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COREA AND HER NEICHBOURS.

BY THE REV. JAMES COOKE SEYMOUR.

COREAN MANDARIN,

The Old World, in its remotest
regions, has suddenly become the
newest of the new. Western eyes
.are turned to the land of Sinim
with an cagerness unknown before
in the history of mankind. The
future of Japan—the Rising Star
of the East—the fate of China—
that strange and unwieldy agglo-
meration of humanity—the rela-
tion of Western civilization to
these vast regions and peoples,
.are questions of profound interest
‘to the statesmar, the trader, the

Vou. XLVIIL. No. 6.

philanthropist, and above all, to
the Christian.

The smallest of these nations is
Corea.  This country has been
hermetically sealed to outside in-
trusion and investigation until
quite recently. But when a wo-
man’s curiosity sets to work, even
Corean mysteries—what are they ?
An English lady—Mrs. Isabella
Bird-Bishop—a splendid sample
of the highest order of intrepid,
infelligent, and fair-minded travel-
lers, has made an exceedingly
comprehensive  investigation of
this interesting country and done
much to add Corea to the uni-
versal brotherhood of natiors.
Her book, recently published, is
full of thrilling interest

““In the winter of 1894, she tells us,
*“when about to sail for Corea, many
interested friends hazarded guesses as to
where it was—rthe equator, the Mediter-
ranean, the Black Sea, and a hazy notion
that it was somewhere in the Gresk
Archipelago! Tt was curious that not
one of these.educated, and in some cases
intelligent people, came within two thou-
sand miles of its actual latitude and longi-
tude !”

Corea is a definite peninsula to
the north-east of China, measur-
ing, roughly, 600 miles from
north to south, and 135 from east
to west. Bounded on the north

“vCorca and Her Neighbowrs.” A
Narrative of Travel, With an Account of
the Recent Vicissitudes and Present Po-
sition of the Country. By Isabella Bird
Bishop, F.R.G.S. Toronto: Fleming H.
Revell 5 William Briggs.
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and west by the Tumen and
Amnok rivers, which divide - it
from the Russian and Chinese
Empires, and by the Yellow Sea—
its eastern and southern limit is
the Sea of Japzn. The coast line
is about 1,740 miles, with few good
harbours.

“The climate is undoubtedly one of
the finest and healthiest in the world.
Foreigners are not afflicted by any cli-
matic maladies, and European children
can be safely brought up in every part of
the peninsula.
year the

For nine months of the
ies are generally bright, and a

COREAN SOLDIERS.

Corean winter is absolutely superb, with
its still atmosphere, its bright blue un-
clouded sky, its extreme dryness without
asperity, and its crisp, frosty nights.”

The Coreans are quite unlike
either the Chinese or Japanese.
It is true that the obliquity of the
Mongolian eye is always present,
as well as a trace of bronze in the
skin, but the complexion varies
from a swarthy olive to a very
light brunette. The usual ex-
pression is cheerful, with a dash

" Methodist Magazine and Review.

of puzzlement. They are cer-
tainly a handsome race. The
foreign teachers bear willing tes-
timony to their menwal adroitness
and quickness of perception, and
their talent for the rapid acquisi-
tion of languages, which they
speak more fluently and with far
better accent than either the Chi-
nese or Japanese.

The language of Corea is mixed.
The educated classes speak the
Chinese as much as possible, and
all the literature of any account
is in that language, but it is of an
archaic form—the Chinese of one
thousand years ago, and differs
completely in pronunciation from
Chinese as now spoken in China.
“En-mun” is the Corean script,
but it is utterly despised by the
educated. It is the only language
of Eastern Asia which possesses
an alphabet. For hundreds of
years prior to 1893, all official an-
nouncements of the Government
were in Chinese, but in that year
the Corean en-mun began to be
used for the first tihe.  Since
then the national script has been
coming more and more into use,
largely through the prominence
given to it by the foreign mission-
aries, This tends not only to
strengthen the national feeling
but to bring the masses, who can
mostly read their own sciipt, into
contact with Western science and
forms of thought.

Entering Corea at Fusan, which
our intrepid traveller describes as
much more Japanese than Corean,
she passed on to Seoul, the
capital. Few cities can boast, as
Seoul can, that tigers and leopards
are shot within their walls.

‘¢ Arid and forbidding as the engirdling
mountains look at times, there are
evenings of purple glory, when every
peak gleams like an amethyst, with a
pink translucency, and the shadows are
cobalt, and the sky is green and gold.

“Fair are the surroundings, too, in
early spring, when a delicate green mist
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veils the hills, and their sides are flushed
with the heliotrope azalea, the flame of
plum and blush of cherry, and tremu-
lousness of peach-blossom. Looking down
on this great city of near a quarter of a
million, it has the aspect of an expanse
of over-ripe mushrooms. Few Eastern
cities have prettier walks and rides in
their immediate neighbourhood, or greater
possibilities of rapid escape into sylvan
solitudes, and ladies without a European
-escort can ride, as I have done, in every
direction, outside the walls, without
meeting with the slightest annoyance.

<Y shrink from describing intramural
Seoul. I thought it the foulest city on
earth till I saw Peking and its smells,
the most ¢dious till T encountered those
of Shao-shing. For a great city and a
capital its meanness is indescribable.
Etiquette forbids the erection of two-
storied houses, consequently the entire
population are living on the ground,
chiefly in labyrinthine alleys, muny of
them not wide enough for two loaded
Dbulls to pass, and further narrowed by
slimy ditches which receive the refuse
of the houses, their fetid margins being
the favourite resort of half-naked chil-

dren, of big, mangy, blear-eyed dogs,
which wallow in the slime or blink in -
the sun.”

There, too, the itinerant vendor
of small wares puts a few planks
across the ditch, establishes him-
self and his goods, worth in all
perhaps a dollar—which in the
Corean currency means some
3,200 cash. But if the Corean is
not very particular about his filthy
surroundings, he is extremely par-
ticular about wearing white
clothes, and very white and clean
at that!

¢\When I first looked down on Seoul
early in March,” says Mrs. Bishop, ¢ one
street along its whole length appeared to
be still encumbered with the drift of the
previous winter's snow. It was ouly by
the aid of a glass that I discovered that
this is the great promenade, and that the
snowdrift was just the garments of the
Coreans. Washing is the Corean woman's
manifest destiny so long as her lord
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wears white. Clothes are hoiled with
ley three times, rolled into hard bundles,
and pounded with heavy sticks on stones.
After being dried they are beaten again
on cylinders till they attain a polish re-
sembling dull satin, The women are
slaves to the laundry, and the only
sound which breaks the stillness of a
Seoul night is the regular beat of their
laundry sticks.”

The voracity of the Coreans is
extreme. They eat not to saticfy
hunger, but to enjoy the sensation

COREAN PEASANT WOAMAN.

of repletion. The training for this
enjoyment begins at a very early
age. A maqther feeds her young
child with rice, and when it can
eat nc more in an upright posi-
tion, lays it on its back on her lap
and feeds it again, tapping its
stomach from time to time with a
flat spoon to ascertain if further
cramming is possible.

Much of Mrs. Bishop’s journey-
ings through Corea were among

people who had never seen a
European woman before.  Their
curiosity, especially that of the wo-
men, was unbounded, '

“The women and the children,” sy
Mrs, Bishop, **broke into my room, sat
on my bed in heaps, examined wy
clothing, took out my hair-pins and
pulled down my hair, tuok off my slippers,
drew my sleeves up to the elbow, and
pinched my arms to see if they were of
the same flesh and blood as their owi.
They investigated my few possessions
minutely, trying on my hat and gloves.
The pushing and crushing, the odious
familiarity, the babel of voices, and the
odours of dirty clothing in a temperature
of 80°, were intolerable.”

In all her extensive travels
through Corea and Manchuria,
Mrs. Bishop received no serious
molestation anywhere. The term
“foreign devil,” she avers, is
sometimes used with the polite
prefix of * honourable,” especially
when everything is well paid for.
She took care to keep well within
that classification !

The Corean women are abso-
lutely secluded. Silen e is re-
garded as a wife’s firsi duty. Her
husband addresses her by the
word, “ yabu,” which nieans, “look
here,” which is significant of her
relation to him. It is correct for

~a man to treat his wife with ex-

ternal marks of respect, but he
would be an object for scorn and
ridicule if he showed her affection,
or treated her as a companion.
The women’s clothes are as dirty
as the men’s are white.

The Corean peasant woman
makes all the clothing of the
household, does all the cooking,
husks and cleans rice, carries
heavy loads to market on her
head, draws water, in remote dis-
tricts works in the field, rises early
and takes rest late, spins, weaves,
and, as a rule, has many children.
At thirty she looks fifty, and at
forty is frequently toothless.
Even the love of personal adorn-
ment fades out of her life at a
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very early age. Daughters have
been put to death by their fathers,
wives by their husbands, and a
serving-woman gave as her reason
for remissness in attempting to
save her mistress, who perished in
a fire, that in the confusion a man
had touched the lady, making her
not worth saving !

Buddhism is a proscribed re-
ligion in Corea, but it has survived
in the most romantic mountain re-
cesses, and among these, the far-
famed “ Diamond Mountain” is
the most magnificent of all. Here
are forty-five monasteries and
monastic shrines.

*On that enchanting May evening,
when odours of paradise—the fragrant
breath of a million flowery shrubs and
trailers, of bursting buds and unfolding
ferns, rose into the cool dewy air, and
the silence conld be felt, I was not in-
clined to enter a protest against Corean
exaggeration on the ground that the

number of peaks is probably neaver
1,200 than 12,000. Then yellow granite
pinnacles, weathered into silver gray,
rose up cold, stern, steely blue, from the
glorious forests which drape their lower
heights—winter above and summer below
—then purpled into red as the sun sank
and gleamed above the twilight till each
glowing summit died out, as lamps which
are extinguished one by one, and the
whole took on the ashy hue of death.”

As to the moribund Buddhism
which has found its most secluded
retreat in these mountains, it is
overlaid with demonolatry, and,
like that of China, is smothered
under a host of semi-deified
heroes. Of the lofty aims and
aspirations after righteousness
which distinguish the great re-
forming sects of Japan—it knows
nothing,

The cloud of impending Japan-
ese war was gathering fast, and
Mrs. Bishop found it convenient
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to change Corea for Manchuria,
Her journey to Mukden, the capi-
tal, was on the swollen waters -of
the river Liau. The inundation
had spread far and wide. Large
areas of fertile country lay under
water. The destruction of life
and property had been immense.
After a terrible experience of
‘several days, soaked to the skin
by rain, she arrived within three
miles of Mukden. Wong, her
attendant, engaged a passenger-
cart—a conveyance of the rough-
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But Mukden turned out to be a
very interesting city.

*'Co my thinking,” says Mrs. Bishop,
‘““no Chinese city is so agreeable as
Mukden. The Tartar capital is free
from that atmospherc of decay which
broods over Pekin.' Its wide streets are
comparatively clean. It is regularly
built, and its fine residences are well
kept up. Near it are the superb tombs
of the ancestors of the
present Emperor], of
China.

¢“The favourable re-
ception given to Chris-
tianity 13 one of the

EAST FLOWERY GATE, PEKIL.N.

est description, which is only ren-
dered tolerable by having its back,
sides, and bottom padded.

¢ Nothing can exaggerate the horrors
of an unameliorated Chinese cart on an
infamous road. Down into ruts two
feet deep, over hillucks and big gnarled
rovts, through yuagmires and banked
ditches—in dread of the awful jerk
produced by the mules making 2 non-
simultaneous jump.

“Y said to myself ‘This is my last
hour ! "—getting a blow on my head
which made me see a shower of sparks,
bruised, breathless, and in great pain;
the cart turned over, I found myself
with tne camera on the top of me, my
right arm twisted under me, and a
Chinese crowd looking at me, curious to
see the ‘foreign devil.'”

features of Mukden. The Scotch United
Presbyterian missionaries, who have been
established there for twenty-five years,
are on friendly terms with the people
and specially with many of the man-
darins and higher officials.

“I attribute their friendly relations
partly to the fact th 't the missionaries
have studied Chinese customs and eti-
quette very closely, and are careful to
conform to both far as is possible ; while
they are not only keeu-sighted for the
good thatisin the Chinese, but bring the
best out of them. Thus Christianity,
divested of the nonchalant or contemp-
tuous isolation by which it is often made
repulsive, has made considerable progress
not only in the capital but in the province.
During the greater part of my long visit
there was scarcely a day in which there
were not deputations from distant vil-
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lages asking for Christian workers, for
many who desired further instruction in
‘Christianity.”

War was declared on August 1,
1894. As Japan had full com-
mand of the sea, all the Chinese
troops sent to Corea had to pass
through Mukden. They came in
thousands, seizing whatever they
could get hold of on the march.

‘T saw,” says Mrs. Bishop, “several
regiments of fine physique, without a
rifle among them. Some were armed
with antique muzzle-lvading muskets,
very rusty, or with long matchlocks, and
some carried only spears or bayonets
fixed on red poles. It was nothing but
murder to send thousands of men so
armed, to meet the Japanese with their
deadly Murata rifles.”

Our discriminating  traveller
gives Japan full credit for the real
excellence of many of the reforms
proposed for Corea. For the
whole system of government, she
says, was a “sea of corruption
without a bottom or shore—an
engine of robbery crushing the

" life out of all industry.” But a
serious lack of judgment and ex-
perience was dangerously visible
in some of these ‘“reforms,” as

- for instance, “he ‘ Hair-cropping
Edict.”

The king was compelled to an-
nounce in the official Gazette
“that he had cut off his top-
knot,” and called on all his sub-
jects to follow his example and
“identily themselves with the
spirit of progress, and thus place
his country on a footing with the
other nations of the world

The whole nation was furious.
“The ‘top-knots’ came off the
chief ministers when they ap-
peared on the streets, and their
heads as well™*

Mrs. Bishop next visited Vladi-
vostok.

“‘There is nothing,” she says, *‘ Asiatic
about the aspect of the Russian capital
on the Pacific. Indeed, it is trans-
atlantic rather than European. The site

in 1860 was a forest. In 1797 it had a
civil population of 25,000. As the
eastern terminus of the Trans-Siberian
Railway, Viadivostock aspires to be
what she surely will be—at once the
Gibraltar and Odessa of the Far East—
one of the most important of emporiums
for the commerce of that vast area of
prolific country which lies south of the
Amoor.”

Mrs. Bishop pays a generous
tribute to the mission of Russian
civilization in these distant re-
gions, as far as it is capable of go-
ing. She is quite emphatic in
her praise of the Trans-Siberian
Railway, which for solidity of
construction, and general excel-
lence of all kinds, she thinks, will
compare favourably with any other
railway in the world.

Returning to Corea, our per-
sistent traveller had the honour of
more than one interview with the
king and queen. Indeed, she
seems to have become a great
favourite with thei~ Majesties.
The king asked her many ques-
tions regarding British ideas and
practices of government, and on
one occasion remarked, “ England
is our best friend.”

The queen spoke of Queen Vic-
toria, and said, “ She has every-
thing that she can wish—great-
ness, wealth, power. Her sons
and grandsons are kings and em-
perors, and her daughters em-
presses. Does she ever in her
glory think of poor Corea? We
wish her long life and prosperity.”

Not long after, the queen was
assassinated in her own palace,
chiefly through the plottings of the
Tai-won-Kun, who has been de-
scribed as the “ wickedest man on
earth.”

Strange indeed is the religion of
Corea. There are neither priests
nor temples nor idols; an absence
of religious ceremonials and sacred
books, and nothing to show that
religion has any hold on the popu-
lar mind. But there is a popular
cult for all that—Shamanism, or
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demon-worship. In Corean be-
lief, earth, air and sea are peopled
by demons. They haunt every
umbrageous tree, shady ravine,
crystal spring, and mountain
crest. They are on every roof,
ceiling, fireplace and beam. They
fill the chimney, the shed, the liv-
ing-room, the kitchen—they are
on every shelf and jar. In thou-
sands they waylay the traveller as
he leaves home, beside him, be-
hind him, dancing in front of him,
whirling over his head, crying out
upon him from earth, air and

died in poverty and manifold dis-
tresses, bring untold calamities on
mankind.

The second class comsists also
of self-existent spirits, whose
natures are partly kindly, and of
departed spirits of prosperous and
good people, but even these are
easily offended and act with extra-
ordinary capriciousness.

These latter, however, by due
intercessions and offerings may be
induced to assist man in obtaining
his desires and may aid him to
escape from the afflictive power of

CHINESYE SEDAN CHAIhA,

water.  They are numbered by
thousands of billions, and it has
been well said that their ubiquity
is an unholy travesty of the
Divine omnipresence.

This belief—and it seems to be
the only one he has—keeps the
Corean in a perpetual state of
nervous apprehension, and it
may be truly said of him that he
“ passes the time of his sojourning
here in fear”

These legions of spirits are of
two classes. The first are the
self-existing spirits, whose designs
are always malignant, and spirits
of departed persons, who, having

the evil demons. The comfort
and prosperity of every individual
depends on his ability to win and
keep the favour of the latter class.

Coreans attribute every ill by
which they are afflicted to demon-
iacal influence. The Shaman is
the demon-exorcist or priest. His
influence is as great as his fees are
high. Shamanism costs Corea
$2,500,000 annually. The Shaman
as a rule is the man-exorcist, but
his influence is far exceeded by
the Mutang, the woman-exorcists,
who are very much more numer-
ous.
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Regarding Christian missions,
Mrs. Bishop says :

¢¢ A longer and more intimate acquaint.
ance onily confirmed the high opinion
I early formed of the large budy of mis-
sionaries in Seoul, of their earnestness
and devotion to their work, of the ener-
getic, hopeful, patient spirit in which it
18 carried on, of the harmony prevailing
among different denominations, and the
cordial and sympathetic feeling towards
the Coreans. An elderly man who had
made a good living by sorcery came and
gave up the instruments of his trade,
suying he *‘ had served devils all his hfe,
but now he was serving the true God.

““One old Corean with his forehead in
the dust, prayed like a child, that the
eyes of the foreigners might be opened

2

‘‘ to see the sore need of people in a land
where no one knows anything, and
where all believe in devils, an1d are dying
in the derk.

“As [ looked upon thuse lighted
faces,” continues Mrs. Bishop, *‘ wearing
an expression strongly contrasting with
the dull, dazed look of the ordinary
Corean, it was impossible not to recognize
that it was the teaching of the Apostolic
doctrines of sin, judgment to come, and
divine love, which had brought about
such results.”

Yes; there is hope—grand hope
—even for Corea, in the Gospel
of Christ, which is the “ power of
God unto salvation to every omne
that believeth.”

Paisley, Ont.

CHRISTMAS

MEMORIES.

O day of gladness, day of joy divine,
What part in thee have I, since all my light
Is faded into shadow? Joy is thine,
But mine is sorrow ; and too dim my sight
Has grown for Christmas sunshine ; give to me
: But memory.
Thoughts dear of other days within my heart
Hold me apart.
I cannot bless this Christmas day, so fast
The tears come—all my blessing is the past.

Poor aching heart, poor tired eyes, that see
Only the empty chair, the vacant place!
Toor human longing for what cannot be—
The voice grown silent, the beloved face!
Love knows—love knows !—but yet, believe me, dear,
You need not fear
The Christmas brightness; tears but clear the eyes,
And, grown more wise,
The soul looks forth with added power to bless—
The power of a deeper tenderness.

Gladness is not the mark of empty hearts,
Nor grief of full ones; neither is there strife
"Twixt joy and sorrow ; each to each imparts
New meaning, children of one mother—life.
O troubled soul, unconscious of thy strength,
Behold at length,
From out the very depths of shadow shines
This truth divine,
That of one spirit is our loss and gain,
Our deepest comfort and our deepest pain!

The empty joy is that which knows not grief ;
The empty grief is that which gladness fears ;
Of sorrow and. of joy is born belicf,
And blessed is the smile that breaks through tears.
Then let the holly mingle with the yew,
Dear heart and true,
For unto God there is nor first nor last—
Leve knows no past.
With steadfast gaze He looks on hopes and fears,
And gathers to His feet the passing years.
—Averic Standish Francis, in *“ The Outlook.
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SNAP SHOTS FROM JAMAICA.

BY MRS. E. H. M'KILLOP.
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“ Good morning, daddy ! How
do you feel to-day ?”

“Oh, massa' I bless de Lord
for dis morning. Tank de Lord
I feel a leetle so-so.”

“Well, daddy, do you know I
have been thinking I would write
and see if I could get your name
placed on the poor list.”

Dagldy is an old ex-slave. He
was, as he puts it, quite ripe (old)
when free come (1837). His hair
is quite white, and he is too infirm
for any sort of work. He is all
alone in the world, and lives in a
little tumble-down hut, built of
banana leaves, cocoanut boughs,
etc.  As we make this suggestion,
a look of pride steals into his still
bright cyes, as he savs:

“No, massa! De Lord will

MARKET SCENE, JAMAICA.

provide. The children ob de King
no need to go on poor list.”

So dear old Daddy continues to
live his life of faith, and truly the
Lord does provide, and although
not rich, Daddy B is always
happy and contented, and his
bread and his water (even in time
of drought) is, according to pro-
mise, sure.

The banns have been duly pub-
lished, as a marriage license in
Jamaica costs £5—a luxury very
seldom indulged in. The bride
has at last completed her extensive,
and in many cases very expensive,
toilet. It is true that the new
shoes, probably a size too small,
are most uncomfortable, so much
s0, that sometimes, in the midst
of the ceremony, the husband-
clect must let nature have her ac-
customed sway, and gracefully (?)
stooping down he pulls off the
shoes of his expectant bride. The
artificial flowers look strangely out



of place, when roses, hibiscus,
orchids, etc, can be had gratis,
but still it is the fashion, and even
in Jamaica everything must bend
to that. exacting monster. The
couple have been living together
in sin for perhaps five or ten years.
In all probability there is a large
family of children at home. Never-
theless, they must have all the
pomp, etc, of an ordinary wed-
ding. A grand feast follows the
ceremony, and then a promenade
through the nearest village, of all

Snup Shots from Jumaica.

We did not quite understand this
expression, and on one¢ occasion
ventured to ask, “ Turn thanks for
what ? to which we received the
intelligent answer, “ Dow’t know,
missus, just ‘turn tanks’” On
their return from church the last
bottle of wine and the remainder
of the wedding cake are partaken
of, and the festivities, and, alas, too
often, the joy and happiness as
well, are at an end.

Not long ago, while riding

PLANTER'S HOUSE, JAMAICA.

the invited guests, headed by the
newly-made bride and bridegroom.

It is not considered the correct
thing for them to appear at church
on the first Sunday—but the fol-
lowing week, arrayed in all their
wedding grandeur, and much to
the discomfiture of the unfortun-
ate minister, whose voice is almost
drowned by the loud squeaking of
their boots (an exorbitant price be-
ing willingly paid for a special
guarantee of their squeaking
powers), they attend church for
the purpose of “turning thanks.”

through one of our mountain dis-
tricts, we met a woman carrying a
small child. We gave her the
usual salutation,

** Morning, missus, how you do?”’

“ I quite hearty, tank you, but de
pickaninny, him “—they pay no-
attention to gender—“bad for
true, him have de whooping
cough.”

We invited her down to the
mission house, and, to the best of
our ability, prescribed for the little
one. A few days afterwards we
tearned, “him was much better.”
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We flatiered ourselves that our
medicine had been effective. Im-
agine our horror when we dis-
covered to what she attributed the
cure.  Some neighbours had sug-
gested that the best remedy for
whooping cough was a boiled rat.
She accordingly prepared this ap-
petizing morsel, hence the speedy
recovery of her child. In this
case the cure was without doubt
worse than the disease.

Seven miles from the nearest
church, a large neglected district,
men and women living in the

will not stand the test of our
Jamaica rains. The people are
very poor, but willing. So free
labour gangs are organized, and
the work goes on merrily. But
you know, “Money makes the
world go round” Some of our
Canadian friends have already had
a share in this work, but there is

NATIVE TYPES, SPANISH TOWN, JARAICA.

grossest sin, children growing up
in ignorance and vice. Surely this
was a Macedonian call. Dare we
turn a deaf ear? A meeting is
arranged, and, as no building is
available, a rough booth, com-
posed chiefly of banana leaves,
cocoanut boughs, etc., is quickly
thrown up. As we are driving
along the road the bushes part,
and a pickaninny, clothed in
nature’s garb, darts past us like a
frightened deer. An enthusiastic
crowd has gathered to welcome us,
and once more we tell the old, old
story.

Our next move must be a per-
manent building, for this booth

still room for you. One morn-
ing, while superintending the
building operations, a man and his
wife came up eagerly, and said,

“ Minister, when you get the
church finished, the missus and me
is going to present ourselves to de
Lord?”

“ But why wait till then ?”?

“ Well, minister, would you like
us to do it next Sunday ?

“ But you know life is uncertain,
why wait a week

“ Well, minister, would you like
us to do it now, ’cause we’s ready,”
and together they kneel down, and
give themselves to Him who said,
*“ Except ye be converted, and be-



come as little children, ye shall not
enter into the kingdom of heaven.”

A wretched hovel, possibly 9 x 0.
For years the father and mother—
we almost shrink from using these
sacred words—have been living in
sin, six of their seven children
having been born in illegitimacy.
The baby, probably about three
months old, is pale and sickly;
apparently death has already set its
seal upon it. The poor woman,
almost destitute of clothing, is
truly an object of the greatest
misery. What did we think was
the matter with the child? We
had already surmised, but our
worst fears were realized, when,
drawing up close to her, she
whispered, “ Minister, I’m starving,
but, oh ! don’t tell B——, he beat
me last night,” and the poor wo-
man trembled at the thought of a
repetition of such brutal treatment.
What could we do? A little
temporary aid, but it is only a drop
in the bucket. This is only one
of almost countless cases. One’s
sympathies are sorely taxed, and
we earnestly long for a pocket to
which there should be no bottom.

“Beware of Peggs and other
dangers” This danger signal,
occupying a prominent place on
one of our country roads, was cer-
tainly startling, and at the same
time mystifying. We looked for
1 interpreter, although we have
since become quite accustomed to
these striking but most effective
sign boards. The natives are firm
believers in the truth of the old
proverb—* Stolen fruits are sweét.”
The poor man plants his yams,
watches with satisfaction their
rapid growth, and his mouth
waters at the thought of the feast
he is soon to have—yam and
saltine—salt fish—which in his
mind constitute a dish fit for a
king.  But, alas, when he goes to
dig his treasures, he finds that

Snap Shots from Jamaica. 495

some one has preceded him, and
he has “nothing but leaves”
Strong measures, he argues, must
be resorted to, and so, sharpening
a stick, he dips it in some vegetable
of poison, and places it in his pro-
vision ground, and the unfortunate
yam stealer gets more than he bar-
gained for, though perhaps not
more than he deserves. This
wound festers, and becomes very

o 4

CHCURCH, SPANISH TOWN, JAMAICA.

painful, often developing into a
chronic sore. The law forbids
this inhuman practice, unless due
warning is given. Hence these
strangely written and incorrectly
spelled sign boards so common in
our country districts.

The discovery that the ther-
mometer is standing at 100 de-
grees in the shade may have the
effect of making one perspire more
freely, and long more earnestly for
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the twenty degrees below zero
days of our Canadian winters.
Still, in Jamaica, one ' must have a
thermometer, even if it is for noth-

MOONLIGHT BIT, JAMAICA.

ing more than keeping a record
to send to our friends at home, and
thus enlist a little sympathy for
the poor, half-scorched mission-
aries. We have just invested in

one, and called our old black ser-
vant, commonly called “ Musie,”
to admire our new treasure. She
carefully surveyed it, without dar-
ing to touch it, as she was firmly
convinced that, there was sonie-
thing of the duppy (evil spirit) con-
nected with this mysterious look-
ing object.

“ Well, Musie,” we queried, “ do
you know what that is ?”

“Yes, minister, dat’s what dey
calls ‘plans up’ *—we cannot vouch
for the spelling of the last word,
as j* does not appear in the latest
dictionary—"all ‘buckra’ (white
man) houses have dem. Yon see,
minister,” she continued, “it’s dis
way. If anybody teef anything
out ob you yard, you just go and
look on dis ting, and him tell you
who de teef be.”

Truly this was a new use for
thermometers, as we had been
hitherto unaware of its detective
qualities. It would have been
greatly to our advantage not to
have disabused our old Musie's
mind on this idea, as many of the
negroes are not, strictly speaking,
too honest. Still, we felt we
could not justly trade on her sim-
plicity, so did our best to persuade
her that it could tell no tales ex-
cept on the weather.  Whether
she was convinced on this point or
not we cannot say. But we al-
ways noticed that Musie, as well
as a large majority of our natives,
preferred to keep at a respectable
distance from our “ plans up.”

THE FIRST CHRISTMAS NIGHT.

! BY AMY PARKINCON,

Raysfrom heaven, earth’s darkness rending ;
Forms celestial, earthward wending ;
Shepherd-watchers, awestruck bending,—
And (how marvellous the sound !)
Angel-tones in proclamation :
‘“ Lo! this day hath brought salvation
TFor each soul of every nation
In the wide world’s circuit found.”

Toronto.

Then a burst of rapturous singing,
Earth with heavenly music ringing,
Praise to God ecstatic bringing

For the unexampled love
That hath sent His Son from glory.
Oh, the wondrous, wondrous story !

- Ever new, though ages hoary

Do in long succession niove.

-
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THE TEMFER OF A SAINT.—THE WIT AND
- HUMOUR OF JOHN WESLEY.

BY THE REV. W. H. ADAMS.

We are all of the earth, earthy.
But there is earth and earth. You
never mistake a vessel of crown
china for a drain pipe. It was a
hundred and twenty-two pounds of
pretty choice material that was
wrought into the trim and compact
little igure, with the benevolent eye
and the dimpled chin, that men
once called John Wesley. The
son of a hundred high-bred Eng-
lish families, there was nothing
about him coarse or common. If
the self-made scion of an uncul-
tured stock reflects his lineage—
¢¢ Rich, honoured, titled, he betrayshis race

By this one mark, he’s awkward in the
face,”’—

it is equally certain that the gentle
shows his cultured lineage.

By the law of heredity, Wesley
was endowed with a presence, tone,
and feeling that ranked him with
the elite, the intellectual, and re-
fined. And they were ready to
accord him his position. It was,
therefore, a pure and purposeful
philanthropy that led him to waive
his rights, repel his -natural in-
stincts, and expose himself to brick-
bats and to calumny.

“ The devil does not like street-
preaching. No more do I” he
said. “I like a soft cushion and
a handsome pulpit.” Yet he be-
took himself to the highways and
the fields. And, after all, did he
not have his reward? Could any
bliss approach that with which he
often led those worshipping multi-
tudes in the truly apposite and
trinmphant song,

*¢ Break forth into singing, ye trees of the
wood,
For Jesus is bringing lost sinners to God.”

. ‘We are accustomed to hear much

24

of Wesley as an ecclesiastical
statesman, scholar, poct, theologian
and divine. In these combined
capacities his influence has been
potent and wide-spread, and his
strong hand is felt to-day the whole
world round. But comparatively
little is said of him as a man. Yet
it is possible for us to know him
better than did some of his con-
temporaries—and it is superfluous
to remark that he is well worth
knowing,

Dr. Johnson, the intellectual
giant, once said to Wesley’s sister :
“1 could talk all day and all night
with your brother, madam,” and to
Boswell he complained because
Wesley was “never at leisure; he
is always obliged to go at a certain
hour, and this is very disagreeable
tc a man who loves to fold his legs
and have his talk out as I do
To-day, however, we can keep the
good man with us as long as we
desire him; he comes at cur bid-
ding; he even awaits our call. We
have him in his “ Journal ” * and
his works;—not a thing antique
and curious, sans life, sans soul,
sans blood, sans everything; but a
Jarge-hearted and genial brother-
man; whose quick wit, sound sense,
and perennial good-humour, allied
with his complete devotion to the
cause of Gud and of humanity, are
eminently  helpful, invigorating,
and inspiring.

“ Tommy,” said Wesley once, ad-
dressing a friend in the familiar

* ¢The three greatest, because the three
most_formative and powerful books pro-
duced by Englishmen during the last three
centuries, are George Fox’s ‘Journal,’ Wes-
ley’s ‘ Journal,’” and Newman’s ‘Apologia,’
but the greatest of these three is Wesley’s
‘Journal.’”—Hugh Prico Hughes, in a speech
delivered in London last spring.
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manner which this dignified little
man sometimes assumed toward
those he .loved,* ftouch that
dock.” The itinerant did so. “Deo
you feel anything ?” he agked.
“ No,” replied his friend. “Touch
that,” continued Wesley, pointing
to a nettle.  His companion did
so and was stung. “ Now, Tom-
my,” remarked Wesley, “some
men are like docks; say what you
will to them, they are stupid and
insensible. Others are like nettles;
touch them and they resent it.
Tommy, you are a nettle; and for
my part I would rather have to do
with a nettle than a dock.”

The story is significant. Wesley
was a quick-tempered man, who
had learned that anger, like fire,
is a good !servant, though a bad
master. He never cherished re-
sentment toward anybody; but,
when he was put on the defensive,
his ever good-natured warmth lent
a piquancy to his writings which
make them much easier of diges-
tion than the lumbering lucubra-
tions of a Dr. Dry-as-dust or a
Professor Ponderous. Some of
his pages, indeed, are all alive, and
at points they fairly bristle. He
had no love of controversy, bat
was often driven to it—sometimes
by indignation at men’s theological
vagaries—sometimes by the reflec-
tion that silence might seem guilt
whenever he was charged with
base designs, or his people with a
blind infatuation. /.nd he was a
capable controversialist, well able
to defend himself and them.

A clergyman who accused him
not only of making profit out of his
evangelistic labours, but of gaining
honour, too, was favoured with this
crisp and canny answer :

. “But ‘the honour’ 1 gain, you think,
is even ‘greater than the profit.’ Alas,

*8.g., “Jemmy ; * ¢ Billy ¥ ; “Neddy ”;
¢Franky ” (Bishop Asbury). Wesley had

been known as ‘“Jackey” in the old home
at Epworth.

sir, I have not generosity enough to relisi
it. I was always of Juvenal’s mind,—
¢ Qloria quantalibet, quid erit, si gloria tan-
tum est 2’
And especially while there are so many
drawbacks, so many dead flies in the pot
of ointment. Sheer honour might taste
tolerably well. But there is gall with
the honey, and less of the honey than the
gall. Pray, sir, what think you? Have
I more honour or dishonour? Do more
people praise or blame me? . . . Where
you hear one commend do 1ot ten cry out,
¢ Away with guch a fellow from the earth’?
¢ Above all, I do not love honour with
dry blows. I do not find that it will cure
broken bones. But perhaps you may
think I glory in these. O how should I
have gloried then if your good friends at
Dant’s-bridge had burnt my persen in-
stead of my effigy! . . Ishould rather
leave you the honour and myself sleep in
a whole skin.”

Wesley’s alleged love of filthy
lucre was a subject with which he
was ofterl compelled to deal. To
the scurrilous author of “ Method-
ism Examined and Exposed,” in
which this old charge had been re-
vamped, he wrote :

¢“I am almost ashamed (having done it
twenty times before) to answer this stale
calumny again. But the bold, frontless
manner wherein you advance it, obliges
me so to do. Knocw then, sir, that you
have no authority, either from Scripture
or reason, to judge of other men by your-
self. If your own conscience convicts
you of loving money, of ¢casting a sheep’s
eye at the unrighteous mammon,’ humble
yourself before God, if haply the thoughts
and desires of your heart may be forgiven
you. But, blessed be God, my conscience
is clear. My heart does not condemn me
in this matter. Iknow, and God knoweth,
that I have no desire to load myself with
thick clay; that I love money no more
than X love mire in the streets; that I
seek it not. And I have it not, any more
than suffices for food and raiment, for the
plain conveniences of life. X pay no court
to it at all, or to those that have it, either
with cunning or without.

*“For myself, for my own sake, I raise
no contributions either great or small.
The weekly contributions of our com-
munity (which are freely given, not °
squeezed out of any), as well as the gifts
and offerings at the Lord’s table, never
come into my hands. I have no concern
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with them, not so much as the beholding
them with my eyes. They are received
every week by the stewards of the So-
cieties, nfen of well-known character in
the world. ; and by them constantly dis-
tributed, within the week, to those whom
they know to be in real necessity.

** As to the ¢ very large oblations where-
with I amn favoured by persons of better
figure and fortune,” I know nothing of
them. Be so kind as to refresh my
memory by mentioning a few of their
names. I have the happiness of knowing
some of great figure and fortune ; some
right honourable persons. But if I were
to say that all of them together had given
me seven pounds in seven years, I should
say more than I could make good. And
yet I doubt not they would freely give
me anything I wanted ; but, by the bless-
ing of God, I want nothing that they can
give. 1 want only more of the Spirit of
love and power, and of a healthful mind.
As to those ‘many believing wives who
practice pious frauds on their unbelieving
husbands,’ I know them not, no, not one
of that kind ; therefore I doubt the fact.
If you know any such, be pleased to give
us their names and places of abode.
QOtherwise you must bear the blame of
being a lover, if not the maker, of a lie.”

Surely that charge was neatly
demolished ! Let us turn now to
another. Wesley could not bear
to be denominated an enthusiast.
It stung him to the quick. He was
constitutionally so formed that
from his very childhood he must
have “ the reason” for everything.
He had taught logic in Oxford;
had a penchant for the syllogism;
and for years had been Moderator
at the disputations which were held
six times a week at Lincoln Col-
lege. He emphatically claimed to
“ talkk common sense, in both prose
and verse, and to use no word but
with a fixed and determinate mean-
ing” It was particularly exasper-
ating, therefore, for one of his
mental habits, to be accused of im-
pious actions and of mad-cap ex-
travagarnces, as he often was. There
is a snap and directness in the sub-
joined deliverance on this score;
and it is fypical of the rest :

¢¢ Allied to this is the threadbare charge
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of enthusiasm, with which you frequently
and largely complimeatus. Butasitisas-
serted only and not proved, it falls to the
ground of itself. Meantime, your assert-
ing it is plain proof that you know noth-
ing of the men you talk of. Because you
know them not, you so boldly suy, ‘One
advantage we have over them, and that
is reason.” Nay, that is the very ques-
tion. I appeal to all mankind whether
you have have it or no. However, you
are sure we have it not, and are never
likely to have. For ‘reason,’ you say,
‘cannot do much with an enthusiast,
whose first principle is, to have nothing
to do with reason, but resolve all his re-
ligious opinions and notions into im-
mediate inspiration.’

*“Then, by your own account, I am no
enthusiast; for I resolve none of my
notions into immediate inspiration. i
have something to do with reason ; per-
haps as much as many of those who make
no account of my labours. And I am
ready to give up every opinion which I
cannot by calm, clear reason defend.
Whenever, therefore, you will try what
you can do by argument, which you have
not done yet, I wait your leisure, and
will follow you step by step, which way
soever you lead.”

To the same false accuser he
says : “ If you can prove upon me,
John Wesley, any one of the
charges which you have advanced,
call me not only a wolf, but an
otter, if you please.”

