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IMethodist IMagazing and Beview,

NOVEMBER, 1898,

DENMARK AND THE DANES.

BY TIIE EDITOR.

CROWN PRINCE OF DENMARK.

“Saxon and Norman and Dane
are we.”  So sang Tennyson in
welcoming to England our future
Queen Consort, the Princess of
‘Wales. Many a thorpe and town
from the Tyne to the Thames
commemorates the invasion and
settlement by the sea kings of the
north. This virile race extended
its conquests to the Orkneys, Ice-
land, Greenland, Markland, and
Vinland. Their pirate galleys
penetrated every river in Europe
from the Elbe to the Guadalquiver.
‘They sacked alike Utrecht, Ant-
werp, Cologne, Bonn, Treves,
Voun. XLVIIL No. 5.

Metz, Bordeaux, Lisbon, and
Seville.  They overran Tuscany,
Naples, and Sicily, and besieged
both Constantinople and Paris.
From Novgorod to Morocco their
fierce and fiery energy was felt.
They stabled their horses in the
Cathedral Church of Charlemagne
at Aix-la-Chapelle, and defeated
the Moorish conquerors of Spain
at Cordova. “From the fury of
the Northmen deliver us, O Lord,”
came to be a part of the Catholic
litany.  The intrepid spirit of our
Norse and Danish ancestc-s
throbs in the exploits of Howard
and Drake, of Frobisher and Hud-
son, of Collingwood and Nelson,
of Dewey and Schley.

The early home of these world
conquerors is that narrow tongue
of land thrust out between the
Baltic and North Sea, with its ad-
iacent islands. The surface of
Denmark is almost an unbroken
plain, in most cases but a few
feet above the ocean, and in others
below its level.  Great fiords or
arms of the sea penetrate far in-
land, so that no part of Denmark is
more than fortv miles from tide-
water.  Over much of its surface
tempests and sand-storms sweep
with destructive fury.  Great for-
ests, largely of beech, once covered
its soil.

Surrounded and penetrated by
the sea, commanding the entrance
to the Baltic, and abounding in
good harbours, its hardy sons led
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an amphibious life—as mmuch at
home upon the rolling main as on
the ploughed fields. The austerity
of their motherland sent them
forth on all the seas to seek new
homes on all the shores.

The Danes are true sons of
Balder the Beautiful, the Northern
Apollo—with stalwart frames, yel-
low hair, and blue eyes. The
first monarch of Denmark, it is
claimed, was the son of Odin, the
war god, himself. It was under
Canute, our Anglo-Danish king,
that Denmatk became Christian.
In the fourteenth century, Mar-
garet, the northern Semiramis,
united the kingdoms of Denmarlk,
Norway and Sweden by the Com-
pact of Calmar, 1397. On the
Reformation they became Luther-
an in religion.

Their warlike occupation gone,
like Othello’s, the Danes have set-
tled down as peaceful tillers of the
soil, keepers of cattle, and sailors
on all the seas. They are among
the best educated people in
Europe. Every child between the
ages. of seven and fourteen is ob-
liged by law to attend some
school. It is rare to meet a Dan-
ish peasant, however poor, who-
cannot read or write. Every vil-
lage has at least one school, and
there are colleges in all the large
towns, and at Copenhagen a uni-
versity, founded before the dis-
covery of America. It has forty
professors, upwards of twelve hun-
dred students, and a library of
200,000 volumes. The royal Ii-

brary ranks among the largest in
Europe, having more than half a




million volumes and 20,000 MSS.
Periodical  literature abounds.
The genius of Hans Christian
Andersen, whose tales have been
translated into all European
tongues, the songs of Oehlen-
schlager, the greatest Danish poet
in this century, and the books of
many other writers, lend lustre to
the literature of this ancient king-
dom. Even in the subarctic
Danish possession of Iceland edu-
cation is universal. Its sagas and
eddas are among the most ancient
books of Northern Europe. Saxo
Grammaticus, one of the joremost
scholars of his time, Tycho Brahe,
the great astronomer, and Thomas
Bartholine, the first anatomist in
his day, were typical Danes.
Christian Rask was one of the
greatest philologists of Europe,
and Hans Oersted has a world-
wide reputation as the discoverer
of electro-magnetism. His works
have been translated into all
European languages. Thorwald-
sen, the Danish sculptor, has
rivalled a Canova, Michael Angelo,
or Praxiteles, and with a pro-
founder religious spirit than they.

By its last census, 1890, Den-
mark reported a population of
2,185,335. Ninety-eight and a half
per cent. belong to the National
or Lutheran Church. There are
4,000 Jews, a few more Baptists,
a few less Roman Catholics, 2,600
Irvingites, and 2,300 Methodists.
The largest toleration is given to
all forms of religion.

Denmark’s principal industry is
agriculture, nearly half the popu-
lation being employed therein.
The land is divided into small
farms, which are cultivated chiefly
by implements requiring little out-
lay. Massey mowers and reapers
will find small demand in the Jut-
land peninsula. The principal
crops are wheat, coarse grains,
lentils, and roots. A great por-
tion of the land is devoted to
pasturage, and rearing of horse
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and cattle forms a considerable
source of national wealth. Cattle
are chiefly valued in connection
with c¢he dairy, from which.is
drawn the principal revenue of the
farm.  When we were touring in
Palestine Danish butter and Swiss
condensed milk contributed to our
daily repast.  About two million
sheep are kept, largely for their
milk, from which a sort of butter
is made for domestic use.

The manufactures of Denmark
are making progress. They com-
prise silk, woollen, and cotton
goods, leather, lace, sail cloth,
paper, soap, glass, earthenware,
and spirits. The peasantry make
most of their own wearing ap-
parel and domestic utensils with
their own hands. The principal
exports are grain, butter, cheese,
smoked and salted meat, cattle,
horses, hides, fish, eiderdown, and
woollens.  The chief imports are
salt, drugs, cotton fabrics, timber,
coal, and foreign food products.

For a small country Denmark
has a large marine of 3,648 vessels.
In 1892 the entrances to her ports
of all descriptions were 59,637,
and clearances 60,770. The value
of her exports to Great Britain
alone that year was over $40,-
000,000. Of this more than half
was the famous Danish butter.
The value of Danish imports from
Great Britain in that year was
over fifteen million, those of coal
and iron being nearly one-third of
that amount.

The area of Denmark, including
the islands in the Baltic and the
Faroes, is only 15,289 miles, about
three-fourths the size of Nova
Scotia.  The largest city in Den-
mark is the capital, Copenhagen,
on the island of Zealand. It
dates from the eleventh century,
but seven centuries ago had be-
come a busy trading town. It
abounds in picturesque old streets
and structures, and has many
noble parks and squares. It was
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several times partly destroyed by
fire. In 1711 22,000 persons died
from the plague. In the bom-
bardment by the British in 1807
over two thousand buildings were
destroyed or rendered uninhabita-
able, and two thousand persons

Methodist Magazine and Review.

mense and picturesque building.
It has long ceased to be a royal
residence, and is dcvoted to the
chronological collections of the
Danish kings, one or more rooms
being devoted to the reign of each.
The old palace of Christiansborg,

THE KING OF DENMARK.
(Photo: Hansen & Weller, Copenhagen,)

.

killed. It has a population, not
including its suburbs, of 313,000.
It is a stately city, abounding in
squares, churches, hospitals and
public institutions.

The castle or palace of Rosen-
borg, begun in 1604, is an im-

destroyed by fire in 1794, was one
of the handsomest in Europe.
The Parliament Building, situated
on an island in the harbour, is the
most conspicuous structure in the
city. It is adorned by colossal
bronze statues by Thorwaldsen,




symbolizing Strength, Wisdom,
Justice and Health. The mistake
of the word “ Sundhed,” health, for
*“ Sandhed,” truth, in his commiis-
sion, led to the substitution of a
statue of the former for that of the
latter.
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tiquities was the first in which a
systematic effort was made to
illustrate the stone, bronze and
iron ages of civilization. It is, in
this respect, by far the best
in Europe. The Ethnographic
Museum also is one of the largest

THE LATE QUEEN OF DENMARK.
( Photo : Hansen & Weller, Copenhagen.)

Of special interest is the Thor-
waldsen Museum, one of the
noblest galleries in Europe. It
contains the collection of his
works, bequeathed to the nation,
and serves also as his mausoleum.
The Museum of Northern An-

and best arranged museums in the
world.

Elsinore is one of the strongest
fortifications of Denmark. It is
built on the narrowest part of the
Sound, only three and a half miles
wide. Here the Sound dues,
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abolished in 1857, were formerly
paid by all foreign vessels, except
those of Sweden. Denmark ac-
cepted about twenty million dol-
lars from the maritime powers as
commutation for their abolition.
Great Britain and Russia each
paid about one-third, jand the
United States one-fiftieth of
this amount.  Near the town is
shown the traditional tomb of
Hamlet, of whose story, as told by
Shakespeare, Elsinore is the scene.

Up till 1815 the Danish kingdom
wielded also the sovereignty of
Norway. On the reorganization
of Europe, after the Napoleonic
wars, it was obliged to cede that
country to Sweden. In 1864 it
lost one-third of its most fertile
territory, the Schleswig-Hdlstein
provinces, which were annexed to
Prussia.  The country was dread-
fully exhausted by the war with
Prussia, but has since been gradu-
ally recovering from its prostrate
condition.

The Danish royal family, one of
the most inconspicuous in Europe,
has given sovereigns, actual or
presumptive, to several of the
greatest powers.  Christian IX,,
the reigning monarch, was the
fourth son of the late Duke Wil-
helm of Schleswig-Holstein-Son-
derburg-Glucksburg, and of Prin-
cess Louise of Hesse-Cassel.
Their eldest son, Prince Frederic,
married in 1869 the daughter of
King Karl XV. of Sweden and
Norway, thus reviving the idea of
a reunion of the three Scandin-
avian kingdoms. Princess Alex-
andra became in 1863 Princess of
Wales, and prospective Queen
Consort of England. Prince Wil-
helm became King Georgios I. of
Greece, and married the Grand
Duchess of Russia. Princess
Dagmar in 1866 married Alex-
ander III, Emperor of Russia.
The Princess Thyra married in
1878 Prince Ernest, Duke of
Cumberland.  Prince Waldemar,

in 188s, married Marie D’Orleans,
daughter of the Duc de Chartres.

Prince Oscar Bernadotte, second
son of the King of Sweden, says
The Outlook, has been conducting
a secries of evangelistic services in
the city of, Copenhagen. The
Prince startled his country and
surprised the world a few years
ago by marrying a maid-of-honour
at the court. He first met her in
a hospital ward where she was
visiting the sick.  His father, the
king, made no objection to the
marriage, but stipulated that, in
accordance with the law, the
Prince should renounce all right
to succession to the throne and re-
sign his title of Royal Highness.
Since 1888 he and his wife have
been recognized as among the
noblest Christian workers in the
country, and during the last two
years he has devoted himself
largely to evangelistic work. He
has a marvellous acquaintance
with the Scriptures, and reads
them with extraordinary dramatic
power. With perfect modesty and
intense and unquestioned earnest-
ness, the Prince and his wife seem
to be reaching multitudes in their
own country who before have
been untouched by the Gospel
message.

More recent intelligence comes
that Prince Oscar and Princess
Ebba contemplate leaving Frid-
hem, their beautiful home on
Gothland Island in the Baltic, and
sailing to Africa as missionaries,
in response to the appeal from
jungle and slave-pen in that un-
happy land where men, women
and little children are hunted as
beasts, and, like beasts, sold for
burden-bearing and to be slaugh-
tered for food. .

The following account of the
domestic life of the royal family,
by Mary Spencer Warren, who
had the entree to their palace
home, will be read with interest.

Copenhagen has been the capital




of Denmark since the year 1443,
so that parts of the city present a
very ancient appearance; and yet
at the same time it can show
modern buildings as handsome
and costly as those of most Euro-
pean cities. Its royal palaces cer-
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The Sunday service is, of course,
strictly in conformity with the
Lutheran Reformed Church. The
King and Queen—generally ac-
companied by some of their
numerous  grandchildren — drive
from the palace in pair-horse car-

ENGLISH CHURCH, COPENHAGEN.

tainly belong to the past, and pre-
sent a very modest and rather de-
cayed-looking front. But the
Danish royal family have been
very unfortunate in their resi-
dences, having been burned out
of their best abodes on three
separate occasions !

riages, which look as nearly like
those of the English royal family
as it is possible for them to look,
even the scarlet coats of the re-
tainers being identical.

I watched their Majesties alight
at the church doors on the first
Sunday morning I spent in Copen-




.

394

hagen, and noticed how the King
stood waiting for his consort, and
how they walked into and across
the church side by side; he, a tall,
spare figure of soldierly bearing,
clear-cut features, and keen -ex-
pression, and she, a fair-haired
and elderly lady, with a serene,
smiling face and kindly expres-
sion, not looking anything like the
seventy-five years she owns to.
The seats were duly taken in the

s
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a picture gallery, and other rooms
remarkable for grace and elegance,
are all well worth noting. On
every hand you may see numbers
of tributes presented to their Ma-
jesties on their Golden Wedding.
These came Jfrom the crowned
heads of Europe, from the chil-
dren and grandchildren of the
King and Queen, from dignitaries
and provinces of the kingdom, and
even from the poor of the coun-

BERNSTORIF CASTLE.

royal pew, and the service com-
menced.

By about twelve o’clock the
congregation dispersed, and the
King and his family drove back
to the palace in time for luncheon.
Having the privilege of entrance,
I may say a little about the in-
terior. The interior is on a much
more sumptuous scale than one
would expect to find after an out-
side observation. Beautiful suites
of reception-rooms, a throne-room,

try.  Their simplicity of life and
the freedom with which they have
mingled with the people have also
doubtless done much to secure to
the royal couple a permanent
place in the people’s affections.
The private apartments of the
King and Queen are, of course,
on a smaller and less pretentious
scale; in fact, they are essentially
cosy and homelike, but some of
the rooms look like veritable
museums, for they are full of



curios and knick-knacks, as well
as legions of photographs from
all the numerous members of their
family. . Russia, England, Greece,
and Sweden have contributed to
this collection, and one is forcibly
reminded of the happy autumn
gatherings which take place every
year, when every member of the
august family that can possibly
get to Denmark joins the circle.
But apart from this, their Majesties
never have a lonely existence, for
they have no less than thirteen
grandchildren living, and some of
these are always with them. Their
liking for child-life is a marked
trait in the character of the King
and Queen, and so, whether at
home or out, they nearly always
have some of their grandchildren
with them.

Not very far from the palace is
a beautiful promenade by the har-
bour and sea known as the
Langelinie. From here one gets
a fine view of the large amount
of shipping which is always to be
seen in the Sound. The Copen-
hagen elite promenade here from
about two to four o’clock in the
afternoon, and members of the
royal family are frequently to be
seen amongst them, always un-
attended, and with nothing at all
to distinguish them from the
ordinary pedestrians. The Queen
is not so frequent a visitor as
formerly, but you may often see
the King, as well as the Crown
Prince and his sons; or perhaps
you may see the King and Quecen
round the beautiful elevated drives
in a modest two-horse carriage.

The Church of St. Alban’s is
remarkable as being the first Eng-
lish church erected in Denmark.
It owes its origin principally to
the exertions of her Royal High-
ness the Princess of Wales; she
had long felt that a need existed
for it, and made the most strenu-
ous efforts on its behalf. It is
a very pretty, graceful-looking
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building, and stands on a site
which was a free gift of the Danish
Government. A beautiful stained-
glass window commemorates the
late Duke of Clarence and Avon-
dale.  There is quite a good-sized
congregation in regular attend-
ance. Whenever the Princess is
in Copenhagen, she makes a
point of being present, generally
accompanied by some members of
the Danish royal family, as well
as one or two of her own daugh-
ters.

Bernstorff is the favourite re-
s:dence. This is about eight
miles from the city, and was a
present from the nation to the
now reigning king. Here, in
1806, there was a big family
gathering, the Czar and Czarina
journeying thither for the first
time since their marriage, all of
them enjoying country rides and
drives, cycling and tennis playing.
The chateau is small; and so,
when there are many of the family
staying there, they are somewhat
crowded out, the Emperor and
Empress of a powerful country
finding themselves the occupants
of but two rooms of very modest
size.  Before closing, I must call
your attention to the photograph
of the music-room—one of the
principal apartments. The Queen
1s a talented musician, and her
children take after her, so that this
is a favourite rendezvous. Here
you will notice quite a family
group, the principal figures being
the King and Queen, King George
of Greece, the Princess of Wales,
and the Duchess of Cumberland.

Deatit oF THE QUEEN OF DENMARK.

Since the above was in type the Queen
of Denmark has passed away at the ven-
erable age of eighty-one, surrounded by
“love, obedience, troops of friends.” Her
end was peace ; the weary wheels of life
stood still. At her bedside were the King
of Denmark, the Dowager Empress of
Russia, the King and Queen of Greece, the
Princess of Wales, the Duke and Duchess
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of Cumberland, the Crown Prince and
Crown Princess of Denmark, and all the
other members of the royal family.

We quote from the Montreal Star the
following brief summary of her life :

““ With the possible exception of Queen
Victoria, no female personage of royalty has
exercised for the last thirty years such a
weighty influence on European politics as
has Louise, Queen of Denmark, whose death
is just announced ; and to her, even more
than to Great Britain’s sovereign, is the title
applicable—*¢the mother-in-law of Europe.”
When the comparative poverty and humble
station that marked the early married life
of Christian IX. and his spouse Louise arc
considered, the results appear more remark-
able.

¢ Prince Christian, the fourth son of the
Duke of Schleswig-Holstein, was, in 1850,
a good young man of no expectations. Kight
years before he had warried for love, Louisa,
Princess of Hesse-Cassel. He had a small
salary and she had a small dot. Together
the young officer and his wife managed to
make things meet for ten years. In1852,
however, a change, in appearance, if not in
material, came over their pruspects. By the
Protocol of London, Prince Christian was
formally recogniz-l as heir to his wife's
cousin, King Frederich VIL of Denmatk.
The couple received the title of Royal High-
nesses, aml Christian secured a pusition, as
becune his new dignity, as Commander-in-
chief of Danish Cavalry, whose personnel
existed chiefly on paper.

** At length, in 1863, Frederick died, and
the poor Prince became Christian IX., King
of Denmark. The late sovereign had been
idolized by his subjects, and the Prince
was not regarded with favour. The Danes
had nothing against him, however, except
that they did not consider his wife good-
looking. They called the King a ““Teuton,”
and when he was proclaimed from the bal-
cony of the Christianborg, they hooted and
yelled in derision. The King, seemingly un-
disturbed, ordered his carriage, and taking
his wife with him, proceeded to the Amalian-
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borg, where he was residing. Stones were
thrown at the carringe, and one struck the
Queen on the cheek,  The King, highly in-
censed, was for calling the military and
having the mob dispersed by force of arms,
but her Majesty quietly asserted herself, as
she has often done since, and with consum.
mate diplomacy said: ¢ They are all good
people who loved the dead King very much,
Let us wait while they come to their senses;
then they will be curious to sce what we are
like.

¢“She was right, forafter a little brawling
about the streets of Copenhagen, quiet was
restored. But the populace of the capital
city were not the only persons that gave
King Christian and Queen Louise trouble.
They were kindly tolerable, and soon the
Danish nobility began to take advantage of
what they assumed to be weakness. One
crisis followed another in the Cabinet ; but
somehow or other the royal pair managed
to retain their composure. The King had
trouble with one Parliament after another ;
cach was offensive, even abusive, to the
other —characteristics which each have re-
tained until this day. Such was the be-
ginning of the rule of a King and Queen
who in at least one respect have had a most
rematkable reigrr  So meagre, it is said,
was the income of the royal family that
the Princesses were taught by their wise
mother to nake and tram thewr own hats
and bonuets.

** During the last twenty years the Queen
steadily set herself to maintain her maternal
influence over her august connections, and
in the case of the Prince of Wales and the
late Czar of Russiu she succeeded to a won-
derful degree. In short, all Europe should
owe her a debt of gratitude as a peace-
maker. She relied more on the bonds of
true atfection than on diplomacy, although
the latter clement has been called into play
when all clse failed. Both Castle Fredens.
borg and the humbler palace of Bernstorff
she made into regular family homes—holi-
day meeting places for Emperor and Em-
press, King and Queen, Princes and Prince-
cesses, and their offspring.”

THINGS THAT

When the anchors that faith has cast
Are dragging in the gale,

I am quictly holding fast
T'o the things that cannot fail.

I know that right is right ;
That it is not good to lie;
That love is better than spite,

And a neighbour than a spy.

I know that passion needs
The leash of sober mind

1 know that gencrous deeds
Nome sure reward will find ;

CANNOT TFAIL.

That the rulers must obey ;

That the givers shall increase;
That duty lights the way

For the beautiful feet of Peace,

In the darkest night of the year,
When the stars have all gone out,

That courage is better than fear,
That faitﬁ is truer than doubt.

And fierce though the fiends may fight,
And long though the angels hide,

I know that Truth and Right
Have the universe on their side.
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HONG-KONG.
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VICTORIA, HONG-KONG.

The first, and in some ways the
most important, outpost of the ad-
vancing forces of civilization in
China is the English colony of
Hong-Kong. The traveller ap-
proaching China from the south,
or, indeed, from almost any point
but Japan, will get his first intro-
duction to the characteristic scenes
and people of the Far East at Brit-
tain’s great island stronghold in the
China Seas, and in some respects
he could not possibly wish for a
better introduction. Hong-Kong
is a small and very hilly island
lving just off the mouth of the
Canton or Pearl river. It pos-
sesses the inestimable advantage
of a very fine and easily defensible
natural harbour, and from its posi-
tion it enables a maritime country

like England absolutely to com-
mand the great waterways of
Southern China.

Such advantages as these could
not escape the keen eyes of the
class of Englishmen which during
the last century and a half has
been engaged in building up the
vast fabric of Britain’s Empire in
the East, and, as was to have been
expected, the very first oppor-
tunity was scized to secure and to
fortify, in the interests of British
trade and supremacy, this gateway
of the Flowery Land. In addi-
tion to the more material advan-
tages possessed by Hong-Kong,
the place is singularly attractive,
and, for the locality, singularly
healthy. It forms the only Euro-
pean colony on the Chinese coast,
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and is in many respacts an admir-
able object-lesson in the many ad-
vantages that flow from an ad-
vanced modern civilization, which
can hardly be altogether thrown
away upon the myriads of Chinese
who frequent its harbour and town
for purposes of commerce.

The approach of the harbour of
Hong-Kong is exceedingly pic-
turesque, and is something in the
nature of a surprise. The en-
trance is marrow, and the ribbon-
like strip of deep, calm water that
winds between the high hills and
abrupt headlands covered with the
luxuriance of a tropical vegetation
discloses glimpse after glimpse of
beautiful natural scenery, but, ex-
cept in the busy crowd of vessels
that ply on the water, gives no
hint of the crowded centre of com-
mercial activity within.

When at last, on turning the in-
nermost bend of the sound—for
such it really is—the visitor comes
suddenly in sight of the town and
harbour of Victoria, it is hard to
say whether surprise or admiration
is more likely to be the predomin-
ant feeling. The town is really
unique, combining as it does some
of the most marked characteristics
of the East and West. Like
Algiers and some other of the
northern African towns, Victoria,
or, as it is generally called in spite
of official efforts to the contrary,
Hong-Kong, rises tier above tier
from» the waters of the harbour,
but, unlike them, the effect is
wholly beautiful. ~ The hot glare
which takes so much from the
peculiar charm of the amphi-
theatre towns of Africa is entirely
absent from Hong-Kong, and its
villas, rising: rank above rank,
glisten softly through veils of
green, and gleam out from beneath
the luxuriant shade of palms and
a hundred others of the trees and
shrubs with which nature adorns
the tropical world.

The island of Hong-Kong was
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simply twenty-nine square miles of
bare rack when it was ceded to us
about fifty years ago, and it has a
good deal of the bare rock about
it still. The ecapital, Victoria,
spreads its dull, gray skirts, edged
with capacious warehouses, along
the harbour side of the island;
and at the first glance the visitor
could imagine that these big
“godowns” had been shipped
bodily from the banks of the
Thames to welcome, with their
grim faces and love of free trade,
ships and junks of every flag and
rig and cargo under the sun.
Around these gaunt, commercial
rocks, a great ground-swell of
Chinese people ever sways and
surges—the whirling of blue and
yellow and the bobbing and rush-
g of round black heads making
one eye-giddy.

Amongst them a Sikh policeman
is conspicuous by his twisted red
turban as he makes his way with
dark disgust through the Mon-
golian crowd; and again a private
of a crack British regiment just
arrived from Calcutta rolls along
in a rickshaw, thin and thoughtful
under his Indian helmet; and
again a truly gorgeous private of
the Hong-Kong Indian regiment
stalks on in his brilliant uniform.
with a proud absent-mindedness.
One marks Japanese, Portuguese,
and ruddy men of every nation
from the sea in their blue serge
suits, and hears snatches of many
languages, though little English,
in this village fair of the nation-
alities, in which the British seem
to be playing a most modest part.

You ascend to the higher levels
up stecp streets, by which the
green verandahed houses come
zig-zagging down, and you ob-
serve, as the pavements grow less
crowded, how here bright Oriental
tinsel is spread out, and there a
group of Chinese flower-men stand
amid banks of cut roses, heliotrope
and camellias. As we climb




higher the noise and bustle of the
Chinese die off, and we meet prin-
cipally Parsees, Eurasians, and
some Portuguese.  Under their
dark skins these have an air of
thought, which scems entirely ab-
sent from the yellow-skinned
crowd lower down. Iere these
dark ones have their little shops,
where we may buy remmnants of
anything—or of nothing at all, just
as luck will have it! These
fascinating medleys of dry goods,
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Hong-Kong was a bare and
gloomy rock fifty years ago, and
though now a brilliantly em-
broidered Oriental cloak has been
thrown over its iron shoulders,
and on its green, junk-dotted
vaters the latest keels from the
world’s dockyards ride at anchor,
vet when the first fascination is
over we feel the bare rock still.
But people live at the “ Peak,”
and our eyes go up to the uneven
linc of mountain heights from
which the mist has lifted. How
do you get there? You can go
by tram; and your eye is directed
to a little oblong insect creeping
steadily up an almost perpendicu-
lar line of rails. That is the tram,

CHINESE JUNKS, HONG-KONG.

ndian shawls, Chinese silk, and
Dargains, is a favourite hunting-
ground for women of every
capacity of purse.  Higher still,
and a touch of mountain coolness
impinges on the tropic languor.
Glancing up we see the palatial
balustrade work of handsome
houses set off by large-leafed
greenery.  Here the pure, proud
British resident is to be met.
Over all, the “ Peak ™ rises cool
and massive above this brilliant,
ever-changing human kaleido-
scope, which has gathered itself
together under the magic flag.

and it will bear you steadily to-
wards the clouds, while, as you
look down, the villas below seem
to be all aslant and ready to topple
over. But you are going up to
the roof of this iron Crown colony,
which after all is wo.*hy of a pro-
minent place in our imperial re-
galia.

The highest point here is about
two thousand feet above sea-level.
The residences of people fortunate
enough to live up here are perched
daringly here and there on slant
and level. In and out, along
level and round height, this bare,
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brown region is be-ribboned with
asphalted paths. Here and there
a scarlet pillar-box adds a bit of
colour. Mount Kellet towers
skyward, and there the land falls
terribly down to the lone shores
of an empty sea.

You sit down by the fireside,
feeling all the sweetness of home
mingled with a sovereign sense of
command. Britannia, you reflect,
rules not only the wavering waves
of ocean, but the solid waves of
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day region. You constantly pass
gangs of coolies, thin and lime-
splashed, at some bit of public
works; and you meet long pro-
cessions of coolies, shod in straw
sandals to keep them from slipping
as they mount the steep asphalt
paths.  The patient toil of the
Chinese, officered by the daring
enterprise of the British, has made
Hong-Kong human.

At Hong-Kong, a stranger in
the LEast sees for the first time

PLINON
e

BUNGALOW AT HONG-KONG.

hills.  British domesticity is here
enthroned: where will the Britisher
not take his ship! and where will
he not make his home !

A sunny morning in January up
in this brown region is very ex-
hilarating, when the heights are
clear against a cloudless sky, and
the valleys are revealed to their
humblest bush. The geologicil
scenery seems to be a sad and
suitable setting for these barren
Mongolians. Hard toil of body
seems to be their part in this holi-

the feature which is after all the
leading characteristic of every port
and city in China—the super-
abundance of human beings. In
the boats that throng the harbour,
on the bund that fronts the water,
on every street where the European
merchants do their business, as
well as on those given up to the
occupancy of the swarming native
population, the picture is alive
with throngs of moving, bustling.
cager humanity.

There are certainly two hundred




Chinamen to every European in
the place, and the military force on
the island is not a large one, yet
the streets of Hong-Kong may
well form an object-lesson to the
Cantonese who swarm about in
an orderly fashion which is a curi-
ous contrast to their turbulent be-
haviour in their own city.

Quite a considerable percentage
of the average population of the
city has its permanent residence
on board the fleet of small trading-
boats which is always to be found
in or about the harbour. Whole
families spend their lives on board
these nondescript little craft, liter-
ally from the cradle to the grave,
sharing the strictly limited ac-
commodation with the dogs, fowls,
goats, and occasionally pigs, that
form the live-stock of the family.
These people are seldom seen on
shore, but lead a strange amphibi-
ous existence, being at least as
familiar with the water as the dry
land, of which they have little ex-
perience, except it may be for an
hour at sunrise, when many of
them accompany their live-stock
on shore for exercise.

Human labour is, at Hong-
Kong, as everywhere else in
China, so plentiful that it forms
a serious rival even to such ad-
mirably designed and conducted
institutions as the cable railway,
which scales the steep mountain-
side and gives access to the
numerous residences dotted over
the slopes even to the summit-
level. It is here that the rick-
shaw man has in his turn to yield
the palm to the chair-carriers, who
will trot up these steep inclines,
carrying the heaviest passenger
between two of them, apparently
as little affected by the heat as by
the steepness. The men them-
selves are fine athletic fellows of
powerful physique, a race in all
respects superior to the races of
Northern China, whose compara-
tively puny build is well mated
26
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with a sluggish and unenterprising
spirit.

Not content with thus occupy-
ing the gateway of the south in
the island of Hong-Kong, the
English colonists have extended
their operations to the mainland
opposite the island, where already
there is growing up a settlement
which promises soon to become a
large centre of activity.  Ship-
building is the leading industry of
the new settlement, and there are
already three large docks in use
in which ocean steamers can be
docked for repairs. Thus at the
very gates of the most valuable
and progressive part of the celes-
tial empire there is being estab-
lished a great central depot of sea-
borne commerce, o'y awaiting
the inevitable hour when the in-
terior of China shall be thrown
open to Western enterprise to sup-
ply free communication with the
rest of the Old World and the
American contit nt.

The attention being given to the
movements of Germany and Rus-
sia in the China Seas, lends ad-
ditional interest to the recent
statement of Sir Thomas Suther-
land, M.P, the chairman of the
Peninsular and Oriental Steamship
Company—that " Hong-Kong has
become the largest shipping port
in the world, and that its trade ex-
ceeds that of cither Liverpool,
New York, or Glasgow, consider-
ably.”

1t is fift-three years ago since,
by the Treaty of Nanking, the
island of Hong-Kong was ceded
“to be possessed in perpetuity by
her Britannic Majesty, her heirs
and successors.” At the time a
controversy was waged among
“experts ” as to whether this was
the most suitable strategic point
for Britain to hold in view of
future contingencies, for in those
days the island was only notorious
for fever and barrenness. To-
day the health of the garrison
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compares favourably with that of
any other foreign station in a hot
climate.  The island has a popu-
lation of 10,000 Europeans—one-
third of whom are British troops—
the Chinese population has in-
creased to 230,000, and the har-
bour, to which in 1844 “no
European or native craft had been
attracted for mercantile  gain,”
sheltered in 1896 over 12,000,000
tons of shipping,—indeed, to quote
the London Times, “ Hong-Kong
has become the entrepot of trade
for the south of China, the Philip-
pines and French Indo-China, be-
sides a great daily traffic with
Canton on the mainland.”

It seems probable that, after
weighing all the possibilities likely
to arise from the completion of the
great railway from St. Petersburg
to Vladivostock in a couple of
years’ time, the British Cabinet has
concluded that its best policy is to
make an eastern Gibraltar of
Hong-Kong. A reference to the
map will show what an admirable
geographical position the island
occupies with reference to the
trade routes from America as well
as from Europe,.

Of this Eastern Key of Empire
a recent traveller, Dr. Tiffany,
weites as follows :

About the island of Hong-Kong,
whether it was flat or perpendicu-
lar, prosaic or picturesque, I knew
absolutely  nothing.  Suddenly,
however, on stepping out on deck,
what should be the revelation but
a magnificent archipelago of
islands like Mt. Deserts, though
on a hundredfold grander scale!
Then came the sail through the
strait, a mile to two miles in width,
and shut in on either hand by
mountains. They fairly palpitated
in the glow of the semi-tropical
sun. This vivid glow character-
izes the aspect of the mountains
all day long. Look over the har-

bour, even at noon, and you would
think the ranges, completely en-
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vironing it, were steeped in warm
sunset light.

Once through the strait and into
the harbour, the city itself is an-
cther delightful surprise.  With
only a narrow selvage of level
ground along the water, its houses,
many of them spacious and noble
mansions, with beautiful gardens,
rise, terrace on terrace, up the
flank of an abrupt mountain,
eighteen hundred feet high, its
topmost summit crowned with
villas and hotels in which Euro-
peans seek refuge from the over-
powering heat of the summer.
One would think himself in
Genoa, so strikingly similar is the
architectural effect.

. Only forty years ago this beau-
tiful island was a nest of Chinese
pirates. Even at a far later date,
a European took his life in his
hand if he ventured alone a mile
out of the settlement, or embarked
at night in a sampan for his ship.
To-day, in charming contrast, the
most blind-drunk sailor, with just
consciousness enough left to know
he wants to be rowed out and put
aboard at midnight, has the aegis
of his country lovingly extended
over him in the shape of a gilt-
buttoned official taking the num-
ber of the sampan, giving it just
fifteen minutes to get back, and,
in event of an instant’s overstay,
firing a signal that forthwith sets
the harbour swarming with armed
launches. Thus by one electric
flash of the higher civilization is
murder discouraged in the China-
man, and the mind of the Euro-
pean seafaring man relieved from
the corrosion of anxiety as to just
how much it may be wisest to
drink ashore. 'Why the superior-
ity of such a system is not im-
mediately apparent to the celestial
mind is a standing marvel. And
yet the sampan-scullers still insist
that the older way was the better.

Very curious does it seem, in-

deed quite international, to find




that the policemen in Hong-Kong
are big red-turbaned Sikhs from
India. Tt gives onc a fresh con-
ception of the resources England
has to draw on. Equally curious
is it to inspect the immense
Chinese quarter of the city, with
nearly a quarter of a million of
inhabitants, and to see how much
in the way of wider streets, sweeter
sanitation, and the subjection of
small-pox to the quill is possible.
Not that it will do to make too
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hasty an induction that this is one
proof more that the “quill is
mightier than the sword,” for here
the two divide the honours. The
quill has a hilt and a strong arm
behind it to drive it in. “ Hine
illae lachrymae” when the British
doctors go round; along with
some savage fights for “the wis-
dom of our ancestors” But
Hong-Kong belongs to England,
and here the “foreign devil” has
his own “ outside barbarian” will.

MORE SAILOR YARNS.

BY THE REV.

Every large seaport town has in
these days a2 more or less perfectly
organized and adapted “ Mission
to Seamen,” or “ Sailors’ Home,”
or “Seaman’s Rest,” under the
auspices of which the long neg-
lected mariner may have the needs
of soul and body met after his
long, toilsome, and dangerous
voyages. Conspicuous among the
efforts at present made for the
spiritual welfare of our brethren
of the sea is the “ Mission to Sea-
men,” whose headquarters are at
Deal, and the work of which is
done afloat on the Downs and
among the difficulties and dangers
of the widely-known and treacher-
ous Goodwin Sands.

The Downs are a deep-water
anchorage lying off the port of
Deal, and in the immediate
vicinage of the Goodwins. Here
homeward and outward bound
sailing ships of all nationalities find
a brief resting place after long
buffetings by the waves, or before
trusting themselves to the mercies
of the ocean.  As already written,
the work of this mission is done
afloat, on the decks or in the
cabins and forecastles of the roll-
ing ships. Frequently the work
of boarding these anchored ves-

. G. ANGWIN.

sels is not accomplished without
risk to limb or even life.

