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NOTES BY THE WAY : AT LITTLE GIDDINO.

iN how many of Ruskin's musical essaya dos lie net speak,
Iand admirably, on the use and value of books! Perliaps

lie tells us tue often what we have heard liefore. Lt rnay lie lie
introduces us afreali to truisma we met yeara ago at achool,
then in their plain dress hardly noticed, new tricked out
by hlm. in lirocade gowns and sparkling fringes, very
brilliant amaîl figures, but truismas for ail tliat. And
perliapa (do you recollect Heine saya cf the Literary
Woman, that she writes with une eye on lier manuscript
and the other on a particular Hin ?) it would lie better if
lie allowed hie thouglita occaaionally te stray fromn those

young girls for whose instruction lie fashions these melo-
dious arrangements cf words, and for wliose gentle amiles
of approval lie seema so mucli to care. Stillibha company
is neyer te lie deapised, and indeed I think, in IlSesame and
Lilies," for instance, it is te lie courted. For there are
honeat paragrapha in plenty there, suffiuiently f ree froin
Ilevil fragments-ll-done, redundant, affected work," and
there la lesa of that distresaful. repetition cf thle Pharisee's
thanksgiving (with whiuli many cf our critic's pages are
diafigured) and there is more cf that neglected virtue,
Humîlity.

I wonder how, in a temperate mood, Ruskin would

have criticiaed "lJohn Luglesant," that book cf which once
men speke continually, till one waa weary cf the Sound
cf its namne, and which nebody mentions now at ail, and

acarue anybody reads. Tliere are the books of the heur,
says Ruskin, and the beoks for aIl time : those that sleuld
lie read as one reada a newspaper, and those that must lie
shrined in niches like pricelesa statues. Did "lJuin Lugle-

saut " deserve the immense amount cf applause it gained,
applause whicli iucluded the grave compliments of that

stateenan Whio sarlier discovered "lEllen Middleton," and
Inter "Robert Elemers"; or dos the magnum opus of Mr.

Shortlieuse menit the negleut into which it lias fallenî

There waa no justice 1 think in the firat extraordinary
succeas: there ia no justice in the present negleut. Forget
the misleading reviews then, and remember only the
pleasure (for it was a pleasure, thougli a rnild one) with

whioh one read of Lnglesant'a adventurea in England and
Italy, and for the sake cf Mary Colet corne with mue te

Little Gidding this many-coloured autumn af ternoon to see
the scene, s0 Iittle altered, of Lnglesant'a first love.

Some miles fromn a station, forgotten, unvisited by
touriste, stands t 'he chapel cf the Ferrara among the Woods

and meadows cf Huntingdon, with ite sluggish streame.
Lf you except the churdli described by Lamb in eue uf lis
letters , tiers is nover another place of worship te be found
so lonely in ail the lengtli and lireadtl et Great Britain.
Lt le a quarter of a mile off the higli road, in the centre cf

a green field. No neiglilonre' bousea are near beyond the

cottage in whicli the great keya are kept ; ne village ; ne
life, except the dignified circling cf the rocks ; no aound
but their cry one to another. The author of IlThe Temple "
lias been liera liafore us, you remenlier, on a visit te
Nidholas Ferrar : and Chiarles the Martyr drew rein at

thia wicket more than once ; Lsaac Waten muet have came
to gather nateriala for lis dliarning notice cf the Protestant
nunnery in is life of geed George Herbert. Wait only

in the graveyard before we unlock the door. Ths Woods

have renained eudlianted sinus the cruel civil wara, and
and if we could ses-ah ! if we could on ly see-we should
find them peopled etill, 1 thlnk, with those meurnful Shadea

Who once upon a tins lived bere their sad coleurlees lives
-lives bounded on ail aides by the grey dhurci walle.

