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THROUGH FIRE AND WATER IN CHINA*

HE news from
China has told of
terrible deaths by
fire and sword,
with barbarous
persecution of native Christians
and their teachers, alimost eclipsing
that which the carly Christian
Church suffered at the hands of
pagan Rome. But when my
thoughts speed back to that far
[Fastern land, I do not see, as most
people do, a multitude so strange
and unfamiliar that their sufferings
can hardly be realized. Many a
face which I have known and loved
gazes out at me in dire distress and
mortal agony, while some have
suffered the loss of friends and all
hesides for Jesus’ sake.

I will sketch but a few incidents
from the many which came under
mv notice pefore I left China in the
spring of 1900, and will relate a
few stories of the heroism of con-
verts who have scaled their testi-
mony with their blood. These last
are all gleaned from mv hushand’s

* Mrs. Bryson has been for twenty-five
vears a missionary in China, and her hus-
band was one of the few missionarvies who
was allowed to stay at Tientsin during the
terrible days of the siege and after. We
abridge this article from The Sunday Strand.

Vor. LV. No. 2.

BY MRS. BRYSON,

Of the London Missionary Society.

letters, since he was able to
remain with the converts through
the siege and prolonged bombard-
ment preceding the taking of the
native city, and afterwards had
a large number of Christian refu-
gees under his protection in the
mission compound.

In China to-day, as in our Lord’s
time, “ not many rich, not many
great, not many noble, are called,”
and vet there are some of these.
Tan-Zse-Tung, son of the Gover-
nor of Hupeh, a reformer, executed
with six others, without trial, bv
the Empress, when in 1898 she
usurped the throne, had written in
an essay—one of the “lracts for
the Times,” published by command
of the Emperor—that “ The Chris-
tian doctrine of the immortality of
the soul, depending as it does upon
communion with God, is of vast
importance in the construction of
character.”  The stepmother of
this young man was a baptized
Christian, who had erected a fine
monument over the grave of a
medical missionary through whom
she had first heard of the gospel of
salvaton.

Some of the Government medi-
cal students of Tientsin, and others
being trained in the Imperial Uni-
versity, were accustomed to use
their spare time in going through
the citvy streets, selling tracts and
preaching Tesus, and several of our
Christians in Government service

B
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A CHINESE COURT SCENE,

have held fast to their faith
f_l}rough the fiery ordeal of official
ife.

Many people imagine that a
Chinaman’s Christianity is only an
outer garment, and that he can
have little knowledge of divine
things. But missionaries know
that hearts are touched by the
Eternal Love and changed by the
Spiri’s power in Eastern as in
Western lands. “Ah!” said one
old Chinaman, who had been a
Christian for nearly thirty years,
and had sold his small patrimony
that he might support himself
while preaching the Gospel to
others, “ Persecution one can put
up with ; it is self that is our great-
est and most untiring enemy,
cver coming between us and our
Saviour.” Speaking one day, after
the yearly examinations in which
cne of our Christians had obtained
his degree, a native preacher

remarked, *“ When a man takes his.
degree, like Mr. Wang here, we
all congratulate him and say, ‘ This
is a sign of the Lord’s goodness
to you.” If he sticceeds in business
or prospers in any undertaking, we
say the same. But I think the
tecaching of God’s Word is, that
the trials and sorrows of our lot
should equally be received with
thanksgiving. They are also
proofs of the Lord’s love for us
and His desire that we should
hecome better Christians and more
faithful followers.”

One young man, who was in
Tientsin some time on business,
heard the Gospel preached and
decided to become a Christian.
Upon his return home, he suffered
severe persecution from his family
because he refused to worship
idols. At last in their anger they
accused him before the magistrates
of belonging to an insurrectionary




Through Fire and Wualer in China. 101

sect. “ Is this charge against you
true ?” inquired the mandarin.
“No, it is not,” replied the accused.
* I am a Christian and try to follow
Jesus in my life.” “ What sort of
a religion is that #” A holy one ;
may I tell you its leading doctrines
and the Lord’s commands, which
we are bound to obey?” The
official gave his permission. Then
the prisoner preached Jesus before
the assembled court, and repeated
the ten commandments,

The judge was much impressed,
and, turning to the prosecutors,
said, *“ This is a good man, and if
these are the teachings of the Jesus
sect, it is a good religion”” Need-
less to say, he dismissed the case.

One of our Tientsin Christians
is the keeper of a public hall in that
city. Day by day he noticed a
m:an picking up pieces of rag and
paper in that localitv. At last he
decided to speak to him, asking
the thoroughly Chinese question,
“ How much money do you make
daily by this work?”  “Oh!
cnough to live upon,” replied the

poor man, indifferently. DBy de-
grees, however, they became
acquainted, and the rag-picker

told his story. “I have land in
the country and a family there, but
I was forced by persecution to
leave them, because I became a
believer in a new religion which I
heard preached by a travelling for-
eigner. I decided to leave home
and try to earn the little I need in
the city,” “Can you read?”
“No, not a character ! “ Have
you learnt any of the Sacred
Books ?” “ No, I am not a mem-
ber of the sect of which I speak,
but I am a believer ; I know that
I am a sinner and that the Lord
died to save me, and I am trusting
in Him” “ Why, you are a Chris-
tian !” exclaimed the hall-keeper,
gladly, “and so am I. You must
come with me to the chapel to wor-
ship on Sundays !”

For many a day I remember the

poor man's carnest face as I saw
him a-aong the Christians at ser-
vice.  After a time, [riends who
had known him in prosperous days
met him, and offered him a good
situation, with food and a yearly
wage. DBut he feared if he
accepted any regular occupation
he would be unable to attend the
services of the church. When the
offer was repeated, he hesitatingly
inquired if he might be granted
four days a month, that is, the
weekly Day of Rest ; but this was
refused—so he kept to his worlk of
rag-picking. “ Are you not sur-
prised you are left so poor when
others arc ‘well off’?” he was
asked one day. “ Ah, no,” replied
the man, “ this life does not last
for ever. It is only a small part of
life we see now. I am content.”
Ile died somie months later of
dvsentery in a poor Chinese inn,
a homeless wanderer, faithful to his
Lord.

During that time of sore peril
last year, when Tientsin was fight-
ing for its life, and all communica-
tions with the outer world was cut
off, one of our Christian converts
volunteered at the risk of his own
life to carry a message through.
Half-way on the road he was
attacked by Boxers, who, believing
him to be a spy, searched him. but
did not find his letter. Thev
severely maltreated him, threw him
into the river, and left him for
dead. Bruised and worn out, he
managed to crawl up the bank and
return to Tientsin in the darkness.
His letter was soaked to a pulp and
undecipherable.

That same night another of our
native Christians, notwithstanding
his comrade’s experience, came to
the missionary and volunteered for
the dangerous errand. The letter
was this time written in cipher, on
the inner lining of the man’s Chi-
nese sock. Accompanied by an
English officer, my husband saw
him through the lines and bade
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lay across an open
plain, where they were
under fire, not one of
them flinched. With
water and other re-
storatives they passed
from one to another
of the fallen men, on
that sultry summer
night, moistening
parched lips, and ren-
dering kind services
to the poor sufferers.
Then they tenderly
lifted them on to the
stretchers, and spent
the midnight hours in
carrying them along
the weary road to the
hospital in the British
settlement. Many of
the wounded were
Japanese, whose offi-
cers were loud in their
expressions of grati-
tude for the help ren-
dered by the Chinese
Christians.

Just before I left
Tientsin, I was speak-
ing to my Bible-wo-

A TYPICAL CHINESE

him “good-bye " and “God speed,”
at the lower gate of the mud wall
nearest Taku. Since then he has
never been heard of, and doubtless
perished in his brave uttempt to
secure help for others. 'The two
little sons of this noble father, who
are being cared for by the mission,
daily watch for his return,

On the terrible 14th July, 1900,
when, after twenty-seven days of
bombardment, a {urious battle
raged all day, and 8co of the allied
forces perished, Mr. Bryson asked
for volunteers from among the
converts to carry stretchers and go
with Iim to the relief of the
wounded. Immediately a large
number offered their services, and
although a great part of the way

MERCHANT.

man about the need
of care in paying
her daily visits to various parts of
the city to teach women in their
own homes to read the Bible.
“ But is not our God stronger than
all they that are against us ?” she
answered simply. “Is there not
also greater need to carry the mes-
sage quickly, since the time in
which we can deliver it may be so
short ?”

Speaking upon the subject of
our Lord stilling the storm upon
the Lake of Galilee, as he walked
upon the troubled water to the
relief of His distressed disciples.
one of our native preachers
remarked, “ So, if we continue to
trust in Him, will our Master comc
to us, walking upon the troubled
waters, and be assured no harm

L———«—
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can befall us. It may be the storm
of persecution will cease, but if not,
if it does its warst, immediately we
shall be at the coast, whither we
would go, and land upon the shores
of the heavenly country.”

Foreigners who were in Tientsin
during the siege testify to the
braver', with which native Chris-
tians bore themselves during that
terrible time.  ** There was nothing
they were not willing to do when
all other Chinese had fled. They
built barricades and other defences
regardless of constant shell-fire and
bullets.  They acted as servants
and helpers to every one, working
incessantly from morning to mg‘ht
through the terrible din of the bom-
bardment,” writes onc entirely
unconnected with missions.

The United States minister, Mr.
Conger, in a public_ letter to the
American missionaries of Pekin,
wrote in a similar strain : “T beg
in this hour of our deliverance to
express what I know to be the
universal sentiment of our diplo-
matic corps, the sincere apprecia-
tion of and profound gratitude for
the inestimable help which you,
and the native Christians under
you, have rendered towards our
preservation.  Without your in-
telligent and successful planning
and the uncomplaining work of the
Chinese, I believe our salvation
would have been impossible.”

A similar letter was, it is said,
sent by Sir Claude MacDonald to
the British missionaries, but it has
not been made public.

But some have been called to lay
down their lives for the dear name
of Christ. How many it is not
possible to say as yet, for appar-
ently in Tientsin only those who
were able to take shelter under the
care of the missionaries, happily a
considerable number, were saved.
One who has died for his faith was
@ man about whose baptism last
vear the missionary felt some hesi-
tation, because his knowledge was

MISSION SCHOLAR READING LESSON.

small ; but he was a simple, true-
hearted believer, and chose death
rather than denial of his Lord.
One bright young man was
seized by the Boxers, who were
determined that he should join
them. He said, “I cannot yield
to your wishes, for I will never let
go my hold on Jesus. I would
rather die than burn incense to the
idols and practice your secret arts.”
Then his cruel assailants went a
step farther. “If you still refuse
to join us, we will not only kill you,
but murder your mother with ter-
rible tortures.” They seized the
poor woman, before the eyes of her
young son, and commenced to
carry into execution their cruel
threats. The poor young fellow
could bear the strain no longer.
In an agony of grief he gave in, to
save his mother, crying out, “I
can’t help myself, Jesus. I must
let you go. I can hold you no
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104
longer.,” How many of us in
Christian  England would have

done even as well as this ?

Some who have won the mar-
ty='s crown, some years ago were
students in the Theological College
for the training of preachers and
teachers in Tientsin.  Several I
knew well as pleasant, quiet young
fellows, but prohably would not
have selected them from the rest as
the bravest of the brave. One of
them had charge of a country sta-
tion, and when the Roxers were
marching upon the town, he was
urged to seek safety in flight,
while there was yet time. “No,”
he replied, “I am here in charge
of the Lord's work, and it is mv
duty to remain. I cannot feel it
right to leave. If God wills it, He
is able to preserve mv life ; if not,
I am readv to die at mv post.”

GIANT DRUM,
IN THE FORBIDDEN CITY.

The Boxers came and attacked
the little church, and urged the
voung preacher to deny his Lord.
But he stood firm; and there, where
he had taught and preached, they
bound him to a tree and hacked his
body limb fromn limb, throwing the

Methodist Magazine und Review.

mangled remains into the river
which flowed near by.

Another of our Tientsin native
Christians, who lived within the
city, was constantly urged by his
friends, when the storm first broke,
to seck the protection of the mis-
sionaries. DBut he always refused,
saying he trusted in the Lord, and
he had no fear,—for without God’s
will no harm could befall him. The
Boxers seized him once, but his
heathen neighbours, who had been
impressed by the man’s noble life,
pleaded for his release ; and the
plea, strange to say, was granted.

Yet again he was arrested by the
cruel enemies of all associated in
any way with foreigners, and hur-
ried along to the magistrate’s
vamen. In one of these magis-
trate’s offices had been found, since
the fall of Tientsin, a large number
of receipts for money paid for the
heads of Christians.

As they reached the entrance of
the Brigadier - General’s yamen,
just opposite to our chapel, “ West
of the Drum Tower,” where he had
so often worshipped ; with a full
licart he began to speak to his
captors of the Saviour who had
died for them, and for whose dear
sake he was willing to die. At
once they fell upon him with their
swords, and he was cut to pieces
and beheaded in the very act of
confessing Clirist.

Are not these Chinese Christians
truly in the succession with the
noble army of martyrs ? Is it not
worth while denying one’s self a
little here at home? Is it not
worth while laying down one’s life
if need be, out there in China, to
win such precious jewels as those
to adorn the diadem of our Re-
deemer ?

He will give strength,—when thine is failing fast,
His shall sustain thee on the toilsome way ;
Till the wilderness be overpast,
Thou shalt go forward ever, day by day,
His hand shail hold thee up, shall lead thee on,
Till the good fight be won.

M
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M. PAULIAN AS MENDICANT.

THIE BEGGARS OF PARIS.

BY LOUIS PAULIAN,

Seeretuiyes Rédactewr of the Chamber of Depud iea.

BILPIIONSE KARR,
¥l one of the most
sprightly writers of
France, was asked
one day if he
favoured the sup-
pression of the
death penalty,

“I do indeed favour the sup-
pression of the death penalty,” he
replied, ““on condition that the as-
sassins begin i.”

The reply was a happy one ; it
was, however, only a sally of wit.
But if Alphonse Karr was perhaps
mistaken on the day when he
thought thus to solve one of the
greatest problems of our epoch,
he gave two perfect definitions,
when, treating of the question of
mendicity and pauperism, he said:
“ If poverty is a condition, mendi-
cancy is a position.” It is impos-
sible to speak more justly, and it
is for not having made a distinc-

tion between the poor and the beg-
gars at Paris that we have reached
the strange result that the more we
give as charity the faster the num-
ber of calls for help increases.

I had the curiosity to try to esti-
mate the total amount expended
by public and private charity in
Paris for the help of the unfortu-
nate, and without boasting I can
well say that in so doing I tecok
upon myself the greatest inquest
which has ever been undertaken
regarding this subject. I devoted
a dozen years to the work. I be-
gan by totalizing the sums which
were expended by the official
budgets. I found the public as-
sistance amounted to eight or ten
million dollars a year. How is it
that with a budget of charitv so
fabulous the number of beggars
not only does not diminish, but
steadily increases day by day? It
is right here that we must apply
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AN ABSINTHE DRINKER.

the definition of Alphonse Karr.
The number of mendicants in-
creases because in our days beg-
gary has become a situation.

In fact it would be an crror to
suppuse that in order to be classed
as a beggar it is necessary for one
to lean back against a wall and
stretch out his hand to the passers-
by. That was the custom of the
beggars of forty or fifty years ago.
But in our age of progress and of
light all the world marches toward
perfection; and just as there are
schools of apprenticeship for all
voung pcople who aspire to some
career, there are schools of appreu-
ticeship and perfectionment for
those who wish to make mendicity
their profession, and this profession
has become an excellent one
through our fault.

Some years ago in Russia there
was a district greatly afflicted by a
singular calamity—an army of rats

Methodase Muguzine and Review.

made a sudden eruption into the
country, ravaging everything in
their course.  The administration
of the district, remembering the
custom followed in France, where
the municipalities often gave pre-
miums to school children who de-
stroyed liamsters, decided that a
reward of three copecks (about a
cent and a half) should be given to
every person who had killed a
dozen rats. As it was impossible
to insist that they should bring to
the officer the bodies of the dead
rats, it was decided that in order
10 prove the number killed they
should carry to him only the tails.

Immediately women and children
took up the work, and a hecatomb
of rats followed.

At the end of several months,
the district had paid out large sums
m the form of copecks, and still the
number of rats did not seem to be
diminishing.  The mayor, in the
presence of such a calamity,

thought that everybody ought to
lielp in the destruction of the pests,
and in order to set an example, he

THE “‘TRAVELLER FROM PALESTINE.”
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The Beggars of Pares. 7

himself fixed a trap in his own
building.  The next morning he
hastened to see what had been the
result of his attempt, and bounded
with joy as he percecived a great
number of rats ensnared, but on
examining them he perceived that
they were all tailless. He imme-
diately divined the cause. ‘The
shrewd villagers who had been pro-
mised the three copecks for every
dozen of killed rats were not slow
to understand that if they really
destroved the animals they would
kill the goose that laid the golden
eggs, and so every time they
caught a rat they simply cut off its
tail to carry to the officer and let
the animal go, in order that the
race should not become extinct.
So the system which had been
adopted to bring about the destruc-
tion of rats resulted in the assidu-
ous culture of the animals.

Ah, well! in France we are imi-
tating this example, only we apply
it to the culture of beggary, and

AGED SIXTY ; SENTENCED FIFTY-FOUR
TIMES.

THE WOMAN WITH THE WOODEN LEGS.

we spend millions in order that
beggary may not die out.

Instead of employing our alms
to aid the worthy poor, we distrib-
ute it in the street and to the people
whom we judge unhappy from their
type. that is to say. from the ap-
parent wretchedness of their gar-
ments, from their infirmities more
or less real which they display in
our sight.

What is a tvpe? It is the en-
scemble of the distinctive character-
istics of a race or of a profession.
In order to have the type of a pro-
fession it is necessary to have fol-
lowed it for a long time, to have
experienced its exigencies, its hab-
its, its consequences. Take an
ccclesiastic or a soldier who for
many vears has fulfilled the dutics
and worn the special costume of
his calling, and cause him to adopt
the civic dress: in spite of the
change of clothing his official char-
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acter will be readily recognized.
If, then, mendicancy is a condition,
that is to say if it is of short dura-
tion, if it is the result of a passing
cause, such as an accident or sick-
ness, it would seem that the beggar
under his rags ought to preserve
the type of the vocation to which
he had belonged. But he never
does reveal a trace of any calling,
therefore mendicity is not a pass-
ing condition, it is a definitive po-
sition, and the mendicant is of a

PIERRE C——.

mendicant type. The existence of
this mendicant type ought to put
us on our guard against this ex-
ploitation. By a strange anomaly
it happens on the contrary that it
is the very existence of this type
which decides us to give the alms
it asks of us. A man accosts us
on the street, he holds out his
hand, we look at him, he is of a
mendicant type; that suffices; we
conclude that he is unfortunate,
that he is suffering, and that he is
worthy of our charity.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Thus the beggars who know this
false reasoning, of which we are
every day the dupes, exert them-
sclves to make all possible pro-
gress in approaching this ideal
type, which will inspire in the pas-
sers-by a profound pity, and pro-
cure from them large receipts.

To make believe that he is suf-
fering and, if he really suffers, to
increase the appearance of this
suffering, is the problem which
mendicancy is solving. In this
age of light, when the discoveries
of science have permitted the de-
basing of all human industries,
mendicants have not remained in
the background; they have suc-
ceeded in debasing misery itself.

I have said that in our days at
Paris mendicancy is a profession—
in fact beggars have their masters
and their rules, they have their res-
taurants, their clubs, and their
places of reunion.

Tt is necessary to make a dis-
tinction between the beggar of the
city and the beggar of the country.
The latter is rather a vagabond.
He is rather an wunfortunate
affected with the malady which a
learned German physician, Dr.
Benedict, has called claustro-
phobia—a hatred of confined
places. The country beggar can-
not remain in one spot; he con-
stantly changes from place to
place. Do not propose to him any
work, even for lucrative returns,
in the fields or in a shop. At the
end of two days he will give back
to you your tools. “It is neces-
sary that I have a change of air,”
he will say to you, and he will set
forth upon the highway. In
France these beggars are called
“ chemineux,” that is to say, the
tramps whom one meets always
on the roads (chemins).

These tramps are the terror of
the country people. When they
appear at the door of a farmhouse
in the evening, and demand hos-
pitality for the night, the farmer

=
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dare not repulse them. HHe fears
that they will revenge themselves
by burning his crops. Besides,
they never trave] alone, but always
in companies of three or four.
They know marvellously well the
geography and the resources of
the places through which they
pass. When they meet upon the
highway, each will say to the other,
“You will find a good place to
sleep at such a farm, to eat at such
another place. In such a place is
a house at which the people will
give you some money, at another
place is a barracks of soldiers,
which it is necessary to avoid.”

I met at Antwerp, Belgium, a
tramp who had traversed the whole
of France on foot. He had in his
pocket a memorandum book in
which all of his wanderings were
tiaced. During his travels he had
modified his note-book, that is, he
noted the changes that had oc-
curred, such as follows: “In such
a house they will no longer give
anything; in such another, on the
contra:y, one is now well re-
ceived.” .

The tramp who always asks for
work but who rarely accepts it is
easily transformed into a robber.
He sees the plunder and lays his
hands upon fowls, eggs, rabbits.
Sometimes even, if he succeeds in
gaining an entrance into a house
and finds there are any objects of
value—silver, watches, jewellery—
he watches fur an opportunity to
steal them. If the objects have a
definite value he will conceal them
in the fields, then, having reached
the nearest city, he will go to nego-
tiate their sale with a receiver of
stolen goods.

In fine weather these tramps
sleep in the opeun air. Note the
picture, which represents six of
them who have just been disturbed
during a siesta in a field of wheat.
Do their faces represent suffering?
By the bounty of the world they
are tourists enjoying their travels.
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Al] their lives they have been trav-
elling and they have no trouble in
meeting their expenses, for the
farmers through ihose domains
they pass supply them with all the
necessities of life.

The city beggar is an absolutely
different type. In order to live he
has no need to steal, he has only
to lie.

The beggar of Paris serves a
short apprenticeship in specially
fitting himself either for “ active”
service, or for “sedentary” ser-
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vice. Active service, as the name
implies, is that which consists in
begging from house to house.
Sedentary service, on the contrary,
obliges its followers to choose
some good situation upon any
part of the public highway and to
establish themselves there for life.

The beggar of the active service,
on first entering his calling, seeks
entrance at all doors, including
those of the butchers and the
bakers. In this way he will suc-
ceed during the course of the day
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in obtaining four or five francs and
in collecting in a sack bits of food
which he will sell to hostlers for
their horses.  But when he has
taken a few lessons, when he has
acquired some experience, when he
comes to be master of the situa-
tion, he changes his proceedings.
He is then an industrial, and for
him time is money. Of what use
is it for him to fatigue himself any
longer in earning only four or five
francs when he has the skill to gain
double that amount in less time?
That would be very silly. Ience-
forth he will call only at the houses
whose inmates are in the habit of
giving and of giving largely.

It is here that we see the first
perfected appliances of that great
inachine which, under the name of
mendicity, has for its object the
exploitation of the public. These
first perfected appliances consist of
two books called “Le Grand Jeu?”
and “Le DPetit Jeu” (“Great
Game” and “Small Game?”).
Beggars, who are philosophers,
reason that just as there is needed
a book of addresses for dealers
and a book of addresses for people
in society, so there is neceded a
little book for the use of mendi-
cants. The directory of a new
kind has been published under the
name of “ Le Petit Jeu” and “Le
Grand Jeu” The former is a
volume which gives the name and
the address of some hundreds of
charitable men. It costs three
francs,  The latter volume costs
six francs, but it is more complete.
Not only does it give a greater
number of names, but it indicates
the relioion, the political opinion,
the customs, of persons at whose
houses the beggars mav present
themselves, and the means by
which these people may be de-
ceived. Iet us open at random

the larger book and read what we
find :

“Ar. A—A rich proprietor—
gives readily a five-franc piece—
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pays the rent in cases where expul-
sion is threatened.

“ Mr. B.—Never gives money—
ask for clothing.

“Mme. C.—Interests herself only
in children. You can readily ob-
tain anything needed by the baby
or its mother, especially if you
plead sickness.

“ Mr. D.—A minister—is called
upon to attend many weddings,
baptisms, and first communions—
consequently is always obliged to
dress himself likc new from head
to feet. Ask for his old clothes or
for lelp in the line of his calling.

“ Mr. E.—An old radical repub-
lican,—present yourself to him as
a victim of reactionaries and of the
cures.”

We see in this the part which a
skilful mendicant can act from this
instruction. IHe presents himseli,
for example, at the house of Mr.

Once in the presence of its
owner, he either tells him that Le
would like to make arrangements
for his own marriage, or to have
his child baptized. If the latter,
baptism is expensive; he must have
a robe for the baby, some clothes
for the parents, and bread for the
day upon which he cannot work.
More, it is the custom to invite the
godfather and godmother, if not
to dine, at least to drink a glass,
and, in a word, one is obliged, if
he has any proper pride at all, to
do a number of extra things or not
t. do anvthing at all; and this ex-
plains the reason why his child has
not been baptized before.

The minister hears this pitiful
story and promises to interest him-
self in the man; he gives help or
money, some clothes, perhaps, for
his wife and a costume for the
child. Sometimes a beggar will
play his role through to the end.
and take the child to the church.
I knew a woman who told me that
she had had her child baptized a
dozen times at a Catholic, and four
times at a Protestant, church.
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“What could I do?” she said.
*““The winter has been a hard one,
and each Dbaptism brought me
twenty sous.”

Look at the ‘picture of the old
man with the white beard. At the

a saint of the church. He knocks
at the doors of all the cures, of all
thie convents, all the churches, all
the pastors, and tells them that he
has come from Palestine, where he
visited the Holy Land. e knows

‘“ THEY NEVER WORK, AND THEY LIVE IN THE GREATEST OF COMFORT.”

age of sixty years he had been sen-
tenced fity-four times for mendi-
cancy. This man had had his mar-
riage celebrated in church thirty
times,

Note this other, who resembles

very well the geography of the
country in which he pretends to
have travelled. He will give the
descrip.ion of Bethlehem and of
the Mount of Olives. Where has
he learned this geography? I do
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not know. That which is certain
is that this man, who is seventy-
three years of age, has never left
the centre of France where he
operates. At the age of sixty-

eight years he had been sentenced

to imprisonment fifty-six times.
You see that the prison had not
reformed him. It is true that he
arranged matters so as to be con-
demned only in the winter in order
to secure shelter for the severest
months of the year.

THE MAN WITH A CROOKED MOUTH.

It is not old men alone who live
thus by begging. The trade is so
good that young men eagerly en-
gage in it. Here is a young man
of nineteen years. He is a cripple,
and he travels through the suburbs
of Paris asking alms. If any one
refuses to give him money he
draws his crutch and strikes him.
He has even had the misfortune to
strike some of the police agents,
for which he has passed several
months in prison.

There are beggars who are al-

ways simply beggars; they never
rob, but they never work. They
have decided that they shall be
supported by others, and they live
up to their decision. They know
that in contenting themselves with
beggary they run the risk of only
slight punishment (thtee months in
prison), but they know equally well
that in France they will not be al-
lowed to die in the streets. A
typical exaiuple of this class is one
Pierre C., ayred about seventy-two
yvears. e has never worked in
iis whole life. He has been com-
mitted to prison thirty-eight times,
and thirty-eight times some chari-
table society has placed him in
some workshop, but he has never

remained there more than one day.

Sometimes under the costume of
a beggar there is concealed a dan-
gerous man. This was true in the
case of one named Drouhin. All

_ Paris knew Father Drouhin, who

pretended to have reached the age
of one hundred years, and who ex-
hibited in the streets the white rats
which he had tamed. The school
children, amused by the exercises
of these trained rats, gave to Drou-
hin the sous which their parents
allowed them for buying sweet-
meats. They never suspected that
the brave Father Drouhin was an
old convict condemned to the gal-
leys for having served the Prus-
sians as a spy during the war of
1870.

Father Drouhin, showing his
rats, had the appearance of practis-
ing a calling, and thus avoided the
law in force for mendicity.

There are in Paris some thou-
sands of individuals under the pre-
text of carrying on some business
who are in reality living by beg-
ging. Sometimes one will run be-
hind a carriage leaving a railway
station and carrying any baggage,
for a great distance, and when it
stops, the runner covered with
dust, perspiring and tired, will offer
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his services in carrying the bag-
gage into the house. If told that
he 1s not needed, he will reply that
he thought a signal had been given
him to follow thé waggon; he will
speak of his misery and of his
fatigue—in brief, he extorts a price
of twenty sous.

Other mendicants hasten after
carriages in order to open the
gates. Others still content them-
selves with exhibiting some infir-
mity more or less simulated.

Here is a wretch whose mouth
is crooked. He is horrible to look
at. In the streets of Lyons where
he is well known everybody gives
him some aid. One day he was
committed to prison, and it was
not long before it was discovered
that his infirmity was only a pre-
tended one.

But to simulate an infirmity is
an offence which exposes the one
guilty of it to a‘severe penalty, so
some beggars have found a very
ingenious means of carrying on
their trade without running any
danger. They act very innocently
while giving the appearance of
being in great misery.

Look at this couple who every
day frequent the great boulevards.
The man carries upon his back the
chest of a workman; the woman
gives him her arm and leans
against his shoulder.  They ap-
pear very kind and loving to each
other. Thev walk with very slow
steps, and stop often to rest. They
never ask anything of the people
they meet, but they look so sad,
so miserable, so good, so honest,
that the coins fairly rain into their
pockets.  For ten years I have
seen them thus; they never work;
and they live in the greatest of
comfort.

It would be impossible to enu-
merate all the types of mendicancy
engaged in active serv.ce, however
much one might wish to do so.

8
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There are among them some men
very well instructed. I know an
old professor who goes to a house
leaves a letter with the doorkeeper,
and goes away. This letter con-
tains two hundred verses, which
are not badly composed, and which
end by imploring the master of the
house to give into the hands of his
door-keeper for the writer a piece
of bread, which will be received
with thankfulness and eaten with
joy. One might say that two hun-
dred verses for a piece of bread
was very large remuneration.
To this I would reply that the two
hundred verses are always the
same. The mendicant poet con-
tents himself by recopying them
and as he offers them only to memn
of letters he is certain that with the
piece of bread will come also a
piece of money.

The most curious type of mendi-
cant poet that I have known is a
person named Desire G., who also
has made mendicancy a veritable
profession. It is known that at
Paris, where the apartments are
small no one can—unless he is
a Rothschild—receive even thirty
guests at dinner. Every time that
a large dinner is given it is neces-
sary to go to a restaurant. There
are several restaurants which make
a specialty of wedding dinners.
Desire G., who knows of this cus-
tom, has some employees whom he
sends every day into all the mayor-
alty houses of Paris to read over
the marriage announcements. In
this way he knows both the sur-
name and the given name of the
persons to be married.

Other employees, always in his
pay, seek information in restaur-
ants concerning the wedding din-
ners. At seven o’clock, when all
are seated at the table, Desire G.
enters and presents to the bride
upon a dainty sheet of fine writing
paper decorated with flowers and




114

doves, a piece of poetry on her own
name. Each line begins with one
of the letters of her given name.

What follows is readily divined.
The bride gives a coin to the com-
plimentary beggar, who takes a
carriage and orders the driver to
go to another restaurant, where he
pays another bride another com-
pliment for which he receives an-
other coin.

Chance discovered to me the
home of this mendicant. I thought
irom its appearance I was entering
the office of a homeopathic physi-
cian. On all sides are little draw-
ers, and upon each drawer is the
name of one of the saints of the
Roman calendar. The acrostics
are prepared in advance, according
as they are to be needed. When
the time arrives the beggar takes
from the drawers one poem on
Josephine, three on Marie, five on
Marguerite, five or six on Blanche,
etc. We can understand now how
he can well afford to make his
journeys in a carriage.

But let us pass to the sedentary
service, I have already said that
this consists in installing oneself
permanently at some chosen stand.

All Paris knew the beggar
woman with the wooden legs. For
three-quarters of a century this
woman had her station on one of
the boulevards, where she pre-
tended to sell pencils. She was so
well known that the police, on their
rounds, instead of making her
move on, bade her good day. She
had become “immeuble par desti-
nation” (a legal term signifying
a person or thing placed on pro-
perty by the proprietor for the use
or enjoyment thereof).

Some one once proposed to her
that she might sell papers. She
replied, “ If I sold papers I should
scarcely earn three francs a day,
and it would be necessary for me
to remain here from early in the
morning until evening, while by
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begging I make several times
more than that in a day of a few
hours long.” To-day this woman
is living upon her income in her
own little apartments. She is the
owner of a house which she bought
with her accumulations,

The fakir, so named because he
remains for hours perfectly motion-
less, is also one of the marked
characters in the sedentary service.
Here is a jeweller who lost a leg
in an accident. He is able yet to
earn five francs a day by his work.
“ But,” he said to me, “the day of
a workman is too long. The day
of a beggar brings in quite as large
returns, and lasts only three or four
hours.”

Many beggars belonging to the
sedentary service make use of little
children. This is one of the most
odious crimes that can be com-
mitted, and meanwhile it does not
come under the jurisdiction of the
penal law. There are seen moth-
ers, who, with their babes in their
arms, take their stand on the street
on bitterly cold days. If they
struck the children they could be
punished; but they content them-
selves by killing them in thus giv-
ing them inflammation of the lungs
and the judge is disarmed. Many
women rent for a franc a day the
children which they thus expose to
the severities of the season for the
sake of exciting the pity of the be-
holders. A great physician gave
me one evening his experience.
Out of forty-eight women who
begged in his quarter, twenty-four
had twenty-seven children from six
to thirteen months old. The phy-
sician examined them one evening.
Eleven had bronchitis, three pneu-
monia, one the whooping-cough,
two hard colds, one the croup.
Thus he found eighteen out of
twenty-seven children who were
exposed daily to the public view,
were sick unto death. I know a
woman who has thus successively
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killed four children under pretext
qu begging in order that they might
ive.

Last year Mr. Dumay, a work-
ingman who had been elected a
member of the Chamber of Depu-
ties, received a visit from a woman
who solicited some help. Mr. Du-
may interrogated her closely, toolk
her name and address, gave her a
small sum of money, and wrote a
letter of recommendation for her
to be presented to the Board of
Charity.

The woman had scarcely de-
parted when Mr. Dumay, who is a
large-hearted man, and who knows
the misery of the working classes,
began to think over the sad story
to which he had just listened. If
this poor woman had told the truth
—and he certainly thought her sin-
cere—she must be suffering
greatly. The money which the
deputy had given her would be
quickly spent, and perhaps help
from the charitable bureau would
have to be awaited for a long time.

“1 was wrong,” said Mr. Du-
may, “in contenting myself with
writing so brief a letter of recom-
mendation. I should have written
miore explicitly, urgently asking
for help for her. If any evil hap-
pens to her I should have to hold
myself responsible.”

This ide. so stamped itself on his
mind that the honourable deputy
put on his hat and set out to find
again his applicant in order to write
with more insistence on her behalf
to the presideui of the Board of
Charity. At the end of a quarter
of an hour he reached the street
and the house which the woman
had given as hers. He asked of

tihe one coming to the door,
“Does Madam X. live here?”
“Yes, sir, on the fourth floor,
room No. 38.”
“Ts the woman in poor circum-
stances?”
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“ Ol, sir, she is in the greatest
misery.”

The deputy mounted to the
fourth story and sought room 38.
The door was half open. The
woman had just come in and was
busy about her housekeeping.
Suddenly a little boy who was upon
the stairs entered the room and
asked for something to eat.

“ Mother, I am hungry, give me
a piece of bread.”

“ Alas, I cannot, my darling,”
replied the mother, “ there is noth-
ing in the house but a very small
piece of bread, and I must keep it
for your father, who, if he has not
found any work, will be very hun-
gty when he returns this evening.”

Mr. Dumay was moved almost
to tears. How fortunate it was
that he had come to see for him-
self. He entered the room, gave
the woman another piece of money,
and wrote the following letter to
one of his friends, the president of
the charitable bureau :

¢¢ My dear Friend. —I call to youratten-
tion a case of most harrowing misery. 1
have myself made inquiry concerning it.
Give help to the woman X, and give it
quickly, for her children are actually cry-
ing for bread.”

Mr. Dumay went back home,
his heart lightened because he had
done a kind act.

Two days later he received a
reply from the president of the
Board of Charity, which ran as
follows :

¢“My dear Deputy.—You have been
most unfortunately and woefully deceived.
You say you made a personal investiga-
tion. In that case you heard a child cry,
‘Mother, I am hungry, give me some
bread.” And the mother replied, ‘I can-
not, my darting. There is nothing in the
house but a very small piece of bread, and
I must keep it for your father, who if he
has not found any work will be very hun-
gry when he returns this evening.” The
child is drilled for this comedy. He sits
all day upon the stairs and as soon as he
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sees a visitor on the fourth foor, he plays
his rble, which consists i asking for
bread.”

