,
From out this home of clay

That soul of spotless beauty
To Canaan soared away.

~ Though he took care I should possess

the Number One copy of all that he

{wrote, he did everything in his power
| to prevent my compassing an issue of
| the so-called Denver Tribune Primer,

the first of his books. Not because
he thought it unworthy of himself,
or of me either for that matter, but
because his love of mischief was s0O
strong.

He would send me frinted accounts
of men who had the book for sale, with
the address and price cut out. When
I would meet him and beg for further
information; he would regret that the
bcok had been bought by such and
such a friend, and he had, of course,
intended to write me, but had really
fcrgotten it. These are only slight
examples of the boyish pranks the
man would play. Somehow the sun-
niress of his nature shone through
everything he said or did; but when
he wanted most to be serious I could
not but laugh the loudest. To me
there was always something suspici-
ous in the man’s face when it wore its
mcst solemn aspect. His family, were
mostly boys, and Field whas t
gest of the lot! He was a
dulgent father. I have kn
reprove his son for t use of some
cclloquial phrase, and then go and

write it down for use, proba,ﬁlx\iyme
poem as ‘‘The Conversazzhyony,” or

“Professor Vere de Blaw.” The boys
tcok a.fancy to a goat for a plaything,
and a goat they had. The odor of the
animal palling on them, they aimed
to palliate it by taking it upstairs to
their mother’s room and then sousing |
it with her best cologne. The first dash
of the cologne stung the beast, and it
sprang through the second story win-
dow, taking the sash along, and dis-

appearéd, urhurt, but naver to return.

One of my first reminiscences of
Field was his taking me down the cel-
lar to hear his burro talk. Field pitch-
ed his voice into a weird key, and the
burro brayed back like mad. The don-
key afterwards strayed away, and
Field offered some books for its return.
One of the neighboring boys won the
reward.

Field knew all the children of his
neighborhood. They used to go riding
with him and his boys in the donkey
cart. On the day of his burial the
scholars of the schools near his home
were told the story of his life, and a
number of his poems were read to
them and by them.

If dinner at home were not to his
taste, he would make the rounds - of
the vicinity until he found the repast
he desired, and then sit himself down
at table. And never was mor-al more
welcome.

After his last European trip I asked
him the difference between literary
people in Great Britain and America.
« Well,” he said, “over there they all

begin their careers with pretty thor-

ough ' Greek and Latin educations.”
His reply to Mrs. Humphry Ward
when she asked him to tell of the man-
ners and characteristics of his people

—that when he himself was first found

he was up a tree—has often been quo;—J

ed.

Field was a great collector of freaks.

Large paper, clean, and fair to see,
. Uncut, unique, unknown to Lowndes.

The last person in the world, usually
to relish being joked is the joker, but
I always found Field remarkably
good-natured under such circum-
stances. He sent me the biography of
Joseph Jefferson, together with a
print, His letter requesting me to
have the veteran comedian autograph
the one and write in the other was
late in arriving. I sent him a cordial
note of thanks for the book and pic-
ture, which, I said, added greatly to
my collection, and then I received the
following characteristic reply:

“Good God, my child, do you think
I am a millionaire ? That book is not
for you; neither is the portrait. You
get them autographed and embellish-
ed, and pack them back to me as
quick as you know how. The thought
of this narrow escape makes me sweat
blood like a behemoth !”

Shortly after, at New Rochelle, I
had the pleasure of making Mr. Jef-
ferson acquainted with Field's work
by reading some of it to him; and
when I told Field that Mr. Jefferson
had paid “The Little Blue Boy” the
tribute of tears, he was much affected.
He delighted in surprises. I could
never get him to name a time for a
visit. One Sunday, not so long since,
with the house full of guests, he walk-
ed into our midst, followed by his
daughter “Totty,” his brother “Rose”
and three other friends—ten minutes
before dinner-time! With any one
else this would have been a serious
breach. With Field it was a joy!
Then, too, the generous proportions of
the American domestic bird that day
at once brought a sigh of relief to the
head of the household. What a day
of delight it was! Then, more than
ever, was Field a boy ! In one of the
upper rooms an old quilted blue and
white bedspread caught his view, and
seizing it in the centre,declaring it had
no business there, he stuffed as much
of it as he could into his capacious
coat pocket and marched down into
the drawing-room with the ends drag-
ging behind ! 4