One such adventure may well
be told. The chaplain with his
crew of two Deal boatmen have
been fighting for hours with
stormy wind and sea, and are
nearing the ship which is their ob-
jective point.  The rain is soak-
ing—men, sails, ropes—everv-
thing drips with water from the
clouds and water from the waves.
Everything is slippery with the
wet.  With free sheet, on the boat
rushes; foam churned from her
shapely bows—foam hurled in
frothing curves from left and right
of her cutwater.

“On deck there P is shouted—
“Send us a line, please !”

The boat rounds to. A friend-
ly hand flings a rope, which is
deftly caught. The boat rides
safely alongside.  There is dan-
ger in an attempt to reach the sea
ladder, as ship and boat plunge
and roll in the seas. But the
chaplain himself shall tell his own
story of one such boarding.

“ It occurred thus : On one Sun-
day morning, May 16, a stormy
day with rain and rough sea, we
beat by short tacks to the south-
ward to reach a light outward-
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bound barque anchored far out,
and opposite Walmer Castle. The
Diana towered above us quite
twenty-five feet as we made fast to
her chain plates.  Over the side
hung a rope dripping and slippery.
Heavily dressed as I was, to get
up this, hand over hand, was im-
possible; and for the first time and
the last time I found myself help-
less.  Hailing the ship, I looked
and saw a friend, the coxswain of
the Walmer lifeboat, on board.
‘T’ll send down a rope for you,
he said, ‘ and haul you up’

“The hands now tumbled out
to see what was going on, and
mustered in the fore-rigging,
swinging to us a coil of rope, and
helping to the best of their ability.
Meanwhile I had fastened a bow-
line knot round my waist, and
grasping the other rope which hung
over the side to help the men who
were straining with my weight, I
swung clear of the boat into mid-
air, keeping myself off the sides
of the vessel with my feet, and at
last by our united efforts I reached
the deck as sheets of rain swept
by and the wind roared in the
rigging.”

Once on board, the first thing
to be done is to secure the cap-
tain’s consent to visit the men in
their quarters. The captain of a
merchant ship is almost a complete
autocrat in his exceedingly limited
government, and it would be
neither courteous nor wise to in-
vade his kingdom and hold com-
munication with his subjects with-
ouc his consent and approval.

In one such instance the captain
is at dinner, but gives permission
to visit the' men. Forward goes
the chaplain, and with a “ Good-
morning to all hands ¥’ enters that
mysterious country called the
“forecastle,” usually shortened in-
to “fo’cs’le” The great roomy

space is in the bows of the ship,
and so narrower at one end than
at the other, and is lined on bhoth
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sides with bunks for the crew.
There is no table, and underneath
the bunks are the seamen’s chests,
curious structures, broader at bot-
tom than at top, and ornamented
all round with a fringe of plaited
rope yarns. Inside these chests
are Jack's clothes, books and
photographs, accordion, writing-
materials, and very often, thank
God, his Bible—his mother’s part-
ing gift. In the middle stands a
stove, on either side of which run
the great chain cables, out to the
anchors, through the hawse-pipes,
in which the cables jerk and strain
as the ship rides. The men take
their meals seated on their chests
and are just finishing their dinner
of salt junk and duff as the chap-
lain enters.*

A proposal for service being
made, the harmonium is hoisted
on board from the boat and put
together.  Sailors have their fav-
ourite hymns.  The swing and
melody of the songs of Moody
and Sankey always prominent, but
superior to these in the seamen’s
opinion stand the great classical
hymns of our language. The
sailors turn, with unswerving par-
tiality, to Toplady’s “Rock of
Ages,” Wesley's “ Jesus, lover of
my Soul,” and Watts’ “ When 1
survey the wondrous cross.” After
hymn comes a short form of ser-
vice and a sermon, which is al-
most invariably followed by the in-
troduction of the temperance ques-
tion.

The sailor has no more Dbitter
enemy than strong drink.  With-
out any question, more property
is destroyed, more lives are lost,
and more souls put in peril upon
the sea by intoxicants than by all

*The forecastle on Canadian and American
ships is usually one side of a deck-house.
The other side is devoted to ship’s galley
and stores of various kinds. The sameis
also now true of the later built English and
foreign ships. Such quarters are more
cheery and comfortable than the gloomy
fo'es'le of former days.




the hurricanes of ocean combined.
Sometimes the captain leads the
way and signs the pledge-book.
Should. he do so, he is certain to
be followed by many of his crew.

The sailor’s life is full of dangers.
There is often less than a step be-
tween him and death, and when
death comes to him it comes not
iafrequently with aw ful suddenness.

Service had been held one day
in the forecastle of an outward
bound ship, and the chaplain had
left with kindly “ Gcd bless you,
sir,” from the crew gathered on
the bulwarks. A shor: week after-
wards the pilot who took the ship
down channel met the missionary
and said,—

“The captain sent his best re-
spects to you.”

“ How did you leave them all 2”7
I said.

“ Rather melancholy ¥ he re-
plied; “we had a sad accident on
board going down channel.”

“What was it ™ I asked.

“One of your men,” he said,
“fell from aloft.”

“Where from ?”

“ Fore-topgallant,” he said.

“ Killed, of course ?”

“ Killed,” he said, “ smashed in-
to matchwood.”

The chaplain tells another sad
story of a similar kind :

Viewing on another occasion the
scene of a similar accident, the
blood marks and the thwarts of
the boat crushed into fragments by
the fall of the poor victim, I asked
the mate, “ Where was the home
of the poor fellow

“No one knew anything about
him—a poor shell-back of his sort !
We didn't, I believe, have his real
name,” was the reply.

“And where,” I said, “may I
ask, is your home?”

“Home " he said, “I have no
home ”

“I hope you will have a home
in glory,” I said. “ Do you know
the hymn, ¢ There is a fountain’ ?
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“Yes, well ! all about the dying
thief, isn't it "

“Yes, that’s the way,” I said,
though, indeed, it was hard to
speak, so touching was the scene.
*“That’s my own hope. There may
I, as vile as he, wash all my sins
away—and the gate of heaven is
open for you to-day.”

By thr side of the smashed and
red-stained boat, neither of us
could speak much, and with a
mutual hand-grasp we parted.

Such iucidents serve to show at
least a portion of the work, and
its value as Gospel truth is
brought into touch with the men
of the forecastle and quarter-deck.

Not the least important portion
of the work done in this mission
to scamen is that included in the
regular visitation of some of the
nearer Jightships, which mark the
Goodwin Sands and other points
of danger for the mariner. The
Varne lightship is ten miles from
the nearest land and double that
distance from Deal, the mission
centre, It is no mean task to
accomplish this distance in an
open boat, running all risks of
change of weather as well as the
dangers of the treacherous tides
and sands.

These solitary ships are solitary
indeed, swinging as they do day
by day and week by week at the
mercy of wind and wave. Their
crews are composed of some
twelve men for each ship. These
are so arranged in watches as to
give a portion of the time ashore
to each of the men in turn. Were
it not for the occasional changes
made possible by such a system
the awful monotony of life would
be utterly unsupportable. The
lightship men affirm that no cat
can live long on board, but will
go mad sooner or later. Dogs
are forbidden, but canaries are
allowed and flourish and sing gaily
between decks. The little song-
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sters make almost the only break
in the dull monotony.

What a blessing to men weary
of the utter sameness of their sur-
roundings are the visits. of the
good chaplain and his crew. It
may be that weeks have passed,
and although within sight of their
homes, the men have had no word,
have seen no face, of stranger or
of friend. The regular means of
communication with the shore are
afforded by the monthly visits of
the Trinity House tender, which
furnishes the lightships with sup-
plies and provisions, and brings
back the men from their shore
leave, and carries away the men
who have served their two months’
term. One of the men of the
Galloper lightship, in the North
Sea, holds the following ideas. He
writes,—

“We are out here to do a great duty
for our country. I hardly think there is
one which could teach us a better lesson.
When our lights are aloft in the dark
nights of winter, many a brave sc:unan is
watching for a glimpse of our friendly
light to guide them clear of the rocksand
shoals of our dangerous coast. What a
dreadful thing it would be for them if our
lights round the coast were let go out for
only one short hour. How many poor
seamen would then be cast into destruc-
tion! O may we never neglect to let our
light be burning, for we, too, are being
watched every hour of our lives. T pray
that my light may shine before all my
shipmates, that they may see it is good to
serve the Lord. and that walking in the
light, the blood of Jesus Christ His Son
cleanseth us from all sin.”

Words like these make it evi-
dent that some of the lonely
watchers on the sea are followers
of Christ, and can and do appre-
ciate their-obligations to their fel-
lowmen and to their Maker.

One of the striking features of
lightship life is found in the mul-
titudes of migratory birds which
visit them. On one ship twelve
dozen larks were captured in
one night—with the result that
the crew had lark pie the

next day for their dinner. "The
Galloper  lightship, thirty-one
miles distant from the nearest
land, is a sort of halfway house
for the migratory squadrons.
Round its lagtern, high aloft, reel-
ing against the stars, thick as
snowflakes, rush the flights of
birds, and one can hear the rustling
wings while the birds are invisible
in the darkness. Occasionally
the passage of a flock is em-
phasized by the crash of a wild
duck, flying at the speed of sixty
miles an hour, against the lantern.
Of course the bird is instantly
killed by the shock, and yet the
strong plate-glass is not even
cracked.

The chief danger of these men
is the liability of collision with
other vessels. Swinging at anchor
as they are, they have no power
to avert the danger. The East
Goodwin lightship has often been
struck by other vessels, owing to
the furious tide which runs past
her. The Tongue lightship was
some years since run into and sunk
at midnight.

On his visits to these lonely men
the missionary is the bearer of
creature as well as ghostly com-
forts. Truit, vegetables and flow-
ers form no inconsiderable part of
the lading of the heavy Deal lug-
ger which often on such visits
takes the place of the lighter, but
less roomy and safe mission boat.
These luggers are twenty or
twenty-five ton open boats with a
“forepeak ” forward or a “ca-
boose” amidships, for sleeping
purposes. They draw five or six
feet of water, carry two lug sails
and a jib if requisite. Each boat
is usually the property of five or
six men, who venture their all in
their purchase and outfit.  The
owners form the crew, and are
called North Sea pilots. In pur-
suit of their calling these men
brave all dangers. They make
dash after dash at the flying ships
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to put the members of the crew on
board until perhaps only one is left
to take-his lugger back to Deal,
one hundred miles or so. Good
sea boats, handled by men of skill,
experience and daring, they are
supposed to be able to live through
everything.

But here as elsewhere the unex-
pected often happens, and the
staunch boat and her brave crew
never return home. Some years
ago, a fine lugger, the Petrel, was
seen struggling hard in a heavy
gale at sea.  The captain of a
schooner saw her, and said,

“ Look at the splendid weather
that lugger is making of it! T'd
rather be in her than aboard this
‘ere craft of mine !”

When he looked again the lug-
ger was gone.  She was lost with
all her crew. These Deal boat-
men are often fellow-workers with,
as they are part of the charge of,
the Mission to Seamen’s chaplain.

Just one other yarn of the sea.
It is supposed by many that so
far as sailors are concerned there
are no cases of such transforma-
tion as changed Saul the persecu-
tor into Paul the saint. Let this
narrative speak for itself.

Two brothers were sailors be-
fore the mast in the same collier
brig.  One, Jack, was a true be-
liever, the other, Bill, was a care-
less fellow. Jack continually
pleaded with his brother, to be
met by the constant reply, “Shut
up, Jack, I'm sick of your re-
ligion.” .

Jack did not overdo his appeals,
but with natural tact chose only

life was eloquent, and all his com-
rades “took knowledge of him.”
On one trip a fierce gale came
up in the night and drove them
slowly but surely toward the land.
Each “watch” the end seemed
closer, for they could hear the roar
of the angry breakers and see in
the grey light of dawn the spume
flying from the rocks. To make
matters worse the lower fore-top-
sail blew into rags, and the long
ribbon-like strands thrashed and
whipped, shaking the spars and
rendering the task of cutting away
the sail perilous in the extreme.
But it had to be done, and every
one of the crew bravely sprang to
obey the captain’s call,

“ Away aloft, men ¥

Jack led the way aloft, his
brother closely following him.
Just as Jack reached the * futtock
shrouds,” Bill called from beneath,
*“ Jack, what about your religion
now ”

“Tack leaned down for an in-
stant.” Bill said afterwards, “and
I could somehow hear his voice
above the storm, and he called to
me, and he says, ‘ Bill, the peace
of God which passeth understand-
ing’—and when I heard that,
death staring us in the face all the
time, I thought to myself, If ever
I reach the land alive, Jack’s
Saviour shall be my Saviour, and
Jack’s God shall be my God.”

Who can doubt but that “ com-
mon sailors” are capable of glori-
fying God in this world, and that
many of them shall enjoy Him
forever ?

Bedrord, N.S.

favourable opportunities. But his

RESIGNATION.

To-morrow ! the mysterious, unknown guest,
Who cries to me: “ Remember Barmecide,
Aud tremble to be happy with the rest.”
And I make answer: ‘I am satisfied ;
I dare not ask; I know not what is best;
God hath already said what shall betide.”
—Longfellow.

1
d
J

i
K
b

PRI+

Ta el i meal




( 408 )

A GAMBLER’'S CONVERSION.

BY THE REV. ARTHUR BROWNING.

All conversions are peculiar and
each has its own individuality.
But the conversion I am about to
relate was unique. The subject
of it was the son of a Methodist
preacher, one of the old Oregonian
preachers—men who could face
the devil as they would face a
grizzly bear by drawing a Gospel
bead on him and shooting him
straight between the eyes.  Such
men were in blissful ignorance of
the higher criticism, bhut they
could bring the wildest sinner to
his knees and fill the lovely Wil-
lamette Valley with converted men
and women.

The boy’s life was spent on the
frontier among Indians, trappers
and miners, and he graduated in
sport but degenerated in charac-
ter, Card-playing was his es-
pecial forte, and he developed into
a professional gambler. He pur-
chased a complete gambler’s “ lay-
out,” and travelled from camp to
camp to gamble, as his father
travelled from camp to camp to
preach the Gospel. He was
found at every horse race and
gambling  saturnalia within a
radius of hundreds of miles.

He was five hundred miles from
home when I first made his ac-
quaintance, and was “running a
table” at one of the worst gam-
bling hells in all British Columbia.
The other gamblers introduced
him to me as “The Methodist
preacher’s boy,” a fact he never
disowned, and woe be to the man
who threw if in his face as a slur,
for he was as ready with his pistol
as he was with his purse. The
one made him respected, the other
made him beloved.

It was on a Saturday afternoon
T first met my friend, “ the preach-

er’s boy.” After a hard and long
day's ride I came into a mountain
hotel (?) kept by three as kind-
hearted fellows as ever the sun
shone on. Two of thenm: were
sons of good old Methodist par-
ents, the other was a Roman
Catholic.  They all gambled—in
fact, everybody in the camp that
had money gambled, down to the
negro cook. I was the solitary
exception,

IFFor about forty-eight hours I
had to eat, drink, sleep, pray, and
preach in a hotbed of excitement
which might culminate any mo-
ment in the crack of pistol shots
and the death of men.

My friend, “ the preacher’s boy,”
had up to this Saturday been the
boss gambler of the “sit” and
had “raked in?” most of the dol-
lars that were placed on the game.

There had travelled with me on
the afternoon of Saturday two
men. One of them was a free
and easy sort of fellow, the other
was reserved and silent almost to
maodiness. Fe had a sharp
countenance, and a glance as
quick as a flash of lightning, and
he seemed to be looking every-
where at one time. He carried a
pistol with an ivory handle, and I
noticed it was so placed that it
could be used in a moment if its
owner so desired.

The man with the ivory-handled
pistol I soon found was the
cleverest gambler and the surest
shot west of the Rockies, and the
other fellow was a sort of keeper
to him, to prevent if possible his
getting into mischief.

This strange partner’s life only
existed within the region of Brit-
ish Columbia; outside of that the
keeper was a nonentity, for the
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gambler could shoot or be shot
without any one to say nay.

We three rode into camp together
that Saturday afternoon, I as inno-
cent of the character of my com-
panions as a “sucking dove,” and
if they guessed mine they kept
their surmises to themselves.

We were greeted in the usual
Western style, but with the greet-
ings I noticed an unusual reserve.
After I had tethered my horse, I
naturally inquired what it all
meant. I suspected they had an
aversion to me, and that they had
no use for a minisier of the Gospel.
I was told it was not that. I was
heartily welcome, but that one of
the men who came in with me was
the wickedest gambler of the
Coast, and without a word had
often “ shot his man.”

That evening the two gamblers,
my friend from Oregon and the
silent man with the ivory-handled
pistol, sat down to play a gam-
bling duel, to end only in the
financial ruin of one of them, with
the not improbable climax of the
death of the winner or loser, and
perhaps of both.

All through that Saturday night
the game went on. I saw them
sitting at the table as I rolled my-
self in my blankets for my night’s
sleep (?) ; and through the hours
of darkness I could hear the
“call” of the playvers and the
chink of the twenty-dollar gold
pieces passing from hand to hand.
By my side lay a warm-hearted
Irishman, and he expressed his
wonder and his pity at a minister
sleeping in such a place and with
such company.

I replied that I was in God’s
keeping, and was as safe next door
to hell as if I was next door to
heaven.

He crossed himself, and I
thought in the morning looked on
me with a kind of religious awe.

The morning of the Sabbath
dawned, and still the two gamblers
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sat at the table and shuffled their
cards. It was a weird and awful
sight.  Two worn-out, haggard
men, faces white, eyes bloodshot,
more like wild beasts than human
beings, sat silent and still except
as the game compelled them to
speak.  The kecper of the man
with the ivory-handled pistol was
keen and alert. Gold on the
table, cards covering the floor.

I went outside; it was heaven;
the mountains looked peacefully
down and the valleys smiled back
at them, until all nature seenied to
be singing a doxology; but inside
was hell, a dark, forbidding hell,
which seemed to shock my soul
as if a devil had struck me.

I knew my friend from Oregon
was losing, and strange as it may
scein I prayed that he might lose
all, and like the old-time prodigal
find himself among the hogs and
the husks and the hunger, with no
man to satisfy his soul.

Out of respect to me the game
was dropped long enough for a
preaching service. The man with
the ivory-handled pistol did not
attend, my friend from Oregon
did.

The whole service, room, con-
gregation, text and sermon are as
fresh to me as yesterday. In
that camp were many gamblers,
and when one of them proposed
that each of them put a five-dollar
piece in the hat, and took up the
collection himself, the response
was wonderfully unanimous.

But after the preaching came
the gambling, and on into and
through the long Sabbath night
the chink of the money and the
flipping of the cards mingled with
the murmured oaths of the gam-
blers and the whispered com-
ments of the lookers-on.

The morning of Monday came
at last, and an unearthly silence
followed the excitement of the
hours preceding it. I found the
man with the ivory-handled pistol
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more moody and more morose
than ever. He was too silent to
be safe, but his keeper watched
every look of his eye and every
move of his hand.

My friend from Oregon ‘sat a
very picture of the prodigal in the
moment of his dumb despair.
Everything was lost, even to his
blankets and pistol, the last things
a gambler lets go.

To my overtures of pity he had
nothing to offer but vexation and
shame. He was five hundred
miles from his father and his home.
It was a hard and long road to
travel, but he thought he had bet-
ter foot it than stay and be the
scorn of every gamester, to end at
last in some miserable mountain
saloon, with a solitary grave in the
wilderness, in which “the preach-
er’'s boy” would lie until the re-
surrection morn.

“Go home,” said I, “to your
Father in heaven and then to your
father in Oregon”

There and then the battle was
fought and the victory won. He
put his trembling feet on the low-
est rung of heaven’s golden ladder
and he began to climb and he kept
climbing until he reached the alti-

tude of a perfect man in Christ
Jesus.

Need I say the home of the old
Oregon preacher was full of
thanksgiving, and that the father
and family made merry over the
prodigal “who was dead, and is
alive again, was lost and is
found.”

The man with the ivory-handled
pistol ultimately found a man who
could shoot quicker than himself.
He died with “his boots on,” and
lies in an unconsecrated grave.
His companion and keeper was
hung for horse-stealing on the
Californian border, which, accord-
ing to the code of those days, was
a much meaner death than the
other.

To me the two men are still
alive. I often ride over again
with them that journey into the
camp on that Saturday afternoon.
And often again I see the prodigal
‘ preacher’s boy” arising and com-
ing to his father, and the father
falling on his neck and kissing
him. And as I look the gambler’s
hell is illumined with the light of
heaven.

Toronto, September, 1898.

A VOICE FROM HEAVEN.

BY J. E. RANKIN, D.D.

Hark, hark, my soul! a voice from heav’n descending,
Au angel voice that speaks earth’s glad release;
Life’s sceptre o’er the sleeping dead extending,
And making death itself a realm of peace.

Blessed the dead in Jesus’ name reposing ;
Blessed the dead, their earthly labours done,
On His dear breast their trustful eyelids closing,

Waiting the morning-burst of Easter’s sun.

*Neath ivied tower and heav’nward pointing stecple,
In chiseled vault, in humbler grass-grown grave,
They wait His advent, all His blood-bought people,

Who died on Calvary their souls to save.

Angels of peace, that saw the Saviour sleeping,
That kept your vigils by that new-made tomb,
Beyond these realms of death, these nights of weeping,
Guide us where Christ prepares His ransomed room.

—Christian Advocale.
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MORALS AND MANNERS OF THE EIGHTEENTH
T CENTURY.*

BY W. M. BASKERVILLE, PH.D.

Professor of English Literature at Vanderbilt University at Nushville, Tennessee.

Walter Scott, it is said, was the
first to show how history should
be written. We have been look-
ing more into novels, and diaries,
and plays for the true life and his-
tory of the people. Paradoxical
as it may seem, fiction is often
more truthful than fact. The
“ AMemoirs of a Cavalier ” gives a
more life-like account of the Civil
War in England than Clarendon’s
“ History of the Rebellion.”

It was a quaint old world,
strangely different from the one
we live m. Loud swearing, loose
talk and hard drinking were com-
mon; swords were drawn and
duels fought on the slightest pro-
vocation. Intolerance in political
and theological matters was
marked. Intercourse even be-
tween parents and children was
stiff and ceremonious, and coarse-
ness reigned over all.  The very
books from which I draw ex-
amples and illustrations cannot
now be indiscriminately recom-
mended for perusal. At that
time they were read aloud in
mixed company, and reverend
bishops and grave doctors recom-
mended.them from their pulpits.

Before examining in detail the
different phases of English life it
will be interesting, perhaps, to
take a bird’s-eye view of the situa-
tion. About Pall Mall and St
James Street the beaux are strut-
ting, attired in richly embroidered
velvet coats, sporting cocked hats
and lace cravats. The belles are
shopping on Ludgate Hill or in
St. Paul's Churchyard, or taking
the air in St. James’ Park, with

* A lecture delivered at the Chautauqua
Assenmbly, N.Y.

patches on their faces, wearing
pyramidical  headdresses, and
carrying huge decorated fans, at-
tired in immense hooped petti-
coats, and accompanied by black
boys and curly lap-dogs. “The
quality,” as pcople of rank and
style were usually styled, are re-
pairing to the haunts of gaiety and
pleasure in sedan chairs and gilded
chariots. Travellers possessed of
the stoutest hearts quailed at the
prospect of continuing their jour-
ney after nightfall.  Every high-
way was studded with gibbets,
and vet a recognized hunting-
ground for armed and mounted
desperadoes. Stage coaches, pack~
horses and waggons afforded the
only means of communication be-
tween places situated far apart.
Now and then it was found neces-
sary to hitch a team of strong
oxen to the cumbersome family
coach in order to drag it through
the sloughs and narrow, miry
lanes.  The rich veins of coal
and iron had scarcely been
opened. The great manufactures
had Dbarcly emerged into exist-
ence.  Neither steam nor elec-
tricity nor gas nor the post nor
the newspaper press nor a hun-
dred other kindred agencies fav-
ourable to the comfort and hap-
piness of the people had begun to
make their enormous power
known and felt throughout the
length and breadth of the land.
Let us pay our first visit to the
highest society.  Under at least
three of the four Georges, rovalty
was ridiculous.  George I., with
his elderly German favourites,
was bad enough; but George II.
was the embodiment of the
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coarseness and the vices of the
age. In his low, coarse fashion
he loved his wife, and when he
died, one side of her coffin was
taken out that his dust might
mingle with that of this faithful
creature.

Next to the King and Queen
was Sir Robert Walpole, who
was noted for his orgies and his
tatesmanship. If he did not say,
“Every man has his price,” he
doubtless thought so.

The lighter literature of this
period affords abundant proof of
the correctness of Lord Macaulay’s
celebrated sketch of the Anglican
clergy, and offers an excellent
preparation for a study of the
causes and of the successes of the
Methodist revival. The reaction
from DPuritan rule brought the
Church into a torpid condition.
“ Rational piety” and the “ rea-
sonableness of religion” became
favourite expressions, and a dis-
like to “enthusiasm” was a special
mark of the time.

With rare exceptions the upper
clergy were selfish, indolent, and
immoral, and the lower, poor,
ignorant and degraded in social
position. One, Dr. Porteus, sings
George II. into heaven and him-
self into a Dbishopric: and another
buys the same office from my
Lady Yarmouth for £35.000. Dr.
Young, the author of “ Night
Thoughts,” burst into tears, be-
cause while he was preaching,
“the defender of the faith and the
dispenser of bishoprics ™ was chat-
ting aloud to his attendants in
German.

The inferior or lower clergy
were held in almost universal con-
tempt. They were regarded as a
plebeian class and were not at all
wealthier and not much more re-
fined than small farmers and
upper servants.  Their pay was
pitiably small.  Not one living in

fifty enabled the incumbent to
bring up a family comfortably.

When the clergyman exchanged
this servitude for a curacy, a
waiting woman Dbeing gengrally
considered his most suitable help-
mate, he fared rather the worse.
“It was a white day (there) on
which he was admitted into the
kitchen of a great house and re-
galed by the scrvants with cold
meat and ale. His children were
brought up like the children of
the neighbouring peasantry.  His
boys followed the plough, and his
girls went out to service.”

Since this was the condition of
the clergy, we are not surprisei
to find them figuring so largely m
the novels of the century.

In No. 58 of his Chinese Essays
Goldsmith describes a visitation
dinner “which was composed of
three courses and lasted as many
hours; till the whole company,
from the low bishop of the
diocese down to Rev. Dr. Aar-
rowfat, were unable to swallow or
utter anything more.”

In real life were Bishop Berlke-
ley, Bishop Butler, William Law,
author of a “Serious Call,” and
Bishop Wilson. Of the last,
Leslie Stephen in his “ History of
English Thought in the Eight-
centh Century,” savs : “ “\Vilson
the Apostolic® was a man of the
old sacerdotal type, full of sim-
plicity, tenderness, devotion, and
with a sincere belief, inoffensive
because alloved by no tincture of
pride or ambition, in the sacred
privileges of the Church. His
example proves conclusively that
a genuine Christian theologian, in
the most characteristic sense of
the term, might still be found
under the reign of George II. in
the Isle of Man.”

Next to religion comes love, in
the human heart. A people or
an age rises or falls according to
its conception and delineation of
love. Who can point out in
Greek or Roman lterature a pas-
sage where love is described as a




purifying passion of the soul ? In
no respect does the literature of
the eighteenth century differ more
from that of the age of Shakes-
peare or of Tennyson than in its
treatment of this subject. A
Desdemona, or a Jeanie Deans
would have been inconceivable by
the writers of this generation.
Libertinism was admired, and it
became a common practice to
boast of intrigues and gallantries
in the presence of ladies.

If we are to believe the litera-
ture of this period, there were few
women qualified either by educa-
tion or by custom to ease genuine
heart pains. We came across pert
little hoydens, ogling the men,
flirting their fans, their thoughts
always running on a husband till
they had got him, and then too
frequently on some one clse.
Horace Walpole, in one of his let-
ters giving an account of a wvisit
to Vauxhall Gardens, tells of a
“ Miss Spurse, who desired noth-
ing so much as the fun of seeing
a duel—a thing which, though she
is fifteen, she has never been so
lucky as to see.”  But how could
flightiness and silliness be avoided
when, as Dr. Johnson observes,
“in the female world any ac-
quaintance with books was dis-
tinguished only to be censured.”
Girls were taught little, “the
needle, dancing, and the French
tongue,” says one, “a little music,
on the harpsichord or spinet, to
read, write and cast accounts in a
small way.”’

But perhaps the question might
be raised whether people who get

themselves up so ridiculously
could have refined and noble
emotions. The fashionable head-

dress at the beginning of the last
century was the commode or
fontage, by which the hair was
piled up on wires to a great
height.

Hannah More, describing some
young ladies whom she met in

Morals and Manners of the Eighteenth Century.
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Suffolk in April, 1777, declared
that amongst them they had on
their heads **an acre and a half
of shrubbery, besides slopes, grass
plats, tulip buds, clumps of
peonies, kitchen gardens and
green-houses.” Another mon-
strosity in the reigns of George I.
and George II. was the hoop
petticoats, which became so en-
ormously large that they were a
favourite subject for satire and
ridicule.  The men were as gaudy
in dress as the women. Steele
*always went abroad in a laced
coat an » l.ige buckled periwig.”

The .rench Revolution intro-
duced new fashions in dress as
well as new ideas into all kinds of
life.  The full-bottomed wig van-
ished before ** the fierce republican
head of Brutus.” Walter Savage
Landor dared, on entering Trinity
College, Cambridge, in 1793, to
wear his hair without powder.
* Take care,” said his tutor, “ they
will stone yvou for a republican.”
About this time the male attire
changed, almost insensibly, we
are told. Sir Nathaniel Wrax-
all, writing of the dress worn in
London about what he calls “ the
cra of Jacobinism and of equality
i 1793 and 1794,” says, “ It was
then that pantaloons, cropped hair,
and shoestrings, as well as the
total abolition of buckles and
ruffles, together with the disuse of
hair powder, characterized the
men; while the ladies, having cut
off those tresses which had done
so much execution, exhibited
heads rounded a la victime et a la
guillotine, as if ready for the
stroke of the axe?

From the dawn of history to the
present time gambling has been a
besetting sin of the Iinglish race;
but over no country has this fatal
passion ever held more complete
sway than over England in the
eighteenth century. The nobility,
lawyers, physicians, statesmen,
actors, soldiers, scamen, the clergy
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—all classes gambled prodigiously
and systematically. In the “ Life
of Charles James Fox,” Trevelyan
says : ‘“Society was one vast
casino. On whatever pretext
and under whatever circum-
stances - half a dozen people
of fashion found themselves
together, whether for music, or
dancing, or politics, or for drink-
ing the waters or each other’s
wine—the box was sure to be rat-
tling, and the cards were being
cut and shuffled.”

Charles James Fox, the one
great Englishman who did not
lose his head during the French
Revolution, was hopelessly ruined
by his propensity for gambling.
Before he was twenty-four years
old he had lost a hundred thou-
sand pounds. The memorable
debate in the House of Commons
on the relief of the clergy from
subscription to the Thirty-nine
Articles, in which Fox shone so
conspicuously, was preceded, Gib-
bon tells us, “by a twenty-two
hours’ recreation at hazard, at
a trifling cost of £500 per
hour, #£11,000 in all”  Alfter
Fox had lost his last shil-
ling, Topham Beauclerk called on
him one morning and found him
reading Herodotus in the original
Greek. William Wilberforce, in
going to London, took part in
play, won his twenty-five guineas
from the Duke of Norfolk, and
was found at the table with George
Selwyn.  “ John Damer and his
two Dbrothers.,” wrote Walpole to
Sir Horace Maine in 1776, “ have
contracted a debt, one can scarcely
expect to be believed out of Eng-
land, of £70,000.” Not only men
and women, but also bovs and
girls partook of this infatuation.

Associated with gambling are
two vices which have well-nigh
ceased to exist in good society
now—drinking and swearing. At
that time the habit of swearing
was so common that it excited
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little attention. The novels and
plays are full of oaths—in Miss
Edgewortl’s “ Belinda ” nine may
be counted on a single page.
Thackeray tells how a German
officer who served with the Eng-
lish under Wellington greeted him
with a copious supply of oaths,
thinking that the old custom was
still in vogue, and to this day on
the Continent a common oath is
an equivalent for an Englishman.

In regard to drunkenness there
has been a still more marked
change in good society—such en-
tries as Lady Cowper used to
make are scarcely possible now.
Under date 1716 she says, “ At
the drawing-room George Mays
turned out for being drunk and
rowdy. He fell out with Sir
James Baker, and in the fray had
pulled him by the nose.”

Addison was not free from hard
drinking.  Dick Steele imbibed
all he could hold; Oxford not in-
frequently came drunk into the
presence of the Queen; Boling-
broke sat up whole nights drink-
ing, and “having bound a wet
napkin round his forehead and
eyes, to drive away the effects of
his intemperance, hastened with-
out slecp to his official business.”

But drunkenness did not be-
come a national vice till the early
Hanoverian period. The intro-
duction of gin-drinking, “the
master curse of English life, to
which most of the crime and an
immense proportion of the misery
of the nation may be ascribed,”
says Lecky, “was then fastened
upon the English people” It
infected the masses of the popu-
lation and spread with the rapidity
and the violence of an epidemic.
Small as is the place which this
fact occupies in English history,
1t was probably, if we consider all
the consequences that have flowed
from it, the most momentous in
that part of the eighteenth cen-
tury.




“The home distilleries were en-
couraged and the importation of
foreign spirits was prohibited, and
thus the Government helped to
plant irrevocably this fatal passion
in the nation”  Retailers of gin
were accustomed to hang out
painted boards announcing that
their customers could be made
drunk for a penny, and dead
drunk for twopence, and should
have straw for nothing.

Another custom, called by Mrs.
Delaney “that reigning curse,”
was duelling. Inflamed by drink
and excited by gambling men
easily quarrelled, and every gen-
tleman who was challenged had
to fight or forfeit his reputation.
Scarcely a man of any note was
to be found who had not been
“called out” To avert the stig-
ma of the world and to prevent
himself from being driven out of
society, even Dr. Johnson said,
“while such notions prevail no
doubt a man may lawfully fight a
duel”?

But the saddest picture in the
history of the eighteenth century
is that presented by the prisons.
The basest instincts and the most
brutal passions of Thumanity
seemed to have swayed those who
had to do with prisoners.  The
description of the dungeon in the
Fleet, found in Howell's “ State
Trials,” is too loathsome to repeat.
From such cesspools was generat-
ed a gaol fever which was helped
in its work of destruction by
squalor, overcrowding, insufficient
nourishment and tortures. A
brave soldier, accused of theft, but
acquitted, was imprisoned for debt
because he was unable to pay his
fees; and cases were proved of
debtors who. on account of this
inability, were locked wup with
prisoners suffering from smallpox
and thus rapidly destroved.

In the Idler, 1750, Dr. Johnson
computed that there were 20,000
debtors in English prisons, and
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that about one-fourth of this num-
ber died annually in consequence
of “ the corruption of confined air,
the want of exercise, and some-
times of fcod, the contagion of
diseases and the severity of
tyrants,” though in reprinting
afterwards he modified this state-
ment.

The thrilling stories of Fielding
and Smollett, the lines of Thom-
son, and the pencil of Hogarth
have commemorated the miseries
of imprisoned debtors, and pre-
pared us to appreciate the labours
of John Howard. The real cause
for this state of things is to be
found in the gross materialism
which dominated society and con-
trolled men’s thoughts and ac-
tions.  “Aloney,” wrote Montes-
quien, “is here esteemed above
everything, honour and virtue not

much. An Englishman must have
a good dinner, a woman, and
money.  As he does not go much

into society, and limits himself to
this, so. as soon as his fortune is
gone, and he can no longer have
these things, he commits suicide
or turns robber.”

This condition of society was
cqually hurtful to literature. Hor-
ace Walpole, who, as Lecky
has  justly remarked, reflect-
ed very faithfully the fashion-
able spirit of his time, always
speaks of literary pursuits as
something hardly becoming in a
gentleman, and of such men as
Johnson and Smollett as if they
were utterly contemptible.

In the preceding reign, Newton,
Locke, Addison. Swiit, Steele,
Prior, Gay, Rowe, Congreve,
Trickell, Parnell. and Phillips, as
every reader of Thackeray knows,
had obtained assistance from the
Government. But neither George
I. nor Sir Robert Walpole
showed any appreciation of letters.
The nobility, taking their tone
from the Court, no longer patron-
ized men of literary genius and
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learning.  Steele was allowed to
close a brilliant and useful career
in poverty and neglect. Savage
and Johnson were permitted to
wander about the streets without
shelter and food—* cold, hungry,
and comfortless.” Goldsmith was
leit to die an untimely decath
burdened with care and debt. As
Lecky has well observed, “the
change in the position of writers
was at least as injurious to society
as to literature. It gave it a
frivolous, uninteilectual, and ma-
terial tone it has never wholly
lost.”

