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SOLDIERING

HE vivacious volume
which Colonel Den-
ison has written
under this title is an
important contribu-
tion to the history
of our country, and
is one of the many
valuable  services
which he has ren-

dered the land of his birth.

The Denison family have been in-
* «Boldiering in Canada. Recollections
and Experiences.” By Lieut.-Col. George

T. Denison. Late Commanding the Gover-

nor-General’'s Body Guard. Author of

¢“Modern Cavalry,” ** AHistory of Cavalry,”
ete. Toronto: George N. Morang & Com-

pany (Limited). 8vo, pp. xi-364. Illus.
trated. Price, $2.00.

Vor. LIV, No. 1.

IN CANADA.*

timately associated with the history
of Canada for over a hundred years.
With very few exceptions, we think,
cach male member of the family
to the number of twenty-six, has
rendered important military service
either at home or abroad.

This is not a second-hand history,
but the narration of a leading actor
in the scenes described. Of the
stirring incidents here recorded the
writer may truthfully say Magna
pars fui.  Yet nothing could be
further from egotism than the mod-
est narrative of Colonel Denison.
He gives high praise to his com-
rades-in-arms, to the regiment
which he commanded, and to the
Canadian Militia, but speaks of the
important part played by himself in
a very unassuming manner.

We purpose giving a brief sketch
of this book, which will, we trust,
induce very many of our readers
to make its acquaintance for them-
selves. By the liberality of author
and publisher it is issued at a mere
nominal price, which brings it with-
in the reach of every one.

Colonel Denison comes of blended
U. E. Loyalist and English stock,
His great grandfather, Captain
John Denison of the Second York .
Regiment, England, was one of the
pioneers of Upper Canada. He
settled in Toronto in its earliest
years, in 1796. The Denisons have
always possessed military instincts.
His grandfather, Lieut.-Col. George
Taylor Denison, served as a volun-
teer officer in the war of 1812, and
commanded his troop of cavalry in
837. His father and brother also
saw active service in the rebellion.
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His maternal grandfather, Major
Dewson, served in the Waterloo
campaign, and also in the rebellion
of 1837. llis paternal grand-

mother was the daughter of Cap-
tain Lippincott, a United Empire
Loyalist who fought for his king in
In the

the American revolution.

TP

grandfather was on the frontier
with the York Volunteers in 1812,
his young wife with two children
lived in a lonely clearing in the
forest a few miles from Toronto.
It was a trying time. The country
was invaded, the capital was cap-
tured and burned, and in the winter

.

LIEUT.-COL G. T. DENISON (Bellevue). i
Uniform 1822-1838. $

family gatherings the conversation
often turned upon the stirring
events of the war time, and small
wonder that the boy drank in with
avidity those tales of derring-do.
Household traditions could not
fail to cultivate a sturdy lovalty in
the youthful scions of this patriotic
family.  'When Colonel Denison’s

wolves gathered round the solitary
house and looked into the windows,
so that the brave young wife had
on one occasion to sit up all night
and replenish the open fire to
frighten them from breaking the
glass. ‘““In those days,” says Col-
onel Denison, “there must have
been thousands of women all over
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Canada left under similar condi-
tions while the men were fighting
for their homes.” Ilis grandfather
reports that he had ridden all day
long without seeing an able-bodied
man, the women and children and
veryold men alone being seen work-
ing in the fields, the rest were all
with the army. “ With a people
animated with this spirit,” he adds,
“we can understand how a popula-
tion of 70,000 in Upper Canada,
with the assistance of a small Brit-
ish force, were able to preserve
their freedom against the assaults
of a nation of 8,000,000, which,
during the war, called out under
arms no less than 576,622 men.”

On one occasion the colonel’s
grandfather was sent with a large
sum of money, about $40,000, from
York around to the army head-
quarters on the Niagara frontier.
Approaching St. David’s he learncd
that the village was captured, and
the gallant officer, feeling that dis-
cretion was the hetter part of val-
our, galloped away, pursued by the
enemy’s cavalry, and with great
difficulty escaped. When York
was captured in 1813 he was semt
with a party of men to set fire to
the ships in the docks and also a
frigate in the harbour. The offi-
cer in command objected, and the
vessel and all on board were cap-
tured and our Colonel’s grand-
father was detained prisoner of war
for six months.

By a fine poetical justice, in 1895,
the Canadian Government requested
Lieut.-Colonel Denison to unveil
the monument at Lundy’s Lane
where was won the victory that
practically ended the war. Canada
retained every foot of its soil, an
the Canadian militia, with shght
help from abroad, had repelled in-
vasion at sevecral points of its far-
extended frontier.

The Denisons devoted themselves
to the peaceful evolution of their
country till the rebellion of 1837

brought several of its members
again into military service. Both
the Colonel’s grandfathers were en-
gaged in the defence of ‘T'oronte.
His father, who was stationed at
Chippewa, saw through a powerful
telescope, the American steamer
Caroline carrying ficld picces to
Grand Island for the rebels. This
information was immediately con-
veyed to the commanding officer,
Sir Allan McNab. The result was
that an expedition was ordered that
night to cut her out from her moor-
ings. She was set on fire and sent
over the Falls.

Colonel Denison has rendered
very important service in the organ-
ization of the Canadian militia.
This work indeed was begun by his
grandfather and carricd on by his
father and uncle, who raised a troop
of volunteer cavalry and purchased
uniforms and equipment at their
own expense. For many years the
Denison troop furnished the
Governor-General’s military escort
at state functions. The gallant
officer whose record we abridge was
a major at twenty-two, licutenant-
colonel at twenty-seven, and ‘vas
probably the youngest cornet, lieu-
tenant, captain, major, and lieutcn-
ant-colonel in the Canadian cavalry.

Colonel Denison has always taken
a very keen interest in discussing
the military defences of Canada,
and has been styled by Haliburton,
“the watch-dog of the Empire."
His zeal has sometimes been criti-
cised, as on the outbreak of the
American war, but the increase of
the military organization of the
country from 7,000 to 30,000 active
militia, which was rendered neces-
sary in order to guard our frontier,
vindicate 1 his foresight. The need
of guarding our extended frontier
against Fenian raids still further
confirnied his judgment.

During the American war there
were many southern refugees in
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Canada. To these Colonel Denison
extended a hearty hospitality.
Among them was Lieut. Davis, a
Confederate officer barely twenty
vears of age. Colonel Denison
concealed him in his house, while
Mrs, Denison sewed into his cloth-
ing a despatch written on thin silk,

gard, and General Lee. Of the
latter he says:

* No man ever impressed me as
he did.” He strongly urged the
General to visit him in Canada,
which he agreed to do, but a sud-
den illness interposcd, followed by

his death, which occurred on the

COL. ¢. T. DENISON (Lusholme).
Uniform 1838-1867.

and assisted his return to the Con-
federacy. IHe was, however, ar-
rested as a spy, tried, and con-
demned to death, but was pardoned
through the clemency of the large-
sorlad Abraham Lincoln.

Colonel Denison met many of the
leading Southerners, among them
Jefferson Davis, General Beaure-

very day that he was expected to
reach Toronto.

The Fenian Raid of 1866 brought
Colonel Denison into active—some-
times very active—service. He
gave up his legal profession and
hurried to the front with all the
available troopers he could rally.
His account of the campaign on the
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frontier is very graphic, and is
made luminous by an excellent map.
The rapidity of his movements is
shown in the following statement:

““I had takon my corps about forty
miles across the lake on a steamer to
Port Dalhousie, disembarked there, got
a train made up and entrained the men
and horses and went to Port Robinson,
some twenty miles, detrained there, fed
men and horses, marched nine miles to
Chippewa, then six to New Germany,
then nine miles to Brown’s Farm, where
we struck the Fenian pickets within
welve hours from the time we left the
wharf in Toronto.”

While crossing the lake, he pro-
cured a barrel of hard tack and gave
one large biscuit to each man, with
orders to produce it for inspection
that night. Some carried them in
their holsters, “ some wags bored
holes in them, hung them around
their neck and wore them as
medals;” but this was all the food
they got that night.

The Sunday following the raid
was one of unwonted excitement
throughout Canada. In many of
the churches bulletins announcing
the names of the killed and
wounded were read from the pul-
pits. In the cities stores and hospital
supplies were collected, and patri-
otic women met to prepare lint and
ambulance necessaries. All day
the telegraph wires flashed intelii-
gence of alarm or reassurance.
Toward evening the city of Toronto
was moved by a common sorrow,
as the bodies of her slain vol-
unteers, seven i. number, were
received by ar immense concourse
of the citizens. Two days later
they were borne, with funeral
pageantry, to their early graves.
A grateful country has erected a
marble monument to their memory.
which shall be an imperishable
inspiration of patriotism to succes-
sive generations of the ingenuous
vouth of Canada.

Colonel Denison has always
wielded the pen of a ready writer.
His record of the raid is long since

out of print, and any stray copy
brings a large price. The follow-
ing is the testimony of Colonel Deni-
son as to the benefits of total absti-
nence:

*I was very much adverse to the use
of stimulants on service, not that I was
a professed temperance man or teetotaller,
but simply because I believed men could
do more and better work without them.
Colonel Wolseley's idea seemed to accord
with mine, but he thought that, perhaps,
where men were exposed to cold and
wet it might be advisable to issue a little
occasionally. Idid not think it necessary
even under these circumstances. He
instanced the service in the trenches be-
fore Sebastopol, as a case where it might,
perhaps, be necessary. I referred to the
custom in our lumber camps,.where the
men were often wet and exposed to cold,
and I mentioned the use of hot tea, and
suggested that any time he was out shoot-
ing near lumber camps he might make
inquiries. I am under the impression
that he must have looked into the matter
for himself, for when he took command
of the Red River Expedition, four years
after, he forbade the use of spirits in the
force, and supplied them with tea instead.
I was glad to find that the experience in
that campaign proved that it was a most
satisfactory experiment.”

Colonel Wolseley required prompt
service, and Lieut.-Colonel Denison
was just the man to render it. One
night at 1 a.m. he received a note
at Fort Erie asking him to make a
careful survey of the Black Creeic
country. e was at the first bridge
by daylight, worked till noon, rid-
ing many miles, examining eleven
bridges.  He completed his map
and reached Thorold that night.
Colonel Wolseley said, “I wrote
you last night, and would like you
to let me have your report as soon
as possible.” I said, “ Here it is,
sir.”  Two days later Wolseley
went over the ground, verified the
map, and sent the copy to England
as a substitute for that of the ord-
nance department, which was very
imperfect.

The hardest of the Colonel’s
militia experiences was that sol-
diering interfered very much with
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his profession. While he was at
the front his clients went off to
other lawyers and did not return.
“During 1867, and the beginning
of 1868,” he writes, “ I knew what
it was to be ground down by pov-
crty, finding it most difficult to sup-
port my family, even in the most
frugal way.”

Colonel Denison accompanied Sir
Henry Havelock, the son of Have-

want to know what’s your busi-
ness.” ‘“Who are you?” they
asked. “I am a captain of the
militia,” he answered. “ Oh,
pshaw,” said Denison, “1 am a
colonel myself.” “ So am I,” said
Havelock. * Now, look here,” said
the captain, “ that kind of nonsense
will not do.” So they were placed
under arrest next day till they could
give an account of themselves.

FIELD-MARSHAL VISCOUNT WOLSELEY, K.X.

iock of the Indian Mutiny, on a
tour through the eastern townships
for the purpose of verifying the
ordnance maps. As a Fenian Raid
was imminent, their proceedings
excited a good deal of local sus-
picion. At the hotel where they
slept 2 man came into their room
with a lighted match, looked them
over and said, “ You are two very
suspicious-looking characters; I

“That,” says Colonel Denison,
“was the only time I was ever
arrested.”

The same Colonel Havelock was
a highly eccentric and impulsive
man, of whom the following story
is told:

‘* He rode into Darlington, Yorkshire,
which was close to his country seat, and
sent a boy up to the editor of the news-
paper asking him to come down to the
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street to speak to him for a few minutes,
as he could not leave his horse.  The hoy
came back with a message that the editor
was busy and could not come down.  Sir
Henry stid he would not leave his horse,
and therefore rode him up two thights of

stairs into the editor’s room, spoke to
him from the horse’s back, expressed his
regret ab having to bring his horse up,
and, having finished the interview, he
rode around the editor’s table and back
again out into the street. He said the
horse tumbled things about a good deal

in the room, and the editor had to dance
about out of his way, but he concluded by
saying, ¢ Now the editor comes down if I
go to see him mounted.” Havelock was
atterwards killed in the Khyber Pass, in
1898.”

SIR HENRY HAVELOCK, BART., V.C. (1867).

Colonel Denison had a strong
literary instinct, was a scientific
soldier, and was very fond of his
profession. He is best known to
literary fame as the winner of the
prize of $1,000 offered by the Grand
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Dukeof Russia furthe best‘History
of Cavalry.” Thiswas not,however,
his first venture in military litera-
ture. As long ago as 1868 he con-
ceived the plan of writing a book
on the changes he thought desir-
able in the organization and em-
ployment of cavalry under modern
conditions. This was promptly
accepted in England and brought
out by Thomas Bosworth, London.
His publisher tells a good story at
his own expense about the Duke of
Northumberland. The Duke asked
Bosworth up to Alnwick Castle to
receive orders for additions to the
ducal library. Returning to Lon-
don together, the Duke’s brougham
met them at the station. As Bos-
worth’s bookstore was in the most
fashionable part of Regent Street,
which at the time was thronged
with people, he thought the Duke
would not like to see him carrying
his valise from his coroneted car-
riage. so he sprang to the door and
called one of his shopmen to go
back for the bag; but he was met

in the doorway by the Duke him-"

self carrying the heavy bag, saying,
“ You forgot this.” Bosworth said
that he would never be tno proud
to carry his bag across the sidewalk
again.

Touring with his brother in
France. the colonel was accosted by
gendarmes at Montmirail, who
asked for his passport. He hap-
pened to have with him his diplo-
ma of LL.B from Toronto Univer-
sity, and his commission of Lieut.-
Colonel. which he carried zs proofs
of his identity. This was the only
time he had to open them. ‘The
gendarmes could not read a word
of cither. but very politely allowed
them to pass. The brothers were
tremendous walkers. and one day
covered fortv-five and a half miles
without any inconvenience.

The Colonel’s book was trans-
lated into German, Russian, Hun-
garian. It is a notable tribute to
his military insight, not to say

genius, that the reforms recom-
mended in this work have been
adopted in the cavalry tactics of,
we believe, every European army.
His “History of Cavalry” was also
published in English, Russian, Ger-
man, and Japanese.

At Moville, while looking over.
the ruins of Castle Green, and the
small batiery near it, the gallant
Colonel was taken by an Irish
TFenian for a member of the mystic
brotherhood, and left for Canada
with the blessings of a Fenian hov-
ering over him.

Colonel Denison was a very Hot-
spur on occasion, and on account of
an affront from Sir George Cartier,
Minister of Militia, 1868, sent in
his resignation as an officer, al-
though at the time applicant for
a staff appointment, and strongly
commended for that position by
Colonel Wolseley, General Napier,
and others. The country thus lost
his valuable services in the first
Northwest rebellion. In the gene-
ral election of 1882 Colonel Denison
contested Algoma in the Reform -
terest, but accepted very philosophi-
cally his defeat by the Hon. J. B.
Robinson by only eightv votes.

In 1874, the Grand Duke Nicho-
las of Russia offered a prize of 5,060
roubles (about $4,000) for the best
history of cavalry in all nations.
This colonial colonel had the auyda-
cityto enter this competition against
the military experts of Europe, and
the further audacity to win the
prize—“a lawyer, who had never
attended a military school of any
kind, one removed from the centres
of military thought and away from
the great military libraries, to at-
tempt to compete in a competition
open to all the trained officers of
the regular armies of the world.”

With characteristic energy ne set
to work, often rising through the
springs and summers of 1875 and
1876 before daybreak, and was at
work by daylight. He averaged
cight hours’ work a day for over
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two years, besides keeping up his
law business, and during two
months at St. Petersburg it was
nearer twelve and fifteen hours.
He had to go through seven hun-
dred volumes. Twenty-three com-
petitors entered the lists, but so
great were the difficulties that onlv
three sent in completed books.

11

officers of rank. The gorgeously
liveried flunky at the official resi-
dence of Count Heyden treated him
with almost supercilious contempt
when in plain clothes; but when he
appeared in uniform, treated him
with awful reverence.

Colonel Denison secured rooms
at the residence of an English lady
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LIEUT.-COL. G. T. DENISOX (Heydon Villa).
Uniform since 1867.

Lord Dufferin, Governor-Gen-
eral, gave letters of introduction to
British officials, and Lord Derby
and the Marquis of Salisbury pro-
moted his presentation at the Rus-
sian Court. At St. Petersburg he
was informed that he must wear
his full uaiform in calling upon any

who had been governess in the
family of the Emperor Nicholas,
and employed a Russian gentleman
to translate Russian books for him.
He engaged five or six copyists,but
found the Russians knew nothing
about hurrying, so he had to enlarge
the number to fourtee . By writ-
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ing till one or two in the morning
he got his book finished just before
the last day, and got a bookbinder
to bind the manuscript in two large
volumes, working all night to com-
plete them.

He was presented to the Grand
Duke Nicholas, brother of the Czar,
and as he ““ was not experienced in
courts, and had not associated with

kings or emperors or grand dukes, .

was as innocent,” he says, “as one
of Mark T'wain’s pilgrims.” After
conversing on Canada,his corps,and
the like, for fifteen minutes, the
Colonel remarked that he knew his
Imperial Highness was very busy,
that the antechamber was filled with
people, and he felt he must not take
up his time. He had committed a
frightful breach of etiquette. He
should have talked till night if the
Grand Duke wished, but his High-
ness merelylaughed and said: “You
need not worry, Colonel, about
those old fellows. It will do them
good to kick their heels about
awhile; they are a lazy lot—let
them wait,” and he went on talking
about Canada, and about our horses
and dogs, and our customs, etc.

When he had talked as long as he
wanted to, he said: “I am afraid.
Colonel, you are thinking again of
those lazy old f{fellows out there.
Well, I am glad to see you, Colonel.
You must come and see me again,
and if there is anything you want,
come straight to me, I shall always
be glad to see you.”

Colonel Denison was very ill for
a while at St. Petersburg, the heavv
strain of the work being too much
for him, but he found absolute rest
from late Saturday night till
Monday morning kept him going.

It was very gratifying to Colonel
Denison to find that the Grand
Duke was so pleased with his pre-
vious book on cavalry that he had
it translated into Russian, and pre-
sented a copy to every cavalrv
officer in the empire. The Colonel’s
success in winning the first prize of

2 Methodist Magazine and Review.

5,000 roubles was all the more
gratifying because the other prizes
were not awarded, the books nct
being considered of sufficient merit.
He generously contributed a thou-
sand roubles of his prize to the
Patriotic Fund for the Russian
Wounded. His expenses were
about $1,500 ‘more than the
amount he received for the prize,
but the honour conferred upon him-
self and upon his country was some-
thing which could not be estimated
in money. e humorously de-
scribes the difficulties of being
unable to speak the Russian lan-
guage. ‘“It was,” he says, “like
being deaf and dumb.”

His hard work was followed by
a complete breakdown; he had to
go to the south of Europe to
recruit. He refers to a curious
ccincidence which took place some
vears later. He was travelling in
Germany with his wife and daugh-
ters, when two young officers came
into the railwayv carriage. During
conversation they found he was
from Canada, and asked, “ Have
you read Denison’s ‘History of
Cavalry ’?” He confessed that he
had, and then added, “ To tell you
the truth, I wrote it.” We can
almost parallel this with an experi-
ence of our own. We were travel-
ling in Bulgaria, when a Greek
gentleman, whose acquaintance we
made, produced a London paper
with a pirated and unauthorized
copy of our own story of *“ Barbara
Heck.”

In 1884, Colonel Denison’s bro-
ther Fred, then a member of the
"Toronto Citv Council, was offered
by Colonel Wolseley command of
the Canadian Vovageurs in Egypt.
At much personal sacrifice he went,
and was afterwards joined by his
vounger brother Egerton. A com-
pact with the brothers was that if
either was killed, his body was to
be brought to Canada and buried
with his people. The younger bro-
ther died on his way home: the
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clder died in 1896. They were
buried as they wished, with their
h’insfolk on the banks of the Hum-
er,
Several chdpters of this book are
devoted to the Northwest Rebellion
of 188s.

“The whole dispute was over some
40,000 or 50,000 acres of land, in a wil-
deress of tens of millions of acres for
which the Government were crying for
settlers. It cost Canada the lives of two
hundred of her people, the wounding of
many others, the expenditure of about
$6,000,000 in cash, and the losses of time
and Dbusiness that cannot be estimated.
When it was all over the Governnient
offered, free, to the volunteers, 1,800,000
acres of land if they wanted it to settle
on.

Colonel Denison and his cavalry
corps were soon on their way to
the Northwest. The railway was
not completed and was ill-equipped.
The men and horses were carried
in partly open cars. The Colonel,
wrapped in his blanket, slept in the
straw among his men. The march
of thirty-five miles across the ice on
Lake Superior was a trying experi-
ence. As for hardship and diffi-
culty and exposure, “ it was a more
arduous march,” he declares, “ than
that of Napoleon’s army across the
Alps in 1800.”

At Humboldt Colonel Denison
was left with a cavalry corps to
guard stores, his horses feeding on
hay which cost $600 a ton to trans-
port. The colonel gives an amus-
ing account of finding a lot of
liquor sent to the Northwest as
druggists supplies. He confiscated
and destroyed the whole, greatly to
the disgust of not a few of the
troopers.

Under the conditions, the cam-
paign was a remarkable achieve-
mem. A force of 4,419 men were
conveyed enormous distances at an
inclement season of the year, three
columns tmarching over 200 miles
cach from bases lying hundreds
of miles apart. From Ottawa to
Qu’Appeileis 1,635miles, and there

were serious gaps in the railway;
from Qu'Appelle to Batoche was a
march of 243 miles. Far different
from the toilsome winter journey
around the gaps in the railway was
the return to the east, and right
royal was the welcome tendered to
our citizen soldiery at every town
and hamlet which they reached.
Never was country prouder of her
sons, and never were SOns more
worthy of their country’s pride.
Colonel Denison writes of the wel-
come at Toronto.

“T'here must have been from 100,000
to 125,000 persons out to see us. What
struck me most was the extraordinary
enthusiasm of the people. The hardships
and distances marched and privations had
been great, but if we had been returning
from a second Waterloo, concluding a long
and anxious war, we could not have been
received with greater warmth. I re-
peatedly saw both men and women cheer-
ing wildly, with the tears running down
their cheeks.”

When her Royal Highness Prin-
cess Louise and Prince George
visited Toronto in 1883, the Gov-
ernment received information that
three Fenians had been sent from
New York for the purpose of assas-
sinating the Princess. The Colonel
made such careful arrangements
that it was impossible for the
would-be assassins to get near her
Royal Highness, and the fellows
reported that they were unable to
carry out their designs, which they
said was not to kifl, but to disfigure
with vitriol.

At the Jubilee celebration of
1887, by invitation of Lord Wol-
seley, Colonel Denison went down
to Aldershot to witness a review.
“ T understood,” he writes, * there
were four kings, seven crown
princes, and about ten or fifteen
other royalties, and about an equal
number of officials and staff.” He
was introduced to the Duke of Cam-
bridge. who said, “You are a very
keen cavalry soldier. I have read
your books, I know all about you,”
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and treated him with that distin-
guished affability of which he is a
past master.

Colonel Denison’s sturdy patriot-
ism was strikingly shown in the
organization of the “ Canada First"”

together they proceeded to the con-
ference at Sir John Lubbock’s,
where the British Empire League
was founded. He was also present
at the Diamond Jubilee of 1897, and
in 1899 was gazetted Honorary

party, of which, with the late Lieutepaanolonel of his old corps
Jamented W. A. Foster and W, H. in which he had served for over
Howland, he was a chief originator.  forty-three years. Colonel Denison
He has also ever taken a profound is, of course, deeply gratified at the
interest in the question of Imperial TEW imperialism which is now
Federation, and has written and throbbing throughout the -Empn'e.
spoken much upon that subject. In Sgnce 1877 he hgs dispensed
1804 he was in England to promote  justice as police magistrate of ghe
its interests. Dining at Lord Salis- city of Toronto. In this relation
bury’s, he met Lord Methuen and he has been “a terror to evil-doers
Field-marshal Lord Roberts, and and a praise to them that do well.”

VICTORIA REGINA.*
BY W.:W. CAMPBELL.

Roll out earth’s muffled drums, let sable streamers fiow,
And all Britannia’s might assume her panoply of woe!
Love’s holiest star is gone:
Wind wide the funeral wreath
TFor She, our mightiest, hath put on
The majesty of death.
Roll forth the notes of woe,
Let the baleful trumpets blow
A titan nation’s titan heartfelt throe;
’Mid age and storm and night and blinding snow,
Death, the pale tyrant, lays our loftiest low.
Like some fair mask of queenly slecp she lies,
The mists of centuries in her sightless eyes,
This august woman ; greatest of earth’s great ;
Who ruled this splenﬁour, held this Empire’s fate,
And built this purity and white of love’s supreme estate.
Low, like a lily broken on its stem,
Passed all her glory, filched her diadem,
She sleeps at His weird bidding who saith, Peace,
And all the loud world’s mighty roar is hushed in love’s surcease. .
Greater than greatness, stronger than iron power,
That makes earth’s Neros grim, her Cwmsars’ dower;
Hers was the gift to girdle isles of peace
With woman’s nobleness and love’s increase.

The century rang with might of sword and flame
And coarser moods. Amid its blight she came,
And love grew purer, life a holier name ;
Religion graver, deeper ; happiness,
A part of character to aid and bless;
And softer grew life’s heart of bitterness,
Man’s faith grew godlier, chivalry arose,
With virtue white as winter’s winnowed snows;
And art and song awoke from sorrow’s long repose.
For us remains the grief, the pain, the woe,
The anguish, sorrow, and the boding heart.;
For her, the mighty peace of those who go
Forth from a nobler part.

* At the late meeting of the Royal Socicty of Canada this poem on the death of Queen

Victoria was read by the accomplished author. Itis in our judgment one of the finest tri-
bLutes that has been written in memory of our lamented sovercign.—ED.
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From all carth’s shores one mighty grief is heard,
Buach zone remote, in tryst of sorrow wed,

The Briton’s love, the alien spirit stirret,—

Farth’s grent heart bleeding for enrth’s mighty dead.

Far hid from us, in veils of love supreme,

She knows now, gloried, what she prayed before,
Storming love's fortress, for that one star-beam,
God-given to mortals wandering on this shore,
Where earth-mists thicken into perilous night,

She greets her august line of long and kingly might :

Wise, lofty Alfred: first of her great line
To build those laws by which she ruled so well;
Heroic Richard ; and, like some Undine,
The fated Mary, both of heaven and hell;
Great Edward ; Henry; Charles of fateful death ;
And greatest of all her high and storied i.ne,

Rare great Elizabeth !
These greet her, ghostly, on that shadowed beach,
Beyond our humean tears and woe of human speech.

Yea, she is gone who ruled but yesterday,
Her pomp, her power, he: glory but a name!
Not for its greatest will .his mad world stay :
New dreams avise, new gods for love’s acclaim,
New fames, new prophets. Kings, as lesser clay,
Are but the dead, gone, faded dreams

Of dead, gone yesterday.
Life feeds on life, earth’s glories wane and die,
Her mighty Sidons and her vaunted Tyres;
Her farifamed beacons and her haleful fires:
Only her noble actions never die.
These bide and stay when names of scers and kings
Are but the ashes of forgotten things,
Hid ’mid the moth and rust of earth’s imaginings.

But she will live when we and all onr time
Are gathered to the dread and blinding past,
A mighty dream for mighty-builded rhyme,
The golden age of Britain’s splendid prime,
Remembered when old glories, long that last,
Are blown as shrivelled autumn wrack

Upon the ages’ blast.

Yea, she will live, and tales of her pure life,
Her toil for others, her wise woman’s love,
Her heart of sorrow ’mid the jar and strife,
Her noble wifehood, faith in heaven above,
Her simple trust in love from day to day;
Yea, these will bide, while peoples pass away
With all that puts its trust

Soon, with majestic rite, and earth’s wide sorrow,
(Great lady of the pure and lofty crown!)

Will Britain, weeping, lay her sadly down,

To wait a brighter dawn, a happier morrow,

In that rare tomb with that rare soul to sleep,
In God’s gled rest for all who wait and weep.

And days will pass, and men will come and go,
And love and hate and sorrow dream, alas!
And all this world and its wild wraith of woe
Unto the wrack of all the ages pass;

And greatness be forgot, and dreams decay,
And empires fade, and great souls pass away ;
But she will linger in her people’s love,

As autumn lingers, gilding winter’s snows,

Or sunset, fading purple peaks above,

Leaves golden trails of glory as he goes.

So will she fade not, nor her honour pass,

But burgeon on and grow to one white fame;
And heart of England leaps to nobler flame,
While lark in heaven lifts from England’s grass.

In pomp of human clay.
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KING ALFRED THE GREAT.

BY PROFESSOR GOLDWIN SMITIH, LL.D.

ARCUS Aurelius,
Alfre:l, and St
Louis, are the

three cxamples of
perfect virtue on a
throne. Dut the
virtue of St. Louis is
decply tainted  with
asceticism; and with
the sublimated selfish-
ness on wh'ch asceti-
cism is foun-led, he sacrifice: every-
thing and everyb dv—sacrifices
national interests, sacrifices the lives
of the thousands of his subjects
whom he drags with him in his
chimerical crusades—to the good of
his own soul.  The reflections of
Marcus Aurelius will he read with
ever-increasing  admiration by all
who have learned to study character
and to read it in its connectinn with
history. Alone in every sense,
without guidance or suppyrt hut
that which he found in his own
breast, the imperial Stoic struggled
serenely, though hopelessly, agaiist
the powers of evil which were drae-
ging heathen Rome to her inevitable
doom. Alfred was a Christian
hero, and in his Christianity he
foun'l the force which bore him,
through calamity apparently hope-
less, to victory and happiness.

It must be owned that the mate-
rials for the history of the Fnglish
king are not very rood His bio-
graphy by Bishop Asser, his coun-
sellor and friend, which forms the
principal authority, is panegyrical
and uncritical, not to mention that
a doubt rests on the authenticity of
some portions of it.  But in the
general picture there are a consist-
ency and a sobriety, which, com-
bined with its peculiarity, commensl
it to us as historical. The leading

.2

’
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acts of Alfred’s life are, of course,
beyond doubt. And as to his char-
acter, he speaks to us himself in his
works, and the sentiments which he
expresses perfectly correspond with
the physiognomy of the portrait.

We have called him a Christian
hero. He was the victorious cham-
pion of Christianity against Pagan-
ism. This is the real significance of
the struggle and of his character.
The Northmen, or, as we loosely
term them, the Danes, are called by
the Saxon chroniclers the Pagans.
As to race, the Northman, like the
Saxon, was a Teuton, and the insti-
tutions, and the political and social
tendencies of both, were radically
the same.

It has been said that Christianity
enervated the English and gave
them over into the hLands of the
fresh and robust sons of nature.
Asceticism and the abuse of mon-
archism enervated the Tnglish.
Asceticism taught the spiritual sel-
fishness which flies from the world
and abandons it to ruin instead of
serving God by serving humanity.
Kings and chieftains, under the
hypocritical pretence of exchanging
a worldly for an angelic life, buried
themselves in the in‘lolence, not sel-
dom in the sensuality, of the clois-
ter, when thev ought to have heen
leadine their pesple against the
Dane. But Christianity fored the
bon1 which Teld the English to-
gether, and the strength of their
res'stance. It insoired the'r patriot
martyrs, it raised up to them a de-
liverer at their utmost need,

The causes of Danish suc~~ss are
manifest : superior prowess and val-
cur. sustained by more const nt
nractice in war, of which the Sax-n
pad probably had comparat'velv
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little since the final subjection of the
Celt and the union of the Saxon
kingdoms under Egbert; the imper-
fect character of that union, each
kingdom retaining its own council
and its own interests; and above all
the command of the sea, which
made the invaders ubiquitous, while
the march of the defenders was de-
layed, and their junction prevented,
by the woods and morasses of the
uncleared island, in which the only
roads worthy of the name were
those left by the Romans.