He went to Europe in 1889, not 2vow-
edly for his health, but very likely for
little else. I have letters from him from
Carlsbad. He told me he intended to
bring back the ax with which Glad-
stone had cut down so many trees.
He not only brought back the ax, but
also a postal card from the great
Prime Minister verifying the ‘‘chop-
per,” and certifying that he had given

1it to Field: His letters to Gladstone

on the ax question would make inter-
esting reading. He took great pride in
his penmanship, and great care not
only in the composition but in the ac-
tual manual work of his letters. In
jest I have seen him not only pen
but direct notes written with the aid
of a magnifying glass. Ta his inti-
mates he would send illustrated mis-
sives daintily colored with - various
inks,and oftentimes gilvered with gilt.
His chirography more closely resembl-
ed Thackeray than that of any I can
recall, being possibly more beautiful ;
and like Thackeray, too, he was given
to drawing quaint and purposely crude
faces and figures in his letters.

I do not think he disliked to be pho-
tographed, though he once told me he
was old enough not to have any more
taken.

None of the likenesses I have seen
of him is perfect, though all have
something of Field in them. The best
I know is perhaps that which he had
taken with the writer in imitation of
Raphael’s “Cherubs.” His friends were
composed mainly of clergymen, doc-
tors and actors. - His acquaintances
were legion.

THE RIVAL CLAIMS,

An examination of the claims of
England and Venezuela over that
tract of swamp which’' Chauncey De-
pew says he can buy for about $25,000
although it has already cost the
United States a billion dollars, will
help to a better understanding of the
position. 3

Lord Salisbury’s second note to Sir
Julian Pauncefote setting forth the
English claimg to territory claimed by
Venezuela is printed in full™in the
Ccongressional Record, In the previous
note Lord Salisbury had replied to that
portion of Mr. Olney’s dispatch treat-
ing of the application of the Monroe
dcetrine to the boundary dispute be-

tween Venezuela and the colony of Bri-
tish Guiana. His contention in that
nots was that the Monroe doctrine

the Orinoco. It was on this principle
of concession that he drew the boun-
dary line which has since been called
py his name. In brief, the claim of
Lord Salisbury is that the Schomburgk
line was, in fact, a great reduction of
the boundary claimed by - Great Bri-
tain as a matter of right.

4. The several changes from the
Schomburgk line were made in the
spirit of compromise with Venezuela.

5. When the Venezuelan Government
sent commissioners into the territory
to the east of the Schomburgk line in
1887 and demanded the evacuation of
the whole ‘territory ‘held by Great Bri-
tain from the mouth of the Orinoco
to the Pomeroon River diplomatic re-
lations were broken off, and as a mat-
ter/of precaution notice was issued by
th vernment of British Guinana
formally reserving the claims fo all
the territory in the mining regions of
west of the Schomburgk line claimed
by Great Britain. This was simply a
matter of form, Great Britain taking
no steps to exercise jurisdiction be-
yond the Schomburgk line.

6. Great Britain has always been
willing to submit to arbitration the
dispute as to the territory beyond the
Schomburgk line, but contends that to
submit the general question as to the
ternitory east of that line would be to
invite foreign supervision over PBritish
territory.

The Venezuelan case as presented by
Senor Calcano may be stated as fol-
lows :

1. What was Spain’s possession in
1810 belongs to Venezuela, and what
was Holland’s in 1814 belongs to Eng-
land.

2. By the treaty of March 30, 18456,

Spain formally transferred to the Re-
public of Venezuela the provinces and
territories named din her constitution
and laws, including Guiana. Venezuela
thus has a clear right to the territory
transferred by Spain.
_3. In the treaty of Aug. 13; 1814, by
which the Netherlands ceded to Eng-
land their colonies of the Cape of Good
Hope, Essequibo, Berbice and Demer-
ara, nothing is said about Morocco,
Orinoco, Manzandres or Guaire, but
only Essequibo. On this deed to Eng-
land Venezuela claims that English
territory cannot etxend at the farthest
beyond the Moroed River.

4. Spain always maintained her

rights over the territories to the west
of the Essequibo. always dislodging
the Dutch, who again_ and again at-
tempted to invade them. This is de-
clared in the royal decrees of April 13,
1779, and Oct, 1, 1780, in which the na-
val officers received orders to storm
and destroy a fort on the bank of the
Moroco, and instructions to notify the
Governor of Bssequibo that the Span-
ish Government would not tolerate
trespassers on Spanish domains ex-
tending to the Essepuibo River.
5. In the treaty of July 13, 1713, Great
Britain acknowledged to Spain her
American domains with the boundaries
which they had at the death of King
Charles II. This, it ds claimed; is a
recognition of the River Essequibo as
the boundary of the Spanish posses-
sions in Venezuela at that time, and
it is also claimed that by that treaty
England accepted the boundary and
pledged herself to maintain and de-
fend it.

