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THE HEART OF

THE EMPIRE.

INTERIOR OF CONSERVATORY, HORTICULTURAL GARDENS, KENSINGTON.

IIL.

" “London,” says the Rev. Mark
Guy Pearse, “is in many respects
the capital of the world, financially,
morally, politically, socially. Dar-
win tells us that in his first voyage
as a naturalist on board the Beagle
he found in South America a
general impression amongst the
Spanish settlers that London was
the vast country of which England
was {he little and insignificant
chief town. Although such a
mistake could not occur to-day,

Vo.. XLVIi. No. 3.

vet it is true that London is the
heart of the world, the quivering.
beating, pulsating heart whose
throb is felt in the ends of the
carth—the greatest city that the
world has ever seen. Put the four
great capitals of Furope together,
Paris, Berlin, Vienna, and St.
Petersburg, and you have little
more than the population of Lon-
don.  Think what that means, six
millions of people.  Scotland and
Wales together have not the popu-
lation of London. Ireland has
but two-thirds as many people as
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UBRITISH MUSEUM.
London. Here are more Jews tralasia, and you have not there

than in Palestine, more Roman
Catholics than in Rome, more
Irish than in Belfast, more Scotch
than in Aberdeen, more Welsh
than in Cardiff. Every day 240
souls are added to its population.
That means an increase of 7,200
every month. A city of 86,000
souls is added to London every
vear. Take all Australia and New
Zealand and Tasmania and the
Fiji Islands, all the tract of the
British possessions known as Aus-

more than two-thirds of the popu-
lation that is crowded into this one
city of London. Take Canada, a
continent almost as large as
Lurope, with a million less souls
than in London. Here it is, for
good or ill, with power to make
or mar the world, to help or hinder
its well-being, greater than am
other city.”

Curious scraps of history, sais
AMr. Canniff Haight, hang arounl

FLEET STREET AND LUDGATE HILL.
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some of these old London roads,
and we like to pick them up on
our way. My inclination leads me
to loiter a little along Ludgate
Hill and Tleet Street, whose
names arc familiar to everyonc
who has read anything about the
great city. The Fleet Street of
to-day bears but little resemblance
—in fact, none whatever—to the
Fleet as it appeared previous to
the Great Fire.  Then the shops
were rude sheds, with a penthouse,

he began “The Vicar of \Wake-

field.” TIrom Red lLion Court
comes forth every week that
world-renowned Punch. In Mitre

Court is Mitre Tavern, where Dr.
Johnson used to hold evening par-
ties, at which were usually found
Goldsmith, Percy, Hawksworth
and Boswell.  One can picture
the clumsy old Doctor trudging
along of an evening to the inn,
and pausing at every post that he
might lay his hand upon it, a

.

THE NATIONAL GALLERY.

beneath which the tradesmen un-
ceasingly called, “ What d’ye lack,
gentles 7 What d’ye lack ?”

The carliest London printers and
booksellers were located on this
street, and it still maintains its
celebrity for printing offices. We
now reach Bolt Court, where Dr.
Johnson and Ferguson, the as-
tronomer, ended their days. Gold-
smith  lodged in Wine Office
Court. It was there where Dr.
Johnson first saw him, and where

thing which he always did, or, if
neglected, it entirely unfitted him
for the enjoyment of his company.

Ben Jonson and his sons used
to frequent the Devil's Tavern,
which in those days stood in this
street; and here, too, Chaucer,
when a student of the Tuner
Temple, gave a Franciscan friar a
thrashing, for which youthful in-
dulgence in pugilistics he was
fined two shillings. Cowley was
born ncar Chancery Lane, and two
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TRAFALGAR

doors from it was the draper shop
of good old Izaak \Walton, the
angler.  The Church of St
3ride’s, with its graceful steeple,
contains the remains of Richard-
son, the author of “ Clarissa Har-
lowe,” and other persons of note.
Chatterton was interred in the
burial-ground of St. Andrew's
workhouse, Shoe Lane, now Far-
ringdon Market.

Passing the site of Temple Bar
we enter the Strand, of which
Charles Lamb says : “ I often shed

SQUARE.

tears in the motley Strand, for ful-
ness of joy at so much life.”
Directly ahead, the old Church of
St. Clement's Danes stood across
the way, as if blocking it up.
Stowe says that the church was
thus named because Harold, a
Danish  king, and other Danes
were buried here. Among the
distinguished dead sleeping Lere
are Otway, Nat, Lee, and Rymer.

Passing the new Courts of Jus-
tice on our right, we reach in a

few moments Somerset House on

'
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GUILDHALL.

the left.  The old house was the
residence of several royal person-
ages, among them Queen Eliza-
beth. It is a very large and im-
pusing structure, and is said to be
ene of the few really handsome
c'(fhﬁccs that London has to boast
of.

_As we move along, I cannot re-
sist the temptation of pointing out
the narrow lanes out of which

have come and gone many of Eng-
land’s greatest and best men, and
in them, too, many a scene has
occurred which has given to the
page of history some of its bright-
est as well as its darkest touches.
To my mind these are the features
which impart to London its great-
est charm; not the magnitude of
the city, though that is wonderful,
but the crowd of great men who
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have lived in it, who have walked
about its streets, whose genius
has left an impress upon the
world, and hallowed the places of
their abode, often one of destitu-
tion and misery. In Northumber-
land Street lived Ben Jonson with
his step-father, a bricklayer, and
in Craven Street Dr. Benjamin
Franklin resided in 1771. That
prince of gossips, Samuel Pepys,
lived in Buckingham Street, and
Peter the Great in the house ‘op-
posite, 1608. At the Somerset
Hotel, letters were left at the har

for the author of “ Junius." \\j-
liam Penn lived on Noriolk
Street, and William Godwin. the
author of “ Caleb Williams,” kept
a bookstore on it.

The western end of the Strand
terminates at Trafalgar Square,
named to commemorate Nelson's
great victory.  On the north side
is the National Gallery, in iront
of which is a broad terrace.  The
great feature of the square is the
Nelson column, with Landscer's
lions reposing at its base.

The Haymarket, which in olden

OXFORD STREET.
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tinies used to be a market for hay
and cattle, hds effaced every trace
of its humble origin.  The mas-
stve fronts that stare upon yonu
from either side, tell no tales of
hawling drovers and lusty farmers,

WLLA0D MVI MAN
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Pall Mall is the delectable land
of clubs, or which there are some
ﬁf;ccn or more hercabout, and one
might sing with Gay—

0 hear me to th - paths of fair Pall Mall !

Safe ure thy p  >ments, gratefal is thy
smell!

209

At distance rolls the gilded coach,

Norsturdy carmenon thy walks encroach.

Shops breathe perfumes, through sashes
ribhons glow,

The mutual arms of ladies and the bean.™

AMarlborough House is in Iall

AMall; next to it is St. James’ Pal-

ace. In front lived Sir Robert
Walpole.  Tully’s Head was the
resort of Pope, Chesterfield,

Lyttleton, Shenstone and Glover.,
Horace Walpole, the \Wartons and
Edmund Burke. Captain Marryat
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had apartments on this street, and
here wrote his “ Poor Jack” On
St. James’® Street lived Waller,
Wren, Pope, Swift, Steele, Gibbon,
Fox, Crabbe, Moore and Byron ;
and in St. James’ Palace also lived
Addison, Parnell, Lord Guilford,
Sir Francis Burdett, James Wyatt
and Samuel Rogers. Piccadiily
is said to have derived its name
from “ Picadil,” a ruff worn by the
gallants in the time of James L
In Hyde Park Corner stands
Apsley House, the residence of the
late Duke of Wellington. 1In
this corner used to stand some

into a pleasure-ground.

Methodist Magazine und Review.

swampy field attached to St. Jamdy
Hospital, but Henry VIII, had it
drained and inclosed, and turncd
It was
while walking in this park that
Cromwell said to Whitelocke,
“ What if a man should take upun
himself to be a king ?” to which
the memorialist replied, “I think
that the remedy would be worse
than the disease.” On the south
side of the park is Milton’s garden-
house.

Hyde Park seems to have been
very early the haunt of the gay and
fashionable, for the Puritans com-

HORSE GUARDS.

taverns, in one of which Sir
Richard Steele and the poet, Sav-
age, dined together, after having
written a pamphlet, which Savage
sold for two guineas to enable him
to pay their reckoning.

