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ROSE-BELFORD’S

CANADIAN MONTHLY

AND NATIONAL REVIEW.

FEBRUARY, 1881.

In Memoviam.

THOMAS MOSS,
CHIEF JUSTICE OF ONTARIO.
Died Jan. 5, 1881, «t. 44.

E1;1CILE princeps from thine infancy,
Winning new honours with increasing days,
Yet wearing lightly all thy well-earned hays;

The crowning grace of natures pure and high—

Thy gentleness—disarmed all jealousy !

About thee in our memory there plays
A light not mingled with the lurid rays

Of lust of gain, or power, or victory !

Thy one ambition—that thy work were done
"As best to keep the trust thy country gave.
In years when lite but half its course hath run,
Thine is complete ; for thee no higher wave

Could lift to higher place, more nobly won ;
But we can only mourn thine early grave !

Ill can thy country spare a son like thee !
We fain had kept thee many a happy year.
Thy grace of speech, thy judgment quick anl clear,
Thy love of truth,—thy firm iutegrity,
Unquestioned gave the foremost rank to thee
With foremost honour,—never gained by fear
Or hope of favour. Never hostile sneer
Or rumour dared to invade thy purity !
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And so we close thy record,—wondering much
Why some we least can spare the earliest go !

Ah!

is there not a place and work for such,

In that far nobler life whereof we know
So little, save that now its light can touch
Our earthly life with its celestial glow !

The nation mourns the upright judge, but long
Will some lament the friend whose heart they knew,
So tender, gentle,—faithtul,— loyal,—true,
And yet at need so resolute and strong,
With no faint-hecarted tolerance of wrong !
Little they thought when bidding thee adieu
Looking to greet thee back with strength made new
By the soft, balmy airs that breathe among
The orange groves of that far southern shore,—
Little they knew that here thy work was done,
That home returnings here for thee were o’er ;
Yet what although so soon thy race is run,
If length of days is thine for evermore,
We may not murmur that thy goal is won !

~—FIDELIS.

THE INTELLECTUAL DEVELOPMENT OF THE CANADIAN
PEOPLE.

AN HISTORICAL REVIEW,

BY J. G. BOURINOT, B A.
The Clerk of the House of Commons, Canada.

CHAPTER III
JOURNALISM.

T N the development of Canadian in-

tellect the newspaper press has
had a very large influence during the
past half-century and more. What
the pulpit has done for the moral
education of the people, the press has
accomplished for their general cuiture
when schools were few and very infe-

rior, and books were rarely seen
throughout the country. When the
political rights of the people were the
subject of earnest controversy in the
Legislatures of the Provinces the press
enabled all classes to discuss public
questions with more or less know-
ledge, and gave a decided intellectual
stimulus, which had a valuable effect
in a young isolated country like
Capada. In the days of the French

| égime there was not a single printing
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Press in Canada, though the News !
Letter was published in Boston as |

early ag 1704.* It is generally claim-
€d that the first newspaper in Canada,
was the Quebec Guzetle, which was
Published in 1764, by Brown & Gil-
wour, formerly Philadelphia printers,

appeared on the 21st June, printed on
four folio pages of 18 by 12 inches,
€ach containing two columns of small
type. The first article was the prospec-
tusin larger type, in which the promo-
ters promised to pay particular atten-
tion‘to the refined amusements of lit-
€rature and the pleasant veins of well-
Pointed wit ; interspersed with chosen
Pleces of curious essays, extracted
rom the most celebrated authors,
blending philosophy with politics, his-
tory, &c.” The conductors also pledged
emselves to give no place in the
Paper to ¢ party prejudices and private
Scandal '— g pledge better kept than
Such promises are generally. There
Was a very slender allowance of news
fom Riga, St. Petersburg, London,
ew York and Philadelphia; but
t_ €re was one ominous item, that Par-
lament was about imposing taxes on
the Colonies, though they were with-
Out representation in that Parliament,
he latest English news was to the
th April; the latest American to
the 7th May. Only two advertise-
Ments appeared—one of a general
Store, of dry goods, groceries, hard-
\Vare, all the olla podrida necessary in
ose days ; the other from the Hon-
oural?le Commissioner of Customs,
Warning the public against making
‘“ompositions for duties under the Im-
berial Act. This sheet, for some years,
1ad no influence on public opinion ;

* The first printing press in America was

s(gt: Upat Cambridge, in the ninth year of the
o arter Government (1639) ; the first docu-
azfnt Printed was the ¢ Freeman's Oath,’ then
er almanack, and next the Psalms.—2 Pal-
e]:ve’ 45. In 1740, there were no leis than
ev ven journals—only of foolscap size, how-
€r—published in the English Colunies.

. on political events.
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for it continued to be a mere bald
summary of news, without comments
Indeed, when it

. was first issued the time was unfav-

ourable for political discussion, as
Quebec had only just become an Eng-

i lish possession, and the whole country

With a subscription list of onlyonehun- | was lying torpid under the military

dred and fifty names. The first issue !

administration of General Murray.
1t seems, however, from a notice in
the old public documents of Nova
Scotia, t that there was a small sheet
published in British America, called
the Halifax Guzette, some ten years
before the appearance of the Quebec
paper. Be that as it may, from 1769

! we commence to find regular mention

of the Nova Scotia Gazette and Week-
ly Chronicle, published on Sackville
Street: by A. Fleury, who also printed
the first Almanac in Canada, in 1774.
The next newspaper published in the
Maritime Provinces was the Royal
Gazette and New Brunswick Advertiser,
which appeared in 1785 in St. John,
justfounded by the American Loyalists.
The first paper appeared in Upper
Canada on the establishment of Par-
liamentary Government, and was pub-
lished by Louis Roy, at Newark, on
the 18th April, 1763, under the title
of The Upper Canada Gazette, or the
American Oracle. The sheet was in
folio, 15 by 9} inches, of coarse, but
durable paper—not a characteristic,
certainly, of our great newspapers
now-a days, of which the magerial is
very flimsy ; the impression was fairly
executed ; the price was three dollars
a year. In 1794, the form was chang-
ed toa quarto,and one Tiffany had be-
come the proprietor. When the Ga-
zette was removed to York, in 1800,
with all the Government offices, the

+In a letter of Secretary Cotterell, written
in 1754, to Captain Floyer, at Piziquid
(Windsor), he refers to M. Dandin, a priest
in'one of the Acadian settlements: ‘If he
chooses to play the bel esprit in the Halifax
Guzette, he may communicate his matter to
the printer as soon as he pleases, as he will
not print it without showing it to me.’—See
Murdoch’s ¢ History of Nova Scotia,’ vol. 2,
p. 234.
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Messrs. Tiffany started the Constella-
tton, which, Dr. Scadding tells us,
illustrated the jealousy which the
people of the Niagara district felt at
seeing York suddenly assume so much
importance ; for one of the writers

the ambitious, though muddy, un-
kempt little town, ¢ so that the people

in the space of a few months, may re-
lapse into intoxication with impunity, | cott.* The first daily paper published
and stagger home at any hour of the :

night without encountering the dread-
ful apprehension of broken necks.’

The Constellution only lived a year
or two, and then gave way to the
Ilerald and other papers at subse-
quent dates ; and it is an interesting
fact, mentioned by the learned anti-
quarian of Toronto, that the imposing
stone used by Mr. Tiffany, was in use
up to 1870, when the old Niagara
Mail, long edited by Mr. W. Kirby,
at last ceased publication. The Ga-
zette and Oracle continued to be pub-
lished at York by different printers,
and, like other journals in America,
often appeared in variegated colours—
blue being the favourite—in conse-
quence of the scarcity of white paper.
The title, American Oracle, was drop-
ped from the heading when Dr. Horne
became the publisher, in 1817 ; it con-
tinued to publish official notices, be-
sides meagre summaries of general
news, and some miscellaneous reading
matter. .

The second paper in Upper Canada
was the Upper Canada Guardian or
Freeman’s Journal, which was edited

and printed by Joseph Willecox, who -

fell under the ban of the Lieutenant-
Governor, for his Liberal opinions. It
was printed in 1807, and exercised

much influence for a time as an organ

of the struggling Liberal party. Like
others,in those days of political bitter-
ness, its editor was imprisoned, osten-
sibly forabreach of parliamentary priv-

ment for presuming to differ from the
governing party ; but, able man as he

undoubtedly was, he marred his career
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by an infamous desertion to the Amer-
icans during the war of 1812, before
the expiration of which he was killed.

. The first newspaper in Kingston, the
- third in the province, was the Gazette,

~ founded in 1810, by Stephen Miles,
ironically proposesa ¢ Stump Act’ for

who afterward became a minister of
the Methodist denomination, and who
also printed the Grenville Gazette, the
first journal in the old town of Pres.

in British North America, appears to
have been the Daily Advertiser, which
appeared in Montreal, in May, 1833
—the Herald and Gazette being tri-
weekly papers at the time. The Duily
Adwvertiser wasissued in the interests
of the Liberals, under the manage-
ment of the Hon. H. 8. Chapman,
subsequently a judge in New Zealand.
One of the chief inducements held
out to subscribers was the regular pub-
lication of full prices current and
other commercial information. The
British Whig, of Kingston, was the
first newspaper that attempted the ex-
periment of a daily issue in Upper
Canade,

It is a noteworthy fact, which can
be best mentioned here, that the first
newspaper in Three Riverswas the (/a-
zette, published by one Stobbs,in1832,
more than two centuries after the set-
tlement of that town,which hasalways
been in the midst of the most thickly
settled district of Lower Cuanada.
At that time, newspapers were rapidly
gaining ground in Upper Canada—

. districts not so old by months or weeks

even as Three Rivers had years, and
with a more scattered population not
exceedingone-fifth of that of the Three

. Rivers district, could boast of, at least,

one newspaper.t
In 1827, Mr. Jotham Blanchard,

. the ancestor of a well-known family
« of Liberals in the Lower Provinces,
i established the first newspaper out-

; v I . side of Halifax, the Colonial Patriot,
ilege, though in reality as a punish- '

*Morgan's ¢ Bibliotheca Canadensis,” Art.
Miles.

1+ Quebec Mercury, 1832,
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at Pictou, a flourishing town on the | of a Chancellor.'”} Many other papers

Straits of Northumberland, chiefly
settled by the Scotch.

. In 1839, Mr. G. Fenety —now
Queen’s Printer’ at Fredericton—es-
tablished the Commercial News, at St.
John, New Brunswick, the first tri-
weekly and penny paper in the Mari-
time Provinces, which he conducted
or a quarter of a century, until he
disposed of it to Mr. Edward Willis,
under whose editorial supervision it
has always exercised considerable in-
fluence in the public aftairs of the
Province. The first daily paper pub-
lished in the Province of Nova Scotia,
was the Halifax Morning Post, ap-
bearing in 1845, edited by John H.
Crosskill, but it had a brief existence,
and tri-weeklies continued to be pub-
lished for many years——the old Colonist
representing the Conservatives, and
the Chronicle the Liberals of the prov-
ince. The senior of the press, in the
Lleer Provinces, however, is the Aca-
dian Recorder, the first number of
Which appeared in 1813,

The only mention I have been able
0 find of a newspaper in the brief
1stories of Prince Edward Island, is
of the appearance, in 1823, of the Re-
guster, printed and edited by J. D.
aszard, who 'distinguished himself
at the outset of his career by a libel
on one of the Courts before which he
Was suinmoned with legal prompti-
Yllde~just ag printers are now-a-days
In Manitoba—and dismissed with a
Solemn reprimand, on condition of re-
Vealing the authors of the libel. The re-

m 1 :
arks of the Chancellor (who appears | Standard is also another paper of poli-

0 have been also the Governor of the
sland), in dismissing the culprit, are
quite unique in their way. ¢ I compas-
Slonate your youth and inexperience ;
did Inot do so, I would lay you by the
\eels long enough for you to remem-
erit.  You have delivered your evi-
ence fairly, plainly and clearly, and
88 became 3 man ; but I caution you,
When yoy publishanything again, keep
clear Sir, of a Chancellor. Beware, Sir,

were published in later years; the
most prominent being the Islander,
which appeared in 1842, and conti-
nued in existence for forty-two years.
This paper along with the Examiner,
edited by the Hon. Edward Whelan,
a man of brilliant parts, now dead, had
much influence over political affairs in
the little colony.

The history of the newspaper press
of British Columbia does not go be-
yond twenty-two years. The first at-
tempt at journalistic enterprise was
the Victoria Gazette, a daily published
in 1858, by two Americans, who, how-
ver, stopped the issue in the follow-
ing year. The next paper was the
Cowrrier de la Nouwvelle Caledonie
printed by one Thornton, an Anglo-
Frenchman, who had travelled all over
the world. The somewhat notorious
Marriott, of the St. Francisco News-
Leiter, also, in 1859, published the
Vancouver Island Gazette, but only for
a while. It is a noteworthy fact, that
the Cariboo Sentinel—now no longer
in existence—was printed on a press
sent out to Mgr. Demers, by the Ro-
man Catholics of Paris. Even the
little settlement of Emory has had its
newspaper, the Inlund Sentinel. The
best known newspaper in the Pacific
Province has been always, since 1838,
the British Colonist, owned and edited
originally by Hon. Amor de Cosmos,
for some time Premier, and now a well
known member of the House of Com-
mons, who made his paper & power in
the little colony by his enterprise and
forcible expression of opinion. 'The

tical influence, and is published daily
like the Colonist. Two papers are
printed in New Westminster, and one
in Nanaimo ; the total number in the
province being five.

In the previous paragraphs, I have
confined myself to the mention of a
few facts in the early history of jour-
nalism in each of the Provinces of

+ Campbell’s Hist. of P. F.T.
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Canada. Proceeding now to a more
extended review, we find that a few
papers exercised from the outset a
very decided influence in political af-
fairs, and it is to these I propose now
torefer especially, before coming down
to later times of extended political
rights and consequent expansion of
newspaper enterprise.  The oldest
newspaper now in Canada is the Mon-
treal Guzette, which was first published
us far back as 1787, by one Mesplet,
in the French language. It ceased
publication for a time, but reappeared
about 1794, with Lewis Roy as prin-
ter. On the death of the latter, the
establishment was assumed by E. Ed-
wards,at No. 135 St. Paul Street, then
‘the fashionable thoroughfare of tke
town. It was only a little affair, about
the size of a large foolscap sheet,
printed in small type in the two lan-
guages, and containing eight broad
columns. In 1805, the Quebec Mer-
cury was founded by Thomas Cary, a
Nova Scotian lawyer, as an organ of
the British inhabitants, who, at that
time, formed a small but compara-
tively wealthy and influential section
of the community. Mr. Cary was
a man of scholarly attainments and
a writer of considerable force. The
Mercury had hardly been a year in
existence, when its editor experienced
the ditticulty of writing freely in those
troublous times, as he had to apolo-
gize for a too bold censure of the action
of the dominant party in the Legisla-
ture. But this contrefemps did not
prevent him continuing in that vein
of sarcasm of which he was a master,
and evoking, consequently, the ire of
the leading Liberals of those days—
Stuart, Vanfelson,Papineau, Viger,and
others ; and one of the results of his
excessive freedom of speech was an
attempt to punish him for a breach of
privilege ; but he remained concealed
in his own house, where, like the con-
spirators of old times, he had a secret
recess made for such purposes, and
where he cortinued hurling his philip-
pics against his adversavies with all

!
l

¥

CANADIAN INTELLECTUAL DEVELOPMENT.

that power of invective which would
be used by a conscientious though un-
compromising old Tory of those days,
when party excitement ran go high.
The Quebec Guzette was at that time,
as in its first years, hardly more than
a mere résuméof news.* Hon. John
Neilson assumed its editorship in 1796,
and continued more or less to influ-
ence its columns whilst he remained
in the Lower Canada Legislature. In
1808, Mr. Neilson enlarged the size of
his paper, and published it twice a
week, in order to meet the growing
demand for political intelligence. The
Guazette was trammelled for years by
the fact that it was semi-official, and
the vehicle of public notifications, but
when, subsequently,t this difficulty no
longer existed, the paper, either under
his own or his son’s management, was
independent, and, on the whole, mod-
erate in tone, whenever it expressed
opinions on leading public questions.
Mr. Neilson, from 1818, when he be-
came a nuember of the Legislature, ex-
ercised a marked influence in the poli-
tical discussions of his time, and any
review of his career as journalist and
politician would be necessarily a re-
view of the political history of half a
century. A constant friend of the
French Canadians, a firm defender of
British connection, never a violent,
uncomproimnising partisan, but a man
of cool judgment, he was generally
able to perform good service to his
party and country. Asa public writer
he was concise and argumentative,
and influential, through the belief that-
men had in his sincerity and honesty
of purpose.

* From 1783 to 1792, the paper scarcely
published a political * leader,” and so fearful
were printers of offending men in power, that
the Montreal Gazette, so late as 1790, would
not even indicate the locality in which a
famous political banquet was held, on the oc-
casion of the formation of a Constitutional
Club, the principal object of which was to
spread political knowledge throughout the
country. See Garneau IT. 197 and 206,

+ In'1823, an Official Gazette was published
by Dr. Fisher, Queen’s Printer, ‘Canadian
Magazine,’ p. 470,
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In 1806, there appeared in Quebec
a new organ of public opinion, which
has continued to the present day to
exercise much influence on the politics
of Lower Canada. This was the Cuna-
dien, which was established in the fall
of that year, chiefly through the exer-
tions of Pierre Bédard, who was fora
long while the leader of the French
party in the Legislature, and at the
same time chief editor of the new jour-
nal, which at once assumed a strong
Position as the exponent of the prin-
ciples with which its French Canadian
conductors were so long identified. It
waged a bitter war against its adver-
saries, and no doubt had an important
share in shaping the opinions and edu-
cating the public mind of the majority
In the province. If it too frequently
appealed to national prejudices, and
assumed an uncompromising attitude
when counsels of conciliation and mo-
deration would have been wiser, we
must make allowance for the hot tem-
per of those times, and the hostile an-
tagonism of races and parties, which
the leaders on both sides were too often
ready to foment. The editor of the
Canadien was also punished by im-
Prisonment for months, and the issue
of the paper was stopped for a while
on the order of Chief Justice Sewell,
In the exciting times of that most ar-
bitrary of military governors, Sir
J_ ames Craig. Theaction of the autho-
rities in this matter is now admitted
to have been tyrannical and unconsti-
tutional, and it is certainly an illus-
tration of human frailty that thissame
M. Bédard, who suffered not a little
from the injustice of his political ene-
mies, ghould have shown such weak-
ness—or, shall we say, Christian for-
bearance—in accepting, not long after-
wards, a judgeship from the same
Government which he had always so
Violently opposed, and from which he
had suffered so much.
Whilst the Canadien, Gazatte, and
lercury were, in Lower Canada, ably
advocating their respective views on
the questions of the day, the Press of
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Upper Canada was also exhibiting evi-
dences of new vigour. The Observer
was established at York, in 1820,
and the Cunadian Freeman in 1825,
the latter, an Opposition paper, well
printed, and edited by Francis Collins,
who had also suffered at the hands of
the ruling powers. An anecdote is re-

| lated of the commencement of the

journalistic career of this newspaper
man of old times, which is somewhat
characteristic of the feelings which
animated the ruling powers of the day
with respect to the mass of people who
were not within the sacred pale. When
Dr. Horne gave up the publication of
the Gazette, in whose office Collins had
been for some time a compositor, the
latter applied for the position, and was
informed that ¢the office would be
given to none but a gentleman.’

This little incident recalls the quiet
satire which Goldsmith levels in ¢ The
Good-natured Man,” against just such
absurd sensitiveness as Collins had to
submit to:—

First FeLLow—The Squire has got spunk
in him.
SecoND FeLLow—T loves to hear him sing,

“bekeays he never gives us nothing that’s low.

TrIRD FELLOW--0, damn anything that’s

low ; I cannot bear it.

FourtH FELLoW—The genteel thing is the
genteel thing any time, if so be that a gen-
tleman bees in a concatenation accordingly.

Tainp FerLow—TI likes the maxum ofy it,
Master Muggins. What, though 1 am obli-
gated to dance a bear, & man may be a gen-
tleman for all that. May this be my poison,
if my bear ever dances but to the very gen-
teelest of tunes—¢ Water Parted,” or “The
Minuet in Ariadne.’

No doubt this little episode made
the disappointed applicant inveterate
against the Government, for he com-
menced, soon afterwards, the publica-
tion of an Opposition paper, in which
he exhibited the rude ability of an un-
polished and half-educated man.*

Mr. W. Lyon Mackenzie appeared
a8 a journalist for the first time in
1824, at Queenstown, where he pub-
lished the Colonial Advocate, on the

* C. Lindsey’s ‘ Life of W.Lyon Mackenzie,’
Vol. I, p. 112, note.
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model of Cobbett's L’egiste\zr, contain-
ing 32 pages,aform afterwards changed
to the broad sheet. From the first it
illustrated the original and eccentric
talent of its independent founder.
Italics and capitals, index hands and
other typographic symbols were scat-
“tered about with remarkable profu-
sion, to give additional force and no-
toriety to the editorial remarks which

were found on every page, according '

as the whim and ‘inspiration of the
editor dictated. The establishment
of the paper was undoubtedly a bold
attempt at a time when the province
was but sparsely settled, and the cir-
culation necessarily limited by the
rarity of post-otfices even in the moré

thickly-populated districts, and by -

the exorbitant rates of postage which
amounted to eight hundred dollars a-
year on a thousand copies. More

than that, any independent expression '

of opinion was sure to evoke the ire
of the orthodox in politics and reli-
gion, which in those duys were some-
what closely connected. The Advo-
cate was soon removed to York, and
became from that time a political
power, which ever and anon excited

the wrath of the leaders of the oppo-
" lished at Berlin, in the Gore Settle-

site party, who induced some of their
followers at last to throw the press
and type of the obnoxious journal in-
to the Bay, while they themselves,
following the famous Wilkes' pre-
cedent, expelled Mackenzie from the
legislature, and in defiance of consti-
tutional law, declared him time and
again ineligible to sit in the Assembly.
The despotic acts of the reigning party,
however, had the effect of awakening
the masses to the necessity of support-
ing Mr. Mackenzie, and made him
eventually a prominent figure in the
politics of those disturbed times. The
Advocute changed its name, a short
time previous to 1837, to the Consti-
tution, and then disappeared in the
troublous days that ended with the
flight of its indiscreet though hon-
est editor.
the Advocate were the Loyalist, the

Contemporaneous with
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Courier, and the Dlalrivt — the lat-
ter having first appeared at York in
1833. These three journals were
Conservative, or rather Tory organs,
and were controlled by Mr. Fother-
gill, Mr. Gurnett, and Mr. Dalton.
Mr. Gurnett was for years, after the
Union, the Police Magistrate of To-
ronto, while his old antagonist was a
member of the Legislature, and the
editor of the AMessuge, a curiosity in
political literature.  Mr. Thomas Dal-
ton was a very zealous advocate of
British connection and was one of
the first Colonial writers to urge a
Confederation ot the Provinces ; and
if his zeal frequently carried him into
the intemperate discussion of public
questions the ardour of the times
must be for him, as for his able, un-
selfish oppounent, Mr. Mackenzie, the
best apology.

Mrs. Jameson, who was by no
means inclined to view Canadian af-
fairs with a favourable eye, informs
us that in 1836 there were some forty
papers published in Upper Canada ;
of these, three were religious, namely,
the Christian Guardian, the Wesleyan
Advocate, and the Clurch. A paper
in the German ianguage was pub-

ment, for the use of the German set-
tlers. Lower Canadian and American
newspapers were also circulated in
great numbers. She deprecates the
abusive, narrow tone of the local
papers, but at the same admits—
a valuable admission from one far
from prepossessed in favour of Cana-
dians—that, on the whole, the press
did 'good in the absence and scarcity
of books. In some of the provincial
papers she ‘ had seen articles written
with considerable talent ;’ among
other things, ¢ a series of letters signed
Evans, on the subject of an education
fitted for an agricultural people, and
written with infinite good sense and
kindly feeling” At this time the
number of newspapers circulated
through the post-oftice in Upper Can-
ada, and paying' postage, was: Pro-
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Vineial papers, 178,065 ; United States
and other foreign papers, 149.502.
Adding 100,000 papers stamped, or

free, there were some 427,567 papers

cirenlated yearly among a population
of 370,000, ¢ of whom perhaps one in
fifty conld read.’ The narrow-mind-
edness of the country journals gene-
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journalists their country has produced.
His writings have not a little histori-
cal value, having been, in all cases
where his feelings were not too deeply

! involved, characterized by breadth of

rally would probably strike an Eng- .

ish litteratewr like Mrs.

Jameson

with much force ; little else was to be

Cxpected in a country, situated as
Canada was then, with a small popu-
lation, no generally diffused education,
and imperfect facilities of communica-
tlo_n with the great world beyond. In
thig comparatively isolated position,
Journalists might too often mistake
‘ The rustic murmur of their burgh
For the great wave that echoes rounl
the world,’
. Yet despite its defects, the journal-
1sm of Upper Canada was confessedly
domg an important work in those
backward days of Canadian develop-
Ment. The intelligence of the country
Would have been at a much lower
€bb, without the dissemination of the
Press throughout the rural districts.
Whilst the journalists named
a‘bO\_'e were contending in Upper
Cam}da with fierce zeal for their res-
Dective jarties, new names had ap-
Peared in the press of the other pro-
Vinces, The Cunadien was edited for
Years by Mr. Etienne Parent, except
'l‘u‘lpg its temporary suspension from
830 to 1831. His bold expression of
Obinion on the questions that forced
& small party of his countrymen into
4n ill-advised rebellion sent him at

a3t to prison ; but, like others of his

“ontemporaries, he eventually in more
1"‘306ful times received a recompense
tﬁ" his services by appointments in
. € public service, and died at last of
re?pe old age a few months after his

I'ement from the Assistant-Secre-
2ryship of State for the Dominion.
;‘ hlﬁ{ hands the Cunadien continued
COlee]-d great power among his

Patriots, who have mnever failed

view and critical acumen.

Whilst Cary, Neilson, Mackenzie,
Parent, Dalton and Gurnett were the
prominent journalists of the larger
provinces, where politics were always
at a fever heat, a young journalist first
appeared in the Maritime Colonies,
who was thenceforth to be a very pro-
minent figure in the political contests
of his native Province. In1827 Joseph
Howe, whose family came of that
sturdy, intelligent New England stock
which has produced many men and
women of great intellectual vigour,
and who had been from an early age,
like Franklin, brought up within the
precincts of a printing office, bought
out the Weekly Chronicle, of Halifax,
and, changing its name to the Aca-
dianr, commenced his career as a pub-
lic writer. Referving to the file of the
Acadian, we sce little to indicate un-
usual talent. It contains some lively
sketches of natural scenery, some in-
ditferent poetry, and a few common-
place editorial contributions. A few
months later he severed his connec-
tion with the Acudien and purchased
the Nove Scotian from Mr. G. R.
Young, the brother of the present
Chief Justice, a man of large know-
ledge and fine intellect. 1t was a
courageous undertaking for so young
a man, as he was only 24 years of age
when he assumed the control of so
prominent a paper; but the rulers of
the dominant oflicial party soon found
in him a vigorous opponent and a zeal-
ous advocate of Liberal opinions. It
is a noteworthy fact that Mr. Howe,
like Mr. Mackenzie in Upper Canada,

. made himself famous at the outset of

his eareer by pleading on his own be
half in a case of libel. Mr. Mackenzie
had" been prosecuted for an alleged

© libel circulated during a political con-

O respect him as one of the ablest :

test with Mr. Small, and defended his
own cause 8o successfully that the jury
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gave him a verdict ; and they are even
said, according to Mr. Lindsey’s ¢ Life
of Mr. Mackenzie, to have debated
among themselves whether it was not
competent for them to award damages
to the defendant for the annoyance of
a frivolous prosecution. Mr. Howe’s
debut as an advocate was in connec-
tion with a matter of much graverim-
portance. He had the courage, at a
time when there existed many abuses
apparently without hope of redress, to
attack the Halifax Bench of Magis-
trates, little autocrats in their way, a
sort of Venetian Council, and the con-
sequence was a criminal indictment
for libel. He determined to get up
his own case, and, after several days’
close study of authorities, he went to
the jury in the Old Court Room, now
turned into the Legislative Library,
and succeeded in obtaining a glorious
acquittal and nosmall amount of popu-
lar applause for his moral courage on
this memorable occasion. The subse-
quent history of his career justified the
confidence which his friends thence-
orthreposed in him. His indefatig-
able industry, added to his great love
of the masters of English literature,
goon gave vigour and grace to his
style, whilst his natural independence
of spirit that could little brook control
in any shape, and his innate hatred of
political despotism, soon led him to at-
tack boldly the political abuses of the
day. The history of Joseph Howe from
that day was a history of the tri-
umph of Liberal principles and of re-
sponsible government in Nova Scotia.
Asa versatile writer, he has had no su-
perior in Canada, for he brought to
the political controversies of his time
the aid of powerful invective and cut-
ting satire ; whilst, on those occasions
when party strife was hushed, he could
exhibit all the evidences of his culti-
vated intellect and sprightly humour.

The new era of Canadian journalism
commenced with the settlement of the
political difficulties which so long dis-
turbed the provinces, and with the con-
cession of responsible government,
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which gave a wider range to the intel-
lect of public writers. The leading pa-
pers,in 1840, werethe Montreal Gazette,
the Montreal /flerald, the Canadien,
the Quebec Gazette,the Quebec Mercury,
in Lower Canada ; the British Colonist,
British Whig, and Ezaminer, in Upper
Canada ; the Nova Scotien and Aca-
dian llecorder, in Nova Scotia ; the
News, in New Brunswick. The Colo-
nist was founded at Toronto, in 1838,
by Hugh Scobie, under the name of
the Seotsman—changed to the former
title in the third number—and from
the outset took a high position as an
independent organ of the Conservative
party. The copy of the first number,
before me, is quite an improvement on
the Gazette and Mercury of Quebec, as
published in the early part of the cen-
tury. It contains some twenty-four
columns, on a sheet about as large as
the Ottawa Free Press. It contains
several short editorials, a resumé of
news, and terse legislative reports.
Among the advertisements is one of the
New York Albion, which, for so many
years, afforded an intellectual treat to
the people of all the provinces ; for it
was in 1ts columns they were able to
read the best productions of Marryatt
and other English authors, not easily
procurable in those early times ; be-
sides being annually presented with
engravings of merit—a decided im-
provement on the modern chromo—
from the paintings of eminent artists ;
engravings which are still to be seen
in thousands of Canadian homes, and
which, in their way, helped to culti-
vate taste among the masses, by whom
good pictures of that class could not
be easily procured.

The Erominer was started at To-
ronto, on the appointment of Lor
Durham, to the Governmentof Can-
ada, as an organ of the Liberal
party, by Mr. Francis Hincks, 2
young Irishman, who, from his first
arrival in Canada, attracted attention
as & financier and a journalist. 7 he
Examiner, however, had not a long €x-
istence, for Sir Francis Hincks—-w®
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give him his later title, won after | tinued to occupy to the present. Le

years of useful public service as jour-
nalist and statesman—proceeded, in
1843, to Montreal, where he estab-
lished the ’ilot, which had much in-
uence as an organ of the party led by
Baldwin and Lafontaine. In 1844,
& young Scotchman, Mr. George Brown,
€gan to be a power in the politics of
the Canadian Provinces. He was first
Connected with The Banner, founded
In the interest of the Free Church
Party ; but the Liberals found it ne-
cessary to have a special organ,
and the result was the establish-
ment, in 1844, of the Toronto Globe,
at first a weekly, then a tri-weekly,
and eventually the most widely circu-
Ated and influential daily paper in
Bl:ltlsh North America. During the

Irty-five years Mr. Brown remained
Connected with that journal it inva-
MNably hore the impress of his power-
ul intellect. The Globe and George
Town were always synonymous in

the public mind, and the influence he |

xercised over his party—no doubt a
tyrannical influence at times—proved
'® power that a man of indomitable
will and tenacity of purpose can exer-
YIse in the control of a political organ.
fom 1844 to the present time the
Newspaper press made progress equal
the growth of the provinces in popu-
at19n3 wealth and intelligence. The
l‘apu]: Improvement in the internal com-
Municationsof thecountry, the increase
O post-oftices and the cheapness of pos-
vage, together with the remarkable de-
c'e Opment of public education, espe-
amlly in Upper Canada, naturally gave
“grez;t impulse to newspaper enter-
*18¢ in all the large cities and towns.
; € Journal de (Juebec was established
h 1842 by the Hon Joseph Cauchon,
oM that time a force in political life.
: Dother jonrnal, the Minerve, of Mon-
*eal, which had been founded in 1827
tiy M. Morin, but had ceased publica-
r:n during the troubles of 1837-8,
th appeared a gain in 1842,and assumed
enat nfluential position as an expon-
¢ of the Bleus which it has con-

LPays, la Patrie, and L’ Avenir were
other Canadian papers, supporting the
louges—the latter having been estab-
lished in 1848, and edited by ['en-
Sant terrible, M. J. B. Eric Dorion. a
brother of Sir Antoine Dorion. In
Upper Canada, Mr. R. Reid Smiley
established, during 1846, the Hamil-
ton Spectator, as a tri-weekly, which
was changed to a daily issue in 1832,
In 1848, Mr. W. Macdougall appeared
for the first time as a journalist, in
connection with the Canada Farmer ;
but when that journal was merged in-
to the Canada A griculturist. he founded
the North American, which exerted
no small influence as a trenchant,
vigorous exponent of Referm princi-
ples, until it was amalgamated, in
1357, with the Globe. In 18352 the
Leader was established, at Toronto,
by Mr. James Beaty —the old Putriof
becomingits weekly issue—and during
the years it remained under the edito-
rialmanagementof Mr. Charles Lindsey
—a, careful, graceful writer of large
knowledge—it cxercised much influ-
ence as an exponent of the views of
the Libeyal Conservative party : but
soon after his retirement it lost its
position, and died at last from pure
inanition and incapacity to keep up
with the progressivedemandsof modern
journalism. In 1857, Mr. McGee made
his appearance in Canada as the editor

! of the Montreal New Era, in which he

illustrated for some years thebrilliancy
of his style and his varied attainments.
The history of journalism, indeed,
from 1840 to 1867, brings before usa
number of able writers, whose names
are remembered with pride by all who.
were connected with them and had
opportunities, not merely of reading
their literary contributions, but of
personally associating with men of
such, varied accomplishments and
knowledge of the Canadian world.
Morrison, Sheppard, Penny, Chamber-
lin, Brown, Lindsey, Macdougall,
Hogan, McGee, Whelun, P. 8. Hamil-
ton, T. White, Derome, Cauchon,
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Joseph Doutre, were the most distin-
guished writers of an epoch which
was famous for its political and indus-
trial progress. But of all that bril-
liant phalanx, Mr. White alone con-
tributes, with more or less regularity,
to the press, whilst all the others are
either dead or engaged in other occu-
pations.*

Since 1867, the Mail, established in
1873 as the chief organ of the Liberal
Conservatives, has come to the front
rank in journalism, and is a powerful
rival of the G'lobe, while the ('olonist,
Leader, and other papers which ouce
played an important part in the politi-
cal drama, are forgotten,like most poli-
tical instruments that have done their
service and are no longer available.
‘Several of the old journals so long as-
sociated with the history of political
and intellectual activity in this coun-
try, however, still exist as influential
-organs. The Quebec Gazette was, some
years ago, merged into another Quebec

* Mr. McGee was assassinated in 1868. The
circumstances of the death of John Sheridan
Hegan, in 1859, were not known till years
afterwards, when one of the infamous 1on
Gang revealed the story of his wretched end.
Then we have the great journalist and leader
of the Liberal party in Upper Canada alsody-
ing from the effects of a pistol-wound at the
hands of & drunken reprobate. Hon. Edward
Whelan, of Charlottetown, died years ago.
Mr. Morrison died whilst editor of the To-
ronto Daily Telegraph. Mr. Sheppard was,
when last heard of, in New York, in connec-
tion with the press. Mr. Lindsey is Regis-
trar of Toronto. Hon. Joseph (‘auchon is
Lieutenant-Governor of Manitoba.  Mr.
Chamberlin is Queen’s Printer at Ottawa,
and his partner on the Gazette, Mr. Lowe, is
also in the Civil service. Mr. Dercme died
-only a few weeks ago.  Mr. Penny is a Sena-
tor. Mr. McDougall is a member of the
Commons, and lives in Ottawa. Mr. Doutre
is at the head of his profession in Quebec.
Mr. Belford, of the Muail, died a few weeks
ago at Ottawa. Besides those older journal-
ists mentioned in the text, younger men,
like Mr. Descelles and Mr. Dansereau,
of the Minerve, and Mr. Patteson, of the
Mail, have also received positions recently in
thd public service. Mr. Edward McDonald,
who founded, with Mr. Garvie, the Halifax
-Citizen, in opposition to the Reporter, of which
the present writer was editor, died Collector
of the Port. Mr. Bowell, of the Belleville
Intelligencer, is now Minister of Customs.
“The list might be extended indefinitely.
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paper—having become long before a
memorial of the past in its appearance
and dulness, a sort of Rip Van Winkle
in the newspaper world. The Canadien
has always had its troubles; but, never-
theless,it continues to haveinfluence in
the Quebec district, and the same may
be said of the Journal de Quebec, though
the writer who first gave it power in
politics is now keeping petty state in
the infant Province of the West. The
Quebic Mercury still exists, though on
a very small scale of late. The Mon-
treal Glatette (now the oldest paper in
Canada), the Montreal Herald, the
Mineree, the Hamilton Spectator, and
the Brockville Recorder (established in
18203, are still exercising political in-
fluence as of old. The St. John News
and the Halifax Acadian Recorder ave
still vigorously carried on. The Hali-
fax Chronicle remains the leading
Liberal organ in Nova Scotia, though
the journalist whose name was so long
associated with itin the early days of
its influence died a few years ago in
the old Government House, within
whose sacred walls he was not per-
mitted to enter in the days of his
fierce controversy with Lord Falkland.
In its later days, the Hon. William
Annand, lately in the employment of
the Dominion Government in London,
was nominally the Editor-in-Chief, but
the Hon. Jonathan McCully, Hiram
Blanchard, and William Garvie were
among those who contributed largely
to its editorial columns—able political
writers not long since dead. The pub-
lic journals of this country are now so
numerous that it would take several
pages to enumerate them ; hardly a
village of importance throughout
Canada but has one or more weeklies.
In 1840 there were, as accurately as]
have been able to ascertain, only 65
papers in all Canada, including the
Maritime Provinces. In 1857, there
were 243 in all; in 1862 some 320,
and in 1870 the number had increased
to 432, of which Ontario alone owned
255. The number has not much in-
creased since then—the probable num-
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ber being now 463, of which 56, at
least, appear daily.* The Post Office
statistics show in 1879, that 4,085,454
8. of newspapers, at one cent per 1b.
Passed through the post offices of the
Dominion, and 5,610,000 copies were
posted otherwise. Nearly three mil-
lionsandahalf of paperswere delivered
under the free delivery system in the
- Cities of Halifax, Hamilton, London,
Montreal, Quebec, Ottawa, St. John,
and Toronto. Another estimate gives
Some 30,000,000 of papers passing
through the Post Offica in the course
of a year, of which probably two thirds,
or 20,000,000, are Canadian. These
gures do not, however, represent any-
thing like the actual circulation of the
‘anadian papers, as the larger propor-
tlop are immediately delivered to sub-
Scribers by carriers in the cities and
towns, The census of 1870 in the
United States showed the total annual
Ctrculation of the 5,871 newspapers in
that country to be, 1,508,548,250, or
an average of forty for each person in
the Republic, or one for every inhabi-
t'&m_i in the world. Taking the same
asls for our calculation, we may esti-
Wate there are upwards of 160,000,000
Copies of newspapers annually distri-
uted to our probable population of
Our millions ot people. The influence
Which the newspaper press must exer-

%18 upon the intelligence of the masses

15 consequently obvious.
The names of the journals that take
e front rank, from the enterprise
0d ability with which they are con-
Ucted, will occur to every one au
“urant with public affairs : the G'lobe

*
‘o lhe’ data for 1840 are taken from Martin's
o Olonjal Kmpire,” and Mrs. Jameson’s ac-
unt. The figures for 1857 are taken from
:)2"15118 ‘ Canada Directory ;° the figures
ate 880 from the lists in Commons and Sen-
eading Rooms. 'T'he last census returns
el he four old Provinces give only 308
&lntmg establishments, employing 3,400
d“’éflsx paying 81,200,000 in wages, and pro-
Alt{,ﬂg articles to the worth of $3,420,202.
incough not sostated, these figures probablK

for ¢

i ;
b‘:Cilude jobas well as newspaper offices— bot

Wi ng generally combined—and newspapers
out "¢ 110 jub work is done are obviously left
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and Mazil, in Toronto ; the Gazette and
Herald, in Montreal ; the Chronicle
(in its 34th year) and WMercury, in
Quebec ; the Spectator and 7'%mes, in
Hamilton ; the Free Press and Adver-
tiser, in London ; the British Wiig
(in its 46th year) and Daily News, in
Kingston ; ('itizen and Free Press, in
Ottawa ; News, Globe, Telegraph, and
Sun, in St. John, N.B.; Herald and
Chronicle, in Halifax ; the Examiner
and Patriot, in Prince Edward Island,
are the chief exponents of the princi-
ples of the Conservative and Liberal
party. DBesides these political organs,
the Montreal Stur and Witness, and
the Toronto ZTelegram have a large
circulation, and are more or less inde-
pendent in their opinions. Among
the French papers, besides those re-
ferred to above, we have the Courrier
de Montreal (1877), Nowveau Monde
(1867), L’ Evenement (1867), Courrier
d Ottwwca,now le Cunoda (1879), Franco
Canadien (1857), which enjoy more
or less influence in the Province of
Quebec. Perbaps no fact illustrates
more strikingly the material and men-
tal activity of the Dominion than
the number of newspapers now pub-
lished in the new Province of the
North:West. The first paper in that
region appeared in 1859,when Messis.
Buckingham & Coldwell conveyed to
Fort Garry their press and materials
in an ox cart, and established the little
Nor' [Vester immediately under the
walls of the fort. Now there are three
dailies published in the City of Win-
nipeg alone—all of them well printed
and fairly edited—and at least six-
teen papers in all appear periodi-
cally through the North-West. The
country press—that is to say, the press
published outside the great centres of
industrial and political activity—has
remarkably improved in vigour within
a few years; and the metropolitan
papers are constantly receiving from
its ranks new and valuable accessions,
whilst there remain connected with it,
steadily labouring with enthusiasm
in many cases, though the pecuniary
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rewards ave small, an indefatigable
band of terse, well-informed writers,
who exercise no mean influence with-
in the respective spkeres of their
operations. The Sarnia Observer, Sher-
brooke Guzette, Stratford Beacon,Perth
Courier (1834), Guelph Mercury
(1845), Yarmouth //erald, Peter-
borough Review, Paris Star, St. Thomas
Jowrnal, News of 8t. Johns (Q), Cour-
sier de St. Hyacinthe, Carleton Senti-
nel, Maritime Farmer, are among the
many journals which display no little
vigour in their editorials and skill in
the selection of news and literary mat-
ter. During the thirteen years that
have elapsed since Confederation new
names have been inscribed on the long
roll of Canadian journalists. Mr. Gor-
don Brown still remains in the edi-
torial chair of the Globe, one of the
few examples we find in the history of
Canadian journalism of men who have
not been carried away by the excite-
ment of politics or the attraction of a
8 ft place in the public service. The
names of White, McCulloch, Farrar,
Rattray, G. Stewart, jr., M. J. Griflin,
Carroll Ryan, Stewart (Montreal AHer-
ald), Stewart (Hulifax Herald), Sumi-
chrast, Fielding, Elder, Geo. Johnson,
Blackburn (London Free Press), Cam-
eron (London ddvertiser), Davin, Dy-
mond, Pirie, Mackintosh, Macready,
Livingstone, Ellis, Houde, Vallée, Des-
jardins, Tarte, Faucher de St. Mau-
rice, Fabre, Tass¢, L'O. David, are
among the prominent writers on the
most widely circulated English and
French Canadian papers.