6. Holland did not cede to England
any territory west of the Kssequibo.
Venezuela insists that this boundary
having been recognized in her consti-
tution and she never having ceded,
pledged or compromised in any way
any portion of the domain, England
cannot hold possession of it by con-
quest. z

munonaire—well, my dear Baron, you
seem to have an important communica-
tion to make. Baron—Councilor F—,
I am happy to tell you the glad news
that it is my intention to appoint you
my father-in-law.—Deutsche Wespen.

“What do you consider the most
promising portion of Hurope at the
present day?’asked the young man
with a commercial turn of mind. And
without a moment’'s hesitation the
young woman answered “Turkey."'—
Whashington Star.

Susie—And so you are an old maid,
auntie—a real old maid? Aunt Ethel—
Yes, Susie, dear—I'm a real old maid.
Susie (wishing to be nice and comfort-
ing)—Well, never mind, poor, dear
auntie; I am sure it isn’t your fault.—
Boston Courier.

Underhill (a crusty old bachelor)—

into its head to save himself, and
this sent him nearly mad with rage.
He promised any slave his freedom
who would find Mo and the child, and
though none of them believed him they
had to go straight away from the plan-
tation in gangs, under the overseers,
and search for the runaways. They
never thought they could find them,
for Mo had been gone seven days, and,
if he was alive, must have been clear
out of the State by that time. But
they began hunting 1 the place
through, and, on the nd day, one
of the gangs, came up to the Blood
Swamp, and there, right out in the

middle of it, on a heap of snags and |

water roots, with his bag beside him,
was little Dollar sitting. But nosign
of old Mo. And they began shouting
to the child, but though it lifted its
head up as if it heard them, it gave no
other sign of life, but went on staring
into the swamp in front of it. Itwas
close on night, and the mist was creep-
ing up over the slime, so they lit fires
and sent back word that the runaways
were found.

Before daylight, Venner was there
with his other bloodhound, and he
fooked as cruel as sin. As the fog
lifted, they saw little Dollar sitting
just where he was the night before,
with his face set toward the very same
gpot in the swamp. It was no use
for Venner to curse and shout. The
child woul just lift up his head for
4 minute and then resume his
on the swamp. So Venner told a
slave to wade in. The man started,
sinking deeper and deeper as he went,
and then, all of a sudden, just when
the black stuff was about up to his
armpits, he gave a kind of cry and
turned to come back. And if you
could only have seen his face ! It was
like 4 man's who had gone mad with
sudden fright. The same instant the
swamp seemed to heave up close be-
hind him. There was no splash, but
the slave went under without a sound.
They waited for him to come up, but
the thick ooze leveled again over the
spot, the great black bubbles burst one
by one, and in a few minutes there
was not a trace of the spot where the
slave had gone down.

“There’'s a hole there,” said Venner,
quietly, and he looked round the gang.

The men all seemed scared except

Shucks, the ° brother of the drowned
man. He was looking straight ahead
at the place where the man sank.

“Go in, Shucks,” said Venner, “and
keep clear of that hole, mind you, or
—TI’ll put & buillet into you.”

‘And Shucks, without a word, stepped
into the swamp. But his face, they
say, was dreadful to look at, and he
waded, step for step, exactly where the
other had gone before him.

“Turn to one side,” shouted Venner,
as he saw him going straight to his
death. “Keep out of the hole,” he
screamed, pouring out oaths and
stamping in his helpless fury.

And the infection of the excitement
took them all as the slave neared the
fatal spot, and every voice was raised
in warning. The bloodhound, think-
ing game was afoot, strained at his

leash and bellowed. The horrible fas- !

cination of suicide was upon him. And
Venner kept his word, for Jjust as
Shucks reached the spot, he drew his
revolver and fired, and that instant
Shucks went down. He made no effort
for his life, but flung up his hands
above his head and was gone.

A swell passed slowly over the
swamp, the snags heaved up and sank
ggain with a thick gurgling noise, then

‘all was quiet.

And there, exactly where he was be-
fore, sat little Dollar, staring straight
into the horrid slime. But Venner was
nét to be beaten so easily. Two good
slaves, it is true, were gone, but there
were plenty more. So he went along
the edge of the swamp for half a mile
or so, until he came to where a long
Grift of dead-wood and water stuff had
made a kind of jetty, and the end of
it was not a hundred yards of the
snag heap that Dollar was sitting on,

and he called.an old slave whom he

sometimes treated a little better than

the rest, and told him to go across

ahd fetch the boy. The old man walk-

along the drift as far as it would bear
him, and then, feeling bottom with his

feet, began to wade.