In Leicester Square lived Eliza-
beth, the unfortunate Queen of
Bohemia, daughter of James I,
Colbert, and successively two
Princes of Wales after they had
quarrelled with their fathers,
George 1. and George II.  Sir
Joshua Reynolds, William Ho-
garth and Charles Dibdin, the
song-writer, lived in this square.

St. James’ Park used to be a

plained that it was the resort of
“most shameful powdered-hair
men and painted women.,” Ona
fine afternoon in the season may
be seen here the wealth and beauty
of London, and a display of splen-
did equipages and fine horses such
as no other city in the world can
cequal.  Hyde Park was once a
forest belonging to the monastery
of St. Peter, Westminster, where
kings and nobles were wont to
hunt deer.  During the civil war
Essex and Lambert encamped
their forces here, and Cromwell
reviewed his terrible Ironsides.
But the crowning event of the
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noble park was the universal ex-
nibition in 1851, ;

The Albert Memorial stands at
the south-west end of the park,
directly opposite the Albert Hall.
It is, no doubt, one of the finest
works of the kind in existence.
The upper portion of (his elaborate
and beautiful monument consists
of a cross, supported by the suc-
cessive tiers of emblematic figures,
and there are four large angle
groups in marble, representing the

211

a magnificent structure—acknow-
ledged to be the first of its kind in
completeness, unity of design, and
solidity of construction—should be
cramped up in the very heart of
the busy city. It is true that its
massive walls and lofty dome
tower in majesty far above the -
meaner structures that press in up-
on it on every side, and that it can
be seen from all parts of the city,
serving as a guide to the stranger
in this vast wilderness of houses.

]

CHARING CROSS.

four quarters of the globe. The
four sides of the large pedestal are
adorned with alto-relievo statues
(ife-size), in white marble, repre-
senting many of the great men who
have ‘shed lustre on science,
philosophy, literature, art, etc.

It would be impossible for any-
one to overlook such a striking
feature of London as St. Paul’s
Cathedral.  There is one thing
that must strike every beholder
with regret, and that is, that such

Yet we could wish that it stood
apart out of the roar and turmoil
of traffic—away from the surging
tide of restless humanity that con-
stantly whirls and breaks around it.

The present cathedral is the
third church built upon the same
site since the foundation of the
first by Ethelbert, King of Kent,
A.D. 610. The first was destroyed
by fire in 1087. The second,
known as “Old St. Paul’s,” after
being twice nearly destroyed by
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firc and once by lightning, finally
succumbed to the Great Fire of
1666. This structure seems to
have been considerably larger than
the present one. Its length is
given as 69o feet, and its breadth

Methodist Magazine and Review.

TPope thundered forth, heresies re
canted and sins atoned for. IHere,
in 1484, Jane Shore, with a taper
in one hand, and arrayed in huor
“ kirtell onelye,” did open pen-
ance.

> e
- v ag = i
S 3

ALBERT MEMORIAL.

130 feet, while its tower and spire
was 520 feet high, an altitude not
reached by any spires of the pre-
sentage.  On the north side stood
Paul’s, or Powley’s Cross, with a
pulpit, whence sermons  were
preached, the anathema of the

¢ Before the world I suffered open shame.
When people were as thick asis the sand -
A penancee took, with taper in my hand.

The interior of the church was
divided throughout by two ranges
of clustered columns. As a tem-
ple devoted to the worship of the
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Maost Highy, it -had sunk deeper in
jniquity than the temple at Jerusa-
lemt when the Saviour * cast out
them that sold and bought in the
tample, and overthrew the tables of
the mouey-changers. and the seats
of them that sold doves.”  The
floor was laid out in walks, “ the
south alley for usurye and poperve;
the north for simony and the horse-
fair; in the midst for all kinds

213

*“mules, horses and other beasts.”
Drunkards lay sleeping on  the
benches at the choir door; within,
dunghills were suffered to accumu-
late; and the choir people walked
*with their hatts on their hedds.”
Thus had this grand sanctuary be-
come descecrated, and as a final
climax the Commonwealth turned
it into barracks.

It was not until 1675 that the

ST, PAUL'S CATHEDRAL.

of hargains, meetings, brawlings,
wwrthers, conspiracies, cte. The
middle aisle was called Paul’s
Walk, and was a lounge for idlers
and hunters of news, wits and gal-
lauts, cheats, usurers and knights
of the post, the font itself being
used as a counter” It was a
common thoroughfare for porters
and carriers, for ale, beer, bread,
fish, flesh, fardels, of stuff, and

first stone of the present building
was laid.  Entering by the door
of the north transept, we maike our
way to tihe space under the cupola,
which rises 228 feet above the
pavement and has an  internal
diameter of 108 feet. There arc a
large number of monuments and
statues in St. Paul's, and the most
of them relate to those who have
done their country service in war.
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The remains both of Lord Nelson
and the Duke of Wellington lie in
the crypt, the onc encased in a
coffin made out of the main-mast
of the L’Orient, and the other in a
large porphyry sarcophagus. There
is something very impressive in the
deep tones of the great organ as
they roll away in waves of sound
‘through the lofty aisles.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

king's bonds for £60,000 into a fire
of spicewood. Charles I. wa
fcasted here i 1641; Charles 1.
was nine times entertained, and
from 1660, With only three excep-
tions, all the sovereigns have dinwl
at Guildhall on the Lord Mayors
day after their accession or corona-
tion.

It was here that Richard IIL

INTERIOR OF ST. PAUL'S CATHEDRAL.

At the end of King Street,
-Cheapside, is the Town Hall of
tue City of London, known as
Guildhall. In its great room are
held the inauguration dinners of
the Lord Mavor a ceremony which
has been continued since 1501. It
will contain between six and scven
thousand persons. Here Whit-
tington entertained Henry V. and
his queen, when he threw the

attempted to beguile the asscmblel
citizens into an approval of his re-
sumption, and it was here that .\mn
Askew was tried for heresy bufore
Bishop Bonner, and condemneid tn
be burned at the stake in Smith-
field.  The Earl of Surrey was
tried and convicted of treason. and
Lady Jane Grey and her husbaadl
were also tried and condemned
here.  After the abdication o
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James II., the Lords’ Parliament
assembled here and declared for
the Prince of Orange.

Among the old streets in this
vicinity is Paternoster Row, occu-
pied principally by booksellers and
publishing houses. It i« an old
monastic locality, and derives its
name from the turners of rosaries,
or Pater Nosters, dwelling there,
with stationers and text-writers,
who wrote and sold A, B, C, with
the Pater Noster, Ave, Creed, etc.

At Covent Garden Market may
be seen in the early part of the
day the largest collection of fruit
and vegetables in the world. The
quantity of wvegetables of every
description, fruit of all kinds and
from every clime, flowers and
herbs, that are offered for sale
daily in this market is perfectly
amazing.  One cannot help won-
dering how such an enormous
quantity of stuff can find its way
with so much regularity hither. It
is asserted that there is more cer-
tainty ‘n purchasing even a pine-
apple in Covent Garden than in
Jamaica or Calcutta, where pines
are indigenous.

In Fetter Lane lived the leather-
scllers of the Revolution, “ Praise
God Barebones,” and his brother,
both in the same house. Here,
too, was the Moravian meeting at-
tended by John “Vesley.

In order to appreciate London
fully one must be familiar with its
history, and with the history of
England. There are few, if any,
of the great men who have lived
in Dritamn, but are in some way
connected with London, and as
vou walk the streets, their names
arc constantly recurring. The
very stones on the streets invite
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you to pause and hearken to their
tales of royal processions. They
will tell you, perhaps, how Richard
1I. looked dressed in his parti-
coloured robes jingling with
golden bells, as he rode to old St.
Paul’s; or what a glad day it was
when Queen Elizabeth, beruffled
and befarthingaled, rumbled along
in her plumed coach, on her way
to St. Paul's to thank God
that Ie Thad scattered and
shattered the Spanish Armada ;
or later, how William of Orange
and Queen Anne both in turn
clattered over them on their way
to return thanks for victories over
the French, and how our Gracious
Sovereign went in state to ccle-
brate her roval jubilee.

Turning from these you may
dive into some lane, where odd
gables stare at you through their
dirty, dusty windows; vet if you
question them they may tell you
curious stories about Caxton, the
veteran printer, or his successors,
who published for Wm. Shakes-
peare, the play-writer, and cauti-
ously speculated in Milton’s great
epic, “that great production of a
sorry age.”  Passing on, another
tells you that Izaak Walton, hon-
est man and patient angler, used
to sit up there and watch the
passers-by.  Another tells you
that here barometers wcre first
sold.