In the necessarily limited review I
have been forced to give off the pro-
gress of journalism in Canada, I have
made no mention of the religious
press which has been established, in
the large cities principally, as the ex-
ponent of the views of particular
sects. The Methodist body has been
particularly successful in this line of
business, in comparison with other
denominations. The Christiun Guar-
diun, established at Toronto in 1829,
under the editorial supervision of Rev.
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Egerton Ryerson, continues to exhibit
its pristine vigour under the editor-
ship of the Rev. Mr. Dewart. The
orgin of the same body in the Mari-
time Provinces is the Wesleyan, edited
by Rev. T.Watson Smith, und is fully
equal in appearance and ability to its
Western contemporary. The Bap-
tists, Presbyterians, Episcopal Metho-
dists and Congregationalists, have
also exponents of their particular
views, The Church of England has
made many attempts to establish de-
nominational organs on a successful
basis, but very few of them have ever
come up to the expectations of their
promoters in point of circulation—the
old Church having been, on the
whole, the most ably-conducted. At
present there are three papers in the
west, representing different sections
of the Church. The Roman Catholics
have also their organs, not so much
religious as political —the St. John
Freeman, edited by the Hon. Mr. An-
glin, is the mo$t remarkable for the
ability and vigour with which it has
been conducted as a supporter of the
views of the Liberal party in the Do-
minion, as well as of the interests of
the Roman Catholic body. In all
there are some thirty papers pub-
lished in the Dominion, professing to
have the interests of certain sects par-
ticularly at heart.*

The Canadian Ilustrated News and
L Opinion. Publique, which owe their
establishment to the enterprise of
Mr. Desbarats, a gentleman of cul-
ture, formerly at the head of the
old Government Printing Office, are
among the examples of the new
vigour and ability that have charac-
terized Canadian journalistic enter-
prise of recent years. The illustra-
tions in the News are, on the whole,
well executed, and were it possible
to print them on the superior tinted

* It is noteworthy that the Canadian re-
ligious press has never attained the popu-
larity opthe American Denominational Jour-
nals, which are said to have an aggregate
circulation of nearly half of the secular press.
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paper of the Graphic, and it would be
possible if the people were willing to
pay the expense, they would compare
more favourably than they do with the
impressions of the older papers pub-
lished in New York and London.
In its prints of native scenery, and
portraits of deceased Canadians of
merit, the News is a valuable and in-
teresting addition to journalism in
this country, and will be found most
useful to the future generations who
will people the Dominion. Nor does
Canada now lack an imitator of
Punch, in the humorous line. It is
Noteworthy that whilst America has
produced humorists like ¢ Sam Slick,’
Artemus Ward, Mark Twain, and
others, no American rival to Punch
8 yet appeared in Boston or New
York. The attempts that have here-
tofore been made have been gener-
ally coarse caricatures—for example,
the political cartoons in Jarper's
Weeliy, which are never characterized
y those keen artistic touches that
make [*unch so famous. Previous ef-
forts in this field of political and social
Satire in Canada have always failed
or want of support, as well as from the
absence of legitimate humour. The
oldest satirical sheet was Le Fantasque,
bublished at Quebec by N. Au-
In, who was a very bitter partisan,
and wag sent to gaol in 1838 for
the expression of his opinions. The
Grumbler was a more creditable effort
Wade in Toronto some quarter of a
€entury ago, to illustrate and hit off
the political and social foibles of the
1Y in Canada. But it has been left
for Mr. Bengough in these times to
Ulse in Grip far above all previous at-
tempts in the sane direction, and ‘ to
SUow up’ very successfully, and gene-
Yally with much humour, certain sali-
tent features of our contemporary his-
Ty,
The influence of the press, during
€ century, must be measured by the
{mlltlcal intelligence and activity of
© people. Only in the United States
Te the masses as well informed on the
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public questions of the day as are
the majority of Canadians, and this
fact must be attributed, in a large mea-
sure, to the efforts of journalists to
educate the people and stimulate
their mental faculties. When educa-
tion was at a low ebb indeed, when the
leading and wealthier class was by no
means too anxious to increase the
knowledge of the people, the press was
the best vehicle of public instruction.
No doubt it often abused its trust,
and forgot the responsibilities devolv-
ing on it ; no doubt its conductors were
too frequently animated by purely sel-
fish motives, yet taking the good with
the evil, the former was predominant
as a rule. Itisonly necessary to cor-
sider the number of journalists who
have played an important part in Par-
liament, to estimate the influence
journalism must have exerted on the
political fortunesof Canada. Thenames
of Neilson, Bédard, W. L. Mackenzie,
Hincks, Howe, Brown, and Macdou-
gall, will recall remarkable epochs in
our history. But it is not only as a
political engine that the press has had
a decided beneficial effect upon the
public intelligence ; it has generally
been alive to the social and moral
questions of the hour, and exposed re-
ligious charlatanry, and arrested the
progress of dangerous social innova-
tions, with the same fearlessness and
vigour which it has shown in the case
of political abuses. Political contro-
versy, no doubt, has too often degen-
erated into licentiousness, and public
men have been too often maligned,
simply because they were political op-
ponents —an evil which weakens the
influence of journalism to an incalcul-
able degree, because the people begin
at last to attach little or no importance
to charges levelled recklessly against
public men. But it is not too much
to say that the press of all parties is
cominencing to recognise its responsi-
bilities to a degree that would not have
been possible a few years ago. It is
true the ineffable meannessof old times
of partisan controversy will crop out
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constantly in certain quarters, and
political writers are not always the
safest guides in times of party excite-
ment. But there is a healthier tone
in public discussion, and the people
are better able to eliminate the truth
. and come to a correct conclusion. Per-
sonalities are being gradually discou-
raged, and appeals more frequently
made to the reason rather than to the
passion and prejudice of party—a fact
in itself some evidence of the pro-
gress of the readers in culture. The
great change in the business basis on
which the leading newspapers are now-
a-days conducted, of itself must tend
to modify political acrimony,and make
them safer public guides. A great
newspaper now-a days must be con-
ducted on the same principles on which
any other business is carried on. The
expenses of a daily journal are now so
great that it requires the outlay of
large capital to keep it up to the
requirements of the time; in fact, it
can best be done by joint stock com-
panies, rather than by individual ef-
fort. Slavish dependence on a Govern-
ment or party, as in the old times of
journalism, can never make a news-

paper successful as a financial specnla-

tion, nor give it that circulation on
which its intluencein a large measure
depends. The journal of the present

day is a compilation of telegraphic des- !

patches from all parts of the world,
and of reports of all matters of local
and provincial importance, with one
or more columns of concise editorial
comment on public topics of general
interest ; and the success with which
this is done is the measure of its cir-
culation and intluence. Both the Globe
and Mail illustrace this fact very forci-
bly ; both journals being good news-
pupers, in every sense of the term, read
by Conservatives and Liberals, irre-
spective of political opinions, although
naturally depending for their chief
support on a particular party. In no
better way can we illustrate the great
change that has taken place within less
than half a century in the newspuper

|
|
{
i
]
i
|
f
|
|
1
i
i
|

CANADIAN INTELLECTUAL DEVELOPMENT.

enterprise of this country than by com-
paring a copy of a journal of 1839 with
one of 1880. Taking, in the first place,
the issue of the Toronto British Colo-
nist, for the 23rd October, 1839, we
have before us a sheet, as previously
stated, of twenty-four columns, twelve
of which are advertisements and
eight of extracts, chiefly from New
York papers. Not a single editorial
appeared in this number, though pro-
minence was given to a communication
describing certain riotous proceedings,
in which prominent ¢ blues ” took part,
on the occasion of a public meeting
attempted to be held at a Mr. Davis's
house on Yonge Street, for the pur-
pose uf considering important changes
about to take place in the political
Constitution of the Canadas. Mr.
Poulett Thompson had arrived in the
St. Lawrence on the 16th, bué the
Colonist was only able to announce
the fact on the 23rd of the month.
New York papers took four days to
reach Toronto—a decided improve-
ment, however, on old times—and
these afforded Canadian editors the
most convenient means of culling for-
eign news. Only five lawyers adver-
tised their places of business; M.
and Mrs. Crombie announced the
opening of their well-known schools.
McGill College, at last, advertised
that it was open to students—an im-
portant event in the educational his-
tory of Canada, which, however, re-
ceived no editorial comment in the
paper. - We come upon a brief adver-
tisement from Messrs. Armour & Ram-
say, the well-known booksellers ; but
the only book they announced was
that work so familiar to old-time stu-
dents, ‘ Walkinghame's Arithmetic’
Another literary announcement was
the publication of a work, by the Rev.
R. Murray, of Oakville, on the ¢ Ten-
dency and Errors of Temperance So-
cieties'—then in the infancy of their
progress in Upper Canada. One of
the most encouraging notices was that
of the Montreal 1'ype Foundry, which
was beginning to compete with Ameri-
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can establishments, also advertised in
the same issue—an evidence of the
rapid progress of printing in Canada.
Only one steamer was advertised, the
Gore, which ran between Toronto and
Hamilton; she was described as ¢ new,
splendid, fast-sailing, and elegantly
fitted up,” and no doubt she was,
compared with the old batteaux and
schooners which, not long before, had
kept up communication with other
parts of the Province. On the whole,
this issue illustrated the fact that To-
ronto was making steady progress, and
Upper Canada was no longer a mere
wilderness. Many of my readers will
recall those days, for I am writing of
times within the memory of many
Upper Canadians.

Now take an ordinary issue of the
Muil, printed on the same day, in the
same city, only forty-one years later.
We see a handsome paper of eight
closely-printed pages—each larger than
a page of the Colonist—and fifty-six
columns, sixteen of which are devoted
to advertisements illustrative of the
commercial growth, not only of To-
ronto, but of Ontario at large—ad-
vertisements of Banking, Insurance
and Loan Companies, representing
many millions of capital ; of Railway
and Steamship Lines, connecting To-
ronto daily with all parts of America
and Europe; of variousclasses of manu-
factures, which have grown up in a
Quarter of a century or so. No less
than five notices of theatrical and
Other amusements appear ; these en-
tertainments take place in spacious,
elegant halls and opera houses, instead
of the little, confined rooms which
Satisfied the citizens of Toronto only
a few years ago. Some forty barris-
ters and attorneys, physicians and
Surgeons—no, not all gentlemen, but
One a Jady—advertise their respec-
tive offices, and yet these are only re-
Presentative of the large number of
Persons practising these professions
0 the same city. Leaving the adver-
tisements and reviewing the reading

Matter, we find eleven columns de-
)

-
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voted to telegraphic intelligence from
all parts of the world where any event
of interest has occurred a day or two
before. Several columns are given up
to religious news, including a lengthy
report of the proceedings of the Bap-
tist Union, meeting, for the first
time, under an Act of Parliament of
1880—an Association iutended for
the promotion of missions, literature,
and church work, into which famous
John Bunyan would have heartily
thrown himself, no longer in fear of
being cast into prison. Four columns
are taken up with sports and pastimes,
such as lacrosse, the rifle, rowing,
cricket, curling, foot-ball, hunting—
ilustrative of the growing taste
among all classes of young men for
such healthy recreation. Perhaps no
feature of the paper gives more con-
clusive evidence of the growth of the
city and province than the seven
columns specially set apart to finance,
commerce and marine intelligence,
and giving the latest and fullest in-
telligence of prices in all places with
which Canada has commercial trans-
actions. Nearly one column of the
smallest type is necessary to announce
the arrivals and departures of the
steam-tugs, propellers, schooners and
other craft which make up the large in-
land fleet of the Western Province.
We find reports of proceedings in the
Courts in Toronto and elsewhere, be-
sides many items of local interest.
Five columns are made up of edito-
rials and editorial briefs, the latter an
interesting feature of modern journal-
ism. The ‘leader’ is a column in
length, and is a sarcastic commentary
on the ¢ fallacious hopes’ of the Oppo-
sition ; the next article is an answer
to one in the London Kconomist, de-
voted to the vexed question of protec-
tive duties in the Colonies; another
refers to modern °literary criticism,’
one of the strangest literary products
of this busy age of intellectual de-
velopment. In all we have thirty-six
columns of reading matter, remark-
able for literary execution and careful
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editing, as well as for the modera‘te
tone of its political criticism. It will
be geen that there is only one adver-
tisement of books in the columns of
this issue, but the reason is that it is
the custom only to advertise new
" works on Saturday, when the paper
generally contains twelve pages, or
eighty-four columns.. On the whole,
the issue of a very prominent Cana-
dian paper illustrates not only the
material development of Ontario in
its commercial and advertising col-
umns, but also the mental progress of
the people, who demand so large an
amount of reading matter at the cost
of so much money and mental lubour.

As the country increases in wealth
and population, the Press must be-
come undoubtedly still more a profes-
sion to which men of the highest ability
and learning will attach themselves
permanently, instead of being too

|
|

LIFE.

often attracted, as heretofore, by the

. greater pecuniary rewards offered

i by other pursuits in life.

Horace

- Greeley, Dana, Curtis, Whitelaw Reid

and Bryant are among the many illus-
trious examples that the neighkouring
States afford of men to whom jour-

: nalism has been a profession, valued

not gimply for the temporary influ-
ence and popularity it gives, but as a
great and powerful organ of public
education on all the live questions of
the day. The journals whose conduc-
tors are known to be above the allure-
ments of political favour, even while
they consistently sustain the general
policy of a party, are those which
most obviously become the true expo-
nents of a sound public opinion, and
the successful competitor for public
favour in this, as in all other coun-
tries enjoying a populur system of

' government.

(To be continuel.)

L1IFL

BY ESPERANCE.

IGHTLY from the childish brow
Blows the curling golden hair,
Tossed upon the sportive wind
Here and there and everywhere.

Lightly dance the hazel eyes,
Telling forth the childish glee—
O how blessed to be young !

O low glorious to be free!

Dreaming not of care or grief,
Knowing not what life can give,
Yeeling only in her glee

What a joy it is to live!

* *

* X
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Lightly from the girlish brow
Blows the curling golden hair,
Tossed upon the sportive wind
Here and there and everywhere.

Brightly beam the hazel eyes,
Outlets of a happy heart!
Brightly glows the lovely face,
Eyes alight and lips apart !

Dreaming not of coming pain,

Knowing but what love can give,

Feeling only in her joy

What a joy it is to live!
* * * *

Smoothly on the patient brow

Lies the waving golden hair,

Smoothly on the faded brow

Grief hath made less smooth and fair.

Something in the hazel eyes
Telling of a weary heart,
Something on the pallid cheek
And the lips with pain apart!

Knowing now the depths of pain,
Knowing now what life can give !
Feeling in her bitter woe
What a blank it is to live !

* % % *
Thinly on the marble brow
Lies the waving snow-white hair;
E wth hath lost itself in Heaven,
Here is merged in over there !

Pulseless o'er the sightless eyes
Lie the marble lids at rest,—
After many years of pain,

Now in death supremely blest !

Dead to earthly joy or pain,
Knowing now what Heaven can give,
Knowing now, as ne'er before,

What it is indeed to live !

* * * * *
Childhood, girlhood—both are glad
Womanhood must learn of pain ;

Age has this: to prove indeed
All earth’s joys and pleasures vain.

-’

Earth hath promises of joy,
Heaven alone hath power to give!
But in Heaven the heart can know,
What it is indeed to live !
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MACHIAVELLISM.

REFLECTIONS SUGGESTED BY THE MONUMENT ERECTED TO MACHIAVELLI
IN THE CHURCH OF SANTA CROCE, IN FLORENCE.

BY C. R. CORSON, ITHACA, N.Y.

TIME is truly a great vindicator,
and men and things, despite the
deceptiveness of their appearance, get
their dues in the long run, and succeed
in establishing their worth. Our age,
moreover, is particularly ready to make
amends for the unjust prejudices of
our predecessors, and favours any ef-
fort at throwing new light upon old
subjects, especially where those sub-
jects are so intimately connected with
its present movements, as is the me-
wory of the great Florentine secretary,
whose century-long influence over the
Italian people may be said to have
contributed in no small degree towards
the final independence of that nation.
_ After ages of struggle, ever against
wind and .tide, striving after freedom ;
after ages of suffering, borne with such
patience as a people quivering with
indignation under injustice and oppres-
sion may bear, Italy, at last, made
good the prophecy of its Petrarch :

Verti contra furore

Prenderh Parme : e fia 'l combatter corto ;
Che l'antico valore,

Negl® italici cor non & ancor morto.*

Liberated from foreign and papal op-
pression, Italy at last may show the
world what its chivalrous king meant
by 'ltalia fura da sé. Charles-Albert
in these few words expressed the prin-
ciples of action which Machiavelli had

* Virtue against fury shall take arms : and
the struggle shall be short ; for ancient valour
in the Italian heart is not yet dead.

endeavoured so long in vain to incul-
cate on the minds of his countrymen :
¢ Do your own work, and depend no
longer on foreign advice or aid.’

It would almost seem as if, in anti-
cipation of its present achievements,
and whilst feeling its way towards
them, Italy, in erecting this monument
to the great statesman, wasalready and
instinctively beginning to render hom-
age to the sagacious patriotism that
indicated the means thereto.

This monument was erected by Leo-
pold, Grand-Duke of Tuscany, and
stands beside the tombsof Dante, Gali-
lileo and Michael Angelo. It represents
the muse of history, holding in one
hand the symbols of her work, and
resting the other on a medallion-bust of
Machiavelli. Below,on the body of the
cenotaph, may be read the following
inscription :  Tanto nomini nullum par
elogium ; a tribute of praise which of
itself would seem sufficient rehabili-
tation.

Nor is this the only instance of af-
fectionate regard paid to the long neg-
lected memory. In 1869, a comme-
morative inscription in gold letters
wasg placed above the house where Ma-
chiavelli had lived and died, via de
Guicciardini :  Casa ove visse Nic. Mac.
e vt mort 22 guigno 1527, di anni 58,
mesi 8, e giorni 19,

— A Nic. Machiavelli dell’ unite
nationale, preccoritore audace ¢ indivino
¢ d'armi proprie ¢ non_adventitie primo
institutore e maestro Italia uno ed ar-



MACHIAVELLI AND MACHIAVELLISM.

mata, pose il 3 maggio 1869, quarlo di
dui centenario.*

Amidst the mass of opinions that
have crowded around this name—
praise and blame from the highest
quarters—the only way to form an im-
partial judgment is to turn to the man
himself, or, what is left of him—-his
works. Le style c'est Uhomme, said M.
<de Bonald, and in the Florentine sec-
retary’s earnest, simple, straightfor-
ward style we find the earnest, simple,
straightforward patriot. Confident in
the truth of the divine saying that ‘a
bad tree cannot bring forth good fruit,
or a good tree bad fruit,” we must find
even in the ¢ Principe’ a reason ex-
onerating its author and motiving the
purport of the work.

Another certain indication of the
real worth of a man, is surely his life. It
may, therefore, not be irrelevant here
to trace a brief outline of that event-
ful life, the more so as it is a subject
not often looked into by the generality
of readers. Machiavelli and Machia-
vellism have, by traditional abuse, be-
come so synonymous with all that is
iniquitous and marked by treachery,
that they have well nigh lost all in-
terest for the inquiring mind, except
as they may be brought in to illus-
trate villainy of any kind.

Niccolo Machiavelli was born in
Florence, the 3rd of May, 1469, of
Bernardo di Niceolo Machiavelli and
Bartolommes di Stefano Nelli, widow
of Niccolo Benizi. The family is one
of great antiquity on both nale and
female sides. The Machiavellii form
a long line of marquises back to Mar-
quis Ugo, who flourished in the year
850, and who was the head of the
Doble lords who exercised supreme

Ominion over the whole of that part

* House where Nic. Machiavelli lived and
Where he died 22 June 1527, 58 years, 8
months, and 19 days old.—To Nic. Machia-
Velli, of the national union, the bold and pro-
SEIetlc forerunner, who first taught Italy to

ispense with mercenary troops, and use her
OwWn; the country united and armed, this
dedicates on his anniversary, 3 May, 1869.
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of Ttaly around Florence known as
Val di Greve and Val di Pesa.

The Nelli were equally distin-
guished, descending from the ancient
Counts di Borgonovo di Fueecchio,
who had always held high public offi-
ces in Florence. Both families werc
Guelphs, and shared, of course, the
good and ill fortunes of that party—
now exiled, now recalled.

Little is known of the early educa-
tion of Niccolo, except that he was
under the guidance of a highly-gifted
mother, a lady who had acquired some
fame in literary attainments, notably
in poetry, and that he had a rare
teacher in Marcello Virgilio, a distin-
guished Greek and Latin scholar and
chancellor of the republic. At the age
of twenty-nine he began his public
career. He was elected, over a num-
ber of competitors, to the second chan-
cellorship dei Signori, and, a month
later, to the higher oftice of Segretario
dei Dieci, by which title he is gene-
rally known—namely, the Florentine
Secretary.

The Government of Florence was
at that time composed of the Signor:
or PIriori, and the Collegi.. The first,
usually fifty-three in number, formed,
with'their head, the Gonfaloniere di
Giustizia (a dignity corresponding to
that of Doge), the supreme magistracy
of the city. The Collegi were com-
posed of seven heads of the militia,
Gonfulonieri delle Compagnie, and of
twelve citizens, called Buonomini ; and
all state affairs came under the joint
jurisdiction of these two powers.

During the fifteen years that Ma-
chiavelli exercised the functions of his
office (which were extremely onerous
and complicated, including the domes'
tic and foreign correspondence of the
republic, the registering of all its af-
fairs, its counsels and deliberations,
the legalizing of all public acts trans-
acted withItalian and foreign princes),
he was, besides, employed in various
difficult embassies : to the King of
Franee, the Emperor of Germany, the
Court of Rome, the Duke of Milan,
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the smaller Italian republics—3iena,
Piombina, Furli, and Perugia. His
extraordinary aptness for the manag-
ing of public affairs caused him, more-
over, to be intrusted with a number
of military commissions—enrolment
of troops, erection of forts, notably
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¢ what Fortune had denied him in the

more active fields of political life.
They were even such as to finally dis-
pel the aversion which the Medicis en-
tertained towards him, and to win for

- him the favour of Clement VII. He

during the war of Florence with Pisa;

in short, wherever and whenever im-
portant state business came into ques-
tion. When, through the mancu-
vring of Julius II., the Medicis re-
turned to Florence and usurped su-
preme power, Machiavelli's influence
and usefulness sank with the republic
he had served and defended. His
patriotism proved thecause of his ruin.
Under pretext that he was implicated
in the Boscoli and Capponi conspiracy
againstthe Cardinal of Medicis,he was
imprisonedandsentenced to thetorture
—rigorosum examer. Theextremepen-
alty still awaited him, when this Car-
dinal against whom he was accused to
have plotted ascended the pontifical
chair, under the name of Leo X. The
new Pope, in order not to stain his
elevation to papal power by a sentence
of death, commuted the punishment
into exile. *An exile,’ says Baldelli,
‘ which he bore like Aristides, taking
with him after such long and faithful
services, a heart free from reproach
and a noble poverty.’

A few years later, being pardoned,
he returned to Florence, and after
fruitless endeavours to obtain a situa-
tion under the new Government, he
withdrew from the arena of politics,
and devoted himself to literature.

The social miliew in which he found
himself was particularly favourable
to this new career. A welcome guest,
quast an oracle at the Orti Oricellarii
(a sort of literary club, composed of
the best minds of Florence— passion-
ate Platonists, and full of the future
of their country), he had before him
human nature in all its wealth of
differences and capabilities,and needed
but to copy it truly to write well.
His successes in this direction com-

pensated him, in some respects, for |

reéntered public life,and laboured zeal-
ously, in the narrow circle within which
tyranny allowed at that time the Re-
publican party to move and work.
Clement V1I. employed him on vari-
ous occasions of minor importance ;
and that Machiavelli was a truly pub-
lic-minded man, and of singular hu-
mility of spirit, is sufficiently shown
by his ready acceptance of these minor
offices of trust. Guicciardini, writing
to him on the occasion of his deputa-
tion to the Fratt Minori at Carpi—a
commission bearing on some trifling
church matters—and comparing him
to Lysander, who, after so many tri-
umphs, was finally employed in distri-
buting meat to the very soldiers he
had so often led to victory, he replied
cheerily, saying that he had found in
the constitution of that little republic
of sandals* much that was instructive,
and which could be turned to practical
use.

The last public service he rendered
the State was the supervision of the
new fortifications which the Govern-
ment had voted for the defence of Flo-
rence. He was taken ill on his way
back to the city, and died from what
is generally believed to have been the
effects of an overdose of medicine,

The letter of his son, announcing
the event to a relative, shows that he
died in utter poverty. He had cer-
tainly not grown rich in the service
of his country. The details of some
of the privations he had to endure are
really painful—the very necessities of
life he often wanted—and the patience
with which he bore these privations,
shows in no small degree the finely
tempered quality of his mind. In re-
gard to his religious sentiments, there
has been much diversity of opinion. It

* ‘Republica degli zoccoli.
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is evident that he was an enemy to the
papacy, and to the corrupt priesthood
of his time. On the other hand, he
was a disciple of Savonarola.

From his correspondence, we can
gather enough about his domestic re-
lations to conclude that these were
very creditable to him. He was evi-

dently an indulgent husband and a

kind father. Whilst all his energies
seemed wholly devoted to the welfare
of his country, he gives sufficient evi-
dence, in a number of cases, of tender
solicitude about his children’s ednca-
tion and their future sphere of useful-
ness.

His works, which cover a wide
range of the most varied subjects, re-
veal a universality of genius of which
there is scarcely another example. Al-
though chiefly devoted to political in-
terests, they comprise enough of the
polite literature of his day to give him
an enviable place among the highest
dramatistsand poets. Macaulay,speak-
iIng of his comedies, notably of that en-
titled ¢ Mandragola,’ does not hesitate
to say that ‘it is the work of a man
who, if he had devoted himself to the
drama, would probably have attained
the highest eminence, and produced a
permanent and salutary effect on the
national taste.” His writings on mili-
tary science, seven books on the ¢ Art
of War,” are to this day, notwithstand-
Ing the wholly different tactics of
modern warfare, such a fountain of
Practical wisdom, that our present tac-
ticians still resort to them with con-
fessed advantage.

Here, then, is a life exhibiting, in
all its particulars, purity of motive,
self-sacrifice, diligence, fidelity, and
perseverance—a life which, where it
Sinned, sinned .from excess of patriot-
18m, and which has fallen a victim to
the general condemnation of a large
portion of mankind. Public opinion is
certainly against Machiavelli, but pub-
lic opinion, at its best, partakes largely
of the moutons de Panurge propensity.
Let one cross the stream and all will
cross it. Bleating is contagious. There
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was, moreover, a dangerous object in
sight, well calculated to inspire the
timorously good with fear. The ¢ Prin-
cipe,” at first sight and reading, looked
indeed very much like the Evil One
in person.

When Machiavelli returned from
exile he was utterly destitute. All
the gates of public office were shut
against him. He was a patriot—a
heinous offence in Medicean eyes. His
past services, all so many proofs of
gelf-sacrifice and devotion to his coun-
try, only aroused tyrannic suspicion,
and barred his way to success. It was
then he conceived a work which, in
conciliating the enemy, might again
open to him a road to usefulness.
What he craves above all is to serve
his country. Ina letter to a friend
he explains the purpose and scope of
this work : ¢ Io ho composto un opus-
culo De Principatibus, dove io mi
profondo quanto io posso nelle cogita-
zioni di questo subietto, disputando
che cosa ¢ principato, di quali spezie
sono, come e’ s’acquistano, come e’ si
mantingono, perché e’ si perdono.*
He, the experienced statesman, wishes
to explain to his ruler what Princeship.
means ; what it entails upon itselfj;
how much duplicity, treachery,
cruelty, perfidy is necessary to acquire
and maintain dominion, and, finally,
what mistakes a sovereign must avoid
making if his ambition is to be a com-
plete prince. The little book proved
a very fire-brand in the so-called
moral and intellectual world. Cardi-
nal Polus, the great opponent of
Henry VILI., was the first to hold up
the work to the animadversion of
Christendom by declaring that it was
written with the fingers of Satan—
¢ Satane digitis” ~ Catarino Politi,
Archbishop of Conza, banished it from
all Christian literature : ¢ de libris a
christiuno detestandis et e christianismo

* T have written a pamphlet, De Principati-
bus, wherein I investigate as much as I can
this subject, discussing what princeship is, of
what different kinds, how it is acquired, how
maintained, and why lost.
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penitus eliminandis.” In 1559, the
Jesuits of Ingolstadt burned Machia-
velli in effigy, and a whole ecclesiasti-
cal league, headed by Paul 1V., is
formed against the Principe, which is
forthwith brought under the index
prohibitory, the Council of Trent, in

- 1564, solemnly confirming the son-
tence. Boccalini next condemns its
author to the pains eternal : ‘1!
Machiavelli con la sua arrabiatu e dis-
perata politica merito di essere dannato
alle pene eterne.’t The most interesting
of these attacks, and one which per-
baps excited the greatest attention,
owing no doubt to the source from
which it came, was the Anti-Machia-
vel of the King of Prussia, Frederic
the Great. It would almost seem as
if this unscrupulous conqueror had re-
fuied the ‘Principe’ only to follow its
instractions with the greater impu-
nity. The correspondence which pass-
ed between him and Voltaire on the
subject is quite characteristic. It ap-
pears, moreover, that the King, in the
course of the composition, got so en-
tangled in his own criticisms, that he
had to call upon Voltaire to extricate
him.

The disputes and invectives to
which the work, meanwhile, gave rise,
were sometimes not without their lu-
dicrous side. A certain Jesuit, for ex-
ample, Father Luchesini, adding his
mite of protest to the general condem-
nation, entitled his brochure : * Speci-
men of absurdities discovered in the
works of Machiavelli.’ The publishers,
to ubridge so long a title, guilelessly
published it under that of * Absurdi-
ties of Father Luchesini’

On the other hand, no lesser person-
ages than Sextus V., Charles V., Hen-
ry I, undertook to protect the work,
and became its advocates. The sul-
tans AmurathIV., and Mustapha I11.,
caused it to be translated into Turk-
ish, and it has been gravely observed

t Machiavelli, with his furions and despe-
rate politics, deserves to be condemned to
eternal punishment.
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that since that time the Turkish
princes were ‘ more than ever addicted
to strangling their brothers.” Corin-
gius translated it into Latin, and in
his preface, makes a vigorous defence
of the author ; Scioppius likewise.
Amelot de la Houssaye, French am-
bassador at Venice, translated it into
French, with the same approbation.
Rousseau also takes up the subject,
and in his ¢ Contrat Social, declares
Machiavelli ‘un honnéte lLomme et
un bon citoyen. En feignant de donner
des lecons aux rois i en a donné de
grandes aux peuples. Le DPrince de
Machiavel est le lvvre des republicains.’

The ¢ Principe’ surely never deserved
all the praise and blame its commen-
tators heaped upon it. It virtually
meant nothing more than: I have
given everything to the State and am
left destitute. Here is a bundle of
lessons for princes—the result of a life-
long experience and study of men :
give me bread for it ! Bread or work !
for what to him is more unertdurable
even than hunger, is the lying inac-
tive of powers that have been of such
eminent service to his country, What
he dreads above all, is to have his
brain, as he expresses it in a letter to
a friend, ‘ moulder away in inaction,’

The pathetic appeal, which runs
through the whole of the dedication of
the little volume, would seem to jus-
tify such an explanation.

That Machiavelli was very poor is
evident ; and that his poverty cannot
be attributed to habits of prodigality
is equally evident. The State of Flo-
rence gave little chance to its servants
to play the spendthrift. We know
what it allowed its ambassadors by
way of salary: ten lire per day, or
about two dollars.

The theories laid down in the Prin-
cipe, taken in their literal sense, are
inadmissible to an honest mind, and
must necessarily shock the moralist ;
but it is in this, as in many other cases,
that the spirit of the work determines
its value.

A clear sense of right and wrong is
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a blessing; surely ; but who, in his cir-
<cumscribed sphere of action, can de-
cide with certainty what is absolutely
right or absolutely wrong, for another?
The decision must rest with every
one’s own conscience. Human events,
moreover, assume such subtle and
equivocal phases, that to pretend to
determine their exact meaning is sheer
fool-hardiness. ¢ He alone,” says Ma-
cauiay, ‘ reads history aright, who, ob-
serving how powerfully circumstances
influence the feelings and opinions of
men, how often vices pass into vir-
tues, and psradoxes into axioms,
learns to distinguish what is accidental
and transitory in human nature from
what js essential and immutable.’

It is not Machiavelli who poisoned
with his theories the age of Henry
VIIL, of the Medicis and Guises, but
rather the age that, with its peculiar
accidents, poisoned the mind of Mach-
iavelli —if indeed a great soul can
be poisoned. Machiavellism existed
long befdre Machiavelli ; it is as old as
the world ; the Bible is full of it. The
cunning stratagems of the Israelites
to overreach the surrounding heathen
nations, and which their heaven-ap-
pointed leaders and prophets invented
for them ; the parable of the unjust

steward, what else are they but Mach- |

iavellism ? The discriminating mind
will readily discern between the machi-
nations of a Reinecke Fuchs, bent
solely on mischief, and measures of
prudence imposed on a soul by the
force of inexorable circumstances.
Nor can Machiavelli’s theory, if
theory it may be called, be judged
from isolated quotations. Harlequin,
trying to sell his house, and carrying
a brick around by way of sample, never
ound a purchager. This theory isim-
bedded in a most intricate network of
uman events : the whole history of
Ttaly is wrapped up init. It repre-
Sents a time of exceptional warfare; a
time when skill was everything and
Moral suasion nothing; when hate,
treachery, dissimulation, and perfidy,
bad to be met with adequate weapons ;

131

when every muscle of the visage be-
came an arm of defence. The author
of the I’rincipe distinctly tells his
reader that he writes ¢ cosa utile & chi
Uintende’*  The unprejudiced reader
will easily see the sources from which
flow the principles it advocates. Ma-
chiavelli from his youth up had fed
on the ancients ; the old Romans
were his leau ideal ; they were the
ideal of the whole Guelph party.
The Ghibellines craved the restoration
of the Roman Empire, and the Guelphs
the restoration of the Roman Repub-

I lic; and it was the striving after these

ideals, these ill-timed and impractic-
able forms of government that plung-
ed the Italian republics into such
nameless misery. The three methods
Machiavelli lays down in his F’rincipe
as the only means by which a conque-
ror may retain conquered lands, are
those of the ancient Romans. The
error he fell into was that of his time
and of his country—the error namely
of dragging ancient philosophy into
Christianity and trying to harmonize
the two. Early Renaissance was a
mixture of Paganism and Christianity
—its best minds were Platonists. But
Platonism is not Christianity, not-
withistanding the few points of resem-
blance the two may have to each
other ; and to apply the principles of
the one to the other can only work
confusion. The philosophy of the an-
cients was a favourite ground to
plant advanced ideas in, and a number
of thinkers followed in Machiavelli's
track—Vico, Montesquien, Gibbon.,
Vico’s ¢ New Science’ is but the old
science of the ancient Romans ; Mon-
tesquieu’s treatise on ¢ The Greatness
of the Romans’ is but a clever am-
plification of the ¢Discourses of the
Florentine Secretary,” and Gibbon, in
his « History,” does nothing more than
combine the principles of both—the
Italian and the Frenchman.

To fairly judge Machiavelli, one

* Useful things to him who understands
them.
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should, besides the facts above stated,

bear in mind two things—his pas- :

sionate, faratical love for his coun-
try, and the estimate he put upon
mankind in general,

The constitution of his mind was
intensely practical and positive. ¢ Let
& man contend to the uttermost for his
life’s set prize, be it what it will,’ was
histheory. What he most deprecates
is ¢ the unlit lamp and the ungirt loin.’
He looked upon man, not as he might
or should be, but as he actually is—
it is his imperfections he keeps in
view, not his possible perfections. His
policy deals with facts, and with facts
alone, not with preconceived theories
or utopias. He is thoroughly pos-
sessed with the reality of things, and
admits of no other mode of knowing
them than by observation and experi-
ence. Close observation marks all
his movements; experience is the
basis of all his instructions. Life in
his eyes is a vast gaming table, where
Fortune blindly distributes the cards,
but favours the best player. ‘Do the
best with the hand she gives thee,’ is
his injunction. ¢ Don’t show it to
your neighbour: be wary; no mis-
takes ; no blundering ; no bungling.’
To him there is no circumstance so
adverse but that it can be made
to yield some advantage; no oppor-
tunity so small but should be seized
upon. His falcon-eye perceives in
the most trifling event the hidden link
that connects it with great causes and
results, and, like a skilful engineer,
he turns it into the channel where it
will act to the best purpose. The per-
fidies set forth in the ‘ Principe’as the
necessary wire-pulling in certain poli-
tical transactions ; the cruel, harrow-
ing mode of warfare described in it,
analyzed, commentad on, are in fact
nothing else than the monstrous ma-
chinery by which Princeship can alone
maintain itself. The author, a staunch
republican himself, looks at it with all
the interest and ardour with which a
naturalist looks at a rattle-snake, or a
physician at a complicated surgical in-
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strument. He examines the hidden
springs of the horrible thing, studies

i their action, notes their relations,with

the eagerness of the anatomist, and

. discusses the crimes it works with the
. coolness of the machinist : the perfec-

tion of the crime proving the excel-
lence of the machinery employed to
perpetrate it. Ciwsar Borgia, in the
eyes of Machiavelli, was nothing more
than the genius of tyranny.

The honest and impartial investiga-
tor of the works of the Florentine

- Secretary will readily see their drift

and wmeaning. Frederick the Great
could not see them, because of his
Tartuffe-morality ; nor could the Turk-

" ish Sultans, who extolled them and

made them their principles of action,
see them, because they were literally
tyrants and pothing more, and could
not see anything beyond literal ty-
ranny. These works, moreover, whilst

- they are replete with truths applicable

to all times and all nations, were writ-
ten in the especial interests of a par-
ticular time and a particular people ;
a time and a people which we cannot
weigh and measure with our present
weights and measures. The unac-
countable contrasts that abound in the
history of that period set our subtlest
modes of judging at defiance. Was it
heartlessness or cold reasonableness
that determined the actions of some
of the principal actors in the great
drama of the Middle Ages? Can pa-
triotism be an excuse for sacrificing
a whole family to party-feeling; or can
religious enthusiasm excuse some of
the incendiary sermons of Savonarola,
sermons inciting the people to the most
unlawful of means—to treason, assas-
sination, revolt? Shall we say that
the moral sense of these problematical
heroes became blunted by the horrors
of the extraordinary events amid
which they were born and bred? Or
was there in their time any morality
at all? Yet what can we call the
staunch honesty, the heroic self-sacri-
fice, the sublime endurance of some of
the worst characters of that epoch?
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Previous to committing one of the
most atrocious murders, onc of the
conspirators of the Pazzi conspiracy
goes and pays all his debts ; another,
ferocious, even to fiendishness, in his
political vengeances, leaves after him
the gentlest of records : tenderness of
heart for all manner of suffering ;
thoughtful charitableness towards the
poor ; generosity in almsgiving; the
most laudable spontaneity in the exer-
cise of Christian virtues.

It is well, in the study of such times
and characters, as well as in that of
our own contemporaries, not to lose
sight of the fact that human nature
pivots on contraries. It is the key to
many anomalies otherwise incompre-
hensible.

But, to return to the subject on
hand. That which stands out most
clearly, and of which there can be no
doubt, in the life of the Florentine
secretary, is the unselfishness of his
endeavours. He lived for his country
and that alone. His heart was not
‘set on things which no man ought to
suffer to be necessary to his happiness,
on things which can often be obtained
only ty the sacrifice of integrity and
honour ;'* it is not the seals he was
after, but the liberty of Italy.

His enemies who impute to him as
a crime his wonderful faculty of bend-
Ing to the exigencies of his times, of
going over to tyranny as readily as to
liberty, forget that to make the best
of unavoidable calamities, as well as
of singular good fortunes, is one of
his life’s principles ; one of his prime
maxims. It is in all sincerity of heart
that here commends to turn non dove
8 perde, ma dove st vince.t His all-ab-
Sorbing love of country overrides with

Im everything, even his political con-
Victions. He craves above all useful-
hess, and offers his services to tyranny
that he might still be allowed to serve

18 native town. Would it have been

* Macaulay, ‘ Lord Bacon,’ Edinburgh Re-
Trew, 1837.

+ Not to where there is failure, but to where

ere is victory.
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nobler or move profitable to his coun-
try if he had proudly wrapped himself
in idle discontent ¥ No ! he will serve
Florence at any cost. He lets the
sinking republic go, and tries to get
hold of the rudder of the new power,
that he might still, if possible, further
the interests of his native town. At
the second expulsion of the Medicis,
he abandons them with the same readi-
ness, and hails, with joy, the new
chance for the restoration of the re-
public, and notably that new form of
republic which Savonarola introduced,
and which declared Christ for its head.*

A most curious and noteworthy fea-
ture in the life of the Florentine sec-
retary, is his adherence to Savonarola.
He was one of the few condemned to
pay a fine, when the preaching of the
stern Dominican, giving umbrage to
the Priori, they sentenced his disciples
to fines and exile. Machiavelli’s opin-
ion of the reformer changed, however,
with the time and circumstances. His
keen, practical sense soon saw the
weak side of Savonarola’s religious ef-
forts. To hold a mirror to the corrupt
Florentines, and preach repentance,
was undoubtedly a salutary move-
ment ; but to enforce this preaching,
as was subsequently the case, with
wild prophecies, angry vituperations,
and absurd threats, was a mistake, and
savoured too much of the very evil he.
was combating, to insure a lasting con-
fidence.t It was this feature of the

* During Savonarola's religious revivals, a
curious scene took place in the assembly hall
of the Great Council. The Gonfaloniere of
the Republic, an ndherent of the reformer,
read to the assembled members a sermon of
the stern Dominican which so affected all
present that they fell on their knees crying
for mercy, and on the spur of the moment, it
was solemnly decreed that the Republic should
henceforth recognise no other head but Christ.
The inscription which, on this occasion, was

ut on the principal gate of the palace, still
gears witness te this fact ; it reads as follows:.

Christo Reqi sno Dominantium Liberatori
Dio Summo Opt. May:
Marieque Virgine Regine dicavit
An, 8. MDXXVIL S. P. Q. F.

+ See Sermons on the Psalms, the xxvith,
where Savonarola openly preaches pillage,
confiscation, assassination.



134

reformer's career, which Machiavelli
afterwards criticised, and which caus-
ed him to say that  prophets that have
no army at their back always end
badly.’

1f Machiavelli had done nothing
more for his country than to liberate
it from the ruinous custom of employ-
ing mercenary troops in time of war,
a custom to which might be ascribed
most of its misfortunes, he would have
been entitled to the gratitude of his
countrymen, and the admiration of
posterity. It was solely to his strenu-
ous and persistent efforts that the nui-
sance was done away with,and replaced
by a national militia. One must
read in detail the distracting events of
these turbulent and desperate times, to
realize the greatness of the service he
thereby rendered the State.

But the Italy of to-day, free and
united, is recognising the fact, and is

paying now the long debt of gratitude |

due to the memory of that eminent
patriot.  The Ilalianissimi* see in the
Florentine secretary the first advocate
of their principles, and every day new
honours are rendered to the ¢ Sovran
pensafore’ who so laboriously studied
out the destinies of their country, and
paved the way to its freedom.

The cenotaph erected to hismemory,
and placed beside Dante’s, is doubly
significant, and the two monuments,
standing side by side, may be said to
have been erected to the genius of Syn-
thesis, and to the genius of Analysis.

Whether Machiavelli understood
the freedom of Italy in the same sense
as did Victor Emmanuel, Cavour, or
Garibaldi, may be questioned. He
wanted first of all to free the country
from foreign oppression.

Foreign rulers and foreign troops,
together with papacy and a corrupt
priesthood, were, in his eyes, the moral
tyrants Italy had, and it was chiefly
towards the expulsion of foreign power

¥ A favourite term adopted to-day to ex-
press the more fervent in the canse of liberty.
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that he wished to bend the mind of
Lorenzo. That this was his principal
aim, the conclusion of the ¢ Principe’
plainly indicates. The ¢ mournful
earnestness’ of this conclusion shows,
moreover, how profoundly Machiavelli
felt for the people, and how diligently
he endeavoured to further its interests.

What he obviously wished to es-
tablish, as may be surmised from his
writing, was a strongly organized
hegemony--a government which would
act as safeguard to all the other sepa-
rate governments of Italy—a confed-
eration of states rather than a united
monarchy ; and it would seem to any
one who amid the entanglements and
intricacies of ltalian affairs, can keep
in view the leading thread that they
are slowly but surely winding that
way. Fnough, however, hasso far been
said to show the injustice done to a
character entitled, if not to our special
regard or admiration, at least to a
more intelligent appreciation of the
many valuable services he rendered to
his country, and hisdevotion to a cause
which, in the eyes of a large portion
of the thinking world, represents poli-
tical and social progress.

Innocent Gentillet, a French Protes-
tant, was the first to make use of the
word machiavéliste. Baylesubsequently
coined from it Machiavellism and made
it synonymous with ¢tyrannic rule.’
Although the use of the term is a
purely nominal one, and independent
of the merits or demerits of the man
himself; yet would it seem that in the
interest of progressive ideas, so anti-
quated a definition were laid aside,
the more 8o as it stands in such evi-
dent contradiction to the emphatic
testimonies of respect modern Italy
pays to the memory of a man ¢ whose
genius’ as Macaulay so bravely de-
clares, ‘illuminated all the dark places
of policy,” and who will be *contem-
plated with reverence by all who can
distinguish the virtues of a great mind
through the corruptions of a degener-
ate age.’
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CHAPTER XII.—Continued.

I ADY LORING’S carriage was
4 waiting at the entrance of the
street, with all the children in the
neighbourhood assembled to admire it.
She impulsively forestalled the servant
in opening the carriage door. ‘Come
in!' she cried ¢Oh, Stella, you don’t
know how you have frightened me !
Good Heavens, you look frightened
yourself! From what wretches have 1
rescued you ? Take my smelling bottle
and tell me all about it.’

The fresh air, and the reassuring pre-
sence of her old friend, revived Stella.
She was able to describe her interview
with the General’s family, and to an-
swer the inevitable inquiries which the
narrative called forth. Lady Loring’s
last question was the most important
of the series :—¢ What are you going
to do about Romayne ?’

‘T am going to write to him, the
moment we get home.’

The answer seemed to alarm Lady
Loring. ¢ You won’t betray me?’ she
said.

¢ What do you mean ¥’

“You won't let Romayne discover
that I bave told you about the duel 4’

¢ Certainly not. You shall see my
letter before I send it to be forwarded.’

Tranquillized so far, Lady Loring be-
thought herself of Major Hynd. ‘Can
we tell him what you have done?’ her
ladyship asked.

¢ Of course we can tell him,” Stella
replied. ¢ I shall conceal nothing from
Lord Loring; and I shall beg your

good husband to write to the Major.
He need only say that I have made
the necessary inquiries, after being in-
formed of the circumstances by you-—
and that I have communicated the
favourable result to Mr. Romayne.’