They watched him breathlessly. Even

Venner was silent.
Nearer and nearer the old man got,

every step as cautious as if he were
going to surprise some sleeping thing,
and at every step sinking deeper into
At last he was almost with-

the ooze.
in reach of the child.

It had now shifted its gaze and was
staring with eyes of blank, mad terror
Those who
were watching saw the slave reach out
his arm and throw it over a log. Then
he dragged one leg;up out of the rot-
ting ooze, and they saw him get his
knee upon the log and begin to pull
And then—all of a sud-
den—the log seemed to slip round un-
der him, and the old slave fell back-
ward right in front of the child. He
did not sink at once, but struggled a
And
then, just as before, it looked as if the
A thick ripple
snag-
heap on which Dollar was sitting lifted
a little and then gently sank again.
The drift heaved perceptibly all down

at the approaching man.

himself up.

little, and grasped at the air.

swamp humped up.

rolled towanrd the spot. The

its length, but nothing more.

a sought him a man after his own heart
?gdv‘tar)let Ii)ord hta(} commanded him
a 0 be captain over his S
a%mdnmigththg?étﬁ hfllgk ”ég» like dﬂ' %, 1 Samuel, xiii., 16. See also Ac%):,o pzzieﬂ.,
T e e{‘] round t 22. This declaration'was made before
e s v Harley\| David was King. Will anyone say that
prron S ﬂmn e'pa,' I;Lra n:hwo up sl‘;d' at that time the statement was not
s et gred ethimpt' o Is |irue, even the Professor admits it, al-
sl mmpe : s}c:m nls;ato m, ehough' he turned out afterwards to
s not hear what. But |paye h4d, like most men, a weak spot,
s T the sound of something stir- | which him to transgress the laws
ring on the snag-heap, and a stealthy | of God,ds he also sinned against God,
motion of the water as if something |heing 1 ]
?Jii‘ér ‘}‘;eepéﬁ" in t'hehswamp. fOrd tge Israel.
pped among the snags, and the |‘ho T i
jhztty softly swayed. The bloodhound ou::ive :u &tahﬁ?,::t h(‘;“:;:s“‘},‘f;,f:
13-“‘0;‘ aggdm up. Again the snap- |gng partaker of human frailties.
gelrﬁly uW . A heavy aOOt was evi- |Tdolatry Wwas the great, the unpardon-
e g polgém 1e snaxsot tl,l‘ean again came |able sin of the Jewish dispensation.
Mo's gmmnns 5 goze. All other sins, humanly speaking, were
o St gu A ng ispered Ven- |sing but minor in their consequences.
llgl'zt . tvl:e lao:xl't sound he flashed the | and punishments, although they did
e ern gl f»l° the heap. _ |not go unpunished. Why did not the
Al - en,” said Harley, as he told | Professor candidly and with knowledge
e story, “only God knows what hap- | of the Scriptures state that the of-
pened. There was no Mo there. But |ferce of David was excepted when the
I saw the thing as plain as I see you | historian referred to his general char-
now. It looked like a hairy boat, keel |acter., “David did that which was
; and it was leaning on its |rightin the sight of the Lord,” “save
elbows—just as a tarantula does—and |only in the matter of Uriah, the Hit-
its shoulders seemed like a man’s, only | tite.” 1 Kings, x., 5. Why did Le.libel
hairy. I could not see its head. It |inspiration'and leave out the saying
seemed to be .eating Dollar. . But this |as tothis'sinof David? “But the thing
was all in-a second, for Mr. Venner |that David ‘had done displeased the
jumped up and cried out something. |Lord.” 2 Samuel, xi., 27, Why did he
And then he fired, and the dog gave |forget, or did he forget, or could any
a roar and a dash past him, and he |intelligent, capdid reader of . the Old
must have struck the master as he |Testament forget the saying impressed
sprang, for I saw Mr. Venner reel and |even on the popular mind, “Thou art
fall right across the lantern light into |the man, which Nathan, the prophet.
the swamp. And the thing, sir, had of God, fastened David with,when he
left the heap then, and was turned |told him the parable of the poor mamn,
right around in the water and had got [owner of the “ewe lamb,” which his
the dog. I leaned over to reach out |rich neighbor had taken to his own use,
my hand to Mr. Venner; but instead |and to be hospitable to a stranger. 2
of stretching Jeut his hand to me, 1 Samuel, %ii.,, 7? Did the professor for-