“Varied as the colours in a
kaleidoscope are the figures that
will meet us in these perambula-
tions; mutable as an oupal are the
feclings they arouse,—or all these
many-coloured stones are joined
by the one golden string of Lon-
don’s history.”

O thoyu, whose days are yet all spring,
Faith, blighted once, is past retrieving:
Experience 1s a dumb, dead thing;
The victory's in believing.

— Lowell.
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BITS IN THE HOSPITAL.

Of all the efforts made to relieve
the sadness of the lot of the grow-
ing population around us none
stands higher, or is more deserving
of continued attention and sup-
port, than the hospitals for sick
children,

A child’s hospital is free from
many of the saddest features to be
found in hospitals for adults, and
in the present case the tenderness
and zeal of the attendants and
managers is so imbued with a
hopeful spirit of cheerfulness, that
an inspection of its wards gives
rise to many consoling thoughts.

After due permission and a very
genial welcome from the Lady
Superintendent, we entered the
ward for boys, on the ground-

15

floor. The first sound which
reached us was a happy litlle
voice singing away in a cot to the
left.  Every child looked snug in
his scarlet Nightingale jacket ;
there was the usual bright display
of fresh flowers on the central
table, and the children who were
well enough were in easy-chairs,
lounging with the careless grace
of childhood round the large cen-
tral fireplaces. The most notice-
able feature herc was the number
of endowed cots, each labelled as
being partly or wholly supported
by communities or individuals.
Many of these bore pathetic re-
cords, being memorials to little
ones Joved and lost.

In this severe weather it was
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small wonder to find many cases
of bronchitis. Two quiet young
infants lay with the tent still round
their beds, and two Dbronchitis
kettles, judiciously arranged to

connect with the gas stoves, were
in full operation; the little patients
seemed free from pain; one had
been saved from suffocation by
tracheotomy, and the relieved,
comfortable way in' which the
ward-sister told of their satis-
factory improvement was very in-
teresting.

Picture-books appeared in great
favour in this ward, the boys being
somewhat older than in the other
divisions, and many able to read.
There yas, however, one most in-
telligent, bright-eyed little fellow,
deaf and dumb, unable, alas! to
benefit by the books, having had
no instruction. His responsive-
ness to signs and his imitativeness
are very unusual even in that
imitative class; he writes a perfect
fac-simile of any written words,
but has no knowledge of their
meaning.

In the large airy corridor there
stood an ice-bin, everything every-
where being in excellent order and
keeping. Looking out of the
door which is the exit to the back
of the hospital, the eye rests on a
large open space well turfed over,
and facing us rises the isolated
building for infections cases.
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These are rarely any but measles,
that being a disorder prone to de-
velop itself several days after ad-
mission.

We went up to the second ward
for girls, and there were some
children here who looked as if they
had been rescued from starvation,
A few were crying somewhat
querulously, tea-time being at
hand, and the little things begin-
ning to crave for their refresh-
ment. There was one very satis-
factory group in the middle of the
ward. Four girls all dressed and
ready to be transferred to a con-
valescent home in the country,
whither one of the sisters was get-
ting ready to escort them. I
thought one or two of these
seemed a little reluctant to go; hut
all were joyful and thankful, and
fully alive to the benefit of their
improved condition.

I am recalled by a little wailing
cry to the remembrance that noth-
ing has been said of onc of the
best features of the place—the
ward for very young infantsi—
some bright and rosy, all tmy,
some weak and wizened still, but.
thank God, almost all with the
look of returning health. But
here, again, the pressure from
without tells heavily. There were
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infants pronounced well and
heulthy, but still, alas, so fecble
that one felt a terrible fear that the
inevitable day of going out would
with them be fraught with danger
of immediate relapse ; whereas if
they conld be given the extra
month of good food, warmth, and
care which they still needed, their
prospects would indeed be assured,
and they would not go out only to
suffer.

It sometimes occurs that per-
sons are mentioned who are be-
lieved not to know what to do
with their money; and although I
have never in my own experience
met with any individual entirely
destitute of original views in this
important matter, I only hope that,
if they do exist, their steps may
happily chance to turn in'the direc-
tion of this hospital. Assuredly a
single visit would be sufficient, and
no doubt would remain as to the
best way of giving money in
charity.

The hospital described by Mrs.
Wortley is in London, England,
but we have in Toronto one of the
largest and best equipped chil-
dren’s hospitals in the world. Tts
erection is largely due to the
sympathy and generosity of ANr.
I. Ross Robertson, M.P., who
personally inspected the chief nos
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pitals in Europe in order to secure
for it the best possible equipment.
Although Mr. Robertson has him-
self given very generously to this
institution, vet it is still in urgent
need of further assistance. With
its furnishings it is wvalued at
$213,000. On this is a debt of
$70,000, which greatly cripples its
efficiency. A stremuous effort is
being made to reduce this indebt-
edness.

Qur large engravings show
groups of patients, among whom
may be recognized their kind
benefactor, Mr. J. Ross Robertson.
In helping the little ones in the
Children’s Hospital we shall. as-
suredly inherit the Saviour’s bene-
diction, “Inasmuch as ye have
done it unto one of the least of
these, ye have done it unto me.”

Few things appeal more strong-
ly to our sympathy than the case
of sick children. They often
suffer through the fault of others.
It is exceedingly pathetic to wit-
ness their patience under pain,
their gratitude for gifts of flowers
or pictures, and the gladsome
games of the little convalescent
cripples.  Few things touch the
heart more tenderly than Tennv-
son’s beautiful poem on Little
Emmie in the Children’s Hos-
pital, a few lines of which we
quote :

Owr doctor had call’d in another, I never
had seen him hefore,

But he sent a chill to my heart when I saw
him come in at the door,

Fresh from the surgery-schools of France
and of other lands—

Harsh red hair, big voice, big chest, big
merciless hands !

Wonderful cures he had done, O yes, but
they said too of him

He was happier using the knife than in
trying to save the limb,

And that I can well believe, for he look'd
so coarse and red,

1 could think he was one of those who would
break their jests on the dead,

And mangle the living dog that had loved
him and fawn’d at his knee—

Drench’d with the hellish oovali—that ever
such things should be !
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Here was a boy—I am sure that some of our
children would die

But for the voice of love, and the smile, and
the comforting cye—

Here was a boy in the ward, every hone
seem’d out of its place -

Caught in a mill and crush’d—1t was all but
a hopeless case :

Auwl lie handled him gently enough ; but his
voice and his face were not kind,

And it was but a hopeless case, 1'e had seen
it and wade up his mina,

Aul he said to we roughly, ** The lad will
need little more of your carve.”

Al the more need,” I told lnm, ** to seck
the Lord Jesus in prayer ;

They are all His cluldren here, and T pray
for them all as my own.”

But he turn’d to me, “*Ay. good woman,
can prayer set a broken bone?™

Then he mutter'd half to huuself, but I
know that I heard him say

*All very well—but the good Lord Jesus
has had his day.”

Had? Has it come? It has only dawn'd.
It will come by-and-bye.

0 how could I serve in the wards if the hope
of the world were a lie?

How could I bear with the sights and the
Toathsome smells of discase

But that He said, ““Ye do it Me, when ye
do it to these™?

So he went, and we past to this ward where
the younger children are laid :

Here is the cot of our orphan, our darling,
our meek little maid ;

Empty you see just now ! we have lost her
‘who loved her so much—

Tatient of pain tho’ as quick as a sensitive
plant to the vouch ;

Quietly sleeping—so quiet, our doctor said,
¢ Poor little dear,

“Nurse, I must do it to-morrow; she'll
never live thro' it, I fear.”

Twalk'd with our kindly old doctor as far
as the head of the stair,

The Inhabitunt shall not say, I am sick.” 221

Then I return’d to the ward; the child
didn’t see T was there,

Never sinee T wasg nurse, had 1T heen so
grieved and so vext !

Emmie had heard him. Softly she call'd
from her cot to the next,

““ He says I shall never live thro' it, O Anwe,
what shall I do?”

Aunnie consider'd.  “If I, sa.l the wise
little Annie, ¢ was yon,

{ should ery to the dear Lord Jesus to help
me, for, Emmie, vou see,

1 sallin the picture there : *Little clnldren
should come to Me."”

( Meaning the print that you gave us, 1 tind
that it always can please

Owr children, the dear Lord Jesus with
children about His knees.)