¢ It’s easy enough to write the let-
ter, my dear. But it's not so easy to
say what Major Hynd may think of
you.!

¢ Does it matter to me what Major
Hynd thinks %’

Lady Loring looked at Stella with a
malicious smile. ¢ Are you equally ir-
different,’ she said, ¢ to what Romayne’s
opinion of your conduct may be ¥’

Stella’s colour rose. ‘Try to be se-
rious, Adelaide, when you speak to me
of Romayne,’ she answered gravely.
¢ His good opinion of me is the breath
of my life.’

Anhourlaterthe all-important letter
to Romayne was written. Stella scrup-
ulously informed him of all that had
happened—with two necessary omis-
sions. In the first place, nothing was
said of the widow’s reference to her
son’s death, and of the effect produced
by it on his younger brother. The boy
was simply described as being of
weak intellect, and as requiring to be
kept under competent control. In the
second place, Romayne was left to in-
fer that ordinary motives of benevo-
lence were the only motives, on his
part, known to Miss Eyrecourt.

The letter ended in these lines :

‘If I have taken an undue liberty
in venturing, unasked, to appear as
your representative, I can only plead
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that I meant well. It seemed to me
to be hard on these poor people, and
not just to you in your absence, to in-
terpose any needless delays in carrying
out those kind intentions of yours,
which had no doubt been properly con-
_ sidered beforehand. In forming your
opinion of my conduct, pray remember
that 1 have been careful not to com-
promise you in any way. You are
only known to Madame Marillac as a
compassionate person who offers to
help her, and who wishes to give that
help anonymously. 1f, notwithstand-
ing this, you disapprove of what I
have done, 1 must not conceal that it
will grieve and humiliate me—1I have
been so eager to be of use to you, when
others appear to hesitate. I must find
my consolation in remembering that 1
have become acquainted with one of
the sweetest and noblest of women,
and that I have helped to preserve her
afflicted son from dangers in the fu-
ture, which I cannot presume to esti-
mate. You will complete what I have
only begun. Be forbearing and kind
to me, if I have innocently offended
in this matter—and I shall gratefully
remember the day when I took it on
myself to be Mr. Romayne’s almoner.’

Lady Loring read these concluding
sentences twice over.

¢I think the end of your letter will
have its effect on him,’ she said,

¢ If it brings me a kind letter in re-
ply, Stella answered, it will have all
the effect I hope for.’

¢1f it does anything,” Lady Loring
rejoined, ‘it will do more than that.’

¢ What more can it do.’

¢ My dear, it can bring him back to
you.’

Those hopeful words seemed rather
-estartle Stella than to encourage her,

Bring him back to me?’ she re-

yeated. ¢ Oh, Adelaide, I wish I could
think as you do !’

¢ Send the letter to the post,’ said
Lady Loring, ‘and we shall see.’
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CHAPTER XIII
FATHER BENWELL'S CORRESPONDENCE.
1L
Arthur Penrose to Father Benwell.

¢ EVEREND and dear Futher,—

‘When I last had the honour of
seeing you, I received your instruc-
tions to report, by letter, the result
of my conversations on religion with
Mr. Romayne.

¢ As events have turned out, it is
needless to occupy your time by dwell-
ing at any length on this subject, in
writing.  Mr. Romayne has been
strongly impressed by the excellent
books which I have introduced to his
notice. He raises certain objections,
which I have done my best to meet ;
and he promises to consider my argu-
ments with his closest attention, in the
time to come. I am happier in the
hope of restoring hismental tranquillity
—in other and worthier words, of ef-
fecting his conversion—than I can tell
you in any words of mine. I respect
and admire, 1 may almost say I love,
Mr. Romayne.

‘The details which are wanting in
this brief report of progress, I shall
have the privilege of personally rela-
ting to you. Mr. Romayne no longer
desires to conceal himself from his
friends. He received a letter this
morning, which has changed all his
plans, and has decided him on imme-
diately returning to London. I am
not acquainted with the contents of
the letter, or with the name of the
writer—but I am pleased, for Mr. Ro-
mayne’s sake, to see that the reading
of it has made him happy.

¢ By to-morrow evening, I hope to |
present my respects to you.’

IL
Mr. Bitralke to Futher Benell.

¢ Sir,—The inquiries which I have
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instituted, at your request, have prov-
ed successtul in one respect.

¢1 am in a position to tell you, that
events in Mr. Winterfield's life have
unquestionably connected him with
the young lady, named Miss Stella
Eyrecourt.

¢ The attendant circumstances, how-
ever, are not so easy to discover. Judg-
ing by the careful report of the person
whom I employ, there must have been
serious reasons, in this case, for keep-
ing facts secret and witnesses out of
the way. I mention this, not to dis-
courage you, but to prepare you for
delays that may occur on our way to
discovery.

‘Be pleased to preserve your confi-
dence in me, and to give me time—
and I answer for the rest.’

Tue Exp or THE FirsT BoOK.

Book the Sccond.

CHAPTER I

THE PIC-NIC DANCE.
FINE spring, after a winter of
-\, unusual severity, promised well
for the prospects of the London season.
Among the social entertainments of
the time, general curiosity was excited,

in the little sphere which absurdly de- !

scribes itself under the big name of
Society, by the announcement of a
party to be given by Lady Loring,
bearing the quaint title of a Pic Nic
Duance. The invitations were issued
for an unusuallyearly hour ; and it was
understood that nothing so solid and
80 commonplace as the customary sup-
per was to be offered to the guests. In
a word, Lady Loring’s ball was de-
signed as a bold protest against late
hours and heavy midnight meals, The
Younger people were all in favour of
the proposed reform. Their elders de-
clined to give an opinion Leforehand.

|
|
|
i
|
|
|
l
I
|
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In the small inner circle of Lady
Loring's most intimate friends, it was
whispered that an innovation in the
matter of refreshments was contem-
plated, which would put the tolerant
principles of the guests to a severe test.
Miss Notman, the housekeeper, politely
threatening retirement on a small an-
nuity, since the memorable affair of
the oyster omeclette, decided on carry-
ing out her design, when she heard
that there was to be no supper. ¢My
attachment to the family can bear a
great deal,’ she said. ¢ But when Lady
Loring deliberately gives a Lall, with-
out a supper, I must hide my head
somewhere—and it had better be out
of the house!’ Taking Miss Notman
as representative of a class, the recep-
tion of the coming experiment looked,
to say the least of it, doubtful,

On the appointed evening, the guests
made one agreeable discovery when
they cntered the reception rooms.
They were left perfectly free to amuse
themeelves as they liked.

The drawing-rooms were given up to
dancing ; the picture-gallery was de-
voted to chamber music. Chess-players
and card-players found remote and
quiet rooms especially prepared for
thein. People who cared for nothing
but talking were accommodated to per-
fection, in a sphere of their own. And
lovers (in earnest or not in earnest)
discovered, in a dimly-lit conservatory
with many recesses, that ideal of dis-
creet retirement, which combines soli-
tude and society under one roof.

But the ordering of therefreshments
failed, as had been foreseen, to share
in the approval conferred on the ar-
rangement of the rooms. The first im-

! pression was unfavourable. Lady Lor-

ing, however, knew enough of human
nature to leave results to two potent
allies—experience and time.
‘Excepting the conservatory, the as-
tonished guests could go nowhere with-
out discovering tables prettily decorat-
ed with flowers, and bearing hundreds
of little pure white china plates,loaded
with notking but sandwiches. All
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varieties of opinion were consulted.
People of ordinary tastes, who liked
to know what they were eating, could
choose conventional beef or ham, en-
cased in thin slices of bread of a deli-
cate flavour quite new to them. Other
persuns less easily pleased, were tempt-
ed by sandwiches of paté de foie gras,
and by exquisite combinations of
chicken and truffles, reduced to a
creamy pulp which clung to the bread
like butter. Foreigners, making ex-
periments, and not averse to garlic,
discovered the finest sausages of Ger-
many and Italy transformed into Eng-
lish sandwiches. Anchovies and sar-
dines appealed,in the same unexpected
way, to men who desired to create an
artificial thirst—after having first as-
certained that the champagne was
something to be fondly remembered
and regretted, at other parties, to the
end of the season. The hospitable pro-
fusion of the refreshments was all-
pervading and inexhaustible. Wher-
ever the guests might be, or however
they were amusing themselves, there
were the pretty little white plates per-
petually tempting them. People ate as
they had never eaten before, and even
the inveterate English prejudiceagainst
anything new was conquered at last.
Universal opinion declared the Pic-
nic Dance to be an admirable idea,
perfectly carried out.

Many of the guests paid their hostess
the complimentof arriving at the early
hour mentioned in the invitations.
One of them was Major Hynd. Lady
Loring took her first opportunity of
speaking to him apart.

‘I hear you were a little angry,’ she
said, ‘ when you were told that Miss
Eyrecourt had taken your inquiries
out of your hands.’

¢ I thought it rather a bold proceed-
ing, Lady Loring,” the Major replied.
‘But as the General’s widow turned
out to be a lady, in the best sense of
the word, Miss Eyrecourt’s romanticad-
venture has justified itself. I wouldn’t
recommend her to run the same risk
a second time.’

THE BLACK ROBE.

¢ I suppose you know what Romayne
thinks of it %’

‘Not yet. I havebeen too busy to
chll on him, since I have been in town.
Pardon me, Lady Loring, who is that
beautiful creature in the pale yellow
dress? Surely, I have seen her some-
where before 1’

¢ That beautiful creature, Major, is
the bold young lady of whose conduct
you don't approve.’ .

* Miss Eyrecourt?’ ¢Yes.’

¢I retract everything I said !’ cried
the Major, quite shamelessly. ¢ Such
a woman as that may do anything.
She is looking this way. Pray intro-
duce me.’

The Major was introduced, and Lady
Loring returned to her guests.

¢ 1 think we have met before, Major
Hynd,’ said Stella.

Her voice supplied the missing link
in the Major's memory of events. Re-
membering how she had looked at
Romayne, on the deck of the steam-
boat, he began dimly to understand
Miss Eyrecourt’s otherwise incompre-
hensible anxiety to be of use to the
General's family. ‘I remember per-
fectly,” he answered. It was on the
passage from Boulogne to Folkestone
—and my friend was with me. You
and he have no doubt met since
that time?’ He put the question as
a mere formality. The unexpressed
thought in him was, ‘ Another of them
in love with Romayne ! and nothing,
as usual, likely to come of it.’

¢1 hope you have forgiven me for
going to Camp’s Hill in your place,’
said Stella.

‘I ought to be grateful to you,” the
Major rejoined. ¢No time has been
lost in relieving these poor people—
and your powers of persuasion have
succeeded, where mine might have
failed. Has Romayne been to see them
himself since his return to London ?’

‘*No. He desires to remain un-
konown ; and he is kindly content, for
the present, to be represented by me.’

¢ For the present?’ Major Hind re-
peated.



THE BLACK ROBE,

A faint flush passed over her deli-
cate complexion. I have succeeded,’
she resumed, ‘in inducing Madame
Marillac to accept the help, offered
through me, to her son. The poor
creature is safe, under kind superin-
tendence, in a private asylum. So far,
I can do no more.’

¢ Will the mother accept nothing?’

¢ Nothing, either for herself or her
daughter, so long as they can work.
I cannot tell you how patiently and
beautifully she speaks of her hard lot.

Sut her health may give way—and it
is pousible, before long, that I may
leave London.” She paused ; the flush
deepened on lher face. ¢The failure
of the mother’s health may happen in
my absence,’ she continued ; ‘and Mr.
Romayne will ask you to look after
the family, from time to time, while T
am away.’

‘1 will do it with pleasure, Miss
Eyrecourt. Is Romayne likely to be
here to-night?’

She smiled brightly, and looked
away. The Major's curiosity was ex-

[

l

cited—he looked in the same direc- :

tion. There was Romayne, entering
the room, to answer for himself.
What was the attraction which drew
the unsocial student to an evening
partv ? Major Hynd’s eyes were on
the wateh.  When Romayne and
Stella shiook hands, the attraction
stood self-revealed to him, in Miss
Eyrecourt. Recalling the momentary

confusion which she had betrayed
when she spoke of possibly leaving :
London, and of Romayne's plans for
supplying her place as his almoner, |

the Major, with military impatience
of delays, jumped to a conclusion. *I
was wrong,” he thought ;  my impene-
trable friend is touched in the right
Dlace at last. When the splendid
creature in yellow leaves London, the
hame on her luggage will be Mus.
Romayne.’

*You are looking quite another
man, Romayne !’ he said, mischievous-
ly, “since we met last,’

Stella gently moved away, leaving

3

139

them to talk freely. Romayne took
no advantage of the circumstance to
admit his old friend to his confidence.
Whatever relations might really exist
between Miss Eyrecourt and himself
were evidently kept secret thus far.
‘My health has been a little better
lately,” was the only reply he made.

The Major dropped his voice to a
whisper.  ‘ Have you not had any
return 7’ he began.

Romayne stopped him there. ¢I
don’t want my infirmities made pub-
lic, he whispered back irritably.
‘ Look at the people all round us!
‘When I tell you 1 have been better
lately, you ought to know what it
means.’

¢ Any discoverable reason for the
improvement 1’ persisted the Major,
still bent on getting evidence in sup-
port of his own private conclusion.

‘None!' Romayne answered sharply.

But Major Hynd was not to be dis-
couraged by sharp replies. ¢ Miss
Eyrecourt and I have heen recalling
our first meeting on board the steam-
hoat,” he went on. ¢ Do you remem-
ber how indifferent you were to that
beautiful person when I asked you if
you knew her? 1'm glad to see that
you show hetter taste to-night. I wish
I knew her well enough to shake
hands as you did.’

‘Hynd! When a young man talks
nonsense, his youth is his excuse. At
your time of life, you have passed the
excusable age—even in the estimation
of vour friends.’

‘With those words Romayne turned
away. The incorrigible Major in-
stantly met the reproof inflicted on
bim with a smart answer. ‘ Remem-
ber, he said, ¢that I was the first of
your friends to wish you happiness!’
He, too, turned away-——in the direc-
tion of the champagne and sandwiches.

Meanwhile, Stella had discovered
Penrose, lost inthe brilliantassemblage
of guests, standing alone in a cor-
ner. It was enough for her that Ro-
mayne's secretary was also Romayne’s
friend. Passing by titled and cele-
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brated personages, all anxious to speak
to her, she joined the shy, nervous,
sad-looking little man, and did all she
could to set him at his ease.

‘I am afraid, Mr. Penrose, this is
not a very attractive scene to you.’
. Having said those kind words, she
paused. Penrose was looking at her
confusedly, but with an expression of
interest which was new to her expe-
rience of bim. ‘Has Romayne told
him 7’ she wondered inwardly.

¢ It is a very beautiful scene, Miss
Eyrecourt,” he said, in his low, quiet
tones.

‘Did you come here with Mr. Ro-
mayne 1’ she asked.

“Yes. It was by his advice that I
accepted the invitation with which
Lady Loring has honoured me. I am
sadly out of place, in such an assembly
as this—but I would make far greater
sacrifices to please Mr. Romayne.’

She smiled kindly. Attachment so
artlessly devoted to the man she loved
pleased and touched her. In her anx-
lety to discover a subject which might
interest him, she overcame her anti-
pathy to the spiritual director of the
household. ¢ 1s Father Benwell com-
ing to us to-night?’ she inquired.

“He will certainly be here, Miss
Eyrecourt, if be can get back to Lon-
don in time.’

* Has Le been long away ?’

* “Nearly a week.’

Not krowing what else to say, she
still paid Penrose the compliment of
feigning an interest in Futher Benwell.

‘Has he a long journey to make in
returning to London?’ she asked.

*Yes—all the way from Devonshire.’

¢ From South Devonshire ¥’

‘No. North Devonshire—Clovelly.’

The smile suddenly left her face.
She proceeded composedly, but with-
out quite concealing the effort that it
cost her, or the anxiety with which
she wailed for the reply to her mnext
question,

‘I know something of the neigh-
bourhood of Clovelly,’ she said. *¢I
wonder whether Father Benwell is
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visiting any friends of mine there?”

‘I am not able to say, Miss Eyre-
court. The reverend father’s letters
are forwarded to the hotel—I know
no more than that.’

With a gentle inclination of her
head, she turned towards other guests
~—looked back—and, with a last little
courteous attention offered to him,
said, ‘If you like music, Mr. Pen-
rose, I advise you to go to the picture
gallery. They are going to play a
Quartette by Mozart.’

Penrose thanked her, noticing that
her voice and manner had lecome
strangely subdued. She made her
way back to the room in which the
hostess received her guests. Lady
Loring was for the moment alone rest-
ing on asofa. Stella stooped over her,
and spoke in cautiously lowered tones.

¢ If Father Benwell comes heve to-
night,’ she said, ¢ try to find out what
Le has been doing at Clovelly.’

¢ Clovelly ¥’ Lady Loring repeated.
¢Is that the village near Winterfield's
house 1’

‘Yes.’

CHAPTER I1.

THE QUESTION OF MARRIAGE.
é S Stella answered Lady Loring,
she was smartly tapped on the
shoulder by an eager guest with a fan.
The guest was a very little woman,
with twinkling eyes and a perpetuak
smile. Nature, corrected by powder
and paint, was liberally displayed in
her arms, her bosom, and the upper
part of her back. Such clothes as she
wore, defective perhaps in quantity,
were in -quality absolutely perfect.
More adorable colour, shape and work-
manship never appeared, even in a
milliner’s picture-book. Her light
hair was dressed with a fringe and
ringlets, on the pattern which the por-
traits of the time of Charles the Se-
cond have made fam.liar to us. There
was nothing exactly young or exactly
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old about her, except her voice—which

betrayed a faint hoarseness, attributa- !

ble possibly to exhaustion produced by
untold years of incessant talking. 1t
might be added that she was as active
as a squirrel, and as playful as a kit-
ten. But the lady must be treated with
a certain forbeirance of tone, for this
good reason—she was Stella’s mother.

Stella turned quickly at the tap of
the fan. ‘ Mamma !’ she exclaimed,
‘how you startle me !’

¢My dear child,” said Murs. Eyre-
court, you are constitutionally indo-
lent, and you want startling. Go into
the next room divectly. Mr. Romayne
is looking for you.’

Stella drew back a step, and eyed
her mother in blank surprise. ¢Is it

possible that you know him?’ she .

asked.

¢ Mr. Romayne doesn’t go into so-
ciety, or we should have met long
since,” Mrs. Eyrecourt replied. ¢ He
is a striking person—and [ noticed him
when he shook hands with you. That
was quite enough for me. I have just
introduced myself to him, as your mo-
ther. He was a little stately and stiff,
but most charming when he knew who
I was. I volunteered to find you. He
was quite astonished. I think he took
me for your elder sister. Not the
least like each other—are we, Lady
Loring 1 She takes after her poor dear
father. He was constitutionally indo-
lent. My sweet child, rouse yourself.
You have drawn a prize in the great
lottery at last. If ever a man was in
love, Mr. Romayne is that man. I am
a physiognomist, Lady Loring, and I
see the passions in the face. Oh, Stella,
what a property. Vange Abbey. I
once drove that way when I was visit-
ing in the neighbourhood. Superb.
And another fortune (eight thousand
a year and a villa at Highgate) since
the death of his aunt. And my daugh-
ter may be mistress of this, if she only
Plays her cards properly. What a com-
Pensation, after all that we suffered
through that monster, Winterfield !’

‘Mamma! Pray don’t——1!’
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¢Stella I will nof be interupted,
when I am speaking to you for your
own good. 1 don’t know a more pro-
voking person, Lady Loring, than my
daughter—on certain occasions. And
yet I love her. 1 would go through
fire and water for my beautiful child.
Only last week, I was at a wedding ;
and I thought of Stella. The church
crammed to the doors. A hundred
at the wedding-breakfast. The bride’s
i lace—there! no language can describe
it. Ten bridesmaids in blue and sil-
ver. Reminded me of the ten virgins,
Only the proportion of foolish ones,
this time, was certainly more than five.
However, they looked well. The Arch-
bishop proposed the health of the bride
and bridegroom. So sweetly pathetic.
Some of us cried. I thought of my
daughter. Ob, if I could live to see
Stella the central attraction, so to
© speak, of such a wedding as that. Only
T would have twelve bridesmaids at
Jeast —and beat the blue and silver
with green and gold. Trying to the
| complexion, you will say. But there
are artificial Improvements. At least,
[ am told so. What a house this
would be—a broad hint, isn't it, dear
Lady Loring?—what a house for a
wedding, with the drawing-room to as-
semble in, and the picture-gallery for
the breakfast. I know the Archbishop.
My darling, he shall marry you. Why
don’t you go into the next room ? Ah,
that constitutional indolence. If you
had only my energy, as I used to say
to your poor father. Will you go?
Yes, dear Lady Loring, [ should like
a glass of champagne, and another of
those delicious chicken sandwiches. If
you don’t go, Stella, I shall forget
every consideration of propriety, and
big as you are, I shall push you out.’

Stella yielded to necessity. ¢ Keep
her quiet, if you can,’” she whispered
to Lady Loring, in the momen? of si-
lence that followed. Even Mrs. Eyre-
court was not able to talk while she
was drinking champagne.

In the next room, Stella found Re-
" mayne. He looked care-worn and ir-
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ritable—but brightened directly, when
she approached him.

¢ My mother has been speaking to
you,’ she said, ‘I am afraid !

He stopped her there. ¢ She is your
mother, he interposed kindly. ¢ Don’t

. think that 1 am ungrateful enough to
forget that.’

She took his arm, and looked at him
with all her heart in her eyes. ¢ Come
into a quieter room,’ she whispered.

Romayne led her away. Neither of
them noticed Penrose as they left the
room. {

He had not moved since Stella had |
spoken to him. There he remained in
his corner, absorbed in thought—and
not in happy thought, as his face would
have plainly betrayed to any one who
had cared to look at him. His eyes
sadly followed the retiring figures of
Stella and Romayne. The colour rose
on his haggard face. Like most men
who are accustomed to live alone, he
had the habit, when he was strongly
excited, of speaking to himself. * No,’
he said, as the unacknowledged lovers
disappeared through the door, ¢it is an
insult to ask me to do it !’ He turn-
ed the other way ; escaped Lady Lo-
ring's notice in the reception-room ;
and left the house.

tomayne and Stella passed through
the cardroom and the chess-room,
turned into a corridor, and entered the
conservatory.

For the first time the place wasa
solitude. The air of a newly-invented
dance, faintly audible through the open
windows of the ball-room above, had
proved an irresistible temptation.
Those wlio knew the dance were eager
to exhibit themselves. Those who had
only heard of it were equally anxious
to look on and learn. Even towards
the latter end of the nineteenth cen-
tury, the youths and maidens of soci-
ety can still be in earnest—when the
object in view is a new dance,

What would Major Hynd have said
if he had seen Romayne turn into one

i and again he returned the kiss.
¢ drew back ; she recovercd her self-pos-

; riously now.

of the recesses of the conservatory, in '
which there was a seat which just held |
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two ! But the Major had forgotten
his years and his family ; and he too
was one of the spectators in the ball-
room.

‘1 wonder,” said Stella, ‘whether
you know how I feel those kind words
of yours, when you spoke of my mo-
ther. Shall I tell you?’

She put her arm round his neck and
kissed him. He was a man new to
love, in the nobler sense of the word.
The exquisite softness in the touch of
her iips, the delicious fragrance of
her breath, intoxicated him. Again

She

session and with a suddenness and a
certainty incomprehensible to a man.
From the depths of tenderness she pas-
sed to shallows of frivolity. In her
own Gefence she was almost as super-

- ficial as her mother, in less than a
- moment.

¢ What would Mr. Penrose say if
lLie saw you 1’ she whispered.

*Why do you speak of Penrose !
Have you seen him to-night ¢’

* Yes—Ilooking sadly out of his ele-
ment, poor wan. 1did my best to set
him at his ease—because 1 know you
like him.’

¢ Dear Stella !’

¢ No, not again ! I am speaking se-
Mr. Penrose looked at
me with a strange kind of interest—1
can’t describe it. Have you taken him
into our confidence ?’

‘He is so devoted—he has such a
true interest in me,’ said Romayne—
‘I really felt ashamed to treat him
like a stranger. On our journey to
London, I did own that it was your
charming letter which had decided me
on returning. Idid say, “ I must tell
her myselt how well she has under-
stood me, and how deeply I feel her
kindness.” Penrose took my hand in
his gentle considerate way. “I un-
derstand you, too,” he said—and that
was all that passed between us.’

¢ Nothing more, since that time}’

¢ Nothing.’

¢ Not a word of what we said to each
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other, when we were alone last week

in the picture gallery t’

¢Not a word. T am self-tormentor
enough to distrust myself, even now.
(rod knows I have concealed nothing
from you; and yet Am 1 not
selfishly thinking of my own happiness,
Stella, when I ought to be thinking
only of You? You know, my angel,
with what a life you must associate
yourself, if you marry me. Are you
really sure that you have love enough
and courage enough to be my wife 1’

She rested her head caressingly on
his shoulder, and looked up at him
with her charming smile.

‘ How many times must I say it,
she asked, ‘before you will believe
me ? Once more—1T have love enough
and courage enough to be your wife;
and I knew it, Lewis, the first time I
saw you! Will that confession satisfy
your scruples? And will you promise
never again to doubt yourself, or me ?’

Romayne promised, and sealed the
promise—unresisted this time—with a
kiss. ¢ When are we to be married %’
he whispered. '

She lifted her head from his shoulder
with a sigh. ¢If I am to answer you
honestly,” she replied, ¢ [ must speak
of my mother, before I speak of myself.’

Romayne submitted to the duties of
his new position, as well as he under-
stood them. ¢ Do you mean that you
have told your mother ‘of our engage-
ment 7’ he said. ¢ In that case, is it my
duty or yours—I am very ignorant in
these matters—to consult her wishes?
My own idea is, that I ought to ask
her, if she approves of me as her son-
in-law, and that you might then speak
to her of the marriage.’

Stella thought of Romayne’s tastes,
all in favour of modest retirement, and

of her mother's tastes, all in favour of .
ostentation and display. She frankly
. ideas, for all that.’

owned the result produced in her own
mind, ‘I am afraid to consult my mo-
ther about our marriage,’ she said.

Romayne looked astonished. ¢ Do
you think Mrs, Eyrecourt will disap-
prove of it1’ he asked.
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Stella was equally astonished on her
side. ¢ Disapprove of it #’ she repeated.
‘I know for certain that my mother
will be delighted ?’

‘ Then where is the difficulty ?’
There was but one way of definitel
answering that question. Stella boldly
described her mother’s idea of a wed-
ding—including the Archbishop, the
twelve bridesmaids in green and gold,
and the hundred guests at breakfast in
Lord Loring’s picture-gallery.  Ro-
mayne’s consternation literally de-
prived him, for the moment, of the
power of speech. To say that he looked
at Stella, as a prisoner in ‘the con-
demned cell * might have looked at the
sheriff, announcing the morning of his
execution, would be to do injustice to
the prisoner. He receives fis shock
without flinching ; and, in proof of his
composure, celebrates his wedding with
the gallows by a breakfast which he

will not live to digest.

¢ If you think as your mother does,’
Romayne began, as soon as he had re-
covered his self-possession, ‘no opinion
of mine shall stand in the way J

‘He could get no further. His vivid

imagination saw the Archbishop and
the bridesmaids, heard the hundred
guests and their dreadful speeches: his
voice faltered, in spite of himself.
Stella eagerly relieved him. ‘My
darling, I don't think as my mother
does,’ she interposed tenderly. ‘I am
sorry to say, we have very few sym-
pathies in common. Marriages, as I
think, ought to be celebrated as pri-
vately as possible—the near and dear
relations present, and no one else. If
there must be rejoicings and banquets,
and hundreds of invitations, let them
come when the wedded pair are at
home after the honeymoon, beginning
life in earnest. These are odd ideas
for a woman to have—but they are my

Romayne’s face brightened. ¢ How
few women possess your fine sense
and your delicacy of feeling!’ he ex-
claimed. ‘Surely your mother must
give way, when she hears we are both
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of one mind about our marriage ¥’

Stella knew her mother too well to .

share the opinion thus expressed. Mrs.
Eyrecourt’s capacity for holding to her
own little ideas, and for persisting
(where her social interests were con-
cerned) in trying to insinuate those
ideas into the minds of other persons,
was a capacity which no resistance,

come.
worrying Romayne (as well as her
daughter) to the utmost limits of hu-
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¢ Any one, Lewis, whom you like.’

¢ Then I say—no one else. My own
love! When may it be? My lawyers
can get the settlements ready in a fort-
night, or less. Will you say in a fort-
night 1’

His arm was round her waist ; his

! lips were touching her lovely neck. She
| was not awoman to take refuge in the
short of absolute brutality, could over-

She was perfectly capable of

man endurance ; in the firm conviction

that she was bound to convert all here-
tics, of their way of thinking, to the

orthodox faith in the matter of wed-

dings. Putting this view of the case
with all possible delicacy, in speaking

lighten Romayne,

commonplace coquetteries of the sex.
¢ Yes,” she said softly, * if you wish it.’
She rose, and withdrew herself from
him. ‘For my sake, we must not he
here together any longer, Lewis.” As
she spoke, the music in the ball-room
ceased. Stella ran out of the conser-
vatory.

The first person she encountered on

. returning to the reception room, was
of her mother, Stella expressed herself :
plainly enough, nevertheless, to en- -

He made another suggestion. ¢ Can -

we marry privately,’ he said, ‘and tell
Murs. Eyrecourt of it afterwards.’

This essentially masculine solution

of the difliculty was at once rejected.
Stella was too good a daughter to suf-
fer her mother to be treated with even
the appearance of disrespect. ‘Oh/
she said, ‘ think how mortified and dis-

tressed my mother would be! She must !

be present at the marriage.’

An idea of a compromise occurred

to Romayne. ¢ What do you say,’ he
proposed, ‘toarrange for the marriage
privately—and then telling Mrs. Eyre-
court only a day or two before-hand,
- when it would be too late to send out

invitations # If your mother would be !

y

disappointed

*She would be angry,” Stella inter-
posed.

‘Very well—lay all the blame on
me. Besides, there might be two other
persons present, whom I am sure Mrs.
Eyrecourt is always glad to meet. You
don’t object to Lord and Lady Lor-
ing ¥’

“Object? 1 wouldn't be without
them, at my wedding, for the whole
world.’

¢ Anyone else, Stella?’

Father Benwell.

CHAPTER IIL
THE EXD OF THE LaLL.

THE priest’s long journey did not
appear to have fatigued him. He
was as cheerful and as polite as ever
—and so paternally attentive to Stella
that it was quite impossible for her to
pass him with a formal bow.

‘1 have come all the way from De-

vonshire,’ he said. ¢ The train has been

behind time as usual, and I am one of

. thelate arrivals in consequence. I miss

some familiar faces at this delightful

party. Mr. Romayne, for instance.

Perhaps he is not one of the guests?’
¢Oh, yes.’

¢ Has he gone away ?’

¢ Not that I know of.’

The tone of her replies warned Fa-
ther Benwell to let Romayne be. He
tried another name. ‘And Arthur
Penrose ¢’ he inquired next.

I think Mr. Penrose has left us.’

As she answered she looked towards
Lady Loring. The hostess was the
centre of a circle of ladies and gentle-
men. Before she was at liberty, Fa-

| ther Benwell might take his departure.
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Stella resolved to make the attempt

for herself which she had asked Lady i

Loring to make for her. It was better
to try and be defeated than not to try
at all.

I asked Mr. Penrose what part of
Devonshire you were visiting,’ she re-
sumed, assuming her more gracious
manner. ‘I know something myself
of the north coast, especially the
neighbourhood of Clovelly.’

Not the faintest change passed over
the priest’s face; his fatherly smile
had never been in a better state of pre-
servation.

¢Isn’t it a charming place ?’ he said,
with enthusiasm. ¢ Clovelly is the
most remarkable and most beantiful
village in England. T have so enjoyed
my little holiday—excursions by sea
and excursions by land—do you know
I feel quite young again !’

He lifted his eyebiows playfally,
and rubbed his plump hands one over
the other with such an intolerably in-
nocent air of enjoyment that Stella
positively hated him. She felt her
capacity for self-restraint failing her.
Under the influence of strong emotion,

her thoughts lost their customary |

discipline. In attempting to fathom
baving undertaken a task which re-
quired more pliable moral qualities
than she possessed. To her own un-
utterable annoyance, she was at a loss
what to say next. At that critical
moment her mother appeared—eager

|

for news of the conquest of Romayne.

‘My dear child, how pale yon look !’
said Mrs. Eyrecourt. ¢ Come with me
directly—you must have a glass of
wine.’

This dexterous device for entrap-
ping Stella into a private conversation
failed. ¢ Not now,Mamma,thank you,’
ghe said.

Father Benwell, on the point of
discreetly withdrawing, stopped, and
looked at Mrs. Eyrecourt with an ap-
pearance of respectful interest. ¢ Your
mother 1’ he said to Stella. ‘I should
feelhonoured if you will introduce me.’

|
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Having (not very willingly) per-
formed the ceremony of presentation,
Stella drew back a little. She had no
desire to take any part in the conver-
sation that might follow ; but she had
her own reasons for waiting near
enough to hear it.

In the meantime, Mrs. Eyrecourt
turned on her inexhaustible flow of
small-talk, with her customary facility.
No distinction of persons troubled her;
no convictions of any sort stood in her
way. She was equally ready (provid-
ed she met him in good society) to
make herself agreeable to a Puritan or
a Papist.

¢ Delighted to make your acquaint-
ance, Father Benwell. Surely I met
you at that delightful evening at the
Duke’s? 1 mean when we welcomed
the Cardinal back from Rome. Dear
old man—if one may speak so famil-
iarly of a Prince of the Church. How
charmingly he bears his new honours.
Such patriarchal simplicity, as every
one remarked. Have you seen him
lately 1’

The idea of the Order to which he
belonged feeling any special interest in
a Cardinal (except when they made

i him of some use to them) privately
Father Benwell, she was consciousof |

amused Father Benwell. ¢ How wise
the Church was,” he thought, ‘in in-
venting a spiritual aristocracy. Even
this fool of a woman is impressed by
it.” His spoken reply was true to his
assumed character as one of the in-
ferior clergy. ¢ Poor priests like me,
madam, see but little of Princes of
the Church in the houses of Dukes.’
Saying this with the most becoming
humility, he turned the talk in a more
productive direction, before Mrs. Eyre-
court could proceed with her recollec-
tions of ‘ the evening at the Duke's.’
‘Your charming daughter and I
have been talking ahout Clovelly,” he
continued. ‘I have just been spending
a little holiday in that delightful place.
It was a surprise to me, Mrs. Eyre-
court, to see 8o many really beautiful
country seats in the neighbourhood. I
was particularly struck—you know it,
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of course 1 — by Beaupark

Mrs. Eyrecourt's little twinkling
eyes suddenly became still and steady.
1t was only for a moment. But even
that trifling change boded ill for the
purpose which the priest had in view.

Having the opportunity of turning
 Stella’s mother into a valuable source

himself, as he had reasoned at Miss
Notman’s tea table. A frivolous per-

Iouse,' -

son was & person easily persuaded to !

ossip, and not likely to be reticent in
Jkeeping secrets. In drawing this con-
clusion, the reverend Father was justi-

of human nature—but he forgot to
make allowance for the modifying in-
fluence of circumstances. Kven the
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all priests are students of human na-
ture ; accustomed of course to be con-
sulted in difficulties, and to hear real
confessions—must know that we poor
women are sadly subject to whims and
caprices. We can’t resist them as men
do ; and the dear good men generally

. make allowances for us. Well, do you
of information »ctually placed in his -

hands, Futher Benwell reasoned with ' is one of my caprices. Oh, dear, I

know, that place of Mr. Winterfield’s

speak carelessly ; I ought to have said,
the place represents one of my caprices.
In short, Father Benwell, Beaupark
House is perfectly odious to me ; and

. I think Clovelly the most over-rated

 place in the world.

tied by every wise man's experience : least reason to give, but so it is.

I haven't the
Ex-

cessively foolish of me. It’s like hys-

. terics, 1 can’t heip it. I'm sure you

wits of a fool can be quickened by

contact with the world. For many
years Mrs, Eyrecourt had held her
place in society ; acting under an in-
tensely selfish sense of her own inter-
ests, fortified by those cunning in-
stincts which grow best in a barren
intellect. Perfectly unworthy of being
trusted with secrets which only con-
cerned other people, this frivolous
creature could be the unassailable
guardian of secrets which concerned
herself. The instant the priest re-
ferred indirectly to Winterfield, by
speaking of Beaupark House, her in-
stincts warned her, as if in words :—
¢ Be careful for Stella’s sake !’

¢ Oh, yes !’ said Mrs. Eyrecourt, ‘I
know Beaupark House ; but May

I make a confession ¥’ she added with |

her sweetest smile.

Father Benwell caught her tone,
with his customary tact. ‘A confes-
sion at & ball is a novelty ; even in my
experience,’ he answered, with s
sweetest smile.

¢ How good of you to encourage me !’
proceeded Mrs. Eyrecourt. * No, thank
you, I don’t want to sit down. My
confession won’t take long—and I
really must give that poor pale daugh-
ter of mine » glass of wine. A student
of human nature like you—they say

will forgive me. There isn’t a place
on the habitable globe that I am not
ready to feel interested in, except de-
testable Devonshire. I am so sorry
you went there. The next time you
have a holiday, take my advice. Try
the Continent.’

¢I should like it of all things, said
Father Benwell. ¢ Only I don’t speak
French. Allow me to get Mis Eyre-
court a glass of wine.’

He spoke with the most perfect.
temper and tranquillity. Having paid
his little attention to Stella, and hav-
ing relieved her of the empty glass, he
took his leave, with a parting request
thoroughly characteristic of the man.

*Are yvou staying in town, Mrs.
Eyrecourt 1’ he asked,

¢ Oh, of course, at the height of the
season !’

*May I have the honour of calling
on you-and talking a little more
about the Continent 1’

If he had said it in so many words,
he could hardly have informed Murs.
Eyrecourt more plainly that he tho-
roughly understood her, and that he
meant to try again. Strong in the
worldly training of half a lifetime, she
at once informed him of her address,
with the complimentary phrases pro-
per to the occasion. ‘ Five o'clock tea
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on Wednesdays, Futher Benwell. Don't
forget !’

The moment he was gone, she drew
her daughter into a quiet corner.
¢ Don’t be frightened, Stella. That sly
old person has some interest in trying
to find out about Winterfield. Do you
know why 1’

¢Indeed I don't, Mamma.
him !’

¢Oh, hush! hush! Hate him as
much as you like ; but always be civil
to him. Tell me——have you been
in the conservatory with Romayne ?’

‘Yes’

¢ All going on well ¥’

¢ Yes.'

¢ My sweet child | Dear, dear me,
the wine has done you no good ; you're
as pale as ever. Is it that priest ? Oh,
pooh, pooh, leave Father Benwell
to me.’

I hate

CHAPTER 1V.
IN THE SMALL HOURS.

HEN Stella left the conserva-
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be trusted. Do you really know what
my new life is to be I Shall I tell you
what I have said to Stella to night?’

Penrose lifted his hand with a ges-
ture of entreaty.

*Not a word!’ he said eagerly.
¢ Do me one more kindness—leave me
to be prepared (as I am prepared) for
the change that is to come, without
any confidence on your part to en-
lighten me further. Don't think me
ungrateful. Ihave reasons for saying
what I have just said—1I cannot men-
tion what they are—I can only telk
you they are serious reasons. You
have spoken of my devotion to you.
1f you wish to reward me a hundred-
fold more than I deserve, bear in mind
our conversations on religion ; and
keep the books I asked you to read, as
gifts from a friend who loves you
with his whole heart. No new duties
that you can nndertake are incompat-
ible with the higher interests of your
soul. Think of me sometimes. When
I leave you I go back to a lonely life.

- My poor heart is full of your brotherly

tory, the attraction of the °

ball for Romayne was at an end. He
went back to his rooms at the hotel.

Penrose was waiting to speak to
him. Romayne noticed signs of sup-
pressed agitation in his secretary’s
face. ¢ Has anything happened 1’ he
inquired.

¢ Nothing of any importance,” Pen- |

rose answered, in sad, subdued tones,

of absence.’ '

¢ Certainly. Is it for a long time ?’

Penrose hesitated. ‘You have a
new life opening before you,” he said.
¢ If your experience of that life is—as
I hope and pray it may be—a happy
one, you will need me no longer; we
may not meet again.” His voice began
to tremble ; he could say no more.

¢ Not meet again?’ Romayne re-
peated. ¢My dear Penrose, if you
forget how many happy days I owe to
Your companionship, my memory is to

kindness, at this last moment when I
may be saying good-bye for ever. And
what is my one consolation? What
helps me to bear my hard lot? The
Faith that I hold! Remember that,
Romayne. If there comes a time of
sorrow in the future, remember that.”

Romayne was more than surprised,
he was shocked. ¢Why must you
leave me?’ he asked.

‘It is best for you and for her,

, said Penrose, ¢ that I should withdraw
‘I only wanted to ask you for leave

myself from your new life.’
He held out his hand. Romayne

. refused to let him go. ¢ Penrose!’ he

said, ‘I can’t match your resignation.
Give me something to look forward to.
I must and will see you again.’
Penrose smiled sadly. ¢ You know
that my career in life depends wholly
on. my superiors,” he answered. ‘Butif
I am still in England—and if (which
God forbid !) you have sorrows in the
future that I can share and alleviate
—only let me know it. There is no-
thing within the compass of my power
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which I will not do for your sake, !
Good .

‘God bless and prosper you !
bye !’

In spite of his fortitude, the tears
vose in his eyes. He hurried out of
the room.

Romayne sat down at his writing
table and hid his face in his hands.
He had entered the room with the
bright image of Stella in his mind.
“The image had faded from it now—
the grief that was in him, not even the
beloved woman could share. His
thoughts were wholly with the brave

!

and patient. Christian who had left

him—the true man, whose spotless in-
tegrity no evil influence could corrupt.
By what inscrutable fatality do sowe

men find their way into spheres that |

.are unworthy of them ?
if the priests of your Order were all
like you, how easily I should be con-
verted ! These were Romayne’s
thoughts, in the stillness of the first
hours of the morning. The hooks of
which his lost friend had spoken were
-close by hini on the table, Heopened
one of them, and turned to a page
marked by pencil lines. His sensitive
nature was troubled to its inmost
depths. The confession of that Faith
which had upheld Penrose was bzfore
him in words. The impulse was
strong in him to read those words,
and think over them, again.

He trimmed his lamp, and bent his

reading, the ball at Lady Loring’s
house came to its end. Stella and
Lady Loring were alone together talk-
ing of him, before they retired to
their rooms.

¢ Forgive me for owning it plainly,’

Oh, Penrose, |
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Stella made no reply ; she seemed
to be lost in her own thoughts.

Lady Loring went on.

‘I am open to conviction, my dear.
1f you will only tell me what interest
Father Benwell can have in knowing
about you and Winterfield !

Stella suddenly looked up. ¢Let
us speak of another person,’ she said ;
‘T own I don't like Father Benwell.
As you know, Romayne has concealed
nothing from me. Ought I to have
any concealments from %im ? Ought
I not to tell him about Wintertield ?’

Lady Loring started. ¢ You astonish
me,’ she said. ¢ What right has Ro-
mayne to know it {’

* What right have 1 to keep it a
secret from him ¢’

¢ My dear Stella ! if you had been
in any way to blame in that miserable

. matter, 1 should be the last person in

the world to advise you to keep it a
secret. But you are innocent of all
blame. No man-—not even the man
who is soon to be your husband—has
a right to know what you have so un-
justly suffered. Think of the humilia-
tion of even speaking of it to Ro-
mayne!’

¢I daren’t think of it,’ cried Stella,
passionately. ¢ But if it is my duty—’

¢ [t is your duty to consider the con-
sequences,” Lady Loring interposed.
“You don’t know how such things some-

. times rankle in a man’s mind. He
. may be perfectly willing to do you
mind on hisbook. While he wasstill |

justice—and yet, there may be mo-
ments when he would doubt if you
had told him the whole truth. I
speak with the experience of a married
woman. Don't place yourself in that

- position towards your husband if you

said Lady Loring—*I think you and

your mother are a little too ready to
suspect Father Benwell without any
.discoverable cause. Thousands of
people go to Clovelly ; and Beaupark
House is one of the show-places in the
neighbourhood. Is there alittle Pro-
testant prejudice in this new idea of
yours?’

wish for a happy married life.’

Stella was not quite convinced yet.
¢ Suppose Romayne finds it out 1’ she
said.

‘ He can’t possibly find it out. I
detest Winterfield, but let us do him
justice. He is no fool. He has his
position in the world to keep up—
and that is enough of itself to close
his lips. And as for others, there are
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only three people now in England who
could betray you. I suppose you can
trust your mother, and Lord Loring
and me }’

It was needless to answer such a
question as that. Before Stella could

speak again Lord Loring’s voice was !

¢ What!
‘Not in

audible outside the door.
talking still, he exclaimed.
bed yet 1’

‘Come in !’ cried his wife. ¢J.et
us hear what my husband thinks/’
she said to Stella.
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Romayne’s return to London and to
Miss Eyrecourt. Let me entreat our
reverend brethren to preserve perfect
tranquillity of mind, in spite of this
circumstance. 'The owner of Vange
Abbey is not married yet. If patience
and perseverance on my part win their

! fair reward,Miss Eyrecourt shall never

be his wife.
¢ But let me not conceal the truth.

i In the uncertain future that lies be-
* fore us, I have no one to depend on

¢ but myself.