It would be wrong to call the
Northmen mere corsairs, or even to
class them with piratical states such
as Silicia of old, or Barbary in more
recent times. ‘Their invasions were
rather to be regarded as an after-
act of the great migration of the
Germanic tribes, one of the last
waves of the flood which over-
whelmed the Roman Empire, and
deposited the germs of modern
Christendom, They were, and but
for the defensive energy of the
Christianized Teuton would have
been, to the Saxon what the Saxon
had been to the Celt, whose sole
monuments in England now are the
names of hills and rivers, the usuai
epitaph of exterminated races.
Like the Saxons, the Northmen
came by sea, untouched by those
Roman influences, political and re-
ligious, by which most of the bar-
barians had been more or less trans-
muted before their actual irruption
into the Empire. If they treated
all the rest of mankind as their
prey, this was the international law
of heathendom, modified only by &
politic humanity in the case of the
Imperial Roman, who preferrad
enduring dominion to blond and
hootv.

With Christianity came the idea
even now imperfectly realized, of
the brotherhood of man. ‘The
Necrthmen were a memnorable race.
and English character, especially its
maritime element, received in them
a momentous addition. In their

northern abodes they had under-
gone, no doubt, the most rigorous
process of national selection. The
sea-roving life, to which they were
driven by the poverty of their soil,
as the Scandinavian of our day is
driven to emigration, intensified in
them the vigour, the enterprise, and
the independence of the Teuton.
As has been said before, they were
the first ccean sailors ; for the Phee-
nicians, though adventurous, had
crept along the shore; and the
Greeks and Romans had done the
same. The Northman, stouter of
heart than they, put forth into mid
Atlantic.

American antiquarians are anx-
ious to believe in a Norse discovery
of America. Norse colonies were
planted in Greenland beyond what
is now the limit of human habita-
tion; and when a power grew up in
his native seats which could not be
brooked by the Northman’s love of
freedom, he founded amidst the un-
earthly scenery of Iceland a com-
munity which brought the image of
a republic of the Homeric type far
down into historic times. His race,
widely dispersed in his course of ad -
venture, and everywhere asserting
its ascendancy, sat on the thrones of
Normandy, Apulia, Sicily, England,
Ireland, and even Russia, and gave
heroic chiefs to the crusaders,

The pirates were not without
heart towards each other, nor with-
out a rudimentary civilization,
which included on the one hand a
strong regard for freehold property
in land, and on the other a passion-
ate love of heroic days. Their
mythology was the universal story
of the progress of the sun and the
changes of the year, but in a Nor-
thern version, wild with storms and
icebergs, gloomy with the darkness
of Scandinavian winters. Their
religion was a war religion, the
lord of their hearts a war god:
their only heaven was that nf the
brave, their only hell that of the
coward; and the joys of paradise
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were a renewal of the fierce combat
and the fierce carouse of eartl,

In some legends of the Norse
mythology .there is a humorous
clement which shows freedom of
spirit; while in others, such as the
legend of the death of Balder, there
is a pathos not uncongenial to Chris-
tianity. The Northmen were not
priest-ridden. Their gods were not
monstrous and  overwhelming
forces like the hundred-handed
idols of the Hindu, but human
forms, their own hi2h qualities
idealize 1, like the gods of the Greek,
though with Scandinavian force in
place of Hellenic grace.

Converted to Christianity, the
Northman transferred his enthu-
siasm, his martial prowess, and his
spirit of adventure from the service
of QOdin to that of Christ, and be-
came a devotee and a crusader.
But in his unconverted state he was
an exterminating enemy of Chris-
tianity; and Christianity was the
civilization as well as the religion
of England.

Scarcely had the Saxon kingdons
‘been united by Egbert when the
barks of the Northmen appeared,
filling the English Charlemagne, no
doubt, with the same f{oreboding
sorrow with which they had filled
his Frankish prototype and master.
In the course of the half-century
-which followed, the swarms of
rovers constantly increased, and
-grew more pertinacious and daring
in their attacks. Leaving their
ships they took horses, extending
their incursions inland, and forme.l
in the interior of the countrv
strongholds, into which they
brought the plunder of the district.
At last they in effect ccnquered the
North and Midland, and sat up a
satrap king, as the agent of their
extortion.

They seem, like the Franks of
Clovis, to have quartered them-
selves as “ guests” upon the un-
happy people of the land. The
‘monasterizs and the churches were

the special objects of their attacks,
both as the seats of the hated reli-
gion, and as the centres of wealth;
and their sword never spared a
monk.  Croyland, Peterborough,
H intingdon, and Eli, were turned
to blood-stained ashes., Edmund,
the Christian chief of East Anglia,
found a martyrdom, of which one
of the holiest and most maznificent
of English abbeys was afterwards
the monument. When Alfred ap-
peared upon the scene, Wessex it-
self, the heritage of the house of
Cerdic and the supreme kingdom,
was in peril from the Pagans, who
had firmly entrenched themselves at
Reading, in the angle between the
Thames and Kennet, and English
Christianity was threatened with
destruction.

A younger but a favourite child.
Alfred was sent in his infancy by
his father to Rome to receive the
Pope’s blessing. He was thus afil:-
ated, as it were, to that Roman ele-
ment, ecclesiastical and political,
which, combined with the Christian
and Teutonic elements, has made
up English civilization. But he re-
raained through life a true Teutou.
He went a second time, in company
with his father, to Rome, still a
child, yet old enough, especially if
he was precocious, to receive some
impressions from the city of his-
toric grandeur,ancient art;ecclesias-
tical order, centralized power.
There is a pretty legend denoting
the docility of the boy and his love
of learning, or at least of the na-
tional lays; but he was also a hunter
and a warrior. From his youth he
had a thorn in his flesh, in the shape
of a mysterious disease, perhaps
cpilepsy, to which monkish chroni-
clers have given an ascetic and
miraculous turn, and this enhances
cur sense of the hero’s moral energy
in the case of Alfred, as in that of
William II1.

As ““Crown Prince,” to use the
phrase of a German writer, Alfred
took part with his elder brother.
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King Ethelbert, in the mortal
struggle against the Pagans, then
raging around Reading and -.long
the rich valley through which the
Great Western Railway now runs.
and where a Saxon victory is com-
memorated by the White Horse,
which forms the subject of a little
work by Thomas Hughes, a true
representative, if any there be, of
the liegemen and soldiers of King
Alfred. When Ethelbert was show-
ing that in him at all events Chris-
tianity was not free from the ascetic
taint, by continuing to hear mass in
his tent when the moment had come
for decided action, Alfred charged
up hill * like a wild boar ” against
the heathen, and began a battle
which, his brother at last coming
up. ended in a great victory.

The death of Ethelbert, in the
midst of the crisis. placed the peril-
ous crown on Alfred’s hea:l. Eth.1-
berc left infant sons, but the mon-
archy was elective, though cne of
the line of Cerdic was always cho-
cen: and those were the days of the
real king, the ruler, judge, and cap-
tain of the people. In pitched bat-
tles, eight of which were fought in
rapid succession, the English held
their own: but they were worn out.
and at length could no longer bhe
lirought into the field. Whether a
faint monkish tradition of the es-
trangement of the neople by un-
ropular courses on the part of the
voune king has anv sibstance of
truth we cannot sav.

Utter gloom now settled down
upon the Christian king and people.
Had Alfred yielded to his inclina-
tions, he would have probably have
vollowed the example of his bro-
ther-in-law, Bulired of Mercia, and
sought a congenial retreat amidst
the churches and libraries of Rome:
asceticism would have afforded him
a pretext for so doing; but he re-
mained at the post of duty. Athel-
ney, a little island in the marshes of
Somersetshire—then marshes, now
drained and a fruitful plain—to

which he retired with the few fol.
lowers left him, has been aptly com-
pared to the mountains of Asturias,
which formed the last asylum of
Christianity in Spain. A jewel
witir the legend in Anglo-Saxon,
“ Alfred caused me to be made,”
was found near the spot, and is now
in the Universitv Museum at Ox-
ford. A similar island in the
marshes of Cambridgeshire formed
the last rallying point of English
patriotism against the Norman Coa-
quest.

Of course, af er the deliverance,
a halo of legends gathered around
Athelney. The legends of the king
disguised as a peasant in the cot-
tage of the herdsman, and of the
king disguised as a harper in the
camp of the Dane, are familiar to
childhood. There is also a legend
of the miraculous appearance of
the great Saxon Saint Cuthbert, The
king in his extreme need had gone
to fish in a neighburing strcam, bt
had caught nothing, and was trying
to comfort himself by reading the
Psalms, when a poor man came to
the door and begged for a piece of
bread. The king gave him half his
last loaf and the little wine left in
the pitcher. The beggar vanished:
the loaf was unbroken, the pitcher
brimful of wine: and fishermen
came in bringing a rich haul of fish
from the river. In the night St
Cuthbert appeared to the king in
a dream and promised him victory.
We see at least what notion the
generations nearest to him had of
the character of Alfred.

At last the heart of the oppressed
people turned to its king, and the
time arrived for a war of liberation.
But on the morrow of victory
Alfred compromised with the
Northmen. He despaired, it seems,
of their final expulsion, and thought
it better, if possible, to make them
Englishmen and Christians, and to
convert them into a barrier against
their foreign and heathen brethren.
We see in this politic moderation at
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once a trait of national charact.r and
a proof that the exploits of Alfred
are not mythical. By the treaty of
Wedmore, the north-eastern part ol
England became the portion of the
Dane, where he was to dwell in
peace with the Saxon people, and
in allegiance to their king, but un-
der his own laws—an arrangement
which had nothing strange in it
when law was only the custom o1
the tribe. As a part of the com-
pact, Guthorm led over his North-
men from the allegiance of Odin to
that of Christ, and was himself bap-
tized by the Christian name of
Athelstan. Where religions were
national, or rather tribal, conver-
sions were tribal, too.

The Northmen of East Anglia
had not so far put off their heathen
propensities or their savage perfidy
as to remain perfectly true to their
covenant: but, on the whole, Al-
fred’s policy of compromise and
assimilation was successful. A new
section of heathen Teutonism was
incorporated into Christendom, and
England absorbed a large Norse
population, whose dwelling-place is
still marked by the names of places
and perhaps in some measure by the
features and character of the people.
In the fishermen of Whitby, for ex-
ample, a town with a Danish name,
there is a peculiarity which is prob-
ably Scandinavian.

Alfred had rescued the country.
But the country which he had res-
cued was a wreck. The Church,
the great organ of civilization as
well as of spir'tual life, was ruined.
The monasteries were in ashes.
The monks of St. Cuthbert were
wandering from place to place, with
the relics of the great northern
Saint. The worship of Wodcen
seemed on the point of returning.
The clergy had exchanged the mis-
cal and censer for the battle-axe,
and had become secularized and
brutalized by the confiict. The
learning of the order was dead.
The Latin language, the tongue of

the Church, of literature, of educa-
tion, was almost extinct.  Alfred
himself says that he could not recol-
lect a priest, south of the Thames,
who understood the Latin servic:
or could translate a document from
the Latin when he became king,
Political institutions were in an
equal state of disorganization.
Spiritual, ‘intellectual, civil life—
everything was to be restored: and
Alfred undertook to restore every-
thing.

No man in these days stands
alone. or towers in unapproachable
superiority above his fellows. Nor
can any man now play a'l the parts.
A division of labour has taken place
in all spheres. The time when the
missionaries at once converted and
civilized the forefathers of Euro-
pean Christendom, when Charle-
magne or Alfred was the master
spirit in everything, has passed
away, and with it the day of hero-
worship, of rational hero-worship,
lias departed, at least for the Eurc-
rean nations. The more hackward
nations may still need, and have
reason to venerate, a Peter the
Great.

Alfred had to do everything al-
most with his own hands. He was
himself the inventor of the candle-
clock which measured his time, so
unspeakably precious, and of the
lantern of transparent horn which
protected the candle-clock against
the wind in the tent, or the lodging
scarcely more impervious to the
weather than a tent, which in those
times sheltered the head of wander-
ing royaltv. Far and wide he
sought for men, like a bee in quest
of honey, to condense a somewhat
prolix trope of his biographer. An
cmbassy of bishops, priests, and re-
ligious laymen, with great gifts,
was sent to the Archbishop of
Rheims, within whose diocese the
famous Grimbald resided, to per-
suade him to allow Grimbald to
come t0 England,and with difficulty
the ambassadors prevailed. Alfred
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promising to treat Grimbald with
iistinguished honour during the
.est of his life. It is touching to
see what a price the king set upon
a true and able man.

“I was called,” says Asser,
* from the western extremity of
Wales. I was led to Sussex, and
first saw the king in the royal man-
sion of Dene. He received me with
kindness, and amongst other con-
versation, earnestly besought me to
devote myself to his service and to
become his companion, He begged
me to give up my preferments be-
yond the Severn, promising to be-

stow on me still richer preferments
in their place.” Asser said ihat he
was unwilling to quit, me-ely for
worldly lionour, the country in
which he had been brought up and
ordained. “ At least,” replied the
Ling, “give me half your timeé.
Pass six months ‘of the year with
me and the rest in Wales.” Asser
still hesitated. The king repeated
his solicitations, and Asser pro-
mised to return, within half a year;
the time was fixed for his visit, and
on the fourth day of their interview
le left the king and went home.

TO BOOKER T. WASHINGTON.

(After reading his Autobiography).

BY LEWIS F.

BOOKER T. WASHINGTON.

TWhen God a prophet on the earth doth need,

They on the watch-tower have no cause to
fear

But in God’s time His prophet will appear,

And in His name God’s righteons cause will
plead

With such effect that nothing can succeed

Against his message so to shut its ear

STARRETT.

But that when he shall speak the world shall
hear,

Or so to sway its thought but it shall heed.

But, ere he can be on his mission sent

He must be for it born, and to it grow ;

Gifts, habits, training and environment,

All to the making of the prophet go.

God giveth what is needed. He dothmake

In sending forth His prophets no mistake.

The greatest Prophet earth has ever known

Was in a stable born—the Lord’s own Son;

And of the prophets since the world begun

Most were of humble lineage ; but thine own

Was even less than humble. Thou hast
grown .

From bondage into greatness, and hast won

A world’s approval for thy work well done,

Reaping with joy where thou with tears
hast sown.

Statesmean and scholar art thou.  "Thou dost
speak

Words that are just and sane and wise and
true,

Much art thou like earth’s first great
prophet, who

Like thee did represent a people weak

Who had been bondsmen. Like him thon
art meek,

And, like him also, thou art mighty too.
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DOES BRITAIN OR
STATES HOLD THE FUTURE?

N these days of com-
petitive forces and
increasing social ad-
vancement, the
struggle for nation-
al supremacy be-
comes a momentous one. We are
within the gateway of a new era in
the world’s history. The point on
which hinges the future of a large
proportion of the human race has
probably been reached. At present
there are on this earth two mighty
powers possessing a preponderant
influence in its affairs—Britain and
the United States, both members of
the great Ango-Saxon family.

The expansion of the United
States was the political phenom-
enon of the nineteenth century,
and this, too, at a time when “ the
pulse and pace of the world were
being marvellously quickened.”
She had her flood-tide of prosperity
in the settlement of her virgin
tracts. That explains the secret of
an almost unprecedented develop-
ment. There was, as Carlyle put
it, “a vast deal of land for a very
few people” Dr. Strong, in dis-
cussing this situation in 1885, thus
expressed himself:

¢“ The rapid accumulation of our wealth,
our comparative immunity from the con-
seque aces of unscientific legislation, our
financial elasticity, our high wages, the
general welfare and contentment of the
people hitherto, have all been due in very
large measure to an abundance of cheap
Iand. When the supply is exhausted we
shall enter upon a new era, and.shall
more rapidly approximate European con-
ditions of life.”

The circumstances which made
possible the abnormal expansion of
the United States no longer exist.
Limitation of area is now felt.
There has been, in fact, an exhaus-

)

THE UNITED

BY HOWARD GLASSFORD.

tion of the public lands. A writer
in the Quarterly Journal of Econ-
omics, as far back as 1887, said:
“ The golden time is past ; our agri-
cultural land is gone; our timber
lands are fast going.”

More recent statistical reports by
the United States Government give
*urther accentv.:im to this condi-
tion of affair- The fact that
nearly the whole of the valuable
portion of the public domain has
already been taken up can hardly
fail to impose a check on immigra-
tion, as the prospect of landed
ownership is always a powerful
incentive to the European peasantry
—a circumstance proved by the
steady movement of incoming pop-
ulation towards the unsettled dis-
tricts of the West.

A brief inspection of the United
States census returns shows that
the percentage of increase in popu-
Iation has of late years been gradu-
ally diminishing. It was consider-
ably less during the last two decades
respectively than in any previous
decade in her history, with the pos-
sible exception of the period be-
tween 1860 and 1870, principally
due to the effects of the Civil War.
All this is significant, and indicates,
paradoxical though it seem, that the
American Republic is beginning to
suffer from, what in other countries
she has for a century richly profited
by, territorial deficiency. The time
may he near when the press of num-
bers will manifest itself there as it
is now doing in Europe and in Asia.

A well-known American author,
referring to this subject savs: “Our
wide domain will soon cease to pal-
liate popular discontent., because it
will soon be hevond the reach of the
por.”  Even now the TUnited
States has started an exodus of her
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farmers to the western territories
of Canada, so that the “trek”
across the forty-ninth parallel is
already begun.  But to this allu-
sion will be made later on.

While events are taking this
course in the great American Re-
public, the eyes of the world
involuntarily turn to Britain and
her vast Empire. A marked change
has come over the British race.
They are now imperialistic as they
never were before. It isa develop-
ment of recent times, the effects of
which must inevitably be far-reach-
ing in shaping and controlling their
future destiny. The old doctrine
of colonies being a danger and a
burden to the motherland no longer
holds. In short, their absolute
identity of interests has become
fully recognized.

A remarkable proof of the unity
of sentiment throughout the Empire
was attested by the attitude of the
great self-governing colonies in
connection with the war in South
Africa. Nothing has occurred in
the history of the British people
to produce such a deep impression
on public opinion the world over
as the act of the outlying sections
of the Empire in affording aid for
its preservation. It was indeed a
revelation to the nations of a new
and extensive power for use when
required, thus opromoting British
prestige abroad and enhancing the
real external forces of England.

The vital question of to-day, how-
ever, is rather the deveiopment than
the defence of Britain’s Empire.
Its concern in the future must be
the populating of the broad, unused
spaces of western Canada, Austra-
lia. and South Africa. ‘There is no
prospect of any very considerable
growth except through the colonies.
These hold the key to the Empire’s
future.  Most of the inhabitable
parts of the earth not fully inhah-
ited are included in Britain’s vast
estate. The people of the United
Kingdom have at last awakencd

to the immensity, importance and
possibilities of this outside heritage.

Mr. Joseph Chamberlain, speak-
ing of the motherland, writes:

“We have the comfort of knowing that
even if the worst of disasters were to
overtake this country, if we were to be,
as it is often prophesied by our critics
abroad, a fallen State, or if by some
physical convulsion of nature we were to
sink like a voleanic island into the waves
that we have ruled so long, even then we
should leave behind kinsfolk across the
Atlantic and in the Puacific Seas who
would carry to distant ages and to un-
known heights the sceptre of our great
dominion.”

Britair’s colonial possessions are
more extensive than those of all the
rest of the world put together. Set-
ting aside the rich dependency of
India, with its countless millions,
there remain the areas of Canada,
Australia and South Africa, which
invite almost unlimited expansion.
Canada alone has half a continent,
with resources unbounded and with
capabilities untold. Her extensive
przirie lands comprise perhaps the
most fertile region of North Amer-
ica. These are destined to become
the seat of populous provinces and
to constitute one of the chief gran-
aries of the world.  Already the
vanguard of immigration is turning
that way, bringing with it the vig-
our and persistency essential to the
uphuilding of a strong and mighty
nationality.

Even if the habitable portion is
in a certain measure limited by the
rigoursof a northern climate—mod-
ified, it must not be forgotten. by
various tempering agencies—Can-
ada has, nevertheless, in the West
600,000 square miles admirably
adapted for farming operations,
while farther north a belt of goo.-
000 square miles, though situated
in a colder zong, is timbered, clothed
. 'th rich natural grasses. and as
fit for the cultivation of cereal
crops as are many of the less genial
districts of Eurone which carry a
considerable agricultural popula-
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tion. Nearly all this, as well as
much more still uncleared within
the older parts, has yet to be
brought under settlement.

What has been said of Canada
applies in a very high degree i
Australia—that new commonwealth
lying beneath the Southern Cross.
‘The area of this island continent
is about as large as that of thc
United States, and the unorganized
districts are not only extensive, but
favoured with superior natural re-
sources. Australia, undoubtedly,
will vet support an enormous popu-
lation. The recent federation of the
several Provinces into one common-
wealth on lines closely resembling
those by which Canada became estab-
lished, gives prophecy and promise
of a noble development,and marks a
further step towards the consolida-
tion of Britain’s far-reaching Em-
pire.

A similar federation of the colo-
nial possessions in South Africa,
which may be expected to follow the
termination of the war, will form
another link in the lengthening
chain. Mr. Gladstone: is authority
for the statement that “ the found-
ing of free-growing and vigorous
communities has been a specific
part of the work providentially
assigned to Britain.” Whether or
not it be true that her mission is to
colonize the world, a tremendous
field for action certainly awaits her.
The opening up of these new
spheres, and the influx of immigra-
tion which is hound to accompany,
must result in an enormous expan-
sion of trade and commerce, adding
to the immense wealth of Britain's
Empire, and serving to strengthen
and confirm its influence and power.

Tt may be urged that the United
States is capable of sustaining a
much greater population than she
now has. This is no doubt true,
but it must proceed mainly from
consolidation, and as the pressure
of overcrowding increases, so in
proportion will the tendency to

emigrate show itself, more especi-
ally when adjoining territory for
settlement to the north can be hdad
for the asking. According to offi-
cial returns, 15,500 immigrants
entered Canada from the United
States during 1900, or more than
one-third of the total immigration
for the year. The fact is highly
significant, and goes to demonstrate
not only the conditions spokei of
in the earlier part of this article,
but also that to Canada’s population
the American Republic will be a
considerable source of supply in
days that are to come.

Reverting to the matter of the
disappearance of the public lands,
it may be well to bear in mind that
the United States has a very great
extent of waste area. Taking what
is called the trans-Mississippi
region {(comprising all west of the
river bythat name), it has been esti-
mated that there are 425,000 square
niiles of useless lands, except in so
far as they may turn out to be
mineralized. In addition, about
650,000 square miles have no pre-
sent adaptation for anything other
than grazing.

Apropos of this an eminent refer-
ence says: “ Never by any possi-
bility can the region of small rain-
fall, and in large part of rugeged
mountains, extending from the first
belt of states bevond the Missis-
sippt to the belt lying directly on
the Pacific Coast, become a densely
populated portion of the country.”*

Certain it is that this wide terri-
tory will never maintain the teem-
ing miltions that political optimists
have predicted.

From her geographical position
chiefly, coupled with unsettled areas
and unexampled resources of forest
and field, mine and main, Canada
must he regarded as the coming
rival of the United States. Her
natural riches have hardly vet been
touched upon—riches, one should

* Encye. Brit. Am. Ed. p. §19.
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remember, not inaccessible, but
quite within the reach of the hand
of man.

Canada’s mineral reserves alone
are so great that an American
expert says of them: “ To particu-
larize the undeveloped wealth of
this northern land would require
volumes.”

The last four years witnessed a
remarkable increase in trade and
commerce throughout the Domin-
ion. ‘That Canada is on the edge
of a bright era of prosperity few
will doubt. Her total business with
outside countries during 1900
aggregated over $380,000,000, or
about $66 per head of the popula-
tion ; while that of the United States
for the same period amounted to
$2,308,000,000, or only about $30
per head.

The transportation problem,
hitherto a pressing one, is under-
going gradual solution, and a sys-
tem (both water and rail) is being
evolied such as will enable the
immense mineral and agricultural
wealth of this young country to be
rapidly unfolded. Not many real-
ize that Canada has the power to
eventually capture and control the
inland carrving trade of the oreat
lakes, which form so much of the
boundary separating her from her
southern neighbour; while farther
west a second transcontinental
railway will soon open up new and
promising fields for energv and
enterprise.

The conclusion of the late \I.
Malte-Brun, French Geographer,
that “ nature has marked out this
country for eXalted destinies,”
seems amply justified. The United
Kingdom is the world’s most liberal
customer to-dav. and Canada. as
part of the British Imperial system,
must become a formidable com-
petitor in securing this trade. She
can already vie with the American
Republic in food praducts, and why
not do at least as well in manufac-
tures?

It is common knowledge that
iron and steel are the foundations
of the manufacturing of the world,
and there is every reason to believe,
from the activity now going on,
that the Dominion will in a few
vears take rank as one of the lead-
ing producers of those staple com-
modities.  Canada has the thre=
raw materials essential to this
industry—coal, lime, and ore—ell
grouped together, and there are no
advantages under which iron and
steel can anywhere else be more
cheaply manufactured.

If the United States is at the pre-
sent day challenging the world in
the battle for industrial supremacy,
let it not be overlooked by the
critics that the same conditions that
would conduce to this ascendancy
must apply with equal, if not more
telling effect, to her big northern
rival. Time and development will
inevitably bring Canada’s forces
into the conflict. Hence if the
industrial interests of the Mother-
land, which have so long enjoyed
paramountcy, should in a measure
suffer displacement, it may be but
a shifting of trade from one portion
to another of her widely growing
Enipire.

Statistics show that population
is congesting in all the old centres
of the ruling races, which are to-day
looking for new countries in which
to expand. Europe finds herself
being crowded, and the fast incre-
ment of numbers but serves to
intensify the discomfort. This
means emigration, and history
teaches that the direction lies chiefly
towards Anglo-Saxon channels.

Nor can the United States afford
the desired relief. So far from
offering much in the way of assist-
ance, it is itself approaching the
position of suppliant. The acqui-
sition of the Philippine Islands
scarcely adds to Uncle Sam’s terri-
torial wealth, whatever value they
may have from a strategical point
of view, for the reason that they
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are withont the path of active col-
onization. All these circumstances
favour the rapid occupation, in the
near future, of Britain’s inviting
possessions.

In the contest for commercial
pre-eminence which the different
nations of the globe are waging,
the question, as far as concerns
Britain’s interests, of preferential
trade within the Empire will likely
thrust itself prominently upon her
statesmen at no very distant date.
Canada has led the way in this
respect. Already has she given the
preference in trade to the mother
country, and to the sister colonies
of the West Indies. Australia is
now in a position to take concerted
action. It remains to be seen wlat
course the Imperial Government
will pursue in the matter.

Consider the tremendous advan-
tages which the American Republic,
in common with other countries,
has had in enjoying the freedom of
the markets of the United Kingdom
in past years, while on the other
hand British goods have been sub-
jected to the most hostile foreign
tariffs.  Political economists are
asking themselves if this state of
affairs can much longer continue.
Free trade is doubtless an excellent
theory, but in view of modern envi-
ronments is it practicable? Last
vear the imports of the United
Kingdom totalled £523,633,486. of
which sum manufactured afticles
covered £03,216,298. It is this
latter item over which the protec-
tionist inclines to shake the head.
Col. Geo. T. Denison, President nf
the British Empire League, in dis-
cussing the problem a few weeks
ago at Ottawa, said:

¢ Britain has now the chance, by estab-

lishing mutual preferences, of developing .

the great territories under her flag, not
only making them stronger and more
prosperous, but binding them together
by self-interest as well as by sentiment
and political ties. She should seize the
opportunity at once and endeavour to
secure the markets of ler Empire, as also

its political unity. It stands to
reason that, as nearly all nations are shut-
ting us out of their markets and are com-
peting with us in ours, in self-defence
the Empire with its 11,000,000 square
miles and 375,003,000 people should pre-
serve its trade for building up its own
resources rather than those of possible
enemies.”

There is little doubt that the
whole question has an important
bearing on the commercial situation
of to-day, and those countries—
notably the United States—vhich
have developed an export trade
largely from free access to Eng-
land’s ports, may rightly await the
issue with deep anxiety.

There are those who profess to
descry signs of Britain’s decadence,
and papers and publicists speak of
the twentieth century as destined
tc witness the decline and fall of
her greatness. These prophets
would seem to be strikingly lacking
in perspective. One must acknow-
ledge that the marks of decay are
not apparent. Splendid opportuni-
ties lie before her. That she still
holds in her hands the secret of
success may well be believed. All
that is required is that the adminis-
tration of Britain’s Imperial affairs
shall equal the superior resources
at her command.

Even if the Motherland should in
the coming years fail to maintain
her relative importance in the Em-
pire, she can rest assured that the
magic wand of power will not pass
bevond it. The British Empire
will continue to exercise its com-
manding influence in the world’s
future. It has, first of all, the
territory with which to do it
—a territorv “bounded by no
continent, circumscribed by no
sphere,” but reaching to the con-
fines of civilization itself: and,
secondly, the genius of colonization
implanted within it from distant
ages to organize that territory and
weave it into one harmonious whole.

Guelph, Ont.



' is necessary to
know the Canadian
prairie in all its

varying moods be-
ghi:~s, fore one learns to ap-

3 &I preciate it as it de-

serves.

At first sight it is all, in Western
parlance, a hard country, but a good
one for the strong; for, unlike the
languid tropics, the prairie im-
proves as one views it closer. In-
stead of weakening under swelter-
ing heat, or sinking into sensual
idleness, its inhabitants develop the
sternerattributesof untiring energy,
endurance and resourcefulness,
which are all required by the West-
ern wheat-grower.  Still, there is
another and a softer side, and this
was especially manifest at Ifair-
mead.

Fairmead, in Assiniboia, deserved
its name, and after the bare sweep
of Manitoban plain there was a
grateful softness about its swelling
undulations and willow - groves
shrouding deep ravines, while
walling off the waste of prairie like
a rampart, a thick bluff of wind-
dwarfed birches stretched on either
side.  Here, for a few weeks in
spring, it was possible to fancy one’s
self in Eneland: then the resem-
blance faded and it was part of the
Dominion again. The frost had
vanished from the surface of the
land, though it still lurked a foot or
two beneath, while here and there a
flush of green crept across the
withered sod, when I visited Fair-
mead to assist in the spring plough-
ing. Two young Englishmen, of
good up-bringing, owned it then,
and as they were staking their all
on the weather that season it was,
said my partner, every one’s clear
duty to assist them.  Theyr had
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THE EPIC OF A PRAIRIE FARM.

BY IHAROLD BINDILOSS.

invested in all some £400 in three
huxlldred aud twenty acres of virgin
soil.

A rush of warm breeze from the
Pacific, which had crossed the snow-
barred Rocky Mountains unchilled,
set the dry grasses rippling, and
long wisps of cloud drove swiftly
across the luminous blue.  This,
and the blackness of ashes among
the burned stubble, was all that
broke the harmonious colouring of
white and gray. Nof being a skil-
ful teamster, I had brought oxen,
and waited beside them while Hun-
ter (my host) and his half-tamed
horses reeled round and round to-
gether amid a tangle of harness,
which they seemed determined he
should not put on, until at last he
conquered, and we were ready to
begin. Then he leaned breathless
for a moment on the plough-stilts,
a typical son, by adoption, of the
prairie.

The long skin coat and fur cap
had been replaced by loose blue
overalls and a broad felt hat, while
the laughing face had been bronzed
to the colour of coffee by the blink
of snow under the clear winter sun.
In spjte of the coarse garments the
pose was statuesque, for the swell
of hardened muscles, the clear eyes
and darkened skin told of perfect
health; and when he hailed me to
break the first clod the voice had
an exultant ring. For several years
this man had toiled far harder than
any British field-labourer in the
calling he had voluntarily chosen;
but instead of adding coarseness the
work had rather refined him.

I called to the oxen, and the big,
slow-moving beasts settled their
shoulders against the collar, as with
a sharp crackling the half-burned
stubble went down before the share.
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Straw cannot be sold in that region,
so little is cut with the ear, and tae
tall stocks are burned off the first
warm day in spring. Pale flowers,
like a purple crocus, were crushe’l
by the hoofs, and rich black clods
curled in long waves from the
mould-board’s slide, while amid
good-humoured banter two fiery
teams came up and passed. The
plough-ox is slow, if not always
sure, but he learns by experience,
which the horse does not; and pre-
sently it was my turn for a laugh,
when the foremost plough brought
up with a shock upon soil still
frozen beneath the surface. A
partly-broken horse is a difficult
beast to handle, and it was not wise
for a stranger to meddle with a
frightened team. “ Keep off,” said
Hunter, declining my assistance.
“Thev're a little excited now, and
might take a fancy to kicking the
life out of you.”

