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a wost snintly philanthropist.  The simple truth is, he was o
course, dirty man, headstrong and bigoted. e was not sent
to Molokai, but went there without orders; did not stay ut the
leper settlement (hefore he beeame one himself) but cirenlated
freely over the wholeisland(less than half the islund is devoted to
the lepers), aud he came often to Houolulu., He had no hund in
the reforms and improvements innugurated, which weve the
work of our Board of Health, ns oceasion required and menns
were provided. e was not a pure mnn in his velations with
women, and the leprosy with which e died should be attributed
to his vices aund carelessuesses. Others bave dune much
for the lepers, our own ministers, the Government physicinus,
and so forth, but never with the (‘atholie iden of meriting
eternul life. Yours, cte.,
C. M. Hype.

To deal fidy with o letter so extrnordinary, I must deaw
at the outset on my private knowledge of the sigmaatory and
his sect. 1t may offend others ; searveely you, who hitve been
v busy to collect, so bold to publish gossip on your rivals.
And this is perhaps the moment when T may best explan to
you the eluracter of what you are to read; Iconceive you
as a man quite beyond and below the veticences of civiiity ;
with what measures you mete, with that it shall be mensured
you again ; with you, at last, I rejuice to feel the button off
the foil and to plunge home.

You belong, sir, to « seet—I believe my sect, and that in
wlich my uncestors luboured—which has enjoyed. and partly
failed to wtilize, an exeeptionnl ndvantage m the istands of
Hawaii. The first missionaries came; they found the land
already self-purged of its old and bloody frith; they were
embraced, almost on their arrival, with enthusinsm : what
troubles they supported came far more from whites than from
Hawainians . and to these last they stcod on a rough figuve) in
the shoes of (iod. This is not the place to enter into the
degree or ennses of their fuilure, such as ivis. One element
alone is pertinent. and mmust here be plainly dealt with, In
the course of this evangelical calling—they, or too many of
them, grew rich. It may be news to yon tht the houses of
nussionuries are a cause of mocking on the streets of Hono-
lulu, [t will at least be news to you, that when I returned
your civil visit, the driver of my cab commented on the size,
the taste, and the comfort of your home. It wonld have
been news, certiinly, to myself, had anyone told me thit
afternoon that 1 should live to drag such matter into print.
But you see, sir, how yon degrade better men to your
own level ; and 1t 1s needful for those who nre to judge be-
twixt you and me, between Damien and the devil’s advocate.
should understand your letter to have been penned in a honse
which could ruse, and that very justly, the envy and the
commients of the passers-by. 1 think (to employ a phrase of
yours which 1 adnure) it < should be attributed ™ to yon that
vou huve never visited the scene of Damien's life and death,
If you had, and had rvecalled it, and looked about your
pleasant  vooms, even your pen. perhaps would have been
stayed.

Your sect (and remember, is far as any sect avows me, it is
mine) has not done all in a worldly sense in the Hawaiian
Kingdom. When calamuy befell their innocent parishioners,
when leprosy descended and took root in the Fight Islands,
# quid pro quo was to be looked for. To that prosperous
mission, and to you, as onc of its adornments, God had sent
an opportunity. I know I am touching here upon a nerve
acutely sensitive. I know that others of your collengues look
back on the inertin of your Church, and the intrusive und
decisive heroizm “of Damien, with something almost to be
called remorse. 1 am sure it is so with yourself; 1 am per-
suaded that your letter wus inspired by n certnin envy, not
essentially ignoble, and the one humay trait to be espied in
that performunce. You were thinking of the lost chunce, the
past day ; of that which shounld have been conceived and was
not; of the service due and not rendered.  7ime was, said
the voice, in your ear, m your pleasant room, s you sat
ragmyg and wniting ; and if the words written were base beo-
vond parallel, the rage—I am happy to repeat—it is the only
complunent I shall pay you—the rage was almost virtuous.
But, sir, when you have friled and another has succeeded ;
when we have stood by and another has stepped in; when

we sit and grow bulky in our charming mansions, and a plain,
uncouth peasant steps into tho battle under the eyes of Goil
and suecors the alllicted, and consoles the dying, and 1s him-
self aflicted in his turn, and dies upon the field of honour—-
the battle cannot be retrieved as your unhappy irritation has
suggested. It is w lost battle, and lost forsver. Ono thing
remained to you in your defeat—some rags of cowmmon
honour, and these you have made haste to cast nway.