As for the door-keeper below,
who answered the first question of
the deputy, she shares in the lms
received by the beggar.

Many people who live after this
manner are helped at the same time
by Catholics, by Protestants, by
Israelites, and by public and pri-
vate charity. They wear all masks
in order to touch the pity of all
societies,

And what about beggars of the
church? There was buried some
months ago Father Antoine. He
was an old beggar of the church
who from morning till night sta-
tioned himself under the porch of
the holy temple. He was aged
and a hunchback. Kneeling upon
the cold stone, he aggravated his
trouble.

One fine day he disappeared.
He was sick, some said. He was
dead, others affirmed. Father An-
toine was indeed dead. Very
shortly his nephew, who was a pro-
fessor in Paris, presented himself
before the tribunals as his nearest
heir. An inquest was held, and it
was discovered that the hunch of
Father Antoine consisted of a box
which served him as a money-
cofler. In this coffer there were
ninety thousand francs. Father
Antoine was an old galley slave
who on leaving the galleys, had
become a church beggar. In fif-
teen years he had gained ninety
thousand francs (about eighteen
thousand dollars). '

These cases show to what, in
Paris, the business of begging
amounts.  This business I have
studied thoroughly. In order to
reach a correct opinion, I have

This low man seeks a little thing to do,
Sees it and does it ;
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read all that has been written upon
the subject; I have consulted every
man capable of telling me anything
of it. 1 have assisted in all of the
international congresses in which
this question has been discussed,
and finally I decided to have re-
course to the experimental method,
and I became myself a beggar.

After a few lessons, I acquired
great experience in my subject, and
personated, turn by turn, a blind
man, a cripple, a deaf mute, a par-
alytic, a workman out of work,
a professor out of employment,
an organ player, a strolling singer.
I have been arrested only once,
on May 24th, 1891, when in the
presence of several journalists I
installed myself under the porch of
the church St. Germain des Pres.
In fifteen minutes I had received
sixty-three sous, The five women
who begged regularly there ac-
cused me of taking the bread out
of their mouths and began a con-
spiracy to have me arrested. Their
plan was simple enough. When-
ever the policeman passed, all five
turned and gazed at me as if I were
a criminal. This attracted the po-
liceman’s notice, and the women
nodded approvingly as he ap-
proached me. I acknowledged
that I was begging, but reminded
him that I was under the porch of
a church and therefore he had no
power to arrest me. He shook me
roughly, and bade me move on.

By begging I was able to secure
everything that one could imagine;
money, clothing, furniture, railroad
tickets, medicines, linen, flour—ab-
solutely all things.

These experiences have led me
to propose a plan of reform which
I have already commenced to ap-
ply on a large scale in Paris.

This high man, with a great thing to puvsue,
Dies ere he knows'it.

— Browning.




THE TRIUMPH OF

THE KINDERGARTEN

PHILOSOPHY.

BY JAMES L. HUGHES,

extraordinary de-
velopments of the
century of pro-
gress that has just
ended, there is
none more re-
markable than the rapid
spread of the kinder-
garten and the revolu-
tion effected in the aims
and methods of primary
schools, high schools,
and even of colleges
and universities by the
revelation of the kindergarten phil-
osophy. Fifty years ago the kin-
dergarten was proscribed by the
government of Prussia, the land of
its founder.  Forty-five years ago
it had only one great advocate in
England, Charles Dickens, whiie
in America its productive phil-
osophy was intelligently studied in
but two centres—by Henry Bar-
nard and by Horace Mann and his
family, especially by Mrs. Mann
and her sister, Miss Peabody.

Twenty years ago one American

Inspector of IPublic Schools, Toronto.

city, St. Louis, had adopted the
kindergarten as an organic part of
its school system under Dr. Har-
ris, America’s greatest educational
philosopher, who was fortunate in
having the assistance of Miss Blow,
one of Froebel’s profound inter-
preters. Fifteen years ago the su-
perintendents of schools through-
out America were nearly all openly
antagonistic or indifferent to the
kindergarten; ten years ago they
were becoming sympathetically in-
terested, and five years ago, at the
meeting of the Superintendents’
Department of the National Edu-
cational Association it was unani-
mously resolved that the kinder-
garten should be made an organic
part of every state system of
schools. In Europe the kinder-
garten philosophy has overcome
all opposing forces, and is recog-
nized by the educational leaders as
the highest, the broadest, and the
most progressive educational phil-
osophy.

The kindergarten has won its
way against many resisting influ-
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ences. It was proscribed by the
Prussian Government because its
principles were based on the recog-
nition of the freedom of the indi-
vidual. The Church at first op-
posed it through a misconception of
its ethical teaching, and because of
its claim that the old doctrine of
child depravity was erroneous, and
had been the cause of the most
grievous wrongs that had been in-
flicted on childhood. Dogmatic
adulthood opposed it, because it
revealed a new philosophy of child-
training based on the natural inter-
ests, the happiness, the ireedom,
and the self-activity of the child,
and taught that the coercive, man-
datory spirit of adulthood in the
training of children is utterly
wrong. Self-satisfied teachers op-
posed it because it revealed a new
pedagogy, and by doing so inti-
mated that school aims and meth-
ods had been narrow and imperfect.
Except the theologians, no other
class was so certain they were right
as the schoolmasters, and they did
not hesitate to ridicule the kinder-
garten without investigating it.
They could not conceive that any-
thing could be an educative pro-
cess that made no use of the rod,
the spelling-book, the reader, the
copy-book, or arithmetical drill.

But the kindergarten triumphed,
and to-day the philosophy on
which it is based, and which it has
been the means of revealing, has
become one of the most vital ele-
ments in the educational, socio-
logical, and theological philosophy
of the civilized world.

‘What are the leading character-
istics of the kindergarten philoso-
phy that has given it such universal
recognition?

1. It is a comprehensive phil-
osophy. Dr. Stanley Hall says:

¢¢ Froebel's philosophy of education is
to me, on the whole, the hest we have, in
that it brings out more elements and gives

them & truer proportion. The raot and
spirit of Christianity are in it; so is the
spirit of Bucon and Comenius ; sv is the
chief motif of the German idenlistic move-
ment with its sensoning of what is now
sometimes called the higher pantheism.
He recognized in full tho value of the
empirical and the deductive sehools.”

Dr, Harris says: “ Froebel sees
better than other educators the
true means of educating the feel-
ings, and especially the religious
feelings,” and Dr. Hall, in speaking
of Froebel’s recognition of the
fundamental nature of feeling as
the foundation of intellect and will,
says: “It is a great thought that
now dominates psychology.”

Dr. Harris says again: ““ Froebel
is the educational reformer who
has done more than all the rest
to make valid in education what
the Germans call the developing
method.”

Mr. Courthope Bowen has shown
that Carlyle’s central truths regard-
ing man’s social and industrial
evolution, the unity of humanity
and God, and the revelation of God
in humanity, were expounded by
Froebel.

Mr. Hailman has called attention
to the similarity of the teachings of
Herbert Spencer and Froebel in
regard to the law of unification.

In the recognition of God in Na-
ture, as the life in it and behind it,
and the evolutionary force in all
things organic and inorganic,
Froebel has only one twin seer,
Wordsworth, who gave to the
world in exquisite song what Froe-
bel a little earlier taught in
prose.

Even the religious teachings
that at first led theologians to con-
sider Froebel unorthodox, are now
recognized as the most vital truths -
revealed by Christ. Froebel was
among the first to free religion
from the formalism and dogma-
tism that sapped its vitality.

2. It is a hopeful philosophy.
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Froebel taught the theory of evo-
lution. He says:

1t is unspeakably pernicious to look
upon the development of humanity as
stationary and completed, and to see in
its present phases simply repetitions and
greater generalization of itself. .
God neither ingrafts nor inoculates. He
develops the most trivial and imperfect
things in continuously asceuding series
and in accordance with eternal, self-
grounded, and self-developing laws. . . .
The laws of the universe are the same as
the laws of human education, Kiader-
gartens form a stage of development in
the culture of man out of which the suc-
veeding stages will follow according to a
determined law, as is the case in organic
life.”

Froebel designed the kinder-
garten as an essential department
of the highest human culture, be-
lieving that, “ in general, whatever
of human education and develop-
ment has been neglected in boy-
hood will never be retrieved.”

He taught that each individual
sho Ud rise through progressive
and related stages in his intel-
lectual and spiritual development,
and that generation after genera-
tion men should have clearer in-
sights and greater executive
power. But his law of evolution
was based on the principle that
full development in any stage of a
man’s growth cannot be secured
unless the development in all pre-
ceding stages has been complete,
and of the character specially
adapted to them. He became con-
vinced that most of the failures in
intellectual and spiritual growth
resulted from imperfect or un-
natural development in early child-
hood, and his great purpose 1n
founding the kindergarten was to
place all children in such condi-
tions and surround them with such
environment as would stimulate
their own self-activity and thereby
establish in their lives the sym-
bolic, apperceptive centres of

strong, altruistic feeling; clear,
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comprehensive thinking: and inde-
pendent executive willing. The
philosophy of apperception—the
mind’s perception of itself as the
subject or actor in its own state—
is now recognized universally. We
are restricted in every stage of our
development by our previous de-
velopment. It is impossible to un-
derstand a new thought or feeling
unless we have already in our lives
some elements of experience cor-
responding to the new thought or
feeling. So the kindergarten was
founded to fill the lives of children
with the widest possible range of
essential experiences, to prepare
them for broad, thorough, and
natural development in the later
stages of their progressive evolu-
tion. The wonderful adaptation
of the material and the methods of
the kindergarten to this design is
most manifest to those who have
most carefully studied its philos-
ophy, and applied it wisely in the
training of children.

3. The kindergarten philosophy
is the highest philosophy of indi-
vidualism. The lack of a true rev-
erence by each individual for his
own individuality is the cause of
most of the failures to achieve the
best life plans. The revelation of
the individual power of each child
to those who train and guide him,
and especially to himself, is the
most inspiring thought yet given to
educators so far as the develop-
ment of individuals is concerned.
Froebel believed that each child
has some special power, and that
the truest development of his self-
hood can only be attained by the
self-activity of this power. He
taught that unless the free ex-
ercise of this special element of
power is made the dominant char-
acteristic in the education of each
child, his best general education
cannot be attained. The selfhood
must have iIree, strong growth, in
order that general culture may be
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most effectively transformed into
character, and that the child may
not be made negative instead of
positive by even the most ener-
getic efforts to educate him. Ar-
rested development results more
certainly from attempts to educate

without a clear consciousness
of the child’s individuality than
from any other cause. The

broadest possible culture fails to
make a true man—iwith greatest
capacity for personal happiness and
highest power to aid in the evolu-
tion of the race—unless it has been
acquired in such a way as to en-
large and enrich the active self-
hood.

i -

This philosophy led Froebel to
the discovery of the practical law
of self-activity, which is the funda-
mental process of true education.
All the vital improvements in edu-
cational methods made during the
Jast twenty-five years have resulted
from a greater reverence for the
selfhood of the child, and a pro-
gressive revelation of the compre-
hensiveness of the law of seli-
activity.

In all departments of the kinder-
garten work, Froebel planned to
make each child independently self-
active; not merely active under the
direction of the kindergarten
teacher, but active in the execu-
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tion of original purposes. The
thoroughly trained man must have
been allowed to develop as fully as
possible the three great elements
of a perfect individuality: origina-
tive, directive, and executive
power. Froebel reveais this cen-
tral truth not only by philosophic
exposition, but in the practical
work of the kindergarten. Whe-
ther the child works with brush,
or pencil, or clay, ovr paper, or
strips, or needle, or sticks, or slats,
or blocks, or tablets, he is afforded
unlimited opportunities for the
free expression of selfhood, so that
self-expression becomes at once
the highest process in education,
and the oymbolic revelation of the
highest power of human life.

4. The kindergarten philosophy
is based on the fundamental law
of morality—community. Froebel
aimed to develop not only individ-
uality, but altruistic individuality.
He saw with clearest insight that
individualism and socialism are not
opposing principles, but that the
highest individualism and the
broadest socialism are perfectly
harmonious; are indeed essentially
complementary to each other. He
taughy that improved society must
consist of improved individuals,
each qualified to offer his complete
selfhood as his part in the general
unity; and that the more perfect
cociety as a whole becomes the
greater the needs and opportunities
for the development of a grander
individuality. The clear recogni-
tion of the perfect inter-relation-
ship of individualism and social’'sm
will stimulate to the highest indi-
vidual effort, and will make mani-
fest the true solution of the might-
iest social problems. A young
man can have no greater incentive
to energetic effort in the develop-
ment of his powers than the con-
sciousness that he possesses special
individual power, and that he must
use this power in order that hu-
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manity may reach its highest
destiny.

Froebel, in the games, songs,
and work of  the kindergarten,
planned to give the child symbolic
revelations of the relationships, the
interdependence, and the essential
unity of individuals in society.
* The child who works with the
“gifts” must use every part of
each gift in constructing any ob-
ject, and so gets a symbolized con-
ception of the idea that each indi-
vidual part is essential to the per-
fect whole. The child who makes
a “form of beauty ” with brush, or
pencil, or tablets, unconsciously
learns the relationships of parts to
wholes,andalso that the form is not
beautiful so long as it is imperfect.
The child who forms one of the
group in making a “form of
beauty ¥ knows that, if his part is
left out, the whole is incomplete.

The child who makes a church
with his blocks, while another
makes a school, another a black-
smith shop, and others houses for
stores and other departments of
trade, in order that all, when placed
together, may form a town, is ac-
quiring germs of thought that
some day will qualify him for com-
prehending the philosophical basis
of the organization of society and
national life.

In these and other ways he gets
in the kindergarten symbolic ap-
perceptive centres for understand-
ing clearly in later life the greatest
Liuman thought, that his failure to
do his part well may mar the
beauty and perfection of the uni-
verse, and that his duty truly done
must aid in the progressive ad-
vance of the race.

S. The kindergarten philosophy
is the truest philosophy of child-
hood. Froebel was childhcod’s
greatest apostle and champion.
He studied education from the
child’s standpoint. He had the

head of a wise adult, with the heart
He sympathized with

of a child.

the child, not merely for it. Ie
pleaded for the child’s rights
against the conscious and uncon-
gcious tyranny of adulthood, even
against ignorant and imperious
parenthood. ©One of the most
noteworthy characteristics of the
latter half of the ninetcenth century
is the recognition of the rights of
childhood, and its legal protection
against improper treatment by its
parents and guardians.

The attitude of intelligent adult-
hood towards childhood has com-
pletely changed during the past
twenty-five years. Formerly a boy
was regarded as a member of a
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class whose aims were evil, whose
practices were dangerous, and
whose characteristics should be re-
pressed. It was taken for granted
that he was in a stage of dangerous
probation, during which coercive
restriction should be the supreme
element in his training. Training
a boy was a solemn and an un-
pleasant duty. His opinions were
not respected, his aims were
treated with contempt, and his ten-
dencies caused unsympathetic ap-
prehension. Now training is posi-
tive instead of negative, sympa-
thetic instead of coercive, stimu-
lative instead of repressive, appre-
clative instead of indifferent, cheer-
ful instead of gloomy, and the atti-
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tude of adulthood towards boy-
hood is reverent, hopeful, and co-
cperative.

Froebel and Dickens did more

to accomplish this great step in

Christian civilization than all other

students of education and child-
training. Froebel’s own motto
was: “ Come, Iet us live with our
children.”  What a motto this is
for the fatherhood and motherhood
of the race! Dickens’ central ideal
was: “Let us do justice and honour
to the nature of a child.”

Froebel was the first
student of childhood. His su-
preme purpose in studying the
child was to learn what the child
can do in achieving his own high-
est development. His conciusion
was that the real development of
the child depends on his own seli-
activity.

In the kindergarten Froebel ex-
emplified his philosophy of child-
hood in all its phases, reverent love
for the child, profound respect for
his individuality as the element of
divinity in him, and freedom and
self-activity as the conditions of
most perfect growth physically, in-
tellectually, and spiritually. To
use his own beautiful phrase, he
tried to make kindecgartens “ free
republics of childhood.”

6. The Lkindergarten has re-
vealed the transforming ideals of
modern education throughout the
entire course from the primary
school to the university.

It has changed the thought and
practice of the civilized world in
regard to child discipline. It made
manifest the perfect harmony be-
tween spontaneity and control; it
has shown the cruelty and the un-
necessary character of corporal
punishment, and the dwarfing,
warping, deadening effects of co-
ercion; it has proved that the child
develops most rapidly, most
broadly, and most thoroughly un-
der conditions of happiness and
i-eedom. Sir Joshua Fitch, who

great

N
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for more than fifty years has been
England’s foremost Public School
cducator, said recently, in a report
to the British Government:

“In watching the gradual development
of the training colleges for women from
year to year, nothing is more striking
than the increased attention which is
being paid in those institutions to the
true principles of infant teaching and
discipline.

*“The circular which has recently been
issued by your Lordships, and which is
designed to enforce and explain these
prineiples, would, if put forth a few years
ago, have fallen on unprepared soil, and
would indeed have secmed to many
teachers, both in and out of training col-
leges, to be scarcely intelligible. Now its
counsels will be welcomed with sympathy
and full appreciation. In almost every
college a special course of lectures is pro-
vided on the teaching of Froebel and
Pestalozzi, and on the application of their
doctrines to the work of the infant school.
Attempts to treat the kindergarten as a
separate institution, having aims and
methods of its own different from those
which should prevail in other schools,
have often in America and in Germany
proved unsuccessful. It is as an organic
part of a complete scheme of juvenile in-
struction, as a preliminary training of
those faculties and aptitudes which have
afterwards to be developed when the time
for serious application arrives, that the
kindergarten is most valuable.”

A large proportion of the chil-
dren in the schools of the civilized
world are now {.ee by law from the
cvil of corporal punishment.

When more thoroughly under-
ctood, Froebels principles will
greatly modify the discipline even
of universities, and make them free
republics of manhood, «s he made
kindergartens “free republics of
childhood.”

The kindergarten has exempli-
fied the law of self-activity which
is now accepted as the fundamental
law of method, and is the universal
test of good teaching. It forced
cducators to recognize this law, be-
cause it presented it in operation,
and not as a mere theory. Froe-
bel's distinctive characteristic, as
kas been pointed out by Mr. Cour-
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thope Bowen, is his ability to trans-
form psychological theory into psy-
chological practice.  Other edu-
cators have scen the value of ac-
tivity, but Froebel gave the child
a system of training that made the
exercise of independent origination
an essential part of his work, and
made him originative, directive
and executive as a result of his
activity,

1t gave the world new and infi-
nitely higher ideals in regard to
object teaching. Even Pestalozzi’s
ideal of faculty training by means
of the use of objects was misunder-
stood by‘most teachers.  Blinded
by the misconception that thought-
giving is the highest aim of educa-
tion, they saw in object teaching
but a more easy and more definite
way of communicating knowledge.
Pestalozzi aimed not merely to
glve more exact knowledge, but to
cnlarge and intensify the child’s
power of perceiving and conceiv-
Ing.  Froebel rose far beyond
Pestalozzi's ideal in using objects.
Froebel’s dominant ideal was seli-
activity or the out-putting of self-
hood, so he could not be satisfied
with any educational process that
ended.with the development of the
receptive and the reflective powers.
He made the material environment
of the child in the kindergarten a
means of self-expression. By
doing so he secured a more defi-
nite and more complete accom-
pllsl'_lment of the aims of Pesta-
lozzi, and in addition he made ob-
jective work aid in the unfolding
of selfhood, and in the symbolic
revelation to the child of the true
function of man in relation to his
material environment, which is to
transform it in harmony with his
best ideals into ever-improving
forms of beauty and utility.  All
the highest educational results of
object work in schools rest on the
perfect understanding of Froebel’s
ideal by teachers.

Froebel’s views regarding the
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cducational value of object teach-
ing led him to discover and reveal
the true function of manual train-
ing to be educative, not economic.
In the kindergarten he gave the
first clear conception of manual
training as a vital educational pro-
cess. He recognized the fact that
manual training had many eco-
nomic advantages, but he valued it
and made it an essential part of the
work of the kindergarten chiefly
Lecause of its adaptation to the na-
ture of the child in providing for
gratifying his tendency to trans-
form his material environment, and
for the exercise of his constructive
power; because it aids in the thor-
ough development of the brain and
motor neurological system; be-
cause it trains so thoroughly in
habits of accuracy in planning and
in performing work, and thus be-
comes one of the highest moral
agencies by giving the child the
most definite symbolic, appercep-
tive centres of truth and rectitude;
because it preserves and develops
the productive characteristics of
childhood that are usually lost or
degraded into  destructiveness
through lack of opportunity for
appropriate occupation; and be-
cause it dignifies work by making
it seli-expression, and thus tends to
give the race the very desirable
moral attitude of reverence for
work and workmen.

The kindergarten makes play an
organic part of school work with-
out robbing it of its spontaneity.
Froebel says: “I studied the
boys’ play, the whole series
of games in the open air, and
learned their mighty power to
awaken and to strengthen the
intelligence and the soul as well as
the body.” So he adapted the
plays of children of all races to the
life of the child in the kindergarten,
and originated new games to give
the child a greater variety of self-
occupation of a free, creative, and
energetic character, that the plays
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of childhood might become “the
highest phase of child develop-
ment,” and unfold “the germinal
leaves of all later life.”” As these
ideals become clear to the minds
of educators, they make
changes in their aims and methods.
The wide and deep interest recently
aroused in regard to the impera-
tive nced of playgrounds for chil-
dren in cities, is directly due to the
revelation of the educational value
of play in the kindergarten.

It has given entirely new and
higher conceptions of the value
and method of Nature study. The
old ideal taught the child to study
Nature in order that he might love
it at maturity; the new ideal trains
him to love Nature in childhood
that he may long for a study of
its suggestive mysteries in the pe-
riod of conscious development.
The old ideal destroyed the life of
the plant, the new ideal is based on
the production of life and the nur-
ture of Nature so that the life of
the plant may rise to higher life.
The old ideal of Nature study
meant investigation and classifica-
tion, the new ideal means revela-
tionot life, evolution, unity and God.

Froebel’s ideal of gardening by
children was introduced in the Ger-
man schools in 1860. The English
Government recently passed a law
authorizing English School Boards
to adopt Froebel’s plan by renting
fields in which young children may
spend one-half day of school time
each week in gardening, under the
supervision of their teachers. We,
in America, shall pass similar laws,

radical
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when we have a clearer realization
of the ethical value of Froebel’s
conception of Nature culture and
Nature contemplation.

The kindergarten has not only
changed the disciplinz and meth-
ods in the schools, it has been the
chief agency in revealing the new
aims of education. The battle be-
tween rival legions of educators is
no longer fought to decide what the
child shall be taught, but how he
shall be developed; how his physi-
cal, intellectual and spiritual pow-
ers may reach their fullest growth;
how he may be qualified for highest
individual happiness, and for doing
his best work for humanity.

Froebel taught us that all real
education is from within, by * mak-
ing the inner outer,” and not from
without inward. He had no faith
in what George McDonald de-
scribes as “ sandpapering a sinner
into a saint.” He led us to see the
intellectual and ethical value of
freedom in childhood, of the sys-
tematic culture of feeling, of the full
development of the imagination,
and of making the child’s dominant
interest the centre of correlation
in his studies.

Froebel’'s philosophy became so
quickly a dominant element in edu-
cational and sociological work be-
cause it was given to the world
objectively in the kindergarten,
and not merely explained theoreti-
cally in his writings. His insight

was clear and true, but his most
wonderful power was his ability to
“transform psychological thought
into psychological practice.”
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THE DUST OF EMPIRE.*

Voices are crying from the dust of Tyre,
From Karnak and the stones of Babylon,
We raised our pillars upon self-desire,
And perished from the large gaze of the suu.

A grandeur looked down from the pyramid,
A glory came on Greece, a light on Rome;

And in them all the ancient Traitor hid,
And so they passed like momentary foam.

There was no substance in their soaring hopes:
The voice'of Thebes is now a desert ery;
. A spider bars the road with filmy ropes,
Where once the feet of Carthase thundered by.

A bittern cries where once Queen Dido langhed;
A thistle nods where once the Forum poured,
A lizard lifts and listens on a shaft,
Where once of old the Coliseum roaved.

There is a Vision waiting and aware;

And you must draw it down, O men of worth;
Draw down the New Republic held in air,

And make for it foundations on the earth.

St. John beheld it as a great white throne
Above the ages wondrous and afar;
Mazzini heard it as a bugle blown,
And Shelley saw it as a steadfast star.

GOD’S BURIED WORKMEN.
BY REV. @, J. H. NORTHCROFT.
God buries his workmen, but carries on his work.—Wesley.

As dips the sun below the placid sea,
His day’s work done; as the retreating wave
Lays down his load, and hastens to his grave
Sighing, yet well content some use to be;
As the magnanimous rain, impartial, free,
Expires on field and forest but to save,
S0 are the lives of God's true toilers brave
Closed, yet continued through eternity.

In the high deeds they set themselves to do,
. Though uncompleted here, their spirits live ;
Their patience checks our fancies fugitive ;
Their voices call us to a loftier view
Of God’s great purpose, which alone can give
Strength to endure and courage to pursue.

Hopetown, Abaco, Bahamas.

* Lines repeated by Edwin Markham in closing an address at the State Conference
of Religion, New York, 1900. They are a prophetic utterance like that of Ezekiel, which
it would be well for this age to heed. They have, however, an air of incompleteness.
Mazzini and Shelley are meagre representatives of the multitude of seers who, like
Abraham, Isaiah, St. John, Augustine, Wycliffe, Luther and many another patient
watcher of the dawn, saw afar off the city of God coming down out of heaven and
were glad.
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THE BELOVED PHYSICIAN.
LESLIE M. SWEEINAM, M.D.

'BY THE REV. N. BURWASH, S.T.D., L.L.D,,
Chancellor of Victoria University.

HE lives of the
greatest and best
men often obtrude
themselvesbut little
upon the notice of
the world. Whena
few weeks ago Dr.
Sweetnam  passed
to rest ‘and reward,

only a limited circle knew the inner
beauty of his life and the measure
of the work which in that short life
he had accomplished. But now
that he is gone from us we may be
permitted reverently to lift the veil
and look upon the face which death
only glorifies. Coming genera-
tions will be the better for knowing
that such a man has lived.

Dr. Sweetnam was a Canadian
of the Canadians, his father being
born in the city of Toronto a little
more than seventy years ago, and
closing a life distinguished for
ability, usefulness and Christian
character a few months before his
eldest son. The son was born in
the city of Kingston, and until his
eleventh year was brought up amid
the influences of that city so well
known for its loyalty to all British
institutions, and for the conserva-
tive and English type of its reli-
gious life. The native gifts of large
intellectual capacity which he in-
herited from, his father, and of
cuiet, gentle dignity and refined
taste which he received from his
mother, were rapidly developed
under the influence of parents who
took a wise and practical as well as
deep interest in both the moral and
intellectual life of their children.
Thus, when as a youth he removed
with his parents to the city of
Toronto, he was prepared to avail
himself, with the keenest avidity,

of the advantages offered by the
capital city of our province.
Under the ministry of Dr. Potts, in
the Metropolitan Church, his reli-
gious life ripened into full decision;
and in the old-fashioned way, at the
altar of prayer, he found the peace
of God, and at once took his place
as a teacher in the Sabbath-school,
and presently as the associate
leader of a class of young men
of his own age. In this way, early
in his career, duty, and especially
the good of his fellow men, became
the settled principle of his life, a
principle from which we cannot
find that he ever deviated. He
died as he lived, nobly, fearlessly
doing his duty.

In the meantime, first at the
model school, then at the grammar
school and Upper Canada College,
and finally at the University, his
intellectual powers received rapid
and thorough development. His
tastes and proclivities were all in
the direction of scientific studies.
The schools without doubt gave
both direction and impulse to his
active mind, but the reading of
books never became his ruling pas-
sion. Almost from the beginning
he turned to nature, with his
father’s assistance constructing a
lahoratory in his home, and with
boyish recklessness experimenting
upon and investigating every form
cf animal life upon which he could
lay his hands. College work only
completely captured him when he
found his place as an assistant in
Prof. Croft’s chemical laboratory.
His educational career thus led to:
no university degree in arts, but
was directed in its somewhat un-
usual course by this overmastering
passion for scientific knowledge.
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His learning was of things rather
than of books.

Under the same impulse, to
which was added the moral desire
for a calling in which he could

make the most of his life for the,

benefit of his fellow men, at
eighteen years of age he entered
upon the study of medicine, gradu-
ating at twenty-two with first-class
honours. To competent judges the
promise of his life was very soon
manifest.  Dr. Aikins was then
President of the Faculty, and at the
very height of his fame as the fore-
most surgeon of the country. To
the remark of a friend one day that
there was no one coming up to take
his place when gone, his reply was:
“Yes, there is young Sweetnam,”
and before the distinguished dean
passed away, he had the satisfac-
tion of seeing this prediction largely
fulfilled.

It would be impossible to follow
Dr. Sweetnam through the twenty
years of his practice of his life
calling. We can only illustrate
here and there some of the elements
of character and methods of work
which led him, while yet only mid-
way on the journey of life, to a fore-
most place in the hearts of the
people as well as in the ranks of
his noble profession. We need not
dwell on his remarkable powers
both of observation and of mem-
ory. These were gifts, cultivated,
it 1s true, by constant exercise, but
still gifts of Providence rather than
attainments of effort.

The lesson of his life here is the
wonderful improvement made of
his gifts. If as nature’s gifts he
was entrusted with the five talents,
they were so faithfully employed
as to become ten. The same may

be said of that power of judgment
which enabled him to bring all the
wide extent of his knowledge and
experience to bear with concen-
trated energy on the case before
him. We have seen him called in
to a man whom he had never before
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seen, of whose past history he knew
absolutely nothing, who on a jour-
ney from England to Japan had
been suddenly prostrated as a result
of complication of diseases of long
standing, and who was apparently
in the last stage of collapse, unable
to give ~ny intelligible account of
himself. Without the slightest
hesitation Dr. Sweetnam diagnosed
the case, wrote his prescription, in
an hour had his patient out of the
immediate danger, and in three
weeks so far relieved as to be able
to complete his lengthy journey.
But such rapidity, accuracy and
concentration of judgment was
again one of those rare gifts by
which Providence had fitted him
for his work, gifts not given to all

©omen,

But such gifts to some men prove
but a snare, a temptation to indo-
lence and presumption. = To him,
on the contrary, they were of price-
less value, because of the moral
qualities with which they were
associated. Foremost among these
was his indefatigable industry.
From the very beginning of his
career, when many young men
would have spent a good deal of
their leisure in the enjoyment of
what are known as innocent social
pleasures, he gave himself day and
night to work. The broad, solid
foundations laid in a thorough
course of study were used only as
foundations. He was never satis-
fied until he stood abreast of the
professional knowledge of the age
in the departments which he had
made more specially his own. Once
there, he kept himself there, often
carrying his latest medical journals
with him in his carriage, and read-
ing them in the daily rounds of his
practice. At the same time, his
laboratory was never forsaken, and
hours were often snatched from
sleep to secure time for his efforts
to advance the boundaries of know-
ledge in his profession by original
investigation. Our greatest loss is
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perhaps that, just as this fruit of
his life-work was ripening to its
perfection, he was taken from us,
and his original work left so largely
unfinished.

Another characteristic of the
man was his minute, laborious, con-
scientious attention to details. It
was with him a fact never forgotten
that the difference between success
and failure—or, in other words, be-
tween life and death—Jay very fre-
quently in some very little thing.
It was this that made him so re-
markably successful in the use of
the method discovered by Lord
Lister of antiseptic treatment. An
assistant in the operating room
once during the progress of an
operation thrust his hand into his
pants’ pocket; he was instantly
ordered out of the room. “His
pockets,” said the doctor, “ are full
of microbes, and that means death
to my patient.”

He would carry a heavy load of
perfectly sterilized instruments and
apparatus with him hundreds of
miles rather than risk the accident
of using things carelessly prepared
cr cleansed by others. We have
known him to travel two hundred
miles to bring in a patient under
his own supervision, and carry with
him a weighty air-bed, that every
particle of strength might be saved
for the critical operation which was
to be performed. He would travel
to New York or Philadelphia and
spend two hundred dollars for the
most perfect instruments for an
operation for which his fee would
be perhaps fifty. His aim was per-
fect work. To attain this, as far
as is permitted in human things, no
outlay of time, care, labour or
money was spared. At his death
his collection of surgical instru-
ments was valued at ten thousand
dollars, and pronounced by a high
authority to be more complete than
could be found in any institufion
or office on the continent.

9

It is not surprising that such a
combination of genius, industry,
and unsparing devotion to his work
should result in the highest success
in his profession. In later years
patients began to pour in upon him
from all parts of the country, and
operations were multiplied by the
hundred every year. His success
was no less marked than the extent
of his work; and fatalities were re-
duced to as low a percentage as has
ever been attained either in Europe
or America.

But this professional success is
very far from revealing to us the
inner character of the man in its
true moral grandeur. It was that
moral character which gave him
such a strong hold upon the affec-
tions of all his patients, and it was
this which was the secret spring of
energy for his intellectual and pro-
fessional work. We have known
no man who carried on professional
work with such utter absence of
the merely professional spirit, or
with such utter disregard of the
merely financial and business con-
siderations. In this he was doubt-
less unjust to himself, but it was
only thus that the real moral great-
ness of the man appeared. It was
this that made his life-work so
Christlike.  He forgot all else in
the giving of himself .0 serve the
suffering.

We have known him called to
the home of a miserable drunkard
in which a poor little woman, toil-
ing night and day to keep a family
of four or five little children to-
gether in food and decent home,
was stricken down with fever. He
knew well that there was no pay for
such work. He probably would
never think of even sending a bill
for his services. But he at once
enters into the spirit of the case
with all the deep sympathy of his
nature.  “She is a little brick,
struggling with the hardest of lots,
and I am going ¢o pull her through
if I can”  And so a professional
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nurse is sent in at his own expense,
and night after night at the mid-
night hour, when the forces of life
were most likely to fail, he was
there watching with all the re-
sources of his art to help her over
the crisis.

Never have we known a man
whose sympathies entered so com-
pletely into his work. To spend
the whole night with a patient in
the extremity of disease was with
him no uncommon thing, and
many a life was saved or prolonged
by such an effort. We have heard
many a physician say that they kept
their sympathies in check lest they
should be unnerved and unfitted
for their work, and with most men

this is probably a necessity. But .

with him his grandest work was
done under this spur of deep sym-
pathetic affection. He lived like a
man every day battling with grim
death, and snatching his victims
by the score from the jaws of the
monster, and living in a state of
perpetual exaltation as he won vic-
tory over his foe.

But when at times he was de-
feated it made one’s heart ache to
witness his depression.  Sitting
with him the evening before his
last, and to him fatal, case, he said:
“T have had this year one hundred
and nine capital operations, and
have not lost one, but to-morrow
I shall lose my case; the poor
fellow came to me too late, and
nothing can save him ;” and as he
uttered these words his tone and
look were those of a man uttering
the awful sentence of death. To
him the most difficult and bril-
liant operation, work such as is
attempted only by the greatest
masters of his art the world has
ever known, was no mere- surgical
operation. It was the saving of
life. It was this deep moral spirit
which placed his great talents as
freely at the service of the poor
as of the rich ; and probably more
than half of the heaviest work of

his life was done for the poor with-
out other reward than the proud
satisfaction of having helped his
suffering fellows. It is not too
much to say that such a life sheds
lustre upon the profession to which
he belonged, and more, that it glori-
fies our poor humanity.

Nor was it only in his pro-
fessional career that this deep
sympathy of his nature was
manifest. His interest in young
men, and especially in students,
was unbounded, and few men ex-
erted a wider or more beneficial
influence upon the student life of
this great city, now probably the
fifth or sixth in student population
of the ‘educational centres of the
continent. During the greater
part of his professional life he was
a member of one of the medical
faculties of the city, and at the time
of his death associate professor in
the medical faculty of the Univer-
sity of Toronto. It is well known
that the remuneration for this work
is very trifling, in his case far from
sufficient to meet tiie lavish outlay
which he expended on it. But here
as everywhere else his conscientious
aim was the highest possible per-
fection. In the technique of his
work and in the preparation of
specimens and illustrations for his
classes he was a master, and his
apparatus for nstruction was
scarcely less valuable in time and
money than his outfiu of surgical
instruments. When a fi'end rather
chided him on the extrav. eant cost
of a plece of apparatus for which
he was paying some two hundred
dollars, he repiied, “ No, it will be
an object lesson to my class of the
necessity of having everything per-
fect.”

