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THE PORTFOLIO.

These are the only words that they are
made to speak throughout the whole course
of the poem, and therefore are proportion-
ally precious. Should anyone be so pre-
sumptuous as to question the authenticity or
popularity of this history and poem com-
bined, we would simply refer such a one to
the world-renowned melodies of Mother
Hubbard’s forty-second cousin, Mother
Goose, whose position in the literary world
has long since been established.

HawmiLton, Feb. 1st, 1879.

““The Man tn the Moon.” .

DeAR Si1R,—One morning after a very
heavy snow-storm I awoke to find your re-
ply to my lette: on my window-sill. I am
deeply sensible of the honor conferred by
your notice of my humble self among so
many aspirants to your Majesty’s favor;
your condescension in answering my ques-
tions so promptly has done away with any
misgivings I had as to the impertinence of
familiarly addressing you. The information
contained in your reply was so startling and
so unquestionable, coming from one of your
- age and authority, that I lost no time in
taking measures for its appearance in our
last Society Paper; and as your Majesty
graciously expressed an interest in the paper,
I took the liberty of forwarding you a copy.
I was anxious that our mistake about the
moon revolving around the earth should be
corrected as soon as possible; there will be
so many theories to alter and opinions to
change on the subject, that the sooner it is
done the better. But there was one thing
especially for which I want to tha: k you—
for some time it has been with me a subject
of much thought—and is this, that man ori-
ginally sprang from monkeys. Many times
when my faith in the declarations of scien-
tists was almost fixed and sure, I was trou-
bled by this question—Why is it that a
family of monkeys is not set apart and con-
secrated to science in order that from age to
age their devélopment might be watched?
Of course, if long ago they evolved in the
same way, with the assistance of a little
education and society they would do sonow.
However, all my doubts have Leen removed
by your statement, and I can now without
hesitation daccept the fact so beautifully em-
bodied in the following stanza—

“There was an ape in the days that were earlier;
Centuries passed and his hair grew cutlier ;
Centuries more gave a thumb to his wrist ;
Then he was a man and a Positivist.”

Now that I have been satisfied regarding
the orb which you inhabit, I am impressed
with a desire to learn more about this world
of ours, and a remark in your letter has em-
boldened me to again throw myself upon
your benevolent disposition for more light.
I would very much like to know what was
the condition of society in the early days of
this planet, and does it compare favorably
or othérwise with that of the present day.
It is getting rather late in the season for a
snow-storm, but if you have such a material
as oil-skin in your kingdom your next epistle
may come down uninjured with the rain.

Believe me, as ever,
Your humble friend,
Lunacia.

The following, an abstract of the lecture
on “Creeds” delivered by Dr. Burns in
Centenary Church last month, is taken from
the Speciator :

As an animal, man was an innovation
against which the rest of the animal crea-
tion might reasonably object, for he was
given the power of reason, which to them
was denied. But if he possesses the power
of thought he also possesses the weighty re-
sponsibilities that power carries with it. If
we enjoy the luxury of thinking we must pay
the royalty. But alas, it is a sad comment-
ary on our age that men think too much as
their fathers thought before them; they
strangle an original thought at its inception.
Because a man thinks, he lives; when he
ceases to think, he ceases to live. A few
centuries ago the human mind was entombed
in darkness, but the glorious light of the
Reformation broke the bonds that bound
the human intellect. Truth and God are
always on the same side. Some people say
many of the tenets of the present day rest
upon faith and not upon reason. Neither
your creed nor mine contain anything con-
trary to reason ; if they did we would be
cowards to believe in anything which we
suspect. The Christian religion is based on
the supremacy of reason. The only dark
spots on Christianity are where reason has
been restrained. The destroying hand of
the icoaoclast has hardly yet cleared away