At the end of the next long fur-
row there was a temptation to halt,
for silvery birches drooped their
lace-like twigs over the ploughing,
and I eould see jack-rabbits, still
wearing their white winter robes,
scurrying through the shadows of
the bluff. while a flight of duck
came flashing down wind athwart
the trunks to descend with a splash
upon a lake the slow creek had
formed in the hollow. Summer in
that land, however, is all too short
for the work that must be done in it,
and swinging the plough I reso-
lutely started another furrow. Then
there” followed an exasperating in-
terlude, for the oxen thoroughly
understand that it hurts them to run
the share against frost-bound'soil,
and when the draught increased in
stiffer land they came to a dead
halt.  Nothing would persuade
them to advance a step, and when
I applied the long wand the cau-
tious veteran, President, quietly lay
down.

“You’ll lose your temper long
before you convince an ox,” said a

.

laughing voice.  ““Let them have
their own way. Pull out and go
round;” and in that way the matter
was settled. With several such
interruptions the ploughing went
on, while the perspiration drippa
from our faces, for on the prairie
warm spring comes as suddenly
as the winter goes. And while we
worked, the air vibrated to the heat
of tired wings as, in skeins, wedges,
and crescents, ducks, geese, cranes,
among other wild fowl, passed on
their long journey to the untrodden
marshes beside the Polar Sea.
Many of them halted to rest, and
every creek and sloo (a pond
formed by melting snow) was
dotted black and gray with their
gladly-folded pinions. In another
few days they would be empty
again, we knew, and remain so un-
til, with the first chills of winter,
every bird of passage came south to
follow the sun.

At noon there was a longer rest
than we needed, because in that
invigorating atmosphere a healthy
man can out-tire his team, and we
lounged in the log-built dwelling
over an ample meal. It was a
primitive erection of two stories .
caulked with moss and loam: but
it had cost its owner much hard
labour; sawn lumber is out of the
question for the poor man, while
birch logs fit for building are diffi-
cult to find. Neither was the meal
luxurious; fat pork, fried potatoes,
doughy flapjacks, and the universal
compound of glucose and essences
known as drips. Still, on the
prairie a man cannot only live but
thrive on any food. Then it was
time to hunt the oxen out of a sloo,
where they stood with their usual
persistency, until their unfortunate
driver waded in with a pike.

Then the work began again, and
the burnished clods stretched fur-
ther and further into the stubble.
A British ploughman would not
have approved, but Hunter cared
little that the furrows were curi-
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ously serpentine; that was perhaps
the richest wheat soil in the world,
and had been waiting for centuries
to yield up its latent wealth. Every
minute was of value, for autumn
trosts follow hard upon the brief
northern summer, and the grain
must be ripened before they set in.
So, while the shadows of the bluff
lengthened across the gray white
plain, the ceaseless crackle of
stubble, tramp of labouring hoofs,
and shearing slide of glossy clods,
went on until long after the red sun
dipped, a dimness blurred the nar-
rowing horizon and night closed
gradually in. Then, tired but satis-
fied, we fed the weary beasts, and
after the evening meal sat beside
the twinkling stove in the snug
Toom,while outside the stars burned
down through crystalline depths of
indigo, and under a dead, cold
silence the grasses grew resplen-
dent with frostwork filigree. The
elder Hunter had a taste for music
and natural history, as a result of
which gorgeous moths were pinned
under the trophies of skins and oat-
heads on the wall, while a battered
piano (of all things), which had
suffered from a trying journey,
stood among the baked clods we
had brought in from the ploughing.
His brother’s voice was excellent,
and while they sang songs of the
old land, which after all was home,
I lounged in my chair listening, and
wondered whether some day health
and work and food might be found
for our many ill-fed and hopeless
sons in that wide country. Yet it
was evident there was no room for
the drunkard or slothful there.
Credit, which is universal in that
region, has its advantages as well as
its evils, for it divides the risks of
the weather, while a bounteous har-
vest enriches farmer, dealer, and
manufacturer alike.  There is no
toom for half-measures upon the
prairie, where a man must raise
wheat or go under. Still, if pos-

sessed of average strength, he need
never suffer privation, and it is per-
haps this reason which leads the
settlers to face trying uncertainty
and arduous toil with a cheerful
courage not always found at home.
So we ploughed and cross-ripped
the clods with disc-harrows, and
when the seeders had drilled in the
grain, I shook hands with Hunter
and went back tc my own partner.

1t was hay-time when I visited
Fairmead again, and found my
hosts darker in colour and consider-
ably more ragged than before.
There is little leisure for the ameni-
ties of civilization during the busy
summer, and the mending of clothes
and sometimes cven their washing
is indefinitely postponed. The
preirie also had changed, for the
trausitory flush of green was gone,
while birchen bluff and willow-
fringed ravine formed comforting
oases of foliage and cool shadow,
and, when the blazing sun beat
down upon the parched white sod,
the rippling waves of dull green
wheat were pleasant to look upon.
Now, thereabouts at least, horses
and oxen muast be fed during the
long winter, when the prairie is
sheeted with frozen snow, and
hay-harvest is accordingly a
matter of some anxiety, Artifi-
cial grasses are rarely sown, and
the settler trusts to Nature to supply
him, while throughout muchof Man-
itoba and Assiniboia on the levels
the natural grasses are too short for
cutting. The hay must therefore
be gathered in the dried-up sloos,
where it may reach almost breast-
high. Timber for building being
also lamentably scarce, implements,
for lack of shelter, are usually left
where they last were used, and
while I drove off with the light
waggon, my friends set forth in
search of the mowing-machine. It
was dazzlingly hot and bright, and
the long sweep of prairie seemed
to melt into a transparent shimmer-
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ing, with a birchen bluff floating
above it like an island here and
there.

At times a jack-rabbit, now the
colour and much the same size as
the English hare, fled before the
rattling wheels, or a flock of prairie
chickens flattened themselves half-
seen among the grass, while tall
sandhill cranes stalked majestically
along the crest of a distant rise.
On foot one cannot get within a
half-mile range of them, though it
is possible to drive fast into gunshot
.occasionally, but in hay-time there
is little leisure for sport. Thick
gray dust rose up, and the waggon,
a light frame on four spider wheels,
which two men could lift, jolted
distressfully as it lurched across the
swelling levels, until a mounted
figure waved an arm upon the hori-
zon, and I knew the machine had
been found. It lay with one wheel
in the air, buried among the grass,
and half-an-hour’s labour with oil-
can and spanner was needed before
it could be induced to work at all.

There were flies in legions,
and the hot air was thick with
mosquitoes, so declining Hun-
ter’s net (which hung like a
meat-safe gauze beneath the brim
of his hat), I anointed my face
and hair with kerosene. till, at
times, the insects almost conquered
us, as I afterwards saw them put to
rout a surveying party in British
Columbia, and it became difficult to
lead the tortured horses. One does
not, however, expect an easy time
on the prairie, and the hay was badlv
needed ; so, bitten all over, we held
on until the little sloo was ex-
hausted. The sun had already
dried the grasses better than we
ccould do, and when the waggon was
loaded high I went back with it
while the others tramped out into
the heat in search of another sloo.

When T reached the house it was
filled with Hunter’s white chickens,
which had sought refuge there from
the swoop of a hawk. The caulking
had fallen out from between the

warping logs, and the roof, which
was partly tin dand partly shingles,
cracked audibly under the heat.
But there was only time to pack up
a little food, and when the waggon
was lightened, grimed thick with
dust, and a long wake of insects
streaming behind my head, I drove
out again. TFrom sloo to sloo we
wandered, halting once for a plunge
into a shrunken creek, where lay
three feet of lukewarm fluid, and
it was nightfall when we thank{ully
turned our faces homewards. A
little cool breeze, invigorating as
champagne, came down out of the
north, where still lingered a great
transparency, and the sun-bleached
prairie had changed into a dim,
mysterious sea, with unreal head-
lands of birch and willow rolling
back its ridges. Every growing
thing gave up its fragrance as it
drank in the dew, and through al
the odours floated the sweet, per-
vading essence of wild peppermint,

Somewhere in the shadows a coy-
ote howled dismally; at times with
a faint rustling some shadowy beast
slipped by; but save for this there
was a deep, dead stillness, and an
overwhelming sense of vastness and
infinity.  Under its influence one
could neither chatter idly nor fret
over petty cares, and T remember
how, aching, scorched, and freely
speckled with mosquito bites, we
lay silent upon the peppermint-
scented hay. Meantime, far out in
the rim of the prairie, the red fires
rioted among the grass, while here
and there long clouds of filmy
vapour blotted out the stars; but
Hunter had ploughed deep furrows
around his holding,and had no cause
to fear them. At last, only half
awake, we unyoked the beasts, de-
voured such cold food as we could
find. and sank into heavy slumber
until the sun roused us to begin
another day.

It was late in autumn, and bluff
and copse were glorious with many-
coloured leaves, waiting, frost-
nipped, for the first breeze to strew
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them across the prairie, when 1 saw
the last of Hunter's crop.  The
crackling grass lay ready for its
covering of snow, and the yeilow
stubble, stripped of the heavy ecars,
stood four-square, solid, and rigid
above tne prairne.  The crop had
escaped the frost, the binders had
goue, and now the black smoke of
the tihreshing-machine hung mo-
tionless in the cool, transparent at-
mosphere  above the piled-up
sheaves. Hunter's heart was glad.
After a hard struggie, patient wait-
ing, and -ery pl'un living, the soil
had returned what Le ha t entrust i
it to him a hundredfold, and Win-
nipeg *millers and shippers were
waiting for everv bhushel.

Still, there was no rest for him,
an<l he worked as men who fight for
their own hand only can d.», gramad
with smoke and dust beside the
huge separator which nmumed and
thudded as it devoured the sheaves.
Ox and horse were also busy, haul-
ing the filled bags to the granary,
which is merely a shapeless mound
of short straw piled many fect thick
over a willow-branch {framing, to
forni, when wind-packed, a cheap
and efficient store.  Men panted,
laughed, and jested, with every
sinew strained to the uttermost and
the perspiration splashing from
them, for the svstem of centraliza-
tion which makes a machine of the
individual has so far no place in
that country, and, being paid by the
hushel, the reward of cach was in
direct ratio to his labours. Yet
there was neither abuse nor foul
language, and they drank green
tea. while no man derided the
vreaker, where cach did his best,
and thiere was plenty for all.

Then, when at last even the
moonlight had faded and three hor-
rowed waggons stood beside the
threshing-machine piled high with
bags of grain. a bouniiful supper
was spread upon the grass, because
room could not he found in the
house for all. Threshers live upon
the hest in the land, as do the kindlv

neighbourswho work for no money,
and already Hunter's chicken-house
was empty, while the paiaful neces-
sity of acting as cxu.utionen with
a big axe affected the writer’s s appe-
tite.

Next day I knew I must drive
nearly sixty miles to the settlement
and back for more provisions. They
ate, then, as they had worked, thor-
oughly and \vell French (.'um(hzm
Ontario Scotsman, young Dng.xsn-
man, and a few keen-wittesd wan-
derers from across the frontier of
the great Republic, forgetting all
distinctions of caste and race in the
bond of a common purpose. ‘Tra-
dition counts for nothing on the
white wheat-lands ; they are at once
too new and too old for it. Empty
self-assertion is also worthless, and
it is only by self-denial, cndmonu
and qtead"ast labour that any one
can win himself a competence there.
Hunter had a right to the co.atent he
felt, for by stubbornly hal-lin~ on in
the face of disappointments he had
won that harvest.

It was six weeks later, and the
prairic lay white under the first fall
of snow. when with threc panting
teams, whose breath rose iike steam
in the nipping air before us, we
hauled the last loads on steel run-
ners out of the sliding drifts,
through the smooth-beaten streets
of a straggling wooden town to the
gaunt elevators. ILong, snow-he-
sprinkled trains of trucks were
waiting on the sidings: huge loco-
motives snorted, backing more
trucks in, for from north and sHuth
and west other teams were coming
up out of the prairie with the grain
that was needed to feed the swarm-
ing peoples of the older world. At
last the whirring wheels were silent
for a few moments’ space: the
empty waggons were drawn aside
to make room for newcomers: and
Hunter’s eves were rather dim than
bright with emotion as he spread
out hefore me the receipts which he
would presently convert into dollar
bills.—Macmillar’s Magasine.
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BY JAMES L.

HUGHES,

Inspeetar of Publie Sehovls, Toronto.”

ONTARIO PARLIAMENT BUILDINGS, QUEEN'S PARK, TORONTO.

EAR the western end
end of Lake Ont-
ario, on the shore
of a fine harbour
which is almost en-
closed by the semi-
circular island Hia-
watha, stands the
city of Toronto, on
a sloping watershed
between the rivers
Humber and Don,
and extending east-
ward beyond the Don towards the
magnificent suburban park district
known as the Scarboro’ Heights.
These Heights rise three hundred
feet almost perpendicularly from
Lake Ontario, and are partly
formed by deposits from two gla-
cial periods, a fact which riakes

* Abridged from an article in the ““ New
Eugland \hgazme

[
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this district one of the most attract-
ive parts of America to mineral-
jgists, as it is especially rich in a
great variety of rocks and fossils.
When the French under Cham-
plain first explored the country
north of the Great Lakes, they
found the territory lying to the
south of Lake Huron and the Geor-
gian Bay occupied by Indians
known as the Torontos. The dis-
trict between Georgian Bay and
Lake Ontario was known as Toron-
to, and on old French maps Lake
Simcoe was nanied Lake Toronto,
and the Humber, Toronto River.

"The Indians of the district in time

began to trade with the English at
Oswevo and in doing so travelled
hy the River Humber. So it came
about that the high land at the
mouth of the Humber was used by
these Indians as a camp ground.
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VOLUNTEER MONUMENT, QUEEN’s
PAKK, TORONTO,

When the early French traders be-
gan to explore the north shore of
Lake Ontario. their Indian guides
pointed to the district northward
from the mouth of the Humber as
“Toronto,” and the traders appiied
the name to the landing-place.
Governor Simcoe laid the found-
ation for the real growth of Toronto
by making it the capital of the new
province of Upper Canada. which
he had organized, believing that
Newark (Niagara)was
too near the border of
the United States.
Out of compliment
to Frederick, Duke of
York, son of King
George 111, Governor
Simcoe named hisnew
capital York, and on
August 27th, 1793, a
royal salute was fired
to commemorate the
change of name from
Toronto to York.
The first building
operations began in

1704.  Governor Simcoe himself
lived in a large tent, which had
originally been owned by Captain
Cook, the great navigator. Gov-
ernor Simcoe decided to erect the
new parliament buildings near the
mouth of the Don instead of at the
originaltrading post near the mouth
of the Humber. Near the bay, on
Parliament Street, were built the
first Houses of Parliament, consist-
ing of what were described by a
writer of the time as “ two clegant
halls with convenient offices for the
accommodation of the Legislature
and the Courts of Justice.” Par-
liament met in York for the first
time in 1797, after the new build-
ings were finished.

The young town grew slowly for
twenty years, till in 1813 it was
twice captured by Commodore
Chauncey, first in April and after-
wards in July. The small garrison
was taken by surprise on the first
visit of Commodore Chauncey and
General Dearborn, and after blow-
ing up the magazine the fort was
abandoned. The United States
troops retained possession of the
city for eleven days. General Dear-
horn treated the people kindly, but
“the Parliament Buildings and
Parliamentary Library were burned
and the church and town library
were pillaged.”

0SGOODE HALL.
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The United States troops re-  quantity of shot, shells, and other
mained only one dav at the time of  munitions of war, and several can-

1y
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their second visit.  They burned non. A month after the destruc-
the empty barracks and took away tion of the Parliament Buildings in
a number of bhoats, with a Toronto, the British retaliated at
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Washington. The Legislative
Council of Lower Canada said at the
time, in an address to Sir George
Prevost : “ We consider the destruc-
tion of the public buildings at
Washington a just retribution for
the outraces committed by an
American Torce at the seat of gov-
ernment in Upper Canada.”

The town grew rapidly during
the last ten vears of its existence
under the name of York. In 1834
it had attained to 2 population of
about 10,000, and it assumed the
dignity of a city under the old name
Toronto.

The first mayor of the new city
was William Lyon McKenzie, an
energetic Scotchman, who was the
leader of the people of Upper Can-
ada in their demands for relief from
the rule of the Tamily Compact.
He afterwards organized the rebel-
lion of 1837, with a view of accom-
plishing by force the reforms he
despaired of securing by legislation.
The rebellion of 1%7 naturallv
prov ed to be one of the great events
m the historvy of Toronto.  Its
leader in Upper Canada was one of
the most prominent men in the city:
but although he had the honour of

being its first mayor, he had little
sympathy from the people of To-
ronto in his attempt to overthrow
the government and make Canada
a part of the United States. The
rebellion lasted only two days, days
of great excitement in Toronto.
The rebels were dispersed after a
brief engagement with the loyalists,
and the leaders fled to the United
States.  Toronto has ever since
maintained its reputation for active
loyalty to the British Crown.

The year 1866 is a memorable
one in the history of Toronto as the
year of the Fenian Raids. The
Toronto regiments of volunteers
were promptly sent to drive the
Fenians out of the Niagara Penin-
sula.  The “ Queen’s Own ™ met
the enemy at Ridgeway, and sus-
tained a loss of seven killed and
twenty-three wounded. The beau-
tiful monument erected to the mem-
ory of those who fell at Ridgeway
is decorated each year on June 2nd
by their comrades and by the school
children of the citv. Another mon-
ument in Queen’s Park commemor-
ates the Toyalty and bravery or
Toronto voluntcers. Tt records the
gallantry of those who were killed
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during the Northwest rebellion of
1385,

Since 1867, when Confederation
widened the range of Canada’s
national and commercial outlool,
the growth of Toronto has been
very steady and progressive.  Its
population in 1867 was 47,500 in
1898 it had increased to 230,000,

lishments. Two undertakings are
at present actively considered, which
wiill greatly enlarge Toronto, if
they are carried to a successful
issue.  One is the building of a
railway to James Bay, and the other
themakingof a canal or the improv-
ing of the railway facilizies between
Toronto and Georgian DBay, so as

METROPFOLITAN METHODIST CHURCH.

including the immediate suburbs of
West Toronto, North Toronto, and
East Toronto. The school attend-
ance has increased nearly seven-
fold during the last twenty-five
years. ‘The increase in population
has been caused chiefly by the build-
ing of new railways and the cstab-
lishment of manufacturing estab-
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ST. MICHAEL'S BEHIND.

to control the immense trade
of the \Western and North-
western  States and  of the

Canadian Northwest. The short-
ening of the great continental water
route by about four hundred miles
is sure to be accomplished in a few
vears; and when it Ias been brecught
about, by whichever plan may be
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adopted, a great impetus will be
given to the growth of Toronto.

Among the many fine public
buildings in the city the most beau-
tiful are the new Parliament Build-
ings, the Provincial University,
described in all guidebooks as the
best specimen of Norman architec-
ture in America, the new City Hall,
Osgoode Hall, the seat of the Pro-
vincial Courts and Law School,
Trinity University, Victoria Uni-
versity, McMaster University, the
Normal School, Upper Canada Col-
lege and the Provincial Asylum.

Toronto has been named the City
of Churches, because of the large
number of fine churches that have
been erected in it. The distinctive
feature of church architecture in
Toronto consists in the fact that
all denominations have built a con-
siderable number of fine churches
instead of concentrating their
efforts on the erection of a few of
greater magnificence.  The large
churches are not confined to the
the central portion, but are found
widely distributed throughout the
city.

Toronto is the educational metro-
polis of Ontario, if not of the
Dominion. In addition to the Uni-
versity of Toronto, which is a Pro-
vincial institution, there are several
universities and colleges supported
by the leading religious denomina-
tions. The English Church has
two, Trinity University and Wye-
liffe College; the Methodists have
Victoria University; the Baptists,
McMaster University ; the Presby-
terians, Knox College; and the
Roman Catholics, St. Michael's
College. There are three medical
colleges, one being conducted for
women only. The Provincial Nor-
malSchool has in connection with it
a fine collection of paintings and
statuary and a good ethnological
museum. Toronto has a technical
school, three collegiate institutes
(high schools), and Upper Canada
College, a provincial institution
modelled on the plan of the great
public schools of England. There
are also several private or denomi-
national colleges of high standing
for the secondary training of young
ladies. There are fifty-five public
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schools and nineteen
schools.

Toronto has several institutions
for giving higher culture in art and
music, the most important being the
Ontario Art School, the Toronto
Conservatory of Music, and the
Toronto College of Music.

The work of the kindergarten is
more completely organized as a part
of the public school system in
Toronto than in any other city of
its size in America. Ontario was
the first province or state to make
the kindergarten an or-

separate

are decorated by flower companies
of girls from the different schools.

Another distinctive feature of thé
schools for nearly twenty-five years
has been the fire drills. At least
once a month at unexpected times
these drills take place in every
school. Their aim is to prevent the
possibility of a panic in case of fire.
Pupilscan always get out of a build-
ing in case of fire without loss of
life, if there is no danger of a panic.
Smoke is caused in the halls some-
times, so that even when a real fire

ganic part of the state
system of education, and
Toronto was the first city
in the Dominion to do so.
Next to St. Louis, Toronto
comes second among the
cities of America. Toronto
led America in the general
introduction of military
drill in the public schools.
FFor more than twenty-five
3 ears the boys of all the
schools have been taught
drdl regularly. Governor
Bloxham invited the To-
ronto Public School Board
to send a company of boys
to the military convention
in Tampa, Florida, in
February, 1899 ; and the
splendid bearing, the ex-

cellent conduct, and the
efficiency of the boys met
with the heartiest approval
in Tampa, in Chicago, and Detroit,
where public receptions were given
in their honour.

The development of patriotic
ieeling is made one of the definite
aims of school work in Toronto
schools. On “ Empire Day ” spe-
cial services are held, at which
patriotic addresses and recitations
are delivered, and songs of a patri-
otic character are sung. In the
afternoon the annual parade and
review of the drill battalions takes
place, and the soldiers’ monuments

SHERBOURXE ST, METHODIST CHURCH.

"occurs the children rarely know that

there has been any danger until they
are in the yard. Four fires have
occurred in Toronto schools since
the fire drills were first introduced.
In every case the children were
calm, and went out as regularly as
on ordinary occasions, when the
special fire signals are given. In
one case the fire, which had been
smouldering under the floor, sud-
denly burst through, and flames
rose up several feet in height be-
tween two rows of pupils. Even
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SHERBOURNE STREET, TORONTO.

then, although the children were
only about nine vears of age, there
was no sign of a panic. They sat
quietly in their seats until the prin-
cipal was notified and the regular
alarm given, when they formed up
as usual and waited quietly till their
turn came to go out.

In close relation to the work of
education stands the publication of
good books. In this imiportant
department of national life Toronto
far surpasses the other Canadian
cities. Most of the Toronto pub-
lishers arc now issuing literary
works of Canadian and foreign
authors, in a style that will compare
favourably with the books of the
best houses of the United States
znd England.

Toronto is the chief manufactur-
ing centre of the Dominion. The
leading manufactures are agricul-
tural implements, machinery, musi-
cal instruments, furniture, stoves,

hardware, clothing, leather. hoots
and shoes, oils and soap. ‘Lhere
are also large vinegar works and
pickling industries.  The packing
houses of Toronto have an excel-
lent reputation in English markets
for their animal food products.
The agricultural machines made in
Toronto are sent in large quantities
not only throughout the Dominion
of Canada, but to England, Scot-
land, Ireland, India, Australia,
South America, and even to France,
Belgium, Austria, Bavaria, and
Russia.

The park system of Toronto is
extensive and beautiful. The city
is surrounded on three sides by a
series of splendid parks unsurpassed
in extent and natural beauty by the
parks of any American city. Put
the most popular of all her beauti-
ful parks is Island Park, on Hia-
watha Island, which lies immediately
in front of the city in the form of a
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crescent about three miles in length.
A large part of the island is devoted
to park purposes.

Toronto has a wide reputation as
a pleasant, healthful summer resort.
The magnificent lake, the fine fleet
of steamers, the attractive summer
residence districts on the lake, the
bracing air and the comfortable
temperature combine to supply
most of the conditions for ideal
summer homes.

The people of Toronto take a
deep interest in outdoor sports, and
her sons have done her high honor
on various fields and waters in com-
petition with the world’s leaders.
With such splendid bhoating facili-
ties, it might naturally be expected
that great attention would be paid
to aquatic sports. In rowing, To-
ronto has produced two world’s
champions, Hanlan and O’Connor.
In yachting, her fleet now holds the
first position among the fleets of the
Great Lakes. Toronto Bay has

long been the centre of the exciting
and exhilarating occupation of ice-
boating.

On land t'oronto more than holds
her own in lacrosse, football, cricket,
baseball, curling, running and other
forms of athletic sports. In curl-
ing, especiully, Toronto leads the
world—surpassing even  Scotch
cities in the number and size of the
clubs and the splendid buildings
erected by the devotees of this
grandest of winter games.

One of the gratifying features
that distinguish Toronto from most
large cities is the fact that there is
no part of the city that can be
fairly regarded as the “slum ” dis-
trict. ‘The city covers a very large
arca, so that there is no overcrowd-
ing. Workingmen have no diffi-
culty in obtaining homes with sep-
arate‘qardens, and it is a common
practice to use these gardens in
growing both flowers and vege-
tables.
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The city owns the franchise of
the street r .ilway, and recei es from
the company to which the railway
1s rented an income which at
present amounts to $164,000 per
anmum. The amount received by
the city is based on the receipts of
the company, so that it will increase
with the growth of the city.

Toronto is pre-eminently a city
of homes. It claims to have a
larger proportion of good homes
and a much smaller proportion of
saloons than any city of its size in
America.

Before the liberation of the negro
by the United States, Toronto was

suitor presented himself, and suc-
ceeded in winning the confidence of
father and daughter. The marriage
took place, and the old gentleman
proudly carried out his promise.
The enriched husband started with
his wife on a bridal trip in the
United States, and’ without arous-
ing suspicion managed to get into
one of the slave States, where he
increased his wealth by selling his
wife as a slave. The case caused
a great deal o1 excitement at the
time. The people of Toronto sym-
pathized heartily with the unfortu-
nate girl, and a sufficient sum of
money was at once raised to pur-

chase her release.

HORTICULTURAL PAVILION.

one of the cities of refuge for
escaped slaves. They were welil
treated by the people generally, and
some of them made considerable
sums of money. One old gentle-
man became quite wealthy in the
hotel and livery stable business, and
his private equipage was as fine as
that of any gentleman in the city.
He had an mtelhffent daughter, who
had received the best culture that
could be provided for her. His
ambition was to secure a white hus-
band for her. In order to do so,
he advertised that he would give
any white gentleman of satisfactory
standing a large sum of money
if he would marry his daughter. A

After the war of the
rebellion most of the
negroes returned to
their southern homes.

Toronto has been
the home of many
men distinguished in
the history of Canada,
some of whom were
among the most
prominent men of
their time. Its foun-
der, General Simcoe,
was a truly great man,
worthy of the inscrip-
tion on the wall of
St. Gabriel’s Chapel in
Bxeter Cathedral under his medal-
lion portrait by Flaxman, in which
he is spoken of as one ““in whose
life and character the virtues of the
hero, the patriot and the Christian
were so eminently conspicuous, that
it may justly be said, he served his
king and his country with a zeal ex-
ceeded only by his piety towards
God.” After the war he was
elected to the British House of
Commons; but his great work was
the organi.ation of Upper Canada
and the founding of the City of
Toronto.

One of the greatest native-born
Canadians was Egerton Ryerson,
D.D.,, LL.D,, the Founder of the
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educational system of Ontario and
the distinguished leader in educa-
tional matters in Ontario for thirty-
two vears, retaining as he did the
position of chief superintendent of
education from 1844 to 1876. Dur-
ing all this period he resided in
Toronto. In addition to his great
educational work, he was one of the
leading orators of his country and
one of the most powerful writers on
educational, religious, historical,
and political subjects that Canada
has produced He was a man of
conspicuous ability, and his splen-
did character and attainments made
him the first president of the united
Methodist body of the Dominion.
Sir John Mac-

Sir Daniel Wilson, well known
throughout the world by his literary
works, was one of Toronto’s most
notable men. He was appointed
professor of history and English
literature in Toronto University in
1853, and became its president in
1881, a position which he filled with
splendid ability till his death in
1892. He was a voluminous writer,
and when a comparatively young
man he won unstinted praise from
the highest authorities for the
scholarship and originality of his
book on “The Archaologyand Pre-
historic Annals of Scotland.” In
1862 he published his greatest work,
“ Prehistoric Man,” which helped

donald, who
united the separ-
ate parts of the
Dominion of
Canada into one
country and
made it the most
important por-
tion of the colo-
nial empire of
Great Britain,
resided in To-
ronto during
1873 to 1878,
his party being
m opposition.

THE LAGOON, TORONTO ISLANV.
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s to give high rank to the university has been one of Toronto’s most
L in which he was a professor. prominent men for about sixty
S The great English preacher, Rev. years, first as a lewyer and a judge,
5 Wl]ham \Iorley Punshon, resided then for nearly a quarter of a cen-
L& in Toronto for five years, 1868 to  tury as the head of the government,
. ; 1873. His remarkable oratorical and afterwards as Lieutenant-Gov-

ey

o oo 4 -

powers made him a universal favor-
ite inCanada and the United States.

One of the fewstatues yet erected
to the memory of distinguished
Canadians stands in front of the
Parliament Buildings, in Toronto,
in honour of the memory of Hon.
George Brown, who for many years
wasoneof the most prominent Cana-
dian statesmen. Although he was
during the greater part of his life
opposed to the policy of Sir John
Macdonald, he was so truly patri-
otic as to unite cordially with the
* Father of his Country” in secur-
ing the Act of Confederation, +hich
laid the foundation for the Domin-
ion of Canada.

Sir Oliver Mowat, the present
Lieutenant-Governor of Ontario,

ernor of the Province.

The most widely known citizen
of Toronto is undoubtedly Mr.
Goldwin Smith, who has lived in
Toronto for nearly thirty years.
For half a century he has been
recognized as an authority on his-
torical, literary and educational
questions. He was chosen as the
most capable man to fill the position
of professor of modern history in
the University of Oxford in 1858,
and performed his duties with
marked ability until 1866, when he
resigned his professorship, owing
to an accident to his father. In
1861 he accepted the chair of Eng-
lish and constitutional history in
Cornell Universitv. He has re-

sided in Toronto since 1871.

ON TORONTO BAY.
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A DISTINGUISHED CANADIAN,
SIR JOHUN G. BOURINOT, K.C.M.G., LL.D., D.C.L., (LIT"D., LAVAL).

=% HE author of the
732) “Constitutional
History of Can-
ada ” is one of our
mostdistinguished
writers.  lle was
born, 1837, as far
down east as we
can get in Canada,
in the ancient town of Sydney, Cape
Breton, former capital of that
island.  Cape Breton reaches far
out into the ocean, as if to welcome
the transatlantic visitor. It was in
all probability the first landfall of
Cabot, the discoverer of the main-
land of this continent.* It will pro-
bably be the Canadian landing of
the ocean ferry of the future, We
have in Cape Breton a fine example
of social stratification, a Scottish
overlying an earlier French civili-
zation. Many of the older peopie
speak only Gaelic, and the preaci-
ing is often in that language.

We judge from the name that Sir
John Bourinot is of French, prob-
ably Huguenot, origin, for his
father, the late Senator Bourinot,
was a native of the island of Jersey.
Sir John is a grandson of Judge
Marshall, who was descended from
a U, E. Loyalist family from the
colony of Georgia. We remember
calling some years ago upon Sir
John Bourinot at his ancestral
hor.e, the charming mansion of
Senator Bourinot, who was for
many years French Consul in the
port.

* In honour of this event the Royal Society
of Canada held its annual session in the
city of Halifax, June 2lst to 26th, 1897.
A brass tablet commemorating Cubot’s dis-
covery was placed with due ceremony in
the legislative building, the oldest structure
of the kind, in the oldest maritime city
first seen by the famous navigator. There
were present representatives of the Corpora-
tion of the City of Bristol, from which Cabot
sailed ; and from the city of Venice, from
which he originally came.