saw hitting out with his revolver, | get, or did he wultully conceal these
and “for a minute there was an

f facts to make a point against God's
awful struggle—the man, the blood- Beok? Nathan said to David, when he
hound and the Thing ; and then all the | acknowledged his sin, *“Thou hast
swamp seemed to haunch up, as it

given great occasion to the enemies
were—it was the Thing getting on top

of the Lord to blzsnlheme." 2 Samuel
of Mr. Venner and the dog, I suppose xii., 14, The blasphemy has come dowm
—and then  they all sank down to-

to our day. What a prophetic utter-

gether. The jetty swung so with the | &l:Ce. That should be enough to prove
swell that I was afraid it would part, | the divine inspiration of the Book.
and n»Id turned \and ran.””’ VlVell eglgh c{hrfﬁx ntl}?unnd y:aar- tl;narle
A that wae the end of il . |elaps and s e ‘“enemies O e
ner. Cyril Ven- |7/ 4" blaspheme, If I read the Pro-_
fessor aright, he accepts the historical

“CHRISTIANITY’ ILE-STONE.” accuracy, and possibly general inspira-
\J - tion of the New Testament, and re-
Goldwin Smith’s Essay Reviewed by a To-

And then Venner waited for the
slave to creep out of his hiding-pl

Chron. ' xxi.,, 1. He did not

jects the Old. How can he do,_that
when in the New Testament the 0ld is
directly and indirectly quoted hundreds |
of times? Our Lord recognized
law,. the Psalms. and the prophets,” a&
we have them at the present day, an

romto Queen » Counsel.
In the Deecémber (1895) number of The
North American Review, vr. Goidwin
Smith made a rambling statement of
objections to the hisvorical books of the
Old Testament. He has eviﬁently gone
wild in admiration of the{’ too learned
critics: of the nris-named /‘Higher Cri-
ticism.” It would take ‘a volume to
briefly notice the objections he asserts
to the inspired and historical character
of the numerous f contained in
Geresis, Joshua, Kings, Chronicles and
other books. The statements are ‘'mys-
tical,” “fabulous,” . “unhistorical,”
stories of “tribal faney,” ‘“tradition,”
full of “ ethnological myth,” “legends,”
“fanciful accounts,” ‘“poetic character
of the story of Joseph,” of the *‘ex-
ceptionally dramatic stories about
Abraham’’—indeed, all the words de-
scriptive of the unreal, the “ideal,” the
fairy, fanciful and fictitious, found in
the Neéw Dictionary with its three hun-

dred thousand new words would fail ™
to tell of the dreamy, idealistic, unreal sneers at Revelation will be £0 4

fancies which fill up the numerous Toronto, Dec. 26, 1895. BEREAN.

books of the Old Testament, He writes £ 3
patronizingly of ‘“the Being who fills
Eternity and Infinity,” but he does not
allow that Being a reasonable
share of intelligence, -justice, gov-
ernment or ‘care for Created
Beings, except dn the 1line that
the great intelligence of the es-
seyist would indicate, and to that he
would “limit the Holy One of Israel.”
That was a sin of the Israelites, but
the Professor is not a “Jew outward-

them for facts, types, analogies and
prophesies. Of the thirty-nine treatises
in the Old Testament, only three are
not mentioned or referred to in the
New. The serpent, the temptation, the
fall, the deluge, Noah, every important
event or name in the Old is adopted

by the Holy Spirit. which they proved
by the miracles they performed. Take
out these things from the New and
what is left? The whole Book {s muti-
lated, and soon only the covers of the
Becok would be left.  The Bible has
withstood great assaults in the past
centuries, and will still be assaulted
and withstand the assaults of weak
men, when Goldwin Smith and all his

-

In the Kit-Gat G

2 AR, BB
Passing along Princess-street, Bdin-

burgh, one day, a herculean Scots Grey

» stopped and called a shoeblsek to pol-
ly.,” and therefore not a sinner of the iahplfis boots. 'The feet of gﬁe dragoon

Semitic kind.