But as Taine in his truly philo-
sophical ** History of English
Literature ” has acutely observed :
“ These were but the externals;
and close obscrvers, like Voltaire,
did not misinterpret them. Be-
twixt the slime at the bottom and
the scum on the surface, rolled
the great national river, which,
purified Dby its own motion, al-
ready at intervals gave signs of
its true colour, soon to display
the powerful regularity of its
course and the wholesome limpid-
ity of its waters” Again and
again have the waters of English
national life become muddy and
foul, but ever and anon they are
cleansed and purified as if by the
touch of the troubling angel, and
they become once more waters for
the healing of the nations.

So we have seen it in the days
of King Alfred, at the time of
Whcliffe, during the Reformation
and after the Methodist revival
This revival broke the lethargy of
the clergy, and made the fox-
hunting parson and absentee rec-
tor an impossibilitv. It diffused
brotherly love and Christian
charity among the various de-
nominations of Christians.

Not till the Wesleyan impulse
had been given could Mr. Raikes,
of Gloucester, establish Sunday-
schools—the beginning of popular
education. Not till the Wesleyvan
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leaven had begun to leaven the
whole lump could Hannah More
by her writings and her own per-
sonal example draw the sympathy
of England to the poverty and
crime of the agricultural labourer.
Johm Howard, the prison-re-
former; Edmund Burke, the friend
of the oppressed Hindu; William
Wilberforce, the foe of slavery and
of the slave trade, were all stirred
by this same mighty impulse. It
went further, and entering into the
hearts of our poets, and finding
expression in their undying lines,
became the property of the human
race. This religious thought and
feeling budded in Cowper, flowered
forth in Wordsworth and became
the theme of the greatest poem
of the nineteenth century.—"1In
Alemoriam.”

But in spite of the many and
sweeping changes which have
given strength and vitality as well
as sweep and scope to English
national life, it has always been
imperilled by the same cause.
Materialism, especially in the form
of place-seeking and money-get-
ting, seems to be the besetting
sin of the Anglo-Saxon race. A
greater heritage has not been de-
vised to any people than that
transmitted through the Nethod-
ist from the Puritan—faith in man-
hood, allegiance to conscience and
belief in God.” But, as President
Patson has so well expressed it,
when we lose sight of the great
heritage, we have false standards
of value, false estimates of life,
and “we are now,” he adds, “in
the beginning of an cra that
makes men idolize wealth. The
outcome of it is, that what might
be the light of the world is dark-
ness.”  The peculiar darkness of
the ecighteenth century is not
likely to be ours, but by studying
its period closcly we can learn
both the ills of materialism and the
cure for them.
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MELROSE

AND ABBOTSFORD.

MELROSE ABBEY, FROM THE EAST.

No more sturdy figure appears
in the beadroll of writers of the
English tongue than Sir Walter
Scott. The noblest feature in his
character is not his brilliant im-
agination, his vein of genius, his
splendid achievements in letters—
not these, but his sterling integrity.
At the age of fifty-five he found
himself, through no fault of his
own, but by the failure of the
great publishing firms of Con-
stable and Rallantyne, a debtor to
the enormous amount of $750,000.
He refused the composition which
his creditors offered and set
about the Archimedian task of 1ift-
ing this debt with the lever of his
pen.

With growing infirmities and

failing powers he laboured on for
or
13

six ycars till the hand of death
arrested his toil. By this time he
had paid off $500,000 of his in-
debtedness, and through the pro-
fits of his copyright the entire bal-

ance was soon discharged. No
nobler character in his whole

galaxy of heroes has Scott de-
scribed, no Brasdefer or Front-de-
boeuf of them all was more
chivalric than the plain Tweed-
shire sheriff, who verified anew
the phrase, “ An honest man’s the
noblest work of God" How
much grander a character is this
than the refined seclfishness of a
greater genius than Scott, the cold-
hearted  Goethe. How much
nobler his memorial in this regard
than that of Ingland’s greatest
philosopher, Bacon—*the wisest,
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greatest, meanest of mankind.”
These considerations lend a deeper
than mere literary interest to a
visit to the homes and haunts of
the Wizard of the North,

It is a delightful excursion from
Edinburgh to Melrose and Ab-
botsford, through lovely scenery,
over which is thrown the name-
less spell,

image-breaking zeal of the Re-
formers, and the cannon of Crom-
well have left only a picturesque
ruin. It was quite pathetic to see
the roofless aisles, the broken win-
dows, the crumbling columns,
and the grass-grown chancel
where once the cowled brother-
hood chanted their matins and
even-song. The battered saints

EAST WINDOW, MELRUSE \BBEY.

< The light that never was on sea or shore,
The consecration and the poet’s dream.

The heather and the broom
mingled with the gorse and
gowans on the green slopes of the
Tweed side, and the names of
Eskdale and Gala Water, Cock-
pen and Eildon Hills, recall many
an ancient ballad or legend.

The old Abbey, dating from
1136, is one of the finest relics of
Gothic architecture extant. The

looked down reproachfully from
their ivied niches, and the effigies
of the knights seemed to keep
watch over the tombs, where,
through the long ages their bodies
““await the resurrection.” [
noticed the touching inscription,
“ Cvm venit Jesvs cessabit vimbra”
—“When Jesus comes the dark-
ness shall flee away” Here is
the tomb of the arch-wizard
Michael Scott, whose awful ap-



parition is recorded in the Lay of
the Last Minstrel, and here was
buried -at last the fiery heart of
Bruce. I sat in Sir Walter’s
favourite seat and gazed where
“the darkened roof rose high
aloof,” and on the lovely eastern
oriel with its slender shafts of
foliaged tracery,

““Thou wouldst have thought some fairy’s

hand
*Twixt poplars strasght the osier wand

In many a freakish knot had twined ;

Then framed a spell when the work was
done

And changed the willow wreaths tostone.”

Scott thus accurately describes
the details of the architecture :

“ By a steel-clenched postern door,

They enter'd now the chancel tall
The darken’d roof rose high aloof

On pillars lofty and light and small;
The key-stone that lock’d each ribbed aisle
Was a fleur-de-lis, or quatre-feuille
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The corbels were carved grotesque and
grim ;

And the pillars, with cluster’d shafts so
trim,

With base and with capital flourish'd
around,

Seem'd bundles of lances which garlands
had hound.”

In the chancel of St. Mary’s is
the tomb of the famous wizard,
Michael Scott, whose magic books
were burned with him, and of
whose funeral the monk in * The

SOUTH TRANSEPT, MELROSE ALBEY.

Lav of the Tast Minstrel” gives
the following weird description :

1 buried him on St. Michael’s night

Whean the bell tolled one, and the moon
was hright,

And dag his chamber among the dead

Where the floor of the chancel was stainéd
red,

That his patrow’s cross might over him
wave

And scare the fiends from the wizard’s
grave.”
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Near to this tomb is that of
Sir Ralph Evers, “the Lord
Ewrie,” who, according to the
ballad, rode rough-shod through
Scotland— .

¢ Burn'd the Merse and Teviotdale
And knocked full londat Edinburghgate.’

]

Within the Abbey lie the re-
mains of many a gallant warrior
and venerable priest. It is said

As we wandered around this.
noble old ruin, gazing at it from
different points, and discovering
new beauties from whatever point
we looked, emotions akin to those
of the poet stirred our thoughts.

*“ I do love these ancient ruins :

We never tread upon them hut we set

Our foot upon some reverend history :

Andquestionless, here in thesecopencourts,

Which now lie naked to the injuries
Of stormy weather, some men lie interred

ABBOTSFORD, FROM THE GARDEN,

that Alexander II, King of Scot-
land, lies buried at the high altar.
Here also the heart of King
Robert the Bruce was deposited,
after the wnsuccessful attempt
made by Lord Douglas to carry
it to the Holy Land.

We pass into the cloisters by
the same door through which the
monk in “The Lay of the Last
Minstrel ” Jed William of Delor-
aine to the grave of Michael Scott.

Who loved the Church so well, and gave
so largely to 't

They thought it should have canopied
their bones

Till doomsday ; but all things have an end.

Churches and cities that have discases
like to men

Must have like death that we have,”

Was ever ruin so sad and fair ?
I lingered for hours in the legend-
haunted spot, and then walked
along the green Tweed to Abbots-
ford where still wields his spell a
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mightier wizard than even Michael
Scott. It is a large and rambling
house _with fantastic yet pictur-
csque groups of chimneys, gables
and turrets.  Over the door is
the pious legend,

By night, by day Remember aye,
ye goodness of ye Lord,
HAnd thank Bis name whose glorious

fame is spread throughout ye
world,
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Then I stood with hushed spirit in
the room in which he died, and
through the open window heard
the murmur of the distant Tweed,
whicl in life he loved so well.
Mr. Canniff Haight thus de-
scribes the details of the structure :
The principal entrance is from
the east side of the house, through
a porch copied from one in Lin-
lithgow Palace. It is adorned
with petrified stags’ horns. The

ENERANCE HALL, ABBOTSFORD.

The house is full of old armour
—targes and claymores, helmets
and hauberks; antique furniture
and relics—the keys of the Tol-
booth, Queen Mary’s cross and
purse, historic portraits and the
like.  Of special interest was the
stately library, and the small writ-
ing room, with the desk and
books just as the master left them,
and the effigy of faithful Maida.

walls of the hall are panelled with
richly carved oak from Dunferm-
line Palace, and the arched roof
is of the same material. Round
the whole cornice there are the
armorial bearings of the Doug-
lases, the Scotts, Kers, Arm-
strongs, and other stout border
clans, who, as an inscription tells
us, “ Keepit the Marchys of Scot-
land in the old tyme for the
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Kynge” On one side of the hall
there are stained glass windows,
and the spaces between the win-
dows are decorated with pieces of
armour, crossed swords and stags’
horns. '

On each side of the door at the
bottom of the hall there is a figure
in complete armour, one with a
two-handed sword, the other with
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worn by Sir Walter. The floor
is laid with black and white
marble from the Hebrides.

We pass out of the hall into the
armoury, a long, narrow room,
extending across the house, with
openings right' and left into the
dining-room and drawing-room.
The walls are thickly covered with
Highland targets, Lochaber axes,

DINING-ROOM, ABBQTSFORD.

a spear, standing in a Gothic niche
with a canopy above. The fire-
place is a Deautiful specimen of
carving, designed from a niche in
Melrose Abbey. Opposite this is
a kind of side-table constructed
from the boards of the pulpit of
the old church of Dunfermline, in
which Ralph Erskine, one of the
founders of the Secession Church,
had preached. Here are clothes

broadswords, whingers, daggers,
old muskets, bugle horns and other
instruments of war—stags’ horns
again occupying conspicuous posi-
tions in the decorations.

The drawing-room is a lofty and
spacious apartment, richly finished.
The carved ebony furniture, cab-
inets, chairs, piano, etc., were the
gift of George IV. to the poet.
There are fine portraits of Scott,
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Cromwell and Hogarth, the latter there is a light gallery, which o
painted by the artist himself. opens to a private staircase, by o

‘The library is a spacious room, which he could descend from his S
with carved oak ceiling, designed bedroom unobserved. Lo

from models in Roslin Chapel. Elihu Burritt, in speaking of L
The book-cases contain nearly Abbotsford, says : St
twenty thousand volumes, many “ e S
of them extremcly rare and valu- ¢ o/t e Protograph of Six Water .

alf)](é‘ \I;\r; 211 mc}l‘)e 18 éll {narble bust tories.  No author’s pen ever gave such Vo
of Sir Walter by Chantrey, and  an individuality to « human home. It is TN
over the fireplace a full-length all the coinage of thoughts that have —

i 5 i

Ui} o

i

portrait of his son, Colonel Scott.
The most interesting of all the
rooms is the private study, wherc
the great Wizard of the North
toiled to free himself from the
difficulties brought upon him by
the failure of his publishers. The
small writing-table and arm-chair,
covered with black leather, stand
where he left them. There are
books of reference close at hand,
and round three sides of the room

THE STUDY, ABBOTSFORD.

flooded the hemispheres.  Pages of living
literature raised up all these lofty walls,
built these arches, panelled these ceilings
and filled the whole edifice with these
mementos of the men and ages gone.
Every one of these hewn stones cost a
paragraph ; that carved and gilded crest,
a column's length of thinking done on
paper. It must be true that pure, un-
alded literary lnbour never built before a
mansion of this magnitude and filled it
with such treasures of art and history.
This will forever make it and the pictures
of it & monument of peculiar interest.




‘

424

“T have said that it is brimful of the
author. It is equally full of all he wrote
about ; full of interesting topographs of
Scotland’s history back to the twilight
ages ; full inside and out, and in the very
garden and stable walls. The studio of
an artist was never fuller of models of
human or animal heads, or of counterfeit
duplicates of nature’s handiwork, than
Sir Walter's mansion is of things his pen
painted on in the life of its inspiration.
The very porchway that leads into the
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of the weapons. History hangs its net-
work everywhere. Tt is built high and
low into the face of the outside walls.
Quaint old carved stones from abbey and
castle ruins, arms, devices and inserip-
tions are all here presented to the eye
like the printed page of an open volume.”

The best view to be had of
Abbotsford is said to be from the
opposite side of the Tweed. This

DRYBURGH ABBEY, FROM THE REFECTORY.

house is hung with petrified stags’ horns,
doubtless dug up in Scottish bogs, and
illustrating a page of the natural history
of the country, in some prehistoric cen-
tury.

**The halls are panelled with Scotland
—with carvings in oak from the old palace
of Dunfermline. Coats of arms of the
celebrated Border Chieftains are arranged
in line around the walls. The armoury
is & miniature arsenal of all arms ever
wiclded since the times of the Druids,
and a history attaches to nearly every one

view we did not get, but satisfied
ourselves with a stroll through the
grounds, which descend to the
river, and along the river’s bank.
Then we returned to our carriage.

The road to Dryburgh, some
seven or more miles distant, gives
some very pretty views of the sur-
rounding scenery and the wind-
ings of the Tweed. On the brow
of a hill, near Dryburgh, we note
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a colossal statue of Sir William
Wallace and a Temple of the
Muses, erected by the Ifarl of
Buchan. A lodge-keeper opens
the gate to us, and we follow a
well-beaten path running through
a narrow belt of trees. In a few
minutes we come upon the Abbey
ruins. The walls are overgrown
with ivy, and even trees are grow-
ing above some of the arches.

cestors, the Haliburtons of New-
mains, at one time proprietors of
the Abbey.  On cither side are
the tombs of his wife and eldest
son.  His son-in-law, Lockhart,
was also buried in the same place,
in 1854.  The inscription on the
tomb of the poect reads:

SIR WALTER SCOTT, BARONET,

Diep Serremser 21, AD. 1832,

TOMB OF SIR WALTER SCOTT, DRYBURGH ABBEY.

The luxuriant foliage, like the
cloak of charity, seems wishiul to
cover with kindly protection the
seams and scars time and spolia-
tion have made upon the venci-
able structure.

St. Mary's Aisle, the most beau-
tiful and interesting part of the
ruin, contains the burial-place of
Sir Walter Scott, who was in-
terred there September 26th, 1832,
in the tomb of his maternal an-

Of the monastery nothing is en-
tirc but the Chapter-house, St.
Modan's Chapel and the adjoining
passages. The hall is adorned
with a row of intersected arches.
A double circle on the floor marks
the spot where the founder of the
Abbey is buried.

Among the places shown to visi-
tors is a cell or dungeon appro-
priated to purposes of punishment
or torture. A hole is cut into
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the stone wall, into which the hand
of the victim was thrust and
wedged in with wood. The hole
is so placed that the prisoner was
obliged to remain on his knees; he
neither could stand up nor lie down.

Opposite the entrance of the
Abbey grounds there is an old
yew tree, said to have been planted

Methodist Magazine and Review.

II, retreating from his unsuccess-
ful invasion of Scotland, 1322, en-
camped in the grounds of Dry-
burgh, and burnt the monastery to
the ground. The ruins are situ-
ated upon a richly wooded haugh,
round which the Tweed makes a
circuitous sweep. The site is sup-
posed to have been originally a

place of Druidical worship.

Those old monks had keen eyes
to favourable sites. They knew
well how to spy out the fat of the
land. Wherever you meet with
a monastery or an abbey, it is sure
to nestle in a fruitful valley, and
beside a well-stocked stream, °
where fish and game abounded.

when the original structure was
founded. From it we cut a twig
to bring away as a memento.

The abbey was founded by
Hugh de Morville, Constable of
Scotland, about 1150. It was too
near the border to escape the at-
tentions of Scotland’s “auld
enemies of England” Edward

THE WINDOW OF THE DREAMER.
BY MARGARET G. CURRIE,

1 saw a lofty, strongly-pictured window,
The bloud of life is paler than its dyes,

It shewed Rebecea's son ot Bethel sleeping
’Neath starlight of the mystic eastern skies.

. There gleamed the dream he dreamed as God anointed
His fast-sealed eyes the true and real to see—
The way that joins dark earth to glowing heaven— -
The angels in their ceascless ministry.

They came, as now they come, from deathly peril
To save the scoffer yet to turn and pray,

To welcome the new-born, to soothe the dying.
To carry souls of saints the heavenward way.

To minister to those, on some fair morrow

To wake salvation’s heirs, though doomed to roam
Long amid scenes of sin and desolation,

Far from the glory of their Father’s home.

"To_influence kingly counsels unsuspected
Save by opposing fieads of malice dire;

To shape the issue of momentous battle,
To stay the plague, to quell devouring fire.

Doubtless, because they die not, fade not, fail not,
Those self-same angels guard the earth to-day—
Ay, man is of a truth a little lower,
A little weaker and less wise than they.

0 wondrous window ‘neath a spire of marble
Of a far city by the salt, blue sea,
How oft have eyes, tired of carth’s limitations,
And faint with heavenward longings, looked to thee!

I sce not now that fane’s sculpture and fretwork
Nor the strong picturc of Rebecea’s son,

But look with eye of faith on Christ, the Ladder,
The Way whereby the gates of God are won.

Some happy day, having o’crcome in all things,

My soul ’scaped scathless from these realms of strife,
Shall know what ills, drcaded or unimagine’,

Strong angel ars hurled from my path of life.

- Fredericton, N.B.
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JOHN CARTER AND HIS WONDERFUL ETCHINGS.

BY CONRAD WILLIAMS.

HEAD, AFTER REMBRANDT.

Flat on his back, what can a
man do? John Carter and his
extraordinary work are an answer
and example.

Flat on his back, literally; for so
he fell, in the accident; so he was
obliged to live, all the succeeding
years of his mortal life; so he did
his etchings; and so he looked up-
ward to heaven, from which his
gaze had been averted up to the
hour when Providence finished
Part TFirst of his history, and
commenced Part Second, the story
of a cripple’s life on earth.

John Carter, paralyzed from his
shoulders to the tips of his toes,
painted and etched things not only
marvellous as the productions of a
cripple, but because of their rare
artistic merit.

He was born July 31, 1815, in
Essex County, England. He was
twenty years old when the acci-
dent took place. One night in
May, 1836, he and his roystering
companions raided the rookery at
Holfield Grange. He climbed one
of the tall trees for birds. “When
he reached a height of about forty
feet from the ground, the limb of
another tree, to which he was

crossing, yielded more than was
calculated upon; he missed his
hold, and fell to the earth upon his
back. He was taken up sense-
less, and from that hour never

moved hand or foot. Serious
mjury to the spine had de-
prived him of all power of

voluntary motion below the neck.
He lived, but the paralysis was
perpetual.  The muscular power
of the neck was retained; no per-
manent mischief was sustained by
the organs of the head. This, with
a very slight power of motion in
the chest and the left shoulder, was
all the muscular power which was
left to John Carter.

Life, after the accident, must
have had a dreary look to him.
But, flat on his back, he gazed up-
ward, and the heavens were opened
to him. A knowledge of God
came, that gave him more than
resignation, even peace and cour-
age. Then came a providential
incident which he described in a
ietter; an incident which suggested
to him occupation and fame.

“The manner in which I came
to draw after I had lost the use
of my limbs, was as follows : be-
ing fond of reading, I used to bor-
row books from my neighbours
and others. My wife one day
brought home for me a tract which
gave an account of a young wo-
man in some asylum at Liverpool,
who had lost the use of her limbs,
and used to amuse herself by draw-
ing with her mouth. The thought
at once came into my mind that I
might certainly do the same,
and I could not rest satisfied till I
made the attempt. My first piece
was a butterfly, in water colours.
After drawing in this way for some
time, I at length adopted the style
in which I still continue to draw,
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which is to shade them after the
manner of a line engraving.”™
“The posture in which he drew
was lying a little on the right side,
with the head a little raised by
pillows. A small, light desk,
made under his own directions, was
adjusted for him; on this desk his
drawing-paper was fastened with
large, brass-headed pins, such as
artists and architects use for the
same purpose. He never drew
but in bed. He first sketched in
the subject with a lead pencil,

sometimes as little as four inches
in length, which he held be-

tween his teeth as firmly as
if in a wvicee This done, a
little saucer of India ink was pre-
pared, and the brush was moist-
ened by his attendant, and placed
in his mouth, when, by a curious
muscular action of his lips and
tongue, he would twirl the brush
round with great velocity, until he
had thrown off all superfluous ink
and brought it to a very fine point.
He then held it fast between his
teeth, and by the motion of the
head produced the most accurate
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and delicate strokes. He was ac-
customed to work with very fine
hair-pencils (some almost as fine as
needle points), about six inches
long, which, by bringing the work
so near his eye, would manifestly
much enhance the difficulty of the
operation.

Fourteen years he lay upon his
back and etched. “ During the
winter months John Carter was a
close prisoner at home, amusing
and improving himself by reading;
for the light in winter time was
seldom strong enough to
enable him to follow his
drawing with satisfac-
tion, or for any length of
time.”

Two traits showed con-
spicuously in him—u
“love of truth, and “a
singular patience and
. persistence in accom-

-, plishing his purposes.”
“In his works he ever
aimed at doing his very
;. best; that is to say, he
earnestly, patiently and
! conscientiously laboured
to develop, through the
expression which his
pencil gave, the true
character of whatever
subject he was engaged
on, as he realized it in
his own mind; and
his was a mind that seemed fitted
and formed in a high degree for
the reception of truthful impres-
sions.”

Queen Victoria was the recipient
of one of Carter’s drawings, a
small picture of “ Our Saviour on
the Cross,” also of the head,.
imitated from Rembrandt. )

On, Sunday, June 2, 1850, his
lips which had done such wonder-
ful work, were motionless in death.
But his works are a perpetual
wonder and lesson. ,

“ An inspiring sermon,” said the
New York Tribune, *teaching
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lessons of faith and hope and con-
stancy, of sweetness and humility,
joined to an invincible courage and
self-reliance which to read, ought
to put strength into the weakest
heart that shrinks, frightened and
disheartened, from its appointed lot
in life. Nor ought it less to shame
those to whom strength and op-
portunity are giver, but who, in
the possession of all their faculties
of body and mind, with sound
limbs and perfect senses, still find
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a lion in every path, and are tripped
by every straw.

“ It is, besides, a revelation of the
power of the human mind to rise
above the afflictions and wounds of
the flesh; to turn calamity itself in-
to a blessing; and with a body
hanging on the very verge of the
grave, to conceive an impossible
task and pursue it unwearied,
uncomplaining and undaunted,
through fourteen ycars of death in
life.”—Success.

Toronto.

GRACE AND GLORY.
BY AMY PARKINSON.

Whea lean upon Thine arm, Lord, cannot fall,
Strengthless although they be;

Wiho choose thy paths to tread, yet all unknown,
Are blessed continually.

Though skies may lower and winds tempestuous wail,
While life grows sad and drear;

Not divest woe the souls can overwhelmn
Who feel Thy presence near.

Bright gleams in deepest gloom, and gladness ¢’en
Where griefs do most abound;

Peace, though by wildest storm encompassed,
There will with Thee be found :—

For Thou hast power and wisdom, joy and light,
And quietude most sweet;

Sufficient for all ills art Thou, in whom
All compensations meet.

Then closely, closely let me cling to Thee,
In this, my fecbleness ;

Be all my choosing only as ‘Thine own,
Who choosest but to bless.

Open mine eyes, that, in the darkness, I
Thy cheering beams may see;

And make my heart, with sorrows though weighed down,
Yet to bo glad in Thee.

Grant mo repose while still earth’s storms surround,
Beneath Thy sheltering wing,

Assured that Thon, ere long, to rest with Thee,
In heaven's own calm wilt bring,

Where, strengthened with Thy might for evermore,
Knowing as I am known,

The all-wise love that time’s dark course ordained
I shall, rejoicing, own—

And, through eternity’s unshadowed years
While I with Thee abide,

With praise-filled soul I shall the grace extol
That did to glory guide.
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SIR JAMES SIMPSON.
A PRINCE OF DOCTORS AND A PRINCELY MAN.

SIR JAMES SIMPSON.

We frankly own to having been
charmed by reading Miss Simp-
son’s life of her father, Sir James
Simpson, the celebrated Edinburgh
physician. The formal, or official
biography, by Dr. Duns, was in
every way a respectable perform-
ance, though it can hardly be said
to have survived during the
twenty-four years since it was pub-
lished, so that there was not only
a distinct place for his life in the
Famous Scots Series, there was a
distinct want for a new biography
of so distinguished, not to say,
so great a man, for, although
there is no likelihood of his name
dying out while chloroform con-
tinues to mitigate pain and save
life, yet the. facts of his compara-
tively brief but brilliant history are
unknown to the younger genera-
tion, and to the story of his re-
markable career there could be no
better handbook than this of his
daughter, Eve Blantyre.

To several young people we
have said : “If you want a book

as interesting as a novel, and of
vastly greater‘value, invest eight-
een pence in this well-told story of
a wonderful life” We have only
one caveat to enter. We could
have wished that the gifted author-
ess had not been so super-sensitive
on the evangelical element in her
father’s life.  Possibly some un-
wise people made too much of the
part he took in the “revival” in
the early sixties, and no doubt his
enemies and the enemies of his
Lord, sneered at his preaching and
praying, while a few in their hate
not only “hinted dislike,” but they
spoke of questionable motives.
Yet why these too obvious pro-
tests ? The knowledge of the
man and the bare statement of
facts was a sufficient vindication.

The little town of Bathgate, on
the lowest slopes of the Linlith-
gowshire hills, about midway be-
tween Edinburgh and Glasgow,
was his birthplace, and the time
was when the century was eleven
years old.  His father, the village
baker, was a fine specimen of the
Scots commonalty; his mother, on
the othecr hand, brought a new
strain of blood into the family.
Her name was Mary Jervays, in
direct line from the Huguenot
Gervaises, who sought and found
liberty by flight into Scotland.
This “dash of Southern blood”
was on her mother’s side, for on
her father’s there was a descent
from the national hero, Wallace,
whose spirit this son of Mary Jer-
vays had, if his deeds were differ-
ent. An eminent American once
exclaimed, as he gazed at Sir
James : “T guess your Sir William
Wallace had a countenance like
Simpson’s.”

His life was one never-ceasing
fight with disease and pain, so that
our most influential medical jour-
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nal said, when he fell, “ No braver
or more brilliant soldier in the
army of medicine has in these days
been carried to the rear” He was
the youngest child in the baker’s
household, and brought the pro-
verbial luck of the seventh son.
He was little more than “a tod-
dling wee thing ” when he began
his schooling with a wooden-
legged dominie, one Henderson,
whose sobriquet was the expres-
sive one of “Timmerleg” The
boy was known as ““ a broad-made,
towsie-headed lad,” greedy of
learning, with a memory that
never forgot, and a nimble in-
tellect; of a merry heart, a sunny
face, and a ringing laugh; this was
not only his make-up, it madé him
what he was to the end. He got
to be called the “wise wean,” be-
cause he loved to stand by the
“ wabsters’” (weavers’) looms and
listen eagerly to their talk and
their discussions on theology,
botany, natural history, or some
geological find.  But all his les-
sons, whether from Timmerleg,
weaver, or parish schoolmaster,
were shaped and driven home by
a godly, well-informed mother,
whose fervent spirit quickened the
soul of her boy. But he suffered
an irreparable loss by her death
when but a child, though his elder
sister became “2a second mother,”
and filled the place not unworthily.

His boyhood showed the man,
as the dawning shows the day; his
path became a shining light
They went to college early in those
days, and this Bathgate callant, a
true “lad o’ pairts,” entered Edin-
burgh University when he was
fourteen. Some of his people
hoped to see him, some day,
“wag his pow in a pu’pit;” he him-
self had some idea of the law, but
his destiny came in medicine; “the
demon of physic” fairly possessed
him. The college course was
made possible by the generosity
of his elder brother, “ Sandy,” and
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made practicable by his own
“plain living and high thinking.”
His' prizes and ultimate success
were not won by playing the stu-
dent, nor by flashes of intuition,
but by sheer hard work and taking
infinite pains. Not only did he
lay siege to the citadel of medicine,
and take it, he studied botany,
zoology, geology, and chiefly
archaelogy, and they were studies,
not “smatterings;” not a little of
everything and not much of any-
thing; it was not only search, it
was research. Professor Masson,
who never speaks heedlessly, says:
“He was a man of encyclopaedian
knowledge.”

. He became a full-fledged medico
Just when he was out of his teens,
but before “settling down” a
friend and he made a three months’
tour—first to London for a month,
where he “did” the hospitals in
his  characteristically  thorough
fashion; then they visited France
and the Low Countries, speaking
with admiration of Quentin Dur-
ward’s country. e soon started
practice in Heriot Row, Edin-
burgh, and plunged into work as
only he, or such as he, could do,
working all day and writing most
of the night, rarely getting more
than three hours’ sleep.  Before
long he made the bold resolve to
take a larger house and then take
a wife. He was driven to borrow
£500 from that “ second father ? of
his, his brother Sandy. Thus he
was heavily encumbered for a time,
but he says that he had “put a
stout heart to a stey brae.”

If he was “bold” before, what
must be said of his “ going in” for
a vacant Chair in the University
of Edinburgh ? He was so young
(only thirty) and so inexperienced
that it seemed the sheerest auda-
city, but he not only went in for it,
he 'von it, after one of the hardest
fights ever known, and never was
an appointment better justified by
results than this, for he made it
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the best chair, not only in Edin-
burgh, but one of the best in
Europe. He was ever gathering
and hoarding up for use stores of
information, “ getting books which
no one but himself seemed to
know of” He had been in prac-
tice but five years when he bought
a large house in Queen Street,
afterwards so well known to thou-
sands of patients and visitors,
“where he kept an open door and
a table for all”

His increasing fame brought
him hosts upon hosts of patients
from different parts of Europe and
America; duchesses, countesses,
ladies of all degrees and titles
thronged his anterooms, yet he
would leave them and tell them
they must wait if he was urgently
needed by a poor woman up half-
a-dozen stairs in the Higli Street,
where he not only got nothing,
but left something good behind
him. His fame reached the
Court, and the Queen sent a
special message appointing him
one of her physicians in Scotland.

But the sad world of suffercrs
blessed him, and blesses him yet
for the discovery of chloroform.
Others had been on the anxious
quest for some reliable anaesthetic;
indeed, from very early times wise
and compassionate men had been
searching for, and experimenting
upon, narcotic drugs and methods
of many sorts and kinds. Later
on they tried mesmerism, or
hypnotism, Sir Humphrey Davy’s
oxide gas, and multitudes of other
things, but without the desired re-
sult.  An American used sul-
phuric ether successfully, and it is
used yet. The most fruitful sug-
gestion, however, came from Mr.
Waldie, a countryman of Simp-
son’s, that he should try perchloride
of formyle. Here was the very
thing wanted, and its name too—
chloroform. The one anxiety of
Simpson’s life had been to find
some workable, reliable substance
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to “cast one asleep, then cut the
diseased part” (a prophetic line of
Middleton’s in 1620), and here it
was. “See this,” he said, hold-
ing up a little phial, “it will turn
the world upside down.”

One night he and his assistants
tried it upon themselves, and in a
trice they were all under the table,
and, had the results not been so
momentous to mankind, it would
have been exceedingly laughable
to have seen a professor and two
doctors “lying sprawling and kick-
ing ” on the floor. It almost sur-
passes belief that so beneficent a
discovery should have been met
with such bitter resistance. Chris-
tians and ministers opposed it
from Scripture and creed; doctors
langhed and sneered and scouted
it as a whim of quackery. So
raged the furious storm of invec-
tive, bigotry, and hate, but when
the Queen used it, and Sir James
Clark, her Majesty’s physician,
publicly thanked Simpson for it,
the storm abated, though it needed
no royal imprimatur, it won its
own victory, for in a very few
vears two million doses of chloro-
form were manufactured annually
in Edinburgh alone.

The charm of his personality
fascinated every one; timid, ner-
vous, fearful people were assured
and filled with courage or inspired
with hope as he grasped the hand
and spoke with silvery voice his
well-chosen words of encourage-
ment and good cheer, and looked
at them, or into them, with his
penetrating, yet sympathetic eyes.
He was not a big man, though
from his broad shoulders and
finely-developed head, covered
with an abundance of hair, he
looked big; indeed, some one in
this book speaks of him as “a big
little man.”  Money flowed in up-
on him in shoals, though he cared
not for it nor about it, thrusting
gold, cheques, bank-notes care-
lessly into his pockets, and, had
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not his servant or personal facto-
tum cleared his pockets, handing
their contents to Mrs. Simpson,
no one knows where or how they
might have gone.  On an emer-
gent occasion he wanted to stop
a rattling window, and, as noth-
ing could be found, he took a ten-
pound note from his pocket and
thrust it in,

We should like to give a pro-
gramme of his daily work, only it
would consume too much space.
From eight in the morning on to
one, two, or three next morning
were his working hours. The
“small hours” were devoted to
writing, to experiments, or to
special cases, for his “ night-bell ?
was frequently in use. Yet some-
how he found time for a game
with his children, and entertained
in princely spirit and style all sorts
of people—noblemen, foreigners,
scientists, doctors, anybody, almost
everybody—and he had the true
host’s happy knack of putting
everybody at ease with everybody
else.

He dearly loved a good story,
and could tell one himself, the
droller the better; he sternly op-
posed practical = joking, but an
lionest joke or piece of fun was
greeted with the heartiest laughter.
But he saw the other side of life
too, the sorrowful, often the tragic
side.

“What can I do? asked a
mother, as she saw, from the doc-
tor’s face, that her child was fated
to go—"“ what can I do ?”

“You must give her back to the
Lord,” and the tears ran down his
face. “ My little Maggie was her
age when He took her; I know
how hard it is”

The dark shadow of death fell
several times upon his home, but
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the blow of all blows was when
his eldest son, a bright young
gifted doctor, with not a little of
his father’s spirit and manner
about him, was taken. If an as-
sistant \vas sent the patients mur-
mured, but they had got to like
and believe in * Dr. David.” This
wound was long in healing. His
unfailing resource was prayer. On
occasions when all his efforts
failed, he would say, “ Let us kneel
and pray.” One of his chief con-
temporaries said, “ As a Christian
he was a humble follower of his
Lord,” and when one asked him
what was his greatest discovery, he
answered at once, ‘“ That I have a
Saviour.”

He was a man of peace, and
was ever busy in bringing es-
tranged people together, and yet,
when the question at stake de-
manded it, he could and did fight
as few could. He was ever in
controversy, though he never for-
got that he was a gentleman and
a Christian.  His baronetcy came
as a special mark of the Queen’s
favour, conveyed in a flattering
letter from Ear! Russell; not that
he cared for it himself, he ac-
cepted it for his friends’ sake, and
it gratified the good brother
Sandy and made him proud to see
his brother called Sir James
Young Simpson, Bart. IHe would
have accounted the Principalship
of his University a greater honour,
and he should have had it, but it
went to another. In his life he
did the work of several ordinary
lives, which, coupled with a weak
strain in his constitution, broke
down his health, and then
quenched in death his bright,
noble, Christian life when he was
fifty-eight—Primitive = Methodist
Magazine.

Our dearest hopes in pangs are horn,
The kingliest kings are crowned with thorn.

—Gerald Massey.
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HENRY DRUMMOND.

BY THE REV. GEORGE W. HAMMEL.

PROF. DRUMMOXND, F.R.S.E., F.G.S.

‘4 As weeds before
A vessel under sail, so men obeyed
And fel) below his stem.”
—Coriolanus.

“The ages have exulted in the
manners of a youth,” says Waldo
Emerson, “who owed nothing to
fortune, and who was hanged at
the Tyburn of his nation, who, by
the pure quality of his nature, shed
an epic splendour around the facts
of his death, which has transfigured
every particular into an univérsal
symbol for the eyes of mankind.
This great defeat is hitherto our
highest fact.” “ There are
many eyes that can detect and
honour the prudent and household
virtues; there are many that can
discern genius on his starry track,
though the mob is incapable; but
when that love, which is all-suffer-
ing, all-abstaining, all-aspiring,
which has vowed to itself that it
will be a wretch and also a fool in

this world, $ooner than soil its
white hands by any compliances,
comes into our streets and houses,
only the pure and aspiring can
know its face, and the only com-
pliment they can pay it is to own
it.”