The little tree-shaded dock was
kept with real man-o’-war neatness.
There used to be almost always a
French frigate on the station, and
the military muvsic and stately eti-
quette gave quite an air of the olden
time to society. The delightfully
quaint and quiet streets of the old
town are now animated by the in-
flux of life and business consequent
upon the new iron industries, which
promise to malke it one of the great
iron marts of the world.

A few miles distant is the site of
the once famous fortress of Louis-
bourg, in the eighteenth century the
strongest in the world, the Dunkirk
of America. Here James Wolfe
exhibited his skill and prowess in
the reduction of this great fortress,
constructed at such a cost, and as-
sailed and defended with such val-
our. After the siege of 1758 the
fortress was destroyed by the order
of the British Government. Where
giant navies rode, and earth-shaking
war achieved such vast exploits, to-
day the peaceful waters of the
placid bay kiss the deserted strand,
and a small town and a few grass-
covered mounds mark the grave of
so much military pomp, and power,
and glory. Young Bourinot must
often have wandered over these
ruined ramparts, and doubtless the
environment of his early days culti-
vated the historical imaginationand
inspired the studies of his riper
vears. He has written a beautiful
memorial of his native island in his
volume on “ Cape Breton and Its
Memorials of the French Regime.”

What was then Western, but
is now Central, Canada can claim
an important part in the intellectual
development of this di ‘inguished
writer. He received his collegiate
training at Trinity University, To-
ronto, He was an enthusiastic and
successful student, and won the
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From Sir John Bourinot’s ¢¢Canada Under British Rule,” by the
courtesy of the Copp, Clark Company, Limited.



A Distinguished Canadian. 47

Wellington and other scholarships
at old Trinity. He has ever been
one of the most devoted and filial
sons of his Alma Mater,

Ile studied law as a profession:
but the writing instinct would have
way, and he adopted journalism in
his early manhood. IIe had much
experience in this best of all train-
ing for literature on the public press
of Torontv, Boston, and Ialifax.
In the latter city he was for svme
years editor and progrietor of the
Reporter, a widely circulated even-
ing paper which we remember read-
ing with much pleasure under his
administration.

Like a great many of our kinsfolk
by the sea, he was summoned to the
wider sphere of the capital of the
Dominion, where in 1880 he bacame
Clerk of the Canadian House of
Commons. This position he has
held with distinction to himself and
advantage to the country to the pre-
sent day.

When the Royal Society of Can-
ada was organized, 1882, by the
Governor-General, the Marquis of
Lorne, now the Duke of Argyll, Dr.
Bourinot became its first Honorary
Secretary.  This position he has
filled ever since with the exception
of the year 1892, when he was for
a term its president. He has also
edited for many years “ The Pro-
ceedings and Transactions ” of the
society,and tohis admirable literary
ability they largely owe their suc-
cess and the appreciation in which
they are held in the learned centres
of the world.

In 1890, in recognition of his
distinguished services *o the Crown
and to literature, Dr. Bourinot was
honoured with the Companionage of
the Order of St. Michael and St.
George. and in 1898 that of K.C.
M.G. SirJohn is an honorary mem-
ber of many learned societie~,among
others of the American Antiquarian
Society. He is also a member of
the Council of the American Acad-
emy of Political Science, and honor-

ary fellow of the Royal Colonial
Institute and of otherlearnedbodies
in the United States and Europe. *

It is not true in the case of this
distinguished writer that “a pro-
phet is not without honour save
in his own country.”  Sir John
Bourinot has obtained wide and
cordial recognition in the Duminion
as well as abroad, and has received
lhonorary degrees from the majority
of Canadian Universiti s, including
that of the ancient university of
Laval, Quebec, Ie is, mcreover,
a member of the Council, and i»
examiner in constitutional history
and law of Trinity University.

His published books make quite
a long list. Among the more pro-
minent are the following: *‘ Manual
of Constitutional History of Can-
ada,” now in its third edition, and
“ Parliamentary Procedureand Gov-
ernment of Canada.” This is a
large and costly quarto volume of
over a thousand pages, and the ‘act
that it is now going to its third edi-
tion is a proof of its unique value
throughout the Empire. The pre-
sent speaker of the House of Repre-
sentatives at Washington has justly
spoken of it as “one of the most
important contributions ever made
to the science of politics.”

“The Builders of Nova Scotia ”
comprises the results of the studies
and investigations of years. 1t pays
a generous tribute to th:ose men who
laid broad and deep the foundations
of British institutions in that prc-
vince. It records the heroism and
fidelity of the United Empire Loyal-
ists, who for love of the old flag
under which they were born left
their homes in the r. volted colonies
for the faithful northern province.
It records with appreciation the
establishment of the great Churches
which gave the sanctions and safe-
guards of religion to the secular
country. It recites many genial
reminiscences of eminent Nova S¢o-
tians for over forty years,

“We may fairly estimate,” says
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Sir John Bourinot, “ that between
eighty and one hundred thousand
men, women, and children were
forced to leave and scatter through-
out the world.” Of this number be-
tween thirty and forty thousand
people - .me to the provinces of the
present Dominion. More than two-
thirds of the exiles settled in the
provinces of Nova Scotia and New
Brunswick. The DBritish Parlia-
ment voted them an allowance of
nearly sixteen million dollars, be-
sides considerable annuities, land
grants and the like.

Sir John Bourinot well remarks:

¢ Canada can never be a nation until
the peoples, who live either by the sea,
or in the valley of the Saint Lawrence,
or by the great lakes, or on the western
prairvies, or on the Pacific slope, take a
common interest and pride in each other’s
history aud in the achievements of the
men who reflect lustre on the respective
provinces that make up the federation to
the north of the Ambitious Republic.”

Through the courtesy cf Sir John
Bourinot we are permitted to print
in early numbers of this Magazine
the substance of this valuable con-
tribution to the history of our coun-
try.

QOur readers will, we are sure,
remember with much pleasure the

series of admirable articles by Sir
John Bourinot on “ Canada During
the Victorian Era,” which ran
througn this Magazine during the
first half of the year 1goo. Other
volumes by Sir John Bourinot are:
the following: * Cape Breton and
its Memorials of the French Re-
gime;” “TFederal Government in
Canada;” “ The Story of Canada:”
“Canada Under British Rule,” both
of the latter having been widely
read and eculogized. He is also a
contcibutor to the Forum, the Quar-
terly Review, and other leading re-
views and periodicals in Europe
and America, and receives the high-
est value for all his essays and
books.

Not the least important literary
service rendered his country by Sir
John Bourinot has been that of his
honorary secretariat of the Royal
Society. His tact, ability, and un-
wearying industry in conducting the
multifarious duties of his office, as
well as editing the bulkiest of its
Transactions, are beyond all praise.
No ‘one has been a more copious
contributor to these Transactions
than himself, indeed, not a few of
his large and important works are
expansions and developments of
papers so contributed.

A BALLADE OF BURDEN.

“Thou shalt not muzzle the ox that treadeth out the corn.”

Our necks are howed bencath the yoke,
Our slow feet stumble o’er the road ;
Grim fear stalks by us from dawn till dark,
The fear of the merciless whip and goag.
Comrades we, in the day’s dull round
Of light refreshment and rengthy fast ;
Upheld alone by one sure hope,
The hopeof the rest that must come at last.

The fierce rain cuts, and the red sun burns,
Faint are our bodies, and heavy the load ;
The scared skin shrinks from the fly’slight
touch,
Yet ever behind are the whip and goad.
Is it hours or years since the day began?
Since the brief sweet moments of night
flashed past ?
We arc strong in the hope that will not fail,
The hope of the rest that must come at last.

The children of men are hard of heart,
Recking nought of the toilsome road ;
Though s‘;)re fect stumble, and galled necks
roop
They spare ‘not the merciless whip and
goad,
Is there never a heart that is moved to sce
Our lives of labour, and pain, and fast?
Ay, there i3 One who in mercy sends
The long, long rest that must come at
last.

LJENVOL

The age-long hours, the endless road,
The fear of the merciless whip and goad,
All the horrors of life will be over and past,
When we find the rest that must come at
last.
—M. D., in T'emple Bar.
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Supcrintendent  of

T is important to
emphasize at the
outset the mean-
ing of city mis-
sion work, which
is differsnt from,

though  analo-
gous to, church
extension work.

The two problems overlap each
other, but one centres in the denom-
inational idea, and the other does
not. . The success of city mission
work largely depends upon keeping
denominationalism in the back-
ground.

The great majority of the mass of
non-churchgoing people, however
unchristianized they may Dbe, are
nevertheless possessed of dencmi-
national prejudices themselves, and
anyapproachtothemonanydenom-
inational ground other than their
own would be a failure. Method-
ism would thus be limited in its
mission work chiefly to those of
Methodist predilection. But if we
leave behind our religious preju-
dicesand our denominational creeds,
and approach the unreached masses
with a strong realization of the
Fatherhood of God, and an intense
consciousness of the brotherhood of
man, and with a broad evangelical
conception of salvation in Christ,
then the field is unlimited, and all
classes and conditions of men will
respond to the call in the Master’s
name.

This does not mean, however,
that Methodism as a denomination
is incapable of doing effective mis-
sion work along broad evangelical
lines. A good example to the con-
trary is that of our own city mission
work in this city, where twenty

4
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. METHODISM AND CITY MISSION WORK.

T. E. E. SHORE, M.A., B.D.,

the Fred Vietor Mission, ZToronlo.

Methodist churches are co-operat-
ing in a mission that includzs people
of almost all religious persuasions.
The Methodist auspices under
which the work is carried on is
never magnified, and not a few of
the regular adherents of the ser-
vices are quite unaware that it is a
Methodist mission at all. We have
converts identified with our work
that are now, and continue to be,
members of the Catholic, Episco-
palian, Presbyterian, Baptist, Meth-
odist, and other Churches, and they
do not now know to what Church
each other belongs.

It is certain, however, that Meth-
odism’s denominational gain is
greater in thiswaythan it ever could
be by pursuing a narrow policy con-
fined solely to church extension,
and to reaching out for those only
whom she can gather within her
own fold. But, were it not so, it
would nevertheless be incumbent
upon her as a church, to put forth
self-sacrificing efforts for the salva-
tion of the iost, and for the evan-
gelization of the churchless crowds
that throng the down-town centres
of city life. ’

This was once Methodism’s pecu-
liar work. In Wesley’s day, Meth-
odism was almost alone 'in her
aggressive efforts to evangelize the
masses. But now, happily, other
Churches are side by side with us
in the progressive work of city
cvangelization. In England and in
the United States it is a question
whether the Episcopalian or our
own Church takes the lead in this
mission work; and the Preshvte-
rian, Congregational, and Baptist
Churches are not far behind.  So
Methodism has no monopoly of this



Method st Muguzine and Review.

THE REV.

Christly task. But it is encouraging
to see the progress made during ten
years of organization by the Na-
tional City Evangelization Leaguc
of the Methodist Episcopal Church,
which now has over fifty branches
in the different cities of the United
States, all doing aggressive work
along various lines of city evangeli-
zation. The success that has at-
tended the work of the West Lon-
don Mission, and the impetus it has
aiven to Wesleyan Methodism in
England, is familiar to many. The

T. E. E.

SHORE, M.A., B.D.,
Superintendent of Fred ictor Mission, Toronto.

results accomplished by our own
Fred Victor Mission in this city are
no cause for shame.

But the work is not yet done.
Our cities are not yet evangelized.
The masses are still outside the
church. Indeed, the non-church-
going populations of the cities
scems to growing faster than the
church-going population.  During
the past ten years the citv of To-
ronto has increased by forty thou-
sand in population, while it is to be
feared that our church attendance
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has increased very little, if any,
during the same period. To-day
the population of Toronto is about
220,000. There are 200 churches
and missions of all denominations.
T he average attendance is not likely
more than 102,000 at these 200
places of worshp. From this con-
jecture, it would not be unreason-
able to suppose that, of the remain-
ing 120,000, upwards of 50,000 or
60,000 people 1n this city are non-
church-goers.  This supposition is
certainly not out of harmony with
the impressions that come to one
who observes the conditions that
prevail, especially in the crowded
districts, among the poor, as well
as the immense numbers of young
men and others that prefer the
street or some other place to th-
church. The tendency of the past
decade has undoubtedly been to in-
creasethenumber of the unchurched
masses, and tendencies are pro-
phetic.

In the meantime, cities are grow-
ing larger all the time. The nine-
teenth century has witnessed a tre-
mendous development of city popu-
lations, through the increase of man-
ufacturing industries, the appli-
cation of machinery to agriculture
and the facilities of transportation.
The twentieth century will see this
development greatly multiplied.
Now while the cities are growing,
they are growing in two directions.
Two mighty forces are at work,
which might be termed the centri-
fugal and the centripetal forces,
which are tending to disperse the
well-to-do classes away from the
central to the suburban parts, and
arc concentrating the poorer classes
in the crowded centres of the down-
town districts. The inevitable slum
thus becomes established in every
citv of considerable size. It comes
apparently to stay. It is there to
grow. It is there to gather into
itself the wrongs and wretchedness
and woes of the submerged masses
_of society. It collects into a con-
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gested centre of ignorance, sin and
misery the poor, the outcast, and
the degenerate of city life. Thesc
crowded districts constitute special
fields for city mission. work. They
might be termed mission areas.
The churches fail to reach them
through their ordinary means of
religions work, and even where
churches are actually situated in
these districts they are unable to
do effective work among the poor,
unless they become mission
churches.

Mission work among the poor
must always be characterized by
direct evangelical efforts for the
salvation of the lost, together with
what is known as institutional work.
The institutional work should bear
chiefly upon the home life, and upon
the education of the children along
lines of equipment for life’s indus-
try and toil. The home-life is benc-
fited by mothers’ meetings. Girls
are prepared for life’s duties by
training in kitchen garden, sewing
school, and cooking school, and re-
ceive social culture as well as
needed recreation by means of girls’
clubs. Boys also should have clubs
and gymnasiums conclucted under
Christian control, and may be made
industrious as well as efficient by
instruction in manual training
schools. A savings bank is also
2 necessary adjunct to every well
organized mission or mission
church. Apart from all theory, it
is the experience of successful mis-
sion worlkers here and in the United
States, that instituticnal work is the
only effective plan by which the
spiritual and evangelical work
among the poor can be st:engthened
and maintained.

In mission work as in church
work, the best results are reached
among the children; and if the fam-
ily is the unit of society. then the
nearer we can get to the cradle in
our mission work the sooner we can
save the home and save society. Tt
is always easier to form character

~
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than to reform it. Our own mis-
s.on so much appreciates the value
of work among the children of the
poor, that, besides a large corps of
vouunteer workers, we have two
trained deaconesses who give all
their time to the cultivation of
Christian character among the chil-
dren, and recently we have ap-
pomted a paid assistant superinten-
‘dent of the mission, whose first duty
shall be to supervise children’s
work.

But the work among the aduit
poor and the matured sinners can-
not be overlooked, for the lives of
such form the environment which
counts for so much in the destiny of
the young associated with them in
the home. Accorilingly every means

that is calculated to promote in--

dustry, sobriety, and a living Chris-
tian faith and experience, must be
aggressively used.

Toward this end, experience in
mission work teaches that nothing
is so essential to social redemption
as individual regeneration. Salva-
tion is the real and radical cure
for the social ills of our times, It
changes men. It breaks the fetters
of evil habits. and takes away the
appetite for sin. It awakens hope
in the poor man’s heart, and quick-
ens his energy, and stimulates a de-
sire for work. It eives him a con-
cern for the care of his family, and
occun’es his thought and time with
noble desires and divine purposes,
and sends him forth into the world,
not a slave to appetite and despair,
but a leader of his fellow men to

joyful service for humanity and to-

a holy delight in the things of God.
It is a blessed thing that the simple
gospel has not lost its olden power
and that when the compassiimate
Saviour of men speaks through the
lips of the evangelistic preacher
among the poor or through the tes-
timony of sinners saved by grace,
the common people still hear him
gladly.

There is no difficulty in getting

good congregations in the missions,
and the early Methodist metho.l ot
meeting n the houses of t..e people,
especially among t.e uacoaverted,
is a most effectual way of reacang
the pour. We have found the-
organization of small bands among
the people themselves, composed of
from six to ten memnbers each, and
every member burdened with the
responsibility of tlie salvation of at
least one soul, a great power in mis-
sion work. It is said that if every
Christian in the world would lead
one soul to Christ each year, and
each new convert similariy another
soul, the whole world would be
Christianized within seven years.
What a responsibility this places
upon personal work! It is to be
feared that many churches are
dy:ng for lack of individual activity,
and if missions are to grow it must
be not only by the help and leader-
ship of volunteer workers from the
churches, but also through thz mul-
tiplying medium of individual effort
by the converts of mission work
themselves. '

The men problem is a serious one
with missions as with churches, but
we believe that its solution lies in
the adoption and working out of the
principle of men for men in indi-
vidual work, and by banding to-
gether for mutual encouragement
and enlarging results. We have
seen men converted and leading
others to Christ in a few weeks, by
this method, who had attended ser-
vices for vears and were mnever
moved to decision in the larger
meetings of the crowd.

This work may be done and ought
to be done by all the churches where
there are any unreached poor or
non-churchgoing people in the com-
munity, It is not necessary to erect
mission buildings in order to do
mission work.  Cottage meetings
can be held. Bands may be organ-
ized. The one-by-one principle of
individual effort ought to be estab-
lished in every evangelical church.
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‘Why should not our church classes
be organized along these lines of
multiplying activity?. Ought not
all our Epworth Leagues be led out
in a movement of evangelistic and
aggressive work such as this.
Methodism can evangelize every
neglected part of such a city as
Toronto in a very short time if she
sets herself rightly to the task, and
what Methodism can do she ought
to do.

There are many other phases of
and spheres for city mission work,
hesides that which we have now
treated at some length in our con-
sideration of the families of the
slum and the homes of the poor.
There is the homeless men problem.
This is one of the most difficult
phases of mission work. Two gen-
eral principles must, however, be
thoroughly established, viz.; We
must avoid pauperizing the man,
and we must seek to save him.
House to house begging should be
utterly and always discountenanced.
The indiscriminate giving of lodg-
ing-house tickets to tramps and
habitual drunkards should be dis-
couraged.  Suitable and sanitary
lodging-houses, with labour tests of
various kinds attached to them,
ought to be established under civic
or Christian auspices. But above
all, the vilest drunkard and the most
abandoned man should be welcome
in mission or church, and made to
feel that there is vardon for the sin-
ner through the Saviour's love, and
power in the grace of God to lift up
the fallen and to save the Inst.

If free suppers will draw them to
the mission, then such hospitality is
but a slight symbol of the Master’s
love, who would invite those in the
highways and the hedees to His
banquet table. If an hour spent
alone in close contact and in Christ-
like sympathy with one of t“em, or
an earnest praver offered on his be-
half, will win him to goodness and
to God, then we oueht to remember
that our Lord emptied Himself of

Jdvine distress.
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His glory and made Himself of nu
reputation on our behalf, and had
fellowship with publicans and sin-
ners in His day. One is easily dis-
couraged and often deceived in such
vsork as this, but it is a good thing
to be deceived by nineteen out of
twenty, if need be, in order to pluck
but one brand from the barning and
snatch but one soul from the mouth
of hell.

" Another important phase of city
mission work brings us into the
rescue home, which seeks, from the
standpoint of Christian charity, to
solve the problem of the social evil
by the same evangelical means of
salvation that is brought to bear
upon evil habits and sins of other
forms.  Christ’s attitude to this
serious question is the only satis-
factory and saving one for the
Church to take. We must remem-
ber that God does not classify sin
in the merciful provisions of His
grace, but “the blood of Jesus
Christ, His Son, cleanseth us from
all sin.”

The same spirit of Iloving
sympathy that filled our Saviour’s
heart and life with tender com-

passion for the outcast and
fallen should inspire the Church
toward the betrayed and the

unfortunate with kindness and care.
Let us beware lest at any time, in
neglecting those who have been
robbed of virtue and ~f hope, we re-
ceive the condemnation meted out
by the Master upon the two phari-
saical representatives of Jerusa-
lem’s ecclesiastical nreferment who
“passed by on the other side,”
while the 2ood Samaritan received
commendation because he helped a
fallen man, though a Jew, in his
This was but a
counterpart of the kinduess which
thegood Jew, Christ Jesus, accorded
to the woman of Samaria as He sat
bv the well of Sychar, and bv His
goodness and Inve unsealed in her
soul a well of water, oure and
grateful, springing up into ever-

~
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lasting life. So it must be to-day.
Jesus, who said to the woman taken
in adultery, when He had seen the
shame of her confusion and the re-
pentance of her heart, “Neither do I
condemn thee,” will not utter criti-
cism nor scorn through His follow-
ers to-day. Ah, no! there is a
better way which, if we follow, will
give peace and purity to the
troubled and tempted lives, and
bring us into touch with the throb-
bing heart of God. We have seen
fallen girls in the rescue home wet-
ting the Saviour’s feet afresh, as it
were, with their tears of gratitude
and hope, and wiping them with the
hair of their heads by willing ser-
vice in His cause.

Rescue mission work «alls for
heroic sacrifice and loving service,
but none is more Christlike, and
ncne will bring sweeter joy than
this to those zealous'y engaged in it,
when they see the fruit of their
labour and love in the changed lives
of the fallen.

The organization of a rescue
branch of our mission, and the
e« tablishment of a rescue home
under the charge of two devoted
deaconesses, have in less than a year
proved the efficacy of such work
among the unfortunate girls of the
streets and the fallen women of
our city.

City mission work ought to in-
clude vigorous efforts within two
other spheres. One of these has
been pretty well occupied, though
not always effectively worked,
namely, mission work in prisons
and hospitals. The other has
scarcely heen entered, save by a few
lone Salvation Army sellers of the
War Cry, namely, the city saloons.
This paper cannot do more than
draw attention to the necessity of
such work. QOur Saviour’s warn-
ing in regard to the former ought
at least to have some meaning for
us: “T was sick and in prison, an-
ve visited me not. Inasmuch as ye
did it not unto one of the least of

these, ye did it not to me.” The
solemn words of doom pronounced
upon the faithless and remiss in
Christian duty, *“These shall go
away into eternal punishment,”
have a deep and awful significance.

It is a question whether Meth-
ndism’s duty to the s'ck can be satis-
fied even by a hospital chaplaincy
that visits in rotation those that arz
registered as Methodist patients in
the wards. It would not be an im-
possible thing to have a cheerful,
evangelistic s:rvice once u week in
every ward of considerabic size in
all the hospitals of the city, if young
people’s societies and others were
organized under proper superinten-
dency along these lines.

It is doubtful, also, whether
Methodism’s full duty is discharged
to those incarcerated in our gaols
and prisons, by leaving all concern
for their spiritual weltare to indi-
viduai workers or philanthropic
organizations, or general com-
mittees that are in no way in touch
with the latent usefulness and adap-
tations of our Church, for reaching
the unconverted and proclaiming a
simple gospel of saving grace.

But the work in saloons we have
not touched at all as yet. How fow
ministers have ever been inside a
saloon to invite the bartender to
church, or have even considered
whether he has a soul to save. Qur
business and theirs are opposites;
and it is difficult to say who regards
the other with greater suspicion
and fear, preacher or publican.
Nevertheless, if we are followers of
Wesley. they are part of our parish,
and the scriptural injunction, “Love
your enemies,” applies to them as
truly as to anv others.

Saloon keepers and saloon fre-
quenters need to be saved from sin,
as much as any other class of men,
and they are among the ““all crea-
tures” to whom Christ commis-
sioned His discinles to preach the
gospel. It will be fovnd, moreover,
that they will generally receive the
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Christian man who comes to them
in the spirit of {rank kindness and
honest helpfulness, in as gracious a
manner as that in which they are
approached. In some cases, im-
promptu services might be allowed
in the saloon or sitting-room, and in
others a little personal conversation
will be found to do much good.
Would not thus working fro n with-
in do at least as much good in the
matter of solving the liquor prob-
lem as hammering denunciation
and smashing opposition from
without? At least we must
admit that while as citizens we
should not abate our efforts
for the overthrow of the liquor
traffic, yet as Christians we must
not forget that our mission is
to save the lost tavern-keeper, as
well as the lost drunkard.

The next phase of city mission
work takes us into the sphere of an-
other class of the non-churcheoing
and unevangelized portion of the
city population quite distinct from
any of those already dealt with.
This class includes the worldly
young men of well-to-do circum-
stances, whose religion is social
pleasure and whose church is the
club. The “church and young
men " problem is one that does not
wholly come within the range of
our paper, but it is closely related to
it on what may be termed the
higher social plane.

It was recently urged by a gen-
tleman of considerable wealth and
of high social pousition, and a pro-
minent layman in the Methodist
Church in this city. that the most
needed kind of mission work to-day
is one among the rich. For various
reasons many of these are dropping
away from the Church. This is so
to an alarming extent among young
men of wealthy families, A young
man from one of our largest and
wealthiest Methodist churches in
this city stated, a few months ago,
that the sons of the officials of that

-

church were conspicuous by their
absence from all church affairs.

These fashionable young men of
the world are not likely to be mis-
sioned by the same method that is
effective among the poor. But the
principle that underlies both is
practically the same, namely, taking
Christianity to them. Where are
they? 'They are at the theatre and
in the club. It is not the purpose
of this paper to defend the theatre,
nor to support the club. But we
must find and face the forces that
lay hold upon young men’s hearts.

We must meet young men as any
other class that we have to deal
with, along the lines of least resist-
ance. We must take for granted
the social nature of young men.
We must recognize that young men
do and will seek recreation. We
cannot here discuss whether the
Chu.ch should supply the opportu-
nities for these things or not. My
own opinion is that the Church can-
not hope, nor should she desire, to
compete with the world along lines
of recreation and social enjoyment,
for the worldly young man’s favour.
But the Church ought to make pro-
vision for the social needs of young
men within her walls if she is going
to save them from satisfying their
nature’s requirements in places of
worldly influence and amid asso-
ciations of sin.

This is an important distinction
that might be developed more fully
if space or time permitted. But
what of the young men not within
her walls?  What of those who
never go to church? I have said
that the Church cannot compete with
the world in matters of entertain-
ment and recreation, Nevertheless
she dare not abandon these young
men to the world, the flesh, and the
devil. She cannot get them into her
services. ‘Then she must find them
here they are, and bring her ser-
vices to them. Ought not our min-
isters to know more of what goes
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on in clubs, and of who are there?
Could we not come into touch with
the voung men of the world indi-
vidually, and impress -upon them,
by our own personality the manli-
ness of Christ?

Is it out of the question t» con-
sider club services at other than
church hours, in the parlours of
some of the largest clubs in the
city. These services would have to
be dignifie’l and unobtrusive under
the auspices of the clubs themselves
and with choice music and singing
and good short addr_sses to men.

Then what of the theatre public?
Mark, T do not ask, What of the
theatre, but what of the theatre
public, or at least that part of the
public who are theatre-gcers. but
not church-goers?  What of the
men and women of the stage?
Have they souls? Do they need
the gospel? Can wc give it to
them? Is it possible to reach them
as a class?  Whether possible or
not, ought we to try to preach the
gospel to them also?  Are they
among the “ all creztures ”’ of whom
Christ speaks?

My attention was called some
time ago to an organization called
the Actors’ Church Alliance, found-
ed, I believe, by Rev. Mr. Bentley,
of New York. It is simply an
effort to bring the good influences
of the Church to bear upon actors
individually. Any minister can
join this Alliance, and by sending
his card or church notice, with th=
seal of the Alliance printed on it,
to any actors transiently in the city,
can thus very often secure the at-
tendance at his church services of
these neople, who would otherwise
scarcely come at all.

But even if anything could be
accomplished for the actors along
this line, still the question remains,
Can anything be done to reach the
non-churchgoing theatre public?
I took the liberty of corresponding
with Rev. Mr. Bentley upon this
point, suggesting the question of a

weekly or monthly service held in
the leading opera house on Sunday
evenings at about 8,30 o’clock. In
his reply he said: ““ A service in the
apera house would be a good thing -
for everybody, as well as actors. 1
believe in theatre services for the
non-churchgoers. That is the only
way to get at them in large num-
bers.”

In these days of much talk about
the redemption of the stage, it is
important to remember that such a
transformation as may be satisfac-
tory involves the redemption of
actors, the redemption of theatre
managers, and the redemption of
the public sentiment of those who
patronize the the~tres. Is there any
way in which this much to be de-
sired result can be attained so read-
ily as by the regenerating power of
gospel services, such as might be
held in theatres on Sunday nights?

There is one more sphere that is
open for city mission work, and that
is the summer crowds. These are
to be found only in two places in
the eity, namely, the streets and the
parks. They are certainly not to be
found in the churches. All pastors
have distressing memories of dis-
couragingly small congregations in
the summer time. Yet this need
not be so. Mr. Moody prophesied
that the next generation would, in
the erection of new churches, pro-
vide for roof-garden services. Why
should they not? [This is already
done in the new Lyceum Mission,
London—ED.] Some churches
would not even need to go to this
expense. Wherever there are va-
cant grounds around or nearby a
church, such grounds might be
utilized to great advantage for
church services on Sunday and
week evenings during the summer.
Thus, instead of sweltering in a
close church, and preaching to a
paltry hundred or so, pastors might
be thrilling thousands in the open
air, even as Whitefield and Wesley
did in the early days of Methodism.
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Those worthy leaders adopted
field preaching for reasons which,
however. do not trouble us now.
Thev went out into the open air
because they were crowded out, or
because they were kicked out.
Though our reason for open-air
services may be different from
theirs, the effect would undoubtedly
be the same.

Last summer the Epworth
Ieague of the Metropolitan Church
in this city decided to hold its
weekly meetings in the open
grounds in front of the church.
The result was that in place of a
dozen or so duty-bound Leaguers
meeting in a room in the rear of the
church, they had three and four
hundred a night, and on one occa-
sion perhaps thousands. Why
should not the pastor of the Metro-
politan have a summer congrega-
tion of five thousand or more every
Sunday night?

Our own Fred Victor Mission is
planning to have two services each
Sunday night in summer, the regu-
lar one in the mission hall at seven,
and the other on Jarvis Street be-
side the mission at 8.30, converting
one of the large window-places into
a pulpit, and using piano and cor-
net inside another open window to
lead in song. In addition to plenty
of hearty singing. a regular address
or short sermon will be given, per-
haps illustrated with stereopticon
Scripture views thrown upon a can-
vas on the wall on the opposite side
of the street.

Open air services should be car-
ried on with just as much dignity
and even more preparation than
those held inside the churches. The
greatest hindrance to open-air
preaching is the disrepute it has
fallen into through having drifted
into the hands of a few zealous and
enthusiastic people, who have not
had the facilities for carrying on
their services upon a dignified and
attractive scale. Moreover, the ex-
ample set by the Salvation Army

-
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in its street-corner preaching has
not always been helpful in every
respect. Its out-door meetings
have been preparatory, introduc-
tory, or, as it were, advertisements
to the real meeting in the barracks.

What we want is something quite
different: not scrappy. irregular
meetings, but open-air services cori-
ducted with care, complete in everv
respect, with the bzst kind of music
gud singing, and the best evange!-
Istic preaching. The great sermon

of St. Paul on Mars Hill at Athens

was an cpen-air sermon, but it was
a masterpiece. Weslev and White-
field did not utter nious olatitndes
in the open air, an emit a I“tle
goody-goody talk. They lad gen-
uine services, and gave straight-
forward discourses, and such power
rested upon their appeals to the in-
tellicence and to conscience, that
hearts were swayed and souls wer?
saved, as the people listened some-
times for hours to these mighty men
of God. :

Our Lord preached the most ex-
quisite of his parables and dis-
courses in the open air. The Ser-
mon on the Moint was an open-air
sermon of peerless rower. These
examples exalt the whole character
of open-air services. anl incite us
to a noble work which ought t»
command the ea-nest attention of
our Church. Wesley said that noth-
ing would save Methodism but
what he called “field-preaching:”
and it is certain now tat Me‘hnd-
ism cannot save the masses that
throng our streets in summer with-
out open-air services,

Another aspect of the same prob-
lem 2r'ses in’ connaction with the
crowds that threng - our parks Adur-
ing the summer months. Park
preaching was prohibited in our
city a few years ago, owing to the
nuisance created by heated de-
bates and quarrelsome discussicns
brought on and fomented by irre-
sponsible speakers. But it might
still be possible to secure the City

’
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Council’s consent to reputable ser-
vices in the park pavilicns, or in
tents erected inside or nearby th»
parks. These places are thronged
with people during Sunday after-
noons and evenings in the summer.
It becomes a serious question
whether the oppertunity afforded
of preaching the gospel to these
thcusands of people ought not to be
seized by the Church.