I'he moral conceptions, if we may S0
sreak of the infinitely wise and good
God, as manifested in His government
of Israel, must &also conform to the
moral sensitiveness of the Doctor,
Space will not permit more than these
references to the numerous fallacies of
the article. To show the readers, how-
ever, the style of the uneritical as-
saults made by Professor Smith, I will
quote one long paragraph as to his
treatment of the character of David,
oné time King of Israel. Here he finds
sume realities, because they enable
him to polish the point of his fine jave-
lin, to thrust through the ‘“Bibliola-
ters.” Hear him: “David is loyal, chi-
vqlrous. ardent in friendship. and com-
bines with adventurous valor the ten-
derness which has led to our accepting
him as a writer of some of the Psalms.
?10 taz;i he iﬁ an object of our admira-

cn, due allowance for time and cir- entleman to the urchin, on the
cumstances being made. But he is h.’ 0120‘9chool. “1 hope you are & good
guilty of murder and adultery, both in “3,’;;.;-?" :
§l}e first degree. He puts to death with | *%iyes,” said the little boy. -
nideous tortures the people of a cap- «@ot a good place in your form?”
tured c¢ity. On his death-bed he be-| wyus. Next the stove.” @
queaths to his son a murderous legacy VIRTU:
of vengeance; he exemplifies by his
treatment of his 10 concubines, whom
he shuts up for life, the most cruel
ev‘i‘ls of polygamy (2 Samue]l xx., 3.).

The man after God’s own heart, he
might.be deemed by a primitive priest-
hood, to whose divinity he was always
true; but it is hardly possible that he
shculd be so deemed by a moral eivili-

were in proportion to his Beight, and

boots before him, kneit down on -the
pavement, and called upon a chum

near at hand—“Jamie come OVer and
contract!”’

i J
Artemus Ward, when iR London,
gave a children’s party. &ne of John
Bright’s song was-invited, amd”return-
ed home radiant. “Oh, Papa, he ex=
plained, on being aske‘t‘ll whether he
had enjoyed himself, deeed 1 did.
And Mr. Brown gave such a nice
name for ¥ou, papa.”’/ ‘“What was
that?’ “Why, he as me how that
gay and festive cusf the governor

172 nlied the boy.
Weal N 7 CHESTNUT.

e
wwell, my little boy,” eaid the kind-

P

Frederick Warde tells of an experi-
ence which he had with Louis Jar.e3
in Butte: “We had played ‘Virginius
to a packed house,”’ he said, “and

the part of the gallery boys.
the final curtain and recalls I went
my dressing ‘room and began disr

to number the children of -

‘the “eplendor

“the |

the Apostles, constantly appealed to |

as true and endorsed by the Apostles.
or Evangelists, inspired as they were |

the Loy, looking at the tremendous ‘

b = 7 I've got an army,
gie’s a hand, will ye URCHIN. .

o

there had@ been much enthusiasm oB

The picture of Constantinople]

‘ given in these pages, combin

remarkable degree the attract
the repulsive. Never was hu

. decked out with more gorgeou

dor ; neyer were its intellect

| spiritual activities .more depre

an enervating atmosphere. T

" . have been, one may say the

have. been, some gecret Te!
strength somewhere—how el
empire that seemed to be ¢

‘%o its fall in the fourth cent

era - have outlasted the 14f

‘. . everything, when such an Em

readius was ruling, with suc
i{ster as Butropius, seemed -utt:
rupt and effete. But both the
acteristics of the period and ti
and cormip
exactly suited to the powers O
thor of “Gathering Clouds.
never more at home than whi
describing, with ornate ab
some highly colored scene, Or ¢
ing in impassioned rhetoric so!
erite or villain. Here is a D!
the Byzantine throne 00
Chrysostom, who has been lite
ducted from Antioch that he
thrust perforce into the pal
geat, is introduced for the fi
into the Imperial presence :
“The Purple Chamber, into
they were ushered by a arowd o
was so-called partly from its p
and walls inlald with porphy
partly from its rich purple I
embroidered with gold. The
modern days would almost s
childish simplicity before ik
pomp of Byzantine sepléndo
floor along the centre Was S
with gold dust, -brought fro
lands in-ships and chariots
mous cost, that the sacred fee
Emperor might not be -desecr]
treading on anything less pr
precious. The walls of alaba
other lustrous marbles were in
agate and cornelian, and th
sunlight glowed hotly on pilla
Numidian marble, rose-colored
Chrysostom was almost
the sudden blaze of spl

e
-vguch he was wholly unaco

Two lines of the palatine sold:
at intervals down the cenir
hall. They wore Sidonian ¥
so richly dight that there we
on their girdles and emeralds
helmets. Between and behil
were massed a number of co
all the ranks 'of Byzantine 0
—perfectissimi, egregii, .illust
spectabiles. Round the apsi
end stood a guard of tall, ful
Gothic soldiers in their collarg
and nearest the - Emperor

four Praetorian Praefects, con
like him, in the purple robe,
dye, which they, however; w
to the knees. In the <cent
throne, supported by four hug