But it was especially to the high-
minded, earnest, capable, but poor
and struggling student that his
warmest sympathies went out.
More than one such has been
nursed back to health and strength
when sick in his own home, and
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they will never forget the gracious
and now stricken lady who pre-
sided over this part of his work.

Nor was he-satisfied with pro-
fessional services alone.  Though
not a wealthy man, his gifts to poor
students would surprise the world
if they could be divulged. But
here, too, his method was charac-
teristic of the man. No one knows
how much he did in this way.
Hearing of one such in straits in a
distant city, he telegraphs to him,
“Go to the express office,” and
there he found the relief he re-
quired. When it came he was
reduced to his last twenty-five
cents. Another, involved in serious
debt for his education,and called on
to meet his obligations, he sent for
exacted a promise that he would
never so involve himself again,
then paid his note. He was not a
society man, and seemed never to
be able to snatch an hour from his
exacting duties. But to the stu-
dents he would find an evening at
home, and devote himself most
assiduously to their entertainment
in the most delightful as well as
instructive way.

On the great questions of reli-
gious life he was peculiarly re-
served, and but few fathomed the
depth of his religious character.
But to those who knew him best
his whole life was an act of :erigion,
as well as moral duty. Living
continually in the presence of
disease and death, he imbibed no
materialistic view of human life.
Life to him was sacred. Upon it
were ever suspended the awful mys-
teries of eternity, and the religious
hopes and fears of his patients were
to him as real as their bodily suffer-
ings. We have seen how early in
life his religious character was
decided, and his consecration to
religious service commenced. As
he became involved in the exhaust-
ing duties of his profession, the
religious activities of his younger
days became impossible, but the

character and spirit from which
they sprung was never changed.
In the constant presence of the
great mysteries of life, suffering,
and death, it rather became a deep,
all-controlling force of his being.

With the stricken and the dying
he found an ever-present field for
unostentatious, quiet, but most
helpful spiritual ministry. None
could break to the dying patient
or to stricken parents the sad truth
as well as he. In one such case a
friend proposed that the minister
should be called in for this office.
His reply was, “ No, I am a Chris-
tian man, and it is my duty”
Then gently he stepped down-
stairs, in tender words delivered
his message, then kneeling in
prayer, commended them to the
loving-kindness of the Heavenly
Father. Thus by sympathetic
manner, by counsel, and by words
of deep, heartfelt faith, his presence
in the home of suffering was always
a spiritual benediction.

But it was mnot his lot to be only
the sympathetic helper and com-
forter of the sorrow of others.
The cloud rested upon his own life
and the sword pierced his own
soul. His home was blessed with
one child, the pride and joy of her
father’s heart, engaging all the
depth and fondness of his affec-
tions. After a brief absence from
home he was suddenly called back
to see her in a few days droop and
die. After that experience, life
was never again to him the same.
Tor its common pleasures he had
no relish ; to its work he gave
himself with the energy of one who
had cast behind him all trifling
things. And death to him was no
longer the same. It had lost all
semblance of terror. His coveted
treasure lay beyond its cold stream,
and henceforth a large part of even
his human affection was fixed
above.

A little later the hand rested
upon himself, and the worthy am-
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bitions of his life were henceforth
to be chastened by the thought that
life to him would be short, and its
moments very precious. The last
few years of his life were thus
passed under the constant and
almost overpowering influence of
two great thoughts, the reality and
preciousness of the life beyond,
and the importance of making the
most of the brief time here. But
these were hiddea things.  They
never appeared to the outer world.

If our conversation turned upon
God, the mysteries of His provi-
dence, the eternal certainty of His
love, the infinite perfection of all
his ways, a reverent silence would
steal over him, and his tones and
simple brief words became those of
a man whose heart was greatly
moved by unspoken thoughts. He
could not talk lightly or effusively
of Divine things They were to
him the most serious and solemn of
all realities. His religion was not
one of ecstasies, but of deeply rev-
erent feeling.

On the other hand, his was not a
religion of fear, but of earnest,
solemn faith. His profession
placed him in almost daily serious
risk of life. In his work the prick
of a needle or the slightest touch
of the keen edge of his surgeon’s
knife might be fatal. But his
courage never flinched in the face
of duty, even when his strength was

so exhausted that he fainted at his
work. It was not the callousness
of familiarity, but the courage of
deep faith. He perfectly under-
stood the dangers of his work, and
faced them with the manly courage
of duty. )

During the few remaining days
of life the one nearest and dearest
of human friends was daily by his
side, and to her he was always
cheerful. His Bible lay open upon
his pillow, and with her he dis-
cussed its promises and strength-
ened her faith as well as his own
in the unfailing loving-kindness of
the great Father in heaven. Once,
when death seemed very near, he
simply said, “I shall see Aileen.”
For a little while it seemed that
the skill of science would triumph
over the terrible enemy.  Then
suddenly the taper of hope was
extinguished and a rarely beautiful
life was at an end.

The story of this great and good
man has indeed been briefly and
imperfectly told, but such as it is,
it is dedicated to the men of the
noble profession to which he be-
longed, and upon which his life
shed lustre. Especially is it com-
mended to the young men entering
that profession, and to young Can-
adians of every profession, as an
example which all may safely
follow.

GOOD TRIUMPHANT.

BY HARRIET WARNER REQUA.

The sky rains down her midnight sleet,
The streets with frozen lakes are set,
Boughs writhe in icy sheath—and yet,

Earth quickens *neath her winding sheet.

Afar and near the tempests shock !

Vet somehow, somewhere good shall come,

Upon the thorn the rose will bloom,
And gold is smitten from the rock.

Who fells the forest, turns the sod,
Extends the mine or quarry’s courss,

Beaver Dam, Wis.

Finds truth stamped on each secret force,
And bush and rock revealing God.

Who smites with angry impotence
The adamant of sovereign law,
Sees truth still stand without a flaw,
The smiter fall without defence.

And still we know that God is good,
Howe’er the plague, or foemen smite ;
Above, through all unchanging right,

And Love triumphant on its rood.




T is not the purpose
of this paper to trace
in detail the history
of woman’s diaconate
m the early Church,
its wide scope, and
later decay. It is en-
ough to show, as has
been done, that prob-
ably in the time of the
apostles, and certainly
in the years immedi-
ately following, when

the Church, still directly wunder
apostolic influence, was slowly
crystallizing into organized form,
the place of woman as an officer in
the Church was clearly recognized
and authorized, and that notwith-
standing her exceedingly circum-
scribed social position.

Let us now turn to those condi-

tions of human society in whose

significant undertone we hear His
voice speaking to His Church and
saying : “ In these needs also find
your call to service. Let the empty
mouths and the half-clad bodies of
the poor, let the starving souls of
the rich whom you never reach
with your preached Gospel, let the
moans of the uncared-for sick and
dying, and the needs of friendless
children be as the voice of the Son
of man pleading with you for re-
lief” 1In the light of such a call
can we not see how pitiable is our
inadequacy ? The question re-
solves itself into simply this : Can
the Church as at present organized

—excluding the deaconess move-

ment, which is hardly yet an appre-

ciable force in our midst—meet all
the demands of society that it
ought to meet? Let it be dis-

* Abridged from the ‘“Methodist Review,”

New York, Sept.—Oct., 1901. See editorial
Tote.
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tinctly understood that the effici-
ency of the Gospel message is not
questioned here, but only the pre-
sent sufficiency and adaptability of
the means for conveying that mes-
sage. And it is contended that
there is an urgent need, not only of
the administrative and teaching
ministry of men, supplemented by
such social and physical ministry
as they may be able to give, but
also of the characteristic ministry
of women,

Childhood is God’s special time
of opportunity for inculcating reli-
gious truth., We mourn over the
obduracy of the adult sinner and
train all our strong batteries of
argument and effort to beat down
the hard walls of his habit and pre-
judice, while we neglect the low
swinging portal of the heart of the
child, ready to yield at the gentlest
touch. But as the Church is now
organized, with its unofficial
women members, occupicd so
largely with social duies or
blessedly busy with famiiy cares,
can it do more than the most
fragmentary work for orphan and
ncedy children ?

But look in another direction, at
the tens of thousands of not en-
tirely abandoned, but criminally
neglected children. The evangel
of the public school is doing much
for the general intelligence of its
pupils, but there are hundreds of
thousands of children in the great
cities of the United States not
reached at all by the public school.

But what of the moral and spiri-
tual training of even .l:at part of
the children who are in tie public
school? The Government of
Mexico, though it represents a re-
action against the most common
form of religion in that country,

.
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has put into its public schools an
excellent text-book on ethics ; but
there is no required ethical teach-
ing in the United States. Multi-
tudes of children in our public
schools are never found in any
place of religious teaching. They
never hear a prayer, and are in
such ignorance of the bare his-
torical facts of Christianity that it
is easy to cite case after case wherc
even the names of God have been
known only as convenient bywords
—Dblasphemy itself condoned by
ignorance,

Moreover, what a3 to the indus-
trial and social feature of these
children ? Occasionally an excep-
tionally advanced public school
touches the border of “ manual
training *—teaches a boy to drive
a nail and a girl to sew a seam—
but not one gives them a trade.
Our trades unions make the old
fashioned apprenticeship next to
impossible. Our few manual train-
ing schools are far too expensive
for the many, not to speak of the
further complicating fact that the
almost exclusive division of labour
into “ piece work” is greatly lessen-
ing the probability that even the
boy who has a trade will be able to
earn a living by it.

How are these children of the
slums going to learn how to earn
a respectable livelihood when the
time comies that they must shift for
themselves ? Has the Church of
God no responsibility in this mat-
ter ? Has it no golden opportu-
nity 7  What if it has not yet
fully thought through the problem,
shall it withhold a present, prac-
tical help, even if partial, because
it cannot make a theory of perfect
eventual relief ? Shall it hesitate
as to its own plain duty while
speculating as to what the State
ought to do? What if teaching
the industries and feeding the hun-
gry is not the highest function of
the Church ? Jesus Christ fed the
hungry in emergencies. The apos-
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tolic Church fed the hungry in
emergencies. Perhaps the pro-
foundest impression upon society
made by the early Church was be-
cause of its feeding the hungry and
clothing the naked.

Is there not an emérgency now ?
Let it be conceded that it is the
State that should be charged with
the duty of giving her children
such a start in life that with honest
labour they may gain at least a
respectable living ; the fact is the
State is not doing it.  Moreover,
till there shall be wrought a vast
change of public sentiment on this
subject, the State cannot do it. It
lias not the buildings, it has not the
money to pay teachers. But the
Church has hundreds of millions of
dollars’ worth of magnificent build-
ings, used now but six or eight
hours a week. It hasa great body
of women, unemploved, or inade-
quately employed, who, once their
eyes were opened to the need of
such work, would volunteer to do
it. Ought it not to throw open its
buildings and establish and oper-
ate a thousand industrial schools,
where cooking, and dressmaking,
and housekeeping shall be so thor-
oughly taught to the girl of ten or
twelve that she shall not at fourteen
or fifteen be driven into the “ ways
that take hold on hell ” by the bav
of the gray wolf of starvation at
her heels? And schools where
boys may learn to use their hands
in such a way that in the swift-
coming vears thev may not be
forced into the life of a criminal for
lack of food to eat ? And especi-
ally since the prosecution of this
work opens up the most admirable
opportunities for the moulding of
character and furthering of spirit-
ual development.

But look at still another great
class of needs : those, physical and
spiritual, when the body is laid low
bv sickness. Only within the last
few vears, and largelv because of
the sentiment which our few dea-



The Mother im the Chawrch.

conesses have created, has the
modern Church so much as recog-
nized that it had the slightest re-
sponsibility in this matter. The
early Church, with its great hos-
pices,” was not so blind. Our
Lord’s command was not only
“Preach the Gospel,” but * Heal
the Sick.” What a painfully im-
perfect understanding is that which
makes it the duty of all ages to
preach the Gospel, yet practically
declares the duty of healing the
sick to have ceased with the mirac-
ulous gifts of the apostolic age.
Illness, like childhood, is a God-
given opportunity for religious in-
fluence.  When flesh and heart
grow weak and hands are stretched
out for help in mortal agony, when
dear ones are passing into the vast
unknown, and solemn thoughts of
the life hereafter are forced upon
the mind, or when long days of
convalescence come and there is
“nothing to do but think,” then
words concerning Jesus, and sin,
and heaven are seed falling into
good ground.

Do we not owe it to the world
that wherever trembling hands are
stretched out, groping in the dark,
some agent of the Church be there,
some representative of Jesus Christ
with comfert and help? If we
were wise to see and seize these
opportunities, if we had trained,
tactful servants of the Church
ready to take advantage of them,
we might in the first decade of the
century just dawning win half the
world for Christ. Yet the Church
can never seriously undertake to
care for the sick without the help
of the official women. None other
will have at her command uninter-
rupted time for such service, and
none other will have the requisite
skill, for this helper must be tech-
nically trained.

There was so much well-founded
dread in Protestantism of the con-
vent system as illustrated in the
Roman Church, that all that was

done for centuries ta reinstate the
diaconate of women was some
feeble attempt here and there to
appoint a congregational deacon-
ess, notably in the congregations of
the Puritans and in the Reformed
Church of Germany. It remained
for the good Lutheran pastor,
Theodore Fliedner, to bring about
in Germany, in the first half of the
nineteenth century, the true renais-
sance of the office of deaconess.
He saw, as did no other of his
times, the possibilities of the or-
ganized work of Christian women.
The social status of women in Ger-
many sixty years ago, the conser-
vatism of our Teutonic cousins,
and the lower moral plane of the
Lutheran Church in Germany—
which, for instance, even to this
date permits the Kaiserwerth
work to be aided by great lotteries
carried on under the ‘ mother
house ” roof—made it inevitable
that the work of the Fliedner dea-
conesses, judged by American
standards, should be limited.

LEven at the present time, though
their number has increased amaz-
ingly and their influence in philan-
thropv has been immense, vet we
find Lutheran deaconesses mostly
as nurses and as caretakers in
orphanages and reformatories. But
it is to be gratefully noted not only
that Fliedner brought into the
modern world a workable plan for
a Protestant sisterhood. but that
our present splendid system of
nurses’ training schools, the civil-
ized world over, originated directly
in his effort to train Christian
women to care for the sick.

The deaconess movement in
American Methodism is  strik-
ingly spontaneous. It is not a
growth f{rom the German root.
Its workers bear the same name’as
those in Germany, and do in some
respects a similar work, but it orig-
inated independently and on a far
broader and more ecvangelistic
basis. About the time Flied-
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ner was founding his deaconess
*“mother house ” in Germany, the
women in England and America
were organizing their missionary
“ Female Prayer Meetings,” and
one-third of a century later the
Woman's Foreign Missionary So-
ciety in the Mlethodist Episcopal
Church was struck out of the
hearts of women white-hot with
love and pity for the woes of their
heathen sisters. . A decade later
the undenominational Woman's
Christian Temperance Union was
organized, affecting all classes
very deeply. Then came the Wo-
man’s Home Missionary Society
in Methodism, born out of a great
desire to help the ignorant and
godless of our own land. Women
were not only going forward to
meet their share of the responsi-
bilities of the lost world, but they
were rapidly learning wisdom.
They were perceiving the tremen-
dous advantages of organization.
All these movements were pro-
phetic of the organic innovation
coming to the Church in the aptly-
named Deaconess Movement.
There was established at Chi-
cago, in 1883, a date which Dr.
Abel Stevens savs ‘“ will hercafter
be commemorated as an historical
epoch in American Methodism,”
the first centre in the Methodist
Episcopal Church to which women
believing themselves called of God
for special religious work could
gather, and in which they could re-
ceive preparation for that work.
It soon became also a meeting-
place for missionaries, and an
institution in which women not
intending to enter anv mission field
might nevertheless studv the Bible
and social problems. The spon-
taneitv of the movement is strik-
ingly illustrated bv the fact that
this institution, the Chicago Train-
ing School for City, Home, and
Foreign Missions. was established,
not in connection with anv society,
but bv the personal efforts of a few
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individuals. It was, however,
promptly recognized by the
Annual Conference within whose
territory it was establishied.

Two years later the deaconess
work proper of the Methodist Epis-
copal Church in America had its
first informal beginnings in the
Chicago Training School. With
the preparation and oncoming of
companies of women, and the in-
creasingly loud call from the great
city in the midst of which the
school was located, the result was
inevitable, Here was the need,
here was the means to meet the
need ; thev could not fail t _ome
together. It was as if God had
opened a door and thrust one
through it.

The first deaconess institution in
American Methodism*was the Chi-
cago Deaconess Home, established
in the building of the Chicago
Training School, in June, 1887. It
received the recognition of the
Rock River Annual Conference,
in which Chicago is located, a few
months later.

Once given ecclesiastical recog-
nition the deaconess movement im-
mediately entered upon a period
of development so rapid that it has
been difficult to supply it with the
necessary werkers. In December,
1888, the second home was estab-
lished, the great Gamble Home—
and, later, Hospital—in Cincinnati.
The year 1899 was marked by the
opening of deaconess homes in
New York., Boston, and Minne-
apolis.  Wesley Hospital was or-
ganized in Chicago, the first in
America under deaconess auspices.
It was in this vear also that the
Woman’s Home Missionary So-
ciety, at its annual meeting in No-
vember, resolved to combine with
its growing activities methods of
deaconess work. The first home

* The limits of this article do not permit
mention of the much smaller work of the
Protostant Episcopal and the Lutheran and
German Methodist deaconesses in America.
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under the auspices of this society
was opened in Detroit in January,
1890. At the present time there
are about eighty centres® of dea-
coness work in the United States,
including three orphanages and
Children’s Homes, three Old Peo-
ple’s Homes, and seventeen Hos-
pitals.  There are, including pro-
bationers, about eight hundred
women devoting themselves to this
work. Including the three hun-
dred Methodist deaconesses of
Germany and the sixty in foreign
mission fields, for which this kind
of work is admirably adapted, there
are eleven hundred and sixty dea-
conesses and probationers in the
Methodist Episcopal Church.

The most characteristic feature
of deaconess work in American
Methodism is its spontaneity.
Thoughgreatly aided and strength-
ened by the recognition of the
General Conference, it did not
originate with that body. The
women themselves had inaugur-
ated the work, had mastered the
initial difficulties, and had carried
on the work almost a year before
General Conference recognition.
That recognition was, indeed,
almost wholly because of the work.
The real origin of the work in
America was in the mother instinct
of woman herself,and in that wider
conception of woman’s “family
duties > that compels her to include
in her loving care the great needy
world family as well as the blessed
little domestic circle. And the de-
velopment of the work is satis-
factory and expansive just in pro-
portion as in its details and respon-
sibilities it is laid directly on the
hearts and hands of the deacon-
esses themselves.

As to the character of the work
being done by deaconesses, tie two
original ideas in America were the

* Reckoning as ‘‘centres” places where
not less than two deaconesses are at work.
About thirty ““stations,” places at which a
single deaconess is at work, arc also scat-
tered throughout the country.

religious visitation of the neglected
in great citics, and nursing the sick
poor in their own homes. But in
tite rapid development of the move-
ment other work has sought these
willing hands.  Orphanages, hos-
pitals, settlements, homes for the
aged, even literary schools—all
sorts of helpful institutions—have
Leen established by deaconesses or
have been put into their hands by
a confident Church or by philan-
thropic individuals. Literary enter-
prises have ',een undertaken.*
About two million dollars’ worth
of property and endowment is now
being used in deaconess work.
Land, private houses, school and
hospital buildings are seeking dea-
coness ownership quite as fast as
deaconesses can be prepared to
take wise possession.

Among our eleven hundred and
sixty deaconesses there are nurses,
caretakers of children and the aged,
matrons, singers, kindergartners,
stenographers, financial agents,
physicians, teachers in literary
schools, editors, evangelists, and
superintendents of homes and hos-
pitals. Many women have left
lucrative positions to devote them-
selves to this work. Some are
using their own private funds to
support themselves in it. There
is nothing that a Christian woman
can do, and that needs to be under-
taken in the Church, which may
not be done by the deaconess. She
is free to do anything; sheis trained
to undertake with courage and de-
votion whatever may be put into
her hands. She has no vow of
service, but a loving will that is
stronger than vows pledges her to
move against the mountain of hu-
man sorrow and need, with the as-
surance that it wil' in God’s good
time be removed.

By far the most urgent need
of the Deaconess Movement at

* A book on Decaconess Work has been
written by a deaconess. A monthly peri-

odical, with a 9irculatiou of about twenty-
five thousand, is sent out by deaconesses.
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present is more workers. In the
Roman Church of America alone
—including Canada—there are
to-day more than sixty thousand
Sisters of Mercy, a very large ma-
jority of whom are actively prose-
cuting the most practical forms of
benevolent work. They educate
and care for the youth, of whom
they have considerably more than
half a million in hand. They nurse
the sick and aid in all sorts of re-
formatory work. They have
charge of six hundred and ninety-
five houses of mercy—hospitals,
homes for the aged, orphanages,
industrial schools—and are found-
ing new ones almost every day.
Their hospitals alone number one
hundred and sixty-seven. Honour
to them,

But does the devotion of the
women of that Church, where en-
tering a religious order means so
often a living entombment, exceed
that of the women of our Church
in which to enter this office means
a life of free and joyous service for
Christ ? 'Who does not know that
the real work, the telling work, of
the Roman Catholic Church in
America has been done very
largely by its women ? It is their
devoted service in hospital and vel-
low fever camp that has not only
gained friends and converts to the
Church by scores and thousands,
but has created an enormous pub-
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lic sentiment in its favour, and
brought money by the millions of
dollars into its treasuries. It is
their quiet but unceasing work
with the young that gains adher-
cnts by the hundreds of thousands.

The women of Methodism,
breathed upon by a wind from
heaven, are “ rising up,” “ at ease ”
no longer, and are coming for-
ward to do the same work—nay,
a better, purer, more spiritual work
for our beloved Church. Nearly
cleven hundred volunteers in four-
teen years—that is their record.
And :the number through two
guadrenniums has increased at the
annual rate of twenty-six per cent.
Two hundred and fifty thousand
religious calls made last year!
Twenty thousand religious meet-
ings held with mothers and chil-
dren! A score of hospitals estab-
lished and in hand. wherein were
cared for by Methodist deaconesses
last year more than ten thousand
patients, not to speak of the half
as many more poor sick ones given
loving Christian ministration in
their own homes. Do we under-
stand the significance of this
already great work? Who can
realize what it will mean to Pro-
testantism when the Mother shall
have been fully established again
in her place in the Household of
Faith ?

LOWLY SERVICE.

Methought that in a solemn church I stoord,

Tts marble acres, worn with knees and feev,

Lay spread from door fo door, from street to street.
Midway the form hung high upon the rood

Of Him who gave His life to be our good.

Beyond, priests flitted, bowed and murmured meet
Among the candles, shining still and sweet ;

Men came and went, and worshipped as they could—
And still their dust a woman with her broom,
Bowed to her work, kept sweeping to the door.

Then saw I, slow through all the pillared gloom,
Across the church a silent figure come:

¢ Daughter,” it said, * thou sweepest well My floor.”
It is the Lord !” I cried, and saw no more.

—@George Macdonald.
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THE MINISTRY OF MUSIC.

BY THE REV. T. E. COLLING, B.A.

AN’S mind is some-
thing like the central
depot of a large town
into which run five
distinct tracks. Along
the five senses are
being conveyed, at
lightning speed, the
sensations which peo-

ple the mind with images and sway

the heart with emotions. Each
sense has its own specific stimulus
to carry to the brain. Sound al-
ways travels by the ear, steadily
refusing to go by any other route.

Now it thunders along with terrific

noise, now it softly steals its way

into the secret places of the soul.

With sound as noise we have now

no concern, but rather with that

“concourse of sweet sounds?”

which we call music, the earliest

and the latest of the arts. We say
the earliest of the arts, for there
was music in the inflections of the
earliest human voice, in the moan
of the first storm, in the dash of the
first waves ever listened to by the
ear of man, and before man ap-
peared on the earth at all “the
morning stars sang together, and
the sons of God shouted for joy.”

We say the latest of the arts, for

music, as distinguished from the

various rude attempts of the past,
is1 only about four hundred years
old.

Music in Nature.

Like every other good thing,
music is of God. We hear its mel-
ody in Nature. Deep in the uni-
verse was music buried by the crea-
tive hand. Not all the composers
under heaven, not all the splendid
voices upon earth; could discourse
one tone of thrilling beauty, one
phrase of mental sweetness, one

chord of awe-inspiring grandeur,
unless at the beginning the creative
energy that gave its being to all
nature had first put the potency
of it into the qualities and relations
of the air. In glowing language
Joseph Parker says :

«“God is the author of music. He who
orders the winds out of their caves, and
makes the ocean roar its hoarse amen,
fills the air with birds of varying note,
and makes the rills drip music as they
fall down mountain heights, and sends
the river singing to the sea, there to
nmerge their liquid treble in creation’s
ancient bass; He who put rhythm intu
the flight of birds and into the play of
children, and melody into the hearts of
lovers; He who shakes the earth with
His thunders, yet swings the globe so
gently that He wakes not a babe from its
slumber, and disturbs not a bird in its
little nest ; He who caused the morning
stars to sing together, and promises the
new song of Moses and the Lamb ; He
who dropped music from the heavens at
the advent of the Saviour, and inspires
the heart of the universal Church to send
it back to Him again ; He whose voice is
as the sound of the many waters, and
whose presence awakens the song of the
one hundred foity and four thousand,
and thrills the harps of the innumerable
hosts whom no man can number; He
who makes holiness to blossom into hap-
piness, and righteousness to break forth
into songs and everlasting joy ; He who
turns the shadow of death into the morn-
ing, and makes music eternal in the
heavens ; He, the Mighty God and
Everlasting Father, He is the author of
music.

Music wn the Humun Heart.

If we turn from the world with-
out to the world within we find the
same principle planted by the same
Divine hand far down in our na-
ture. The deeper thoughts and
feelings of our hearts naturally
utter themselves in song.  Music
touches and stirs emotions that
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can be awakened in their fulness in
no other way. The voice becomes
melodious and musical, and lan-
guage full of haunting rhythm and
cadence when we utter our best
thoughts and feelings. Speech in-
tensifies into song when a great
thought sways the heart and mind;
all the national deliverances and
religious awakenings of the past
have been accompanied by bursts
of song.

¢¢ Miriam clashed her cymbals to surprise
The sun between her white arms flung

apart,
With new, glad, golden sounds; ”

and

¢ David’s strings
O’erflowed his hand with music from his
heart.”

The Origin of Song.

The Russians have a legend to
account for the origin of song.
They say that in the beginning of
the world the god of song came
down from the sky and sat on a
mountain-top, and all the creatures
listened. Every part of creation
caught a bit of the music. The
woods learned their rustle and the
waters their roar. The wind took
up the shriller tones, and the birds
caught the prelude of the song.
But cnly man grasped it in its ful-
ness and beauty. There is a truth
in this legend : man is the greatest
musician of all God’s created
works. The element of sound
heard in its uncultivated state in
nature has been subjugated and
tamed and manipulated by man,
and has become the most direct
and perfect medium in all nature
for the expression of his emotions.

It would be interesting to know
how Jubal, “ the father of all such
as handle the harp and the organ,”
received the first impression which
led him to “beat his music out.”
Was it the twang of his bowstring
when out hunting that led him to
conceive the stringed instruments ?
Did the wind sighing through the
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broken reeds at his feet suggest the
possibilities of the wind instru-
ment? We cannot tell; but the
pent-up music of his soul “o’er-
flowed his hand ” and on his harp
and organ he produced those
strains of melody with which man
has for ever since sought to drive
away the evil spirit from his
fellows.
Music in Heaven.

Not only in nature and in man
do we find music deeply imbedded,
but all we know about the angels
and glorified spirits indicates that
music is their language. The
glimpses men have had beyond the
veil, from Isaiah’s vision to John’s,
are associated with song and harp.
The heavenly hosts do not speak
when they can help it. Singing is
their natural utterance. They
stop it for a moment to suit their
utterance to our dull ears and then
fall back again into song. Music
is the only art whose survival be-
vond the grave is assured. There
may Dbe sculpture, and paintias,
and oratory in heaven, but while
revelation makes no mention of
these arts, it refers repeatedly to
the music of the angels.

The Pure Art.

Being the art employed by an-
gels in the celestial land, can we be
surprised that it is the purest of
the arts known to men on earth.
The sculptor may so shape his clay
or his marble statue that it shall
suggest evil thoughts. The painter
may put upon the canvas the bac-
chanalian drinking scene and bring
all the degradation of human life
before the imagination. Even the
architect, with the aid of subsidiary
arts of decoration, may contrive to
injure rather than to uplift man-
kind. But music can never be
made by itself a means of, or a
voice of, degradation. It may be
mated to words that are degrad-
ing, and so be dragged down, but
the voice of music itself cannot be
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so perverted as to be other than
a voice pure and clean and
sweet,

The Voice that bréathed over Eden.

Music comes into our world as
sunlight streams into a room. The
room may be full of motes, but the
sunlight is still pure. We may,
out of the evil imaginations of our
base thoughts, fill the pure strains
of music that float in the air with
motes—aye, with grosser particles
—but the music is still independent
of them. * The voice of music,” it
has been well said, “ is the voice of
the three purest creatures God
has made—birds, children, and
angels.”

A Universal Languaye.

Music is as universal in its lan-
guage as it is pure in its spirit.
There is no emotion that the heart
is capable of which is not voiced by
this divine art. Charles Kingsley
considered it to be “a language
by itself, just as blessed, just as
divine.”

The returning warrior, flushed
with victory, is greeted by the mar-
tial strains of ““ See, the Conquer-
ing Hero Comes,” while the soldier
dead on the field is buried to the
throbbing of the muffled drum ;
alike for vanquished and victorious
music is employed to do them
honour.

The bride leaves her father’s
house to the vivacious strains of
the wedding march ; the dead
child is carried out of the same
dwelling with the funeral dirge
wailing in the mourner’s ear.

There are thoughts which can-
not be uttered in words which may
yet find utterance in music’s uni-
versal language—mighty tones of
the human soul, tones tender,
mournful. jubilant, adoring, which
can only be expressed in thrilling
thunders of stormy music, or in
moving cadences of whispered

sound. Thomas Carlyle has finely
said: “ Music is a kind of inarticu-

late, unfathomable speech, which
leads us to the edge of the infinite,
and lets us for moments gaze into
that.”

In another sense, also, music is
a universal language. It is speech
which may be uttered and under-
stood by all the races and nations
of men, and it would seem also to
be the language to which the very
animals are responsive. The mar-
tial strains of the military band
fire the steed with courage as much
as the soldier who rides him, and
the fallen rider’s faithful horse will
enter into sympathy with the
mournful strains of the Dead
March as much as the fellow
soldier.

An art so pure and a language
so universal may be expected to
exert an influence and perform a
ministry that is varied and far-
reaching in its effect for good.

« Medicated Music.”

Music has a gracious ministry to
the depressed and despondent.
Mrs. Browning touchingly alludes
to—

‘¢ Antidotes

Of medicated music, answering
Mankind’s forlornest uses ;”

and Luther speaks of this ¢ power
of music over the sick and weary
soul as one of the fairest and most
glorious gifts of God, to which
Satan is a bitter enemy, for it
removes from the heart the weight
of sorrow and the fascination of
evil thoughts.” One’s mind natu-
rally reverts to the story of Saul’s
evil spirit being subdued by the
music from David’s harp ; as Han-
kinson well says :
¢¢ Priests would call
On heaven for aid ; but then his brow would
lower
With treble 1glloom—Peace ! Heaven is good
toall;
To all, he sighed, but one—God hears no
prayers for Saul.
At length one spake of music.”

It has been a well-known fact
in all ages that music exerts a pow-
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erful influence over the mind, We
have several instances in ancient
Greek literature, where this influ-
ence is recommended to soothe the
passions, or to heal mental disease.
Esculapius, the physician, would
often restore sick souls with music,
and the Pythagoreans used it to
dissipate the dullness of mind at
first waking in the morning.

In modern times a well-known
instance of this strange power over
a troubled spirit is that of Philip V.
of Spain, who, we are told, was
restored from the deepest melan-
choly and depression by the sweet
voice and words of Farinelli.

George III., in his fits of melan-
choly madness, was deeply sensible
of the power of music to create
atmospheres of peace and restore
something like harmony to the
“sweet bells” of the ‘ spirit jan-
gled out of tune.”

The number of asylums in which
music is systematically used in the
treatment of the insane is on the
increase, and gratifying results are
reported. There can be no doubt
that “if judiciously applied to a
disorganized mind, music may be
as powerful an agent as galvanism
in restoring healthy and pleasur-
able activity in the emotional re-
gions.”  With what healing and
soothing power music comes to
men and women feeling the force
of life’s conflict ! " It cheats the wil-
derness of its weariness and makes
the daily burden easier to bear.
It pours oil upon life’s troubled
waters and sets rainbows in its
clouds. Verily God has created it
“To chequ; the soul when tired with human

e .
To soothe the wayward heart by sorrow rent
And soften down the rugged road of life.”

Music and Memory.

Consider music’s power to revive
buried good—to bring back

‘¢ The tender grace of a day that is dead.”

In the autobiography of Mark

Rutherford, Mardon, the sceptic,
appeared to be dead to all that was
said in favour of Christ and Chris-
tianity, but when his daughter sang
“He was despised,” he remem-
bered it was the song his wife, now
long years dead, used to sing, and
memory, bringing back happier
days, opened the fountain of his
emotions and helped him to live
over again that part of his life
which had been Christian. George
Herbert’s line is true in the life of
many who attribute their salvation
to music’s ministry :
‘¢ A song may catch him who a sermon
flies.”

In the days of many men’s and
women’s sinful career they have
perhaps heard the hymn their
mother sang, and as its cadences
fell on their ears they have resolved
to return to God and good.

‘¢ Only a song; but the music,
Though simply pure and sweet,
Brought back to better pathways
The reckless roving feet.”

A man in England embezzled
money and ran to the Continent.
He was led by his strong love of
music to enter a cathedral. While
listening to the music he resolved
to return home and deliver him-
self up to justice. The music
brougit the man to himself, and
from that moment he began to win
back his self-respect. Music’s
“open sesame” swings back the
doors behind which the treasures
of childhood’s innocence have long
been concealed, and thoughts of
holier and happier days lead us
again to paths of peace. Music’s
service to memory not only re-
builds the vanished past, but is also
a valuable aid in building the fu-
ture ; this

¢ Mysterious keeper of the key
That opes the gate of memory,”

has great educational value, for
knowledge is much more readily
acquired if music’s rhythm and
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cadence be employed. The chil-
dren in China all study aloud.
Missionaries tell us there are stu-
dents in our mission schools who
can repeat the entire New Testa-
ment from memory, while others
perform more wonderful feats in
the Chinese classics. The explana-
tion of these remarkable achieve-
ments of the memory is that the
Chinese child frames a tune, and
then turns the New Testament or
the classic into a peculiar song. Is
it any wonder, then, that Confu-
cius gave music a large place in
his system of education and of
morals ?

‘We can with ease repeat hymn
after hymn, but to recite the Scrip-
tures is a more difficult task, and
the explanation is to be found in
the fact that in the one case music
is our ally, whereas in the other we
do not avail ourselves of its power
to aid the memory. No wise
teacher will neglect music’s min-
istry in the education of the young.

I do not know where music’s
educational value has been more
Dbeautifully expressed than by
Shelley :

« T have sent booksand musc there, and all

"Those instruments with which high spirits
call

The future from its cradle, and the past

Out of its grave, and make the present
last

In thought and joys which sleep, but can-
not die

Folded within their own eternity.”

Music Within the Home.

If music has a mission in the
school, it finds a no less important
sphere in the home. It is one of
the most restful adjuncts for mak-
ing the home life delightful.
Nothing, is more refreshing than a
Inlf—hour of song when the work of
the day is done. The popular mel-
ody, the tender ballad, the sacred
song, make a swift and tender ap-
peal to the sentiments of faith, love
and loyalty, and send all to rest
with a benediction. These home
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concerts shape the lives of our
sons to finer issues, and our daugh-
ters grow sweeter and lovelier
under their charm ; their memory,
like a golden thread, twines
through the coming years, hallow-
ing old scenes and associations as
nothing else can do. The mem-
ories of hymns that father and
mother used to sing are always
among the most treasured of
mental possessions, cheering us
through many lonely years. To
many people music in the home is
synonymous with a piano in the
parlour. A iistaken notion, in-
deed! Np instrument can equal
the human voice. The sound

¢ Of music that is born of human breath
Comes straighter to the soul than any
strain
The hand alone can make.”

Muste in the Nation.