Let it be understood that this
paper does not propose that what
has heen suggested should be made
a programme of city mission work
to be carried out by any one organi-
zation or body of workers. We
have but endeavoured to bring into
view various spheres of need and
opportunity among the unreached
majority, and have sought to show
ihat these present an open field for
Methodism to fulfil her mission as
an aggressive evangelistic force and
a missionary Church.

It is not a work that can be rele-
gated to-a few. The responsibility
rests upon all. Much depends upon
individual effort on the part of pas-
tors and church members. Every
encouragement should be given
to all organized effarts to accom-
plish something in any of these
various directions, such as Fred
Victor Mission is doing among the
poor. ‘'There is room for Method-
ism to show her connexional spirit
in this work as much as anywhere.
The greatest problem of the world
is the problem of the city. The best
solution that the Church can offer is
city evangelization.  Methodism
Lias always claimed, and rightly so.
to be a great evangelism, Method-
ism should therefore lead in the
work of evangelizing the unreached
masses, and in the onward move-
ment of capturing the cities for
Christ.

“HIS - GREAT LOVE.”
BY AMY PARKINSON.

There waits for me a mansion, glorious bright,
In a far land where ne’er is grief nor night,

But where, through endless rounds of happy days,
From care freed hearts rise joyous songs of praise.

I have a Friend in that glad world above,

A Friend who loves me with unequalled love ;
’Tis He who makes my home so wondrous fair,
And His dear voice will bid me welcome there.

My Friend is Sovereign of the blissful land

Within whose bounds my beauteous home doth stand ;
Yet once He laid His royal sceptre down,

And, for my sake, put off His kingly crown.

So from the heavenward road I need not stray,

To earth He came, and marked life’s tortuous way

With His own footprints: then through death’s black vale
Unshrinking passed—and lo! all sweetly pale,

There rose, amid its shades, a tender light,
As though u lily blossomed in the night,
That, when the darksome valley I must tread,
A silvery gleam may o’er my pathway spread.

Throned now again o’er all the realm of day—
Heaven's angel hosts His lightest word obey ;
But on His vhrene He still remembers me—

And through eternal years my Friend will be.

O Saviour-King! Friend of the matchless love !
When glad I enter to my home above—

Earvh’s sorrows ended and its darkness o’er—
How shall my songful heart Thy praise outpour!

Toronto.
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«“WHAT IS THAT IN THINE HAND?”

BY ISABELLE HORTON,*

Assistant Editor of the Deaconess A dvocate, Chicago.

OD once called an
old man to a
great work. An
enslaved people

o were to be led

ey .’ ., out of bondage
P& [ ~ ¢ 2

= ’f( =l and educated in

et the use of

disone? their liberty.

The old man pleaded that the bur-
den should be laid upon younger
shoulders, but God said ‘to him,
“ What is that in thine hand?” It
wasbut a plain caken staff,that per-
haps had been his companion in
many long journeyings, that upon
which he had leaned as he traversed
the desert, or which had steadied
his steps as he climbed the steep
mountain side; but God laid His
hand upon it and it became a thing
of power to strike terror into
Pharaoh’s heart, to turn to bloo:l
the waters of the Nile, to make a
pathway through the sea, and to
bring water from the heart of the
flinty rock.

To-day God calls upon His
Church fo: : great work. Millions
of His children have gone astray;
they are in a cruel bondage to
poverty, to sin, to social wrongs.
They walk the same streets with
us and breathe the same air, but
between us and them is a great gulf
fixed, and iheir feet are entangled
that they cannot pass over. God
lays upon His Church of the twen-
tieth century the burden of the
cities; It is imperative, insistent.
_* This paper is the substance of an address
iven at the commencement exercises of the
Methodist Deaconess Training Institute,
Toronto, on Friday, May 10th, 1901. Miss

Horton has had large experience in deaconess
work in Chicago.

No other problem of the age is so
important, becanse it combines all
other problems. Its weight of woe
and sin might cause the strong
heart of youth to falter, and the
Church is no longer young. It has
gained in wealth and wisdom and
culture, but it has lost something
in fire and force. It no longer
courts danger and prays for hard
things to conquer. The Wesleys
and the Whitefields have gone to
rest. The Church has put on its
dressing-gownand slippers ; it loves
its study fire, its books and its tele-
scopes. It is saying perhaps that
the age of brawn has given place
to the age of brain. But this must
not be, New dangers bring new
calls to valour, to sacrifice, and to
self abnegation. There is no dis-
charge in this war. But well may
the Church falter as it sees the tide
of populaticn sweeping toward the
great cities and say, “ Who is suffi-
cient for these things?™ Perhaps
God answers, as He did to Moses
of old, “What is that in thine
hand?” The womanhood of the
Church has been its staff and sup-
port through all its history. It may
be now that God’s hand is to be laid
upon it that it may become an
aggressive instrument, a wand of
power, and that womanhood,
Christ-crowned and God-inspired,
will come to the help of the Church
in this crisis, and that the cities
shall be won for Christ.

Bishop Merrill speaks of the his-
tory of the Church in epochs or
eras. First, he says, there was the
revival epcch, when the fires of con-
version swept over the land; then
there came the epoch of organiza-
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MISS ISABELLE HORTON,
Assistant Editor of the Deaconess Advocale, Chicago.

tion, when the machinery by which
our Church is managedwas created
and the discipline framed; then
there was the theological epoch,
when the deeper truths upon which
our faith rests were studied and
collaborated ; now, he says, we are
entering into an age of charities
and benevolences.

But there are some things the
good bishop did not say. He did
not say that while the Church was
spending itself upon theologies the

common people have drifted away
from its influence. They do not
greatly care about these things.
The evils of this present life press
down upon them, and the call to a
higher life must appeal to their felt
needs—must reach themwhere they
live. Neither did the bishop say
that women who do not them-
selves excel in theology, neither are
much troubled about questions of
Church discipline—as they gener-
ally do about as they please—may
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yet have the special qualities that
fit them for meeting this crisis.

I do not remember to have ever
heard two women sit down to dis-
cuss the difference between pre-
destination and fore-ordination, nor
to draw the line between sanctifica-
tion and perfect love; but start a
church fair for the purpose of fur-
nishing flannels for the little hea-
then in Africa, and every woman in
the church is ready to work her
fingers to the bone. Women as a
rule have the social tact and the
sympathy with suffering which is
needed in carrying on enterprises
for the relief of the needy. They
have also another quality which
may be either good or bad as it is
devoted to worthy or unworthy
objects. It is what Victor Hugo
calls in his description of a French
nun, “a sublime capacity for fling-
ing herself away.” This tendency
towards self-martyrdom, which
with trivial minds or low aims may
be simply silly or disagreeable,
placed over against the world’s
great* need, may bring her in line
with the world’s great martyrs.
Is it not possible that woman has
come to the kingdom for such a
time as this?

But while God has doubtless a
great work for the womanhood of
the Church as a whole, He is also
calling some now, as in the early
days, to special service, There is
so much to be done that women who
are chiefly engrossed in social and
domestic cares cannot do it all, and
so He must have His deaconesses
and missionaries and special work-
ers among many lines.

It may be of interest to know
what kind of women He needs for
this work, ‘who they are that will
most readily hear His call, how
they shall be trained and how
directed in the work.

First, there are some He will not
call, or if He should, they will not
be likely to answer, and they are
the idle and frivolous women. The

- not busy,

aimless, butterfly lives that some
women lead is a sadder sight than
the famine-pinched faces we see in
the city street, for these may mean
only a starving body, but those a
starving soul.  For the soul, like
the body, must live by what it feeds
upon.  Some one has said rather
smartly that there are two reasons
why some people don’t mind their
own business; the first is that they
have no business, and the s2cond
that they have no mind. Fe might
also have said that if they Dbegin
with no business they will end
with no mind. ‘There is noth-
ing so fatal to spiritual and
intellectual health as idl:nzss. And
yet I o not suppose there are any
women who will admit that they
are idle.

Iremember,as a Michigan school-
ma’am, a certain woman who lived
quite by herself. She had neither
chick nor child, nor cat nor parrot,
to share her interests, and vet she
used frequently to insist that she
was quite * too busy ” to assist in
church work because, as she ex-
plained, she had all the coal to bring
in and the fires and everything to
look after with her one pair of
hands,—there was nobody to help
her,  Since then I have never ex-
pected to find a woman who was
But perhaps it may be
well for us to ask ourselves with
what are we busy. My mother
once called my little brother to do
some errand for her, end he an-
swered, “I can’t come; I's too
busy.” He was fishing in a bowl
of water with a bent pin for a hook
for some minnows that had been
caught once.  Perhaps some of us
may answer to our KHeavenly
Father’s call, “I can't come; I'm
too busy,” when we are only fishing
in very shallow waters for social
minnows.

It is not always the fault of
women that their lives revolve in
such a narrow circle. I believe in
women. I have known many well
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and a few intimately, and almost
without exception I have found
them to be self-sacrificing and pure
and true in their aspirations. The
trouble is we are so easily satisfied
with little things,and foolishthings,
and unnecessary things. We spend
hours in crocheting lace that could
be easily duplicated for ten cents a
yard, and making impossible sofa-
pillows, or reading novels that re-
quire no more effort than to swing
backwardandforward in a rocking-
chair. Surely it is not from sucu
as these that God will find His spe-
cial workers. I would have every
woman trained to sew, to cook, to
keep accounts, to teach, to nurse
the sick, to do something, be it ever
<o humble, by which the world may
be made brighter, or wiser, or bet-
ter.

But what of that other evil so
omnipresent that our whole life
fromcradle to grave must be a war-
fare against it?  If idleness and
frivolity starve the soul, selfishness
poisons the very springs of life.
Warrinersays, “T'here is not aword
of evil import in human speech
that is not the expression of selfish-
ness, nor an evil thought, impulse
or desire that is not inspired therc-
by. Hence our only possib’e salva-
tion is the extermination of selfish-
ness, for it is manifestly impossible
that a selfish person should be ad-
mitted into the Kingdom of God,
or that the Kingdom of God should
be introduced into this world ex-
cept to the legree to which we
exterminate selfishness.”

Long ago I read a strange, weird
story of a beautiful woman who
from her childhood had fed upon
a certain subtle poison. Beginning
with a small potion, her system had
gradually adapted itself to the
strange diet, and she maintained an
unnatural exotic life, supported by
the deadly drug that would have
been instant death to one not ac-
customed to its effects. But the
penalty of her thus setting at defi-

ance the laws of nature was that
she became herself a poison. She
lived in a palace inlaid with gems
where silken draperies were stirred
by perfumed airs, but to every one
who entered her enchanted pres-
ence came a deadly faintness. Her
hand was fair and- white, but the
fingers yielded to her cold clasp
became paralyzed with a strange
numbness. Her breath was intoxi--
cation, her kiss was death.
Perhaps no tale of romance was
ever spun that the spinner did not
weave its fibre from some true ex-
perience of heart or brain. And
this story, strange as it is, is but an
embodiment of a spiritual truth.
The influence of a character is a
savour of life unto life or of death
unto death, and of all soul poisons
the must subtle, .the most cold and
deadly, is selfishness. We give it a
hundred different names, it comes
to us even in the guise of sweet
charity itself. The best and purest
life is scarcely free from its subtle
influence. A life utterly selfish
curses every other with which it
comes in contaci. '
During the last few years T have
studied one such life. When I first
knew this woman she was a bride,
beautiful and light-hearted and
merry. She was not cruel, she was
not false, she was not intentionally
wicked, she was simply utterly self-
ish, possessed with the idea that al}
happiness and good fortune were
hers by right, and that whatever
troubles came on others she should
have the best ef everything and be
always happy. In four year she
became a w'dow. While on his
death-bed her husband’s ears were
tortured by her fretful complaining,
and the last words he heard from
Yer on earth were, “ Oh, what will
become of me?” Later, when one
of her children was taken from her,
she said, “ Oh, why could it not
have been some one else?”  She
brooded over her grief, and nothing
could rouse her to take the slightest
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interest in anything outside of her-
self and her own sourrows. Her
mind revolved around this one
centre until she became morbid,
then insane, and still her cry was
the same. To a friend she said,
*“ If these troubles had come to you
it would not have been so bad; you
could have borne them better, but
I always wanted to be happy and
enjoy life” I do not know one
single person in the world who can
say, My life has been happier or
better for having known her” Ier
white-haired mother says, “ She
caused me much sorrow, I could
wish she had never been born.”
Father, mother, husband, child,
friend, every one who has come
within the sphere of her influence
has felt its blighting touch and
been made unhappy in proportion
to the nearness of the tie that
bound them together. No sadder
illustration was ever given than her
broken, unhappy life, of the words
of the Master: * IHe that seeketh
his own life shall lose it.”

The staff that Moses carried be-
came once a hissing serpent as well
as a power for good. It was never
the same simple, harmless, oaken
staff again. So either for good or
for evil, when God speaks to us,
the talents that he gives become
poient, magical. When His call for
special service comes our life will
either lye lifted up to greater pow-
ers and blessings, or there will be
the sting of the serpent, the poison
of perverted blessings and lost op-
portunities.

Surely it is not the selfish woman
whom God can use for unselfish
labour. And yet there are selfish
women in Christian werk. Strange
as it may seem,, it is strangely and
sadly true that the very voice of
self-love may be mistaken for the
voice of God. There is so much of
glamour surrounding the work of
the deaconess and missionary in
these days of hero-worship, and
flattery is so cheap, that self-love

itself may impel it to sacrifice and
efforts that are very like real ser-
vice. As Christian workers, we
shall need to be very sure that we
have some motive deeper and more
enduring than the praise or honour
of :nen to keep us to our post. This
motive we can only find in a life
fully consecrated to God, looking
to Him, and to Him alone, for ap-
probation.

There is also a certain joy and
uplift that comes with the service
itself, the outgoing pity of our
hearts for the wretched and the
fallen, the keen stimulus of the feel-
ing that we are really doing good,
but even this is not enough. One
of the most trying experiences that
comes to the Christian worker, and
it must come to every worker
sooner or later, is the disillusion-
ment of all our cherished ideals.
We find that those whom we have
helped or would help, instead of
being grateful and eager for up-
lifting, would sometimes really
rather be left alone in their filth and
rags, or else that they are accepting
our religion for the sake of the old
clothes, or that they are deceiving
us in some way or other. We shall
find that even our fellow-labourers
are very human, not at all ths
saints and martyrs that we deemed
them, and our very souls recoil up-
on themselves in discouragement
and disappointment. Then, if it is
upon these things that we have
anchored our souls, there is no re-
action from the depression that
settles down upon us; but if we are
resting our faith upon the perfect,
powerful, never disappointing, di-
vine 1nan, Christ Jesus, if we are
really serving for His sake and in
His name, none of these things will
move us.

But for efficient service some-
thing more is needed than even a
perfect motive. The deaconess
must of necessity be a woman of
ability. I am not satisfied with that
word. If I were a Shakespeare I

-~
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would coin aword and say awoman
of can-ness, a “ canny” woman,
just as king means, says Carlyle,
the ** canning man.” Some one h1s
said there are two kinds of people
in the world, the lifters and the
leaners; I should say there are the
people who can and the people who
can't. I need not say that the dea-
coness must be one of the people
who can. She must be one upon
whom other people may lean. Not
one of those milk-and-water crea-
wres who go about the world be-
wailing their own sorrows and call-
ing people to come and sympathize.
Least of all will she be one who
speaks or even thinks of her pre-
sent life as one of sacrifice; let
others think what they will.

She need not necessarily be
highly educated, though it would
be better if she were; but I have
known one worker, at least, who
with very little education (but with
this quality in abundance) is doing
most efficient work. The deacon-
ess should be a woman of magnifi-
cent health, but even this is second-
ary to the motive power for doing
things. I can think of another
who, in spite of almost constant
physical pain and weakness, is a
most tireless and efficient worker,
accomplishing more than many an-
other without these handicaps.
The deaconess must be strong,
resourceful, capable. We Yankees
have summed it up in a word—
she must have gumption.

I remember a few years agowhen
the United States was at war with
Spain. and the call for volunteers
came, 1 was not at first greatly dis-
concerted. 1 thought to myself,
ivell. there are plenty of men in our
cities just fit to stop a Spanish
bullet. I can remember yet the
thrill that came over e one day as
1 stopped a moment before a re-
cruiting office where was posted
the requirements for volunteers,
and the thought came upon me
for the first time that these were

not to be the riff-raff of our cities,
but the youngest, the strongest, the
perfectest specimens of manhood
our cduntry afforded, not those who
‘could just as well be spared as not.
And whenever during tae course of
the war some call came for an espe-
cially dangerous duty, some desper-
ate venture that was almost certain
death, it was still the best and the
bravest who was wanted. Soin the
service of the King of kings the
greater the sacrifice, the more try-
ing the service, the stronger, the
more capable, the more valuable
must the woman be who under-
takes it.

But, natural advantages being
cqual, God can best use the trained
worker. We take our new dress to
an experienced dressmaker. our
gold watch to an expert jeweller,
but not many years ago we did not

_ fear to entrust the intellectual and

moral training of our children to a
girl just out of her teens, well
versed,perhaps, in “reading,’riting,
and ’rithmetic,” but as ignorant of
child-nature as she was of Sanserit.
Even now we are possessed with
the idea that almost anybody who
is good can teach a Sunday-school
class, entrusting to unskilled hands
those two things m:ost full of divine
mystery—the Bible and t e heart of
the child. But more and more are
we coming to see that in these lines
more than any other we need the
expert, the specialist. The Christian
worker should have at least a good
working knowledge of the Book of
books. She should knecw enough
of it to realize that after all she
knows but very little, and is willing
to handle it reverently, and prayer-
fully, and cautiously.

The ignorance of the simplest
truths of the Bible among the rising
generation is simply appalling.
Some have said this is a reading
age; it is not that, it is rather a
rushing age, and the Bible especi-
ally is not studied as it should be.
We read the titles of a great many
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books, turn over the leaves, and
skim the pages of the latest, glance
over the headings of the daily paper
while we comb our hair before
breakfast, and perhaps imagine that
we are well-read. Perhaps some
of you are familiar with the experi-
ment a professor of one of our col-
leges tried a few ycars ago. He
gave twenty-two quotations from
Tennyson containing allusions from
the Bible to a class of thirty-four
students, and asked them to ex-
plain the Biblical allusions. Of this
number sixteen apparently knew
nothing of Jacob’s wrestling with
the angel, twenty-three had never
heard of Joseph of Arimathea,
twenty-five were ignorant of the
founding of the Church wupon
Peter’s rock. These were not ig-
noramuses, they were college stu-
dents, and yet too ignorant of the
Bible to read their Tennyson under-
standingly. The deaconess should
know enough of her Bible to be an
inspiration to its further study;
she should also know something of
the solid foundation of authenticity
upon which it rests—what Glad-
stone has called “the impregnable
rock of Holy Scripture *—that she
may be able to meet the objections
of the atheist and the free-thinker
with a “sweet reasonableness.”
But I need not dwell upon the
necessity for Bible study in the
training of the Christian worker.
This is never disputed, and really
forms the foundation of the work
in all our training schools.

But I would also have her train-
ing embrace some studies in soci-
ology. We have drawn such fool-
ish and arbitrary lines between
“sacred” and secular”; but just
why the study of the Word of God
should be considered sacred, and
the study of the noblest work

of God should be considered
secular, is more than I can
divine. To me the study of man-

kind in all his domestic and social
relations is not less sacred than the
5

.

study of the Bible. The deacon-
ess should be a student of human
nature and child nature especially,
and of all those conditions which
affect human life, favourably or
unfavourably. It would be as sen-
sible for a medical student to devote
himself to the study of drugs alone
to the exclusion of anatomy and
physiology, the clinic and the dis-
secting tablé, as for one who hopes
to minister to sick souls to study
her Bible and her theologies to the
exclusion of that human nature to
which she is to apply the healing
balm. I am a little dissatisfied
with our course of study in this
respect.

A goodwoman was once listening
to my account of some of the hor-
rible conditions to be found among
the poor in our great cities, and
said with a little pious sigh, “And
to think all this sorrow and suffer-
ing is caused by sin!” but I flashed
up at that, and said, ‘“Yes, but by
whose sin? It is not always the
sin of the sufferer; it may be his
father’s sin, or his grandfather’s;
it may be the sin of society; it may
be your sin or my sin.” When we
see poverty, intemperance, wretch-
edness, we should learn to look be-
vond it for the cause, and as we
shall find that the forces which drag
down are manifold, even so must
be the forces that Lf: up. We
must learn “ the saving grace of all
good things,” and come to realize
that everything which improves the
physical, intellectual, or social na-
ture is also a step somewhere on
the ladder that leads up to God.

Fishing for souls may include
digging the bait, carrying the tackle
and rowing the boat. Christ said
to Peter when he protested his love
for Him three times, “ Feed my
sheep.” He preferred this even to
worship. I am not afraid of vour
growing too pious, I am only afraid
you will -not be pious enough.
Until you can “ sweep a floor as by
God’s law,” until you can bathe and
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dress a sick woman and wash the
children’s faces just as devoutly as
you would pray, until you can teach
a sewing class or a cooking class
just as sacredly as you would a
Sunday-school class, you are not
pious enough. I shall e glad when
Strong’s “ New Era” and Ely’s
“ Soctal Law of Service” and some
good work on psychology stand on
every deaconess’ book-shelf beside
her Bible and her ** Guide to Holi-
ness.”

Then your training should in-
clude a knowledge of yourself, of
your powers and limitations. This
will lead you to stick to your own
line of work and service. God says
to each, “ What is that in thine
hand?” and expects.us to use that,
not what is in some one else’s
hand. It may not be even so much
as an oaken staff, it may be only a
broomstick, and we will look at it
in discontent, and think if it were
only a king’s sceptre or a fairy
wand how easy it would be to
accomplish something in the world.
But let God use your talent. It
does not matter so much what the
talent is, but whether it is God that
is behind it.

There is an old saw that has
meant much to me throughout my
life:

“ For every evil under the sun,

There is a remedy or there’s none ;

If there is one try to find it,
If there is none never mind it.”

There is much of practical wisdom
in these four lines. There is but
one clause with which I have any
quarrel: I believe that “ for every
evil under the sun, there is a rem-
edy.” It is not for every one of us
to find out every remedy, but it is
our duty to find the remedy when-
ever we can. and not to talk too
much about it. For instance, if you
find a dusty corner somewhere you
can go, if you choose, and get your
friends to come and look at it, and
see just how dreadful it is; and then
vou can go away and talk about it,

bewail it, and heap up the agony,
until all the world is dust and ashes
to you; but a better way would be
to whisk out your little feather
duster and make it all right in a
moment and go on your way with a
smileof conscious rectitude on your
lips. The world needs workers far
more than talkers,

But on the other hand we must
be content to let much go undone.
It is your duty to find out the
remedy if possible, but if not it is
equally your duty to “ never mind
it.” Nothing is so wearing as the
weight of woes we cannot cure.
It is this that breaks down our
workers, and these are the burdens
that we were never meant to carry.
It is a sin to carry them.

Then I would say to all who are
trying to fit themselves for Chris-
tian work, make up your mind to
be always learners. The years that
you have spent or will spend in
training are precious and wonderful
years. New experiences, new lines
of thought have been opening out
before you, and it may seem to you
that you have never known such a
year in all your lives; but next year
should be better still, and the next,
and the next. Be sure, that at the
most you have not learned much.
You have only been learning the
titles of things; now you will be
learning the things themselves,
which is far more important.

Guard against the poison-sweet
influence of flattery. If your work
is blessed—if you see your humble
staff performing wonders, remem-
ber that “in thine hand ” it was but
a rude staff until God touched it;
so you will say, “it is of God,” and
go on with your work. Don’t be-
lieve yourself an angel because
other folks say so. If, on the other
hand, you do not see results, you
will learn to trust your Leader and
leave results with Him.

Lastly, I would say, believe in
your vocation. A great deal of
false sentiment has been written
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andsaid about woman’s sphicre, and
we have been taught from genera-
tiontogeneration to believe that the
sole and only honourable position
for a woman fo fill is that of wife
and mother. Bishop Fowler re-
cently said to a class of graduates
from our Chicago Training School
that this wa. the highest position

- for a woman to occupy, but that

next to that he would place the
vocation of deaconess. 1 do not
come to you with any such message
as that to-night. I place the voca-
tion of a consecrated worker for
God and humanity second to none
in the universe. When a great and
good man lays his laurels at the
feet of his mother it thrills our
hood can be anything but pure and
noble. We lose sight of the fact
that back of the wife and back of
hearts, and we forget that mother-
ihe mother is the woman, shaping
all these accessories of life to her
own character, and with a woman-
hood less than pure and noble all
these relations are of the earth,
earthy. If a Washington or a Wes-
ley can say, ‘“ All that I am I owe
to my mother,” not less can many
a criminal paying the forfeit of his
crimes on the gallows say, “All
that I am I owe to my mother.”
Margaret Jukes, whose descend-
ants for seven generations have
cursed the city and state of New

York, was a wife and mother, the
well-mated wife of a scoundrel, the
mother of a thousand criminals.

The worker in the city slums
sees these sacred names, so rever-
enced by poets, trained in the filth
of the streets, used to cover dis-
honour and anguish, and heart-
break until they are divested of
everytrace of glory or of sentiment,
and as often a thing to be abhorred
as reverenced. So when the bishop
of the Methodist Church says to a
class of deaconesses that their vo-
cation is only a secondary one, I
say even to a bishop, “ No!” The
highest place for any woman to fill
is the place to which God calls her,
whether it be as queen of a happy
home or whether it be to gather
into her heart the world’s sorrows,
to be a sister to its unhappy ones,
a mother to its motherless children.
I believe God calls to this vocation
as truly as to any other, and that
the world needs it not less.

So, my sisters, if God is calling
vou to His great white harvest
fields I bid ycu accept the call with
uplifted faces as a royal commis-
sion, not less honourable than that
of any queen on her throne; and if
vou faithfully serve “for love of
Christ and in His name ” you need
not envy the happiness of any
woman on earth.

THE DEEP SIGHING OF THE POOR.

BY CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH WELLS.

I heard their deep, deep sighing,
It haunted me night and day,
I spent my life in trying
To drive tae voices away.

I gave my wealth to still them,
Prayed all the prayers I knew,

Hasted tc clothe and fill them,
Yet the deep, deep sighing grew.

I prayed the Lord in anguish—
I felt I could bear no more—

¢ Lord ! they in sorrow languish,
Their sighing is at my door.

¢« Comfort them, they are weeping,
'l surely die of their pain;

Lord ! are thine angels sleeping ?”
Lo, the deep sighing again !

Then I thought of beguiling
Their sorrow for just & day—

Gave myself #> them, smiling—
And their sighing died away.

—The Outlook.

~



( 68

ROMANCE OF

A COUNTRY

TOWN.

BY ANNETTE L. NOBLE,
Author o) “ Dave Marquand,” *“ How Billy Went Up in the World,” ctc., etc.

CHAPTER IX.

RED ALLER strolled away
by himself one fine after-
noon. Usually he gave
Willard no peace until
he accompanied him, un-
less young Aller could add
himself to some enterprise or expe-
diticn undertaken by the young ladies.
Of late mneither Hope nor Katherine
seemed to have as much leisure as for-
merly. This day Aller strode along
the wide highway nodding to every-
body ae met, for he had talked with
almost every individual in the town
limits, and all liked his jovial mannez.
He stopped at the grocery to tell Miss
Pixley that he understood she pre-
posed the literary society, and the
idea did her “infinite credit.”

“Oh, well,” giggled Sophie, blush-
ing and wriggling in happy confusion,
‘“you young folks ought to have a
chance to meet somewhere.”

“We young people, you mean!”
corrected Fred, offering to carry the
pound of starch and the bar of hard
soap which Miss Pixley had just pur-
chased, but she was going the other
way.

‘“0Oh, bave you heard Mr. Willard
say anything about Mrs. Ferris being
very sick ? Bill Bogert said they
sent here for Doctor Sumners in an
awful hurry night before last,” she
said inquiringly.

‘“No ; she nas not sent for the min-
ister, or at least I have not heard
of it. Goodness me! if she +were
going Lo die what can a young chap
like Mr. Willard say to a woman of
her age that would make her flitting
easier ?” asked Aller, with a sort of
sudden flippant curiosity.

“Why, we always send for the min-
ister if anybody has an excuse for dc-
ing it, especially for a new minister.
It is the way we get acquainted with
him. Well now here comes Polly
Huggins herself !  Polly, what is t0
pay up to your house ?”

“QOur house!” echoed Polly, with
rather overdone surprise and dignity.

“Yes ; ain’t Mrs. Ferris very sick ?*

“No, she ain’t. She had a faint
turn night before last,” returned Polly;

adding, in a careless way, “ Wonder
if they have got ip-that coffee they
were out of yesterday.”

Aller bowed politely, and went on.-
He reached the woods, and coming to
the very nook in which Miss Goddard
had read Kate's letter a few months
earlier in the season, Aller threw
himself lazily on the turf. He had
come out to meditate on a subject
that was now occupying all his
thoughts; and serious thinking had not
been with him a frequent mental exer-
cise.

“I domn't know,” he mused,
“whether I am coming to my senses,
or whether I am in a state of mind
not exactly sane. Only to think of
it—my getting daft on a country
minister’s girl ! It is queerer yet that
I cannot be sure that ‘she likes me
well enough to say, * Yes,” if 1 should
get in a hurry about expressing my
sentiments. Of course, it would be a
rather fine-thing for her, and a big
uplift generally for the Hopkinses.
Father would be glad to see me marry-
ing a little Puritan, and he would
start us out handsomely. I am not
deceiving her about myself. I told
her enough to show her that I had
not been a fellow like Hugh, and had
a good deal of back work to make up,
s¢ to speak. She took it awfully
solemn. Mine is a kind of dubious
conduct, if one looks back, but then
I am looking forward, and my present
is all correct. I am not half good
enough for her, yet I don't know any
other fellow but Willard who is, and
he can’t have her, because I want her
myself. Moreover, from the day
Hope Hopkins promises to marry me,
I will be a man. All the same, I
shall not ask her to-day mnor to-
morrow. There is such a thing as
being in too great a hurry and losing
by haste. How she brought me up.
standing, though, that aftermoon! I
thought that was just the most fetch-
ing thing that a fellow in my position
could possibly say to a real earnest
girl (and I meant it, too)—all that
about a chap behaving splendidly
when be had the inspiration of 3 true
woman’s love. I could have crawled
under the carriage seat when she
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looked me through with those clear
eyes and said surely no man would
do more for such a woman than for
his own grey-haired, good father. I
am ashamed of myself, and father
shall know it.”

The young man pushed oft his hat
and flung himself back where he could
watch the swaying tree-tops and let
the soft influence of nature’s beauty
and peace sink into his already soft-
ened heart. He had not for years
given his character and aims, his con-
duct and associations so sober an ex-
amination, The woods were in deep
shadow, and the sun going down
when he started towards the village
with a firm new resolution in his
deepest ronsciousness-—“1 will be a
different man, and win Hope Hopkins
if I can ; if I cannot, I will be worthy
of her, even if I lose her. I have
fooled away enough of my life.”

It was the afternoon for the fort-
nightly meeting of the Woman’s Mis-
sionary Society, which was to be held
at Mrs. Ostrander’s. The members
usually assembled about half-past
four, and sewed till supper time, when
the gentlemen appeared. These last,
by the payment of a small contribu-
tion toward amcliorating the con-
dition of the heathen, were entitled
to all the mild festivity of the later
exercises. The society was very
flourishing that season. A nice little
sum of money had been raised for the
Foreign Board, and a good box of
clothing sent to the far West. Last,
but not least, social harmony had
been promoted. All the matrons and
all the maidens attended. Some of
the fathers, also, but many more of
the young men, promptly at half-past
six, appeared in Sunday coats, pro-
nounced neckties, and other ele-
gancies of attire more or less con-
spicuous. Of cou'se, Mr. Willard
was in great demand; for his out-
wardly calm demeanour was kindly
deferential to the plainest and most
rustic of his flock. He saw their
comical provineialisms, bu{ he was too
true a man and too sincere a Christian
not to value worth, -if it were not
allied to culture or even to good man-
ners. Aller, with his handsome
eves, his city graces, and witty
tongue set all the girls agog, and de-
lighted their mothers by putting a
gollar every time in the missionary

OX.