“ Yes, and T will,” said Emmie, ¢ but then
if I eall to the Lord,

How shoald He know that it’s me—such a
lot of bheds in the ward?”

That was a puzzle for Annie. Again she
consider’d and said :

¢ Lnmiie, yon put out your arms, and you
leave "em outside on the bed—

The Lord has somuch to see to ! but, Kmmie,
you tell it Him plain,

It's the little girl with her arms lying out
on the counterpane.™

My sleep was broken besides with dreams
of the drcadful knife

And fears for our delicate Emumie, who
scarce would escape with her life ;

Then in the gray of the morning it seem’d
she stood by me and smiled,

And the doctor came at his hour, and we
went to see to the child.

He had brought his ghastly tools: we be-
lieved her asleep again—

Her dear, long, lean, little arms lying out
on the counterpane ; .

Say that His day 1s done ! Ah, why should
we care what they say ?

The Lord of the children had heard her, and
Emmie had passed away.

“THE INHABITANT SHALL NOT SAY, I AM SICK.”

BY AMY PARKINSON,

When we, at last, have reached the glorious world
Toward which we now do journey, not again

The dread approach of death will ¢’er affright us;
And we shall no more say that we are sick:

Tor, ceascless streaming from the eternal Throne,
Adown the broad, bright street of heaven’s fair city
There flows a wondrous River—crystal clear

And pure beyond comparison—to drink

Of whose sweet waters is to live for aye;

And near its gleaming tide, on either bank,
Luxuriant flourisheth @ Tree perenaial,

Whose leaves are leaves of healing, and whose fruit

Is everlasting life.
Toronto,
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“Woe unto thee, O land, when
thy king is a child,” said the wise
King of Israel.  This saying finds
striking illustration in the disasters
which have befallen the ancient

*« Spain in the Nineteenth Century.”
By Elizabeth Wormeley Latimer. Chicago:
A. C. McClurg & Co. 8vo, pp. 441, illus-
t‘x;'xtcd. Toronto : William Briggs. Price,
£2.50.

and once proud kingdom of Spain
during the minority of its bhaby
sovereign, King Alfonso XIIL
Four hundred years ago Spain was
the foremost land of all this world.
After cight hundred years’ crusade
it had driven the Moors from their
last stronghold at Granada, and
united the kingdoms of Aragon
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and Castile. Its sovereign, Charles
L, was also Charles V., Emperor
of Germany, ruler of the Nether-
lands, of the kingdom of Naples,
and of the then literally boundless
Spanish empire in America, and
of the fair domain of the Philip-
pincs and Antilles. e was vic-
torious at once over the Turks in
Austria and the Arabs in Adfrica.
He gained possession of most of
Italy and forced the Pope to crown
him at Bologna. But at Worms
he found himself face to face with
a new force, the dauntless son of
the Mansfield Miner, the Monk
that shook the world.  Attempt-
ing to crush the rising Reforma-
tion, he found his fairest realms in
revolt, and, weary of the world, he
resigned his empire of Germany,
his kingdoms of Spain, the Indies,
Naples, the Netherlands, and re-
tired to the monastery of St. Yuste
and devoted himself to making
clocks. “ What a fool I am,” he
exclaimed, “ to try to make all men
think alike when I cannot make
two clocks go alike.”  Anticipat-
ing his own death, he had all the
ceremonials of his funeral observed,
even to taking his place in the
coffin prepared for his body.

His wide empire was broken up
and the power of Spain was shat-
tered by the destruction of its
vaunted Invincible Armada,
launched by the dark and gloomy
Philip II. against Protestant Eng-
land. and by the capture of his
plate ships by TIrobisher and
Drake.

*The history of Spain since she
sank from wealth and greatness in-
to a second-rate, impoverished
power,” says Mrs. Latimer, “is
one continued tangle of revolu-
tions—all seeming to end nowhere
and in nothing”  She attributes
to the Spanish Inquisition the de-
terioration which has taken place
m the Spanish character. It has
Testricted the intellectual develop-
ment of the nation, and made its
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people “rush recklessly from an-
archical liberty to absolute despot-
ism, and vice versa”

Nowhere else that we know can
one find such an interesting and
instructive resume of Spanish his-
tory during this century, as in the
book on which we are dependent
for this article.  This handsome
volume is illustrated by twenty-
three full-page portraits. That of
the Queen Regent printed here-
with is one of these.

Alfonso, son of Isabella II,
Queen of Spain, was a boy eleven
vears of age when he accompanied
his mother in her flight to Biarritz
and Pau. When Queen Isabella
took up her residence in Paris, he
was sent, as Louis Philippe’s sons
had been, to a lycee, or public
school. He saw Paris in its state
of excitement on the cve of the
Franco-Prussian war, and the
Parisians used often to see him in
the Bois de Boulogne, driving his
pretty pair of ponies. But when
France became more troubled, he
was sent to continue his education
in Vienna.

After two years of study in Aus-
tria, his tutor, Count Morphy,
went with him to England, where
he again met the Prince Imperial,
now, like himself, an exile, and
they became attached friends. The
Prince Imperial was a pupil at the
military college at Woolwich; the
Prince of the Asturias was sent to
a similar training school at Sand-
huxst.

Canovas urged the Spanish
nobility to send an aadress to
Alphonso on his birthdiy in the
autumn of 1874. A fev; months
later, on the last day of the same
vear, Alphonso was proclaimed
king. It is said that when the
telegram announcing to Isabella
that her son was proclaimed King
of Spain reached her, she flew to
the bedside of lier boy, who was
at the time passing a few days
with her in Paris, and throwing
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herself on her knees beside his bed,
she begged to kiss his hand as the
first and most devoted of ‘his sub-
jects.  Alfonso sleepily put out
the hand demanded of him, and fell
asleep again.  But the next day
all was bustle. He had to make
preparations for his journey to
Spain, and, above all, to be pro-
vided with a captain-general’s uni-
form. So hastily was this done
that the hat was forgotten, and he
rcached Barcelona with only the
college cap of a student of Sand-
hurst. It was, however, easy to
procure in Barcelona a general’s
headgear, no country in Eurgpe be-
ing so well equipped as Spain with
every grade of general.  Alfonso
was then seventeen years of age,
and had been absent from Spain
rather more than six years. In
spite of all precautions, his train
received some scattering shots
from Carlist guerillas.

When Alfonso had reigned three
years, it became an object of
primary importance that he should
be married. The second daughter
of the Duke of Montpensier and
of his aunt, Louisa Fernanda de
Borbon, was named Maria de las
Mercedes,— our Lady of Mercy.
She was about eighteen.  Alfonso
had been the bosom friend of her
beloved brother and playfellow,
Don Ferdinand, and had seen
much of Mercedes when as a little
boy in France he was almost daily
with his cousins. From a very
early age he had declared that lit-
tle Mercedes and no other should
be his wife.

According to Spanish court eti-
quette there was no possible
chance for any word in private
passing between the lovers, but
they understood and trusted each
other. At a country party Alfonso
manoeuvred to whisper in German
to Mercedes, “ Let them say what
they will, I will marry none but
you.”  She laid her finger on her
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lips and looked up at him archly,
that was all.

As Mercedes came to be known,
she endeared herself to her people.
The wedding took place in Janu-
ary 1878. All Madrid was festive
and sympathetic. The wedding
presents were superb. Queen Vic-
toria sent a splendid bracelet of
diamonds to the bride. The
Prince of Wales sent a scimitar, in
a sheath studded with jewels, to
the bridegroom. The procession
to the church was very splendid,
and the young king and queen re-
turned together in a carriage
panelled with glass, and drawn by
eight milk-white horses.

Mercedes enjoyed five brief
months of unclouded happiness,
and then came the end.  She was
prostrated by gastric fever, and
after a short illness died. We
bow to the Love and the Wisdom
that sends such catastrophes; vet
I can never think of Mercedes
death without remembering the
lines of Coleridge :

Besides,—what grieved us most,—we huew
They had no need of such as you

In the place where you were going.
On earth are angels all too few,

While heav :n'is overflowing.

Between husband and wife there
had been love,—deep, simple, and
sincere. The warm, generous dis-
position of Alfonso and the calm,
serene, confiding character of his
bride, animated by a natural bright
mirthfulness, seemed to promise a
long life of domestic happincss;
for Mercedes had the “ mens suna
in corpore sano.”  Spain had wit-
nessed little married happines
among her rulers.