Wesley lost his temper once.
But when the facts of the case are
stated, there is no reader of these
pages but will be ready to palliate
his fault. It was when dealing, as
was his wont, with a mass of
nonsense which was popularly
dubbed divinity. The author of
this particular system was Jacob
Behmen, a German shoeinaker,
whose works—"“ a motley mixture
of muystical jargon, a jumble of
astrological, philosophical, chemi-
cal, and theological extrava-
gances ¥ ¥*—had been translated in-
to English and had beguiled many.
In The Arminian Magazine for
April, 1782, under the ironical
caption, “A specimen of . the

* Tyerman, * Life,” Vol, IL., p. 266.
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divinity and philosophy of the
highly-illuminated Jacob Behmen,”
Wesley inserted that worthy’s strik-
ing interpretation of the Lord’s
Prayer. .

“Unser Vater in Himmel. Un is
God’s eternal will to nature ; ser compre-
hends it in the forms of nature. Veais
the matrix upon the cross; fer is mercury
in the centre of nature. And they are
the two mothers in the eternal will. The
one severs itself into fire, the other into
the light of meekness and into water.
For va is the mother of the light which
affords substantiality, and ter is the mother
of the fire’s tincture.”*

But that is enough of the kind.
Wesley wound up with the inter-
tation of the highly-illuminated one
on “ A-men,” and then wrote : !

*‘Now here I fix my foot. Upon this
§round I join issue with every admirer of

acob Behmen in England.

“X appeal to every candid man, every
man of piety and common.sense, whether
this explanation deserves those violent
encomiums contained in the advertise-
ment ?

““I ask any person of understanding,
First, Whether any man in his senses,
from the beginning of the world, ever
thought of explaining any treatise, divine
or huran, syllable by syllable? Did a
more absurd imagination ever -enter into
a madman’s brain? Is it possible by this
means to make sense of any text from
Genesis to the Revelation? Must there
not be a high degree of lunacy before any
such design could be formed ?

“I ask, Secondly, If any Scripture
could be thus explained, if any meaning
could be extracted from the several syi-
Iables, must it not be from the syllables
of the Original, not of a translation,
whether German or English ?

“Y ask, Thirdly, Whether this expla-
nation be any explanation at all? Whether
it gives the meaning of any one petition ?
Nay, whether it does not reduce the di-
vine prayer, all the parts of which are
accurately connected together, into an un-
connected, incoherent jumble of no one
can tell what ?

‘¢ 1 ask, Fourthly, Whether we may not
pronounce with the utmost certainty, of
one who thus distorts, mangles, and mur-
ders the Word of God, that the light

* Vide ¢ Magazine ” 1782, in loco.

which is in him is darkness; that heis
illuminated from beneath, rather than
from above; aud that he ought to be
styled a Demonosopher rather than a The-
osopher?”

Shortly after this ebullition,
Wesley received' a letter from a
friend expostulating with him at
the fire and feeling he had shown.
Both the sanctity and the greatness
of the man are evidenced in his

reply :

‘““DeArR Harry, Your letter gave me
pleasure and pain. It gave me pleasure
because it was written m a mild and lov-
ing spirit ; but it gave me pain, because
I found I had pained you, whom I so
tenderly love and esteem. But I shall
do it no waore. I sincerely thank you for
your kind reproof. It is a precious balm,
and will, I trust, in the hands of the
Great Physician, be the means of healing
my sickness. I am so sensible of your
real friendship herein, that I cannot write
without tears. The words you mention
were too strong. They will no more fall
from my mouth. I am, dear Harry,

affectionately yours,
“Joon WesLey.”

Though so obviously gifted with
the genius irritabilis of the poet,
Weslev knew nothing of that
“sweetly sad, ideal guest,” his
melancholy. “I feel and I grieve,”
he said, “ but, by the grace of God,
I fret at nothing,” and “I dare no
more fret than curse and swear.”
Samuel Bradburs, his travelling
companion, declared, “ I never saw
him low-spirited in my life, nor
could he endure to be with a melan-
choly person. When speaking
of any who imagined religion
would make them morose and
gloomy, he would say from the
pulpit as well as in private that
‘sour godliness is the devil’s re-
ligion.” ”

Thomas Walsh, that excessively
grave and phenomenal young lin-
guist, once complained, “ Among
three or four persons that tempt
me to levity, you, sir, are one, by
your witty proverbs.” Wesley was
a captivating conversationalist, but




his speech was always * seasoned
with salt.” He had an eye for the
ridiculovs, and was quick at re-
partee., “I never turn out for a
fool,” roared a ruffian who met him
in the street one day, and, running
against him, tried to throw him
down. I always do,” said the
gallant and grey-haired little gen-
tleman, as he quickly stepped aside.
The fool pissed on'!

His dry humour is everywhere
in evidence. Mirth and serious-
ness are mingled in the epigrams
that coruscate upon his pages.
One can see the twinkie in the eye
of the determined little man as he
sits inditing some of his famous
prefaces. Take a paragraph from
that to his hymn-book :

‘“ Here I beg leave to mention a thought
which has been long upon my mind, and
which I should long ago have inserted in
the public papers, had I not been un-
willing to stir up a nest of hornets. Many
gentlemen have done my brother and me
?though without naming us) the honour
to reprint many of our hymns. Now they
are perfectly welcome so to do provided
they print them just as they are. But 1
desire they would not attempt to mend
them ; for they really are not able. None
of them is able to mend either the sense
or the verse. Therefore I must beg of
them one of these two favours: either to
let them stand just as they are, to take
them for better or worse ; oradd the true
reading in the margin, or at the bottum
of the page; that we may no longer be
accountable either for the nonsense or
for the doggerel of other men.”

In the preface to the first volume
of his “magazine,” he answers
seriatim the current popular objec-
tions to his conduct of that periodi-
cal, which it seems a friendly cor-
respondent had heard and for-
warded. His reply has made
many a solemn man laugh :

¢“ The first objection is, ¢ It is too short ;
some other magazines are almost as long
again.” Ianswer, by confessing che charge.
It is undeniably true, that it does not
contain so many lines, either in prose or
verse, as the Spiritual Magazine. And—
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¢ Jonson, who is himself a wit,
Weighs writers’ merit by the sheet.’

Sodo thousands besides ; but 1 do not write
for these. I write for those who judge
of books, not by the quantity, but by the
quality of them : who ask not how long,
but how good they are? Ispare both my
readers’ time and my own, by couching
my sensc in as few words as I can. Thone
who prefer the dealers in many words,
may find the'n on every side.  And from
these they may have not only as much
nwore, but ten times as much for their
money.

‘“ A <econd objection is, ‘Here is not
variety enough !’ I answer, Here is all
the variety I promised: I promised the
bulk of the magazine should treat of Uni-
versal Redemption. And hence you had
reason to expect that the greatest part of
every number would turn on that single
point. Do you blame me for keeping
close to my point? For not rambling
from my subject? It is not my maunner:
I do not aim at it. Whether in speaking
or writing, I endeavour to avoid this kind
of variety and to kecp one thing always
in view. .

“¢But you have no pictures or other
decorations or embellishments which
other magazines have.” Itis true. But
T will tell you what I have (if you cannot
find it out without telling), such paper as
no magazine in England was ever printed
upon before. Consider ! this one single
article costs more than all their fine em-
bellishments put together.

“Permit me to say once for all: to
men of taste, and men of piety, I am in
hopes this magazine will recommend it-
self without any but its own intrinsic
ornaments. But if any of these will in-
form me how it may be improved, con-
sistently with my first design, the favour
will be thankfully acknowledged by, Dear
Sir, your affectionate servant, John Wes-
ley.” *

Placed so far above most ordin-
ary mortals by his self-abnegation
and his sanctity; forever seeing in
humanity not that which was bad
and hateful, but that which was
lovable and improvable; Wesley
drew and still draws men unto him.
Dut still he could not have been
the power he was—he would not
be the power he is—by these alone.
Men loved him after all because he

* « Magazine,” 1778.
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was so much like other men. In
him there was nothing of the
stand-off of the pious sentimental-
ist. He was not oblivious to his
faults nor did he seek to cloak
them; it was the rather his to con-
fess and to amend. It may safely
be declared that, as regards him-
self, England’s greatest saint and
saviour would have esteemed the
words of Holmes quite apropos :

¢“Had 1 been asked, before I loft my bed
Of shapeless dust, what clothing I would

wear,

I would have said, more angel and less
worm.

But, for their sake who are even suchasI,

Of the same mingled blood, I would ot
choose '

To hate the meaner portion of myself

\Which makes”me brother to the least of
men.

Orono, Ont.

AN INSPIRATION.

BY EMMA E. HORNIBROOK.

“Well, it's wonderful.
most speaks, doesn’t it P’

“ Almost 1” echoed the boy, with
flashing eyes, as the hand that held
the bow dropped to his side and he
lowered the violin. ‘“ Almost!
And it so often speaks to me.”

The despairing cadence in the
last words was but the echo of a
feeling that oppressed him. He
could never make others hear what
he heard in the music he evoked.
It was to Carl Miller the sighing of
his deepest yearnings; the expres-
sion of his brightest dreams and
ideals. He could not have framed
them into words, but through the
violin they found utterance. It
was as if music became his natural
expression, and his days would
have been silent without it.

Of course he knew that the
listener, who had broken in upon
his absorption with her humble ap-
preciation, couid have no intelli-
gent sympathy. She was but a
poor, hard-working Irish woman,
who helped to clean the house oc-
casionally, and could have no soul
for sweet sounds. There was no
music in her life, perhaps there
never had been, though she once
was young, and her heart sang, as
the very insects chirp, for the glad-
ness of its spring.  She was now
kneeling bolt upright, outside the
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boy’s open chamber door, a wet
floor-cloth between her uplifted
fingers. Poor coarse fingers, with
no ache left in them, because ach-
ing itself had been worn out. It
was evident, though Carl did not
recognize it at first, that she was
not ingensible to softening in-
fluences. The melody which spoke
for him had appealed to her.

Carl Miller was the only son of
a hard-working minister in the un-
fashionable suburb of a great city.
The Rev. Matthew Miller had been
endowed with one talent, and that
one he conscientiously laid aside,
to all intents and purposes, when
he entered the ministry. There
came a time in his young manhood
when he believed he heard the
Master say, “ Go thou and preach
the kingdom of God” To hear
was to obey; there was no mistak-
ing the message. Thenceforth he
was only known as the composer
of many hymns; sometimes intense,
sometimes subdued, but always
with the same earnest yearning.
Once he had indulged in a sacred
cantata, but for the time it took
from other ministrations he after-
wards severely charged his soul.

‘When his only son developed a
taste for that which his own heart
once pursued with desire, Mr. Mil-
ler faced the early problem of his
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life anew. Silently he observed
and pondered, and at length
secretly “concluded. 'When ma-
tured, his conclusions were timor-
ously communicated to his wife.

“My dear, I have engaged a
teacher for Carl.”

* A teacher! Do you find his
instruction too hard for you ?”

“No indeed. I mean for the
violin, of course.”

This as if the necessity conld not
be gainsaid.

* Matthew, I could not have be-
lieved it had another told me. And
I doing my own housework !”

Hijs heart misgave him at the
opening attack. Had she stopped
at the first sentence possibly she
might have come off victorious, but
few women know when to stop.
It is a rare intuition. The second
furnished him with an argument.

* That’s just it, my dear. You
are doing your own work; a work
which no one else can do as well”
(Mr. Miller was a diplomat.)
“You are in the apostolic order,
obeying the injunction, ‘ I will that
younger women guide the house.””
(Mrs. Miller was over forty, but
really looked younger) “I am
humbly, though faultily, trying to
carry out my trust.  Our boy has
inherited a talent for music; one of
God’s choicest gifts to man. The
air.is vocal with it.  If our hearts
do not make melody, we are not
in God’s order, though too often
the strains are minor. Oh, Mar-
tha, I have thought much of this,
and it cannot be God’s will that I
should force the lad ito some
other path, for which he may be
wholly unfitted. Let him choose
his own life-work, and may the
God of his fathers direct him.”

Tt was quite a long speech and
carrled conviction. The dutiful
wife asked no more, but—

Her eyes had dropped to a patch
on her husband’s shoe. She re-
pressed the sigh that might have
grieved him, but he saw that the

opposition he dreaded was over.
He could only regard it as a
special intervention of a Power
above and beyond himself, and lit-
tle knew that his wife had become
suddenly reconciled to his plan by
a sight of his own old shoes.

That old shoe was the starting-
point for a train of reflection in the
good woman’s mind. If music
was Carl’s one talent, might he not
make more by its cultivation than
by anything else ? He would pur-
sue, he would succeed, and success
meant money. Ambition awoke;
every mother is ambitious. In his
simplicity of heart her husband
never dreamed of the visions®of
honour and plenty that began to
fill her thoughts. She saw her
son’s name blazoned in perspective;
she heard the applause that greeted
his appearance in public. =~ Once
she came back from a dream,
laughing like a child, at beholding
the Rev. Matthew in a new clerical
suit of most approved cut and finest
quality.

Now here was Carl Miller in the
second year of his studies, prac-
tising in his own room and never
heeding the hungry, weary soul at
his door, until she made her pre-
sence felt. Gradually her interest
dawned upon him, but it was only,
at best, the pleased humour of a
child; of an undeveloped nature.

“Do you like it? he asked
kindly. .

“Likeit,is it? God help ye ¥
she said. “ Did I like to hear the
little birds tunin’ up in the sky, an’
the sthream a-singin’ as if it rolled
all purty tunes into one? Did 1
like the bluebells an’ butthercups,
holdin’ u) their teeny dhrops o’ dew
for the fairies to dhrink, an’ me two
feet sinkin’ in the moss an’ grass
that’s finer than any carpit ye iver
seen ? Did I like to hear Pat
whispher, an’ we gatherin’ the
kippins* when the sun was gone to

* Little sticks.




o YT

504 Methodist Magazine and Review.

bed ? Sure the music’s taken me
back intirely, an’ it’s jest tellin’ me
all I wanted in the young times in
the ould home; all I wanted, an’
niver—niver got.” '

There were tears on the woman’s
hard, lined face. Carl stood aghast
at the power of his own melody,
and the force of her imagination.

“ Does it help you ?” he inquired,
still more gently.

“ Help me !” echoed the woman.
“Yes, it do help me—to remimber.
It’s betther for me than what I
sometimes takes to make me dis-
remimber.”

_"She bent again to her work, but
first Carl saw her wipe her eyes
with the corner of her wet apron.:

It gave him just the impetus he
needed. He had taken up music
simply because something within
him compelled it; it was the blos-
soming of his nature. Now the
expression of this poor Irish wo-
man’s appreciation led him to see
how selfishly he had been absorbed
in its pursuit.  For his own grati-
fication, at best, his father’s enjoy-
ment, he had studied and played.
Suddenly was awakened the desire
that through this, his own talent,
he might benefit and bless others.

Presently the woman ceased
scrubbing and raised herself to her
former position.

“Sure, it's a grand thing to be a
scholard,” she said, * an’ write well
an’ play foine. The poor can’t do
nothin’ but work—work—to stop
the empty ache widin ’em wid an-
other ache.”

Mrs.

“You have
Lynch ¥ ‘

“ Ay, that T have; God bless ’em,
the crathures! Did ye fancy it
was for the atin’ o’ meself I’d slave
from mornin’ to night? Why,
there’s little Tim—he’ll be six year

children,

old come Lady Day, an’ never put
one foot before another. He have
a live bird in a cage an’ would
sthop the longest day in the year
a-chirrupin’ to it.” S

Carl felt a reverence for this
hard-working, homely woman; in
the devotion of her motherhood.

“Mrs. Lynch,” he exclaimed,
“you are doing your duty; that is
all any of us can do. My mother .
will go to see you, and we’ll get
little Tim here, and I'll play for him
as if he was the richest and greatest
man in the country. And. do you
know, you have helped me ? Don’t.
think I am joking; for you really
have. When first you spoke to
me, I thought all the long years
when I had been twanging—
twanging—on one or two strings
was wasted time. But when you
told, in words that seemed to fit the
music, of what you heard in it, my
heart took courage. Once there
was a famous composer of music—
a man who found the most won:
derful notes and parts for 'the
grandest Bible words. Before set-
ting to this, his great work in life,
he used to kneel down and ask God
to help him to praise Him
worthily. Now I want to be
someth’'ng like this. I want tg let
more sunshine into the world, so
that men need not walk in gloom,
with their heads hanging down. I
want to be like the birds in the
field. T want—oh, I want to make
hard lives brighter, and draw peo-
ple out of their meanness and sel-
fishness until God Himself spedaks
to them through this !”

His voice broke as he laid his
hand tenderly upon his beloved
violin, and the woman, looking up,
murmured reverently, “ Glory be
to God v

“'Tis the weakness in strength that I cry for! my flesh that I seek
In the Godhead ! I seek and I find it. O Saul, it shall be

-
-

A face like my face that receives thee; a Man like to me - ' TEEN
Thou shalt love and be. loved by, forever; a Hand like this hand .
Shall throw open the gates of new life to thee ! See the Christ stand!

—Browning.
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.GEORGE FOX AND THE QUAKERS.

BY THE REV. PROF. PAISLEY, M.A.

Amid the flotsam and jetsam
cast up by the flow of the puritan
tide of the seventeenth century,
the generations since have dis-
covered two treasures—George
Fox and John Bunyan—that have
made the world the richer—the
latter by one book, “Pilgrim’s
Progress;” the former, little by his
books, though he wrote many;
but much by his life and teach-
ings.

These two men had some things
common as regards their religious
experience, and were labouring
contemporaneously and success-
fully, each in his own sphere of
Christian influence; yet their lives
were so divergent that there was
no co-operation between them.

George Fox was born in 1624,
in the English town of Fenny
Drayton, in Leicestershire, or as
he calls it, Droyton in the Clay.
His father’s name was Christopher,
which, however, his neighbours
.familiarly changed into “ righteous
Christer,” on account of the strict
integrity of his dealings in his
business as a weaver. His mother’s
maiden name was Jane ILago.
She is spoken of as being of the
stock of the martyrs, while Penn
.says, “ She was a woman accom-
plished above most of her degree
_in the place where she lived”
Although the times were troublous
and the business of the country
much unseitled by the disturbed
state of affairs, both domestic and
foreign, Christopher Fox and his
wife. prospered, so that they were
well-to-do, as may be inferred
from ;the statement that George
inserts' in his Journal as made by
his relatives—*“ When he went
ffom us hee had a greate deale of
goulde and silver ahout him.”

At the time of Fox’s birth,

Fenny Drayton was an insignifi-
cant hamlet, situated on a knoll,
that for a long distance was sur-
rounded by low-lying fen-land,
which in those days, when as yet
it had not been drained, lay under
water, making the place a dreary
enough abode. There was in the
hamlet one church, or as Fox
came to call such buildings, “ one
steeple house,” only, that during
the greater part of Fox’s life was
served by Rev. Nathanael
Stephens, of whom he speaks with
special ~ dislike as  “priest
Stephens.”  Fenny Drayton has
since been drained and has be-
come a more attractive place. In
its neighbourhood is laid .the
scene of George Eliot’s “ Adam
Bede,” “ Mr. Gilfil,” “ Janet’s Re-
pentance,” and “ Amos Burton” ;
while the author herself was born
at the neighbouring town ,of
Nuneaton, which is the chief place
of the district. ’

For persons in the station of
life in which Fox moved, book.
were not numerous, and almost
the only literature he had was the
Scriptures, in which, however, he
seemed to find peculiar delight,
being, as Penn says, “ More re-
ligious, inward, still, solid and ob-
serving ” than any of his brothers.
Under the impression that his
peculiar piety and abstinence from
vain sports presaged a future life
of devotion to God, his mother
marked him out for the ministry
of the Church of England. On
the advice of friends, however, he
abandoned that purpose and was,
apprenticed ‘to a man who, al-
though nominally a shoemaker,
combined with that business buy-
ing and selling of wool, grazing,
and trading in cattle. While with
this man, Fox spent much of his




506

time tending his master’s flocks
and herds. But upon his shoul-
ders there came also much of the
buying and selling of cattle and
wool; for his great integrity and
straightforwardness earned the
confidence of both his master and
his customers. He himself says
in his Journal, “I never wronged
man or woman in all that time,”
and “ While I was with him, he
was blessed; but after I left, he
broke and came to nothing.”

It is difficult to say at what time
the religious awakening of Fox
began, if indeed there can be said
to have been such an awakening
at all. The nearest to such an
experience came to him in the
year 1643, when he was about
nineteen years of age. Being in
Bradford, on fair day, attending
to business for his master, one of
his cousins, a “professor” (by
which term Fox called the Puri-
tans), invited him to join with an-
other “professor” in drinking a
jug of beer. As he was thirsty,
and mereover “loved any that
had a sense of good or did seek
after the Lord,” he joined them.
When, however, they continued
their drinking and wanted to in-
dulge in toasts, he paid his score
and left them.

That night, when he returned to
his home, his conscience would
not let him sleep, and all night
long he paced his room crying
unto the Lord, who answered him
with the audible words, “ Thou
seest how many young people go
together in vanity, and old people
into the earth; thou must forsake
all, both young and old, and keep
out of all, and be a stranger unto
all” From that time, as he says,
“ At the command of God, on the
gth day of the 7th month, 1643, I
left my relations and broke off all
familiarity or friendship with old
or young.”

During the three or four years
immediately following this experi-
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ence, Fox walked in much dark-
ness, being sometimes tempted to
despair. During this time he
visited some of the ‘ professors?”
of high repute and an uncle of his
own, of some name, in London,
in the hope of being led out into
the light. It was, however, all in
vain; so -he returned to his own
home again, where his friends,
fearing for his mind, advised him
to marry, or join the army; while
some of the ‘priests,” that is,
ministers of the Church of Eng-
land, whom he consulted, advised
him to dance with the girls, to
smoke tobacco and sing psalms,
to take physic, or to allow himself
to be bled. The last advice was
the only one accepted by him; but
he declares that not a drop of
blood would flow from his arms
or his head, he was so dried up by
his troubles.

It was not till 1646 that clear
light came into his soul; but it
came gradually and without the
assistance of man, being brought
into his soul by the direct opera-
tion of the Spirit. From that
time, as he says, ‘it was opened”
to him that something more than
graduating at college was neces-
sary to make a minister,—the
teaching of the Spirit. Being,
therefore, dissatisfied with those
ministers who not only had not
sought to lead him into the light,
but had treated his most sacred
feelings as something to be dis-
sipated by frivolity and sinful in-
dulgence, he went no more to the
“steeple houses” to hear them
preach; but walked in the fields
communing with God, where it
was “opened” to him that God
does not dwell in temples made
with hands. Dissatisfied with
*“the priests,” he turned to the
“ dissenting people” ; but it was
not long before he turned from
them also, because “none among
them all could speak to my con-
dition. Then I heard a
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voice which said, ‘There is one,
even Christ Jesus, that can speak
to thy condition, and when -1
heard it my heart did lcap with
joy” TFrom that time he separ-
ated himself from all others “and
had not fellowship with any
people.”

Heretofore Fox had been the
searcher after light, but hence-
forth he is the preacher to pro-
claim to others the only infallible
doctrine. 'When he was on the
verge of this course, he hesitated
for a time, whether or not he
should * practise physick for the
good of mankind,” for he believed
that God had not only given him
spiritual insight, but had also
given him direct insight into the
occult properties of nature. The
die, however, was cast, and he be-
came the preacher. Clad in
leathern garments, which, al-
though they strike us as being un-
sightly and irappropriate, do not
seem to have impressed in that
way his countrymen of that time,
he set out on his journeys, con-
fining his labours to the midiand
counties between 1648-165:1. In
the course of his journeys he en-
dured many hardships—sleeping
under haystacks, sometimes with-
out food, being mobbed by the
clergy, the magistrates, the com-
mon people, and sometimes being
cast into prison.

It is doubtful if, in his subse-
quent ministry, he added anything
to the subject matter of his preach-
ing, although afterwards, by the
genius of Robert Barclay, a young
Scotchman converted to Quaker-
ism, his theology was developed
and systematised. His creed in-
cluded all the articles ‘of the
Apostles’ Creed; but to these he
added certain peculiar views that
he proclaimed, perhaps more pro-
minently and emphatically than
even the fundamental doctrines of
repentance and faith. These
peculiar views were the doctrine

of the Inward Light, Christian
Perfection, the Sin of Taking an
Qath even in a court of justice, the
Wrong of War, the Danger of
Hat Worship. The Inward Light
was his great theme. By that
Light which God gives to his peo-
ple, they are to be guided always;
and it is doubtful if Fox does not
carry his teaching on tuis point
to such an extreme as to make the
Light supersede the teaching of
Scripture.  There is no room to
doubt that in his view, the doc-
trine of the Inward Light carried
with it the disuse of the Sacra-
ments, the rejection of a Liturgy,
Silent Worship, an Unpaid Min-
istry. Usually Fox preached with
such vehemence that sometimes
his utterances were incoherent
rantings; but when not incoherent
they were marked by much power
and by much of the very spirit of
the ancient prophets, as well as by
similar fierce denunciations of all
who either directly or indirectly
antagonized his teachings. His
strongest denunciations and his
gentlest invitations he credits alike
to the direct impulse of the Spirit
of God.

The scene of his preaching was
sometimes the fields and some-
times the streets of cities; but not
infrequently the “steeple houses,”
or even the minster or cathedral.
For in those times it was quite
customary, when the “ priests™
had finished their discourses, for
any person present to speak to the
people. Of such opportunities
Fox frequently availed himseli.
Of this we have an instance, when,
in 1649, he was in the neighbour-
hood of Nottingham.

On the first day, as he was in a
meeting of his followers, he spied
in the distance a “great steeple
house,” and “the Lord said . .
Thou must go cry against yonder
great idol and against the wor-
shippers therein.” He went, and
as he entered “all the people
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looked like fallow ground, and
che priest (like a great lump of
earth) stood in the pulpit above.”
The minister took for his text the
words of Peter, “ We have a more
sure way of prophecy, whereunto
ye do well that ye take heed,” etc,,
and upon these words he based
an exhortation to test all doctrines
and religious teachings of the
Scriptures.  “ Now,” says Fox,
“the Lord’s power was so mighty
upon me and so strong on me
that I could not hold, but was
made to cry out and say, Oh, no,
it is not the Scriptures, and I told
them what it was, namely, the
Holy Spirit, by which the holy
men of God gave forth the Scrip-
tures. As I spoke thus among
them the officers came and took
me away and put me in the nasty
stinking prison.” The intelligent
reader will rather accept the
exegesis of the minister than that
of Fox, but the incident will show
how impetuous and overbearing
he was, and how confident that he
was moved by the Spitit, even
when he was evidently wrong in
his interpretation of Scripture.

In the beginning of the vear
1651 he was going to the city of
Lichfield, when, as he drew near,
he says he ‘“saw three steeple
house spires, and they struck at
my life” Forthwith he was
aroused to an intense state of ex-
citement. Leaping over hedges
and ditches he came to a field
where shepherds were watching
their flocks, and leaving his shoes
with them, he walked about a
mile in his bare feet to the city.
Tarough the streets he went, cry-
ing with a loud voice, “ Woe to
the bloody city of Lichfield.” As
it was market day, great multi-
tudes heard the words and were
awed at the prophet-like denuncia-
tions. And as “I went through
the streets,” he says, “there seemed
to be a channel of blood running
down the streets, and the market
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place appeared like a pool of
blood.”  Such is the description
he gives of his own feelings at
the time, but he declares that he
could not understand why he felt
thus, till some time afterwards he
came to understand that some
thirteen hundred and fifty years
before, in the reign of the Roman
Emperor Diocletian, about a thou-
sand Christians were martyred in
Lichfield. This is, no doubt, an
after-thought, and there are many
people who account for the whole
proceeding on the ground of in-
sanity. .
It was during this tour through
the midland counties that the
name Quakers was given to the
followers of Fox. The names
chosen by themselves were, Chil-
dren of the Light, Friends of the
Truth, or simply Friends; but the
name Quaker has asserted itself
above them all. It took its origin
in this way. In 1650, October
30, Fox was brought before the
magistrates of Derby on a charge-
of offending against religion.
With his customary boldness he
bade the magistrates tremble be-
fore God, and one of them, Ger-
vase Bennet, retorted the term
Quakers upon him and his fol-
lowers, and the name has stuck t
them ever since. ”
Fox’s earliest convert was a
widow named Elizabeth Hooton,
who became one of his followers
in 1647, and became his first’ wo-
man preacher. But it was later
than that, during 1652, that he
gained his most important adher-
ents, Margaret Fell and her family,
of Swarthmoor Hall, in Furness.
Her husband was a member of
Parliament, and afterwards one of
the circuit judges—a man of great
importance in the Commonwealth.
In the course of his journeys, Fox
came to Swarthmoor, and amid
much opposition Yom “ Priest

Lampitt,” the Puritan minister of
the parish, preached to the people.
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The master of Swarthmoor was
absent on circuit; Lut his wife and
family were all converted to the
new doctrines, and thenceforward
Swarthmoor became one of the
headquarters of the Quaker evan-
gelists.  The husband, although
he never joined the society,
looked upon it and its doc-
trines with favour, till his death
in 1658. About ten years after-
wards Fox married the widow,
who became his most efficient co-
labourer in his later work of or-
ganizing and extending his so-
ciety.

In the course of his evangelistic
labours Fox travelled through all
parts of England and Wales; he
visited Ireland in 1669, Scotland
in 1657, the West Indies and
North America in 1671-1672, and
Holland in 1677 and 1684.

During his public ministry he
was imprisoned eight times—the
longest imprisonment being from
1663-1666, making about two
years and nine months, begun in
Lancaster and continued in Scar-
borough. His last imprisonment
was for fourteen months, in the
year 1673-1674. But none of
these things seemed able to
dampen the ardour of himself or
wife. The Act of Uniformity, the
Conventicle Act, the Five-Mile
Act, by which Charles I1., after the
restoration, sought to crush out
everything but the High Church
Party, all proved powerless to pre-
vent the growth and spread of the
Quaker societies.

Although the last two or three
years of Fox’s life gave evidence
of decaying powers, yet his zeal
can scarcely be said to have much
abated. Even the Sunday, or
First Day, before his death, he
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preached a long and earnest ser-
mon.  On the following Tuesday,
January 13, 1691, he expired in
great peace, with the words, “ All
is well,” on his lips, and amid the
grief of vast numbers who had
under his teaching been led into
the enjoyment of the favour of
God. He was buried in the
Quaker burying ground, necar
Bunhill Fields.

The organization of the Quaker
societies was not completed till the
year 1669, when there was intro-
duced the *“ Yearly Meeting.”
The societies are organized on the
connexional .ian, having for each
local societ; .lie “Particular Meet-
ing,” for a group of several the
* Monthly Meeting,” for a larger
group the “ Quarterly Meeting,”

and for the largest group the .

“Yearly Meeting” All these
meetings include men and women,
although they meet apart.  The
business is transacted by questions
and answers, as in the Methodist
Conference, which has borrowed
the method from the Quakers.
Nothing, however, is put to vote;
but a clerk sums up the views that
are expressed, in cert2zin con-
clusions that seem to him to be
warranted.

The peculiar dress, language,
and usages of the Quakers have
been somewhat modified since the
time of Fox; but in all essential
particulars they remain the same.
Having neither creed, liturgy,
priesthood, nor sacrament, they
are nevertheless honoured as
Christians, whose record for use-
fulness in all the great move-
ments destined to help in estab-
lishing the kingdom of Christ, is
worthy of highest praise.

Sackville, N.B.

There is silence high in the midnight sky,
And only the suiferers watch the night,
But long ago there was song and glow

And a message of joy from the

rince of Light,

And the Christmas so?lgfof the meslsenger throng
he ech f life shall forever prolong.
The cchocs o —I}’mncgs Ridley Havergal.
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IS THE WORLD GROWING WORSE?*

BY THE REV. EDWARD HARTLEY DEWART, D.D.

There can be no question that
our moods, or the eyes with which
we look at things, largely deter-
mine the impression they make
upon us. Everything looks bright
to glad and hopeful hearts. On
the other hand, the desponding
and sorrowful clothe all things in
the hues of their own sombre
spirits. Many people maintain
that the world is going from bad
to worse. The aged are apt to
look back upon their youth as a
vanished golden age. It is an ar-
ticle in the faith of one theological
school, that the world shali con-
tinue to grow worse, till the sec-
ond coming of Christ ushers in the
millennium.

There is much more fault-finding
and grumbling in the world than
thanksgiving and praise. Apart
from all theological theories, there
is a general disposition to dis-
parage the existing condition of
things. Some people find fault
with everything that is being done
in both Church and State. No
matter how well anything is done
they can point out “a more excel-
lent way.” Their gaze is so con-

¥ We have pleasure in presenting, by per-
nission of the author, a short section from
Dr. Dewart’s admirable * Essays for the
Times.” The book, while of interest to all
thoughtful veaders, is especially valuable to
ministers. No minister, or layman either,
can read it without receiving help and men-
tal stimulus. The book is the result of the
ripe thought of 2 man who for forty years
has been a_careful student of the religious
aspects and tendencies of the times. Among
the topics treated, of special interest to
Methodist readers is an admirable study of
James Arminius, the great Dutch theolo-
gian, who has given its name to the Ar-
minian theology on which Methodism
throughout the world is based. The essay
on ‘*Robertson of Brighton,” one of the
greatest preachers in the Anglican Church,
1s full of instructive lessons.  Other essays

stantly fixed on failures and blem-
ishes that they overlook the sigas
of progress around them. It is
with reluctance such people admit
that there is any real religious
growth or improvement in the
world. .

There are natural causes which
go far to account for the preval-
ence of this pessimistic tendency.
The ills of life touch us more
closely than its blessings. They
are always with us in some form.
The prick of the thorn causes a
far keener sensation than the
beauty and fragrance of the rose.
Much of the grumbling is done
under the pressure of some passing
ill. The great majority of people
are not happy, and unhappy people
are always complaining people.
In times when the echoes of Ar-
menian massacres are in the air
and Christian nations are brandish-
ing the sword, expressions of
opinion are apt to be coloured by
the dark shadows of the hour,
without fully recognizing the pro-
gress of bygone peaceful years.

It is also undeniable that every
one who adopts a new theory or
fad, on any social or religious sub-
ject, feels bound to disparage and
of this book are ‘¢ Questionable Tendencies
in Current Theological Thought,” ¢ The
Titbingen School of Criticism,” ¢ Moral
Teaching of the Old Testament,” *The
Last of the Great Prophets.” One of the
most remarkable essays is that on the
‘¢ Confessions and Retractions of an Eminent
Scientist,”—the late George John Romanes,
a man who returned from the materialistic
unbelief to a full and doliberate communion
with the Church of Jesus Christ. Inlighter
vein is a sympathetic study of the work
of Charles Sangster, a Canadian poet of
whom too little is known. The volurae also
contains Dr. Dewart’s noble poems on Ten-
nyson and Gladstone—the finest elegies on
these great writers that we have read, and

c})?her poems of special Canadian interest.—
uD.
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condemn all existing Dbeliefs or
practices which stand in the way
of the acceptance of his theory.
For this cause it is necessary that
we know what fault-finding
people believe, before we ascribe
any importance to their approval
or condemnation of things. The
infidel condemns the Christian re-
ligion as something worthless cr
mischievous, unworthy of the ac-
ceptance of intelligent men.
Roman Catholic writers wax.elo-
quent over the failure of Pro-
testantism, and especially of Pro-
testant missions, without much re-
gard to the actual facts. In 1850
Archbishop Hughes asserted that
““ Protestantism had lost all central
force and power over the masses
of mankind” High Church
priests, who have adopted the
Romanist conception of the Church
and the ministry, also pronounce
evangelical Protestantism a failure.
Many years ago, the Rev. Dr.
Ewer, of New York, a ritualistic
Episcopalian, said that Protestant-
ism was ‘“a broken raft” falling
to pieces in a stormy sea.
Rationalists, who reject the belief
that the doctrines of the Bible are
a supernatural revelation from
God, consequently regard the re-
ligion that rests on this belief as
too unscientific for this scientific
age. All these, in whatever they
may differ, agree in disparaging
the work of evangelical Christian-
ity in the world, and in making
confident assertions that the facts
justify their pessimistic view of
things.

1 firmly believe that the hopeful
feeling produced by confidence in
the “faith once delivered unto the
saints,” greatly promotes earnest-
ness in Christian work. 1 also be-
lieve the facts of Christian history
show that Christianity has vin-
dicated its adaptation to the wants
of the children of men, and con-
tributed largely to political, social
and religious progress. It may

conduce in some degree to
strengthen the faith and zeal of
others, if I briefly state some of the
reasons why I believe that these
pessimistic views are not justified.

It will hardly be denied by any
one that there has been great pro-
gress in useful knowledge during
the past century, and that a great
increase in the physical comfort of
the people has followed as a result.
It is not a mere coincidence that
mental and material advancement
has gone on side by side with re-
ligious progress. In many cases
the latter has been evidently the
cause of the former. Doubtless
those who are looking for evils and
wrongs, with which to make a dark
picture, can always find material
enough suitable for that purpose;
but beyond all question the past
hundred years has witnessed great
religious progress. No writer
known to me has treated this
whole subject so ably and fully as
Dr. Daniel Dorchester, in his book,
*The Problem of Religious Pro-
gress,” of which a revised edition
was published by Hunt & Eaton,
New York, in 1894. Dr. Dor-
chester quotes fully and fairly
some of the strongest pessimistic
statements of sceptics, Roman
Catholics and Ritualists; then, by
an unanswerable array of authentic
facts and statistics, he proves that
the indictment of Protestantism by
its enemies is false and unfair. He
presents the multiplying evidences
that * Christianity is more and
more penetrating the world’s con-
sciousness and life, and demon-
strating her efficiency as a regener-
ating and uplifting power among
the nations.”

It would take too much space to
state in detail the historic facts by
which this conclusion is sustained.
I can onlyv briefly name some of
the signs of moral and social pro-
gress seen in modern times, es-
pecially in English-speaking coun-
tries.  Among these are greater
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independence and liberty of
thought—the passing away of
crude and unscriptural statements
of doctrine—the prevalence of a
higher sta.dard of moral conduct
—the diminution of crime—the
growing temperance sentiment—a
purer and higher tone in popular
literature—the discontinuance of
duelling and the disbelief in witch-
craft—the more humane treatment
of women and children—greater
practical sympathy with the toiling
poor—the multiplication of benevo-
lent institutions for all classes of
sufferers—more ample and efficient
provision for popular education—
the removal of barbarity in the in-
fliction of judicial penalties—the
overthrow of slavery in the Britigh
dominions and the United States—
increased interest in missionary
success—increase in spiritual vital-
ity in all the Protestant Churches
—a large and steady increase in
the membership and agencies of
the Protestant Churches in the
United States and Canada—the
deep and widespread influence of
religious literature—the greater in-
terest shown in the religious edu-
cation of the young—the enlarged
sphere and influence of woman—
the concentration of thought upon
the Bible—and a more liberal and
fraternal spirit between different
denominations of Christians,
These and other indisputable
signs of progress. which are amply
demonstrated as facts by Dr. Dor-
chester, constitute an overwhelm-
ing body of evidence that, notwith-
standing some adverse facts and
occasional times of reaction, the
Christian Churches evince. un-
doubted religious progress—a pro-
gress which proves that evangelical
Christianity is exerting a powerful

Methodiist Magazine and Review.

influence upon the world. The
wickedness, injustice and moral
degradation which exist in Chris-
tian lands do not result from any
ineficiency of Christianity; but
from the neglect or rejection of
the salvation it.offers and the
duties it enjoins. The contrast
between the social and religious
condition which prevails at the
present time and that of the last
century is striking and eminently
encouraging. Roman Catholics
disparage Protestant missions, yet
the success of Protestant missions
during this century more than
equals that of the primitive Church
during the first century. Modern
missions also have had their davs
of Pentecost.