Lord Loring listened with the closest
attention while the subject under dis-
. quiries are exertions that have failed.
When the time came to give his
opinion, he sided unbesitatingly with |

cussion was communicated to him.

his wife.

¢ If the fault was yours, even in the
| version entrusted to him has, I regret

slightest degree,” he suid to Stella,
‘ Romayne would have a right to be
taken into your confidence. But,
my dear child, we, who know the
truth, know you to be a pure and in-
nocent woman. You goto Romayne
in every way worthy of him, and you
know that he loves you. If you did
tell him that miserable story, he could
only pity you. Do you want to be
pitied ¥’
Those last

unanswerable words

brought the debate to an end. From .
; him to repeat that confidence to me.

that moment the subject was dropped.

There was still one other person

among the guests at the ball who was
waking in the smnall hours of the
morning. Father Benwell, wrapped
comfortably in lis dressing gown, was
too hard at work on his correspond-
ence to think of his bed.

‘With one exception, all the letters
thathehad written thusfar wereclosed,
directed, and stamped for the post.
The letter that he kept open he was
now engaged in reconsidering and
correcting. It was addressed, as usual,
to the Secretary of the Order at
Rome ; and, when it had undergone
the final revision, it contained these
lines :—

‘My last letter informed you of

Penrose is no longer to
be trusted ; and the exertions of the
agent to whom I committed my in-

¢ 1 will dispose of the case of Pen-
rose first. ‘

‘The zeal with which this young
man has undertaken the work of con-

to say, not been fired by devotion to
the interests of the Chureh, but by a
dog-like affection for Romayne. Witl:-
out waiting for my permission, Pen-
rose has revealed himself in bis true
character as a priest. And, more than
this, he has not only refused to ob-
serve the proceedings of Romayne and
Miss Eyrecourt—he has deliberately
closed his ears to the confidence which
Romayne wished to repose in him, on
the ground that I might have ordered

*To what use can we put this man’s
ungovernable sense of honour and gra-
titude? For the present he has left
London to assist in the spiritual care
of a country district. [t will be a ques-
tion for the future whether we may
not turn his enthusiasm to good ac-
count, in a mission to foreign parts.
But, as it is always possible that his
influence may still be of use to us, I
venture to suggest keeping him within
our reach, until Romayne's conversion
has actually taken place.

*1 may now proceed to the failure
of my agent, and to the course of ac-
tion that I have adopted in conse-
quence.

‘ The investigations appear to have
definitely broken down at the seaside
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village of Clovelly, in the neighbour-
hood of Mr. Winterfield’s country seat.
Knowing that I could depend upon
the information which associated this

compromising circumstances of some
sort, I decided on seeing Mr. Winter-
field, and judging for myself.

‘The agent’s report informed me
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. and the house was left empty for more
. than a year.

¢5. At the end of that time, Mr.

© Winterfield returned alone to Beau-
gentleman with Miss Eyrecourt, under

park House, and told nobody how, or
where, he had passed the long interval

. of his absence.

that the person who had finally baffled !

his inquiries was an aged Catholic
priest, long resident at Clovelly. His
name is Newbliss, and he is much re-

spected among the Catholic gentry in-

that part of Devonshire. After due
consideration, [ obtained a letter of
introduction to my reverend colleague,
and travelled to Clovelly—telling my
friends here that I was taking a little
holiday, in the interests of my health.

¢1 found Father Newbliss a vene-
rable and reticent son of the Church

—with one weak point, however, to .

work on, which was entirely beyond
the reach of the otherwise astute per-
son charged with my inquiries. My
reverend friend is a scholar, and is in-
ordinately proud of his learning. Iam
a scholar too. In that capacity I first
found my way to his sympathies, and
then gently encouraged his pride. The
result will appear in certain discover-
ies, which I number as follows : —

‘1. The events which connect Mr.
Winterfield with Miss Eyrecourt hap-
pened about two years since, and had
their beginning at Beaupark House.

¢92. At this period, Miss Eyrecourt
and her mother were staying at Beau-
park House. The general impression
in the neighbourhood was, that Mr.
Winterfield and Miss Eyrecourt were
engaged to be married.

¢3. Notlong afterwards, Miss Eyre-

court and her mother surprised the -
neighbourhood by suddenly leaving |

Beaupark House, Their destination
was supposed to be London.

‘4, Mr. Winterfield himself next
left his country seat for the Continent.
His exact destination was not men-
tioned to any one. The steward, soon
afterwards, dismissed all the servants;

¢6. Mr. Winterfield remains, to
the present day, an unmarried man,

¢ Having arrived at these prelimi-
nary discoveries, it was time to try
what I could make of Mr. Winterfield
next.

¢ Among the other good things which
this gentleman has inherited, is a mag-

. nificent library, collected by his father.

That one learned man should take ano-
ther learned man to see the books,
wag a perfectly natural proceeding.
My introduction to the master of the
house followed my introduction to the
library, almost as a matter of course.

*I am about to surprise you, as I
was myself surprised. In all my long
experience, Mr. Winterfield is, I think,
the most fascinating person I ever met
with. Genial, unassuming manners, a
prepossessing personal appearance, &
sweet temper, a quaint humour de-
lightfully accompanied by natural re-
finement—such are the characteristic
qualities of the man, from whom I my-
self saw Miss Eyrecourt (accidentally
meeting him in public) recoil with dis-
may and disgust! 1t is absolutely
impossible to look at him, and to be-
lieve him to be capable of a cruel or
dishonourable action. I never was
s0 puzzled in my life,

¢You may be inclined to think that
1 am misled by a false impression, de-
rived from the gratifying welcome that
I received as a friend of Father New-
bliss. I will not appeal to my know-
ledge of human nature—I will refer
to the unanswerable evidence of Mr.
Winterfield’'s poorer  neighbours.
Wherever I went, in the village or
out of it, if I mentioned his name, I
produced a universal outburst of ad-
miration and gratitude. “ There never
was such a friend to poor people, and
there never can be such another to the
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end of the world.” Such was a fisher-
man’s description of him ; and the one
cry of all the men and women near us
answered, ¢ That’s the trath.”

¢ And yet there is something wrong
—for this plain reason, that there isa
secret to keep, in the past lives of Mr.
Winterfield and Miss Eyrecourt.

* “Under these perplexing ecircum-
stances, what use have T made of my
opportunities? I ain going to surprise
you again—I have mentioned Ro-
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i another introduction since my return

to town. 1 have been presented to
Miss Eyrecourt’s mother ; and I am
invited to drink tea with her on Wed-

. nesday. My next letter may tell you

mayne’s name to Mr. Winterfield ; °

and I have ascertained that they are,
so far, perfect strangers to one another
—and that is all.

‘The little incident of mentioning
Romayne arose out of my examination
of the library. I discovered certain old
volumes, which may one day be of use

to him, if he continues his contem- :
plated work on the Origin of Reli-

gionus. Hearing me express myself to
this effect, Mr. Winterfield replied
with the readiest kindness.

¢ «T can’t compare myself to my ex-
cellent father,” he said ; “but 1 have
at least inherited his respect for the

writers of books. My library is a trea-

sure which I had in trust {or the in-
terests of literature. Pray say so,
fromne to yourfriend, Mr. Romayne.”

¢ And what does this amount to 1—
you will ask. My reverend friend, it
offers me an opportunity, in the fu-

terfield together. Do you see the com-
plications which may ensue 1 1f I can
put no other difficulty in Miss Eyre-
court’s way, I think there is fruitful

—what Penrose ought to have discov-
ered—whether Romayne has been
already entrapped into a marriage en-
gagement, or not.

* Farewell for the present. Remind
the Reverend Fathers, with my re-
spects, that I possess one of the valu-
able qualities of an Englishman—1I
never know when I am beaten.’

Tue Exp or tue Secoxp Book.

Book the Third,
CHAPTER L
THE HONEYMOON.

MORE than six weeks had passed.
The wedded lovers were still
enjoying their honeymoon at Vange
Abbey.
Some offence had been given, not
only to Mrs. Eyrecourt, but to friends
of ber way of thinking, by the strictly

. private mannerin which the marriage
' had been celebrated. The event took
. everybody by surprise when the cus-
ture, of bringing Romayne and Win-

tomary advertisement appeared in the

i newspapers. Foreseeing the unfavour-

ableimpression that might beproduced

. in some quarters, Stella had pleaded

promise of a scandal of some kind
arising out of the introduction to each -

other of those two men. You will
agree with e, that a scandal may
prove a valuable obstacle in the way
of a marriage.

¢ Mr. Winterfield has kindly invited
me to call on him, when he is next
in London. I may then have oppor-
tunities of putting questions which I
could not venture to ask on a short
acquaintance.

¢ In the meantime, I have obtained

for a timely retreat to the seclusion of
Romayne's country house. The will
of the bride being, as usual, the bride-

© groom’s law, to Vange they retived ac-
, cordingly.

On one lovely moonlight night,
early in July, Mrs. Romayne left her
husband on the Belvidere, described in
Major Hynd’s narrative, to give the
housekeeper certain instructions re-
Iating to the affairs of the household.

' Half-an-hour later, as she was about

'

| to ascend again to the top of the house,

one of the servants informed her that
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‘the master had just left the Belvidere,
and had gone into his study.’

Crossing the inner hall, on her way
to the study, Stella noticed an unopen-
ed letter, addressed to Romayne, lying
on a table in a corner. He had pro-
hably laid it aside and forgotten it.
" She entered his room with the letter
in her hand.

The only light was a reading lamp,

with the shade so lowered that the
corners of the study were left in ob-

scurity.

In one of these corners Ro- !

mayne was dimly visible, sitting with
his head sunk on his breast. He never
' had better go back to London and

moved when Stella opened the door.
At first she thoughthemight be asleep.

‘Do I disturb you, Lewis?’ she
~ at Highgate 7’

asked softly.

¢ No, my dear.’

There was a change in the tone of
his voice, which his wife’s quick ear
detected. ¢ T am afraid you are not
well,” she said anxiously.

‘I am a little tired after our long
ride to-day. Do you want to go back
to the Belvidere ?’

¢ Not without you.
you to rest here?’

He seemed not to hear the ques-
tion. There he sat, with his head
hanging down, the shadowy counter-
feit of an old man. In her anxiety,
Stella approached him, and put her
hand caressingly on his head, It was
burning hot. *Oh!’ she cried, ¢ you
are ill, and you are trying to hide it
from me.'

For a moment, he was still silent ;
taking out his handkerchief, and pass-
ing it rapidly over his face. ¢ Nothing
is the matter with me,’” he said, with
an uneasy laugh. He put his arm
round her waist, and made her sit on
his knee. ¢ What have you got in your
hand?’ he asked. ¢A letter ’

“Yes. Addressed to you, and not
opened yet.’

He took it out of her hand, and
threw it carelessly on a sofa near him.
¢ Never mind that now! Let us talk.’
He paused, and kissed her, before he
went on. ¢ My darling, I think you

Shall I leave
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must be getting tired of Vange?

¢ Ob, no ! I canbe happy anywhere
with you—and especially at Vaunge,
You don’t know how this noble old
house interests me, and how I admire
the glorious country all around it.’

He was not convinced. ¢ Vange is
very dull)’ he said obstinately ; ‘and
your friends will be wanting to see
you. Have you heard from your mo-
ther lately %’

¢No. Iam surprised she has not
written.’

¢ She has not forgiven us for getting
married so quietly,’” he went on, ¢ We

make our peace with her. Don’t yon
want to see the house my aunt left me

Stella sighed. The society of the
man she loved was society enough for
her. Was he getting tired of his wife
already? ‘I will go with you wherever
you like.” She said those words in
tones of sad submission, and gently
got up from his knee.

He rose also, and took from the sofa
the letter which he had thrown on it.
‘Let us see what our friends say,” he
resumed. ¢ The address is in Loring’s
handwriting.’

As he approached the table on
which the lamp was burning, she nc-
ticed that he moved with a languor
that was new in her experience of
him. He sat down and opened the
letter.  She watched him with an
anxiety which had now become inten
sified to suspicion. The shade of the
lamp still prevented her from seeing
his face plainly. ¢Just what I told
you," he said; ¢the Lorings want to
know when they are to see us in
London ; and your mother says she
* feels like that character in Shakes-
peare who was cut by his own daugh-
ters.” Read it.’

He handed her the letter. In tak-
ing it, she contrived to touch the lamp
shade, as if by accident, and tilted it
so, that the full flow of the light
fell on him. He started back—but
not before she had seen the ghastly
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pallor on his face. She had not only
heard it from Lady Loring, she knew
from his own unreserved confession to
her what that startling change really
meant. In an instant she was on her
knees at his feet. ¢Oh, my darling,’
she cried, ‘it was cruel to keep that
secret from your wife !
lLeard it again !’

She was too irresistibly beautiful, at
that moment, to be reproved. He
gently raised her from the floor—and
owned the truth.

‘Yes,’ he said ; ‘I heard it after you
left me on the Belvidere—just as I
heard it on another moonlight night,
when Major Hynd was here with me.
Our return to this house is perhaps
the cause. I don’t complain ; I have
had a long release.’

She threw her arms round his neck.
¢We will leave Vange to morrow,’
she said.

It was firmly spoken. But her heart
sank as the words passed her lips.
Vange Abbey had lLeen the scene of
the most unalloyed bappiness in her
life. What destiny was waiting for
her when she returned to London ?

CHAPTER II.
EVENTS AT TEN ACRES.

HERE was no obstacle to the

speedy departure of Romayne and
his wife from Vange Abbey. The
villa at Highgate—called Ten Acres
Lodge, in allusion to the measurement
of the grcunds surrounding the house
—had been kept in perfect order by
the servants of the late Lady Berrick,
now in the employment of her
nephew.

On the morning after their arrival
at the villa, Stella sent a note to her
mother. The same afternoon, Mrs.
Eyrecourt arrived at Ten Acres—on
her way to a garden party. Finding
the house, to her great relief, a mo-
dern building, supplied with all the

|
|
|

You have .
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newest comforts and luxuries, she at
once began to plan a grand party, in
celebration of the return of the bride
and bridegroom.

‘I don’t wish to praise myself,”
Mrs. Eyrecourt said, ‘but if ever
there was a forgiving woman, I am
that person. We will say no more,

i Stella, about your truly contemptible
¢ wedding—five people altogether, in-

cluding ourselves and the Lorings ! A
grand ball will set you right with So-
ciety, and that is the one thing need-
ful. Tea and coffee, my dear Ro-
mayne, in your study; Coote’s quad-
rille band ; the supper from Gunter’s;
the grounds illuminated with coloured
lamps ; Tyrolese singers among the
trees, relieved by military music—
and, if there are any African or other
savages now in London, there is room
enough in these charming grounds, for
encampments, dances, squaws, scalps,
and all the rest of it, to end in a blaze
of fireworks.’

A sudden fit of coughing seized her,
and stopped the further enumeration
of attractionsat the contemplated ball.
Stella had observed that her mother
looked unusually worn and baggard,
through the disguise of paint and
powder. This was not an uncommon
result of Mrs. Eyrecourt’s devotion to
the demands of Society; but the
cough wus something new, as a symp-
tom of exhaustion.

¢ [ am afraid, Mamma, youhave been
over-exerting yourself, said Stella.
*You go to too many parties.’

¢ Nothing of the sort, my dear; I
am as strong as a horse.  The other
night, I was waiting for the carriage
in a draught (one of the most perfect
private concerts of the season, ending
with a delightful naughty little French
play)—and I caught a slight cold. A
glass of water is all I want. Thank
you. Romayne, you are looking
shockingly serious and severe; our
ball will cheer you. If you would
only make a bonfire of all those horrid

; books, you don’t know how it would
. improve your spirits.

Dearest Stella,
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I will come and lunch here to-morrow
—vyou are within such a nice easy :

drive from town—and I'll bring my
visiting-book, and settle about the
invitations and the day.
me, how late it is. I have nearly an
hour's drive before I get to my garden
party. Good-bye, my turtle-doves,
good-bye.’

She was stopped, on the way to her
carriage, by another fit of coughing.
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is any hope of curing him. Tsit—’
he trembled as he put the question—

~ ¢Is it hereditary madness?’

Oh, dear

Feeling the serious importance of
concealing the truth, Stella only re-

. plied that she had hesitated to ask if
. there was a taint of madness in the

- family.

¢ I suppose,’ she added, ¢ you

 would not like to see the boy, and

But she still persisted in making light

of it.  ¢I'm as strong as a horse,” she

- sudden anger.

repeated, as soon as she could speak —

and skipped into the carriage like a
young girl.

¢ Your mother is killing herself,’
said Romayne.

¢1f 1 could persuade her to stay
with us a little while,” Stella sug-
gested, ‘ the rest and quiet might do
wonders for her, 'Would you olject to
it, Lewis?’

* My darling, I object to nothing,
except giving a ball and burning my
bLooks. If your mother will yield on
those two points, my house is entirely
at her disposal.’

Jjudge of his chances of recovery for
yourself 7’

‘ You suppose 7’ he burst out, with
* You might be sure.
The bare idea of seeing him turns me
cold. Oh, whenshall I forget! when

o shall T forget! Who spoke of him
© first 1’ he said, with renewed irrita-
. bility, after a moment of silence.

‘*Youorl? ’
¢It was my fault, love—he is so

. harmless and so gentle, and he has

such a sweet face— 1 thought it might
soothe you to see him. Forgive me;
we will never speak of him again.
Have you any notes for me to copy?
You know, Lewis, I am your secretary

© now.’

He spoke playfully—he looked his -
best, since he had separated himself

from the painful associations that were
now connected with Vange Abbey.
Had ¢ the torment of the Voice’ been
left far away in Yorkshire? Stella
shrank from approaching the subject
in her husband’s presence; but she
was bold enough to hope. To her sur-
prise, Romayne himself referred to the
General’s fumily.

¢I have written to Hynd,” he began.

 first to see hLim.

So she led Romayne away to his
study and his books. When Major
Hynd arrived, she contrived to be the
‘Say as little as

¢ possible about the General's widow

‘Do you mind his dining with us to-

day ¥’

¢ Of course not !’

‘I want to hear if he hLas anything
to tell me—about those French ladies.
He undertook to see them, in your
absence, and to ascertain—’ He was
unable to overcome his reluctance to
pronounce the next words. Stellu was
quick to understand what he meant.
She finished the sentence for him.

‘Yes,” Le said, ‘I wanted to hear
how the boy is getting on, and if there

i vou,” he began.

and her son,” she whispered.

The Major understood her. ¢ Don’t
be uneasy, Mrs. Romayne,’ he an-
swered. ‘I know your husband well
enough to know what you wmean.
Besides, the news 1 bring is good
news.’ :

Romayne came in before he could
speak more particularly.  When the
servants had left the room, after din-
ner, the Major made his report.

‘lam going to agreeably surprise
¢ All responsibility
towards the General’s family is taken
off our bands. The ladies are on their
way back to France.’

Stella was instantly reminded of
one of the melancholy incidents asso-
ciated with her visit to Camp’s Hill.
¢ Madame Marillac spoke of a brother
of her’s who disapproved of the mar-



THE BLACK ROBE.

riage,'she said. ‘Has he forgiven her ¥

¢ That is exactly what he has done,
Mrs. Romayne. Naturally enough,
he felt the disgrace of his sister’s mar-
riage to such a man as the General.
Only the other day he heard for the
first time that she was a widow—and
he at once travelled to England. I
bade them good-bye yesterday—most
happily re-united—on their journey
home again. Ah,Ithought you would
be glad, Mrs. Romayne, to hear that
the poor widow’s troubles are over.
Her brother is rich enough to place
them all in easy circumstances—he is
as good a fellow as ever lived.’

¢ Have you seen him }’ Stella asked
eagerly.

‘] have been with him to the
asylum.’

¢ Does the boy go back to France ¥’

¢No. We took the place by sur-
prise, and saw for ourselves how well-
conducted it was. The boy has taken
a strong liking to the proprietor—a
bright, cheerful old man, who is teach-
ing him some of our English games,
and has given him a pony to ride on.
He burst out crying, poor creature,
at the idea of going away—and his
mother burst out crying at the idea
of leaving him. It was a melancholy
scene. You know what a good mother
is—no sacrifice is too great for her.
The boy stays at the asylum, on the
chance that his healthier and happier
life there may help to cure him. By-
the-way, Romayne, his uncle desires
me to thank you }

¢ Hynd, you didn’t tell the uncle my
name }’

¢ Don’t alarm yourself. He is a
gentleman, and when I told him I was
pledged to secresy he made but one
inquiry—he asked if you were a rich
man. I told him you had eighteen
thousand a year.’

‘Well '

¢ Well, he set that matter right be-
tween us with perfect taste. He said,
“I cannot presume to offer repayment
to a person so wealthy. We gratefully
accept our obligation to our kind un-

! made me think of it.
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known friend. For the future, how-
ever, my nephew’s expenses must be
paid from my purse.” Of course, I
could only agree to that. From time
to time the mother is to hear, and I
am to hear, how the boy goes on. Or,
if you like, Romayne—now that the
General’s family have left England—
I don’t see why the proprietor might
noli; make his report directly to your-
self.’

¢ No! Romayne rejoined, positively.
¢ Let things remain as they are.’

‘Very well. The asylum is close
by, at Hampstead—that was what
Will you give
us some music, Mrs. Romayne? Not
to-night ? Then let us go to the bil-
liard-room ; and as I am the worst of
bad players, I will ask you to help me
to beat your accomplished husband,

On the afternoon of the next day,
Mrs. Eyrecourt’s maid arrived at len
Acres with a note from her mistress,

¢ Dearest Stella, — Matilda must
bring you my excuse for to-day. I
don’t in the least understand it, but I
seem to have turned lazy. It is most
ridiculous—1I really cannot get out of
bed. Perhaps I did do juct a little
too'much yesterday. The opera after
the garden party, and a ball after
the opera, and this tiresome cough all
night after the ball. Quite a series,
isn't it? Make my apologies to our
dear dismal Romayne—and if you
drive out this afternoon, come and
have a chat with me. Your affection-
ate mother, Emily Eyrecourt. P.8,—
You know what a fidget Matilda is.
If she talks about me don’t believe a
word she says to you.’

Stella turned to the maid with a
sinking heart. ‘Is my mother very
ill ¥’ she asked.

8o ill, ma’am, that I begged and
prayed her to let me send for the doc-
tor. You know what my mistress is;
she wouldn’t hear of it. If you would
please to use your influence ——’

‘I will order the carriage instantly,
and take you back with me,’
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Before she dressed to go out, Stella
showed the letter to her husband. He
spoke with perfect kindness and sym-
pathy, but he did not conceal that he
shared his wife's apprehensions. ¢ Go
at once,” were his last words to her;

‘and, if I can be of any use, send for |

me.’

It was late in the evening before
Stella returned. She brought sad
news.

The physician consulted told her
plainly that the neglected cough, and
the constant fatigue, had together
made the case a serions one. He de-
clined to say that there was any abso-
lute danger as yet, or any necessity
for her remaining with her mother at
night. The experience of the next
twenty-four hours, at most, would en-
able him to speak positively. In the
meantime the patient insisted that
Stella should return to her husband.
Even under the influence of opiates,
Mra Eyrecourt was still drowsily
equal to herself. ¢ Ynu are a fidget,
my dear, and Matilda is a fidget—I
can’t have two of you at my bedside.
Good night.” Stella stooped over her
and kissed her. She whispered, ‘Three
weeks’ notice, remember, for the
party !’

By the next evening the malady
had ‘assumed so formidable an aspect,
that the doctor had his doubts of the
patient’s chance of recovery. With
her husband’s full approval, Stella
- remained night and day at her moth-
er’s bedside.

Thus, in little more than a month
from the day of his marriage, Ro-
mayne was, for the time, a lonely
man again.

The illness of Mrs. Eyrecourt was

intervals during which her vigorous
constitution rallied, and resisted the
progress of the disease. On these oc-

!
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balanced. Romayne’s one resource
was in his books and his pen, For the
first time since his union with Stella,
he opened the portfolios in which
Penrose had collected the first intro-
ductory chapters of his historical work.
Almost at every page, the familiar
handwriting of his secretary and
friend met his view. It was a new
trial to his resolution to be working
alone ; never had he felt the absence
of Penrose as he felt it now. He
missed the familiar face, the quiet,
pleasant voice, and, more than both,
the ever-welcome sympathy with his
work. Stella had done all that a wife
could do to fill the vacant place; and
her husband’s fondness had accepted
the effort as adding another charm to
the lovely creature who liad opened a
new life to him. But where is the
woman who can intimately associate
herself with the hard brain-work of a

~ man, devoted to an absorbing intellec-

tual pursuit ! She can love him, ad-

: mire him, serve him, believe in him

beyond all other men— but (in spite
of exceptions which only prove the
rule) she is out of her place when she
enters the study while the pen is in
his hand. More than once, when he

- was at work, Romayne closed the page

bitterly ; the sad thought came to him,
¢Oh, if T only had Penrose here!’
Even other friends were not available
as a resource in the solitary evening
hours. Lord Loring was absorbed in
social and political engagements. And
Major Hynd—true to the principle of
getting away as often as possible from
his disagreeable wife and his ugly
children—had once more left London.

One day, while Mrs. Eyrecourt still

. lay between life and death, Romayne
unexpectedly prolonged. There were

casions Stella was able to return to her |

husband for a few hours — subject
always to a message which recalled her
to her mother, when the chances of
life or death appeared to be equally

i

found his historical labours suspended
by the want of a certain volume which
it was absolutely necessary to consult.
He had mislaid the references written
for him by Penrose, and he was at a
loss to remember whether the book
was in the British Museum, in the
Bodleian Library, or in the Biblio-
théque at Paris. In this emergency,
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a letter to his former secretary would
furnish him with the information that
he required. But he was ignorant of
Penrose’s present address. The Lor-
ings might possibly know it—so to the
Lorings he resolved to apply.

CHAPTER IIL

FATHER BENWELL AND THE BOOK.

OMAYNE' first errand in Lon-

don was to see his wife, and to

make inquiries at Mrs. Eyrecourt’s

house. The report was more favour-

able than usual. Stella whispered, as

she kissed him, ‘I shall soon come
back to you, I hope !’

Leaving the horses to rest forawhile,
he proceeded to Lord Loring’s resi-
dence on foot. As he crossed a street
in the neighbourhood, he was nearly
run over by a cab, carrying a gentle-
man and his luggage. The gentleman
was Mr. Winterfield on his way to
Derwent’s Hotel.

Lady Loring very kindly searched
her card basket, as the readiest means
of assisting Romayne. Penrose had
left his card, on his departure from
London ; but no address was written
onit. Lord Loring, unable himself
to give the required information, sug-
gested the right person to consult.

¢ Father Benwell will be here later
in the day,’ he said. ‘If you will
write to Penrose at once, he will add
the address. Are you sure, before the
letter goes, that the book you want is
not in my library ¢’

‘I think not,” Romayne answered ;
“but I will write down the title, and
leave it here with my letter.’

The same evening he received a po-
lite note from Father Benwell ; in-
forming him that the letter was for-
warded, and that the book he wanted
was not in Lord Loring’s library. ¢If
there should be any delay or difficulty
in obtaining this rare volume,’ the
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priest added, ¢ I only wait the expres-
sion of your wishes, to borrow it from
the library of a friend of mine, resid-
ing in the country.’

By return of post the answer, affec-
tionately and gratefully written, ar-
rived from Penrose. He regretted
that he was not able to assist Romayne
personally. But it was out of his
power (in plain words, he had been
expressly forbidden by Father Ben-
well) to leave the service on which
he was then engaged. In reference
to the book that was wanted, it was
quite likely that a search in the cata-
logues of the British Museum might
discover it. He had only met with it
himself, in the National Library at
Paris,

This information led Romayne to
London again, immediately. For the -
first time he called at Father Benwell's
lodgings. The priest was at home, ex-
pecting the visit. His welcome was
the perfection of unassuming polite-
ness. He asked for the last news of
¢ poor Mrs. Eyrecourt’s health,’ with
the sympathy of a true friend,

¢ 1 had the honour of drinking tea
with Mrs. Eyrecourt, some little time
since,” he said. ¢ Her flow of conver-
sation was never more delightful—it
seemed impossible to associate the idea
of illness with so bright a creature.
Aund how well she kept the gecret of
your contemplated marriage! May I
offer my humble congratulations and
good wishes ?’

Romayne thought it needless to say
that Mrs. Eyrecourt had not been
trusted with the secret, until the wed-
ding day was close at hand. ‘My
wife and I agreed in wishing to be
married as quietly as possible,” he an-
swered, after making the customary
acknowledgments.

‘And Mrs. Romayne?’ pursued
Father Benwell. ¢This is a sad trial
for her. She is in attendance on her
mother, I suppose %’

¢ In constant attendance ; T am quite
alone now. To change the subject,
may I ask you to look at the reply
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which I have received from Penrose
It is my excuse for troubling you with
this visit.’

Father Benwell read the letter with
the closest attention. In spite of his
habitual self-control, his vigilant eyes
brightened as he handed it back.

The priest’s well-planned scheme
(like Mr. Bitrake’s clever inquiries)
had failed. He had not even entrap-
ped Mrs. Eyrecourt into revealing the
marriage engagement. Her uncon-
querable small-talk had foiled him at
every point. Even when he had deli-
berately kept his seat after the other
guests at the tea-table had taken their
departure, she rose with the most im-
perturbable coolness, and left him, ‘I
have a dinner and two parties to-
night ; and this is just the time when
I take my little restorative nap. For-
give me—and do come again !’ When
he sent the fatal announcement of the
marriage to Rome, he had been obliged
to confess that he was indebted for
the discovery to the newspaper. He
had accepted the humiliation ; he had
accepted the defeat—but he was not
beaten yet. ‘I counted on Romayne’s
weakness, and Miss Eyrecourt counted
on Romayne’s weakness ; and Miss
Eyrecourt has won. So let it be. My
turn will come.” In that manner he
had reconciled himself to his position.
and now—he knew it when he handed
back the letter to Romayne-—his turn
had come !

‘You can hardly go to Paris to con-
sult the book,’ he said, * in the present
state of Mrs. Eyrecourt’s health.’

¢ Certainly not !’

¢ Perhaps you will send somebody to
search the catalogue at the British
Museum ¥’

‘I should have done that already,
Father Benwell —but for the very
kind allusion in your note to your
friend in the country. Even if the
book is in the Museum Library, I
shall be obliged to go to the Reading
Room to get my information. It
would be far more convenient to me
to have the volume at home to consult,
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if you think your friend will trust me
with it.’

¢ I am certain he will trust you with
it. My friend is Mr. Winterfield, of
Beaupark House, North Devon. Per-
haps you may have heard of him %’

¢ No ; the name is quite new to me.”

‘Then come and see the man him-
self. Heis now in London—and I am
entirely at your service.’

In half-an-hour more, Romayne was
presented to a well-bred, amiable gen-
tleman, in the prime of life ; smoking,
and reading the newspaper. The bow}
of his long pipe rested on the floor, on
one side of him, and a handsome red
and white spaniel reposed on the other.
Before his visitors bad been two min-
utes in the room, he understood the
motive which had brought them to
consult him, and sent for a telegraphic
form.

¢ My steward will find the book and
forward it to your address by pas-
senger train this afternoon,’ he said.
‘I will tell him to put my printed
catalogue of the library into the parcel,
in case I have any other books which
may be of use to you.’

With those words, he despatched
the telegram to the office. Romayne
attempted to make his acknowledg-
ments. Mr.Wintertield would hear no
acknowledgments.

¢ My dear sir,” he said, with a smile
that brightened his whole face, ¢you
are engaged in writing a great histo-
rical work; and I am an obscure
country gentleman, who is lucky
enough to associate himself with the
production of a new book. How do
you know that I am not looking for-
ward to a complimentary line in the
preface ? I am the obliged person, not
you. Pray, consider me as a handy
little boy who runs on errands for the
Mause of History. Do you smoke ?’

Not even tobacco would soothe Ro-
mayne’s wasted and irritable nerves.
Father Benwell—‘all things to all
men ’— cheerfully accepted a cigar
from a box on the table.

¢ Father Benwell possesses all the
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social virtues,” Mr. Winterfield ran on.
< He shall have his coffee, and the
largest sugar-basin that the hotel can
produce. I can quite understand that
your literary labours have tried your
aerves,’ he said to Romayne, when he
thad ordered the coffce. ‘The mere title

of your work overwhelmsan idle man :

like me. « The Origin of Religions "—
what an immense subject! How far
must we look back, to tind out the first
worshippers of the bhuman family?
Where are the hieroglyphics, Mr.
Romayne, that will give you the ear-
liest information? In the unknown
<centre of Africa, or among the ruined
cities of Yucatan? My own ideas,as an
ignorant man, is that the first of all
forms of worship must have been the
worship of the sun. Don’t be shocked,
Father Benwell—I confess I have a
certain sympathy with sun-worship.
In the East especially, the rising of
the sun is surely the grandest of all
objects—the visible symbol of a ben-
eficent Deity, who gives life, warmth,
and light to the world of his creation.’

* Very grand, no doubt,’ remarked
Father Benwell, sweetening his coffee,
‘but not to be compared with the
noble sight at Rome, when the Pope
blesses the Christian world from the
balcony of St. Peter’s.’

¢Somuch for professional feeling,’
said Mr. Winterfield. ¢ But, surely,
something depends on what sort of
man the Pope is. If we had lived
in the time of Alexander the Sixth,
would you have called Zim a noble
sight ¥’

¢ Certainly—at a proper distance,’
Father Benwell briskly replied. ¢ Ah,
You heretics only know the worst
side of that most unhappy pontiff!
Mr, Winterfield, we have every rea-
son to believe that he felt (prlvatelv)
the truest remorse.’

‘I should require very good evi-
dence to persuade me of it.’

This touched Romayne on a sad
side of his own personal experience.
‘ Perhaps,” he said, ¢ you don’t believe
in remorse 1’
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¢ Pardon me,’ Mr. Winterfield re-
joined, ‘I only distinguish between
false and true remorse. We will say
no more of Alexander the Sixth,
Father Benwell. 1f we want an illus
tration, I will supply it, and give no
offence. True remorse depends, to
my mind, on a man’s accurate know-
ledge of his own motives—by no
means & common knowledge, in my
experience. Say, for instance, that
I have committed some serious of
ence !

Romayne could not resist interrupt-
ing him. ¢Sy you have killed one of
your fellow creatures,” he suggested.

¢ Very well. If I know that Lreally
meant to kill him for some vile pur-
pose of my own ; and if (which by no
means always follows) T am really cap-
able of feeling the enormity of my
own crime—that is, as I think, true
remorse. Mnrderer as | am, T have,
in that case, some moral worth still
left in me. But, if I did not mean
to kill the man—if his death was my
misfortune as well as his—and if (as
frequently happens) I am nevertheless
troubled by remorse, the true cause
lies in my own inability fairly to rea-
lize my own motives—before I look
to results. I am the ignorant victim
of false remorse ; and 56T will only
ask myself boldly what has blinded
me to the true state of the case, 1
shall find the mischief due to that
misdirected appreciation of my own
importance, which is nothing but ego-
tism in disguise.’

‘I entlre]y agree with you, said
Father Benwell ‘I have 'had occa-
sion to say the same thing in the con-
fessional.’

Mr, Winterfield looked at his dog,
and changed the subject. ‘Do you
like dogs, Mr. Romayne ?’ he asked.
¢ 1 see my spaniel’s eyes saying that
he likes you, and his tail begging you
to,take some notice of him.’

Romayne caressed the dog rather
absently.

His new friend had unconsciously
presented to him a new view of the
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darker aspect of his own life. Winter-
field’s refined pleasant manners, his
generous readiness in placing the trea-
sures of his library at a stranger’s dis-
posal, had already appealed irresistibly
to Romayne's sensitive nature. The
favourable impression was now greatly
strengthened by the brief, bold treat-
ment which he had just heard of a sub-
ject in which he was seriously inter-
ested. ‘I must see more of this man,’
was his thought, as he patted the com-
panionable spaniel.

Father Benwell’s trained observa-
tion followed the vivid changes of
expression on Rumayne’s face, and
marked the eager look in his eyes, as
he lifted his head from the dog to the
dog’s master. The priest saw his op-
portunity, and took it.

¢Do you remain long at Ten Acres
Lodge?’ he said to Romayne.

‘T bardly know asyet. We have no
other plans at present.’

¢ You inherit the place, I think, from
your late aunt, Lady Berrick 1’

‘Yes’

The tone of the reply was not en-
couraging ; Romayne felt no interest
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in talking of Ten Acres Lodge. Father
Benwell persisted.

‘1 was told by Mrs. Eyrecourt, he
went on, ¢ that Lady Berrick had some
fine pictures, Are they still at the
Lodge?’

¢Certainly. I couldn’t live in a
house without pictures.’

Father Benwell looked at Winter-
field. ¢ Another taste in common be-
tween you and Mr. Romayne,’ he said,

. ‘ besides your liking for dogs.’

This at once produced the desired
result. Romayne eagerly invited Win
terfield to see his pictures. ¢ There are
not many of them,” he said. ¢ But
they are really worth looking at.
When will you come ¥’

¢ The sooner the better,” Winterfield
answered, cordially. ¢ Will to-morrow
do—by the noon day light ¢’

¢ Whenever you please. Ycur time
is mine.’

Among his other accomplishments,

! Father Benwell was a chess player. If

his thoughts at that moment had been
expressed in language, they would
have said, ‘Check to the queen.’

(To be continued.)

SONNET.

BY J. R. NEWELL, WOODSTOCK.

‘rTYHERE’S a divinity that shapes our ends,
Rough-hew them how we may.” The man of men
Thus sagely wrote, with that prophetic ken
Peering into the mystery that bends
Time and Eternity—life—death—and sends
Creative fire thro' worlds of chaos, when’
Confusion in wild anarchy again
Is reigning, and where Hope no meteor lends,
Unseen a Master Hand directs and guides
The winding course of life’s mysterious flight
Through shades unholy and abiding night,
‘Where solemn darkness hovers and abides.
There’s a Divinity ¢ Ah! doubt it not,—
A mystery revealed—a God of thought.
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INTELLECTUAL TENDENCIES AND TRAINING.

BY DAVID TUCKER, B. A,, PICKERING.

THAT the present is an era of in-

tellectual activity there can be

no doubt.
terize it in relation to that activity ?
The reply will be given in accordance
with the pursuits and associations of
the respoudent. Though the universe
may be infinite, we all live in a micro-
cosm. Our view of surrounding vast-
ness is eclipsed by the shade of our
daily avocations. Author, scholar,
and bibliopole will tell you that the
pre-eminence of the age is in litera-
ture. The man whose dealings are
with divinity, will say that it is dis-
tinguished by religious enquiry and
speculation. You will learn in turn
that it is an era of mechanical inven-
tion, of geographical discovery, of
commercial development, of social pro-
gress, of philosophical research, of ar-
tistic culture, of extensive coloniza-
tion, of manufacturing activity, and of
agricultural advancement. The above
characteristics, and others not men-
tioned, may be justly attributed to the
present time. More books are now
printed and read thanat any previous
period of the world’s history. The mo-
mentous questions of ¢ whence, where-
fore, and whither,” which sages at all
times have put in vain and failed to
answer, now occupy more than ever
the thoughts of man. The relation
of humanity to a Prime Cuuse, the
existence ot mcral and physi al evil,
the origin of thie universe, and of the
¢ constitution and course of nature,” if
an origin is admitted, are themes which
tre every day discussed. Even the

But how shall we charac-

1

secular press has taken up the contro-
versy. Similarly, we might write of
the other objects and pursuits above
enumerated. The truth is, that the
human race is improving btoth n:.en-
tally and corporeally. His nervous
ene1gy, hustanded and strengthened,
is making man a greater power than
formerly. He knows more alout him-
self than ever he did. Sanitary sci-

' ence and physivlogy, which used to

be sealed books, save to the favoured
few, teach him how to make the most
of lis capabilities. ~Te understands
better thun ever the natural laws of
his being, and shrinks from violating
them, lest Le should become degene-
rate. The subject is popularized, and
cheap literature supplies the know-
ledge that is necessary, a want of .
which bas, ere now, doomed thousands
to years of suffering and to early
graves. The personal duties connected
with diet, dress, and exercise, and the
mutual influences of mind on body,
and of body on mind, are now pretty
well understood. It is only of late
years that the pernicious effects of
overwork, premature exertion, undue
excitement and dieteticsurfeitinghave
been properly investigated. Supplied
with correct information on these sub-
jeets, and enjoying the modern appli-
ances for tke despatch of business and
the transmission of intelligence, as
well as numerous ojportunities of at-
taining physical development by ath-
letic practices, the man of the present
day possesses more efficiency than
formerly. With the capacity for in-
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creased activity, the desire for it has
increased. The princely heritage de-
rived from the wisdom of preceding
ages has been accumulating at a com-
pound rate ; and the intellectual ener-
giesof the present day busy themselves
with all the objects of interest pre-
sented in the wide domain of human
knowledge.

But the question as to the pecu-
liar and pre-eminent characteristic of
the age remains as yet unanswered.
The tendencies seem to be towards
science as applied to material im-
provements. If a close and candid
observer of men and things could iso-
late himself from associations, and
from the magnifying effects of prox-
imity, this would most likely be the
verdict given.  Although much of
modern scientific investigation has for
its object the acquisition of knowledge,
simply for its own sake, as in the de-
partments of natural history and as-

tronomy, yet we see everywhere a .
desire to utilise the results of such re- '

search and employ them in responding
to the demands of .civilization. This

isparticularly noticeable in connection : fact was perceived by many practical

with meteorological, electric, and me-
chanical science, a cultivation of which
has provided protection to life, rapid
communication, superior light, im-
proved manufactures and accelerated
locomotion.  Attention to general
chemistry has also worked wonders in
advancing the arts of peace, and, in
combination with improvements in
mechanics, those of war. The produc-
tion of aniline dyes, the discovery of
the comparatively inexpensive pro-
cess of converting iron into steel, and
the mechanical triumphs connected
with the construction and arming of
our war vessels, demonstrate some of
the practical and economic results of
scientific study. Those features which
distinguish the present time will be
more marked in the future ; and the
most striking reason that we have for
believing this, is, that already the de-
mands of practical science are revolu-
tionizing the long-established theories

INTELLECTUAL TENDENCIES AND TRAINING.

of education. A training which is
merely literary, or one embracing an-
cient languages, logic, ethics, and me-
taphysics, with a modicum of what is
called pure, or unapplied science, is
no longer suited to the times. If the
revolutionary feeling pervades the
young, it is sure to be intensified. For
centuries, the higher branches of
knowledge have been taught in insti-
tutions of a semi-monastic character,
and the systems of instruction pursued
by these have not always kept pace
with the demands of the hour. They

i were admirably adapted to be a pre-

paration for a life of learned and soli-
tary leisure, or for the enjoyment of
congenial society in cases where in-
herited wealth removed all necessity
for exertion and all anxiety for the
future. But it has long since been
discovered that for those who have to
elbow their way and make their mark
among the competing millions of a
wide-awake world, these establish-
ments have failed to be a suitable
training-ground. They did not put
their alumici abreast of the times. This

men of influence, among the rest by

. that shrewd and indefatigable re-
- former, Lord Brougham, more than

fifty vears ago. In those days the
youth of England depended for their

. more advanced education on the two

aristocratic universities of Oxford and
Cambridge. But it was only a select
few'who could avail themselves of such
advantages as these seats of learning
afforded. Residence was necessary,
and the consequent expenses high,
these being increased by reason of so-
cial usages and considerations. The

+ march of reform was very slow in

these establishments. Dissenters had
no business there, unless they chose
to ignore their religious scruples and
attach their signatures to the thirty-
nine articles of the National Church.
The chief studies at Oxford were the
classics, some d vinity, and a little phi-
losophy. Mathematical science did
pot occupy a prominent place. At
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Cambridge, on the other hand, more
attention was given to the last named
branch ; but the scientific training was
considered by competent judges not to
be of a character sufliciently practical,
not being rendered useful by its appli-
cation to economic purposes. Brough-
am perceived that a university which
would supply the requirements of the
middle classes of England, and those
whose consciences would not permit
them to declare their adherence to the
doctrines of the Establishment, was
called for by the necessities of the
times. He also saw the inadequacy or
unwillingness of the existing learned
corporations to provide such an edu-
cation as the intellectual and material
progress of the country demanded,
and the result was that he became the

London University. This institution
wasg a noble protest against the narrow
and incomplete system of education
which, under the supervision of ec-
clesiastics, had fer so many genera-
tions been provided for the youth of
England.
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the attainment of a superior educa-
tion. Since the abolition of the reli-
gious tests, both of these ancient cor-
porations have made further advances
in liberality and efficiency, so that
the work they are now doing for male
and female, resident and non-resident
students, i8, in the highest degree,
praiseworthy.

In educational affairs the scientific
and practical tendencies of the age
have, in a marked manner, affected
classical study. A reaction has taken
place as regards the value formerly
placed upon it. There i8 no doubt of
the fact that undue importance has
long been given it, but the reaction
has been so decided that there is now
a danger of the study falling into

. undeserved and impolitic desuetude.
moving spirit in the founding of the -

It was established to sup- !

ply first-class instruction, and it real- |

ized all the expectaticns that were

formed concerning it. The ablest pro- .
fessors available were secured, and no -

important branch of education was
overlooked. Its examinations were
not solemn farces.
bestowed per gratiam specialem to no-
ble dunces, but every man had to work

honestly for his standing. The result

has been that the honours conferred by
the London University are highly
prized, and he who takes a degree un-
der its auspices may hold his head as

No degrees were

That this reaction 1s the result of a
higher estimation of practically scien-
tific pursuits seems pretty evident
from several causes, but chiefly fromn
the fact that it is, for the most part,
men distinguished in some branch of
science, theoretical or practical, who
are decrying the study of the classics.
This movement can be traced back to
the time of Dr. Priestley, who, in his
day, occupied a position somewhat
similar to that held in later times by
Faraday and Tyndall. Being a liberal
in religion he was the more ready to
assail the system of education patron-
ized and conducted by the clerics. In
his day natural science had not raised
its head so high as at present, and the
war was chiefly in favour of modern
languages as against ancient ones.