_ lions, lolled Arcadius on silk

ions, fringed with pearls. His
purple was woven in gold. ¥
gons, which were his imperial
His person was a blcze of
Huge rubles and emeralds v
dent from his ears, Necklaces
orient pearls gleamed round J
and over his breast hung .c
precious stones, chosen for t
and lustre. The passion for ge
Constantine had fostered had
among later emperors. Ro
dark hair of Arcadius was the
a band of purple.silk woV
pearls and the choicest
emeralds.”

The conclusion of my P
spondent’s letter is as follows
recent Franco-American wedd
lovely dresses were donned,
by the relatives and friends ¥
ed in the cortege or proces
from church door to altar s
feature of every Catholic ma
also by the generality of f3
guests. There was a bright
or newness about gowns, clg
and “things,’ that gave
charm and interest to the b1
semblage of Fashion's dooil
and one of the dresses th
me most had a plain full ski
krope mirror velvet, touching
all round. The acconipany
was one of the mew quai
Jackets indifferently dub
Quinze, or Louis Seize, and|
the most attractive charaq
both reigns.” It was of a
lovely material, the foundat|

—4silk, flowered with roses a

bloom in subdued and {4
while narrow stripes of he
vet, interwoven, ran close
floral surface. This jacket,
from neck to walist, on eith
edged narrowly with sable,
a front. the foundation of
white satin, veiled with w
over which, gracefully ar
a fall of corn-colored anc
Cluny lace. The neck-bar
satin, was trimmed, or re

Anything that was unusual in spoons,
stools, bells, ropes, knockers, hats,
watches, music, or what not, he would
purchase. All the things he bought,
whether books or curiosities, he called
“ plunder.” The book shops of Chica-
go always set aside anything extraor-
dinary for his inspection. Books on
gastronomy, the miseries of life, the
science of drunkenness, counterb}asts
to tobacco, arid so forth—to which he
gave the special name of : + fool "
books—greatly interested him and
awaited his perusal or purchase.

Next to children, Field pest loved
books. A collector himself, he had
rare sympathy with the whole tribe,
from the lowest form of the critter,”
the extra-illustrator to the other ex-
treme, the man who loves & book sim-
ply for its external peauty. Either ex-
treme was too expensive a luxury for
Field, and he came to merit, in a mea-
sure, the contemptuous remark of a
bookseller, that be did not know much

There, that’s Minerva, the gogdess of
wisdom. She never got married.
Artful Widow—No; but this is King
Solomon, the wisest man that ever
lived. He married a thousand times.—
Truth.

with sable ; while a necklad
seven rows of small ones,
ornamental bars, of tiny
rested-on white tulle, tied
in a big, fluffy, and clou
The sleeves of the jacket
full at the elbow, the ampl
material set in at the sh
series of tight shirrings,

ranged to do away with al
and thickness. How it w
I am unable to state, I ¢
that the fact spoke for

seven-inch basque, prolong
fronts and the back, and nc
added, was arranged in tw
at the back,s%phhnd by tw
purple transticid enamel

cled and centred with rhin
the fronts of the dapper

back, with white satin 1
with fur, figured three s

of similar design ; while 4
the jacket was drawn to t

zotion. Still less possible is it that We
shculd imagine the issues of spiritual
life to be shut up, that from this man's
dcings salvation would be bound to
spring.”

Brief extracts from the history of
David’s diabolical acts with regard to
Bethsheba and her husband Uriah
will show that the God inspired state-
ment «of the facts are not toned down
to suit any human imagination as to
whnat ought to have been said under
such circumstances, but the facts are
accurately, and plainly told. The good
and the evil deeds of David are related
with the same simplicity; neither ex-
aggerated nor diminished. The sting
intended by Dr. Smith to poison the
minds of readers against the inspira-
tion of the 01d Testament will be seen
to be only history in some sense re-
peating itself. Solomon when he was
old. “turned away his heart after other
geds, and his heart was not perfect

casion of bringing together all the
mirthful memories of a peculiarly hap-
py and sunny existence. Eugene Field
scems to have been the greatest practi-
cal joker of the day. but though his
jests were active they were temper-
ed with good nature and to their non-
sense 'was added always a Very lively
wit. To the dead Western poet many,
eulcgies have been paid by writers
from far and near. One of the most
characteristic we have seen comes
from Francis Wilson, the actor, who
on the stage. represents much of the
joyousness and mirth which Wwere
traits of Field’s. We reproduce the
artic¢le in full from Harper’s Weekly :