She died, sweet, loving, and be-
loved Mercede$, with all the world
so bright about her, on June 23
1878. To the last her husband
hung over her bed, calling upn
her name, “ Mercedes ! Mercedes
mia !”  To the last her eyes were
turned on him with love. He said
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to one who saw him a few days
after her death, that for him there
was no consolation, but that he
would do his duty.

Here is a sonnet written by Lord
Rosslyn, who was appointed Am-
bassador Extraordinary by Quecn
Victoria to the court of Spain on
the occasion of the marriage. “It
was written,” says its author,
“with tears.”

Mercedes min ! turn thine eyes away ;
I have no power to grant thy longing
prayer;
‘Their mute appeal is more than I can bear.
Could I but snateh tiee from Death’s cruel
sway
(GGold knows how gladly I would give this day
My life for thine. For whom have I to
care
When thou art gone? The darkness of
despair
('louds all my heart with terror and dismay.
Mercedes mia ! I am brave once more !
Turn thy dear eyes on me until they close
Torever., I will look love into thine
Till dca'th’nrrests their sight. What ! isall
o'er?
Then farewell hope, and farewell sweet
repose.
Now duty’s rugged path be only mine !

And soon, alas! for Alfonso,
came the bitter day when duty to
his people called on him to make
asecond marriage. So one of the
ladies who at first had been pro-
posed for Alfonso was chosen, the
Archduchess Maria Christina, niece
of Francis Joseph, the Emperor of
Austria.  She was tall, fair, sen-
sible, and well educated. She was
married by proxy to Alfonso in the
summer of 1879, and came as
queen into his kingdom. Their
first child, a little daughter, was
named Mercedes, a touching
tribute to the memory of her
whose loss could never be for-
gotten.

A painful event occurred early in
Alfonso’s reign.  He made a trip
to Germany to visit the Emperor,
and when at Berlin accepted the
honorary colonelcy of a Prussian
regiment, Passing through Paris,
on his way back to Madrid, he
was set upon by the Parisian mob,
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and hooted and insulted, as one
who had shown sympathy with the
Prussians.

When cholera broke out in
Southern Spain in 1885, Alfonso
hastened to the scene of suffering,
and did all he could to establish
proper hospitals, provide medical
attendants, asylums for orphans,
and food for the starving. His.
self-devotion on this occasion en-
deared him still more to his sub-
jects.

But his doom had gone forth.
His constitution was consump-
tive, and after his return from the
cholera districts in Southern Spain,
the disease rapidly developed itself.
He died at Madrid, November 23,
1885, his wife Christina tenderly
attending him to the last, and re-
ceiving his last sigh ere he went to-
rejoin Mercedes.

When his funeral was over,
Queen Christina found herself
alone; and never was any human
being more desolate.  Her posi-
tion might be described as truly
pitiful. ~ She had never established
herself in the hearts of the Spanish
people. To them she was a for-
eigner; even her husband’s sisters
thought her cold. Besides, her
position was not defined. Though
a queen, she was not a sovereign.
She was only the widow of a
Spanish king. She had two daugh-
ters, but it was still hoped that she
might have a son. There were a
few days of painful suspense
throughout the country; then her
vez helplessness appealed to the
hedrts of the Spanish deputies, and
she was chosen Queen Regent dur-
ing the minority of Mercedes, her
daughter, or, as was earnestly
hoped, during the minority of a
Spanish prince, her son.

When she took the oath to be
faithful to her duties as Queen
Regent, the Cortes presented =a
touching scene. She stood in
deep mourning among men, most
of whom were clad in brilliant uni-
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fcrms, and in a low voice, in pro-
found stillness, swore to hold
sacred the rights and libertics of
the Spanish nation. The sight of
her so young, so lately widowed,
so helpless and alone, moved all
in the Assembly. She conquered
their hearts and the hearts of the
Spanish people. ** IFrom that mo-
ment,” says one who tells the story,
“ she was a sovereign indeed, with
a loyal people round her.”

Meantime, on May 17, 1886,
ministers and other high officials
were summoned to the palace. As
they waited, a faint cry was heard;
and the Prime Mlinister, Sagasta,
emerged, with a beaming ‘smile,
from the Queen’s chamber, ex-
claiming, “ Viva el rey ¥ Little
Alfonso XIIl. was born! Ie
had no father, as other royal in-
fants had had, to present him to
the assembled dignitariecs on a
golden salver. That office was
performed by a chamberlain.
But great was the joy throughout
his kingdom. From the hour he
was born he was King of Spain,
and all official documents are put
forth in his name. His mother has
always taken delight in presenting
him to his subjects. When he was
only a few months old, the army
in Madrid passed in review before
him, and never did a little prince
receive more tender maternal care,
or a more princely education. He
is rather a delicate child, and it
may carnestly be hoped that he has
not inherited the consumptive ten-
dency of his father. That ten-
dency, however, if it is his, may
2

Methodist Magazine and Review.

very largely be counteracted by
judicious nurture.

And Christina herself, with a
face that is always somewhat sad,
but that appeals to other hearts by
an expression better than beauty,—
a tender, beseeching look that
comes only to those who have ex-
perienced a great sorrow,—is now
honoured and beloved by her son’s
people.  When in the king’s in-
fancy she first presented herself in
in public with the child in her
arms, the feeling of all who saw
them was expressed at the time
by Castelar, “ Spaniards cannot
fight against a woman, or against
a child in his cradle.”

The Queen cares little for dis-
play, though she is constantily
obliged to pose as Queen Regent
in public, giving brilliant recep-
tions and audiences to foreign min-
isters; but her taste is for a quict
life, and her happiness in the care
of her children. But a quiet life
is the very thing denied her. Dur-
ing her whole regency Spain has
been in a turmoil.  The machina-
tions of the Carlists, the Republi-
cans, the Anarchists, have con-
vulsed the realm.  The protracted
revolts of Cuba and the Philippines
have bled the mother country white
and brought it to the verge of
bankruptcy.  The pride of the old
hidalgos resents the friendly offices
of the United States in the inter-
ests of humanity and peace. and
pushes the nation to the edge of
war. Truly a hard condition for
a widowed regent and twelve-year-
old boy-king.

THE TFATHWAY.

Dwell ye within cot or hall,

Be ye lord or he ye thrall.

Have ye joy or grief for store,
Know ye this—from cvery door,
Straight across the sky's blue meads,
Up to heaven a pathway leads!

Tho’ ye wander faint and far
Underneath an alien star,

Or do nightly sink to rest

Near the loving mother breast,
Everywhere to him who heeds -
Up to heaven a pathway leads
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OF AFRICA.*

BY THE REV. A, W. NICOLSON.

WISSIONARY TOURING IN EQUATORIAL
AFRICA. :

James Hannington was born in
the sonth of Sussex, England,

September, 1847 ; consecrated
Digl T 1884; rdered in
Bishop, June, 4; murdered ir
Africa, October, 1835. Irom

Cradle to Consecration, thirty-
seven years; from MMitre to Crown,
sixteen months.  Rare and rapid
promotion !  Iis biography was
published in 1893, and has reached
its thirty-hfth thousand.

Two things are
needed to make a
readable biography-—
a good man and a
good writer. Han-
nington was of “the
guinea stamp.” His
bivgrapher, E. C. Daw-
son, M.A., Oxon,
shows plainly rarc
skill and prudence in his work.
The book is a literary treasure
such as we scldom read. To
students it must be a stimulus, to
mis<ionaries a benediction.

“They would not have had one

 *'The Life of James Hannington, First
Bishop of Equatorial Africa.” By E. C.
Dawson, M.A. Pp. 392. Illustrated. Lon-
don: Secley & Co.  Methodist Book-Rooms,
Taronto, Montreal and Halifox.

thing about him different,” says
his biographer, of Hannington’s
friends.  This would be an in-
scription of which very few tomb-
stones are worthy. “Keep my
memory green,” said Dickens, but
the above is a memory in full
flower—immortelles at that.

Hannington's great-grandfather
was of superhuman strength—a
fine progenitor for an African
bishop. His father was ‘““fond
of travel,” his grandmother was of
renowned beauty, and his mother
a woman of magnetic disposition.
So much for heredity.

From the dawn of his mind
Iannington loved nature; saw its
lichens, cunning birds and mys-
teries of rock and cavern. At
seven years of age he was a
yachtsman—discovered one day at
the masthead * suspended by the
scat of his trousers.” Of private
schools and tutors he had a hearty
dislike, a fecling which seems to
have been reciprocated.  FHe was

A MISSIONARY OCTOron.

soon known on the campus as
“Mad Jim,» and had his full
share of thrashing and being
thrashed.