. Just now Professor Huxley is, in

liigh as the graduate of any university

in the world. In the course of years,
the example of this institution did
not fail to have its effect on the older
geats of learning. Gradually other
branches of knowledge besides classics
and mathematics assumed in these an
important position ; and after a time
it was discovered that the compulsory
recognition of the doctrines of a parti-
cular church was not indispensable to

England, one of the most prominent
advocates of the absolute neglect of
classics, and while still devoting much
attention to science, would substitute
for these some modern languages, par-
ticularly German. Although his usual
réle is that of a naturalist and com-
parative anatomist, yet he is very fond
of delivering addresses on the subject
of education. He appears to be so
constituted that he is apparently in-
capable of deriving any pleasure from
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classical study ; and he, consequently,

is not sparing in his condemnation of

it. The verifying of facts by obser-

vation, and the pursuit of analogies by

comparison, seem to delight him more
than realizing the treasures and graces
of literature, And yet he admits the
impropriety of giving only a purely
scientificeducation, but protestsagainst
the study of any languages save the
modern ones. Asa writer of English,
in clearness, brevity, and force of ex-
pression, he is surpassed by few ; and
the educated reader of his works can
scarcely divest himself of the idea that
those who prescribed for him a course

of study had not omitted from it that |

I
|
]
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in the public schools preparing for a
university career, and a great deal of
that time has been devoted to niceties
more curious than profitable for those
who were afterwards to be thiown
into the competitive arena of profes-
sional life. An intimate acquaintance

. with the prosody of the ancient lan-
. guages, and an ability to imitate, haud

branch for which he now professes so '

much contempt. Not long since he
was invited to deliver aninaugural
address at the opening of the Mason
Scientific College, at Birmingham, and
on that occasion he declared he was

instruction were shut out from the
curriculum ’ of the college, and this
because he feared that ‘their inclu-
sion would lead to the introduction of
the ordinary smattering of Latin and
Greek.” But he rejoiced that instruc-
tion in English, French, and German
was provided, for he thought that an
exclusively scientific education would
bring about a ¢ mental twist.” In our
own country, also, views of a similar
character have been publicly advanced
by Mr. Sandford Fleming,Chancellor of
Queen’s University, Kingston, whose
pursuits and studies are of a practic-
ally scientific nature. The prevalence
of such sentiments in the community
has, of course, had an influence on
places of education ; and now in many
colleges and universities a choice of
subjects is allowed, so that a general
and even a professional education may
in some places be obtained without the
student troubling himself much about
classical learning. There can be no
doubt of there having been formerly
much time wasted in the winute and
elaborate study of the classics. Many
youths have spent six or eight years

passtbus equis, the productions of the
poets of Rome or Athens might, in
after life, be a becoming accomplish-
ment for a college don, or a source of
amusement to a literary nobleman,
but would not be of much service to
the working barrvister or physician
who had to earn his bread by his wits.
Education, properly understood, is a
training for actual life ; and we must
confess that if we spend years in attain-
ing to that which weshall neverrequire,
provided the process of acquiring it

. doesnot as a discipline insure its own
lad that ¢ mere literary education and
g y

reward, we have culpably wasted those
years in the pursuit of trifles. But
when a reaction ocgurs there is always
a probability of our closing our eyes
against all the merits of what the
populal voice is interdicting ; and this
is the peril which is nowthreatening in
the matter of classical study. In at-
tempting to rid ourselves of the abuses
which for years have been connected
with it, we should grievously err were
we to condemn it to the fate of the
spurious arts of the alchemist and the
astrologer. Such vandalism might for
a season cast it into the shade, and
mankind might thereby be the loser,
but there would be good hopes that
another reaction would be the result,
and that finally it would emerge from
the load of indignities heaped upon it,

and become the ohject of réasonable
attention and regard. The benefits
that have accrued to the human intel-
lect, and the refining effects that have
resulted from the study of the ancient
classics, a8 well as the pleasure it has
afforded to certain classes of minds,
will ensure its eventual survival. Its
advantages are both practical and
ssthetic.  All who recognise its prac-
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tical benefit may not be able to appre-
ciate it as a matter of taste and grati-
fication. It is not every one who can
feel with the poet Gray, who, if I re-
member rightly, was the author so en-
amoured of the Mantuan bard that he
often spent more time over his pro-
ductions than he thought was right ;
and being reproved by his sense of
duty would sometimes fling the vol-
ume to the other side of the room, ex-
claiming, ‘that book has got a devil
init!' But the practical advantages
to be derived from classical study are
quite sufficient to save it from con-
tempt. Suppose a man of enquiring
mind, with tastes similar to those of
Max Miiller, wished to enter on the
philosophical study of language in
general, what better foundation could
he lay for such a purpose than by at-
taining a critical knowledge of the
Greek and Latin tongues? Or what
sort of a linguistic philosopher would
any one suppose such a man to be who
knew nothing of these? The flexi-
bility of the former language with its
onomatopoetic expressiveness, and the
accurate distinctiveness of its shades
of meaning, renders it an invaluable
object for examination to the linguis-
tic expert and the philologer. The
variations of sense incident to the ex-
istence of its dual number, to that of
its middle voice, and to its rich abund-
ance of tenses, make it suitable for the
student of language in general to en-
gage bimself with in the early stage
of his labours. In common with it the
Latin also possesses such a variety of
terminations which so mark the inde-
pendence and government of the words
that both tongues thoroughly demon-
strate the general principles of lingu-
istic structure. Many persons who
have studied English grammar have
really never comprehended the effects
of verbs and prepositions upon nouns,
pronouns and adjectives, until they
have become acquainted with the
grammar of the Latin tongue, and
understood the reasons of the changes
in terminations which occur in that

language. Another advantage which
the classical acholar possesses is that
he is seldom at a loss for the meaning
of any English word which he meets
with in his reading. He can usually
trace it to its root. This ability is
particularly useful in the case of sci-
entific study. In botany, zoblogy,
conchology, and other sciences, the
distinguishing terms are chiefly de-
rived from what are called the
learned languages, and refer to some
peculiarity of the specimen under ob-
servation, which immediately impres-
ses itself on the memory in conse-
quence of the reference made to it in
the nomenclature. In these languages
the variety of terminations allows a
latitude as to the order of words so
that although the reader may un-
derstand the meaning of any of these
separately which may present them-
selves in a sentence, yet it often re-
quires thought and application to ar-
rive at the sense of the passage. This
necessity for the concentration of the
attention,and the exercise of ingenuity
andjudgment,renderssuchstudyamost
salutary intellectual gymnasium. The
public recitations required of students
in schools and colleges, when translat-
irig the prescribed author, are an ex-
cellent drill in the art of expressing
ideas.  Even if private study is con-
scientiously carried out, and the best
known equivalent given in English
for every word, a great gain is real-
ized, The practice of selecting the
most appropriate term in translating
will soon enable the pupil to choose
appropriate language when expressing
his own ideas. It may be said that
the same benefits may be derived from
the study of modern languages; but
these are often learned by means of
colloquial and common phrases which
at once suggest the only available
English word. The study of the
classics has also a chastening effect
on a writer's style.  The diligent
student of Sallust, Horace, or Tacitus
will soon learn to repress his verbosity
and prune down his luxuriance. As
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regards Latin, there are several lan-

guages that take their origin from it, .

1
|
|
|

and a knowledge of it is one of the

best introductions you can get to the
‘Spanish, Italian, French, Portuguese,
and perhaps we may add the Lingua
Franca,* specimens of which are ex-
tant. But, to proceed with the prac-
tical advantages of classical study,
suppose a person who has a taste for
antiquarian research to be set down
in Rome, and to be desirous of in-
dulging in his favourite occupation,
how unsatisfactory must be his ex-
amination of pillars, arches and cata-
<combs if he could merely guess at the
meanings of the inscriptions ! Or sup-
pose he were acting as cicerone to in-
telligent ladies amongst the monu-
mental records of Westminster Abbey,
and were unable to reply to their
«queries concerning the epitaphs.
Professor Huxley is credited with
having uttered a very extraordinary
sentiment at the Mason Scientific Col-
lege at Birmingham, to the effect, that
« for those who meant to make science

INTELLECTUAL TENDENCIES AND TRAINING.

uates in arts, and many of them have
been distinguished scholars. A liberal
university education prepares the

i mind for the serious duties which

their serious occupation, or who mtend- |

ed to follow the profession of medicine,
or who had to enter early on the busi-
ness of life—for all these, in his
opinion, classical education was a mis-
take.” Now it would appear that if
any professional man require a know-
ledge of the learned langunages, it is
the physician, particularly as that
term is understood in England, where
he ranks higher, professionally, than
the general practitioner.
place, all the anatomical terms which
hie has to learn are Greek or Latin
words, or compounds of words in
these languages, or words assimilated
to them in form. The same may be
said of the names of diseases and

In the first

the technical terms of the collateral -
sciences which he has to study. Phy-

sicians who attain to the highest emi-

nence in England are generally grad-

* The writer, of course, does not treat the
Lingua Franca as a living language, but wen-

await the physician, involving the
daily necessity of impartially balancing
facts and coming to a rapid decision.
The man who has to minister by the
couch of the most cultivated in the
land ought, undoubtedly, to be him-
self cultivated ; and if he can enter
into pleasant intercourse with the
Lord Chancellor, the Archbishop, or
the Prime Minister, when such are
ailing, his professional acceptability
and chances of success in his art will
be increased. But if the doctor, when
in compuny with his learned patients,
could not join with them in general
conversation, if he were obliged to
look blank when a classical allusion
was made, if those whom he visited
read his prescriptions and discovered
that they were ungrammatical, and if
they found he could talk nothing but
‘shop,” his prospects of usefulness and
prosperity would not be so great as
otherwisethey mighthavebeen. As yet
in the British Islands a liberal educa-
tion means a classical one, and the
most prominent and respected medical
teachers are there perpetually im-
pressing upon the students the neces-
sity of obtaining this. In making
medical appointments, too, in the
Queen’s service, the authorities have
long given the preference to candidates
who have graduated in arts. If sucha
course of study emollit mores then of all
professional men the medical practi-
tioner ought to obtain it, so thathe may
be gentle with the atHlicted, and live on
terms of courtesy with his brethren.
Too frequently in this, as well asin

. other countries, a want of culture

manifests itself in the conduct of some
medical men who give way to petty
jealousies, indulge in ungentlemanly
rivalries, and descend to low and de-
ceitful trickery.  But, to resume the

~ subject of classical study, the training

tions it here as coming in the way of the |

Linguistic student.

of a barrister also would be very in-
complete without it.  Gentlemen in
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the profession of the law find their
upward progress expedited if, in addi-
tion to a fair stock of legal lore, they
possess the charm of an eloquent
tongue. We have seen how the study
of the ancient classics improves the
style of a person’s language. The
most finished and successful orators
of modern times have generally been
superior classics. Such were Pitt,
Burke, Sheridan, Talfourd, Curran,
Plunkett, Bushe, Peel, Macaulay and
Butt; and such is Gladstone. Many
other names in this connection wiil
suggest themselves to the reader. A
pleader in the courts, if ignorant of
classics, will be likely, sooner or later, to
expose his ignorance and get ridiculed,
as was the gentlemman who, on a cer-
tain occasion in Westminster Hall,
respectfully asked the Bench if it
would please their lordships to grant
him two mandami. Lawyers, too,
have often very intricate cases to
study, and the sense of a brief is some-
times hard to get at. The barrister
who has had early training at the work
of interpreting the difficult passages of
Euripides or Thucydides, will find
that the bracing of the mind necessary
for this exercise has prepared him
for a portion of the task that is before
him. A clergyman who hashad the ad-
vantage of classical study will perceive
the habit of concentration very use-
ful when examining some intricate or
disputed passage in Scripture, or im-
proving his mind by the perusal of
such elaborately argumentative works
as the ¢ Analogy' and ‘Sermons’ of
Bishop Butler. It would be quite out
of place for a clergyman to repudiate
classics. Even to a layman it isa
great comfort to be able to read his
Greek Testament ; and if a professional
interpreter of the Divine Will places
himself in point of exegetical know-
ledge and Biblical criticism on a lower
plane than one of his flock, he will be
sure to suffer in self-respect and use-
fulness. He may excuse his indolence
by asserting that the Bible has already
been translated by the ablest of

l
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linguists, and he can profit by their
labours ; but had Dean Stanley and
Professor Angus and Archdeacon Lee,.
and the other ripe scholars who are
engaged on the new version of
the Scriptures, reasoned in that way
thirty or forty years ago, where would
now have been the hope we indulge
of possessing the most correct copy of
the Bible that has ever yet been
published 1 To the scholarship of these
accomplished men, who have devoted
themselves so unsparingly to the ex-
amination of ancient manuscripts, the
English-speaking population of the
world, to say the least, will for cen-
turies be indebted, as we have been
indebted to their predecessors in simi-
lar work, who have made use of the-
Greek of the Septuagint and the
Latin of the Vulgate in interpreting
Divine Revelation to their less learned
brethren.  Classical studies afford to
the minister of the Gospel advautages.
similar to those which the lawyer de-
rives from them in relation to public
speaking, nor do they detract from the
usefulness of the most pious preachers.
John Wesley is known to have been
an excellent classical scholar, as his.
writings and his standing in Oxford
testify ; and Dr. Adam Clarke, one of
the best and most useful of men, de-
lighted in the literature of the an-
cients. What shall we say also about
the study of Patristic literature? In
what tongues did the Fathers write ?
And who will regard himself as an
efficient exponent of the tenets and
usages of the Early Church who can-
not refer to the text of their valuable
productions 1

But leaving incomplete, from want
of space, the argument in favour of
the study of the classics as a practical
aid in the business of life, another and
a very powerful plea can be offered
from @sthetic considerations. Thisis
a plea which they can best understand
who possess the power of appreciating
those masterpieces of human compe-
sition, a power which is obtained in a
way similar to that by which the ca-
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pacity of appreciating a work of art
is obtained—namely, a8 a gift of na-
ture improved by education. We know
that there are many who can form no
idea of the delight which music can
afford to others differently constituted
from themselves, and who regard those
as infatuated who goin crowds to listen
to the triumphs of a great artist. The
former will yawn with weariness while
bearkening to strains which throw
their neighbours into raptures, and it
is useless for the lovers of music, and
adepts in the art, to argue with the
scorners. Thus it is also with per-
sons who have no ssthetic perception
as regards painting, statuary, or archi-
tecture. These will survey the noblest
specimens of excellence unmoved, and,
perhaps, make at the same time stolid
and senseless remarks which disgust
their more appreciative and enthus-
iustic friends. People who similarly
regard the monuments of literary ex-
cellence may be dead to the perception
of everything grand ; or, their tastes
lying in another direction, they may
be in the condition of that renowned
Englishman who, having examined an
exquisite poem, returned it to the
friend who had brought it under his
notice with the remark, ‘I have read
it, but it proves nothing.’ A youth

who possesses the true taste for lite- :

rature will, by acquiring classicai
knowledge, lay up for himself a fund
of enjoyment for after years. The
English literature of the seventeenth
and eighteenth centuries contains
many classical allusions and many quo-
tations from the ancient authors. It
is grievous to a young man of spirit
to be compelled to pass these over in
ignorance, and, if he be of the right
stamp, he will often set to work of
his own accord to attain the elemen-
tary knowledge necessary for the pro-
secution of classical studies, should
the res ungusta domi, or parental apa.
thy, bave denied him a liberal educa-
tion. And in most cases such industry
has brought with it its own exceeding
great reward. Mr. Bright is wclcome
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to boast that he can obtain all the in-
tellectual wealth of the ancients from
translations, for that everything

. worthy of translation has already been

translated well. But there may be
something in the ancient tongues yet
discovered well worthy of turning into
modern languages. The lost books of
Livy may yet turn up, and if every
one at all times had been of Mr.
Bright’s way of thinking on this point,
that gentleman would have had to
forego the pleasure of reading even a
¢ counterfeit presentment ’ of the stan-
dard works of antiquity. He may be
satisfied with this, but others who
have tasted of the genuine Pierian
spring will wish to drink deeper. In
the mostof cases the beauties of a good
writer are lost by rendering them in
another language. The elegance of
diction, the conciseness of expression,
the wit, the alliteration, and, in poetry,
the rhythm, the cadence, and the
melody, cannot be transferred. Moore
has done wonders with Anacreon, but
there is still something wanting in his
version. A translation of Cicero reads
like a dull lecture. A rendering of
Virgil or Horace, whose words are set
like mosaic stones, resembles an at-
tempted resetting of the diyecta mem-
bra of the mosaic by a hand that has
lost its cunning. There are harinonies
and conceits, the molle alque fucetum
of the Roman critic-poet, which in
witty authors become evaporated in
the decanting. Any one conversant
with Goldsmith, Moore, Cowper and
Hood, can understand this. Let us
take one or twocoarsebut well marked
illustrations of the fact from the writ-
ings of Saxe, the American versifier
and punster, which will serve our pur-
pose as well as an extract from a
writer who has more claim to the di-
vine afflatus ;

And here T am willing to own,
After soberly thinking upon it ;
I'd very much rather be known
For a beautiful son than a sonnet.

And again :
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* T'o charm the fish he never spoke,
Although his voice was fine ;
He found the most convenient way
Was just to drop a line !’

Could Beranger or Hugo preserve the
fun in attempting a version of these
stanzas? So much for the face um ;
but as regards the molle, who could
hope to reproduce in another language

]
L

the charm, say of Shakespeare’s lines -

on ‘the quality of mercy,” or of

Moore’s Meeting of the Waters ?

Right justly does Professor Hux-
ley laud our English literature ; but
he should not forget the sources
which have enriched it. He told
the Birmingham people that ‘if an
Englishman could not get literary
culture out of his Bible, his Shake-
speare, his Milton, neither in his be-
fief would the profoundest study of
Homer and Sophocles, Virgil and
Horace give it to him.’ Somebody
should remind him that the Bible was
not written in English, but trans-
lated by classical scholars. He ought
also to remember whence English
writers have derived their inspira.
tion and the materials for their
work. Had no person for a thousand

derful adaptation of diction and
phraseology which he employs where-
with to describe scenes, enounce sen-
timents, and portray characters ana-
logous to those which have a place in
the works of the older authors. Mr.
Huxley would substitute modern lan-
guages for ancient ones, and the ¢ Ger-
man’ he considers ‘absolutely indis-
pensable to those who desired full
knowledge in any department of sci-
ence.” The study of German, no

. doubt, would be useful, particularly
| if metaphysical works were read in

years learned Latin,would Shakespeare

have ever written Julius Cewesar—his

Antony and Cleopatra or his Coricla-

nus? Are not the foundations of his
- Timon of Athens and of his Troilus
and Cressidatobe found in Grecian lit-
erature ? Had Milton never read the
Greek tragedians would Samson Ago-
nistes ever have been known ¥ Would
the stately march of his immortal epic
have ever thrilled the ears of Bright
and Huxley, had the music of the 1liad

and the Aneid never been heard and -
felt by the British bard ? No onecan '

thoroughly appreciate or enjoy the
works of Milton who is not familiar
with their prototypes. One of the
most agreeable experiences of the clas-
sical reader of his works is to recall

those parts of the writings of the an-

cients which have prompted passages,

almost as grand, in the pages of the ;

modern poet, and to admire the won-

1
|

that language, in strengthening the
habit of concentration, but it will be
long before it will take the place of
¢ the living language of learned men ;’
and it would appear likely that in
these duys of commercial enterprise
any German scientific treatise of value
would soon appear in an English dress;
nor, such being a detail of certain
technical descriptions, terms and pro-
cesses, would it be likely to lose much
in the course of translation, as would
be the case in a purely literary compo-
sition.

The name of scholar has for ages
been a name of honour. It is one of
the pillars which support the great
tripod most expressive of human
worth, The threefold union of Chris-
tian, scholur and gentleman, forms a
character which stands higher in
the estimation of the wise and good
than the possessorof wealth and power
and rank who hasno claim to any one
of these designations. But what con-
stitutes a scholar? Is a person en-
titled to the name who is ignorant of
the modes of thought, the usages, the
languages, the worship, the jurispru-
dence, the literature, the military tac-
tics, the history, the government and
the traditions of the ancient civiliza-
tions, through the records of which
the accumulated wisdom of remote
ages hus descended to us? A scholar
ought to be a symmetrical figure. He
ought to be well-balanced, and must
not indulge in a pabulum that will
inordinately nourisi one portion of
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his intellect while the remainder suf-
fers from inanition. Let the student
have science in abundance if his
idiosyncracy allows him to assimilate
it, but let him not forget that ®the

erfect man’ is ¢ thoroughly fur-
nished,’ and that there is another cul-
ture besides that which involves the
mere accumulation of facts. Let the
student who is immoderately attached
to classical learning remember that
expression and polish are not every-
thing, and that it would be hard to
find a study more grand or one more
profitable to the soul of man than that
of the order and operations of Nature,
and the perfections of her Author as
therein exemplified.  Science is tri-
umphing, and deservedly so. It is
the handmaid of material prosperity
and the great abettor of civilization.
But a love of science need not move
us to banish the amenities of classical

THE POETS HOUR.

culture from our halls of learning,
and rank it with the puerilities and
superstitions of the Middle Ages. The
reaction now setting in seeks to do
so. Sentiments have lately been pro-
mulgated at a festive celebration in
one of our most distinguished uni-
versities which render this fact evi-
dent. They were uttered in the
presence of many learned men who
probably disapproved of them, but
the courtesy due on the occasion for-
bade that any of these should express
dissent. From what is known of the
character and attainments of the re-
spected head of that institution, we
have reason, however, to hope that
while all due prominence is given to
scientific study under his experienced
supervision, he will never consent to
allow ‘the badge of scholarship ’ to be
flung with contumely from the gates
of his university.

THE POET'S HOUR.

BY GOWAN LEA,

EE where the Twilight draweth nigh,
Enswathing in the fold
Of her capacious mantle grey,
The woodland, stream, and wold !

Still deeper grows the silence, while,
In tenderest embrace,

She hides the nodding Bluebell, and
The Daisy’s modest face.

With mystic rite of unseen hands
She weaveth of her spell ;

Dull earth obscured, alone awhile
With Fancy now we dwell ;

And tread her airy halls of light,

Taste her ideal bliss,

Behold on high a cloudless sky—
The Poet's hour is this !
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BY ESPERANCE, YORKVILLE,

E had bright, golden curls clus-
tering over the forehead, and

blue eyes, neither dark nor light, but
to me the sweetest colour that I knew,
and with a world of fun and mischief
in their laughing depths. I was
only eighteen then and he twenty-
three ; but he was the first man [ had
ever seen whom [ considered worthy
of a woman's love and homage,and the

of some dozen couples floating and
whirling to the music. But by far
the greater number of the people
were down upon the shore or out on
the water, from which came the glad
sounds of song and laughter that rose
and died upon the breeze. We entered

. the great hall and were passing up

whole fresh love of my young heart '

went out to him in one great burst
that left it, when, after a few happy
months, I found that the return love
which I had cherished as a priceless
thing was no longer my own, as empty
and void as space itself, save only for
its misery and despair.

It was about nine o’clock on a glo-
rious moonlight night in the latter
part of Juno that we reached the large
hotel at the gay seaside resort at which
we (my father and mother, my bro-
ther Elmund, and myself) were to
spend the summer. The hotel was
illuminated from the first to the third
and last storey, for it was the night of
the weekly ‘hop,” when allthe boarders
at the private houses within half a
mile or more came up to the hotel to
dance away the long hours of the
beautiful summer night, in the long
crowded room reserved for that pur-
pose.

On this night of our arrival the
French windows were thrown wide
open to admit the slight breeze that
stirred the two large poplars which
overhung the house, and out on the
balmy evening air floated the quick
strains of a waltz, whilst through the
open window I caught a passing glance

5

the broad staircase when I heard a
voice from the lawn call :

CWill 1’

‘Coming !’

And looking down to see who it was

© that answered, for the voice was so

musical and withal so gay and careless,
that it attracted my attention, I
caught the glimmer of golden hair, and
the sound of a quick, light tread as he
passed through the open door and ran
down the steps which led from the
veranda on to the lawn. I thought
no more of it or him, but followed my
parents to our rooms, and for that
night considered only the quickest
way of undressing, so weary was I
after the long journey of the by-gone
day. Everything seemed different in
the clear light the next morning to
what it had under the softening influ-
ence of gas and moonlight the evening
before. I could hardly believe as I
passed it on my way to the lawn with
papa, that that long bare room was the
same which had looked so bright and
cheerful the night before, or that the
dull waves, overhung with gray clouds
which threatened soon to add their
contents to the waters beneath, were
the same that had shone and sparkled
in the moonlight. But notwithstand-
ing the cloudy sky, the morning was
close and sultry, and the dim golden
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haze which every now and then
showed that the sun was still in exist-
ence, though hidden, was more trying
to one’s eves, than the full glare of
noon day could have been. It was
after Lreakfast that papa and I sought
the lawn on our way to the bLeach,
where almost all the people were as-
sembled. Ned had been up since break
of day, and was off I knew not whi-
ther, mamnia was tired and wished to
rest, so papa and I wore alone. 'We
veached the Leach, and for a long time
I needed no other amusement than to
watch the dull gray waves come splash-
ing up over the sands, and then sul-
lenly retire, only to rencw their vain
efforts to break bounds the minute
after. I was still absorbed in this
contemplation of the water when 1
heard Ned's voice exclaiming, ¢ Why,
Aileen, all ulone? where’s papal’ 1
looked up and immediately recog-
uised the golden curls and the tall
manly tigure [ had caught a glimpse
of on the previous evening, but now
the face was towards me, and I almost
wondered at its faultlessness and the

Jaughing beauty of the blue eyes look- '

ing down at me. I remember won-
dering who he was, and how Edmund
came to know him, but 1 sprang up
and laughed, as turning to look at the
spot where papa had thrown himself, I
saw that hewas fast locked in the arms
of Morpheus. Dear papa’ But now
Ned turned and introduced the ohject
of my speculations to me as, * Mr.Wm,
Douglas.” You have heard me speak of
fiim, Lena!’ and then 1 remembered
that T had, but I had never seen him
Liefore ; as, despite several invitations
Ned had given him for the summer
and Christmas holidays, he had always
declined— either from obligation or
inclination. So this was Edmund’s
Landsome and ‘jolly’ friend. 1 men-
tally ratified all my brother’s praises
of him, as 1 gave him my hand. My
Lroad-brimmed hat was lying on the
ground, where 1 had thiown it, and
he stooped, picked it up, and handed
it to me, 1 thanked him, and, put-
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ting it om, tied the Ulue ribLons
under the hair, which was rather the
worse for its battle with the brecze
from the water. In those days 1 was
called pretty. Looking back now, I
see a tall, slight girl, with thick, light
brown hair, and darker eyes, a girl
ever ready for anything that promised
fun, and happy as the day was long.
A careless, light-hearted maiden,whose
identity with the weary, care worn wo-
man of to-day 1 can scarcely realize. 1
wore my hair then low upon my neck,
in a Jouse coil, which was constantly
asserting its right to freedom, Ly shed-
ding the hairpins, and falling down
over my shoulders ; but 1 cared not.
1 doubt if, up to this time, 1 had given
cne thought to my personal appear-
ance ; it was the bitter experience of
after-days that gave me my first les-
sons in vanity. On this June morn-
ing I ticd on my hat, and thought no
more of my disordered hair, though
afterwards I found that several refrac-
tory ringlets (for it was very curly)
were lying in graceful, or, perhups, 1
should say ungraceful, disarray upon
my shoulders. We left pupa where
he was, well assured that he would
sleep until our return, and took our
way along the sands, past the many
loungers and pleasure-seekers, round
the low headland that formed a half
bay on the left side, and there seated
ourselves in a rocky retreat, which 1
hiad never visited before, thongh this
was our second summer at R
My brother, struck with the beauty of
the spot, took out his sketch-book and
pencil, and began to sketch, but Mr.
Douglas, first providing a seat for me,
threw himself on the ground, and pil-
lowing his head on his arms, and the
latter on a grey boulder behind him,
looked the personitication of lunguid
ense and elegance. He looked up at
me from under the shady hat he wore,
which now lay half off hix head, back
upon the rock, and laughingly asked,
‘how I liked his favourite spot ?’
*Very much,’.T answered, ¢ how do
vou employ your time when here %’
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‘Capitally !’ he raplied, ¢doing -

nothing !’

¢ Doing nothing? You are right—

that /s capital—a capital crime, it

should be! Do you neverread? How
many empty corners of your mind you
might till in the hours you must idle
away here.
taste, why draw,
neither?’

*Very rarely,’ he replied, noncha-
lantly, gazing lazily out over the water,
¢ but pray howdo you know that I huve
any empty corners in my mind ¥’

But perhaps you do

people,” 1 answered, laughing, ¢if you
have not. Don’t you have headaches
pretty often from such an over-pres-
sure?! Pray be generous enough to im-
part a little of the surplus stock to me,
1 shall be grateful, my empty corners
are many. Will you begin now? I
am listening ;’ and I gravely folded
wmy hands on my lap, and looked sober-
ly at the ground until, under the
conviction that he was looking at

Or, if drawing is your -
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row this evening, will you join us,
Miss Grant ?’

‘For a row? This is the first J
have heard of it! 1 say, Will,, who
told you I was going 1’

¢ Experience, my dear boy—of course
youw'llgo; haven’t  said you will? May
I hope for the pleasure, Miss Grant 1’
and he turned confidently from Ed-
mund to me. I was highly amused at
this take-it-for-granted way of man-
aging wy brother, but I learnt in

_ time that it was very rarely he did

. not get his own way, if he made up
“ You are more fortunate than most

his mind to it—now, 1 gave a glad as-
sent to his question, for I was very
fond of boating. ¢ Ouly,’ I said, ‘ you
will not upset me ?’

‘I never make promises,” he an-
swered, with mock gravity. ¢I may,
for the pleasure of picking you up,” he

- added, in a lower tone, but w.th his

me, 1 turned, and our eyes met, his °

with a look of comical amusement in
them, that won an answering smile
from mine, and the next instant we
both burst into a hearty laugh, which
started poor Ned from his artist-

like oblivion of our proximity, and in- .

duced him to ask (wmost politely)
‘ what ever we two were laughing at }’

As I write, my spirits take the tone -

of those by-gone days, and I am again
the light-hearted girl who loved and
laughed, and flirted on the yellow
sands at R——, only the delusion
soon passes away, the reality of the
present conquers the memory of the
past, and I realize how wide the dif-
ference between myself of twenty
vears ago and now. Edwund finished
his sketch, and then we all three
turned towards the house, Mr. Doug-
las lazily swinging, by their respective
strings, both my hat and his own un-
til we reached the hotel, when he said,
as he relinquished me mine, at the ve-
randa steps—

¢ Ned and I intend going out for a | taking careof myself. PerhapsT had

ever-ready mischievous smile.

¢ Then you shall certainly not Lave
the pleasure,” 1 retorted, instantly,
though at the same time a quick flush,
that was, perhaps, not all anger, made
my cheeks burn for an instant. He was
s0o boyish and mischievous, with all
his full-grown manhood, that J could
not be really angry with him, though
I hated these hackneyed, empty com-
pliments, if so they can be called. I
had always felt indignant at the bare
thought of any man’s deeming me
willing to receive and believe them,
and now it was half anger with myself
for feeling, in this case, the slightest
tinge of pleasure in his last words,
that brought the hot blood a second
time up into my cheeks, so that [
turned quickly from him, and, run-
ning up the steps, just remembered,
as | reached the top, that we had
forgotten papa, who might even then
be searching for me, not knowing what
mischance had carried me off. But 1
was soon relieved of all anxiety on his
account, by the sight of him coming
up the sands, at an easy pace, which
showed that he had either forgotten
all about me, or deemed me capable of
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shown him tbat I was. I ran down
the steps again to go and meet him,
but as I passed Mr. Douglas, I heard,
¢ Miss Grant g

‘Yes, I know," I answered quickly,
turning my head, but not pausing in
my walk—*¢ but,—1I “ never make pro-
mises,” ' and on I went. Whenl re-
turned with papa, to whom I had
administered a gentle scolding for his
indifference or forgetfulness whichever
it was, the two had gone. After tea,
all who were neither lazy nor tired re-
paired to the beach. The moon was
at its full, and, the clouds having rolled
themselves away, the sky was unu-
sually blue, whilst the water scarcely
stirred by the apology for a breeze
shone and sparkled in the moonlight.
Papa was sitting with mamma, who
belonged to the category of tired ones,
and so I waited for Edmund to take
me out upon the sand, which looked
so bright and tempting. Presently, I
heard bis steps in the upper hall, and
as I sprang up to meet him he entered
with : ¢ Are you ready, Lena ?’ ¢ Rea-
dy ? Of coursel am! Haven't 1 been
waiting this half-hour for you to come!
Look at that beach and tell me if it is

not enough to make one dance to be

there !’

¢ Well, come then, Douglas is wait-
ing !’

‘ For whom ¥’

*For us, of course? I helped him
with the boat and then came up for
you.’

*To go for arow ? Tam not going,’ I
said. ¢ Going, of course you are! Dor’t
be foolish, Lena !’

¢ Don’t you be impudent, sir! and
1 am not going unless ; but Tam
going down to the beach, so come !’

We reached the beach, and there
found Mr. Douglas venting his impa-
tience by trying to make some pebbles
skim the surface of the water. He
flung his handful down as he saw us,
and advancing attempted to take my
shawl from me, at the same time say-
ing (whilst a smile, the meaning of
which I guessed, played about his
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mouth). ‘ Weare late—almost all are
out before us !’

‘I did not say I was going,’ I said
quietly.

¢ No, I remember you did not—at
last, but you did at first, and first.
thoughts are always the best. May I
take your shawl?’ for I had laid my
hand upon it to prevent his doing so
before.

‘Nevertheless, I am not going,’ I an-
swered, ignoring his last question, ‘un-
less—will you promise not to upset me?”

¢ Will you not go unless I do?’

‘1 have no desire to die just yet.’

‘ You make me break my rule,’ he
said mock-reproachfully, ‘I promise.”
I gave him up my shawl, then whilst
I could hardly repress a laugh, and
whilst Edmund took the seat in the
bow, he handed me into that in the
stern, and jumping in himself we
were off. O, what a glorious row we
had that evening! Dozens of boats,
large and small were skimming the
water in every direction, leaving each
a rippling track behind them as they
sped along. We went slowly, and for
a time quietly listening to the mery
langhter that reached us from every
side, and the mingled songs that rose
together in a medley, which was ne-
vertheless very sweet to listen to.
Sometimes after a minute’s silence or.e
boat-load would commence a song, ano-
ther woulid take it up, and so on untii
at last every voice was joining in the
miusic, Those nearest rising clear and
strong, and those further off sounding
like a far-away echo of the strain,
until one after another, the boats came
gliding up nearer to the principal
throng, and the music rose upon the
air in one full, clear burst of song, and
then died away in lingering cadences,
and all was silence. The last notes of
‘Star of the Evening,’'were still ling-
ering in my ears, and I felt quieted by
the music, and the perfect stillness of
the evening when my abstraction was
broken in upon by a voice saying :

‘Isn’t this a peerless night, Miss.
Grant ¥’



MY LIFE.

¢ Peerless ! It is beyond expression |

lovely, Mr. Douglas!’

¢ Are you not glad that you came ¥’

1 intended to come,’ I replied, now
thoroughly aroused, ‘when you had
given the promise I required. How
do you feel after the experiment ?’

¢ What experiment ¢’

¢ In making promises.’

‘Tempted to remew it,’ he replied,
in that low yet half-mischievous tone,
< if it will bring me as full areward as
it has to-night.’
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He turned the boat, but it was a
very lazy oar that took us home. One
by one the other boats came up with
us, and then a clear soprano voice be-
gan that sweetest of all hymns for the
water, ¢ Pull for the Shore.” Clearly

i and sweetly was sung the first verse,

then, in the chorus, every voice joined
in soprano, tenor, bass and alto, al-
most every voice in the vocal category

| blending in the sweetest burst of song

It was impossible to mistake his

meaning—it was neither the water
nor the music that he alluded to—and
again I felt angry; for, ‘It was not
likely,” I thought, ‘that this man
who, no doubt, had laughed, and joked,
and flirted with a hundred girls, and
lost his heart to none—it was not
likely that he, in a few short hours,
had found that in me which made his
ready compliments more truthful than
was their wont." So, forcing back the
blush which I felt rising to my cheeks,
I answered, calmly as possible :

‘You are indeed repaid if music
and moonlight can accomplish it.’

I could have had both those with-
out making any promise,’ in the same,
to me, tantalizing tone ; so that I an-
swered, impatiently :

‘Then I cannot see what reward
your promise has brought you. But
don’t you think it is time to return ¢’

“What! and lose my reward so
soon ?’

I grew desperate.

¢ You are eloquent’on the subject of
rewards, Mr.

But he was not to be daunted.

¢ Always,’ he replied. ‘¢ Don’t you
think it is a good plan? But you
spoke of returning—are you anxious
to? Itis not late. It is gloriousout
here. But if you command me, why,
what can I do but obey ¥’

‘Then I do command you,” I an-
swered, laughing, though feeling still
half vexed with him for his pertinacity
of a few moments ago.

Douglas. Do you re- .
quire payment for evervthmv youdo?

|
E

T have ever heard. Perhaps it was the
exquisite beauty of the evening, with
the moonlit water rippling and spark-
ling before, behind and on either side
of us, with the deep-blue star-be-
spangled sky above us, and the bright
sands glistening in the distance ; per-
haps it was the influence of all this,
and the kindred feeling which moon-
light music and besuty lend to bind
all mankind together as one, or it
might have been the first prompting
of that new and wonderful joy which
for me was so soon changed to sorrow,
but I felt, as the glad notes rose upon
the air, and when, as the last linger-
ing echo died away and the throng of
boats grounded on the shore, we all
sprang to land, the merriest, happiest
company the moon had ever looked
down upon, as if we were all one
family,and I the happiest of the whole.

1 have never forgotten that evening
—there is no fear I shall forget it
when the memory of it, and others
like it, are all I have to feed upon
when I grow hungry for a word or
look of love from one whom I wor-
shipped as my life, my light, my all!
God knows I recognised not my idol-
atry then, but 1 see it now, and ac-
knowledge His infinite wisdom in
taking from me that which took His
place in my heart. On that June even-
ing of long ago, I felt that a new era of
existence had opened up before me,
and I trod its paths with as light a
step as ever maiden knew. I must
not linger over those happy days at
, nor enter into details—1I will
on]y tell of one, when on just such a
night as that I have written of, I
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found myself again on the water with
him, but this time we were alone.
Mamma, papa, and Edmund were in
another boat, and there was a mile of
water between us. We had rowed

silently for a long time, but I think
each knew how like his or her thoughts
were to those of the other. Whatever

the reason was, there was certainly a
constraint upon ws. Almost always
either papa or Edmund had been in
the boat with me, but to-night mam-
ma wished a row, the boat would not
hold five, so we separated, only decid-
ing to keep together, ¢ For,’ said papa,
¢ the more the merrier !’ But I saw
that in Mr. Douglas’s eye which ve-
toed this plan, and when we were
once upon the water I found I was
right..  Very cleverly, indeed, he
managed to be unavoidably (!) wedged
in among the throng of boats, and
when at last he chose to extricate
himself there was, as I have said, a
mile of water between us.

¢ Aileen !’

T started, for this was the first time
he had ever ventured to address me
by my Christian name. I had always
hated it until he spoke it—for when I
was a child my schoolmates ever per-
sisted in shortening it to Lene, and
Edmund always called me Lena— but
now I would not change it for the
sweetest name on earth, for until
death it is sanctified to me because his
lips have used it. No one calls me
Aileen now, and no one ever shall
again, But on this night of long ago

1 started, for it was such an unaccus-

tomed ‘sound, and from Aim /

¢ Aileen, T am very glad we are
alone to-night, for I have something
to tell you. Do you know what it is,
dear? I have tried to show you since
the day I first saw you. Need I speak
more plainly, Aileen }’

I know my cyes were full of half-
frightened surprise as I raised them
quickly to his—surprise, even though
.I had long expected this.

‘Have I been so abrupt ? Forgive
nel
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anticipated my question and be ready
with an answer. I love you, Aileen !
Have loved you ever since that first
day I saw you. You will go from me
to-morrow—but ere yon go—to-night,
Aileen, I want to know whether the
hopes I have entertained have teen
all in vain. What is your answer,
dear? Isityesorno? Do youlove
me, Aileen, as I love you? T will
give you time ; but a man does not
like waiting long when he loves as I
do. Must I wait, Aileen 7 Which is
it, Yes or No?’

‘What to?’ I faltered.

*What to? O yes, I know I have
confused things somewhat. I asked
you if you loved me. Now which is
it, dear? Yes or No?’

What could it be ¥ when under
heaven there was nothing else I loved
as I did him! Ah, much I fear there
was nothing ¢ Heaven either—God
forgive me for my sin ! What could it
be but Yes? The oars fell idly in the
water then, as two strong hands clasp-
ed both my weaker onesin a close firm
grasp, and I felt the warm, passionate
kiss he printed on them. He, who had
reigned a king among men and women
—courted, sought after and admired —
had sought with all love’s sweet hu-
mility for one little Yes from me, and
now was more than grateful because
I had given it to him. If I had loved
him before, I worshipped him now—
‘for’ thought I, ¢ what can I give him
in return equal to his great love for
me save love equal to hisown !’ So
I gave it to him, and would at any
hour from then to now have died for
him. He told my parents that even:
ing, and asked their consent, which
wag freely given. ¢Only’, papa said,
‘we must not marry for at least two
years to come. I was too young to
think of such a thing then.’ I think
they were all pleased at my engage-
ment, for when mamma bent over that
evening to kiss and bid me good-night,
she said: ¢ I would not give my daugh-

i ter up to every one, but I think he is

I had hoped you would have !

good and noble, and worthy of you,
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dear,’ and when Ned met me next
morning, he shook my hand heartily
and said :

‘So you went and gave yourself
away last night ? Well, you certainly
deserve congratulation | You have
won the best catch and the jolliest fel-
low in the world.’ .

I gave him a good kiss for his praise,
and ran away, laughing, to complete
the packing of my trunk, in which oc-
cupation T had been interrupted by
the breakfast bell. We were to leave
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my eyes steadily up to his, ¢ God bless
you.”
The last words sprang unconsciously

~ to my lips, but he bent and kissed me

by the eleven o'clock train, but at nine

o’clock I put on my hat and ran down
the stairs and ont on to the veranda,

wheresat Mr. Douglastalkingto several

young ladies, but [ know he was at the
same time watching for me, for as I
appeared he jumped up, exclaiming :
¢Ah! Good morning, Miss Grant !
going down to the beach? I have not
been yet—DMay I have the pleasure?’
and offering some laughing apology to
the group in general, he ran after me
down the steps, at the bottom of which
1 had halted, and together we walked
quickly down to the shore. Then he
led the way to the same quiet nook he
had taken Edmund and I to on that
first day after our arrival. ¢ Aileen,’
he said, ‘I have brought you here to
say good-bye. You will be so engrossed
at the hotel, and the station is too pub-
lic. There is still an hour-and a half
ere we need return. Sit here !’ and he
pointed to a broad flat stone, and then
threw himself on the sand at my feet.
We laughed and talked —now gravely,
now merrily-—until at last, looking at
his watch he exclaimed : ‘Time is up,’
and rising, he took both my hands in
his as I stood before him, and said :—
¢ Now—bid me good-bye, Aileen !’
* Good-bye,’ 1 8aid. )
‘Is that all 1’ He asked in a tone
of disappointment.
‘ What else?’
deringly.
‘Say, Good-bye Will—am T still
Mr. Douglas to you, Aileen'? It
should not be so !’

for them, and then we retraced our
steps to the hotel where we found that
we had not many minutes to spare,
ere starting for the station, to which
Willie walked with us. He was to
leave for college the next day. He wus
two years younger than Edmmund, and
had not finished his scholastic career
yet. [ returned to my city home filled
with new resolutions, to read and
study hard in order to make myself
worthy of my handsome, talented
lover. For talented he was, and deep-
ly-read, though too nonchalant and
indolent, either to exhibit his know-
ledge or make use of it, whilst I, al-
though I was supposed to have finish-
ed school, felt myself terribly ignorant
in comparison with him. Time passed

. away wmore quickly than I had ex-

pected, what with reading, studying
and other things. Willie spent Christ-
mas Day with us, and all his Christ-

. mas holidays, and O, what happy days

we enjoyed together! skating, riding,
walking and sleighing. But these must
all be passed by that I may hasten on

~ to the summer following, when again

I questioned won- | -

we went to R . Quietly, but very
happily, the days passed by until one
evening there was the bustle of a new
arrival. It was rather late in the sea-
son, and arrivals had ceased for some
time. The next morning half the
young men at the hotel were raving
about the ‘houri’ who had arrived
last night. Willie had not seen her
yet, and was laughing at their vehe-
ment demonstrations of admiration—
to which I heard a voice retorting :

¢ Tt’s all very well for you, Douglas!
You have neither eyes nor ears for
any one but Miss Grant !’
Willie turned upon his he«l laugh-

: ing as he said :

. earshct or anywhere near.