There were six ‘ directresses” in

the society, whose duty it was to meet
at the appointed place two hours
earlier than the other members, and
cut and prepare work for the after-
noon.

On the day mentioned, Mrs. Hop-
kins, who was a *“directress,” sent
Hope in her place. The young girl
made her way first to Mrs. Ostrander’s
dining-room, for she carried a basket
of cut flowers. °

“I thought perhaps you might like
a few more flowers for your vases,”
she explained. “There are not
many in bloom just now.”

“Y am very glad of them,” ex-
claimed Mrs. Ostrander, who was but-
tering biscuit enough for a regiment.
‘““ There are empty vases on the side-
board. I left them, hoping that you
or Hannah Goddard would send more
flowers.”

“ Mother was afraid if she cut work
all the afternoon, she would have to
go home before the society was half
over ; her head aches to-day. Can
I do her share ?”” asked Hope.

‘“She is not needed, nor are you
either, but you can help me if you
will take those vases and this flat
basket out on the piazza and arrange
the bouquets. I have no knack at
making them.”

“So Mrs. Ferris has got the neu-
ralgia ? said Miss Pixley. *“ And
what is she taking for it, Polly ?”

‘“Well, she ain’t takin’ the ginger
tea I made for her. nor puttin’ the
roasted raisins on her gum, nor stick-
in’> her feet into hot water, nor ironin’
her face through wet flannel. So
there ye be!”

“Is it in her face, then ?”

“ She says ’tis,” said Polly, shortly.
“She wanted to borrow a little laud-
anum she saw me have once in a
bottle. I could not seem to find it,
nor she won’t if she is looking this
blessed minit.”

Hope thought Polly Huggins very
unsympathetic, and then forgot her
and Sophie in a pleasant reverie
wherein younger persons figured. By
and by she fancied that she heard
her own name spoken ; but no, that
could not be, for Polly was only say-
ing, “T don’t know how Mrs. Ferris
hears so much about things that are
goin’ on ? She does tell me the most
surprisin’ news about folks once in a
while.”

‘“ Why, I presume John tries to in-
terest her in that way. I hear he
wants to get her out among folks.”

‘“ That’s all true, but I never hear
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John TFerris gossiping about mno-
body ; ’tain’t his way,” said Polly,
rending a piece of cotton cloth
with a loud report.

“Well, I don’t see what he finds to
tell her, I am sure there isn’t any-
thing going on mnowadays to make
much talk,” said Sophie, ‘ There is
a beautiful state of feeling in the
church.”

*“ Yes, the girls are all dead set after
the minister,” giggled Polly, * except
such as would like to catch the other
fellow.”

“I am sure Mr. Willard
discreet.”

“That he is, and I hope the other
chap won’t make a goose of any of our
girls, fillin’ their heads full of notions
so they won’t look at our own young
men. He is pretty enough; but
handsome is as handsome does. Mrs.
Ferris says he is an awful flirt, and
has a girl in every place he goes to,
lots of them a-corresponding with
him, and each supposin’ that she is
the favoured one.

‘‘ Well, Mrs. Ferris says he has been
a-boastin' that he could have either
Hope Hopkins or Kate Hamilton, but
he guesses he might have the best
time making love to Hope, for Kate
Hamilton is a good deal sharper, has
seen more of the world. Somebody
nught to give Hope a hint. Suppose
yocu do, Miss Pixley.”

“Not for forty farms! Hope
Hopkins has got spirit, I can tell you,
Polly Huggins.”

Polly shook her head, giving an
ominous groan that meant anything
If it meant doubt of Hope’s ability
to take care of herself, it was a pity
that she did not see the minister’s
daughter’s face during those few mo-
ments. The surprise—indignation—
the impulse to step into that parlour
and utter her sentiments, finally the
quiet retreat to the dining-room.

‘“ Here are the bouquets, Mrs. Os-
trander, and if T am not needed I will
be very glad to go home. I have not
seen the others, so don’t tell them that
I have been here at all, Tor taey might
think I ought to have stayed.”

“Very well! I am ever so much
obliged for the flowers.”

Hope Hopkins, like most large-
hearted, noble natures, was singularly
sweet-tempered, and not easily
exciled. In her late intercourse with
Aller, she had rightly understood the
young man’s regret at his wasted time
and wrong-doing. She had met his
cenfidence with good faith and hearty

is very

sympathy, as well as with a few ear-
nest words of admonition for the
future. She would have felt the same
desire for the reformation of the most
ignorant bumpkin to be found in all
the county, but she would not have
been so interested in the person to be
reformed. She realized that the hand-
some, witty, winning fellow had come
to occupy a large place in her mind,
and she had trusted him. Now it
seemed to her as plain as day that he
had been amusing himself with her
earnest simplicity, had tried to make
himself interesting to her by posing as
a repentant prodigal, because she, be-
ing a “ pious little country girl,”
would in this way be easiiy ap-
proached. She grew hot with intense
indignation, and woe to the *soi-
disant ” prodigal had he crossed her
path in that brief walk to the par-
sonage.

For two good Lours the workers in
Mrs. Ostrander’s rooms cut and
basted and gossiped like demoralized
nineteenth century Dorcases, and
then the members began to arrive.
Staid old ladies came first, with lace
caps in baskets on their arms. They
sewed and visited together with kindly
talk of one another’s interests, for it
would be the grossest slander to say
the Cairnes Missionary Society, as a
whole, was a place for overmuch gos-
sip. The younger members came
later, and soon the cheerful rooms
were full, and the hum of seventy
voices made Marjory Hopkins think of
a huge hive of bees. Kate Hamil-
ton, in obedience to a hint from
Hannah, was making herself as
agreeable as possible to the young
people, whom she found by nc means
as congenial as was Hope; but of
whom it was best to make {friends
rather than foes., Mr, Aller arrived,
beaming. and—in Miss Pixley’s eyes
at least—beautiful, for she whispered
to Hannah Goddard, “ He is a regular
Apollo Belvidere,” pronounced with a
broad ¢ deer.”

“No, no!” whispered Hannah.
“Not in the least like any picture I
ever saw.”

“Well, I hadn’t any special picture
in my mipd; I. meant an ideal of
manly bcauty,” returned Sophie, a lit-
tle disconcerted, but happy again
when Aller, approaching, sat by her
side and sedulously matched purple
squares to pale yellow for her patch-
work. Then he circulated among the
older ladies, held one’s yarn and
threaded another’s needle. ‘When

i
‘



ra

Mr. Willard—a little to his dismay—
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reading. When he tapped lightly and
entered, nothing in her greeting

was requested to read the reports of
the society and a letter from the home
missionary, who had just sent all the
measures of his famdly, with a view
to coats, shirts, dresses, and shoes,
Aller behaved with a sweet gravity
harder for his friend to endure than
any pastoral work he had ever under-
taken.

At supper time dozens of little
tables were brought in and set about
among groups of the members, who
laid away work for social enjoyment.
Aller insisted on helping Mrs. Ostran-
der and her assistants, so he passed
biscuits and pickles and cheese, tarts
and cold ham; only once he whis-
pered to Marjory : “In which room is
your sister ?”

‘“She isn’t coming—she—I don't
know why.”

For a .moment the wicked young
man was tempted to cast the cheese
dish he held out of the window and
vote societies of that sort  stale, flat,
and unprofitable ;” then his counten-
ance lightened. Hope was alone at
home, and nobody left the society
very early in the evening; so he went
on smiling and jesting and urging
‘“ more ” on benevolent old ladies hesi-
tating about “ another of Sister Os-
trander’s nice biscuit.” He grace-
fully submitted at last to be seated
himself, and was lavishly ministered
to by several rosy-cheeked, greatly
fluttered damsels.

About the time supper ended, the
lamps began to be lighted. It was
not a difficult matter for Aller to slip
behind a lace curtain to the piazza
and, springing on the soft turf beyond,
to beat a hasty retreat from his late
scene of action. It was not dark, but
a clear starlight night, delightful after
the heat of crowded rooms. Once out
on the highway, Aller went ‘slowly,
planning how to tell Hope of his love
for her without coming at it too
abruptly. Perhaps she would not
give him all at once the fullest en-
couragement he would like, but at
least he would make a beginning.
The young man, going along singing
softly under the stars, had never be-
fore been so hopeful, so strong in good
resolutions, so benevolent toward all
the world. He almost felt as if he
were outwitting Wiliard, but then all
is fair in love, and the minister ought
to have been more energetic.

The Hopkins’ door stood open, and
he could see Hope within. She sat
with a book in her hand, but was not

seemed especially cool. She was not
a girl given to impetuous words or
ways. If soon he perceived a little
restraint of manner and a deeper
colour in her cheeks than usual, he
fancied she was embarrassed at the
idea of a “tete-a-tete so admirably
adapted to his purpose. He told her
about the society, and she listened
quietly, but when he indulged in a mild
jest, she was not in a receptive mood
for nonsénse. Rather pleased than
otherwise to find that he might all
the sooner speak out his most ear-
nest sentiments, Aller began to give
the conversation a personal turn,
She did not help him in the least, but
he saw her hand tremble, and the
colour in her cheeks glowed deep red,
leaving the rest of her face very pale.
The wheezy old clock in the corner
struck eight, neighbours passed the
gate laughing; soon Mrs. Hopkins
would be bringing Marjory home. If
Aller spoke out what he had ta say it
must be done abruptly. He forgot his
ordinary glibness, his easy grace with
all the world, and hurriedly, eagerly,
without picking wor choosing of
phrases, he told Hope how lie regarded
her—the portrait he dr¢w was highly
coloured, but he honestly did believe
that she was angelic, beautiful, unlike
any other girl on earth ; that he was
1ot half good enough for her, but if
she would trust him, he would be-
come worthy—and so on and so on.
He did not ask her to marry him ; for
that was understood as a matter of
course, and he was too much in ear-
nest “ making love” to her to come
down to details in the first burst ot
his eloquence. But alas for D»poor
Aller ! In what a mood he had found
this usnally just and gentle girl ! She
interpreted every word he uttered by
the words of Polly Huggins’ text.

had “ boasted ” he would do this—he
had played on her sympathies that
day of the drive that he might soften
her heart to him.

Neither of them could ever coolly
recall wHat she said when she spoke.
She would have scorned to give him
a hint of the pain that shock of the
afternoon had given her. She would
let him suppose that she had all along
understood his shallow nature. She
rejected his love as if it were insincere
even to call it “love.” She did not
use one harsh or bitter word, but she
first amazed and then enraged him
with the realization—coming from just
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what words of hers he could not tell,
but coming—that she considered him
unworthy of her respect—a supercili-
ous, unstable profligate. Afterward,
in justice to her, and long before his
wrath abated, he admitted to himself
that she said nothing of that sort,
but he then read her face, her thoughts
even, clearer than her words, and he
read them very nearly aright.

All need to answer was saved him.
Marjory’s voice was heard from a lit-
ile way down the road. The young
man rose up without a word, and was
gone. Hope was in her room when
Mrs. Hopkins arrived, and it was only
Marjory who “saw a shadow by our
gate.”

When Aller dropped on a chair in
the far corner of the Bogert House
piazza, and sat there unnoticed by the
loungers nearer the door, he had the
stunned sensation of one who has fal-
len from a height and cannot at once
collect his wits. But just as physical
pain is likely to ensue in one case, sO
in a short time our young man was
in such a fever of rage that he had
no mind quietly to endure the real
hurt and heart-ache of which he then
began to be only too conscious. One
moment he wondered how he bhad
dared to think that Hope Hopkins
could love him after his revelations to
her, again he reasoned that because
of his utter sincerity and his honest
intentions to amend his lifc, she owed
him at least respect, if not sympathy.
One thing was as clear as noonday :
she had not a shadow of affection for
him, or she never could have repulsed
him thus—nay, she must even dislike
and despise him. His pride was up in
arms at the thought, but later came
a heartsick mood in which the poor
fellow went down into the slough of
despond.

‘“Well, T am of no account anyway,
#nd she sees it. She looks at Wil-
Jard and contrasts us.”

Stung by that reflection, it seemed
1o Aller that he could stay no longer
in Cairnes only to make himself a
dark background for Willard’s virtues.

‘“Hello!” exclaimed Bill Bogert
from the door. “Is that you, Aller ?”
Then, not noticing the curt response
given, he called out, “I am going to
drive over to Kent, don’t you want
to go along ? The roads are fine, and
T'll be home before it’s late. I want
to show you how this colt of mine
picks up her heels.”

“T'll go with pleasure, Bogert,” said
Aller, adding, in a minute, ‘“but, if

you don't care, I wiil not come back
with you. I have a great mind to
spent a day or two in Kent.”

Bill was surprised, but, free and
easy as Aller seemed, no one took
liberties with him ; so, thinking his
boarder’s movements none of his
business, Bogert replied, “ All right.
The colt will be around in five
minutes ; the buggy wheels needed
greasing.”’

Aller rushed up to his room, and
when, after five minutes, he rejoined *
his companion, all his belongings were
left ready for transportation if he
should conclude to send for them,
and he carried with him what he
needed for a few days.

‘It is a little hard for Willard, leav-
ing him to make explanations ; but 1
can get up some excuse if I don’t come
back,” thought the excited fellow,
glad to find that Bill was quite satis-
fied to do all the talking. However,
when half-way to Kent, he was re-
called to his surroundings by a un-
cxpected question, and made the effort
to seem interested in Bill’s conversa-
tion.

“1 declare for it, this is a mighty
cold wind that blows up from the
lake,” said Bill.

“’Tis that,”” returned Aller. “I
wish I had thought to put on a
heavier coat.”

“You’d orter, especially after havin’
chills as lately as you have had ’em.

“ Oh, Doctor Sumners has brought
me past them, I hope; the old man
has a large practice about here, hasn’t
he 7’ asked Aller, hopiwu  to start Bill
off again on another harangue. He
succeeded, but long before they
reached Kent, Aller became so tired
of his rasping, monotonous voice, and
so nervous from cold and excitement,
that he longed to jump out of the car-
riage and break into a run.

* Better stay all night at the Eagle
Hotel. It is the best in town,” said
Bogert, when they parted in the prin-
cipal street, which seemed brilliant
and almost thronged, by contrast with
Cairnes.

“Yes, thanks; won’t you fell Mr.
Willard I will drop him a note to-
morrow ?  Good-night; that is a
grand pony,” and Aller fairly rushed
from his innocent tormentor. He
walked on aimlessly, turning to quiet
streets where he could think. He
thought until his brain was hot, then
he sought some outside excitement in
which he might not think, finally he
found himself before the Eagle Hotel.
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There was a cheerful reading and bil-
liard-room on the first floor, and he
went in to read the newspapers that
seemed unaccountably dull and that
shook in his hands as if he had the
palsy. He was chilled to the very
marrow, and Doctor Sumners had told
him to avoid exposure in the night
air. Across the hall was a quiet-
looking bar-room. ‘What possible
harm if he warmed himself with half
a glass of brandy, as any one coid and
in need of it might do ? Aller did
not forget his late good resolutions ;
he assumed that he did not relinquish
one of them. He had made no vow,
signed no pledge debarring him from
brandy as medicine.

He certainly took more than any
doctor would have preseribed, before
going to play a game of billiards, then
he engaged his room, looked at the
bar, hesitated, went out into the street.

He returned in a half-hour, and as
he went slowly up-stairs to his room,
the hall porter thought him as fine a
gentleman as had “put up” at the
Eagle within his remembrance.

The next afternoon, about three
o’clock, Aller, partially dressed, was
stretched on the outside of the bed in
his room at the hotel. He was pale,
but a bright red spot burned in each
cheek, and his clear biue eyes were
almost black, so brilliant were they.
He had been trying to read the news-
papers, but had thrown them aside,
and was rolling restlessly about the
bed. He did not hear a rap on the
door, nor see Mr. Willard until the
latter stood over him.

¢ Oh, good morning, parson ; or ig it
afternoon ? My confounded head
aches so I can’t tell the time of day,”
remarked Aller, adding : “ This is the
awful effect of that Missionary So-
ciety.”

“Fred, what ails you? What
made you come over here, and have
you had another chill? You look
feverish,” $aid Willard, sitting on the
bed and laying ‘his hand lightly on
the other’s forehead.

Aller gazed nonchalantly at the
window, as if studying the saddler’s
sign opposite, then at the anxi~us,
friendly face so near him, and finally
remarked in a would-be careless tone
that Willard knew well :

‘“It is partly fever—partly brandy.
Last night it was mostly brandy ;
this morning ahout bhalf-and-half;
now it—well, as old Sumners might
say, the fever seems to predominate.”

He looked away, then straight into
Willard’s sorrowful eyes, saying, “I
have not been drunk. I did not mean
that. I was cold, and I felt a chill
coming on last might, so I took brandy,
not a great deal for me. This morn-
ing I have been ill in good earnest. I
did not come over here to have a
spree ; 1 will say that in justice to
myself ; and I might add, for the sake
of keeping truth on my side, that, ill
or not, I think very likely I should
have drunk the stuff all the same.”

Willar@d went over to the window,
into which a hot sun was streaming,
pulled down the shade, opened the
casement, asked Aller if he was tak-
ing anything for the fever, and find-
ing he had not followed the doctor’s
last prescription, he prepared the
medicine and gave it to him. He
rightly surmised that Aller had
dreaded his coming, and braced him-
self for the confession just given.
That it was so carelessly uttered did
not for an instant lead him to think
Aller was not writhing under a self-
contempt hard to endure.

“Your fever always runs highest
about this time of day, so keep quiet
until your medicine begins to act. I
will go down-stairs and write a letter.
You did not sleep last night, I know,
for your eyes are bloodshot. Keep
this wet towel on your head, and
perhaps you will get asleep.”

‘“Go along, grandmother,” was the
apparently unfeeling reply; “and, if
evil communications corrupt good
manners, I advise you to stay away.”

“I came to spend the night,” re-
marked Willard, closing the door be-
hind him, When he came back,
Aller was sound asleep, and stayed
so for hours; but it was evident
that he was going to have a
return of the chills and fever which
he hoped he had conquered. That
evening, when he was for the time
feeling as well as usual, Willard said:
‘““Come, Aller, what is the wuse of
telling half a thing ? There is some-
thing behind all this, If you did no:
come over here for that, what did
start you off in such a hurry, and then
sending back for your traps ? What
did you suppose Miss Goddard and the
Hopkinses and Miss Hamilton would
think 77

‘“Think I had gone to the devil,
where I belonged.”

“1 don’t propose to go to the devil,
and I have told you more than once
that I shall stick to you like g brother,
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or a Dutch uncle, whichever relative
sticks tightest.”

“Why ?° asked Aller, as if coolly

- seeking enlightenment about some-
body’s else affairs. “ Because, being
a minister it is your business, or has
father wrought on your feelings
until you feel responsible to him ?”

“You know the reason well enough.
I can’t =ive you up, because you seem
tv belong to me, and always have so
seemed since you were my torment in
college. I won't give you up for your
own sake, and if you put it in that
way, because it is my business to look
after you.”

‘ Business promises not to be dull.”

‘“ Aller, tell me why you left Cairnes
so suddenly ?” :

The room was unlighted save from
the street below. Aller’s fever had
left him weak, and, after all, it would
be a relief to give Willard an inkling
of the truth if——

‘““What do you think of—Miss Pix-
ley ?” he began.

‘Willard made no reply.

‘“Well, then,” resumed Aller, in a
tone the minister perceived to be
quite different, *“ what do you think of
Miss Hope Hopkins, Hugh ?”’

“T think her a clear-headed, noble-
hearted girl.”

“You must have excellent oppor-
iunities to study her good quulities.”

“ Yes, and she is worth the study.”

“No doubt; no doubt about it,”
quoth Aller, giving a tremendous
thresh to the other side of the bed as
he exclaimed, “she will make a model
minister’'s wife.”

“ She ought to get a model minister,
if she has any,” replied Hugh, smiling
in the dark, and innocently adding,
“Do you think she is inclined to the
ministry ?”

“Haven't you found out by this
time ?” returned Aller, pettishly.

“I have no special interest in the
matter, one way or another.”

“Are you lying ?” was Aller’s ex-
ceedingly disrespectful question; but
Mr. Willard considered its source, and
the motive which prompted it.

“ So you »-e jealous, are you ? Well,
don’t increase your fever on that ac-
count, remarked the minister, sooth-
ingly.”

*“Oh, the only difference that Miss
Hopkins’ preferences make to me is
that if you are not falling in love with
her, I can talk a little more freely.
I left Cairmes, for one thing, because
Miss Hopkins showed me that she
held me in supreme contempt—most

likely I merit it, but that knowledge:
does not make the fact any sweeter for
meditation.”

“You must be mistaken, Aller!
Why, think how she has treated you
all summer long.”

“ Yes, until of my own accord I told
her that I was not worth her regard,”
said Aller, and then, led on by Wil-
lard, he told enough to give the min-
ister a clear insight into his own
mind, but not enough to make Hope’s
conduct intelligible, Willard could
understand that Aller had surprised
her, that she had not desired his at-
tentions, and had no love to give him;
but he was huit for Aller, who seemed
to have been very unkindly rejected.
He could not think of any reaspon
why a young girl, apparently so gentle
and sympathetic, should humiliate
and anger one who felt toward her as
did Aller. Indeed, as Aller talkea
this night, Willard was stirred to ad-
miration of certain traits in his char-
acter. He was very angry, yet he
showed that even in his anger he
could do Hope justice. He called her
pure and good, and declared it truth
that he was unworthy of her.

They talked long, and, after all, to
little purpose, until Willard asked :

‘““Well, Aller, because one good girl
cannot love you is no reason why you
should not be worthy of another,” and
not waiting for an answer, he went on
pleading with his friend as Aller had
never heard him plead before.
There was an earnestness in Willard’s
manner of showing Aller how weak
his resolutions were, and an intensity
about the way in which he urged him
to hecome a thorough Christian that
moved Aller deeply. He had known
fcr months how Willard thought about
the chances of his keeping any good
resolutions, if subjected to great
temptation, though Willard never
“ preached ” at him.

Partly to hide his emotion, he ex-
claimed, “ You will make your mark,
Hugh, as a preacher. I did not think
it was in you to be so eloquent to such
a poor audience.”

“ No, Aller, I shall never be a popu-
lar preacher. I have had a rough
struggle this last year to give up some
ambitions. I doubt if I ever have a
church,”

“ For pity sakes, man'! What do
yYou mean ?” ejaculated Aller, who
knew a little more than even his
friend suspected of Willard’s desire to
“rise in his profession,” as the
phrase goes.
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“You have made me change my
plan,” said Willard.

" I ?"

“Yes; because the study of one
soul is the study of all souls—of their
needs, temptations, and capabilities.
There are thousands of ministers
preaching general truths and against
sin in general, but I think the world
needs a few more educated, trained
preachers to bring particular truths
to bear on particular sins., I feel
called to preach the Gospel of Christ’s
help and all-sufficiency to those whom
Satan has bound by intemperance ;
for, Aller, there is liberty to the cap-
tives and safety and assurance only in
this faith. You won’t believe it
even now, because you can’t realize
your own weakness,”

“Y do. I did realize it last night.
Don’t think I feel most cut up by what
I have told you. That hurt, but 1
am ashamed to the bottom of my sout
that—well, that bar-room was stronger
than all my good intentions, Nobody
enticed me; no jolly company ex-
cited me; I just walked in because
I could not keep out.”

‘“ Aller, before 1 go out labouring
with men only allied to me because
God is our common Father, and Christ
died for them as for me, can’t you let
me have the joy of leading you to a
light and help that will never fail
vou ? Morality never can satisfy
you. DPledges will be broken, but a
living Saviour will be a present
Helper.”

“All this is in your line, Willard.
I mean you have grown right into it.
I have not. It does not come natural.
Our people go tor church, and all that,
but—well, I don’t know how to beg:
If I were to start up and announce that
I was going to be a perfect saint, o
course that would be all good as far
as it went, but I wouldn’t go until
next week Wednesday. The sinners
would come giggling around and pick
me up, and the good people would
say, ‘Just as we expected,’ and there
I would be, the same old sixpence.”

“Do you really want help, and
want to be different ? Are you actu-
ally, as you say, downright ashamed
and sorry, not only for this habit, but
for everything in you that is not
right ?” urged Willard, as if he were
dealing with a beloved younger
brother, for Aller never had seemed
more sincere, yet more boyish, than
this night.

The young fellow on the bed was
silent several minutes, but at last he
said, ‘“ Yes.”

“Then get down here on your
knees with me, and if you really want
to know how to begin, I will show

ou.”

y It was again a few minutes before
Aller knelt by his friend ; then onmly
one prayed audibly, but all the same
two prayed. No wonderful change
took place in Aller's mood, no great
or immediate results followed; but
Willard knew that for the first time
in all their intercourse ke had a hold
on Aller firmer even than the bond of
their friendship.

The next day, before Mr. Willard
returned to Cairnes, Doctor Sumners
answered in person a note requesting
him to call at the hotel. :

“Just as I expected to find you,
young man,” he remarked, fitting him-
self into the biggest chair, and
stretching his long legs.

‘“You have been sitting around in
the damp bulrushes reading poetry to
the girls, or roaming in the grave-
yard with them by moonlight, and
this is the result.”

“ 'We will all be glad to see Mr. Hop-
kins again, but we don’t want to spare
you, Mr. Willard,” he exclaimed, roll-
ing up a great leather wallet. “I
hear his vacation is pretty nearly
ended. I wish this community was
rich enough to keep two ministers
over that Cairnes Church.”

“Well, I never was more cordially
treated than I have been in Cairnes,
but putting me in Mr. Hopkins’ place
was dropping a small peg into a hole
much too big for it,” replied Willard,
with unfeigned humility.

“What do they hear from him ?”
asked the doctor.

‘“He will be home the week after
next. You must bring Aller out all
right by that time, 80 we can go back
and report at headquarters.”

“Yes, doctor, I am going to work,
to downright hard work,” said Aller.

“Good for you!” commented the
doctor, curiously studying the hend-
some fellow, who not only looked pale
this morning, but seemed uncommonly
quiet and serious. “ Good for you !”
he repeated earnestly.

More rambling talk followed, then
it was decided that Aller should stay
where he was until able to go home.
A man from the hotel would attend
him, and Mr. Willard received the doc-
tor’s promise to look well after him.
Mr. Willard himself could drive over
to see him frequently, and the fact
of his being ill in Kent was a sufficient
reason why he should not again re-
turn to Cairnes.
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SCENES FROM A SKY-PILOT'S PARISIL*

BY J. W. BENGOUGI.

HE was just out of col-
lege, ready and willing
to serve his Master in
any sphere to which
he might be called,
but all the time con-
scious of an inward
Lhope that his lines
might be cast in some
of the pleasant places
of Zion. His thoughts
ran, when he was off
his guard, to one or
ather of the comfort-
able chargesand home-
like manses he knew of
in not a few of our old

settled owns, where civilized life

could be enjoyed to the full, while at
the same time good and faithful work
might be done in the cause of the

Gospel. But he tried to be on his

guard always against these tempting

thoughts, and to maintain the spirit
becoming a true soldier of the cross

—a willingness to answer the call of

duty without reference to his own

preferences.

In due time the call ca- *, and it
was not to any of the ideal manses
and ¥irks of his vision. The church
needed him in the frontier work.
His marching orders named the Fort
Macleod and Pincher Creek country
as his parish, and the cowboys of the
ranches as the chicf section of his
flock. And it was after all with a
genuine willingness he took the train
for the West. He would see the
grand country he had so often heard
of at all events. And he was not dis-
appointed in its expected charm. On
the contrary, his spirits rose with
svery mile of the journey, and before
he reached his destination he enjoyed
not oaly the bodily anu mental ex-
hilaration of the clear, light atmos-
phere, but a corresponding exhilara-
tion of soul—a love and enthusiasm
for the people amongst whom his lot
was to be cast.

THE SRY-PILOT.

* By kind permission from the Preshy-
terian Review. The story is essentially a
transcript of facts. The illustrations are
specially made for this magrzine by the
accomplished author-artist.—Lp.

1t was in the midst of the winter
season that he arrived in Pincher
Creek, and he was gratified to find
that the climate suited him so well
1Te had thought of this region as being
somewhat arctic in its weather ten-
dencies, but discovered that he was
equal to the worst it could do if this
was a fair sample of its cold—as the
stage driver assured him it was.

The reception he got from the
“boys ” at the Manson Ranch on his
first visit was weli calculated to test
the ardour he felt in their behalf.
The shack in which they lived when
off duty was roomy enough, but had
few charms in any other respect. It
was poorly lighted when he walked in
that night, and, though comfortably
warm, bore all the usual marks of a
bachelor’s abode. The new Sky-Pilot
at once noted the absence of the lit-
tle graceful touches indicative of wo-
man’s presence, and could not help
thinking what a change his dainty
sisters would make in it i? they had
an opportunity for just a day or two.
But it was not the depressing atmos-
phere of the place—an atmosphere, by
the way, well laden with tobacco
smoke—that chiefly affected him. The
wet-blanket sensation he felt arcse
from the sort of reception the occu-
pants gave him. He knew hi< arzsival
had been duly announced, and that he
was expected. It was known to all
concerned that he was to hold service
on the following evening .. the little
school-house hard by. Moreover, he
had read a good deal about cowboys,
and somehow had got the impression
that they were, with ali their faults.
a friendly and hospitable class of peo-
ple. There were some score of them
in the shack—disposed variously in
the two rooms theréof ; some playing
cards, some reading papers or hooks,
some enjoying social chats, and some
lying in their bunks resting or sleep-
ing.

He had a vague idea that it would
be in order fcr some of them to come
forward ard shake him by the band
in a rough but genuine way, and greet
him with, ‘ Hello, pard!” or some
equally friendly phrase of the great
West. Perhaps they would proceed
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at once to ask him to have a drink,
or, at least, a smoke. He didn’t
precisely know what form the recep-
tion would take, but it never occurred
1o him that it would be in any way
cool. With these impressions he ac-
cordingly stepped in and closed the
door behind him. It is quite possi-
Lle that one or two of the boys glanced
up from their cards on hearing the
door closed, but on this point he could
not be sure. He was certain, how-
cver, that if this measure of notice
had been taken of his arrival, it was
the full extent of welcome vouchsafed.
Not a word was uttered to him by
any of them. There was not even
the sign of am “elaborate indiffer-
ence” to his presence—it was a
genuine indifference, and could not

‘to have a quiet read.

himself to a seat beside the big fire-
piace, opened his book, and proceeded
It was part of
his plan to ignore his neigbbours,
since they ignored him ; so that he
took no particular notice of the figure
lounging on the bunk near by, and
apparently absorbed in a novel. Thus
the dramatic episode of the enirance
ended, and Mr. Campbell (for that,
by the way, was the Pilot’s name)
was really beginning to feel at home,
when he was all of a sudden startled
{o find himself actually addressed.
*“Say,” drawled a voice from the
tunk, as a brawny hand extended the
novel tcwards him—“ what does that
joreign language mean ?”>  The ques-
tion referred to a Latin quotation at
the head of one of the chapters of

SOME PLAYING CARDS, SOME READING, SOME LYING IN THEIR BUNKS,

have been more complete if he had
been the oldest habitue of the ranch.

There are such things as negative
shocks, and this the young preacher
recognized as one of them. He
passed a few exceedingly awkward
and uncomfortable moments, feeling
meanwhile that it would be a relief if
some one would break the spell by
ordering him out. But before long
be seemed to adjust himself to the
circumstances, and then jt cam= to
him that the easiest way to deal with
the matter was to make himself right
at home, waiving all social formalities.
Accordingly he placed his gripsack
in a convenient corner, removed his
overcoat and deposited it on the grip,
after taking a copy of Drummond’s
Addresses from the pocket, calmly
walked into the mext room and helped

the story—it is a fashion some writers
have of impressing their learning upon
an innocent public. Mr. Campbell,
fresh from college, and a B.A., had, of
course, no difficulty in supplying the
translation. which he did with marked
politeness. ‘‘ Ya-as,” drawled the in-
quirer, “ 1 had a notion that’s what it
meant.”