“In a single year, one mission-
ary society received eighteen thou-
sand seekers after the truth; an-
other baptized nine thousand con-
verts, six thousand in omne day;
and another received six thousand
to membership.”  But missionary
success cannot be measured by the
number of converts received into
the Churches. At the Chicago
" Parliament of Religions” it was
quite evident that men who re-
presented the heathen religions
were familiar with Christianity,
and were largely indebted to it
while they disparaged it. The
way in which Christianity has
triumphed over powerful enemies
in the past, and the evidence that it
is still the power of God unto sal-
vation to every one that believeth,
should strengthen our faith in its
divine efficiency, and prompt us to
more earnest effort in bringing our
unsaved fellow-men, at home and
abroad. to a saving knowledge of
the truth. , !

s

Festive bells—everywhere the Feast o’ the Babe !
Joy upon earth, peace and good-will t0 man!
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HUNGARIAN GYDPSIES IN GALA DRESS.

A familiar object in the outskirts
of the towns and villages of On-
tario and Quebec thirty years ago,
and still more familiar on heath
and holt, in the shady lanes and
grassy commons of Great Britain,
were the white tilts of the Gypsy
waggons and their camp fires, with
a ragged group around them, like
a bandit picture by Salvator Rosa.
A unique fascination hangs about
this mysterious, wandering tribe.
The strange jargon that they speak
among themselves; their skill in
training and especially trading
horses; their supposed knowledge
-of the future and skill in reading
the fortunes of romantic youths
and maidens, who have duly
crossed their palms with silver;
the fierce and often felon char-
acter of the swarthy men, the lithe
figures and sloe-black eyes and
ivory-white teeth of the women,
and often the remarkable grace
and beauty of the children, gives

33

TIHHE GYPSIES.

an intense interest to these wander-
ing nomads.

Their very name, Gypsies, a cor-
ruption of the word Egyptians,
suggests a romantic Oriental
origin.  Like the Jews, another
race of he weary foot, they have
been found in almost every part
of the world. The Zingari in
Italy, the Gitanos in Spain, the
Zigeuner in Germany, the “ Bo-
hemians ™ in France, the Tzigani
in Slavic countries, have played an
important part in song and story,
in music and the graphic art.

Not only are the Gypsies the
wonder of the schoolboy and the
peasant, they are the puzzle of the
philosopher and ethnologist. They
are ignorant of their own origin,
and the oldest chronicles have
failed to record their migrations.
Some German writers consider
them an offshoot of the Soodras or
the Pariahs of India. whence it is
alleged they were driven by the
ravages of Tamerlune, 1398.
There are many roving tribes of
Hindustan and Persia resembling
the Gypsies. They have been
also regarded as of Egyptian
origin, and a mediaeval monk de-
scribes them as sons of Ishmael
living by violence and fraud and
guile.

As early as 1422 they numbered
about fourteen thousand in Italy.
Soon after they were expelled
from Paris, but continued to wan-
der throughout France. They are
first mentioned in Spain in 1447,
in Ingland about 1506, and in
Sweden in 1514. Wherever they
came they practised the arts of
thieving and deception.  Severe
laws were passed against them,
but these measures, not being
simultaneous in the various states,
failed of their effect.

Spain exiled them in 1492, and
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about a century later renewed the
decree of banishment. In Eng-
land, Henry VIII. issued in 1530
a proclamation, subsequently re-

newed by Elizabeth. which made
their stay in the country for over
a month a capital felony. The
Scottish kings pursued a different
policy, and seem to have given

them a sort of protection. Italy,
Denmark, Sweden, the Nether-
lands, and Germany took mcasures
against them.

GYPSY WEDDING PARTY IN TRANSYLVANIA,

The sovereigns of Germany
made efforts to reclaim and settle
the Gypsies. Maria Theresa in
1768 ordered that the numerous
bands throughout her dominions
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should be gathered in settled
habitations, practise some trade,
have their children educated, and
be called Neubauern, new peas-
ants. -As they failed to obey,
severer measures were enforced by
Joseph II. in 1782, and at present
the Gypsies of Hungary, Transyl-
vania, and Roumania, together
about 250,000, lead a more settled
lilfe than their brethren anywhere
else.

In Transylvania they are under
the rule of a waywode of their own
race, elected by themsclves, They
are likewise numerous in the
southern provinces of Russia and

gence among the rural population,
who were formerly their patrons
and victims. In England the op-
pressive statutes against them were
repealed in 1783, 1820, and 1856.

The Gypsy physiognomy is
Asiatic in type, with tawny com-
plexion, quick black eyes, black
hair, high cheek bones, narrow
mouth with fine white teeth, which,
with their lithe and agile figure,
causes some nf their young women
to be considered beauties. Their
habits are, however, so squalid
and depraved as to cause them
before they are past middle age to
fall into decrepitude.

TIPSY GQYPSIES.

in Turkey generally. Spain con-
tains about 40,000, some of whom
follow a mixed occupation, as
keepers of wine shops and horse
dealers. A considerable number
are in Norway; in France there
are few or none; and in England
their number has decreased to
about 10,000. Estimates of the
total number of Gypsies in Europe
are variously given from 500,000
to 700,000.

The laws against them have in
most countries fallen into desue-
tude, they having to contend with
a stronger force than legal pro-
hibitions in the increase of intelli-

The Gypsies have few redeeming
characteristics. They are treacher-
ous, cowardly, revengeful, and
cruel.  They have little or no re-
ligious belief, and no words in
their language to signifv God, the
soul, or immortality.  Velasquez
says, *“The Gipsies’ church was
built of lard, and the dogs ate it.”

Marriage is a temporary form
with them, and the limits of con-
sanguinity are not respected.
They pretend that their skill in
palmistry is the lore of the
Egvptians. Their industry reaches
no higher than the tinkering of
hardware and turning small articles

-
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in wood, with occasionally some
assistance reluctantly given in farm
labour.

In Transylvania they do a little
in washing gold. They frequertly
act as musicians, as they have a
remarkable quickness in acquiring
tunes by ear. Some of them have
been celebrated viclinists. The
young persons of both sexes are
fond of dancing, and exhibit their
skill for money, especially in
Spain. The men wear no dis-

tinguishing dress from other simi-
lar vagabonds, but the women in-
dulge their passion for gay colours
Their huts are mere

and trinkets.
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kindness and can be faithiul in
their friendships. The Rev. George
Borrow, agent of the Religious
Tract Society in Spain, won their
confidence, learned their language,
lived in their camps, and in his
“Zincali,” and *“ Lavengro,” has
written a charming account of
their character, superstitions,—
they can hardly be called religion,
—and their blended virtues and
vices.

Other observers are not so sym-
pathetic or so fortunate in their
acquaintance. A famous colony
of Gypsies lives a sort of troglodyte
existence in the caves beneath the

HUNGARIAN

kennels of earth and boughs. It
has been a question whether a
band of genuine Gypsies has ever
been in America; but many Eng-
lish authorities maintain that the
decrease of their number in the
British Isles is in a great measure
due to their having emigrated to
the United States.

The language of the Gypsies,
though everywhere preserving
forms of an unmistakably East
Indian origin, differs greatly in the
various countries in which it is
spoken. The best known are the
English, German, Hungarian, and
Spanish Gypsy dialects.

Gypsies are not unsusceptible to

GYPSIES.

Alhambra.  Miss Dora M. Jones
thus describes her acquaintance
with this Andalusian tribe :

The side of the hill along which
we drove was covered with
prickly-pear thickets, and here the
Gypsies' dwell among the caves.
We went into one of these caverns,
the outer portion of which was
furnished as a sitting-room—that
is to say, it contained a table and
a chair or two—and the walls were
hung with cheap prints in gaudy
frames. The inner cave was used
as a bedroom, and a third one had
a stove in it, and supplied the
place of a kitchen; but . this, we
gathered, was a rather superior
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household.  We were mobbed, of
coursc, with women desirous of
telling our fortunes, but found
some caution necessary in dealing
with thém. One fascinating gitana
.pinned a rose in the buttonhole of
an ingenuous voung member of
our party, and took the opportun-
ity to abstract his gold pin. It
was so neatly done that he did not
discover his loss for some time.
The chief of these people, who calls
himself King of the Gypsies, is a
picturesque rascal who infests the

_b;‘:\\“m .
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walks of the Alhambra, of-
fering his services as a guide
to his dominions. He al-
ways gets up a Gypsy dance,
which is said to be a par-
ticularly vulgar and stupid
entertainment.

Nowhere in Europe are the
Gypsies more numerous than in
in Hungary and Transylvania.
Madam Emily de Laszowska-Ger-
ard thus describes from familiar
acquaintance the Gypsy at his best
in these lands :

In every other country where
the Gypsies made their appearance
they were oppressed and per-
secuted, treated as slaves or hunted
down like wild beasts. In Hun-
gary alone these wanderers found
themselves neither oppressed nor

repulsed, and if the Gypsy can be
said to feel at home anywhere on
the face of the globe, it is surely
here. Like a gleam of dusky
gems, they set off every picture of
Hungarian life, and play to it a
running accompaniment in plain-
tive minor chords. No one can
travel many days in Hungary
without becoming familiar with
the strains of the Gypsy bands.
And who has journeyed by night
without noting the ruddy light of
their myriad camp-fires which, like

HUNGARIAN GYPSY CHIEF.

so many gigantic glow-worms, dot
the country in all directions ? At
the present time there are in Hun-
gary about one hundred and fifty
thousand Tziganes, as the Gypsies
are called, of whom about eighty
thousand fall to the share of
Transylvania, which, therefore, in
still more special degree may be
termed the land of Gypsies.

The Gypsies are a hot-blooded,
impulsive, half-civilized  people.
They are attached to their chil-
dren, but in a senseless animal
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fashion, alternately  devouring
them with caresses and violently
ill-treating them. I have seen a
father throw large, heavy stones
at his ten-year-old daughter for
some trifling misdemeanour, stones
as large as good-sized turnips, any
one of which would have been
sufficient to kill her if it had hap-
pened to hit her; and only her
agility in dodging these missiles,
which she did grinning and chuck-
ling, as though it were the best
joke in the world, saved her from
serious injury. They are a

SN

singularly quarrelsome people, and
the Gypsy camp is the scene of
many a pitched battle, in which
men, women, children, and dogs
indiscriminately take part with tur-
bulent enjoyment. When in a
passion all weapons are good that
come to the Gypsy’s hand, and,
faute de mieux, unfortunate infants
are sometimes* bandied backward
and forward as improvised cannon-
balls.

Hungarian music and Gypsy
player are indispensable conditions
of each other’s existence. Hun-
garian music can only be rightly
interpreted by the Gypsy musician,
who for his part can play none

ORCiL russLIB ST

other so well as the Hungarian
music, into whose execution he
throws all his heart and his soul,
all his latent passion and uncon-
scious poetry, the melancholy and
dissatisfied yearnings of an outcast,
the deep despondency of an exile
who has never known a home, and
the wild freedom of a savage who
never owned a master. I cannot
do better than quote (in somewhat
free transiation) some passages
from the Abbe Liszt’s valuable
work on Gypsy music, which, far

‘more vividly than any words of

mine, will serve to sketch the por-
trait of the Hungarian Gypsy :

*“There started up one day betwixt the
European nations an unknown tribe, a
strange people, of whom none were able
to say who they were or whence they had
come. They spread themselves over our
continent, manifesting, however, neither
desire of conquest nor ambition to acquire
the right of a fixed domicile; not at-
tempting to lay claim to so much as an
meh of land, but not suffering themselves
to be deprived of a single hour of their

4
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time ; not curing to command, they
neither chose to obey. They had nothing
to give of their own, and were content to
owe nothing to others. They never spoke
of their native land, and gave no clue as
to from which Asiatic or African plains
they had wandererd, or what troubles or
persecutions had caused their expatria-
tion.  Strangers alike to memory as to
hope, they kept aloof from the benefits
of colonization ; and too proud of their
melancholy race to sufter adinixture with
other nations, they lived on, satished with
the rejection of cvery foreign element.
Deriving no advantages from the Chris-
tian civilization around them, they re-
gavded with equal repugnance every other
form of religion.

k¢ This singular race, so strange as to
resemble no other, possessing neither

not belonging to their race, with whom
they commune only as far as requisite for
obtaining the common necessavies of life.
Hatred and revenge are with them only
personal and accidental feelings, never
premeditated ones. Harmless when their
immediate wants are satisfied, they ave
incapable of preconceived intention of in-
juring, only wishing to preserve a free-
dom akin to that of the wild horse of the
plains, and not comprehending how any
one can prefer a roof, be it ever so fine,
to the shelter of the forest canopy.

*“ Authority, rules, laws, principles,
duties, and obligations are alike incom-
prehensible ideas to this singular race—
partly from indolence of spirit, partly
from indifference to the evils engendered
by their irregular mode of life,

* Having neither Bible nor Gospels to

country, history, religion, nor

S i ¢ AX "
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does not choose to cease to
be, and only cares to exist
such as it has always been.
Irstruction, authority, per-,
suasion, and persceution have alike been
powerless to reform, modify, or exter-
minate the Gypsies. Broken up into
wandering tribes and  hordes, roving
hither and thither as chance or fancy di-
rects, without means of communication,
and mostly ignoring one another's ex-
jstence, they nevertheless betray their
common relationship by unmistakable
signs, the self-same type of features, the
same language, the identical habits and
customs.

¢ With a senseless or sublime contempt
for whatever binds or hampers, the Tzi-
ganes ask nothing from the carth but
Tife, and preserve their individuality from
constant intercourse with nature, as well
as by absolute indifference to all those

GALICIAN GYPSIES AND THATCHED
COTTAGE.

g0 by, Tziganes do not sce the necessity
of fatiguing their brain by the contem-
plation of abstract ideas; and abeying
their instinets only, their intel.gence
naturally grows rusty.  Conscious of their
harmlessness they bask in the rays of the
sun, content in the satisfaction of a few
primitive and elementary passions—the
sans-géne of their soul fettered by no con-
ventional virtues.”

The German poet Lenau, in his
short poem, “ Die Drei Zigeuner”
(“ The Three Gypsies”) traces a
perfect picture of the indolent en-
joyment of the Gypsy’s existence :

« Oneday, in the shade of a willow-tree laid,
I came upon Gypsies three,
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As through the sand of wild moorland
My cart toiled wearily.

‘¢ Giving to naught but himself a thought,
His fiddle the first did hold,
While *mid the blaze of the evening days
A fiery lay he trolled.

‘¢ His pipe with the lip the second did grip,
A-watching the smoke that curled,
As void of care as nothing there were
Could better him in the world.

¢¢ The third in sleep lay slumbering deep,
On a branch swung his guitar
Through its strings did stray the winds
at play,
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“ With a patch or two of rainbow hue,
Tattered their garh and torn;
But little recked they what the world
might say,
Repuying its scorn with scorn.

‘““ And they taught to me, these Gypsies
three,
When life is saddened and cold,
How to dream or play or puff it away,
Despising it threefold !

¢ And oft on my track I would fain cast
back
A glance behind me there—

A glancs at that crew of tawny hue,

His soul was "mid dreams afar. With their swarthy shocks of hair.”

CHRISTMAS GUESTS.

The quiet day in winter beauty closes,

And sunset clouds are tinged with crimson dye,
As if the blushes of our faded roses

Came back to tint this sombre Christras sky.

We sit and watch the twilight darken slowly ;
Dies the last gleam upon the lone hillside ;

And in the stillness growing deep and holy,
Our Christinas guests come in this eventide.

They enter softly ; some with baby faces,

Whose sweet blue eyes have scarcely looked on life :
We bid them welcome to their vacant places;

They won the peace, and never knew the strife.

And some with steadfast glances meet us gravely,
Their hands point backward to the paths they trod :

Dear ones, we know how long ye struggled bravely,
And died upon the battleficld of God.

. And some are here whose patient souls were riven
. By our hard words, and looks of cold disdain;
Ah, loving hearts, to speak of wrong forgiven
Ye come to visit our dark world again !

But One there is, more kind than any other,
Whose presence fills the silent house with light ;

The Prince of Peace, our gracious Elder Brother,
Comes to His birthday feast with us to-night.

Thou who wast born and cradled in a manger,
Hast gladdened our poor earth with hope and rest.
O hest beloved, come not as a stranger,
But tarry, Lord, our friend and Christinas guest.
—Good Words.




AN INDIAN “MARTIN LUTHER?

BY THE REV. ARTHUR BROWNING.

Some years ago a Western
traveller made a marvellous ethno-
logical discovery. e found on
the banks of the Fraser River
old and abandoned underground
houses. The weeds of long years
had grown in and over them, and
in some instances large trees had
their roots in the floor. Here,
said the traveller, are the evidences
of a long forgotten and extinct
race. They lived under instead of
above ground, and pre-dated the
Indian tribes, and probably escaped
the Flood. (Readers of Western
lore will be reminded by this of
Bret Harte’s geologist. He
brought to the meeting of Cali-
fornia scientists some old bones,
which he declared were the re-
mains of an ancient and extinct
race of men. A member of the
society suggested that his friend
had Dbeen ransacking his family
graveyard, for the bones belonged
to a deceased mule.)

These old discarded houses of the
discoverer were merely the winter
homes of the Indians, and known
on the Fraser as “sweat houses.”
The Indians who once lived in
them had ceased to exist or had
migrated to other places.

The scene of my story lies in
one of these sweat houses. These
dwellings were hollowed out of the
earth, the centre forming a com-
mon room for the inhabitants, con-
sisting of men, women, children,
and dogs. The sleeping places
were in tiers around the sides, and
the whole was roofed over, leaving
a small opening in the c ntre
through which you descended by
a notched stick to the region be-
low. A fire for cooking was
directlv beneath this opening,
through which the smoke ascended

very lazily, as if loath to leave a
congenial home.

In one of these sweat houses
at Fort Yale, the Christmas cere-
monies of the Catholic Church
were to be held. That sweat
house was the “ Notre Dame” of
the Indians on the Fraser, and its
worshippers came from far and
near.  But there was an old In-
dian, Martin Luther, who had to
be reckoned with, and who stood
in the way of the ceremonies. He
was chief of the tribe, and prized a
sacred talisman, some portion of
the Bible, which he had found in
the mountains, and which he
avowed had been lefi there by God
purposely for him.

Some white man had interpreted
“ God's leaves ” to him, and to the
Indian it was a direct message
from the Great Spirit without in-
tervention of priest or prelate. All
was arranged for the opening cere-
monies of the church, and the
robed priest stood up to begin the
service.  Then Martin  Luther
also arose, and vehemently pro-
tested against this sort of thing
proceeding any further.

He said if the priest intended to
preach, let him preach out of the
book the Great Spirit had given
him, Martin Luther, in the
mountains. He wanted no Latin
nor holy water, but let him preach
from the book or not at all.

The priest retorted that the
Pope was his authority.  Martin
Luther replied that God was
greater than the Pope, and there-
fore the book must come first.
The priest, at this protest, in his
anger snatched the hook from
Martin Luther’s hand, threw the
leaves on the floor, and trampled
on them, and to complete his con-
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tempt for them, spat upon them
again and again.

It was then there arose in the
old Indian the spirit of an ancient
prophet. Rising to his full height,
and stretching out his long, lean
arm, he shouted in terrific tones
that this act oi the priest was a
personal insult to the Great Spirit,
and then, in low but threatening
language, he came to particulars.
To-morrow there would come a
frost such as had never been known
before.  The river would freeze
from Yale to New Westminster,
and on the heels of the frost would
come a fearful snow, so that if the
priest and the distant worshippers
did not leave for home in the early
morning, they would be imprisoned
by God at Fort Yale for days and
perhaps weeks.

The following morning gave no
signs of the cold or the storm, but
all the same I saw the Indians from
a distance hastening to their
homes. The prophecy of Martin
Luther had impressed them so that
they left the priest in Yale at once.

But that afternoon the frost
came, and the terrible and never-
to be forgotten winter of ’61-2 was
sternly ushered in. I have reason
to remember it well, for I was
nearly lost more than once in the
snow and ice of the days which
followed the Indian’s prediction.

In the spring, when the ice was
breaking up, a drowning Chinaman
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clung to my leg as he fell over our
canoe into the Fraser, and by a
miracle I escaped over the
treacherous ice to the shore. What
became of the priest I know not, -
but I do know that the news of

“that contest in the sweat house

spread far and wide, and that
whilst the priest was sorely dis-
counted, the stock of old Martin
Luther went up to par. All
through the winter the Ileaven
worked, and with the spring came
a wonderful revolution. In a
body and as a tribe the Indians
left the Catholic for the Protestant
faith, and became the nucleus of
one of the strongest missions of
the Protestant Episcopal Church.

When I read now and again of
the gatherings of the Fraser River
tribes for their annual religious
festivals, from Yale up to Lilluet
and beyond. my memory reverts to
the scene of that Christmas in the
sweat house, and I wonder
whether that Indian was not as
much a prophet sent of God as was
the prophet of Carmel.

I may be deemed heretical and
unsound when I say- that I fully
believe that the Martin Luther of
the sweat house has long ere this
met the Martin Luther of Worms
in the land where sweat houses
and popish dungeons are unknown,
To the Jesus of them both be ever-
lasting glory. Amen and Amen.

Toronto

CHRISTMASTIDE.

Judea’s hills are bleak and bare
And Jordan's stream runs low ;
Their riches, all mankind may share,
Still have their endless flow.
The star that shone in lonely ray
Glowed for remotest ages, when
It tald the lesson all may say
Of ** peace on earth, good-will to men.”
Its golden glories still abide
In love to all each Christmnas-tide.

Judea’s hills are bleak and bare

And Jordan’s stream runs low,
But east and west in every air

Their incense hreezes blow :
Outpoured for all with bounteous hand

From Heaven's full storchouse then,
A golden text for every Jand

Of “peace on earth, good-will to men™ --
At once their hope, their jox, their pride,
This blessing of each Christinas-tide.

Judea’s hills are bleak and bare
And Jordan's stream runs low,

But lands more blest and skies more fair,
Waves that as sweetly flow,

Are not, and have not e’er been known
To History’s faithful pen, :

Since that glad light upon them shone
Of *peace on earth, g d will tomen™ -

Life's sin and hate to override

In love and peace each Christmas.-tide.

—Henry Armstrong.
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. PETRARCH AND LAURA.

TRANSLATED FROM THE ITALIAN OF PROF. SISMONDI.
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PETRARCR'S TOM B, ARQUA.

Petrarch was the son of a Flor-
entine, who, like Dante, had been
exiled from his native city. He
was born at Arezzo, 1304, and he
died at Arqua, near Padua, seventy
years later. During the century,
of which his life occupied the
greater portion, he was the centre
of Italian literature. Passionately
attached to letters, and more espe-
cially to history and to poetry, and
an enthusiastic admirer of an-
tiquity, he imparted to his con-
temporaries, by his discourses, his
writings, and his example, that
taste fogthe recovery and study of
Latin manuscripts, which so emin-
ently distinguished the fourteenth
century; which preserved the mas-
terpieces of the classical authors, at
the very moment when they were
about to be lost forever; and gave
a new impulse, by the imitation of
those admirable models, to the pro-
gress of the human intellect.

Petrarch, tortured by the passion
which has contributed so greatly

to his celebrity, endeavoured, by
travelling, during a considerable
portion of his life, to escape from
himself, and to change the current
of his thoughts. He traversed
France, Germany, and every part
of Italy; he visited Spain; and, with
incessant activity, directed his at-
tention to the examination of the
remains of antiquity. He became
intimate with all the scholars,
poets, and philosophers, from one
end of Europe to the other, whom
he inspired with his own spirit.
While he imparted to them the ob-
ject of his own labours, he directed
their studies; and his correspond-
ence became a sort of magical
bond, which, for the first time,
united the whole literary republic
of Europe.

At the age in which he lived,
that continent was divided into
petty states, and sovereigns had
not vet attempted to establish any
of those colossal empires so dread-
cd by other nations.  On the con-
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trary, each country was divided in-
1o smaller sovereignties. The au-
thority of many a prince did not
extend above thirty leagues from
the little town over which he ruled;,
while at the distance of a hundred,
his name was unknown. In pro-
portion, however, as political im-
portance was confined, literary
glory was extended; and Petrarch,
the friend of the princes of Parma,
of Milan, and of Padua, was better
known and more respected
throughout Europe than any of
those petty sovereigns.

This universal reputation, to
which his high acquirements en-
titled him, and of which he fre-

‘quently made use in forwarding the

interests of literature, he occasion-

ally turned to account for political
purposes. No man of letters, no
poet, was, doubtless, ever charged
with so many embassies to great
potentates; to the Emperor, the

Pope, the King of TFrance, the

Senate of Venice, and all the

princes of Italy.

It is wverv remarkable that
Petrarch did not fulfil these duties
merely as a subject of the State
which had committed its interests
to his hands, but that he acted for
the benefit of all Europe. He was
intrusted with such missions on ac-
count of his reputation; and when
he treated with the different
princes, it was, as it were, in the
character of an arbitrator, whose
suffrage every one was eager to
obtain, that he might stand high in
the opinion of posterity.

"The prodigious labours of Pe-
trarch to promote the study of an-
cient literature, are, after all, his
noblest title to glory. Such was the

- view in which they were regarded
by the age in which he lived, and
such also was his own opinion.
His celebrity, notwithstanding, at
the present day, depends much
more on his lyrical poems than on
his voluminous Latin compositions.
Never did passion burn more
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purely than in the love of Petrarch
for Laura. He never expresses a
single hope offensive to the purity
of a heart which had been pledged
to another. When Petrarch first
beheld her, on the sixth of April,
1327, Laura was in the Church of
Avignon. She was the daughter
of Audibert de Noves, and wife of
Hugues de Sade, both of Avignon.
When she died of the plague, on
the 6th of April, 1348, she had been
the mother of eleven children.
Petrarch has celebrated, in up-
wards of three hundred sonnets, all
the little circumstances of this
attachment; those precious favours
which, after an acquaintance of
fifteen or twenty years, consisted

"~ at most of a kind word, a glance

not altogether severe. A mo-
mentary expression of regret or
tenderness at his departure, or a
deeper paleness at the idea of los-
ing her beloved and constant
friend.

Yet even these marks of an at-
tachment so pure and unobtrusive,
and which he had so often strug-
gled to subdue, were repressed by
the coldness of Laura. She
avoided his presence, except at
church, in the brilliant levees of
the Papal Court, or in the country,
where, surrounded by her friends,
she is described by Petrarch as ex-
hibiting the semblance of a queen,
pre-eminent amongst them all in
the grace of her figure and the
brilliancy of her beauty.

It does not appear that, in the
whole course of these twenty years,
the poet ever addressed her, unless
in the presence of witnesses. An
interview with her alone would
surely have been celebrated in a
thousand verses; and, as he has left
us four sonnets on the good for-
tune he enjoyed, in having an op-
portunity of picking up her glove,
we may fairly presume that he
would not have passed over in
silence so happy a circumstance as
a private interview.
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There is no poet, in any lan-
guage, so perfectly pure as Pe-
trarch, so completely above all re-
proach of levity and immorality ;
and this merit, which is due equal-
ly to the poet and to his Laura,
is still more remarkable, when we
consider that the models which he
followed were by no means en-
titled to the same praise. The
Court of Avignon, at which Laura
lived, the Babylon of the West, as
the poet himself often terms it, was
filled with the most shameful cor-
ruption; and even the Popes, more
especially Clement V. and Clement
VI, had afforded cxamples of
freat depravity.

For Laura, Petrarch had con-
ceived a sort of religious and en-
thusiastic passion; such as mystics
.imagine they feel towards the
Deity, and such as Plato supposes
to be the bond of union between
elevated minds. The poets, who
have succeeded Petrarch, have
amused themselves with giving re-
presentations of a similar passion,
of which, in fact, they had little or
no experience. Throughout Pe-
trarch’s whole life, we are in doubt
whether it is of Laura, or of the
laurel, that he is enamoured ; so
great is the emotion which he ex-
presses, whenever he beholds the
latter ; so passionately does he
mention it; and so frequently has
he celebrated it in his verses.

The Latin compositions, upon
which Petrarch rested his fame,
and which are twelve or fifteen

times as voluminous as his Italian
writings, are now only read by the
learned.

Petrarch was the friend and
patron of the unfortunate Rienzi,
who, in the fourteenth century,
awakened for a moment the an-
cient spirit and fortunes of Rome.
He appreciated the fine arts, as

well as poetry; and he contributed -

to make the Romans acquainted
with the rich monuments of an-
tiquity, as well as with the manu-
scripts, which they possessed. His
passions were tinctured with a
sense of religion which induced
him to worship all the glorious
works of the Deity with which the
carth abounds; and he believed
that in the woman he loved he saw
the messenger of that heaven
which thus revealed to him its
beauty. He enabled his contem-
poraries to estimate the full value
of the purity of a passion, so
modest and so religious as his
own; while, to his countrymen, he
gave a language worthy of rivalling
those of Greece and of Rome, with
which, by his means, they had be-
come familiar. It was, it may be
said, in the name of grateful
Lurope, that Petrarch, on the 8th
of April, 1341, was crowned witl:
laurel by the senators of Rome, in
the Capitol; and this triumph, the
most glorious which was ever de-
cteed to man, was not dispropor-
tioned to the authority which this
great poet was destined to main-
tain over future ages.

CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

“Thou hast reccived gifts for men."—Ps. Ixviii, 18,

Christmas gifts for thee,
. Fair and frec !

Precious things from the heavenly store,
Filling thy casket more and more ;
Golden love in divinest chain,
That never can be untwined again.
Silvery carols of joy that swell
Sweetest of all in the heart’s lone cell,
Pearls of peace that wo sought for thee
In the terrible depths of & fiery sea,
Diamond promises sparkling bright,
Flashing in farthest-reaching light.

Christmas gifts for thee,

Grand and free! .
Christmas gifts from the King of love,
Brought from His home above ;

Brought to thee in the far-off land,

Brought to thee by His own dear hand.

Promises held by Christ for thee,

Peace as a river flowing free,

Joy that in His own joy must live,

And love that Infinite Love can give.

Surely thy heart of hearts uplifts

Curols of praise for such Christmas gifts.
—Frances Ridley Havergd.
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It had been an intensely hot day;

even now, though dusk was falling,
and the lamplighter was going his
rounds, the heat was almost un-
bearable. Occasionally a low rum-
ble of thunder made itself heard
above the bustle and rush of the
busy London street, and a flash of
lightning would dance before the
weary eyes of the men and women
who were languidly dragging their
tired limbs homewards after their
day’s work. At one corner a man
was talking energetically to a
handful of people, but not one in
twenty of the pedestrians gave a
second glance in his direction. As
a boy, who had been attracted by
the thought of a possible “row,”
remarked to his mate, ““ It was only
some bloomin’ mission cove.”
Only a mission cove who, every
night for months past, had taken
his stand at this street corner, or
the next, crying aloud a warning to
the thoughtless, and a message of
hope for the despairing. Some-
times he saw the success which
crowned his efforts; oftener he did
not. But his heart was full of
tender, pitying love for these toil-
ers who had no time to be sorry
for themselves, and who had never
known the rest and peace of God,
and though his hair was pre-
maturely white and his form bent
with overwork and past sorrows, he
laboured in his corner of the Mas-
ter’s vineyard with untiring pa-
tience and undying enthusiasm.
His hearers to-night were rore
indifferent than usual, but he talked
on. His watchful eyes saw, stand-
ing in the gloomy front of an un-
occupied shop, a young man whom
he had noticed more than once be-
fore in the same place. He had

never been able to speak to him,

SHALL BE MEASURED TO YOU AGAIN

S. C.

as he always disappeared during
the last prayer. But to-night the
missioner had a friend with him.

“You pray now,” he said to his
friend, getting off the chair from
which he had been speaking.
“There’s a young fellow yonder I
want to speak to,” and he moved
away.

Seemingly divining his intention,
and desiring to evade him, the
young man walked off at a smart
pace, but his pursuer soon over-

. took ‘him.

“Nay,” he said, kindly; “ don’t
run away from me again, my lad.”

The other shook off the detain-
ing hand and pushed his hat fur-
ther over his eyes, but to no pur-
pose. The missioner would make
himself heard.

“You must listen to me” he
said. “T won’t let you ruin your-
self body and soul. I am—”

“ What business is it of vours ?
interrupted the young mar, rough-
ly. “Stand aside, and let me
pass.”’

“ Never,” firmly, “ until you pro-
misce to give up these bad habits
of yours.” Botix had come to a
pause. The younger laughed
grimly.

“T reckon you will be tired of
waiting, then,” he said.

“No, I won’t. There is a ser-
vice at the chapel in half an hour.
Will vou come in with me ?

“ What chapel is it ?

“ One of those you were brought
up to attend—a Methodist.”

“ How do you know what I was
brought up to ?”

“ My lad,” with a hand again on
his shoulder, “ I know a great deal
about you. I know your name;
I knew your father and the sort of
training you had. I don’t know

.
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what has made you go wrong since
you left home, but I can guess, and
I want to win you back.”

“That is one of your mission
dodges,” - cried the other harshly,
striding on.  “ You don’t know.
My name is Jim King.”

“ It may please you to be known
as Jim King,” returned the mis-
sioner.  “If it does Tl respect
your wish. I can quite under-
stand your desire to keep your
father’s honoured name from the
lips of your present companions.”

Jim King tossed back his hat,
and turned a pair of flashing eyes
on the missioner.

“If you dare to mention my
father to me,” he said fiercely,
“rat! ri—

“ Hush P gravely. “ Just think
of him for a minute; think how he’s
grieving over his youngest born.
‘With what joy and high hopes he
parted from vou two years ago, and
how terribly you have disappointed
him. You know he alwavs
thought so much of you; of the
splendid career yours would be;
you had everv advantage in things
both temporal and spiritual, and—"

“ And T have acted as though all
this had not been” interrupted
King, again. “I know it all, and
you can hold vour tongue. It’s
nothing to do with you.”

“ But it is something to do with
me,” persisted the missioner. “1I
want you to think of what vou are
doing, and where you are going; it
is no good road you are travelling
on; you must turn about. Come
down to the chapel, and turn about
to-night.”

“T'm not going to the chapel”
was the answer, harshly given.

“ Then turn about without going
to the chapel. The Lord is as
ready to pardon in one place as in
another, tenderly. “ Come with

me to my own room; it is not much
of a place, but—" he paused, for
Jim. with a sudden wrench, had
freed himself, and was lost in the

darkness, disappearing down a side
street.

The missioner sighed deeply as
he turned towards the chapel. He
was always anxious about young
men who had “ gone wrong,” but
unusually so about this one. He
had known him when he was a
little fellow in petticoats; he had
lost sight of him during his school
days, but knew when he came to
London to set out in life for him-
self. He had watched him unob-
trusively in the first days when,
fresh from his mother’s prayers and
his father’s counsels, he had stuck
to his work and had gone regularly
on Sundays to the nearest Meth-
odist chapel. He saw the first
wrong step taken in the shape of
gay companions; he himself was
laid aside just then by sickness,
and when he recovered was sent
across to another circuit which
needed a lay missioner.

After more than a year he
noticed the young man once more,
but how great a change there was
in him! His face bore only too
piainly the marks of dissipation; he
no longer walked with his head up
and a light springing step. He
hurried along with his eves on the
ground, and his hat shading his
face, for he was not anxious that
}1§s former friends should recognize
1im.

The missioner walked into the
vestry with a heavy heart. Per-
haps, he thought, if he had only
spoken differently to the lad—for
lie was little more than a lad—he
would have listened more kindly
to him; he might even have fol-
lowed him to the chapel, and, re-
penting of his sins, have claimed
the free pardon which was waiting
for him.

One of the officials bustled im-
portantly out of the vestry as the
missioner approached.

“ Oh, here you are, brother,” he
exclaimed, ‘““the supply is come.
You haven't seen him, I suppose »”
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The resident minister had been ill,
and was ordered a long rest; con-
sequently a supply had been ob-
tained from the President’s List of
Reserve.

The missioner opened the vestry’

door, and came face to face with a
tall, earnest-faced young minister,
who was talking to the superin-
tendent.

“Ah 1 said the latter, turning
as the door opened, “this is our
lay missioner, My, —.

But the others had already
clasped hands in cvident recogni-
tion,

“Mr. Edward P cried the mis-
sioner.  ““Itis surely not you !”

“ It is indeed,” replied the supply
with a smile.

“ Then—then—" stammered the
missioner, “God Himself has surely
sent you here.”

“1 believe so,” gravely.

“Yes; but it is strange that you
should have been sent here now.
I parted from your brother only a
few minutes ago,” with a glance at
the inattentive superintendent.

“My brother  Two words
with a world of expression in
them.

“Yes, your brother; and he's
down, Mr. Edward, down. For
many nights past I’ve noticed him
among the people at the open-air
service. He did not know I saw
him or he would not have come.
To-night I went after him; I tried
to get him to listen to me, to come
to the service here, but—”

“ But,” repeated the supply, who
was listening with painful interest.

“But he broke away,” sadly.
“ Mr. Edward, we must rescue him
somehow.”

“Yes; but how ? "Do you know
where he lives ?”

“No, but I will try and find out.
He is known as Jim King, he says.
We will work together, sir.”

“He is breaking my mother’s
heart,” said the young minister,
turning aside, but the superintend-

ent put an end to further con-
fidences by saying it was time for
the service,

The superintendent invited the
missioner and the supply to supper
with him, and afterwards the two
walked away together. In the
younger man’s lodgings they had a
long talk on many matters, but
chiefly on the erring brother.
They laid down a plan by which
to search for him; no effort should
be spared to reclaim him.

“ I will not rest,” cried the young
minister, as the missioner rose to
go, “until I can write to my
mother, and say that her boy is-
safe.” :

“Nor I, said the missioner,

.stepping out into the night.

The one spoke figuratively, the
other literally.

Rain was pouring heavily now;
the thunder had grown from a low
rumble to crashing reports, while
the lightning was startlingly vivid.
Before he went to his humble home
the missioner visited every “ doss-
house ” in the vicinity. It was not
the first time he had been there,
and the managers knew him. He
left a brief description of the ob-
ject of his search with each, for he
could find no trace of Jim King.

“I shall come every night for a
week or two,” said he. “ Let me
know if you see the young fellow.”

He organized inquiries in his
own way all round the neighbour-
hood, but though he and the supply
did all in their power, they could
not find the one for whom they
looked.  The missioner gave him-
self no rest. No matter how
slight a clue he received, or how
far he must tramp to prove it, he
went, in all weathers and at all
times. The superintendent re-
marked on his thinness and frailty,
which were becoming more notice-
able each day.

“ He is working himself to death,
sir,” said the one who overheard
the remark.
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Thereupon the superintendent
remonstrated with the missioner,
but the latter shook his head with
a smile.

“When my strength for the
Master's work is exhausted, I
shall die,” said he; ‘“but not be-
fore.”