But our sys are net etirong yet, and the flre-coluured foli-

âge acreene, mysterieus patha leading away and away,

ecreens te the figures of those youug girls in their friar's
habita, thosa saint-like lads, old liefore their time, those
mourning widows, Who passad their sprin g and sumner,
autumn and winter, wliolly untouched by the sounda ef the

great world lieyond the quiet country mieadows, dreaming

ouly of the land among the stars. Cloe by the porcd is

the atone that lies over Niclolas Ferrar, dead lu 1639,
liefore the wonet of the Kiug's troubles liegan.. There

muet have been some sert cf epecial arrangement that lie

should lie liuried at the door cf the dhurci, for the monu-

ment is in an awkward position standing acrosa the narrow
gravel patb. Ycu cannot fail te flud it, thougli ne name

la eut,' for the memory of "lSaint " Nicholas is as freal

abocut Little Gidding as ever, andi the tombl whicli stray
pilgrime have vieited tIsse laet 200 yeara is perfectly well

known. Sonetimes a ycuug gentleman frein Oxford Uni-

versity will flnd hie way here, and, yaning af ter v, Iliglier

Life, will on returning to lis cottage set has leurs lu the

order whidli Eerrar followed, and arrange his cramped
oratory (for there are private oratories : witness tha

hunioreus IlLife of a Pnig : liy One ") on the pattern of
Ferrar's clapel. But generally, saya my guide, of the

vsrY, very few Who cons, ladies fomni the principal part,
Who quote Shortîcuse at the wicket, and Herbert among
the graves in the graee.

Luside, the churci lis scme sweet and interesting
features. The oaken stalle ini the amaîl nave are arranged

aideways like seats lu a choir, se that Inglesant frein hie

niche cut in the atone Wall cf the chancel had an uninter-
rupted visw of May Colet in lier grey gown. TIen there
le the fineet brasa font, with a crewn-like cever, and a
beautitully 'wrouglit foot; and you can sea the original
sagle from. whidh John Ferrar daily read the l»aand
lare and there you corne to the littîs lirup pliaie ,hich
pathetically record the death cf varicue Ïoprbffs Qt the

family froin Gidding Hall, and yen find tbç ugme ffl&aion-

ally spelt as itis pronounced-Farrar. The altar is decked
with autumn flowers, which must be, one would think, the
work of spirits, for we met no one, and saw n0 sign of any
human being along the lanes. And there are prayer books
lying about, so service must stili be lield here, thougli
probably less frequently and net of so ornate and fervid a.
description as in the time of the nuns. But who cornes
now ? Are the birds the only congregation 1 as Lamb
suggested at Hollington. Does the Bull tol! the Bell, as
in the nursery rhyme, and when Oock Robin is treacher-
ously done to death, is he given Christian burial by his
fellows in this lonely littie chapel in the woods 1

The stained-glass window was destroyed at the time
when the Puritans surrounded the Hall and wrecked it ;
but lately, when the churcli was put in order and repaired,
a new window was set up, altogether different to the one
noticed by Thglesanti. Beyond that everything must be
pretty mucli as it was when the Ferrars took their last
look at the beloved sanctuary from which they were
driven by the narrow, liard Parliament-party of the
district. One wonders what became of the members f
that large farnily when tliey were turned into a world of
which they had no practical knowledge. Mary Colet, they
tell you, died in Paris of a fever; but of the rest of those
black-robed brothers and sisters there is no record.

Mary of Scots came by here one afternoon on her way
to Fotheringay Castie, whicli lies ten miles off as the crow
flues. There is no tone lef t of lier prison, for James
pulled it down when lie came to the thron,ý, giving away
all the oak linings of the rooms, and the fittinga of the
great hall where slie was executed, and the stalle in the
private chapel, and the grand carved-oak staircase up
which she went se wearily. These thinga are orflamneits
now in many an inn and rambling mountry bouse, and are
preserved with the greateat care. In Fotheringay village
is the old Tudor inn, very picturesque, with an inner yard,
where the headaman from London lept the night before
the execution. They show you lis littie room abûve the
grey archway. The Parisli Ohurch, which Mary neyer
attended, boasts odd.shaped monuments in lionour of two
Dukes of York and their wive-monuments raised a
hundred years after their death by their pious descendant,
Queen Elizabeth, who was down in these parts se that she
might test with lier own eyes tlie actual strength of the
castle in whicli ler cousin Mary was to be confined. Be-
fore spending lier money on the tomba Elizabeth was
desirous of seeing if her ancestors were really there or not.
So slie had the coffins dug up ; and found the local gosaips
had told her true. And she had one of the coffins-that
of Dame Cecily of York-opened for further confirmation,
and found round that body's neck, on a thin gold chain, a
Pardon from Rome, written on a tiny parclimont acroil,
slipped into a case, and so beautifally written that every
word could be read with ease, and waa copied by the county
antiquarian who waa on the spot.