¢ Good-bye, Willie,’ I said, as I raised . confess I was anxious to see this beau-

* Jealous ¥ Eh, Fisher?’
They did not know I was within
T must
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tiful arrival, and when I did see her, '

I did not wonder that she had turned
so many leads already. 1 held my
breath in admiration. Her tall, queen-
ly figure was surmounted by the most
exquisitely turned head I have ever
seen, about which was coiled a rip-
pling mass of golden bair, falling in
waves over her forehead. A pair of
wondrously beautiful violet eyes were
shaded and darkened by long, curl-
ing gold-brown lashes, that lay al-
most back upon the finely-pencilled
Lrows, when the wondrous eyes lifted
in their quick, rudden way to her
companions, as her clear silvery peals
of laughter rippled between lips that
seemed only framed for smiles and
kisses. She was the veriest flirt and
coquette 1 have ever seen. She laughed
and joked and flirted, had every man
in the place at her beck and call, and
used them all as her slaves smiling on
them one day, and frowning the next,
laughing if they got angry, and pat-
ronizing when they sought forgive-

MY LIFE

sob from between my parched lips—

- and then a numb despalr seized me,

ness. I did not care how many hearts

she gained as long as she left me my
one——which surely she might have
done! But she smiled and laughed and
flattered poor Willie, I thought more
than she did any of the rest. He was
more handsome than any there, and
she knew it. Tt worried him at first,
and I was glad—he wanted to be left
alone with me. But at last this hom-
age from one who had all the world at
her feet, and yet spoke to none as she

did to him, flattered his youthful van- .

ity, and by degrees she gained the
¢riumph she desired. Very slowly the
change progressed. At first Willie was
penitent when I reproached him with
his waning attention, then he grew
petulant, and at last in a fit of impati-
ence, one day he said :

‘Then you had better give me up,
Aileen! I never please you now!’

and I said very quietly, but I think
my voice must have sounded hollow
and hoarse: ‘Then I do give you up,
Willie. May God forgive you for
your sin !’

He sprang after me as I turned
to go, but 1 dragged my arm from
his grasp and fled along not know-
ing whither I went. O that I counld
fly from my misery and despair! I
have no doubt my parents had noticed
Willie’s deflection—how could they
help to do so ?—for when I said I was
tired of R and begged them to go
home they yielded at once, and on
the second day from that we left for
the city. I had not spoken to Willie
since that day we broke our engage-
ment ; but when he met us in the hall
on our way to the cab at the door, he
started as he saw the travelling valise
in papa’s hand, and as I followed after
my parents he half-sprang forward
with a wondering look on his face;
then as I hurried on to avoid him he
turned on his heel and went off whistl-
ing as if to show me his utter non-
chalance. Ah Willie! it was pride
that kept us apart then ! pride on
your part and pride on mine.

I know it was out of pure pity for
me that my father proposed going to
England. He must have seen how
restless I was at home ! All the Can-
adian world had gone across the ocean,
and by the first of September we were
following in their wake. We spent
that winter in England, but by the
end of May we were at home again ;
and then five weary years passed away
—1I know not how. I heard that
Willie had, gone to Englund the same
year that we had, and from there had
gone to India as a soldier. This sur-

. prised me, for I knew such had not

! been his

I stood like one petrified for a mo-

ment, and then I thought the lump in
my throat would surely choke me, but
instead there came only a half-gasping

intention. Edmund had
married and settled in the town of
D asa doctor. This was the town
where Willie’s parents lived — but
Willie was in India! One morning
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whilst sitting at breakfast a telegram

came to my parents. It was from
Edmund.

¢ Willie Douglas returned. Danger-
ously ill. Tell A. to come directly, he
wants to see her.’

By ten o'clock my father and I were

on our way to D , for go I would
when he called for me! We drove
from the station at D to Ed-
mund’s house, and he took me over
to The Maples. ‘ Willie was sleeping,’
his mother said, as she kissed me affec-

tionately, and thanked me for coming

at her son’s request, ‘but he would
soon awake and be sure to ask for me
directly.” So I went with her to his
sick bed, and sat beside him as he
slept. What a change! The long,
golden lashes lay wearily on cheeks
no longer sunburnt but white as death

and O so thin ! The one hand that lay
upon the coverlet was white and ema- .

ciated. Not the Willie of five years
ago had come back to me—I saw that
even as he slept | he was older in looks
as well as in years. Slowly at last he
opened his eyes, but when he saw me
he looked fixedly at me for a moment
and then exclaimed, but in almost a
whisper :

“Aileen !’

¢Yes, Willie, I am here;” and 1
forgot then that he had ever wronged
me. He was //illic! whom 1 had
loved and neverceased to love—Willie
weak and suffering ! and all of indig-

nation | had ever known had fled !

away from my heart never to return.

‘ How good of you to come,’ he '

said, in broken syllables, for he was so
weak that he could not speak much. [
would not let him say more then, but
he laid one of his hands in mine, and
smiling at me, closed his eyes again,

with a look of satisfuction that more
than repaid me for coming. I watched

beside him during all his illness. He
did not suffer much, but nature had
been too much exhausted by the ener-
vating effect of the hot Indian climate

to which he was unaccustomed to al-

low him a chance of recovery from

the severe wound he had received,
and which had been the cause of his
being sent home. Oh, how I prayed
that he might be spared to me!
Sometimes I thought he would, he
seemed 8o much brighter and more
cheerful, but then again the fleeting
strength vanished, and I feared every
minute to see him sink away. On
one of his best days, he told me all he
i had done and where he had been since
" that summer, both his and my last at

R

¢I was mad, blind, foolish!’ he
said, ‘lured on by gratified vanity.
© She smiled upon and flattered me—
did her best to win me so well that I
forgot everything—forgot what a hoy
1 was in comparison to her, for what
is a man of twenty-four toa woman of
twenty-seven 1 But the time of dis-
enchantment came at last. One of
the best fellows there, a Mr. Drew,
three years her senior, and as genial
and hearty a fellow as one could wish
to meet, fascinated by her smiles and
witching way as I had been, made her
+ an offer. She laughed in his face
as if it were all sport, and declined.
. Several others shared his fate, and
" then I saw what she was drawing me
on too—for it was not likely she
i would serve me better than she had
the rest | Human hearts were to her
but so many toys to play with and
cast away when she tired of them.
She had no heart herself, or if she had
i it was not made of flesh. Thoroughly
" disgusted, I almost made up my mind
to renounce womankind altogether ;
but then I thought of you, how unlike
you were to her in every way, and bit-
. terly,bitterly T rued throwing from me
. theone true heart I had won ! Ihasten-
. ed after you to L , and found you
had gone to England. I had nothing
to do—my college career over, and
my time as yet my own—l took
passage in the next steamer and
crossed after you, but useless was my
. search, for just as I thought I had
got a clue to your whereabouts, I,
i read this paragraph in the morning
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papers, among the list of muarriages :

|
|

¢ Aileen Grant to Henry Seton, Ksq.” !
Who could I think it was but you? |

Tt was hardly likely to occur to me that

name.
your father's step-sister, after whom
youwere named. I gaveup the search
then. Soldiers were wanted in the
service of England, and I bought a
commission and went to India. There,
ag you know, I stayed for five long
years. Then I got this wound, and
was sent home. I did not expect to
find Edmund here—my mother never
mentioned your names, for she knew

MY LIFE.

‘Forgive you, Willie?’ T said, ‘I
have nothing to forgive ! It was she,
not you, that was to blame. But if

. it will make you happier, I forgive
there were two persohs of the same

But Edmund tells me it was

of my engagement to you, and then of

its reversal, but she did not know how
bitterly T had repented of my conduct.
Therefore, I suppose, she thought it
best not to mention your names at all
in her letters. Oh, if she had how
much misery and regret it would have
saved me! But, as I said, I came
home, and found Edmund here, and
he told me that you were not married
and never had been. You may ima-
gine how bitterly I regretted taking
it for granted that it was your name
T had seen in the papers. But now my
longing to see you was redoubled. I
asked Ned to beg you to come to me—
I could hardly expect this, but I
hoped you would. I do not know
what he said, T only know you came,
and that now itis my wish, my duty,
to beg your forgiveness for my shame-
ful conduct towards you. It could
not have been that my love for you
had died out—it was but an infatua-
tion which she exercised, not only
over me, but over every man she met.
Once the spell was broken my first
thought was of you. Will you, can
you, forgive e, Aileen? I have not
long to live, and it would make me
happier before I die to hear you say
you forgive. Can you say it, Aileen?’

Need I say how I took his dear
hands in my own, and passionately
kissed them ; whilst, at the same time,
the tears I could not repress fell fast
on his couch.

it all, dear, and now do not speak
any more, for you must get well, to
forget, in the happy future, the mis-
erable past.’

¢Thank you, thankeyou, darling ;’
was all he said, but 1 saw he did not
share my hopes for his recovery.
Slowly, slowly, day by day, I saw my
darling going from me, yet [ fought
the conviction that I must lose him
with all the energy of despair. o
long 1 had drunk of the cup of misery,
and now, just when that of happiness
was raised to my lips,to have it dashed
away again seemed cruel. But the
dark day came, when all that remained
of him I bhad loved so well was the
clay-cold form,beautiful even in death.
I sat beside him at the last: He had
been sleeping or dozing, I scarce knew
which, but suddenly he opened his
eyes, and called, « Aileen !’

I bent over him.

‘Yes, Willie, | am here.’

‘1 am going, dear—Xkiss me.’

He took that kiss with him as a
memorial of me, to the home on high ;
for, as T pressed it on his forehead, he
passed away from life, and Willie was
no more, I cut a lock of the golden
hair I had loved so well, and laid it
carefully away—the wmost precious
treasure that [ own on earth. We
laid him in the loveliest spot in the
pretty churchyard at D ,and then
I went home. 1 did not weep—my
sorrow was too keen for that, ard tears
refused to come—but a deep calin
settled over me which time bas never
since disturbed. A year after, my mo-
ther died, and papa and I were left
alone. It is twenty years ago now that
all this happened. 1 am no longer a
girl, but a grey-haired, weary-hearted
woman. But I have never forgotten
him, and never shall. 1 have since
had many offers, but refused them all.
I gave all my heart to Willie—I had
rone left for any other. God had His
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own wise purpose, no doubt, in mak- | to my troubles, but God was better
ing my life what it has been, and I | than my fears, and gave me more than
have learnt to say, ‘ Thy will be done. B faith deserved—~He took my lover
One thing | am thankful for. Five | from me for a time, but He gave him
weary years 1 watched and waited, . back to me at last !

hardly hoping for a happy termination !

THE HAPLESS MOTHER.

. HER bearing shows a mother’s grace,
And in her sad, beseeching face
We read her grief.
She formed a love too deep and wild,
To lavish on the tender child
Whose time was brief.

She welcomed all the pain and care,
She shrank not as she thought to bear
A thing so dJear.
Her days with peace and love were fraught,
She gloried often as she thought
A child to rear,

She tried to stretch her feeble arm
(As if to shield the child from harm)
She spoke a name.

"Twere needless thus to murmur low,
For flutt'ring life, alas ! did go
The while it came.

And now with sorrow by her side,
From which she tries in vain to hide,
She stands apart.

A saddened longing fills her soul,
And waves of dismal feelings roll
Upon her heart.

If she could see the dimples rare,

Smooth softly back the sunny hair,
She’d cease to weep.

But baby’s soul is with its God,

Its eyes are closed beneath the sod,
In lasting sleep.

O tender love, O needless pain,
O empty arms that long in vain,
O hapless breast.
We marvel not that ev’ry day,
She longeth more to flee away
And be at rest.
—ROSE.
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THE CRIMINAL OF CREATION.

BY LEWIS RAY.

IN a remarkable hook, entitled

¢ Chronos : Mother Earth's Bio-
graphy,’ published some years ago,
the above appellation is given to the
serpent as the most malignant and
destructive of earth's creatures, and
this odious pre-eminence is attributed
to the long course of hatred and per-
secution which, owing to causes appa-
rently not now discoverable, it has
had for ages to undergo.

Yet we learn from Mr. Fergusson’s
great work on ¢Tree and Serpent
Worship,’ that the cult of the serpent
is the oldest, and was at one time the
most prevalent of all those forms of de-
votion through which man has attempt-
ed to approach and propitiate the un-
known and invisible powers which rule
bis being. This oldest of cults issup-
posed to have had its birth among the
Turanian races, but its origin is
wrapped in mystery. It was not asa
spirit of evil to be deprecated and ap-
peased that the serpent was then wor-
shipped, but as the emblem, if not the
embodiment, of supernatural wisdom
and knowledge.  Turanian kings,
heroes, and gods, honoured as the
pioneers and promoters of mining,
agriculture, and other useful arts,
adopted it as a sacred symbol, and
were believed to assume its form. The
fruits of the earth, precious stones and
gems, gold and all metals, and all hid-
den treasures, were supposed to be un-
der its guardianship. Its 'gliding,
noiselessmovementsand glittering eyes
were regarded as symbols of prudence,
subtlety and intellect, and when coiled

|

in a circle it was adopted as the em-
blem of eternity. The renewalevery
spring of its worn-out covering was
deemed a sign of ever-renewed life and
vitality ; it was, therefore, the special
emblem of the healing-god Asculapius,
who was worshipped in serpent-form
as late as the time of Pausanius, It
was also connected with Hygeia, and
she is represented with a serpent in
her arms, and feeding it from a cup
which she holds in her hand. When
the Israelites in the desert were bit-
ten by fiery serpents, Moses made a
brazen serpent and raised it on a pole,
and all who looked at it were healed.
At Delphi and other oracular shrines it
was honoured as the ‘ Athago Dae-
mon,’ the bringer of health and good
fortune, and the foreteller of future
events. Agamemnon bore a serpent
on his shield, and Alexander the Great,
Scipio Africanus, and the Emperors
Augustus and Nero, were supposed to
have received protection from serpents
and to be under their influence and
care. 'Hadrian placed a serpent in
the temple he built for Jupiter Olym-
pus. The significant tradition that
Ophion (the serpent) ruled in Olym-
pus till he was driven thence by Sat-
urn must not be forgotten; though
there is no space to dilate on the sub-
ject here, or do more than allude to a
very few of the ancient serpent creeds
and traditions. Even now the great
five-clawed dragon is adored in China
as the symbol of the Emperor and the
protecting deity of the empire ; and
there is a temple in Pekin dedicated
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to his worship. ¢The old dragon,’
says & Chinese missionary, ¢ has coiled
himself round the Emperor of China,
and has thus contrived to get himself
worshipped by one-third of the human
race.” There is still serpent worship
in many parts of Africa and India.
Gold or brazen images of seven-headed
snakes are enshrined in Jain and
Hindu temples, and living cobras and
other poisonous serpents are fed and
tended by their priests. A serpent is
one of the emblems of Buddha, and is
often seen in conjunction with the
mystic wheel and tree of knowledge
beside his image. In some Hindu
families serpents are honoured as the
Lares of the house. There is also a
widely-extended belief that in North-
ern India there isa race of beings half
serpent, half human, with which the
strange wild Naga tribeshave probably
some connection.

In opposition to the foregoing and
many similar legends and myths, there
are others as numerous in which the
serpent is regarded asan object of fear
and abhorrence—a monster of malig-
nity and destructiveness, and the ac-
tual embodiment of the principle of
evil. It is the great destroying snake
which Indra conquered in India, Horus
in Egypt, Feridun in Persia ; the Hy-
dra overcome by Hercules, the Py-
thon slain by Apollo ; the Dragon of
the Assyrian Creation Legends ; the
Black Serpent with Seven Heads, the
evil serpent, conquered by the god
Marduk ; the great Dragon of the
Bible, conquered and cast out of Hea-
ven by Michael, the archangel ; that
old serpent called the Devil, and Sa-
tan, who seduced Eve and brought sin
and death into the world. Thus there
were two sets of serpent traditions di-
rectly opposed to each other. In the
one, serpents were regarded as objects
of veneration and worship, bringing
health and good fortune to man; in
the other, as objectsof hatred and fear,
bringing only evil. But in all times
and places they were and are asso-
ciated with magical rites and super-
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stitious prejudices. The magicians of
Egypt had serpent rods, and Moses
had one of greater power which de-
voured all theirs. With these we may
connect the serpent-rod of Hermes and
the divining rods which revealed the
presence of the precious metals over
which serpents were supposed to keep
guard. Even among Christian sects.
the worship of the serpent crept in.
It was adored by the Ophites because
it had given the knowledge of good
and evil to mankind. A concealed
serpent was always present when the
Eucharist was offered, and if it came
out and sat on the consecrated bread
it was a sign that the sacritice was ac-
cepted. In later days traces of ser-
pent-worship may be found in the
peculiar ideas about Satan which some
heterodox Christians held. They be-
lieved that he was the victim of the
envy and jealousy of the rival Arch-
angel Michael, who had treacherously
obtained power to cast him out of
Heaven, and to change the glorious.
beauty which had been his when he
was Lucifer, Son of the Morning, into-
the form of a snake, with macerated
body and stultified mind. They called
him the injured one, the wronged
one, the friend and not the enemy of
mankind, as his gift of the knowledge
of good and evil proved. He would
also, they said, have bestowed on them
the fruit of the tree of life bad not one
who was mightier than he prevented
him. They looked upon him as the
great fore-type and symbol of all the
the wronged and suffering multitude
on earth ; and they believed that he
would one day triumph over his ene-
my and become all-powerful, when he
would release from ‘bondage and toil
all the souls now labouring in sorrow
and pain, and raise them with him to
greatness and glory. Of this heresy
the Lollards, the Hussites, and other
sects were accused. Shelley has poet-
ized it in his description of the fight
between the snake and eagle in the
‘Revolt of Islam,” There the snake,
the spirit of good, though vanquished.
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for a tiwe, uud changed by his enerny,

¢ From starry shape, beauteous and mild,
To a dire snake with man and beast un-
reconcil'd,’

even wages unequal war with the vie-
torious eagle, the spirit of evil, the
usurper of his place and name.

In many serpent legends these
creatures are especiully associated with
groves and gardens. It was a dragon
or serpent which protected the golden
apples of the Hesperides. In Assy-
rian and Babylonian traditions, a ser-
pent is connected with a sacred tree,
and is called ¢The Oracle of the Gar-
den.” One form of this tradition is
familiar to us in the book of Genesis.
Eve meets the serpent in the Garden
of Eden, and he gives her fruit from
the tree of the knowledge of good and
evil. The serpent in Genesis, though
possessed of subtle and mysterious
powers,is not represented as a deity or
object of worship, but as a rebel war-
ring against God and deceiving man,
and punished for his crime by being
degraded from his upright form, and
forced to crawl upon the ground and
‘eat dust.” This mysterious legend or
myth is the theme of Milton's great
epic, including the war in heaven be-
tween Michael and his angels, and
Satan and his angels, the creation of
man, his temptation and fall. He des-
cribes the serpent, inspired by Satan,
as wise, eloquent, and fair enough in
looks to win Eve's attention without
exciting in her fear or disgust. Not
then compelled to hide

¢ In horrid shade, or dismal den,
Nor nocent yet, but on the grassy herh
Fearless, unfear'd he slept.
Plea:ing was his shape,
And lovely.’

But stricken by the curse, he be-
comes a loathsome and noxious crea-
ture, loses his fair and upright form,
and sinks grovelling on the ground.
At the same moment, Satan, the insti-
gator of his crime, with the whole crew
of fallen angels, are transformed into
hideous reptile forms:

{

¢ angels and demons.
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¢ Scorpion and asp, aud alué)hisbaena dire,
Cerastes horn’d, hydra and elops drear,
And dipsa, python, and dragon,’

and are doomed for a certain period,
yearly to undergo the same horrid me-
tamorphosis. In this way Milton has
supplemented tradition, and supplied
the links between the serpent and this
evil principle with which it is so close-
ly ussociated in the superstitions le-
gends of popular Christianity—legends
of which the germs are to be found in
the earliest records we possess of hu-
man belief. '
The learped in the sciences of lan-
guage and comparative mythology tell
us that all these serpent myths, legends
and traditions, have had their origin in
metaphory, signifying the strife be-
tween day and night, light or dark-
ness, sunshine or cloud. The Indian
myth of Indra, the firmament, and
Vritra, the cloud-enemy he conquered,
was the great type of all the other
myths. The Iranians transformed it
into a strife between good and evil dei-
ties ; Ormuzd, the spirit of light and
goodness, and Ahriman the spirit of
darkness and evil, each with attendent
Thus arose Par-
sian dualism, and through Jewish in-
fluence, Christian demonology, a belief
whose evil consequences to mankind it
would be impossible to exaggerate.
The author of ¢ Chronos,’ supposes
that serpents once had limbs and up-
right forms, but having become uni-
versally dreaded, hated, and hunted
down, for causes now hidden in the
depths of antiquity, they were com-
pelled to seek refuge in caves and holes
of the eurth. In process of time their
bodies became adapted to their envi-
roument. Their limbs wasted away
till they disappeared altogether, and
their creeping attitudes as they drag-
ged themselves into their narrow hid-
ing-places, gradually produced the
reptile form. Their foul abodes, far
from sunlight and pure air, and the
filth on which they were forced to feed,
poisoned their blood, and their sharp
fangs and lithe, wriggling bodies be-
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came powerful weapons with which
they were able to retaliate on their
persecutors, poisoning them with swift
and sudden bites, or strangling, and
crushing them to death in horrible
embrace. Thus the condition of the
serpent became utterly degraded and
noxious. Vile,odions and mischievous,
every living thing fears and avoidsit;
it has become the hated and hateful
criminal of creation.

In this latest serpent-myth is sym-
bolized a truth, which for ages was
only discerned at rave intervals, and
by rare souls, and which is now with
difficulty and through wmany obastruc-
tions, forcing its way to recognition,
through the dark mists of ignorance
and superstition: the truth that degra-
dation and vice are the natural results
of punishment and pain ; thatevil has
its birth in ignorance, want and woe ;
and that wickedness is only anguish
and despair in a bardened and con-
centrated form, 'Torture by long con-
tinuance becomnes intensified and con-
densed, as an extract is condensed
from the vapours of the still, and it is
this cruel and poisonous spiritual es-
sence, this agonized product of supreme
suffering and misery, which men call
vice. To inflict more pain, more suf-
fering, under the name of punishment,
retribution, or so-called justice, only
increases the evil which it professes to
cure, deepens the degradation, and
adds to the sum of woe and wicked-
ness, which oppresses the world. Mil-
ton, with that unconscious insight
which so often makes great poets utter
truths whose import in the future lies
fur Leyond their prevision at the time,
tells us that when Lucifer and the
fallen angels were consigned to the
dread abode of torture prepared for
them, they were at once transformed
into fiends. Evil became their good,
and to make others suffer as they were
suffering, their chief desire.

1t is easy to conceive how, in the
early ages of the world, men, ignorant

and helpless, trembled with supersti- |

tious dread before the unknown and
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uncontrollable powers of nature. The
phenomena of tloods and whirlwinds,
earthquakes and volcanoes, the fierce
extremes of heat and cold, the destroy-
ing flash of the lightning, the horrovs
of pestilence and famine, the mysteri-
ous ageuts of death and destruction
which they could neither comprehend

' nor avert, were naturally attributed
to invisible but powerful beings who

wielded their awful forces at their
will.  Thus, out of long and terrible
endurance of pain, horror and fear,
emerged the long roll of fierce, cruel
and vindictive deities before whom
unhappy mortals, leading precarious
lives of suffering and vicissitude, bow-
ed down as the rulers of their fate.
Tewples in honour of these terrible in-
carnations of the dreams and imagi-
nations of ignorant and barbarous
men were erected, in which their
images were enshrined ; priests were
set apart to glorify their power and
deprecate their wrath, Holocausts of
victims were slaughtered in their
name, and for their cause, and every
variety of self-sacrifice and self-torture
enjoined upon their worshippers to ap-
pease their vengeful anger and pro-
pitiate their favour. Nor was it on
earth only that these terrible deities
were supposed to punish the mistakes
and misdeeds of men. Coeval with
the Lelief in another state of existence
after death, arose the dogma that the
sins committed in this world would be
punished by the most frightful tor-
ments in the next. Of all the hor-
rors created by dark and ferociousim-
aginations this was the climax. Even
the bright and beautiful Greek mind
could not wholly escape this phantom
of terror, with its

¢ Monstrous forms and effigies of pain.’

But the worst hell of all is that de-
scribed by the Christian Fathers,
graven in images of fear and horror
on Dante’s sculpturesque page, and
painted for all time in the Last Judg-
ment of Michael Angelo. These were
the imaginations of devout Catholics,
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and in one respect, at least, Pro- | human torches, more horrible or re-
testantism has thrown over them a | volting? Yet, Christian theologians

more intense darkness and despair.
The Greeks had their Lethe in which,
after a thousand years of penalanguish,
the sufferers in Tartarus might drink
and forget their pain. The Catholics
have their Purgatory, from whose
cleansing fires all but the worst sin-
ners pass into Paradise. But the hell
of the Protestants admits no such
gleam of hope ; it allows no merciful
oblivion, no hope of escape for any;
not even a drop of water to cool for a
second the tongues for ever tormented
in its burning flames. This hell is
thus described in the mighty lines of
the great Puritan poet :—

¢ A dungeon horrible on all sides round

As one great furnace flamed.
Yet from these flames
No light, but rather darkness, visible
Served only to discover sights of woe,
Regions of sorrow, doleful shades, where
peace

And rest can never dwell ; hope never comes
That comes to all, but torture without end
Still urges, and a fiery deluge fed
With sulpkur unconsumed.’

Imagine for one moment this fear-
ful dungeon filled with an innumer-
able company of lost human beings,
besides Satan and his fallen angels,
groaning and writhing amidst the
tortures of the worm that dieth not,
and the fire that never can be quench-
ed, while the Creator and Ruler of
the universe, the God who has made
them and consigned them to this dread-
ful doom, seated on his throne in
Heaven, and surrounded by saints and
angels singing his praises in perpetual
hallelujahs, looks down on their misery
as they lie weeping and wailing in the
pit of fire whence the smoke of
their torment is forever ascending,
not only with indifference, but with
joy and exultation, as a proof of his
sovereign power, and a manifestation
of his glory. Is the picture of Nero,
with his parasites and flatterers driv-
ing their chariots through rows of
Christian victims, who, in flaming
tunies of pitch, lighted his gardens as

require us tu believe this. Tae Chris-
tian ¢ Father’ Tertullian tells us that
the sufferings of the damned in hell
will afford the redeemed in heaven
the same pleasure and amusement
that the games of the great Roman
amphitheatre afforded the heathen
spectators, except that it will be as
much greater, as the spectacles will be
on so much more magniticent and
grand a scale. He dwells on the
theme with a truly fiend-like satisfac-
tion: ¢ With what admiration, what
laughter, what glee, what triumph
shall I behold so many mighty mon-
narchs, who have been reputed to be

' received into the skies, moaning in

unfathomable gloom ; persecutors of
Christians liquefying amid shooting
spires of flames. Then may we ad-
mire the charioteer glowing all over
in his car of torture, and watch the
wrestlers struggling, not in the gym
nasium, but with flames. What pra-
tor or consul can purchase you by his
munificence a game of triumph like
this !’ :

Tertullian wrote in the second Chris-
tian century, but his triumphant con-
templation of hell as a place of torture
and punishment for the enemies of
God and his people might be paral-
leled, if not in the letter, in the spirit,
in much later times. There is no
dogma more firmly held by orthodox
Christians than that of eternal punish-
ment for the wicked after death ; to
give it-up they believe would be to
give up all the moral strength of Chris-
tianity.

It was only natural that men, savage
and ignorant,in whom fear and awe of
the resistless, relentlessforcesof nature
from which they continually and help-
lessly suffered, were the strongest feel-
ings excited during their miserable and
precarious lives, should personify these
dreaded and destructive forces, or the
unknown powers that guided them, as
cruel, ferocious and malignant tyrants.
It was also natural that the minds of
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the early Christians, rendered dark
and morbid by the persecutions they
endured, should be filled with images
of pain and horror—with phantoms
of evil spirits, Satan and all his legions,
haunting their footsteps and hesetting
them with terrors and temptations;
with visions of a hell of everlasting
torture in which all their wicked tyr-
ants and persecutors should suffer pun-
ishment hereafter for the cruelties and
crimes which seem to meet with no
retribution on earth. Just as the suf-
ferings endured by the Scottish Cov-
enanters in later days, and the gloomy
lives they led, hiding awmong lonely
glens and in mountain caves, ¢ with
darkness and with dangers compassed
round,’ helped to give their demoniac
theology a vivid prominence in their
distorted imaginations, and made its
darkest legends the solemn realities of
their lives.

How all these horrible conceptions
and beliefs, born of weakness, fear and
the ignorant imaginations of unin-
formed and undeveloped humanity,
operated in the government of the
world, the records of history have
told. To these conceptions we owe
the long and frightful list of ecclesi-
astical persecutions, massacres, and
martyrdoms ; to them we are indebted
for the permitted tyrannies and cruel-
ties of kings and lawgivers, and all
who are dressed in a little brief au-
thority, and armed with the terrors
of the dungeon, the rack, the lash, the
gibbet, all those countless instruments
of penal torture which for ages have
made the whole creation resound with
weeping and wailing and woe. All
these dark inventions of cruelty were
employed in the service of God, and
under the sanction of his supposed
laws ; and every atrocity to which fear
and revenge could prompt, committed
in the injured names of justice and
piety. Once—and not so very long ago
—fear was the only governing agent
recognised ; fear of hell was to make
people religious ; fear of the lash and
the gibbet to make them honest. The

6
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strong tyranny of the spiritual power
on one hand, and of the temporal

on the other, held men’s souls and "
bodies in stringent thraldom. In the

hymns written by the saintly Dr.

Watts for little children, hell and the

devil are at least a8 prominent as God
and heaven. Iagine the probable
effect on infant minds of such food as
the following verse contains : —

¢ There is & dreadful hell,
Of everlasting pains,
‘Where sinnners must with devils dwoll
In darkness, fire, and chains.’

No wonder the sweet buds of pity and
mercy found it bard to bloom when
such poison was made ‘stuff o’ the
conscience.,” For men to show mercy
to their erring fellow-creatures was to
be on the side of Satan; to punish
their sins with inexorable severity was
to be on the side of God. The cruel-
ties of the English penal code a gener-
ation or two ago seem hardly credible
now ;—though frightful survivals in
strange places still crop up now and
then. Jails, which were horrible mock-
eries of the fabled pandemonium, were
perpetually filled to overflowing, and
numbers died there from bad air, bad
food, filthy surroundings, and the ter-
rible jail fever. Death was inflicted
for the most trivial offences ; a young
woman was hanged for stealing a piece
of calico, and two boys for cutting
sticks in a gentleman’s plantation.
Wretched criminals were executed in
batches of ten, twenty, or more, and
many unfortunate ones suffered for
breaking laws which have since been
repealed and condemned by more en-
lightened opinion as grossly unjust
and tyrannical. To these ‘atrocities,’
as they may justly be termed, must be
added the savage use of the lash in
the army and navy, the cruel treat-
ment of the insane, and the brutal dis-
cipline thought necessary for children.
The height to which this brutality was
carried in schools would scarcely be
credited if some of the finer spirits of
the world had not uttered their pro-
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test against it.* In families, too,
¢ the pernicious and damnable theory
of the rod,’ as the world philosopher
called it, was strictly enforced. The
maxim of ¢spare the rod and spoil the
child’ was devoutly believed and con-
scientiously acted up to. Christ’s ten-
der and beautiful saying about little
children, ¢ of such are the kingdom of
heaven,” was wholly ignored, and the
inborn corruption of human nature
was supposed to require constant phy-
sical correction from the earliest in-
‘fancy.

But from time to time loving and
large-hearted souls caught glimpses of
the divine truth that kindness, mercy,
and love are stronger powers than
anger, punishment, and hate. Even

|
|

THE CRIMINAL OF CREATION.

taught the world the lesson of pardon-
ing love in the Prodigal Son ; he pro-
mised the thief on the cross that he
should that day be with him in Para-
dise. Yet during all the years that
have gone by since Christ’s words were
spoken, among all who have received
them as the voice of God, how few
have given them practical application ?

Undoubtedly, of late years, there
has been much softening of those
dreadful doctrines of eternal retribu-
tion and punishment to which Chris-
tians have so tenaciously clung as the
most important and essential part of
God’s testament to men. Many now
profess to interpret the worm that

. dieth not and the fire that never shall

the fiery Elijah saw a gleam of this '
truth when he found that the Lord he

:sought was not in the earthquake, not
in the whirlwind, but in the still small
voice. Buddha taught such boundless
charity to all living creatures that his
disciples embodied it in the myth that
he fed with his own flesh and blood a
tigress too weak from want of food to
suckle her young. " And what was the
teaching of the Master whom all Chris-
tendom professes to obey. ¢ Love your

be quenched as only signifying the
everlasting shame and anguish when
their eyes are opened to the hopeless
state of moral degradation to which
their sins have brought them. Others
again cautiously express a hope that
there will be a limit to their punish-
ment,

A little while ago Dr. Maclagan,
Bishop of Lichfield, in his charge to the
clergy, told them that the Greek word

. translated ‘eternal or everlasting’ in

enemies, bless them that curse you,do

good to them that hate you, that you

ful and the evil, and maketh his sun

reference to the penalties of a future
life did not literally mean endless but

1 very long, and he advised them not to
may be the children of your Fatherin
Heaven who is kind to the unthank. -

to rise on the evil as well as the good,

and sends rain upon the just and the
unjust.” And Christ’s practice corres-
ponds with his teaching. Pure as
his life was, he shrank not austerely
from sinners; he condemned not the

woman taken in adultery ; he accepted :

the penitence of the Magdalen ; he

* Erasmus, Montaigne, Cowper, Shelley,
Charles Lamb. Dr. Brock, of Bloomsbury
Chapel, London, whose life has lately been
published, says of a school to which he was
sent when very youny. ‘If I made a mistake
in my lessons, there was no mercy. Some-
times it was *‘strip, sir, that you may be
birched ;” at other times there was a fierce
seizure of both my ears, or a savage grip at
my throat, with violent dragging up and down
¢he room.’

dwell too prowminently on the darker
teaching of Scripture on this subject.
And many parallels to Pope’s soft
Dean who ‘never mentioned hell to
ears polite’ may now be found. And
just as these doctrines of a barbarous
age have been softened and modified,
so have the laws and habits of public
and social life grown milder and less
tyrannical.  Happier circumstances
and surroundings have developed the
gentler and more sympathetic quali-
ties of human nature, and as know-
ledge and enlightenment have in-

. creased and spread, truer and juster

views of man’s duty towards his fel-
low-man have begun to prevail.

But much improvement is still
needed, and a firmer grasp and more
practical use of the great central truth
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that love is the fulfilling of the law ; |

the seed and fructifier of all growth and
goodness onearth. There are yet many
people who will tell you that there is
something higher, nobler, more god-
like in the stern, rigorous, inexorable
vindictivenessof Dante’s teaching than
tn the loving, sympathetic spirit of
Shakspere which pardoned all things,
-even the baseness of Oliver, hypocrisy
of Angelo, and consigned no one to
perdition, but gave to all scope for
repentance. These people believe in
the efficacy of the lash as a means of
discipline for soldiers and education
for street arabs. For—

¢ Custom maketh blind and obdurate
The loftiest hearts—,’

blind to the truth that punishment,
which acts only on the low and selfish
instincts of human nature, which en-
vages where it fails to subdue, and
where it does subdue degrades, is not
-only impotent as a reforming agent,
but invariably more or less injurious
in its effects.

It used to be considered the religi-
-ous duty of every mother to correct
the faults of her little children by
whipping them with a rod, or slapping
them with her hand, till their tender
flesh smarted and tingled with pain,
and their little hearts were still more
cruelly wounded. This brutal and
barbarous practice, which, in days to
come, will surely be looked upon as a
remnant of savage customs, of which
even the dawn of civilization might
well be ashamed, is still defended by
many pious parents, in much the same
‘superstitious spirit as that which taught
the worshippers of Moloch to pass their
children through the fire. There can
be litile doubt that the natures of
«<hildren subjected to this shameful
violation of their finer feelings, and the
irritation of all the lower emotions,
must often be irretrievably injured.
See how the child of a year old, when
slapped by its mother, will try to slap
her in return, and if prevented from
<doing so, will slap its doli, or anything

else it can get hold of. And as it gets
older, and continues to receive such
corrections, watch how it will try to
inflict similar punishments on its play-
mates, on the cat, the dog, on its toys,
whenever it is vexed with them, or
chooses to call them naughty ; thereby
learning to exercise feelings of anger,
revenge, and cruelty, which all the
lessons and precepts of future years can
never wholly eradicate. In the higher
and more refined classes, this brutal
method of treating children is now al-
most, if not wholly, unknown, but
among the ignorant and uncultivated
masses it is still the rule. Instances of
the privilege of the rod being cruelly
used by brutal parents frequently ap-
pear in the newspapers, and sometimes,
with a strange perversity, those whose
special duty it i8 to protect the helpless
victims take the part of the tyrantand
oppressor instead. Not long ago, a
case was reported in an English paper,
where the presiding magistrate refused
to punish a brutal father, who had
beaten his child, eighteen months old,
with a stick, leaving its poor little
head and cheek all bruised and swol-
len. It was a father’s right and duty
to correct his child, the magistrate said,
and he could not hegin too early. No
doubt, the magistrate acknowledged,
the man had struck too hard, but this
was done unintentionally, and so the
case was dismissed.

It seems to the present writer that
the weight of all the other sins which
help to make the burden and pain of
the world so heavy, would be light in
the balance if weighed against the

| sins that are committed aguinst help-

iess little children. And owing to the
still too-prevalent belief that constant
correction, chastisement, and the use
of the rod, are good for the young, the
cruelties they often undergo from sav-

; ‘age parents, or the heartless tyrants

_of some charity school or orphan asy-

lum, if they do not injure life or limbs,
seldom meet with the odium and re-
probation they merit. Wife-beating
is no longer allowed ; when will child
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beating—a far more brutal and bar-
barous crime—be made an offence
against law, as it is against human
nature? The proper method of train-
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ing and educating children will never
be widely extended till its substitute,
the rod, is absolutely banished by law,
and by public opinion.

EDUCATION AND NATIONAL SENTIMENT.

BY K. BEYMOUR MACLEAN, KINGSTON.

O a thoughtful observer, the latter
- half of the decade just com-
pleted has witnessed a degree of pro-
gress in regard to subjects of general
discussion and enquiry which is both
encouraging and noteworthy. Look-
ing back over the pages of our maga-
zine literature, and through the col-
umns of those journals which contain
the speeches and the written thought
most significant of the times we live
in, one is forcibly struck with the large
and important character of the themes
therein treated, as compared with those
which served the purpose of literary
recreation to writers and readers of ten
years ago.

In these days, the affairs of nations
—the comparison of differing forms of
government—the settlement of the
question of the future of Canada, and
kindred subjects are those which oc-
cupy the thoughts and speech, not only
of the man of leisure, the statesman,
or the writer on current events, but
of the masses. Many, and some ap-
parently opposite, causes have doubt-
less contributed to this result. A
young and vigorous country—peopled
with a hardy and robust yeomanry,
which has wrested with its own strong
right arm a noble inheritance of smil-
ing fields and gracious plenty from the

rude elemental forces of nature—just
awakened to the grand possibilities
which lie before it,and feeling a health-
ful and abounding life in every limb—
is not likely to take hold of great na-
tional questions with a feeble or un-
certain grasp.

To the fathers of our commonwealth,
in whose memories the ¢ old land’ still
dwells, surrounded by all the fond and
sacred associations which belong to
home, it is not wonderful that the name
of Briton should hold the highest
place, and the fur-off island beyond the
seas which gave them birth, should be
regarded as the rightful olject of the
most loyal and reverential affection.
But with the fact revealed by the cen-
sus of 1870, that more than eighty per
cent. of our population are now Cana-
dian by birth, identified, in all senses
of the terin, with the soil and prosper-
ity of the country, it is surely time to
look for the beginning of a national
sentiment, in which Canada shall hold
the first and highest place, and for a
people who are, before everything else,
Canadians.

It is, perhaps, repeating a univer-
sally acknowledged truism to say that,
next to religion, towhich it has seemed
in every age to bear a very close rela-
tion, there is no sentiment so exalted
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as that of a pure and lofty patriotism.
And it is also true that in every manly
and generous nature it seems to have
a native lodgment, like a divine in-
stinct, lying dormant and unsuspected
until called forth by some great na-
tional peril or emergency, and then,
who has not felt the eiectric fire thril-
ling through hisown veins, and filling
his wholebeing with a high enthusiasm,
in which to die for the rights or the
liberties of his country would not
seem too great an act of self-devotion !

In a country whose population is so
largely made up, as ours is, by the in-
flux of yearly immigration from all the
countries of the Old World, the strong-
est necessity exists for some potent
influence which shall unite this vast
mass of differing, and often conflicting,
social and civil forces, and render
them coherent and orderly elements of
the body politic. That there can be
no stronger assimilating power than
that of a universal and controlling na-
tional sentiment is strikingly seen in
the example of the neighbouring Re-
public. For, notwithstanding the ex-
tremelatitude of the electivefranchise,
and the absence of many of those limi-
tations which in other countries are
considered necesgary safeguards against
popular risings and outbreaks, added
to an immigration amounting each
year to hundreds of thousands, com-
prising some of the most ignorant and
stolid, as well as the most dangerous
and inflammable materials known to
European society, the Republic has
thus far not simply governed and con-
trolled this portion of her population,
but, by a wonderfully rapid process of
transformation and absorption, has
harmonized and rendered homogeneous
the crude mass, and strengthened her-
self by its incorporation into the body
of the commonwealth. The ignorant
and brutalized have been aroused to
some sense of manhood and responsi-
bility, where each is made to feel him-
self a citizen, and the revolutionary
fanatic, and the social terrorist, find
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themselves disarmed and weaponless,
where there are no starving lower or-
ders rendered desperate by want.

There are few observers of American
institutions from abroad who have
failed to remark as the one thing about
them most striking and phenomenal,
this everywhere present and even of-
fensively obtrusive national feeling.
He who looks deeper than the surface
will discover that this is the element,
the irresistible force of which has, with
such incredible rapidity, built up and
peopled the coutinent, and converted
what was but two centuries ago a mere
band of religious reformers, flying from
persecution, into a strong and pros-
perous and law-abiding nation.

There are those who assert that this
sentiment can only exist among a peo-
ple who have conquered forthemselves,
amid the horrors of revolutionary war-
fare, the rights belonging to freedom
and independence. But let it first be

i seen that there is no easier and more

peaceful alternative. We, who live
under a free and enlightened govern-
ment, with no civil, religious, or so-
cial wrongs to redress, will be apt to
conclude that there may be too high a
price for even this inestimable pos-
session.  Is it true that patriotism is
a plant which will flourish only on the
soil of battle-grounds, whose root must:
be nourished by the blood and tears
of the brave, and whose fair white
flower unfolds only in the lurid air
of cannon smoke, fanned by the
breath of dying herces? Or is its
source, in the emotional and spiritual
part of man’s nature, less open to the
influences which are at once the deve-
loping and training agencies in the
education of the other moral facul-
ties ? These are questions to which,
thus far, neither theoretical nor prac-
tical solutions have been given us.

-But whatever answer may be returned

to the former, it is surely time that

" the latter question, in some experi-

mental form, were engaging the atten-
tion of those who to-day are shaping
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the intellects and training the morals
of the Canadian statesmen and citizens
of the future.

While far from presuming to criti-
cise the choice of Educational Text

Books in use in our Public and High

Schools, the writer has often noticed
with surprise the fact that, multiplied
and varied as they are, they one and
all contain next to nothing which is
calculated to impress the youthful
learner with a sense of the importance
of his own country, to awaken in his
breast emotions of affection and pride
in his native land, or of veneration for
the memory of those brave men who,
in the face of difficulties and dangers
almost unparalleled, opened to Europe
the ice-bound gates of this Western
New World. We look in vain in the
pages of Canadian School Histories
for stirring passages which fire the
imagination with the living speech
and actions of our great forefathers,
and fix in the memory the record of
events which shaped out for us the
course of Empire. And yet the his-
tory of the discovery and early settle-
ment of the two Canadas is full of dra-
matic adventure, of incidents of per-
sonal courage and daring, contempt of
danger, and fortitude under hardship
and suffering, along with such gallant
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ders of our country and thus to
defraud posterity of a patrimony so
precious.