But as the winter advanced, he
found he was unable to do as much
work as before. He was obliged
to take rest from his usual mission
work,.but he persisted in his search
for Jim King.

The young minister was still
supplying for the absent one, and
grieving much for his Dbrother,
when one morning early in Janu-
ary, a note was brought to him as
he sat in his study with a book
before him. It confained only a
few lines from the missioner, say-
ing the lost was found, and bidding
him be ready to come to the writer
at any minute.

The summons came a week later,
by telegraph. He found the ad-
dress given him in a dirty back
street close to Paddington Station.
Here, in a tiny room, bare of all
but necessaries, was the missioner,
looking paler and weaker than
ever.

“T am glad you have come,” he
said to his visitor. “ Sit down and
'l tell you all about it.”

“ Where is he, first ?” in uncon-
cealed anxiety.

“He will be here presently.
Let me tell my tale first. You
know how we laboured in our
search for him; in the end I met
him quite by accident; I ran
against him in the street. He re-
membered me, and would not
speak. But I would not let him
go out of my sight; I followed him
to his lodging, a miserable, dirty
little place you could hardly stand
upright in.  He tried to bang the
door in my face, but I went in.

“I pleaded with him; how I
pleaded ! It was no good; he

laughed in my face. Then I spoke
34

of your father—he dared me to
utter his name; I spoke of your
mother—he did not open his lips.
Then I spoke of you, and, oh!
Mr, Edward, if you had seen him !
It went to my heart. He lifted
his haggard young face, and
seemed as if he would strike me.

“‘Don’t speak of him ! he cried,
‘I can’t bear it

“I told him how you were
searching for him, and—Ilad, he
thinks the world of you—that
broke him down. In five min-
utes he was sobbing like a child.
I spoke to him of the Saviour, who
was also looking for him, and
longing for him, but he wouldn’t
listen to that”

He paused for a moment; a
peaceful expression of absolute
content spread over his face.

“ Even my weakness adds to His
glory,” he resumed, softly; “ for it
was while I lay sick, and your
brother was caring for me, that he
opened his heart to God, and con-
fessed his sorrow for the past.
The blessed Lord forgave him, as
He forgives every repentant sin-
ner,” with eyes aglow with an
inner radiance. “That was a
week ago, sir. I’ve found him,
and the Lord has saved him, but
you must look after him.”

“ With you to help me,” said the
young minister, huskily.

“With no help but His,” an-
swered the other, leaning back in
his chair with his eyes closed. A
moment later he added, as though
to himself,
¢« O that without a lingering groan

I may the welcome word receive !

My body with my charge lay down,
‘And cease at once to work and live.”

The door opened, and as the
brothers met with many strangely-
mixed feelings the missioner slip-
ped unheeded from the chair to
the floor. When they raised him
“he was not; for God took him.”

In a far-away country circuit

P
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town a prominent business man
sat at his desk in his office, read-
ing a letter from his elder son.
One paragraph he read again and
again. .

“Qur thanks for my dear
brother’s rescue are due first to
God, but then to the lay missioner,
Jones, who was with you in busi-
ness, when we were children. His
anxiety has been almost painful;
he exhausted his whole strength
in seeking your son for your sake
first, and then for his own, but
ever giving the glory to his be-
loved Master. He died quite sud-
denly and painlessly in his own
room, while I and my brother were
greeting each other. Iis last
words were your own favourite'
verse, ‘ O that without a lingering
groan,” etc.  He is to be buried
the day after to-morrow.”
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The fire burned cheerily, and re-
called to the occupant of the big
chair a day many years before,
when he, then, as now, the Circuit
Steward, had received a visit from
the minister relative to the man
spoken of in the letter, Jones, the
ex-convict.”

“With what measure ye mete,
it shall be measured to you again”

The Circuit Steward started.
The minister’s words repeated
themselves so forcibly that it
seemed almost as though ti.ey were
spoken aloud.

He read the letter once more.

“Lord,” he murmured, as he
laid it down, “I thank thee that
thou didst lead me to measure as
I did, for verily it has been mea-
sured to me again.”—Methodist
Recorder.

A CHRISTMAS HYMN.

When Rome in her imperial pride,
With conguering banners all unfurled,
Had spread her haughty conquests wide,
And sat sole empress of the world ;
Her dream was full—her throne at length
Seemed girt with universal strength.

On her seven hills, in glittering state,
Temple and palace shine afar ;

There dwe 1 her mighty ones and great—
Her nobles and her men of war;

And all her streets resound with mirth,

For Rome is mistress of the earth.

Far off in Judah’s captive land,
Where bards and grophets once have trod,
There lingers yet a broken hund—
A race forsaken of its God ;
But from this race a King shall rise
To sway all carthly destinies.

The fulness of the time—foretold

In vision, song, and prophecy,
By all the holy men of old—

The fulness of the time draws nigh,
When Jucob’s Star with light divine
Q’er the bewildered race shall shine.

It was a night when earth was still ;
‘The heavens in silent splendour shone ;
The winds breathed low on every hill,

And stars looked down on mountains lone,
Till all Judea, rough and wild,
In strange and dreamy beauty smiled.

Away amid the lonely hills
The gentleshepherds watched their sheep,
And heard the tinkling mountain rills
Make music on the rocky steep ;
'Till on their ear, from heights above,
The angels poured their song of love.

This night in Bethlehem’s lowly shed,
The Wonderful, the Counsellor,

The Prince of Peace, earth’s sovereign head,
Mightier than all her men of war,

Is born of woman—born to share

A human mother’s love and care.

The rolling centuries come and go,

And Christ’s dominion stretches on :
His empire, silently and slow,

Rises o’er empires lost and gone ;
His march is strong— His conquests sure—
His kingdom founded to endure.

Reign, reign, O King, with ampler power !
Happy the land that feels Thy sway !
Bring in that bright and joyous hour,
When earth Thy sceptre shall obey !
‘When heathen tribes, in gladsome awe,
And sea-girt isles shall own Thy law.
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AMONG THE LOWLY.—KATE.

BY ALIQUIS.

A girl, but you would tremble
to call her such, admitting her
kinship with your own; the marks
of poverty and want were upon
her, and that indescribable look
that is nothing human, the aspect
of the hungry wolf, sat upon her
countenance. Whence cameshe ¢
From the streets of a great city;
is not that enough ? Such as she
have no antecedents; they have a
cause of being—society—and that
explains it all. ~When we purify
our system the type will dis-
appear.

The police knew her as Kate, the
child-vagrant; child, for she was
stunted in growth; in years she
was near womanhood. The good
matron received her as Kate, the
untaught; for never had gross
ignorance been so plainly read
upon the face of an inmate of the
great Institution.

Some shrewdness was there, the
result of her mode of living. She
had been clever enough to escape
capture many times; it was almost
an accident that brought her into
the hands of the law on this oc-
casion. But when, later, Miss
E reported upon the chance
of winning one more fellow-creature
back to, or for the first time
into, respectability, it was with the
almost despairing words, “ She
knows absolutely nothing.”

Yet Kate was not an imbecile;
indeed, good substantial food
gradually drove out the wolf, and
the great eyes at the same time
began to take on a look of in-
telligence.  'Who could tell just
what was passing in the mind, as
day after day passed in the regular
routine of the Institution under a

system that was justly the pride of
the whole provirce. Certainly

Kate could not; kindness she had

never known before, and she had
no word to express it. Her ac-
knowledgment she intimated by
being passively obcidient, and
she even tried to do some little
credit to her teacher, and learn
something.

Companionship with those who
were honestly attempting to be-
come fitted for respectable society
finally had its effect on Kate; she
spoke little, but gathered in every-
thing; giving evidence now and
then to her teacher that she was
absorbing knowledge, storing it
up, as it were, till such time as it
might be useful to her. But who
could tell whether the girl was
really desirous of reforming or
not? No one. XKate had not
given any evidence of soul.

Then one day a good lady spoke
to the girls; a lady whose name
was widely known, who had the
divine gift of oratory, wrapped up
in her work, a labour of love. On
one theme especially she was most
eloquent. How could she be
otherwise ? It was poetry itself; a
mother’s love, And this day the
gentle speaker appealed to the
filial instincts of her hearers; there
was no denying that they had
sinned; she would not dwell upon
the point, yet it must not be
avoided. They had strayed, but
might return; and there was not
one but would bring sunshine in-
to some heart by her repentance;
cither into some heart still throb-
bing with love, or if not that, then
some angel in heaven would re-
joice.

“Not one of us, but is, or has
been, if only for a little while—
somebody’s darling.” This was
the strain of the good lady’s ad-
dress; the intense humanness of it
all went to every heart—but
Kate’s. So at least it seemed, for
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Kate sat silent and sullen, and be-
trayed no emotion, while her
teacher, watching closely, fancied
that the wolf was returning, the
hungry, longing look was settling
on her countenance again. What
was wreng ?

The girls were dismissed, and
the good teacher sought this waif,
whose heart was steeled against
the tenderest appeal that one soul
can make to another. In her own
room, they two together, she
would make one more effort to
find the soul in Kate.  Sullen
still and hungry looking, she ap-
proached slowly to her teacher’s
side; then the look of tender sym-

pathy was too much even for the

creature from the streets, and with
a wail of agony that chilled to the
very heart, she sobbed, sinking to
her knees, “ Oh, Miss E , 1
was never anybody’s darling; I
never belonged to anybody !”

She hungered, not for owner-
ship, but to be owned ! Not one
had she ever known to love her;
more than this, not one to whom
she was akin. It was the utter
solitude of her state, through
which the soul could not pierce.
Others had in her hearing spoken
of their people; she had no people;
had spoken of their childhood, of
days of innocence; she had never
been a child, but a waif only,
always.

No easy matter was it to soothe
a heart so troubled as this. And
how sad it was! The poor crea-
ture had kept her sorrow to her-
self, to the last; till nature broke
down; when had such another case
entered into the teacher’s experi-
ence ? Never; it was a new sor-
row, this heart longing to be
owned. Many an anxious day
was spent before the work of sav-
ing this poor soul from itself was
accomplished. But kindness can
do a great deal, and eventually the
wolf disappeared entirely from the
face, and the brooding vanished.
Perhaps in its lowest depths the
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-heart was still yearning, but a

quiet peace reigned over all.

Some years iater and Miss
E was running over the list
of those who had,“done well”
Much gratified she was, the per-
centage was high; unvarnished
facts would be presented in this
coming report that would reflect
more credit than ever upon the
great Institution.

Among her letters was one she
would open and read at leisure, to
thoroughly enjoy it. Her work
done, she took it up. It was from
Kate; she knew the school-girl
hand, and “would she come to
see her, she had been married
some time now.” Hardly a word
more, nothing to tell whether in
this Kate had continued to do
well or the reverse. But Miss
E would lose no time in find-
ing out for herself. She would go
to see Kate. Yes, indeed.

~ “Such a pretty place, surely she
is happy here.” And shortly the
kindly greeting, “I am so glad
you have come.” Her husband
would not be in for some time;
that was his picture. (“ Anhonest
face, if looks tell anything,”
thought Miss E ) But she
would show her how she was
prospering. The pretty little gar-
den, the trim arrangement of the
household, these were evidences
of , thrift, yet not of happiness.
Then a tiny cry from another
room, and Kate gently drew her
visitor in, to see a little crib
wherein there lay a replica of the
picture on the wall.

What she had never known,
now she was; and as she raised
the little form lovingly to be seen,
a flush of joy lit up the face, the
very face from which the wolf had
once so scowlingly looked out, and
she whispered softly, “I never be-
longed to anybody, but le belongs
to me.”

Toronto.




SOME CURIOUS BEHAVIOURS OF ATOMS.

BY BISHOP WARREN.,

Ultimate atoms of matter are
asserted to be impenetrable. That
is, if a mass of them really touched
each other, that mass would not
be condensible by any force. But
atoms of matter do not touch. It
is thinkable but not demonstrable
that condensation might go on till
there was no discernible substance
left, only force.

Matter exists in three states—
solid, liquid, and gas. It is
thought that all matter may be
passed through the three stages;
iron being capable of being
volatilized, and gases condensed to
liquids and solids, the chief difler-
ence of these states being greater
or less distance between the con-
stituent atoms and molecules. In
gas, the particles are distant from
each other like gnats flying in the
air; in liquids, distant as men
passing in a busy street; in solids,
as men in a congregation, so
sparse that each can easily move
about. The congregation can
easily disperse to the rarity of
those walking in the street, and
the men in the street condense to
the density of the congregation.
So, matter can change in going
from solids to liquids and gases,
or vice versa. The behaviour of
atoms in the process is surpass-
ingly interesting.

Gold changes its density and
therefore its thickness between the
two dies of the mint that make it
money. How do the particles
behave as they snuggle up closer
to each other ?

Take a piece of iron and bend
it Thc atoms on the inner side
become nearer together, those on
the outside farther apart. Twist
it.  The outer particles revolve
on each other; those of the middle

do not move. They assume and
maintain their new relations.

Hang a weight on a wire. Tt
does not stretch like a rubber
thread, but it stretches. Eight
wires were tested as to their tensile
strength. They gave an average
of forty-five pounds, and an elon-
gation averaging nineteen per
cent. of the total length. Then a
wire of the same kind was given
time to adjust itself to its new
and trying circumstances. Forty
pounds were hung on one day,
three pounds more the next day,
and so on, increasing the weights
by diminishing quantities till in
sixty days it carried fifty-seven
pounds. So it seems that exercise
strengthened the wire nearly
twenty-seven per cent.

While those atoms are hustling
about, lengthening the wire and
getting a better grip on one an-
other, they grow warm with the
exercise.  Hold a thick rubber-
band against your lip—suddenly
stretch it. The lip easily per-
ceives the greater heat. After a
few moments let it contract. The
greater coldness is equally per-
ceptible.

A wire suspending thirty-nine
pounds, being twisted ninety-five
full turns lengthened itself 1-1,600
of its length. Being further
twisted by twenty-five turns it
shortened itself one-fourth of its
previous elongation. During the
twisting some sections took far
more torsion than others. A steel
wire supporting thirty-nine pounds
was twisted 120 times and then
allowed to untwist at will. Tt let
out only thirty-eight turns and re-
tained eighty-two in the new per-
manent relation of particles. A
wire has-been known to accommo-
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date itself to nearly 1,400 twists,
and still the atoms did not let go
of each other. They slid about
on each other as freely as the
atoms of water, but they still held
on. It is easier to conceive of
these atoms sliding about, making
the wire thinner and longer, when
we consider that it is the opinion
of our best physicists that mole-
cules made of atoms are never
still. Masses of matter may be
still, but not the constituent ele-
ments. They are always in in-
tensest activity, like a mass of
bees, those inside coming out, out-
side ones going in, but the mass
remains the same.

The atoms of water behave ex-

traordinarily. I know of a boiler
and pipes for heating a house.
When the fire was applied and the
temperature was changed from
that of the street to 200 degrees,
it was easy to see that there was
a whole barrel more of it than
when it was let into the boiler. It
had been swollen by the heat, but
it was nothing but water,

Mobile, flexible, and yielding as
water seems to be, it has an ob-
stinacy quite remarkable. It was
for a long time supposed to be
absolutely incompressible. It is
nearly so. A pressure that would
reduce air to one-hundredth of its
bulk would not discernibly affect
water. Put a ton’s weight on a
cubic inch of water; it does not
flinch nor perceptibly shrink, yet
the atoms of water do not fill the
space they occupy. They object
to being crowded. They make
no objection to having other mat-
ter come in and possess the space
unoccupied by them.
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Air so much enjoys its free,
agile state, leaping over hills and
plains, kissing a thousand flow-
ers, that it greatly objects to be-
ing condensed to a liquid. First
we must take away all the heat.
Two hundred and ten degrees of
heat changes water to steam filling
1,728 times as much space. No
amount of pressure will condense
steam to water unless the heat is
removed. So take heat away
from air till it is more than 200
degrees below zero, and then a
pressure of about 200 atmospheres
(14.7 pounds each) changes com-
mon air to fluid. It fights des-
perately against condensation,
growing hot with the effort, and
it maintains its resilience for years
at any point of pressure short of
the final surrender that gives up to
become liquid.

Perhaps some time we shall
have the pure air of the mountains
or the sea condensed to fluid and
sold by the quart to the dwellers
in the city, to be expanded into
air once more.

The marvel is not greater that
gas is able to sustain itself under
the awful pressure with its par-
ticles in extreme dispersion, than
that what we call solids should
have their molecules in a mazy
dance and yet keep their strength.

Since this world, in power, fine-
ness, finish, beauty, and adapta-
tions not only surpasses our ac-
complishment but also is past our
finding out to its perfection, it
must have been made by One
stronger, finer, and wiser than we
are—Northwestern Christian Ad-
vocate.

O holy trust ! O endless sensc of rest!
Like the beloved John,

To lay his head upon the Savi~ar's breast,
And thus to journey on!

— Longfellow.
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CHAPTER XLI.—Continued.

“Send for more officers at once,”
urged BEdward, “or something awful
will happen.”

“Yes. Rake's a terror when the
fit's on him,” said Superintendent
James. ‘“See the passion he got
into! He knows his power to-
night, and that we’'ve no chance to
cope with him as we are; those fel-
lows he has brought with him would
murder us as soon as look at us if
we showed fight.”

‘“Then lose no time,” again urged
Edward, “to send for more men.”

Suddenly the little group of officials
perceived an unusual movement
amongst the crowd, and a dozen men
rushed forward, bearing their torches
on high. Rake Swinton was at the
head of them.

‘““ Rake !” cried Edward, springing
forward, ‘what are you going to
do ?"

‘“Form an opinion of my own,”
said Rake, savagely. “ That fellow
there,” pointing towards the detective,
‘“has none, though he's bin at it for
years.”

‘“What 1 exclaimed Edward,
scarcely comprehending him.

‘“We're going to get inside there,”
he replied, pointing threateningly to-
wards the door of the Trethyn Arms.
¢ Now, lagds, at it !”

“ Stay,” said Edward, yet once
more endeavouring to detain him.
“To do so is illegal. Wait a little;
a magistrate’'s order has been sent
for.”

“ Magistrate’s order be bothered !
exclaimed Rake; “I give the order
here. At it, lads! Hew the door
down.”

Three or four men at once rushed
towards the door and dealt it some
ponderous blows with huge planks of
weood, the only available implements
they could find; but the door with~
?tood all the mighty shocks made on
t

« Has anyone g mandril ?” cried one
of the men ; but as none was forth-
coming, the desperate fellows were

forced to remew their onslaughts on
the door by means of the planks.
Again and again they sgent the planks
of wood shattering against the door,
but without the smallest visible
effect.

“It's no wuse, lads. The thing’s
cast iron. We must try the win-
dows.”

“No use trying to break through
the lower window,” shouted a Net-
tonite, who had before spoken of the
door being lined with sheet iron;
‘“try the bedroom windows.”

Nevertheless one of the men did
try the lower window, and sent his
plank shattering through both the
glass and the woodenr framework.
The inside shutters, however, re-
sisted the blow, and seemed im-
movable,

“Let it go, lads,” shouted Rake.
“Try above !’

With the agility of a wonkey, one
of the men instantly commenced to
climb up the spouting which led the
rain from the roof; in a few mo-
ments the climber was holding on to
the sill with one band, and the next
resting the full weight of his body
upon it. A huge stick was thrown
up to him by someone in the crowd,
which he caught deftly with one
hand. The pext moment he had
shattered every pane of glass in the
window, and was unfastening the
hasp with his free hand, in order to
be able to throw up the sash, when
suddenly the figure of a ma- . ap-
peared at the window. It was
Stephen Grainger. Though dozens
of torches were lit below, it was too
dark where he stood for any one in
the crowd to recognize his face ; but
his form was too well known to be
mistaken. The climber, however,
recognized his face, and said after-
wards that at that moment it wore a
ghastly hue, and stood out from the
black darkness as white chalk, while
his eyes rolled and protruded
frightfully. Only a moment, how-

ever, Stephen Grainger stood at the -

window hefore he attacked the man
on the window-sill, «nd beat him
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about the head and hands with a
great stick mercilessly

The throng below h 4 watched this
scene with fearful interest, and now
broke out into loud yells of execra-
tion. A ladder was now placed against
the wall, up which, with swift feet
and a very fury of madness, hastened
two or three men. But they were
not destined to enter the house. At
the window Stephen Grainger again
appeared, and, himself throwing up
the sash, seized the ladder with both
hands and hurled it to the ground
amidst a scene of wildest excite-
ment.

“Burn the place to the ground !”

yelled an angry voice, and imme-
diately an ugly rush was made to
execute the diabolical suggestion.

Edward, Detective Carlyle and the
other officers darted forward to pre-
vent the dire work, and at that point
succeeded, but the place was doomed;
soon from the rear of the building
crackling flames «~ere heard, and the
night breezes quickly fanned them
into a mighty roaring fire.

‘“ They've accomplished their fell
work after all,” cried the detective.

“But Grainger—how about Ste-

phen QGrainger ?” asked Edward
anxiously.
Superintendent James answered,

for the detective had chased round
to the back of the building to see
what he could do to get the fire
out.

‘“Unless be ventures out he is
doomed,” he said.
“ But,” cried Edward, ‘“he will

be burned alive.”

“Let him,” said a voice close to
his ear ; “it’s no more’'n. deserves.”

Edward looked round quickly, and
saw that it was Rake Swinton who
spoke. A great shuddering went
through his blood and Dbones.

‘““Rake,” he was beginning; but
Rake did not wait to listen. He was
worked up into a white heat of rage,
and was running about and shouting
like a very madman. .

‘“Heave the ladder up again, lads,”
he cried to his men, and a dozen
willing hands soon  reared it once
more against the building.

“Look out, Rake !’ shouted some
of the men, as Rake placed his foot
on the first rung of the ladder ; “ the
whole place is on fire. Have a care,
Rake, have a care!”

Disregarding these friendly warn-
ings, and with a ecry of im-
patience, Rake hurriedly mounted the
ladder. Soon he was standing on

‘framework of the
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the window-sill and eclutching the
window firmly.
In that position it would require all
Grainger’s strength to overcome him
or to beat him back. But this time
no Stephen Grainger appeared, and
‘n another moment Rake had un-
fastened the bolt, thrown up the
window-sash, and entered the hous2,
while a great shout went up from the
assembled multitude oatside.
Meanwhile the flames continued to
spread and roar, and fear fell upon
the bystanders for Rake’s safety.
But Rake had no fears for him-
self, and in the fury of his madness
was totally oblivious to all personal
risk or danger. On enterirs
through the window he had run
from room to room seeking SGraia-
ger. One room-door was locked, and,
stepping back a few paces from it,
he threw himself against it with

. mighty force, smashing the lock and

sendirg the door flying open before
him. But it was not Stephen Grain-
ger ne found in the room—it was
another—another lying on the floor
before him with upturned, ghastly
face, with outstretched hands, and
hair matted with blood. Bold as he
wae, and furious, Rake Swinton
started and paused. For several
brief moments he could scarcely
credit his senses, but soon he stooped
down and examined the dead man’s
face.

‘“It’s the lan’lor’ himself !’ he ex-
claimed. ‘Can Stephen Grainger
have done this, and be this the
meanin’ of the closed doors ?”

Rising from his knees and pulling
the door after him with a great
bang, Rake ran -downstairs and
searched through the rooms on the
ground-floor. The rooms were filled
with smoke, and the bar in flames.
Reckless, however, of danger, Rake
went lower down still, down into the
underground cellar of the huilding,
where the barrels of beer were kept.
In a corner of the cellar was a litter
of straw and firewood, and Rake,
scarcely noticing it, was turaning dis-
appointed from the room again,
when a sudden rastling of the litter
of straw attracted his attentiun.
Approaching it, he kicked it with his
foot, and at once became aware that
someone was hiding beneath it.
Without a moment’s hesitation Rake
dragged the straw into the middle of
the room, when lo! lying there,
cowering, trembling, and terrified,
was Stephen Grainger.

“So I've found you at last,” Rake
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hissed between clenched teeth, and
then fell upon the trembling figure in
a very whirlwind of rage. The
sudden onglaught, however, roused all
Grainger’s spirit, and the next mo-
ment the two men were struggling
fiercely together in the middle of the
room. Not for long, however, for
cleverly extricating himself from the
burly miner’s embrace, Stephen
Grainger dashed from the room and
up the already burnirg staircase,
hotly followed by Rake Swinton.

It was at this moment that Detec-
tive Carlyle, running round from the
back again, where all his efforts to
extinguish the fire had proved futile
and vain, discovered the ladder again
erected against the burning building.

“ Who's in ?” he demanded.

‘“ Rake Swinton,” said ¥dward,
‘“ but you must not venture, Mr. Car-
lyle. It is too dangerous mnow, and
we are fearing for Rake.”

‘“If Rake’s in I'm going too,” re-
plied the detective, and at once ran
up the ladder and disappeared from
view.

“ Superintendent !’ cried BEdward
excitedly, “can nothing be done to
rescue Rake Swinton and Detective
Carlyle ? They will soon perish in
those flames.” ’

But as yet neither Rake nor the de-
tective were in absolute danger, ex-
cepting the danger of being suffo-
cated with the smoke. Although the
flooring of the room in which they
were both kneeling was beginning to
give way in places to the fire, they
were within a few feet of the win-
dow and the ladder. At the present
moment, however, they were both
yaore concerned in listening to
Stephen Grainger’s words than think-
ing of their <wn personal safety.
Lying gasping almost his last breath,
Stephen Grainger was explaining all
the past mystery connected with the
Trethyn estate to the detective, who
was hastily writing down his words
in a note-book, while Rake was glar-
ing savagely beside him.  Stephen
Grainger was 1lying coatless and vest-
less, while round his neck were his
braces. When, a few minutes be-
fore, he had raced from the cellar
up to the bedroom, he had succeeded
in gaining the room in time to close
and lock the door in Rake Swinton's
face, and in the little time that had
elapsed in Rake's effecting an en-
trance the unbappy man had at-
tempted to destroy himself.

“Jg that all?” Detective Carlyle
asked presently.
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The dying man merely closed his
eyes and did not answer.

“He's dead !’ said Rake.

Detective Carlyle placed his band
over Stephen Grainger’s heart.

“Yes,” he said a few moments
afterwvards. ““ His heart has ceased
to beat. But look out, DRake.
Jump for it !”’

He had only called out in time,
for that part of the flooring on which
they were standing began to creak
and give way beneath their feet, and
they had only time to reach the door
before it gave way altogether,
launching Grainger’s body into the
roaring flames below.

“ Quick, for your Ilife!’ shouted
the @etective, hastening towards the
open window and the ladder. The
next moment he was balancing him-
self on the already shaky window-
sill and crying cautiously to Rake,
“Be careful—the whole place is
tottering ¥  Saying the words, he
stepped quickly on to the ladder and
hastened to the ground.

But for some reason or other Rake
did not immediately rfollow him, and
on looking up Mr. Carlyle saw him
standing fearlessity on the window-
sill above.

“Rake !’ he shouted, and a hun-
dred other voices jo'ned in his cry,

“Rake! Rake! Look out! Quick,
man !”

It was too Ilate. Rake had
lingered too long. With his old

recklessness he had hastened by his
own weight the cutastrophe.  Sud-
denly, and with a loud crash, the
{front part of the walliing gave way,
precipitating with it Rake Swinton
to the ground. It was with great
difficulty that willing hands got Rake
Swinton out from beneath the fallen
ruins. e was not dead, but dread-
fully bruised, mangled ard uncon-
scious. Not dead, but this fearfui
accideat contributed to it.

CHAPTER XLIL
RAKE SWINTON'S AWFUL DEATH.

It was day-dawn before Edward got
back to Trethyn. He found all the
household still up, and in an intense
state of excitement on account of his
long absence. All night loug they
had watched for his home-coming,
and not one of them had gone to
bed, though the ladies had taken
turns in lying on the sofa, and thus
snatching a fow broken moments’
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rest. Once during the night Sir
Charles had ventured as far as the
park gates alone, with the object
of making inquirics, but he found all
still and quiet as the grave, and no
one about, and thus had to return to
the Manor again no wiser than he
left it. Early in the morning, how-
ever, Edward came home. He was
tired, smoke-begrimed, and woe-
begone, and altogether his appearance
gave cause for apprehension to his
friends, who plied him with question
after question.

“But have you people not been
to bed ?”

“ Dear Edward, how could we,” said
Lady Trethyn, * when you were out,
and in possible danger ?”

“ Personally,” said Edward, “TI’'ve
been in no danger, though there was
great danger all around me.”

“Tell us what bhas happened,”
said Lady Hettie.

« After you've all rested,” said Ed-
ward, “and after I’'ve washed and
rested, I will tell you everything.
Now, however, to bed, every one of
you.”

“But,” said Sir <Charles, “is
Grainger taken ?”

13 NO."

€ Not ?”

“It’s a long story,” said@ Edward,
“and to tell it now would only excite
the ladies too much——"

“Then it is an exciting story ?”
queried Lady Hettie.

“ Dreadfully so,” said Edward
with a shudder, “but now to bed.
I cannot allow my guests to thus en-
danger their healths.”

But still XEdward’s guests stood
round him, eagerly questioning him
and endeavouring to elicit all the
information they could.

“I will give you the general facts
of the story then,” said Edward at
last, “but the details I must keep
until after breakfast. In the first
place, though Grainger isn’t taken,
he’ll never trouble us more.”

He said the words with so grave
an accent and in so solemn a manner
that not one of them but guessed the
truth. .

“Is he dead ?7 they cried in
chorus.

“Dead !” answered Edward sol-
emnly, “dead by his own act.”

For 2 moment or so the ladies stood
shocked beyond description, and were
quite unable to reply.

“He has died a suicide’s death,”
gaid Edward.

“How did it

9

“ Details after breakfast,” said
Edward, firmly interrupting Lady
Hettie’'s questioning. ‘“The next
fact is that our old servant, our old
butler, Thomas, is also dead.”

“0Oh, how fearful!” cried the

" ladies.

‘“Surely it has been' a night of
tragedy !” exclaimed Lady Hettie.

“ A most terrible night of tragedy,”
said Edward.

“Has Thomas committed suicide
too ?” asked Sir Charles.

“No,” replied Edward, with even
more solemnity thsw he had used
before. ‘“ Thomas has been mur-
dered.”

“ Murdered " shrieked the ladies
in chorus, and Sir Charles Mont-
gomery’s face betrayed his great
surprise.

“ Brutally and foully murdered,”
said Edward.

« “By whom ?” asked they all.

“0Of course,” sai@ Edward, “the
affair has not yet been inquired into,
but there can be no doubt as to who
is the murderer. All the evidence
points to Stephen Grainger as the
murderer.”

‘“ Stephen Grainger ?”

“Hush !” said Edward; ¢ you see
how you are all exciting yourselves.
It was my wish not to tell you these
things until after you had slept. The
next fact is that Trethyn Arms has
been burnt to the ground.”

““ Well, these are amazing things to
tell us,” said Sir Charles, and all in
the room echoed his statement.

“They are nevertheless facts,”
said Bdward. “ Half the people of
Trethyn bhave Dbeen over to Net-
tonp——"'

‘“That accounts for the place be-
ing so deserted,” sald Sir Charles,
“when I went to the park gates to
see if I could learn anything of you
or as to the cause of your long ab-
sence.”

“How the rumour reached Trethyn
that Grainger was supposed to be in
Netton,” said Edward, “1'm at a loss
1o know, but it did reach here, and
hundreds and hundreds of people
from here hastened over to Netton.
They surrounded the Trethyn Arms,
and took the law into their own
hands. Grainger had barricaded
himself in the Trethyn Arms, and
when they found there was no other
means of getting at him they set
fire to the place and burnt it to the
ground.”

‘“ While he was in it ?” agked Sir
Charles.
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** Yes, but he was dead before the
fire reached him.”

“ Then he committed suicide to es-
cape the fire ?”

“ Hardly that,” said Bdward, “and
yet perhaps there was something of
that in it, too. But now the rest
must wait until we’ve all rested.”

After breakfast Mr. Detective Car-
lyle called, and had a long and
private interview with REdward in
the study. Towards ten o’clock the
detective 1left the Manor, and was
overheard to say to Edward as he
bade him good-morning :

“Very well, sirr. I wi'l see Mr.
Jeffries at once, and communicate
these facts to him.” .

‘ After that you’ll run up to Lon-
don ?” Edward was heard to say.

“ Yes, immediately ; and I promise
you to bring Mr. Arthur Bourne
down here along with me. If he
comes peaceably, well; if not, so much
the worse for him.”

A few hours later they were all
seated in the drawing-room for the
hundredth time discussing over again
all the facts and circumstances of
the last night's tragedy, when Sir
Charics Montgomery asked Edward
if anything had been discovered of
Stephen Grainger’s antecedents.

Tor several moments Edward re-
mained silent, leaving the question
unanswered.

*“VYou see,” said Sir Charles, “if
all l;nowledge has died with him—
of cOurse, I mean all knowledge re-
lating to himself—"

“I quite understand you, Sir
Charles,” said Bdward, “and I may
say at once that Detective Carlyle
has managed to learn a good deal
about Stephen Grainger’s history,
besides other facts concerning—con-
cerning—well, I don’t know but that
I ought to wait until the detective
himself is able to make a statement.
You see, he is not yet quite certain
of some of his facts.”

“ Do you intend calling to see how
Rake Swinton is to-day ?” asked
Nellie. f

“ Yes,” sald Edward, “1I shall lork
in Aafter dinner. I fear there'll not
be much hope for him, poor fel-
low.”

“ T was thivking,” said Nelije, ¢ that
I would like to accompany you.”

“You!” exclaimed Edward in
surprise.

“Yes; why not

“ Rake Swinton’s home is no fit
place for you to visit, Nellie.”

“He is ill,” saild Nellie impres-

sively, “and I am sure I could do
something for him.”

“ Nellie is used to visiting the sick,”
said Sir Charles, “and if it is her
wish now to go with you, Edward,

best grant it.”

‘“But Rake i8 such an uncouth
individual,” said Edward. “He is
80 very rough and loud-spoken——"’

“ You forget,” said Nellie, “ that his
condition now will be altogether
different fromn that when he is well.”

It was therefore agreed that Nel-
lie should accompany Edward to
Rake Swinton’s house to inguire how
he fared.

Now it so happened that at tlhe
very same hour in which the two
set out for Rake’s house, Rhoda
Roberts also set out from her home
for the same destination, and on the
same erranf. It was therefore noth-
ing very wonderful that Nellie and
Edward, going quietly along together,
should chance to meet Rhoda at the
cross-roads. But, chance meeting as
it was, it strangely affected Edward
and Rhoda, and made the hot blood
rush to both of their faces in a very
marked degree.

‘“ Good evening, Rhoda.”

“ Good evening, Mr. Trethyn.”

Mr. Trethyn! How the words
irritated and annoyed him. Mr.
Trethyn from Rhoda. He had never
thought it would come to this.
Somehow he had imagined that much
the same familiarity would exist be-
tween them as formerly. But al-
ready he was being undeceived. In-
stead of the old familiarity there was
a respectful deference for his person
and station. He could mnot help
feeling annoyed, but he was too much
of a gentleman to show it.

“This is Miss Montgomery—Miss
Rhoda Roberts.”

The two young ladies acknowledged
each other with courteous bow, and
then shook hands, and even in that
little scene Edward could not help
noticing the grace and dignity with
which Rhoda performed her part of
the ceremony. “1I was just going to
visit Rake Swinton,” said Rhoda.

“Well, that is a coincidence,” said
Edward ; “ we are bent on the same
errand.”

“Indeed !” exclaimed Rhoda, and
Edward fancied he detected a degree
of pleasart surprise in the word. “ He
is very ill, ’'m told.”

“He could not be otherwise,” said
Edward, “after the dreadful fall he
bad. For my part, I can’t see that
he can ever get better.”

e

e
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‘“That is also Dr. Shearer’s opin-
ion,” said Rhoda. “1 met him on
the road. He was just coming from
Rake’s, and I stopped the doctor and
asked him.”

‘“ Ah, well,” said Edward, “if
Shearer has given him up he hasa’t
much chance, poor fellow.”

Arrived at the house, they knocked
gently at the door, but were instantly
answered by a loud, harsh voice cry-
ing, “ Come in !”

Lifting the latch, they at once
stepped from the street into the
kitchen, a bare-looking, cheerless
place indeed, the only articles of
furniture of which were two brgken
_hairs, a small round table, and a
plate-shelf, on which stood a few
cracked dishes. A woman of per-
haps forty years was sitting at the
Jow fire doing—nothing.

“Well, what do you please to
want ?” she asked, only moving one
of her hands from her head, and
looking up sideways into the faces
of her visitors.

“We've called to see Ralke,” said
Rhoda. “How is he to-day ?”

‘“Mortal bad,” answered Rake’s
wife, for such was the woman, and
she spoke in the same harsh, loud
voice.

“Is he upstairs ?”’

‘“Yes, but he don’t want you there,
Rhoda Roberts. Rake’s not one of
your chapel folks, and he never was
a praying man.”

“But, Mary,” said Rhoda, who
knew the woman well, “ you've surely
no objection to my seeing Rake ?”

“WNot I,” she replied carelessly.
“Y've no objection. You can go up
for me, but I'm certain Rake won’t
thank you.”

Just then an angry voice was heard
calling from above :

“Mary. who is there ?”

“ Seth’s gal, come to see you,” an-
swered his wife, while Nellie shud-
dered at the sound of the angry
voice. “ Will you have her up ?”

“ Ay, if she likes,” replied Rake ;
‘“she’s as good a wench as is in Tre-
thyn, or anywhere else, an’ I don’t
mind seein’ her.” .

Almost before the words had left
his mouth Rhoda was mounting the
Is]tairs, Mary Swinton calling out to

er :

“¥Front room, Rhoda.”

Edward and Nellie did not go up
Just then. Edward had been quick

to notice Nellie's fear when Rake had
shouted downstairs, and he thought it

best for Nellie to wait until Rhoda
(who was used to such scenes) had
calmed Rake a little. So, lifting
forward one of the chairs, he asked
Nellie to be seated, and then he

. turned to Mary Swinton.

“Is Rake short of anything 7’ he
asked. '

“ What do you mean ?” growled the
woman,

“ Mr. Trethyn means,” said Nellie,
*that he will be glad to find any-
thing Rake, your husband, needs
during his illness. There must be
lots of little things that you could
get for him if you had money.”

Now the woman was all alert.

‘“Mr. Trethyn, did ye say? 1Is
this Squire Trethyn ?”

“Yes,” said Edward, unbuttoning
his coat, “that's just who it is, and
no one else.”

“I ax your pardon, then,” said
the woman ; “I didn’t know you at
all. Will ye take this chair, sir ?”
rising from her own and briskly
brushing it with her blue apron.

Edward preferred to stand.

‘“No, no,” he said, “you keep
seated. What has Rake had to 2at
to-day 7

“ Nothin’ worth speakin’ of,”” she
replied. “I don’t know as how he’d
eat anythin’ if I bad money to get it.
He’s mortal bad, sir.”

“You are short of money, then ?”
queried Edward.

The woman smiled sickly.

“Short o money! Oh! fhat's
nothing, sir. We're allus short of
money here.”

“ But Rake
said Edward.

“’Spose he does,” said the woman,
“but he doesn’t bring them home
here. They go into the lan’lor’ of
the Star and Garter’s pcckets.”