At sixteen he gave his services
to a counting-house. At eighteen
he was an artillery officer, and
varied his occupation with com-
manding the yacht, and appearing
at his best when the sails were be-
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ing blown to ribbons. The Bishop
was surely in training! At
twenty Hannington went, with his
father’s family, over to the Angli-
can from the Congregational com-
munion.  This brought him into
contact with zealous and bright
men of the fraternity. At twenty-
one he went to Oxford. Of pale,
rather sallow face, and loosely and
pliably set figure, and with a kind
of laughter that shook him sorecly
before 1t would let him go, he be-

AFRICAN AMBULANCE.

came popular at once. e was
not studious; sought more to mas-
ter men than grammar.  Master-
ful, but disposed to do more than
his own share of athletics, boat-
races and field games were sure to
be carried by his club to victory.
He had only a shred of nether gar-
ments left when a rowing match
was finished. In town and gown
rows he was always in the front,
the light of battle in his eye, and
his avenging fist stained with the
gore of his adversaries.

This was a strange admixture of
fun, fury and pathos—a man full
to the brim with animal spirits—
cffervescing and boiling over very
often.  His tutors were glad to
have him sent to a private rector
for instruction. He returned to
Oxiord, however, for examina-
tions, one day of which he worked
well.  On the second day an ill-
conditioned organ grinder took
position under his window and
annoyed him to such a degree that
he rushed out and withdrew his
name.  There were surely stum-
bling blocks in the way to the
bishopric that none but God could
overcome.

Hannington’s life, like Norman
McLeod’s, is adorned with im-
promptu sketches with which he
illustrated his letters to his com-
fidential friends. They are quaiut,
laughable, ingenious.

Like sunrise on the Alps, which
bathes the highest peaks with a
warm glow, then tips each lower
point, till it fills the valleys with
light and beauty, Hannington's
head, then his heart, and finally
his entire being, came wondrously

‘under the influence of divine grace.

IHis mother died. By her cofiin
he knelt and prayed in agouy,
then arose a changed man. A\
college chum had written him
urging him to seek Christ thirteen
months before this time. He now
answered the letter, begging the
writer to hasten to him and give
him comfort. Xle had taken
curate’s orders, and now found he
was but barren soil with no fnad
for his flock.  This part of the
book is very sad, but it shows an
old-fashioned repentance. He rcad
“ Grace and Truth,” and, like
many others, was repelled by its
crudeness and dogmatism, though

HARD TRAVEL FOR A SICK MAN,

it helped to convince him of his
need as a sinner.  Ultimately, a
genuine conversion followed his
diligent scarch for Christ.

He returned to Oxiord and ook
his M.A. Like some thors in
history, the change in his manner
surprised the staid Oxfordites.
Preaching now was to him a
very serions duty, and to his hear-
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4rs a message at once practical
and aflame with holy influence.

At twenty-nine he made a most
suitable marriage. His father died
about this time, and left the son by
will St. George’s Chapel.  Ilere
he held services a few months only
—the great soul sighed for wider
range. - The Church Missionary
Society sent him out with several
other missionaries 1o ITastern
Africa.  The notorious king,
Mtesa, was there living, bright,
sympathetic, but fitful, giving a
fair countenance to missionary
work.  The voyage and subse-
quent land journey were very try-
ing.  Very bad water, dangerous
rivers, lurking malaria, unfaithful
guides, hyenas by night, lions by
day~these all had to be endured
or fought through most of the
weary transit.

His  difficulties
of travel are de-
scribed in his jour-
nal, and illustrated
with humorouscuts
of the very literal
“ups and downs”
of missionary lifc.
Of some of these
we give reproduc-
tions, It blends a
pathos with their
humour to know
that cvery step
and jar racked his
frame.  Once he
went to choose a
place for his grave.
More than once he
was left for dead
by his bearers.

“Racked by fever, torn by
dysentery, scarcely able to stand
upright under the grip of its
gmawing agony; with his arms
lashed to his neck lest their least
movement should cause intolerable
anguish to his diseased and swollen
liver~-the bright and buoyant
figure which had so often led the

““ALlON? No: L.
(From a sketeh by Bishop Hannington)
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caravan with that swinging stride
of his, or who had f{orgotten
fatigue at the close of a long
march, and dashed off in pursuit
of some rare inscct,

< His beard a foot before him, and his hair
a yard behind,’

was now bent and {eeble, like that
of a very old man.”

He thus records his adventure
with a hippopotamus :

*I had my wet bed ar.; blankets
carried up a little wa» wwom the
swamp-belt of the lake. The boys
and men were afraid to remain
with me so far from the canoe, so
I jaid my weary frame to rest
under my umbrella, for it was
raining; and, unmindful of natives
or beasts of prev, I commended
myself to the care of the Almighty,
and fell asleep.  Soon a tremend-

ONLY A Hivrororamvs.”

ous roar close to my head caused
me to start wide awake. What
could it be—a lion?> No, lious
arc not so noisy. It was anly a
hippopotamus.  Ife had, no doubt,
come up to feed, and stumbled
nearly on top of this strange ob-
ject, a sleeping white man with an
umbrella over his head; so, bel-
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lowing out his surprise, he made
off for the lake.”

The party at length succumbed,
some turning back, others falling
sick or dying. They had, how-
cver, one comforting farewell ser-
vice before separating. The Holy
Communion was dispensed there in
a wilderness of savage darkness,
in the heart of Africa.

CARRIED SAFELY ACROSS.

The brave Hannington, after
prolonged struggles, retreated,
sorely against his will; reached
Zanzibar safely, and arrived home,
weary, but determined to reach
Eastern Africa with restored
health.

The Committee again opened a
way for him, causing his soul to
exult in praises that were ex-
pressed in his letters in large
capitals. He was so far from be-
ing considered a defeated mission-
ary that the authorities decided he
should be a bishop and consecrated
him accordingly.  Bidding wife
and Dbabes good-bye, he sailed
once more in November, 1884,

The party reached Frere Town
safely. The Bishop thus describes
his reception : “ A thousand peo-
ple came to the shore; guns fired,
horns blew, women shrieked, I
langhed and cried. Altogether,
there was a grand welcome, and
the moment we could get a little
quict we knelt down and thanked
God”?

Here the head of the diocese
was established, with twelve clergy,
cleven lay tcachers, and four
ladies.  The territory covered by
these was of enormous extent.
The Bishop called for soul-saving
efforts; gave himself to business,
weeding out converts, prescribing
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medicine and many other duties
necessary to a new field.

New openings invited him to
take long journeys. During one
of these he ‘covered one hundred
and twenty miles, ai the rate of
thirty-four to forty miles a du,
over rough roads and on fuut.
Mtesa had died meantime, giving
place to a wvain, ill-advised suc-
cessor.  Hannington was arrest-
ed; his followers were imprisoned,
tortured, and some of them mur-
dered, while a few escaped to tell
part of the tragic story. Thc re-
mainder of the story was gleancd
from the Bishop’s diary, which was
fortunately recovered. It is touch-
ing in the extreme :

“ About twenty ruffians set upon
us. They violently threw me to
the ground, and proceeded to strip
me of all valuables. I grew faint
with struggling, and was dragged
by the legs over the ground. I

TPS AND DOWNS OF MISSIONARY LIFE.

said : ‘ Lord, I put myself in Thy
hands, I look to Thee alone.” Then
another struggle, and I got to my
fecet, and was thus dashed along.
The exertion and struggling
strained me in the most agonizing
manner. In spite of all, and fedl-
ing I was being dragged away to
be murdered at a distance, I sang:
‘Safe in the arms of Jesus,” and
then laughed at the very agony
of my situation. ALy clothes torn
to pieces so that I was exposed.
wet through with being dragged
along the ground, strained in every
limb, and for a whole hour expect-
ing instant death, hurried along.




Without Him.

dragged, pushed, at about five
miles an hour, until we came to a
hut, into the court of which I was
forced.”

*“QOctober 28th, Wednesday.—
{Seventh day's prison). A terrible
night, first with noisy, drunken
guard, and secondly with vermin,
which have found out my tent and
swarm. I don't think I got one
sound hour’s sleep, and woke with
fever fast developing. O Lord,
do have mercy upon me and re-
lease me! 1 am quite broken
down and brought low. Com-
forted by reading Psalm xxvii.