The man owns that which is his
own. Like flies to like. To the
pure belong all things pure.
Affinities rule life.  Jesus Christ
himself put the deep, eternal truth
into fittest phrase when He said,
“ My sheep hear my voice. They
who are of the light come to the
light, that their deeds may be
manifested.” The magnet finds
steel and steel finds magnet.
Electricity finds its wire and makes
way upon it, and the wire finds the
fluid—somehow, by affinity, by
inherent, subtle, mysterious fitness.
So, the saint finds God, and God
finds the saint. The sea flows in
to bay, cove, gulf. If God flows
in, it is because there is in-let, an
opening of the mind, heart, soul.

The “opening of the mind to
God ” seems, at times, not so much
an act of will, definitely performed,
as an instinct, a natural aptitude—
and we say, “ He is naturally re-
ligious.”  There seems no need
of refining, nor of reforming.
Thoughts are pure and fearless, of
full, free expression. Acts are
noble, frank beyond suspicion of
evil.  Words have lofty tone of
truth and pureness, and exhale an
atmosphere of fidelity to deepest
moral sense. In thought, word,
act, this well-born soul is fit for
place at table of King Arthur—
unfearing banishment for violation
of the fine law of perfect gentleness
and justice.  His virtue is not an
victory, but an endowment, a gift,
a characteristic.




“The reason ahy this or that
man is fortunate is not to be told,”
says Emerson in his lecture on
“ Character.” ‘It lies in the man;
that is all anybody can tell yvou
about it.  See him, and you will
know as easily why he succeeds, as,
if you see Napoleon, you would
comprehend his fortune.,”  So, the
reason why this or that man is
pious, is virtuous, is religious, is
not to be told. It lies in the man.
If he have a carnal mind, he will
live a carnal life. He will grovel,
sink, and live in the alleys and
slums of the soul. If he have a
spiritual mind, a religious tempera-
ment, he will obey God. His life
will be spiritual, lofty, excellent in
impulse, and sweet in the amenities
and beauties of conduct.

In all this, I am not forgetful of
the need and possibility of the new
birth, the birth of God, the influx
of new life from the upper world
of the Divine Spirit. [ am only
stating that which lies open to the
eye. For there are inherent dif-
ferences, inherent inequalitics
among men. There are men
whose eyes are set on the stars,
and they sail surely towards their
port.  There are others whose
eyes are set on the sea—the shift-
ing, changing, restless sea—and
they never find port. There are
men who, quite from the begin-
ning, understand the duty of life,
because they understand that its
high destiny is to know God and
enjoy fellowship with Him for ever-
more.  Their birth was normal.
Long lines of noble life centre,
focus, culminate in them.  Their
genealogy is clear.  Their advent
was welcomed into pure homes,
genial with affection, and graceful
in tender justice of goodness. In
them faculties are normal and bal-
anced. All the signs of a fine soul
are written on brain, brow, eye,
nose, mouth, body, hand, foot.

“Henry Drummond,” says his
friend, D. M. Ross, “ was singu-

Henry Drummond.

435

larly fortunate in his home life,
with its congenial environment of
affection, culture and robust evan-
gelical religion.”  Affection, cul-
ture, robust evangelical religion—
those were the three points through
which ran the circle of a perfect
life.  Every life should begin
under a roof where affection is—
affection between the two who are
heirs together of the grace of life—
affection for the child born of their
wedding—affection of child for
parent, and for fellow. There
should be culture, strong religion,
robust faith, inspiring hope.
Breezes from heaven should blow
in at all windows. The thought
of God should be vital, real, ommni-
potent. :

The author of “ Natural Law in
the Spiritual World ? was well born.
By chance—if there be chance—or
destiny, by high favour of God he
came to the noble heritage of a
perfect body, a finely textured
brain, a beautiful temperament, a
winning spirit, an honourable par-
enthood, a holy home. He did
not choose this circumstance. In
Gournon, west of Thebes, in Egypt,
homes are tombs, tombs are
homes. “To set up their house-
keeping the Gournonites get two or
three earthen pots, a stone to grind
meal, a mat for a bed.” They pay
neither rent nor tax. “ No rain
can pass through the roof, and
there is no door, for there is no
want of one, as there is nothing to
lose.  If the house do not please
them, they walk out and enter an-
other.” Such homes under African
skies do not welcome Drum-
monds. For birth of such spirits
as his there must needs be a home
in Scotland with an ancestry of vir-
tue, wit, wealth, beauty, power,
success, courtesy, chivalry, high
thinking, sobriety, conscience,
moral conviction, religion, culture,
personal force, purity. His an-
cestors did not anticipate him, but
they kept true to themselves and
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God, and at last the flower of their
lineage bloomed.

Henry Drummond was “born,”
we say, in 1851; and, after a happy
boyhood, went to the University of
Edinburgh. He knew Robert
Louis Stevenson there, and John
Watson, who afterwards wrote
“ Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush ”—
and a beautiful sketch of him as
preface to addresses on ““ The Ideal
Life” Ross says of him, “His
breezy sunniness, the kindliness of
his fun and humour, the sparkle of
his quiet remarks, and his never-
failing courtesy and evenness of
temper, made him a favourite in
every company.”  He had strange
powers then—powers that he never
lost, but afterwards regulated, cbn-
trolled, and even quite suppressed
—strange powers of influencing
others.

‘¢ As weeds before
A vessel under sail, so men obeyed
And fell below his stem.”

“ What means did you employ ?”
was the question asked of Concine’s
wife, in regard to her treatment of
Mary di Medici, and the answer
was, “Only that influence which
every strong mind has over a weak
one.” Drummond had a “ strong ”
mind, was a man of large brain,
well balanced—a noble head, organ
of supreme and sensitive intelli-
gence.

In 1870 he went into the Theo-
logical Hall of the Free Church of
Scotlard, and in 1873 Tcrossed to
Germany and studied at Tubingen.
Even there, among German strang-
ers (although he found Scottish
fellows too), he fascinated and
charmed, as .he was wont to do.
But, whether in Edinburgh or in
Tubingen, he was thinking still of
science. Even then his future was
drawing him by subtle influence to
the study of the world that God had
made, and his double course of
thought and study was uncon-
sciously preparing him for the
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authorship of “ Natural Law in the
Spiritual World.”

He was twenty-two years old be-
fore the religious life that had been
latent, negative, became active,
positive and magnetic. Mr. Moody
came to Scotland—came to the col-
lege where Drummond was a stu-
dent—and immediately a larger life
began. Drummond left the col-
lege, and for two years was asso-
ciated with the great American
evangelist. He delivered ad-
dresses—he worked with inquirers
in the “inquiry-rooms.” To the
end of his life he was an evangelist
—a preacher of the holy Gospel—
but to the end of his life also he
was an ardent advocate of the
heart-to-heart methods of the in-
quiry-room. He believed far more
in conversation than in sermon,
lecture or address. He believed
in Jesus Christ and in religion as
fundamentally a true relationship
with Jesus Christ. He passed by
many things in theology. He
said little about the ‘ church.”
For him Christ was supreme, sole,
sufficient.  For him religion was
companionship with Jesus Christ.
Twenty-three years ago that was
less common than it is now. Then
it had freshness ¢f aspect that
made it popular.

Drummond afterwards enlarged

his range, but his early creed was
sufficient for successful evangelism
and his career was happy, scin-
tillant with direct and dominant
effectiveness.  In the autumn of
1876 he went back to Edinburgh
to finish his course of study in the
Theological Hall. Ross says,
“His was already one of the best
known names in the evangelistic
world, but he bore himself with a
modesty which was the constant
admiration of his class-fellows.
He was so self-forgetting, so sym-
pathetic, so brotherly, and there
was about him such an atmosphere
of the upper levels of life.”

He became lecturer on Natural
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Science in 1877.  On Sundays he
delivered addresses on ‘ Natural
Law in-the Spiritual World,” in
Possil Park, a mission church at-
tended by hard-working, hard-
thinking ~ artisans.  These ad-
dresses were published in 1883, and
at once spread through the think-
ing world like light. Drummond
had studied theology and he had
studied science. He was familiar
with the terminology and the meth-
ods of both science and theclogy.
Perhaps he believed that theology
is the mother and queen of all
sciences. I only know that he
found men burdened with difficul-
ties, and he thought he could re-
move them by proving that natural
laws and spiritual laws are the
same—and that scientific terms
have their correlates in terms of re-
ligion—and that religious terms
have definition in terms of science.
So he published his *“ addresses.”
One hundred and tweénty thou-
sand copies of the book were sold.
Theologians attacked it.  Scien-
tists attacked it. Drummond him-
self subsequently disavowed its
characteristic doctrine, yet, in one
of his addresses, published after
his death, we find it re-stated : The
natural law and the spiritual law
are not two. There are not two
kingdoms. There is one law.
There is one kingdom—as thére is
one God, one King, one law-giver.
Ross finely says : “ He learned to
appreciate better the deep affinities
between the ethical and the spiri-
tual life, and he also learned to
appreciate better those elements of
human personality, such as self-
consciousness and volition, which
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malke it impossible to interpret the
moral and spiritual life of man by
the help of nothing more than the
categories of biological science.”

Professor Drummond was in
Africa when news of his splendid
success first reached him. He
had left Scotland soon after the ap-
pearance of ‘‘ Natural Law,” on a
voyage of exploration, and for five
months he had not seen a news-
paper. He left Europe a com-
paratively unknown man. He re-
turned one of the Church’s Forty
Immortals. Again he resumed his
work as preacher. Every week
he went over from Glasgow to
LEdinburgh and spoke on Sundays.
Books and booklets appeared—the
famous little books on “ The Great-
est Thing in the World,” “ The
City Without a Church,” “ Pax
Vobiscum.”

Then came ‘“The Ascent of
Man,” and antagonistic criticism.
“ The Natural Law ” was orthodox
enough—but “The Ascent”!!
Cyclones of bitter judgment swept
furiously down upon its author.
But Drummond remained sweet,
gentle, unwavering, unselfish. It
was well for him. In 1895 strange
ailment of muscles and bones fell
upon him, and after two years’
agony, he died, March 11, 1897—
“"one of the purest, brightest, most
lovable spirits that have ever glad-
dened God’s world.”

To him life was Christ. To die
was gain. For him Christ was
not a problem to be solved, but a
presence to be realized, a person to
be known and adored, here and
hereafter, now and for evermore.

TRIALS.

Pray. pray, thou who also weepest,—
And the drops will slacken so;

Weep. weep—and the watch thou keepest,
With a quicker count will go.

Think—the shadow on the dial
For the nature most undone,
Marks the passing of the trial,
Proves the presence of the sun.
— Zrowning.,
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THE MObN’S STORY.

BY SIR ROBERT BALL,

Lowndean Professor of Astronomy at Cambridye, Enpland.
.

I do not think there is any
chapter in modern science more
remarkable than that which I here
propose to describe. It has, in-
deed, all the elements of a
romance. I am to sketch an event
of the very greatest moment in
the history of the universe, which
occurred at a period of the most
extreme antiquity, and has been
discovered in the most remarkable
manner. .

It might be thought that’ it
would be utterly impossible for
us to learn anything with regard
to what took place at a time so
immeasurably anterior to all
sources of tradition, and, indeed,
to all the ordinary channels for
obtaining knowledge by observa-
tion. It, however, fortunately
happens that the durkness of this
early period is illumined by a
bright and steady source of light
which will never deceive us, if

only we will follow it properly.

Our trustworthy guide is to be
the pen of the mathematician, for
it is well known that, unless we
are going to dispute the funda-
mental proposition that two and
two make four, we cannot im-
pugn the truths which mathe-
matics discloses. This science
knows no boundaries of space. It
recognizes no limits in time. It
is ever ready for discussing opera-
tions which take piace, either in
the millionth: part of a second,
or in the lapse of unaccounted
millions of centuries. The pro-
cesses of mathematics are alike
available for tracing out the deli-
cate movements in the interior of
a molecule not one-millionth part
of the size of a grain of sand, or
for investigating the properties of

space so vast that the whole solar
system occupies only an incon-
siderable point by comparison.
Let us, therefore, see what this
infallible guide has to teach us
with regard to that momentous
epoch in the history of our sys-
tem when the moon was born.
Our argument proceeds from
an extremely simple and familiar
matter. Every one who has ever
been on the seashore knows the
daily ebb and flow of the waters
which we call the tides. Long
ere the true nature of the forces
by which the moon acts upon the
sea was understood, the fact that
there .was a connection between
the tides and the moon had be-
come certainly known.  Indeed,
the daily observation of a fisher-
man, or of any onc¢ whose busi-
ness was concerned with the great
deep, would have taught him that
the time of high water, and the
time of full moon, stood at each
place in a certain definite relation.
Indeed, we are told of some sav-
age race which, recognizing that
the moon and the tides must be
associated. was still in some con-
siderable doubt as to whether it
was the moon which was the
cause of the tides, or the tides
which were the cause of the moon.
The ebbing and flowing of the
tide opens up this chapter in re-
mote historv, which we can now
explore mainly by the help of the
rescarches of Prof. George Dar-
win. TFor as the tides course
backwards, sweeping to and fro
vast volumes of water, it is ob-
vinus that the tides must be doing
work. In fact, in some places
tides have been made to do useful
work. If the water as it rises be



impounded in a large reservoir, it
can be made to turn a water-
wheel ag it enters, while another
water-wheel can be driven as the
reservoir empties itself a few
hours later. Thus we produce a
tidal mill.

Every practical man knows that
a certain quantity of work can be
done only by the expenditure of a
certain quantity of energy. He
also knows that there is in nature
no such thing as the creation of
energy. 1t is just as impossible
to create out of nothing the energy
which should lift an ounce weight
through a single inch as it would
be to create a loaf of bread out of
nothing.  If, therefore, the tides
are doing work—and we have
seen that they undoubtedly are
doing work—it follows that there

must be some source of cnergy ®

on which the tides are enabled to
draw. A stcam-engine is able to
put forth power because of the
energy developed from the coal
which, is continually supplied to
the furnace. DBut where is the
equivalent to the coal in the great
tidal engine >  We might at first
hazard the supposition that, as the
moon is the cause of the tides, so
we must look to the moon to pro-
vide the energy by which the
tides do their work. This is, how-
ever, not exactly the case. The
match which lights the fire under
a steam-boiler is in one sense no
doubt the cause of the energy de-
veloped, but we do not, thercfore,
assert that the power of the en-
gine is derived from the match.
It comes rather from the fuel, the
consumption of which is started
by the match. In like manner,
though the moon’s attraction
causes the tides, vet it is not from
the moon that the tidal energy is
drawn.  There is only one pos-
sible source for the energy neces-
sary to sustain the tides. .
Every one who is conversant
with mechanical matters knows
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the important duty which the fly-
wheel performs in a mill.  The
fly-wheel, in fact, may be con-
sidered as a reservoir into which
the engine pours the power gener-
ated with each stroke of the
piston, while the machinery in the
mill draws on this accumulated
store of power in the fly-wheel
If the engine is stopped, the fly-
wheel may yet give a turn or two,
for the energy which it contains
may still be sufficient to drive for
a few seconds the machinery
through the mill.  But the store
of energy in the fly-wheel would
necessarily speedily become ex-
hausted and the fly-wheel come to
rest, unless it were continually re-
plenished by the action of the en-
gine.

The earth may be regarded as
a mighty fly-wheel which contains
a prodigious store of encrgy.
That energy is, however, never
added to, for there is no engine
available. If, however, no energy
was withdrawn from the earth,
then the globe would continue to
spin round on its axis once every
twenty-four hours for ever. As,
however, the tides need energy to
get through their work, they ab-
stract what they require from the
store which they find at hand in
the rotation of the carth. Next
time vou sec the tides scouring up
and down a river, you may retlect
that the power which impels that
mass of water to and fro, has been
ohtained solely at the expense of
the spimning of our globe. In-
deed, the iittle child who digs a
moat in the sand which is filled
by the rising tide, affects to a
certain extent the revolution of
this carth about its axis.

This withdrawal of energy from
the carth is incessantly taking
place along almost cvery coast.
From day to day. from century to
century, from aeon to acon,
energy is daily being withdrawn
and daily wasted, never again to
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be restored.  As the earth has no
other means of replenishing its
stores, the consequence is in-
evitable. = The quantity of energy
due to the rotation of the earth
must be gradually declining.
Stated in this way, perhaps the
intimation is not very alarming;
but placed in other words, the re-
sults at which we have arrived as-
sunre the more practical expres-
sion that the tides must be gradu-
ally checking the speed with
which the earth turns round. The
tides must, in fact, be increasing
the length of the day. In con-
sequence of the tides which ripple
to and fro on our shores, and
which flow in and flow out of our
estuaries and rivers, to-day is
longer than yesterday, and yester-
day is longer than the day before.

I may, however, admjt at once
that the change thus produced is
not very appreciable when only
moderate periods of time are con-
sidered. Indeed, the alteration in
the length of the day from this
cause amounts to no more than a
fraction of a second in a period of
a thousand years. Even in the
lapse of ordinary history, there is
no recognizable change in the
length of the day. But the im-
portance of our argument is hard-
ly affected by tuc circumstance
that the rate at which the day is
lengthening is a very slow one.
The really significant point is, that
this change is always taking place,
and lies always in the same direc-
tion. It is this Ilatter circum-
stance which gives to the present
doctrine its great importance as a
factor in the development of the
earth-moon system.

We are accustomed in astronomy
to reason about movements which
advance for vast periods in one
direction, and then become re-
versed. Such movements as this
are, however, not the real archi-
tects of the universe, for that
which is done during one cycle of

years is undone during the next.
But the tides are ever in opera-
tion, and their influence tends ever
in the same direction. Conse-
quently the alteration in the length
of the day is continually in pro-
gress, and in the course of illimit-
able ages, its effects accumulate
to a startling magnitude.

The earth now revolves on its
axis once in twenty-four hours.
There was a time, millions of
vears ago, very likely, when it re-
volved once in twenty-three hours.
Earlier still it must have spun on
its axis in twenty-two hours,
while this succeeded a time when
the day was only twenty hours.
The very same arguments applied
in those times that apply at the
present, so that if we strain our
vision back into the excessively
remote past, we find the earth
spinning ever more and more
rapidly, until at last we discern an
epoch when the length of the day,
having declined to eight hours,
and seven hours, had at last sunk
to something like five or six
hours. This is the time when the
moon’s story commences. At
this eventful period the earth ac-
complished about four revolutions
in the same time that it now re-
quires for a single one. We do
not attempt to assign the antiquity
of this critical moment. It must
certainly have been far earlier
than the time when this earth be-
came fitted for the reception of
organized life. It must have been
at least many millions of years
ago.

But our story has another side
to it. = Among the profoundest
laws of nature is that which as-
serts that action and reaction are
equal and opposite. We have
secen that the moon is the cause
of the tides, and we have further
seen that the tides act as a brake
to check the speed with which the
earth is rotating. This is the
action of the moon upon the earth,

-
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and now let us consider the re-
action with which this action must
be inevitably accompanied. In
our ordinary experience we ob-
serve that a man who is annoyed
by another feels an unregenerate
impulse to push the annoying
agent away as far as possible.
This is exactly the form which the
reaction of the earth assumes. It
is annoyed by the moon, and ac-
cordingly it strives to push the
moon away. Just as the moon,
by its action on the earth through
the medium of the tides, tends to
check the speed with which the
earth is rotating on its axis, so the
earth reacts on the moon, and
compels the satellite to adopt a
continuous retreat. The moon is,
therefore, gradually receding. It
is farther from the earth to-day
than it was yesterday; it will be
farther to-morrow than it is to-
day. The process is never re-
versed, it never even ceases. The
consequence is a continuous
growth in the size of the track
which the moon describes around
the earth. It is quite true that
this growth is a slow one; so too
the growth of the oak is imper-
ceptible from day to day, though
in the lapse of centuries the tree
afttains a magnificent stature.
The enlargernent of the moon’s
orbit, though imperceptible from
month to month, or even from
century to century, has revolu-
tionized our system in the lapse
of many millions of years.

Looking back through the mists
of time, we see the moon ever
drawing nearer and nearer to the
earth.  Qur satellite now revolves
at a distance of 240,000 miles, but
there was a time when that dis-
tance was no more than 200,000
miles. There was a time, millions
of years ago, no doubt, when the
moon was but 100,000 miles away;
and as we look further and fur-
ther back, we see the moon ever
drawing closer and closer to the
earth, until at last we discern the
critical period in earth-moon his-
tory, when our globe was spin-
ning round in a period of about
five or six hours. The moon,
instead of revolving where we now
find it, was then actually close to
the earth; earlier still it was in
fact touching our globe, and the
moon and the earth were revolv-
ing each around the other, like a
football and a tennis-ball actually
fastened together.

It is impossible to resist taking
one step further. We know that
the earth was at that early period
a soft molten mass of matter,
spinning round rapidly. The
speed seems to have been so great
that a rupture took place, a por-
tion of the molten matter broke
away from tbe parent globe, and
the fragments coalesced into a
small globe. That the moon was
thus born of our earth uncounted
millions of years ago, ic the lesson
which mathematics declares it
learns from the murmur of the tides.

GOD’S GIFTS.

BY R. WALTER WRIGHT, B.D.

I gazed forth in the gathering evening gloom,
And saw approach my dwelling one who bore
An urn, and pall, and fresh-cut flowers abloom—

I bolted fast the door.

He knocked—I waited. Would he not depart?
“«These are thy Father's gifts to thee,” he cried.
And then, with trembling hand and breaking heart,
The door I opened wide.

Delhi, Ont.
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IN HIS STEPS.

BY CHARLES M. SHELDON.
Author of “ The Crucifixion of Phillip Strong.”

CHAPTER XIL

- Yot lackest thou one thing : sell all that
thou hast and distribute to the poor, and
thou shalt have treasure in heaven; and
come, follow Me.”

When Henry Maxwell began to
speak to the souls crowded into
the Settlement Hall that night, it
is doubtful if he had ever before
faced such an audience in his life.
It is quite certain that the city of
Ravmond did not contain such a
variety of humanity. Not even
the Rectangle, at its worst, could
furnish so many men and women
who had fallen entirely out of the
reach of the Church and all re-
ligious and even Christian in-
fluences.

What did he talk about? He
had already decided that point.
He told, in the simplest language
he could command, some of the
results of obedience to the pledge
as it had been taken in Raymond.
Every man and woman in that
audience knew something about
Jesus Christ.  They all had some
idea of His character, and, how-
ever much they had grown bitter
towards the forms of Christian
ecclesiastics, or the social system,
they preserved some standard of
right and truth, and what little
some of them still retained was
taken from the person of the
Peasant of Galilee.

So they were interested in what
Aaxwell said. “What would
Jesus do?”  He began to apply
the question to the social problem
in general, after finishing the story
of Raymond. The audience was
respectfully attentive. It was
more than that. It was genuinely
interested. Henry Maxwell never
knew how much it meant to hold

the respectful attention of that hall
full of diseased and sinful human-
ity. The Bishop and Dr. Bruce,
sitting there, looking on, seeing
many faces that represented scorn
of creeds, hatred of the social
order, desperate narrowness and
selfishness, marvelled that even so
soon, under the influence of the
Settlement life, the softening pro-
cess had begun already to lessen
the bitterness of hearts, many of
which had grown bitter from neg-
lect and indifference.

And still, in spite of the outward
show of respect to the speaker, no
one, not even the Bishop, had any
true conception of the pent-up
feeling in that room that night.
Among the men who had heard of
the mecting and had responded to
the invitation were twenty or
thirty men out of work, who had
strolled past the Settlement that
afternoon, read the notice of the
meeting and had come in out of
curiosity, and to escape the chill
east wind. It was a bitter night
and the saloons were full  But
in that whole district of over thirty
thousand souls, with the exception
of the saloons there was not a door
open to the people except the
clean, pure, Christian door of the
Settlement. Where would a man
without a home, or without work,
or without friends, naturally go,
unless to a saloon ?

It had been the custom at the
Settlement for a free and open dis-
cussion to follow an open meeting
of this kind, and when Henry
Maxwell finished and sat down,
the Bishop, who presided to-night,
rose and made the announcement
that any man in the hall was at
liberty to ask questions, to.speak
out his feelings or declare his con-



victions, always with the under-
standing that whoever took part
was to observe the simple rules that
governed parliamentary bodies and
obey the three-minute rule which,
by common consent, would be en-
forced on account of the numbers
present.

Instantly a number of voices
from men who had been at pre-
vious meetings of this kind, ex-
claimed, ¢ Consent ! consent !”

The Bishop sat down and im-
mediately a man near the middle
of the hall rose and began to
speak.

“1 want to say that what Mr.
Maxwell has said to-night comes
pretty close to me. I knew Jack
Manning, the fellow he told about,
who died at his house. I worked
on next case to his in a printer’s
shop in Philadelphia for two years.
Jack was a good fellow. He
loancl me five dollars once when
I was in a hole and I never got a
chance to pay it back.”

The minute he sat down, two
men who were on their feet for
several seconds before the first
speaker was through, began to talk
at once.

The Bishop called them to order
and indicated which was entitled
to the floor. The man who re-
mained standing, began eagerly,

“This is the first time I was
ever in here, and maybe it'll be
the last. Tact is, I'm about at
the end of my string. I've
tramped this city for work until
I’'m sick. I'm in plenty of com-
pany. Sav! I'd like to ask a
question of the minister, if 1ts fair.
May I "

“That's for Mr. Maxwell to say,”
said the Bishop.

“By all means,” replied Ar.
Maxwell quickly. “Of course 1
will not promise to answer it to
the gentleman’s satisfaction.”

“This is my question.” The
man leaned forward and stretched
out a long arm, with a certain
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dramatic force that grew naturally
enough out of his condition as a
human being.

“I want to know what Jesus
woulit do in my case ? I haven’t
nad a stroke of work for two’
months. I've got a wife and three
children and I love them as much
as if I was worth a million dol-
lars.  I've been living off a little
earnings I saved up durmcr the
World's Fair jobs I got. Tm a
carpenter by trade, and I’ve tned
every way I know to get a job.
You say we ought to take for our
motto, ‘ What would Jesus do ?
What would He do if He was out
of work like me?> T ‘can’t be
somebody else and ask the ques-
tion. I want to work. T’d give
anything to grow tired of working
ten hours a day the way I used to.
Am I to blame because I can't
manufacture a job for myself ?
I've got to live, and my wife and
mv children. But how? What
would Jesus do?  You say that’s
the question we all ought to ask?

Henry Maxwell sat there star-
ing at the great sea of faces all
intent on his, and no answer to
this man’s question seemed, for the
time being, to be possible. “O
God !" his heart praved. “This
is a question that brings up the
entire social problem in all its per-
plexing entanglement of human
wrongs and its present condition
contrary to every desire of God
for a human being’s welfare. Is
there any condition more awful
than for a man in good health,
able and eager to work, with
no means of honest livelihood
unless he does work, actually
unable to get anything to do. and
driven to one of three | things, beg-
ging, or charity at the hands of
friends or strangers, or suicide, or
starvation. What would Jesus
do? It was a fair question for
the man to ask. It was the only
question he could ask, supposing
him to be a disciple of Christ.




A
AN

444

But what a question for any man
to be obliged to ask under such
conditions

All this and more did Henry
Maxwell ponder. All the others
‘were thinking in the same way.
The Bishop sat there with a look
so stern and sad that it was not
hard to tell how the question
moved him. Dr. Bruce had his
head bowed. The human problem
had never seemied to him so
tragical as since he had taken the
pledge and left his church to enter

the Settlement. What would
Jesus do ? It was a terrible ques-
tion. And still the man stood

there, tall and gaunt and almost
terrible, with his arm stretched out
in an appeal which grew every
second in meaning.
At length Mr. Maxwell spoke.
“Is there any man in the room,
who is a Christian disciple, who
has been in this condition and has
tried to do as Jesus would do ? If
so, such a man can answer this
question better than I can.”
There was a moment’s hush over
the room and then a man near the
front of the hall slowly rose. He
was an old man, and the hand he
laid on the back of the bench in
front of him trembled as he spoke.
“I think I can safely say that I
have many times been in just such
a condition and have always tried
to be 2 Christian under all con-
ditions. I don’t know as I have
always asked this question, ‘ What
would Jesus do P when I have
been out of work, but I do know
I have tried to his His disciple at
all times. Yes,” the man went
on, with a sad smile that was more
pathetic to the Bishop and Mr.
Maxwell than the young man’s
grim despair, “ yes, I have begged,
and I have been to the charity or-
ganizations, and I have done
everything when out of a job, ex-
cept steal and lie, in order to get
food and fuel. I don’t know as
Jesus would have done some of
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the things I have been obliged to
do for a living, but I know I have
never knowingly done wrong when
out of work. Sometimes I think
maybe Fle would have starved
sooner than beg. I don’t know.”

The old man’s voice trembled
and he looked around the room
timidly. A silence followed, broken
by a fierce voice from a large,
black-haired, heavily-bearded man
who sat three seats from the
Bishop. The minute he spoke,
nearly every man in the hall leaned
forward eagerlv  The man who
had asked the question, “ What
would Jesus do in my case?
slowly sat down and asked the man
next to him, “ Who’s that ?”’

“That's Carlsen, the socialistic
leader. Now yow’ll hear some-
thing.”

“This is all bosh, to my mind,”
began Carlsen, while his great,
bristling beard shook with the
deep, inward anger of the man.
“The whole of our system is at
fault. What we call civilization
is rotten to the core. There is
no use trying {o hide it or cover
it up? We live in an age of
trusts and combines and capital-
istic greed that means simply
death to thousands of innocent
men, women and children. I
thank God, if there is a God, which
I very much doubt, that I, for one,
have never dared to marry and try
to have a home. Home! Talk
of hell ! Is there any bigger than
the one this man with his three
children has on his hands right
this minute ? And he’s only one
out of thousands.

“ And yet this city, and every
other big city in this country, has
its thousands of professed Chris-
tians who have all the luxuries and
comforts, and who go to church
Sundays and sing their hymns
about giving all to Jesus and bear-
ing the cross and following Him
all the way and being saved ! I
don’t say that there ain’t some
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good men and women among
them, but let the minister who has
spoken to wus here to-night go in-
to any one of a dozen aristocratic
churches I could name and pro-
pose to the members to take any
such pledge as the one he’s pro-
posed here to-night, and see how
quick the people would laugh at
him for a fool or a crank or a
fanaticc. Oh, no! That’s not
the remedy. That can’t ever
amount to anything. We’ve got
to have a new start in the way of
government. The whole thing
needs reconstructing.  What we
need is a system that shall start
from the common basis of social-
ism founded on the rights of the
common people—”

Carlsen had evidently forgot-
ten all about the three-minute rule
and was launching himself into a
regular oration that meant, in his
usual surroundings, before his
usual audience, an hour at least,
when the man just behind him
pulled him down unceremoniously
and rose. Carlsen was angry at
first and threatened a little dis-
turbance, but the Bishop remind-
ed him of the rule and he subsided,
with several mutterings in his
beard, while the next speaker be-
gan with a very strong eulc2y on
the value of the single tax as a
genuine remedy for all the social
ills.  He was followed by a man
who made a bitter attack on the
churches and ministers, and de-
clared that the two great obstacles
in the way of all true reform were
the courts and the ecclesiastical
machines.

When he sat down, a man who
bore every mark of being a street
labourer sprang to his feet and
poured out a perfect torrent of
abuse against the corporations, es-
pecially the railroads. The min-
ute his time was up, a big, brawny
fellow, who said he was a metal
worker by trade, claimed the fl~or
and declared that the remedy for

the social wrongs was Trades
Unionism.  This, he said, would
bring on the millennium for la-
bour, more than arything else.
The next man endeavoured to give
some reasons why so many persons
were out of employment and con-
demned inventions as works of the
devil. He was loudly applauded
by the rest of the company.

Finally the Bishop called time
on the “free for all,” and asked
Rachel to sing.

Rachel Winslow had grown into
a very strong, healthful, humble
Christian, during that wonderful
year in Raymond dating from the
Sunday when she first took the
pledge to do as Jesus would do,
and her great talent of song had
been fully consecrated to the ser-
vice of her Master. When she
began to sing to-night at this
Settlement meeting, she had never
prayed more deeply for results to
come from her voice—the voice
which she now regarded as the
Master’s, to be used for Him.

Certainly her prayer was being
answered as she sang. She had
chosen the words,

 Hark © the voice of Jesus calling,
Follow me, follow me !”

Again Henry Maxwell, sitting
there, was reminded of his first
night at the Rectangle, in the tent,
when Rachel sang the people into
quiet. The effect was the same
here. 'What wonderful power a
good voice consecrated to the
Master’s  service always is!
Rachel's great natural ability
would have made her one of the
foremost opera singers of the age.
Surely this audience had never be-
fore heard such melody. How
could it? The men who had
drifted in from the street sat en-
tranced by a voice which, “back
in the world,” never could be heard
by the common people, because
the owner of it would charge two
or three dollars for the privilege.
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The song poured out through the
hall as free and glad as if it were
a foretaste of sgalvation itself.
Carlsen, with his great Dblack-
bearded face, absorbed the music
with the deep love of it peculiar
to his nationality, and a tear ran
over his cheek and glistened in his
beard as his face softened and be-
came almost noble in its aspect.
The man out of work who had
wanted to know what Jesus would
do in his place, sat with grimy
hand on the back of the bench in
front of him, with his mouth partly
open, his great tragedy for the
moment forgotten. The song,
while it lasted, was food and work
and warmth and union with his
wife and babies once more. ; The
man who had spoken so fiercely
against the churches and the min-
isters, sat with his head erect at
first, with a look of stolid resist-
ance, as if he stubbornly resented
the introduction into the exercises
of anything that was even remotely
connected with the church or its
form of worship. But gradually
he yielded to the power that was
swaying the hearts of all the per-
sons in that room, and a look of
sad thoughtfulness crept over his
face.

Henry Maxwell was more and
more impressed with the appalling
fact that the comparatively few
men in the Hall, now being held
quiet for a while by Rachel’s voice
represented thousands of others
just like them, to whom a church
and a minister stood for less than
a saloon or a beer garden, as a
source of comfort or happiness.

He had planned when he came
to the city to return to Raymond
and be in his own pulpit on Sun-
day. But Friday morning he had
received at the Settlement a call
from the pastor of one of the
largest churches in Chicago and
had been invited to fill the pulpit
for both morning and evening ser-
vice.
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At first he hesitated, but finally
accepted, seeing in it the hand of
the Spirit’s guiding power.  Sat-
urday night he spent in prayer
nearly the whole night.  There
had never been so great a wrestling
in his soul, even during his
strongest experiences in Raymond.
He had in fact entered upon a new
experience. The definition of his
own discipleship was receiving an
added test at this time, and he was
being led into a larger truth of his
Lord.

The great church was filled to
its utmost. Henry Maxwell, com-
ing into the pulpit from that all-
night vigil, felt the pressure of a
great curiosity on the part of the
people.  They had heard of the
Raymond movement, as all the
churches had, and the recent
action of Dr. Bruce had added to
the general interest in the pledge.
With this curiosity was something
deeper, more serious. Mr. Max-
well felt that also. And in the
knowledge that the Spirit’s pre-
sence was his living strength, he
brought his message and gave it
to the church that day.

He had never been what would
be called a.great preacher. He
had not the force or the quality
that makes remarkable preachers.
But ever since he had promised to
do as Jesus would do, he had
grown in a certain quality of per-
suasiveness that had all the essen-
tials of true eloquence. This
morning the people felt the com-
plete sincerity and humility of a
man who had gone deep into the
heart of a great truth.

After telling briefly of some re-
sults in his own church, in Ray-
mond, since the pledge was taken,
he went on to ask the question he
had been asking since the Settle-
ment meeting. He had taken for his
theme the story of the young man
who came to Jesus, asking what he
must do to obtain eternal life.

Jesus had tested him : “ Sell all

1
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that thou hast, and give to the
poor, and thou shalt have treasure
in heaven, and come, follow me.”
But the young man was not will-
ing to suffer to that extent. If
following Jesus meant suffering in
that way, hie was not willing. He
would like to follow Jesus, but not
if he had to give up so much.