“He drinks ?”

“Like a fish, sir. He’s always
the worse for liquor. Just go up-
stairs and see him now if you want
to know what he is.”

But Edward did not yet desire to
ascend the stairs, for the debating
voices above (the sounds of which
could be distinctly heard in the
kitchen) warned him that the time
was not then opportune. Besides,
he wanted to be of some service to
this woman. So he lingered in the
kitehen a while longer, questioning
her and assisting her.

While BEdward is talking with
Mary Swinton, therefore, let us creep
upstair and see what is going on.

earns good wages,”
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Half-seated and half-reclining in
tne bed, gaunt, cadaverous-looking,
sickly and unwashed, Rake was
handling a pack of dirty playing-
cards. Plainly the accident had told
upon him terribly, but there was a
certain air of defiance in his face
altogether out of harmony with his
state and condition.

“How are you to-day ?” asked
Rhoda on entering.

“I b’lieve I'm clean done for,
Rhoda,” Rake replied.

‘“Oh, you mustn't say that!” ex-
claimed Rhoda ; ‘ we must hope for
the best.”

‘“ There is no best to a chap bruised
like I am,” he said ; but neither his
voice nor his manner were those of
a dying man.

“But think,” said Rhoda, “ of the
wonderful cures the doctors here
work almost every week upon poor
men hurt underground.”

“Yes, I know,” said Rake, “hut
look’ee, Rhoda, there's no hope for
me. I tell you I know I'm going to
die. I feel it in my bones and
blood.”

Rhoda sat down on a chair beside
the bed, and there were tears in her
eyes when next she spoke.

“It is very sad to hear you say
this,” she said.

“It’'s the truth,” said Rake with
emphasis.

“If so,” she said, ‘“ have you got
any hope for the life beyond this ?”

“ Now, Rhoda,” he cried suddenly
and angrily, ‘“no preaching, you
know."”

‘“Let me take away these play-
ing cards,” said Rhoda, for the
things had been offending her since
the momeut she entered. “ These
things are not the things for a dying
man to be handling.”

“ Rhoda,” he almost yelled, and in
his pain and exhaustion it was re-
markable where his strength to cry
so loud came from, ‘leave them
where they be. I won’t have them
moved.”

In his anger he grabbed the cards
from Rhoda’s hand, and they fell
scattered over the counterpane and
on the floor near the bed.

“Well,” said Rhoda, humouring
him, and sitting down on her chair
again, “I won’t touch them if you
don’t wish it, but surely in this
awful crisis of your life—the final
crisis if what you say be true—surely
you are making some preparations
for your future ?”

“What future ?”” he asked almost
savagely—" what future can there be
for me ?”

“‘The future beyond, I mean,” said
Rhoda.

“ Rubbish ! exclaimed the skeptic.
‘“ Look’ee here, Rhoda, if you be
goin’ to preach you’d best take your-
self off at once. I want none of your
preachin’ or prayin’, an’ I hate cant.”

“ Rake,” said Rhoda, “is it cant to
ask you if you're happy ? People
who use cant in the sense you mean
do so to deceive other people into
thinking that they are better than
they really are. Who can I deceive
in asking yon this question ? You
say you know you are going to die ;
what gain, therefore, would it be to
deceive you ? Rake,” she went on,
dropping her voice to a low sympa-
thetic whisper, “if it be true, as
You say you believe it to be, very
soon now you'll have crossed the
borderland, and will be in the spirit
world. For, believe me, Rake, there
is another world. Don’t you believe
that there is ?”

“I didn’t once,” he answered, with
some relenting in his tone, ‘but
when a fellow comes to lie here his
views alter.”

“Do you know why ? It is be-
cause God gives the dying clearer
vision of the eternal realities.”

But her words again brought his
old self back, and chased away all
his relentings.

“ Nonsense !” he burst out fiercely.
“It is simply because his pain of
body triumphs over his mind. When
a man isn’t himself he cannot rea-
son out things properly—that’s all.”

“No,” urged Rhoda, somewhat
startled at his suddern change of
mood, “it is not that. It is God’s
good providence clearly showing the
folly of past beliefs.”

“Rubbish ! rubbish ! rubbish !” he
exclaimed irritatedly. ¢ God doesn’t
bother his head about such paltry
things.”

“You beli~ve in God, Rake ?”

“Not in your God,” he replied.

“But there is no other,” said
Rhoda.

“Well, p'r’aps there beant. Any-
how, I b'lieve in God, an’ it’s only
fools that doesn’t—"

“Exactly what the Bible says,”
remarked Rhoda, interrupting him.
“The fool hath said in his heart
there is no God.”

“Well, look here, lass,” said Rake
at length, “ we'll drop this subject at

O
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once, for I'm blowed if I’'m in a mood
to argue, and this pain in my chest
be gettin’ terrific.” )

“Can I do anything for you ?”
asked Rhoda, suddenly changing her
manner, and becoming all-solicitous
and tender.

“No; nobody can do anything
now,” said Rake, holding his breath
as if endeavouring to press down his
pain, but finally bursting out into a
loud oath.

‘“Oh, Rake, don’t do that,” said
Rhoda ; “that can do you no good.”

“It does me a world of good,” re-
plied Rake ferociously, and with an-
other awful oath. “ It gives a fellow
relief, You'd better go home,
Rhoda,” he said between his pains;
“ these pains be comin’ on something
awful now.”

“Rake !” exclaimed Rhoda,
shocked voice.

I can’t help it.
oh I

At the noise Edward came flying
upstairs, but Rake was calm for a
moment or two then,

“ Well, squire, come to see me kick
the bucket ?”’ asked Rake.

“ Surely it’s not come to that, Rake,
has it ?” said Edward.

‘“ That’s just it, squire,” said Rake.

‘“Are you in pain now ?”

“In awful pain.”

‘“ Where is it ?”

“Here,” touching his chest, “and
here,” touching his ribs.
it ‘;,What does the doctor say about

“He says my ribs be all broke,
and that the jagged ends of several
of the bones has cut into the lungs.”

‘“That’s very dreadful,” said Ed-
ward, “but we must hope for the
best.”

Very shortly after the pains came
on Rake again.

“You talk of a God, Rhoda Ro-
berts,” he sneered, with a fearful
oath. “What good is He if He
allows His creatures thus to suffer ?”

“Hush !” said Edward, soothingly,
“you’re in no fit state to talk of such
solemn matters. Let us see what we
can do to ease your pain first, at any
rate.,”

On re-entering the room it was
plain to Edward that a great change
had come over Rake’s condition.

“It’s nearing the end,” whispered
Rhoda.

Edward approached the bed and
spoke softly to the dying man ; but
he did not answer him, nor did he
seem to recognize either Edward’s

in a
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voice or face. Instead, he seemed
to exhibit a shrinking away from
Edward, while & look of terror and
despair crept into his countenance.

“YI don’t like these looks,” eaid
‘“What do you think we
ought to do, Rhoda ? Shall we send
for the doctor ?” ’

“Yes; I think he ought to be
here,” replied Rhoda, “though I be-
lieve Rake is past all earthly skill
now.”

“So do I,” said Edward ; “but it
would be more satisfactory if the doc-
tor werée here. Don't you think
so

Rhoda remained, and Nellie went
home in the carriage, going round
by the way of Dr. Shearer's.

‘“ Where is he ?”” whispered Rake,
hoarsely, after a little pause of pain-
ful panting.

“Who ?° asked Edward, bending
over him,

“ Dick—Dick Fowler.”

“Dick Fowler !’ quietly exclaimed
Edward, in great surprise, and looked
toward Rhoda with the same amazed
look,

“Fowler—Dick Fowler,” panted
the dying man. “He was in tLis
room a moment ago.”

“You’ve been dreaming, Rake,”
said Edward. “Dick Fowler's dead.
You remember he was killed in the
explosion ?”

Rake closed his eyes and lay
quiet for a few moments, as if in un-
consciousness, During his silence
Rhoda whispered to Edward :

‘“What a strange thing! But
the dying are nearer the world of
spirits than we are, and may see
more than we see.”

Rake was not unconscious, but only
lying in a state of exhaustion, and he
neard Rhoda’s words.

“Years ago,” he sgaid, between
fearful gaspings, “I1 sneered at Dick
Fowler’s religion. He was praying
in the mine, an’ George Ford an’ me
skitted him on his religion. George
be a prayin’ man hisself now, but it
wasn’t so then. I ’'member it all
as if it was yesterday. I ’member
my words. ‘If that be your re-
ligion,’ I said, ‘may I be everlast-
ingly saved from it.” An’ now here
I be”

‘“But, Rake,” said Rhoda, “ it isn’t
yet too late to turn.”

- “Long since too late,” he said.

“No,” said Rhoda eagerly, but
quietly, “on the authority of God's
Word 1 tell you it isn't.”

“I’'ve never b'lieved in your {od.”
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“ That makes no reason why you
shouldn’t now. Will you let me
pray with you 7”7

“It’'d do" no good.”

“Prayer is always effective,” said
Rhoda, ‘and, kneeling down by the
bedside, while Bdward knelt down by
the small table, she poured out her
soul in fervent prayer for God to
show mercy and forgiveness to
‘“poor dying Rake.” It was a strange
scene. Lying back in exztreme ex-
haustion on the bed, with the play-
ing-cards scattered all round him,
and with the death-pallour in his
countenance, Rake Swinton presented
both a pathetic and an awful sight.

“0 God !” she cried, “ show mercy
and compassion,
Swinton die in his sins. Christ has
died for him, child of the devil as
he is. Oh, snatch him as a brand
from the burning. 1If ever thy Son’s
death were effective, let it be now.
Art not thou still God ? Then let
not Satan usurp dominion over this
poor soul. Exert thy power——"

Her prayer was suddenly arrested
by a groan. Rake Swinton was
standing before the judgment bar of
God, rendering an account of the
deeds done in the body.

CHAPTER XLIIIL
THE RETURN OF GEORGE FORD.

“What a strange thing that was
that Rake said about George Ford,”
"gaid Edward.

‘“ Ah,” said Rhoda, “ George is a
different man now. In the days of
which Rake spoke George Ford was
a godless man, but the accident
changed him.”

“It brought him to his senses ?”

“Not exactly in the way you
mean,” said Rhoda, “but while he
lay on his bed he had ample oppor-
tunity for serious thought.”

“You visited him at that time,
didn’t you, Rhoda ?”

“Yes, almost daily.”

“ That was doubtless the cause of
George Ford’s change,” thought Ed-
ward, but he did not say so to Rhoda.

“How is George getting on ?” he
asked. “Do you ever hear from
him ?”

“ Father hearsg frequently,” replied
Rhoda. “He seems to be doing all
right, and says he’s spending very
happy days in college. But he longs
to be out and in the active work.

Let not Rake .

His whole soul is in the preaching
of the Gospel.”

“I'm informed,” sald Edward,
“that he gives good promise of be-
ing 2 very powerful preacher.”

“That is 80, said Rheda, ¢ accord-
ing to the reports we hear; but we
shall have an opportunity of hearing
him on Sunday next——"

‘“ Sunday next ?”

“Yes; George is coming home for
the Christmas vacation, and he has
promised to preach in our new
chapel.”

“In the evening 7”

i ‘“ All day—both morning and even-
ng.!l

“Then I shall go and hear him in
the evening.”

Rhoda was delighted, and tripped
along at Edward’s side very happy
indeed.

‘“And how are you keeping your-
self, Rhoda ?”

“If anything,” she replied, “I'm
scmething better, but I get very
poorly at times.”

“I would give a good deal, Rhoda,
to see you well again.”

‘“Doctor Shearer - says if I could
only winter abroad I might keep
strong for many years yet,” she said;
“ but, really, I believe that I am on
the way for getting well without all
that.”

“ Would you like to winter abroad,
Rhoda ?7”

“I don't know that I should,” she
replied ; “I don’t believe I would
gain a bit of good by it.”

“Why not ?”

“1 should be away from all my
friends,” she said, ‘““and constantly
thinking about them.”

“PBut it your father accompanied
you ?”

“Oh, I should like it very much
then. It has always been one of the
dreams of my life to see foreign
countries.” :

“And a few months—say, in the
South of France—would do you a
world of good. I believe it would
establish your health.”

“Yes, doubtless,” sighed Rhoda,
and then exclaimed, “Sunny France!
But, alas! that’'s not for me.”

“Rhoda,” said Bdward, tenderly,
“it may be for you if you wish it.
I only mention it to suggest that
you'll allow me to send both you and
your father there. Now don't say
nay. You are speaking impulsively.
Don’t say anything about it just now,
but think it over first. Have a
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quiet talk with your father about it,
Rhoda. No, no,” he persisted, as
she remonstrated with him, “it
would be a very little thing for me
to do. I wouldn’t miss it. I'm a
richer man than you imagine, and I
should only be too thankful for you
to accept my offer. Besides, Rhoda,

I have a claim upon you. I cannot
forget all the kindness you have
shown me in the past. Not that I

am speaking of reward, but my claim
is that you should allow me to do
something for you, I am not offer-
ing you this as a stranger, Rhoda.”
He was treading on very delicate
ground now, and he knew it, but he
was most gentle and considerate.
“You and I were once to be more
than mere friends, and would have
been had it not been for your health ;
at least, that was your objection, not
mine. Come, dear Rhoda (let me
call you that name once again), think
well of my proposal.”

He had pleaded so earnestly and
tenderly for the opportunity of do-
ing Rhoda this little service, and he
nad pressed it home to her heart
with such unselfishness, that silent
tears were raining from her beauti-
ful eyes as the two walked slowly
on together.

“Tt is very kind of you,” she man-
aged to say at length, “and your
kind words make it all the more diffi-
cult to say nay——"

‘“Rhoda,” he exclaimed, interrupt-
ing her, “I won’t hear you say nay.
At least you’ll do me the favour of
talking the matter over with your
father at home ?”

‘“She’s a dear creature,” Nellie
said to him afterwards at home, as
they sat together talking of Rhoda
and her doings.

“ She’s a purely good woman,” was
Edward’s reply, “and if she marries
she’ll bless some man’s home.”

“PDo you regret?’ she asked
blushingly.

‘“ Regret—do I regret ?”’

“Yes, do you regret Rhoda is not
to bless your home ?”

A shade of pain passed over his
face, and Nellie at once saw that her
question had touched him deeply.

‘ Nellie, darling,” he said, taking
her hand, “do you doubt my love ?”

His manner was so ingenuous and
his words so thrilling with emotion
that Nellie could not but hasten to
g.?sure him of her complete faith in

m,

“I do not doubt you, dear Ed-

. as I love you, Nellie dear.

.death to-morrow.
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ward,” she said fervently, ‘“and I
was wrong to ask -you the question I
did.”

‘“I once loved Rhoda Roberts,” he
said, “nay, I love her now, but not
Rhoda
I love as a pure and noble woman ;
you, Nellie, I love as my own life.
You are more to me than ever
Rhoda Roberts could be.”

Arrived at home, Rhnda found that
her father was almost tired of wait-
ing for her.

*You're very Rhoda,” he
said.

“I am, father,” she replied; “but
it could not be avoided. I waited
until all was over.”

“Then Rake is dead ?” he asked.

“ YeS.l)

“ How did he die, Rhoda ?”

“It was an awful death, father.”

Seth sighed.

+ “But what else could we expect,
Rhoda ? Look at the life he lived.
You remember what John Wesley
says: ‘Tell me how a man lived,
and I'll tell you how he died.” Yes,”
said Seth ; ‘““an’ that’s always a true
doctrine.”

“Yet, father, we must always hope
for the best. We go to pray with
them that we may chance lead them
to God. And who knows but .what
in the eleventh hour—nay, even when

late,

. the clock is on the stroke of twelve—

that God may point them to Him-
self ?”

“ Mebbe, mebbe,” said Seth, sadly
shaking his head, “but it’s a miser-
able business. God is all-merciful,
I know, but I'm allus doubtful of
these ’ere deathbed conversions. And
to offer the Almighty the rags and
tatters of an ill-spent life be a mean
an’ niggardly recompense for all his
goodness. But let’s to ped, Rhoda.
It is now gettin’ late, an’ I can hear
more of the particulars of Rake’s
Pass me the
Bible.”

After family devotion they kissed
each other good-night, and then Seth
remarked :

“Oh ! by the bye, George has come
home.”

“ When did he arrive, father ?”

“By this evening's train. He's
been here.”

“Here ?”

“Yes. Of course, he couldn’t stay

till you came home, but he's goin’
to call to-morrow to see you. You
may ’spect him to’ards the forenoon.”



A PRINCESS IN CALICO.

BY EDITII FERGUSON BLACK.

CHAPTER V.

“Do you believe in altitudes ?” It
was Richard Everidge, Aunt Rutha’s
favourite nephew, who asked the ques-
tion, as they sat on the broad piazza
after church waiting for lunch.

“How do you mean ?”

“I mean that trilogy of exulting
triumph over the trammels of cir-
cumstance that Mr. Dunn gave us
this morning. Don’t you remember ?
¢ Life is what we make it—an an-
them or a dirge, a psalm of hope or
a lamentation of despair.’ Do you
believe any one can live in such a
rare atmosphere every day ?”

“0f course she does,” and Belle
laughed merrily. “Anyone who has
courage to stroll through the Middle
Ages with old Mr. Hallam before sun-
rise, must have plenty of altitude in
her composition. It’s my belief she
lives on Mount Shasta, in a moral
sense, and I shouldn’t be surprised to
hear of her taking out a building per-
mit at the North Pole, if she thought
duty called her. But Dick, how
can you be such an atrocious skeptic
as to doubt the possibility of one’s
living above the clouds when you
know my lady!”

‘“Ah, but she is
blessed.”

“ Tryphosa !” echoed Pauline in a
mystified tone.

“That is her name,” said Richard
Everidge, with a tender reverence in
his voice, “and she deserves it, for
she is among the aristocracy of the
elect. I never see her without feel-
ing envious, and yet she has been
a sufferer for years. I am amazed
that Belle has let all this time pass
without taking you to call at the
threshold of the Palace Beautiful.”

“There have been so many other
things,” said Belle, ‘tennis, Yyou
know, and canoe practice and tandem
parties.”

Her cousin laughed.

“ But that is only when Russ and
I are not reading up for exams.
What do you find to occupy Yyour
leisure ?”

“ Leisure !’ exclaimed Belle solemn-
ly. “Leisure, my dear boy, has
been an unknown quantity ever since
I undertook to pilot this most in-
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Tryphosa, the

‘room

exorable young woman among the
antiquities of our venerable eity.
She is an inveterate relic hunter.
Is enraptured with Bunker Hill and
the Old South ; delights in Cornhill,
and wherever she can find a crooked
old street tbat reminds her of
Washington, and pokes about all the
old cemeteries, till I feel as eerie as
Coleridge’s ancient mariner. I be-
lieve she expects to come upon all
the Pilgrim Fathers buried in one
vauit. But there is nothing special
on the programme for to-day—we
will go and see my lady this very
afternoon.”

As they went in to lunch, Richard
Everidge leaned over to Pauline and
whispered : “ You have not answered
my question. Do you think it is
possible for common, every-day
Christians to live above the. clouds ?”’

“If I were a Christian,” she said,
in a low tone, “I should want to get
as high up as I counld.”

‘When they reached Tryphosa’s, they
heard her singing. They waited
listening :

** Here brief is the sighing,
And brief is the crying,
For brief is the life !

The life there is endless,

The joy there is endless,
And ended the strife.

() country the fairest !

Our country the dearest,
We press toward thee!

O Sion the golden !

Our eyes ave still holden,
Thy light till we sce.

We know not, we know not,
All human words show not
The joys we may reach.
The mansions preparing,
The joys for our shaviung,
The welcome for each.”

Then Belle opened the door softly
and went in.

Pauline saw a large bay window
opening into a tiny conservatory,
which loving hands kept dowered with
a profusion of blooming plants. The
was large and dainty with
delicate draperies, two or three fine
pictures, and a beautiful representa-
tion in marble of the Angel of Pa-
tience, which stood on a buhl table,
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where the invalid’s eyes could always
rest upon it.

Tryphosa turned her head to greet
them from the low couch, which was
the battle-ground where she had
wrestled with the angel of pain dur-
ing years of physical agony. Her
eyes were lustrous with a radiance
not of earth, and a wealth of silver
hair fell in soft curling waves about
her face ; her mouth, sweet and ten-
der, parted in a smile of welcome as
she held out her hands to the girls.

Belle caught them in her own, and
kissed them gently.

“ This is our cousin, my lady, Aunt
Mildred’s only child.”

The thin hands drew Pauline’s face
down, and she was kissed on cheek
and brow.

‘“Your mother was my friend,
dear child, in the long ago.” Then
she added, softly, with her hands on

the silver cross at her throat, “ Are .

you a princess? Do you helong to
the King ?”

Pauline shook her hend, “No, my
lady.”

“I am very sorry.”

They sat down then beside her.
She held Pauline’s strong hand be-
tween her wasted fingers.

‘“ Dear Mildred Davis! You have
ber eyes and brow, my child. It
does me good to see you.”

‘“That's just 1like papa,” said
Belle. “He says he can almost
fancy himself back in the old home
with Aunt Mildred getting him ready
for scheol.”

Pauline coloured with pleasure.
No one ever spoke of her mother at
Sleepy Hollow. She looked through
the French windows into the con-
servatory.

‘“ How beautiful the flowers are!”

“You love them ? Of course you
must, to be your mother’s child. It
is such a comfort to me to lie here
and listen to them talk.”

“Talk !” exclaimed Pauline. “Do
they do that, my lady ?”

Tryphosa smiled. “ Surely,” she

said gently. “‘Eyery flower has
its story, and every butterfly’s life is
a poem.’”

Belle broke the silence:

“ We heard you singing, my lady;
I do not think Pauline had thought
you would have the heart to sing.”

A ripple of the sweetest laughter
Pauline had ever heard fell through
the quiet room, and Tryphosa's eyes
flashed merrily.

‘¢ The pilgrims kept on their jour-
ney, and as they journeyed they

sang,’ " she said. *“ Do you think there
is anything to cry about when we
are on our way to a palace, dear
child ? But Sunday is always my
resting time,” she continued, “I do
not sing as much through the week
as I should. I am tired oftem, and
busy.” .

‘“ Busy,” echoed Pauline involun-
tarily, with a glance at the frail body
propped up among the cushions.

Tryphosa gave another soft, meny
laugh, and drew forward a rosewood
writing-table, which was fitted to her
couch.

‘“Here is where I do my work
when my hands are willing ; and then.
there are my dear, pcor people, and
my rich friends, and sometimes the
latter need as much comforting as the
former, Oh, there is a great deal to
do, dear child, for some have to be
taught the way to the palace, and
some have to be brought into audi-
ence with the King,” her voice hushed
itself into a reverent whisper.

‘“And how about the pain, my
lady ?” asked Belle. Pauline’s eyes
were full of tears.

‘“ Just right,” she answered
brightly. ‘“Some days are set in
minor key, and the Lord calls me
where the waves run high; but so
long as I'm sure it is the Lord, what
does it matter ? Not one good thing
has failed of all that He has pro-
mised, and soldiers don’t mind a few
sword thrusts when they are march-
ing to victory. ‘This day the noise
of battle, the mnext the victor's
song.’”’ She closed her eyes, and
a triumphant smile played about her
mouth.

“You seem so certain, my lady,”
said Belle, wistfully.

“Surely! ‘For we know that He
hath prepared for us a city.””

“Now you mean heaven,” said
Pauline, impetuously. “ To me hea-
ven is enveloped in fog.”

“I{ won't be, dear child, when the
migts have rolled away, and in the
clear light of the Sun of Righteous-
ness you look across to the other
shore.”

“ Couldn’t you .tell me what it is
like, my lady ? You seem to know.
I can’t fathom it, ard everything
seems so dark.”

Tryphosa lifted :, plain little book
from a revolving Dbookcase of
morocco-bound treasures, which stood
within easy reach.

“I believe I will let Miss Warner
answer you. ‘ Would you like a hea-
ven so small, so human, that mortal
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words could line it out, and mortal
wishes be its boundary ? The things
we look for are prepared by One
whose thoughts are as far above our
thoughts as the broad star-lit heaven
is above - this litile gas-lit earth.
And do you think that people are to
be all massed in heaven, losing their
various ldentities, their differing
tastes, their separate natures ? Going
from this lower world so full of its
adaptations, where colour and form
take on a thousand changes, and life
and pursuit can be varied almost at
will, to a mere dead level of perfect
felicity., To leave éarth where no
two things are alike, and go to hea-
ven to find no two different! The
Lord’s preparations mean more than
that. We should learn better from
this lower world. No one pair of
black eyes is just like another, no
two leaves upon the same tree. And
not a yellow blossom can spring uy
by the wayside, without a red or a
white one at hand for contrast. Are
the clouds copies of each other?
Are the shadows on the hills ever
twice the same ? Take for your
comfort the full assurance that the
very tree of life—which in Eden
seems to have borne but one manner
o' fruit—in heaven shall bear twelve.
But we can't imagine it—in its ful-
ness. 'We must look, not to see clear
outlines and distinet colours, but only
the flood of heavenly light, From
point to point the promiises pass on,
with their golden touch; until the
vacant places in our lives disappear,
and the aches die out, and desire and
longing are lost in ‘“ more than heart
could wish.”’”

A pause fell then, and a stillness,
broken only by the tinkle of a little
fountain, whose drops fell among the
flowers.

As they rose to go Tryphosa drew
Pauline’s face down until it touched
her own :

“Dear child, won't you claim your
birthright ?”

“1 will, my iady.”

CHAPTER VI

The summer slipped away, and to
Pauline it was a continual dream of
pleasure. She adhered strictly to
her habit of rising with the sun, and
not the least enjoyuble part of the
morning were the three hours spel}t
in the solitude of her uncle’s luxuri-
ous library, while the day was new.

Her active mind awoke from its en-
forced lethargy, and plumed itself
for flight with a delightful sense of
freedom. The dream of her life was
coming true at last, and she was to
have a chance to learn. She had
learned all that the Sleepy Hollow
school could teach her long ago.
She -vould take up chemistry, of
course, and biology, mathematics
and physics, French and Latin,
geology and botany, and—well, she
would decide later upon the rest of
her curr.cu.um. Her father seemed
to take it for granted she should
stay in Boston, her uncle called her
his own little daughter, and she was
content. Her healthy nature en-
joyed to the full the innumerable
diversions and pleasures which
Belle’'s active brain was continually
planning.  Picnics and garden par-
ties, excursions to the beaches,
where she was never tired of feasting
her eyes on the glory of the waves;
or a run into the city to hear some
special attraction. Always brightness
and fun and laughter, for Aunt
Rutha’s hospitable house was a fa-
vourite resort with many of the
Harvard students, and it was the
glorious summer time, when all the
world—their little world—was free
to be gay. She—Pauline Harding
—was like other girls at last!

Then she must learn to row and to
ride, with Richard Everidge for her
teacher. Belle taught her to swim
and Russell to play tennis, and
Gwendolyn took her to some of the
many meetings to which she devoted
her life.

And then there was Tryphosa.
She always mn.ade time for a visit
there at least once every week. She
was hungry to hear all she could tell
her about her mother. She began
to understand how Richard Everidge,
in the pride of his manly beauty,
could find it in his heart to envy the
woman who day and night kept close
comrany with pain. Sometimes the
shadows would lie purple under the
brilliant eyes, and the thin fingers
be tightly clenched In anguish, but
the brave lips gave mno sign. On
such days Pauline could only sit be-
side her in mute sorrow, or sing
softly some of the hymns she loved.

“ It is terrible to see you suffer so,
my lady!” she cried, one morning,
when, in the fulness of her strength,
she had gone from the laughing sun-
chine into the shadowed room,
where every ray of light fell like a
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blow upon the
nerves.

Tryphosa made answer with a
smile.

‘“Not one stroke too much, dear
child.
the ¢tribulum.’
mistakes.” ]

One day she slipped away directly
after breakfast. She wanted to be
sure of finding her alone.

It was one of the invalid's good
days, and she greeted her with a
bright smile of welcome.

“My lady,” she began, abruptly,
“do you think I have forgotten all
about my promise ? I couldn’t. It
has hauntcd me through everything,
and—I gave myself to tbe XKing last
night.”

Tryphosa’s eyes glowed deep with

invalid’s quivering

He never makes

pleasure,
“Thank God!” she exclaimed,
softly. Then she clov:d her eyes,

and Pauline knew from her moving
lips that she was talking with the
Lord.

She touched Pauline gently.

“I had to talk a little about the
good news with Jesus. He is my
nearest neighbour, you know. And
now, dear child, teli me all about it.
‘What a wonderfully simple thing it
is! People talk so much about be-
ing a Christian, when, after all, it
is simply to be Christ's. We open
the door where He has knocked so
long, and lei Him in. We give
ourselves away to Jesus henceforth
to live in Him, with Him, by Him and
for Him forever. Dear child, when
you were giving, did you include
your will ?”

“My will!”
startled.

“Why, surely. The Christian is
not to direct his Master.”

“But how do you mean, my lady ?"

Tryphosa began to sing softly:

echoed Pauline,

¢ € O little bird, lie still
In thy low nest; .
Thy part, to love my will ;
My part,—the rest.’

“That is His message to me.
Yours will be different, for no two of
His children get the same train-
ing.”

“J suppose now life will be all
duty ?’ said Pauline, with a sigh.

Tryphosa smiled.

“That is not the way I read my
Bible. Peter says we must ‘love
the brethren,’ and John, ‘This is
Cbhrist’s commandment, that we be-

It is my Father’s hand upon
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lieve and love,’ Dbecause ‘he who
loveth knoweth God,’ and Paul, ‘ The
love of Christ constraineth us.’”

‘“Well, but I must do something,
my lady.”

“Don’t fall into that snare, little
one. It is what we are, not what we
do. The dear Christ wants us, not
for what we do for Him, but what
He does for us. Listen, ‘He that
abideth in me and I in him, the same
bringeth forth much fruit, for with-
out me ye caa do nothing.’ ‘He
that dwelleth in the secret place of
the Most High shall abide under the
shadow of the Almighty.’ The
first great thing for you now is to
‘get your meaning.’”

Pauline looked puzzled.

“I do not understand, my lady.”

‘“What are you going to stand
for? How much better is the
world to be for your having lived in
it ? The day is long past when
people were satisfied with a Sunday
religion. True Christianity means a
daily consecration of purpose. Look
at the men who have made their
mark in the world. Reformers, in-
ventors, discoverers, all men of a
single purpose ; and Paul says, ¢ This
one thing I do. Michael Angelo
said, ‘Nothing makes the soul so
pure, su religious, as the endeavour
to create something perfect, for God
is perfection, and whoever strives
for it, strives for something that is
God-like. And, remember, °perfect
has no clipped edges, no dreary
blanks.” Little one, I want you to
be a perfect Christian.”

Pauline fell on her knees beside
the couch, and buried her face in the
cushions.

“1 am not worthy,” she murmured.

Tryphosa laid her hand very ten-
derly upon the bowed head as she
repeated in low, triumphant tones :

“¢I will greatly rejoice in the
Lord, my soul shall be joyful in my
God ; for He hath clothed me with the
garments of salvation. He hath
covered me with the robe of righte-
ousness, as a bridegroom decketh
himself with ornameats, and as a
bride adorneth herself with her
jewels.” ‘This is the will of God,
even your sanctification.” ¢ That ye
may be holy and without blame be-
fore Him in love.’ ‘Be ye perfect
as my TFather in heaven is perfect.
According to the measure of our
capacity, that is the idea, just as the
tiny cup may be as full as the ocean.
But for this we must lay all upon
the altar. There must be no closed
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doors, no reserved corners in our
hearts. We must give Christ the
key to every room, so that He shall
be, not merely a guest in the guest-
chamber, -but the owner of the
house. Are you ready for that, dear
child ?”

And Pauline answered humbly :

‘“I want the very best God has to
give me.”

CHAPTER VII

The beautiful summer had slipped
away, and the glory of October was
over the land. Pauline had crossed
1he borders and plunged, with all the
zest of her thirsty soul, into the fair
world of knowledge which lay
stretched at her feet. Her three
months of conscientious study had
been of great service as a prepara-
tory training, and already more than
one of the professors had compli-
mented her on her breadth of view,
and the rapidity with which she was
able to grasp an idea.

A subtle sense of power stole over
her. Every part of her being seemed
to expand in the congenial atmos-
phere. A  brilliant future seemed
opening before her enraptured gaze.
The world should be the better for
her life. God had endowed her with
gifts. She would lay them at His
feet. She would devote herself to
the uplifting of her race. Already
in imagination she heard herself
spoken of as the gifted woman,
whose sympathetic and exquisitely
modulated voice thrilled the hearts
of the multitude. Already in im-
agination she saw her audiences
spellbound under the magnetism of
ber eloquence, as she strove to lift
them from the torpor of their com-
monplace into a higher life. Life
was magnificent! Poor Tryphosa,
in her narrow sphere of pain, how
could she be so happy!

Belle hurrie@ along the hall and
stopped at the door of the blue
draped chamber.

“My dear Paul, do you know we
are all waiting ? What have you
been doing ? If 1 could only get a
snap-shot at you now I sheuld call
it the ‘Intoxication of Success’
You would make a splendid Jeanne
&’Are, with the light of high and
holy purpose in her eves, etc.; but
as this is the last Saturday in the
year that we shall have the chance
of a ride to Forest Glen and home
by moonlight, I move that we post-
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pone our rhapsodies until a more
convenient season. The hoys are
waiting below with the horses, and
the servants started long ago with
the hampers. Even Gwen has been
wooed by the beauty of the morning
to accompany wus, though I think
there are about a dozen meetings on
her calendar. Here is a letter for
you, but you have no time to read it
no‘v‘." .

“Have I kept you? Oh, 1 am
sorry "’ and catching up her silver-
mounted riding-whip, Pauline threw
her habit over her arm, and ran
down to where Richard Everidge held
the handsome bay mare which had
been her uncle’s gift. The letter
she had tossed lightly on her table.
It was from her father, but it would
keep. There was never any news at
Sleepy Hollow.

Aunt Rutha
party as they

“How well
saddle.
tunate
Robert.”

“Yes, she is a sweet girl, and her
passion for knowledge is just the
incentive that our lazy little Belle
needs. I only hope her father will
never take it into his head ta el p::
her again. She is a blessing in the
house.”

On and on the riders traveiled,
through the exhilarating antumn air,
until they stopped for lunch on the
borders of a forest which Jack
Frost had set ablaze, and which
glowed in the sunshine with a daz-
ziing splendour of crimson and
bronze and gold. The hours fliew
ky, and when they started home-’
wards the sun was sinking in ma-
jestic glory, while on the opposite
horizon the moon rose, silver clear.
Pauline’s every nerve quivered with
delight. It was a perfect ending to
a perfect day.

When she went up to ber room that
night her eyve fell on the forgotten
letter. She opened it slowly with a
smile upon her lips. Suddenly the
smile faded, and a cold chill crept
into her heart.

“It has been such a happy day,”
she had told Aunt Rutha, as, after
the merry supper was over, she had
stood by her side in the soft lighted
library. “Such a happy day, with-
out a flaw ! And now already it
seemed to be fading into the dim, dim
past! And vet it was only a few
hours since Richard Everidge had
climbed lightly up after the spray of

watched the merry
cantered off.

Pauline looks in the
IWe have been very for-
in our adopted daughter,
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brilliant leaves which she had ad-
mired, and she had pinned them
against the dark background of her
riding habit; even now they were
before her on the table. She looked
at them with a dull sense of pain.

““ Mother has had a stroke of some
sort,” Mr, Harding wrote, *“the doc-
tor doesn’t seem to know rightly
what, She is some better, but she
can’'t leave her bed. The children
are well, except Polly, who seems
weakly. The doctor thinks her spine
has been hurt. Mother had her in
her arms when she fell.”

Pauvline shivered ; was this God’s
“best” for her? The letter
dropped from her bhand, and she
sat for fours motionless, her eyes
taking in every detail of the pretty,
moonlit room, until it was indelibly
engraved upon her memory.

When the morning came she took
the letter to Tryphosa. She could
not trust herself to tell the others
yet.

The eyes that looked up at her
from the open sheet were very
tender.

‘“ Dear child, are you satisfied ?”

“With what, my lady ?”

“With Christ, and the life He has
planned for you ?”

She hesitated. If it had been this
other life that she had been plan-
ning for herself only the day before,

how gladly she would have answered;_

but if it should be Sleepy Hollow,
could she say yes ?

With her keen intuition, which had
been sharpened by pain, Tryphosa
divined her thought.

“I am going to give you a new
beatitude,” she said, brightly.
¢ ¢Blessed be Drudgery, for it is the
gray angel of success.””

“That is a hard gospel, my
lady.”

‘“Perhaps, but ease and victory
are forever incompatible. The
Father loved the Son, yet He sur-
rendered Him to a life of toil, and
Christ Himself gave His chosen ones
the heritage of tribulation, crowned
with the sweet, bright gift of Peace.
It is the tried lives that ring the
truest. The idea runs all through
the Bible, ‘Silver purified seven
times,” and ‘gold tried in the fire,
and ‘polished after the similitude of
a palace’ Have you ever thought
of the friction that involves ? The
finest diamonds bear the most cut-
ting, and it is the mission of the
diamond to reflect the light. 1If we
would have our lives a success, we
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must seek not happiness, but har-
mony.”
“ Harmony ! with what, my lady ?”
“The will of God, dear child. We

.are out of tune when God finds us.

He puts us in tune, with our great
key-note Jesus, and tken we are
like an aeolian harp. The West and
the East winds make music through
it, and the shrieking storm the sweet-
est music of all. But remember,
little one, it is the ‘¢ joy of the Lord’
which is our strength. We must
sit in the sunshine if we would re-
flect the rainbow.”

That night Pauline spent upon her
knees.

“It is ridiculous!” exclaimed Mr.
Davis, when, the next morning, she
announced her decision to the
family. “I will send a nurse down
by the early train, but it is not fit
work for you, my child, and, besides,
we cannot spare you.”

Her eyes filled.

“It is so good of you to say that!?
But my Father has called me, I
must go.”

“He does not say anything about
your going, in the letter,” said Mr.
Davis, as he ran his eyes over the
words.

“1 meant my heavenly Father,
Uncle Robert,” she said, simply;
“the message came last night.”

After that they could not shake
her, though Belle hung about her
tearfully, Russell and Gwen pro-
tested, Aunt Rutha 1looked at her
with sorrowful eyes, and Mr. Davis
repeated that the very idea was ab-
surd, as he paced up and down with
a strange huskiness in his throat.

“1 have come to say good-bye, my
lady.”

Tryphosa locked wistfully at the
brave, sweet face, which she knew
she should see no more.

¢ So soon, dear child ?”

“1 have given Christ the key, as
you said, and now I am under or-
ders.”

“¥ell 1 knew it would come. It
is only that we must travel by differ-
ent roads. We sball meet at the
end of the journey.”

“But you never told me that my
way to the kingdom lay through
Sleepy Hollow 1’

“Surely not, dear child! It is
not for me to do the work of the
Holy ©nirit. I knew you would
hear His voice speaking to you from
out the shdows by-and-bye.”

Pauline sighed.
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“I bhave so longed for culture, my
lady, and now I must put i1t by.”