Consider also the ministry of
music in the nation.

Some great man has said, “ Let
me make a nation’s songs, and I
do not then care who makes its
laws.” The influence of a patriotic
song during a national crisis is
momentous. The struggle for
British supremacy in South Africa
has been carried on to the martial
strains of “ Soldiers of the Queen.”
Garibaldi’s hymn, which raged like
a fever throughout Italy during the
Revolution, had a similar effect.
Under the influence of the Mar-
seillaise, the French soldiers
trudged on, footsore and weary,
knowing all the horror and the pain
1hat was before them, and yet will-
ing to conquer and to die. The
fee]mcr of the Northern States of
the Union over the tragic death of
John Brown found a scholarly and
phllOSODhlcal expression in an ora-
tion by Emerson. The oration was
soon forgotten, but some unknown
poet evpressed the Northern senti-
ment in a song, and a musician set
the song to music, to the strains of
which the entire Union army
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marched through blood and fire to

victory.

¢ John Brown’s body lies a-mouldering in
the grave,

But his soul goes marching on.”

In times of peace, also, music’s
ministry is of great value to the
nation. Who can estimate how
much our loyalty and attachment
to the British throne was strength-
ened by the singing of Britons
everywhere for over sixty years,
“God Save the Queen” ? and all
that is precious and true in the
great Republic of the United States
of America is more firmly estab-
lished because

¢ My country, ’tis of thee,
Sweet land of liberty,

reverberates in waves of patriotic
song from one end of the Union
to the other.

Music wn the Church.

Music finds the most exalted
sphere for the exercise of its gra-
cious ministry in the Christian
Church. It has been well said that
“the Incarnation gave birth to
song.” The Roman historian,
Pliny, describes the primitive
Christians as “ the people who sing
hymns to the praise of Christ.”
Only as the Spirit of God breathes
on the musician’s harp can it send
forth the harmonies divine.

A Reconciling Bond.

It would seem, too, as though
God meant music to minister to
the unity of His Church. Through
all the painful controversies which
have repeatedly rent the Church
asunder, music has been retained
in common by all contending
parties. When Christianity separ-
ated into the Greek and Roman
Churches, music was retained by
both.  Similarly, when the Pro-
testant Reformation took place,
music remained with the old and
went with the new branch, as if
to be the reconciling bond.

How well it is exercising this
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ministry may be seen from the
hymnals used by Catholic and Pro-
testant. The hymns of Faber and
Newman are sung in Protestant
churches, and Watts and Wesley
have contributed to the enrichment
of Catholic song. To many minds
the readiest path to the reunion
of Christendom is that of Chris-
tian hymnody.,

An Aid to Devotion.

As an aid to devotion, music
holds an important place in the
Church. Coming to the sanctuary,
the Christian finds looming up
before him ‘“ the infinite Father in
His infinite Heaven,” a sense of
innumerable mercies presses on
his heart, and the vision of heaven
steals in among the clouds of care
that have darkened his mind.
Speech is too poor to express his
gratitude, adoration, hope and jovy;
but in “psalms and hymns and
spiritual songs > he pours out his
thankful soul to God. The music
of God’s house is also a medium
of confession and prayer. An
exquisite tenderness is infused into
the most earnest supplication by
being wedded to a beautiful melody
which becomes, as it were, an
alabaster cruse to hold the exceed-
ing precious = ointment of our
sincere and humble penitence.

There are few who cannot testify
to burdens removed, and sorrows
healed, and purposes strengthened,
by the ministry of music in God’s
house. Henry Ward Beecher, in
one of his sermons, has given his
own experience in this regard,
which is so much akin to many
others that it is well worth repeat-
ing :

‘““How many times have I come to
church on Sunday morning jaded and
somewhat desponding, saddened at any
rate, and before the organ voluntary was
completed have undergone a change as
great as though I had been taken out of
January and been plumped down in the
middle of May, with spring blossoms on
every hand! How many times have I
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been lifted up out of a depressed state of
mind into a cheerful mood by the singing
before I began to preach! Fow often,
in looking forward to the Friday night
meeting, has my prevailing thought been,
not of what I was going to say, but of the
hymns that would be sung ! My prayer-
meeting consists, largely. of the singing
of hymns which are full of prayings, and
my predominant thought in connection
with our Friday night gatherings is, ¢ Oh,
that sweet, joyful singing.”

An Evangelizing Power.

As a medium for conveying
religious truth or as an evangeliz-
ing agency, music is called as
never before to put forth her
powers. It is no longer fashion-
able to sneer at ‘“singing the
Gospel.”  Side by side with the
preacher now stands the singer,
and while around the preacher’s
pulpit there are those who say

¢ Tell me the old, old story,
Of Jesus and His love.”

The consecrated singer also hears
the call—

¢ Sing them over again to me,
Wonderful words of life.”

What a field there is in the
Church for the singer who can
render inspired thought into the
eloquence of music—for the pure
man to pronounce pur2 words—
for the soul to sing as well as the
throat and the lips—to sing the
world up to heaven’s gate” It
was said of Luther by Cardinal
Categan : “ By his songs he has
conquered us;” and to-day the
flood-tide of error may be rolled
back and the rebellious heart sub-
dued by sacred song, With
redeeming love for his theme, and
a golden harp

¢: Strung and tuned for endless yecars

And formed by power divine.”
the consecrated musician can go
forth on his evangel of love to a
sinful world—the lost music will be
restored, and he shall behold

¢ The tides of music’s golden sea,

Setting toward eternity.”

Manitou, Man.

HAVE FAITH IN GOD.

BY AMY PARKINSOXN.

Yes, trust Him, trust Him now and evermore,
Though dark perplexities distress thee sore.

I*¥ thy dim sight fails thee to penetrate

The gloomy shades that on thy life-path wait,—
Within His outstretched hand lay thou thine own,
And fearless walk with Him by faith alone.

And if thy tired feet well-nigh refuse

To bear thee o’er the road which He doth choose,—
Do thou upon His everlasting strength

Thy weakness lean ; thronghout the journey’s length

He will sustain thee.

Child, He loves thee well—

More tenderly than language e’er can tell ;
And bo thou sure that He would never bring
By ways of weariness and suffering,

Save for thy highest good.

Couldst thou but see,

In its entirety, His design for thee,
Thou wouldst rejoice to tread this self-same road

From which thou shrinkest now.

Oh! trust thy God,

Till, earth’s bewilderments all overpast,
Thou cnter to the light of heaven at last.

Toronto.
10
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SOME CANADIAN POETS.

: truest and most
sincere poets
that Canada has
yet produced,
Archibald Lamp-
man, whose
death created
a gap in our
literature which
the lapse of time
seems rather to
have accentuated
than healed, Mr William
Dean Hovwells said :

‘T can remember no poem of Archi-
bald Lampman's in which T was not
sensible of an atmosphere of exquisite
refinement, breathing a scent as rare as
if it drifted from beds of arbutus or
thickets of eglantine, where he led the
way. His pure spirit was electrical in
every line; he made no picture of the
nature he loved in which he did not sup-
ply the spectator with the human interest
of his own genial presence, and light up
the scene with the lamp of his keen and
beautiful intelligence. He listened for
its breath ; its pulse ; he peered into its
face, and held his ear to its heart, with a
devotion none the less impassioned be-
cause his report of what he saw and heard
was so far from vehemence or straining.
Sometimes in his transport with its love-
liness he could not help crowding his
verse with the facts that were also dear
to him ; but one knew from its affiuence
that not a scent, or sound, or sight of the
Canadian summer was lost upon  his quick
sense, and one saw how he could not bear
to forbid any in a world finding its way
through his music into art for the first
time. The stir of leaf, of wing, of foot ;
the drifting odours of wood dlld field ;
the colours of flowers, of skies, o/ dust,y
roads and shadowy streams and solitary
lakes, all so nreciously new, gave his
reader the thrill of the intense life of the
northern solstice.”

And again, in a private letter, he
said :

** To me he had greater charm than any
poet of this continent since the great ones
of New England went.”

_ These are the words of one who
is recognized as a sane and im-
partial, though always kindly,
critic, and must inevitably have
greater weight than anything a
Canadlan dare say of a fellow Can-
adian.

ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN.

To those who knew him per-
sonally Lampman was revealed as
the ideal poet, clear-hearted, broad-
minded, sincere, sympathetic, and
eminently lyrical. Without ex-
hibiting an atom of affectation, he
yet was always the poet, in his life
as well as in his thoughts. His
search was ever for the ideal in
life and nature. The consolation,
the peace that kind Mother Nature
has in store for hearts weary of the
stress and strain and sordidness of
modern life, this was the prevail-
ing note of a great many of his
poems. In “The Comfort of the
Fields,” he asks :
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“ What wouldst thou have for easement
after grief,
When the rude world hath used thee
with despite,
And care sits’ at thine elbow day and
night,
Filching thy pleasures like a subtle thief ?”

And his answer is :

< To me, when lifc besets me in such wise,
'T'is sweetest to break forth, to drop the
chain,
And grasp the freedom of this pleas-
ant earth,
To roam in idleness and sober mirth,
Through summer airs and summer lands,
and drain
The comfort of wild fields unto tired eyes.”

In one of the last sonnets he
wrote, when the grim hand of
death was pressing urgently upon
his sensitive soul, he summed, up
his fine philosophy of life in words
whose truth and beauty appeal
irresistibly to one’s sympathies.

Beneath the waves of storm that lash and
: burn
The currents of blind passion that appal,
“T'o listen and keep watch till we discern
The tide of sovereign truth that guides it
all ;

So to address our spirits to the height,
And so attune them to the valiant whole,
That the great light be clearer for our

light,

And the great soul the stronger for our
soul ;

To have done this is to have lived, though
fame

Remember us with no familiar name.”

In the ‘ Atlantic Monthly,”

some months ago, appeared a very
striking poem in memory of Archi-
bald Lampman. It was entitled,
*The Bereavement of the Fields,”
and the author was one of Lamp-
man’s Ottawa friends, Mr. William
Wilfred Campbell.

In this poem, which reflects
-equal honour upon the writer and
1he subject, Mr. Campbell thus de-
scribes the poet :

“ Like some rare Pan of those old Grecian
days,
Here in our hours of deeper stress reborn,
Unfortunate thrown upon life’s evil ways,
His inward ear heard ever that satyr horn
From Nature’s lips reverberate night and
morn,
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And fled from men andall their troubled
maze,
Standing apart, with sad, incurious gaze.”

And now he is gone—

¢ Leaving behind him, like a summer
shower,
A fragrance of earth’s beauty, and the
chime
Of gentle and imperishable rhyme.”

WILLIAM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

Mr, Campbell fills a place of his
own in Canadian literature. He
is more versatile than most of his
contemporaries. Ilis work has
not much in common with that of
Lampman, but the same serious
purpose and high ideals animated
both, and they were one in their
devotion to the land of their birth
and to everything worthily con-
nected with it. With Lampman
this devotion was ever present in
the man, but did not become pro-
minent in his verse.  Campbell’s
poems, on the contrary, are fre-
quently made a-vehicle for the ex-
pression of his boundless faith in
the high destinies of his country,
and of the Empire of which it
forms a part.

In his first book, “ Lake Lyrics,”
Mr. Campbell sang the splendours
of the Great Lakes, piling picture
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upon picture, each glowing with
imagery, and revealing some phase
of the restless moods of these in-
land seas, the grandeur of their
rugged coasts, their stern impres-

siveness in time of storm and subtle *

and romantic charm in days of
peace, their sea-like surfs and hori-
zons glorified with matchless Can-
adien sunsets.

The London Athenaeum said
of *“ Lake Lyrics” that the poems
were * wonderfully significant and
impressive ;> and Miss Ethelwyn
Wetherald, whose critical judg-
ments are usually as sound as her
verse is musical and true, wrote of
the same book :

“To be stirred, lifted up, carried
out of ourselves, this is of incom-
parable importance, and this is
what W. W. Campbell has achieved
in his ‘ Lake Lyrics.””

In his second book, “ The Dread
Vqvage,” Mr. Campbell abandoned
to a great extent .he particular
field of Nature Poetry which he
had made his own, and substituted
for it a treatment in which the
human note is more clearly dis-
tinguishable, his verse at the same
time gaining largely in strength
and confidence.

In his latest book, “ Beyond the
Hills of Dream,” this change in
theme and treatment becomes still
more marked. Here, too, a cer-
tain obscurity and morbidness
which marred some of his earlier
work, gives place to a clear, ring-
ing and inspiring note of optimism,
through which also runs a strain of
true patriotic fervour. The vigour
and dramatic force of his later work
is seen in these poems, and is still
more fully developed in his purcly
dramatic work. such as his pri-
vately printed book of tragedies,
“Mcudred and IHildebrand.” and
a number of other unpublished
dramas, portions of one or two of
which have appeared in Canadian
periodicals.

In a series of stirring patriotic

poems, in “ Beyond the Hills of
Dream,” he voices the aspirations
of his fellow-countrymen towards
those larger ideals which are con-
nected with the unification of the
British race.

In his Jubilee ode; “ Victoria,”
he says :

¢¢ Across the thunders of the Western foam

O good gray Queen, our hearts go home,
go home

To thine a: . thee!

We are thine own while empires rise and
wane,

We are thine own for blessing or for bane,

And, come the shock of thundering war
again,

For death and victory !
. . . there doth lie

Within our hearts a golden fealty

To Britain, Britain, Britain, till the world
doth die.”

And in another poem, “ England,”

he cries :

¢ And we of the newer and vaster West
Where the great war banners are furled,
And commerce hurries her teeming hosts,
And the cannon are silent along our coasts,
Saxon and (Gaul, Canadians cluim
A pary in the glory and pride and aim
Of the Empire that girdles the world.”

It is a part of the value and sig-
nificance of these poems that they
were written before, and accurately
foreshadowed, the spontaneous
outburst of patriotic feeling which
culminated in the sending of se-
tral contingents of Canadian militia
to South Africa. The poet here
fulfilled the true mission of his high
class, in leading rather than being
ied by public opinion.

Among the poems from his car-
lier books which Mr. Campbell has
reprinted in “ Beyond the Hills of
Dream,” are “ Out of Pompeii,”
“ Peniel,” “ Lazarus,”™ “Pan the
Fallen,” and “ The Mother.,” All
of these have been widelv noticed
and praised, especially the last,
which was first published in Har-
per’s Magazine some vears ago,
and was immediatelvy  copied Dbv
scores of papers all over the
continent.  The Chicago Inter-
QOcean, in the course of a lengthy
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review of *“ The Mother,” called it
“the nearest approach to a great
poem which has cropped out in
current literature for many a long
day.”

As an example of the wide range
of Mr. Campbell’s lyrical taste and
achievement may be quoted the
charming little poem, “ Love ”:
¢ Love came at dawn when all the world

was fair, -
When crimson glories, bloom, and song
were rife ;

Love came at dawn when hope’s wings

fanned the air,
And murmured, ¢ I am life.”

Love came at even when the day was done,
When heart and brain were tired, and
slumber pressed ;
Lo -e came at eve, shut out the sinking
sun,
And whispered, ““I am rest.”

“The Vengeance of Sake” ex-
hibits still another phase of his
work. It is the passionate story of
an Indian girl’s jealousy and sav-
age revenge, and it is told with the
sanle intense passion and impetu-
ous energy which belong to the
work of the Indian singer, Miss
Pauline Johnson.

Miss Johnson, by the way, tells
of a conversation which she had a
year or two ago, im London, with
Mr. Theodore Watts, of the Athen-
aeum, in which the veteran
critic is reported to have said, in
reference to Canadian poets and
poetry : “Ah ! your grand voung
literature of Canada. The world
will stand still and listen to you
some day. Campbell, Lampman,
Roberts. these names will get their
dues before many years.”

Mr. Duncan Campbell Scott’s
Tast published book of verse, “ La-
bour and the Angel,” contains some
really excellent stuff. It is a small
collection, thirty-eight poems in all,
ranging in style from “ Labour and
the Angel,” which is a fine piece of
narrative in blank verse, to delicate
song-quatrains.  While in vivid-

ness and beauty these poems equal
anything that Mr. Scott had pre-
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viously produced, there will be
found in them a certain maturity
and vigour that is perhaps not so
noticeable in his first book of verse.
“The Harvest,” an ambitious
word-picture in blank verse, is the
finest thing in the book. TUnfor-
tunately the poem does not lend
itself to quotation, except on a scale
that is impossible here. Here,
however, are a fragment or two
from the title poem, which are
fairly characteristic of Mr. Scott’s
matter and manner :
< And oh ! in the cages and dens

Where women work down to the hone,

Where men never laugh but they curse,
Think you she leaves them alone?”

The poet is thinking of the angel
that watches over Labour. IHe has
already finely pictured the angel as
a fair girl leading a blind man
through sodden fields, the while he
gathers his pitiful harvest of roots.

¢« There, where the pressure is worst,

Of this hell-palace built to the skies
Upon hearts too crushed down to burst,
There, she is wiser than wise. . .

She offers no Tantalus-cup
To the shrunien, the desperate lips ;
But she calms them with lethe and love,
And deadens the throb and the pain. . .

One stanza might be added, to illus-
trate another side of the poet's”
character. It is from “The Canadian
Home-Song " :
¢ Oh, land of the dusky balsam,

And the darling maple-tree,

Where the cedar ?)uds and berries,
And the pine grows strong and free !

My heart is weary and weary
For my own couutry.”

“ Northland Lyrics > is the work
of three young Canadian singers, a
sister and two brothers, all oi the
Roberts family. In the poems con-
iained in this buok is found that
peculiarly fresh and inspiring note
which distinguishes the work of so
many of the younger Canadian
poets, and has given them. as a
group, a position of some value in
the world of letters. There is, at
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the same time, distinguishable in
these poems distinctive qualities
belonging to each of the three
contributors.  Mrs. McDonald’s
verses are marked with much ten-
derness, sympathy and sweetness,
and through them runs as well a
subtle note of sadness. William
Carman Roberts more nearly re-
sembles Lampman than any other
of his contemporaries, though he
lacks,as yet,the depth and maturity
of the elder writer. His verse con-
tains much of the delicate musical
quality of Lampman’s lines. There
is also a picturesqueness about it

FREDERICK GEORGE SCOTT.

which becomes very attractive.
Theodore Roberts is perhaps more
widely known than either his bro-
ther or sister. He had already
done a good deal of work for the
magazines before the advent of this
book. His voice is stronger, more
masculine, more assertive than his
brother’s, and his poems are less
musical and sensuous than those
of his sister.  Mrs. McDonald’s
“ The Wind-Cry ” is, I think, one
of the best things in * Northland
Lyrics.” It is characteristic of her
best style.

¢« O weary wind, be still, be still ;
Such bitter woe is in thy cry ;
All the lost dreams of all the world
On thy dark wings go by.

¢* Thou voice of heart-ache, let me rest !

Lo, thou hast gathered up the tears,
The sobs and manifold despairs,
Of earth’s unnumbered years.

¢ Art thou the voice of Nature’s pain—
Or bearest thou, with dawning day,
The message of a lonely heart
Too many leagues away ?”

The Reverend Frederick George
Scott’s new book, “Poems Old
and New,” contains at least some
verses of more than average merit.
His work as a whole reveals imagi-
nation, strength, -and delicacy of
touch.  His sonnets are excep-
tionally good, nothing better hav-
ing been written in Canada except
those of Lampman and of that
strange, sombre figure of a past
generation, the dramatic poet,
Charles Heavysege. DIr. Scott’s
longer poems, ““ Samson,” * Thor,”
“ The Frenzy of Prometheus,” etc.,
show his dramatic insight, his
grasp of strong situations and
broad scenery, combined with a
considerable command of lyrical
expression.

There is an almost fearful im-
pressiveness about this picture of
Samson in his dungeon cell :

¢ Plunged in night, I sit alone
Eyeless on this dungeon stone,
Naked, shaggy, and unkemnpt,
Dreaming dreams no soul hath dreamt.

¢ Rats and vermin round my feet
Play unharmed, companions sweet ;
Spiders weave me overhead
Silken curtains for my bed.”

In his utter dejection he cries :

< God of Isracl, canst Thou sec
All my fierce captivity ?
Do Thy sinews feel my pains ?
Hearest Thou the clanking chains? .

¢ (Give me back for one blind hour
Half my former rage and power? . . .

¢ Then, O God, Thy mercy show—
Crush him in the overthrow
At whose life they scorn and point,
By its greatness out of joint.”
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Itis a far cry from the restrained
passion of this poem to the delicacy
and pathetic sweetness of “ At
Nightfall
¢« QO litd» hands, long vanished in the

night—
Sweet fairy hands that were my treas-
ure here,
My heart is full of music from some
sphere .
Where ye make melody for God’s delight.
Though autumn clouds obscure the starry
height,
And winds are noisy, and the land is
drear,
In this blank room I feel my lost love
near.

And hear yo’n playing,—hands so small

and white.” —°

Mr. Scott has lately published in
an English paper a remarkable
poem entitled, “ The Burden of
Time,” one of the best things he
has written, an altogether finely
conceived and finely wrought-out
poem.

Miss Agnes Maule Machar’s
“TLays of the True North,” is di-
vided into several distinct sections.
The first, which gives its title to the
book, consists of a group of pa-
triotic and Canadian historical
poems, dealing with such familiar
poems as “ Laura Secord,” “ Dau-
lac,” “ The Passing of Glooscap,”
“ Acadie,” “ A Prayer for Domin-
ion Day,” “ A Song for Canada,”
“The Canadian Fatherland,” etc.
In the second section a number of
nature poems are collected under
the general title “ Canadian Wood-
notes.”  The third section con-
tains poems touching more inti-
mately the springs of human
thought and action, gathered under
the heading, “ Echoes of Life and
Thought.” Here are several poems
addressed to Miss Machar’s old
friend, John Greenleaf Whittier,
written, of course, a good many
vears ago. The fourth division is
made up of “ Ballads of Love and
Labour,” and the fifth consists of
a number of fairly good sonnets.
The final section contains a long
and not very remarkable dramatic
poem, “ The Winged Victory.”

Miss Machar’s poetry belongs,
both in style and matter, less to
the present than to a past genera-
tion. In its strong religious tone,
as well, perhaps, as in an occasional
tendency to become didactic, her
work bears a resemblance to that
of Whittier, though it lacks some
of the qualities which lifted his
verse far above the average didac-
tic poem.

In “ Our Canadian Fatherland,”
Miss Machar has well expressed
that bracing spirit of patriotism
which all true Canadians feel for
the picturesque land of their birth.

¢ Where’er Canadian hearts awake
To sing a song for her dear sake,
Or catch the echoes, spreading far,
That wake us 1o the noblest war.
Against each lurking i1l and strife
That weakens now our growing life,
No line keep hand from clasping hand --
One is our young Canadian land.”

There is a curiously sad and pa-
thetic strain in the poems of Mr.
John Frederic Herbin, contained
in his last volume, “ The Marsh-
lands and the Trail of the Tide.”
Mr. Herbin’s home is in Wolfville,
Nova Scotia, within a mile or two
of Grand Pre, the reputed home of
Evangeline ; and he claims to be
“the only descendant of the ex-
iled people now living in the land
of his forefathers.”

In “ The Returned Acadian,” he
gives expression to a grief which,
despite the fact that the subject of
it dates back to the last century, is
quite evidently sincere.

¢“The dykes wave with the grass, but not
for me;
The oxen stir not while this stranger
calls;
Where speech is strange and a new people
free.
No voicecries out in welcome ; for these
halls
Give food and shelter where I may not
bide.”

Oneof the sweetest of his sonnets—
in nearly all of which there is found
a haunting melody and romantic
qualitvy which is very charming—
is on “ Evangeline *:
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<« Thon art the poem of that deathless fate,
Still told in every year of rustling hay
That greens the meadows, where thy feet
have stood.
When tides come carly, or are lingering

late,
For ever will thy face be o’er Grand-Pré.”

Many of his poems have a fine
swing, a lilting music, which re-
minds one of the sea ballads of
Bliss Carman. Here are a couple
of stanzas :

¢¢ My sires were sons of the sea,
Where the waters were twin with the
earth,
And they strove with the tides to be free
With the strength that they learned
ere their birth. . . .

¢¢ We have lived in the sign of the sea;
We have loved, we have wept, we have
died ;
In the marshal of shoulder and knee,
Is our life in the trail of the tide.™

BLISS CARDMAN.

Mr. Bliss Carman’s poetry is
nearly always pure and highly pol-
ished, but it is something more
than this or it would not possess
the value that it does. Mr. Car-
man is a Bohemian by nature, and
there is a devil-may-care swing
about some of his verses, especially
those in the “ Vagabondia ™ hooks,
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which appeals to the savage in us.
Yet there is in other of his poems
an earnestness, a depth of feeling,
a message, which puts his absolute
achievement upon a much higher
level than belongs to his Bohemian
ballads.  FHis artistic taste leads
him to bring out his poems in small
and beautiful volumes, and his last
book, “ A Winter Holiday,”* is by
all odds the smallest und daintiest
of any that travel under his name.

Mr. Carman is a master in the
art of word-building. The faculty
for constructing phrases which live,
so markedly a quality of Lamp-
man’s, belongs also to Mr. Car-
man. Inthe very first poem, in his
last book, one comes across such
lines as these :

¢¢ The blue sea creaming on the shore,”

or this fine description of the surf :

“ God’s tattoo
Upon the round drum of the world.”
Here again is the poet’s definition
of art :
¢ Art is a rubrie for the soul,
Man’s comment on the book of earth,

The spellborn human summary
Which gives that common volume worth.

Occasionally his gift for phrasing
leads him to the creation of rather
too daring expressions. The idea
conveyed, for instance, in ‘““onc
bobolincolned June” is too far-
fetched even for the elastic bounds
of poetic license.  But we may
turn to something much more sat-
isfactory in such a poem as “ Baha-
man.”  Here are a few lines in
which we may discover somewhat
of the poet’s outlook upon life :
¢ Never yet was painier, poet, born con-
tent with things that are,—
Must divine from every beauty other
beaunties greater far,

Till the arc of truth be circled, and her
lantern blaze, a star.”

One of the finest of Mr. Carman’s
poems is his threnody for Robert

* Since the above was written Mr. Carman
has published some additional verse, of a

different quality, in ““ Last Songs of Vaga-
hondian.”
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Louis Stevenson, in “ By the Au-
relian Wall.”  The poet is seated
in his room, in the heart of a great

CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

city, dreaming of that other poet
whose life was passed amid such
vastly different scenes. IHe hears :

“¢ Like the roaming mountain rains,
. the thresh of feet go Ly.
It is the lonely human surf
Surging through alleys chill with grime,
The muttering, churning, ceaseless floe
Adrift out of the North of time.”

To him Stevenson was—

‘“ the type of all
That strain in us which still must fare,
The fluting migrant of a day,
Heart-high, outbound for otherwhere.”

And these are noble lines, express-
ing America’'s sorrow for that
splendid, broad, manly soul, Phil-
lips Brooks :
¢ She who is said to give life-blood for sil-
ver,
Proves, without show, she sits higher
than gold
Just the straight manhood, clean, gentle,
and fearless,

Made in God's likeness once more as of
old.”

AMr. Charles G. D. Roberts has
not published a book of verse for
several years, though he has been
a constant contributor to the mag-
azines. Ie may before very long,
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1 understand, collect his best work
from his several published volumes
into one book. When that is done
we may have an opportunity of
surveying the whole field of his
poetic achievement up to the pre-
sent time. Meantime, his work is
so well known to American as well
as Canadian readers that there is
the less need to consider it here.

Although the book of Isabella
Valancy Crawford’s poems is not
a new one, but merely a new issue
of an old book, T am tempted to
give one or two brief extracts from
it, if only to show the remarkable
quality of work produced by a
voung, inexperienced, and slightly
educated girl, living amidst the
most uncongenial and depressing
surroundings,

Here is a lyric from the
Jong narrative poem, “ Malcolm’s
Katie ” :

¢ 0, Love builds on the azure sea,
And Love builds on the golden sand ;
And Love builds on the rose-wing’d cloud,
And sometimes Love builds on the land.

¢ 0, if Love build on sparkling sea—
And if Love build on golden strand—

ISABELLA VALANCY CRAWFORD.
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And if Love build on rosy cloud—
To Love these are the solid land.

¢ 0, Love will build his lily walls,
And Love his pearly roof will rear,—
On cloud or land, or mist or sea—
Love's solid land is everywhere.”

Here, again, is a fragment of fine

figurative description :

““ The South Wind laid his moceasins aside,
Broke his gay calumet of flowers, and cast
His usecless wampum, beaded with cool
dews,

Far from hin northward. .

His wigwam of green leaves began to
shake ;

The crackling rice-beds scolded harsh like
sqQuUAWS ;

The small ponds pouted up their silver

ips. . . .
The pulseless forest
dream .
Brownrivers of deep waters sunless stole ;
Small creeks sprang from its mosses, and
amaz'd,
Slipped on soft feet, swift stealing throngh
the gloom,
Eager for light and for the frolic winds.”

through its

And here is another pa$sage, re-
vealing the poet in an entirely dif-
ferent vein :

** Who cuarseth Sorrow knows her not at all.

Dark watrix she, from which the human
soul

Has its last birth ; whence, with its misty
thews,

Close-knitted in her blackness, issuesout,

Strong for immortal toil up such great
heights

Ascrown o'er crown rise through Eternity.

Without ’tihe loud, deep clamour of her
wail,

The iron of her hands, the biting brine

Of herl l)]lack tears, the Soul but lightly
huilt

Of indeterminate spirit like a mist

Would lapse to Chaos in soft, gilded
dreams,

As mists fade in the gazing of the sun.”

These three selections are taken
irom the same poem, and if this
article were not already far beyond
the bounds of prudence, they
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might easily be supplemented by
scores of passages, illustrating the
versatility, strength and maturity
of this young singer’s mind, and
the rare music and distinction of
her lines ; the passionate intensity
of some of her poems, and the
sweetness and fairy lightness of
others. To me it is beyond ques-
tion that Isabella Valancy Craw-
ford more nearly approached the
rank of genius than any
other poet to whom Canada has
yet given birth. Yet her poetrv is
absolutely unknown to all but a
few curious readers in her own
country. Only one of the Cana-
dian poets who were her contem-
poraries recognized the high qual-
ity of her work—Mrs. Harrison,
of Toronto, in whose book of
lyrics, “ Pine, Rose and Fleur-de-
Lys,” is a generous and beautiful
elegy to her memory.

It is difficult to do anything like
justice to such a wide subject as I
have attempted in this article, by
means of a few brief and disjointed
extracts, taken from the last pub-
lished books of the poets in ques-
tion. Yet I have endeavoured to
show, and I hope with some slight
measure of success, that our Cana-
dian poets reveal in their work,
both individually and as a group,
such essential qualities as sincerity,
seriousness, and freshness, with at
least some measure of lyrical
melody and charm. While such
qualities as these are found in con-
temporary work, we may hopefully
look forward to the advent of
greater poets worthy to crown the
battlements of that intellectual
temple of which our living and
past poets form the by no means
contemptible superstructure.

His hope is treacherous only whose love dies
With beauty, which is varying every hour;
But in chaste hearts, uninfluenced by the power
Of outward change, there blooms a deathless flower
That breathes on earth the air of paradise.

— Wordsworth.



THE

CANON’S CHRISTMAS*

BY KATE ANDERSON.

SES, Sarah, we must
think of the girls.
Nell has taken -our
trouble too much. to

\ heart, and seeing
A2 young Welby is up
west, we must have

a little Christmas gaiety on the

child’s account.”

“It seems,” said the Canon’s wife,
after a little pause, “ that Mr. Welby
proposed to her last summer when she
was down east.”

" Yes ?”

‘“And she told him that until Jim
was either restored to us, or—or—"
the mother’s voice broke—*‘ we heard
he was — dead — that only then
could she listen to him, but in the
meantime, if he cared enough to wait,
he might consider himself under, I
suppose, a sort of probation, while
she did not want him to feel under
any bonds.”

The Canon sun.iled sadly. “ Very
like a romantic and devoted young
girl’s idea. I wonder what practical
result does she imagine this pathetic
little bit of tragedy will accomplish.
I suppose the poor child feels in
some vague way it would be heartless
of her to let herself be happy while
her brother——' Canon Mcsely did
not, finish his sentence.

“Do you think they really care for
each other ?” he added.

“I do indeed believe it to be a
genuine attachment. It seems young
Welby has vowed to use his best en-
deavours to find Jim, if it takes him
twenty years.”

The Canon’s fine blue eyes softened.
“Well,” he said, “young Welby's
heart’s in the right place, though I
must confess he shows himself up to
be an awful ass at times. On several
occasions I have really lost all pa-
tience with him.”

“Oh, well, he is very young, and
will get over these things. VYouth is
always prone to run to extremes.”

“Well, you and Nell make ont a
list of the people you want. I shall

* This admirable story reached us too late
for our Christmas number. We thought of
filing it for next Christmas, but deemed it
too good to keep so long and therefore print
it now as a sort of echo of Christmas.—ED.

write myself to young Ridout and ask
him to remain a few days. By the
way, my dear, there’s a young man for
your life !”

“We'll be glad to make his ac-
quaintance. For pity’s sake, Percy,
don’t go down town in that hat. I
shall certainly burn it. Here’s your
other one.”

‘“ And, papa,” called a voice from
the head of the stairs, “ don’t, don’t
forget the potatoes for dinner. If
you call on your way down they can
send them up in time. And see”—
rushing down-stairs— let me tie this
string around your finger s0 you can’t
forget.”

“How can I see it through these
thick gloves, Nell 2’ asked her father
plaintively.

“Why, Tl fix it tight, so it will
pinch you, dad—then you’ll feel it.”

The Canon pinched her ear and
sidled out the hall door.

The Rev. Ralph Edgar Ridout, B.A.,
B.D., was in his shirt-sleeves, break-
ing open with a stout hatchet a huge
packing-case which had arrived that
afternoon from the east. Finally the
last board was yanked off, displaying
a tempting layer of current literature.
The Rev. Ralph began lifting them
eagerly—“ Christmas numbers of The
Globe, Saturday Night, Mail and Em-
pire, Cosmopolitan Review, Harper’s,
Century—and, oh—back numbers of
heaps of others. That's Winnie's
work, I'll bet.”

A bulky package came next. The
cords were quickly snapped, and a
magnificent bearskin great-coat fell
out of its folds. Ralph snatched the
card which fell to the floor, ‘“ A Christ-
mas present to dear Ralph, from father
and mother.”

The young fellow’s face worked. At
last he dropped on his knees and buried
his face in the soft, thick fur, while
blessed emotions surged through his
being, passionate, loving thoughts of
the dear home so far away, of sisters
and brothers, of the saintly father
and tender mother thinking of their
boy.

A slight movement from behind
caused .u:im to lift his head and turn.

‘“Here, come back, Brown,” he
called to the young man who was
turning away. ‘ What’s the matter ?”
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“1 thought you were at your devo-
tions, parson. They told me I'd find
you here, but I'd concluded not to dis-
turb you just yet.”

‘“Well, perhaps it was a sort of
devotion. In fact, my dear fellow, I
was just flabbergasted, and had there-
fore flopped. Look here!”

The youngster—he was little more
than a boy—uttered a cry of admira-
tion.

‘“Here, on with it, old man, and
step out. Say, it’s a corker, and no
mistake ! Come by it honestly ?”

Young Ridout delivered the youth
‘“one in the ribs” with a well-trained
fist, and a lively scufile ensued.

‘“ Here, youngster,” he ried at last,
“let up, and let’s finish disembowelling
this creature. Hello, what’s this ?”’

Two carefully packed and well-pre-
served mince pies came to light.

“Just one apiece,” cried Ralph.

It was well those young men's
mothers were not by to be scandalized
by the dire sight of each youth de-
vouring a whole pie in almost less
time that it takes to tell it.

Thus refreshed, they proceeded
briskly with the unpacking. A large
plum cake, a great pile of apples,
pears and oranges, bottles of jam and
pickles, raisins, nuts, and candy—a
number of toys, pictures, gift-books,
and wuseful garments—a well-fllled
medicine case.

‘“Hurrah !” cried Ralph, “what a
Christmas we’ll give at the mission!
Don’t you see Pudgy Williamson’s
eyes bulging already ? And there’s
a dolly for every Doukhobor baby in
the Triangle Settlement.”

There were other things in the pack-
ing-case—dainty calendars, exquisitely
worked trifles of all descriptions for a
young man’'s room, a handsome pair
of slippers, a gay lounging robe, a
packet of the newest books.

All these Ralph laid aside to gloat
over in private. and mayhap let fall a
manly tear, as his homesick heart con-
jured up loving memories of the dear
home fingers which wrought all this
for him,

The younger man had picked up a
card. and with wistful eyes read, “ To
Darling Ralph, from his loving sister,
Vie.”