But it is not to history and biogra-
phy alone that we are to look for ex-
amples and incitements to patriotic
feeling. Why should not our National
School Readers, whose very words
will remain imprinted indelibly zpon
the memories of our children long
after they have ceased to be the taught
and have themselves become the teach-
ers and the actors, why should not
these pages be made the vehicle-—in-
stead of such stray scraps of science
and of a literature less pure and per-
fect than these—of exalted and noble
sentiments, of the most eloquent ut-
terances of the prophets of freedom,
the orators and the poets of all lands;
the Burkes, the Sheridans, the Patrick
Henrys, the Pitts, the Shakespeares
and Miltons, whose immortal words
have invested Liberty, and Right, and
Love of Country with a beauty sur-
passing all other? And may we not

- add to these great names those of our

achievements by ‘flood and field’ as

may well mantle the cheek of youth

such heroes among his ancestors,and to
claim for his own the fair land which
they have transmitted to him at such
a cost. The silent witnesses of their
indomitable spirit, their iron resclu-
tion, and the hardibhood which refused

own Cartier and Lafontaine, of Wil-
liam Lyon Mackenzie and Thomas
D' Arcy McGee, of Bobert Baldwin and
George Brown, of Edward Blake and
Sir John Macdonald, each of whom
has lent some lustre of eloquence to
our age and country, and by so much

" made the world the richer.
with the flush of honest pride to count -

to recognise either calamity or defeat, -

are all about us to-day. But year by
year we bekold them receding before
the ever-encroaching ploughshare of
civilization farther and farther into

the yet unexplored wilderness, and the '

vague legends of a generation passing ; ceive the possibility of any great social

away. Let us not be compelled to
in- ¢
Jjustice of having failed to preserve . a dangerous symptom for any man to
the sacred memories of the great foun-

reproach ourselves with the

It has been said by a thoughtful
writer in the CaNapiaN MoxTHLY,

~ whose wotds command the respect in-

spired Ly sincere conviction, that en-
thusiasm is dying out in our times,
and that the manifestation of ardour
in the pursuit of merely moral or hu-
manitarian reforms, is accounted as
little better than mental weakness or
fanaticism. In short—* to be willing
to spend and be spent in a cause, apart
from all hope of personal gain, is folly
only worthy of a Nihilist. To con-

changes, such as might perhaps strike
at the roots of crime and poverty, is

show. Men have ceased to believe in
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the possibility of great reforms ; their

whole interest in public affairs is con-

fined to the pitch and toss of political

parties ; and as to the parties no one
expects anything from them but gigan-
tic efforts to keep oflice or to seize it.’

But what great things were ever yet
accomplished either by nations or in-
dividuals without enthusiasm, and
without much abnegation of private
and personal interests?
well despair of the social and moral

We might

progress of the race, did not an occa- .

sional bright example of the sweet

humanities yet moving at the heart of |

things remind us that, on the whole,

the world does move forward and not
backward, and that we have not yet -

left the age of heroism behind us.
It was but yesterday in a Cana-
dian city which is gravely debating

the offer of its freedom to the cham- |

pion oarsman, that three brave men

were found to. risk a frightful death

amid flames and

blinding smoke

to save the lives of helpless women -

and babes ; and on our stormy Atlan-

into the sea to free a shipwrecked ves-
sel from the cruel rocks and froze to
death in the effort to save his comrades
from a similar fate ; and yet another
gallant seaman, in one of the late

ed the life-boat and rescued the crew
of a water-logged and sinking vesss] at
the imminent deadly peril of the res-
cuers. What heart did not stand still
ag it followed on the dangerous path
that staunch boat’s crew to and from
the doomed ship, or failed to echo the
ringing cheer which hailed at last the
accomplishment of their brave task !
But the mass of heroic deeds goes un-
recorded. If we could lift tke veil
from private life we should find, even
in the homes of the poorest, examples
of a self devotion which could only be

thusiasm, none the less real because I
. of the State be maintained, without

wearing the simple name of duty.
A former Canadian teacher, now
regident in California, writes of the
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Annual Teachers’ Institute he lately
attended : —¢ The end and aim of the
schools of the United States seems a
little new to me ; putting first what
has been but slightly touched upon, or
left out of our curriculum altogether :
here the great aim is to make intelli-
gent citizens ; and each teacher seems
to feel himself directly responsible to
the Republic for the fulfilment of this
duty.’

Perhaps this part of education may
there be disproportionately insisted
on, but it is surely consonant with
reason and sound sense that they, who
in a few years will have in their hands
and upon their shoulders the affairs
and responsibilities of citizenship,
should be trained to an intelligent per-
ception of what those responsibilities
imply.

The prejudices which arise in early
life through ignorance, or the false
and distorting mediums through which
information is sought to be conveyed,
are the most difficult to be overcome

. —nay, the most impossible ; and their
tic coast, an obscure seaman plunged

narrowing influence remains to be a
trammel and a hindrance to the growth
of large and liberal views, or of any
moral progress, except that inert and
unwilling advance which moves per-

. force with the age of which it is a
dreadful tempests in mid-ocean, mann- '

part.

That much more of the blind ran-
courof partizan warfare arisesfromthis
cause than from any inherent differ-
ences of right or wrong, politic or im-
politic, in the quesiions over which
political parties are divided, is indis-
putable, Nor can the question fail to
arise in the mind of any serious looker-.
on at the spectacle of these wordy
tournaments — these faction fights
which seem to swallow up the best
energies of the nation-—cannot some
worthier object be found for the com-

' bination of these unquestionably great
inspired by a high though silent en- |

powers, and cannot important meas-
ures be carried, and the government

the demoralization of the individual ¢
Primarily requisite to the solution of
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these and like questions, it would seem
that our countrymen need to recognise
and to prize their relation to the
country as Canadians; and that to
this first national sentiment all party
interests should be subordinate. That
the foundation for this unifying and
patriotic feeling must be laid, before
the strong prejudices of active partizan-
ship and of compromising self-identi-
fications have yet been allowed to en-
tangle the judginent, seems equally
evident. Unquestionably, the change
to be wrought must begin in the
school and in the home, in the nur-
sery, and at the mother’s knee. And
it is surely a not unworthy ambition
for woman, both as mother and as
teacher, that she should see in the

widening sphere of her intelligence,
and the broader scope thus given to
her highest powers, her purest sym-
pathies —a work fitted to employ them
all, in the training, mainly left in her
hands, of the young citizens of the
Dominion.

¢ There is a land, of every land the pride,
Beloved by heaven o'er all the world beside ;
Where brighter suns dispense serener light,
And milder moons emparadise the night ;
A land of beauty, virtue, valour, truth,
Time-tutored age, and love-exalted youth.

¢ Where shall that land, that spot of earth
be found ?

Art thou a man ?—a patriot ?-~look around ;

Oh, thou shalt find, howe’er thy footstepa

roam,
That land thy country, and that spot thy
home.’

THE WEARY WATCHER.

THE sun has set all golden and red,
The lights now twinkle at sea,

The tide comes in with a stealthy tread,
Yet I am waiting for thee.

Though I've waited many a year,
Yet at sunset for thee I look,

I think of the day you left the pier,
As [ stand in my lonely nook.

Ye little waves that lap at my feet,
Oh ! where did you play round his head,
Ye little stones, oh ! where did you meet,
To make him a sailor’s bed ?

How can you dash up on the shore?
Why are you so glad, bright wave 1

While I stand gazing for evermore,
Out over my_lover’s grave.

I J.MAC
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BY R. W. BOODLE, B, A.,, MONTREAL.

* Gather up the fragments that remain,’

THE popularity of Mr. Mallock’s
book must have been a disap-
pointmeut to the critics. In the original
course of publication in the monthlies,
as well as in its later form as a volume,
‘Is Life Worth Living ’ bas been fair
game for critics of every shade of opi-
nion. - But, as in the similar case of
Buckle’s History of Civilization, the
verdict of professed critics has been re-
versed by the general appreciation of
the public. In the present paper I pro-
pose to say something about the writer
himself and his literary antecedents,
as well as about his universally read
book—specially with a view to the
lessons the work designs to teach.
The University of Oxford has al-
ways taken a leading part in the
moral changes that have passed over
the English race. 'Whether before, or
as often behind, the times, this institu-
tion has never failed to count as an
important element in the movements
that have convulsed the great land in
whose centre it stands. Wicklif and
Wesley were its alumni, and only in
less honour than these must be held
the names of Colet, Tilby, Grocyn and
Linacre—the Oxford Reformers of the
sixteenth century—of Newman, Keble
and Pusey, who guided the beginning
of the Oxford movement of the pre-
sent century. It is with peculiar fitness
that the Martyrs’ Memorial stands in
her streets. A true estimate of her

importance is conveyed by some old |

verses, that have been preserved by
tradition—

Chronijca si penses, quum pugna per Oxoni-
enses,

Post paucos menses volat ira per Angligen-
8es.

The sense of which is well enough given
in the couplet quoted by Green—

‘When Oxford draws the knife,
England’s soon at strife.

Such is in truth the position of the
University of Oxford in the page of
English Hlstory It is this rather than
scholarly attainments, strictly speak-
ing, this sensitiveness to public move-
ments, that marks the Dark Blue as
distinct from her Light Blue sister. In
recognition of this fact, it was custo-
mary with poets to call Cambridge
Thebes and Oxford Athens. To quote
the words of Dryden, himself a Cam-
bridge man—

Oxford to him a dearer name shall be,

Than his own mother-university.
Thebes dxd his green, unknowing youth en-.

He chooses Athens in his riper age.

Nothing can really be more mislead-
ing than the distinction that is usually
drawn between the sisters. Cambridge,
it is true, has always excelled in those
branches of study called Mathematics;
but it is no less true that she bears the
palm now as ever in classics also. On
the other hand, to Oxford belongs the
acknowledged superiority in Philoso-

. phy, History and Theology—studies

which have fitted her sons to become
the great statesmen, practical thinkers,
and preachers of England.

Now, Mr. Mallock is an Oxford man,
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and his writings show him to have been

late potent there. Prominent among
these is the original and vigorous per-
sonality of Ruskin, who was elected
Slade Professor of Fine Art in 1879,

4 RETROSPECT.

. ley, Master of University College, and
very susceptible to the influences of :

and who has since then been conscienti- '

ously lecturing upon Religion, Political
Economy, and the numerous subjects
which he considers to fall within his
legitimate domain. Now Mr. Ruskin
is a determined foe of what many peo-
ple believe to be the corollaries of the
Gospel of Evolution, and to him Mr.
Mallock very properly dedicated his
volume, since it is but the logical

- And all the rest . .

worthy predecessor of Dr. Farrar as
head-master of Marlborough College,
and he was addressing the University
from the pulpit of St. Mary’s Church.
A short extract will sutfice :

‘The one enduring and eternal fac-
tor in the universe, we are told, is that
material portion of it with which our
senses, aided or unaided, can deal. . ..
. are but as the

. passing effervescence thrown up by the
. shifting combinations of molecules of

statement of his prophet-like utter-

ances. Mr. Mallock was one of the
many disciples of this good man, and
might doubtless eight years ago have
been observed wending his way past
the Hincksey ferry—carrying spade,
pick-axe and shovel, with the inten-
tion of re-making a road, the badness
of which had attracted the notice of
the Professor on his rambles. Such
was one of the schemes projected by
Mr. Ruskin for delivering the under-
graduates from their ruling passions of
boating and cricket. He succeeded
not only in making the fortunes of a
neighbouring public-house, but in
drawing after him a devoted band of
about forty fellowers, who were nei-
ther good oars nor good bats, and who
were calculated to make worse la-
bourers. So that, when the writer
bade adieu to Oxford, the rough old
road at Hincksey had become a quag-
mire.

But though Mr. Ruskin’s definite
schemes of reform have not proved
successful, the tone of thought with
which he is, to some extent identified,
and which his follower has represent-
ed in the person of Herbert in the
‘New Republic,” had years ago be-
come common in the microcosm of
the Oxford University. An instance
of this occurs in a sermon to which
the writer remembers listening as far
back as November, 1874. The preacher
was & Broad Churchman, Dr. Brad-

matter that are in themselves eternal
and indestructible. And our noisy
or our quiet lives, and all the past and
all the future anguish, and joy, and
desires, and aims of the whole human
race, that is, and that has been, and

t that shall be, are in a sadder sense

than the poet meant but ‘‘ moments.
in the being of the eternal silence.’”
And in proportion as these aims and
these desires rise above the lowest life,
if rising it can be fairly called, turn
that is to objects other than things
which we can see, and touch, and
taste, and handle, they become in
that very proportion more unmeaning,
more delusive and deluded, move
surely doomed to bafflement and
mockery. And as they wander out
towards the region in which faith
moves, and strive to fasten on those
unseen things or persons, which seem
sometimes to draw them with an ab-
sorbing force, they require tobe scourg-
ed back from that unknown to this
known, from disease to health,’ and so
on. The tone of this sermon, which
was considered striking at the time,
as well as somewbat reactionary, is

' very much the same as that of the

| earlier chapters of ¢Is Life Worth

Living,’ though the preacher, a man of
masculine common sense, did not, it
need hardly be said, propose to take
his hearers back to Rome, as a means
of escaping the difficulties besetting
Lambeth and Westminster.

Thus, in writing as he did, Mr.
Mallock was simply giving expression
to a tone of thought of late years very



MR, MALLOCK :

prevalent in the University ; while the
success of the book, and the notice it
attracted in England and elsewhere,

are conclusive as to the fact that, now .

as heretofore, Oxford has proved her-
self no mean criterion of the state of
feelingamong English-speaking people.
A few words as to the antecedents of
the author will be interesting.

The world first heard of William
Hurrell Mallock, Commoner of Balliol
College, Oxford, as author of the
Newdigate Prize Poem for 1871, As
a rule, these poems are more dis-
tinguished for sound than sense, for
rhetorical platitude than for original-
ity, and the subject for this year's
poem, ‘The Isthmus of Suez,’ would
seem to be no very promising subject
for the young poet. Nor is it main-
tained that our author’s poem was an
exception to the ordinary rule, though
in concluding he strikes the note
that was destined to bring his name be-
fore the general public. Looking at the
several waters of the Mediterranean
and the Red Seas, he writes :—-

The sundered twain have met and mixed

again ;

Yea, they have kissed and met. But when
will ye,

Ye warring spirits of the bond and free?

‘What power or knowledge is there, to unite

The never-mingled seas of faith and right ?

When rhall such come ? Or must we ever
more,

Standing midway, on either desolate shore,

Hear the deploring waters of each flood

Mourn to themselves in alien neighbourhood,

Nor ever mingle in silence till the day

When all faiths fail, and knowledge fades
away ?

After this success he undertook to
produce a wade mecum for would-be
poets—a little satirical work entitled
* Every Man His Own Poet : or, The
Inspired Singer’s Recipe Book.” The
introduction indicates that his mind
was still running in the same train
of thought, viz., theology and its
difficulties, for he takes occasion to
write—¢ We live in times of progress.
The mystery of yesterday is the com-
mon-place of to-day ; the Bible, which
was Newton’s oracle, is Professor
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| Huxley's jest-book ; and students at

{ the University now lose a class for not
being familar with opinions which but
twenty years ago they would have
been expelled for dreaming of.’

The recipes are amusing, and as the
reader may not have been fortunate
enough to meet with the pamphlet, he
will be interested in hearing—

‘How to write a Datriotic Poem
like Mr. Swinburne. Take one blas-
pheming patriot, who has been hung
or buried for some time, together with
the oppressed country belonging to
him. Soak these in a quantity of rot-
ten sentiment, till they are completely
sodden ; and in the meanwhile get
ready an indefinite number of Chris-
tian kings and priests. Kick these
till they are nearly dead ; add copious-
ly broken fragments of the Catholic
Church,and mix all together thorough-
ly. Place them in a heap upon the
oppressed country ; season plentifully
with very coarse expressions ; and on
the top carefully arrange your patriot,
garnished with laurel or with parsley :
surround with artificial hopes for the
future, which are never meant to be
tasted. This kind of poem is cooked
in verbiage, flavoured with Liberty,
the taste of which is much heightened
by the introduction of a few high gods,
and the game of Fortune. The amount
of verbiage which Liberty is capable
of flavouring is practically infinite.’

In the work of the schools, Mr.
Mallock obtained small success, fail-
ing to take higher honours than Third-
class in Classical Moderations and Se-
cond-class in the final Classical and
Philosophical School ; but we may
charitably suppose that his time was
taken up by the outside studies of
which the world has been favoured
from time to time with the results.
First came ¢ The New Republic,” which
attracted such general attention at the

“time of its appearance that it will be
. unnecessary to say more than that
therein the conflicting views of Mat-
thew Arnold, Ruskin, Jowett, Pater,
Leslie Stephen, Huxley and Tyndall
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are set off against one another—the
author apparently himself inclining to
the melancholy despair of Herbert
(Ruskin). Next came the book en-
titled ¢ The New Paul and Virginia,

: A RETROSPECT.

or (naming the definite system of
which it is an attempted Reductio ad

Absurdum) Positivism on an Island.’
1t is enough to say of this work that
it did no more for Positivism than
could be done for Christianity or any
other system taken at its inception ;
that it was rather a vulgar perform-
ance, not very original or very witty.
The exact style of the fun had been
anticipated before, as for instance, Dr.
Johnson, in the eighteenth chapter of
¢ Rasselas '—devoted to the ridicule of
tho ¢ wise and happy man.” This work
wasfirst published in the Contemporary
Revtew and was followed here and else-
where by the different articles which
subsequently appeared under the title
of ¢Is Life Worth Living1’

Such were the steps by which Mr.
Mallock was led to question so em-
phatically the value of life. He began
by recognising the difficulties that be-
set the reconciliation of Religion and
Science, or Faith and Sight ; then the
different theories of the day were set
a tilt at one another ; next Positivism
was singled out as his ¢pecial foe, and
attacked with the light weapons of
Ridicule. In his latest work ridicule
and argument are combined to prove
the system absurd, impossible of real-
ization, and, even if realized, a system
under which virtue would be virtue
no longer, while life would be robbed
of its happiness. Virtue would exist
no longer, and vice cease to be a plea-
sure, because it would lose the savour
of forbidden fruit. Such, in short, is
the purport of the volume and the
writer’s aim—therefore let us all turn
Catholics as a means of preserving
those theological sanctions which
make virtue to be virtue, and vice to
be & pleasure.

Stated thus shortly but correctly,
the whole thing looks too absurd to
claim a moment’s thought. It is only

when we take it in detail, when the
feelings and state of mind that in-
spired it are tuken into consideration,
and when we remember that such feel-
ings are merely typical of those of
many others who have not spoken,
that the work becomes worthy of at-
tention.

As it is not the purpose of the
present paper to enter the lists of
Dialectics against Mr. Mallock by an
answer in detail to his long indiet-
ment against Positivism and the Posi-
tive mode of thought, it will be unne-
cessary to spend time in an elaborate
outline of his argument. It may be
supposed that most readers are suffi-
ciently familiar with the thoughts of
a work confessedly so pertinent to
our present needs and questionings.
Such will gladly spare the details of
the contention (reminding old Oxford
men of associations connected with the
Schools and Logic Lane)in the course
of which, after showing that Positiv-
ism must postulate some definite end
as the prize of life, and scouting the
notion of its being contained in Soci-
ology or the good of the many, the
writer concludes by finding it in Good-
ness as its own reward. This highest
good is a purely subjective state of
heart and a moral end, the main char-
acteristics of which are, that its essence
is inward ; that its value is incalcul-
able, and its attainment the only true
happiness for us; that its standard is
something absolute. Nor will it be
necessary to enumerate the arguments
by which he seeks to show that these
characteristics are explained by Super-
natural Religion, by this alone ; and
how, as a consequence, the Positivists
who hope to attain all this by their
Positivism are more superstitious and
visionary than their rivals the Ortho-
dox believers.

The picture presented to Mr. Mal-
lock’s mind of the future of the Posi-
tivists will be best gathered from an
amusing passage’in ridicule of their
Utopia. ¢ Every one would be waiting
at the door, and saying to every one
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else, “ After you.” But all these prac-
tical considerations are entirely for-
gotten by the Positivists. They live in
a world of their own imagining, in
which all the rules of this world are
turned upside down. There, the de-
feated candidate in an election would
be radiant at his rival’s victory. When
a will was read, the anxiety of each
relative would be that he or she should
be excluded in favour of others; or
more probably still, that they should
be all excluded in favour of a hospital.
Two rivals, in love with the same
woman, would be each anxious that
his own suit might be thwarted. And
a man would gladly involve himself in
any ludicrous misfortune, because he
knew that the sight of his catastrophe
would rejoice his wholecircleof friends.
The course of human progress, in fact,
would be one gigantic donkey-race, in
which those were the winners who
were furthest off from the prize.’* As
the object of the present paper is not
so much to criticise Mr. Mallock, as to
endeavour to learn what we can from
his book, and to ascertain its bearing
with regard to ourselves, his arguments
have been omitted. Nothing would
be easier than to show his inconsis-
tencies, his shortcomings and unfair-
ness to Positivists. He is apparently
blind to the fact that the concessions
demanded in favour of Revelation
through the Church, serve equaily to
rehabilitate the Revelationsof the New
Faith. Indeed, upon this point, Mr.
Mallock gave us what appear to be se-
cond thoughts, in a Dialogue upon
Huppiness, that appeared sometime
ago in the Nineteenth Century. And
to the articles that appeared jn that
magazine, written by a lady, Miss
Bevington, readers should turn if they
want an answer point to point to Mr.
Mallock. As far as mere argument
goes, he found a formidable oppounent ;
but religious belief is not a mere
matter of argument. Resting at all

* Asan answer to this cf. Herbert Spencer’s
¢ Data of Ethics,’ ch. 14, §97.
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times more upon the promptings of the
heart than the conclusions of the intel-
lect, it eludes the grasp of the reason
with a vital inconsistency. °Is Life
Worth Living > may be vulnerable as
a train of reasoming or may not; its
validity on this side at present con-
cerns us very little. But looked at
from another point of view, as a reve-
lation of feeling, it is in the highest
degree valuable. Let as for a moment
consider what this feeling amounts to.

The last quarter of a century, as
J ustin McCarthy very properly pointed
out, has been a period of controversy,
‘ which may be set down as memor-
able in the bistory of the world.” Sci-
entific doctrines and beliefs have nois-
ily made their way from the lecture
room to the pulpit. Views that half
a century ago would have been regard-
ed with suspicion by advanced think-
ers, have forced at least a respectful
recognition from the leaders of relig-
ious thought, It is no wonder that it
should be so, for the conclusions of
modern science come to us based upon
a mass of fact and corroborative evi-

! dence, and what is no small matter,—

and its opponents have been the first
to allow it,—vouched for by men emi-
nently respectable from a social and
thoral point of view. Nor is it possi-
ble for those who recognise facts to
call in question these views and con-
clusions in their broadest aspect. The
theory of Evolution has inevitably
taken the place for us of the theory of
Creation. It was once quite possible
for Robert South to say of modern in~
tellect—¢ All those arts, rarities, and
inventions, which vulgar minds gaze
at, the ingenious pursue, and all ad-
mire, are but the reliques of an intellect
defaced with sin and time. . Cer-
tainly that must needs have been very
glorious, the deeays of which are so
admirable. He that is comely, when
old and decrepit, surely was very
beautiful when he was young. A=

"Aristotle was but the rubbish of an

Adam, and Athens but the rudiments
of Laradise’ Coming from the pulpit
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now, these words would sound un-
meaning and ridiculous, so surely has
the belief in the Survival of the Fit.
test taken the place of the Doctrine of
the Fall

Thus the change in our point of |

view is radical ; and, as was natural,
ed in our moral atmosphere by the
changes in the scientific, while the
weaker brethren, of whose dismay Mr.
Mallock made himself so effectual an

ments. We have an instance in the im- |

perative of consclence, the threatened
catalepsy of which is foreshadowed
with coarse, but rather effective, wit,
by Mr. Mallock.
science resides not in what we hear it
to be, but in what we believe it to be.
A housemaid may be deterred from
going to meet her lover in the garden,
because a howling ghost is believed to
haunt the laurels: but she will go to
him fast enough when she discovers
that the sounds thatalarmed her were
not a soul in torture, but the cat in
love. The case of conscience is exactly
analogous to this.” To those who argue
in this way, it would be useless to
urge the propriety of taking, in an ex-
tended sense, the words of Christ, *if
they hear not Moses and the prophets,
neither would they be persuaded
though one rose from the dead.” To

MALLOCK :
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seem to be going down before it, An-
archy apparently ruling the day. But
¢ the human mind has at no period ac-
cepted a moral chaos.” The Revolu-
tion is summarily hushed up, and old
methods and ways are reverted to.

. But it has done its work, the past can-
great displacements have been effect-

not be restored, and the period of Dor-
mant Anarchy ensues. This continues

- till, by compromise, a Settlement is ef-
' fected, which becomes a basis for a

. new order of things. In the religious
exponent, fear still greater displace. |

and moral revolution which we are at
present considering, we may take the
year 1874, the year of Professor Tyn-
dall's celebrated Belfast address, the

© so-called ¢high water-mark of Mate-

‘ The power of con- |

rialism,’ as the crisis of the Revolution,

" and we are now in the period of Dor-

mant Anarchy, or, to use the expres-

i sion of Mr. Goldwin Smith, in the

such reasoners, conscience is at best a .
product of Natwure, and Nature ‘red

in tooth and claw with ravin,’ a poor
higher testimony of Revelation.

tive upon this point of the imperative
of conscience. Read by the lightof Her-
bert Spencer’s thoughtful preface to
his ¢ Data of Ethics,’ it helps us to ap-
preciate the true nature of the times
we livein. In moral and religious, as
well as in political, Listory, these divi-
sions are clearly marked in all revolu-
tionary periods—Anarchy, Dormant
Anarchy, and Settlement. First comes
the thunder clap when the Revolution
breaks out, and things good and bad

midst of ¢a moral interregnum.
This fact is clearly apprehended by
Herbert Spencer, when he insists upon
the necessity for some regulative
system of morals. ¢ Between the ex-
treme opponents,’ those who reject
and those who defend the current
creed, ‘there is a certain commu-
nity. The one hold that the gap
left by disappearance of the code of
supernatural ethics, need not be filled
by a code of natural ethics; and the
others hold that it cannot be so filled.
Both contemplate a vacuum, which the
one wishes and the other fears. As
the change which promises or threatens

. to bring about this state, desired or
voucher to those who require the °

dreaded, is rapidly progressing, those

¢ who believe that the vacuum can be
Thus Mr. Mallock’s book is instrue-

filled, and that it must be filled, are
called on to do something in pursuance
of their belief.” Mr. Mallock is only
wrong iu so far as he believes that
this transitional state will be the nor-
mal one, when Positivism has got itself
acknowledged. What more philoso-
phical thinkers regard as merely tem-
porary, he believes to be chronic. The
dire perplexity of the ordinary mind,

! and the helplessness of Protestant

|
|

Christianity, in the midst of the storm
of opinion that is beating about it, is
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forcibly bLrought home to us by Mr.
Mallock’s vision of the Christ—* The
words and the countenance, once so

MALLOCK

!

. by dry land, which the Eg

? saying to do were drowned.’

sure and steadfast, now change, ag we |

look at and listen to them, into new ac-

centsand aspects; and themoreearnest- |

ly we gaze and listen, the less can we
distinguish clearly what we hear or
see. ‘“ What shall we do to be saved ?”
men are again crying. And the lips
that were once oracular now merely
seem to murmur back confusedly,
« Alas! what shall you do?”
and so helpless, even now, is natural
theism showing itself ; and in the dim
and momentous changes that are com-
ing over things, in the vast flux of
opinion that is preparing, in the earth-
quake that is rvocking the moral
ground under us, overturning and en-
gulfing the former land marks, and
re-opening the graves of the buried
lusts of paganism, it will show itself
very soon more helpless still. Its
foet are on the earth only. The earth
trembles, and it trembles: it is in the
same case a8 we are. It stretches in
vain its imploring hands to heaven.
But the heaven takes no heed of it.
No divine hand reaches down to it to
uphold and guide it.” This, then, is
one of the points, where we feel that
Mr. Mallock touched solid ground.
The gap has been generally felt, and
many are the attempts that have been
made to fill it. We have had, and
have, a variety of gospels to choose
from. Materialism and Spiritualism,
Pessimism and Evolution, Buddhism
and Neo-Paganism, Mr. Mallock ad-
vocates a return to Rome. Matthew
Arnold believes in culture and con-
dnet ; Mr. Pater and his followers in
Art. Mr. Furnivall proclaims him-
self the apostle of one whom they
call ¢ Shakspere,’
equal faith in Shelley. Such a va.-
riety of ingredients are seething in
the Medea cauldron, from which the
Faith of the Future is to spring in-
vigorated.

Of one thing at least we may feel
sure. ‘ By faith the children of Is-

Such |

and others have |
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rae] passed through the Red Sea as
ptians es-
It is
the absolute want of steady faith in
anything, even in self, that leads to
the tone of thought of which ¢ Is Life
Worth Living ’is the logic. Mr. Mal-
lock has since played upon the old
chords in semi-artistic dialogues, ap-
pearing ut intervals in the Nineteenth
Century. And who are the characters
that take part in these morbidly self-
conscious revelations of soul? Their
names tell a taleZ-a group of fashion-
ables at Monaco, ¢ the popular’ Mrs.
Fitzpatrick, Lady Di, Mrs. Crane,
¢ the beauty ’ and Lord Surbiton. We
may reasonably ask whether these
are fair types of the workaday world,
and whether the sceptical listlessness
engendered by fashion and idleness
is likely to take the place of the more
practical tone which incessant contact
with business necessitates. The fact
ig that the majority of mankind bave,
and will continue to have, faith of
some kind, and, most necessary of
all, faith in themselves. Their faith
may not be a very high one, but it
will be enough to satisfy them ; and
to this majority of mankind, the revo-
lution of thought through which we
are passing will be like any other
political change, about which Dr.
Johnson very justly remarks—¢It is
evident that these bursts of universal
distress are more dreaded than felt :
thousands and tens of thousands flour-
ish in youth, and wither in age, with-
out the knowledge of any other than
domestic evils, and share the same
pleasures and vexations, whether the
armies of their country pursue their
enemies or retreat before them.’ As

. for the minurity—the few who have

|
i
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the time and ability to indulge in the

I luxury of moralising—their fate does
| not concern us very nearly. Lady
Di may vex her soul about the per-

nicious effects that the new revolution

"will have upon the morals of a world

of which she knows little. We may
safely leave the world to its bread-
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winning toil, and Lady Di to her re-
flections.

But there is still a class left whose
sufferings deserve more consideration
—those to whom the query, ¢Is Life
Worth Living,” assumes a practical
aspect. These are not mere debauchees

- who have outworn their capacities for
enjoyment, but a class unhappily com-
mon enough at the present day, ‘ower
bad for blessing, and ower gude for
banning,’ who have made a moral
failure of life and yet are too highly
strung to be able to sink into one of
mere self-enjoyment ; who, ¢ without
any veritable religion, have a pale
shadow of religiosity ;’ who have nei-
ther strength of will to enter upon
the task of reformation, nor sufficient
dulness of moral perception to rest
contented without it. To such a class
suicide presents itself as the fitting
close of a misspent life. And, if we
recognise facts, we cannot see what
consideration the New Faith has to
offer to deter them from carrying these
opinions into practice. Looked at
from another point of view, what has
the Positive System to give correspond-
ing to the sense of freedom and
strength enjoyed by the pardoned soul
through remission of sins. In the
ordinary Theistic system, the effects
of sin upon others, and its traces upon
the sinner’s soul, are effaced by a high-
er power, whose good offices can be
secured by prayer. No such interfer-
ance from above is recognised by the
New Faith. ‘I have a conscience,
says Leigh,”* and I can treat itin two
ways only. I can either stifle it alto-
wrether, or else listen to and be trou-
bled by it. But if I stifle it, I shall
have no wish to act rightly : and if I
listen to it I shall have no heart to do
80—1 mean,supposing your philosophy
to be true. 'Where can you tell us to
look for any remission of sins? How
can the soul be again reconciled to it-
self ?  And if 1 must always have to
consider myself a sinner, why should

* ¢ Atheism and Repentance,” by W. H.
Mallock.—Nineteenth Century, July, 1880.

: A RETROSPECT.

I try to become a saint}’ The Old
Faith had its answer, the New Faith
has not. This is one of these points
which it is the purpose of the present
paper to recognise. It does not, how-
ever, follow because Positivism can-
not supply a ready answer to all the
questionings of human nature that
the system is altogether wrong, or that
we mustat once give in our adhesion to
the old system, which it i8 modifying.
It only shows how incomplete, how
purely tentative, the Religion of Posi-
tivism at present is.

And this is the conclusion to which
we have come from the study of the
book. Its author has failed in his at-
tempt-—contrary to the movement of
the time spirit,inopposition to science
and bistory—to lead Protestants back
to the faith of the past. But in his
criticism of the future ¢so rigorously
and vigorously ’ laid down for us by
advanced Positivists he is successful
enough. The Faith of the Future, we
may take it for granted, will contain
in 1t all that is worth preserving of
the old—its noblest aspirations, its
truest wisdom, its widest sympathies.
We can all see the shortcomings of
some of the earlier Positivists—such
for instance as their aspect with re-
gard to the worship of sorrow. ¢ All
dignity is painful ;' Carlyle writes, ‘a
life of ease is not for any man, novr
for any god. The life of all gods
figures itself to us as a sublime sad-
ness,—earnestness of infinite battle
against infinite labour. Our highest
religion is named the ‘ Worship of
Sorrow.” For the son of man there
is no noble crown, well worn, or even
ill worn, but is a crown of thorns?’
We feel the truth of this. Yet
Harriet Martineau was led so far in
her rebellion against the Worship of
Sorrow, and in her dislike of what she
calls the ‘ morbid conditions of human
life,” as to quote with approbation in
her autobiography, the following un-
natural remarks upon old age, con-
tained in the Atkinson Letters; ¢ Age
is a sad affair. 1f men went out of
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life in the very fulness of their powers, [ tivist writers call Altruism, Las been

in a flash of lightning, one might ima-
gine them transfened to heaven : but
when the fruit fails, and then the
flower and leaf, and branch after
branch rots by our side while we yet
live, we can hardly wish for a better
thing than early death.” As if the
New Faith were to expurgate sorrow

and suffering from the world of the !

future, and to fill it with a race of
jocund, light-hearted beings.

So we may confidently believe, that
in many matters the more modern
teachers of Positivism had made a
false start ; that the world of the fu-
ture will not be in reality a contrast
‘with the world of the past, but merelya
-developmentofit. Thestaple oflife will
be the same—sorrow and joy, virtue
andvice. Butthe centre upon whichits
system will turn, the point from which
its good and ill are viewed, will be
different. The relative importance
-of the intellectual and moral elements
of religion has changed. The enthu-
siasm of humanity is taking the place
of the theology of the unknown.
With the heightened importance at-
taching to ‘the still, sad music of
humanity, and to the moral side of
religion, Philanthropy, or what Posi-

on the increase. More has been done
to alleviate the suffering and the af-
flicted, and a higher morality is ex-
pected of States in their international
dealings. The world should be going
from bad to worse, but, as if to dis-
prove the theories of alarmxsts the
main current is setting the other- way.

Asa further result, then, of the con-
sideration of Mr. Mallocks book, we

! may say that having had the gloomiest
. forebodings with regard to the future
. put before us, we carry away from
- the work feelings of greater hope for

1
I
1
P

that future. We are told that the

. progress of science has reduced man

and the world on which we live to
insignificance. We find that, along
with greater consideration for the brute
creation, the needs of mankind are
more carefully studied, and that, by
means of education, literature, and
art, larger room for the development
of man’s nature is being afforded.
We feel that if Positivism be visionary,
it is so on the right side ; that if it be
50, it shares this fault with Chuis.
tisnity, and with all the great at-
tempts that have co-operated in mak-
ing this a better and a happier world.

GEORGE ELIOT.

0b. Dec. 22,1880.

DEATH , at the close of the year,
took from modern literature one
-of its most central figures,and quenched |

in night an intellect which,in its range |

-and power, has scarcely had an equal

since Shakespeare. * George Eliot’ had

-almost all the gifts with which the

human mind has been dowered, and
7

no writer, of her sex at least, can be
said to approach herin the many-sided-
ness and profundity of a mind whose
creations are as unrivalled as they are
diverse. What a wealth of portraiture
she has bequeathed to the English-
speaking world those who have fol-
lowed her creations from Adam Bede
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to Middlemarch best know. But
richer than these treasures are the
revelations into, and sympathy with,
a human nature which few have bet-
ter understood, in all its variety, depth,
and richness, and which none have de-
picted withgreater power or with more
fidelity to life. Her loss to English
letters is simply irreparable, and in

perhaps, the Divine has ever put into
human clay. No new creation of her
pen will hold us again in its spell, but
as her place is now among the im-
mortals of English literature, so will
what she has written pass into the
mind and spirit of that thinking, rea-

much to elevate and ennoble. But
hush ! ‘her own words best honour
her, not curs !’

A uniform edition of George Eliot’s

IN MEMORY OF EDWARD IRVING.

works has just been completed by her
publishers, the Messrs. Blackwood, of
Edinburgh, to which we trust they will
now add & collection of the contribu-
tions from her pen to the Westminster
Review,and anything of her yet unpub-
lished writings worthy of her mature
powers. Weappend a list of her works,

! in the order of their appearing, which
her Literature mourns one of the '

rarest mindsandloftiest natures which, |

may be useful to our readers for future
reference. Translations of Strauss’s
¢ Life of Jesus,’ 1864, and of Feuer-
bach’s ‘Essence of Christianity,’ 1853 ;
¢ Scenes in a Clerical Life,” 1857 (1) ;
¢ Adam Bede,’ 1859; *The Mill on the
Floss,’ 1860 ; ¢ Silas Marner,” 1861 ;
¢ Romola,’ 1863 ; ¢ Felix Holt,’ 1866 ;

© ¢ Middlemarch,’ 1871-2 ; ¢ The Spanish
soning humanity which she did so

Gypsy,’ 1873;‘ The Legend of Jubal,’

1874 ; ¢ Daniel Deronda,’ 1876 ; and
| ‘The Impressions of Theophrastus

Such,” 1879,

She died at the age
of 60.

IN MEMORY OF EDWARD IRVING.

BY CHARLES PELHAM MULVANY.

[This man was appointed to be a Christian Priest, and this he strove with the whole force

that was in him to ¢.—THoMAS CARLYLE.]

AGLE of God! among the blinking owls
Whose nests are in the shrines of Faith decayed,

Dark haunts of all obscene and foolish fowls—
Thou gazing on the sun wert undismayed !
Or from vast London’s reek of smoke-wrought shade,
How oft looked homeward those imperial eyes
To their own eyrie mid the hills afar,
‘Where the untrodden stcep no footmarks mar,
Where to the torrent’s voice the storm replies,—
O noblest heart, O voice of Prophet tone
Uplifted still in love to all mankind,
By men unprized in life, in death maligned,
To other skies we do not grieve thee flown,
The victor wings at rest, the Peace supreme thine own.
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NOTES ON ENDYMION.
BY LORD HOUGHTON.

FRENCH senator and academician
remarked on the accession of Mr,
Gladstone to power that England had
only just given the hands of one artist in-
to those of another, and seemed to have
given up her natural rulers altogether.
Who those natural rulers will be when
the reign of these artists is over it is not
easy to discern ; but as long as we have
them we must make the best of their
dominion. Among its advantages we
have not only the amusement afforded
by the activities, surprises, and origin-
alities of their work in office, but by
their continued energies in what used to
be the repose, if not the torpor, of min-
isterial retreut. The redundancy and
variety of Mr. Gladstone’s effusions are
in every one's recollection, combining an
opposition by pamphlets with such fields
of literature and speculation that their
gleanings fill a book-row, and now within
8ix months the author of Lothair is ready
with a novel of politics and society which
requires a continuation to give it mean-
ing and unity.

Endymion has not the serious inten-
tions of Lothair. The conversion of a
young nobleman of immense wealth to
the Roman Catholic Church, following
that of other important British families,
was a subject of statesmanlike and pat-
riotic consideration uppropriate to in-
genious fiction, and the book was especi-
ally valuable from its exclusive treat-
ment of the Romish Church as a social
and political institution. But there is
no special interest discernible in these
volumes beyond the diversion of writer
and reader. When, indeed, Lord Bea-
consfield selects a hero who starts as a
Treasury clerk and ends in Prime Min-
ister, the world will insist on seeing
simultaneously the artist in fiction and
in practice,and however little of his own
life the comrades and observers of his
career may find in the picture, the public

will seek out all kinds of autobiographic
secrets, and will insist on the personages
and relatives being as rich as those of
Mr. Juostin M'Carthy’s history. One
motive, so to say, of the story is so ap-
parent that it would be direct effrontery
not to give it recognition, for it is hon-
ourable, and as the song goes, *‘ tender
and true.” Endymion trusts to his
strong determination, persistent pur-
pose, and seizure of opportnnity to win
his way to success in life, but he owes
the crown and consummation to the love
of woman.

The first volume opens with the death
of Mr. Canning, another artist who has
won the race against privilege and virtue,
and perished at the goal, no less an ex-
ception of the conditious and penalties
of our political life than Lord Beacons-
field himself, and closes with the election
of 1837, thus giving to the preliminary
portion a purely historical character.
The principal sketch of the Lord Ferrars,
the elder placeman, the unacknowledged
son of an important statesman, the use-
ful subordinate of Pitt and Granville in
‘the Treasury, perfectly contented with
the inferior station, and marrying late
into high life ; the younger, starting from
that strong position and entering Parlia-
ment as soon as age permitted, well
equipped with the accomplishments which
were then suflicient for all the respon-
sibilities of statesmanship ; Lord Castle-
reigh’s Lord of the Treasury. Lord
Liverpool’s Under-Secretary of State
rising to membership of the Cabinet,
when the last intrenchment of the Tories
fell before the success of the Reform
Bill—the secret pauper and the final
suicide—confirms an impression which
the student of Mr. Disraeli’s earlier
works may have often felt, that the
frequent combination of poetry and
fiction as cited, is a check on a genius,
which, if left free tv work out its own

. imaginings, would have left works more
permanent and real than those which
must depend for their repute and sympa-
thy in a great degree on the accidents
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and figures of the day. Nor need the
success of the writer of romance have
excluded the talents that might be found
in the lines of Boixeau or M. Simon ;
and presented in some other form as
subtle characters of Society, the Change,
and the State. There is intruth in this
form of composition an artistic difficulty
almost impossible to surmount. The
figure with whom the characters ought
to cluster is either exaggerated in pro-
portion or dwindles into a mere medium
-of communication. Evenin such a work
as Wilhelm Meister there is the same
that all this scenery of thoughts and fancy
demands amore important critical object,
but when almost every other person has
an original with whom the reader iden-
tifies him, it requires a singular facility
of impersonation to give importance and
actuality to the fictitious hero. In no
one of Lord T'eaonsfield’s works is this
defect so apparent as in Endymion, and
the author so assiduously keeps him in
the background that he is a nullity
through the first and second volumes,
‘with a mission to be something very
great in the third. The son and
grandson of Privy Councillors, with
friends of influence and position and just
that kind of misfortune that has an
interest to youth, he really required no
mission at all to give him a successful
career, and the talents with which he is
credited are just those that are adapted
to public life, and the wondrous accident
of his sister’s warriage—first with a
Foreign Minister, and then with a King
—is quite out of proportion to this effect.
He has no originality to offend, and no
particular principles to obstruct ; in fact,
he i8 without any one of the attributes
which might have been expected to be-
long to a political hero. Is this defec-
tive art or irony ?

He early becomes private secretary to
a Minister, which affords an opportunity
for an allusion to the expression of that
pliant relation of which we have lately
had so remarkable a recognition.

‘ The relations between a Minister and his
secretary are, or at least should be, among the
finest that can subsist between two individu-
als. Except the married state, there is none
in which so great a degree of confidence is in-
volved, in which more forbearance ought to
be exercised, or more sympathy ought to ex-
ist. There is usually in the relation an iden-
tity of interest and that of the highest kind ;
and the perpetual difficulties, the alternations
of triumph and defeat, develop devotion. A.

|
|
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youthful secretary will naturally feel some
degree of enthusiasm for his chief, and a wise
Minister will never stint his regard for one
in whose intelligence and honour he finds he
can place confidence.’