“Is it true,” continued Henry
Maxwell, and his fine, thoughtful
face glowed with a passion of ap-
peal that stirred the people as they
had seldom been stirred, * is it true
that the Church of to-day, the
Church that is called after Christ's
own name, would refuse to follow
Jesus at the expense of suffering,
of physical loss, of temporary
gain ?  Is it not true that the call
has come in this age for a new
exhibition of discipleship, Chris-
tian discipleship ?  You who live
in this great, sinful city must know
that, better than I do. Is it pos-
sible you can go your ways care-
less or thoughtless of the awful
condition of men and women and
children who are dying, body and
soul, for Christian help? Is it
not a matter of concern to you
personally that the saloon kills its
thousands more surely than war ?
Ts it not a matter of personal suf-
fering in some form for you, that
thousands of able-bodied, willing
men tramp the streets of this city,
and all cities, crying for work, and
drifting into crime and suicide be-
cause they cannot find it? Can
you say that this is none of your
business ? Let each man look
after himself 7 Would it not be
true, think you, that if every
Christian in America did as Jesus
would do, society itself, the busi-
ness world, yes, the very political
system under which our commer-
cial and governmental activity is
carried on, would be so changed
that human suffering would be re-
duced to a minimum ?

“ What would be the result if
all the church members of this

city tried to do as Jesus would do ?
It is not possible to say in detail
what the effect would be. But it
is casy to say and it is true that,
instantly, the Thuman problem
would begin to find an adequate
answer.

*“ Are we ready to make and live
a new discipleship? Are we
ready to reconsider our definition
of a Christian?  What is it to
be a Christian? It is to imitate
Jesus. It is to do as He would
do. Tt is to walk in His steps.”

He closed the service with a
tender prayer that kept the Divine
Dresence lingering very near every
hearer, and the people slowly rose
to go oul.

Then f{ollowed a scene that
would have been impossible if any
mere man had been alone in his
striving for results.

Men and women in great num-
bers crowded around the platform
to see Henry Maxwell and to bring
him the promise of their consecra-
tion to the pledge to do as Jesus
would do. It was a voluntary,
spontaneous movement that brole
upon Maxwell’s soul with a result
he could not measure. But had
he not been praying for this very
thing > It was an answer that
more than met his desires.

There followed this movement a
prayer service that in its impres-
sions repeated the Raymond ex-
perience. In the evening, to
Maxwell's intense joy, the En-
deavour Society, almost to a mem-
ber, came forward, as so many of
the church members had done in
the morning, and seriously, sol-
emnly, tenderly, took the pledge
to do as Jesus would do. A deep
wave of spiritual baptism broke
over the meeting during its close,
that was indescribable in its ten-
der, joyful, sympathetic results.

That was a remarkable day in
the history of that church, but
even more so in the history of
Henry Maxwell. He left the
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meeting very late.  He went to
his room at the Settlement where
he was still stopping, and after an
hour with the Bishop and Dr.
Bruce spent in a joyful rehearsal
of the wonderful events of the day,
he sat down to think over again,
by himself, all the experience he
was having as a Christian disciple.
He kneeled to pray, as he al-
ways did now before going to
sleep, and it was while he was on
his knees this night that he had
a waking vision of what might be
in the world, when once the new
discipleship had made its way into
the conscience and consciousness
of Christendom. He was fully
conscious of being awake, but no
less certainly did it seem to him
that he saw certain results with
great distinctness, partly as real-
ities of the future, partly as great
longings that they might be real-
ities,  And this is what Henry
Maxwell saw in this waking vision:
He saw himself, first, going
back to the First Church in Ray-
mond, living there in a simpler,
more self-denying fashion than he
had yet been willing to observe,
because he saw ways in which he
could help others who were really
dependent on him for help. He
also saw, more dimly, that the time
would come when his position as
pastor of the church would cause
him to suffer more, on account of
growing opposition to his interpre-
tation of Jesus and His conduct.
But this was vaguely outlined.
Through it all he heard the words,
“ My grace is sufficient for thee.”
He saw Rachel Winslow and
Virginia Page going on with their
. work of service at the Rectangle
and reaching: out loving hands of
helpfulness far beyond the limits
of Raymond. Rachel, he saw
married to Rollin Page, both fully
consecrated to the Master’s use,
both following in His steps with
an eagerness intensified and puri-
fied by their love for each other.
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And Rachel’s voice sang on in
the slums and dark places of de-
spair and sin, and drew lost souls
back to God and heaven once
more.

He saw President Marsh of the
college, using .his great learning
and his great influence to purify
the city, to ennoble its patriotism,
to inspire the young men and wo-
men who loved as well as admired
him to live lives of Christian ser-
vice, always tcaching them that
education means great responsi-
bility for the weak and the ignor-
ant.

He saw Alexander Powers meet-
ing with sore trials in his family
life, with a constant sorrow in the
estrangement of wife and friends,
but still going his way in all hon-
our, seeing and living in all His
strength the Master whom he had
obeyed even unto loss of social
distinction and wealth.

He saw Milton Wright, the mer-
chant, meeting with great reverses;
thrown upon the future by a com-
bination of circumstances, with
vast business interests involved in
ruin through no fault of his own,
but coming out of all his reverses
with clean Christian honour, to be-
gin and work up to a position
where he could again be to hun-
dreds of young men an example
of what Jesus would be in busi-
ness. '

He saw Edward Norman, editor
of The News, by means of the
money given by Virginia, creating
a force in journalism that in time
came to be recognized as one of
the real factors of the nation, tc
mould its principles and actually
shape its policy, a daily illustration
of the might of a Christian press.

He saw Jasper Chase, who had
denied his Master, growing into a
cold, cynical, formal life, writing
novels that were social successes
but each one with a sting in it,
the reminder of his denial, the
bitter remorse that, do what he
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would, no social success could re-
move.

He saw Rose Sterling, depend-
ent for some years upon her aunt
and Felicia, finally married to a
man far older than herself, accept-
ing the burden of a relation that
had no love in it on her part, be-
cause of her desire to be the wife
of a rich man and enjoy the phy-
sical luxuries that were all of life
to her.

He saw Felicia and Stephen
Clyde happily married, living a
beautiful life together, enthusiastic,
joyful in suffering, pouring out
their great, strong, fragrant ser-
vice into the dull, dark, terrible
places of the great city, and re-
deeming souls through the per-
sonal touch of their home dedicat-
ed to the human homesickness all
about them.

He saw Dr. Bruce and the
Bishop going on with the Settle-
ment work. He seemed to see
the great blazing motto over the
door enlarged, ‘“What would
Jesus do ?” And the daily answer
to that question was redeeming the
city in its greatest need.

He saw Burns and his com-
panion and a great company of
men like them, redeemed and go-
ing in turn to others, conquering
their passions by the divine grace,
and proving by their daily lives
the reality of the new birth, even
in the lowest and most abandoned.

And now the vision was troubled.
It seemed to him that as he kneeled
he began to pray, and the vision
was more of a longing for a future
than a reality in the future. The
Church of Jesus in the city and
throughout the country !  Would
it follow Jesus? Was the move-
ment begun in Raymond to spend
itself in a few churches like Nazar-
eth Avenue and the one where he
had preached to-day, and then die
away as a local movement, a stir-
ring on the surface, but not to ex-
tend deep and far? He felt with
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agony after the vision again. He
thought he saw the Church of
Jesus in America open its heart to
the moving of the Spirit and rise
to the sacrifice of its ease and self-
satisfaction, in the name of Jesus.
He thought he saw the motto,
* What would Jesus do?” inscribed
over every church door, and writ-
ten on every church membzar’s heart.

The vision vanished. It came
back clearer than before, and he
saw the Endeavour Societies all
over the world carrying in their
great processions at some mighty
convention a banner on which was
inscribed, “ What would Jesus
do?  And he thought, in the
faces of the young men and wo-
men, he saw future joy of suffer-
ing, loss, self-denial, martyrdom.
And when this part of the vision
slowly faded, he saw the figure of
the Son of God beckoning to him
and to all the other actors in his
life history. An angel choir some-
where was singing. There was a
sound as of many voices and a
shout as of a great victory. And
the figure of Jesus grew more and
more splendid. e stood at the
end of a long flight of steps.
“Yes! Yes! O my Master,
has not the time come for this
dawn of the millennium of Chris-
tian history ? O, break upon the
Clhiistendom of this age with the
light and the truth ! Help us to
follow thee all the way 1

"He rose at last with the awe of
one who has looked at heavenly
things. He felf the human forces
and the human sins of the world
as never before. And with a hope
that walks hand in hand with faith
and love, Henry Maxwell, disciple
of Jesus, laid him down to sleep,
and dreamed of the regeneration
of Christendom, and saw in his
dream a Church of Jesus “ without
spot or wrinkle or any such
thing,” following Him all the way,
walking obediently in His steps.

THE END.

>
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RHODA ROBERTS.
4 WELSH MINING STORY.

BY HARRY LINDSAY.
Author of “Methodist Idylls,” etc.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
WHO FIRED THE SHOT.

Mr. Superintendent James was not
slow to respond to Edward Tre-
thyn’s message, and within half an
hour from receiving it (though it was
yet early morning) was sitting in
Edward Trethyn’s room drinking in
with great wonderment all the details
of last night's tragedy.

“1t is perfectly amazing, Mr. Tre-
thyn !” he exclaimed, when at last
Edward bad finished his tale, or at
least that part of it which related
to the shooting of the poor horse.

‘ And until now,” queried Edward,
¢ you have heard nothing of it ?”

“ Nothing—absolutely nothing,” re-
plied the superintendent.

“Who was on beat last night ?”

‘“Let me see,” mused the superin-
tendent ; “ what time do you say this
affair took place ?”

“ Between: eleven and one o’clock.”

‘“ Between eleven and one,” con-
sidered the superintendent. “Oh!
that would be the time when Con-
stable Churchill was on duty. He
went on duty at ten, and went off at
four this morning.”

“ Didn’t he hear the firing ?”

‘“He has not reported it. And
now, when I come to think of it, he
would scarcely be in that neighbour-
hood at that hour. His beat lies
towards the Capel Newydd, and he
would not get round to the row of
houses on the mountain side where
Betsy Morgan lives until about two
this morning. So ke could scarcely
be expected to hear it all that way
off. It’s a long beat, you know, sir.
But it was a dastardly deed.”

“ It was a murderous on¢,” warmly
replied Edward. “Do you know,
superintendent, that I've mnot the
smallest doubt but that the shot was
meant for me.”

“ You don’t say ?”

“I do say it)”
swered Edward.

“PDo you suspect anyone ?”

Edward did not immediately an-
swer, and paused a few minutes, as
if to give due weight and solemnity
to what he was about to ask.

emphatically an-

‘“ Have you noted any strangers in

the neighbourhood lately ?”” he in-
quired.

€@ NO.” .

“ Nor nave any been reported to
you ?”’

“«* No.n

‘“Then my suspicions are con-
firmed,” said Edward gravely. “ You

see, Mr. Superintendent, if strangers
had been seen in the neighbourhood—
tramps, for instance, or any other
dangerous-looking  characters — it
might have been thought that some
on¢ of them had fired the shot with
the purpose of robbery, but now it
is clear to my mind that it could have
been no such thing. Whoever the
scoundrel was came here and fired
that shot—I'm perfectly convinced of
it, Mr, Superintendent—with the dis-
tinct purpose of——"

“Of shooting you ?” gasped the
superintendent, taking the words out
of Edward’s mouth.

‘“ That’s now my firm belief,” said
Bdward.

“Then who do you suspeci ?”

“Wait a moment, Someone did
fire that shot.”

‘“ That’s certain,” said the super-
intendent emphatically.

“As may be proved 4rom the
wound in my poor horse’s flank,”
went on Edward. ¢ Someone did
shoot, I say, yet no strangers are
about. It is clear, therefore, that
some hidden scoundrel is lurking in
this neighbourhood.”

“ Whoever he is,” cried the super-
intendent excitedly, ‘we shall un-
earth him,” and sprang to his feet as
if about to go in search of the would-
be murderer there and then.

But Edward detained him.

‘“ Wait a moment,” he said ; “ listen
attentively to what I've further to
say.”

Very briefly, but very lucidly, Ed-
ward then narrated all the antece-
dent facts of the story to the super-
intendent. There was his riding
leisurely home from the Bucklands
to tell about; his sudden alarm at
the cry of madness that startled the
night-echoes; of his discovering
Betsy Morgan flying wildly past him,
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with Rake Swinton in full pursuit;
tne story that poor Betsy had told
him of seeing Stephen Grainger’s
face at her door; and of the con-
firmation given to Betsy's story by
the one related to him by his house-
keeper, Mrs. Thornton.

“ Then it is Stephen Grainger you
suspect ?” divined Superintendent
James at length.

Edward nodded his head.

‘“That’s the man,” he said. “Who
else could it be ? Who else would
wish to do me an injury ?”

“Is it your opinion,” asked the
superintendent, ‘ that the wretch is
still lurking in this neighbourhood ?”

“ There's every probability of it,”
answered Edward ; “at all events he
cannot be very far away, even if he
has left it.” .

“ Then,” sald the euperintendent,

rising, ‘“we’ll scour the whole
neighbourhood but we’ll find him.”
“Stay,” said Edward. “ Had

Grainger any friends in the locality?”

“1 think not.”

“ There’s no one at whose house he
might possibly be hiding ?”

“1 don’t believe there's a single
goul in Trethyn,” answered the su-
perintendent, “ who would eay one
good word for him, much less har-
bour him in their houses. He is too
well detested for that.”

“That’s just what I tkought,” said
Edward, * but it is as well to make
sure, and I'm determined, if possible,
that the dastard shall not escape this
time. I've a long list of offences
against him, Mr. Superintendent.”

“Well, if he’s in the mneighbour-
hood T’ll promise you he shall not
escape our clutches this time.
We'll visit every house and every
corner.”

“Do,” urged Bdward, “and with-
out the least delay, Mr. James. Every
moment is precious.”

“T tkink we ought to wire to De-
tective Carlyle,” he said. “ At this
juncture he might be of inestimable
service.”

“It could do no harm,” replied the
superintendent.

“It would be good,” said Edward
earnestly. ‘“ Here, I'll write it out
now, and you can wire it as you pass
the post-office.”

A few minutes afterwards the mes-
sage was flashed up to Scotland
Yard :

“ Squire Trethyn.

“To Detective Carlyle.

“G@G—— supposed to be in the
neighbourhood. Come at once.”

Half an hour afterwards this reply
was handed in at the Mamor Houze,
addressed to Squire Trethyn:

‘“ Detective Carlyle already in Tre-
thyn. There since yesterday.”

‘“ Already in Trethyn !’ exclaimed
Edward in amazemeunt. *‘Can it be
possible that he is already on the
track of Stephen Grainger? It is
very likely, for the detective is a
sharp and shrewd officer. But why
hasn’t he informed me of his presence
kere ? I've mnever known him to
come here without at once calling.
upon me, that is, since I returned to
the Manor House. It may be,” Ed-
ward mused, “ that he has good hopes
of running Stephen Grainger to earth,
and that he'hopes to surprise me with
the news.”

After breakfast Dr. Shearer called
and dressed Edward’s brrised thigh.

“TIt is very painful,” Edward said.

“I've no doubt of that,”” said Dr.
Shegrer, ‘‘ because the thigh is a
fleshy part of the body ; but it is not
very serious.”

“ You think not ?”

‘ Oh, no,” said the doctor; “it’ll
be healed again in a few days, espe-
cially if you can give it rest.”

The doctor had hardly gone than
Edward was apprised of another
visitor. .

“ Detective Carlyle !” he exclaimed,
looking up from his writing.

With noiseless footstep, a habit
peculiar to the detective, Mr. Car-
1yle entered the room, and as noise-
lessly closed the door behind him.

“ What’s this I hear ?” he asked,
without any further preliminaries.

“Do you refer to the shooting ?”
asked Edward.

“Yes. Is it true?”

‘“True enough,” said Edward,
“and here I am a prisoner because
of it. Did you meet Dr. Shearer ?”

“1 saw his carriage drive from
the door.”

‘“He has
rest.”

“ Have you been shot ?”

“No ;” and then Edward explained
all that had happened to the detec-
tive.

“Jt's well it's no worse,” said Mr.
Carlyle, after a few moments’
thoushtful consideration. “ Where's
the horse ?” he asked suddenly.

“ Somewhere about the stables,"
answered Edward.

“T must see it,” he said.

Edward thought it a strange thing
for the detective to say, but he at
once rang for William to conduct the
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detective to where the carcase of the
horse had been deposited. .,

“ Can you come ?” queried the de-
tective, addressing Edward. “T
know the "doctor says rest, but I
want a witness.”

Despite the doctor’s orders, there-
fore, Edward went round to the
stables with the detective. The
faithful old horse was lying in the
coach-house, covered with rugs, and
when William had uncovered it for
the detective’s examination, Edward
could hardly restrain his feelings.

“There’'s no veterinary surgeon
near ?” asked the detective, as he
knelt by the horse and critically ex-
amined its wound.

“ Not nearer than Netton,” an-
swered William.

“That's rather unfortunate,” he
said presently. “But I must do it
myself.”” Then, looking up into Ed-
ward’s face, he said, “I've been a
bit of a vet. myself in my time. ‘Be-
fore I entered the service I was as-

sistant to the renmowned vet.,, Jame-~

son Downes, Esq.”

“Indeed ! said Edward; ‘“but
why do you mneed a veterinary sur-
geon ? The horse is dead, and it
died from loss of Dlood after the
shot.”

“It's the shot 1 want,” said the
detective, “I’ve a reason for want-
ing the bullet that did this, laying
his broad forefinger on the wound.
“ Have I your permission to operate ?”

“Is it necessary ?” asked Edward
with apparent upwillingness, for it
pained him sorely to think that his
faithful old horse should have to be
subjected to any mutilation.

‘“It is necessary,” replied the de-
tective, “as you shall see presently.”

Permission being given, very
quickly the detective prubed about
for the bullet, and soon, with a pair
of small pliers, extracted it, and then
wip.l it carefully with *:~ handker-
chief.

‘“ Now, sir,” he said, “ we'll go into
the house again, and then TN tell
you why I need this,” holding the
bullet between his thumb and fore-
finger.

‘“ Have you ,any suspicions as to
who fired this shot ?” asked the de-
tective by way of opening the con-
versation.

“My firm belief—" said Edward.

“Firm belief ? exclaimed the de-
tective ; ‘ that’s stronger than sus-
picion. Have you any exact know-
ledge 77

“No, but still it is my firm belief,”
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said BEdward, “that the man who
fired that shot was Stephen Grain-
gel‘."

“But you have no absolute know-
ledge ?”

“ Not in the manner you mean.”

“ Then your belief only comes from
mere suspicions 2”

“From very strong suspicions in-
deed,” said Edward, warmly.

“ Well,” said the detective, “I
think they may prove true. Listen !
This bullet which you have witnessed
me extracting from your horse cor-
responds exactly with some others
which I have here.”

“ Yes, they appear to be the same,”
he said.

«“ Appear to be!” exclaimed Mr.
Carlyle. “ They are the same. More
than that, they are from the same
packet. Three days ago this bullet
was purchased from Hammersfield’s
in Regent Street, and the man who
purchased it was Stephen Grainger.”

Very much astonished by the in-
telligence, Edward could only look
amazedly at the detective.

“ That is absolutely the fact,” said
Detective Carlyle, “and therefore it
is now plain to you who it was that
fired the shot. I got my information
in this way. Having some little
business at Hammersfield’s in connec~
tion with another casé, the senior
partner of the firm dropped a casual
remark about the merits of a certain
revolver he sold, and mentioned inci-
dentally that he had sold one of these
remarkably straight shooters to a
gentleman from the country.”

‘¢ For what purpose ?' asked a cus-
tomer who happened to be in the
shop at the time.

“¢For bringing down large game,’
he said.

“¢<And did he prefer a revolver to
a gun for that purpose ?” the cus-
tomer asked.

*“¢Yes, replied the senior partner.
‘In Trethyn—

“ What he was going to say about
Trethyvn,” went on Detective Carlyle,
“1 didn't stop to hear, but instantly
asked for a description of the man
who had bought the revolver. That
description revealed to me Stephen
Grainger as the buyer. I then waited
until the customer had left the shop,
and then asked for a little private
conversation with Hammersfield
senior, and got these Dullets from
him.”

‘“ And then you posted down here
after Grainger ?”




“ xactly ; but until this morning
discovered nothing of him.”

“And have you now discovered
him 27

‘“ Not yet; but I am in good hopes
of laying hands omn him within the
next few hours. What I have dis-
covered is the certainty of his being
in this neighbourhood, and I promise
you he’ll not escape this time.”

“Is it the fact of this bullet hav-
ing been fired that proves this to
you ?” asked Edward.

“That and what Rake Swinton has
told me.”

“ Rake Swinton ?
ready met Ralke ?”

“Yes,”

“Did he tell you of Bewy Morgan's
affair ?”

& Yes"’

“ And of what she saw looking in
at her door ?”

‘“He has told me the whole story,”
said the detective.

“1 have also something to tell you,”
said Edward ; and he then related
what Mrs. Thornton had told him the
night before.

Detective Carlyle looked thoughtful.

“JIt is plain,” he said, *that the
villain is desperate, and meaas mis-
chief. TUnless accompanied by some-
one, I don’t think it would be ad-
visable for you to leave the house.”

“Then you think it is I whom he
would injure ?”

“ It looks like it. You see, if you
were out of the road his wastrel
friend, Arthur Bourne Trethyn, would
inherit the estate here.”

“ Never,” said Edward. “I'll have
Jeffries over here, and soon put that
beyond any doubt. In case any-
thing should happen,” he added.

“ And when I go from here I shall
ask Superintendent James to put a
watech on the park, lest Grainger
should enter it again. And now,
come to the window for a moment.
Look to the top of yonder mountain.
‘What do you see ?”

“J see a few men walking about,
that’s all.”

“ Now, look yonder in the direction
of Netton. What do you see there ?”

“More men. Nothing else.”

“What do you see yonder on the
road leading to Coyty ?”

**Men again. What does it mean ?”

“ Tt means this,” said the detective.
“It means that every road out of
Trethyn is blocked, and that Stephen
Grainger is closed in.”

‘“What men are they ?”

Then you've al-
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‘“Your own workmen. It is Rake
Swinton’s idea. It is he who has
posted all those men at these differ-
ent points, and, while they watch, he
and a dozen more are cven now going
round the parish, visiting every
house, looking into every possible
hiding-place, and prosecuting & vigor-
ous search in order to make the cap-
ture.”

‘“ Splendid !” exclaimed Edward.

‘“Those men are prepared to stay
at their posts all night, if needs be.
And, mark my words, Squire Trethyn,
Stephen Grainger’'s doomed.”

“7Tell William,” he said to the ser-
vant who answered his ring, “to get
the carriage ready for me at once.”

The servant curtseyed and with-
drew. Two or three minutes after-
wards William knocked at his mas-
ter’'s door.

“ Come in,” cried Edward.

“Did you order the carriage, sir ?”

“Yes ; didn't Mary give you my
message ?”’

“I thought p’r'aps she was mis-
taken, sir.”

“IWhy misiaken ?”

“’Cause I heard doctor say you
were to rest yourself to-day.”

“Yes, I know that was the doctor’s
advice. But I've an engagement
which I must keep. Get the carriage
ready, William. We shall start for
the Bucklands in half an hour.”

And so right through Trethyn, and
out far beyond it, Edward, lying com-
fortably back in his carriage, rode
joyously along, all oblivious of the in-
tense but subdued excitement that
was then going on in every corner of
Trethyn, and which was destined in a
few hours to break out in wildest
fury.

CHAPTER XL.
EXCITEMENT IN TRETHYN.

At the Bucklands Edward met with
the greatest cordiality, especially
from Sir <Charles Montgomery.
Nellie’s welcome, not less cordial,
yet was one of great surprise.

“Have you heard the mnews ?”
asked Edward.

“Have I heard the news! Cer-
tainly I have,” and he took Edward’s
hand and wrung it warmly ; “ do you
think I could not read it last night
when she came in?"” nodding his head
towards the Dblushing Miss Nellie.
“ That little puss would have kept it
all from me until you told me your-
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self ; that's the way she put it. But
there's no deceiving a father in these
matters.”

“ My dearest boy,” said Sir Charles
rapturously, seizing his hand, “it’s
been the fondest wish of my life.
And it was also your father’s.wish,
too. The idea was often talked over
between us.”

“This was not the mnews that I
came to tell you,” said Edward pres-
ently. “It was something altogether
different.”

“ Indeed,” said Sir Charles. some-
what indifferently; “but this is
news.”

“Well, I suppose it is,” said Ed-
ward, falteringly, “and I'm pleased
to learn that it pleases you. Your
consent was the only thing needed to
complete what Nellie and I agreed
upon last night. I take it, then, Sir
Charles, that both your consent and
Lady Hettie’s is given to our mar-
riage ?” :

“And with it our Dblessing, too,”
cried Sir Charles warmly.

“ Now let me tell you the news of
which I spoke some little time ago,
and then I must get away home
again.”

“What need of hurry ?”

‘“ Detective Carlyle is in Trethyn,
and he may want me any moment.
Stephen Grainger is also supposed to
be hiding in the neighbourhood, and
even now diligent search is being
made for him.” Sir Charles was in-
stantly all attention. “But let me
tell you the story.”

‘While Sir Charles, Lady Hettie, and
Nellie pressed around him in terribly
anxious interest, Edward related all
that had passed since he bade good-
bye last night.

‘“The dastard!” exclaimed Sir
Charles when Edward had finished.
*“To think that he tried to murder
you.”

“Yes, that’s just the word,” said
Edward, “for there is little doubt
but what that was his object. But
now I must get back to Trethyn. I
will send you, or bring you, news of
all that transpires.”

“Youre not going back to Tre-
thyn alone,” cried Sir Charles. I
shall accompany you.”

“It is quite unnecessary,” said
Edward ; “I shall be all right.”

But Sir Charles had hastened off to
get himself ready.

“Oh. Edward !’ said Nellie, “you
mustn’t say nay to father. He will
protect you, and you don’t know what
might happen to you if you went
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alone. I should be in terror all the
time.”

‘“If Stephen Grainger is captured,
that’s all we need to know for to-
night. I shall come back at once
after learning that.”

‘“ And if he isn’t captured——"

Sir Charles hesitated.

‘“Look you,” said Lady Hettie,
rising. “I'm going to accompany
you, and when you come back I'll
come back. I am not going to be
left here filled with suspense.”

‘“ Really,” said Edward pleadingly,
“it will be perfectly safe for me to
return alone. There is nothing to
fear.”

“In case anything should happen
to detain wus,” asked Sir Charles,
‘“can you put wus all up for the
night 2

Edward laughed.

“Yes, and a dozen more than you
number, but-—"’

‘“Then we'll all accompany you,”
said Sir Charles, “ for, really, I've a
strange presentiment that something
mysterious will detain wus.”

Thus having arranged it, very soon
two carriage were on the road to-
wards Trethyn, Edward and Nellie
riding in the first, and Sir Charles
and Lady Hettie following in the
second.

“I am so glad,” said Nellie, “that
we are accompanying you.”

“I am glad to have you with me,
Nellie,” Edward replied, “ but it
seems unnecessary trouble.”

“Do you think Grainger will be
taken ?”

“I hope so; indeed, I think so.
It seems pretty clear from all that
has passed that he is in the neigh-
bourhood, and if so I cannot see how
he could escape.”

“You say the roads are blocked ?”

“Yes, that is the information given
to me by the detective. See, yonder
is the red glare of the fire of the
watchers on the mountains.”

Nellie looked in the direction he
pointed, and saw the sky blood-red.
As they drew nearer and nearer Tre-
thyn the leaping flames of the fire
became visible.

“I can’t understand
large,” said Edward, after a few
moments’ quiet observation. It’s as
huge as one of the old beacon-
lights. They must be burning the
trees wholesale.”

it was only a guess, but it proved
correct. Finding their fuel running
short, the watchers on the moun-
tains had cut down several mighty
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trees and cast them on the fire, so
that now the flames rose several feet
high.

“Thig kind of thing,” said Bdward,
“ produces fire in men’s brains. I

don’t ** o it. It is quite unnecessary,
and I fear the result of it.”

“You said it was the doings of one
of your workmen ?”

‘“ Yes, Rake Swinton, a reckless fel-
low, who is always at the head of
any mischief in Trethyn. And he
has great influence with the miners,
<0 that he is & man whom we can-
rot afford to offend.”

“Is he a dangerous character ?”

“Yes, if roused. He, however,
has always been loyal to me, and I
b’lieve the greater part of Grain-
ger’s troubles here were due to him.
The mysterious Black Brotherhood,
of which I've told you, I've always
suspected to have originated in him,
and I believe he was the notorious
leader of it.”

“You never tried to discover who
were its members ?”

“ No, it was unnecessary. It never
broke the law only at Stephen Grain-
ger's expense, and some of its doings
were more laughable than reprehen-
sible.”

They were nearing Trethyn now,
and could hear the hum of the little
town. Edward thought that the
noise was very unusual, for, as he re-
marked, Trethyn was usually so
quiet when darkness set in, and now
it was black darkness. As they
drew nearer and nearer, however, the
noise increased and increased, until
at length the night air was filled with
a very Babel of voices. The whole
place was in a state of seethimg ex-
citement : crowds of people thronged
the streets, many of them carrying
torches ; wild cries for revenge were
being shouted out from a hundred
throats ; women, men, and children
were all mixed together in one con-
fused, riotous mass, and everybody
seemed mad with rage and excite-
ment.

‘Nellie clung to Edward’s arm.

“You needn’t be frightened,” he
whispered ; “ these are all my people,
and won’t harm us. But I must in-
quire into this.”

Again Edward stood up in the car-
riage, and the light from the torches
fell weirdly upon his set face.

“Men of Trethyn !’ he cried, “what
does all this mean ?”

“ We're searching for the agent,”
cried several voices in quick reply.

“He’s in the town here,” shouted
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several others, “and we don’t mean
to let him go this time.”

‘“We've old scores to pay off with
him,” said one burly miner, “an’
he’s goin’ to be nabbed this time,
isn’t he, lads ?”

‘“Ay, ay ! stormed a chorus of
voices, completely drowning all Ed-
ward’s attempts to make his voice
heard.

‘“Israel,” he said, * this excitement
is very foolish, and can do no good.
Cannot you influence this crowd to
quietly disperse to their homes ?”’

Israel shook his head.

“Trethyn's blood be up,” he said.

‘“But the people can do no good,”
urged Edward ; “there are plenty of
officers in Trethyn to find out where
Stephen Grainger is hiding, if, in-
deed, he be here at all. And De-
tective Carlyle is here, to0o.”

‘“He be here,” said the man dog-
gedly, evidently referring to Stephen
Grainger.

‘“ Have you any knowledge of it ?”
asked Edward.

“Pidn’t he shoot at you last night,
sir ?”

‘“ Someone did,” said Edward.

.“ Someone was Stephen Grainger,
sir.”

“en of Trethyn !” said Edward,
again rising in his carriage, while all |
the time Nellie sat trembling beside
him, and Sir Charles’ carriage halted
a few yards away, “I ask you to
quietly disperse to your homes. All
this excitement can do no good to
anyone——-""

“IWe mean to have Grainger,”
shouted a gruff voice, and the words
struck Edward's ear with a peculiar
meaning.

“But,” he immediately answered,
“the officers of the law are already
on his track, and——"

“We mean to have him !” answered
a score of volces, with full emphasis
on the pronoun.

“No law for him except one law,”
bawled someone else, a cry which was
immediately cheered by the crowd.

Edward understood the meaning of
the words, and at once resumed his
seat.

“Drive on,” he called to the coach-
man, and away went the carriage
amidst a perfect hurricane of ‘“cheers
for the squire.”

“IVhat will be the outcome of it
all ?” whispered Nellie.

“J1 fear to think,” said Edward,
“put it strikes me if Grainger is
captured we’ll have to turn his de-
fenders. These people will not let
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the law deal with him if they can
help it. It will be mob-law for
him.”

The first thing Edward did when
they had all arrived safely in the
Manor House was to send William
for Superintendent James, but' Wil-
liam shortly returned with the intel-
ligence that the superintendent was
not at the police-station.

“Was no one there ?” queried
Edward testily, for he thought Wil-
liam would have had wisdom enough
to bring someone with him.

“ No, sir ; the place is shut up.”

“ What !”

“ There’s not a soul at the police-
station.”

Edward knit his brows in vexa-
tion.

“Didn’t you see any of the officers
about the streets ?”

“I did not, sir,” replied William.

“Well, they must be somewhere
about,” said Edward. ‘ Go through
the streets and look for them.
Anyone will do, either Churchill or
Nelson.” .

“I can’t understand this,” said Ed-
ward to Sir Charles Montgomery.
“ Here's the whole place in a regu-
lar uproar, and not a single constable
to be found.”

‘“It’s a thing that has troubled
more minds than yours, Edward,”
said Sir Charles. ‘When every-
thing is quiet and peaceful constables
are often as thick as blackberries on
the ground, but when commotion
takes place they are seldom to be
found.”

“Think of it!” cried Edward.
“ Here's Trethyn left to a mob, and
not a single representative of the
law here to defend either property or
lives.”

‘“They are probably prosecuting
the search for Grainger,” said Sir
Charles.

“If they <were,” replied Edward,
“William would surely have come
across them somewhere in the town.”

“I went all over the place, sir,”
explained William.

“ Where can they be ?” mused Ed-
ward in palpable vexation. “It ap-
pears such an act of folly—— Hist "

The sounds of a horse's hoofs were
heard plunging into the gravel path
outside, as if the horse were racing
at its utmost speed.

“ Someone bringing news,” said
Sir Charles; “ perhaps they’ve ap-
prehended Grainger.”

Edward himself hastened to the
door, and, in the light streaming
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from the hall, saw the outline of a
man on horseback.

“Y bring a letter for Squire Tre-
thyn,” he said.

“From whom ?” asked Edward,
going out to take it from the horse-
man’s ouistretched hand.

“From Detective Carlyle.”

“ Detective Carlyle ? ‘Where is
he ?”

“In Netton—the letter explains,”
and the next morning the horseman
was galloping away.

Edward took the letter indoors,
and read it hastily, while the others
gathered round him in intense ex-
citement.

“It is frem Detective Carlyle,” said
Edward ; “I will read it aloud.
Listen :

‘“ ¢ Dear Sir,—Can you come over to
Netton at once? I think we have
tracked the wretch at last. You will
find us at the Trethyn Arms. Come,
if possible, without delay. Yours,

“ ‘M. Carlyle.”

“¢Edward Trethyn, Esquire.””

CHAPTER XLI.
TRETHYN ARMS IN FLAMES.

“What will you do ?”” asked Nellie
anxiously. .

“Go at once to Netton,” replied
Edward.

“But not alone ?”

“Why not ?”

“You might meet with some
danger.”

‘“ That’s not likely now,” said Ed-
ward ; “ the only one who would in-
jure me is the omne who fired last
night’s shot, and he probably is in
immediate danger himself now.”

‘“ That letter seems to imply,” said
Sir Charles, ‘“that Trethyn Arms
at Netton is the villain’s hiding-
place.”

‘“That’s my interpretation of it,
too,” said Edward.

‘“And if so,” said Sir Charles,
“his arrest ie certain.”

“ Certain,” repeated Edward. “I
shall take the dogcart and drive over
at once, My thigh is yet too painful
to ride on horseback.”

“1 shall go too,” said Sir Charles.

“ No,” said Edward, ‘ you must stay
here in charge of the ladies. It
would never do for both of us to leave
them.”

“You won’t stay longer than you
can help ?” asked Nellie anxiously.

“ Not a moment,” replied Edward.




“In two hours’ time I shall be back
again.”

The black darkness of the night
seemed -even more dense when Wil-
liam brought the dogeart to the door,
but the uproar in the town sounded
as if it had increased.

“JIf the people of Trethyn hear of
it,” said Sir Charles, as with the
others he accompanied Edward to the
door, “they’ll be off for Netton.”

“That’'s what we must guard
against,” said Edward. ‘ William.”
addressing the coachman, “I want
you to drive me to Netton, and I
want you to take me there by some
unfrequented route. It is necessary
that the people in Trethyn shouldn’t
suspect wiere we are making for.”

‘“We can go round by the Goose
and <Cuckoo, sir,” said William,
touching his cap.

“ Yes, that will do very well,” said

BEdward. Then, turning to those
standing at the door, he ecried,
“ Good-bye for the present. In two

hours’ time.”

In two hours’ time. Not in twice
two hours’ time ; but then he had no
idea of all that he was destined to
witness and take part in at Netton.
Before Edward Trethyn would return
home to his anxious friends the
dawn would break and a new day be
born,

And in the matter of getting away
from Trethyn secretly, Edward was
also destined to be disappointed.
The dogcart had hardly passed
through the park gates when it en-
countered half a dozen men with
torches.

“ That’s the squire,”” said one of
the men as the dogcart rushed past
them. “ Where be he agoin’ at that
Tate ?”

The men stood staring after the
dogcart, their torches flaring in the
night breeze.

“Shouldn’t wonder,” said one of
them, “if he hasn’t news of Grain-
ger. ‘He be goin’ in the direction of
Netton.”

The men looked, and saw the dog-
cart take the high-road to Netton.