Ralph stole a look at him.

“Yes,” he decided, “mnow 1is the
time,” and raising a little prayer for
divine guidance, he spoke, laying his
hand affectionately on the boy’s shoul-
der :
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“ Brown, my dear boy, you know I
have never tried to pry into your re-
serve, but it may be—there is a dear
home, a loving sister, a grieving
father, a heart-broken mother, watch-
ing and waiting for their boy to-night.
If so, go home, and by so doing give
them such a Christmas as will stand
out as the most blessed day in all
your calendars.”

Great, dry sobs shook the youth's
slight frame.

‘“You are right, parson, it’s all true.
But I can’t, I can’t. I’'m not fit yet.
But I will, I will, only not yet.”

“ Brown, you know it’s nothing but
your miserable pride holds you back.
You don’t want to go home on the
Prodigal Son ticket, eh ?”

“That’s it, Mr. Ridout, that’s the
word,”

“Oh, indeed. So to gratify your
worthy and lofty ambition of waiting
to return sporting a fine coat on your
back, and jingling a little money in
your pocket, you would have the home
folk eating their hearts out in the
meantime. Thank God, my dear boy,
you have found and are holding the
Pearl of great price, which is a pass-
port, I’'ll be bound, into your earthly
as well as your heavenly home. What
matter about the externals ?”

‘“ Stop, stop !” cried the young man.
**Don’t I know all you say ? Haven't
I fought it all out with myself, times
without number ? I know it’s my con-
temptible pride, but I confess it mas-
ters me. It's no use, parson, I’ll have
some fights on that score with the
devil yet.”

Ralph saw it would be unwise to
say more,

“Oh, by the way!” exclaimed
Brown; “I forgot what I came for. I
brought your mail up from the ranch.”

Ralph fell upon the letters.

“Oh, I say, old chap!” he cried
some minutes later, “ here’s an invite
for me to spend Christmas in town,
and I declare, I'd like nothing better
than to go. I wonder if it could be
managed ? Let's see, Christmas Day
falls on Tuesday. I'd have to start
Monday, and I could be back in time
for Wednesday night meeting. Yon
might try to gel the boys together
Sunday afternoon, and we’ll have a
Christmas talk, and if you'll see to the
distribution of the children’s treat, I'll
count it as an immense favour. And,
oh, I say, you might share up with
the Rev. Fraser, and he’ll give yon
a hand. I heard he got disappointed




in the box they were looking for. I'll
see him to-night.”

Young Ridout’s face glowed with
pleasure. He had had a ionely six
months’ roughing it since the last Con-
ference, and the prospect of a little
change among his gocial equals gave
him more pleasure than he would
have cared Lo own,

“T’ll do all I can—wish I could .do
more for you, parson. You'll have
a jolly time ?” rather wistfully.

“You bet, No end of pretty girls,
1 expect—old boy has two daughters,
he told me, But you don’t know
where I'm off to, eh 2 Well, it’s to
Canon Musely’s, rector of All Saint’s,
you known, in R——.  Uncommonly
decent old chap—a real Irish gentle-
man, and one of the most downright
pious souls I ever met. Made his ac-
quaintance last summer when he was
out here assisting at laying the corner-
stone up at Christ Mission. He
strained his horse, and I was enabled
to lend him mine, and add to his com-
fort in other small ways during his
stay in this district, and——Why
Brown, are you ill ? What's the mat-
ter. Here, let me get you some-
thing.”

But the other, mutiering with
white lips something about having to
ride to the blacksmith’s before dusk,
made a hasty exit, and leaped to his
saddle.

Mr. Ridout stared after him. “1Its
the pie, I guess. Should have remem-
bered that, unlike me, the boy may
not have the stomach of an ostrich.”

Mr., Ridout regarded Brown, as the
young fellow called himself, as a
special protege. About three months
before, while holding a series of spe-
cial meetings at Addison’s Ranch, his
attention had been attracted one night
to an ill, shivering, unhappy-looking
youth, cowering in the corner. When
the meeting was over he hastened to
speak to him, and drew from the lad
a broken assurance that his heart had
been touched and awakened by the
minister’s earnest and loving words.
Mr. Ridout took him home to his own
homely lodgings, and fed and warmed
him, at last drawing forth a pitiful
story of folly and waywardness, of
subsequent flight from home, of the
eating of husks—the old, old story.

The two knelt together, and the min-
ister prayed, while great sobs of peni-
tence racked the boy’s frame.

“ Pray, pray yourself,” he pleaded
at last.  “ Jesus stands waiting, His
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ears are ever open to the penitent’'s
prayer.”’

“I can’t. I can find no words.”

“Let me help you, dear boy.”

“ Pray again yourself, parson, then
perhaps I can.”

“ Almighty and grac——" began the
minister.

“ Almighty and most merciful
Father,” echoed the lad.

Mr. Ridout paused, and the boy con-
tinued as if prompted :

“We have erred and strayed from
Thy ways like lost sheep. We have
followed too much the desires and de-
vices of our own hearts. We have
offended against Thy holy laws.

. . and there is no health in us.”

His voice broke, but he continued
in firmer tones, “ But Thou, O Lord,
have mercy upon us, miserable—miser-
able offenders——"’

A flash of some far-off memory came
to the Methodist minister’'s aid, and
he continued, with his hand on the
penitent’s bowed head :

‘“Spare Thou them, O God, which
confess their faults. Restore Thou
them that are penitent, according to
Thy promises declared unto mankind
in Christ Jesu our Lord.”

The boy continued, in ringing tones:
“ That we may hereafter live a godly,
righteous, and sober life. . . .
Amen !”

They knelt for a time in silence, and
then the minister prayed again:

‘“ Lord Jesus, Thou hast heard this
confession. Accept this true peni-
tence, and fulfil now—this moment—
Thy promises which we do believe.
Amen !”

And this was the story of Brown’s
conversion.

Mr. Ridout found him work with
Joe Addison, foreman of the ranch,
and assumed a special surveillance
over him. It took him but a short
time to guess, despite the young fel-
low’s extreme reticence—almost hau-
teur—that he had a good education and
the manner and instincts of one born
of gentle parentage.

Despite Brown’s youth, and humble
position, his dignity, and a certain
stand-offishness, kept the rougher ele-
ment of the ranch at arm’s-length,
while there were none who tried tak-
ing undue liberties with the * preach-
er’s baby.”

However, even in the short time
Mr. Ridout had been out west, he had
become used o meeting all sorts and
conditions of men. He knew that
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“ Whiskey BIll,” the greatest sot in
camp, was the third son of a Scottish
earl ; that the mild-mannered, rather
asinine little Alfy Hewlett, trying to
see what life in a Northwest ranch
was like, was an Oriel first,” and
the only son of a great and titled Eng-
lish statesman. And such incidents
could be duplicated over and over by
his colleagues.

The next Monday, as Ralph Ridout
was bustling about preparing for his
forty-nine-mile trip across the
prairie, he received a call from young
Brown, who was arrayed in a brand-
new suit of * store clothes.”

‘“Hello! blown in your bank ac-
count ?” breezily inquired his friend.

Brown grinned rather sheepishly.
“ Thought I’d make myself a Christ-
mas present,” he mumbled.

He hung around while Ralph strug-
gled with his collar-button, and ar-
rayed himself in his swellest garments,
and then followed him to the stable
and assisted him to hitch Nellie up to
the trim sleigh which the ranchers
had presented to their well-loved
pastor.

Ralph could not help but feel there
was something wistful, almost dog-
like, in the glances and occasional re-
marks with which Brown favoured
him. .

“I say, Brown,” he said, kindly, “I
wish you were coming with me, I
declare, I'd cheek it and take you
along if I were going among my own
friends; but, you see, I've never met
Mrs. Mosely or any of the family—
even the Canon is in reality but the
acquaintance of a few days.”

The young fellow stiffened visibly.

“ Certainly such a thing is not to be
thought of for a moment. What do
you take me for ?”’

But somehow Ralph could not but
feel uncomfortable, as he stepped into
his cutter.

‘“Good-bye, old fellow. Merry
Christmas, and God bless you,” reach-
ing out his hand.

‘“ Good-bye, Mr. Ridout, and——wait
an instant. I've heard about this Canon
Mosely, and I believe he is quite a
connoisseur in these things. Would
you mind showing him this? You
won't forget ?—and—er—getting his
opinion ?”’ and the young man ten-
dered a little gold Roman coin, and
went on hurriedly : “ Have had it a
long time—could never part with it
through all my ill-luck—it was given
me when I was a kid by—by some
one who l-loved me then.”

“T’ll take right good care of it, old
chap, and find out what I can about
its worth and rarity. Good-bye
again, and take care of yourself.”

He reached R—- by the close of
the short northern daylight, and
found a hearty welcome and nice sup-
per awaiting him.

The young fellow' was charmed to
find himself renewing acquaintance-
ship with silver spoons and pretty
china; to hear again the soft tones
and sweet laughter of pretty girls; to
feast his appreciative eyes on the
graceful Miss Mosely, and her no less
charming mother, while he thought
fifteen-year-old Polly too utterly
fetching. ‘“Most as impudent, too,
as sister Vie,” he concluded, while
his eusceptible heart fell an immedi-
ate prey to the wiles of Nell’s chum,
a Miss Worcester, from Ottawa. Poor
Ralph was always falling desperately
in love with pretty girls. He once
confided to his mother that it was a
mercy they never seemed to find it
out, and his mother regarded her
young hopeful with a mother’s ador-
ably conceited and tender smile.

While mirth and conversation were
in full swing, the door opened, and a
tall, very slight, clean-shaven young
clergyman, attired in the extreme as
to every detail of Anglican garb, en-
tered. He was warmly greeted by
the little company, and on being in-
troduced to Ralph at once recalled
him as an old boyhood’s schoolmate
in Toronto. Having found a seat
near Nell, and having refused the
Canon’s hospitable offer of a snack
of cold roast, with a pained yet for-
bearing glance of reproach, he soon
drifted into a desultory but persistent
discussion on high church themes, in
which he was not greatly helped out
by Canon Mosely.

Ralph, who was blissfully employed
in making himself agreeable to the
ladies, did not pay much attention to
the conversation, and it was not until
the pleasant evening had worn well
on that it began to filter through his
somewhat otherwise engaged faculties
that he, Ralph Ridout, eldest son of
the Honourable Peter Ridout, K.C.,
and M.P.,, was—yes—was being, if not
exactly snubbed, patronized by the
‘Welby youth.

Ralph was hugely amused. He
knew young Welby’s people well.
‘Welby’s grandparents were poor in a
worldly sense, but thoroughly respect-
able and respected, plain, old-fash-
joned, God-fearing Methodists. Many
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a time had Ralph listened to the old
saint’'s homely worded but sweet and
stirring testimony in fellowship meet-
ing. Arthur’s mother, a pretty
widowed daughter, and her boy, lived
with the old couple. When young
Arthur, a harmless, ordinary sort of
boy, was about fourteen, his mother
married again, making a brilliant
match, so far as money went, as her
new husband was rich and greatly de-
voted to her, though he had no social
standing and no particular religicus
creed.

But the astute and ambitious wife
soon mended all that., Her undoubted
beauty, and a certain attraction and
style stood her in good stead. She
united herself with the most fash-
jionable Anglican church in the city,
cajoled her doting husband into doing
likewise, and promptly despatched
Arthur to Port Hope, where, under the
wholesome and pious influence of a
favourite tutor, his naturally goodish
and thoughtful character led him to
choose the priesthood as his calling.

But Ralph, with that quickness of
judgment common to youth, set young
Welby down as vain and shoddy, not
to say downright vulgar. “ But
then,” mused Ralph, somewhat un-
charitably, “ what else could you ex-
pect from his bringing up ?”

It was not till the afternoon of the
next day, while sitting with the rec-
tor in his study, looking over his col-
lections of coins ana uriosities, that
he remembered Brown’s commission.

‘““Oh, by the way, Canon!” he ex-
claimed, ¢ a young fellow out my way,
in whom I am much inierested, gave
me this, for me to find out its value,”
tendering the little gold coin.

The Canon took it and examined it,
at first carelessly, while Ralph con-
tinued his scrutiny of some Flemish
copper pieces. Presently he glanced
at the old man, and was startled by
the change in his usually ruddy fea-
tures.

“My boy,” spoke the old man.
softly, *where did you get this?
Stop ! just one word—is he alive ?”

Like a lightning flash the truth
came to Ralph,

“Yes, yes, thank God,” he cried,
catching the old rector’s hands; ‘““alive
and well in soul and body.”

The Canon groped around and found
his hat.

‘“ Where are you going, sir ?”

‘“To fetch my boy.”

Ralph saw the dear old man was
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dazed, and was hastening to call some
one when the minister stopped him.

“I'm ali in a muddle of great joy,
Mr. Ridout, but wait, don’t call any
one. Can’t we get him here, and sur-
prise his dear mother ? Ah, thank
God, what a Christmas for her!”

Ralph was by this time metaphori-
cally kicking himself across the con-
tinent as his mind recalled the events
of the past week, and he unjustly
credited himself witi. a most stupen-
dous idiocy.

“In time, you know,” pursued the
Canon, gazing at Ralph with gentle,
appealing blue eyes, “ for our boy to
eat his Christmas dinner with us.”

Ralph groaned. Why, oh, why,
he furiously asked himself, had he
neglected until now his errand, such
a pathetic, wistful little ruse to find
out if there were really still left a
home and a welcome for the poor,
homesick, yearning lad’s erring feet.

And forty miles lay between him
and poor Jim Mosely, eating his heart
out this Christmas Day.

It was now after three o’clock.
Ralph calculated rapidly—there were
no railroads, no telegraphs to the mis-
sion ; with fleet horses and a change
at the Triangle, they might have Jim
back before midnight.

The Cunon's gentle voice again
broke on his reverie :

“His mother—wasn’t it strange?
she jellied the cranberries, though all
of us but Jim like them best in jam.”

A great sob rose in Ralph’s throat.

“Oh!” he cried. “ Let us pray.”

“Why, to be sure,” echoed the
Canon, “ Let us pray.”

So he took off his hat and they both
knelt down, and a prayer ascended to
the Giver of all good gifts which
reached right to the throne.

“ Have you a saddle ?”’ asked Ralph,
when they arose. “I’'ll reach the
ranch before eight, and, please God,
you'll have your boy back on Christ-
mas yet.”

They were both on their way to the
stable, when the maid came running
after them.

‘0, Mr. Mosely, sir; O, sir!” she
gasped.

“ What is it, Lizzie ; what’s the mat-
ter, my girl 2

“0, sir, you—you have company—
I just let ’em in——"

“Well, call Mrs. Mosely. I am in
a particular hurry, and can’t see any
one just now.”

““You must come yourself, sir,” per-
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sisted the girl, doggedly; “I ain’t
goin’ to let Mrs, Mosely in.”

A suspicion struck Ralph.

“ We'd better turn back, Canon.”

‘“ Let me go first, Mr. Ridout. Me-
thinks our prayer is answered.”

There were three people standing by
the wood fire in the front parlour.
The Canon walked straight to the
slim, shrinking boyish figure, half-
concealed in the shadow.

“Jim,” he cried : “ my darling boy
—my only son—cone to your father's
arms !”

The old couple withdrew to the hall.

‘“ Stop, good people! Don't go—
er—call somebody. Ah, here’s Polly,
the very one.”

Polly’s shriek of joy as she made
a dash for Jim, aroused the busy peo-
ple in the Kkitchen.

‘“ Fathen,” gasped Jim, who was
being throttled by Polly, “ don’t let
them go, Mr. and Mrs. Addison. They
brought me home.”

An elegant young
emerged into the hallway.

‘“Upon my soul! Grandfather and
grandma, as I live! Where did you
drop from ? Did you come to see
me ? And what’'s the row in the
parlour ?”’

Mrs. Addison kissed her grandson
with a resounding smack.

“ Praise the Lord, Arty dear, it’s
all His own doin’s’.”

‘ Hallelujah, that it is!”
the old gentleman.

‘“ Come in, come in,” cried Arthur;
‘“here, there's a fire in the study.
Granny, let me undo that for you.”

“What on earth is the row in the
parlour !” cried Arthur again, start-
ing to his feet as there came to his
ears queer sounds, like sobs and
laughter mingling, and Mrs. Mosely’s

clergyman

put in

voice crying, “Mother’s baby—
mother’s boy—O Jim, Jim !”
‘“Praise the Lord,” remarked

Grandpa Addison, blowing his nose
with fervour.

“ Now, Arty, dear, sit down,” urged
his grandmother ; “ you’re not wanted
in there.”

“ Come, now, granny, tell a fellow
something,” wheedled “ Arty.”

“ There’s not such a long story to
tell, my dear Dboy. About a fort-
night ago your grandpa and I got
to talking about your Uncle Joe.
Well, the long and short of it was,
we got homesick to see the boy and
the new granddaughter, so we made
up our minds all of a suddint to start
out and surprise ’em for Christmas,
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an’ see for ourselves what a winter
out here was like.

“ Well, we got there along about
noon yesterday, and found ’em all
fust-rate, and tickled to death to see
their old pa and ma. And the new
baby, jest such a cherub as your ma
was at her age. .

‘“ Well, you know your old granny
was always great for nosin’ about into
other folks’ business ’—(Arthur smiled
affectionately, and squeezed the old
lady’s hand)—“ and almost fust thing
my old eyes lit on wuz to note how
their hired boy didn’t seem in no
Christinas humour. 'Peared like I
was called of the Lord to speak a
word in season, so this mornin’ I see
him start off to the barn with a fling,
an’ there bein’ no one about at that
moment, I jest put my hand on his
shoulder, like, and spoke a kindly
word. An’ the poor lad all broke
down in an instant, an I jest put my
two arms right round his neck, like
I should rouna yours, Arty, an’ pretty
soon he was sobbin’ such a pitiful
story of homesickness, an’ pride, an’
anguish, as made me bawl right along
with him, An’ he told me who his
pa an’ ma was, an’ I knowed at wunct
he was the brother of that pretty
young lady you come up West to see
—there, there, Arty, young folks will
be young folks—so your grandpa and
I packs him in between us in Joe’s
sleigh, and here we be.”

“ Hallelujah, here we be!” cried
grandpa, glad to get a word in edge-
wise.

“I say, come in here, old fellow,”
called Arthur to Ralph, who was
wandering around alone, looking left
out and disconsolate in the cold hall-
way.

Just then the Canon and his wife,
with their boy between them, and the
two girls in tow, entered the little
study, and ensued such greetings and
tears, and raptures and thanksgivings
as makes me long for a pen of a
Dickens, that I might tell it all to
you.

At last the Canon said, “ Friends,
let us thank Almighty God for this
happy day. ‘Will Brother Addison
pray ?”

So the old saint sent up a prayer
that Christmas Day that in homely
and touching eloquence bespake the
overwhelming gratitude of these
bursting hearts.

After which they all repaired to

the dining-room and partook of the
Christmas dinner of their lives.
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DUST THAT SHINES.

BY OUBLILE.

CHAPTER 1.

¢“IN THE SLASHIN'.”

WEATHER - BEATEN,
unpainted house, it
stood there on a
sandy knoll, over-
looking McCarty’s
saw-mills and “the
slashin’.” A small

roof to shelter three
generations, but such had been its
mission up to the present hour.

You stepped over the threshold into
no stately hall, but even the anti-
quated little “parlour” was forgotten
as you looked round the picturesque
little cobbler-shop. The rich glory of
the West streamed through the nar-
row panes in a ruddy flood upon the
scene—the old Grandfather Bernard,
bending over his work behind the
bench, his long, white beard almost
touching the shoe on his knee. The
big Bible, the last week’s paper, and
the old man’s “ specs” lay on one end
of the bench, on the other a pile of
half-worn shoes. The flames leaped
cheerily in the little box-stove (for
it was a crisp October afternoon), and
the cat slept in the martet-basket.
But your attention went bac.. to the
patriarchal old man. His brow
looked calm—wonderfully calm—but
a tear stole from the drooping lashes,
and his lips muttered something.

“A clever head! A clever head!
Yes, that's the trouble with ’em all,
too clever for McCarty’s Mills!”

And he paused in his work to look
upon the piles of timber, the great
heaps of logs, and the mill hands
toiling away in “the slashin’.”

“Yes, the lass’s too clever for Mc-
Carty’'s Mills. It comes from the
Forster side, her writin’. It didn't
run ‘in the Bernard blood; they were
hard-handed toilers all. But the
Lord's with her, bless His name.”

“Under His wings,” he murmured,
as he worked.

. But he paused again with a sadder
ook.

“Let’s see, there’s Fred that’s gone
to sea, and Arthur that's in Aus-
tralia,” and he began counting on his
fingers, “and Elliot, that wus killed
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in the Philippines, and poor Bessie
by bher mother in the churchyard.
There’s only Hannah and me left, now
that Reba, lass, has gone.”

Then he turned to his work again,
and there was only the hammer's
tap! tap! tap! on Alick McCarty’s
shoe-heel.

Meanwhile, other hands were busy
in the adjoining room that served the
twotold purpose of Kkitchen and
dining-room. It was the old man’s
daughter, Hannah, a grave-looking,
middle-aged woman. She-passed into
a little room beside the cobbler's shop
with a westward-looking window. It
was ‘evident “the bird from the nest
was flown.”

But traces of a Jormer presence still
lingered, the empty book-shelf swinging
on the wall, the flowers in the win-
dow-sill, a half-emptied ink-bottle on
the rude box that served as a table,
and, stranger still, several abandoned
sheets of manusecript, poems, sketches,
bits of stories, ete. Aunt Hannah
sighed and laid them tenderly away
with a touch akin to mother’s pride.

Meanwhile, down the old corduroy
road that led out of the slashing,
John Morris was urging his old grey
horse townward, under the changing
cloud and sunlight of the October
afternoon. A young girl sat beside
him, a huge trunk was crowded in be-
hind.

“\Who’s that goin’ to town with a
trunk ?” asked Farmer Mallot, of the
two men to whom he had given a lift
on his load of pumpkins.

They were just coming up the cross-
road as the Morris vehicle passed.

“Oh, that’s that old shoemaker—
what’s his name ?—oh, yes, Bernard!
It’s old Bernard’s granddaughter.”

‘“What, Ducky Fo’ster! Where
can she be a-goin’ on this night train,
1 wonder.”

“IWhy, her aunt Hannah was a-tell-
ing my wife she was a-goin’ to the
city to make her livin’ by her writin’
this winter. She’s got to be great at

this writin’, you know. My girl sat
up half the night the other day
readin’ one of her stories. It's won-

derful the heap o’ learnin’ she got
piled in her head, walkin’ three
miles to high school, tco. There’s
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Jim Crane’s girls couldn’t learn a
thing. Seem’d as if it all jarred out
o’ their heads walkin’ so far.”

‘“ An’ she’s goin’ to earn her livin’
writin’, is she ? That’s queer. I
heard she was to go out to India as
a missionary.” ‘

“Naw, naw ; you haven’t neither
on you got the straight on it,” said
Jim Burroughs from his seat hehind
in the waggon-box. My wife heerd
how she was goin’ out as a mission-
ary, but she’s too young yet for a
couple of years or more, an’ she’s
goin’ to go to the city an’ go into the
writin’ till she’s old enough to be
sent.”

The load of pumpkins reached its
destination, while John Morris’ little
grey horse jogged on toward the near-
est railway station.

The girl at his side rose once to
look backward from the hilltop.
Here was the last glimpse of the old
. slashing, where she had played as a
bare-foot child. They called her
Ducky Fo’ster then, but of late years
they had been learning to stand some-
what in awe of Miss Reba Forster,
which name her grandfather proudly
showud at the head of certain columns
of print. Just for a moment her eyes
rested sadly on all that remained of
the old mill district, a mere speck
along the crimson clouds. TFarewell
to the little Ducky Fo'ster of the
past!

“ Good-bye, grandad, your little
Ducky will make a name to honour
you with, yet,”

'Then she turned her face bravely
to the unknown. It looked like a
dangerous experiment, a mere girl of
twentyv-one going into a strange city
with a purse containing barely enough
to pay for a month’'s room-rent and
a few meals in advance. Her last
story had brousht sufficient for her
railway journey, and they were very
poor at home. So she had resolved
to make her way in a strange city by
doing hack-writing, reporting, jour-
nalistic work, or anything else that
presented itself. It would at least
bring a fresh knowledge of life. Her
young heart feared mnothing. The
unknown was filled with allurements.
Reba Forster had a heart of courage,
and, better still, a childlike faith in
God.

Then she thought of her other pur-
pose. As a girl she had meant to

give her whole life to literary work,
but one night a Hindu missionary
spoke in the little meeting-house near
home, and she went out on the soft
moonlit hills alone, and the air was
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filled with the murmurings of a great
people—a people that knew not God—
dark faces in the moon beams—
strange altars beneath the oak boughs
—strange, wild melodies—living sac-
rifices, and ice-cold gods!

“But what are these things to me ?
I am a writer. I know my power,
and the world will know it by and
by.”

Softer and sweeter came a voice:

¢« I gave—I gave my life for thee,
Give thou thyself to Me.”

Long and bitter was the conflict.
NigLt after night she went to the hills
alone, and her cheeks flushed, and her
eye grew bright, and she said, “I will
not.”

But always that patient voice from
within :

“Lovest thou me ?” “TFeed 1ay
sheep.”
Yet, hark! In the same voice it

said, “ Neglect not the gift that is in
thee.” *“ And of what use is an author-
ess in the mission field ?” she asked.

Again and again she asked the gues-
tion. Then, one night, from the
depths of her own soul, cdme the
answer. She saw the dusky faces
surround her once again, strange
voices in her ear, strange shrines
upon the hilltop.

“These are thy people. Go thou
to them. Live with them. Love
them. Paint their lives with thy
pen, that the world may know and
love them, too.”

Then she thought of the thousands
of missionary books written, and the
thousands that lay unread, and the
little one side of earth knew of the
other side. The world would read
Reba Forster’s books, she knew. For,
without one iota of conceit, she had
that consciousness that genius often
has of its power. The world will
read fiction when it will read nothing
else. And she had the power to paint
India, not cnly in colours of fiction,
but in powerful fiction, that would
sell by hundreds of thousands. As
Harriet Beecher Stowe had made men
look at the down-itrodden African, she
could make them look at the Hindn.
She was mnot a fool. She was a
strong woman, conscious of her
power. And she lifted her eyes to
God in the solemn quiet of the night
hills, and “laid her all upon the al-
tar.” And when she told her grand-
father, without a sigh, he put his
hand upon the brow of his last chilq,
his orphan grandchild, and gave her
to the work of the Lord.

Such was the girl facing the un-
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Lknown world to-day. She was too
voung yet for a work so great. She
must perfect her talent, win fame, let
the world see what was in her.

« And for Thy sake to win renown,
And then to take my victor's crown
And at Thy feet to cast it down
0 Master, Lord, I come.”

The October night was passing, and
the train stood waiting at W
Junction. It looked very much like
.other trains after midnight, the ladies
slept leaning on the seat backs, with
dishevelled locks, the old men dozed
in their velvet caps, a group carried
on a game of cards in the rear of the
car, a Japanese slept curled up in
front of them.

“YWhat're we waiting for ?” asked
a petulant-looking youth, rousing
from sleep.

“For the passengers from that
other sleeper,” answered his neigh-
Dbour.

“TWhat time Is it ?” he growled.

“ 430 am.”

“ Phew ! And only at W
Junetion !”
“Humph ! No wonder! They

stop at every old red barn.”

“Takes them long enough to get out
of that sleeper. Must be having
their breakfast in bed.” .

There was a movement outside just
then, and the passengers from the
other train came in with the bewil-
dered gaze of people rudely awakened
from slumber.

A girl in an ill-fitting suit of blue
serge put down her grip, looked about
her for a moment, then, as if reas-
sured, put her head down on the chair
arm in an awkward position, pulled
her walking hat over her face, and
sank to sleep. The jar of the train
made her hat slip from her face
gradually, and revealed an unusual
iype of beauty. To be sure, she
lacked that genteelly cultivated
beauty that belongs to the fashionable
party, and the five o’clock crush.
But there was a freshness, a vitality,
a power far more impressive in thz
face of the sleeping girl. Her lux-
uriant hair was drawn back in simple
waves from a brow almost too massive
and powerful for that of a girl, but
there was a look of child-like trust
upon it as she slept. Her complex-
ion, too, had a suggestion of the fresh-
ness of the forest and the breezes of
country lakes. She was none other
than our friend, Reba Forster.

It was the dark hour just at the
dawn of a cloudy day, when she
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awakened and found a pair of black
eyes fixed upon her—the eyes of a
stern-faced man. He drew back
quickly behind his newspaper. But
she did not sleep again. There was
something in those eyes that awak-
ened her—made her wonderfully
awake. She stole a timid glance
backward as she arose. She saw that
it was the face of a younger man than
she had supposed at first—a power-
fully-built man, perhaps little past
thirty, and with a queer mixture of
the worldly and thie clerical in his ap-
pearance.

She was not a silly girl to indulge
in station-house flirtations, or believe
in railroad romances. But with a
writer’s instinct, she sought sugges-
tions everywhere. And this face was
interesting, with its story of conflict,
of self-will, of fierce determination.
She looked back again as she rear-
ranged her grip, and saw, too, a cer-
tain element of tenderness about the
mouth of the reader. She saw, too,

"a peace upon the brow that over-

shadowed those determined eyes.
The name of God was stamped upon
his forehead.

She turned, quite satisfied ; she had
a fresh face for her next story; she
could make either a heroic saint or a
desperate rogue with a face like that,
and she was quite satisfied with her
own thoughts as the train moved and
stopped, and stopped and moved.

It was daylight before she realized
it, and engaged in a stubborn contest
with a shutter that refused to go up.
A hand stole over the seat back to
her aid—a powerful-looking hand, but
fair as 2 woman's, and with a sugges-
tion of refinement about it that ex-
tended to the very coat-sleeve. Her
cheek crimsoned, and she became
strangely conscious all at once of her
ill-fitting serge, and home-made shoes.

‘“ Thank you,” she said, without so
much as raising her eyes, and the next
moment the rustle of the paper testi-
fied that the stranger was absorbed
in his reading.

‘“ Hallo, Chester!
old fellow ?”

“Why, where on earth did you
spring from, Giles ?”

“How’s business,” etc., ete.

Some one passing through the car
had thus fallen into conversation with
Eric Chester, the stranger behind
Reba.

‘“Well, and how's The Evening
Tireside flourishing now, old boy ?”

“ Fine! Increased its subscrip-
tion four thousand this fall.”

“Four thousand! Well done, old

How are you,
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boy! Well, sir, I was afraid for you
when I heard what kind of paper you
were going into. I had so much of
that fine sentiment myself before I
was editor of The Blackbird, but I
tell you what it is, my experience has
been that to make a paper sell you
had to suit the world’s tastes, and the
world’s tastes don’t run very high in
the literary line, nor the religious,
either, for that matter.”

Reba Forster’s ears were open in
spite of herself.

“That's all right enough, too, Giles.
No one knows better than I about
catering to the world’s tastes; the
dear knows, I've done enough of it,
but, after all, the reading public has
a taste for better things if you can
only waken them up to it. You
would be surprised at the letters I get
from my subscribers. I attribute the
success of The Evening Tireside solely
to the fact that it has a higher moral
tone tban most of its contemporary
dailies. Think about it, yourself, as
a father.
get all life’s froth and scum in the
daily paper he finds on your table ?”

An animated discussion followed,
and Reba almost forgot the glories of
the sunrise breaking over the moun-
tains, through which they were pass-
ing—the huge boulders glistening on
the heights—the rugged trees cling-
ing to the brinks of the precipices,
and down here, right along the rail-
way, the silvery rviver washing and
seething around the rocks in its bed.
There, they were crossing the river
now, on the great iron bridge. She
could see the engine ahead yonder on
the curving structure, and the train
seemed dipping downwards in the
waves. Great flocks of birds rose
from the opposite shore, flapping their
black wings against the morning sky.

“But how do you manage, Chester,
about getting such talented writers on
your staff so early in the history of
your paper ?”

‘“Oh, that’s a point,” he amnswered,
with a knowing laugh. “1 believe
in catching them young, and bringing
them up the way they should go. We
pride ourselves at the office in being
able to catch a genius in embryo when
we see one. There’s Marquet, Shal-
let, Montrose—we found them out be-
fore the rest of the world dreamed of
such people. And I tell you, authors,
for the most, are a grateful set. They
don’t forget the editor that malkes
them. TI've known Marquet, with
requests for stories from five and six
of our leading journals, to lay them
all aside, an¥ jot down a column for

Do you want your boy to *
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The Evening TFireside. As for Shal-
let, our paper hasn’t a better friend. I
find it pays to encourage young au-
thors when you see there’s anything
in them. If there isn’t, the souner
they’re discouraged, the better.

With such conversation, Reba Fors-
ter drew nearer to the city of her
future struggles and her dreams.
Once or twice some passing scene
reminded her of the mills and the old
slashing, and just a wave of home-
sickness passed over her. But it was
life—new life, ahead. Ducky Fo’ster
was no more. She was Miss Reba
Forster now.

They were approaching the suburbs
of the far-famed city of X——; the
train was slowing up; the passengers
were gathering together their wraps
and parcels.

Reba looked round her ; she longed
to introduce herself to the great,
kind-hearted editor of The Evening
Fireside. Here already was a repre-
sentative of that world she had come
to enter. She felt sure she could get
into his columns if he only knew her
work. But a certain timidity silenced
her. The train stopped. Eric Ches-
ter passed out without so much as a
glance at the girl whose face he
had been so earnestly studying in the
lamp-light of the night.

CHAPTER II.

THE HEAVING OF LIFE'S BILLOWS.

Scratch, scrateh, seratch, went the
pen of Eric Chester, as he sat at his
desk in the editorial rooms next
morning. The door opened uncere-
moniously, and a girl, clad in dark

blue, stood before him. He smiled
slightly.
“Hah! The face I sa» in the

train,” he said, under his breath.

‘“Pardon me, but—er—are you the
—the——-17"

“Yes, I am ‘he’”

“Well, I have some manuscripts
here if you conld find time to
read——"

‘“ Stories ?”

“ Stories, a sketch, and a
poem.”

‘“Poems as a rule don’t count for
much these days.”

And the worthy editor, in spite of
the opinions he had aired on the train
Iaunched into a discouraging tirade
on the ills and disappointments of
authorship, poor remuneration, over-
crowded profession, ete. It was part

short

of his policy to first try the metal of
young writers in this way.
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“You would lbe surprised to learn
how many young women there are in
this city trying. to make a living by
writing.”

“But I don't intend to try.
tend to succeed.”

Mr. Chester smiled, and launched
again on the disadvantages of an un-
known namc )

“But my name is not entirely un-
known.”

“YWhat is
written for ?”

“Reba TForster. I write for The
Morning Review.”

“Oh, Miss Forster! Indeed! I
am very delighted to meet you, Miss

I in-

it ? TWhat have you

Forster ! I read your ‘Among the
Snow-drifts.’ I admire your style
very much. Yes, if you will leave

your manuscripts with me, I shall be
pleased to look at them.”

She was thinking how changed he
looked as he talked from the man
she had seen in the train. He had
one of those faces that do not yield
up their all at first sight. There
was a wealth of tenderness in those
eyes she had not seen at first—an al-
most womanly delicacy of feeling.
But there was a something peculiar,
you hardly knew whether it was in
the face or in the manner that gave
you the feeling that he bore the scar
of a deep sorrow. It might almost
have been the scar of a deep sin, but
she knew, as he talked of his paper
and its aims, that he was a most de-
voted Christian—one that would sac-
tifice to the life-blood.

‘“ And you must go, Miss Forster 7
 “Yes, I'm in a hurry this morning.
My address is 603 Barlow Street.”

“Well, possibly I may find some
occasion to talk to you about this
manuseript.  When would I be most
likely to fird you in.”

“I expect to be in and at work as
a rule every evening. I know no one
in the city, consequently no fear of
2 multiplicity of engagements.”

It was the following Saturday night,
and Miss Reba Forster sat curled up on
the foot of her bed looking rather more
thoughtful than happy. She had
been out most of the afternoon trying
to dispose of her remaining manu-
scripts. She had left most of them
in editors’ hands, but with very lit-
tle encouragement. The paper for
which she had been writing before
coming to the city was “full” for a
few weeks. A month’s room-rent in
advance, and a little store of provisions
(which, by the kind permission of the
landlady, she cooked on the kitchen
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stove), had made her purse uncom-
fortably flat. The room was bhare
as room could be—a bed, a chair, a
pile of books in the corner, and a
box with pen and ink. Altogether
it looked as if she were going to have
an evening of uncomfortable rumina-
tions.

A knock at her door.

“Zere’s a shentleman down-stairs,
miss, to see you,” said the landlord.