He afterwards obtains a seat in Par-
liament by a combination of borough-
mongers in his favour, and an anonymous
gift of tweuty thousand pounds, trans-
mitted to him in a form which it has
exercised the civic mind to understand.
At the instigation of his former master,
soon out of oftice, he puts a crafty ques-
tion that calls up the Minister, and fol-
lows it up by moving for papers that
provoke an important debate. With all
these favourable circumstances, he walks
down to the House in the hope that the
exercise may improve his languid circu-
lation, but in vain ; but when his name is
called and he has to rise, his hands and
feet were like ice. This may very possibly
have been a personal experience, for a
nervous organization was not very com-
patible with oratorical power, but ever
to have a subtle connection with it. just
as the most rigid physical courage occurs
to assist in the conquest of the sense of
apprehension by the force of will. I
heard Colonel Gurwood say that he never
went into action without positive fear,
and that when he led a forlorn hope the
preliminary terror was agony. It is not so
clear that this would be the constitution
serviceable for that process of debate
which after all, is the trial of strength in
our parliamentary life, and which re-
quires as an absolute condition of success
the combination of the great play of in-
tellect with the readiness of repose. En-
dymion’srecovery is finally described :—

‘He had a kind audience, and an interested
one. When he opened his mouth he forgot
his first sentence, which he had long prepared.
In trying to recall it and failing, he was for a
moment confused. But it was only for a mo-
ment ; the unpremeditated came to his aid,
and his voice, at first tremulous, was recog-
nised as distinct and rich. There was a mur-
mur of sympathy, and not merely from his
own side. Suddenly, both physically and in-
tellectually, he was quite himself. = His ar-
rested circulation flowed, and fed his stagnant
brain. His statement was lucid, his argu-
ments were ditticult to encounter, and his man-
ner was modest. He sate down amid general
applause, and though he was then conscious
that he had omitted more than one point on
which he had relied, he was on the whole
satisfied, and recollected that he might use
them in reply, a privilege to which he now
looked forward with feelings of comfort and
confidence.’
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There is no member of the House who
has taken such full advantage of this
privilege as the author of Endymion, or
shown himself so great a master of the
art. We have little more of his parlia-
mentary experience, and we are specially
told that he never opened his hips dur-
ing the AntiCorn-law session that broke
up the Conservative party. Lord Bea-
consfield leaves that turning-point of his
own fortunes to history, and that judg-
ment will rest very much on the estimate
of the nature of the contest between him-
self and Sir Robert Peel. If the action
was purely political, the matter of oppo-
sition was malicious, and the personality
inexcusable ; but if as a personal en-
counter between a great Minister and a
member of his party, whose fair claims
he had persistently ignored, and who
must either give up the game of politics
altogether, or rise into favour by means
of his discomfiture, there can be small
reproach that the assailant used every
device of parliamentary art, and every
weapon of political warfare. It is even
possible that he never respected his op-
ponent more than in the moment of his
defeat, and the historian of later timed
may trace in the policy that dictated the
adoption of the Household Suffrage an
imperfect imitation of that of the repeal
of the Corn Laws, conducted, however,
with a more adroit party manipulation,
and to a more successful issue. There
is, however, an echo of the old strife

in the words that here revert to that |

event :—* The great Bill was carried, but
the just hour of retribution at length
arrived. The Ministry, though sanguine
to the last of success, and not without
cause, were completely and ignominious-
ly defeated.” It is curious just now to
remember that they fell by a combin-
ation of Liberals and ultra-Tories against
a Peace Preservation Bill for Ireland.
On the formation of the Whig Gov-
ernment, the Foreign Secretary natur-
ally instantly confers the Under-Secre-
taryship on his brother-in-law ; and his
success in oftice is complete, and he re-
tains it after the death of his chief till
the time of the Papal aggression and
Lord John Russell's Durham Letter,
which it is here assumed was not com-

municated to the Cabinet, and which '

was read out by Lord John Russell him-
self.
marked that it is a very good letter, but
he hoped it had been headed ¢ Confiden-
tial.” ¢ Not exactly,’ replied the writer,

And when Lord Palmerston re-’

|
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‘T have sent it to the Times.” When the
Irish Secretary took it with some anxiety
to the Lord-Lieutenant, the astute Lord
Clarendon remarked that he was sur-
prised he should be taken in by the
House, though the style was well imi-
tated. The importance, however, of the
whole event in its bearings on the de-
cline of the Whig Ministry seems here
to be overrated. The defections from
the party were unimportant ; and no
Government ever loses in England by
an appeal to the No Popery sentiment
—inrooted in the heart of the people,
and as strong at this moment, when we
are giving asylum to the monastic orders
of Catholic France, as in the days of Lord
George Gordon—Sothern and Mr. Dale
notwithstanding. The country would
have supported the Ecclesiastical Titles

i Bill as a reality of intolerance, instead

. of a phantasmal protest.

It was from a
variety of other causes that the change
of administration came about, here des-
cribed with vivacity, truth, and with an
interesting personal application :—

‘ The Whigs tottered on for a year after
rude assault of Cardinal Penruddock,but they
were doomed, and the Protectionists were
called upon to forma an administration, As
they had no one in their ranks who had ever
been in office except their chief, who was in
the House of Lords, the affair seemed impos-
sible, The attempt, however, could not be
avoided. A dozen men, without the slight-
est experience of official life, had to be sworn
in as privy councillors, before even they could
receive the seals and insignia of their intended
offices. On their knees, according to the con-
stitutional custom, a dozen men, all in the
act of genuflection at the same moment, and
headed, too, by one of the most powerful
peers in the country, the Lord of Alnwick
(astle himself, humbled themselves before a
female sovereign, who looked serene and im-
perturbable before a spectacle never reen be-
fore, and which, in all probability, will never
be seen again, .

“Oune of this band, a gentleman without
any official experience whatever, was not only
placed in the Cabinet, but was absolutely re-
quired to become the leader of the House of
Commons, which had never occurred before,
except in the instance of Mr. Pitt in1782. Tt
has been said that it was unwise in the Pro-
tectionists assuming office when, on this occa-
sion and on subsequent ones, they were far
from being certain of a majority in the House
of Commons. It should, however, be remem-
bered, that unless they had dared these ven-
tures they never could have found a body of
men competent, from their official experience
and their practice in debate, to form a Min-
istry. The result has rather proved that they
were right. Had they continued to refrain
from incurring responsibility, they must have-
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broken up and wmerged in different connec-
tions, which, for a party numerically so strong
as the Protectionists, would have been a sorry
business, and probably have led to disastrous
results.’

Before this crisis, however, the great
event of this romance occurred, to which
allusion has been made already. Endym-
ion’s sister marries the Fairy Prince of
the story, mainly to gratify rather her
ambition for him than his own; and
when she has done so, calls on him to
fulfil her wish by an alliance of a not dis-
similar character with the greatest com-
mercial heiress of the day. And she
urges her point in these remarkable
words :—

‘ Your present position, if you persist in it,
is one most perilous. You have no root in
the country ; but for an accident you could
not maintain the public position you have
nobly gained. As for the great crowning
consummation of yourlife, which we dreamed
over at unhappy Hurstley, which I have some-
times dared to prophesy, that must be sur-
rendered. The country at the best will look
upon you only as a reputable adventurer to
be endured, even trusted and supported, in
some secondary post, but nothing more.’

At the instant he skrinks from the
effort of consent, as by the wand of the
sorcerer the door opens, and the death
of the husband of the lady who is at once
the object of his long and earnest affec-
tion is announced ; and she is so rich
and powerful that it as just as good a
match as the other.

It has been pleasantly said that the
English aristocracy would have gone the
way of their order all uver the world but
for the two MM’s—Marriage and Mine-
rale.  Endymion is certainly an illustra-
tion of half this apologue; there never
was a work with so many proposals of
marriage—marriages and remarriages—
and it includes, if not especially, Mr.
Mill’s ‘ unearned increment’—yet its
meaning—an accession of wealth. Nor
let any one look on the importance of
this element in the fabrication of any
man’s political picture as in the least
exaggerated. Mr. Canning is known to
have said that the life of a poor man in
the House of Commons was a torment
of coutinual suspicion. And, in fact, it
niight be 80, and ought to be so. It was,
especially where competition is keen,
and ambition is open, pecuniary inde-
pendence is the first requisite for con-

sideration, and there might be every bar-

rier against unworthy motives and venal
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desires. There must be the clearest pos-
sible line tetween the adventurer and
the politician. Instances may be cited
of men who have made capital out of
their purity, as Robespierre did out of
his incorruption ; but that is only where
the individual has been tried and tested
by long experience, and found to be as
proud as heis poor.

The political *féerie’ winds up very
quiet. Endymion becomes Foreign
Minister by his own talents and the
charms and wealth of his wife, and passes
naturally from the most important oftfice
in the Cabinet to the highest.

What Endymion did after he became
Premier lies in the undiscovered work
between fiction and history. He proba-
bly acted on the suggestion made to him
that the popularity and greatness of a
Ministry does not depend on vigorous
finance, but on a successful stroke of
foreign policy. If he carried this out
with sufficient adroitness and courage,
to prevent a disastrous war between a
people whom England was bound to pro-
tect by tradition and interest, and a gi-
gantic neighbour animated by the in-
stincts and appetencies of Attili, what-
ever may have been the immediate effect
on the character of his own Government,
he has not the gratitude of Europe and
humanity ; if not, even peace with hon-
our for England alone falls short of a
successful administration, and is a poor
compensation for the world.

The commixture of real and ideal per-
sonages of itself possesses a phantasma-
goric effect which is heightened by the
fictitious character of that sccial atmos-
phere which is here described as ‘the
world of all those dazzling people whose
sayings and doings give the taste and
supply the conversation and leaven the
existence of admiring and wondering
millions,” a world of which a Prime
Minister of England has, by a strange
taste, made himself the historian. ‘I
know we are not clever,’ said a member of
one of the great families he had described
¢ but surely we ‘are not so foolish as he
makes us.” And it is impoesible to throw
off the impression of ¢ secret ’ satire per-
vading all the complimentary phrase-
ology and brilliant colouring. He iscon-
scious enough of this insincerity when he
contrasts the occasional pleasures of the
occupied with the constant amusements
of the idle and gay. °‘ Banquets are not
rare, nor choice guests, nor gracious
hosts, but when do we ever see a person
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enjoying anything 7 But these gay child-
ren of wit and brain, and successful la-
bour and happy speculation, some of
them very rich and some of them without
a sou,see need only to think of the,futnre
hour and all its joys. Neither wealth
nor puverty heighten their cares. Every
face sparkled, every word seemed witty,
and every sound seemed sweet.” He can,
400, find pleasure in picturing the rap-
ture of high life by his adventuresses (in
the honest sense of the word), of whom
we should like to know more than their
personal charms and astonishing marri-
ages.  One of them might almost have
been suggested by that curious adven-
ture in the life of William Hazlitt,which
he hasintroduced in thatdelightful book,
the Liber Amoris, the story of the wid-
ow’s servant girl who drove him mad by
the dignity that petrified her beauty and
froze the passion it inflamed. But when
he gets beyund the outward circum-
stances, and touches the inner and men-
tal life of another side of society, he
either will not or cannot get beyond the
satirical purpose. In the character of
Job Thornberry he delineates those mid-
dle-class aspirations which, with a con-
temptuous humour, he calls ¢ democratic
opinions,’” and while crediting him with
the highest faculty of speech—a voice
than which °there is nothing clearer
than his meaning,’—a power of state-
aent ‘with pellucid art’—¢facts mar-
shalled with such vivid simplicity, and
inferences so natural and spontaneous
and irresistible that they seemed as it
were borrowed from his audience,though
none of that audience had arrived at
them before '—and landing him in the
Cabinet, presents him as an cxample of
what becomes of a political reformer
when he rises into the higher spheres of
oftice and religion. His son cares for no-
thing but law, and his wife is a Ritual-
ist. A very good pair—but not quite a
statesman’s proof that the Radical was
wrong. .

But it is eminently in the treatment of
the literary character that the exclusive
and partial observation of Lord Bea-
<onsfield is most apparent. Fred in a
house of letters, it is not unnatural that
the pursuit should have been distasteful

to him ; but as in his writings he fully

availed himself of its advantages, and

from his early youbh mingled, so to say,’

in the profession, though decidedly with
-other besides literary purposes, there is no
reason that when he had achieved buth

\
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|

209

literaryand political distinction he should
have dissociated himself completely from
the class from which he sprang. He
had the opportunity of a delightful ex-
ercise of patronage, that scemed rather
to desire equality than to ask for that
gratitude which intellectual men are so
shy to acknowled:e, and which might
be made to flatter in the very benefits
it conferred. In the speech of Lord Bea-
consfield on the only occasion of late
years when he has come forward to for-
ward any object in the interest or to the
honour of literature—the meeting for
the erection of a statue to Liord Byron,
to which the public so coldly responded
—he accompanied his homage to that
poet by derogatory remarks on the con-
temporaries and followers of his fame.
And there is no reason to snuppose that
with him the subtler intellectual emo-
tions respond to the call of language and
thought so as to find in literature the
charm of life. Nor should it be forgot-
ten that the rough sinews of political ac-
tion, while the exercise warms the facul-
ties, and while a Parliament is every day
summoning the intelligence to stand and
deliver, can hardly be expected to re-
main wealthy and full. Yet, if for such
reasons literature would hardly expect
to find in these social dramas very genial
or dignified representatives, that is no
reason why it should be made ridiculous
and offensive. The caricature here ex-
hibited with a monotonous repetition of

. words and actions unworthy of the crisis,

and with no relation to the incidents or
purpose of the story, indicates either a
malicious personal object or a general
satire on the susceptibilities of the liter-
ary character. The critics have gener-
ally assumed the former ; and if it isin-
tended to be a representation of the
author of Vanity Fair, the execution is
at once fine and feeble. Mr. Thackeray
was a member of a family that had con-
tributed important men to every walk of
life, and possessed an adequate patri-
mony for any profession. He spent most
of it imprudently in youth, and then
had a harder fight in life than was agree-
able to his luxurious tastes and most ac-
tive habits. He was of too kindly a
nature for the differences of wealth and
position with with he came in copntact to
engender malice or even envy, but he
let his sense of it be felt in humorous
comparisons and exaguerated distinc-
tions, and at times, when the great
gloom of his existence fell too heavy on
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him he did not entirely conquer a morbid
discontent at the happier fortune and
easy circumstances of those he justly
thought no better in the main than him-
self.  But his good education at a high-
class school, which gave to his writings
a classical flavour that distingnishes them
so prominently from those of his great
competitor in fiction, and his association
at Cambridge with all the best of past
and present authors, would have sawed
him from any similitude to the imperson-
ation of bad taste and temper which dis-
figure these volumes.

There is a character shadowed within
this boek to which it is well that some
justice should be done. Mr. Vigo, the
great Jewish tailor, becomes the imper-
sonation of the marvellons development
of the railway interest, which all Eng-
land now accepts as an incident of na-
ture, with little or no sense of obligation
to the men who produced it. The ori-
ginal of this figure is George Hudson,
the owner and manager of the great cen-
tral shop, its pile to which the whole
country resorted to buy everything, from
blankets to lace. There must have been
some strange ability about this shopman
for him to find himself associated withthe
elder Stephenson in the enterprise of the
great railway system of England. Yet so
it wag, and the great northern county has
not forgotten the banquet of honour to
his genius and enterprise at which Lord
George Bentinck, the Tory leader, sat
by the chairman, and which brought to-
gether the whole nobility and gentry of
the north. In this ¢ féclee’ the ability
and worth of this man in the middle-
class of life, of perennial speech and
plain manners, but of most cordial and
generous disposition, is depicted as suc-
cessful and as winning its full reward. In
the real straggle of commercial life 1t
was otherwise : George Hudson—who
said ‘they took me from behind the
counter and gave me to administer a
larger revenue than even Mr. Pitt un-
dertook during the great war. I had one
secret within to manage—and | may
have made some mistakes in it >—which
said ¢ that men who have lost by me ave
hounding me to death ; but where are
those who have made thousands by me !’
—died in poverty and obscurity, ouly
supported by a scanty subscription from
the land-owners whom he had fabu-
lously enriched, and without assistance
from the country whose resources of ag-
riculture and commerce he had devel-

{
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oped to an unparalleled extent of pros-
perity. He was ruined by the sanguine
disposition which induced him to believe
that the branch lines opening up a coun-
try would be the feeder of the main chan-
nels. That was his sole great miscalcu-
lation. They exhausted when he believed
they would supply, but if he could have
worked he would have found all his pre-
vious ealculations justified, and year by
year every main line is throwing out pro-
ductive branches, and the anticipations.
that rnined poor George Hudson have
become the wealth and comfort of Great.
Britain.

The social and political characters
which are intentionally recognizable are
drawn with no less force and with more
delicacy than in the preceding words.
The invention of Aidsaic is toued down
to the surrounding life—not without
splendour—of the shrewd city banker, his
charming wife who abjures even the
semblance of wealth, and the great heir-
ess who will be married for herself alone.
Zenobia, who in her pithy days, as the
courtier of Queen Caroline, and as such
was stigmatized by Theodore Hook in
John Bull :—

“'The Countess of Jersey
‘Who ought to wear kersey,
If we all had our dues here below,’

and who became the Queen of the Tories
that repudiated Bishop and Palmerston,
is here faithfully drawn by a hand per-
fectly justified in his impartiality by his
own benetits to the family, in all her
combination of current good nature with
feeling bitterness, of natural vivacity
and eye to the main chance. The comic
touch of her conviction that she will dic-
tate political events according to her
caprice is given with the irony which
pervades all the writer’s descriptions of
that feminine influence in politics which
he admits with a condescension by no
means flattering to the serious claims of
theadvocates of the equality of the sexes,
but hardly compatible with a respectful
and equal affection.

The delineation of Lord Palmerston is
‘the man from whose continued force
and flexibility of character the country
has confidence, that in all their councils.
there must be no lack of courage,though
tempered with adroit discretion ;’ in
private life ¢ playful and good-tempered,
as if he could not say a cross word or do
a wicked act, yet a very sane man im
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harness.” His conversation, ¢ a medley of
graceful whims, interspersed now and
then with a very short anecdote of a very
famous person or some deeply interest-
ing reminiscence of some critical events,’
is accurate, but he would not have gone
to Newmarket in the midst of an Euro-
pean crisis, though he would not have
scrupled to talk about it. He is here
made to say there is no gambling like
politics, and he may have said it ; but
never was there gambler to whom the
game was so valued for its own sake,
irrespective of loss or gain. Even the
weight of responsibility was unfelt.
would say, when a man has doue his
best, why should he care about results
that are not of his making?

In the Lives of the Strangfords, from
which, perhaps, the name of Endymion
was taken, there is a tragic story of the
youth of George Smythe, which should
give more interest to his name than all
he can get from his place in Coningsby,
or by the idealization in these pages of
what might have been his career had he
lived. His literary productions had no-
thing in them that could last, and the
sincerity of paradoxical opinions which
is attributed to him is very frail. With
the key to his real life, as given in the
pitiable letters and from those from
others about him, this development of
his character, though by no means amia-
ble, is clearly drawn in the light of an
old affection and modified by happy re-

|
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|
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miniscences. But, however little plea-
sure or honour Lord Beaconsfield might
have derived from the prolonged career
of this member of Yoifng England, it is
well that he should return some affection
for that accidental connection with a
transitory form of political thought, for
it has given him the moast faithful asso-
ciate of his political life in a minister,

. who, in continnous Tory Governments,

has been the best representative of the

. honesty and sincerity of the aristocratic
. condition in its combination with every

He

growth and human sympathy.

Everybody would be glad to see more
of Baron Sergius. There are members of
the House of Commons still living who
remember their terror, but some are
sure to get up and ask whether it was
true that a German gentleman lived in
his own rooms in Buckingham Palace,
came in next without notice, dined with-
out being named in the lowest circular,
was scarcely seen by the household, had
private interviews with the highest per-
sonages, and intimate relations with the
representatives of foreign courts. And it
was true, and we have since had the con-
firmation of all this in Maurice, that
somehow or other it may be given en-
forced omission, have just failed of being
of permanent interest, but from which
the annalist of our times will derive
valuable material with regard to the
English Court and European diplomacy.
—Kortnightly Review.

ROUND THE TABLE.

THE GAMBLING SPIRIT.

There seems but little use in raising
one’s voice against any visible tendency
of the age ; and yet, unless we are to be
utterly fatalistic, we must say what we

think of what is going on under our eyes, -

and throw our wnfluence, be it little or

much, on the side of our convictions. -

"To any one who attaches iwmportance to
the old-fashioned virtues of patience,
perseverance and integrity, and who
believes that upon these alone can any

;. true success in life be built, the prevalent

tone of society must be little short of
distressing. We are surrounded now-a-
days by young men who have had modern
‘“ educational advantages,” and who, we
must suppose, represent the spirit of the
time. But has education given purpose
to their lives or coherence to their
thoughts 7 Has it led them to recognise
law within and without them? Has it
furnished them with ideals of conduct,
and made men of them in an intellectual

- and moral sense? The truth is that



212

these questions must in general be
answered in the negative : the prevalent
idea to-day is that life is more or less a
game of chance, that trusting to steady
work or to a rational use of means for
the accomplishment of a purpose, is a
slow and unsatisfactory business, and
that the way to succeed is to try your
luck. Hence the mania for betting, and
for everything that brings chance into
prominence. As the habit of betting
becomes more common, the stakes in-
crease in amount ; and sometimes the
money of others is risked in these de-
moralizing ventures. Sport, however,
is not enough for those whom the spirit
of gambling has possessed ; they cluster
round the card table, and they begin to
haunt the stock-market. They confess
their utter ignorance of the tides and
currents and eddies of that dangerous
region ; and yet they say with the sim-
plicity of babes, ¢ Why should not we
make money as well as anyhody else 1"
They do not ask : ** Why should we not
luse money as well as anybody else?”
though the instances of loss amongst
those who have dabbled in what they
did not understand are five times as
numerous as the instances of gain. The
misery is that the infection gains men
whom one would have pronounced su-
perior to such folly,—men of sense, with
<apacity for intellectual interests, but
who perhaps, just because they know
they have some ability, are tempted to
think that their chances of success ought
to be good. To be sure every now and
again some unfortunate does stagger
home from the devils’ dance of the Stock
or Corn exchange and puts a pistol to his
head or a razor to his throat, but what
i8 that to the others ? Does the scorched
moth serve as a warning to his fellows
who are rushing to destruction ! Little
more do the blasted lives of those who
have risked and lost all in mad specu-
lation deter the fluttering crowds whose
one desire is to reach the golden flame.
In cases even where a staggering and all
but fatal blow has brought a man to his
senses, there will be a gnawing desire
for one mcre venture, one more grapple
with the foes who have worsted him.
And how this desire may haunt a man
who has met with heavy losses of honest-
ly-earned, but madly-risked, money, few
who have not experienced it, can realize.
There must be in our present civilization
<deep-seated canses of this widespread
restlessness accompanied, as it is, by a
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willingness to run desperate risks for
very uncertain gains. The magnitude
of a few individual fortunes is no doubt
one of the proximate causes of the dis-
turbance we see. Gould and Vander-
bilt—these be thy gods, O American
people! To be able to buy railways—
that is the highest ambition of all. To
be able to bull the weakest stocks and to
bear the strongest—that is something
worth dreaming of. ‘* Yet,” as a poet
says, “ is there better than this,” though
few believe it.
W.D. L.

GRAMMATICAL PURISTS IN THE
PULPIT.

There is a species of affectation in-
dulged in by some clergymen in the
pulpit which has often offended me,
and which, I think, deserves repro-
bation. It is the habit some of these
men have of deliberately misreading the
Scriptures in order to show off their
superior knowledge of nineteenth cen-
tury rules of grammar. For instance, in
our Bibles we find it written: ¢ Behold
the Lamb of God which taketh away the
sin of the world.” One of these highly-
cultured persons reading from the book
will in cold blood substitute who for
which. Or if he chance to be reading
the chapter in which the Lord’s Prayer
is given, instead of taking the words as
he finds them, ‘ Our Father which art
in Heaven,” he will read ¢* Our Father
who art in Heaven.” And in reading
the beautiful twenty-third Psalm where
the words oceur, “ Thy rod and thy staff
they comfort me,” he will with open eyes
leave out the word “ they.” And you
will hear himn say its for his, as if the
latter werd was unjustifiably metapho-
rical. Now I do not think I am an ex-
ceptionally irritable person, but I do
confess that whenever I hear this sort
of thing, my gorge rises at it. What
right has any man thus to murder our
grand old translation of the Bible? It
will be all very well for these gentry
when the new translation comes out,
adapted to modern modes of speech, but
s0 lung as the book remainsin its present
form no man should tamper with its
sturdy masculine English merely to
please his own fastidious ear or to con-
form to the arbitrary rules of Murray or
Lennie. Would a man opening Shak-
speare and finding the sentence, * This
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is the most unkindest cut of all,”” dare to
read : ¢ This is the most unkind cut of
all”? If he did, he would deserve to
be choked. In all our old writers ex-
pressions and phrases will: be found
which modern syntax disallows to
modern writers, but that would be no
justification for ignoring the text and
reading it as it would now be written.
I dislike, and indeed I may say I abhor,
grammatical solecisms from the mouth
of a preacher delivering his own com-
positions, but he ought in reading Secrip-
ture to pay respect to the venerable
tranglators and take the Word just as
it is.
AGRICOLA.

PRIDE AND VANITY.

iMuch has been written on the differ-
ence between pride and vanity, but the
relations of the two have nowhere (in
the opinion of the present writer) been
80 well established as in the works of
Auguste Comte. That great philosopher,
whose fame tifty years hence will be far
beyond what it 18 now, ranges both pride
and vanity under the head of ambition,
making pride ambition in its temporal
aspect, as a desire for individual power,
and vanity ambition in (what he calls)
its spiritual aspect, as a desire for appro-
bation. Vanity draws a man to his fel-
lows ; for, desiring their approbation he
must seek to earn it by some kind of
consideration for their wishes and inter-
ests. Pride separates a man from his
fellows ; for, as it is power that he desires
he will not be too familiar with them,
nor will he take any pleasure in the
thought of co-operation with them. The
vain man hates not to stand well in
other’s eyes ; the proud man hates to
lose for one moment, even in imagina-
tion, his separate identity and individ-
uality. The thought that he is one of
many, and indistinguishable from the
crowd, fills him with rage and anguish.
He hates public gatherings unless he can
occupy some commanding position.
Even when power is far removed from

him, he will sometimes clutch his hands .
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in the desire for it, or in the fancied
possession of it; and he will gloat over
the careers of those who have tiampled
multitudes in the dust. The vain man
on the contrary is seen everywhere ; for
he easily persuades himself that others
admire him, and he likes to give them a
chance to exercise that pleasurable emo-
tiou on 8o worthy an object as himself.
He is laughed at sometimes ; but upon
the whole, he makes things so pleasant
for others in his desire for the sunshine
of their smiles that he is generally re-
garded with good will. His idea of
paradise would be a world where every-
body was smiling on him ; the proud
man’s would be a world which he could
darken with a frown and shake with a
nod. The vain man is not opposed to
organization or association ; on the con-
trary he rather favours whatever tends
to regularize life, for, the more smoothly
things work, the more opportunities he
will have for establishing those relations
between himself and others in which his
soul delights. The proud man, on the
contrary, hates organization, seeing that
any work that is done by a system leaves
80 much less for arbitrary will to accom-
plish. Comte speaks of those who
¢ cling to anarchy because it favours their
self-importance,” and many a man who
hates systems and philosophies, without
well knowing why, may find the reason
revealed in these words. ‘ Pride,” Comte
again says, ‘from the impossibility of
satisfying it divides men more than self-
interest.” Self-interest often unites men,
seeing that in many ways all our in-
terests agree ; but pride is the great
monopolist the great Tyrannus upon
whose throne there is no room for an
agsessor. The vain man may be happy
in his vanity ; the proud man can never
be happy in his pride. If heis ever
happy it 18 when better feelings triumph ;
when, under genial influences, the lust
of power is lulled to sleep, and the
natural sympathies which bind man to
man assert themselves. Then we see
what the man is without his pride and
we deplore the fate that bound him to

80 unsocial a passion.
** R
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A History of Owr Own Times. By JusTIN

11.
Toronto :

McCarTHY. Vol
Harper & Bros.;
Camptell & Son.

This attractive volume ccvers the quar-
ter century between the Chinese war of

New York: '
James

way of showing it There may le
judicial impartiality in all this, but
surely Rhadamanthus is in the judg-
ment seat. We are drifting away from

. the discussion of public questions to

1856 and the general election of 1880,—
thus literally bringing the narrative !

down to our own times, even though
we should be yet in our cradles. There
is a charming frankness in Mr. Mec-
Carthy’s treatment vf contemporary men
and questions. In the elder time it was
a rare privilege for a public man to read
his own obituary ; but the new history
and the new journalism have changed
all that; and, while robbing death of
some of its terrors, they have also, alas !
withdrawn many of its attractions. Lord

Cranbrook (Mr. Gathorne Hardy) will

read with interest (p. 305) that he * was
a man of ingrained Tory instincts rather
than convictiona.
speaker of the rattling declamatory kind;
fluent as the sand in an hour-glass is
fluent ; stirring as the roll of the drum
is stirring ; sometimes as dry as the
sand and empty as the drum.” Oh, it
may be said, the Radical historian can-
not forgive Mr. Hardy for having wrest-
ed Oxford University from Mr. Glad-
stone! But let us hear his appraise-

He was a powerful |

ment of Mr. Ayrton, Mr. Gladstone’s °

Commissioner of Works (p. 502) : ‘He
was blessed with the gift of offence.
a thing could be doune either civilly or
rudely, Mr. Ayton was sure to do it

1f

rudely. He was impatient with dull |

people, and did not always remember
that those unhappy persons not only
have their feelings, but sometimes have
their votes. He quarrelled with officials;
he quarrelled with the newspapers ; he
seemed to think a civil tongue gave evi-
dence of a feeble intellect.
his way along, trampling on people’s
prejudices with about as much conside-
ration as a steain roller shows for the
gravel it crushes. Even when Mr. Ayr-

mere personal attributes and to an in-
quisition on sins done in the body. In
these estimates of contemporaries, the
influence of Mr. Frank Hill’s Political
Portraits is discernible. The success of
those brilliant contributions to the Daily
News was so decided, that the literary
art of etching with corrosive acids has
since been greatly cultivated, and neces-
sarily with a large sacrifice of accuracy.

We regret to observe that Mr. Mec-
Carthy tries to extenuate lawlessness
wherever possession of the soil is in
question. For other forms of lawless-
ness he has less tenderness. He boldly
confronts the outrages of trades-unions,
but the outrages of Land Leaguers he
regards with an averted eye. This his-
torical squint produces an inevitable
distortion of view. Are mutilations and
murders more virtuous when used to
lower the rent of land than when used
to raise the wages of industry ! The
struggle for life 18 the plea in each case,
and this justification may be used to
cover every assault on ownership that
has ever been committed. In Mr. Mc-
Carthy’s political economy, land has
some occult properties that take it out
of the ordinary laws of supply an.d de-
mand, and the moral law follows t is
new economy. The ordinary command-
ments wust not, it seems, be applied to
Irish tenants. A change of farm occu-

. pants is not in Jreland a commercial

transaction ; it is counstrued as a Saxon

. usurpation. [t would be obviously incon-

venient to apply these principles tu the
rather numerous cases in the United

: States where Irish backwoodsmen take

He pushed

ton was in the right, he had a wrong

their holdings from the aborigines, and
serve a perpetual injunction oun the
evicted Indian by means of a well-di-
rected bullet. During the recent candi-
dature of Mr. English for the Vice-Pre-
gidency whole newspapers were filled
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with catalogues of his sheriff's sales and
evictions, but we have not yet heard of
any remonstrance from European powers.
Dennis Kearney tried logically to apply
to the United States what our historian
calls ¢ Irish ideas.” Kearney must now
be hopelessly ¢ bothered’ to find out
why he reached the seclusion of a Cali-
fornian gaol, while Parnell ¢is having a
fine time entirely.’

Mr. McCarthy has been so long justi-
fying agrarian outrage in Ireland, that
his moral sense has become impaired in
cages that suggest even the most remote
semblance to the political situation of
his native land. Even Nana Sahib is
more than half covered by Mr. McCar-
thy’s shield, because he is conceived to
represent the nemesis of an invaded soil.
Most of us can recall only too well the
story of that awful summer evening at
Cawnpore when Nana Sahib’s butchers
outraged and hewed to pieces a large
housefulof defencelessand tenderly-rear-
ed English gentlewomen. Even after this
writer's unwarranted deductions from
the atrocities, his story should make any
well-constituted mind recoil with horror.
So far as he dare presume on the pa-
tience of English readers, Mr. McCarthy
apologizes for the conduct of the vile
miscreant who directed this massacre,
and he conjectures it ‘to have occurred
to the Nana, or to have been suggested
to him that it would be inconvenient to
have his English captives recaptured by
the enemy, their countrymen.’

Some of our Indian heroes fare but
ill at this historian’s tribunal. For the
summary execution of the Princes of
Delhi he casts unworthy aspersions en
the memory of Hodson, the gallant
cavalry offieer who did so much to re-
cover India. At the same time Mr. Mec-
Carthy takes under his especial patron-
age Lord Canning, the Governor-Gene-
ral. He contrasts his forbearance, and
takes frequent refreshment from a fool-
ish nickname ¢ Clemency Canning.’
Now all this is grossly inaccurate and
most flagrantly unjust. Lord Canning
did generally exercise admirable self-
control and forbearance ; but in the
particular case of Delhi he telegraphed
to his Commander-in-Chief these exact
words : ¢ No amount of severity cau be

too great ; I will support you in any de- .

gree of it.” Hodson was acting under
these instructions, and his superior offi-

|
i
|
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cer, General Wilson, modified them by
the single reservation that the life of the

| aged King of Delhi be spared. Hodson

|

by an audacious coup captured the whole
royal litter, and he carried out his offi-
cial instructions in their obvious signi-
ficance.

Though in places, our author makes
an_unsafe pilot, he always makes a de-
lightful companion. His style is lim-
pid, and carries the narrative pleasantly
along. As we float in the sunshine we
often catch from afar the delightful
breath of the early English literature,
which has given so many writers their
charm and strength. Mr. McCarthy
finds time for a brief notice of our intel-
lectual growth in Canada, and draws
upon the papers contributed to this
magazine, referring by name to those of
Mr. Bourinot.

From Death unto Life, or, Twenty Years
of My Ministry, by Rev. W. Hasruan.
New York : D. Appleton & Co. : To-
ronto : Hart & Rawlinson.

The writer of this work is or was a
clergyman of the Church of England
who having been unexpectedly raised
from a bed of sickness determined to de-
vote his restored health and strength to
an earnest religious life. The book con-
tains an account of the manner in which
he was led on to greater spirituality.

" His parochial labours were chiefly con-

fined to Cornwall, England, where the
demonstrative character of the religious
Cornishmen, found a warm sympathizer
in Mr. Haslam, who in his religious
schemes assigned great importance to the
emotional part of our nature and to the
need of a conscious conversion of the
heart. His success in the conversion of
souls led to his being asked to conduct
‘ missions’ in other parts of England;
and though at that early period there
was a very common prejudice against
these revival services, yet, he was the
means of rousing many parishes to a
more earnest apiritual life, till at last
these special services were taken up in
all parts of the country and, divested of
their noisy and unseemly character, were
recognised as a valuable means of sup-
plementing the ordinary services and

| work of the parish.
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SALVINI AT THE GRAND OPERA
HOUSE.

HANKS to the enterprise of Mr.
Pitou, a Toronto audience, at the
Grand Opera House, on the 2Ist ult,,
had the gratification of witnessing Sig-
nor Salvini in Othello, one of the
greatest of his Shakespearean persona-
tions, and a representation which, to
the full, bore out the high reputation
which had preceded the great Ital-
ian tragedian, and gave the most un-
qualified delight to the intelligent and
sritical audience assembled to greet him.
#is rendering of the part was emphati-
cally his own, and though at times the
critic mizht be disposed to carp at inno-
vations and,indeed, to joiu issue with the
actor in his conception of the whole cha-
racter, the interpretation was neverthe-
Jess marked by undoubted genius, aided
by a close, critical study of all that the
eritics and commentators have written
apon the play. Nature has done much
physically for Salvini, and the rdle re-
ceives additional intensity from the
nobleness of his bearing and the grace
and restraint of his gestures, as well as
by a declamation which, in tone, timbre
and rythm, was in admirable accord
with the character portrayed. From an
American contemporary we quote the
following detailed criticism of the repre-
sentation which few will forget who had
the good fortune to see it :

» *In Othello Signor Salvini won his greatest
triumph, and the criticismns offered were gen-
erally upon his treatment of the text. But
whether Signor Salvini should follow Shake-
speare in the final act, and stab himself, or
follow his own promptings and cut his throat
with a scimetar because stabbing was never
the custom of Oriental nations, is a minor
matter and detracts nothing from the grandeur
of his art. Othello in Signor Salvini’s hands
becomes a barbarian. The high civilization
that surrounds him just manifests iteelf, like
serfume upon a handkerchief, and no more.
&t does not colour his 1ethods, his nature or
his manner. His treatment of Desdemona is
throughout a magnificent depicting of un-
tamed, barbaric love. He is very gentle, like
a tiger to her whelps, he is manly in an abun-
dant wealth of tenderness, the laming jewels
of his dress are not richer in their glow than
is the warmth of his affection.. He does not
make love as the Venetians made it, his pas-
sion is not colourless as theirs, in him is the
difference between their pale faces and the

rich flush of hi¢ own red-brown cheek. For
a moment, won from himself by danger to
Venice, he answers the Venetian Senate with
a ringing Xromise to accept the challenge of
the foe. second later, his glance reverts to
Desdemona, and his duty is forgotten ; all is
forgotten, even the magnificoes in whose pres-
ence he stands, he sees only the woman who
is to him his life. Aud then, as at all times,
he, does not give himself to Desdemon: b

halves ; he does not reserve his deepest feef:
ing for another affection or ambition ; he re-
cognises the patriot's duty, but all else is hers.
The temptation scene again showed Signor
Salviui to be a great artist. The play of ex-
pression, the uneasiness, depicted as subtly as
a dance of shadows upon a wall, that grows

! into gaunt grief, the intent to possess himself

of Jayo's mind, and yet fearful of what he may
read there, the supreme effort to hide from
Iayo the effect of his innuendo, and yet more
and more betraying the working of the poison
in his veins—could not have been more artis-
tically truthful. It was profoundly affecting,
because profoundly natural. And later the
whole house was swept along by the intense
and splendidly graduated passion of the out-
burst : ““ Villain be sure you prove,” when,
winding his fingers within Zago’s hair and
shaking him as a lion might shake a hyena,
he finishes by flinging him to the earth and
raises his foot to trample on the wretch for
his maddening words. Then comes the re-
vulsion of feeling, like a breeze upon a wave.
Othello shudders, the Hrutality of the deed
rises before him, the Moor masters the mad-
man, he recoils from the face of murder, and
with mingled contrition and disgust stretches
forth a hand to raise the villain up. Musically
perfect in its tempo and intonation, drama-
tically perfect in gesture and expression, the
delivery of this passage was unmistakably
tremendous—the fire of rage palpably waxing
at every word, the whole being vibrating, the
face aflame, the voice becoming more and

- more terrible and yet so perfectly held in con-

trol as never to degenerate iuto s scream- it
was terrific. So on to the end. ‘The great
madman i+ possessed of a vengeance more
sacred to him than life, It converts him into
an incarnate yet never forgetting fury. His
rudeness to Kmilia when offering her the
purse, not caring to conceal the voleano within

im as he flings it at her retreating feet, was
again a display of the marvellous in the actor's
art. The climax ~reached at the bedside of
Desdemona, when after a great, heart-broken,
passionate cry on learning of Desdemona’s
innocence, Othello is recalled to himself by the
mention of Za40's name—was supreme. 'I'urn-
ing like a wild beast, he fastens upon Iago a
look that no hate, no passion, no fury ever
made more awful. It was the whole hell
within shining through his flaming eyes ! A
moment later, and quivering in the death
throes of a strong madman, he falls at the
altar of his sacrifice and follows Iago into the
unknown !’
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¢ Christian Institutions’ is the title of
Dean Stanley’s recent collected essays on
ecclesiastical subjects. A reprint has ap-
peared in New York,

The third and fourth volumes of the
¢ Metternich Memoirs’—1815-48 —are
now ready. They treat of the Congresses
of Laybach, Aix-la-Chapelle, and Ve-
rona; the Eastern War of 1829 ; and
the Revolutionary Period of 1848.

Ouida’s new story, entitled ¢ A Village
Commune,’ has just appeared. Its moral
tone is said to be ¢ above reproach !’ Its
subject is the sufferings of the Italian
pessantry under the municipal tyranny
and local bureaucracy of fair Italy.

We learn that Messrs. Houghton and
Co., of Boston, have arranged with the
English publishers of the ¢ Edinburgh’
and ¢ Quarterly’ Reviews to place on the
American and Canadian book markets a
fac-simile edition of these old flag-ships
of the English Whig and Tory parties,
—the re-issue to be printed from the
original plates, and sold at a cost of $4
each per annum.

The American mugazine invasion of . jym for the Insane ; * Proceedings of the

England, and the instant favour accord-
ed to the transatlantic editions of * Har-
per’ and ‘Scribner,’” have incited some
London publishers to enter the lists with
two new serial publications, entitled
“The Burlington’ aud ¢ The Grosvenor.’
‘The Kensington’ magazine, recently
started, is, however, to be withdrawn.
Only large capital lavishly expended will
give these ventures success. The enter-
prise of our American cousins has been
a new revelation to English publishers as
to the mode of conducting magazines,
Mr. Lawrence Oliphant has been on
a philo-semitic errand to Palestine to
spy out the character and capabilities of
the country on the further side of the
Jordan. The result is a book, entitled

‘The Land of Gilead, with Excursions °

in the Lebanon,’ in which the author re-

cords his conviction that there are tracts '

of land in Palestine of the fairest pro-
mise, which might be turned to com-
mercial account and made to yield ‘ fabu-

lous interest ’ to any company colonizing
and settling them—a land veritably
¢ flowing with milk and honey.” True,
the predatory Bedouin Arab is in pos-
session of this paradise, but a monopoly
syndicate would quickly dispossess him
cf his fee-simple. The book is a curious
and entertaining one,

The Blackwoods, the Edinburgh Tory
publishers, have been making a great hit
with a book recently issued from their
press, bearing the title of ¢ Gleanings
from Gladstone.” The work seems to
be a travesty upon Mr. Gladstone’s re-
cent collected writings, and we learn
that 80,000 copies of the book were
quickly disposed of, and a new work,
entitled ¢ More Gleanings,’ has been put
upon the market. Ingenuity of carica-
tureand felicity of misapplied quotations
are the features of interest in the books
which have ensured them so rapid a sale.

We are in receipt of the following
%amphlets, &c. :—* Brain Lesions and
unctional Results;’ a thoughtful paper
from the American Journal of Insanity,
by Dr. Daniel Clark, of the Toronto Asy-

Sixth Biennial Convention of the Ameri-
canAssociation of Instructorsof theBlind,’
held at Louisville, Ky., in August last,
containing an account of the invention of
Principal J. Howard Hunter, of Brant-
ford, for facilitating reading by the
blind ; a second and revised edition of
‘ Ingersoll in Canada : a reply to Hon.
Mr. Wendling, Archbishop Lynch, ¢ By-
stander,” and others,” by Mr. Allen
Pringle, of Selby, Ont.; ‘La Révue
Canadienne,’ new series, for Jan., 1881,
containing some interesting papers on
literary, religious, and political topiecs,
by writers of the Sister Province of
Quebec; ¢ England and Ireland:’ a
lecture by the Rev. A. J. Bray—a vigo-
rous and historical treatment of the sub-
ject ; and ¢ Moses Oates’ Weather Book
for 1881,’ containing useful and instruc-
tive information concerning the climate
of Canada, with a statistical résumé of
the weather of the past year and meteor-
ological forecasts for 1881.
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THE DEAD MOON.
From the Cincinnati Gazette.

The moon is, in a state of decrepitude—a
d ad world. —| Proctor’s Lectures. ]

The moon is dead, defunct, played out ;
So says a very learned doctor ;

She looketh well, beyond a doubt ;
Perhaps she’s in a trance, dear Proctor.

At any rate, she’s most entrancing
For one of such decrepit age ;

And on her radiant beauties glancing,
She charms the eye of youth and sage.

And so0 the man upon her’s perished !
He lived in doleful isolation ;

Poor wretch! No wife his bosom cherished,
No children aqualled his consolation.

Yet she'sadored by all the gypsies,
Whose lovers sigh beneath her beams,

She aids the steps of staggering tipsies,
And silvers o'er romantic streams.

And once she caught Endymion sleeping,
And stooped to kiss him in a grove,
Upon him very slyly creeping ;
e was her first and only love.

But that’s & very ancient story,

And was a youthful indiscretion,
‘When she was in her primal glory

Ere scandal schools had held a session.

Dear, darling moon ! I dote upon her,
I watch her nightly in the sky ;

But oh ! upon my word of honour,
I'd rather she were dead than 1.

A countryman was solicited to buy a
Cyclopaedia the other day, and he re-
plied that he would certainly buy one if
he was sure he could ever learn to ride it.

Old lady asks neighbour to look at
picture by her son: ‘Come awa’ ben,
Mrs. Smith, and see the new pentin’ din
by our Jeems. It'sascene in Arran wi’
a horse an’ kairt in’t, an’ it’s sae weel
pentet that ye canna’ tell the yin frae the
tither.’

A doctor, passing a stonemason’s shop,
called out, ‘ Good morning, Mr. D., hard
at work ! I see you finich your grave-
stones as far as “ In the memory of,” and
then wait, I suppose, to see who wants
a monument next?’ ‘Why, yes,’ re-
plied the old man—* unless somebody’s
ill and you are doctoring him ; then I
keep straight on.’

i

She sighed for the wings of a dove,
but had no idea that the legs were much
better eating.

The best and most thoughtful ediiors
now allow contributors to the waste-bas-
ket to write on both sides of the paper.

The minister asked the Sunday-school :
¢ With what remarkable weapon did
Samson at one time slay a number of
Philistines 1’ For a while there was no
answer, and the minister, to assist the
children, began tapping his jaw with the
tip of his finger, at the same time say-
ing, ¢ What’s this—this?’ Quick as
thought a little fellow quite innocently
replied : ¢ The jaw-bone of an ass, sir.’

THE ICE.
From the Boston Transcript.

Now the men are on the ice—
Crystal ice—
And they’ll fill up all their houses in a trice.
ow they giggle, giggle, giggle,
In the frozen air of day !
‘While the mercury runs lower
And their saws go never slower,
But up and down alway,
Like the stocks, stocks, stocks,
Or like Jacky-in-the box,
Through the crystal congelation that hides the
ponds g0 nice
With the ice, ice, ice, ice,
Tee, ice, ice.
Through the frozen aqua pura, through the ice.

In the summer, oh, how nice,
Cooling ice !
On the table what a blessing is a slice,
In the heated air of noon,
‘When the butter sinks in swoon
And the water is luke warm
And hard to drink,
And the flies about you swarm
Like the chickens on the newly plant-
Oh, to think, [ed farm !
As you hear the sound 8o nice
Of the cart all drip, drip, dripping with the
ice,
Once or twice
That the price
Does not pincg you like a vice,
A dollar for a slice
No thicker than the liquor
Of the ice, ice, ice,
Of the ice, ice, ice, ice,
Ice, ice, ice!
Oh, fche'ice cream ! oh, the cobbler! oh, the
ice!