“ October 20th, Thursday.—
(Eighth day’s prison). I can hear
no news, but was upheld by Psalm
xxx., which came with great
power. A hyena howled near me
last night, smelling a sick man, but
I hope it is not to have me yet.”

WITHOUT
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This is the last entry in the little
pocket diary.

Brave to the very end, leaning
trustfully on Christ, he endured
those days and nights of cruel
treatment, with heroic patience.
His dying testimony was this—“ I
am about to die for the Baganda,
and have purchased the road to
them with my life.”

England caught up the words
and used them as a missionary
war-cry.  Scores felt that Christ
must be served and Bishop Han-
nington followed by conquering
the tribes for righteousness. '

One ccases to wonder that the
life of a missionary should reach
its thirty-fifth thousand in a few
months after reading the history
of this grand man and his mar-
vellous achievements.

New Glasgow, N.S.

HIM.

*¢ Withont me ye can do nothing.” (St. John xv. 5.)
*“1 can do all things in him that stremgtheneth me.”  (Phil. iv. 13.)

What of my life without Thee, Christ my ali !—
At waking let me hear Thy winning call,
And bide till evening in Thy gentle thrall !

What of the day without Thee, Christ my lght !—
The sunniest howrs without Thee are less bright
Than midnight darkness of & moonless night !

What of my work without Thee, Master dear!—

No hour of toil can ¢’er be wholly drear
If to Thy servant Thou remainest near!

What of my play without Thee, Christ my joy '-—
Without Thee “tis the enemy’s decoy, .
Without Thee pleasure’s sweetest cup doth cloy !

What of my pain without Thee, Saviour sweet!-—
Oh, then how great my nced to clasp Thy feet,
Aund for Thy soothing pity to cntreat!

What of the night without Thee, Christ my vest !--
How may I slumber save my head be press'd
Upon the pillow of Thy loving Breast !

What of my death without Thee, Christ my life !—
0 love, I'll cling to Thee while grace is rife,
Then wilt Thou shield me in that mortal strife!
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CYRUS FIELD

AND THE ATLANTIC CABLE.

BY HELOISE DUPUIS ’I‘.-\YLO{L

1I.

-+ Preliminary failure was ever the law and
condition of ultimate success.”
—Larl of Carlisle.

Such seemed to be the principle
that animatcd the directors of the
Atlantic  Telegraph  Company.
They at once put forth efforts to
renew the attempt.  They ordered
seven hundred miles of new cable,
and this time secured the support
of the Government. ‘

The first voyage was largely ex-
perimental.  The first defect to be
remedied was that of the paying-
out machine.  For this purpose
they secured the services of Mr.
Wn. Everett, who made such im-
provements in it that it was like
a new creation.  Before the sec-
ond expedition was organized, the
-directors unanimously voted to
Mr. Field a salary of $5,000 and
travelling expenses, which tempt-
ing offer Mr. Field promptly de-
clined, preferring to take the
directorship for the love of the
work and the good of humanity.
At the first turn, however, disap-
pointment met them. The good
ship Susquehanna was quarantined
in the. West Indies with yellow
fever on board. In their ex-
tremity Mr. Field appealed to Sir
John Pakington, of the Inglish
Admiralty, explaining the situa-
tion. The Government at this
time was chartering ship. to carry
troops to Malta, but, as in the case
of many another appeal, gave a
generous response, placing at the
disposal of the Company H.M.S.
Valorous.

For two months the work of re-
shipping went on. It was the last
of May the final load was stored
.and the ships started down the
‘Channel to try a series of experi-

Although the cable broke
twice, the paying-out machine
worked well.  On the whole the
result of the trip proved satisiac-
tory, and the ships returned to
Plymouth.  Mr. Tield. was the
heart, the main-spring of the en-
terprise.

In the hope of securing more
favourable weather, the ships sailed
two months earlier than before,
but, alas ! after two or three days

ments.

‘of blue skies and calm scas, the

barometer fell lower and lower
The ships struggled with tiie gale
as best they could. At one time
the coil of cable on one of the
ships broke loose, threatening to
break through the side of the
vessel.  But

¢ Come what come may,

Time and the hours run through the
longest day.™

Just fifteen days after leaving
Plymouth, they greeted each other
in mid-ocean, in a sea as calm as
though it were some still bay.
Before they could begin opera-
tions, the cable that had broken
loose had to be recoiled. This
finished, the cables were spliced.
Off they started, one east and one
west.  They had sailed but three
miles when the cable caught in the
machinery and broke. A new
splice was made. Everything was
working as smoothly as heart
could desire, when—without a mo-
ment’s warning the current ccased
—forty miles had been paid out—
had been laid to rest in the coral-
line cemetery at the bottom of the
deep.

It was disheartening, and to
make it more so they could in no
way account for the cause of it
As one writer puts it, “ The nature
of the peril must always remain as
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secret and unknown as the depths
in which it is to be encountered.”

Again the ships approach each
other, again the ends of the cable
are joined, and again they sail off
toward their different havens.
This time with better success. As
mile after mile passes from out
the ship, their spirits rise, and one
tundred miles are safely hidden.
One hundred and fifty—two hun-
dred—and then—twenty feet from
the stern of the Agamemnon the
cable parted.

Sad-hearted and sorrowful, with
but a story of. defeat to tell, the
good ships were forced to return
to land. Bad news travels fast.
Though Mr. Field hurried to meet
the directors, the evil tidings had
forestalled him. What a dis-
couraging meeting that was! It
was advised by some that the
cable should be sold. The vice-
chairman resigned, and it looked
for a time as if the poor cable was
going to be deserted by all its
friends. There were a few, how-
ever, who clung to a last chance.
It seemed a forlorn hope, but they
had the ships, enough cable to
cross the sea, and a strong faith
that this might be that *tide in
the affairs of men, which taken at
the flood leads on to fortune”
No time was lost, coal and sup-
plies were taken aboard, and one
day, unnoticed and uncheered they
made their way down the Channel.
In the latter part of July, without
any formality, the splice was
made and thrown overboard. The
Niagara, in which Mr. Field sailed,
made for Newfoundland. The
very first evening the signals from
the other ship ceased.  Applied
tests showed perfect insulation, but
a want of continuity; and not for
some two hours of slowly paying
out and frequent testing were per-
fect signals obtained. = Owing to
the presence of so much iron the
compass was out. So the Gorgon
had to take the lead and pilct the
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way. Nearing the shore, the
Niagara grew so light that she be-
gan to roll very much. For-
tunately the weather kept fine, and
on the evening of the fourth of
August Captain Otter voarded the
Niagara to pilot her to her an-
chorage near the telegraph house
—in one of the most beautiful
sheets of water in the world,
Trinity Bay, Newfoundland.

The Agamemnon did not have
so pleasant a voyage. She en-
countered fierce storms at sea, but
at length Valentia was sighted, and
the good ship brought her end of
the cable in safety to the shores of
the Green Isle, and complete com-
munication was established be-
tween two worlds. Two conti-
nents could whisper to each other
as if they were boats anchored side
by side. The cable was laid ! A
simple letter from Mr. Field to the
Associated Press that “by the
blessing of Divine Providence it
had succeeded,” changed expres-
sions of derision and pity into ex-
clamations of joy. Mr. Field
awoke to find himself famous; the
dreamer of yesterday was the
benefactor of to-day.

According to arrangements, the
first message was one from her
Majesty to the President of the
United  States. Her Majesty
cabled : “ The Queen is convinced
that the President will join with
her in fervently hoping that the
electric cable which now connects
Great Britain with the United
States will prove an additional
link between the nations whose
friendship is founded upon their
common interest and reciprocal
esteem.”  The President, after ac-
knowledging the message, said :
“It is a triumph, more glorious
because far more useful to man-
kind than was ever won by con-
queror on the field of battle.”

With the publication of the
Queen’s message the excitement
grew more intense.  As the bells
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at Christmas time ring for the an-
niversary of the coming of the
Prince of Peace, they rang now
that a great and peacéful battle
had been fought and won.

The London Times, speaking of
it, said : “ More was done yester-
day for the consolidation of our
empire than the wisdom of our
statesmen, the liberality of our
legislature, or the loyalty of our
colonists could ever have effected.”

It became a tlreme for song and
sermon.  Favourite texts were :
“Their line is gone out through
all the earth, and their words to the
end of the world,” and Job’s ques-
tion : “ Canst thou send forth the
lightnings, that they may go and
say unto thee : Here we are ?
The poet’s song rolled out in
major keys,
¢ 'Tis done ! the angry sea consents,

The nations stand no more apart ;

With claspéd hands the continents
Feel throbbings of each other’s heart.