She descended the two fiights of
narrow stairs, while the frozzly head
of the bookbinder girl peered down
over the railing at her, and the open
door on the second flat revealed three
men guffawing over their cards.

She glanced through the railing
into the little gas-lit parlour, as she
came down. A fair Dbut massive
hand and a dark coat-sleeve rested
on the table.

‘“Good evening!
Miss Forster to-night ?”
Eric Chester.

“Very well, thank you; and how is
Miss Forster’s manuscript ?”

“ Business-like girl! Well I have
read everything you kindly submitted
{0 me. I was particularly pleased
with the story of the ‘ Broken Bridge.’
I shall use that right away. Il
send you a cheque early next week.
However, there are one or two para-
graphs I should like altered.”

And he proceeded with several cor-
rections, criticisms, etc.

“You say you are devoting your
whole time to literature ?”

“Yes, Mr. Chester.”

“Well, could you have this manu-
script ready by Monday evening ?”

“1 think so.”

“All right, I'll call for it then.
I’ll use it in one of the next week’s
issues.”

The object of his call was appar-
ently accomplished, but still he lin-
gered.

“Do you know, Miss Forster, I have
felt that I knew you ever since I read
your ‘Among the Snowdrifts.’ I
have wanted to see you. I was on
the point of writing to you several
times. I wondered what kind of strug-
gles you had had.”

There was something so sympa-
thetic in his face and manner, she
forgot the little box of a parlour
where they sat, she forgot her ill-
fitting serge, and her home-made
shoes, she forgot even the bodily
presence of the man beside her, and
before she knew it she was telling all
of her past life and surroundings.
She told him of her first writings,
her struggles and her rejections, and

And how is
asked Mr.
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the rapture of her first success. Then
her heart grew warmer still, and she
told him of her home, of the mills,
and the slashing, and the little cot-
tage on Sandy Knoll, of the westward-
looking window, with its view of the
quiet lake; the gorgeous sunsets, the
forests, and the hilis.

“Qh, it's beautiful! Beautiful!”
he exclaimed. “Go on'! Tell me
more. I can see it all. I can hear
the whistle of those quails. You
bring back the very breath of the
country.” .

He shaded his face with his hand as
he listened, and she showed him the
little knolls aglow with trilliums, and
the hollows with the violets, the stars
among the pine-top, the mill-stream
by the meadow, and, overshadowing
all, her beloved Ben Hor, with its
rugged slopes. Then she told him of
the saintly and patriarchal old grand-
father, but she did not tell him he was
McCarty’s cobbler. A sudden pride
checked her. After, when she knew
better the nobility of his heart, she
wondered why.

It was late when Eric Chester rose
to go.

“Do you not find this place a little
rough, Miss Forster ?”

“Well, I hardly see anything of it.
I am a roomer, not a bhoarder, you
know.”

‘“ Bohemianism with a vengeance !”

He dallied 2 moment with the glove
in his band.

‘“You are all alone, Miss Iorster.
If you are ever in need of a friend or
a friend’s advice, I shall be honoured
if you will feel free to look upon me
as such.”

“Thank you, Mr. Chester.”

‘“ And have you any special evening
at home ?”

She had not, but she made one on
the spur of the moment.

‘“ Thursday evening.”

“Good night.”

“Good night.”

There was a young lady in the third
flat of 603 Barlow Street, who forgot
the barrenness of her room that night,
and fell asleep with a quiet sense of
protection, human as well as divine.
The church bells next morning had a
familiar tone. She walked alone, but
she was not lonely. Some one walked
beside her in her thoughts. In the
great crowded congregation of stran-
gers, some one sat beside her, some
one's soul soared with hers as the
music bore her heavenward ; as she
worshipped and listened another soul
was stirred. But no one saw that

being. He moved only in her thoughts.
Once or twice she roused herself with
a startled air. What means this ?
These strange mnew thoughts that
come to her ? She was a girl with
a purpose—a purpose in which all
these thoughts could have no part.
Yet the thoughts were sweet, and she
fell to thinking them over again.

Monday found her hard at work all
day. But at evening her task was
done, and she was left to draw her
hair back in some stylish fashion. She
even fastened a ribbon on her neck
with an almost coquettish air, and
was wondering how she would look in
a soft, pearl grey like the one she had
seen to-day, and with costly furs.
about her neck, when the landlord an-
nounced a “shentleman below.”

The frozzly head of the bookbinder
girl was again visible through the
creaking doorway, and there was a
smothered te-hee-heeing as Reba de-
scended the stairs.

‘“ Manuscript ready, I see ?”

‘“ Yes, some hours ago, Mr. Chester.”

“I wonder if you will develop into-
one of those facile penned creatures
such as the editor of the Z—— paper
tells about ? He boasts of a woman
on his staff who, if called on for a
poem, produces a poem; a story,
produces a story; a character-
sketch, and the sketch is forthcom-
ing.

“I don’t think I have such wide-
spreading talents. I feel more and
more that I ought to give my time
wholly to stories. Poetry is only an
avocation with me, though, I believe
it is a higher art than mine.”

“I wish I had time to write my-
self,” he said, with a sigh, *“ but I
suppose it is not my mission, that is
outside the editorial columns.”

“You do write, though, don’t you ?”

“QOh, yes, occasionally, but not as
a man who gives his whole soul to it.
I wish you would tell me more of your
plans for the future.”

And she told him of her call to the
mission work, and her plans in that
line. She was so sure of his sym-
pathy ; he was so good, so conse-
cratéd, so noble. But a strange ex-
pression settled on his face as she
talked. He rose, paced the room rest-
lessly, without looking into her face.

“Do you know you are a fool?”
he asked, stopping  before  her
abruptly. A silence settled on the room
for a moment. Then she laughed
g.wkwardly, not knowing what else to

0.
“Don’t you knmow you are 2
genius ?” TG
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“You called me a fool a moment
ago. Are they the same ?”

She looked for a laughing reply, but
he was in no mood for trifling. That
brow was dark and stern.

“But I thought you were so inter-
ested in missions, ™Mr, Chester.”

“So I am. I devote a column of
our Saturday number solely to mis-
sions. I have been severely criticised
for it. I subscribe a hundred a year
to the work. More than that (and
he lowered his voice to a tender
pitch), I pray daily for God’s blessing
upon it. My best friend is a mission-
ary in the heart of Persia. ‘With
few exceptions, I have prayed daily
for that man for years. Do not mis-
take me. I am not talking against
missions, but against Reba Iorster
(pardon my using your Christian
name) being a missionary.”

“But what better is Reba Forster
than other girls, that her life should
not be sacrificed ?”

“She is a woman with a wonderful
gift, and the world needs her right
here. Her own country is crying for
such a woman with such a consecra-
ton. We have writers, and many of
them, but consecrated pens, at least
pens of power, are few to-day. Look
around you. See the labour slaves
in our streets. They are slaves, do
you believe it?  See the downtrod-
den of our city, the outcast woman,
the wronged child. Lift your pen for
these. You can use this beautiful
English language like a lute. Play
it—play it till the world weeps at its
melodies. There is a mighty work
for you here. Believe me, it is part
of my life-work to study young au-
thors, and put them in their place.
I see your place better than you do
yourself. You would make a
Frances Willard in other fields. And
here you give yourself to India'!
Think of the Saxon race. It's the
race that will rule the world.”

“But if everybody stays here, what
of the unsaved heathen ? Jesus him-
self said, ‘Go.” .

“Yes, and it is terrible to think
how we have misunderstood the Re-
deemer’s message. The Jews misun-
derstood the nature of His kingdom.
They sought purple and scarlet and
worldly thrones, and we have misin-
terpreted His command. We say all
should go or send. I say all should
g0. So long as there is an unsaved
man within sound of my voice, it is
my mission to go to that soul. But
the ‘Go’ does not necessarily mean to
Persia or Africa. I know God called
I be-

me to go to North America.
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lieve there are men called like my
friend to such fields as that of India,
but I do not believe God calls a liter-
ary genius to that work. I was
preaching o missionary sermon last
month at——"

“ Oh, are you a minister 7’ she in-
terrupted.

“ A—well, yes—I left the ministry
under very sad circumstances, though
I sometimes preach still.”

A strange look crossed his face, It
was as though he had been dealt a blow
that marred his handsome counten-
ance, as though a wild beast suddenly
struck him on the brow, and left the
print of its claws.

They talked on; he told her of the
monotonous life of the missionary, of
how she would lose her freshness and
her power ere yet it-was developed.
And she found no words to oppose
him. There was somecning about this
man that baffled her, silenced her. She
forgot to bhring out her best argu-
ments. She forgot to argue at all,
and was still. If he were only a
wicked man, she could lightly turn
him away. But the very sincerity
of this man startled her.

Eleven! Twelve! One! Two!
struck the city clocks that night, and
still Reba Irorster tossed restlessly
on a sleepless pillow. A strange
something hot and wild went pulsing
through her veins—something that
bounded and beat and throbhed. Was
she mistaken, after all? Was there
a great work here she was leaving
neglected ? Was it only youth’s
fevered dream ?  After all, she had
been young two years ago, a mere girl
of nineteen, to weigh the world’s
needs, and decide her place in it. Did
her own country really need her ? She
had never thought of it in that light
before. She had only thought of
staying at home to be famous and
wealthy and successful. She had
never heard the need of her native
land pleaded as it had been on those
lips to-night.

Yet what means all this? She had
been told dozens of times before that
she was throwing her life away. Oth-
ers had protested, “Let people of differ-
ent ability go, they will do the work
better.” But she had not heeded
these things. Indeed, she scarcely
heard them.

But now one man came, one pair of
eyes looked into hers, one voice
pleaded with her for an hour, aye,
perhaps but a half-hour, and she felt
bherself waver in her trust, doubt,
wonder, question. The very ground
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under her feet seemed breaking into
yawning chasms, the earth moved,
and she vras drifting—drifting—drift-
ing, whither ?

‘“0 God, save me, and show me Thy
way !n .

She tried to stop thinking and sleep.
One! came from the church clock in
the tower of Carmel Street. The
dark eyes were looking into hers—
that face, deep, mysterious, unfathom-
able. Then a thrill made her shrink
and tremble. Why was he so inter-
ested in her future? Would he
come some day and say, “I love you,
Reba, I love you ?”

Ah, she had shut those things out
of her life. “ There are other wo-
men to love,” she had said. “Let
others marry, let others plan pretty
homes, let others light their lamps at
evening, and lull their babes to rest.”

She thought she had shut these
things out of her life, but the truth
was, they had never come into it. And

now, if it should come, would it be
her duty to stay at his side ? She
felt, without knowing why, that his
place was here,

Thus she tossed and wondered, and
wondered and tossed, till she was
wider awake at two o'clock than she
had been at twelve. Was she really
the same Reba TForster? How
changed she felt in a single week!
If it were any other man, she knew
she would not be tempted. But this
man was a genius. He understood
her. No one else had ever done it.
She would never know his like again.

She knew it was fire she was play-
ing with. But, oh, the fire was so
alluring ! She longed to touch it,
lave in it, bathe in it. Why should
she not drink of the waters of love ?
There was no harm in tasting it while
she lived there in the city. After-
ward the forgetfulness, the sacrifice,
the pain.

(To be continued.)

LOVE’S LEADING.
BY AMY PARKINSON.

Not by the sunlit way which fondly once
I hoped to tread,—
The way where sweet flowers from the roadside smile,

And overhead

Joyous the carols sound of blithesome birds,—

Am I now led.

Shadow and silence brood above me, while

Of tangled weeds

A wildering mass, across the pathway spread,
Each step impedes ;

And I am weak and worn: yet o’er this road
'Tis Love that leads.

Yea, Love doth lead: and yet joy after joy

I leave behind,

Still to toil or where still at each new turn
New griefs I find ;—
Strange, strange this seems ; but Love can never be

In aught unkind,

He ne’er can be unkind, whose very Name

'Is tenderness.

He wounds to heal; He takes that He may give;
He chides to bless; .
And feels, Himself, with deep, compassionate pang,

My least distress.

0 Love! O Heart of sympathy supreme !
What great, glad thing
Shall T attain by reason of this path

Of suffering—

That Thou canst bear over its weary length
My feet to bring?

Nay: answer not. What needeth there that more
Revealed shall be?

The way is Thine, the end Thine own, Thysclf
Art leading me,—

And Thou art pitying Love. It is enough:

I trust in Thee.

Toronto.

————— ]
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THE SWORD OF THE LORD STILL EDGED.
THE APOLOGETIC VALUE OF THE OLD TESTAMENT.*

BY THE REV. J. T. L. MAGGS, B.A, D.D,
Principal Wesleyan Theological College, Montreal,

I

It is the mark of a wise apologetic
that it notices and understands the
tendencies of its time. There are
currents of thought which may be
utilized, drifts of feeling which carry
towards our goal, winds of doctrine,
in other departments of thought,
which may fill our sails. And
there are currents against which it is
a waste of energy to row, winds of
doctrine which can only be utilized by
the most skilful intellectual seaman-
ship. There are cycles of thought,
of intellectual tendency, of suscep-
tibility to certain intellectual influ-
ences. Sometimes we are in the
syllogistic age, sometimes in the in-
tuitional, sometimes in the critical,
and again in the constructive. So it
is our wisdom to detect the cycle that
is present or to come, and to lay aside
the argument that would have suited
only an age that is past.

Tiveale tpamefivar dbxipor—*Be ye ap-
proved money-changers” — discreet,
skilled in your bhusiness—is per-
haps the best attested saying of our
Lord outside the canonical books. Let
us be such in distinguishing true from
false, the coins of sterling value from
those which are but counterfeit.

But a wise money-changer will not
merely detect a fraud, he will not
heap upon the market and put into
circulation at a loss a depreciated cur-
rency, that may yet recover its value;
nor will he fail to put out the cur-
rency or the bonds that will com-
mand the present mind of the mar-
ket. Let us be discreet money-chang-
ers. There are coins of truth which
to-day may be depreciated, of genuine
metal, but out of favour ; let us with-
draw them till a day when they can
be circulated at their face value.
There are arguments to which the
present is susceptible; let us meet
the tendency with such arguments
from our treasury as it can most ap-

* A paper read at the Theological Con-
ference, Victoria University, Toronto,

November, 1901.

preciate and accept. Be ye ‘ fishers
of men”; but to be such successfully
we must use the bait belonging to the
month in which we fish.

In the defence of the Holy Scripture
the changed methods of modern
thought have necessitated a corre-
sponding change. Much of our fore-
fathers’ evidence is to-day a depre-
ciated currency, and may be laid aside,
not as though worthless, but as wait-
ing to recover value.

No one to-day makes his defence
of the Old Testament rest, as did our
fathers fifty years ago, on the miracles
contained in the books whose au-
thority is disputed, nor on the minute
details of the prophecies they con-
tain. I am disposed to believe we
may yet value these things more
highly, and find for them a more im-
portant place in the scheme of
truth. We may shrink from regard-
ing these things as raere impediments
to be abandoned on our forward
march. But we are living in an age
that is marked by a critical, not to
6ay suspicious, historic spirit, whose
philosophy is evolutionary, and which
seeks the verification and explanation
of things material and immaterial,
vital and non-vital, intellectual,
ethical, religious, under the suppo-
sitions involved in the terms develop-
ment and law. And in the spirit of
that true servant of the Lord Jesus
who could say, “I think I have the
mind of Christ,” and became *all
things to all men ” that he might save
some, the modern apologist ought so
to present his case that it may the
most effectively appeal to the men of
his own generation and to the spirit
of his time.

I propose to set before you some
of the reasons which may lead us,
apart from any accepted opinions on
matters of authorship and date to
regard the much disputed Old Testa-
ment as the product, record, and em-
bodiment of a supernatural revelation,
and as having in itself proofs of this
contention that are not inapplicable
to the thinkings of to-day. Then
one may glance hastily at the bearing
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of this permanent apologetic worth
in its relation to the truth in the Lord
Jesuy.,

It is not my purpose to argue from
the New Testament to the Old on the
assumption that the former 1is in-
spired. We will seek to avoid as-
sumption. Judaism and its record
stand on one side. The person of
Christ, the Church as a living sys-
tem, and the Christian records stand
on the other. These are two groups
of facts as to which, for the present,
we make no assumption, though we
may later ask the cause of any dis-
covered connection between them.
Bach canonical collection is to be re-
garded as the literary embodiment
of an impressive system of faith and
conduct, but neither is to be the guar-
antee of the inspiration and authority
of the other.

Let it also be borne in mind that
in such a review of the Old Testa-
ment the emphasis will lie on the
book itself, and not on the many
literary problems associated with the
book. The question, ‘‘ Does the Old
Testament convey to us a revela-
tion ?” is of far deeper significance
than the question whether this came
through a particular person and at
a particular time. Moreover, the
questions of date and authorship are
too rarely placed before us on the
simple basis of the Old Testament
testimony as to these matters. They
come to us through the tradition of
the Christian Church, and beyond that
there lies the uncritical tradition of
the Jewish Church. To unite the
question of the Old Testament as a
divine revelation, with a witness in
itself, to the whole body of Jewish
tradition, is to undertake not only an
impossible task, but also to expose the
main and only really important con-
tention to a risk of temporary un-
belief and rejection, a risk to which
no mortal has the right needlessly
to expose a truth. It is uot the in-
tention of this paper to accept as
essential or indisputable either the
critical or the traditional positions
as to date and authorship. I believe
that nothing that criticism will per-
manently establish is likely to make
dubious the revelation, or to endanger
its proof.

It must also be borne in mind that
as in Christianity, so in Judaism, the
system preceded the literature. Even

in a higher degree, in consequence of
the cruder literary conditions, did the
facts of Hebrew history and the ritual
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of the Mosaic economy play an im-
portant part in the discipline of the
people. We to-day are so immedi-
ately concerned with the literature,
and are so remote from the system,
that we are in danger of making the
issue exclusively literary. In the
course of this inquiry it will be im-
possible to entirely isolate the literary
from the historic and ritual, for the
reason that we are not dealing with
an abstraction, but with a growth.

Tt will follow from these conditions
that to some the argument will seem
cold, jejune, and uninviting. This
follows from the conditions laid down
for the investigation. There might
be a more glowing presentation if the
assumption of the inspiration of both
Testaments were freely conceded.
But there are reasons why the case
of the 0ld Testament should be stated
upon independent, and, so far, on un-
disputed grounds. The modern ten-
dency has been to regard the Old
Testament as practically dependent
for its evidence on the backward re-
flected light of the New Testament,
and to cut off the Old Testament as
not having an immediate power of
conviction for our generation.

This position has been too easily
consented to. What 1if the New
Testament should be assailed ? Must
it withdraw its support from its de-
pendent, or is the Old Testament an
independent ally, with forces of its
own? I am not sure that such a
condition of things is not approach-
ing. And I believe it will serve the
interests of the Gospel to argue—
though the argument should seem
cold—to argue that, without making
any claim on the inspiration and au-
thority of the New Testament, the
Scriptures of the older dispensation
have an inherent and permanent
apologetic value of their own. The
argument may not be mathematical
and demonstrative, but moral and
presumptive. That is the most that
can be claimed for reasoning on the
majority of subjects. Yet a moral
and presumptive argument may, as
the great Bishop Putler proved, be
enough to influence conduct, to enlist
just consideration, and to arrest judsg-
ment.

II. Looking, then, at the Old Testa-
ment as claiming to be the record and
embodiment, and so for after genera-
tion the channel of a divine revela-
tion, how far may its champion find
the evidence of these claims within
the book itseif ? He may justly




The Sword of the Lord Still Edged.

assert that to an extent that prob-

ably no other book can approach—the
New Testament alone excepted—the
Old Testament arrests attention and
produces, if not a conviction, yet an
impression of its more than human
character. The influence of the
scriptures of the great ethnic religions
may be admitted; there js no reason
to detract from such elements of
truth, of rays from ‘ the Light that
lighteth every man,” as they contain.
The fascination they have exercised
upon certain classes of modern minds
—however artificial and transitory it
may be—there is no gain in denying.
But the hold of the Bible has been not
merely upon the generations of Jews
and Christians, but upon other races;
even those possessed of their own
scriptures are receiving it, while their
own sacred books are yielding. This
is a phenomenon demanding explana-
tion, and the explanation will not lie
in the plane of merely natural or liter-
ary causes.
There are three elements in this
connection on which we will dwell.
1. The apologist will be justified in
contending that the views of God
which this book presents are not such
as are of merely human conception.
They are more exalted than man in
his weakness would be able to con-
ceive, higher in their character than
man in his moral disorder would de-
sire to conceive. Of this, more later.
2. So, tpo, the Old Testament bears
a relation to man in his individual
and ethical life that is suggestive of
supernatural elements. It knows
man in an extraordinary degree. It
understands and voices man’s need
of God, and this need it causes him
ever more deeply to feel, while it helps
him more earnestly to express it.
This could arise only from a sense
of something greater for which man
was created, and of some power needed
to satisfy those needs. To-day this
book ig still responsive to and expres-
sive of these depths of man’s nature.
The ecclesiastical system in which
the Old Testament arose, and which at
the same time it created, is, in the
judgment of the Christian world,
passed, superseded by its fulfilment.
In any case, that system has been
modified by the facts of history, and
controls but a small section of the hu-
Mman race, while the book, and the
Psalter in a euperlative degree, exer-
cises a wider influence than ever; still
responding to man’s inmost being, re-
vealing to man his own heart, giving
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form to his otherwise unshaped hopes,
giving an utterance he could not fash-
ion to his highest spiritual desires and
intensest spiritual aspirations. In
Coleridge’s famous word, the Bible

o finds ” man; is akin to him; while

it is greater, not merely than any-
thing of his ecreating could be, but
greater even than himself. It has
this strange witness, internal and un-
disturbed by any literary criticism,
wider than the limits of age or race,
of station or culture. One may specu-
late upon its influence over an unsul-
lied and unweakened nature, with
what light it would glow, to what
harmonies it would touch the chords
of life. But its power over our sin-
stained and indurated mnatures is
among the broad-based evidences of
its divineness.

When a book that is the embodi- .
ment of a revelation treads upon the
stage of human history, it must sub-
mit its claims to 4 new investigation,
and the Old Testament{ need not
shrink from this test. It moved
through the stretches of human his-
tory, and found its goal in a aew and
higher system, of which it claimed
to have been the preparation. The
history of the people to whom this
revelation first came is explicable on
the theory of such a purpose and
destiny ; best explicable, if not solely
explicable, in this 1light., The re-
ligious system of the Old Testament
is  wvitally connected with the
separating of the Jewish people from
the surrounding nations and their
heathenism, and in leading them from
a vague theism to a true ethical
monotheism, whose God is sole, self-
existent, holy, and gracious. The
course of that spiritual development
included the sojourn in Egypt, the
isolation of the desert, a residence in
the comparative seclusion of Palestine
till the land was opened and became
the battle-ground of great world em-
pires, the transportation to Babylon,
and the recall of the people to the
land of promise,

Yet through all these varied and
seemingly contradictory processes the
people was being fitted for its con-
nection with what is at least a great
fact of the world’s history, the origin
of the Christian Church. History,
whether blindly and through a for-
tunate stumbling or under a divine
control, was producing suited con-
ditions for the inauguration of the
new era, Even the very blunders
of men seemed subservient to this re-
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sult, as the blindness of the Rabbis
led to the crime of the crucifixion, but
also to all the impulses and forces—
emotional, ethical, spiritual, call them
by what name you will—which flowed
from that great cardinal fact, ang
issued in the world’s conquest by the
cross.

It seems to me impossible to stand,
say, at the dividing line marked by
the reign of Augustus, to look back
at the interlocking of the Hebrew
Seriptures with the history of the
Jewish people, and then to mark the
interlocking of the two systems
which stand on either side of that
dividing line, without admitting either
a divine control of history and a
divine influence upon the book—or
else, assuming the blindness of the
world’s history, being confounded by
its seeming wisdom, resourcefulness,
and masterful issue, and by the in-
soluble problem of such irrational in-
telligence and skill.

III. It is usually regarded as a fair
test that a man should judge a move-
ment, a system, or an institution—and
the Old Testament, with its associ-
ated religion, may be regarded as
each of these—by the nature of its
development and the character of its
influence. Does it contain forces in-
ducing improvement or degeneration?
Does it permit its environment to
master it for its ill, or does it rise
superior to its environment ? Has
it resources by means of which it
moves forward to a higher plane of
vision and wider sphere of activity ?
And are these forces and resources
such as proclaim the connection of the
system either with a transcendent or
immanent supernatural life ? A ver-
dict upon an institution—be it book or
philosophy or church—which was de-
cided by such inquiries, could not be
lightly impeached. And to such
tests the Old Testament may be sub-
mitted with confidence.

The inquiry may take two lines,
which may be called the doctrinal
and the ethical.

Consider first the relation of the
Old Testament to the fundamental
question of all religion—the concep-
tion of God. Now, the idea of God
was not imparted at one gift, by one
revealing act, to the mind of man.
The opening words of the Epistle to
the Hebrews that God spake, woluuspuwg
#at molvrpowwg—< by divers portions and in
divers manners,” are the expression
of a truth wonderfully exemplified in
the Hebrew religion. Now and

again a believer in Christianity caught
the significance of the principle so
Jaid down, as did Irenaeus when he
wrote “non pauci gradus qui ducunt
hominem ad Deum ”—*the steps
which lead men to God are not a few.”
But till the advent, of much quite
modern thinking the significance of
the inspired assertion was generally
overlooked. From dimmer to clearer,
from more rudimentary to more de-
veloped, from material figures to
spiritual conceptions—such has been
the direction in which the movement
of thought has lain.

To attempt anything like a proof of
this position, with the needed quota-
tions, would demand a treatise, not
a paper, and only the barest outlines
of the argument can be here sketched.
We find at first a general conception
of God as powerful, probably the
earliest and most widely diffused.
“R], Elohim, Eloah,” are the words
expressive of that mightiness which
spoke in the thunder, the tornado, and
the torrential tropical rain. To the
patriarchs He was known as Elyon
and El Shaddai, names expressing the
exaltedness and almightiness of the
God who was the friend of Abraham.
The name Adonai suggests a further
development of thought, a conception
of God as not merely powerful and
exalted and a strong friend, but as
one ruling and controlling, sitting as
Lord, and ruling in His might, One
to whom the interests of His creation
must be known and are an object of
concern—a deeper conception than was
involved in the previous names.

At the time of the Exodus there
emerged into the light of a fuller
recognition the great covenant name
of Jahveh, or more euphonically, in
its older guise, Jehovah, the God
whose revelation was wrapped up in
His name, “I am that I am.”
As Dr. Davidson (Hastings’ Dict.
Bib, Vol. 2, p. 199) reminds
us, this could hardly have
been an absolutely new name, but one
now receiving a deeper significance.
It is hardly described fairly as the
name of the national God, as though
it were the outcome of national needs
and culture; it was rather the name
of a God who had become national by
His own choice of the people, and by
the covenant He had made with them.
He was not merely invested with
physical and administrative attributes,
but with metaphysical and ethical
ones. His name becomes associated
with the very idea of existence.
Either He is to be regarded as a God
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whose existence is not caused, but
essential, before all cause and the root
of all being,—He is that He is; or
else a God who will be eternally and
unchangingly true to the people He
has chosen, and the purpose that Ho
wills—He will be what He will be.
Upon this base the later revelation
rests. Before long He is known as
Jehovah of Hosts, a name expressive
of the breadth of His dominion and of
the multitude of the executants of His
purpose, wihether the hosts be the
armies of the covenant people, of the
stars that fight in their courses against
His foes, or of the hosts of heaven,
“thrones or dominions or principali-
ties or powers.”

There lay beyond this another con-
ception of God, deeper, more philo-
sophical, more ethical, given in that
later name of Secripture, “the Holy
One of Israel.” God was holy, ie,
separate—separate from the works of
His hand, not involved in the universe
He had created—separate from the
personal existences He had called
into being, yet personal as they were
—separate from the evil of the world
that had entered contrary to His
design, holy in the deepest ethical
sense as being separate from all evil,
“of too pure eyes to behold iniquity.”
Such was the Holy One of Israel.
This conception of God was of One
transcending the infirmity of our per-
sonality, and separate from all evil,
and yet it regarded Him as the God of
a nation so compassed with error, in-
firmity, and transgression as the chil-
dren of Israel.

This marked an advance of doctrinal
conception which, from one aspect,
is not surpassed in the region of
01d Testament theology. There had
been an earlier distinct and note-
worthy movement when the truth was
learned that Jehovah, the Covenant
Lord, was not merely one who would
champion Israel’s cause in all cir-
curnstances. That is the conception
of a national God. But the prophet has
advanced from that to the idea of an
ethical God, to whom righteousness is
sacred, and they had correctly inter-
preted the blows and punishments that
had fallen upon the people in the
times of their rebellion and apostasy.
God was not an unrighteous God, of
whom the children of Abraham, His
Friend, were the pampered clients
who found defence in all circum-
stances, of right or wrong. And His

dealing with other nations rested on
the same basis of righteousness. He

held in abhorrence, as Amos SO
strongly asserted at the beginning of
his prophecy, the oppressions and
cruelties of other nations. He was
God and Judge over them, and treated
them, as He treated His chosen peo-
ple, on the principles of righteous-
ness. Therefore He was not the God
of one people, but of all, of the
Hebrew, but not less of the Gentile.
That was a great advance iz the
theological thought of the human
race. But it was the complement and
fruition of this truth that still, to
the people of His choice, the execut-
ants of His saving counsel, He stood
in a yet closer relation, though not
less ethical; He was the Holy One of
Israel,

Now it may be contended that all
this may be accounted for on the
theory of a merely natural, evolution-
ary development of human thought.
It muet be confessed that a religion
capable of rising to such high con-
ception must have contained within
it forces, intellectual and spiritual,
of no common order; pointing, it
might be contended, to no simply hu-
man origination. Granted the exist-
ence of these powers, had there been
an environment favourable to their
development, such a theory might at
least have claimed consideration. But
the day is long since passed for at-
tributing this development to an in-
nate tendency to monotheism in the
Semite mind, This family of the
human race equally with others ten-
ded to polytheism, and the descent of
Irsael thereinto was only prevented,
and that with difficulty, by the pro-
phetic ministry and a divine and pain-
ful discipline, This exalted theology
was not the issue of a race tendency.

So far from the tendency account-
ing for this clarifying and exalting of
thought, it simply emphasizes the
supernatural process. The religion of
Israel maintained and perfected its
existence in spite of environment, It
separated itself from the polytheistic
idolatry of Mesopctamia. It was un-
vanquished by the polytheistic wor-
ship—with so much that was impres-
sive in its theory of the after life—
which for generations surrounded it
in Bgypt. It entered upon a inherit-
ance in Canaan, where every high hill
seemed devoted to some local deity,
and where a multiplicity of nations
brought a multiplicity of gods, many
associated with rites only too attrac-
tive to human nature and the hot
Semitic blood. Yet in spite of this
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environment, stage by stage to greater
purity and luminosity, step by step to
an  ever-widening outlook, the Old
Testament conception of God pro-
ceeded. A book which recorded and
embodied, which alike mediated and
is the outcome of this great develop-
ment, has a permanent apologetic
value of its own.

And there vibrates within the book
a yet further revealing of the Eternal.
The book has eclements which point,
at any rate, in the direction of dis-
tinctions within the Godhead. I
quote the words of Dr, A. B. David-
son. ‘While repudiating the use of
the Old Testament as an authority by
which these distinctions can be
proved, he holds there are passages
which “are suggestive, if nothing
more. The angel of Jehovah is at
once identical with Jehovah, yet
different from Him. In Ezekiel and
later prophets there is a movement
toward hypostatizing the Spirit of
God. The ‘Word’ of God is some-
times spoken of as if it had an ob-
jective existence, and possessed a
native power of realizing itself.
Wisdom is His architect in creation,
for creation is only the Divine wisdom
realizing itself. And as one work of
creation arises after another em-
bodying it, its self-realization is as if
it ‘played’ before Jehovah, and this
play of self-expression was most joy-
ous in the moral economy of man.
Whether the ‘servant of the Lord’
be a true being, or only a conception
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personified into a being, he may be de-
fined as the Word of God incarnated
in the seed of Abraham. And if even
the loftiest Messianic conceptions of
the Old Testament remain short of the
idea that God ‘became’ man, yet in
Isajah ix. 1, 7, Jehovah is manifested
in the fulness of His being in the
Messianic King.”

I do not propose to regard these
words as a demonstration of the Trini-
tarian doctrine in the Old Testament;
that is not the apologist’'s task. Nor
do I argue from the New Testament
on the assumption of its inspiration
that this seeming preparation is there-
fore divine. I would take each set of
writings as a mere expression of re-
ligious thought. But I do so to ask
how can we, on a purely naturalistic
basis, explain the fact that two re-
ligions, with a gulf of centuries, of
language, and largely of race, between
them, do so answer to each other ?
How strange is it, on a purely rational-
istic theory, that these suggestions,
lying latent for so long, should in a
later age and on the soil of Greek
speech and philosophy, take the form,
so full of spiritual and devotional
force, that they do in the Christian
system. That the system of the Old
Testament skould be palpitating with
such undeveloped tihought is a phe-
nomenon that is haunted by the pos-
sibility—may I not say, the prob-
ability ?—that the system and the
book are divine.

THE WISE MAN’S ADVANTAGE.
A PARABLE FROM KRUMMACHER.)

VERSIFIED BY LEWIS FREDERICK STARRETT.

With his favourite pupil, Sadi, Hillel walked one pleasant night
In the cool of early evening when the moon was shining bright.

And they passed a man who, sitting on a new-made grave, did weep.
*Canst thou tell me who,” said Sadi, ¢“doth so sad a vigil keep?”

Hillel answered, ““It is Zadoc, who is mourning for his son;
He was blessed with many children ; now, alas! he hath not one.”

Sadi said, ¢ Yet men esteem him as an upright man and wise;
Cannot, then, the good man’s wisdom solace for his grief devise?”

““Sorrow,” Ilillel said, ‘‘respecteth neither station, sex nor age,
That which cometh to the simple cometh also to the sage.”

¢ But if both of them be subject to the same relentless rule,
What advantage,” questioned Sadi, ‘‘hath the wise man o’er the fool 2”

*“ Though his tears the earth do water,” Hillel answered, ¢‘notice how
Up to Heaven's bright vault above him steadfastly is turned his brow.”
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WesLEY'S BICENTENARY—IOW SHALL
WE CELEBRATE 177

On the 17th of June, 1903, will be
celebrated throughout the world the
hicentenary of the death of John
Wesley. The historians agree that no
work of the eighteenth century was
more fruitful of grandest results than
his. If you ask for his monument,
look around. The thirty millions of
Methodists who rise up and call him
blessed and the many millions who
have gone home in triumph to the
sky—these are the result and the re-
ward of his labours.

In what way can this epoch-marking
event be best commemorated in Can-
ada ? It occurs too soon after the close
of the century to repeat the mighty
movement which laid a million and
a quarter of dollars as a thank-offer-
ing on the altar of God; but some
worthy commemoration of this event
should take place.

One form of it we think should be
such a study of the life and character
of this great man as will make him
more real to us, especially to the
young people among us, than he has
ever been before. It shows the march
of the world onward and upward to-
wards a higher civilization that not
any of the great warriors of the
times, not a Marlborough or a Wolfe,
is chronicled as its greatest man,
though crowned with the laurels of an

empire and dowered with a dukedom
and eternized in bronze or marble in
Westminster Abbey. Not these, but
this plain Methodist preacher who
never owned a hundred pounds at one
time in his life, yet gave away thirty
thousand pounds earned with his pen;
who, like his Master before him, had
scarce a home to call his own, so
ceaseless were his journeyings. He is
the man whom historians and philoso-
phers like Macaulay and Lecky delight
to honour as the greatest moral force
of the age.

MisstoNs AND COLLEGES.

But we should not let our enthusi-
asm evaporate in talk., We should aim
at some practical result. Two great
objects stand out conspicuously Dbe-
fore us—Christian missions and the
endowment of our universities. Nei-
ther of these objects received the aid
which was expected from the Twenti-
eth Century offering. That was largely
directed to the payment of church
debts. The result of this is felt in the
great saving of interest and emanci-
pation of the churches from the death
grip of the mortgages by which they
were fettered. They will now be able
to take part in another forward move-
ment,

The best bank of the Missionary So-
ciety is the perennial sympathy and
co-operation and good will of the
Methodist people of Canada. On this
they can draw with ever larger re-
sults year after year. But if a re-
serve could be created which would *
enable the society to carry on its work
like that of the Woman’s Missionary
Society, with funds in hand, and thus
save a large expenditure of interest,
it would be an unspeakable blessing.