At Little Gidding my autumn wanderings end. The
restful, peaceful country life becomes something of a
weariness after a time-after it has ceased to be required
as a medicine-and a true-born Cockney cannot lie counted
forever among the lakes. To-morrow will see me far from
tlieIl"plaguey monotonous green of the trees," examining
Barnum'g Mermaid wîth a critical eye, or applauding the
stage clouds and sunahine of IlThe Dead Heart."

WALTER POWELL.

UNDER THE WEATHER.

IT does net really matter much, 1 ween,
How lower the heav'ns or what may lie their hue,
Glad eyes will give the grayest skies a sheen
And tearfuil eyes will dim the brightest blue.

Give me a heart at reat and l'il defy
The darkest sky that e'er November lent,
The bounding of my pulse, te mo lify
Or to abate my measureleas content.

Life's path is not illumined froin witliout,
Thougl tliat indeed may do its little part,
Small wortli the skies that compass us about
As long as there is sunshine in the lieart.

TRE POSITION 0F THE PULPIT.

AROI-DEACON FARRAR, in the November Forum,

L as stated, with the frankness natural to him, the
claims, or some of the clama, of the modern pulpit. His
statements are in favour of positive trutli, candour, and
simplicity everywhere on the part of the preaclier, and
lie thinka, riglitly, that the humbleat orator may yet flnd
an unlimited apliere of activity and abundant opportuni-
ties of martyrdom in settingz hi. face, as a flint, againat
oppression and falsehood, robbery and wrong, witliout
inva.ding, as it muet lie admitted toc, many incompetent
pastors do invade, the domaine of science and of biblical
criticism.

That Archdeacon Farrar's paper ie cliaracterized by
1common sense as well as a genial and affectionate Chiris-

tian warmth goes without saying. Yet, highly important
as sucli preaching lie advocates is, highly necessary and
beneficial and manly, men and womefl of to-day require

tsomething beyond it. That Life and Death and Deity and
Judgment are the great -platitudes of Our existence, and
cannot lie leld up to us in relentiess images too often,

that morality, and morality, and still morality, is, and
muat be, the proper, if not the only, theme of tlie preaclier:
tliat by the aide of tlie tremendous realities of sin and
consequence and responaibility and wilI, everything else
fais away-is aIl true.

Nevertheless, men are so contituted that the mere
dogmatic presentation of tliese threadbare facta, Sunday
after Sunday, palis upon thein tili finally they lose tlir
value. Their importance fades. The pulpit degeneratea
into a mere machine, warranted to run for twenty min-
utes, as in the Anglican Churcli, or for an hour and a
quarter, as among the secte, In the one case, the pulpit
stupelies, in the other, it excites. But rarely in either
case dues it intereat. Nuw, why sliould not the pulpit lie
capable of interesting intelligent, well-read men and women,
students, mechanica, workers, toilera of all kinda-those
who go forth to their labour daily until the evening, and
te wliom tlie Sunday services might be made intereeting,
even as tlie Sunday reat la helpful and recreative ?