“ That's it, T'll be bound,” said
Rake Swinton, who was one of the
torchbearers. “The villain has
taken refuge in the Trethyn Arms.
He was always thick with the
Jan’lord there, you know.”

“That explains,” said another,
“ why the detective went that way.”

“Did he go that way ?” said Rake.

“Yes; I seed him myself,” replied
the man.
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“Then two and two makes four,
lads,” said Rake ; ‘“an’, I say, let's
all start at once for Netton.”

All  unconscious of this little
scheme, Edward arrived at Netton
without any mishap, and made

straight for the Trethyn Arms, To
his great surprise he found a small
crowd gathered near its door, and,
with the detective, Superintendent
James and Constables Churchill and
Nelson. The constables were labour-
ing to keep the people back from the
door at the moment of Edward’'s
arrival.

“I'm glad you’ve come,” said the
detective, cordially greeting Edward.
“Our man is there,” pointing ex-
citedly to the public-house, “and in
a little while he’ll be my prisoner,
with cold steel on his wrists.”

“Have you seen him ?”

‘“No; but he's in there.”

‘“How do you know ?”

“Try that door, sir,” said the de-
tective, “and that will tell you. It
is barred, bolted, locked and barri-
caded. Try that window; you will
find it also securely fastened. Go
round to the back and try the door
there ; it is also barred, bolted, locked
and barricaded. Try all the windows
in the house ; the inside shutters are
barred across, and every one of them
secured.”

‘“ All this is sufficient evidence to
us,” remarked Mr. Superintendent
James, ‘“that someone has fortified
himself inside.”

“ And,” said Detective Carlyle,
“{from what we already know there
can be no difficulty in guessing who
that someone is.”

“I hope your guess may provie
correct,” said Edward.

“It is correct,” replied the detec-
tive with emphasis; *there cannot
be the least doubt about it.”

“May the landlord of the Trethyn
Arms himself not have shut those
doors and fastened the windows ?”

“ For what purpose ?”

“Well, that I can't say,” said Ed-
ward. “ It is not very obvious, but
it’s a very probable thing.”

“Not in the least,” replied the de-
tective ; “the thing is as plain as
davlight. You have not studied the
habits and tricks of the criminal
classes, sir ; if you had, you wouldn’'t
question for a moment who is in-
side there. But a little patience and
you shall see.”

“How did you come to learn, or
rather, what led you here ?” asked
Edward.
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‘“Nothing but professional intu-
ition, sir,” replied the detective
with swelling pride. The thing came
to me like a lightning .flash as I was
leaving your house this morning. I
suppose you are aware that this
*place,” pointing towards the .silent
house, “ was always a rendezvous of
Grainger’s ?”

£“" Yes.}’ .

‘“Having got that thought,” went
on the detective, “the rest was as
clear as A B C.”

‘“But why are these people here ?”

“Ah! that’s another story. These
people were here when I arrived.
It seems some tale got abroad of a
cry for help being shouted from
within, and consequently the people
flocked together as you see them now.
But I fancy no such cry was made,
and that the story has been invented
by someone who had observed the
closed doors.”

“ Well, what are you now waiting
for ?” asked Edward. “Can’t you
effect an entrance ?”

“We shall do so presently,” replied
the detective. “ We're waiting for
an order from the magistrates, and
all we can do in the meantime is to
guard the place and see that no
escape is made.”

Long before the magistrates’ or-
der, however, arrived, Rake Swinton
and his boon companions, followed by
quite a hundred other resolute men
of Trethyn, arrived on the scene.

“ No more hangiag fire,” remarked
an old Nettonite, ‘“Rake Swinton’s
with the Trethbyn men, and that
means business.”

That was also Detective Carlyle’s
opinion, and
anxiety in his mind.

*“ Your people have got wind of it,”
he whispered to Edward, “and that
may complicate matters exceedingly.
These fellows may take the law
into their own hands. 1If they do,
it’ll take us all our time to protect

our prisoner when we've captured
him. Mob law is always danger-
ous.”

“I will see what I can do,” said
Edward.

Leaving the .detective standing in
front of the Trethyn Arms, Edward
elbowed his way through the crowd,
and went in search of Rake Swinton.
He found him, with the skill of a gen-
eral, forming a guard round the
house, posting men back and front,
and at every corner of advantage.

it produced no little -
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“Don’t stir from your posts, my
lads,” Rake was shouting when EHd-
ward came up to him. “ Be awake
and alive. Don’t let the hound have
the least opportunity of escaping.”

‘“Rake,” said Edward, laying his
hand on his shoulder, *“ what are you
doing ?” .

“ Assisting in the capture of the
agent,” was the ready reply ; and as
he spoke his face wore a determined
look.

“ But the officers do not need your
assistance now,” said Edward ; “and
you would perhaps only spoil their
work by having all these men here.”

Sick at heart, Edward rejoined the
officers in front of the house.

“Well 2 asked Detective Carlyle.

“My influence with the men is
gone,” said BEdward. “In this mat-
ter they will not listen to me, and }
fear they mean mischief. I think
you had better send for more officers.”

‘“Here comes Rake Swinton,” said
Superintendent James, suddenly.
‘““Rake, what are you doing here ?
You know you ought to be in Tre-
thyn. Any harm done here you'll
be punished for. My order to you is
to go home, and take all the Trethyn
fellows with you.”

“Let me have my fling to-night,
sir,” said Rake, ‘“and you can do
what you like with me afterwards.
Let me have just ten minutes with
that fellow yonder, an’ I'll not whim-
per if I've got to do twenty years’
stretch for it.”

‘“ Come, come,” said Superintendent
James, “ don’t talk so recklessly. The
best thing you can do is to clear
out.”

‘“ Look here, superintendent, you
just take care, or a dozen fellows
will take charge of you. Remember,
I am boss here to-night. You and
your blues have had several years’
innin’s an’ done nothin’. It’s our
turn now; an’ I warn you if you
attempt to cross the will of the people
it'll be the worse for you.” Then,
turning to the detective, Rake asked,
“You be sure he’s inside ?”

‘“We're never sure of anything,”
replied the detective, evasively.

“ Be it your opinion ?”

“I’'m not going to give you my
opinion,” said the detective.

‘“You’re not ?”

€ No."

“ Very well,”
off defiantly.

And Rake stalked
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CHAPTER I.

She stood at her bedroom window be-
fore going down-stairs to take up the
burden of a new day. She was just
seventeen, but they didn’t keep any ac-
count of anniversaries at Hickory Farm.
The sun had given her a loving glance as
he lifted his bright old face above the
horizon, but her father was too busy and
careworn to remember, and, since her
mother had gone away, there was no one
else. She had read of the birthdays of
other girls, full of strange, sweet sur-
prises, and tender thoughts—but thosc
were girls with mothers. A smile like a
stray beam of sunshine drifted over her
troubled young face, at the thought of
the second Mrs. Harding stopping for one
instant in her round of ponderous toil to
note the fact that oue of her family had
reached another milestone in life’s jour-
ney. Certainly not on washing day, when
every energy was absorbed in the elimina-
tion of impurity from her household linen,
and life looked grotesque and hazy through
clouds of soapy steam.

She heard her father now putting on
the heavy pots of water, and then watched
him cross the chip-yard to the barn. How
bent he looked and old. Did he ever
repent of his step, she wondered. Life
couldn’t be much to him any more than
it was to her, and he had known her
mother! Oh! why couldn’t he have
waited ? she would soon have been old
enough to keep house for him !

The minister had spoken yesterday of
a nebulous heaven where people were
presumably to find their height of enjoy-
ment in an eternity of rest. She sup-
posed that was the best of it. Old Mrs.
Goodenough was always sighing for rest,
and Dexcon Croaker prayed every week
to be set free from the trials and tribula-
tions of this present evil world, and
brought into everlasting peace. An end-
less passivity seemed a dreary outlook to
her active soul, which was sighing to
plume its cramped wings, and soar among
the endless possibilities of earth; it
seemed strange that there should be no
wonders to explore in heaven. Well, death
was sure anyway, and after all there was
nothing in life—her life—but hard worl,
an ever-recurring round of the same thing.

She thought she could have stood it better
if there had been variety. Death was
sure to come, sometime, but people lived
to be eighty, and she was so very young !
Still, perhaps monotony might prove as
fatal as heart failure. She thought it
would with her,—she was so terribly
tired. Ever since she could remember
she had looked out of this same window
as the sun rose, and wondered if some-
thing would happen to her as it did to
other girls, but the days went past in the
same dull routine. So many plates to
wash, and the duning basket seemed to
grow larger each year, and the habies
were so heavy.  She had read somewhere
that ‘“all earnest, pure, unselfish men
who lived their lives well helped to formx
the hero—God let none of them be wasted.
A thousand unrecorded patriots helped
to make Wellington.” Tt seemed to her
Wellington had the best of it.

“Help me git dressed, P'liney,” de-
manded Lemuel, her youngest step-
brother, from his trundle bed. ™ ** You're
lviterin’; why aren’t you down helping
Mar? DMarll be awful cross with you.
She always is wash days. Hi! you'll git
it!” and he tried to suspend himself
from a chair by his braces.

“Come and get your face washed,
Lemuel. Now don't wiggle, you know
you've got to say your prayers before you
can go down.”

“Can’t be bovvered,” retorted that
worthy, as he squirmed into his jacket
like an ecl, and darted past her. ““I'm
as hungry as Wobinson Crusoe, an’ T'm
goin’ to tell Mar how you're loiterin’.”

She followed him sadly. She had for-
gotten to say her own.

“TFifteen minutes late,” said Mrs.
Harding severely as she entered the
kitchen. ““You'll hev to be extry spry
to make up. There’s pertaters to be
fricd, an’ the childven’s lunches to pub
up, an’ John Alexander’s lost his jog-
raphy. I believe that boy’d Jose his head
if it twarn’t glued to his shoulders.
Thete’s a button off Stephen’s eollar, an”
Susan Ann wants her hair curled, an’
Polly's frettin’ to be taken up,—it beats
me how that child does fret. I believe
T'll put her to sleep with you after this—
T'm that beat out I can hardly stand.
Here, Leander, go and call your father,
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or you'll be late for school again, an’ your
teacher'll be sending in more complaints.
"Bout all them teachers is good for any-
way—settin’ like ladies twiddling the
leaves of a boolk, and thinkin’ themselves
somethin’ fine, because they know a few
words of Latin, and can figure with an X.
Algebry is all very fine in its way, but I
guess plain arithmetic is good enough for
most folks. It’s all T was brought up on,
and the multiplication table has kept me
on a level with the majority.”

Pauline smiled to herself, as she cut
generous slices of squash pie to go with
the doughnuts and bread and butter in
the different dinner-pails. That was just
what tired her, being * on a level with
the majority.”

The long morning wore itself away.
Pauline toiled bravely over the endless
array of pinafores which the youthful
Hardings managed to make unpresentable
in a week.

““Monotony even in gingham,” she
murmured ; for Polly’s were all of pink
check, Lemuel’s blue, and Leander’s a
dull brown.

‘Saves sortin’” had been the brief
response when she had suggested varying
the colours in order to cultivate the ses-
thetic instinct in the wearers.

“But, Mrs. Harding,” she remon-
strated, ¢‘they say now that it is possible
for even wall-paper to lower the moral
tone of a child, and lead to crime—"

Her stepmother turned on her a look
of withering scorn.

¢ If your hifalutin’ people mean to say
that if I don’t get papering to suit their
notions, I will make my boys thieves and
liars, then it's well for us the walls is
covered with sensible green paint that’ll
wash. To-morrow is killing time, and
next week we must try out the tallow.
You can be as sesthetic as you’re a mind
to with the head-cheese and candles.”

Pauline never attempted after that
to elevate the moral tone of her step-
brothers.

Her father came in at supper-time with
a letter. He handed 1t over to her as she
sat beside him.

¢ It’s from your Uncle Robert, my dear,
in Boston. His folks think it’s time they
got to know their cousin.

‘“Well, I hope they’re not coming
trailin’ down here with their city airs,”
said Mrs. Harding shortly. ““‘I've got
enough people under my feet as it is.”

**You needn’t worry, mother, 1 don’t
think Sleepy Hollow would suit Robert’s
faily—they're pretty lively, I take it,
and up with the times. They'd find us
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small potatoes, not worth the hoeing.”
He sighed as he spoke. Did he remen-
ber how Pauline’s mother had drooped
and died from this very dullness? Wag
he glad to have her child escape ?

‘““Well, I don’t see how there’s any
other way for them to get acquainted,”
retorted his wife: **Pawliney can’t be
spared to go trapezing up to Boston. Her
head’s as full of nonsense now as an egg
is of meat, an’she wouldn’t know a broom
from a clothes-wringer after she’d been
philandering round a couple of months
with people that are never satisfied unless
they’re peeking into something they can’y
understand.”

““But I guess we'll have to spare Paul-
ine,” said Mr. Harding. ¢ She’s been a
good girl, and she deserves a holiday.”
He patted Pauline’s hand kindly.

£“Oh, of course ! ” sniffed Mrs. Hard-
ing in high dudgeon, ‘‘some folks must
always have what they cry for. I can be
kep’ awake nights with the baby, and
work like a slave in the day time, but
that doesn’t signify as long as Pawliney
gets to her grand relations.”

“ Well, well, wife,” said Mr. Harding
soothingly, “things won’t be as bad as
you think for. You can get Martha
Spriggs to he'p with the chores, and the
children will soon be older. Young folks
must have « turn you know, and I shall
write to Robert to-night and tell him
Pawliney will be along shortly—that is,
if you'd like to go, my dear?”

Pauline turned on him a face so radiant
that he was satisfied, and the rest of the
meal was taken in silence. Mrs. Harding
knew when her husband made up his
mind about a thing she could not change
him, so she said no more, but Pauline
felt she was very angry.

As for herself, she seemed to walk on
air. At last, after all these years some-
thing had happened ! She stepped about
the dim kitchen exultantly. Could this
be the same girl who had found life in-
tolerable only two hours before? Now
the Aladdin wand of kindly fortune had
opened before her dazzled eyes a mine of
golden possibilities. At last she would
have a chance to breathe and live. She
arranged the heavy, common ware on the
shelves with a strange sense of freedom.
She would be done with dish-washing
soon. She even found it in her heart to
pity her stepmother, who was giving vent
to her suppressed wrath in mighty strokes
of her pudding-stick through a large bowl
of buckwheat batter. She was not going
to Boston. When the chores were done,
she caught up the fretful Polly and car-




ried her upstairs, saying the magic name

over softly to herself. She even found it
easy to be patient with Lemuel as he put
her through her nightly torture before he
fell into the arms of Morpheus. She did
not mind much if Polly was wakeful—
she knew she should never close her eyes
all night. The soft spring air floated in
through the open window, and she
heard the birds twitter and the frogs
peep ; she heard Abrabam Lincoln, the
old horse that she used to ride to water
before she grew big enough to work,
whinney over his hay ; and Goliath, the
young giant that had come to take his
place in the farm work, answer him son-
orously ; the dog barked lazily as & night-
hawk swept by, and in the distant hen-
yard she heard a rooster crow. Her pity
grew, until it rested like a benison upon
all her humble friends, for they must re-
main in Sleepy Hollow, and she was
going away.

CHAPTER I1.

“T suppose you'll be wanting some
finery, little girl,” said Mr. Harding the
next morning as he pushed away his
chair from the breakfast table. *¢Dress
is the first consideration, isn’t it, with
women.”

“I don’t know about the finery,
fathev,” and Pauline laughed a little.
“I expect I shall be satisfied with the
essentials.”

Mr. Harding crossed the room to an

. old-fashioned secretary which stood in
one corner. Coming back he held out to
her a ten-dollar bill. ¢ Will this answer ?
Money is terrible tight just now, and the
mortgage falls due next week. It’s hard
work keeping the wolf away these dull
times.”

Pauline forced her lips to frame a
““Thank you,” as she put the bank note
in her pocket, and then began silently to
clear the table, her thoughts in a tumult-
wous whirl. Ten dollars! Her father's
hired man received a dollar a day. She
had been working hard for years, and
had received nothing but the barest
necessaries in the way of clothing, pur-
chased under Mrs. Harding's economical
eye. When Martha Spriggs came to take
her place she would have her regular
wages. Were hired help the only ones
whose labour was deemed worthy of re-
ward? Dresses-and hats and boots and
gloves. Absolute essentials with a ven-

geance, and ten dollars to cover the
whole !
“You can have Abraham Lincoln and
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the spring waggon this afternoon if you
want to go to the village for your gew-
gaws.”

“Very well, father.”

“T don’t suppose you'll rest easy till
youw've made the dollars fly. That's the
way with girls, eh ! As long as they can
have a lot of flimsy laces and ribbons and
flowers they’re as happy as birds. Well,
well, young folks must have their ing, I
suppose. I hope you'll enjoy your
shopping, wmy dear,” and Mr. Harding
started for the barn, serene in the
consciousness that he had made his
daughter happy in the ability to purchase
an unlimited supply of the unnecessary
things which girls delight in.

“You're a grateful piece, I must say !
remarked her stepwother, as she ad-
ministered some catnip tea to the whining
Polly. ““I haven’t seen the colour of a
ten-dollar bill in as many years, and you
put it in your pocket as cool as a cucum-
ber, and go about looking as glum as a
herring. Who's going to do the clothes.
T’'d like to know? I can’t lay this child
out of my arms for a minute. I believe
she’s sickening for a fever, and then
perhaps your fine relations won’t be so
anxious to see you coming. For my part
I wouldn’t be in such a hurry to knuckle
to people who waited seventeen years to
find whether I was in the land of the
living before they said ‘How d’ye do.’
But then I always was proud spirited.
I despise meachin’ folks.”

¢TI guess I can get most of the ironing
wu. this morning, if you'll see to the
dinner,” said Pauline, as she put the
irons on the stove and went into another
room for the heavy basket of folded
clothes. Dresses and hats and boots and
¢loves! The words kept recurring to
her inner consciousness with a persistent
regularity. She wondered what girls felt
like who could buy what they didn't
need. She thought it must be like
heaven, but not Deacon Croaker’s kind ;
that looked less attractive than ever this
morning,.

As she passed Mrs. Harding’s chair
Polly put up her hands to be taken, but
her mother caught her back.

“No, no, Pawliney hasn't got any
more use for plain folks, Polly. She’s
going to do herself proud shopping, so
she can go to Boston and strut about like
a frilled peacock. Youwll have to be
satisfied with your mother, Polly : Paw-

liney doesn't care anything about you
now.”

Pauline laughed bitterly to herself.
“ A frilled peacock, with a ten-dollar
outfit !’
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She began the interminable pinafores.
The sun swept up the horizon and laughed
at her so broadly through the open
window that her cheeks grew flushed and
uncomfortable.

Lemuel burst into the room in riotous
distress with a bruised knee, the' result
of his attempt to imitate the Prodigal
Son, which had ended in an ignominous
liead-over-ears tumble into the midst of
his swinish friends. This caused a delay,
for he had to be hurried out to the back
stoop and divested of garments as
odorous, if not as ragged, as those of his
prototype. Then he must be immersed
in a hot bath, his knee bound up, re-
clothed in a fresh suit and comforted
with bread and molasses.

She toiled wearily on. The room grew
almost unbearable as her stepmother
made up the fire preparatory to cooking
the noontide meal, and Polly wailed dis-
mally from her cot. The youthful Prodi-
gal appeared again in the doorway, his
ready tears had made miniature deltas
over his molasses begrimed countenance,
his lower lip hung down in an impotent
«despair.

““What's the matter now, Lemuel ?”

I want my best shoes and a wing on
niy finger, an’ the axe to kill the fatted
<calf.”

Would the basket never be empty?
Her head began to throb, and she felt as
if her body were an ache personified.
The mingled odours of corned beef and
cabbage issued from one of the pots and

ermeated the freshly ironed clothes.

he drew a long, deep breath of disgust.
At least in Boston she would be free
from the odours of “boiled dinner.”

Her scanty wardrobe was finished at
last and she stood waiting for Abraham
Lincoln and the spring waggon to carry
her to the station. A strange tenderness
toward her old environment came over
her, as she stood on the threshold of the
great unknown. She looked lovingly at
the cows, lazily chewing their cud in the
sunshine, she felt sorry for her step-
mother, as she strove to woo slumber to
Polly's wakeful eyes with the same
lullaby which had done duty for the
whole six; she even found it in her
heart to kiss Lemuel, who, with his recady
talent for the unusual, was busily cram-
ming mud paste into the seams of the
little trunk which held her worldly all.
She looked at it with contemptuous pity.
“You poor old thing! You'll feel as
small as I shall among the saratogas and
the style. Well, I'll be honest from the

start and tell them that the only thing
we're rich in is mortgages. I guess
they’ll know without the telling. T won-
der if they’ll be ashamed of me?”

Her father came and lifted the trunk
into the back of the waggon, and they
started along the grass-bordered road to
the station. He began recalling the city
as he remembered it.

“You'll have to go to Bunker Hill of
course and the Common, and be sure and
look out for the statues, they're every-
where. Lincoln freeing the slaves—
that's the best one to my thinking, and
that’s down in Cornhill, if I remember
right. My, but that's a place! Mind
you hold tight to your cousins. The
streets and the horses and the people
whirl round so that it’s enough to make
you lose your head. Well, well, I
wouldn’t mind going along with you to
see the sights.”

He bought her ticket and got her a
comfortable seat, then he said, “God
bless you,” and went away.

Pauline looked after him wonderingly.
He had never said it to her before.
Perhaps it was a figure of speech which
people reserved for travelling. She sup-
posed there was always the danger of a
possible accident. Ah! if they could
only have started off together, as he said,
and never gone back to Sleepy Hollow
any more !

CHAPTER IIL

To the day of her death Pauline never
forgot the sense of satisfied delight with
which she felt herself made a member of
her uncle’s houschold. Her three cousins,
Gwendolyn, Russell and Belle, had
greeted her cordially as soon as the train
drew up in a station, which, for size and
grandeur, surpassed her wildest dreams,
and then escorted her between a be-
wildering panorama of flashing lights,
brilliant shop windows, swiftly moving
cars and people in an endless stream, to
another depot, for her Uncle Robert
resided in the suburbs.

They were waiting to welcome her at
the entrance of their lovely home, her
Uncle Robert and his wife. With one
swift, comprehensive glance she took it
all in. The handsome house in its
brilliant setting of lawns and trees, the
wide verandah with its crimson Mount
‘Washington rockers, luxurious hammocks
and low table covered with freshly cut
nagazines, the pleasant faced man who
was her nearest of kin, and his graceful
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wife in a tea-gown of soft summer silk
with rich lace about her throat and wrists,
her cousins in their dainty musling, and
Russell iix his fresh summor suit.  Here,
at least; were people who knew what it
was to live !

“So we have really got our little
country blossom transplanted,” said her
uncle, as he kissed her warmly. **I have
80 often begged your father to let you
come to us before, but he always wrote
that you couldn’t be spared.”

A hot flush burnt its way up over her
cheeks and brow. And he had let her
think all this time that they had not caved !
Her own father! He might, at least,
have trusted her !

She started, for her uncle was saying,
¢¢This is your dunt Rutha, my dear,”
and turned to be clasped in tender arms
and hear a sweeb voice whisper the all-
suflicient introduction,

¢TI loved your mother.”

And then she had been taken upstairs
by the lively Belle to refresh herself after
her journey, and prepare for dinner,
which had been delayed until her arrival.

The dinner itself was a revelation.
The snowy table with its silver dishes and
graceful centrepicce of hot-house blooms,
the crystal sparkling in the rosy glow
cast by silken-shaded, massively carved
lamps, the perfect, noiseless serving and
the bright conversation which flowed
freely, little hindered by the different
courses of soup and fish, and game and
ices ; conversation about things that were
happening in the world that scemed to
. be growing lwger every minute, apt

allusions by Mr. Davis, lively sallies by
Belle and quotations by Russell from
authors who seemed to be household
friends, so highly were they held in
reverence.

Afterwards there had been music,
Russell at the piano and Gwendolyn and
Belle with their violins, and she had sab
upon the sofa by this gracious, new found
friend, who stroked her rough hand
gently with her white jewelled fingers.
and talked to her softly in the pauses of
the music of what her mother was like as
a girl. Verily Aunt Rutha had a wonder-
ful way of making one feel at home!

She laughed to herself as the thought
came to her. She felt more at home
than she had ever done before in her
life! She remembered reading some-
where that the children of men were
often brought up under .ien conditions,
like ducklings brooded over by a mother
hen, but as soon as chance was given
they flew to their native element and the
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former things were as though they Lad
not been.  An inborn instinct of vefine-
ment made this new life immediately
congenial, but—could she ever forget the
weary conditions of Sleepy Hollow! She
frequently heard in  imagination the
clatter of the dishes and the rough romp-
ing of the children as they noisily trooped
to bed. Her nerves quivered as she
listened to Mrs. Harding shrilly droning
the worn-ont lullaby to the sleepless Polly,
and Lemuel demanding to have *‘Jack,
the Giant Killer,” told to him six times
in succession. It seemed to her the life
in its bare drudgery had worn deep seams
into her very soul, like country roads
in springtime, whose surface is torn apart
in gaping wounds and unsightly ruts by
heavy wheels and frost and rain.

She looked at her cousins with a feel-
ing nearly akin to envy. Theirlives had
no contrasts. Always this beautiful
comradeship with father and mother;
and Aunt Rutha was so lovely—she
stopped abruptly. She would not change
mothers.  No, no, she would be loyal
even in thought to the pale, tired woman,
whom she could remember kissing her
passionately in the twilight while bitter
tears rained on her childish. upturned
face. She would not let the demon of
discontent spoil her visit. She would
put by and forget while she enjoyed this
wonderful slice of pleasure that had come
to her. There was just as much greed in
her wanting happiness wholesale as in
Lemuel’s crying for the whole loaf of
gingerbread ; the only difference was in
the measure of their capacity

“What is it, dear?” asked Aunt
Rutha with an amused smile, ““ you have
been in the brownest of studies.”

She looked up ab her brightly.

1 believe it was a briar tangle, Aunt
Rutha, of the worst kind ; but I shall see
daylight soon, thank you.”

Mrs. Davis laid her hand on her,
husband's arm.

“Your penknife, Robert. Our little
girl here is tied up in a Gordian knot,
and we must help to set her free.”

Her uncle laughed as he opened the
pearl-handled weapon,

“Tf good will can take the place of
skill, T'll promise to cut no arteries.”
Then he added more gravely, ‘“But you
have nothing more to do with knots, my
dear, of any kind. You belong to us
now.”

They discussed her o little in kindly
fashion after she had gone to her room
for the night.

“The child has the air of a princess,”
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said Mrs. Davis, thoughtfully, ¢ she
holds herself wonderfully in spite of her
rustic training, but I suppose Dblood
always tells,” and she looked over at her
husband with a smile.

¢She has wonderful powers of adapt-
ability, too,” said Gwendolyn. *¢I
watched her at dinner, and she never
made a single slip, though I imagine
there were several things that were new
to her besides the finger glasses.”

“But she is intense, mamma,” and
Belle heaved a sigh of mock despair. T
don’t believe she knows what laziness is,
and I'm sure she will end by making me
ashamed of myself.  When I told her we
had a three-months vacation she never
said, ‘How delightful,” as most girls
would, but calmly inquired what I took
up in the holidays, and when I groaned
at the very thought of taking up any-
thing, she said so seriously, ‘But you don't
let your mind lie fallow for three whole
months !’ and then she sighed a little
and added, half to hersclf, ‘Some girls
would give all the world for such a chance
to read.” I believe she is possessed with
a perfect rage for the acquisition of know-
ledge, and when she goes to college will
pass poor me with leaps and bounds and
carry the hearts of all the professors in
her train.”

““And did you see her,” said Gwen-
dolyn, ‘*when I happeued to mention
that our church was always shut up in the
summer because so many people were
out of the city. She just turned those
splendid eyes of hers on me till I actually
felt my moral stature shrivelling, and
asked, * What about the people in the
city, don’t they have to go on living?’”

‘¢ She is plucky, though,” said Russell,
admiringly. *‘Did you notice when you
were both sereaming because one of our
wheels caught in a street car rail, and the
carriage nealy upset, how she never
said a word, though she must havo been
frightened, for we were nearly over. I
like a girl that has spunk enough to hold
her tongue.”

¢“She is a dear child,” said Mr. Davis,
‘“and she has her mother’s eyes.”

Upstairs in her blue draped chamber
Pauline spoke her verdict to herself.

‘“They are all splendid, and I'm a good
deal prouder of my relations than they
can be of me. I'm a regular woodpecker
among birds of paradise. I wish I hadn’t
to be so dreadfully plain.  Well, I'll ring
true if I «m homely, and character is
more than clothes, anyway."”

She undressed slowly, her wsthetic
eyes revelling in all the dainty appoint-

ments of the room which was to be her
very own. Then she knelt by the broad,
low window seat and said her prayers,
looking away to the stars which glowed
greenand red and yellow in the soft sum-
mer sky, and then in a great hush of
delight she lay down between the deli-
cately perfumed shee's, and gave herself
up to the enjoyment of the present which
God had given her. She would not
{;)hink of Sleepy Hollow. She had put it
Y.

CHAPTER 1IV.

Belle entered Pauline’s room to find
her cousin revelling in the exquisite
pathos of Whittier’s *‘ Snowbound” be-
fore dressing for dinner,

‘The problem of clothes had been solved
by Aunt Rutha in her pleasant, tactful
way.

“You are just Belle’s age, my dear,”
she had said the day after Pauline’s
arrival, as she lifted & delicately pencilled
muslin from a large parcel which had
been brought in from White's, and laid
it against her fresh young cheek.

““That is very becoming, don’t you
think so, Gwen? It is such a delight
for me to have two daughters to shop
for. I have always had a craze to buy
doubles of everything, but Gwendolyn
was so much older I could never indulge
myself. There is no need to say any-
thing, dearie,” and she kissed away the
remonstrance that was forming on
Pauline’s lips.

““You belong to us now, you know,
and your uncle thinks he owes your
mother more than he can ever hope to
repay.”’

Then she led her to the lounge which
Gwendolyn was piling high with deli-
cately embroidered and ruffled underwear.

“I did not know whether you would
like your sets to be of different patterns
or not, but Belle has such a horror of
having any two alike that I ventured to
think your tastes would agree.”

‘“The girls are going in town to-mor-
row to order their summer hats, so you
can finish the rest of your shopping then,
if you like, and get an idea of our city ”

And then had followed a morning such
as she had never dreamed of. The ex-
citement of driving to the station in the
exhilarating morning air, past houses
which, like her uncle’s, seemed the
abodes of luxurious ease. Before many
of them carrianges were waiting, and
through the open doors she caught
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glimpses of white-capped servants and
coloured nurses carrying babies in long
robes of lawn and lace. A vision of
Polly in” her pink checked gingham
flashed before her. How could life be
so different !

The ride in the cars was delightful,
past a succession of elegant houses and
beautifully laid out grounds, till she
began to feel she had reached a new
world where care was an unknown
quantity.

Then the city with its delightful whirl
of cars and horses und people. She had
never imagined there cuuld be so many
in any one place before. She marvelled
at the condescension of the gentlemen in
the handsomely appointed shoe store, and
blushed as one of them lifted her foot on
his knee. She looked in amazement at
the elegantly furnished apartments of
Madame Louise, and the wonderful
structures of feathers and lace and rib-
bon, which the voluble saleswoman as-
sured them were cheap at thirty dollars,
and was lost in a rapturous delight, as,
with the calmness of experienced shop-
pers, her cousins went from one depart-
ment to another in White’s and Hovey’s,
laying in a supply of airy nothings of
which she did not even know the use;
always being treated by them with the
same delicate consideration ; there was
nothing forced upon her, only, as they
were getting things, she might as well be
fitted too. Then to Huyler’s for ices and
macaroons, then up past St. Paul's and
the Common, and then home to a lunch

- of chicken salad and strawberries and
frothed chocolate, in the cool dining-
room, with its massive leather covered
chairs and potted plants and roses.

She was growing used now to the new
order of things, and smiled a welcome to
Belle from the velvet lounging chair in
which she, Pauline Harding, who had
never lounged in her life, was beginning
to feel perfectly at home.

“What an inveterate bookworm you
are, Paul,” and Belle looked at the pile
of volumes Pauline had brought from the
library, to study in the long morning
hours which the force of a lifelong habit
gave her, before the rest of the family
were astir.

“You forget I'm an ignoramus,” she
answered quietly. ‘I must do some-
thing to catch up.”

Belle shrugged her shoulders.

“What’s the use? It is surprising
with what an infinitesimal moiety of
knowledge one can get through this old
world.”

30

¢ Such a speech from & woman in this
age is rank hevesy !”

«“Oh, of course, if you are going in for
equal suffrage and anti-opiwm, ete., but
I never aspired to the garment of either
Lucy Stone or Frances Willard. I do
pine to be an anatomist, and Professor
Herchel says I have a decided talent for
it too. Last term we were on cats,
dissecting them, you know, and he said 1
took out the brain of my feline specinien
better than any of the rest of the class,
for I never once cut into any of the
twelve pairs of small nerves. It took me
three hours to do it, but it paid for the
trouble. However, papa is not progres-

. sive, at least he does not want his

daughters to be, though I tell him I
might be a Professor in Harvard some
day, so there is nothing left for me but
to fall into the ranks of the majority and
do nothing.”

‘“Why so? Is there nothing in the
world but suffrage and opium and—
cats?”

¢Oh, dear yes, there's philanthropy,
but Gwen does that for the family. She
is on every Society under the sun. Let
me count them if I can. There’s the
Society for the prevention of cruelty to
children, and the Society for the im-
provement of the moral condition of
working women, and the Society to im-
prove the sanitary condition of tenement
houses ; she’s a member of the Y. W.C.A.
and the W.C.T.U. and the Y.P.S.C.E;
she’s on the Board of Lady Managers of
the Newsboys’ Home, and one of the
Directors of the Industrial School for
Girls ; in fact, she is fairly torn asunder
in her efforts to ameliorate the condition
of the *‘ submerged tenth.”

*‘Submerged tenth,” echoed Pauline,
wonderingly. ¢“Is anyone submerged in
Boston?”

“You dear stupid, of course! The
unseen population in filth, rags and un-
righteousness, and the rest of us in lazy
self-indulgence, which perhaps, in God’s
sight, is about as bad. I often think if
each professing Christian took hold of
one poor beggar and tried to elevate him,
we would solve the problem a good deal
sooner than by starting so many societies
to improve them in the aggregate. I can
theorize, you see, but the practice is be-
yond me.”

“But why don’t you try it?” cried
Pauline, her eyes sparkling. ‘“‘It's a
splendid iden.”

¢ Bless you, my child, because it would
involve work, and that is a thing I
abhor.”
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“But Gwendolyn must work on all
these societies,” said Pauline.

Belle danced across the room, and
seated herself on the arm of her chair.

“Yon dear old thing! You're as in-
nocent as your own daisies, and it’'s a
shame to take ysu from your mossy bed.
Don’t you know there is work and work ?
God says, ‘Go work in my vineyard,’and
we good Christians answer, ‘Yes, Lord,
but let someone else go ahead and take
out the stumps.” The most of us like to
do our spiritual farming on a western
scale. It’s pleasanter to drive a team of
eight horses over cleared land than to
grub out dockweed and thistles all alone
in one corner.”

She leaned forward and began reading
the titles of the books Pauline had
selected for her study.

“Homer'’s Iliad and Plato. I told
mamma you were intense. Hallam’s
Middle Ages and Macauley’s History of
England. I had no idea you had mon-
archical tendencies. I must take you to
our little chapel and show you the com-
munion service that belonged to Charles
the Second, or perhaps it was one of the
Georges, I'm not very clear on that point.
My dear Paul, you're delicious! To
think of anybody voluntarily undertaking
to scrape acquaintance with all these dry-
as-dust worthies—and in summer time !
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It needs the pen of & Du Maurier to do
you justice!”

‘1t is not easy for you to understand
how hungry I am,” said Panline, with a
tremor in her voice. *‘‘You have been
going to school all your life.”

¢ Unfortunately, yes!” sighed Belle.
“But don’t pine fur the experience. You
will soon have enough of it. May I en-
quire when you expect to find time for
these exhilarating researches 2”

Pauline laughed.

« §etween the hours of five and eight
a.m.

‘“Horrible !”

She faced round upon her suddenly.

*I wonder what you think of us all?
You are as demure as a field-mouse, hut
I know those big eyes of yours have
taken our measures by this time. Come,
let us have it, ‘the whole truth,” you
know. Don’t be Ananias and keep back
part of the price. ‘Oh wad some power
the giftie gie us, to see oorsel’s as ithers
see us.’ I delight in revelations. Show
me myself, Paul.”

Pauline hesitated a little, then she
~poke out bravely.