Our colleges and universities failed
to receive the help from the Twenti-
eth Century Fund which was hoped
for, wilich they urgently needed and
richly deserved. Here is an opportu-
nity to come to their aid, to create
such an endowment as shall enable
them to pay their debts, to more ade-
quately meet the demands of the
opening century, and to expand with
the expansion of our country. They
cannot expect a large annual offering
of hundreds of thousands like the Mis-
sionary Society. They need some great
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concerted movement to create a per-
manent endowment. What better time
for such a movement than the bi-
centenary of that great man, one of
the foremost scholars of his age, who
gave to Methodism its origin in the
first university of Burope. '

It is not too soon to forecast what
form this celebration shall take, We
shall be glad to receive suggestions
from our Dbrethren, clerical and lay,
on this important subject. Our Gen-
eral Superintendent is profoundly im-
pressed with the importance of the
occasion. The subject is worth the
consideration and action of the ap-
proaching General Conference. But
much thought and prayer and com-
parison of ideas should be given it
before the meeting of that assembly.

MEeTHODISM AT THE WORLD'S FaAIR.

One form that has suggested itself
to us is an adequate and worthy re-
presentation of universal Methodism,
especially of Methodism in Czn-
ada and the United States, at the ap-
proaching World’s Fair in the city of
St. Louis in 1903. 1t is intended that
a great building shall be specially
erected for an exhibit of the religious
progress of the world during the nine-
teenth century. Our Methodist friends
in the States are proposing a special
Meth~dist department.

An adequate exhibit of the century’s
achievement in missions, in educa-
tion, in publishing, in church exten-
sion, in Sunday-school and Epworth
League work would be an eyc-opener
to the millions who will throng that
great assembly. It would be such a
demonstration of the vnity and solid-
arity and enormous development of
our beloved Methodism as the world
has never seen before. Our own modest
exhibits at the Paris World’s Fair
have already brought us wide recog-
nition. The exhibits of our Sunday-
school and other publications pro-
cured the diplomas for .arked pro-
gress in the higher life of the nation.
But still grander results will flow
from a more adequate presentation of
the vast and varied work of Method-
ism in the approaching assembly of
the nations of the world.

Furrin tHE PLEDGES.

It was a very influential drputation
that waited upon the Ontiario Govern-
ment to urge upon it the duty of ful-
filling its pledges to enact prohibitory
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legislation so soon as it was shown to
be within its province. The speeches
on that occasion gave no uncertain
sound. After, on behalf of the Tem-
perance Committee of the Methodist
General Conference, citing the pledges
made by the Government. Dr. Breth-
our read its respectful request, viz.,
the fulfilment of the Government's
promises by the introduction at the
approaching session of the Legisla-
ture of a bill to prohibit the liquor
trafiic to the extent of its ascertained
powers.”

No less pronounced is the opinion of
the Woman’s Christian Temperance
Union as follows :

“We respectfully demand that as
soon as possible the present Govern-
ment honourably redeem the promises
referred to and place the leading Pro-
vince of this Dominion in the position
she desires to assume on this ques-
tion.”

SmaLn wiaJorrties Rene?

The opinion is expressed by some
good and wise men that, after the nu-
merous popular declarations on this
subject, still another vote should be
taken, and that this to be valid should
at least have a majority of two-thirds
of the votes cast. We fail to see
either the wisdom, or righteousness,
or propriety of this view. Under our
system of popular government majori-
ties must rule. If a bare majority can
overthrow a government, can change
an entire fiscal system, can adopt far-
reaching political or commercial
policies, why should not a majority of
the votes decide this g..at moral
question ? Must the barest fraction
over one-third of the voters defeat the
expressed wishes of all but a fraction
of two-thirds of the voters ?

“The purpose of good government,”
said Mr. Gladstone, ‘is to make it
easy to do right and difficult to do
wrong.” Certainly this is the object
of the temperance legislation. Shall
the liquor traffic, the cause of three-
fourths of the pauperism, and crime
and vice of the community, be the
only privileged institution in the
country that must be fenced around
and guarded by a provision that one
vote in its favour is as good as two
votes against it ? We know that the
liquor traffic, with its greed of gain.
with its base and venal allies, will
fight for its life, and enlist every
means, fair or foul, to defeat temper-
ance legislation of any and every sort
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—partial restrictions as well as total
prohibition. It endeavours to evade
the law as it is. Illicit sales, even with
liberal license, cannot be prevented.
It will endeavour to evade prohibition,
and would endeavour to do it were
nine-tenths of the vote of the country
in favour of it. By all means create
a Christian conscience on the subject,
but do not handicap and hamper the
efforts of the friends of temperance
who wish to save their country, and
its boys and girls, God’s best gift to
Canada, from the pernicious and de-
structive temptations which, under the
protection of the law, assail them on
every side.

Tine Svspay Car Vork.

When the quiet of our Christian
Sabbath was filched from us in To-
ronto, and hundreds of our fellowmen
were compelled against their con-
sciences to work long hours upon the
Lerd’s Day, the Sabbath did not ge.
the protection of a demand for a two-
thirds vote in favour of Sunday cars.
On the contrary, a greedy company
was permitted to bring on the vote at
a season of the year most favourable
to their designs. and it is notorious
that much frauwd and guile were em-
ployed to carry their ends; and the
snap verdict once obtained could
never be reversed. No, let us stand
by that palladium of British liberty,
the just and equal principle, that ‘ ma-
jorities must rule.” If the liquor in-
terest can command the majority of
votes in their support, the temperance
poeple must submit. If the friends of
temperance can command a majority,
and the larger the better. then their
rights and their demands for the pro-
tection of home and fireside should be
respected.

We know no other criterion by
which the public questions can be de-
cided in this free Canada of ours. If
majorities shall not rule, who shall
decide what percentage of the votes
is necessary, whether three-fifths or
two-thirds or three-fourths or nine-
tenths or what ? Any principle but
that “ majorities must rule” seems to
us to involve insuperable difficulties.

Forwarn.

The eyes of the world are fixed
upon our country at this crisis. Mani-
toba and the other provinces are wait-
ing to see what the premier province
of the Dominion will do. Our states-
men have such an opportunity as sel-
dom comes to any man or nation.
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They may, like Moses, speak to the
people that they go forward and lead
them from a bondage worse than that
of Egypt into a liberty greater than
that of Canaan. They may, like Caleb
and Joshua, say there are giants in
the land, there are fenced cities to be
taken, the Anakim are there, but we
be well able to go up and possess the
land. Or they may, like the recreant
and craven spies, report that the en-
emy are too many and too strong for
them, and ow country, having come
to the very borders of the promised
land, may be condemned to wander in
the wilderness for long years. We be-
lieve the Government will fulfil its
pledges to the people, will live up to
its promises and its forward temper-
ance policy. We have no reason to
doubt or distrust it till it refuses.

A Monarn VicTory.

We heartily rejoice in the victory
eained for temperance and morality

+ the defeat of Mr. William Maclean
in bis candidature for the mayoralty
of Toronto. We have no personal ac-
quaintance with Mr, Maclean, we
speak of him omly on his public rec-
ord. For many years The World news-
paper, of which he is the editor, has
been, in our judgment, the enemy of
all righteousness—has been ou the
wrong side of every moral question.

Mr. Maclean during his campaign
made the following Dboast: * The
‘World got the people of Toronto Sun-
day cars. The World, single-handed,
has practically beaten out the prohibi-
tion craze within the past month.”

The verdict of the people on Janu-
ary 6 was his answer. A more crush-
ing defeat has seldom been given any
public man. It is pretty certain that
the entire liquor interest, with all the
roughs and toughs associated there-
with, did their best to elect the editor
of The World mayor of Toronto. But
Mr. Maclean declared that the preach-
ers were all against him. We are
willing to accept his statement. His
tremendous defeat can show what the
moral sentiment of Toronto can do.
Let temperance workers take courage
from this verdict. There are yet
many thousands who have not bowed
their knee to the Baal of the liquor
traffic. And when the great fight om
the prohibition question comes, as
come it will, we have confidence that
no combination of The World, the
Flesh and the Devil can defeat the-
temperance sentiments of the Prov-
ince of Ontario.
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Mres. Lucey Riber MEYER.

The Deaconess movement has early
allied itself with the powerful aid of
literature. Tor several years it has
had its own organ, The Deaconess Ad-
vocate, an ably edited and well illus-
trated monthly, which has much the
largest circulation in the world of any
similar periodical. The original con-
tributivns, tales and sketches of the
editor, Mrs. Lucy Rider Meyer, and
the assistant editor, Miss Isabelle
Horton, give this a literary character
rare in sach periodicals. Mrs. Jane

T

MRS, LUCY RIDER MEYER.

Bancroft Robinson, Henry Wheeler
and Mrs. Meyer have published admir-
able books on the Deaconess move-
ment. Mrs, Meyer, in the article which
we reprint in part from The Meihodist
Review, has contributed the first re-
view article by any deaconess upon
this great movement. But Canada has
been first, as usual, in presenting this
subject by admirable articles by Miss
Mary S. Daniel, B.A., and more re-
cently by Miss Herton in this maga-
zine. A new book on the Deaconess
movement has also just been issued
by the Methodist Book Concern of
Cincinnati. Mrs. Lucy Rider Meyer,

M
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whose portrait we present herewith,
has the high honour of being the
mother of the Deaconess work in the
United States. Only fourteen years ago
this great movement was begun, and
to-day there are in that church
eighty-two Deaconess Institutes ang
twenty-eight stations, centres »f work
but not of training, with 786 deacon-
esses and probationers.

The first part of Mrs. Meyer’s article
recites the history of the Order of
Deaconesses in the Primitive Church
in the Roman Catholic and Reform
Churches, and more recently its re-
vival by Pastor Fliedner, Xaisers-
werth. As these aspects of the work
have already been succinctly treated
in this magazine, we beg to refer our
readers for Mrs. Meyer’s fuller treat-
ment to The Methodist Review for Oc-
tober-November, 1901,

In the death of Dr. James Robert-
son, Superintendent of Presbyterian
Missions in the Northwest, our sister
Church has lost a faithful and devoted
servant. His untiriag 2eal has con-
tributed greatly to the extension of
the Gospel throughout the great
Northwest of Canada. Dr, Robertson
in one of his reports spoke of a mis-
sionary who walked every Sunday
seventeen miles on the railway ties.
Another, hearing of a new settlement,
ot blankets and food, and packed
them on his back seventy miles over
a rough mountain trail to minister to
the wants of his newcomers. Another,
who could preach only fortnightly on
account of the enormous extent of his
field, printed his sermons and sent
them to all the families whom his
voice could not reach.

Our Presbyterian friends are follow-
ing our Methodist example in the * ay
of organizing deaconess work. It is
proposed to use the Ewart Training
Home in this city for that purpose.

On the last Sunday of the year in
every Wesleyan church and Sunday-
school in the United Kingdom collec-
tions were taken up to complete the
Million Guinea Fund—=3$500,000 was
needed for this purpose; $400.000 is
already reported. The million guineas
will soon be reached, the largest sum
ever collected By any Church in Eng-
land, and ouly surpassed by the $20-
000,000 Twentieth Century Fund of the
M. E. Church of the United States

$15.000.000 of which has been already
pledged.
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A SAINT OF THE

LY MRS, W,

* How bright thesc glorious spirits shine !
Whence all their white wrray ?
tTow came they to the blissful scats
Of everlasting day ?

VIEARLY all the friends
who early journeyed
with the late Mrs. John
Ross, of Brockville, hav-
ing reached home before
her, it remains with me,
her daughter-in-law, to bear loving
tribute to her memory. This I do,
not merely because I loved her and
admired the strength of her character
and the beauty of her life, but because
ghe was one of the remarkable women,
one of “ the elect ladies” of the past
generation, who helped to make the

NINETEENTH CENTURY.

TUE LATE MRS, JOIN ROSS,

. ROSS,

“ Lo! these are they from sufferings great,
Who came to realms of light
And in the blood of Christ have washed
Those robes which shine so bright.”

Church and the womanhood of the
Church what they are to-day, and
whose name should have an honourable
and abiding place in the annals of our
Methodism.

In a little sketch, prepared for the
satisfaction of her children, she writes,
“I was born in July, 1824. My par-
ents were Christians of the most de-
cided type. Two or three years after
my birth the first Methodist church
was built in Brockville, which was
then but a small village. While in
course of erection, services were held
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in the second story of my father's
commodious dwelling, which had been
left unfinished for the purpose. My
father was very active in church
duties, holding the positions of local
preacher, class-leader, choir-master,
and Sunday-school superintendent.

“ Learning to read fluently at four
years of age, 1 was early taught the
Scriptures, and was so young when I
first found Christ as my Saviour, I
cannot remember the time when I be-
came a child of God. I can recollect
well, when I was very small, my
mother taking me into her bedroom,
where I joined in her prayers that I
might early be numbered among God’s
people.”

This was the beginning of that
beautiful Christian life which grew
and developed with her mnatural
powers. Many years after this, when
almost broken-hearted .over the loss;of
her little daughter, she again writes:
‘“ While listening to that man of God,
the Rev., James Caughey, I felt there
was a higher life to which I had not
attained—a rest of faith, and so I
sought it diligently, When con-
scious that I had consecrated all to
God, I seemed to hear whispered in
-1y ear, “Peace be still,” and sud-
denly there was a great calm. I felt
that God had spoken and given me his
peace, which has never left me, I
shall never be free from mistakes and
innumerable imperfections, but not
being intentional, the death and merit
of my Redeemer continually avails in
my behalf.”

Mrs. Ross inherited, from an edu-
cated ancestry, a love for knowledge,
which was fostered by her parents,
who gave tieir daughters the best
education the country afforded. She
and her sister were among the first
pupils whko attended “ Upper Canada
Academy,” which had just been opened
under the auspices of the Methodist
Church. The scholarly and cultured
Dr. Matthew Richey was then princi-
pal. It was a great disapjointment
when, in 1841, the Academ; changed
to “ Victoria College,” and ]idies were
excluded ; however, she r.turned to
Cobourg and entered the boarding-
school opened by the talened wife of
one of the professors. So lighly were

the advantages of the Academy prized
that in after years it was a =atisfac-
tion to send her sons to the ola school
where friendships had been fo.wmed
which had enriched her whole life.
Of those who were with Mrs. Ross at

“ Ty
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the Academy, I only know of two who
are still with us—the Honourable
Senator James Aikins and Mr. James
Adams Mathewson, of Montreal, The
following, written at this time, is in-
dicative of much : “ As my dearest
friend lived in Halifax, our correspon-
dence had to be very limited, for a
letter to that distant city cost half a
dollar—too much for school-girls to
spend very often.”

Soon after returning from school
she was married to Mr. John Ross, of
Brockville, a Christian gentleman and
a prosperous merchant. Of like tastes
in music and literature, their home-
life for twenty-five years was almost
ideal. “ Given to hospitality,” the
family were seldom without visitors,
but the Methodist preachers, whether
from the city or the backwoods, were
ever the guests of honour. At four or
five Conferences Mrs. Ross entertained,
with great pleasure, six and eight
ministers during the entire sessions,
among them such men as the Rev.
Dr., Hannah and Dr. Jobson, delegates
from England, and Dr. Robingon Scott,
from Belfast College, Ireland.

Soon after my own marriage, the
Rev. Dr. Morley Punshon, our own
never-to-be-forgotten Dr, Nelles, the
saintly I. B. Howard, and dear Father
Douse, were guests, and my father, the
Rev. Dr. Williams, added to the num-
ber when he could steal away from the
duties of the entertaining pastor.

At that time the Church was con-
fronted by many and difficult prob-
lems, yet they were a merry company.
‘What keen argument, pleasantry, and
wit flashed to and fro through the
dinner hour or at night, when the
work of the day was over. The
beneticial effects of their visits, educa-
tionally, were much prized for herself
and the family.

All too soon the happy, unbroken
yvears passed, clouds and tempests be-
gan to gather. In 1868 and 1869 AMrs.
Ross was called to part from her be-
loved husband and second son, a lad
on the verge of manhood. She writes
of this time: ‘“ How little we know
how much the heart can bear and not
break.” The thought is again re-
peated when, some years later, she lost
her youngest son. Yet her confidence
in God remained unshaken.

1t is impossible to write of the many
activities, which brought forth abun-
dant fruit in many lives. The im-
portant positions of class-leader, presi-
dent of Ladies’ Aid, Woman’s Mission-




Let Down Your Nets.

ary Society auxiliaries, W. C. T. U,
and kindred societies, she filled with
distinguished ability and success.

For ten years she belonged to the
great army of “shut-ins,” being con-
fined by rheumatism to a wheeled
chair, yet she was never idle, always
working for others, either with the
needle or the pen.

Devoted to the interests of the Wo-
man’s Missionary Sociely, she was
ever seeking to extend iis influence by
organizing auxiliaries or increasing
the circulation of its periodicals.
Mrs. Ross had been early trained to
prize the church papers, for The Guar-
dian had been a visitor in her father’s
home from its first publication.

Especially interested in missionary
work among Roman Catholics, she
wrote many leaflets, such as, “ Why
Are We Protestants 77 “ What Do
Protestants Believe 7 “ The Virgin
Mary,” and others of like nature.
With the help of friends these and
thousands of spiritual tracts were dis-
tributed during these years of shut-in
life. St. Francis de Sales writes:
“The one greatest joy this world can
give is to win a soul for God.” This joy
she had, for now and again she would
hear from those who had found Christ
through her written words.

This joy was necessary to support
and comfort her through the long
wearisome days and nights of pain,
and she would often recite the lines:

LET DOWN

Launch out into the deep,

In that gracious after-season
I shall know,

When the clouds that now enfold me
Outward flow,

Why it was the way was thorny
Rough and steep,

Leading often through the darkness
And the deep.

Alas! once again the depths were
sounded in the passing of her oldest
son, on whose strength, love and devo-
tion she had leaned for so many years.
Of this crushing blow she writes : “ So
confident had I been that God would
answer my prayer, that he might be
spared {o me, that when he was really
gone I could pray no more. I felf
that prayer was useless, but I came to
see thay while I had oanly asked for
him life, God had granted him life
everlasting.”

For three years longer Mrs. Ross
remained with us. Always busy, al-
ways bright and cheerful, but. ever
longing with a great intensity for the
time when the Master should say,
“It is enough.” Almost thé last
words were, ¢ Come, Lord Jesus, come
quickly.” On the second day of Octo-
ber, 1901, the longing was satisfied,
the heart’s desire granted, ‘ she
sweetly fell on sleep.”

« Thy years of heaven will all ewrth’s little
pain make good.”

YOUR NEIS.

The awful depths of a world’s despair :

Hearts that are breakin

and eyes that weep,

Sorrow and ruin and death are there ;
And the sea is wide, and the pitiless tide
Bears on its bosom—away,
Beauty and youth in stern unruth
To its dark abyss for aye—for aye;

But the Master's voice comes over the sea,

‘“ Let down your nets for a draught” for me!
He stands in our midst on owr wreck-strewn strand,
And sweet and royal is His command.

His pleading call
Is to each—to all;

And whenever the royal call is heard,

There hang the nets of the royal word.
Trust to the nets and not to your skill,
Trust to the royal Master’s will !

Let down your nets cach day, each hour,

For the word of a King is a word of power.

And the King’s own voice comes over the sea,

“ Let down your nets for & draught™ for me!
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“AN EPIC OF EMPIRE.”
LORD LORNES LIFE OF QUEEN VICTORIA*

I

Frem «“V, R, L Copyrizht, 190), by Harmsworth Brothers, Limited.  Pablished by Harper & Brothers.

OUR LATE BELOVED QUEEN 1N 1840.

At last we have an adequate and
authentic life of our great and good
Queen. To all Canadians this book
will be one of special interest. For
five years Lord Lorne and his ac-
complished wife, the fourth daughter
of Queen Victoria, represented her
Majesty in this Dominion, and won
the hearts of all Canadians. Lord

* ¢« V.R.I Queen Victoria, Her Life and
smpire.” By the Marquis of Lorne (now
His Grace the Duke of Argyll). New York
and London: Harper & Bros. Toronto:
William Briggs. Pp. xvi-379. Price, $2.50
net.  Illustrated by thirty-two full.page
half-tones.

Lorne had the rare advantage of hav-
ing access to the details of the Queen's
private life. Frequently occurs the
phrase, “The Queen used to say.”
This is not merely a life of the
Sovereign, but an outline history of
the British Empire for sixty years,
and, from the intimate relations of
the Queen to foreign Governments,
a history of Europe as well. It is
written, not in the stilted historic
style, but with an easy grace, abound-
ing in incident and anecdotes of the
great English statesmen, from Lord
Melbourne down to Gladstone and
Chamberlain. A strong note of im-
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perialism runs through the volume, as
well as of hearty recognition of the
Queen’s noble qualities, and the guid-
ing providence of God. ‘* Most noble,
most regal, and most womanly has
been the Queem’s example for the
space of the lives of two generations.
God pe thanked for this! TUnder the
sway of our dear mother He Has
allowed this nation to be strong in
commerce and in colonies.”

A graphic sketch is given of the
condition of England at the Queen’s
succession. As a result of the long
struggle with Napoleon, taxation was
high, even windows being taxed, with
the result that many were bricked up
and houses darkened to escape its inci-
dence, When George IV. visited the
Duke of Argyll, the King of the realm
was regaled with contraband whiskey.

The life of the Queen and of her
grandfather, George III., covered a
hundred and sixty years, the most im-
portant in the history of the realm.
The Queen’s father, the Duke of Kent,
who spent several years in Canada,
is described as ‘ sober almost to a
fault”” When commandant at Gib-
raltar, he shut up the wine shops, and
insisted on sobriety. When he came
with his newly-married wife from
Heidelberg to England he drove the
carriage the whole way to the coast
himself. The young couple were
assigned rooms in the historic Ken-~
sington Palace, the home of William
III., in which Queen Mary died. Here
the Princess Victoria was born. She
is described as having a very strong
will, and a very strong won’t, of her
own. When her music teacher said,
“You must practice like everybody
else,” she locked the piano, put the
key in her pocket, and said, “ Now,
you see, there is no ‘must’ about it
at all”

Our Canadian tourist party in 1899
visited the old palace, and saw the
Queen’s extraordinary collection of
dolls, one hundred and thirty of them
still remaining, most of them repre-
senting historical characters. but a
very shabby and playworn lot.

The last words of her father, the
Duke of Kent, addressed to his wife,
were, ‘“ Act uprightly, and trust in
God.” In this spirit the young Prin-
cess was trained. The touching story
of her vow on learning her nearness
to the crown, “ I will be good,” of her
pious prayer when called to the

throne, of her offer of herself to her
cousin, Prince Albert, and of her ro-
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mantic and ideal marriage are dquly re-
corded.

Curious anecdotes are told of the
imperial and royal visitors.

‘When the Czar Alexander II. left
England, a large bundle of straw was
carried on the steamer, on which the
Emperor preferred to sleep, leaving his
suite to use the beds. A strange
story is told of Sir John Lawrence, the
saviour of India. While resident at
Lahore, when a riot was feared, he
said to the treasurer of the state
jewels that he would take care of the
Koh-i-noor, and carried it off in his
pocket. He forgot all about it, and
when thke Rajah asked for it, the
treasurer referred him to Lawrence,
who denied having ever had it; but
was at once chagrined and delighted
to find it in his private drawer.

‘When Louis Philippe was in exile
the Queen writes : ‘“ He told me of the
time when he was teaching in Switzer-
land at twenty pence a day, having to
brush his own boots.”

One of the Queen’s first visits
abroad was to the home of Prince
Albert’s childhood, where they found
the palace full of cousins, and received
their cordial welcome. The devout
spirit of the royal family is shown
in the infaring of the new home at
Osborne. The Prince quoted a quaint
prayer of Luther’s to God, “To bless
our going out and coming in, our
daily bread, and all we do ; bless us to
a blessed dying, and make us heirs of
heaven.” The Queen was passion-
ately fond of Scotland, and is de-
seribed as ‘““ the last of the Jacobites.”
On her first visit she found the oat-
meal porridge and Iinnan haddies
very good.

The World’s Fair of 1851 the Prince
hoped would inaugurate an era of

peace. The Prince writes: “I am
more dear than alive, from
overwork.” Alarmists declared the
influx of foreigners would cre-
ate a revolution, murder the
Queen and himself, and proclaim

a Red Republic ; a plague was certain
to ensue, for which the Prince would
be responsible. But it proved a bril-
liant success, though it failed vo bring
in the era of peace. 'The royal recep-
tion was very informal. Court eti-
guette was much relaxed. One man
kissed his hand to the Queen as he
went up, which sent her Majesty off in
a fit of laughter.

A vivid sketch is given of the Cri-
mean War. The genius of Todleben
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bade defiance to three allied armies
through two long winters. The war
added the immortal names of Alma,
Balaclava, Inkerman, to the bead-roll
of British victories, but it was a
huge mistake, after all. The tis-
management was incredible. Cattle
that could have marched to the front
were killed at the port, and the
wretched roads prevented their trans-
port to the starving troops. At In-
kerman 60,000 Russians were defeated
by 8,000 English and 6,000 French.
At the fall of Sebastopol 7,000 can-
non were captured, and enormous
stores. ‘“Not even discomfiture, far
less disgrace, fell on the banners of
England.”

The brightest memory is that of
Florence Nightingale, the angel of the
hospital, ““ in which dying men sat up
to catch the sound ol her footsteps or
the flutter of her dress, and fell back
on the pillow, content to have seen
her shadow.” The Queen conferred
medals on the veterans. “ Noble
fellows ! she said, “I own I feel as
if they were my own children ; my
heart beats for them as for my near-
est and dearest! They were so
touched, so pleased—many, I hear,
cried ; and they won’t hear of giv-
ing up their medals to have their
names engraved upon them, for fear
that they should not receive the identi-
cal ones put into their hands by me.
One must revere and love such sol-
diers as those.”

In 1855 the Emperor Napoleon
visited the Queen. “ How strange?”
she wrote, “ to think that I, the grand-
daughter of George III., should dance
in the Waterloo Reom with the Em-
peror Napoleon, nephew of England’s
greatest enemy, now my nearest and
most intimate ally, and this ally only
six years ago living in this country
an exile, poor and unthought of.”

Soon after the Queen returned the
visit. As they drove through
Paris, “pointing to the Conciergerie,
the Emperor said, ‘ Voila ou j’etais en
prison !’ ”

The tragic tale of the Indian Mutiny
is succinctly told. It was attributed
to the use of greased cartridges, vio-
lating the caste of the soldiers, to the
interference with their faith in per-
mitting Hindu widows to remarry, or
a man to change his religion. Lord
Grey, at the Cape, and Lord Elgin, in
China, without orders, sent troops to
India, and saved the dependency. The
heroism of Lawrence, Havelock, Clyde

added new lustre to British annals,
and the name of ‘“Clemency” Can-
ning, given to the Governor-General,
is the noblest tribute to the benign
character of British rule.

On the marriage of the Princess
Royal the Queen writes: “The sec-
ond most eventful day in my life as
regards feelings. I felt as if I were
being married over again myself, only
much more nervous, for I had not that
blessed feeling which I had then,
which raises and supports one, of
giving myself up for life to him whom
I loved and worshipped then and
ever.”

But the shadow of the cypress soon
followed the fragrance of the orange-
blossom, The Queen suffered the
immedicable loss of him to whose me-
mory the remaining forty years of her
life was one long homage. The pass-
ing of the Prince was as heroic and
knightly as that of Arthur, Britain’s
blameless King. His daughter, Alice,
sang for him that psalm of his child-
hood, “Ein Feste Burg ist Unser
Gott.” As he lay in pain and weari-
ness he gazed at the favourite portrait
of the Queen and said, “It helps me
through half the day.” “It is your
own little wife,”” she said, and he
gave her his farewell kiss. The
words and music of the Queen’s chief
solace in her sorrow, “Peace! Per-
fect peace!” are given.

Then followed the journey of the
Prince of Wales to Palestine, under
the distinguished guidance of the
Queen’s good friend Dean Stanley.
They spent Good Friday at Nazareth,
Easter by the Sea of Galilee. “I am
thankful,” writes the Dean, “that it
was there, and not in Jerusalem, amid
the clatter of the contending
churches.”

The marriage of the Prince brought
new joy to the desolate heart of the
Queen, She was glad to devolve
some of her formal state duties on the
Prince and Princess. “The Queen
has laboured conscientiously,” she
wrote, ‘“to discharge those duties till
her health and strength, already
shaken by the bitter and abiding deso-
lation which has taken the place of
her former happiness, have been im-
paired.” But to the end, notwith-
standing increasing infirmities, she
took part at public functions at a
cost to herself which the public can
never know,

Then followed the Franco-German
War, during which Bismarck became
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bitterly hostile to the peace-loving
Queen and her daughter, Victoria. But
compensation was found in the greet-
ing of gratitude from the French peo-
ple, signed by 12,000,000 of names, for
succour given the starving Parisians
on the raising of the siege.

The Marquis of Lorne makes glight
allusion to his own marriage with
the Princess Louise. For the first
time since the fall of the Stuart
dynasty a Sovereign’s daughter was
permitted to marry in her own coun-
try. There had been gsome opposition
in Parliament to previous marriages of
the Queen’s children, but in this in-
stance, says the Marquis, “ It dwindled
to the adverse vote of one man, and
he was a personal friend of the bride-
groom, and unfortunately blind !”

When Prince Alfred married the
Grand Duchess of Russia at St
Petersburg, the Queen’s choicest pres-
ents to the bride and groom were two
beautiful prayer-books. The cere-
monies were magnificent. Dean
Stanley celebrated the marriage at the
English chapel. The Winter Palace,
with 1,600 rooms, had 4,000 guests.
At Moscow the functions were even
more gorgeous. IFew thought that the
terrible and tragic end of the Czar
Alexander in the streets of his own
capital was so near at hand.

The royal progress of the Prince of
Wales to.India was the most stately
function even that land had ever seen.
The new title of Xmpress appropri-
ately defined the overlordship of the
Queen over the many kings and sa-
trans of the Indisgn Fmpire.

The next break in the royal family
was the tragic death of the Princess
Alice,

The two jubilees of Queen Victoria
were beautiful celebrations of her long
and glorious reign, s¢ marked by the
growing betterment of the condition
of her people everywhere. The do-
nation of over £1,000,000 for the
great hospitals, and in aid of the poor
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of London, was its most conspicuous
note.

The failure of all attempts to main-
tain peace with the South African
Republics was a bitter disappointment
to the Queen, as well as to her peo-
ple. “We had with us,” as Mr. Bal-
four said, “ the conscience of the Em-
pire, and it was a glorious satisfaction
to her Majesty to see her loyal sub-
jects in Australia, New Zealand, the
Cape, Natal, and Canada, willing to
shed their life’s blood for the con-
tinuance of the institutions through
which they themselves bad grown to
manhood, and had found freedom in
union.”

Her visit to Dublin was the aged
Queen’g last state journey. Her hear-
ing the Mendelssohn’s “ Elijah,” was
the last of many great musical fetes
which she enjoyed. In July she at-
tended her last public function, a
garden party at Buckingham Palace.
By special favour of the chief of police
the present writer and his Canadian
party had an admirable opportunity to
see the venerable Sovereign, and join
in the cheers for her loyal subjects.
Almost her last public utterance was
one of welcome to Canadian troops
under Colonel Otter : “I am very glad
to see you here to-day, and to express
my warm thanks for the admirable
gervices rendered in the war by the
Canadians.”

Her last Christmas was quietly kept.
Then followed the saintly passing of
the mother of her people at her island
home of Osborne. Never was such
funeral pageant as that when, with
the sound of a nation’s lamentation,
she was born to her rest beside him
whom she had mourned and loved so
long.

«I'hen last we laid her down, where love
With her dear Prince had heen,
And prayed our earthly love may prove
A splendour caught from God above,
Like hers, who reigned our Queen!”

SHARON'S

A Persian fable says : One day

A wanderer found a lump of clay,

So redolent of sweet perfume,

Its odours scented all the room.

“ What art thou?” was his quick de-
mand :

“ Art thou some gum from Samarcand ?

Or spikenard in a rude disguise?

Or other costly merchandise?”

““ Nay, I am but a lump of clay!”

ROSE.

¢¢ Then whence this wondrous sweetness,
say ?”

¢ Friend, if the secret I disclose,

I have been dwelling with the Rose !™

Meet parable ; for will not those

Who love to dwell with Sharon’s Rose !

Distil sweet scent o’er all around,

Tho’ poor and meau themselves be found ?

Good Lord, abide with us, that we

May catch these odours fresh from Thee.
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Current Topics and Events.

4.4

LISTENING TO THE BAND IN A BOER REFUGE CAMP.

This illustration is & curious commentary on the wild statements made by pro-Boers
about the treatment of Boer women and children in camps—and especially of the odious

caricaturcs of the German press.

Briecuter Prosrrcrs.

‘With the opening weeks of the year
the sitnation in South Africa is de-
cidedly improving. The Boers indeed
celebrated the Christmastide by a
midnight attack on a British camp,
slaughtering the officers as they
rushed from their tents; but that has
proved a futile victory. The guns
were recaptured and the assailants se-
verely punished. The burghers are
surrendering in increasing numbers
and are giving loyal assistance to the
British in policing the vast regions of
the veldt and employing Boer “slim-
ness ’’ to defeat the Boers. The block-

"house cordon is closing in on the ir-

reconcilables, who find it impossible
to break through its grip of steel. A
year ago train-wrecking was a daily
event, now it is impossible. Business
at Pretoria and Johannesburg is re-
suming, the burghers welcoming the
returning prosperity.

The rebellion in the Cape is well-
nigh suppressed, largely through the
valour and fidelity of the loyal colo-
nists. Britain’s clemency 1is being
vindicated against the unspeakable
slanders and mendacity disseminated
by Dr. Leyds and Mr. Stead. The
truth about the refuge camps is be-
coming known, There are more Boer
children under instruction in British
schools than there were in the whole
of the Transvaal before the war. Dr.
Franks reveals some of the causes of

the infant mortality. Boer mothers
fed their children of tender years
with biltong, or dried beef, and sar-
dines, and employed embrocations
and internal remedies too disgusting
to mention. They also covered sick
children with green paint with the ex-
ception of their faces, and several
died from acute arsenical poisoning.
The Boer prisoners, The Times writer
affirms, refused to help split the wood
or fetch the rations or medicines oy
the sick women unless paid for it.

The British prohibit under severe
penalties the sale of liquor to the na-
tives and protect them from wrong
and oppression. The Boers supplied
in unlimited quantities both liquor
and oppression. They have recently
attacked the native tribes, killing the
cattle-herds and stealing 60,000 head
of cattle.

An American Methodist missionary
writes : “If they tell you Britons are
cruel to their prisoners tell them they
are in error. The burghers are well
fed and well hutted. They fare bet-
ter in rations than the rifle-armed
guards who patrol outside the barbed
wire stockade.” Let the remmnant of
murderous brigands who keep up the
hopeless contest but accept the gen-
erous terms of peace and the forty
thousand exiles may return to their
homes, for the British offer to rebuild
and restock their farms; and the
wives and children may rejoin their
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husbands and fathers who but pro-
long their sufferings by their futile
resistance,

Their “slimness ” and perfidy main-
tain their evil repute to the end.
“ Don't shoot, we are Pilcher’s men,”
shouted forty Boers, as they rushed a
little post of four lone Englishmen,
adding to the enormous disparity of
numbers the crime of lying and treach-
ery. Again and again they are
proven, contrary to the Geneva con-
vention, to have only too successfully
deceived the British by wearing the
khaki uniform.

All that is left of the Boer Govern-
ment and archives is being dragged
around the Transvaal in a cart. DeWet
and Botha are being harried from
kopje to donga, in which they hide
only to make a midnight raid on a
sleeping camp, kill all they can and
skulk off again. Paul XKruger, the
chief cause of all this wanton blood-
shed, is living in ease in Holland ;
Dr. Leyds is using what is left of the
enormous secret service money in sub-
orning a venal foreign press, which
outrages decency by the venom and
vileness of its lies.

—

TeE CANpID FRIEND.

The Colonial Secretary has an un-
fortunate manner of exasperating the
feelings of foreign critics, now by
saying of Russia, “ Who sups with the
devil needs a long spoon,” then by
irritating the susceptibilities of the
Germans, who are conscious of the
very good grounds of his criticism.
Your candid friend may tell the truth,
yet make himself very unpopular all
the same. With greater tact Sir Ed-
ward Monson, the British Ambassador
at Paris, defended the methods of
Great Britain, at the same time mol-
lifying the sensibilities of the Frerch.