He was the children’s poet-laureate
—their king singer. No bard ever sang
so sweetly and pathetically of them,
and he must for all.time remain the
juvenile’s Homer. He was not a mere
literary lip servitor - of the young
people. All' that he wrote he felt. It
was a joyous and an odd sight to see
Eugene Field on his knees, with his

Venner stood with his eyes fixed on
the black bubbles that marked the
slave’s dying struggle, and his face
was as grim as face codld be ; but he
suddenly roused himself, and turning
to an overseer, ordered the gang to be-
gin collecting driftwood at once.

“I'11 make a bridge right across,” he
said, “and g6 and bring back the devil
myself, or else by ,, it shall have
me, too!” Had the wretched man
then already formulated the unseen
terror ? Had his fancy created some
flesh-eating +hing, reptile or goblin,
that had dragged his slaves down un-
der the swamp?.

The slaves worked as slaves do, and,
as the jetty lengthened foot .by foot.
Venner tried his weight upon it, and
looked, grimly across the léssening gap
at the child. Dollar watched them
coming nearer and nearer, without any
?g:dx;ge tﬁ eﬁp;ession.h ’It:ahg child was

ng itsel rom the [ beside it, | witi Tord his God as was the
but never moving its eyes from the he‘;:-t g}ehls father, David@”’ I. Kings xi.,
slaves at work., And then evening (4. Dr Smith has evidently turned
began to close in, and the heavy fog |aside to do homage to the *“gods” of
to rise from the swamp. But Venner | “higher criticism.” The rehash of the

st

ing, But the crowd refused to disperse
and kept insisting on a speech. To
satisfy them I finally snatched up &
sheet, threw it around me, toga fashion .
and thus costumed I strode before the
curtainm. Said I: ‘My friends. how can
you reasonably insist on a speech?
Virginius is dead, Appias Claudius ls'
dead, Icilius is dead and I am dead.
Then came a shrill voice from the gcds,
saying: ‘What have you done with the
other idiot? That was too much for
me. I fled px:eglpi;ately." v

cculd have no application to this dis-
pute, because England did not con-
template any acquisition of territory.
In the second note he discusses at
ler.gth the boundary dispute. He was
moved to write this letter by & desire,
a3 he says, to remove misapprehen-
sion as to the main feature of the
question, and he sends the letter to
th> United States because, in consequ-
erce of the suspension of diplomatic
rejations with Venezuela, he will not
have the opportunity of settling right
misconceptions in the ordinary way
in a ‘dispatch addressed to the Vene-
zuelan Government itself. Lord Salis-
pury’s points may be thus briefly
stated :

1. The title of Great Britain to the
territory in dispute is derived in the-
first place from conquest and military
occupation of the Dutch settlements
in 1796. At the time of this occupation
the British authorities marked the

Willile—Pa, what is the meaning of
the expression “touch and go?’ Papa
—It's very simple, my son. It means
extreme speed, and refers to the pro-
fessional borrowers, who méake a
touch and go so fast you seldom see
e nenln _PRAMITIRR S _ Macready, of whom many stories are
told, says in his memoirs: “1 remember
on one occasion acting in ‘“Venice Pre=
served.’” A long and rather drowsy dy=
ing speech of my friend Ja.ﬂigr was
dragging its slow length along, whe!}
scme one in the gallery, in a tone O
great impatience, called qut very 1oud= -
1y, ‘Ah! now, die at once! wh‘en' ak;'m:t: e
:\7{?;3 t‘l}];e %tﬁiee!;. s}i'c:e bilm‘::;' and v :dbeuutltul antique buckle,
then. turning with a patronizing toa@ ebtv:?e? thesbrilliant and
to the lingering Jafiler, ‘Just take yu g ¢
time, will- you ?"” PROMPTER.

Sir° Robert Peel, brother to the late
Speaker, was noted for his “‘sharp ton-
gue.” On one occasion an Irish mem-
ber, heated in debate, shouted out that
“if he could pass the charter, he
wouldn’t care if Satan was king !” Sir
Robert bowed courteously, and mildly
expressed his belief ‘“that when the
honorable member should be under the
sovereign of his choice, he would en-
joy the full confidence of the crown.”

CLIPPER.

The hat wor
andsome dress was of ve
ple beaver felt, the broad

a2