So began the acquaintance with Al
Urquhart, and the new Sky-Pilot con-
sidered himself now entitled at least
to take a look at his first friend. His
eye rested on the well-knit muscular
figure of a young man of about twenty-
eight, clad in the regulation cowboy
fashion, and a good type of the char-
acter so familiar in the pictures of
Frederic Remington. The features
were good, and well bronzed with the
storm and sunshine of the range,
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though they bore the mark of dissipa-
tion. Al was a chap well worth
knowing. This was the mental judsg-
ment Mr. Campbell passed after a
moment’s survey, for, of course, he
took care nct to seem inquisitive in
his deportment. In another moment,
indeed, he had resumed his Drum-
mond, and left the cowboy to the un-
disturbed pursuit of the lovely heroine
of his well-thumbed story.

For half an hour or so that paragon
of beauty and grace held Al's atten-
tion, and then he laid down the novel
and spoke again:

“You the new ¢ ‘lot ?”

“Yes; I believe that will be my
title in this portion of my charge.”

“Thought s0,” came the drawling
reply, after a pause. Al made up

““SAY, WHAT DOES THAT FOREIGN LANGUAGE
MEAN?”

for the omission of nnimportant words
by dwelling leisurely on those he did

use.
“ Goin’ to hev a service to-morrow
night, I un’stan’.” .

“Yes ;” said Mr. Campbell, putting
away his book, in the hope that this
friendly advance might mean the
opening to a mutual good understand-
ipg—possibly a permanent friendship.
‘““Yes,” he repeated, ‘“I1 believe notice
has been given to that effect. I hope
to see you all present.”

This last rather formally-sounding
phrase he put in because he felt some-
thing should be added to the bare re-
joinder, and he did not think of any-
thing better to say at the moment.

‘“Some of the hoys will, I guess,”
said Al in his long-drawn-out manner,

“but I could take no hand in them
games. Fact is, I don’t believe in
the Bible, so what’s the use goin’ ?”

“You find difficulties in the Bible,
do you ?”

“Lots of ’em; it’s full. Runs up
agin itself all through—can’t go it, no
how.”

“ You mean it contradicts itsell ?”

‘“That’s it.” .

“ But are you sure the passages you
refer to are real -contradlctions ?
May they not be capable of explana-
tion when rightly understood ?”

‘“ Don’t know ’bout that. Can’t see
how anybody could explain ’em so’s
they wouldn’t jibe,” said Al deliber-
ately. “F’r instance, it says in one
part God is good and merciful, and
then again in another place it says
He will visit the sins of the
father on the children. How
kin them ideas be hitched so’s
to pull together? An’ that’s
jes’ one case.”

This seemed a fair opening,
and the new Sky-Pilot availed
himself of it wisely. He
avoided all appearance of the
parson, and endeavoured to
meet the difficulty in & way
likely to be eftective with his
interlocutor.

Noticing that the latter, not-
withstanding his western ver-
nacular, was a man of some
education—he had evidently
been quite capable of trans-
lating the Latin sentence with-
out assistance—Mr. Campbell
called his attention to the well-
established principles of he-
redity, and the application of
its laws. Al adwmitted the fact,
often illustrated before his
own eyves, of the heritable character
of certain diseases. The subject,
indeed, had a painful personal interest
for him, as he had reason to suspect
that the taint of consumption was in
his own blood, notwithstanding his
present robust appearance. But he
objected that this did not apply to the
matter in hand. Disease might pass
from parent to child, but disease was
not necessarily the punishment of sin.
He acknowledged thac it might in
most cases have originated in offences
against physical laws, when that view
was put to him ; and he was equally
candid in allowing that there cer-
tainly were many diseases which were
the manifest fruits of sin. His per-
sonal observation had furnished him
with an abundance of proof on this
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point. Such cases were unguestion-
ably proofs of the truth of the terrible
words of Scripture, there could be no
escape from that. “ But,” said the
Pilot, after following up this line in
a convineing argument, “don’t you
think it would be muth better, since
we must just accept these given facts,
without pretending to understand or
account for their existence, to turu our
attention to the other passage, which
assures us of the goodness and loving-
kindness of God. That 1is equally
true, and equally a matter of ex-
perience ?”

*Wal,” said the cowboy, thought-
fully—he was now sitting on the bunk
with his elbows on his knees, and in
.a. genuinely serious mood—*“1 don’t
know but what you’re right thar’. It
ain’t much use kickin’ agin’ facts ; and
it would be a sight more pleasin’ to
.dwell on the other idee, that's so. If
I on’y could do it—thar’s the thing.”

‘“You may be able to in time,” sug-
.gested Campbell. * Perhaps hereto-
fore you have only read the Good
Book to find puzzles—"

“When I've read it at all, sez you,”
interrupted Al. “I hain’t done much
in that line, I will admit. But I've
got one of them books somewhar’s in
the shack, and I reely hev a notion to
look into it careful.”

“A very good notion, too,” re-
sponded Campbell, smiling. “I can
safely promise that you will find it a
pleasant task, if you go about it in
earnest. I suppose you are all pretty
busy at this season on the range ?”

And with this the conversation
-drifted peacefully to indifferent topies.
The preacher had purposely refrained
from touching upon religion directly,
but he felt that he had made real
progress toward the goal he aimed at.
He was sure he might at least reclkon
on Al’s friendship, which was a good
start.

At the appointed time the door of
the little log school-house in the vil-
lage stood open, and some glimmer-
ing lamps invited whosoever would
to enter. AMr. Campbell had begun
his pastoral labours by sweeping out
the room, and it must be said that he
“made a good job of it,” considering
that he was a tenderfoot in this as in
his more important line. He had
also trimmed and lighted the lamps.
which operation included the polish-
ing of the chimneys—something they
decidedly needed. As the hour for
service approached a number of the

residents straggled in. TFisk, the cap-
tain of the round-up, was amongst the
first, and he redeemed the section’s
reputation for hospitality by coming
up and shaking hands with Campbell,
and remarking in a friendly way that
he “hoped the boys would turn out
pretty good.” This hope proved to
be too sanguine; only some half-dozen
of the ranch hands presented them-
selves—and, as it happened, Al was
not amongst them. Nearly all the
women of the vicinity—there were not
many in that western community—
were on hand, and amongst them
pretty Bella Balfour, the daughter of
old Simon, a canny but also drouthy
old Scot, well known in the neighbour-

THE SKY-PILOT SWEEPING OUT
THE SCHOOL-HOUSE.

hood. At this fair damsel it was ob-
served that Fisk occasionally cast
glances that meant much for such a
timorous fellow as he was known to
be where the other sex was concerned;
though a hero among horses, cattle,
Indians, and other elements of the
wild west, he was ‘ nowhar,” as he
candidly confessed, in the presence of
feminine charms. Altogether a con-
gregation of a score or thereabouts
assisted in the new Pilot's first ser-
vice, and listened to his inaugural ser-
mon, which was a simple and earnest
presentation of the Gospel message.
The attentiveness of the little com-
pany, and the heartiness of the sing-
ing betokened an encouraging amount
of interest, and Campbell began to
entertain high hopes of a fruitful
pastorate. The * offertory” portion
of the service confirmed these hopes.
It is in the collection that the West
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really shines, especially the cowboy
element of a congregation. Nothing
less than ‘ two bits ” is to be thought
of—this terminology being western for
a “quarter.” “Shell out, boys,” re-
marked Fisk from his place on one
of the side benches, as Mr. McQuarrie,
the schocl-teacher, passed around the
plate ; and the boys did not fail to dc
§0. Mr. Campbell discovered quite
early in his ministry that the collec-
tion means much to the ranchers.
The explanation he usually received
when he ventured to remark to gne of
them afterwards, upon his absence
from the meeting, was, ‘“Well, you
see, Pilot, I didn’t happen to hev eny
money in my clothes.”

The winter passed quickly, Camp-
bell worked hard and gained the confi-
dence of the men. It was Monday
morning after the spring round-up,
and as he had good services the day
bhefore he was in capital spirits when
Fisk dropped in to see him. The
captain of the round-up was in every
respect a leading character of the
vieinity, famous for his mastery of
horsemanship and *“roping.” His
latest feat in the latter science was
the rescue of one of the cowhoys who
had been somehow swept from his
horse in a rapid stream while in the
act of crossing. He was being borne
oway in the current to certain death
when Fisgk, seeing his plight, galloped
down the bank and lassoed him with
a skilful throw of the rope.

A real good fellow was Ifisk, modest,
kindly and brave—excepting (as to the
last quality) amongst “ wimmin folks.”
He sat down now as if for a casual
talk merely, and the conversation had
gone on for some time on a variety of
unimportant matters. The stock of
available subjects was running low,
when Camp*ell thought he might
venture an allusion to a rumour he had
heard earlier in the day: “I under-
stand you are going to be married,
Mr. Fisk.” At once an expression of
relief came into the latter’s face;
the appearance of having “ something
on his mind” vanished. *“ That’s
what I come to see you about,” he said
calmly. “I want you to tie the knot.”
“When do you wish to have the
ceremony ?” asked Campbell. “ To-
morrow, I guess.” “Have you the
license 2 “No, I hain’t. But you
kin git that fer me, can’t you ?” And
so the matrimonial event was ar-
ranged.  Fisk, in his easier mood,
volunteered some news. “ Al Urqu-
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hart ain’t well, I calk’late. Bin off
his feed lately.”

“Indeed !” said the Pilot, somewhat
startled. “J] must go over and see
him before I leave for McLeod. Is he
in the shack ?”

“No, he’s on the range; he hasn’t
quit work, but he ought to be in bed,
in my opinion.”

“What seems to De the matter ?”

“Can’t exactly say,””’ replied Fisk,
“seems to have a bad cold for ome
thing. But the boys tells me he's
doin’ too much readin’ ?”

“Ah !” was Campbell’s laconic com-
ment.

“Yes; readin’ the Bible all the
while even when he’s ridin’ the range,
so they say.”

“Well, he will get no harm from
that, if his health is otherwise all
right. I will see him on my return.”

‘“An’ you won’t forgit about that
paper ?”

‘““Oh, no; I'll bring the license. But
T scarcely think I can marry you to-
morrow. Let us say Wednesday.”

‘“ All right, Pilot,” replied Fisk,
“I ain’t perticular to a day or so.”

As Campbell drove his buckboard
along the trail the next evening on his
return to the ranch, he heard the
hoof-beats of a galloping horse behind
him. Al Urquhart came up. * Guess
I'll ride with you,” he remarked,
after the minister had greeted him
heartily. So he dismounted and got
into the rig, holding the bridle rein
of his broncho. To immediate in-
quiries for his health Al admitted that
he was somewhat out of sorts, and
thought he would lay off for a week
or so. But the keen eye of the Pilot
detected something more than a casual
illness. His heart warmed to the
cowhoy, for he felt sure the battle was
spiritual rather than physical. He
was confirmed in this opinion when
Al said :

“T don’t jest think I done right in
sendin’ that letter to my mother a

.Spell ago. T'd like to get your idea
on the pint. You see, she’s bin writin’®
to me from time to time ever since I
left home——"

“Is your home in the East ?”’ Camp-
bell asked the question more as a re-
lief to Al than for curiosity.

“No; in England. 1 left when 1
was a boy. But mother’s livin’ there
yet, and hes always rit to me, and I've
generally answered her letters. But
lately—the last time—I told her that
if she didn’t let up on the religious
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racket in her letters, I wouldn't write
to her agin’.”

“I wouldnr’'t have done that, Al; a
fellow never has more than one
motier, and you cannot doubt that she
wrote what she felt in her heart was
in your best interest. No ; I wouldn't
have replied in that way. I must
have hurt the dear old heart,” said
Campbell.

There was a moisture in Al's eyes
and a falter in his voice as he said:

“I guess youre right. I'm sorry
I done it, now, I ain’t heard from
her since.”

“Write again, Al, and tell her so.
That’s the best thing yon can do.”

“T believe it is,” was all he said.

On Wednesday morning Fisk came
round to see about the license. The
precious document had been duly se-
cured, but a new difficulty had arisen.

‘“Have you received old Simon’s
consent yet, Mr. Fisk 2 Campbell
asked his visitor.

“Consent ? how 7’ Fisk was mani-
festly unaware of the “ snag.”

“Why—don’t you know that he ob-
jects on the ground that the girl is
not of age ? It appears she is a minor
by some three months, and the old
gantleman considers that she has a
first duty to him.”

“Some of the boys hev bin puttin’
this in his head for a lark—1 see how
it is. The old man’s bin on the spree
agin’ and they’ve bin playin’ on him.
You go and straighten it out fer me,
like a good feller. You kin do it,
and we’ll have the affair to-morrow ac-
cordin’ to the arrangements.”

1t occurred to Campbell to inquire
whether Fisk had got the consent
of the girl herself. He could scarcely
imagine how, when, or where the
courting had been done, or the ques-
tion popped, in view of the round-up
captain’s disposition toward the sex.
But he concluded it would be safe to
take this for granted.

Next day, “at the residence of the
bride’s father”—a very humble little
shack—the ceremony came off, 1t
wags scarcely what the society journal
would call a “ pretty house wedding,”
but it was as lawful as any, and quite
original in its own way. Campbell’s
diplomacy had succeeded. The old
man had been played upon by the
“boys,” just as Fisk had surmised,
and for some time protested with
tipsy dignity of manner that Beilla
“owed him a duty.” Under the
arguments of the Pilot he at length

6

withdrew the objection, and replaced
it with a very fervid consent, accom-
panied by the announcemeni that he
would gzive the bride away in person.
It was Campbell’s first wedding
ceremony, and he has seen none pre-
cisely like it since. The little party
almost filled the shack. TFisk, look-
ing hke a man awaiting execution,
stood uneasily before the parson.
Then the bride, in her ordinary every-
day trousseau, came ‘“ up the aisle on
her father’s arm —that is to say, the
old gentleman, scarcely quite sober,
came up holding her by the hand, and
took his place with grave demeanour
hetween the high contracting parties
—now holding the bridegroom’s hana
as well. He was politely ordered to
the rear, however, and under protest
took his place in that humble position.
Then the twain were made one, and,
after due congratulations from the
assembled guests, left to spend the
honeymoon at Fisk’s shack.

It was on a Saturday evening some
three weeks after Campbell’s first
marriage service. He had seen little
of Al Urquhart in the meanwhile, but
had found increasing evidence on the
occasion of two or three short con-
versations to confirm his belief that
the work of the Holy Spirit was going
on in the young man’s soul. On one
of the occasions referred to, Al had
mentioned with unusual gentleness of
manner (for I have omitted to record
that he had always been noted for his
brusque style and fierv temper among
the *“ boys ”—as much feared, in fact,
for his quick resentment of an offence,
as admired for his cleverness as an
all-round range rider)—that he had
written to his mother and taken back
his undutiful words. Mr. Campbell
happened to be thinking of nim at the
moment, as he approached the school-
house to sweep out and set it in order
for the morrow’s service, when he saw
the object of his thoughts cominy in
his direction on horseback. He was
coming in a huriy, too. Campbell
stood and watched him as he galloped
down the bank of the little river and
dashed through its waters, and when
he came up the transformation of his
face and manner told the story with-
out the need of words.

‘“ Give us your hand, old man!” he
cried—speaking almost rapidly in the
new joy that had come to him. “It’s
all right. TI've got it here. The old
book is true, after all—seek and ye
sha'l find—Wewillabundantly pardon?”
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‘“ Al, my boy, I thank God for this!
God bless and keep you !” said Camp-
bell, fervently.

Then Al dismounted and they walked
to the schoolhouse together.

““ You must tell me your experience,
Al Let’s have a little Methodist
love-feast right here by ourselves,”
said the Pilot as they went into the
room together.

“ Well, there ain’t much to tell after
all,” answeied Al, “It all come of
that little talk we had. I jest made
up my mind to read the book through,
and let it do as it pleased with me.
I mean I wasn’t goin’ to fight agin it
es I read. I probably wouldn’t done
this if you hed started off to talk to
me about my soul bein’ saved, but I
30 to readin’ and then T got interested,

Al

I\

and afore long somethin’ took right
hold of me. It was like the risin’
of the sun, somehow. In the light of
them holy words, and in the presence
of that lovin’, tender, forgivin’ Man
of Sorrows dyin’ on the cross so lonely
for His en.mies, T came to see myself
as I hadn’t done afore that time, and
see what a mean, low-down critter I
was. 1t come to me that there was
only one thing worth while after all,
and that was to be like him. Then,
for the first time, I understood my
mother. Pilot, she’s putty much like
Jesus—she's follered Him all her life,
dear old mother—and I've nigh broke
her heart!”

“1t’s no use,'boys. This thifzg’s

got to stop right now. He’s genuine,
you kin tell that if you’s got any
sense. He’d a’ used his gun afore
this if he wasn’'t. He’s a changed
man for sure, ’cuz he don’t shoot. He
grins and bears it right along. But it’s
got to quit now. The first galoot that
interferes with him agin has got to in-

‘- terfere with me!”

It was big Jim Burke who spoke,
and ' .c¢ boys in the ranch knew that
words from him ‘ meant business.”

“You gettin’ pious, too, Jim ?”’ one
of them ventured to ask.

‘“Never mind ’bout that,” retorted
Jim. ‘“What I say I mean. And I

guess youw’ll all allow that Al Urquhart
is jest us good a feller as he ever was,
and better, since the change come fo
him.”

“That’s right !”  assented
Joe Loder, *‘it’s a pile easier
to get along with him at work
these days in every shape and
way !”

So it came about that a truce
was called to the long series of
persecutions poor Al had gone
through since the night of his
talk wita the new Pilot.  From
time to time he had said to the
latter, since that ‘‘love-feast™
scene, ‘‘Pilot, I cannot stand
it—it's awful. The boys just
goad me to rage, an’ the ole
Adam’s strong in me yit, 1
reckon !”

But One had said, “My
grace is sufficient for thee,”
and Al, who looked to Him for
help, found it according to
His promise, and conquered
at last,

‘When the Pilot, on a visit to the
Old Land in the summer, found him-
self in the vicinity of Al's old home, it
was with great joy that he performed
the duty he had promised his friend
—to find out the old mother and tell
her the glad tidings. And the
widow’s joy was equal to his own
when he had found her and delivered
the happy message. “Yet I have
been expecting this,” said the dear
old lady, as her wrinkled face beamed
with the light of faith and love. “I
have prayed for my poor Loy ever
since he went away, and I knew that
God would hear and answer me. And
now I give Him thanks and praise—
for this my son was dead and is alive
again : he was lost and is found !”
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THE DEACONESS MOVEMENT IN CANADA.

METHODINT DEACONESS HOME AND TRAINING INSTITUTE; TORONTO.

Seven years ago the first germs of
the Methodist deaconess organization
were planted in Canada. They were
planted amid doubts and fears and
discouragements. The deaconess idea
was misunderstood and misinter-
preted. It was looked at askance by
many good men and by some good wo-
men. The deaconesses were described
as Protestant nuns, aping the meth-
ods of Romanism. The movement
was regarded by some as a rank out-
growth of popery. It was prophesied
that soon the deaconesses would be
taking irrevocable vows, shaving
their heads, bearing conventual names.
and wearing conventual garb. They
have done none of these things. Miss
Scott. the superintendent of the in-
stitution, to whom the movement owes
so much of its success, is as little like
a nun as you can imagine ; a bright,
cheery, alert, sunny-souled woman.
Even her buoyant nature was at first
somewhat depressed. She came from
the Methodist Deaconess Home , in
Chicago, where was a bright and
happy family of a score of deaconessc
In the little Home in Tovonto, with
only one or two of the gentle sister-
hood, she felt somewhat 1lonely and
disconraged. But she worked on with
faith and hope and zeal, and after
seven yvears, what is the result ?

As the deaconesses mustered to
walk to Broadway Tahernacle to hear

Dr. Chown’s admirable anniversary
sermon, they mustered twenty-six
happy, consecrated souls, who had
enjoyed training in the word and
works of God, and had already had ex-
perience of the joys of Christian ser-
vice. They have won the love and
confidence and sympathy of the entire
Methodism of Toronto, They occupy
one of the most beautiful, commodious,
well-equipped Deaconess Homes on
this continent, given and furnished
through the appreciation of their work
by Toronto Methodists. Another
home for rescue work is already
opened. Seven deaconesses are con-
stantly employed in connection with
the Massey mission, and others in
visitation of the sick, the suffering,
the sorrowing, in helping the help-
less, in remembering the forgotten,
in seeking and saving them that were
lost.

They established last year a Fresh
Air Mission, in the town of Whithy, at
which over a hundred little wilted
waifs of children, blanched like potato-
vines in a dark cellar, struggling for
the sunlight, with many of their toil-
worn mothers, gained health and
strength in the fresh air and sunshine
of the country. Best of all, the joy
and gladness and sunshine of the
Gospel found their way to dark homes
and dark hearts. and many have been
led to the Saviour.
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There is nothing of mediaeval
asceticism or sacerdotalism about this
movement. The deaconesses are
eminently practical. They glean in
all fields. They gather up fragments
that would else be wasted. They run,
as Miss Scott says, a great * depart-
ment store,” in which almost every-
thing needful for succouring the sick
and the needy can be found. This is
kept replenished chiefly by the Meth-
odist women of Toronto, who know
that their gifts—from jellies for the
sick, to housefurnishings and cast-oft
clothing for the poor—will be wisely
used. Nothing is given except in
cases of absolute, imperative need ;
but everything is sold at a price that
makes it a boon to those in want.
The following enumeration will indi-
cate the variety and character of
this work :

SUPERINTENDEXNT’S REPORT.

Niyghber of missionary and parish calls- 7,020
Othercalls - - - - - .« < 56%
Total number of calls - - 12,710
Number of papers, mai:azincs, books
and bibles distributed - - - - 5588
Numberof new and half-worn garments,
ete., distributed - - - - - 4,993
Number of fainilies supplied with food - 836
Delicacies for the sick distributed - - 500
Number of familics supplied with fuel - 34
Number receiving fresh-air holiday in
the country - - - - - - 125
Persons for whom work was secured 429
Number of times teaching - - 855

Number of meetings held- - | -

Number of hours spent in nursing - - 1660
Amount of emergency money spent - SI87.00
Amount of fresh-air money - - - 8208.19

The marvel is that with so little
money so much good has been done.
The deaconesses have the art of mak-
ing a very little go a long way.

This movement, we may say, owes
very much of its success {0 the wis-
dom, the consecrated common-sense,
the religious devotion of Miss Scott,
superintendent of our deaconess in-
stitution. It has also been greatly
aided by the visits and ministrations
in several of our churches of Miss
Isabelle Horton, of The Deaconess Ad-
vocate, of Chicago. Miss Horton’s
addresses, by their human tenderness
and pathos. reiieved by a fine vein of
humour, instinct with an earnest
spirituality, and clothed with a liter-
ary grace and eloquence of a quite
unique character, were an inspiration
and uplift to all who heard them.

Three years ago we had the pleasure
of printing in this magazine Miss Hox-
ton’s admirable address. given at the
Metropolitan Church, Toronto, on
“What the Deaconess Saith Unto the

Churches.” Through the great kind-
ness of Miss Horton, we have the
pleasure of reproducing the substance
of some of her addresses, given in
connection with the seventh anniver-
sary of the deaconess institution, in
part from her own manuscript, and
in part from dictation to our own
stenographer. We commend these
addresses to the thoughtful study of
cur readers, especially to the women
of Canadian Methodism. We believe
that, to use Miss Horton’s striking
figure, a rod of power lies ready to
the hand of the Church of to-day, in
its consecrated womanhood, a lever of
more than Archimedean strength to
raise and bless the world.

We do not forget or discount the
fact that in all ages of the Church
women have been its most effective
ministrants. But with their larger
opportunities, with their increased
leisure, with their broader culture,
with their ampler opportunities, they
have come into a kingdom such as
they never knew before. Only half
a century ago most of the work in the
home was wrought by women’s hands,
they were emphatically the spinsters,
the wives, the ladies—the spinners,
the weavers, the loaf-givers, as the
words mean—of the household. They
carded the wool and spun and wove
and dyed the cloth, and made the
clothing. A type of these is found in
the wise woman in the book of Pro-
verbs, of whom we read, ‘ She seek-
eth wool, and fiax, and worketh will-
ingly with her hands. . She
layeth her hands to the spindle, and
her hands hold the distaff.”

But this is now all done by the nim-
ble fingers and tireless sinews of
machinery. Woman is released in
large degree from this material ser-
vice. At the same time, in our
schools and colleges, our daughters
have kept pace step by step with their
brothers in climbing the Qgifficult
sieep of Parnassus. They have re-
ceived larger snd better equipment
for intellectual, social, and religious
work than ever before. Yet the very
advantages of their nmew culture in-
volves a new peril, that of becoming
mere aesthetic dilettanti, of cultivating
a refined selfishness.

At this very time God has provided
a nobple antidote for such a maligr.
spell, a spell which involves spiritual
atrophy and death. On every side
he has opened doors of usefulness for
women—in the home and foreign mis-
sionary field ; in the Sunday-school

x
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and its Home Department, and in
church work; in the Christian cul-
ture and tine Christian service of the
Epworth League and Christian En-
deavour organizations; in the oppor-
tunities of ministering to their lowly
sisters, and worse than orphaned little
brothers ; and, thank God, many ot
them are finding in this sacred ser-
vice a joy unspeakable,

Dr. Allen, president of the British
Conference, told us, during his visit
to Canada, of a spoiled daughter of
fashion, of wealth, and of selfish
luxury, whose bitter confession was,
“1 have everything that I can want,
and yet I am miserable.” It is still
true as in the days of St. Paul, “ She
that liveth in pleasure is dead while
she liveth.” It is for evermore a fact
of widest meaning, he that will save
his life, by self-centred endeavour,

- shall lose it, but he that will lose his

life, in a divine self-surrender and
se 1-1bmegation, akin to His who loved
us and gave Himself for us, shall
gloriously and for ever find it.

Our daughters cannot all be techni-
cally deaconesses ; they may be such

potentially, in essence and in spirit,
for the word means a servant of the
Church for Christ’s sake. The ex-
ample of these good women, these .,
‘“ sisters of the people,” who, bound
by no conventual tie, free to leave the
order at any time, live a wholesome
and heartsome life of service, a life
throbbing with a rich, intellectual and
spiritual experience, will be an in-
spiration to many who do not join
their order to share, in their own
homes and more immediate social cir-
cles, its blessings and benedictions.

‘We supremely honour these sisters
of ours who break the alabaster box
of ointment, very precious, of their
heart’s richest affections on the feet
of Jesus, and by their miaistry to his
‘“ little ones,” minister even unto him.
Like the holy women of old, they
bring the balm and myrrh and spike-
nard of saintly service to the Lord
they love. They offer their choicest
culture, their gifts and graces, their
winsome womanhood, as new vestals
to keep the holy fires burning on the
altar of humanity, not for Rome, but
for the whole wide world.

¢“NO NEED HAVE THEY TO GO AWAY.”

BY SAMUEL

A desert place ; night comes apace ;
No food supply ; shall souls thus die
When God hath sent the heavenly
bread ?
““ Nonced have they to go away ;"
God's manna sweet give them to eat
Aud let the multitude be fed.

Tae multitude in want of food—

Shall one depart with longing heart,
In hunger secking to he filled ?

“No nceﬁ have they to go away ;"

Conditions meet ; give them to eat
That famine’s craving may be stilled.

L. HAWORTI.

At home, abroad, on lonely road,
Or crowded street where many greet,
Perchance they hunger for life's food.
““No need have they to go away ;"
In love discreet give them to eat
And feed the suffering multitude.

Beyond the seas are feeble knees,
In distant lands are trembling hands,
The multitude is dying there.
¢ No need have they to go away ;”
Yet time is flect ; give them to eat ;
The bread of life with them now share.
—The Friend.

WORK.

What are we set on earth for? Say, to toil;
Nor seek to leave thy tending of the vines

For all the heat o’ the day, till it declines,

And deatl’s mild curfew shall from work assoil.
God did anoint thee with His odorous oil,

To wrestle, not to reign; and He assigns

All thy tears over, like pure erystal lines,

For younger fellow-workers of the soil

To wear for amulets. So others shall

Take patience, labour, to their heart and hand,
Trom thy hand and thy heart and thy brave cheer,
And God’s grace fructify through thee to all.

The least flower, with a brimming cup, may stand
And share its dewdrop with another near.

—AMrs. Browning.



( 86 )

RELIGIOUS DRIFT.

BY THE EDITOR.

There is an impression in some minds
that the religious world is, to an alarming
extent, drifting away from the old es-
tablished faith of tne Gospel; and that
the cultured thought of the age is trend-
ing toward skepticism and infidelity. We
think there is no ground for this conclu-
sion, but strong grounds for & conclusion
the very opposite. It is the exceptional
that excites attention, that excites re-
mark. The regular sweep of the planets
in their orbit, age after age, awakens no
special interest ; but should one of these
break away from its orbit, or let a comet
flash athwart the sky, and all the world
isagaze. One erratic Professor Briggs, or
one blaspheming Ingersoll, sets all the
papers on the continent buzzing. But
the twenty thousand Methodist preachers,
who stand in the old ways and preach
the grand old doctrines that have sub-
dued the world, excite no remark.

The needs of the human soul are the
same in every age. In the hour of sor-
row and of sadness, of utter and sorest
need, the heart and flesh cry out for the
living God. The speculations of science,
the blankness of infidelity, cannot satisfy
its deep and immortal yearnings. It
needs a positive revelation of a loving
and personal Saviour. And in all the
Evangelical Churches there is, we belicve,
a more lively apprehension of Christ as
the Saviour of men, and of faith in the
Crucified One, than ever before. Asa
consequence there is more devoted Chris-
tian effort to train the children for God,
to rescue the perishing, to evangelize the
masses, to raise the criminal classes, to
send the gospel to the heathen, than the
world ever saw before. Where Wesley
and Whitefield were mobbed and stoned,
Moody and Sankey have had great taber-
nacles erected for their services, and have
had the co-operation of a host of willing
workers, clerical and lay. If a blunder-
ing magistrate interferes with the services
of the Salvation Army, a powerful organi-
zation is formed for its defence.

The colleges at the beginning of the
century were hot-beds of infidelity. At
Yale only four or five professed faith in
Christianity. Princeton was no better.
At Bowdoin only one was willing to avow
himself a Christian. It was confidently
predicted that Christianity could not sur-
vive two generations. Says Dr. Dwight,
“From France, Germany and Great
Britain the dregs of infidelity were

vomited upon us.  An enormous edition
of the ‘Age of Reason’ was published
in France to be svld and sent over to
America for a few pence per copy, or to
be given away.” Between 1817 and 1830,
57,689,000 volumes of the works of Vol-
taire, Rousseau, and other infidel writers
were circulated on the continent.

It is aflirmed,” says Dr. Dorchester,
“That the Evangelical Churches have
lost their hold upon the intellect of the
age. How and wherein? When was it
equally identified with the best, the most
vigorous, the most learned culture?”
The students in the evangelical colleges
have increased twice as fast as the popu-
lation of the country ; and one-half move
of these students are professing Christians
than forty years ago. During ten years,
of fourteen hundred graduates of Har-
vard, only two were skeptics ; and never
were there so many church members
among the students as now.

All over the land the old and impres-
sive truths of revelation, sanctioned by a
book in which the hearers have not the
slightest distrust as to its divine origin,
and as accepted through the ages, are
preached every Sabbath, and taught to
susceptible childhood in the Sabbath
schools. As an instance of the interest
felt in Sunday-school work, may be men-
tioned the fact that during a single year
there have been held on this continent
an average of fonrteen Sunday-school con-
ventions for every day in the year.

Against this vast tide of evangelical
influence, sweeping in ever-broadening
volume down the ages, the manifestations
of current skepticism are only chips upon
the stream. They cannot stem the swell-
ing tide. Ve have so serene a confidence
in the triumph of the Gospel, that all the
oppositions of science, falsely so-called, of
skepticism and infidelity, alarm usnot the
least. In one of England's darkest hours
of unbelief, brave, blind old Milton
wrote : * Though all the winds of doc-
trine were let loose to play upon the
earth, so truth be in the field, we do in-
juriously to misdoubt her strength. Let
her and falschood grapple; who cver
knew truth put to the worse in a free and
open encounter ? For who knows not that
truth is strong, next to the Almighty?”
Let us, after two hundred years of added
demonstrations of its invincible ight,
emulate his serene and lofty faith.
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Current Topics and Events.
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One of the most notable features of
the Pan-American is the magnificent
display of sculpture, about five hun-
dred pieces in all, by some of the fore-
most designers ¢f America, togetber
with veproductions of classic wmaster-
pieces. Beneath the blue sky and
against the background of green
foliage and many-coloured buildings,
the pure white statuary has a charm-
ing effect. = We present one of the
characteristic pieces adorning the
Temple of Music.