It would seem that the German
critics, unable to wag their tongues
againgt the Kaiser under penalty of
lese majeste, make up for it by abus-
ing King Edward VII. The so-called
comic press disgraces itself and the
nation by its vileness. A ruffian said
to John Wesley, crowding him off the
sidewalk, “I never make way for a
fool.” “7I always do,” said the great
preacher, and passed by. Would it
not be better to treat with silent con-
tempt the vulgar insolence of the gut-
ter press than show by wincing that

its pin-pricks hurt? Mr. Chamberlain
seems to prefer the method of Zophar
the Naamathite, Job xi. 2: “ Should
not the multitude of words be an-
swered ? And should a man full of
talk be justified ?”

—_—

FoRrEIGN ANTIPATHY.

Commercial depression in Germany
in peace time compared with the pros-
perity of Britain after two years’
strain of war exacerbates the feeling
of hostility, In Berlin 35,000 persons
are out of work, and throughout the
empire sore distress prevails. Chan-
cellor von Buelow would do well to
pour water instead of oil on the
smouldering digcontent. The cancel-
ling of large orders from India should
show that courtesy to her best cus-
tomer, purchasing $200,000,000 worth
a year, is a wiser policy thayn slander
and nagging. In the Reichstag Herr
Bebel, Socialist leader, bitterly de-
nounced the ‘“ hunger duties” which
are imposed upon the food of the
poor.

The French have lost enormously
by their pin-prick criticisms of Eng-
land. The then Prince of Wales and
court conspicucusly abstained from
vigiting the Paris Exposition, and the
vast coronation expenditure is being
chiefly retained at home,

A VOLUNTEER ARMY.

Not only has the British policy been
one of the grea*est humanity towards
its foes, but the Pritish army is the
only one in Eurove which is a purely
volunteer force. This should protect
it from Kipling’s gibes. In every other
country, from Finland to Turkey,
there is a levy en masse. Every man
must spend two or three years of his
life undergoing severest drill. The
Prussian martinets are men of ruth-
less austerity. 1In the grand man-
oeuvres scores of men fall from the
ranks, some mnever to rige again;
gcores more have committed suicide to
escape the tyranny of the drill ser-
geants, while hundreds of thousands
have fled from the country to escape
the military yoke. Yet, notwith-
standing Bismarck’s famous colonizing
policy only 9,400 Germans are reported
as living in Germany’s foreign colo-
nies, which cost the empire vastly
more than they return.
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Home Rure.

The Roman Catholic faction in Ire-
land but prove their incapacity for
Home Rule and make now impossible
concesslons which Mr. Gladstone of-
fered by their embittered hostility to
Great Britain, Can they possibly think
they will increase their influence in
the English Parliament by electing
the gasconading braggart, * Colonel”
Lynch, who went to Africa ostensibly
in the Red Cross service to succour
the wounded, and treacherously joined
the foes of the empire? Let our
Roman Catholic Irish friends emulate
the industry and loyalty of the Pro-
testants of the North that have made
Ulster one of the most prosperous
provinces in the realm and Belfast one
of its greatest industrial, commercial
and manufacturing cities.

—

Tz IsTHMIAN CANAL.

The American Senate has very
promptly, by an almest unanimous
vote, adopted the Nicaraguan route
for the Isthmian Canal. The press,
however, seems largely in favour of
the rival route. New York, Boston,
Pittsburg, Baltimore and Cikicago
papers strongly urge constructing the
canal at Panama. The Chicago Rec-
ord-Herald says: “ From a purely en-
gineering point of view it gseems iike
a plece of consummate folly to dig a
canal 190 miles long, utilizing a lake
whose sand bottom is shifting and un-
certain, when another route only 46
miles long, in which 40 per cent. of
the excavation has been dome, is of-
fered upon terms that will insure this
Government absolute ownership and
control of the waterway and at a
price which will keep the total cost
within the estimated expenditure of
the longer route.”

SouTH AMERICA.

The chronic insurrections of South
America still maintain their record.
De Castro, an opinionated and obsti-
nate tyrant, plays the role in Vene-
zuela of Ajax defying the lightning.
He will probably be soon deposed,
and Venezuela’s honest debts be col-
lected, peaceably or otherwise,

Argentina and Chile declined to ac-
cept the arbitration of the United
States, which they seem to distrust,
but have accepted that of Great Brit-
ain. British commissioners have pro-

ceeded to study the delimitation ques-
tion on the spot.

Some American papers are trying to
show that the act of Germany in col-
lecting its debt is an invasion of the
Monroe doctrine, but The Brooklyn
Eagle sensibly replies that “the Mon-
roe doctrine is not an =gaegis for
thieves, even though they masquerade
in the guise of voleanic republics.”

A POLITE CROWD,

Ench to the other: **You first, my dear friend,
you first!”
— The Minncapolis Journal.

REcirROCITY.

Our cartoon shows how many of the
American trade interests are in fa-
vour of reciprocity in the abstract, but
against it in the concrete. They are
very volite in giving precedence to the
others., An article in The Outlook
shows how their Chinese wall policy
will be fatal in the long run to a com-
merce like that of Great Britain, who
carries half the tonnage of the world
in her ships. It says: “ If we become
a commercial nation, we must take as
well as give ; we must receive the iv-
dustrial products of other communi-
ties as well as sell to them our indus-
trial products. Premotion of com-
merce and prohibition of imports can-
not be maintained at the same time;
for commerce is the exchange of ex-
ports for imports.,” Sir Wilfrid Lau-
rier says: ¢ We shall look no more
to Washington.” The overtures must
now come from them to us.
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COLONEL JONATHAN J.
Or, what John Bull may come to.
—Punch (London),

BULL ;

Lire 1N THE OLp Laxp YET.

Mr. Stead has been writing again in
The Cosmopolitan, a magazine to
whose anti-British articles we referred
last month, on the Americanization of
the world. The Outlook more sanely
remarks: “ The belief that we are
now a creditor z~tion has been sedu-
lously stimulated in stock-booming
circles for the past four years, with
nothing to support it except the fact
that we have each year exported $500,-
000,000 worth of goods more than we
imported. We have before had occa-
sion to note that most of this $500,-
000,000 doubtless went to pay the in-
terest on our securities still held
abroad, the expenses of American tra-
vellers, the freights on our ocean
commerce, etc., so that relatively 1lit-
tle remained to buy back more securi-
ties.”

It is British gold which has very
largely built American railways and
financed great American enterprises,
and British investors still draw enor-
mous interest frem these sources.
There is life in the old land yet. The
output of the Clyde shipyards for the
past year was the largest on record.
For the firet time it totalled over half
a million of tonnage. The total ton-
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nage in the United Kingdom for home,
foreign and colonial service in 1901
showe an excess of 151 vessels and
260,922 tons over the figures for the
previous year,

S ToGRTHER.”

We greatly rejoice at the growing
rapprochement between Great Britain
and the Great Republic, the two fore-
most nations in the world. The
true afiinities and fellowships of these
Anglo-Saxon peoples ars with each
other, and not with the Slav or Teuton
or Latin races,

If these but stand together in the
spirit of the English laureate’s poem,
they can give peace to the world.

Queen Victoria’s birthday was lov-
ingly celebrated in New York, and
‘Washington’s will be as heartily kept
in London on February 22. Frederic
Harrison, the distinguished ecritic, has
sald that Washington is one of the
great English heroes, as Alfred the
Great is one of the United States’. The
death of the Great Queen and the
Great President drew the natlons to-
gether in a common sorrow, as they
were never drawn before, Perish the

hand and palsied be the tongue that
would stir up strife or bitterness be-
tween these kindred peoples.

GEORGE WASHINGTON.
Born Feb, 22,1732, Died Dee. 14, 1799.

He liveth long

who liveth well ;

All else is life but flung away.
He liveth longest who can tell
Of true thiugs truly done each day.
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BooR Notices.

“Pwixt Sirdar and Menelik.” An Ac-
count of a Year’s Expedition from
Zaila to Cairo through Unknown
Abyssinia., By the late Captain
M. S. Wellby, 18th Hussars, II-
lustrated. New York and Lon-
don : Harper & Bros. Toronto:
William Briggs. Pp. xxv-409,
Price, $2.50,

The officers of the British army,
especlally the Engineers, have been
among the most daring and successful
explorers. Conspicuous among these
is Captain Wellby. Twice before had
he visited and mapped out much of
the then untrodden Somaliland. Sub-
sequently he traversed the highlands
of Thibet and China from Kashmir to
Pekin. In December, 1898, without a
single white companion, he began his
hazardous journey of seven months’
exploration through the unknown
parts of Abyssinia. His tact and skill
and kindness won the good will of
Abyssinians, Arabs and Negroes alike.

It was just after the disastrous de-
feat of the Italian troops by Menelik
and the smashing of the Mahdi by
Sirdar Kitchener’s victory at Omdur-
man. Much of the country was a No-
man’s-land, but he greatly increased
the prestige of Britain’s power and in-
fluence throughout the region which
thirty-four years hefore had been tra-
versed by a conquering British army
of Lord Napier of Magdala. A com-
mon bond of union was the fact that
the English and Abyssinians were
Christians, the latter dating their con-
version from that officer of Candace
couverted by Philip—one of the most
ancient of the Christian Churches.

An arduous journey it was. The
money-loving merchants whom he met
could not comprehend why he should
encounter such perils instead of en-
joying the sweetness of life. Much of
this journey was made on foot, some-
times marchine eleven hours a day in
the keen and difficult air of a moun-
tain plateau a mile and a half above
the sea. Despairing mothers brought

their sick to him to be cured. His
black cook, he says, was most appro-
priately named * Hash.”

At the capital he was kindly re-
ceived by King Menelik II. He com-

munjcated, amid state ceremonies, a
message from Queen Victoria, which
she had spoken into a phonograph.
The words came clear and firm from
the phonograph and were received
with a grand salute of eleven guns.

With indomitable pluck our explorer
faced and conquered the difficulties of
travel, till after two hundred days he
reached a frontier fort held, not by
the French, but by a single British of-
ficer and one hundred and sixty black
troops. The British were everywhere
supreme—at Sobat, Fashoda, Qmdur-
man and Khartoum.

His faithful followers, who had
brought him many hundreds of miles
untrodden save by the feet of naked
savages and wild beasts, were sent
safely back to their homes.

Few pages are more touching than
that in which this British officer de-
scribes his sorrow at the loss of the
devoted little fox terrier which had
accompanied him through all his wan-
derings. His own courage and endur-
ance are illustrated by the fact that
having incurred blood-poisoning in
his hand he marched for many days
in intense agony, keeping it erect all
the time, yet concealing his pain so
that his followers shounld not lose
heart.

The tragic death of this intrepid ex-
plorer gives a pathetic interest to this
volume. Returning to England, he im-
mediately rejoined his regiment in
South Africa, enduring the long-
drawn-out suspense and suffering of
the siege of Ladysmith. After the res-
cue of the gallant garrison by
Buller, in a reconnaisance at Mertz-
sicht, with his emall force Captain
Wellby was surprised and shot to
death by a large body of Boers.

“So long,” writes Colonel Harring-
ton, “as England has sons prepared
to die as he died, she may look confl-
dently to the future.” The death of
this accomplished explorer and author
is part of the great price that Britain
pays in maintaining the rights and
liberties of British subjects wherever
they are menaced.

This Targe and handsome volume,
with its sixty-five excellent engrav-
ings, is remarkably cheap at the
quoted price of $2.50.
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“Newman.” An Appreciation in two
Lectures ; with the Choicest Pas-
sages of his Writings selected and
arranged by Alexander Whyte,
D.D. The Appendix contains eix
of his Eminence's Letters not
hitherto published. Edinburgh :
Oliphant, Anderson & Ferrier.
Toronto : William Briggs. Pp.
254. Price, 3s. 6d.

A book by a Presbyterian divine
upon a great English scholar, who was
for forty years a Roman priest, in-
cluding correspondence not before
published, cannot fail to be of great
interest and value. Dr. Whyte is an
intense admirer, and at the same time
a severe critic, of Cardinal Newman.
He regards the forty volumes of his
writings as among the most precious
contributions to English literature.
He says: “Every preface of his,
every title-page of his, every dedica-
tion and advertisement of his, every
footnote, every parenthesis of his, has
a stamp upon it that at once makes
you say—that is Newman. He is sim-
ply inimitable. He is simply alone as
a writer, and has no fellow.” And
this estimate he vindicates by copious
citations from Newman’'s works.

Some years ago Dr. T. Bowman
Stephenson presented. the present
writer with Newman’s great poem,
“ Gerontius,” and years before we read
with enthralled interest his ¢ Apologia
Pro Sua Vita.” From these and many
other books are culled a rich antho-
lozy of the most stately prnse and
verse in the English language. On
the august themes of God, God the
Son, The Word, The Infinite, on Man
and Conscience, on David, Paul, on
Athens and Rome, he writes with a
majesty akin to that of Milton, a
beauty akin to that of Ruskin. We
marked a number of passages for quo-
tation, but to give them would more
than exhaust our space. This is es-
pecially a book for preachers, indeed
for all who love high thought and
noble expression. The sermon on a
Lost Soul before the Judgment Seat
is one of tremendous power, akin
to the majesty of Macbeth ; that on
his leaving the Church of England for
the Church of Rome is one of tender
and loving pathos.

“ Proceedings of the Third Ecumenical
Methodist Conference, held in City
Road Chapel, L.ondon, September,
1901.” With an introduction by
T. B. Stephenson, D.D.. LL.D.
London: Wesleyan Methodist

Book Room. Toronto: Willlam
;h'i%gs. Pp, xliv-579. Price,
1.60.

By means of this verbatim report
we can attend the Ecumecnical Con-
ference and get as much good out of
it as its own delegates. No one could
take in, understand and digest these
addresses and discussions by merely
hearing them. From the limits of
time they had to be highly condensed.
The papers are here given in full, as
revised by their authors, We have
here the best thoughts of the best
thinkers of Methodism. Our Canadian
contingent come well to the front and
make us more than ever proud of
them. The references to the Boer war
were very much magnified, as usual,
in the cable despatches.

Many papers of great and perma-
nent value, of deep and intense spir-
ituality, of missionary zeal and enthu-
siasm, are here printed. It will be for
many years a treasury of information
and Inspiration to world-wide Meth-
odism. The Conference was not with-
out its humour. One good brother,
when rung down, exclaimed :

< Oh ! the bell,
It sounds my knell ;
T leave you to think
What I cannot tell.”

“Like Another Helen.” By George
Horton, Illustrated by C. M.
Relyea. Indianapolis : The Bowen-
Merrill Co. Torontd: Willlam
Briggs. Pp. 3879.

Mr. Horton has lived much in the
Levant, and understands Greek and
Turkish character better than most
men. He has not only the seeing
eye, but a wonderfully graphic pen,
which makes hig readers see what he
describes. Those glorious isles of
Greece, the sunny Cyclades and scat-
tered Sporades, are the home of ro-
mance and patriotic heroism. He
reproduces the spell which we ourself
have felt as we salled for days amid
these enchanted scenes. He describes
the intense and bitter racial and re-
ligious hate between the Turks and
the Christian population of the East,
ever ready to flame forth in pillage
and massacre., The story gives vivid
pictures of the late revolt in Crete—
almost too vivid, as in the description
of the leper settlement, of the trucu-
lence of the Turks and heroism of the
Greeks, and the gallant intervention
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of the British to bring order out of
the Cretan chaos. Only those who,
like the present writer, have
been epurned and spat upon
and stoned as ‘“ dogs of Christians”
by enraged Moslems, can apprecjate
the fanaticism of the bloodthirsty
ruffians, The blind devotion of the
Turks to their ruler finds expression
in the words :

“ Look at our most glorious Sultan,
the light of the world, and the defen-
der of the faith., Has he not been
keeping all Europe at bay for the
last ten years ? There is no God
but God, and Mohammed is his pro-
phet !”

“The Divine Pursuit.” By John
Edgar McFadyen, B.A. (Oxon.)
M.A. (Glas.), Professor of Old
Testament Literature and Exe-
gesis, Knox College, Toronto.
Toronto : The Westminster Com-
pany. Pp., 209. Price, $1.

‘We have read with great pleasure
and profit Professor McFadyen’s pa-
pers contained in this volume. They
are instinet with profound religious
feeling, and at the same time are
characterized by a distinguished grace
and beauty of stylee They in no
small degree fulfil the desideratum ex-
pressed by Charles Wesley :

¢ Unite the pair so long disjoined—
Knowledge and vital piety.”

“Moses and the Prophets.” An Es-
say toward a Fair and Useful
Statement of some of the Posi-
tions of Modern Biblical Criticism.
By Milton S. Terry, D.D., LL.D.,
Professor in Garrett Biblical Insti-
tute. New York : Eaton & Mains.
Toronto : William Triggs. Pp.
198. Price, $1.00.

The high position and wide learning
of Dr. Terry give great weight to his
words of wisdom in this book. He
maintains the Protestant privilege of
the unrestricted study of the Word of
God. It is a constructive and conser-
vative treatise. We wish that biblical
criticisms were always as reverent,
as lucid and luminous as this.

“In and Around the Grand Canyon.”
The Grand Canyon of the Color-
ado River in Arizona. By George
Wharton James., Boston : Little,
Brown & Company. Toronto:
William Briggs, Pp. xxiv-346.
Price, $3.00.

This is a very sumptuous and hand-
somely illustrated volume on the
grandest natural phenomenon on this
continent. We have never seen more
admirable half-tones than those pre-
sented in this book. They remind us
of the expression of Hamlet, * Seems,
madame—nay, it is.” We seem actu-
ally to behold the magnificent scenery
here presented. The text is worthy of
the illustration. This volume is of
such importance that we shall make
it the subject of a special article in
our next number.

“Why Not, Sweetheart 7 By Julia
W. Henshaw. Author of “ Brit-
ish Columbia TUp-to-Date,” etc.
Toronto : G. N. Morang & Co. Pp.
viii-246,

Our Pacific Province is the scene
of this stirring story. Its striking
social contrasts, its magnificent
scenery, its adventurous life, lend
themselves well to dramatic treatment.
The graphic account of the landslide
on a mountain road, and the heroism
of a dyving man, touch our Keenest
sympathies. The new imperialism
plays its part in this story. One of
its actors, a brave Canadian soldier,
meets his doom on the brown veldt of
the Transvaal, “and the blood spilt,”
says the closing sentence of the tale,
by that brave man of Strathcona’s
Horse will help to keep Canada for
ever green in the heart of the British
Empire.”

Mr. Andrew Lang, an Erglish
critic, says American literature is
swamped with the novel. Yet Mr.
Lang has issued half a score of books
of fairy tales, pink, red, yellow, and
blue, and many other colours. We
wonder how much better are these
than the “ historic novel.”

The man who seeks one thing in life, and but one,
May hope to achieve it before life be done;

But he who seeks all things, wherever he goes,

Only reaps from the hopes which around him he sows

A harvest of barren regrets,

—Quwen. Meredith.
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bined in the FOUR PER CENT. DEBENTURES of
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WESTERN CANADA MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

This is evidenced by the increasing demand for these Bonds
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THE WORLD'S
EPOCH -MAKERS
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‘ s -\ By James Sime, M.A., F.R.S.E.
Luther and the

il ;f;;!hﬂgg:rfdbg /AL | German Reformation
\ "Mnny styles. Sola J ‘4 By Thomas M. Lindsay, D.D.

rdlaa 24 , Buddha and Buddhism
IMPERLAL NS ‘ ’ By Arthur Lillie

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - - Toronto.




ii. METHODIST MAGAZINE AND REVIEW.

GAS FIXTURES
| COMBINATION FIXTURES
ELECTRIC FIXTURES
For Lighting Churches, Halls and other

Public Buildings, Dwellings, etc, are
Designed and Manufactured by us.

Long Experience, Ample Facilities,
and Careful Attention guarantee our custom-
ers first-class work at prices away below the market.

Write or call ou us before placing orders for these goods. It will pay you.

The KEITH & FITZSIFIONS CO.

LIMITED
111 King Street West, Toronto, Ont.
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HOLIDAY GOODS

We are Headquarters for
Goods Suitable for the Holiday Season

Leather Good Purses -- Portfolios—
Music Rolls — Letter
and Card Cases — Dressing (ases — Photo
Cases, etc.

Stationery Novelties

Ink Stands, wonderful variety — Fountain
Pens, best made — Stationery Cabinets,
Pencil Cases, Photo Frames, Paper Knives,
Papeteries, choice line—Letter Balances, Pen-
wipers, etc. Popular Prices.

The BROWN BROS., Limited

Importing and Manufacturing Stationers

51-53 Wellington Street West, TOl‘OI’ItO
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me BENNETT & WRIGHT CO.

(Limited) OF TORONTO

Beating €Engineers and Sanitary Plumbers

UR SHOW ROOMS are now fitted with the latest and
Sanitary Specialties, showing complete Bathrooms
in various styles. Inspection Invited.

GAS and ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES In Great Varlety
72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.
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Veed not necessarily wear T“E

lncrh priced shoes [}
In point of style, HAGAR

quality, fit, and SHOE

service are

~ unexcelled Fon wo“E"
N A Price, $3.50 and $4.00

Sold only by

H. & C. Blachford & ¥ ST

Waterman s Ideal Fountam Pens

Reasons why It is always ready, and writes continuously without shaking.

.. It writes as freely as a dip pen, and feeds the ink more regularly.
it is to be Its free flow of ink is secured without risk of overflowing or blotting

The flow is automatic, responding fully to the act of writing, and the
preferred tO all others flow ceases when the writing stops.

PRICES, FROM $2.50 TO $6.00 EACH, POSTPAID
WILLIAM BRIGGS - Wesley Buildings - TORONTO, ONT.
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BabcocKk Presses
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USED.....
WORLD
OVER....

Ask The Methodist Book and Publishing
House what they think of them. They
have used Babcock Presses for years on all
classes of Work. They have bought six.
Five “‘Optimus’” Presses Within the [ast
two years £ £ S HF K K K %

Among Two-Revolution Presses the “Optimus” has
no peer. lts pafenfed devices insure perfect register
and produce Color and Halftone work that satisfy the
most exacting customer.  All our Presses for Job,
Newspaper, or Book-Work are equally awell built,
and as perfectly adapted each fo ifs class S S &

We have an Affractive Neaw Catalogue and Samples of Three-Color
Printing which we shall be pleased to mail you upon application

Ghe BabcocK Printing Press

Manufacturing Company

NEW LONDON, CONN.
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Apostolic
Optimism

AND OTHER SERMONS

By Rev. J. H. Jowett, MLA,
Cioth, $2.00.

Mr. Jowett stands in the front rank of
present day preachers, and his first volume of
ublished sermons will be welcomed by many.
t consists of some twenty discourses, all of
which are marked by vigorous and original
thought, combined with true literary grace and
finish. Asa preacher, Mr. Jowett is distinectly
exl)ository and evangelical, and in every evan-
gelical sermon three elements at least are indis-
pensable. There must be the persuasive en-
couragement of promise attracting attention
and exciting hope; there must be the fearless
unveiling of sin and its consequences, and
associated with these must be an appeal to the
reason, in which an etfort is inade to strengthen
the intellectual baxis of faith and to educatein

|
|
|
i

i
!

righteousne=s. It is no exaggeration to say that .

all these essential elements are to be foundin
the pages of this voluine. The careful perusal
of these sermons will do more to reveal the
secrets of effective preaching than many of the
Yale Lectures on the subject, and they are
worthy of a place side by side with Newman
;;ud Church, Maeclaren and Dale.—Methodist
mes.

““AN IDEAL BIOGRAPHY''

Henry
Drummond

A BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH
(With Biography)

By Cuthbert Lennox

Cloth, with portrait, 75 cents, net, postpaid

* An excellent sketch."—The 4cademy.

* A popular account of a very popular man.”
—Aberdeen Free Press.

“A compact and lucid account of a great man
and a great work."—The Spectator.

“Jt is an ideal biography of its kind.”—
Dundee Courier.

A highly sympathetic and appreciative
monograph.”—Perthshire ddvertiser.

“To sit down to the first page is to rise up
with the last.”--The Expository Times.

“ May almost be compared to an enthralling
romance.”’—Bristol Mercury.

“Not lacking in detail and precision and
definiteness in the portrait of the man,"—7%e
Scotsman.

The Times
and
Young [len

By Josiah Strong

CLOTH, NET, 75 CENTS

Within the memory of living men, profound
changes have taken place both in the physical
world and in the world of ideas. The writer
shows what were the causes of these changes,
and points out the results which have flowed
from them, together with established tenden-
cies which are prophetic of future changes,
thus interpreting the times in which we live.
He discusses the great social laws which must
be obeyed, if social ills are to cease, and enables
the young man to make a practical application
of these laws to the solution of his own per-

i sonal problems, such as the choice of an occu-

pation, education, athletics, personal expendi-
ture, and the like. Inshort, the book is a brief
and simple philosophy of life, intended to help
yvoung men steer a safe and successful course
amid the conflicting and perplexing currents
of modern change.

SECOND SERIES

Messengers
of the
Churches

Asbwry, Black, Jones, Sunduy,
Juacobs, Steinhauer, the three
Mrs. Judsons, and Moffat, with
portrails, ete. - - 183 pages.

By Rev. J. E. Sanderson, M.A.

CLOTH, 50 CENTS

Dr. WITHROW:

We do not know where o concise and instruce-
tive and interesting an account of missionary
trials and triumphs can be found as is con-
tained in this book.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher

29-33 Richmond Street West
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THE MESSAGES

Of THE

Prophetic and
Priestly Historians.

HE Writings of the 0ld Testament arranged
« %0 as to distinguish their principal sources
and freely rendered in paraphrase.

BY JOHN EDGAR McFADYEN,
M.A. (Guas.), B.A. (OxoxN.),

Professor of Old Testawment Literature and
Ereqesixin Knox College, Toronto.

Cloth, net, - - -

SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT.

The Bible Under
Higher Criticism.

A Review of Current Theories
About the Old Testament.

$1.25

BY THE REV. E. H. DEWART, D.D.

9* N order to place this timely and instructive work,

which deals with a subject of profound interest
to every Christian, within easy reach of all classes of
readers, it has been decided to forego the profits from
the higher price, and sell what is left of the edition at
30 cents a copy, post free. Ministers, Local Preach-
ers, and League and Sunday-school workers should
not f il to read this book and judge for themselves as
to the questions discussed.

WORDS FROM PERIODICALN,

*Just what we need—a hook wiving an outline of
the whole subject, sutlicient for the requirement of
the average man of earnest xpirit, in a form in which
he can read it, and will read it. It deserves wide
circulation in our churches, where it will not fail to
open many eves and to allay many doubts.”-- Pres-
byterian Reriew (Philadelphia).

“ Dr. Dewart goes straight to the mark, stating the
chief conclusions of the rationalistic crities and the
reasons for rejecting them, and avoiding all side
issues.” —.New York Howmiletic Review.

““ Within the compass of 214 pagesthe author brings
together everything essential to answer the argu-
ments of those critics who, mainly on literary
orounds, discredit the history of the Pentateuch and
discard its miraculous and prophetic elements.” - T'he
Bibliotheca Sacra.

BY THE SAMFE AUTHOR
Brief Ontlines of Christian Doctrine. Paper,
20c¢. Cloth ... ... o il 30¢.

Jesus the Messiah in Prophecy and Ful-
filment. Cloth .

Exsays for the Times, Studies of Eminent Men
and Tmportant Living Questions.  Cloth ... .$5e.

P

Better Lives

For Common People.
STUDIES IN THE WAY

BY JOHN MACLEAN,

Author of * The Making of a Christian,”
© The Indians of Canada,” ete.

Cloth, 129 Pages, 50 cents, Postpald.

Contents : Called to Obscurity —- The Silent
Partner—From Strength to Strength— A Common
Task—-Members in Law—The Servant of Small Things
—The Best Yet—The Finished Life—Freedom From
Fear—The Unfinished Life—The Art of Gladness.

This is a second volmme in Dr. Maclean’s ** Book on
the Better Life " Series. Already a second edition has
been demanded for the first volume, * The Making
of a Christian.” The same practical heart-to-heart
talks are continued in this new volume. It deserves
wide circulation.

SELF-PRbNOUNéIﬁG
Lesson Commentaty.

ON TIHE ......

International Sunday-School
Lessons for the year 1902.
ui, - [

BY REV. PERCY E. THOMAS, Ph.M.

Not Denominattonal.

ONTAINING the entire Sunday -Svhnol.Lessons
* for 1902, with proper names divided into syl-
lables, and with accent marks placed and vowel
sounds indicated ; also Revised Version changes.
Golden Texts, Side Lights, Historical Data, Writers,
Lesson Titles, Suggestive Readings and References;
and other helps and conveniences, such as four
specially drawn Maps, six Sunday-school Class Book
pages, for personal use of teacher, etc.

This Nelt-Pronouncing Commentary a{sﬂ
contains the complete Official Prayer-meeting Topics
and Scripture Lessons for the Young People’s Praver-
meetings of the Christian Endeavor, the Epworth
League and Baptist Young People’s Union, and also
the Motto, Pledge, and Benediction of each of these
Societies.

Nize 2% x 5 0.16 inches, 128 pages.

Cloth, - - - - 25c.
Leather, - - - - 35¢.
Leather, interleaved - 50c.

POSTPAID.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher

29-33 Richmond Street West
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The Modern Legislation and History

Mission Century of Separate Schools

Viewed as a Cycle in Uppel‘ Canada

BY. e of Divine Working From 1841 until the close of Dr. Ryer-

ARTHUR T. PIERSON son’s administration of the Educa-

tion Department of Ontario in

CLOTH, NET, $1.50, POSTPAID I86. .
BY ——

The study of forty years of a studious J. GEORGE ”006,”8, LL.D.

life is behind this volume, and in it are all
the vigour and force for which Dr. Pierson is

known.
The object of the hook is not so much to PAPER COVERS, $1.00
give the annals of the century as to tind the CLOTH, - - - 1.25

philosophy of its history—the centre about
which all its events revolve. It studies the
men and women, occurrences and develop- ““The subject is profoundly interesting,
ments, forces and factors of this hundred | and it is treated in an admirable manner.
vears, as divinely appointed and adjusted | . . . It is the accuracy and fulness of the
to this work. It is especially addressed to | author’s information which is evident in
students of missionary history and lovers of | cvery chapter . . . that gives it its unique

a world’s evangelization. But every person. | character and its very great value.”—REv.
be he Christian or otherwise, will ind much | W. 8. Brack~rock, D.D., in the Christiun

of value and interest in these pages. Guardinn.

a;:»c-Lv:menical Cd;ﬁe rence TI;C Affirmativ e
Report |
| Intellect

| BY———

. CHARLES FERGUSON

E T H D I T ; An account of the origin and mission of
the American spirit.

CLOTH, 90 CENT8 NET

CONFERENCE i

| BY THE SAME AUTHOR

Proceedings of the
Third (Ecumenical

Held in City Road Chapel,

London, England, September, The Religion Of

1901

— Democracy

WITIL INTRODUCTION BY

T, B. STEPHENSON, D.D,, LL.D.

! A Memorandum of Modern Principles,
Boston Transcript : ** Probes as deep as Car-
Iyle and smites with the strength of Ruskin.”

Clioth, $1.50 net, Postpaid CLOTH, NET, $1.00

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher

29-33 Richmond Street West ot TORONTO
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AMERICAN STANDARD EDITION

OF THE

..REVISED BIBLE....

With Selected References and Topical Headings by the American Revision Committee

The Independent,—** 1t is by far the most exact and, we will say, beautifully printed
Bible that has yet appeared, and being the standard. this edition should be much sought for,
and ought to be in the hands of every student of the Bible.”

LONG PRIMER, 4to. (Size, 8} x 6i.) WITH 12 MAPS AND INDEX.

Nos. : Nos.
260. CrLoTiH Boarbs, red edges ...... L0 net. | 274 P]ER;‘]IA\NILF.VIAN’I‘,((i]i\‘ini.tycil‘cllil,
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3
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THE METHODIST REVIEW says,in part : One wonders at the courage
of an author who undertakes to furnish a comprehensive and adequate Bible
dictionary in one volume of 1,300 pages. * * * But examina‘ion quickly dis-
covers that Tue Prorue’s Bisre

CYCLOPEDIA is no fragmentary and
impefert work,  On the contrary, it is as remarkable for fulness as for
condensation. Its range of Bible topics is wider even than that of McClin-
tock and Strong's voluminous work. * * * Thus we have a book compact and

factorily, andin actual use will not disappoint the seeker after full and
reliuble information,  Fite., ete.

THE CHRISTIAN ADVOCATE says, in part: In approaching any new
book in a field already fully covered the reviewer is always asking himse!f
three questions 1. Was there room for another volume upon the subject
at hand? 2. What are the claims upon which the author has the temerity
to issue 4 new book? 3.0 Has his work justified the claims made forit?  |:
is particularly opportune that this new biblical encyclopedia, edited by Dr.
Barnes, should be brought out at this time, as it is much fuller than either
Dr. ~chaff’s or Dr. Davis', and not as full as the ones edited by Dr. Cheyne
and Dr. Hastings, I one might ay such a thing, Dr. Barnes’ new people’s
Bible dictionary holds & middle ground, both in size and theology, between
these two extremes, and for the purposes for which it is made is far better
adapted.

THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL JOURNAL AND BIBLE STUDENT’S MAGAZINE says, in part : Tuz ProprLi’s

BisLe Excyvcrorepia claims to be the most complete, the latest, and the best book of its class. Etc., etc.

——1 STYLES AND PRICES ——

Tue PeorLe’s BinLe kxevcLorepia contains nearly 1,300 pages, exclusive of the full-
age engravings. The book is 7 x 915 inches, is beautifully printed on elegant paper, combinine
g g /2 ) pap 3
the requisite clearness, opacity, strength, and lightness, making a very handsome volume
1 » Op Y g g 8 ’

1% inches thick.

THE CLOTH BOOK THE BETTER STYLT IS
Isneatly and substantially bound in stiff F“LL PERS'A" MORocco

covers, with red edges. The paper, illus- Divinity Cirenit, Round Corners, Full Gilg
trations, printing, etc., are identically the Edges, and Silk Sewn, making a thoroughly
same as in the Moroce) Book. Price flexible and very e'egant hook. Price

... $3.00... ...$4.50...

For Fifty Cents (50c) Additional we furnish the Morocer book
with full Patent Alphabetical Thumb Index cut in the book

SOLD BY SUBSCRIPTION

We Want Agents Everywhere. Ministers, Teachers, Students, Sunday-school Work.
ers, Bright Men and Women in every town. Our Terms are Very Liberal, and not
only so, but we are prepared to coiperate with onr workers anl give them the benefit of our
knowledge, experience, and facilities in the business.  We guarantee exclusive control
of territory to every agent, thus giving a monopoly of the sale of this great work.  The
demand exists. You have only Lo supply it.  Now is the time to act.

WILLIAM BRIGGS

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE - TORONTO, ONT.

nunageable, yet in its measure complete. It covers its extensive field satis-



s 2 4

SORE NECK You want satisfaction

Take bcott.s Emulsion for and will get it
scrofula. Children often have .
sores on the neck that won't if you use

heal up. The sores may come

Boeckh’s
Brooms

with

Bamboo

Handles
They are |
always reliable -

mmmmmmm
:
$
:
and go. Parents may not g
know what's the matter nor i
what todo. Scrofula is the §
= trouble and Scott’'s Emulsion §
V is the medicine. :
p. Scott’s Emulsion heals the $
sores. But thatis not all.
Scrofula‘leads to consumption.
This is the real danger.
Scott's Emulsion is the i
“ounce of prevention” that
keeps off consumption.

We'll send you a little to try, if you like.
.?  §COTT & BOWNE, Chemists,,  Toronto.

: 14444 0000000000000 00000000000000

AManualor Christian Mmoo
' Weekly :
Cheology ..... I g s on i

i system of theology with a
grudge and a prejudice
By & & againstit. Cananything new

REV. N. BURW ASH' S‘T.D. be said? Have we not al-

ready samples of every kind,

Chancellor of Victoria University, Toronto from every point of view?
! ‘“Yet, as one reads on, Dr.
=~ : ——— . Burwash commends himself
;

| disarms our reluctance, and
T T e - wins our attention and ap-
. proval. He is a quiet and
z unostentatious thinker, who
' ever and anon unconsciously
| reveals his knowledge and his
| thoughts, and drops the oc-
{ casional remark that shows
! he has penetrated deeper
[
|
i
]
I

CLOTH, 2 VOLS., $3.00 POSTPAID | & @ highly intelligent writer,

In this substantial work of 848 pages, Chancellor
Burwash gives the conclusions of thirty years’ prayer-
ful study and conscientious teaching. It is a timely
and comprehensive treatment of the subject. It is
strongly commended to every earnest student and
thoughtful reader.

WILLIAM BRIGGS
Wesley Buildings .....TORONTO, ONT.
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than some of his predecessors. {

‘“ The Methodists may be |
congratulated on having so

interesting and thoughtful a ’

teacher of theology.” |
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