Common honour, not tho honour of having done anything
right, but the honour of not buving done anght cunspicuously
foul ; the honour of the inert; that was what remuined to
you. Weare not il expected to be Damiens; w man may
conceive his duty more narvowly, ho mmy love his comforts
better: and none will cast a stone at him for that. Your
Cliureh and Damien’s were in Hawaii upon rivalry so to do
well ; to help, to edify. to set Divine examples.  You having
(in one huge instanee) failed, and Damien succeeded, 1 marvel
that it should not huve oceurred to you that you were doomed
to silence ; that when you had been outstripped in that high
rivalry, and sat inglorions in the widst of your well-heing, i
your pleasant room—and Damien, crowned with glories and
horrors, toiled and rotted in that pig-sty of his under the
clifts of Kulawao—you, tho clect who would not, were the
lust man on carth 1o collect and propagate gossip on the vol-
unteer who would and did.

1 think I seo you—fur I try to see you in the flesh as I
write theso sentences—1 think I see you leap ay the word
pig-sty, a Lyperbolical expression at the bc_st. “ Ie had no
hand in the reforms,” hie was * a coarse, dirty man ; ™ theso
were your own words ; and you may think it possible that I
am come to support you with fresh evidence. In a sense, it
is even so.  Damien has been too much depicted with o con-
ventional halo and conventional features; so drawn by men
who perhags had not the eye to remark or the pen t2 express
the individual ; or who perhaps were only blinded and silenced
by generous admiration, such as 1 _partly envy for myself—
such as you, if your soul were enlightened, would envy on
your bended kness. It is the least defeet of such a method
of portrature that it makes the puth ersy for the devil's
advocnte, and leaves for the misuse of the slanderer a con-
sidernble ficld of truth.  For the truth that is suppressed by
friends i3 the readiest weapon of the enemy, The world, in
yonr despite, may perhaps owe you something, 1if your letter
be the means of substituting once for all a creditable likeness
for n wax avstraction. For, if that world at all remember
vou, on the day when Damien of Molokai shall be named
saiut, it will be in virtue of one work—your letter to Rev. 11.
B. Gage. . )

You may ask on what anthority I speak. It waswmy in-
clement destiny to become acquainted, not with Damien, but
with Doctor Hyde. When I visited the lazaretto Damien
was already in his resting grave. Bul sugh information as I
have gathered on the spot in conversation with those who
knew  him well and long—some, indeed, who revered his
memory, but others who had sparred and wrangled with bim,
who behield him with no halo, who, perhaps, regarded him
with small respect. und through whose unprepared and
scurcely partinl communications the plain, human teatures of
the man shone ou me convinemgly. These gave me what
knowledge 1 possess, and I learned in that scene where 1t
could be most completely and sensitively understood—Kala.
wio, which you have never visited, about which you have
never so much as endeavoured to inform yourself; for, b‘nef
as your letter is, you have found the means to stumble into
that confession, .

1 inagine you to be oue of those persons who talk with
cheerfulness of that place which oxen and wainropes cquld
not drag you to behold.  You, who do not even kuow s sitn-
ation on the map, probably denounce sensational descriptions,
stretching vour limbs the while in your pleasant parlour on
Beretanin street.  When T was pulled aghoro there one early
mornmy, there sat with me in the bout two Sisters, bidding
farewell (in humble imitation of Damien) to the lights und
joys of human life. One of these wept silently ; I could not
withhold myself from joiniug hier. llud you been there, it is
my belief that nature would have triumphed even in you;
end as the boat drew but a little neprer, and you. beheld the