In the firat place, let tlie fact be conceded that the
pulpit does not su interest and attract eitlier the working
masses or tlie instructed and cultivated classes as it sliould.
The ordinanca of preaching, which miglit, if properly and
intelligently, as well as spiritually, conducted, become the
sacrament of preaching, is not understoed, not respected as
it should be. t is entered upen by the veriest tyro, at
speaking and novice in knowledge of the world, and one
great evil ia the faut that every ordained clergyman is
expected to write and read sermons whether lie ha.
ability for composition and declamation or net. A law
unto himsîf la even the newly.fledged curate, yet it la sup-
posed that the moat enlightened congregation wilI listen to
lim with toleration, if not deliglit. But under sucli a régime
as this, what mental progreas can lie made, nay, what
spiritual progres? Are we, in trutli, se constituted that
while the spirit la lieing f ed, the mind can occupy itseif
witli aemething else, the body meanwhile existing in a
third medium self-opposed to the other two ? That we are
so0 contituted is the pity of it, and it should lie just in
this dilemma that religion hand-in.liand wlth sense and
intellect, ahould interpose its strongeat forces. The
preacher'a opportunity is tremendous. Su is hie responsi-
bility. 11elias, week after week, wliat uther men, thinkers,
puets, philosophera, reformera, would give their lives to
have, only once. Yet, in face of thia opportunity, this
responaibility, the average preaclier does more te alienate
the average congregation than, to do lim justice, lie ever
faintly realizes.

To thia statement it lias always been easy for tlie
Churuli to make sufficient answer. Tlie Churcli las no
business with the State. ILt las no business witli matters
secular. ILt las no business witli the world intellectual,
the world artiatic, the world of work. This la the tradi-
tion. la it also the truth? la it also wisdomI The
question la as old as any query we cau naine, relative to
the religious life. ItLihas neyer been aettled, probably it
never wili be. Oucasionally it is revived, discussed,
ventilated, only to be droppsd, relegated, dismissed. There
woulal appear te lis littie or no improvement in our
dhurcies. The departinent of the sermon is one in which
the interference of the layman ia not wanted, and, to tell
the truth, laymen seldon feel inclined to interfere. There
ie till, in thsse latter days, mucli reverence and respect
entertained among thinking people for tlie clergy-a body
of men wliose faithfulness to duty, cheerinesa, hospitality,
incerity and good humour invite admiration from ail.

Many a layman, wlio will uphold ini the vestry certain
pointa of rituel or doctrine centrary to the teauhinga of
hie spiritual pastor and master with tirmness and conscien-
tiousneas, wilI slirink f romn ever expresaing any derogatory
opinion of a sermon. The divinity that hedges even
ordirary incumbenta about precludea anything like serious
discussion of these weskly homilies, some of which, how-
ever, are calculated to aend the layman home in a frame
of mind whicli only the empliatiu utterances of a Druni.
mond can adequately depict. He-the layman-a busy
man ahl the week, working in a shop or in an office from
half-paat eiglit or fine to six o'clouk every day, with liardly
time for meals, certainly no time for seif-improvement or
oulture, if we except a few hours on Saturday'and an
occasional haîf-hour in the evenings-how lie would
wslcome on the Sunday morning a sermon whicli elould
challenge hae wasted faculties, kindie hie imagination,
arouse lis tepid emotions, and bring home to hi some of
the beauty, the order, the yammstry, the purity, the
grandeur of the natural and intellectual world as well as
of the spiritual. A aense-deep, awful, intene-at sin
and hie own frail nature, a sense of hie own moral
rssponsibility, a conviction of hae inlierited and original
character, prone to faîl at any moment-ail this is
necesary; and lie ahould receive, by aîl means, this ahl-
important impreasiont since, by the aide of the dread
reality of Sin everything else counts as naught. But
sliould lie receive nothing else 1 la there, truly, no baîni in
Gilead ïi If lie aak, ln hae ignorance and in haeliurry, for
bread, muet lie only receive a atone 1 And if, instead of
these presentatione of sin and lieredity and consequence
and wrong, li e i met only liy antiquated and ponderous
inferencea, liuilt upon isolated texte of donbtful meaning,
vain theological pretensions and so-called infallibilities of
rite and doctrine, wlio ie to llame if the once familiar pew
sees him lesa than of old and lie finally 1 ecomes a back-
lider, and "1it is well known that the recovery of the

liecklider is one of the lardeat prohlema in spiritual workr.
To re-invigorate an old organ seeme more diffRout anad
liopeless than to develop a new one ; and the backeiider's
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