“I am going to quote again,
‘ Blessed be Drudgery, the secret of
all culture. Someone has said,
‘Latin and Greek, and music and art,
and travel, are the decorations of
life, but industry and perseverance,
courage before difficulties, and
cheer under straining burdens, self-
control and self-denial are the in-
dispensables. It is our daily task
that mainly educates wus, and the
humblest woman may ‘live splendidly.’
And, reinember, dear child, a life
like Chrict’s is the grandest thing in
the world. Angels may well envy
us the opportunity of living it, for
God Himself has lived i: in Christ
and rejoices to live it again in each
of us. We shounld glory in the
thought that our King allows us to be
the mirror in which the worll may
sce Jesus. May the Lord keep you
ac one of His *hidden ones,’ my
darling, and make you to realize that
¥ie who ‘holdeth the height of the
hillg’, spreads the hush of His pres-
ence over the valleys.”

Then she drew her close in a long,
last farewell.

CHAPTER VIIL

“If you cannot realize your Ideal,
you can at least idealize your Real.”

As the train slackened speed Paul-
ine lifted her eyes from the book
which Richard Everidge had laid on
ihe seat beside her, after giving her
that last strong handshake, to see
her father standing in front of the
Sieepy Hollow station. A great
pity filled her heart—how worn and
old he looked!

They had all wanted to accompany
her part of the way, and Beile had
pleaded to be allowed to go and help
nurse, but she had said them nay.
She knew the accommodations of
Hickory Farm, and it was easier to
leave them where she had met them
first, at the entrance of what wounld
always be to her the <City of De-
lights. .

Abraham Lincoin and the spring
waggon! Had the whole beautiful
summer been one delicious dream ?
Could it be only a week since she
had stood entranced in that forest of
flame ? Here the leaves hung brown
and shrivelled on the denuded
branches, stray flakes of snow were
in the air, and the early twilight fell
chill and dreary.
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“I'm terrible glad to see you,
Pawline, though I hated to spoil

your visit,” said Mr. Harding, as he
gave Abraham Lincoln a taste of
the whip.

Pauline leaned towards him, and
laid both hands upon his arm.

‘“Poor father! I am so sorry for
you! Now tell me all about it.”

And the tired man turned gladly
to the daughter who, for his sake,
had left ease and beauty and friends,
and shifted to her shoulders the bur-
den which he found too heavy for his
own.

The children crowded to meet her as
she stumbled through the narrow
hallway into the kitchen. How
dark it was! Her quick glance
comprehended the whole scene, and
the contrast between it and that
other home-coming smote her with
a keen sense of physical pain. She
looked at the solitary lamp with its
groiesquely hideous ornament of red
flannel, at Susan’s expressionless,
freckled face, at the boys in their
copper-toed boots and overalls, at the
good-natured, but hopelessly common-
place Martha Spriggs, with her thin
hair drawn tight into a knob the
size of a bullet, and her bare arms
akimbo. ‘“Idealize her Real!”
would it be possible to idealize any-
thing at Sleepy Hollow !

She got her welcome
fashions.

“It’s about time you were getting
back !” exclaimed Mrs. Harding from
the bed, where she was forced to lie,
in bitterness of spirit, with Polly by
her side. “I suppose nothing less
than a stroke would have brought
you. It beats me how people can
be such sponges. T'm thankful I was
never one to go trailin’ about the
country after my relations. I never
was away from home more than 2
day in my life till I was wmarried,
an’ it’s been nothin’ but work ever
since. An’ now to be laid here like
a useless log, with everything goin’
hot-foot to destruction! It’s a good
thing you’ve come at last, for the
children are makin’ sawdust an’
splinters of every bit of crockery
in the house, an’ that Martha Spriggs
has no more management than a
settin’ hen. I don't suppose you'll
be much better, though. You never
did hev much of a head, an’ now that
vou've been up among the clouds so
long, yow'll be more like to sugar
the butter and salt the pies than be-
fore.”

Pauline lifted Polly from her un-

in various
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comfortable position with a -warm
glow about her heart, which all the
sick woman’s bitterness was power-
less to quench. If she could see
Richard Everidge, she would tell him
that she did believe in altitudes
now. It was possible even in the
valleys to live above the clouds. “ Do
not seek happiness,” Tryphosa had
said, “ but harmony with God’s will,”
and God’s will for her was Sleepy
Hollow. “It is not what we do, but
what we are, dear child,” she seemed
to hear her saying. She remembered
reading that “ the smallest roadside
pool has its water from heaven, and
its gleam from the sun, and can hold
the stars in its bosom, as well as the
great ocean.” God could make a
“ perfect Christian,” even in Sleepy
Hollow.

“Tm powerful glag@d ye've cum,
Pawliney,” said Martha Spriggs, as
she followed her into the dairy after
the meal was over. “I'm that beset
I don’t know where I’'m standin’, for
.Mis Hardin’s been as crooked as a
snake fence, an’ as contrairy as a
yearling colt, an’ the children dew
train awful.”

“Yer've got to tell me stories all
right, miles of ’em,” said Lemuel,
as he bestowed his small corporeal-
ism on the floor with his legs in the
air.

‘“ No, no, Lemuel, you're going right
to bed, like a good little brother, so
Polly can get to sleep. Poor Polly
1s so tired,” and Pauline walked up
and down the floor of her tiny room
trying to socothe the weary child.

“Hi! Poll's no ’count; she’s
only a girl. I ain’t goin’ ter sleep
nuther. I'm goin’ ter stay up fer

hours an’ hours, an’ if yer don’t keep
right on tellin’ stories quick, I’ll hol-
ler, an’ that’ll make mar mad, and
then she’ll send par up with a stick
ter beat me. I don’t care, he don’t
hit ez hard ez she duz, anyhow.”

“If you'll get undressed right
away, Lemuel, T'll tell you about a
little boy who lived with an old, old
Igmn, and one night he couldn’t sleep,

ut_—'"

“Huh! that’s a Bible story. This
ain’t Sunday. Par never reads the
Bible ’cept Sundays. 1 want ’em
’bout lions an’ tigers, an’ men
tumblin’ down mountains, an’ boyvs
gettin’ eat up by bears.”

“YWhat did you do
away, Lemuel 27

His lower lip protruded ominously.

“ Ain’t had nuthin’. Martha Spriggs
don’t hev any. She only knows the

when I was

*was churning day,
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‘cow that jumped over the moon,’
an’ that’s no good; tain't true,
nuther, fer our cows don’t do it.”

No time the next morning for the
long hours of delightful study. It
and there was
baking to be done, and the mending
was behindhand, and the children
needed clothes ; besides the numerous
‘“odd jobs” which Mrs. Harding's
illness had deferred, but which she
was prompt to require done as soon
as she had someone besides Martha
to call on. Then her meals must
be given to her, and nothing tasted
right, and the children were so noisy,
and the older boys so uncouth !

Wearily Pauline toiled up the nar-
row stairs with Polly as the clock
struck nine. She laid the sleeping
child on her bed softly, so as not to
wake Lemuel, and knelt down by the -
window. Not a sound broke the still-
ness. Her thoughts flew to the blue
draped chamber, and the soft lighted
library, where she could almost see
Uncle Robert and Aunt Rutha, and
Belle and Richard, and Russell and
Gwen. But they might not be there
yvet, they had set apart this night,
she remembered, to run over for a
look through the big telescope. Last
week that was, before she had decided
to come to Sleepy Hollow, - and
broken up all their happy plans. Only
last week! Then she thought of
Tryphosa, lying with closed eyes in
her darkened room, waiting patiently
for the sleep which so often refused
to come, while the angel of pain
brooded over her pillow. Then her
eyes sought the stars.

“ You dear things !’ she whispered.
“God put you in your places, and
told you to shine, and for all these
hundreds of years you've just kept
on shining. Oh! my lady, ask God
to help me to make this dark place
bright.”

She knelt on in the clear, cold
moonlight till at last the hush of
God’s peace crept into her heart,
and there was a great calm.

The winter crept on steadily, Jack
Frost threw photographs of fairy-
land upon the wimdows, and hung the
roofs with fringes of crystal pen-
dants, while the snow flakes piled
themselves over the fences and made
a shroud for the trees, and every day
Pauline, with this strange reace in
her heart, did her housework to the
glory of God.

There were bright spots here and
thére, for the Boston letters came
freely, and the magazines, which she
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had liked best, and now and then a
book, as Belle said, ‘‘to keep Mr.
Hallam confpany.” They would not
let her drop out of their life, these
kind friends, and she took it all
thankfully, though she could only
glance at the magazines and never
opened the books. There would be
time by-and-bye, she said to herself
cheerfully. There was so much
waiting for her in the beautiful
“ by-and-bye.”

“It beats me,” szaid Mrs. Harding,
fretfully, as Pauline hushed Polly to
sleep, “what you do to that child.
I used to sing to her till my throat
cracked, but you just smooth her
hair awhile with those fingers of
yours, an’ off she goes. I wish you'd
come an’ smooth me off to sleep.
I'm that tired lying here, I don’t
know what to do. That new doctor’s
no more good than his powders are!
I don’t see what old Dr. Ross hed to
die fer, just before I was goin’ ter
need him.” And the sick woman
groaned. Pauline laid Polly in her
cot with a smile. This grudging
praise was very sweet to her. To
mrake darkaess light, that was Christ’s
mission, and hers. She was putting
her whole soul into the effort.

“ What makes Pliney so different?”
queried Leander of Stephen and John,
as they rested from their daily task
of cutting wcod, “She used ter be
as mad as hops if yer mussed up yer
clothes, an’ now she only laughs an’
sez, ‘ Never mind, if it’s a stain that
soap will conquer.’”

“An’ she’s always singin’ too,”
said John, thoughtfully, “if mother
didn’t scold so, it would be real
pleasant.”

“I'd like to know why it is
though,” repeated Leander thought-
fully.

“ Because she belongs to the King,”
said the clear, sweet voice of his
step-sister from the doorway, ‘“and
fhe ’wants you all to belong to Him
00.’

When she went back into the
house she found Lemuel brandishing
a Dbroomstick over the frightened
Folly. :

“Why, Lemuel, what are you
doing ?” ;

“T’ve casted the devils out of her;”
exclaimed that youth triumphantly,
“an’ they’ve gone inter the pig pen,
whole leguns of ’em, an’ they’re
kickin’, orful !

“GOLD, FRANKINCENSE AND MYRRH.™

BY SUSAN COOLIDGE.

Gold, frankincense and myrrh, they brought the new-horn Christ—
The Wise Men from the East—and in the ox’s stall,

The far-brought precious gifts they heaped, with love unpriced ;
And Christ the babe looked on, and wondered not at all.

Gold, frankincense and mvrrh, 1, too, would offer Thee,
O King of faithful hearts, upon Thy Christmas Day ;

And, poor and little worth although the offering he,
Because Thou art so kind, I dare to think 1 may.

I bring the gold of faith which, through the centuries long,
Still seeks the Holy Child, and worships at His feet,

And owns Him for its Lord, with gladness deep and strang,
And joins the angel choir, singing in chorus sweet.

The frankineense I hear is worship, which can rise,
Like perfume floating up higher and higher still,

Till on the wings of prayer it finds the far blue skies,
And falls, as falls the dew, to freshen heart and will.

And last I bring the myrrh, half bitter and half sweet,
Of my ownr selfish heart, through sacritice made clean ;
And break the vase, and spill the oil upon Thy feet,
O Lord of Christmas Day, as did the Magdalene.

“ Gold, frankineense and myrrh’ "
To Thee, O Holy Child, now throned in heaven’s mid !

—’tis all T have to bring

Because Thou art so kind, take the poor offering, .
And let me go forth hlessed, as once the Wise Men did.
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LORD AND LADY ABERDEEN.

LORD ABERDEEN.

No representatives of Her Majesty
ever won so many friends in Canada or
caused such regret by their departure as
Lord and Lady Aberdeen. They have
endeared themselves to every class of our
people by their generous sympathy with
the best interests of our country. The
noble philanthropies of Lady Aberdeen
will continue to keep her memory fresh
among us for long years. She illustrates
to the full the noble words of Tennyson :

“ Kind words are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood.”

She has been not merely a leader of
society, but she has exhibited her generous
sympathy to the sick in our hospitals, to
the unfrrtunate in our gaols, to the poor
in our almshouses, and to the lonely set-
tlers on the far-off prairies.

The Met todist people of this country,
not less loyal than any, have been unable
to accept some of the social hospitalities
offered by their Excellencies as not being
in harmony with their religious princi-
ples. They none the less regret their
departure and pray that God’s richest
blessing may fullow them through all
their after lives.  Asa souvenir of their

sujourn among us we present the follow-
brief sketch of their romantic, career :

The family history of the Aberdeens
goes back to the days of the Plantagenets.
The present Earl is also a direct descend-
ant of John Knox, and has thus good
Presbyterian blood in his veins, His
grandfather, the fourth Earl of Aberdeen,
was Prime Minister of Queen Victoria
from 1852 to 1855, and was highly es-
teemed by his sovercign.  The father of
the present Earl, Lord Haddo, was a life-
long invalid.  His ill-health precluded an
active interest in politics, but he spent
what strength he had in religious work—
preaching,  teaching, church-building,
and such evangelistic efforts as lay within
his power. He wasa man of pronounced
piety and of large and tolerant spirit.

His oldest son had a romantic and tragic
career. The resources of the house had
been somewhat taxed by the church-
building generosity of the fifth Earl.
Young Gordon, therefore, determined to
let its revenues increase, and at the same
time to gratify his persvnal love of ad-
venture. Aftera short tour in the United
States he shipped at Boston as an A.B.
sailor, under the name of George H.
Osborne. He was a first-class seaman,
and passed creditable examinations at the
Boston Nautical College. For three or
four years he made trading voyages to the
Canaries, Mexico, and along the American
coast, earning his living before the mast.
He was a man of marked uprightness of
character, and took an active part in the
religious exercises both on ship and on
shore. In 1870 he started for a voyage
around the world, shipping first to Aus-
tralia. Six days out from port. while
helping to lower the mainsail, he was
thrown into the sea and drowned. His
death made the present Earl heir to the
title and estate.

Asa younger son the latter had received
a practical education, and exhibited a re-
markable taste for mechanies and en-
gineering. He is probably the only peer
of the realm who knows how to run an
express railway locomotive. He took his
place in the House of Lords in his twenty-
third year, and, appropriately enough,
soon found a place on the Royal Com-
mission for inquiry into railway accidents,
their causes and means of prevention.

When the late Mr. Plimsoll began his
agitation against the overloading of *‘coftin
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ships,” Lord Aberdeen beeame Chairman
of the Conmnission on Shipping. He
subsequently served as Lord High Com-
missioner of the Church of Scotland, and
dispensed almost regal hospitity as the
Queen’s representative in the ancient
palace of Holyrood.

In 1886 he was offered by his old friend,
and his father’s and grandfather’s friend,
Mr. Gladstone, the puosition of Vieeroy of
Ireland. Tt was a delicate and difficult
trust which was committed to him, but
he proved equal to the task.  The official
occupant of Dublin Castle had long been
the representative of an alien and hated
power. It was a year of much distress in

LADY ABERDEEN.

the country. The crops and fisheries had
both failed. But the tact and skill of Lord
Aberdeen and especially of his accom-
plished wife, herself descended, through
the O'Neills of Tyrone, from the ancient
kings of Ireland, completely won the
hearts of the Irish people.

Lady Aberdeen devoted herself with
energy to reviving the domestic industries
of Treland—Ilace-making, weaving, knit-
ting, embroidery, and the like. She after-
wards took a very active part in promoting
the *Irish Village” at the Chicago
Columbian Fair.

The Countess has been, if pussible,
even more popular than the noble Earl.

-

Her life-story is one of remarkable ro-
mance. She is the daughter of Lord
Tweedmouth, better known, probably, as
Sir Dudley Coutts Marjoribanks. She
was brought up in a wild and picturesque
spot in the Inverness highlands. It was
a mountain solitude twenty-three miles
from the nearest railway. She claims
descent from the ancient kings of Scot-
land as well as frow thuse of Treland, and
was nurtured ova the heroie traditions of
her ancestors.  Free from the society dis-
tractions which dissipate so much time
and energy, she found leisure for wide
reading and study, and for sume h gh
thinking. The result is scen in her broad
culture, her magnetic eloquence, hernoble
and generous impulses.

When she was a givl of only eleven, a
young lad not much older, who had been
hunting across the country had lost his
way, came to the porter’s lodge to ask a
night's shelter.  Finding that he was the
son of his old friend the Earl of Aberdeen,
Sir Dudley invited him to Guisachan, and
Isabel Marjoribanks first saw her future
husband.  Years of study and travel weve,
however, to intervene before their lives
cane together again.

The Aberdeens had special qualifica-
tions for the high place they were to oc-
cupy in Canada. They had travelled
extensively through the country, and
had invested largely in cattle-ranching
and froit-raising estates.  As Governor-
General, Tord Aberdeen has been un-
wearied in the discharge of his ofticial and
social duties. He has again and again
travelled though the length and breadth
of the Dominion, residing for lengthened
periods in its chief cities from Halifax to
Victoria. He seems equally at home ad-
dressing Boards of Trade, University
Convocations, or gatherings of the farm-
ers on the praivies or the miners on the
mountains. His hospitable receptions,
dinners, and banquets have given a great
social delat to his official career.

No mistress of Rideau Hall the vice-
regal residence, has ever dispensed a
more gracious hospitality than the Coun-
tess of Aberdeen.  She carries into eftect
her democratic theorics. The servants
of the establishment belong to a social
¢uild, in which the Earl and Countess
take profound interest. and in whose re-
creations they take active part. Indeed,
sume society people of the capital com-
plain that the Countess has set an example
which it is hard to follow in their rela-
tions to their servants.

Lady Aberdeen’s philanthropies are not
buunded by the limits of her hume. They
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are wide as the continent —wide as the
race. One of her first efforts at social
amelioration was the establishment of the
Onward and Upward Society among her
tenants, domestics, and poor people on
the Scottish estates. It has spread il it
has thousands of members throughout
the world.  In promotion of its views the
Countess edits 2 monthly magazine with
the title ¢ Omward and Upward.” Her
daughter, Lady Marjorie, is the editor of
“*Wee Willie Winkie,” a charming child’s
paper.

Lady Aberdeen has also ovganized the
Woman’s Liberal Federation, of which,
for a time, she acted as President, em-
bracing a body of eighty thousand women
in different parts of the Empire. Its
purpose is to induce women **to take an
intelligent interest in polities, and to
make their influence felt in all that re-
lates to the moral and sucial improvement.
of society.”

In Canada Lady Aberdeen has organized
the National Council of Women, with
active branches in the principal centres
of population throughout the Dominion.
Its object is to ‘‘promote unity and
charity, both among religious, philan-
thropie, and secular assoclations, giving
all a chance of knowing of what is being
done for the good of the world outside
their own immediate sphere.™

The pet scheme of the Countess, how-
ever, as a commemoration of the Queen’s
Jubilee, is the establishment of & Vie-
torian Order of Nurses for the care of the
sick in towns and cities, and in remote
and destitute places. At fivst some mem-
bers of the medical profession looked
somewhat askance at this movement, but
as it came to be better understood it ve-
ceived cordial support. This promises to
be the best monument of Lady Aberdeen
in Canada, as the Nursing Association in
Tndia is of the Countess of Ava, the ac-
complished wife of Lord Dufferin, a pre-
vious Governor-General of the Dominion.

Her latest philanthropy is the Aberdeen
Association, which collects and sends
books, papers, pictures, toys, flower-seeds
and the like to the sick in the hospitals,
and to the lonely settlers in our great
North-West. )

THE New GovERNOR-GGENERAL.

THE EARL OF MINFO,

VALE ET AVE.

**The hing is dead. Long live the hing.™
There is no intetregnum in British 1ule.
While we speed the parting guest we wel-
come the coming one.  The Earl of Minto,
the new Governor-General, who arrived
on the 12th of November, has i reputa-
tion as a soldier rather than a diplomat.
Lord Minto was attaché to the British
Embassy at Paris during the Commune,
while in Canada fifteen years ago, he was
Military Secretary to Lord Lansdowne,
and later was Chief of Staff to General
Middleton in the suppression of the re-
volt of the half-breeds in the Canadian
North-West. He is a man of wealth, ex-
perience in military matters and in diplo-
macy. He is in ardent sympathy with
the new Anglo-Saxon Dbrotherhood of
which we hear so much, and is pledged
to do his utmost to promote it. He will
receive a cordial welcome to Canada and
the heartiest co-operation of our country
in promoting peace and good-will with
our kindred nation.

THE TWO SEAS.

Thereare two seas, the Future and the Past ;
Between these seas there les a narrow
. strait,
*Tis culled the Present ; through it, flowing
fast,
The tides of ages pass nor ¢’er abate.

Woodstock, N. B.

On these the transient lives of mortals go: -

Some float serene, round some the surges

roar; [flow,

Yet on that current’s swift and changeless

All seek that sea from whence they come
no more,

—D. E. Jackson.
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41 SAW MORE BUFFALO THAN 1 HAD EVER DREAMED OF BEFORE.”

Few men have had the experience as
pioncers of civilization of the McDougalls,
father and son, and fewer still have had
the ability to describe with such vividness
and vigour their adventures. 'This book
depicts a phase in the history of our great
North-West, which has forever passed
away. We are fortunate in having it so
graphically photographed for us in Mr.
McDougall’s volume. This book will be
read with eagerness, not merely by boys
for its stirring tales of adventure, but by
their elders for its vivid descriptions of
our national inheritance in the great
North-West—an inheritance of the extent
and wealth of which few of us have any
adequate conception.  Most impressive
is the picture by author’s pen and artist’s
pencil of the great herds of buffulo that
once covered these western plains.

“* «Pathfinding on Plain and Prairvie:
Stirring Scenes of Life in the Canadian
North-West.” By John McDoungall. With
Illustrations by J. E. Launghlin, Methodist
Book Rooms: Toronto, Montreal and Hali-
fax. Pp.272. Price, $1.00.

*As we steadily trotted northward
across the country,” suys Mr. MeDougall,
*and ever and anon hroke into a canter,
I saw more buffalo than I had ever
dreamed of before. The woods and
plains were full of them. During the
afternoon we came to a large round
plain, perhaps ten miles across, and as T
sat my horse on the summit of a knoll
looking over this plain, it did not seem
possible to pack another buftalo into the
space.  The whole prairie was one dense
mass, and as Paul and I rode around this
large herd 1 could not but feel that my
ideas concerning buffalo and the capa-
bility of this country to sustain them
were very much enlarged T had in the
three years seen hundreds of thousands
of buffalo, had travelled thousands of
miles over new trails, but I had seen
only a small number of the great herds,
and but a very small portion of the
great North-West. Truly these were
God’s cattle upou a thousand hills, and
truly this greater Canada is an immense
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Of all those myriads only a few score
now survive, cooped up like cattle in
barnyards. Their bones are piled up on
the plains, and the buffalo have disap-
peared forever. The accounts of wolf
and bear, and elk and buftalo hunting
will gratify the most ardent love of ad-
venture. The author's description of
nature will inspire a love of the sublime
and beautiful :

Tt has always seemed to me in trav-
elling up or down our ice-bound northern
rivers, cither by night or by day, that a
solemn reverential feeling well befitted
the scene.  The long gentle sweeps, and
the succeeding abrupt turnings of the

river's windings ; the high and some-
times precipitous forest-covered banks,
always like great curtains casting shade
and gloom and sombre colours; the fitful
¢leaming of sun or moon, or the brilliant
flashes of the Aurora light ; the howling
of the timber wolf or the barking of a
family of coyotes. sending echoes to re-
verberate through the canyons formed by
tributary streams—all these could not
fail to impress the traveller. To me,
thoughtless and light-hearted as I was in
those carly days, there always came a
feeling of reverence and awe, as though I
were in the aisles of a tremendous
cathedral.”

““THE BRILLIANT FLASHES OF THE AURORA LIGHT.”

A RHYME FOR CHRISTMAS.

A rhyme for Christmas, ye good folk all,
A song for the time o’ year !

Make merry music in bower and hall,
With hey for a day of cheer!

But season the jest with a kindly deed,
And let love deepen the song.

In the outer ways there are hearts that bleed
And hands that labour long,

As the yule-log burns and the gifts go round,
As the indoor romps are high,

Oh, gentles, hark to the doleful sound
Of the homeless “neath the sky !

For how shall ye keep the Christmas-tido,
Or cherish its Founder's name,

TUnless that your hearts be open wide
To His people’s want and shame ?

—Richard Burton.




The author of this book has seen the
growth of steam navigation from almost
its first beginnings to its present enor-
mous extent. The story of that growth

* ¢Steam Navigation and Its Relation to
the Commerce of Canada and t < United
States.” By James Croil, Montreal. With
illustrations and portraits. Toronto: Wil-
liam Briggs. Montreal: The Montreal
News Company, Limited. Pp. 381. Price,
$1.50.

is more wonderful than the tale of
Aladdin's lamp.  Our author well says :
“When the history of the nineteenth
century comes to be written, not the
least interesting chapter of it will be
that which treats of the origin, the de-
velopment, and the triumphs of steam
navigation - that mighty combination of
inventive genius and wmechanical forece
that has bridged the oceans and brought
the ends of the earth together.”

But great as the progress of the past
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has been it predicts greater progress for
the future. Travel, Mr. Croil asserts,
increases in faster ratio than do facilities
for intercommunication. He estimates
that at least 750,000 persons travel yearly
between Iiurope and America. In the
near future that number will be greatly
increased. Mu. Croil describes the dawn
and early years of steam navigation,
the achievements of the great trans-
atlntic companies, the conquest of
stean in castern commerce and in the
British navy. Coming nearer home he
describes the achicvements of steam
navigation on the St. Lawrence route
and on our own Great Lakes.

Few of us have any adequate con-

Methodist Magazine and Review.

ception of the triumph of engineering
skill in a great ocenn liner forging its
way through the waters with the speed
of & nlwu,y train, and camrying a popu-
lation of two thousand souls. A single
, screw propeller weighs about thirty-nine
tons, and costs §25, 000. The twin ships
Campania and Lucania ate driven by
the combined strength of thirty thousand
horses. The numerous engravings—there
are ninety-seven in all—illustrate some of
the queer experiments of early navi-
gation and the achievements of its later
days, with portraits of the great captains
of industry who have contributed so
greatly to Britain’s supremacy on the
scas.

>

FRENCH CHAMBER OF DEPUTIES.*

BY

W. HINTON.

THRE CHAMBER OF

The French Chamber of Deputies is that
branch of the national legislative body

*The tumultuous scenes which have re-
cently taken place in the French Chamber
of Deputies will give a special interest to
the accompanying sketch of the constitution
of that body by a writer in the Epworth
« Herald.

PARIS.

DEPUTIES,

corresponding to the House of Represen-
tatives in the United States, or House of
Commons in Great Britain. Its member-
ship is elected by universal suffrage and
is proportioned among the political sub-
divisions in the ratio of one representative
to every 100,000 of population. Mem-
bers of the Chamber hold oftice four years.
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In point of numbers the Chamber of
Deputies is the largest of the governing
bodies, consisting of §32 members. Next
in numerical order is the Senate, with
300 members., Of this number 225 are
chosen by the people and seventy-five by
the Senators themselves. The colonies
of France have representation in the
Senate.

Upon the two bodies above named rests
the duty, sitting together in national as-
sembly, of choosing a chief executive.
By a wise provision the latter is nomi-
nated for a period of seven wears, thus
affording ample time to recover from the
excitement invariably engendered by one
presidential election before entering upon
another. The president is aided by a
cabinet of nine members, dignified by the
title of ministers. The portfolios of these
officers correspond to the departments of
marine, war, finance, agriculture, etec., as
is the case in this country. The presi-
dential salary is $120,000 a year, with an
allowance of $60,000 for household ex-
penses. Under the monarchy the royal
household cost the people as high as
£5,000,000 annually.

- To trace the origin of the Chamber of
Deputies we need only turn back the
pages of history to the comparatively
modern times of the French Revolution.
The famous convention which came into
existence at that period assembled Sept.

21st, 1792. Its first act was to abolish
the monarchy and to proclaim the rve-
public. Then followed a reign of anarchy
and bloodshed without a parallel in
modern history. During fourteen months
in Paris alone, under Robespierre, from
thirty to sixty victims were sacrificed
daily. The “‘reign of terror” came to
an end with the execution of the tyrant
and his accomplices. The event was
hailed with universal joy. Prison doors
were opened, the dreaded guillotine was
dethroned, and the Convention was free
to fulfil the object of its creation—the
formation of a government and the draft-
ing of a constitution that would represent
the sovereignty of the people.

The deliberations of the Convention
resulted in the organization of the Di-
rectory. The ancient Palais-Bourbon
was the location chosen, and in 1798
the Council of Five Hundred was in-
stalled therein. The building, which
faces the Pont-Royal on the left bank
of the Seine, has recently celebrated its
centennial anniversary as the seat of the
most popular of French legislative bodies.

Napoleon changed the name of the
building from Palais-Bourbon to Palais
du Corps Legislatif. This name it re-
tained until 1814, when it was designated
as the Palais de la Chambre de Députés,
by which name it is now known.

THE HON. J. W. LONGLEY ON LOVE*

This is a very noteworthy book on a
very noble theme--““ the Greatest Thing
in the World,” to quote Prof. Drum-
mond’s phrase, echoing the words of St.
Paul. Dr. Longley’s book, he tells
us, ‘“‘was written with the object of
claiming recognition of the great prin-
ciple that love underlies religion, and
must be the source of all spiritual life
and growth.” ¢ The world,” he thinks,
“ has taken on of late such an excessive-
1y material hue that the old truth needs
to be revived and enforced.” He has
aimed to show that “love in its essence
is the same in all its manifestations. Itis
simply a recognition of the tremendous
principle that, while in the natural world

* 4 Tove.,” By the Hon. J. W. Longley,

D.C.L., Attornoy-General of Nova Scotia.
Toronto : The Copp, Clark Co., Limited.

36

self-preservation is the first law, in the
spiritual world the conditions are exactly
the reverse, and the first law of spiritual
growth is self-sacrifice and self-cffice-
ment.”

Attorney-General Longley makes the
wise and just affirmation in justification
of a politician’s treatment of this subject,
that ‘‘there is mo actual distinction
between secular and religious duties.
Everything that a man does in this
world is done in relation to his eternal
destiny. Nothing which it is wrong for
a religious teacher to do can be right for
a politician to do.”

With almost the whole of Dr. Longley’s
thesis we cordially agree. His book con-
tains wise counsels and cautions and pre-
sents noble ideals of this noblest passion
of which the soul is capable. There is

- -

Oy N
. .

- I SN, L R i i T S R S e SRR Sie e T
3 Y ] 5 - B

'
X,




_-_-.

.

‘«

562 Methodist Magazine and Review.

one chapter, however, to which we must
take serious exception—that entitled,
“What Love is Lawful 7" ,

In this chapter Dr. Longley sets forth
the following hypothetical case: “Two
people united in marriage have discovered
that they love not. . . . Are these two
souls never to experience tkis vivifying
influence of love? Are their souls to
remain dead through all life, and are
they to ener into the kingdom of heaven
unillumined by one touch of that sub-
lime essence which alone constitutes life
and immortality ? Here is a problem
for casuists—here is a vista for orthodoxy
to explore.”

‘¢ Probably,” Dr. Longley admits, ¢¢ the
highest line of duty and the largest of
the spirit of love will be found in a
resigned and patient acceptance of the
situation. . . . But, while clinging to
this resolve, love presents itself unawares
and steals unconsciously into the heart of
one or other of those beings, and that,
too, in relation to another than the one
to whom he is matrimonially bound.

“This new love which has, unfor-
tunately, perhaps, been born, has pos-
sibly opened up new and lovelier visions
of life ; it has transformed the soul from
a torpid indifference to iife’s great pur-
poses into an elevating, pervading, palpi-
tating impulse heavenward. Is it un-
lawful? Is any love unlawful? When
does Love, heaven’s own divine mes-
senger to regenerate and lift up human
hearts, become a thing of cvil—a thing
that must be shunned and put aside as
dangerous and wicked 2”

Dr. Longley does not answer this
question; but very often the inter-
rogative form is the strongest affirmation.
If we understand the English language
Dr. Longley here distinctly condones the
sin against God and crime againstsociety,
which is distincetly condemned in the
Seventh Commandment, uttered «amid
the thunderings and lightnings of dmai,
a command which has its sanctions in
the very constitution of society and which
is incorporated in the laws of every
civilized nation.

¢ Again,” continues Dr. ~ mgley, *‘re-
verting to the case of the, two persons
between whom is no earthly impediment
—they love and enter the holy of holies,
mayhap without the uplifted hand of
Mother Church. Politically this is an
offence with severe social penalties. But
who is ready with the inexorable re-
ligious proof that heaven’s law has been
ignored in this fruition of love? Bearin
mind no one is venturing on dogma ; no
one is impeaching the sacredness of the

institution of marriage ; no one is ques-
tioning the expediency of maintaining it
for the welfare of the state, for the pre-
servation of morals, for the general up-
lifting of society. But, when we come to
deal with immortal things, church cant,
political expediency and spcial regula-
tions fall short of the tremendous
finalities. . . .

‘“Love is an essential phase of a wo-
man’s life. Love prompts to sacrifice,
and sacrifice for the loved one is not only
sweet but hallowed. Sometimes this
love forgets rules and laws ; sometimes
love is betrayed.

“From a worldly point of view this is
an awful thing; it leads to misery,
shame, disgrace. From the world’s
standpoint 1t is a breach of human law,
said to be based on the divine. But no-
where is the divine law written in such
plain and inexorable characters as in the
eternal laws of nature. Therefore, while
the result of this breach of social law
brings misery, shame, disgrace, from the
world’s point of view, who dares to say,
viewing it from the standpoint of im-
mortal impulses, that it is unlawful 27

This whole argument strikes us as
subtle and sinister casuistry, as fraughv
with infinite evil to the individual and
to society. The very weight of the
official position and legal learning of the
Attorney-General of Nova Scotia makes
his argument more dangerous and deadly.
Followed to its logical result it assails
the very foundations of morality, the
sanctity of the home, the welfare of the
state. It scems to justify, if not to
defend, the violation of the most solemn
compact that any human beings can form.
If generally accepted it would dissolve
at once the bonds of moralitv and of
religion.

What of the victim of this puuiidy ? A
man woos and wins a naiden by his vows
of love and eternal fidelity and confirms
them at God’s holy altar—*“ till death do
them part.” He discovers after awhile
another ¢ clective aftinity” whom he loves
better than his wife. Dr. Longley, if
we can understand his argument, defends
the right of this false and fickle Lothario
to defy all the conventions of society, to
trample upon the heart he has won, to
wreck a houschold, to inflict incalculable
wrong upon the offspring of the union
so solemnly plighted. Worse still, what
of the innocent offspring of an un-
blessed passion, brought into the world
with a bar sinister upon their lives and
condemned to bear the shame and pen-
alty of their parents’ sin ?

The prevalence of such views as to the
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sanctity of marringe has led in the
United States to the fatal facility of
divorce that disgraces the land of the
Pilgrim Fathers.  Itisa wonder that the
bones of the Puritans do not turn in
their graves at the social crimes com-
mitted on the soil which they con-
scerated by their heroism and their
fidelity to the eternal laws of God.
Better, a thousand times better, both
for the individual and for society, that
the marriage tie be sacredly held to be
indissoluble. All honour to the Roman
Catholic Church for the high ground
which it has taken on this subject.
Better that even the vietims of ill-
assorted marriages should suffer, or, as
Dr. Longley says ‘“should jog along
their pathway of life without the illu-
minating influence of love,” than that
any man or any woman at the impulse of
individual caprice should feel at liberty,
on account of ¢“‘incompatibility of dispo-
sition” or greater * elective aftinity ” for
another, to sever old and form new do-
mestic ties.

The very permanence and far-reaching
consequences of the marriage relation,
the tremendous issues at stake, make it

all the more important that this life-long
relation should not by any be ‘“enter-
prised or taken in hand unadvisedly,
but reverently, discreetly, advisedly, and
in the fear of God.” But when two
persons have have forever plighted their
faith and established a household, its
foundations should be unshaken as the
everlasting hills.

Speak it not, lightly, ’tis a holy thing,
A tic enduring throughout all ™ future
years.
When joy o’er thine abode i hovering,
And when thine eyes are wet with seeret
tears :
O kneel then humbly at God’s altar now
And pray for strength to keep the marriage
vow.

We regret having to dissent so strongly
from the teachings of one chapter of Dr.
Longley’s, in the main, excellent book.
It contains many just and noble senti-
ments and inculcates many lofty ideals,
but we would be ‘alse to our duty as a
conscientious reviewer if we failed to
protest against what we conceive to be
the dangerous doctrine of the chapter,
¢ What Love is Lawful 77

THE ROAD HOME.

BY EMMA A. LENTE.

O Pilgrim, as you journey, do you ever gladly say—

In spite of heavy burdens and the roughness of the way—

That it dces not surely matter, all the strange aud bitter stress,

Heat and cold, and toil and sorrow—"twill be healed with blessedness—
For the road leads home?

Home! the safe and blissful shelter wheire is glad and full content,

And companionship of kindred ; and the treasures, curly rent

From your holding, shall be given back more precious than before.

Oh! you will not mind the journey with such blessedness in store,
When the road leads home.

Oh! you will not mind the roughness nox the steepness of the way,
Nor the chill, unrested morning, nor the drearness of the day;
And you will not take a turning to the left or to the right,
But go straight ahead, nor tremble at the coming of the night,
For the road leads home.

And often for vour comfort you will read the guide and chart;

It has wisdom for the mind and sweet solace for the heart,

It will serve yon as a mentor, it will guide you surc and straight,

All the time that you will journey, be the ending soon or late,—
And the road leads home.

Then let the winds blow chilly, they cannot chill your heart ;

Let the burdens press full heavy, and bravely bear your part ;

You have only once to travel o’er the rough and thorny way,

And there always comes a sunsct fo the longest, weariest day,~—
And the road leads home.

~Ziow's Herald.
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THE GOSPLEL AGCORDING TO DARWIN.¥

BY THE REV. W. S. BLACKSTOCK, D.D,

*“The Gospel of Darwin” is evidently
intended to be at once a eulogy on Dar-
winism and an attack upon the Christian
religion; but the author furnishes us
with no proof that he possesses any such
knowledge of either of these subjects as
to invest what he says with any degree of
importance. Certainly, if he knows as
little of Darwinism as he does of the
Christian religion, he has no right to pose
as its eulogist or its defender.

But Dr. Hutchinson has only fallen
into an error which is common to a great
many writers who, in recent times, have
undertaken the demolition of Christianity
—that of supposing that though extensive
and careful reading and profound study
are s necessary preparation for reputable
authorship on any other great subject,
all this may be dispensed with by one
who undertakes the trifling task of sub-
verting the faith of a large proportion of
the wisest and best people in the most
highly civilized and cultured nations of
the earth.

It is not necessary to discuss in this
place the question of the truth or false-
hood of Darwinism. That is a question
with which the Christian religion is not
greatly concerned. Whether the Creator
made every living thing at the beginning
just as it exists to-day, or whether He
made a few simple forms of life, or cne
such form, in which all that has ever ap-
peared or will appear in both the flora
and the fauna of this planet was poten-
tially present, to be evolved during the
course of the ages, is to the Christian
believer a question of purely academic
interest. It does mnot touch the founda-
tions of his faith.