THE PRICE OF SOUTH AFRICA.

Uunder this title the New York In-
dependent has a genrous recognition
of the righteousnezss of Britain’s con-
flict in South Africa. If her war be
just, then its great cost in money and
in blood does not affect that righteous-

ness. Ev u after paying the increased
income tax of “tu’'pence in the
pound,” and a penny on sugar, Great
Britain will still be far the most
lightly taxed nation in Europe—only
9.3 per cent. of its income, with an
increasing population and national re-
sources, wealth growing rapidly from
year to year. France, which ex-
presses such commiseration for Great
Britain under its burdens, with a de-
creasing population and little trade
with its colonies, is taxed 13.6 per
cent. of its income, and impoverished
Italy is taxed 22 per cent. The ac-
companying diagram shows the rela-
tive taxation of the nations.

The following is the Independent’s
article :

Already the South African War has
cost the British people $733,000,000 in
taxes and loans, not to speak of the
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destruction of values in South Africa
itself, and all the incidental losses to
individuals and to commerce. It is
likely to cost a round billion of dol-
lars before it is concluded. Is it
worth the cost ?

Certainly the British people think
it is. Whether it be the British in
Great Britain or in Cape Colony, both
agree that whatever the cost the war
must be carried on till the conclusion
of British sovereignty is attained, and
the danger of the loss of South Africa
is finally averted.

They are right in the valuation they
purt on South Africa, even taking that
alone, and not -considering what
would be the loss of prestige to Great
Britain in Europe and China and In-
dia were she to be beaten by the Boers.
The question in conflict is the posses-
sion of South Africa—of the best part,
the temperate part of the continent,
whether it shall or shall not belong
to Great Britain. A billion dollars
would be a very small price to pay
for it nov, even as landed property,
not to speak of its assured future.
The territory in debate is nearly as
large as all the United States east of
the Mississippi.

Then there is to be considered the
relation of South Africa to the rest
of the British possessions in Africa.
Great Britain cannot afford for any
price to lose her possession of South
Africa, so long as she has the am-
bition to be the principal power in
Africa. The best of Africa she now
holds, from Egypt to the Cape.
France may hold as much land, but
it is mainly sand; the best rivers
and harbours and mines and tillable
soil are held by Great Britain. To
hold all this and develop it with Eng-

lish settlers she needs to hold South
Africa ; she must hold the way from
Cairo to the Cape.

And yet it is the mastery of senti-
ment over financial values that con-
trols in this matter. England could
not, would not, forsake her somns in
the Transvaal, nor would she yieid
their equal rights. It was English
liberty for all, the right to be repre-
sented by equal votes, that was at
stake; and for this liberty in the
Transvaal she was willing to fight,
and when the fight was on, to finish it
at whatever cost. The previous con-
dition was not libeity; it was the
subordination of the newrcomer to the
old settler. The future condition will
be one of absolute equality, British
and Boer, a fair liberty, such as the
Transvaal could never see so long as
it was the policy to exploit and tyran-
nize over foreign settlement and
wealth,

The kind of civilization that the
British will give to all South Africa is
worth many billion dollars more than
the kind which the Boer rulers
wanted, who would have made it all
Dutch, of the Kruger kind, from the
Cape to the Zambesi.

‘Whether we count money value, or
whether we add the worth of British
prestige abroad, or whether we take
in the worth of that free self-govern-
ment and equal rights, and those in-
stitutions of civilization of which
Great Britain and the United States
are the best promoters, the value re-
ceived by Great Britain and the world
in the mrintenance of British sov-
ereignty in South Africa is well worth
the price for which Englishmen are
now required to pay twopence extra
income tax and a cent on sugar.
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Such street-car strikes as those in
Brooklyn, St. Louis, and Albany are
a kind of civil war—not very civil

either. The business of great cities
is completely disorganized, and thou-
sands of persons are put to much in-
convenience and great loss, and in
each case precious lives have been
sacrificed. Some board of concilia-
tion, such as has prevented strikes
for many years in New Zealand, is
surely not beyond the resources of
civilization. It has been affirmed
that more money has been lost to the
labouring classes by strikes than has
ever been gained, while there is a

serious peril of the substantial pros-
perity over which capital and labour
are wrangling being scooped up by
hard times, which such quarrel in-.
vites. It is affirmed that the loss
of trade about which there is such out-
cry in Great Britain at present is the
direct result of the colossal strikes
of a few years ago

An American cartoon represents
Mr. Pierpont Morgan as asking King
Edward what he will take for his
crown, and another paper describes
him as negotiating for the Bank of
England and the House of Parliament,
or perhaps the British navy. The
English people take very philo-
sophically, however, the purchase of
steamship companies at a very high
rate, and the annexing of American
heiresses by what are called Mor-
gan-atic marriages. The King and
the London magnates have been
showing marked courtesy to the
American multi-millionaires, and the
nation, exhibits no resentment at Mr.
Carnegie’s generous gift of ten mil-
lions to Scottish unlversities.

Religious Intelligence.

TrHE CONFERENCES.

The first Conferences of the twenti-
eth century have been seasons of un-
usual interest. A feeling of expectancy
and of consecration pervaded these
assemblies. It was realized that the
progress of the past century but gave
grander opportunity and greater obli-
gation for the century to come. The
financial success of the Twentieth
Century Fund it was felt would be
incomplete without the outpouring of
a gracious spirit of revival and soul-
converting power,

It is most gratifying to note that,
notwithstanding the extra effort Ly
which nearly a million and a quarter
dollars are laid upon God’s altar, most
of the connexional funds show no
diminution, but in some cases marked
increase. Best of all is the evidence
of spiritual growth in a general in-
crease of membership throughout the
Connexion. Thus we regard it as the
omen and harbinger of a great forward
movement, when many thousands

more will be brought into the 1.. .zdom
of God.

It is significant, too, that a large
proportion of this increase comes to
us through the Sunday-school. This
is as it should be. The school is the
best recruiting ground of the church.
Those who enter by this door into the
she ofold ought to be better trained,
and give promise of longer years of
usefulness and development, of nobler
Christian character, than those who
are rescued from the world after years
of sin. Intrimsically precious as all
souls are, it is wise of the Church to
seek first of all, and above all, the in-~
corporation of its own children into
the household of faith. The largely in-
creased circulation of our Sunday-
school periodicsls is one indication of
the life that throbs in this most im-
portant department of our Church’s
operations. Methodism in all its
branches lies under an obli-
gation of unspeakable importance
to the many thousands of
faithful, unwearying teachers who
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devote so much of their time and
thought and care and means to their
blessed work of training for heaven
the youthful immeortals whor God and
the Church commit to their loving
teaching. Nor are they unrewarded.
They receive in their own souls, in
the deeper inmsight into the Word of
God, in the joy of training the young
in the nurture and admonition of the
Lord, and in witnessing their conver-
sion to God, a hundredfold compensa-
tion for all their efforts.

Our faithful Missionary Secretary
raised the warning that we are
dividing our work into too many
separate units, and employing in the
old or settled parts of the Dominion
too many agents in a limited field ;
while the new fields and the frontiers
of the far west, and the foreign field,
were earnestly calling for more labour-
ers. ‘Thus faithful labourers, who are
able and anxious to work, are forced
upon the Superannuation Fund for
lack of circuits, and the maintenance
of those upon the home missions is
quite inadequate to their proper sup-
port. While some Churches are com-
plaining of the dearth of candidates
for the ministry, our own, notwith-
standing the hardships and sometimes
privations of the itinerancy, has a
more than ample supply, and these are
receiving more thorough scholastic
training than ever before. It was
urged that our Presbyterian friends
are covering their home work with a
less number of men, and are so able
to send more missionaries to the hea-
then world.

It is a fact of great significance that
50 many of our laymen, men of
affairs, conducting large business, or
engaged in professional lire, find time
to devote several days to the sessions
of Conference, and that they take such
a profound interest in the spiritual as
well as temporal aspects of the Lord’s
work. It is noteworthy, too, that men
like Mr. Chester D. Massey, Mr. M.
H. Peterson, and others, who have
done so much for Methodism in the
past, are offering to assume still fur-
ther financial burdens for its exten-
sion in the imwmediate future.

While we have, as a Church, great
ground for gratitude, we have none
for self-satisfaction or surcease of
effort. While we look thankfully
at the past, we look hopefully for the
future. “ Not as though we had al-
ready attained, either were already
perfect ; forgetting those
things which are behind, and reaching

forth unto those things which are be-
fore, we press toward the mark for the
prize of the high calling of God in
Christ Jesus,”

Youxe MEN's CHRISTIAN ASSOCIATION
JUBILEE.

The jubilee anniversary of the in-
auguration of the Y. M. C. A. on this
side of the water has just been cele-
brated. It is gratifying to know
that the society in Montreal is the
oldest one outside of Great Britain.
This organization has been one of the
most successful for gathering in and
ennobling young men. Lord Kinnard
and Lord Strathcona are announced
among the speakers at this famous
jubilee.

SIR GEORGE WILLIAMS,

Father of the Young Men's Christian
Association.

W. S. Harwood, in the June Cen-
tury, writes thus of Sir George
Williams :

“One dull London day I sat at
Iuncheon in a room which is, in some
ways, one of the most interesting in
the world, with a man who, judged by
a central act in his life, stands among
the notable figures of the nineteenth
century. The table at which I sat
is historic. Around it, one day in
June, fifty-seven years ago, a band of
London young men gathered—not
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more than a dozen in all. The man
who sat with me was their leader.
Guided by him, they established the
greatest religio-civic body lnown
among men since the dawn of Chris-
tianity.

“1It was in this room, at this tabie,
that George Willlams founded the
Young Men’s Christian Association,
recognized by progressive men, in and
out of the Church, as one of the most
powerful agencies of modern life for
the physical, mental, moral, and re-
ligious Dbetterment of young men.
When I called at the office of this
white-haired yet young-faced old man,
I found him gitting in his little private
office in the building in Paternoster
Row known wherever there is a
member of this great association. He
was an old man, but his mind was
clear, his intellectual grip strong.

“He invited me to go up to the
room, on the third floor of his great
business house, unchanged since the
day when he and his young friends
gathered while he outlined to them
his plans for the new organization.
The room remains as it was on that
memorable occasion, nearly sixty
years ago.”

We beg to call special attention to
the admirable paper on ¢ City Mission
‘Work,” by the Rev. T. E. Egerton
Shore, M.A., B.D,, in this number of
The Magazine and Review. We know
no such comprehensive survey of
this great subject as that which Mr.
Shore has presented. He writes from
intimate personal knowledge of the
needs of the poor among whom he
has laboured with such zeal and suc-
cess. His heart is touched with tkeir
sorrows. He recognizes the only
solution of the great city problem.
He believes, as Robert Hall, that “ the
soul of improvement is the improve-
ment of the soul.” His summens
rings like the call of a clarion to Meth-
odism, which Chalmers describes as
‘ Christianity in earnest,” to be more
in earnest than ever in evangelizing
the cities, the stragetic points of the
future.

Miss Horton’s beautiful address on
the deaconess work will also appeal to
the sympathies of our readers, not
only for its literary grace, but still
more for its tender and Christly spirit.

HaRVESTED.

The grim reaper has been busy with
his scythe during the month, and a

wide swath of men of mark has been
harvested for the kingdom. Three
distinguished missionaries—Cochran,
Mackay, and Chalmers—have, like
tipe sheaves, been garnered home. Of
these,

Tue Rev. GEORGE COCIRa I, D.D.,

the founder of our Japanese mission,
comes nearest to our hearts and
honses. Brought up on a Canadian
farm, he entered our ministry at the
age of twenty-two. He was not the
product of the schools, but of indom-
itable self-help, and a passion for
study. Hig great work was his well-
nigh quarter of a century spent in
Japau. For six years before this he
wielded commanding influence in To-
ronto, and was associated with Dr.
Punshon in the erection of the Metro-
politan Church,

In Japan, whither, with Dr. David-
son McDonald, he went to plant our
mission in 1873, he at once became an
important factor in the religious life
of that country. At the Centenuial
Exhibition of 1876 the present writer
asked a Japanese commissioner if he
knew Dr, Cochran. The man grasped
my hand eagerly, and said, ‘“Dr.
Cochran baptized me,” and he intro-
duced me to a fellow-commissioner,
also a convert of our new mission,
Dr. Cochran tock, also, active part in
the great work of translating the
Bible into the Japanese language.
During a brief furlough he returned
to Canada and became again pastor
and president of the Conference. In
1884 he returned to Japan, and de-
voted himself for some years, as presi-
dent of the Thcological College, with
great earnestness and success to the
training of native Japanese ministers.
Failing health compelled him to seek
a less enervating climate, and he be-
came Dean successively of the Maclay
Theological College and of the College
of Liberal Arts of the University of
Southern California. Everywhere, in
the home-land, in the far-land, Dr.
Cochran won warm friends. He
grappled his students to his heart
with hooks of steel. In positions of
responsibility he was wise, just, pa-
fient, and a man of unfailing concili-
ation and tact.

¢ None knew him but to love him,
None named him but to praise.”

It is gratifying to know that in
his far-off southern home he was sur-
rounded by ‘love, obedience, troops
of friends,” His wife, and son and

-
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daughter, and many Canadian kins-
folk, were with him to the last. At
his funeral, the Rev. E. A. Healy,
Rev, Willlam Williams, Rev. A.
Hardie, and other friends of many
years, joined with co-workers of later
date in paying honour to his memory.
A Los Angeles daily gives a portrait
of Dean Cochran, and report of the
glowing tributes to his character.
His last words to his students were
words of cheer and of encouragement
for the great possibilities and oppor-
tunities which lay before them. *“He
magnified the cross day by day.” said
Dr. Cantine, at his funeral, “ not only
by what he said, but what he did.”
Mrs. M. E. Lauder, a personal friend
of Dr. Cochran, writes a poem to his
memory, of which we regret we have
not room for more than the following
lines :
A leader of men, a leader of souls,
He has built himself into the story
Of that wondrous land of the Rising Sun,
And helped form that arch to firmly unite
The East and West in a brotherhood true,
Lasting and strong ; arch with the keystone
of love.

MauvkAy or ForMosa

was ¢ Canadian boy, born in Zorra,
Oxford county, of Highland Scotch
descent. He received a thorough
training at Toronto University, Knox
College, Princeton, and Edinburgh.
The cause of missions lay near to his
heart. He offered his life to their
service, and selected as his field the
unevangelized island of ¥Formosa.
For weil-nigh thirty years he laboured
with unfaltering devotion and with
marvellous results.

He has been the means of establish-
ing Dbetween sixty and seventy
churches, a hospital, schools, and in
addition a college, called Oxford
College, for the training of a native
ministry, and for the higher education
of the girls of the island. There are
in addition thirty-five Bible-women
and eight day-schools for the educa-
tion of the children of Christian
}\mmes, all established by Dr. Mac-
Kay.

Dr. Mackay further cemented his
interest in his life-work by marrying
a Formosan lady in 1878, and his fam-
ily consists of one son and two
daughters., The latter are married
to Chinamen, and are engaged in the
mission work,

On a visit to Canada in 1894 he was
elected Moderator of the General

Assembly of the Pcesbyterian Church,
and roused extraordinary interest in
Canadian churches by his fervid mis-
sionary appeals. His book, *“ From
Far Formosa,” is a classic in mission-
ary literature, a book more fascinat-
ing than a romance.

““When Dr. Mackay landed in For-
mosa, in 1871,” says his namesake,
the Missionary Secretary of the Pres-
byterian Church, ‘ there were none
before him, none to welcome him. He
found his home in a stable, and im-
mediately acquainting himself with
those around him, began to learn the
language. He has shown a limitless
amount of courage; nothing could
daunt him. He was a man of in-
tense fervour of spirit, which has
never been quenched by any adverse
circumstances he has met.”

Dr. Bapcock.

More tragical than either of these
deaths was that of Dr. Maltbee D. Bab-
cock, pastor of the Brick Presbyterian
Church, New York. He was one of
the most devoted, earnest, and elo-
quent ministers in America. As a
relief from mental strain he was on
his way to Palestine, and had reached
Naples when he was attacked with
fever. In a moment of delirium he
took his own life. Few deaths have
caused such a profound sympathy and
sorrow since that of Hugh Millar,
the great geologist, one of the fore-
most laymen of the Presbyterian
Church of Scotland, who, under the
menta] strain of his last great book
on what may be called the religion of
geology, ended his life in a similar
manne:.

The following verses, by Dr. Bab-
cock. were received by a friend a
short time before his untimely end :

Why be afraid of Death, as though yourlife
were breath?

Death but anoints your eyes with clay. O
glad surprise !

Why should you be forlorn? Death only
husks the corn;

Why should you fear to meet the thresher
of the wheat?

Is sleep a thing to dread ? Yet sleeping you
are dead

Till you awake and rise, here, or beyond the
skies.

Why should it be a wrench to leave your
wooden bench ?

Why not with happy shout run home when
school is out ?

M’l bl i W i
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“The dear ones left behind ! O fe lish
one, and blind,
A day, and you will meet ; a night and you

will greet !

This is the death of Death, to breathe away
a breath

And kaow the end of strife, and taste the
deathless life,

And joy without a fear, and smile without
o tear, [ ]

And work, nor care to rest, and find the
last the best.

Rev. T. A. Bevyxox, B.A.

This cultured and scholarly brother
has been for many years the subject
of physical infirmity, notwithstanding
which he ceased not to labour as
strength permitted. He entered into
rest at Virden, Man,, on May 11. He
entered our work in 1873, graduated
from Victoria in 1880, and passed
away at the comparatively early age
of forty-nine. He is the subject of
a beautiful tribute from the pen of
Dr., Maclean, in The Guardian, which
says : ‘‘ For many years he was borne
his burden of pain without a murmur,
but at last the load became too heavy,
and when he reached the top of the
hill he sat down to rest, and bade
farewell to the anxious watchers, who
now wait in sorrow for their turn to
go home.”

James CHALMERS,

Another heroic missionary, James
Chalmers, of the London Missionary
Society, with his young colleague,
Rev. Oliver Tompkins, and ten native
students, were murdered by ferocious
cannibals in New Guinea last April.
Dr. Chalmers had been for more than
thirty years a missionary in the
South Sea Islands, and he had done
more than any other man in the ex-
ploration of New Guinea, the largest
island in the world, except Green-
land.

Sir WaLTER BESANT.

The death of Sir Walter Besant re-
moves not a man of the first class in
literature, but still one of high rank.
It is curious that much of his best
work is little known beyond the sub-
scribers to the Palestine Exploration
Fuand. He was for many years secre-
tary of that fund, in connection with
which Lord Xitchener won his first
laurels, and editor of its Review. He
also wrote in collaboration with Prof.
Palmer, who was afterwards killed

by the Arabs, * The History of Jeru-
salem.” His more lasting and solid
work is his encyclopaedia of London,
on which his late years have been
spent. His novels have not the stamp
of immortality, and in a few years
will probably be forgotten. His
truest monument will be that mag-
nificent institution for the uplift of
the masses, the People’s Palace in the
east-end of London, the outcome of
his most popular work, “ All Sorts and
Conditions ot Men.”

—

Tie Hox. A. S. Harby.

It is a grand thing when, after forty
years of public life a servant of the
Crown passes away, and leaves not a
single enemy behind. Yet that is the
noble record of the late Premier of
Ontario. When Mr. Hardy resigned
his office less than two years ago, it
was amid a chorus of praise from
men of both politicul parties. This
was followed Dby a generous gift in
recognition of his long continued and
faithful services to his Sovereign, in
which his political opponents, as well
as his own party, vied. It is to the
credit of this man®that amid oppor-
tunities whereby a corrupt politician
might have amassed great wealth, yet
he died poor. Greater honour is this
than if he left a large fortune. He
was a faithful follower of his gallant
chief, Sir Oliver Mowat, for a score of
vears. When called to be his suc-
cessor he proved himself a Dborn
leader of men. He had a magnetic
personality that grappled friends to his
heart with hooks of steel, and was
found faithful in stormy as 'n haleyon
weather.

The last time we saw Mr. Hardy was
at the v veiling of the Wesley por-
traits av he Metropolitan Church a
few weeks ago. In that delightful
religious exercise he wus an appreci-
ative and sympathetic participant.

Public life and the power of patron-
age make even social relations some-
times a dread to a sensitive man.
Dining with Mr. Hardy at a private
party, he said to the present writer,
‘““Where have you been; I have not
seen you for some time ?” We re-
plied, “ We have no favours to ask, no
axe to grind, and so have not troubled
a very busy man.” ‘“You are the
sort of man we like to see,” he re-
plied, with a twinkle in his eye. In
all his public and social relations he
was the soul of honour and of courtesy.
Such men live for their country, and
make it worth living for.
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*The Illustrated History of Meth-
odism.” By Rev, James W. Lee,
D.D., Rev. N. Luccock, D.D., James
M. Dixon, M.A. St. Louis and New

York: The Methodist Magazine
Publishing Co. Toronto : William
Briggs. Pp. xxiv-759. Price, $2.75.

The most significant phenomenon of
the eighteenth century is the great
religious revival under the Wesleys
and their helpers. One of the most
striking features of the nineteenth
century is the rapid spread of Meth-
odism through all lands. This stir-
ring story is fully told in this band-
some volume, It is the most sumptu-
ous illustrated history qf Methodism
that we know. It contains over a
thousand engravings of persons or
places connected with this great re-
ligious movement, In a series of
thirty-f.ve well-written chapters, an
account is given from its origin down
to the present day. ‘When was ever a
more marvellous story told 2 Do you
wish romance, surpassing that of fice-
tion ?—here you will find it. Do you
seel records of heroism equal to those
of the crusaders ?—it is written in
these pages. Do you long for religious
inspiration and uplift ?—it throbs
and thrills in this record of trial and
triumph. A well-written chapter is
devoted to the progress of Methodism
in Canada, with portraits of many
of the men of light and leading who
have moulded the religious life of this
great Dominion.

* Marvels of Modern Mechanism and
Their Relation to Social Better-
ment.” By Jerome Bruce Crabtree.
‘With special chapters by Carroll D.
Wright, LL.D., and Willard Smith,

M.D. The King-Richardson Co.,
Springfield, Mass., and Toronto.
Pp. 750.

So familiar are we with the ease-
ments and benefits of modern civiliza-
tion that it requires much effort to
conceive the inconvenience and hard-
ships we should endure without them.
Mark Twain humorously illustrated
this in his story of a Yankee at King
Arthur’s court. He would gladly ex-
change its feudal pomp and splendour
for the comfort and convenience of
his village home. The book under
review gives an admirable description,

free from technicalities, of a few of the
most striking inventions of modern
times, and illustrates the part they
have played in our industrial life. It
is a tribute to the men who have
“thought®n iron and steel,” and
shows of what universal benefit their
work has been,

“The demands of modern life,”
says the authbor, “ are so exacling that
the average man is prone to forget
how much he owes to those who have
helped to bring civilization out of
savagery. ‘This book is issued in the
belief that he is unthoughtful rather
than ungrateful, and that he will be
glad to have their struggles and vic-
tories recalled to him.”

The many marvels of mechanism are
grouped under such heads as Moderp
Machinery ; Power, Its Production anu
Use ; Transportation, Its Relation to
Progress ; Electricity, Its Practical
Applications ; Iron and Steel Work-
ing, the TFoundation of Industrial
Life ; Military Art and Science;
Mineral Industries, Gold, Silver, Cop-
per, Coal, Petroleum ; Means ¢f ~om-
munication, Telephone, Teley; aph,
Postal Service, Printing ; Agriiaftural
Machinery, How it Increases the I'ood
Supply of the World ; Modern Sur-
gery ; Housekeeper's Debt to Inven-
tion ; Woman’s Work and Training.
These groups cover, it will be seen,
almost the whole range of mechanism.
A long list of authorities has been
consulted. Dr. Carroll Wright, the
distinguished economist, and Dr. Wil-
lard Smith, the eminent scientist,

contribute special chapters. Many
scores of engravings and full-page
cuts illustrate the subject. The many

topics are so lucidly treated that any
intelligent boy will be fascinated with
the book, which is yet so cowprehen-
sive that almost any practical me-
chanic can learn something new from
its pages. It is like a course of
technology to read these successive

chapters. We have found great pleas-

ure in the reading.

“ The Progress of the Century. New
York: Harper & Brothers. To-
ronto: William Briggs. Pp. iv-
583. Price, $2.50.

With the close of the century ap-
peared many reviews of its progress
from almost every point of view. One
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of the best of these was a series of
papers written by experts, which were
published in the New York Sun.
These are now iscued in this handsome
volume. The treatment is, of course,
very succinct, but a vast amount of

useful information is compressed
within these pages. It is gratifying
to know that two distinguished

Canadians are among the writers—

Dr. William Osler. who writes on
Medicine, and Professor Goldwin
Smith, whose long residence in

Canada warrants us in claiming him
as one of ourselves. British authori-
ties are largely in evidence, thus
Alfred R, Wallace writes on Evolu-
tion ; Professor Ramsay on Chemis-
try ;  Professor Flinders-Petrie on
Archaeology ; Sir J. Lockyer on
Astronomy ; Professor Caird on Phil-
osophy ; Professor Thomson on Elec-
tricity ; Sir Charles Dilke on War;
Andrew Lang on Literature. Among
the American contributors are Captain
Mahan on Naval Matters; Thomas C.
Clarke writes on Engineering;
Cardinal Gibbons on Catholicism ;
Professor Allen, of Cambridge, on
Protestantism ; Professor Gottheil on
The Jews and Judaism ; and Professor
Goldwin Smith on Free Thought.
These names are a guarantee that the
respective subjects are treated with
the authority of experts which, in mat-
ters of fact, leaves mo appeal. In
matters of opinion, however, even the
authority of a great name is not a
court of final appeal.

‘“ Monopolies Past and Present.”” An
Introductory Study. By James
Edward Le Rossignol, Ph.D., Pro-
fessor of Economics in the Uni-
versity of Denver. New York :
Thomas Y. Crowell & Co. Toronto:
‘William Briggs. Pp. vii-253. Price,
$1.25,

It is a marked tribute to our Cana-
dian universities that so many of their
students so soon reach professorial
positions in American universities, and
recognition in American literature.
Of these brilliant students Professor
Le Rossignol, a distinguished alumnus
of our own Victoria, is a conspicuous
example. His book is a model of con-
densed information on important sub-
jects, and of eminently sare conclu-
sions from a wide induction of facts.

The question of monopolies is no
new thing under the sun. They did
not begin with Messrs. Rockefeller

and Morgan. Professor Le Rossig-
nol traces them back to Egypt and
Greece. They abounded in mediaeval
times. Then, as now, the Church was-
the champion of the poor. It de-
manded a fair day’s wage for a fah
day’s work, and this economic prin-
ciple was incorporated into the Canon
Law.

The story of the mediaeval guilds is
one of romantic interest. Twelve of
these survive in London, by whom the
aldermen and officials of the city are
still elected. Few of their members
have any connection with the trade
to which they nominally belong.
There are generals who are Haberdash-
ers, and scientists who are IFishmong-
ers. Mr. Le Rossignol quotes some
of the quaint rules of these old guilds:

‘“ Item, that no man sett up a loome
within hys howsse, but if he have
been prentyse VII. yere at the occu-
pacion, under payne of ten pounds.”

‘ There shall no woman worke in
any worke concernying this occupation
within this town.”

‘““None to take an apprentice or
workman aliant-born.”

‘“If any barber who is a foreigner
shall draw teeth in any part of the
town except in a barber’s shop, he
shall forfeit twelve pence each time.”

‘“No cobler to amend shoes or bootes
with bad stuffe or at unreasonable
rates or keep them longer than two
daies.”

‘ Not to work after 9 p.m. on Satur-
days.”

‘““Item, that every Dbrother of this
saide brotherhoo ’ shall bring up rever-
entlie their servauntes in the feare of
God.”

‘“ Any craftsman who shall brybe,
purloyne, o, stele ahove seven pence,
and to persist, to be cast out utterly
for ever.”

The Hanseatic League embraced at
one time eighty-five principal German
cities, and largely controlled trade,
The East and West India Companies,
the Hudson’s Bay and Northwest Com-
panies are survivals to the present
day of these merchant corporations.
Interesting chapters are given on
patents, copyrights, municipal, rail-
way and capitalistic monopolies. The
superb organization of the trusts and
combines can certainly cause much
economy of management, but that
the consumer may obtain the benefit of
these it is essential that the trusts and
combines shall not override the
authority and control of the laws.
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“The Spiritual Experience of St.

Paul.” With Other Devotional
Papers. By J. T. L. Maggs, B.A.,
B.D., Principal of the \Vesleyan

Wesleyan Theological College, Mont-
real. London: Chas. H. Kelly.
Toronto : William Briggs. Pp. 227.
Price, 70 cents.

1n this book are collected a number
of admirable studies chiefly of the life
and teachings of St. Paul. Each is
finished like a cameo, with a delicacy,
refinement, and unity of purpose that
malke it a literary gem, perfect in its
way. We strongly commend this
book by the accomplished principal of
the Wesleyan Theological College to
the thoughtful study of our readers.

« A History of the Missions of the
Moravian Church During the Eight-
eenth and Nineteenth Centuries.”

By J. Taylor Hamilton. Bethlehem,
To-

Pa.: Times Publishing Co.
ronto: William Briggs. Pp. xv-
235.  Price, $2.50.

No Church in Christendom has such
a splendid missionary record as the
Moravian Church. It numbers in all
only about 200,000 members, nearly
one-half of whom have been gathered
from among the heathen, The
Moravians were earlier in the field
than most of the Protestant Churches.
They selected some of the hardest
mission fields in Labrador, in Alaska,
on Mosquito Coast, and in some cf
the strongholds of barbarism and
savagery. The story is a continua-
tion of the “ Acts of the Apostles "—
one of the grandest evidences of the
truth and power and spell of religion
that the worid has ever seen. At the
close of the century this little com-
munity had 390 missionaries, besides
1,863 native workers. A series of
maps show their mission fields
throughout the v.orld. The faith and
zeal, the chivalrous devotion and
heroic endeavours of the Moravian
missionaries for the glory of God and
salvation of man form one of the most
stirring chapters in the annals of the
Christian Church.

“How We Kept the Flag Flying.”
The Story of the Siege of Lady-
smith. By Donald Macdonald. Lon-

and Melbourne :

don, New York,
Toronto : Wil-

Ward, Lock & Co.

llam Briggs. Pp. xi-303. Price,
cloth, $1.26 ; paper, 756 cents.
When shall tue story fade ? TFew

more heroic episodes in war are writ
large upon history’s page than that
of the little beleaguered garrison of
Ladysmith, s.ormed »t with shot and
shell, doomed—so far as Boer chivalry
could doom them—to the pestilence
that walketh by night, the destruction
that wasteth at noon-day. When
neither famine nor fever could starve
them into submission, the Boers em-
ployed thousands of Kaffirs to dam the
River Klin, and drown the women and
children out of the warrens in which
they took refuge from the remorseless
fire of the Boer guns. Nearly twice
as long as the siege of Lucknow was
the siege of Ladysmith maintained.
“ And ever upon the topmost roof
the banner of England blew.” This
heroic story is here told with stirring
power.

“ Lest We Forget.” By Joseph Hock-
ing., Author of ‘“All Men are
Liars,” “ The Story of Andrew Fair-
fax,” etc. Toronto : William Briggs.
Pp. viii-384. Price, cloth, $1.25;
paper, 75 cents.

Joseph Hocking is a well-known
minister of the Primitive Methodist
Church in England. His books all
have a profoundly religious signifi-
cance, and several of them are of
strongly pronounced religious type.
Of that number is this. We do not
much admire the flamboyant Protest-
antism whose chief merit is
denouncing the errors and crimes of
the dark days of Romanism. Still
it is well to remember the sufferings
and blood and holy martyrdoms by
which our religious liberties were
bought. There is, therefore, peculiar
significance in the title of this book,
“ Lest We Forget.” The story is one
of the spacious days of Queen Eliza-
beth, but we would be very sorry to
exchange for them the ampler liberties
and nobler civilization of the days of
Queen Victoria. The episode of the
rescue of the wife by her husband at
the very stake is ane of thrilling
pathos.

The longer on this earth we live

And weigh the various qualities of men .

The more we feel the high, stern-featured
beauty

Of plain devotedness to duty.

Steadfast and still, nor paid with mortal
praise,

But finding amplest recompense

For life’s ungarlanded expense

In work done squarely and unwasted days.

~dJames Russell Lowell,