“Y love you all, dearly. You have
been sokind! But, Belle—if I had your
;uf)pcg}'tllnitks, I would make more of my

ife.

QUIETNESS.
, BY EMILY HUNTINGTON MILLER.
“When he giveth quietness, who then can make trouble?”"—Job xxxiv. 29.

““ He giveth quictness.” Sweet words of blessing,
When the storms gather and the skier - dai
Out of the tempest to His sheltering bos
¥ly, O my soul, and find a welcome ark.

“He _‘veth quietness.” O Elder Brother,
Whose homeless feet have pressed our path of pain,
Whose hands have borne the burden of our sorrow,
That in Thy losses we might find our gain.

b

Of all Thy gifts and infinite consolings
I ask but this: in every troubled hour

To hear Thy voice through all the tumult stealing,
And rest serene beneath its tranquil power.

Cures cannot fret me if my soul be dwelling
In the still air of faith’s untroubled day;
Gricef cannot shake me if I walk beside Thee,

My hand in Thine along the darkening way.

Content to know there comes a radiant morning
When from all shadows £ shall find release;
Serene to wait the rapture of its dawning,
Who can make trouble when Thou sendest peace?
—Christian ddvoecale.
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ABOUT PRAYER,

BY ROMAINE VANNORMAN.

We who are of country congregations
are favoured, I think, with more of the
teaching or prophesying ministrations of
our pastors than are our brethren of city
congregations.  Our ministers seem to
remember better one part of their com-
mission—‘“Go . . . teaching them.”
Accordingly we have very full and pre-
cise directions how to pray, when to
pray, how often to pray, and how long
to pray.

The ob: ervations I shall make in this
paper, it is only fair to say, are not of
recent promptings. Rather they are a
fraginentary collection of things that have
been dropped in my way, in the course
of a pretty long life, passed for the most
part in the country or small village—
with some occasional seasoning of my
own thrown in. My neighbours are
toilers with their hands. It is as a
countryman among country people that
I remark upon some of the teaching and
speculations upon the subject of prayer
as addressed to us of the hard hands.

The morning, before entering upon the
duties of the day, is admittedly an oppor-
tune and proper time to render thanks
for blessings received and to ask guidance
and our bre~d f o the day before us. It
is when we come to specifications that
questions may arise.

Most persons have heard, as I have
heard, that at the very least one hour
each morning before commencing the
sccular business of the day should be
sacredly set apart for prayer. This by
no means as fulfilling all the law, but
merely as a right commencement. Time
spent upon one’s knees, it is said, is no
hindrance, but very helpful in getting
through with the day’slabours. Indeed,
I heard it once given out with the
greatest assurance that if there is very
unusual stress of work to be got through
with it is best to take two hours for
prayer that morning.

The parable of the Unjust Judge, which
we are told was given to teach that men
ought always to pray and not faint, is
sometimes so placed before us that it is
not the contrast in character of the
unjust and sclfish human judge and the
Divine beneficence that gives assurance
to the reasonable prayer of the Christian
and invites to a bold persistence until he
gets the answer.  The stress is laid upon

the mere teasing, as if it were a question

%i tiring out the Almighty by crying after
im.

There are those who are very enthu-
siastic admirers of the prophet Daniel.
They conclude and teach us that as
Daniel thres times a day kneeled upon
his knees and prayed, so everyone who
makes a claim to the Christian name
should three times each day, morning,
noon, and night, go apart for prayer.
Tf—so it is argued—if under the inferior
dispensation of law this was the practice
of the devout Hebrew, how much more
should the Christian, under the more
glorious dispensation of grace, at least
three times each day have his place and
scason for prayer.

The flaw—if there be any flaw—in this
reasoning lies in the differences in the
persons ¢« mpared—in their surroundings,
mauner of living, and their intellectual-
ities.  With all my partiality for my
good friends and neighbours I am con-
strained to declare that there are not
many Daniels in the church I attend.
I mean intellectually. Our congre-
gations are made up of the neighbouring
farmers, their families and hired wmen,
and of the village mechanics and day
labourers and their families. Many of
these work the livelong summer day in
the sun and winds out in the fields.
When they coure in at night and have
eaten their supper, if they sit down for
five minutes naturally they are fast
asleep. In commending fine historic
acts, even of Holy Scripture, to present-
day actors there is need to consider
whether the conditions are parallel. Of
necessity there will be few repeats of
Daniel or John the Divine. In meas-
urement of devotional attainmments with
these, I cannot help thinking that my
brother in the next seat who spent the
half of yesterday poisoning potato-bugs
is—so to speak—heavily handicapped.

The example of the sainted Fletcher—
who wore away the floor where he passed
whole nights upon his knees in prayer,
I once heard dwelt upon as very sugges-
tive. If not pointedly held up before us
for imitation by church members of the
farmer clasy, it was placed before us as
evidencing what a holy man was con-
strained to do, and we were permitted to
draw our own conclusions as to what
would become of us who go to our rooms
at night—pray—undress—and get well
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on to snoring, all in five minutes by the
clock.

With some prayer s€ems to have passed
away from spiritual longings into the
asking for every earthly thing they want
or fancy they want. When not in the
act of asking they are wondering if they
have committed sin in having omitted
to ask for some unremembered thing or
other, or in not having been sufiiciently
importunate and having quit too soon.
They assure us that our temporal and
financial interests are as much a matter
of Divine concern as are our spiritual
affairs. They say we may as properly
lay before our Heavenly Father a neced
for money to pay a debt as for any
spiritual blessing.

In support of this we are furnished
with instances where prayer for money
has been followed by answers and the
exact sum required has been placed at
the suppliant’s disposal just on the
stroke of the clock, in some wholly un-
expected and uncommercial way. I doubt
it not. I have reason to believe there
have been just such instances. Never-
theless I am strongly of the opinion that
the way for God’s children to get money
or bread, or any ecarthly thing else in
ordinary circumstances, is to work in the
ordinary way for it—not forgetting while
they work to pray also. This world’s
goods and chattels, it seems to mesaferto
teach, are in general obtained by toil—
concentration of purpose a .d self-denial,
in the exercise of which there will come
also allied spiritual blessings, increase of
peace and love, and also health and
soundness of hody.

To pray for rain for our field of corn,
or for our fruit or grain crops to yield
abundantly, or for our ship to come in
with a timely cargo, I am afraid is hardly
anything better, and not nearly so direct
and economniic, as would be a prayer for a
pocket full of money. I would say to
the man with the field of corn: *‘Before
planting the seed get for the coming
crop all the conditions right. Work a
deep tilth to hold a supply of moisture.
When the crop is growing and the drouth
is on, stir the surface of the ground fre-
quently with a light cultivator at the
hour of the day—it may be five o’clock in
the morning—when it will do the most
good. Do your duty faithfully by that
field of corn. The rain and dew business
may be safely left without suggestion
from you with our Father who is in
heaven and knows.”

“Blessed are ye poor!” The fact of
being poor and not having things not
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absolutely essential to life is certainly
not an evil in the conception of the
Divine mind. In the natural order of
things the poor are in large majority in
the world. Given the poor man of
Ontario, blessed with sound health, fairly
good mental equipment, o fair field, the
grace of God in his heart, prayer for
deliverance from such a lot would be
most frrational.  ¢“ Ninety-eight per cent.
of genius is hard work,” Mr. Edison is
credited with saying.

In the early history of Canada France
sent out every year supplies of money,
clothing, and even provisions. This was
continued almost down to the day of the
capture of Quebec and the loss of the
colony. Moreover, through the whole
French colonial period a French army
was ever kept in the colony to protect
the habitans. England saw the Pilgrim
Fathers leave her shores for the sterile
coasts of Massachusetts, to be there con-
fronted by savage Indians, by starvation,
by sickness, by all the ills and terrors
that flesh and spirit is heir to, wholly
unaided and unblessed. The heroic band
for many long dreary years carried on an
almost desperate siruggle for existence
and freedom to worship God in the way
they believed to be right. But the one
hundred years of strife and endurance
were not unfruitful yeats. The New
England colonist became hammered into
a very saint in morals, was wise far
beyond his day in political maxims, and
in time of action was a recognized leader
of conduct and daring. TFrench Canada
to the very last received frym France her
laws, her religion, her pirovisions, and
the clothes she wore.

The moral is, that to get out of him
the best there is in a man he must for the
most part be allowed to go alone, and to
get out of holes, if he gets into them,
unassisted. Prayer that would counter
this principle can hardly be cither ac-
ceptable or availing.

It is sometimes taught—erroncously,
I think—that prayer should be preceded
by a distinct act of dismissing the world
out of our thought. So far asit is pussible
we are to go out of the world and place
ourselves at the heavenly footstool apart
from the flesh and the world. The body
is looked upon as a drawback and an
encumbrance. We would fain be at the
time spirit only.

I opine that it is as a man, and a man
in the world and of the woxid, loaded
with earth’s responsibilities, that I spe-
cially need the aids and consolations ob-
tainable at the Throne of Grace. Per-
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haps it is only by a man with foot upon
the earth that prayer is ever made, or
ever need be made.

Whenever there is war between two
peoples, from the days of Baluk to the
present summer, it has always been con-
sidered a distinet strategetic advantage
to get our side blessed and the other
side cursed. A few months ago the
Church in Spain, with most imposing
array of Church dignitaries, attended by
the Qucen Regent, nobles, ofticers of
State, and multitudes of common people
proceeded to the seaport town and there
i due form solemnly blessed the fleet of
Admiral Camara, and commissioned it as
from God to proceed to the Philippines
and forthwith capture or sink the Amer-
ican fleet there. Very fortunately, as it
appears to us—for the Spaniard—Ad-
miral Camara took counsel of Admiral
Dewey’s guns rather than of the Arch-
bishop’s blessing, and contented himself
with patrolling the Mediterranean, keep-
ing the Indian Ocean between his flect
and Admiral Dewey.

In the Franco-German war, after a
battle Kaiser William used to send home
to the Empress & brief bulletin of very
devout tone, giving the outcom: of the
fight. English sentiment at the time
was rather caustic over the pious expres-
sions of the hard old fighter.

It is the universal drift of super-
stition and insincerity to overdo and
multiply religious observances. The
Pharisees were noted for making long
prayers ; they were, to use an expression
of Dominie Sampson—prodigious ! So
were some of the Middle Age siints—
peace be to their aflicted ashes. It may
be profitable to observe how our Saviour
treated the matter of prayer by His dis-
ciples.

In the second year of His public
ministry, and, according to the accepted
chronology, nearly at the close of the
second year, the question wasasked Him
“Why do the disciples of John fast
often and make prayers, and likewise the
disciples of the Pharisces, but thine e
and drink ?” Is this not & very sugges-
tive statement of a fact? It puzzled the
disciples of John, and it puzzled also the
Pharisces of that day.

Upon another accasion, and I suppose
upen a later oecasion, the disciples them-
selves seemed to think there was an
omission in this respect, for they said
that John had taught I s disciples how
to pray and they asked to be instructed
also. Qur Saviour prefaced His com-
pliance, ¢ When ye pray, say "—the time

when to pray, the duration of the period
of prayer and the frequency of it are not
touched upon. The model prayer which
follows may be slowly and reverently re-
peated in thirty seconds.

We may, perhaps, the better vnder-
stand our Saviour’s apparent hesitation
in moving the disciples out in the way of
prayer in the early days of their disciple-
ship if we dissect our own very common
prayers. Yes, our prayers for spiritual
blessings where we think. the ground is
perfectly sure. We pray for certain
spiritual blessings that we are conscious
that we uneed, increase of faith, more of
reverential love to God. More of con-
siderate fruit-bearing, love towards our
neighbour, more of the Christ-like char-
acter.  Even here, supplicating our
Heavenly Father for that which we are
well assured we do most sadly need ; and
for that, morcove, which we are also
well assured our ¥ather wills that we
should have in abounding measure; I
say even here, I misdoubt there needs
some going slow. There were instances
of marvellous faith in the days of our
Lord : the Woman of the Coast, the
Centurion, and others. To the woman
our Lord said : ¢¢Oh, woman, great is
thy faith; be it unto thee as thou wilt.”
In all these recorded instances of faith
it scems to have been native, not com-
municated. I do not remember an in-
stance in the ministry of our Lord or of
His disciples where a weak faith was
strengthened in answer to prayer.

To love and to believe arve acts which
are commanded us to do. ‘¢ Thou shalt
love the Lord thy God,” * Believe, and
thou shalt be saved.” Being commands
they must be possible and reasonable.
If our love is weak it is because it is
being starved. If our faith is nerveless,
it is through guilty inaction. Our
prayer should rather be for forgiveness
that inasmuch as we have done nothing,
and proposed to do nothing for others,
we have defrauded our hearts and are
grown cold—oh, so cold! Perhaps,
worse than all else, having shut up our
howels of compassion toward the suffer-
ing poor at our door, we have gone upon
our knees to our Heavenly Father, have
told Him in pitiful tones how cold and
hard the heart within had become, and
prayed to Him to give us more love!
Prayers of this sort do us double injury.
They transfer to God the respousibility,
and they induce a criminal complacency
on our part—iwve have prayed and are
consequently very good.

““The Model Prayer.” The address is
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to ¢ Our Father who art in heaven,” and
the first section, ‘‘Hallowed be thy
name.” After the address the further
references to the Deity are by use of the
familiar pronouns—-Thy, Thine. The
name is hallowed by careful abstention of
use. Some preachers in their public
prayers iterate and reiterate the sacred
neme under every title known to the
Bible, and for the sake of rounding out
a sentence use irreverent repetitions of
the name of God.
Beamsville, Ont.

Ebp1itor’s CoMMENTS.

One of the functions of this magazine
is to bring the pulpit and the pew closer
together, to let the whole Church know
what our laymen are thinking of. Itis
of infinite value to the pulpit to be criti-
cised by a thoughtful hearer.

We have, therefore, much pleasure in
printing the above contribution by a ven-
erable layman of our Church, now in his
eightieth year. Much of his well-written
paper will command wide assent. The
man that makes prayer for either tem-
poral or spiritual blessings the substitute
for earnest effort to obtain them, fails to
apprehend God’s means and method of
bestowment. ‘‘Faith if it hath not
works,” says St. James, ‘‘is dead, being
alone.”

In accepting this article we reserved
the right to make a few comments upon
it. There is such a thing as a mechanical
kind of prayer measured by the clock
that may be little more acceptable in the
sight of God than the rotation of the
prayer-wheels of Thibetan priests, or the
counting of his beads of a Roman Cathelic
devotee. It is living in the spirit of
prayer (of constant dependence upon God)
and looking to Him every hour and mo-
ment for aid that is meant, we think, by
the exhortation, *‘Pray without ceasing.”

A story is told of John Wesley and one
of his “helpers” who shared the same
room and probably the same bed with
him, in one of his preaching excursions.
This helper expressed some surprise at
the brevity of Wesley’s prayers. ¢ Oh,”
said the modern St. John, “‘Ikeep prayed
up.” The expression suggests the keeping
the harmonies of the soul, like an instru-
ment of finest music, in accord with the
unseen melodies of heaven.

Yet we know that John Wesley had
times of special intense and prolonged
intercessions with God. So also have had
the mighty men of faith who have moved
the world. Knox was heard wrestling
all night with God, and crying, *“Giveme
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Scotland or I die.” Cromwell and his
Ironsides knew the power of prayer.
Baxter, Increase and Cotton Mather and
the Puritans had their seasons of special
pleading with God for themselves, their
Church and their country. Gladstone
was & man on whom the weight of an
empire far transcehding in extent and
complexity of its problems that of which
Daniel was premier, and he sought and
obtained strength to bear this burden of
Atlas by daily public and private prayer,
probably not less than Daniel’s stated in-
tercessions.

Even the hunblest of ushave imperious
needs, personal, domestic, social, and as
citizens, which we need to lay daily before
God. We questionif any man hasa right,
even in thunderous harvest weather, to
give himself only ‘‘five minutes by the
clock ” for this duty and privilege. We
need to feed our souls by communion with
God and the study of His Word. Hence,
the importunce of ‘¢ the Morning Watch,”
‘‘the Quiet Hour,” as it is now called,
in which Father Endeavour Clark is
enrolling so many earnest young souls,
and which is so largely adopted in our
Epworth Leagues.

Nor need this make great inroads upon
even the scantiest leisure. One of the
busiest men I ever knew, the late Robert
Wilkes, travelling almost every night and
engrossed every day, used to learn day
by day a verse or two of his Sunday-school
lesson on the cars or at the railway station,
or in the streets, and ruminate and pray
over it, and come to his Sunday-school
class filled with the very richness of the
Gospel. In even the busiest life there
are enforced pauses which may be em-
ployed in swift swallow-flights of prayer
to heaven. While waiting at the tele-
phone or for the electric cars, or walking
the street a man’s thoughts may be lifted
above earth and be saved from many of
the worries and exasperations of life.
Still more may this privilege be enjoyed
while pacing the furrow or pursuing the
quiet avocations of rural life.

Our Blessed Lord was much in prayer.
He had prolonged and deep communion
with His Father in heaven. We read
that “He went up into a mountain to
pray, and continued all night in prayer
to God.” We, too, have our seasons of
temptation and hours of Gethsemane
when we need special communion with
our Heavenly Father.

We make these remarks merely to guard
against misinterpretation of the excellent
article of our venerable contributor. The
essence of prayer is more the state of the




“Collections and Recollections.” 471

soul than the language of the lip, as de-
scribed in Montgomery’s beautiful poem :

¢ Prayer-is the soul’s sincere desire
Uttered or unexpressed ;
The motion of a hidden fire,
That trembles in the breast,

¢¢ Prayer is a burden of a sigh,
The falling of a tear;
The upward glancing of an eye,
When none but God is near.

¢¢ Prayer is the simplest form of speech
That infent lips can try ;
Prayer the sublimest strains that reach
The Majesty on high.

¢ Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath,
The Christian’s native air;
His watchword at the gates of death;
He enters heaven by prayer.”

«COLLECTIONS AND

It is often difficult to get from the
pages of history a just conception of the
past. Even a clever novel, though it
may depict society with vividness, leaves
one with the haunting fear that the
author has drawn upon his imagination
for his facts. A good biography supplies,
in part, the defect mentioned, but refers to
but one person or to a very limited group.
A book like that under review, with its
character-sketches and stories of the men
of light and leading of the past half-cen-
tury, gives a better conception of the
changes which society has undergone than
anything else.

The author seems to have known every
one who is best worth knowing in
political and literary circles. He has
kept a careful diary of the table talk,
bon mols, anecdotes and repartees that
he has heard or heard of. Among the
portraits which he paints at full length are
those of Lord Russell, Lord Shaftesbury,
Cardinal Manning, and Lord Houghton.
But he gives us vignettes and sketches of
a whole host beside. Chief among these
are the great political antagonists, Bea-
consfield and Gladstone. We have many
anecdotes of the Queen, of the Prince
Consort, the Prince of Wales, and others
of the titled great. Of even more in-
terest are those of such kings of thought
as Matthew Arnold, Joln Bright, A. J.
Balfour, Carlyle, Chamberlain, Lord Col-

* *Gollections and Recollections by One
Who has Kept a Diary.” New York:
Harper & Brothers. Toronto: William
Briggs. 8vo. Pp.375. Price, §2.50.

Let us, therefore, more and more realize
the privilege of prayer, of daily and
hourly communion with the Father of
our spirits,

¢¢ More things are wrought by prayer

Than this world dreams of. Wherefore
let thy voice

Rise like a fountain for me night and day,

For what are men better than sheep or
goats,

That nourish a blind life within the brain,

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of
prayer,

Both for themselves and those who call
them friend ?

Forso the whole round earth is every way

Bound b%_v glo},d chains about the feet of
10d.

RECOLLECTIONS.” ¥

eridge, Fox, Froude, Macaulay, Stanley,
Tait, Thackeray, and many others.

Four chapters of special interest are
thoseonreligion and morality, social equal-
ization, social amelioration, and the evan-
gelical influence. Itis diflicult to conceive
the change which has passed oversocietyin
the last hundred years. *¢ All testimony,”
says our author, ‘“seems to me to point
to the fact that towards the close of the
last century, religion was almost extinct
in the highest and lowest classes of
English society. The poor were sunk in
ignorance and barbarism, and the aris-
tocracy was honeycombed by profligacy.
Morality, discarded alike by high and
low, took refuge in the great middle
class, then, as now, largely influenced by
evangelical dissent.”

These years, he adds, witnessed the
nadir of British virtue. ‘¢ Whitetield and
the Wesleys, and that grim but grand
old Mother in Israel, Selina, Countess
of Huntingdon, found their evangelistic
energies fatally cramped by Episcopal
authority, and, quite against their natural
inclinations, were forced to act through
independent organizations of their own
making.”

The examples given of clerical drunk-
emess are almost incredible. ‘I have
known,” says the writer, ‘“‘acountry gen-
tleman who had seen his own vicar drop
the chalice at, the Holy Communion be-
cause he was too drunk to hold it.” He
tells of three clerical neighbours in Bed-
fordshire who were so drunk that neither
of them could read the service at a ".n-
eral, which had to wait till the next day.

T
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As an illustration of the coarse gorging of
the times he quotes a tavern bill of fare
for seven persons in which are enumer-
ated fifty items. The total charge was
over £80. .

““The penal code was inconceivably
sanguinary and savage. In 1770 there
were 160 capital offences on the statute-
book, and by the beginning of this cen-
tury the number had greatly increased.
To steal five shillings’ worth of good
from a shop was punishable by death.
A girl of twenty-two was hanged for
receiving a piece of woollen stuff from the
man who had stolen it. The treatment
of the insane was darkened by incredible
barbarities. As late as 1828 Lord
Shaftesbury found that the lunatics in
Bedlam were chained to their straw beds,
and left from Saturday to Monday with-
out attendance, and with only bread and
water within their reach, while the keep-
ers were enjoying themselves.” ,

The anecdotes about clergymen are
very instructive, and not a little amusing.
The examples of repartee are many of
them very clever. ““One of the best
repartees ever made,” says our author,
‘“ because the briefest and the justest,
was made by ‘the gorgeous Lady Bles-
sington’ to Napoleon III. When Prince
Louis Napoleon was living in impecu-
nious exile in London he had been a
constant guest at Lady Blessington’s
hospitable and brilliant but Bohemian
house. And she, when visiting Paris
after the Cowp d' Etat, naturally ex-
pected to receive at the Tuileries some
return for the unbounded hospitalities of
Gore House. At length she encountered
the Emperor at a great reception. As he
prused through the bowing and curtsey-
ing crowd, the Emperor caught sight of
his former hostess. ¢Ah, Miladi Bles-
sington ! restez-vous longtemps i Paris 2’
‘Et vous, sire?’ History does not re-
cord the usurper’s reply.”

The following is also very clever. ‘A
fellow of Oriel had behaved rather out-
rageously at dinner over night, and,
coming out of chapel next morning, es-

sayed to apologize to Marriott: ‘My
friend, I'm afraid I made rather & fool of
myself last night.’ My denr fellow; T
assure you I observed nothing unusual.’”

A strenuous advocate of modern studies
said : ‘T have the greatest contempt for
Aristotle.” ““But not that contempt
which familiarity ‘breeds, I should im-
agine,” was Lord Sherbrooke’s mild re-
joinder.

This by Pio Nono is also good : A
gentleman in the diplomatic service,
visiting Rome in the old days of the
temporal power, had the honour of an
interview with Pio Nono. The Pope
graciously offered him a cigar—‘1 am
told you will find this very fine.” The
Englishman made that stupidest of all
answers, ‘Thank your Holiness, but I
have no vices." ¢This isn’t a vice; if it
was, you would have it,’ said the Pope.”

When the German Emperor visited
Leo XIII, Count Herbert Bismarck
attempted to follow the Emperor into
the audience chamber. ¢ A gentleman
of the papal court motioned him to stand
back, as there must be no third person at
the interview. ‘Iam Count Herbert Bis-
marck,’ shouted the German, as he strug-
gled to follow his master. *That,’ re-
plied the Roman, with calm dignity,
‘may account for, but it does not excuse
your conduct.”” '

Some years ago a Mr. Tooth created a
good deal of excitement by his ultra
ritualism. A clergyman, protesting in
the pulpit against his conduct, said, *‘I
shall not mention his name, but it 1s in
everyone’s mouth,” and wondered at the
audible smile that pervaded his audience.

The chapter on Beaconsfield gives a
wonderful insight into the characeer of
the man. ‘‘Browning once told Mr.
Gladstone a highly characteristic story of
Disraelitish duplicity, and for all reply
heard a voice choked with indignation:
‘Do you call that amusing, Browning ?
I call it devilish.””

The book is one of fascinating interest
and of no small historical value.

. TE DEUM LAUDAMUS.

Lord, in this our triumph hour,
Let us own Thy sovereign power !
Not to us the praise belongs;
Unto Thee the victors’ songs.

Thine the arm that struck the blow;
Thine the conquest of our foe;

So to-day we raise to Thee

Hymns of thanks on land and sea.

Now that cannon roar no more,
Now that clash of arms is o’er,

On our lips Thy praises swell,

In our hearts Thy name shall dwell.

In Thy hands the issue lay ;
Thou hast led us all the way ;
Then shall all the honour be,
God of Battles, unto Thee !
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BISMARCK, SOME SECRET

This book is unquestionably the most
notable of the year, and is of absorbing
interest. It reveals the man of Blood
and Iron as he really was. It was re-
served for one of his most ardent ad-
mirers, a man who refers to Bismarck in
terms of fulsome adulation, who describes
him as his Messiah, and speaks of stand-
ing in his presence as before an altar, to
reveal the conscienceless character of this
great builder of empire.

Bismarck moulded the political history
of Europe more than any man since the
great Napoleon, and he did so with equal
remorseless cruelty. Great armies were
but the pawns with which he played on
the chess-board of Europe. The London
Times remarks : ‘It was reserved to the
sublime unconsciousness of one of his
sincerest worshippers to expose all the
meanness, duplicity and brutality which
he combined with so many brilliant and
admirable qualities.” This is a severe
indictment, but an examination of this
bulky book more than vindicates it. The
kings and princes were but puppets in his
hand. He was the power behind the
throne. In his Chancellery in Wilhelm-
strasse at Berlin he controlled the great
political movements in the chief capitals
of Europe.

The book gives a vivid picture of the
Franco-Prussian war, the downfall of the
French Emperor, the siege and capture
of Paris, the integration of the German

*< Bismarck : Some Secret Pages of His
History,” being a Diary kept by Dr. Moritz
Busch during twenty-five years’ official and
private intercourse with the great Chancel-
lor. With portraits. In two volumes.
Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co. Price, $7.50.

PAGES OF HIS HISTORY.*

States, ending in the crowning of the
aged King of Prussia as Emperor of
Germany. The cold-blooded cruelty of
the Iron Chancellor, the truculent ferocity
with which he advocates the shooting of
prisoners by the thousand, reveal the
hideousness of war as nothing that we
ever read.

Bismarck moulded the old king like a
lump of putty. He found the Emperor
Frederick and his son less pliable ma-
terial. The antipathy of the Chancellor
to the Empress Augusta and the Empress
Victoria are strikingly shown. As he
handed a glass of water to the latter, she
said to one of her court ladies, ‘“ He has
made me shed more tears than this glass
would hold.”

There was something colossal about the
character of this man. There is also
much that is tragically pathetic in the
story of his life, the ingratitude and petty
espionage shown by the reigning Emperor,
the curt dismissal of the maker of modern
Germany, his soured and sullen old age
in his castle of Fredericksruh, where in
disappointment and discontent he gnawed
out his heart like a new Prometheus
chained to a rock.

Dr. Busch was for a quarter of a
century his literary jackal, who wrote for
the home and foreign press the mean and
mendacious articles which Bismarck in-
spired or dictated. The book abounds in
striking stories and anecdotes of the lead-
ing politicians of Europe, with satire and
humour sometimes sinister and grim.
The subject is too large to be treated in
a book notice like this, but will be made
the. subject of fuller treatment in the
body of the METHODIST MAGAZINE AND
REvVIEW.

NOVEMBER.

BY ANNIE L. MUZZEY.
A wraith-like figure all in solemn gray,
With wreaths of phantom seed-pods in her hair,
She roams with rustling footsteps here and there,
Tossing the dead leaves in her careless play,
And leaving woods bereaved and branches bare.

Swift she puts out the fires upon the hills,

And rakes the ashes o’er their dying glow ;

And while the southward-reaching sun drops low
She shakes her drapery of clouds, and fills

The fields of air with violets of snow.

Dear, she but leads us through her dreary straits
To find the halcyon Indian summer days,
Where, sitting in a dreamy, tender haze,

We catch the glimmer of the jasper gates,
And hear the echo of celestial praise.

—New York Sun.
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The World’s Progress.

CaNADA FIRST AGAIN.

A long forward step has been taken in
the world's progress by the vote of the
people of Canada on September 29th.
For the first time in the history of
civilization has a great country as large

no interest save the welfare of their
fellows and the succour and salvation of
the victims of strong drink. On the
other side were arrayed the immense
moneyed interest of the drink traffic and
the drunkard makers.

Their craft was
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MAP SHOWING ADVANCE OF FRENCH EXPEDITIONS.

as Burope spoken in such emphatic con-
demnation of the liquor traflic. The
enemies of Prohibition may seek to
minimize its import, but theve the verdict
stands, another milestone on the way to
the millennium.

The battle was fought by the moral
reformers under great disadvantages. The
expenses for printing and canvassing
were the free-will offerings of men having

in danger, they worked for their lives.
They appealed to every selfish and sordid
and sinister motive. The voters were
told that prohibition meant divect taxa-
tion—two dallars a head for every man,
woman and child in the Dominion.
Against this may be set the drink bill of
eight dollars per head, which is borne by
the drinking classes, chiefly the poor, the
ignorant, the besotted, and the degraded,
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whose wives and children suffer penury
and want that their liege lords may drink
to raise the revenue. The plea of per-
sonal liberty was raised. The right of
every Briton to drink what he likes, for-
getful that civilization is a whole system
of restrictions instead of the so-called
liberty which savages enjoy. Every
means, the most unscrupulous and illegal,
wasemployed. Many cases of personation
of voters, living or dead, took place. It
is alleged that in Toronto alone two
thousand of these occurred. We had
prohibition for one day at least. The
taverns of the Dominion are closed by
law on election days. In a few places
this rule was defied, and liquor flowed
freely. In most places it was observed,
and order prevailed. In Toronto not a
single drunk was arrested. This, how-
ever, left a large and well organized set
of canvassers and ward heelers at liberty
to get in their fine work—and they did it
very effectually.

farming community that piled up the
great majorities in its favour.

The mandate of the people is clear.
Any government which had received a
majority of twenty thousand in the
Dominion, or sixty thousand if Quebec
be excluded, would feel on pretty sure
ground for carrying out its policy. The
liquor dealers say that their inority
holds the balance of power. Let the
temperance vote show where the real
weight of influence lies. The six Pro-
vinces that by clear and large majorises
demand Prohibition should at least have
it. If Quebec does not want it and
protests against being coerced, neither
must she be allowed to coerce the other
Provinces. Let these Provinces send to
Parlinment men pledged to support Pro-
hibition, and no Government can dare to
withhold the demand of the people thus
expressed.

FASHODA.

The venal votes of the city slums ; of the
employees or victims of the drink traflic;
the weight of two great Churches, the
Roman Catholic and the Anglican, which
have in the Old Land been the chief allies
of the liquor interests; and the socjety
people by whom fashionable wine-
bibbing is held as one of the pillars of the
constitution, were all largely hostile to
Prohibition. Some of these, doubtless,
were sincere in their opposition to
drunkenness and in honest effort to re-
strain it. But they were, unfortunately,
in very bad company.

It is true that most of the towns and
cities gave mujorities greater or less
against prohibition, but there the liquor
organization is most perfect, its resources
most ample, its agents most r.amerous,
and society influences the most subtle
and pervasive. But it was the bone and
sinew of the country, the intelligent

Tuee FrexcE oN THE Urrcr NILE.

From the North-Western Christian
Advrocate we reproduce the accompanying
map and cut, and quote as follows :

“On his retirement from Fashoda
General Kitchener sent this dispatch to
his home government : ¢ Met at Fashoda,
September 19, Marchand, flying French
flag. Marchand arrived July 10 with
eight officers and 120 Soudanese tirail-
Jeurs.” Major Marchand admitted in
conversation that the arrival of General
Kitchener saved him from annihilation
by the dervishes.

*“The meeting between General Kitch-
ener and Major Marchand is another
step toward the question: Who shall
have the Bahr-el-Ghazal—the British or
the French? The Bahr-cl-Ghazal is a
former province of the Egyptian Soudan,
south of Khartoum and north of Equa-
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toria. It may be described as about five
times as big as England and is covered
with forests and mounteins and seamed
with low valleys subject to inundation.
It includes the larger portion of the basin
watered by the Bahr (or river) Ghazal,
which, with its affluents, the Bahr-el-
Arab, Jur, Rohl and Roa, forms a laby-
rinth of streams. Fashoda is situated on
the Nile propez, jusi merchward of this
labyrinth, and hence commands access to
all the streams which feed the great
river. It is the capital of the Shilluk
country and it was annexed to Egypt
nearly half a century ago.” ,

General Kitchener raised the British
and Egyptian flags, and the scene of
negotiations is transferred from the
Soudan to Paris and London.

The French are not likely to make
much trouble over the occupation of
Fashoda by the British. They have
trouble enough at home with the Dreyfus
scandal, the Ministerial crisis, the gigan-
tic strike in Paris, which menaces the
great exkibition un which they are spend-

.ing so much money. This will be the

pledge of peace till at least 1900.

China cuntinues to be the storm centre
of the East. News of the most sensational
character arrives. Now we are told that
the Emperor is ill and all the court
physicians of the empire are summoned.
Then we read that he is dead—whether
by suicide, assassination or multitude of
physicians is not known. Then we are
assured that he is alive but in seclusion.
Meanwhile, the Duwager Empress, whose
puppet he was, sets up one and puts
down another at her will. The powers
have landed guards to protect their
embassies. China protests at theiraction.
The head and front of the ex-emperor’s
offending is that he was too progressive,

tuo open to new ideas, and too friendly
tu missions. Should chavs come in the
empire the missionaries will be in serivus
danger. The Church should be much in
prayer for her conscripts whom she has
sent into the field. -

Dr. Joun HarL.

The death of the Rev. Dr. John Hall,
of New York, closes an honourable
career. Dr. Hall was a gift of the Old
World to the New—of the Gureen Isle of
Erin to the great Republic of the West.
Thirty years he ministered to one of the
wealthiest congregations in America, yet
he was faithful in his visitation of the
poorest in his parish. While visiting a
member of his congregation who was
lying ill in the top story of a tenement,
he was suddenly affected with a heart
spasm and fell insensible on the floor of
the dying man’s room. Dr. Hall had
tendered his resignation of his heavy
charge, but at the request of a large
section of his congregation withdrew it.
He went on a vacation tour to the 0Old
Land, and there,surrounded by his nearest
kin, he passed away. To a friend at his
bedside he spoke of ‘the rest that re-
maineth for the people of God,” and
requested his son to sing to him ¢ In the
cross of Christ I glory.” Dr. Hall was
not a very learned man, not a great
theologian, nor even a very eloquent
preacher. But he was a faithful, diligent,
consecrated worker in the vineyard of
the Lord. He rests from his labours and
his works dc follow him.

Dr. KINGS'-ORD.

On August 20th Dr. William Kingsford,
the distinguished historian of Canada,
passed away in his seventy-ninth year.
He had just finished his monumental work
in ten octavo volumes. It brought down
the history of Canada to the year 1841.
This completed Dr. Kingsford's design,
as, to use his own words, to write the
more recent history would be “like
walking on embers but lightly covered
with treacherous ashes.” Dr. Kingsford
was burn in London, spent sume years in
the army, coming to Canada with the
First Dragoon Guards. Leaving that
regiment in Montreal he obtained pro-
fessional employment as civil engineer,
and rendered important service on the
Grand Trunk and Canadian Pacific Rail-
ways, also on the Panama and Sardinian
Railways. Ten years ago he began his
great work and has issued a voluine every
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year since, the last one appearing but a
short time before his death. He was an
indefatigable worker, rising at five and
toiling all day at his desk or'in the public
archives.” His labours were not duly
appreciated, and but for the financial aid
of kind friends would never have reached
completion. His history is characterized
by painstaking accuracy, impartiality and
fulness of detail.

One of the schemes of Gordon was the
establishment of a school at Khartoum,
where the sons of the desert sheiks
should receive an education in English

and the Christian veligion This plan is
now being revived. It would be Gordon’s
grandest monument, the noblest Christian
revenge upon his murderers,

Spain is drinking her cup of humilia-
tion to the very dregs. She is making
strenuous objection to the terms of
peace, but will have to yield to the
inevitable.

William Saunders, of Leek (Stafford),
who died recently at the age of ninety-
four, was a preacher in the Primitive
Methodist Church in England for about
seventy years,

Book Notices.