*¢The Gospel According to Darwin.”
By Woods Hutchinson, M.A., M.D. Crown
octavo, pp. 241. Chicago: Open Court
Publishing Company. Price, $1.50.

Evolution, assuming that ll be true
that is claimed by its expounders and de-
fenders, is but a mode of Creation., Itac-
counts for nothing without God, by whom
this process and all the forces that ave
involved in it were originated and are
sustained, and by whose supreme intelli-
gence they are directed. This is a sub-
Ject, therefore, that the Christian and
the Christian apologist can aford to dis-
cuss in a calm and dispassionate spirit.

It is true, indeed, that between thirty
and forty years ago this subject did pre-
sent an alarming aspect to serious and
thoughtful people ; and it is not surpris-
ing,, perhaps, that in the panic it created
some earnest Christians lost their heads.
Like the author of the book under review,
they did not understand it. Thus evolu-
tion was represented—not indeed by M.
Darwin himself, but by some of his fol-
lowers and exponents of his doctrine—as
something self-originated, self-sustained
and self-directed, that was capable of ac-
counting {for everything without God, and
the logical outcome of which was blank
atheism. Buta closer acquaintance with
it, and a more perfeet knowledge of it,
has convinced us that it is entirely con-
sistent with the theistic conception of the
world.

It is altogether too late in the day to
use Darwinism with any prospect of sue-
cess as a weapon against Christianity ;
and to attempt to exalt it into a cult,
or a religion, to supplant Christianity—
a new gospel to take the place of *“the
old, old gospel” which has blessed so
many millions of the human race, and
which is exerting a more wide-spread and
beneficent influence in the world to-day
than ever before, is the very acme of ab-
surdity, and can only have the effect of
making Darwinism, to those who receive
their conception of it from this book, an
object of ridicule and contempt.

MY WISH.

I do not crave that song of mine be sung
By famous tongue;
I do not crave that o’er my written page
A critic sage
Shall say, *“’Tis \veﬁ,” and pass
The penciled portion from my heart

Atlanta, Ga.,

To proud posterity, for students, classic
To con. Bethismy part:  {trained,
I wish some siniple song 1 write
Shall find its way
To cheer a life, and bear it hope and light
And brighter day.

—D. G. Bickers.




" The World’s Progress.

Tue DECADENCE OF FRrANCE.

Recent events in the history of France

cannot fail to eall forth sympathy and re-
gretin every friend of that once noble and
chivalric nation. The civil and military
corruption and fraud exhibited from the
Panama scandal to the Dreyfus trial are
omens of ill augury of the future of that
Iand. If the springs of justice be de-
filed and a conspiracy of wrong be per-
mitted, France must take its place
among the ““dying nations’ to which
Lord Salisbury recently alluded. The
hideousness of the persecution of the
Jews on account of the alleged treachery
of Dreyfus is a symptom of moral in-
sanity. It recalls the delirious outbreaks
of fanaticism of the Middle Ages. While
Great Britain clevates a Jew to the
Lord Mayor’s chair of the first city in
the world, and even makes one of that
race Prime Minister of the Empire, across
the narrow channel their co-religionists
are hunted like wild beasts through the
boulevards of the gay pleasure capital of
France.

No nation can be great that thus out-
rages the first principles of justice. In
its army France has raised a Franken-
stein which it may be difticult to lay.
It will be remembered that the mis-
chievous goblin of the German magician
had to be kept employed or he would
turn and rend his so-called master. The
French army, though outranked in size
by that of Germany and Russia, far sur-
passes any in Europe in its proportion to
the population. France has onc soldier
for = every eighty of its people.
Russin, with the largest army in Burope,
has only one soldier to every 132
of its population. Great Britain has
only one soldier to every 270 of its
population. These figures have reference
only to what is called, somewhat iron-
ically. the peace footingg How heavily,
therefore, is France handicapped by every
group of sixteen or twenty families main-
taining in idleness an able-bodied pro-
fessional soldier.

Sources of TWealth.

Turning to the wealth-producin_ ship-
ping of the great powers, Great Britain
has over 9,000,000 tons of mercantile
shipping; Germany, 1,500,000 tons;
France, 612,808 tons; Russia, 229,000

tons. These do not include coasting or
fishing vessels, in which Britain is so
rich, nor the tonnage of the colonies,
which amounts to a million more,
almost as much as that of Italy and
Russia combined, giving the Empire a
wealth-producing  mercantile navy of
over ten million tons. The tounage
entered and declared in the various
parts of the empire during 1896-97
amounted to the enormous total of
194,026,171 tons, and the total value
of the imports and exports, or in
other words the ocean-borne commerce,
amounted to the fabulous sum of
£1,204,530,285 sterling.

In her war-ships Great Jlhritain has
also a marked preponderance over all her
rivals.  She has fifty-two battleships,
with an average displacement of 11,245
tons, compared with twenty-seven battle-
ships of France, of 9,725 tons ; twelve of
Russia, of 10,326 tons ; and seventeen of
Germany, of 6,098 tons.  She has 129
cruisers against fifty-five of France, six-
teen of Russia, and thirty-one of Ger-
many. She has b0 swift torpedo boat
destvoyers to one of all the rest of
Europe.

Moreover, Great Britain, with her
great dockyards, her many docks, her
coaling stations in every quarter of the
world, can build and repair ships faster
than all her rivals together, and can
maintain them in fighting order on all
the seas.

But her surest defence is found in
“those ancient and unsubsidized allies,
the winds and waves that guard her
coasts,” and in the free spirit and love and
loyalty of her people. Great Britain
and her Queen and counsellors are lovers
of peace. The boulevard politicians of
France think that they may nag at and
anno~ with impunity their friendly
neighhour. But there is a limit to even
John Bull's forbearance. If he be baited
beyond the power of his endurance he
will show his teeth and give an angry
snarl. But choleric old fellow as he is
when aroused, he still is very placable.

¢t He carries anger as the flint bears fire
Which much enforced showeth @ hasty

spark .
Aud straight is cold again.”

We believe that the combined result of
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Britain’s patient diplomacy and conscious
strength will preserve the peace of
Europe and the world.

As we have said, the chief peril is
from the military classes in France, the
great army bureaucracy, which seeks pro-
motion and wealth, or perchance to con-
ceal its frauds or regild its tarnished
honour by precipitating a revolution at
home or a war abroad.

Ever since the Roman soldiers elevated
rival emperors on their shields and the
Turkish janissaries deposed and put to
death successive Sultans, a great stand-
ing army has been the menace of liberty
and civilization. Thank God, the Eng-
lish-speaking races can carry on their
vast share in the world’s government
with a minimum of military force.

Decay of Population.

Another eclement of weakness in the
condition of France is the relative decay
of its population. At the time of the
Franco-Prussian war the German Con-
federacy and French Empire were not
unequally matched in numbers. At the
present rate of progress the German popu-
lation will soon outnumber two to one
that of France. No traveller in the
two countries can fail to be struck with
the superior physique of the brawny
German soldiers and the undersized
and inferior-looking fighting material of
France. The more rapid and sturdier
growth of the Teuton as compared with
the Gaul is only the natural result of the
superior social morality of the Germans
from the time of Tacitus over their
Latin rivals. The increasing use of
absinthe brought from Algiers by the
French troops is sapping the strength of
the entire population.

Negation of Religion.

The chief cause of the decadence of
France, however, is its practical abne-
gation of religion. When the Rowman
Catholic Church was a dominant power
in France it was a bitter persecutor.
It inspired the Revocation of the
Edict of Nantes, the expulsion of the
Huguenots, the massacre of St. Barthol-
omew and the oppression of the Pro-
testants in the Cevennes. With the
Revolution both throne and altar were
overturned in the dust. Voltaire and the
cyclopeedists dipped their pens in gall,
““sapping a solemn creed with solemn
sneer.” The Christian Sabbath was
abolished, the name of our Lord was
obliterated from the calendar. A ** God-
dess of Reason” was enthroned in Notre
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Dame, on the tombs was written, ¢‘ Death
is an eternal sleep.”

Religion hns never regained control of
the French people. Education became
utterly secularized. Even under the
Republie, Paul Bert, the Minister of Edu-
cation, ordered the very name of God to
be expunged from all text-books and
even from translations of ¢ Robinson
Crusoe.” The Sabbath is the féte day
for army reviews, races, and regattas, as
it is in Spain for bull figchts. Few men
are found in the churches, and Sunday is
the gala-day at the theatres.

The madness of the Commune in 1872
was_but the recrudescence of the coarse
infidelity of the Reign of Terror. Small
wonder that the French Empire col-
lapsed like a house of cards before the
impact of the sturdy German legions.
Whatever faults he may have, the Teuton
is essentially a religious being, and has
been from the days of his worship of
Thor and Odin. The German sovereigns
have considered themselves vicegerents
of Almighty God. In State documents,
decrees, and proclamations, the sove-
reignty of the Most High is devoutly re-
cognized. The Reformation of Luther,
the reading of Luther’s German Bible
and the singing of Luther’s hymns have
given a moral earnestness to the German
people. Even Bismarck, the man of
‘“blood and iron,” devoutly acknow-
ledged God, and declared himself to be
His soldier and servant. Kaiser Wilhelm
1. and Frederick II. were profoundly
religious men, and the present Kaiser
regards himself as the spiritual as well as
malitary head of the empire. His very
pilarimage to Jerusalem possesses a
religious character.

ANGLO-SAXON SUPERIORITY.

Since the above was written we have
noticed a review in the Independent of a
recent book by a French author, Edwmond
Demolins, entitled *“Anglo-Saxon Super-
iority : to What it is Due.” This book
has reached in France its tenth edition.
It is a book on what Carlyle calls ‘‘the
dismal science” of political economy.
It is the best read book in France, and
touches French prideand ambition to the
very quick. The Independent says :

M. Demolins’ theme is the decadence
of France and the growing Anglo-Saxon
mastery of the world. He assumes the
fact and then provesit. He develops it,
expands it, illustrates it with a cruel
iteration of Angle-Saxon examples, shows
how it came about, what it has cost, and
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in what conditions it is sure to grow
worse and the whole world pass under
Anglo-Saxon dominion.

The book must be gall and wormwood
to a Frenchman. It makes them drinka
bowl spiced as no bowl ever was spiced
before that one patriotic Frenchman
offered to another. And yet they devour
it, twenty thousand copies in a ycar.
Never again let us wonder at the fas-
cination which the prophet Jeremiah had
for the people of Israel.

Yet the book is neither pessimistic nor
bitter. It leaves to France its great his-
tory, jts present power and civilization,
and the possibilities of the future. It
begins with an attack on the national
education, which M. Demolins asserts is
contrived to produce functionaries, while
the systems pursued in England and
America arc intended to form men.

In France officialism absorbs the atten-
tion and ambition of the young men, and
diverts them from the great industries,
vecupations and sources of wealth, while
militarisin un the one hand and socialism
on the other import elements of weak-
ness and failure into the state which ti:e
Anglo-Saxon countries have been far
better able to resist.

He broadens out the scope of his ideas
to bring the present Kaiser under five,
and winds up with the assertion that
France nced not concern itself aboat its
rivals acruss the Rhine. If William II.
guides the national education, militarism,
officialism and socialism will promptly
end all the expansive force Germany
acquired under the old system and is
apidly losing under the new.

Why is France falling behind? Why
is the Anglo-Saxon making himself
master of the world? These are the
questions which ring out on every page.
Answered in a thousand different ways
and illustrations, they all give the one
reply : It is because France brings up
her sons in the wrong way, does not
train them to right views of life, the
world and themselves, nor to front the
world with the whole power and resource
of & man.

The author contrasts the result of
Anglo-Saxon development in  North
America and of the Latin races in South
America. On the one side, a forward
motion of socicty and the greatest de-
velopment of agriculture, commerce and
industry ; on the other, society thrown
backward and plunged to grovel in a
monass of idle, unproductive town life,
and given up to officialism and political
revolutions. In the North we have the

vising of the future; in the South the
crumbling and decaying past.

Be it remembered that in this book it
is not accidents, externals, imperialism,
noranything artificial, theatrical or lucky,
that builds up a nation, but always it is
the hard, potent reality of power and
force, character, manly pluck and good
hard work that wins. The keynote of
the whole is character, as the master-
force in the world and the method on
which it is to be built up, and that
nations are constructed asindividuals are.

We note as one of the finest and most
beautiful points of the book its deep,
strong and pervasive cthical and even
religious toue.  *‘1 am no sceptic, but a
believer, attached to a positive form of
religion, with its dogmas, and to a
Church.”

The foilowing figures arc a significant
gauge of intelligence of ¢“ the man behind
the gun ™ in the nations. Russia's ignor-
ant masses will be left far behind in the
march of civilization : France spends $4
per capite ammually for its army and 70
cents for education ; England $3.72 for
war, 62 cents for education ; Prussia $2.04
war, 50 cents education ; Russia $2.04
war, 3 cents education ; Ttaly and Austria,
each, about $1.30 for war and 35 cents
for education. Switzerland spends 82
cents for itsarmy, 84 cents for its schools,
and the United States, before the Spanish-
American war, 30 cents for its army, and
$1.35 for its schouls. Edward Everett
says: “*Education is  better safeguard of

liberty than a standing army !

RescveEp rroyM THE TURKS.

Great Britain has a genius for colonial
government. The United States will,
doubtless, take a leaf out of the book of
the mother country in this respect. An
American missionary, Dr. George E.
Post, of Beyrout, writes thus on this
subject :

““The government of Cyprus is a model
which our new Porto Rico and Cuba ad-
ministrators might well imitate. A hun-
dred English soldiers represent the British
Empire. A very small number of civil ser-
vants conduct the various bureaus of ad-
ministration. But most of the governin
is done by natives. Nevertheless it is wel
done. Life and property are safe. A good
common school system, supported by the
people, has been introduced. A very effi-
cient constabulary has been organized. And,
best of all, a native legislature does the im-
portant work of nationalizing and popular-
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izing all these reforms. The result is amaz-
ing. Twenty years have transformed an
ill-governed Turkish province into a colony,
governed by its own people, on Anglo-Saxon
principles.  All classes of the population
are emphatic in their praise of the justice
and equity of the administration. . . Ilook
with complacency on the opportunity now
offered to our people to acquire similar
powers and virtues. 1 believe that the
necessity of governing distant dependencies
will do much to modify our civil service
usages, and introduce a higher tone into
public life.”

A similar result will, doubtless, follow
in Crete. The Turks are being bundled
out bag and baggage by the British
Admiral, and under a protectorate of the
powers the old historic island will under-
go a political and social regeneration.
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cartoon which is just now flooding all
England represents a ferocious bulldog
guarding the flag, with the motto, ¢ What
we have we'll hold,” and the Jingo jingle,
““We don’t want to fight, etc.”

All this is beneath the dignity of a
great nation. Its tendency is to stir up
evil passions at home and exasperate and
irritate the proud and sensitive French
people and to make it more difticult to
settle peaceably adifticult problem. Would
that ‘the teachings of the Golden Rule
would prevail on both sides of the chan-
nel.  ** Let all bitterness, and wrath, and
anger, and clamour, and evil speaking,
be put away from you, with all malice.”

The humourists are not slow to depict

BUT RECENTLY A SOBER
PROHIBITIONIST.

Mistsep PowER oF THE PrEss.

Bismarck had a profound convicrion of
the power of the press. Hemade use of
it largely himself, and declared that it
had brought on the three great warsin
Europe in which he was so conspicuous
an actor.  The Jingo press of the United
States did much to precipitate the
Spanish-American war. By an unusual
contrast the British press has heen much
more excited over the Fashoda affairs
than that of France. A cartoon in Punch
has become historic. It has been repro-
duced in the leading papers of the world.
A Chicago paper prints it with the state-
ment that it almost set Europe in a blaze.
Another cartoon in a London paper repre-
sents the Sirdar on his camel confronting
a pugnacious little French poodle and
saying, *‘ Now then, little dog, out of the
way or I shall be over you.” Another

NOW AN IMPASSIONED LOVER OF
STIMULANTS.

in caricature the changed relations of
Uncle Sam since his conquests in the
Antilles and the Philippines. The New
York Herald portrays him as transformed
from the long, lank, lean, hungry-looking
figure to which we are accustomed, to a
tremendously rotund individual who
brings down a heavily-loaded scale, and
subseribes to the certificate that ¢ after
four months use of the great humanitarian
expansion specific ”” he finds himself grow-
ing fatter and fatter. The New York
World takes a different view of the case.
Uncle Sam is receiving violent electric
shocks from a battery which he finds it
impossible to let go, labeled Philippine
Islands. The accompanying cartoon from
the Berlin ‘‘ Kladderadatsch” shows the
exhilarating effect upon a Monroe pro-
hibitionist of the Philippine and Cuban
wine.
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Tie New CRUSADER.

The visit of the Kaiser to Jerusalem sug-
gests, both by analogy and contrast, the
crusade of our English Lion Heart seven
hundred years ago. Both were young,
valorous, full of martial enthusiasm, but
Coeur de Lion fought his way through the
serried troops of Saladin, while Kaiser
Wilhelm is escorted by the effendi of the
Moslem power, against which all Chris-
tendom fought in the crusades.

Richard 1. capturcd by assault the same
port of Acre where the Kaiser was wel-
comed by Turkish guns. Richard tviled
over the stony hills, Willielm was borne
in a railway train. Richard wore his
shirt of iron mail, the Kaiser had forty
suits of uniform and was photographed
in each of them.

It is a strange spectacle, that of the

cloisters. Several very deep, and finely-
vaulted cisterns, with arches furty-eight
feet high, may be discerned through open-
ings in the ground, to which we threw
down stones to hear the ccho returned.
Paxt of the old church is incorperated in
the new structure. The massive tower
is the most conspicuous ohject in the
Holy City. TFor the imperial pilgrim a
new catriage-road was constructed up the
Mount of Olives, uver which the world's
Redeeer, meek and lowly, riding upon
an ass, made Ilis triumphal entry into
Jerusalem. One account states that the
city wall was broken down to give en-
trance to the imperial cavaleade. How
different the spirit of Godfrey de Bouillon,
the first Tatin king of Jerusalem, who
fell prostrate on his knees at sight of the
Holy City, and refused to be crowned

RUINS OF CHURCIH AND HOSPITAL OF KNIGHTS OF ST. JOIN,
JERUSALEM.
Site of new Church of the Redcemer,

Protestant Emperor the honoured guest
of the Great Assassin of the Bosphorus,
exchanging costly gifts and courtesies ;
and, under the protection of the direst
foe of Christendom, visiting the places
made sacred evermore by the life and
labours of our Lord. Upon the very site
of the church founded, tradition avers,
by Charlemagne, and eculuged by the
Christian Knights of St. John, the Em-
peror, on the anniversary of Luther's
nailing his thesis w the church door at
Wittenberg, dedicated the Church of the
Redeemer.

This sput we visited with intense in-
terest a few years ago.  The huspice was
a magnificent building, supported by 178
columnns and pillars.  Its ruins were ex-
ceedingly impressive. The open grass-
covered court is swrounded by lovely

with gold where his Saviour was crowned
with thorns.

A German editor has been condemned
for lese mujeste for comparing the dying
words of our Lord on Golgutha with those
of the war lord of Europe. It is fortunate
for the present writer that he is not a
German subject, but a free citizen of that
land where a man may speak the word he
thinks.

The political purpose of the Kaisor's
visit secms to be to obtain coneessions
for German colonization in Asia Minor.
In five years, it is said, a# German railway
will be running from  Cunstantinople
to the upper waters of the Euphrates.
An English writer predicts that Babylon
and Nineveh will become more magnifi-
cent than in their lordliest prime.  If so,
it will have to be under other than Otto-
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man rule. If the Kaiser can accomplish
in Turkey what Britain has done in India
it will be a gain tu civilization.

Tne KitcHENER BANQUET.

The favourite London method of hon-
ouring & hero is to give him a banquet,
make him a member of the Fishmongers’
Guild, and present him the freedom of
the city, whatever that means. At the
Kitchener banquet at Guild Hall the
City Clerk read a document setting forth
that certain citizens, one described as a
butcher, one as a barber, one as a sta-
tioner, had declared the General to be a
fit and appropriate person to be so
honoured. And why not? It was not
by knights and baronets that the battle
of Omdurman was won, but by hard-
headed Tommy Atkins and his kin from
Loamshire and the London slums.
Though Great Brituin is in one aspect
one of the oldest and proudest aris-
tocracies in the world, it is also one of the
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most democratic  communities.  The
makers of England have been the sons of
the svil who have shed their bluod and
left their bones on every foughten field
of English history.

JEW-BAITING.

The Jew-baiters of the Paris boule-
vards will find that it doesn’t pay to out-
rage and wrong even a humble member
of so great and powerful a community.
The wealthy Jews of Australia have al-
ready resolved to boycott the French
fashions and the Paris Exposition. In
Broadway, New York, are over a thou-
sand splendid shops and stores of Jewish
merchants. If they should stop their
purchases of Parisian jewellery and cost-
ly wares the boulevardiers would find
their Jew-baiting a rather serious game.
The Jewish bankers of London and Ham-
burg and Brussels and Paris could ser-
iously cripple the business of France in
either peace or war.

Religioas and Missiopary Intelligenee.

.

Tue MiniioNy DoLiar Fuxp.

The million dollar scheme may now be
considered as fairly launched. Several
of the Annual Conferences, and many of
the leading laymen and ministers of the
Methodist Church had already given it
their warm support before the meeting of
the General Conference. That Supreme
Court of the Church gave it its ofticial
sanction and strongest endorsation. Cer-
tain modifications of the plan were intro-
duced in order to secure widest popularity
and co-operation. The donors may select
any one of the different objects set before
the Church as that to which their givings
shall be appropriated. These objects are
as follows : First, higher education ; the
needs of our seven colleges, universities,
and theological institutions. Second,
missions, home and foreign. Third, su-
perannuation and supernumerary funds.
Fourth, local church debts.

It remains with the Annual Conferences
to devise the best means for reaching
every circuit, every appointment, and
every individual in the Connexion. Itis
not designed that this shall be a rich
man’s fund, made up of the subscriptions
of a few wealthy and generous friends.

It is rather to be the great thank-offering
of the entire Church. The humblest
member in the remotest hamlet, the
youngest child in our Sunday-school, may
have a share in this glorious work. It is
not that which costs us nothing, the mere
overtlowing of our cup of benefits, that
we should offer unto God, but something
that is baptized and consecrated with the
spirit of self-denial and self-sacrifice.
Only these can call down the richest
spiritual blessings. Let the motto of this
thank-offering be the words of Malachi,
¢ Bring ye all the tithes into the store-
house, that there may be meat in mine
house, and prove me now herewith, saith
the Lord of hosts, if I will not open you
the windows of heaven, and pour you out
a blessing, that there shall not be room
enough to receive it.” Thus may we ex-
pect a great wave of spiritual revival to
come upon us, which shall float the Church
on a high tide of religious prosperity
across the boundary of the twentieth cen-
tury.

But the opinion of the Confererce and
of the Executive Committee of this fund
was that the enthusiasm of its inception
should not be allowed tv wane during the
interval between now and the Annual



Religious Inftelligence.

Conferences, but that in gracivus purpose,
in high resolve, in systematic preparation
the beginning shall be made now. *‘Let
everyone lay by him in store as God has
prospered him,” -that he may be ready
when the appeal is made to give more
largely and liberally than if it were left
to the mere spur of the moment.

The General Treasurer, the Rev. Dr.
Potts, will be most happy to receive and
to banlk any contributions which genervus
donors may wish tosend. These shall be
duly credited to the Conference where
the donor resides.

A vigorous circular, signed by the
General Superintendent as chairman, and
Dr. Potts as secretary, closes as follows :

*With a General Board of fifty mem-
bers from among the prominent ministers
and laymen of our Connexion, divided
into sections covering all parts of our
work ; with the Annual Confercnces by
their own utterances already pledged to
the project; with all the worthy objects
of support spread out for individual
choice ; we have reason to believe that
the spirit which sought to oxpress its
gratitude to the Almighty Tather for
the glorious achievements of the Christian
era will find her~in such opportunity as
shall make the twentieth century of that
era rich above all former records of Chris-
tian deed.”

All subscriptions and communications
to be addressed to the Rev. John Potts,
D.D., General Secretary, Toronto.

The Rev. Hugh Price Hughes is sig-
nalizing his presidency of the Wesleyan
Couference by & series of religious con-
ventions in the principal centres of Meth-
odist influence in Great Britain, from
Cornwall to Cumberland. Their object
is to promote the spiritual life of the
people. A special hymn-book has been
prepared which is sold at the low price of
one penny. A fund is organized to aid
the poover local preachers and class-
leaders in attending these conventions
and providing them billets. In no way
can the end of the century be so glor-
iously signalized as by a sweeping revival
of religion throughout-the hosts of Meth-
odism. Nothing will so greatly aid the
raising of the million guineas in the Old
Land and the million dollars in the Do-
minion as such a vevival. A wmighty
baptism of the Spirit of God upon both
the pulpit and the pew would solve the
question of the preaching needed for the
times.

The great mission hall plan is effective
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in the larger Biitish citics, In London
Hugh Price Hughes and Mark Guy
Pearce have conducted a great West End
work. In Manchester the rallying place
is the Central Hall Mission. Into this
place all sorts and conditions of men are
gathered. One of the workers describes
his experience as follows: * On one re-
cent Sunday evening I spoke in the
prayer-meeting to a publican; an ex-
local preacher fallen through drink; a
theatre proprietor: an avowed sceptic,
a Greek scholar, who is now an earnest
seeker after truth; a pitman; and a
travelling notoriety secker, who is jour-
neying round the world, starting from
San Francisco, and receiving only such
food and lodging as ave offered him. He
\\'als amongst the Sunday afternoon cas-
uals.

Mr. H. T. Parke, a well-known Liberal
and Wesleyan of Withnell, North Lanca-
shire, has retired from business as a
cotton manufacturer, and has presented
£20,000 to be divided among old work-
people of twenty years’ standing. None
have received less than £60, several have
got £200, one £600, and two £1,000 each.

Rev. G. Watts, of Geelong, Australia,
who died recently in his cighty-third
year, was the second minister who went
to Victorin. He belonged to the Primi-
tive Methodist Church.

MEernopist UNION IN AUSTRALIA.

Australian Methodists have made grati-
fying progress toward unification, says
the Outlook. It has been already real-
ized in Queensland. In South and West
Australia it is to be accomplished next
year, when the first Conference of the
united bodies—Wesleyans, Primitive
Methodists, and Bible Christians—is to
be held at Adelaide in March. In the
other Australion colonies union is de-
layed by a variety of impediments, but it
believed that these are likely to be re-
moved in a few years at most.

Meraopist Episcorar CHURCH.

We present our congratulations to the
Methodist Episcopal Church of the United
States on the fact that the missionary
debt, the result of its very missionary
successes, has been wiped out. This
had grown to nearly two hundred thou-
sand dollars and, as all debts do, was
consuming with a voracious appetite many
thousands a year in interest. The Mis-
sivnary Conunittee, in session at the time
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of writing, will sing a Jubilate and make
its arrangements for entering the wide
opening doors of the mew century with
gladness of heart.

The last number of the Christian Ad-
vocate gave a comprehensive survey of
the mission field, with inspiring reports
from every quarter of the globe.

Tre Twexty MirtioN Dornar Fuxp.

The bishops during their meeting at
Springfield, Mass., took action that must
inspive the Church as the blast of a bugle
inspires soldiers in battle. They decided
that the best way for the Church to com-
memorate the opening of the twentieth
century was by a special contribution of
twenty million dollars, to be known as
the ‘‘Twentieth Century Memorial Fund.”
They ask the Church for this amount asa
thank-offering to God for His blessings
upon the Methodist Ipiscopal Church
throughout its history. They recom-
mend that $10,000,000 of the fund be
devoted to the erection of buildings and
to endowments for educational insti-
tutions, and that $10,000,000 be de-
voted to the general benevolent objects
of the Church, the payment of church
debts, founding of hospitals, ete. This
is the largest sum ever asked for in the
history of the Christian Church. What
an heroic movement of Methodism on
both sides Hf the sea.—Northwestern.

MEerHODISM AND MISSIONS.

The Churchman has been collecting
statistics of mission work, both foreign
and domestic, of some of the princival
denominations in the United States for
the special purpose of noting the position
taken bytheProtestant Episcopal Church.
It finds that during the past year the
lorgest amount for foreign missions was
given by the Methodist Episcopal Church
—8§977,491. Next come the Presby-
terian Church with $899,387; the Bap-
tists with §782,474; the Congregation-
alists with §643,283, and the Episcopal
Church with $283,121. In total con-
tributions for all purposes the Methodists
again lead with $16,769,064 ; then come
the Presbyterians with $13,298,011 ; the
Episcopalians, $12,751,181; Baptists,
$12,036,315, and Congregationalists,
§9,089,142. If we look at the percent-
ages for foreign missions the Congre-
gationalists show 7.08, or §1.03 per com-
municant ; the Presbyterians, 6.76, or
94 cents per communicant; the Bap-
tists, 6.5, or 80 cents per communicant ;
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the Methodists, 5.83, or 34 cents per
communicant ; and the Episcopalians,
2.22, or 44 cents per communicant. On
the foreign field the Methodists lead with
the number of workers—=5,662 ; the Bap-
tists follow closely with 5,001 ; then the
Congregationalists, 2,956 ; Presbyterians,
1,776 ; Episcopalians, 413. In commu-
nicants the Baptists lead with 208,527,
and the Methodists have 169,629, these
two, however, including work in North-
ern Burope. The Congregationalists
have 44,606; Presbyterians, 34,600 ;
Episcopalians, 4,074, In the home ficld
in contributions the Presbyterians lead
off with §702,403 ; then come the Meth-
odists with $649,953 ; Congregationalists,
$592,227 ; Baptists, $516,144, and the
Episcopalians, $402,038.

We are glad to note that our own
Missionary Qutlook is to be enlarged in
size one-half, and is to continue the joint
organ of the Woman’s and General Mis-
sionary Society. In the last number the
Missionary Secretary makes an urgent
appeal for wiping out the missionary debt
of 816,000 and for contributing a round
quarter of a million from collections to
the Missionary Fund. Canadian Meth-
odists are giving as much per head as any
Church in the world, with the exception,
we think, of the Moravian Brethren.
Let us try and measure up to the de-
votion and consecration of that intensely
missionary Church.

We give a cordial welcrme to the
Canadian Epworth Era, the new Ep-
worth League paper to be issued under
the editorship of the very successfal
League Secretary, the Rev. A. C. Crews.
This, we are confident, will be an admir-
able medium of intercommunication be-
tween our young people’s societies. Let
the Leagues take hold of it with vigour
and make it the success it dessrves to be.

Dr. WirLiaM COCHRANE.

The death of the late Dr. William
Cochrane, of Brantford, is a loss not
only to the Preshyterian Church but to
all the Churches. He was one of the
most indefatigable Christian workers in
the Dominion. For thirty-six years he
had charge of one of the most important
congregations in Ontario. It was said of
him that he weighed only ninety-five
pounds, ninety pounds of which was
backbone. The precise avoirdupois is
unimportant. He was like Browning’s
hero, ‘‘ever a fighter” against all sin
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and the Man of Sin.  He was busy alike
with tongue and pen, in the pulpit and
on the platform. He died in the harness,
and “‘ceased at once to work and live.”
But his memory is an abiding heritage to
our common Canadian Christianity.

RiTuanisy 1N ENGLAND.

The Rev. Thomas Bowman Stephenson,
LL.D., writes thus in the Christian Advo-
cate on the growth of Ritualism in Eng-
land :

“There is great and deep feeling in
England at present respecting the Rom-
anizing tendencies of the Church of Eng-
land.  Mr. Kensit, a publisher, has
forced the subject into prominence by
protesting aloud in some of the chwrches
in which Romanist practices have been
carried farthest. He has also formed a
body of itinerant evangelists, whom he
calls ¢ Wyclifte preachers,” who are to go
through the country rousing the Pro-
testant feelmg.  In the last days of the
Parliamentary session a good deal of de-
bate occurred on this subject, in the
course of which Sir William Harcourt,
who at present leads the Liberal Party,
took an attitude of strong opposition to
the Romanizing clergy.

“In one church recently was held a
service called the ¢veneration of the
cross,” in which a huge cross was brought
into the chancel by the clergyman and
his assistants, with all sorts of genufiec-
tions, and the people were invited to
come forward and kiss it, which many
did! Worst of all, confession to the
priest is being pressed upon the people
by clericil authority; and the reservation
of the bread is being practised, though in
the teeth of the regulations of the Prayer
Bouk. The bread of the sacrament, -
stead of being consumed at the time, is
after ¢ consecration’ put away upon the
‘altar,’ in imitation of the Romish prac-
tice of keeping the wafer in a ‘won-
strance,’” and exhibiting it from time to
time to the congregation. All this, of
course, is to bring back the doctrine of
transubstantiation, in effect if not in
very phrase. Most of the bishops sym-
pathize with the high ecelesiastical move-
ment, and the others are Broad Church-
men, whose first principle is to maintain
the ‘comprehensiveness’ of ‘the Church.’
The net result is that the priestly party
will be allowed to do practically any-
thing they please, if only it is not out-
rageous enough to rouse national indig-
nation.  Altogether, the outlook for
Protestantism In the Church of England
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is not bright. The fact is, that the
Episcopal Chureh, which was onee the
bulwark against Rome, has become the
bridge to Rome.”
Tie Macazizg axp Review ror 1899.
We expected that the stovy of ¢ Rhoda
Roberts ” would have reached its con-
clusion before this date. It has been
found, however, impossible to get it all
in the numbcrs for the current year. Tt
will end in the January number of 1899.
The arrangements are not y&t complete
for the serial by the Rev. Charles M.
Sheldon, so no positive announcement
can be made. We expect, however, to
present a story from his vigorous pen.
We hope that every reader of this
magazine will promptly renew his sub-
seription and will try to send us one or
mere additional names. Remember the
special offer of the Novemher and De-
cember numbers free to all new sub-
scribers.  The arrangements for our
twenty-fifth year are, we think, the most
comprehensive and satisfactory we have
ever made, Let us end the century with
a largely inereased circulation list and
greatly improved MacaziNe axp REVIEW.
Our ideal is to furnish household reading
that shall give a spiritual inspiration and
uplift, that shall strengthen for duty,
instruct in righteousness and help to
build noble lives, that shall greatly help
the promotion of whatsoever things ave
true, whatsoever things are honest, what-
soever things are just, whatsoever things
are purve, whatsoever things are lovely,
whatsoever things are of good report.

ITEMS.

It was Rev. Robert Eaglen, a Primitive
Methodist minister at Colchester, who
preached the sermon at Colehester which
led to the conversion of Mr. Spurgeon.

The Bishop of Ripon applied to Rev.
Hugh Price Hughes for information as to
the number of laymen employed in the
Wesleyan Church dirveetly in  spiritual
work. The number, it is believed, is not
less than 250,000, and seventy-five per
cent. of Methodist pulpits are occupied
every Sunday by laywmen.

A great farewell meeting for outgoing
missionaries was held at Wesley’s Chapel,
London, on September 23rd. Dr. Rigg,
who presided, pronounced it the greatest
public meeting in the history of missions
m his time, saying that he “never saw a
meeting . . . representative of such
depths of conviction, such breadth of
sympachy, such proved and tested zeal
and love.”
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Upper Cunada  Sketehes. By THoMAs
Coxaxr.  With illu trations, portraits
and map.  Methodist Book Rooms,
Toronto, Montreal ind Halifax. Pp.
243, Price, $3.50.

This is the handsomest piece of book-
making which has issued from the Meth-
odist Publishing House. The thick
cream-laid paper, wide mugin, gilt top
and coloured lithographs make this in-
deed an edilion de luwce. Mr. Thomas
Conant has been before the country for
many years as a public-spirited citizen,
an extensive traveller, and a vigorous
writer. Coming of good old U. E. Loy-
alist stock, he was brought up in sym-
pathy with Canadian institutions and
Canadian pioneer life.  *“I have sought,”
he says, ¢ to present glimpses of the rude,
free life that obtained in the earlier years
of settlement, while at the same time
depictr, £ some phases of life in Canada
as seen at the present day.” He testi-
fies to the remarkable change in the
social habits of the people, especially in
its drinking customs. He gives statistics
for showing that the people of Canada
raise about three dollars per head per
annum for religious purposes, and five
dollars per head per annum for life in-
surance for the protection of widows and
orphans. ¢ Verily,” he says. ‘“ there is
1n0 more generous pevple un this globe.”
The incidents and adventures of the
War of 1812, of the Rebellion and of the
Fenian raids, give a very stirring char-
acter to several chapters of this book.
The twenty-seven expensive chromo.
lithographs are a marked feature of the
volume.

Biblical dApocalyptics. A Study of the
Most Notable Revelations of God and of
Christ in the Canonical Seriptures. By
Mirtox S. Terry, D.D. New York :
Eaton & Mains. Toronto : William
Briggs. Svo. Pp. 513. Price, £3.00.

Dr. Terry has added to the many
obligations under which he has laid the
Christian Church by his previous vol-
umes still another by this masterly trea-
tisc on “*Biblical Apocalyptics.” He re-
cognizes at the very outset what a many-
sided book the Bible is. He rebukes the
cne-sided and misleading trend of thought

which has furnished oceasion for all
manner of vagaries and Biblical inter-
pretation.  He takes up the principal
revelations of God to mankind from the
apocalypse of creation to that of St.
ohn,

Dr. Terry is not the least alarmed at
the freest and most rvadieal cviticism of
the sources of the hooks of the Bible.
*God,” he says, ** will smite that whited
wall of a Protestantism which boasts its
encouragement of a fee and fearless
searching of the Script...es, and yet dis-
honours its throne of judgment by im-
posing stripes on the truth-loving disciple
of Jesus, who studies with all diligence
to présent himself approved unto God
and to handle aright the Word of truth.”

We have placed this book in the hands
of Chancellor Burwash for a more full
and adequate treatment than time or
space will here permit.

The Wondexful Century. Its Snccesses
and Its Failures. By ALFRED RUSSELL
WarLace. Toronto: George N. Mo-
rang ; William Briggs. Price, £2.00.°
The most marked note in the history

of the present century is its scientific
progress. No man living is better qual-
ified for recording that progress than the
distinguished scientist, Alfred Russell
Wallace. This bouk, however, is not so
much a history of the century in science,
as an appreciation of its achievements
and failures. Mr. Wallace dwells even
more upon the failures of our civilization
than on its achievements. We regard
this book as one of the most important
issues of the year.