The Kingduom of Gud and Problems of
To-Day. Lectures Delivered before
the Biblical Department of Vanderbilt
University. By ALEXANDER SUTHER-
LaNp, D.D. Nashville: Publishing
House of the M. E. Church, South.
Barbee & Smith, Agents. Toronto:
William Briggs. Price, $1.00.

This is an august theme akin to that of
Augustine’s great work, ¢ De Civitate
Dei.” It is not merely the Kingdom of
God in the heavens, but the Kingdom of
God set up on earth, ruling the thoughts
and moulding the lives and institutions
of men. This is not an abstract theo-
logical discussion, but an argument for
the particular application of the Ten
Commandments and the Golden Rule.

We heard these lectures highly com-
mended by men who heard them from
the living voice. They here appeal to
the wide range of thoughtful readers in
all the Churches. Each of the lectures
is accompanied by a prelude discussing in
brief certain aspects of the general theme.
For example, the lecture on ““The
Principles and Polity of the Kingdom of
God,” has a prelude vn the relation of
tha$ kingdom to civil governments. The
lecture on *‘The Problem ,f Poverty,”
has its prelude on the Inequalities of
Wealth and Opportunity. The lecture
on **Labour Disputes, aud How to End
Them,” has its prelude on the Church
and Workingmen. The lecture on ““The
Stability, Perpetuity, and Final Consum-
mation of the Kingdom of God,” has its
prelude on Socialism, the World's
Counterfeit of the Kingdom of Gud  In
this volume the Guspel of Christ is set

furth as the great remedy for social ills.
The cugency of argument, the felicity of
expression, the lofty and sustained elo-
quence of these lectures is what we might
expect from their accomplished author.

China in Transformation. By ARCHIBALD
R. Corqunouy. With three coloured
maps in pocket, compiled from latest
documents. 8vo. Pp. x.-397. New
York : Harper & Brothers. Toronto :
William Briggs. Price, $2.50.

This is a very opportune and admirable
book. China is now the world’s storm
centre. The vivisection of the Sick Man
of the East is the most delicate surgical
operation of the times. The dissection
of Africa is not to be compared with it.
The author has lived many years in the
East, and knows China, Japan, and
Burma well. He has been administrator
of Mashonaland, and special correspon-
dent of the London T%mes, in the far
East. He writes with vigour and vivacity.
He diccusses the geugraphical, economic
and political questions, the commercial
development, government and adminis-
tration of China, diplomatic intercourse,
the native press and kindred topics.

Britain controls to-day over four-fifths
of the trade of the country, but the
Germans and Russians are exhibiting
extraordinary vigour in commercial and
political aggression, The government of
China is utterly corrupt. Every mandarin
and merchant ‘‘squeezes” all that taxes
and trade will bear.

The record of the development of
Hong Kong is a marvel of British enter-
prise. Last year its shipping amounted
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to over 17,000,000 tons. It is thus the
third port in the British Empire and
probably in the world. Its history is like
the tale of Aladdin’s lamp. The author
pays a high tribute to the missionaries,
but not so high, we think, as they
deserve. The great province of Sz-chuen,
whose capital, Chentu, is the headquar-
ter of our Chinese Mission, is described
as the richest in the empire, as ‘“‘an
empire in itself.” The capital has nearly
a million people, and is the second trade
emporium of Inland China. The great
Yang-tse, or ‘‘ River of Golden Sand,” is
three thousand miles long, of which two
thousand miles are navigable. The study
of Chinese character and of the political
problems of the times are of immense
value.

England, and not Russia, is lord para-
mount of Asia. While Russia, including
Siberia and its recent acquisitions of
Manchuria, dominates twenty-three mil-
Yions of people in Asia, Great Britain
controls 292,000,000 directly, and through
its trade affects profoundly as many
more. The numerous maps and diagrams
of this book, and its up-to-date informa-
tion, make it simply indispensable for
those who would comprehend the Chinese
problem.

So important is this book that we must
make it the subject of a special article.

Canadian Folk-Life and Folk-Lore. By
‘WiLriasm Parkkr GREENOUGH, “G. DE
Moxrtausan.” With illustrations by
WarLter C. GREENOUGE. New York :
George H. Richmond. Toronto: Wm.
Briggs.

We give in this magazine special prom-
inence to books by Canadians on Canadian
subjects. We have special pleasure in
<alling attention to this interesting vol-
ume. To most English-speaking Can-
adians French Canada is an almost un-
known country, and the habitant a very
unfamiliar person. A sail upon the St.
Lawrence or sojourn at Malbaie or Ca-
couna gives a scant acquaintance with
their character. Mr. Greenough knows
Trench Canada well. He haslived among
the people, he has shared tlieir lumber-
ing, fishirg, and hunting exploits, their
amusements and festivities. He has
strong sympathy with them. In this
volume he describes their occupations,
their Church relations, their national
characteristics, the feudal system, etc.,
and gives admirable examples of their
folk-tales and songs. We read much

about the Spanish peasants, and the
Magyar gypsies. We owe it to those in-
teresting people, dwelling under the same
flag and loyal to their heart’s core, to
have a more intelligent and sympathetic
acquaintance with them. The numerous
engravings are exceedingly good, and the
whole is an admirable specimen of book-
making.

Labour Copartnership. By HENRY DEMA-
rEst Lioyp. Pp. 351 Tlustrated.
New York : Harper & Brothers. To-
ronto : William Briggs. Price, $1.00.
We believe that the methods described

in this book more than any others will
solve the difficulties of the labour ques-
tion. In Great Britain as nowhere else
has n-operation been a success. In
one generation co-operative stores have
reached a membership representing one-
seventh of the population—and that the
picked seventh—and doing a business of
$272,000,000 a year. ‘“We must make
men as well as money,” and * We must
help our brothers,” are the mottoes of
these societies.

Mr. Lloyd describes his visit to co-
operative workshops, factorics, and farms
in Great Britain and Ireland, in which
employer, employee and consumer share
in ownership, management and results.
The thrift and industry, the fellowship
and good will, the heart and hope and
happiness developed by this brotherly
co-operation goes far to convert labour
from what is often a grievous oppression
to a perpetual blessing. We wish that
working men everywhere could read this
book. It would be the best cure for
strikes and lock-outs that we know.
‘Working men have tremendous power to
raise their social condition, to dignify
their daily toil. Were these counsels
followed, sweating and intemperance
would be abolished, and poverty become
almost unknown. The author quotes the
statement that ‘‘the system of church
government devised by the administrative
genius of Wesley was, although not de-
signedly so, the first avenue through
which the most thoughtful of the agricul-
tural class became familiarized with the
principle of acting together, and were
brought to realize that they were small
but necessary parts of one great living
organization. The silent part which the
constitution and procedure of the various
Methodist bodies has enabled them to
play, in paving the way for the peaceful
social revolution which is taking P]uce in
the villages, is rarely recognized.’
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Letters to Rhis Son on Religion. By
RounpeLr, First EARL OF SELBORNE,
London: Maemillan & Co., Limited.
Toronto< The Copp, Clark Company,
Limited. Price, $125.

Even in the darkest days of religion in
England, the British peerage has always
had svme conspicuous members who were
not ashamed to bear the name of Chris-
tian. As Cowper says:

““We boast some rich ones whon: the
gospel sways,
And one who wears a coronet and piays.”

‘This was never more true than at the
present time. Such conspicuous examples
of British statesmen, though not of the
peerage, as Mr. Gladstore and Mr.
Balfour, who devoted their great puwers
to the defence of impregnable rock of
Holy Scripture, are a presage of the day
when kings shall be the nursing fathers
of the Church of God.

The book under review is another
illustration of this gratifying fact. These
are just the sort of letters which any
father would like to put in the hands of
his son. They treat such subjects as the
Importance of a True Knowledge of God,
the Means to a True Knowledge of God,
the Outward and the Inward Light, the
Scriptures—their Inspiration and Author-
ity, and the like. The scholarship of the
author and the recognition of scholarship
in the son are shown by the freguent
quotations from the New Testament in
the original Greek. The author of the
Buok of Praise, in this volume has added
another to his claims of honour more
signal than his coronet. The title of the
book recalls another voluine of letters to
his son of a very different character, those
of the Earl of Chesterfield. The contrast
marks the religious difference between the
cighteenth and the nineteenth century.

A Study of a Child. By Louise E.
Hocax. Tlustrated with over 500
original drawings by the Child. New
York : Harper & Brothers. Toronto :
William Briggs.

The study of childhood in the hands of
Professor Stanley Hall has become an
important paxt of the science of psy-
chology. The most thorough and sys-
tematic record of such study that we know
is that in the volume before us. If the
child is the father of the man, it is of
infinite importance that he be rightly
trained. The little boy whose story is
here told, said in his eighth year,

¢ Mamma, I am like a little tree growing :
bad boys pull me over crooked, and you
straighten me. Jf mothers didn't do
this the boys couldn’t grow straight when
they get older, but wouid be crooked.”
In his seventh year he had already learned
to pray as follows: ¢“Dear God, I want
you to keep the good good, and make the
bad good, and I thank you very much
for bringing papa back safely, and I want
you to take care of me in the night-time,
and I thank you very much for letting me
pass all the day so happily.” No doctor
of divinity could have improved cn this
child utterance. :
This book wili be invaluable to paren
and teachers in enabling them to make
child life happy. Many children are
almost worriea to death by being made
pets and playthings, by being ‘“shown
off,” and by over-training. They should
be largely left alone. They are a bundle
of nerves in & world of wonders. Their
little minds may be dazed and injured by
excitement. How would grown-ups like
%o I;e tossed in the air and dandled into
ts

The book contains a record of the
mental and moral development of a bright
and intelligent child. He was encouraged
to make pencil drawings and cut out
paper. His early efforts were very crude
and funny, but his powers of observaiion
were greatly developed and his drawings
and cuttings at the age of eight were
quite remarkable. His bright sayings,
queer questionings, and sweet child-like
ways will form suggestive and instructive
reading. He did not die young, like the
boys in the Sunday-school books, but
will grow up, we hope, to be a wise and
good wan. :

Text-Book of Physics, Largely Experi-
mental. By Evwmx H. Hair, Pa.D.,
Professor of Physics in Harvard Col-
lege, and JoserH Y. BerGEN, A.M.,
Instructor in the Harvard Summer
School of Physics. Revised and en-
larged. Pp. xvi.-596. New York:
Henry Holt & Co. Toronto : William
Briggs.

One of the most fascinating studies in
the world is the study of physics. It re-
veals the wonders of the world around
us, explains many of the mysteries of the
universe, and invests all nature with a
new and potent charm. The domain of
this study has been of late wonderfully
enlarged. The realm of molecular physics
has been invaded and the storms and
hurricanes of gases have been described,
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and the secrets of the atoms and mole-
cules wrested from them. It is said that
every text-book of science becomes super-
seded in a decade of yeais. It is impor-
tant, therefore, to find one up-to-date,
recording the most recent discoyeries.
Such, we think, is the volume before us.
The edition of 1891 has been revised in
1897. The greatest advances have been
in electrical science. These are fully de-
scribed here with the aid of diagrams and
llustrations. The world-wide reputation
of the oldest college in America is guar-
antee as to the scientific value of this
work.

Two Men of Devon in Ceylon. A story of
East and West. By the Rev. SamuEL
Laxgpon. London : Charles H. Kelly.
Toronto : William Briggs.

From the days of Drake the men of
Devon have been famous for their mari-
time adventures. To Drake and: his
merry men it was meat and drink to singe
the King of Spain’s beard by capturing his
galleons and pillaging his treasure-house
at Nombre di Dios and elsewhere. The
heroes described in this story are true to
the Protestant traditions of their fathers
and hate the Pope and all his works as
much as even Drake himself. They were
carried captives to the Portuguese settle-
ment in Ceylon, where they had a won-
derful series of adventures and became
brave and noble men. The book is full
of incident and gives much information
as to the history and religion of Ceylon.

The Bibliotaph and Other People. By
Leon H. Vincent. Boston: Hough-
ton, Mifflin & Co. Toronto: William
Briggs. Price, 81.50.

Several of the papers in this volume
are reprints from the dtlantic Monthly.
Whatever appears in that magazine bears

Methodist Magazine and Review.

the stamp of higher literature. This is
emphatically true of these essays. They
have a lightness of touch, a vein of hu-
mour, a literary grace that makes them
easy reading, although they have, prob-
ably, been hard writing. They bear the
mark of the file and are fnished ‘“ad
unguem,” as Horace would say. The
humours of book collecting have never
been better treated than in the Bibliotaph
Papers in this volume. The sketches of
Hardy, Keats, and Robert Louis Steven-
son are clever studies in literature. Itis
gratifying to note that the writer is the
son of a Methodist preacher, the Rev. B.
T. Vincent, D.D., and a nephew of Bishop
John H. Vincent.

Wesley's House. Sermons and Addresses
delivered in Wesley’s Chapel at the
Dedication Services held on February
27th and 28th, March 1st and 2nd, 1898.
Revised by the authors. London:
Charles H. Kelly. Toronto: William
Briggs.

Our readers know that by a recent
eftfort the entire indebtedness on the house
in which Wesley died in London has been
paid off, and an endowment of $25,000
created to make it a musewmn forever.
This book contains the sermons delivered
at the recent dedication services. It has
numerous portraits and other illustrations.

Suints of Christ. By THoMAS F. LOCKYER,
B.A., Author of ‘“The Inspiration of
the Christian Life.” London: Charles
H. Kelly. Toronto : William Briggs.

This is one of those odd-shaped pocket
volumes now in vogue, which we do not-
altogether likke. The book is a timely
one on the call of God’s people to be
saints. It is full of vigorous thought.
tersely and strongly expressed.

D GLADLY DIE.

BY ANNIE WITTENMYER.

If I could lift from every heart
Its load of gin and sorrow,

And calm each fear, and dry each tear,
T'd gladly die to-morrow.

I’'m weary of the cries of pain,
The blood{r scenes of horror ;
I'd give my life to quell the strife,

And gladly die to-morrow.

But then the wrong must be put down,
And human right defended ;

Peace cannot reign o'er hill and plain
Till tyrant rule is ended.

If shot and shell can clear the way,
Then keep the cannon booming

Till all are free, on land and zea,
And every valley blooming.

Make way for Truth and Liberty,
Ye pln.nebs. in your courses !
Let wind and tide, and all beside,

Aid Freedormn’s bannered forces.

—Zion’s Herald-
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UP-TO-DATE«p<a<a At
GOURLAY, WINTER &

: .
Pianos &=me s

éOME musical instruments—a good violin, for instance—improve with
age and use. A Stradivarius is none the worse for being old; but
there is little new in violin making, whilst in Piano making there is some-
thing new every year. Hence the point is plain—buy a Piano that is
up-to-date, as well as one that improves with age and use, £ & ot
Among Pianos the GERHARD HEINTZMAN is
Up-to-Date, and improves with years of use.
Five, fifteen, and twenty-year-old Pianos made by Gerhard Heintzman command bly prices

at auction or private sale, while the Gerhard Heintzman Plano of to-day is pre~eminentiy the
most perfect exp t of the Canadian Plan ker's Art. : : ¢ ;¢ ¢ ¢ : o @

Call and Examine—you will be
. é W M made welcome.,
[ 3T ol T2y ]

188 Yonge Street
...TORONTO

R oC ky M ou ntai n New Fast Flyer, Chicago to

Denver, Colorado Springs

Limited ———s 2 Maion
“GREAT ROCK ISLAND ROUTE”

Entire New Equipment—Library Buffet Smokers, Chair Cars, Pullman Sleepers and
Improved Dining Cars. ~Wide Vestibule Train throughout, built expressly for
this service.

Best Train Between

CHICAGO and COLORADO

Leaves Chicago 4.30 P.M., arrives Denver and Colorado Springs 8 P.M. the
following day.

Only One Night on the Road

Handsome Descriptive Book ¢ MANITOU AND THE MOUNTAINS” sent free on
application.
Address : JOHN SEBASTIAN, G. P. A,, C. R. . & P. R’y, CHICAGO,
(83-6-6)

1
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y ESTABLISHED
'ROGERS’ # "
I ‘ OUR SPECIALTY

OV TRELIABLY FILLED . Seal Jackets

S,

JAS. H. ROGERS

MOVED FROM COR. KING & CHURCH STS. 84 Yong‘e Street, TORONTO
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gu The Ha b}
1€ Tlagar,
Gents Patent Lace Shoe. $5 000

N TR N TR O T N T T T e e

s PLAIN OR VESTING TOP,
é COIN, DERBY, BULLDOG,
§
®

FRENCH OR ACME TOE.
! SIZES AND DlFFERENT WlDTHS

[ J

o

:

:

THE BEST $5.00 PATENT LEATHER SHOE IN THE CITY. §
o

o

¢

H. & C. BLACHFORD e roRonTo, oNT. ¢

N RV Y2 2%2%232 0200 2402220 20 9% %Y

GAS FIXTURES
COMBINATION FIXTURES
ELECTRIC FIXTURES

For Lighting Churches, Halls and other Public
Buildings, Dwellings, Etc., are Designed
and Manufactured by us.

Long Experience, Ample Facilitles, and Careful
Attention. guarantee our customers first- class work at prices
away below the market.

Write or call on us before placing orders for these goods.
It will pay you.

e

The Keith & Fltzmmons Co.

(LIMITED)
111 ngf_; Street West, . - . - - TORONTO, ONT.
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eadguarters for « Sfationery and Office Supplies

Account Books. Full ascortment, all descriptions.

Bookbinding. Every style. Moderate prices.

Leather Goods. Great variety, unsurpassed, close prices.

Agents for WIRT FOUNTAIN PEN. “Get the best.” CALIGRAPH TYPEWRITER. ‘‘Stands at
the head.” EDISON MIMEOGRAPH. ‘ Perfect Duplicator.”

THE BROWN BROS., umieo

STATIONERS, BOOKBINDERS.
Manufacturers of Account Books, Leather Goods, Etc.
64-68 King St. East. - - TORONTO.

_ : Established 1856
[ 4

e W W W o W e O ol S S T ) e ]

me BENNETT & WRIGHT CO.

(Limited) OF TORONTO

Peating €Engineers and Sanitary Plumbers

UR SHOW ROOMS are now fitted with the latest and
Sanitary Specialties, showing complete Bathrooms
in various styles. Inspection Invited.

GAS and ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES in Great Variety

72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.

ANADIAN ., ScHOOL
(__;f ' ofpl%flf;NlTURE

. LIMITED

PRESTON oNT

The Perfect Mucilage
and Paste Bottle.,.,.,

= « « MADE OF PURE ALUMINUM

Has a Water Reservoirand Vapour Chamber,
keeping whole interior atmosphere constantly
moist, prevent,mgx dryindg up or clogging. A
great success. dopted for use by the Do-

minfon Government. FURNITURE ¢
Price, 60 cents, Postpaid. FINE BANK,OFFICE,COURT HOUSE AND §

DRUG STORE FiTTINCS
WILLIAM BR'GGS, Wealey Buildings, TORONTO. A SPECIA ;_T Y B mmTAmm"
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You May Want One or More.

Genesis of the Social Conscience.

The relation between the establishment
of Christianity in Europe and the Social
Question. By H.S. Nash, Cloth - - ¢1 850

Wesley’s House.

Sermons and Addresses delivered at the
Dedication Services in Wesley's Chapel,
held on February 27th and 28th, March
1st and 2nd, 1898. Revised by the au-

' Come Break Your Fast.

A Daily Medication. By Rev. Mark
Guy Pearse. Arranged by R. Vernon.
Cloth - - - - - - - 125

Sharpened Tools for Busy Workers.

Helps, Illustrations, Anecdotes, and
Outline Addresses, for the Pulpit, Plat-
form, and Class, containing material for
Preaching, Public Speaking, Sunday-

thors.  Cloth - 35 schuol Teaching, Temperance Work,
%mlil mt:a dOonquct of [::(;al%)gi(}us;1 Clsa.ssest.'
ollected and Arran ohn Swee
Sermons to Young Men. Doidge. Cloth, met - x - on oy 18
Isvew and EnlBa.rgfId Editégn og‘ Etrali)g]l%t
ermons.” By Henry Van Dyke, D.D.
Sermons.” By Henry Van Dyke, D.D. | Peter Mackenzie.
gis Life &?}(]i %}t}xboum. By Rev. Joseph
awson. o e 125
Through Bible Lands.
Notes of Travel in Egypt, The Desert L.c'lll"s Illd SCrmons
and Palestine. By Philip Schaff, D.D.,
With an Essay on Egyptology and the Of Peter Mackenzie. By Rev. Joseph
Bible. By Edward Naville. Cloth - 2 00 Dawson. Cloth - - "~ . . - 125

Sabbath-School Libraries.

NO practical Sabbath-school worker but recognizes the importance—nay,

the necessity—of providing the school with the largest supply of

the best books that the combined financial strength and good

judgment of the school can provide. It is, then, important to know
where such books can be had to best advantage. To such enquiries we extend
a hearty invitation to visit, if possible, our Book Rooms at Toronto, Montreal
and Halifax, and inspect the splendid array of shelves laden with the best
literature for the purpose that can be gathered from the Book Market.

WHAT ABOUT OUR TERMS?
They are the most liberal.

OUR PRICES ? The lowest.
OUR STOCK ? The Largest.
OUR BOOKS ? The best.

Without boasting, we confidently claim a long lead in the supply of
Sunday-school Libraries. We have made a specialty of this branch of our
business, and find our books, prices and terms give universal satisfaction.
We therefore do not hesitate to invite patronage. Write and get our Special
offer to Sehools. Catalogues mailed free to any address.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, -

MONTREAL: C. W, Coates.

Wesley Buildings, -

TORONTO, ONT.

HALIFAX: 8. F. Huestis.
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YO WILL FIND SOMETHING TO INTEREST YOU

IN THIS LIST.

Musings for Quiet Hours.
By GEORGE S. BARRETT, D.D. Cloth §0e¢.

Methods of Soul Culture.

Statutes and Songs.
By REv. F. B. MEYER, B.A. Cloth.. §0¢.

Brief Sermons for Busy Men.
By RoBERT F. HorroN, D,D. Cloth §0e¢.

The Endless Choice, and
Other Sermons.

By W. J. DAwsgoN. Cloth............

Foretokens of Immortality.

Studies ‘“‘for the hour when the im-

mortal hope burns low in the heart.”

By NEWELL DwigHT HiLLis. Cloth

Shall We Continue in Sin ?
A vital question for believers answer-
ed in the Word of God. By ARTHUR
T. PIERSON. Cloth.........covoiinii

Essays for the Times.

Studies of Eminent Men and Impor-
tant Living Questions. By Rev. E.
H. DEwART, D.D. Containing his
later poems, not included in * Songs
of Life.” Cloth, net ..................
Christian Missions in the
Nineteenth Century.
By REev. ELBERT 8. Topp, D.D. Cloth

The Revelation of St. John
the Divine.
An Inbeli;;retation. By A. H. AMES,
M.D., D.D. Clothe.evceeiveenanen.nen "
Nature and Christ.
A Revelation of the Unseen. By
JosEPH AGAR BEET, D.D. Cloth.....
A Letter for You; and Other
Readings for Mothers’ Meetings.
ByJ.M. H., Prefatorg note by H. C.
G. MouLE, D.D. Cloth................
Every-day Religion.

Or, The Common-sense Teaching of
the Bible. By HANNAH WHITALL
SMITH, Author of ‘‘The Christian’s
Secret of a Happy Life.” Cloth......

Our Indian Sisters.

By REV. E. STORROW, formerly of the
Calcutta Mission of the London Mis-
sionary Society. With 30 illustra-
tions. Cloth.....ccoviiiiiiiiniinnnnns $1.25

Woman’s Work in the
Home.

As Daughter, as Wife, and as Mother.
By F. W.FARRAR, D.D., F.R.S. Cloth §0¢.

§0c¢.

75¢.

T5c¢.

T5c¢.

90¢.

90c¢c.

Tbe.

90c¢.

Gist. A Handbook of Missionary
Information.
Pre-eminently for use in Young Wo-
men’s Circles. Compiled and edited
by LiLY RYDER GRACEY. Cloth......
The Best of Both Worlds.
A Book for Young Men. By THoMAS
BINNEY. Cloth........................
Strategic Points in the
World’s Conquest.

The Universities and Colleges, as re-
lated to the Progress of Christianity.
By Jorn R. MoTrT. With map of his
journey. Cloth........................ $1.00

Selfhood and Service.

The Relation of Christian Personality
to Wealth and Social Redemption.
By DaAvip BEaTON. Cloth............

A Man’s Value to Society.
Studiesin Self-Culture and Character.
By NEwgLL DwigHT HiLLis. Cloth 1 28
The Investment of Influ-
ence.
A Study of Social Sympathy and Ser-
vice. By NEWELL DwigAT HILLIS.
Cloth ... iviiiiiiniiniiiiinennina.. ... 1.28

The Herods.
By F. W. FARRAR, D.D,, F.R.8. Cloth

Sharpened Tools for Busy
Workers.

A Book of Helps, Illustrations, Anec.
dotes, and Outline Addresses for the
Pulpit, Platform, and Class, contain-
ing materials for Preaching, Public
Speaking, Sunday School Teaching,
Temperance Work, and the Conduct
of Religious Classes. Collected and.
arranged by JOHN SWEET DoIDGE.
Cloth,net.......ocovvvvuiienn civeennn..

The Central Idea of Chris-
tianity.

60c.

80c¢c.

1.26

1.78

The Book Divine.

Or, How Do I Know the Bible is the
Word of God? By JacoB EMBURY
PriCE. Cloth..................... ...

Fact and Fiction in Holy
Writ.

Or, Book and World Wonders. B
Iczlm{}.) J. H, McCarTYy, M.D., D.D.
L) 1) 4

Hand-Book of Bible Man-

ners and Customs,

By JAMES M. FREEMAN, D.D. Illus-
trated by 168 engravings. Cloth...... 2,28

1.286

75e¢.

1.00

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - WESLEY BUILDINGS,

€. W. OOATES, Montreal, Que.

= TORONTO, ONT.
8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.8.
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heap Books. ..
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MEN MAKE MISTAKES—FIGURES NEVER DO.

Ropp’s Commercial Calculator

Will prevent mistakes; relieve the mind; save labour, time and money, and do

your reckoning in the twinkling of an eye.

A ready calculator, business arith-

metic and pocket account-book combined. Bound in fine calf finish Leatherette,
artificial leather. An elegant and useful present for son, daughter or friend.

Price, -

Mechanical Arts
Simplified.

A Work of Reference for
all Trades.

| New, thoroughly revised
| edition, appropriately il-
lustrated. Contains anew
i a})pendi.x of information
of gr at value to mechan-
ics and artizans. Large
1%mo, silk cloth, marble
edges, about 500 pages.

Price, - $2.50.

VNV AN YA

Edison’s Encyclo-
padia and Atlas.

60 Full-Page Coloured Maps.
Invaluable Information qn 2,000
ubjects.

WORTH IT8 WEIGHT IN GOLD.

Half a million copies sold,

Limp cloth, red edges, 26cvs.

Lee’s Pocket
Encyclopadia
Britannica.

448 Pages. Illustrated with 84
original portraits, 6 full-page
maps, and a special frontis-
rolooe. Never before in the his-

of book-making in Ameri-
oca the task of producing
80 comprehensive an encyclo-
peedia in such small form been
attempted by any publisher.
Covers_a fleld peculiarly its
own. Just the book for every

home, school, shop and office. | '
edges.

16mo, limp cloth, red
Price, - 25 Cents.

AGENTS WANTED.

VAAAAAAARAN AN

Y

30 Cents.

Lee’s
Vest-Pocket Pointers
For Busy People.
20,000 facts of great importance.
Lexicon of Foreign, Legal and

Technical Terms, Patent Laws,
Parliamentary Rules, Constitution

4 of the U.S., Population, Location,

etc., of Important Countries and
Cities of the World, Postal Laws,
Electoral Vote for President, eto.

Quick Answers to all Questions.
Limp cloth, red edges.

Price, = 25 Cents.

The World’s
Ready Reckoner and
Rapid Calculator.

A Compendium of Mathe-
matics, Tables for Log, Lum-
ber and Plank Measurement,
etc. Boards, cloth back,

Price, - 25 Cents.

Laird & Lee’s
Vest-Pocket
Webster’s Dictionary.
In spite of imitations this edition
remains Supreme.

This new edition contains some
features not found in previous is-
sues. Vest-Pocket Webster Dio-
tionary, limp cloth, red edges, in-
dexed. Size, 2} x 5}.

Priocs, - 285 Cents.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

WESLEY BUILDINGS, -

- TORONTO.
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Side Lights on EL]e During the Second

. . Nin%‘tuel:r:ll.l ()Cfe:ll::ry
Conflicts of Methodism 1827-1852

Taken chiefly from the notes of the late Rev. Joseph Fowler
of the Debates in the Wesleyan Conference,
CLOTH A Centenary Contribution to the Constitutional History of
$2.75 Methodism, with a Biographical Sketch.

By BENJAMIN GREGORY, D.D.

Bible Side Light;

or, From << Solomon to Malachi Hluminated.”’

The Side Light is a beautiful lithograph 24 x 36 inches,
bringing into one view all the Kings of Judah and Israel, all of
the prophets and their prophecies, with the following powers
and their rulers, Babylonia, Syria, Assyria, Media, Persia, Kgypt,
(ireece and Rome. By common consent the best and most real
Bible help published and sure to be a magnificent seller,

““This is pre-eminently the age of Picture and Object Lessons, The distance from the eye to the brain is
very short, and visible iniages are more easily carried in the memory than dates or facts, The ‘Side Light,’
prepared by Rev. C. W, Herman, will open a door into Bible History over which the cobwebs have collected,
and will make plain and easy to the casual student what has hitherto been clear to the expert only. 1 believe
his dates are as correct as they can he made at present, and his method of teaching them is invaluable. It is
a very important work.”"—J. H. WiLLEY, Pu.D., Pastor 1st M. E. Church, Akron, O.

PRICE, - - $1.00. Posvrain.

. - - .
Sunday=school Outlines
Being Normal Studies for Teachers’ Meetings, Normal Classes, Normal
Institutes, Young People’s Societies and Individual Students.

BY W. BOWMAN TUCKER, g PRICE:
M.A., Ph.D. CLOTH, 35c. POSTPAID.

*“We had the pleasure of reading this book in manuscript, and of heartily recommending its publication,
It is, in our judgment, one of the best books which can be put in the hands of Sunday-school teachers or senior
scholars. It describes the principles of Sunday-school work—the teachers, officers, normal work; the book
and its study; Sunday-school dynamics—the Holy Spirit, the prayer-meeting, the catechism and other
spiritual forces. The chapter on the Home Department is the best condensed statement that we have
seen of that important forward movement of church work, It is gratifying to find that one of the busy
ministers of our own church has found time for the preparation of such a useful volume.”—REv. W. H. Witi-
row, D.D., in Sunday School Banner.

s for Bib

Students

ble

Edited by o : PRICE:
REV. ARTHUR E. GREGORY. CLOTH, EACH 90c¢c.

Studies in Comparative Religion., By The 0ld World and the New Faith : Notes

ALFRED S, GEDEN, M.A. upon the Historical Narrative contained in The
A History of Lay Preaching in the Acts of the Apostles. By W, F. Movvirox, M.A.

Christian Church. By JouN TELFORD, The Epistles of Paul the Apostle: A

B.A. Sketch of their Origin and Contents. By Groror
The Wisdom = Literature of the Old G. FINDLAY, B.A.

Testament. By W. T. Davisox, M.A., D,D. { The Ministry of the Lord Jesus. By
The Gospel of St. Jobn: An Exposition with TuomAs G. SELBY,

Critical Notes. By Tnos. F. Luckver, B.A. The Books of the Prophets in their
A Manual of Modera Church History. | Historical Succcssfon, By Grorae G.

By W. F. SuaTeR, M.A. ! Fixpray, B.A.  Vol. . to the Fall of Samaria.

WILLIAM BRICGS, - Wesiy Buieings, = TORONTO, ONT.

Montreal: C. W, COATES. Halifax: 8, F. HUESTIS,
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BY ARTHUR. TEMPLE.

STORY OF THE BRITISH COLONIES,
Beaurifully lllustrated,

8Y,J.R.MiLLER, DD
A DevicHrruL Book on
CHRISTIAN Cuuug: .
‘AIINONG Y AdD ‘
" INIDS 10 ONVIAUIV]

*pajesysnjy) Asnjosqd
*3INIIG 40 NOOG ONINAVH) Y

WEEKDAY RELIGIO

A%
= Wustrated.
STIRRING BIOGRAPHIES OF GREAT LEADERS .

BY Rev.W.H.WitHrow.DD.

Regular Retail Price
—0—

FAIRVLAND OF Science.. §1 50

MAKING oF THE EMPIRE.. 1 25

N MAaKERs oF METHODISM.. 1 00

¥ WEEK-Day RELIGION .... 1 00

$4 75

Special Offer

—_—0—

The four books will be sent, postpaid,
to any place in Canada

for $2.00

To points outside of the Dominion, 20
cents must be added for postage.

A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS !

ADDRESS ALL ORDERS TO—

Toronto: WILLIAM BRIGGS.
Montreal : C. W. COATES. Halifax: S. F, HUESTIS.
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@00D as the MAGAZINE has been in the past, it is proposed to still further

improve it in 1899. With the November Number is commenced a
bright original story entitled, ¢¢ A Princess in Calico,”’ by Epira
FERGUSON ,BLACK, a popular writer and favorite contributor of the
Ladies’ Home Journal. The story describes in a graphic manner the heroism
of common life, and will be read with ‘great interest by young and old.
Arrangements have been made for a series Character Studies of men of
thought and action. Missionary Sketches, Stories of Travel and
Adventure, Short Stories by such popular writers as Emma E. Hornibrook,
Mary 8. Daniels, Wood Smith, 8. J. Underwood, Mark Guy Pearse, J. Hyslop
Bell, etc., etc. Many of the articles will be pmfnsely illustrated.
The Popular Science Papers =o interesting in the past will be con-
tinued, as well as monthly Reviews of the World’s Progress, Current
Thought, and Book Notices. .

Special Tnducements fo Tew Subsc.ibers.

New Subscribers for 1889 will receive the NOVEMBER ard DECEMBER
numbers of this year FREE. They will thus receive the
beginning of the serial story.

. TO ALL SUBSCRIBERS.
The following Special Premiums are offered for only 28¢. additional :
‘ Barbara Heck.” A tale of Early Methodism.
) ¢ Lawrence Temple.”” A story of Canadian Backwoods Life.
/ ¢ Valeria.” A story of Life in the Catdcombs.
: By DR. WITHROW,
MerBODIST MAGAZINE AND REVIEW may have one or all of them for 25¢. oach,.
postpaid. We ask the cordial help of our readers to place this excellent Home -
Magazine into many Methodist homes where it is not now taken.

Subscriptien price, $2.00 per Year.

3 When taken in conmection with eltler

</ . The Guardiam or Wesleyan - $L.75 per Year.

Qo

Q/Y ADDRESS ORDERS . .... r

< . WILLIAM BRIGGS

2 ~ Methodist Book and Pubfishing House, ‘T'oronto.

@5 '| REV.S. F. HUESTIS C. W COATES
P HavLirax, N.S. H 2176 7. CATHERINE BY., MONTREAL.
B . : - ——
£ 020 A A A A A A A A A A A A AR L £54 540 AV AVACAVA VA

The regular price of these books is 75c. each. Any subscriber to the .
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Delicate children! What : THE 9
a source of anxiety theyare!
The parents wish them ~
hearty and strong, but they . b By Gﬂ@“@'
keep thin and pale. | \

To all these delicate chil-

dren Scott’s Emulsion of

 Cod-liver Oil with Hypo-
phosphites comes with the
best of news.

It brings rich blood,
| strong bones, healthy nerves,
and sound digestion. It is
growth and prosperity to
them.

No matter how delicate
the child, it is readily taken.

s0c, and $1.00, all druggists. John Tay‘or & Co.,
SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists. Toronta. Manufacturers. TORONTO.
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The very good
people use

Soap as well as
other people.
And the best
people use only
ECLIPSE SOAP.

COAL & WOOD

The very best at lowest prices.

£ OFFICES:

\ 20 King Street West.
409 Yonge Street.
793 Yonge Street.
578 Queen Street West.
1352 Queen Street West.
202 Wellesley Street.
306 Queen Street East.

\ 415 Spadina Avenue.
Es?lanade Street (near
Berkeley Street), -
Esplanade (Foot of West

Market Street). )
Bathurst Street (nearly
opposite Front Street).
Pape and G.T.R. crossing.

\ﬂm—ﬂ" o 1131'1_\':2:1“&:;-:7« (at C.P.:

e ELIAS ROGERS Cliwre. |
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