The author discusses the achievements
in the modes of travelling, labour-saving
muchinery, the conveyance of thought,
new applications of light, discoveries in
physics and chemistry, new astronomical
and cosmic theories, discoveries in phy-
siology.  Among the failures he notes
the neglect of phrenology, of psychical
research. He denounces vaccination as a
delusion and its enforcement as a crime.
He brands militarism as the curse of
civilization, and denounces the demon of
greed and plunder of the earth. In our
next number will appear a comprehen-
sive review of this volume from the pen
of the Rev. Dr. Blackstock.
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Alfred Tennyson. Poems and Dramas.
Cambridge Edition.  Octavo. Boston:
Houghton, Mifilin. & Co.  Toronto :
William Brigus. Price, $2.00.

g1

It is a great advantage to have the
complete works of a favourite author in
a single, well-indexed  volume.  This
makes it much more convenient to verify
a quotation or turn to a favourite poem
than to have to ransack half a dozen
volumes. The Cambridge Tennyson is
the uniform style, with the standard
aditions of Longfellow, Lowell, Whittier,
Holmes, Browning and Burns, issued by
the saune house. * The editor is Dr. W. J.
Rolfe.  He furnishes a coneise bio-
araphy, chronological bibliography and
cighty pages of notes and illustrations
which, with his brief introductions, add
greatly to the value of the beok. &
hundred or more carlier peems are in-
cluded in this which are omitted from
the English editions. Even those who
have more costly and many-volumed
editiens will find this one, we judge, in-
dispensable for frequent use.  We know
no better apparatus for the study of
Tennyson than this annotated edition.

Missions and Polities in Asia.  Studies
of the Spirit of the Eustern Peoples,
the Present Making of History in Asia,
«nd the Part Therein of Christian Mis-
sions. By Rosert K. Svezw. To-
ronto : Tleming H. Revell Co.;  Wil-
liam Briggs. Price, 81.00.

This is not so much a narrative of
missionary adventure as a philosophical
study of the mission field, its difficulties
and dangers, its problems and its possi-
bilitis.  Great as these difficulties are
among the Buddhist and pagan nations
they are greater still among the Muslems.
The writer declures the Turkish govern-
ment is evil and corrupt and ought to be
brought to an end. Stamboul has become
an asylum for the rascality of the East
and West alike.  Professor Freewan
asserts that the Twrk is an alien and
barbarian. His rule has been one of
crueity, faithlessness and bratal lust.
It has not been government, but organ-
ized brigandage. While other nations
get hetter and better the Turk gets
worse.” The whole chapter on Southern
Asia is a tremendous indictment of Turk-
ish rule. The chapters on China and
Japan will be of special interest to our
readers on account of our missionary
operations in these two countries.

Converse With the King. Scripture Se-
lections for Each Day of the Year,
Arranged Lopically. By Ruv. W, H.
Portrer, M. A, Methodist Book Rooms,
Toronto, Montreal, and Halifax. Price,
£1.00.

We are glad to note the increase of
hooks of a devotional character—helps to
the growth of religion in the soul.  Amid
the flood of frivolous reading it is grati-
fying to note that the Word of God
never had so wmany and such carnest
students as to-day. The scope of this
book is described on its title page, ¢ 1ts
purpose is not to supersede Bible study,
but to entice to it; to give to weary
toilers in their spare moments the results
of days and weeks of labour; to supply
prepared food for hungry souls, ready
help for private devotion, family worship
and public service, and especially to aid
young people; to provide also a ready
hand-book  for ministers and students.”
The book is strongly endorsed hy our
own Dr. Potts, Dr. Thomas, and the late
Dr. Cochrane. The author clinches the
teachings of the selection for each day by
an appropriate verse. Most of these
verses give evidence of his own high
poetic talent.

Corean Skefches. By Rev. James S.
Gare, B.A.  Tovonto: Fleming H.
Revell Company ; William Briggs.
$1.00.

This book has special interest to Can-
adian readers from the fact that Mr. Gale
we may consider & Canadian missionary.
He received his training at Toronto
University, and well sustains the repu-
tation of Canada in the foreign field. He
has spent several years in what was till
recently the hermit nation. His descrip-
tions are full of life and lucal colouring,
with a strong vein of humour. He has
keen sympathy with the people of Corea,
and gives them generous praise and in-
telligent criticism.  The pictures and de-
scriptions of punishments in Corea make
us feel that the dark places of the earth
are full of the habitations of cruclty.

The Blindman’s Warld, and Other Stories.
By Eowarp Beinamy. With a pre-
fatory sketch by W. D. HowkgLis.
Boston: Houghton, Mifilin and Co.
Toronto: William Briggs. Pp. 415.
Price, §1.50.

With the death of Edward Bellamy
one of the most earnest-souled of Amer-




576

ican writers has pussed away. He wrote
not merely to amuse, but to inspire. We
have heard his ‘¢ Looking Backward ”
strongly commended from the pulpit by
Bishop Vincent. In this volume he is
the subject of a thoughtful essay by W.
D. Howells. His social theory we think
was defective in that he dwelt too much
on the material benefits of the higher
civilization of the future, not on its
moral and spiritual uplift. This book
contains a series of stories in lighter
vein,  *“The Blindman’s World” de-
scribes the advanced civilization of the
planet Mars, with its lessons for the
planet Earth. The sketches have all the
author's well-known charm, but are of
rather light material.

The Puritans. By ArRLO BaTEs. Boston :
Houghton, Mifflin & Co. Toronto :
William Briggs. Price, $1.50.

This is not, as its name might lead one
to expect, a story of the grim old Pilgrim
Fathers, the makers of New England,
who, with Bible and flint-lock, fought the
savages and laid the foundations of em-
pire. It is rather an account of the Bos-
ton Brahmin caste of to-day. It brings
on the scenes some very marked types of
the modern Athens, which like the an-
cient ¢ Mother of Arts and Eloquence,”
gives such generous reception to everynew
““ism” and “‘ology” of the times. In this
intellectual centre there are, we judge,
wore religious eranks and crooks, more
seckers after new gods, than in any other
city in Christendom. We have sharply-
etched vignettes of two ascetic young
Episcopal clergymen, of some Theosophic
teachers of Oriental mysteries, of some
high priests of the spiritualistic fraud,
and of other types of the latest ¢ Yankee

Methodist Muguzine and Review.

notions ” in religion. Wa do not think
the new Puritans any improvement on
the old ones.

The literary quality of the book is, like~
all the author’s work, of a superior char-
acter. The titles of the thirty-seven
chapters of this book are all Shake-
spearean phrases.

T'he Buttle of the Strong. 4 Romdance of
Tiwco Kingdoms. By GiLBert PARKER.
Toronto : The Copp, Clark Co., Lim-
ited ; William Briggs. Price, $1.25.

This latest is also, we judge, the best
of the books of this distinguished Can-
adian author. Its scene is placed chiefly
in that curious dependency of Great
Britain, the island of Jersey, more French
than English. Its people claim that they
were never conquered, but that they still
retain their old Norman laws and privi-
leges. The book has an historic foundation
in thé invasion of Jersey and in some of
the lurid scenes of the French Revolution.
It has had the distinetion of running in
serial form through two leading period-
icals, the American and English Atluntic
Monthly, and Good Words magazine, and
in the latter was very sumptuously illus-
trated.

The Red Axe. By 8. R. Crockerr. With
Tlustrations by Fraxk RicHarps. To-
ronto : The Copp, Clartk Co. William
Briggs. Price, $1.50.

In this book the author leaves his
native heath for a German robber
stronghold of three hundred years ago.
It is a grim and dour tale of feudal op-
pression and fierce fightirg, relieved by a
tender vein of pathos and romance. It
has all the vivid description and stivring
adventure for which the author is famed.

WATCH

NIGHT.

With prayer and song we wait to hear
‘The solemn midnight bell at last :

When the dim shadows of the year
Forever fade into the Past.

Nigit watchers at Life’s midnight drear
With chaunt and vigil also wait

The bell that none but they shall hear,
Aund Slecp’s last message to forget.

Alas, and we who watch to-night
The old year pass where all have fled,
Shall watch ere long the paling light
When Life is measured with the dead!

So somewhere amid circling stars,

A shining group with looks sublime,
Gaze calimly down the universe

And calmly wait the end of Time.

—Eza H. Staford, M.D.
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Fllustrated Hrticles.

The Romance of Architecture.

Impressions of a Visit to Japan. REev. Dr. Caryas.

Arctic Exploration, Miss E. SaxprRrsox,
The Near East. Miss Dora M. Joxks.
Scientific Farming in Canada.

The Home Life of Martin Luther.
Among the Philippinos.

A Great Canadian Industry—Lumbering,
The Danish Royal Household.

Homes and Haunts of Luther,

Sunny Days in Spain.

Auld Reekie and Its Memories.

The Ministry of Art.

The Swabians and their Country.

In the Balearics.

Sidelights in Servia,

China in Transition,

More “Keys of Empire.”

0Old English Boroughs—Bristol and Bath.

Warwick : Its Countess and Tenant—Joseph Arch.

In Shakespeare’s Country.
Pictures of Old Roman Life.
Everyday-Life in Palestine.
Peasant Life in Holland.
Albert Durer and His Work.
Holbein’s Dance of Death.

Serial and Short Stovies.

A Princess in Calico. Euvitu F. Brack.

Dinna Forget Spurzeon. IiN MACLAREN.

bicre Sailor Yarns. Rev. J. G. ASGwyN.

Cumberland Sketches. Rev. J. V. Swrrm.

B:yond the Rockies. REv. A. Browxing.

Also 8ho:t Stories by such Popular Writers as Euva
E. HorNIBROOR, MaRY 5. DaNikLs, Woop Switn, S.
L. Uxprrwoop, MaRk Guy Pearsg, J. HysLor BELL,
Erc., Erc.

VWV

Social and Religious Topics.

Sidelichts on Methodism. Rev. Dr, LATHERN,

The Church and the Workingmen. Rev. Dr.
SUTHERLAND,

Anglo-Saxon Brotherhood. Dr. Hueu Jonsstos.
The Bible Teaching on the Millennium. Rev.
Dr. Brrwasil, Chancellor Victoria University.

The Idyll of Bethany. Rev. Dr. Rosk.
More Hymns and Hymn-writers. Rev. Dr. LausrLy.
Is The World Growing Worse? Rekv. DR, DEwART.

Woman's Part in Temperance Reform. Mgs. M,
R. THORNLEY,

Among the Toilers of the Deep. D:x. W. T. GRENFELL.

Dickens and the New Education—Squeers, Thwac-
kum and Blimber. James L. HueHEs.

Our Girls and Higher Education.

Collogquies on Preaching. Caxox TweLLs.

An Experiment in Altruism. Jas. L. Hcenes.
(IMustrated.)

Bishop Vincent and His Educational Work.
(Iustrated.)

After the Plebiscite. F. S. Spexce.

The New Woman and the True Woman. Rev.
Pror. REYNAR, LL.D.
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British Statesman Series
Lord Salisbury. Rev. J. C. SEYMOUR.

Lord Beaconsfield. Rrv. W. H. Apawus,
Lord John Russell.

Lord Wolseley. Rev. W.
B.D., Columbia College.

Lord Derby. R. E. HoLLoway, B.A., Methodist
College, St. John’s, Newfoundland.
Sir Robert Peel.

Chaucer, the Father of English Poetry, and His
Tercentenary. Pror. CLark, Trinity University.

J. SieprELL, B.A,,

John Wesley—An Appreciation. Deax Farrar.

Personal Recollections of Queen Margherita of
Italy. Mrs. M. E. LaUDER.

William Tyndale. Rev. WiLLIAM TINDALL.

Wolfe, the Conqueror of Quebec. Rev. Dr.

GRIrFiTH, Quebec,

Johann Tauler, the Mystic of Strassburg. ReEv.
Pror. WaLLAck, Victoria University.

“Wallace Wight.” Rev. Joux MAcLEAN, Pu.D.

Andrew Hofer, the Tyrolese Patriot. Rev. H. H.
FalraLL.

Secret History of Prince Bismarck. EbpiTor.
Thomas Chalmers. Rev. A. W. NicoLsox,
‘Whittier and His Poetry.

Hugh Miller. Rev. A. W. NicoLsox,

The Emperor Francis Joseph of Austria.
J. C. SEYMOUR,

Rev.

SPANISH PEABANT,
Tllustrating *“ Sunny Days in Spain.”

Goive To CHURCH,
Tilustrating ** Peasant Life in Holland,”

Missionary Articles.
MANY OF THEM ILLUSTRATED.

An Ancient Mission, the Nestorian Church in
India. Rev. W, I Suaw, Principal Theological
College, Montreal.

Grifith John and Missionary Work in China.
Rev. Di. Dyer, Albert College, Belleville,

Bishop Heber. Rev. R. I. WarxEr, M.A., Alma Col.

David Brainerd.

Child Widows in India. D. L. WooLMERr.

Women and Missions. Rev. Dr. Gracky.

““Go Tell.” The Adventures of a Medical Mis-
sionary.

Mission Life and Work in Egypt. Mss. S, Wriont.

Zenana Wcrk in India. Miss H. E. WooDSWORTH.
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Popular Science HArticles.

MANY OF THEM ILLUSTRATED.

Invisible Light. C. 1L CuaxT, M.A,, Toronto Univ,
Recent Astronomical Discoveries. Tios. Lixpsav.
Michael Faraday and His Work. II. Boxs.
With the S8ponge Fishers.

The New Astronomy. W. Hveeiss, LI.D.

A Theory of the Nebul®. Dr. DiLLINGER.

The Waves that Come from Outer Space. Pror.
JOBN TROWBRIDGE.

Balloon Post During the Siege of Paris.
Also Current Notes on Popular Science.

The departments of the WoRLD'S PROGRESS, CURRENT
THouGHT, RECENT SCIENCE, NEW Books, RELGloUS IN-
TELLIGENCE and EpiToriAL CoMMENT will be maintained
and develsped.

Important contributions will also be made by Rev.
Prixcipal Caves, of Rnox College, by representatives
of all the Methodist colleges in the Dominion, and by
other leading Canadian and foreign writers,
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Have the pleasure to announce that
they have secured the Canadian
Agency for the wonderful

STELLA
MUSIC BOXES

The Stella Boxes are unequalled for
SWEETNESS,
HARMONY AND

Q VOLUME OF TONE
fl\:’ gﬁgisr STELL A Qf}i‘&? And have smooth metallic tune

sheets p aying thousands of tunes.
éHE STELLA NUSIC BOX plays any munber

of tunes by means of metallic tune sheets,
. ~ L. .. ) In stock for Xmas trade a large as-
) without pins or proJectlonvs. It is l.]u, ()l.ll,\ gortment of beautiful instruments.
music box capable of rendering music with Correspondence solicited. Catalogues
expression, and compares favorably with the mailed to any address.
piano in quality of tone. No home should be

without one. Do not buy a Music Box before Agents appointed.

hvax:ieﬂffrilaf:lcl;;:e and List of Tunes. iGﬂ“rlaLl’ w‘"lﬁr & leam‘ng

18 Yonge St., Toronto.

Rocky Mountain e e chicgo

Denver, Colorado Springs

Limited/* and Manitou.
“GREAT ROCK ISLAND ROUTE”

Entire New Equipment—Library Buffet Smokers, Chair Cars, Pullman Sleepers and
Improved Dining Cars.  Wide Vestibule Train throughout, built expressly for
this service.

Best Train Between

CHICAGO and COLORADO

Leaves Chicago 4.30 P.M., arrives Denver and Colorado Springs 8 P. M. the
following day.

Only One Night on the Road

Handsome Descriptive Book ‘“ MANITOU AND THE MOUNTAINS” sent free on
application.

Address : JOHN SEBASTIAN, G. P. A, C. R. L. & P. R’y, CHICAGO.
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JAS. H. ROGERS

MOVED FROM COR. KING & CHURCH STS. 84 Yonge Street, TORONTO
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o % SHOES THAT FIT e+

NANAS A ANNANN

":
HAT a pleasure and comfort to the wearer. How much §
easter it is to walk. How much better your feet look.
How much longer your shozs wear. Perhaps you know our
reputation for foot-fitting —if not, permit us to fit you as we
know how to do, and you will have happy feet. :
3

@
§ H. & C. BLACHFORD,

: Practical Shoe Fitters
1‘114 Yonge Street, aae TORONTO.
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GAS FIXTURES
COMBINATION FIXTURES
ELECTRIC FIXTURES

For Lighting Churches, Halls and other Public
Buildings, Dwellings, Etc., are Designed
and Manufactured by us.

Lonz Experience, Ample Facilities, and Careful
Attention, guarantee our customers first-class work at prices
away below the market.

Write or call on us before placing orders for these goods.
It will pay you.

The Keith & Fitzsimons Co.

(LIMITED)
111 King 3St.reet’, Woest, - . - - - TORONTO, ONT.
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Beadauarters Tor = Sationery and Office Supplies

Account Books. 1 aceortment. all descring

Full assortment, all descriptions.

Bookbinding. Every style.
Leather Goods.

Agents for WIRT FOUNTAIN PEN. ““ Get the best.” CALIGRAPH TYPEWRITER. ‘‘Stands at
the head.” EDISON MIMEOGRAPH. ¢ Perfect Duplicator.”

THE BROWN BROS., umen

STATIONERS, BOOKBINDERS.

Moderate prices.

Great variety, unsurpassed, close prices.

Manufacturers of Account Books, Leather Goods, Etc.

64-68 King St. East. - - TORONTO.

Established 1856
—
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e BENNETT & WRIGHT Co.'§

(Limited) OF TORONTO g

Beating Engineers and Sanitary Plumbers

UR SHOW ROOMS are now fitted with the latest and ~
Sanitary Specialties, showing complete Bathrooms
in various styles. Inspection Invited.

GAS and ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES in Great Variety
72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.

The Perfect Mucllage
and Paste Bottle_,_, .,

. - MADE OF PURE ALUMINU®S

3 18]
Has a Water Reservoirand Vapgur Chamber, | 00 E
keeping whole interior atmosphere conammh | = E RA==H
moist, preventing dryin dg up or clogging. A | DD LT
great success. Adopted for use by the Do- ! > {J: B
minion Government. ! RN R _
Price, 50 cents, Postpaid. | BANK,0 OURT HO AND ¢

WILLIAM nmccs? Wesley Buildings, 10RONTO. | ". .'- A SENDMRCATALQQ\"
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NEW INDIA PAPER EDITION

Methodist Hymn Book

v

A

The popularity of this edition as a Holiday Present is evident from the
numbers sold last year. Printed on the celebrated Oxford India Paper,
and in Oxford bindings. Small in size, of good clear type, and very light.

24MO, BREVIER 1YPE,

1 FOR a thousand tongues to sing
My great Redeemer’s praise,
SIZE, 5% x 3}/ X 5 Inches.
46A. Roan, limp, red under gold edges, - - - - - $1725
17A. Egyptian Seal, yapp, red under gold edges, rourd cor-
ners, leather lined, - - 150

48A. Persian Moroceo, yapp, r/g. r/e, silk séwn. ]cnliner 1}1)0(], 175
19A. Calf, limp, solid /g, r/c, silk sewn, - - - - - 2 50

18MO, SMALL PICA TYPE,
1 FOR a thousand tongues to sing
My great Redeemer’s praise,
SIZE, 6{ x 4% X % Inches.

50A.  Egyptian Seal, yapped, r/g, r/c, leather lined, - - 821
LA, Calf limp, solid, r/g, r/e, silk sewn, - - - - - 325
52A. Levant Morocco, yapped, calf lined, r/g, v/c, silk sewn, 4 0y
12MO, OR OLD PEOPLE'S S1ZE, PICA TYPE.
1 THE thing my God doth hate
That T no more may do,
BIZE, 7} x 5% X $ Inches.
33A. Egyptian Seal, yapp. /g, r/c. leather lined, - - . $3 00
54A. Persian Moroceo, yapp, r/g, ¢, silksewn, leather lined, 3 50

DWELLERS IN (FJOTHAM

ANAANANAS ) N

By ANNAN DALE.

A Vivid Story of New York's Social, Commercial and Religious Life.

The three phases of the temptation of Christ —the appeal to hunger,

to pride, and to ambition-—-are shown to be in the life of all men, some

CLOTH, vielding, some overcoming.  The book discusses throngh its characters
the most important questions of the day. Hugh Dunbar, a reverend

POSTPAID, radical, introduces the reader to East Side and tenement life : Dr. Disney,
a popular physician, to life up town; Keen & Sharp to the brokers of

$1.25. Wall Street: while Silas Smithers takes him to Trades' Unjon Meetings
I\Ileu'l»:1 Brompton, the banker, is a study in himself, and so is the Rev. Dr.
Bland.

We Pay Postage.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - - - 29 to 33 Ricumoxn St. West, TORONTO.
C. W, COATES, 2176 St. Catherine St., Montreal. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax.
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EACH 5§ CENTS

The Master’s Voice.
Thoughts of Peace.

The Pilgrim Path.

Days of Praise.

The Never Failing Word.
Heart Thoughts.

Off We Go.

Abide With Moe.

. There is a Fountain,

7 My Faith Looks up to Thee.
&?ﬁ IKnow that My Redeemer Liveth
.. Guide Me, O Thou Great Jehovah
d\ W an Happy Things for Thee.

Thy Will be Done.

e[g&“
S

N

W

Text Book.

: K ‘Words of Comfort.

By C. Murray.

Art Thou Weary.

Watch and Pray. A Text Book
By H. M. Burnside.

\ With All Good Wishes.
\‘ Onward, Christian Soldiers

the Young. By Isaac Watts,

Christmas Messengers.

With Kind Thoughts.

My Message.

Jesu, Lover of My Soul.

Peace, Be 8till.

Happy Days.

The Christmas Anthems of the
Chime.

Christmas Greeting.
Poace On Earth. Text Book for

Blessings Bestowed. .Text Book.
The Hundredth Psalm.

Our Blest Redeemer.

Rays of Light. Text Book.
Glory to Thee.

In Days of Old.

Puppydom.

Under the Mistletoe.

EACH 8 CENTS

The Christmas Berry.

At Dawn of the Day.

Rays of Sunlight.

Jesus, Lover of My Soul

Words of Promise. Text Book.
By F. R. Havergal.

The Master's Reward.

Sweet Childhood.

For Owld Accquaintance.

The Psalm of Life.

The Day is Done.

EACH 10 CcENTS

Sweet Childhood.

The Red Cross Knight.

The Merry Christmas Bells.
Hearty Good Wishes.
Early Days.

EACH 15 CENTS

The Christmas Log.

He Careth for You.

Bright Leaves and Ruddy Berries
Daria.

Recompense and other Poems.
Trust Him

EACH 20 CENTS

Neath Christmas Snow.
A Merry Visitor.
Yule-Tide Pleasures.
S8weet, Sweet Home.

i‘&’;i‘z“fﬁ;’“‘;’{‘ff;m Angels Sing
Sunday X
School
Superintendents

existing Library.

logues and prices.

T WILL DOUBTLESS OCCUR to you that the Christmas
occasion is a good time to make the school a gift of a new
Library, or, at any rate, a substantial supplement to the

Our Fall Importations of new, bright

Sunday School Books are now in.

range of choice offered by the well-filled shelves.

Our prices will be found satisfactory. We have

Take advantage of the splendid
Write for cata-

a grand stock of attractively bound volumes for

Ceachers and
Librarians

PRIZE OR GIFT BOOKS
Look through our advertising pages and note the numbers of new
books, and especially the excellent books by our Canadian writers.
We can give you every satisfaction.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

C. W. COATES, Montreal, P.Q.

WE PAY POSTAGE

TORONTO, ONT.

8. F. Huestis, Halifax, N.S.

= Wesley Buildings, =
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CALENDARS ror 1899

EACH 15 CENTS

Gems of Thought. 6 Slat Drop.
Birds.

Silver Chords. 6 Slat Drop. Flowers,

Divine Thoughts. 6 Slat Drop.
Landscapes.

Sweet Promises.
Flowers and Birds.

Brizht Beims, 12-page turn-over, emb. Flowers,
Thou Art, O God. 12-page turn-over, emb. Flowers.

EACH 25 CENTS

Three page turn-over, emb. Flowers and Landscape.

Flowers and

Flowers and

12-page turn-over, embossed

Size 8 x 10.
W hittier. Bryant.
Shakespeare. Holmes.
Dickeus Lowell.
Lun gfellow. Tennyson.

The Onward March of Time. 8 Slat Drop, emb.
Flowers and Scenery 6 x 13%.

Ebbing Days. 6 Slat Drop, emb. Flowers and
Scenery.

The Ten Commandments. 5 Slat Drop, with-
out Calendar, emb. Flowers and Figures.

Rays of Light. 5 Slat Drop, emb. Flowers and
Figures.

I Will Fear No Evil. 12page turn-over, emb.
Flowers and Landscapes, 4 x 5.

A Life Song. 12-page turn-over, emb, Flowers and
Landscape, 4 x 5.

I Shall Be Satisfled. 12-page turn-over, emb,
Flowers and Landscapes, 4 x 6,

Dickens. Fancy 8 Slat Drop, emb. Flowers,
eto,

Lowell. Fancy 8 Slat Drop, emb. Flowers,
etc.

Daisies,
Daisies,
Holm:cs. Fancy 3 Slat Drop, emb. Flowers, Daisies,
Whi:tl;sr. Fancy 8 Slat Drop, emb, Flowers, Daisies,
Fair; ci"ac':s. 2 Slat Drop, emb, Figures, Cherubs,

ete.
Sunbeams. Block Calendar,
Forget-me-nots, 9 x 11}.

Pansév. Block Calendar, emb. Figure and Pansies,
x

emb, Figures and

EACH 35 CcENTS

Sweet Childhood. 3 Slat Drop, emb. Flowers and
Children, 10 x 13}.

Precious Thoughts, 3 Slit Drop, emb. Flowers
and Children, 10 x 13§.

Playtime Land. 4-page turn-over, emb. Children
and Flowers, 6} x 83.

Sweet Fairy. Butterfly block calendar, emb. Figure
and Flowers, 12 x 13.

EACH 40 CENTS

Evening Light,
Scenery, 7§ x 16.

EACH 50 ceENnTs

Fair and Swecet. 8Stick Fan,emb. Figures8}x15.

The  t orret-Me-Not., 4 Slat Drop, emb. Forget-
me-nots and Scenery,

Merry and Swift. 4 Slat Drop, emb. Flowers and
Children.

Little Mischief. 4.page turn-over, emb.. Cats and
Dogs, 81 x 113,

The Happy Family.
Cats and Dogs, 8§ x 114,

Photo Frame. Emb, Violets with Calendar, 93 x 12}.
I’hoto Fraime. Emb, Roses with Calendar, 93 x 12}.

Time's Fleeting Hour~, Clock Shape, with mov-
able hands, emb. Pansies, 11} x 114.

The Heartsease. Block calendar, emb. Figure and
Pansies, 113 x 16§,

Blossom Days., Block calendar, emb. Figure and
Forget-me-nots, 11} x 15.

EACH 75 CENTS
Garnered Blossoms of the Year. 4 Slat Drop,
emb. Children and Flowers, 8} x 223,

Childhood’'s Happy Days. 4-page turn-over,
emb, Children and Scenery, 8} x 114.

Happy Childbood. 4-page turn-over, emb, Chil-
dren and Flowers.

Cycle of the Year. Fancy Bicycle Calendar,
134 x 164,

3%
$1.00

The Lockel Heart. Mechanical lock and key
calendar, emb, Lilacs, 10} x 14.

$1.25

My Lady Fair. 3-page turn-over, emb. Figures,
11} x 154,

4 Slat Drop, emb. Flowers and

i-page turn-over, emb.

Sweet Hurden. 3-page turn-over, emb. Youthful
Figures, 11§ x 15§,

$1.50

Gay Cavaliers. 4-page turn-over, emb, Figures
and Flowers, 113 x 15}.

Shakespe:re. 4-page turn-over, emb, Scenes from
Shakespeare, 11§ x 15%.

Sweet Mrmories. 4-page turn-over, emb. Pansies
and Ideal Figures, 11§ x 15§.

My Quevn. 4 page turn-over, emb. Flowers and
Figures, 11§ x 17.

w
WILLIAM BRIGGS, -

C. W, COATES, Montreal, P.Q.

E PAY POSTAGE
Wesley Buildings, -

TORONTO, ONT.

8, F. HUESTIS, Hallfax, N.8.
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OF INTEREST AND VALUE.

Steam
Navigaion »

By JAMES CROIL.
With 96 Iilustrations and Portraits and a full Index.
PRICE, - $1.€£0.

Contents. — The Dawn of Steam Navigation — Early
Years of Steam Navigation—The Cunard Line and
Its Founders North Atlantic Steamship Com anies
—Steam to India and the East—Steam in tt e British
Navy—The St. Lawrence Route—Steam on the Gr- atv
Lakes—Commerce of the Great lLakes—-Steam Navi-
gation in a ]l the Provinces of the Dominion and in
Newfoundland,

In this most valuable work the author gives a mass
of interesting information about the great waterways of
Canada, our canal systems and facilities for transport.
It is a revelation of the advantageous situation and
splendid resources of our Dominion,

70 THE C.MMERCE
OF CANADA

+ND THE

UNITED ST..TES.

S AND ITS RELATION

NIW READY,

Upper Ganada Sketches

By THOMAS CONANT.

In one volume, 243 pages, with 21 full page illustrations
lithographed in colors, and with portraits and map.
Sumptuously bound in buckram, with design in ink
and gold, and with gi.t top.

Price, $3.50; by Mail, Postpaid, $3.60

This handsome volume will make a capital gift-book
for Christmas, or for wedding or other special occasions.
It will be an ornamert to pa:lor table or book-shell.,
The sketches have in them much interesting wmaterial
relating to earlier Ontario, and are racy reading through-

out. The book is thoroughly Canadian from cover to
<cover.
JUST OUT,

JPATHFINDING ON

LAIN AND PRAIRIE

By REV. JOHN McDOUGALL.

Author of *“ Forest, Lake and Prairie,” * Saddle, Sled
and Snowshoe.” ete.

With Illustrations by J. E. LAUGHLIN.
With handsome design in ink and gold.

PRICE, - $1.00.

Readers of Mr. McDougall’s previous books will wel-
come a new volume in the series. The new book we can
a-sure them, is the best of the three, and will be greatly
enjoyed. It takesin the many adventures and interest-
ing experiences of the young missionary from early in
1865 to the late autumn of 1863,

Cloth,

AS A SPECIAL FOR CHRISTMAS

A Cambridge
Bible - ¢

We are offering this year the best value we have ever
offered

For $1.50

we will send you a Cambridge DBible, ruby 8vo., refer-
ences, seal covers, divinity circuit, linen-lined, round
corners, red under gold edges, size 43 x 6§, m.ps and
references. Indexed with patent cut index, and with
name lettered in gold on cover.

For $1.00

we will send the same Bible without cut index, but with
name lettered in gold on cover.

In ordering kindly write very p'ainly the
name to be lettered.

DO _YOU WISH SUCCESS

Read

Orison Swett Marden’s
Books

Success......
A book of ideals, helps, and examples for all
desiring to make the tnost of life. Iilus-
trated with ten fine portraits of eminent
persons. Cloth . . . | .

The Secret of Achievement

A book designed to teach that the highest
achievement is that which results in noble
manhood and womanhood ; that there is
something greater than wealth, grander
than fame; thit character is the only suc-
cess. lllustrated with portraits of eminent
persons. Cloh . . . ., ., . 1

Architects of Fate

Or, Steps to Success and Power. A book
destined to inspire youth to character build-
ing, self-culture, and noble achievement,
Cloth . . . . .

Pushing to the Front

Or, Inspiration and Encouragement. Cloth 1

50

50

WE PAY POSTAGE.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, -

C. W, COATES, Montreal, P.Q.

. Wesley Buildings, -

TORONTO, OAT.

8. F. HUESTIS, Hallfax, N.S.
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International S.S.
Lesson
Helps

Illustrative Notes

A Guide to the Study of the Sunday-school Lessons,
with Original and selected Comments, Methods of
Teaching, Hlustrative Stories, etc., etc. By JEssy
LymMaNy HurnsuT and ROBERT REMINGTON DOHERTY.

Peloubet’s Select Notes

Inductive, Suggestive, Explanatory, Illustrative,
Doctrinal and Practical. With illustrations, maps,
pictures, etc., etc. 81.25

Monday Club Sermons
A Series of Sermons on the Sunday-school Lessons
for 1899, by eminent preachers, $1.25

Berean Lesson Books
No. 1, Beginners ; No. 2, The Intermediate ; No. 3,
The Senior, 20c¢. each.

Golden Text Booklets
Sunday-school Lessons and Daily Bible Readings,
with Golden Texts and Bible Facts., Postpaid,
each 3c¢., per doz., 35¢.

Berean Leaf Cluster

Large Pictures, 24 x 34 in. in size, printed in eight
colors, Golden Texts printed in large letters. Per
quart«,r. 75¢.; per year, 83 .0u. Kindly
have the order read for the whole year if possible.

Picture Lesson Roll
Large Colored Pictures, illustrating the International
Sunday-school Lessons. _Similar to Leaf Cluster, but
with only four colors. Per quarter, 75c¢.; per
year, $3.00.

TO PRIMARY CLASS TEACHERS.

Berean Leaf Cluster

The Publishers have decided to supply it, for the
coming year at 75¢ per quarter; $3.00 per
xear- instead of $1.0U per quarter and

4.00 per year. No school should now be with-
out this excellent help, We commend the Leaf
Cluster to all Teachers of Primary Classes, and
would advise early orders, so as to insure prompt

A Good Gift OUNTAIN
PEN

for a
Gentleman is a

Procure one of the following:
THE DIAMOND, $1.00
THE REMEX, 1.25. One of the best cheap pens.
THE BRITANNIA, $1.50
00 and $2.50.

THE PAUL E. WIRT $2.0
» THE WATERMAN IDEAL, $2.50. $3.5) and upwards.
n we heartily recommend.

N NON-LEAKABLE, No, 2, $2.50, No.

BOOKS FOR

Young Naturalists

BY REV.J. G. WOOD, M.A,F.LS , ETC.
i1t Edges
Bird Life of the Bible
With 82 illustrations, Cloth . .
Wonderful Nests
From *‘ Homes Without Hands ” Wlth 30
illpstrations. Cloth . . 128
The Branch Builders
From ¢ Homes Without Hands " With 27—
illustrations, Cloth . . 125

Wild Animals of the Rible

.31 25

With 29 illustrations, Cloth . . . 123
Domestic Animals of the Lkible

With 23 illustrations, Cloth . ., . 128

BY DR. G. HARTWIG

Wonders of the Tropical Forests

With 40 illustrations. Cloth . . . 70
Winged Life in the Tropnies

With 65 illustrations. Cloth . . . 90
Sea Monsters and Sea Birds

With 75 illustrations. Cloth . . . 90
Dwellers in the Arctic Regions

With 28 illustrations. Cloth . . . 90
Denizens of the Deep

An account of Fishey, Molluscs, Cmslacea,

ete. With 117 1llusmramons Cloz 290
Wild Animals of the Tropics

With 66 illustrations. Cloth . . . 125

MISCELLANEOUS

Birds of Ontario

Being a Concise Account of every species of

bird known to have been found in Ontario,

with a description of their nests and eggs.

By Thomas Mcllwr.ith. Second edition,

enlarged and revised to dat.e, with illustra-

tions. Cloth . . . . 200
Pearls and Pebbles- or, l\otes
of an Old Naturalist

By Mgr8. CATHARINE PARR TRAILL. With

Biographical Sketch by Mary Agnes Fitz-

Gibbon. With Portraits aud Illustrations,

Cloth . . . . 150
1nsect Lives as 'l‘old bv Themselves

By Edward Slmpson‘ W.th 23 illustrations

Cloth . . .. 50
Bible Plants an‘l Anlmals

Illustrations of over one thousand passages

of Scripture, From the Works of Travellers

and other Sources. By ALFRED E. KNi1GHT.

Illustrated. Cloth . . . . . 90

PACKAGES OF

Christmas GCards

It will be an advantage to those wanting
Christmas Cards for Sunday-school classes, to
order the packages, as we are making them
up specially for that purpose, and, as they
are carefully assorted, we have no hesitation
in advising their purchase, We have them
at the following prices, postage paid :

10¢., 15¢., 25¢., 35¢., and 50c.

WE PAY

WILLIAM BRIGGS, -

C. W. COATES, Montreal, P.Q.

Wesley Buildings, -

POSTAGE
TORONTO, ONT.

S. F. Huestis, Halifax, N.S.
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improve it in 1899. With the. November Number is commenced &
bright original story entitled, ¢¢ A Princess in Calico,”” by Eprru
FerausoN Brack, a popular writer and favorite contributor of the
Ladies’ Home Journal. The story describes in a graphic manner the heroism
of common life, and will be read with great interest by young and old.
Arrangements have been made for a series Character Studies of men of
thought and action. Missionary Sketches, Stories of Travel and
Adventure, Short Stories by such popular writers as Emma E. Hornibrook,
Mary 8. Daniels, Wood Smith, 8. J. Underwood, Mark Guy Pearse, J. Hyslop
Bell, etc., etc. Many of the articles will be profusely illustrated.
The Popular Science Papers so interesting in the past will be con-
tinued, as well as monthly Reviews of the World’s Progress, Current
Thought, and Book Notices.

GOOD as the MAGAZINE has been in the past, it is proposed to still further. -

Special Tuducements to New Subscribers.

New Subscribers for 1899 will receive the NOVEMBER and DECEMBER
numbers of this year FREE. They will thus receive the
beginning of the serial story.

TO ALL SUBSCRIBERS.

The following Special Premiums are offered for only 28c. additional :
¢ Barbara Heck.”” A tale of Early Methodism.
s« Lawrence Temple.”’ A story of Canadian Backwoods Life.
¢ Valeria.”” A story of Life in the Catacombs.
By DR. WITHROW.
The regular price of these books is 75c. each. Any subscriber to the
MeTHODIST MAGAZINE AND REVIEW may have one or all of them for 2§c. each,
postpaid. We ask the cordial help of our readers to place this excellent Home
Magazine into many Methodist homes where it is not now taken.

Subsoription price, $2.00 per Year.

When taken in connection with either
The Guardian or Wesleyan - - - $h1D per Year.

ADDRESS ORDERS . . ...
% WILLIAM BRIGGS
P Methodist Book and Publishing House, Toronto.
REV. S. F. HUESTIS C. W COATES
HALIFAX, N.S. 2178 87. CATHERINE ST., MONTREAL.




If you are ill you need a THE 9
doctor in whom you have
confidence.

If you need a remedy you
want one that has been tested
for years; notan obscure, un-
tried thing that is urged upon
you, or on which you save a
few cents—that is no consid-
eration as against health.

- For wasting in children
or adults, Scott’s Emulsion
of Cod-liver Oil with Hypo-
phosphites has been the
recognized remedy for twen-

ty-five years.

The very good
people use

other people.
And the best

PSRNV W IZN

f soc. and $1.00, all druggists.
. SCOTT & BOWNE, Cheniists, Toroutow JOhn Tay'or & Co.,

Soap as well as

people use only
ECLIPSE SOAP.

TORONTO.

‘COAL &. WOOD

The very best at lowest prices.

OFFICES:

20 King Street West.
409 Yonge Street.

793 Yonge Street.

578 Queen Street West.
1352 Queen Street West.
202 Wellesley Street.
306 Queen Street East.
415 Spadina Avenue.

Y\ Esplanade Street (near
Berkeley Street).

Market Street).

“ HE AD OFFICE Bathurst Street (nearly

opposite Front Street).

20 KING S"W‘- ‘ Pape and G.T.R. crossing.

Esplanade (Foot of West

TOR o Nt (o] 1131 Yonge Street (at C.P.

R. crossing.)

T ELIAS ROGERS Cliure.

Db
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