¢ Speed, speed the cable ; let it run

A loving girdle round the earth,

Till all the nations 'neath the sun
Shall be as brothers of one hearth.

¢ As brothers pledging, hand in hand,

One freedom for the world abroad,
One commerce over every land,
One language and one God.”

Feasts and festivals abounded.
At New York, the programme be-
gan with a religious service, at
which every voice joined in the
strains of the “Te Deum?” and
“Gloria in excelsis.” But in the
midst of rejoicings came the news
that the cable had gasped its latest
breath, and had given up the
ghost.  The day of enthusiasm
was gone; congratulations were
turned to words of scorn. The
cable was an imposition, a hoax—
a South Sea bubble—one man
tried to prove that mathematically
it was an impossibility. Ques-
tionings arose as to its ever hav-
ing worked.

We have ample proof that it did
work. In the four short weeks
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of its existence it carried four hup-
dred messages across the sea. [f
the cable had never transmitted
any other news than that of the
safety of the Europa’s passengers,
and the command annulling ay
order to despatch troops to India,
thereby saving fifty thousand
pounds to the British Goverament,
it more than repaid the efforts put
forth in its construction.  But the
poor cable had never been robust.
It had passed through many a trial,
The manufacturers were not ex-
perienced cable makers. It had
been exposed to the rays of a
summer’s sun, the gutta-percha
covering thereby becoming melted
in places. It had been shipped
and reshipped, twisted and up-
twisted, while storms by sea and
land had added their quota to its
disablement. The wonder was
not that it did not work but that
it worked at all.

The public, however, demanded
more than the mutterings which
Prot.  Thompson’s  instrument
could draw from its trembling
lips. A feeling of ever-deepening
discouragement crept o'er the pub-
lic.  Those, however, who were
most interested in the cable knew
no such word as Fail, and the work
was again taken up. The English
Government showed once more its
generosity and practical sympathy.

In the early days the operators
thought it necessary to use a very
powerful battery, but experience
taught them that “ God was not in
the whirlwind, but in the stil
small voice” ; that the valleys be-
neath the sea were veritable whis-
pering galleries ; that a literal
meaning could be given to Milton's
¢ Airy tongues that syllable men's names

On sands and shores and desert wilder

NeSsses,

The Civil War of 1862 put all
thoughts of any scheme away
from the minds of our neighbours
to the South, until the umnhappr
Trent affair showed them the nt
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cessity of quieker communication
with the Old World. As The
Times said : “ We nearly went to
war with America because we had
not a telegraph across the sea.”
Not until then did they give seri-
ous thought to the cable.

Five years had passed since fail-
ure had overtaken the hearts beat-
ing high with hope. Five years
of patient toil and research, of ex-
periment and longing, ere there
was any attempt at remewal. It
was well for the world that the
patience and  perseverance of
Cyrus W. Field, like that of

Columbus, did not wear out while
watching and working and waiting
for the carrying out of his life’s
Soon he was up and at

desire.

SECTIONS OF CABLE.

The larger section is of the shore end, showing pro-
tecting heavy outer wires, ‘The smaller section
is of the deep sea cable, showing central core,
wuttaspercha casing, and external wire coy ering.

work, infusing, by the example of
his indomitable spirit, new life into
the scheme. The Telegraph Con-
struction and Maintenance Com-
pany was formed, which took all
the old stock and £100,000 of the
new. So that English shoulders
bore the entire weight of the en-
terprise and solved the problem,
How ?

Itis not much wonder that Eng-
land, the mother of nations, whose
martial airs echo and re-echo
around the globe, “should reach
out her long arm to embrace her
distant children.”  The new cable
was to be as nearly perfect as
human skill could make it. The
great nerve was to be three times
as large as the old one, the cable
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itself being lighter in proportion
to its size, thus making it sink
more slowly and lessening the
strain. It took up so much space
that the question of how to carry
it caused some anxiety. The
old cable had weighed down the
two largest warships in the world.
Where was the ship to carry this ?
And now came to pass Mr.
Brunel’s prophecy.

The Great Eastern had been for
ten years awaiting her mission.
She was too large for ordinary
purposes.  But here was some-
thing for her to do. The one
great effort that was to redeem all
her former disasters. The direc-
tors secured her at once.

Three vessels were detailed to
carry the cable to the Great East-

A BIT OF THE DEEP SEA CABLE.

ern, where it was distributed in
three tanks in different parts of
the ship. Coal enough for a
fleet and provisioning sufficient for
a small army were taken on board.
Mr. W. H. Russell, LL.D,, corres-
pondent of The London Times in
the Crimea and in India, with the
artists, Messrs. Dudley and O’Neil),
were engaged to furnish the press
with all the happenings of the voy-
age. The English Govermuent
granted the two warships, Sphinx
and Terrible as tenders. The ex-
pedition was English in every par-
ticular.  Of the five hundred men
on board the Great Eastern, there
was but one American, and that
was Mr. Field.

So, one midsummer's day, the
great ship sailed down the Channel
for the Irish coast. Here, land-
ing the shore end, the expedition
put to sea.  But misfortune soon
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overtook the cable. The testing-
room was ‘“like a sick chamber,
where some royal patient lay
trembling between life and death.”
Retracing their steps, they picked
up the cable, to find that twice a
piece of wire had been driven
through the outer covering. This
wonderful production of man’s
thought and skill was like unto the
law of God in that it demanded
absolute perfection.

The days went by. The valley
where lay the bones of the old
cable was passed, and Hope ruled
king. Two days more brings

THE GREAT EASTERN,

shallow water, and then—! But
alas, for human hopes! While
Mr. Field was on watch he heard
a rasping noise, and passed the
message along, but it was not re-
ceived until too late.  Shortly
after came a report of something
wrong. They started at once to
pick it up, but while doing ., the
boat drifted over and chafed the
cable so badly that it parted as
they were raising it.  Mr. Field,
with trembling lips but composed
air, told the tale, and immediately
the crew were on deck, and there
it lay, “the ragged end torn and
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bleeding, the other lying far down
in its ocean grave.”

The undaunted Canning pro-
posed grappling for it.  The in-
struments ‘were brought forth,
“The hooks with which the Giant
Despair was going to a fish for 2
take worth, with all its belongings,
more than a million.” One splash
and the big hook disappears, for
two hours sinking deeper and
deeper, till, striking the earth, it
moves back and forth like a diver
hunting for a treasure, searching
for what was worth more to civi-
lization than gold or silver or pre-
cious stones.

All night they
toiled and caught
nothing, but at
early dawn the rope
quivered, the cable
was hooked, and
the work of draw-
ing it in was begun.

One hundred
fathoms in—two
hundred—five hun-
dred—and —the
iron swivel gives
way. Back to its
deep and rugged
bed goes the cable,
carrying with it
nearly two miles of
wire rope.  Again
and again they at-
tempt it, each time seeming nearer
victory, but the rope was too weak,
the swivel would insist on break-
ing, and back into the slimy sea
would fall the cable, as if annoved
at being repeatedly disturbed. The
mechanics were kept busy mend-
ing and strengthening every break
and joint. On deck the fire of
the forge cast its lurid light over
everything.  The anvils sounded
their metallic notes, while the
sparks flew far and wide. “One
might well pardon the passing
mariner, whose bark drifted him
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in. the night aeross the track of the
great ship, if, crossing'hims'elf and
praving with shuddering lips, he
fancied he beheld a phantom ship
freighted with an evil crew, and
ever after told how he had seen the
workshop of the Inferno floating
on the bosom of the ocean.”

Nine days and nights, ever hop-
ing for success and ever meeting
with failure, the men worked on,
and only when resources were ex-
hausted—the cable itself never
broke—was the ship turned for
home. ““Like a warrior retiring
from the field of battle, not vic-
torious nor yet defeated and de-
spairing, but with her battle-flag
still flying, and resolved once mare
to attempt the conquest of the
sea.” They had come so near
victory that not a murmur was
raised when it was proposed to try
again.  Affairs looked so hopeful
that Mr. Field returned to his
family, but the interest of his be-
loved cable called him hence in a
short time, and the twenty-fourth
of December found him again in
London. There he found that the
company had exceeded its limits
in the issuing of its preferential
stock, that the work had to be sus-
pended, and the money paid back
to the subscribers.

Again Mr. Field’s wit helped
them out. At his suggestion a
new company was formed. Capi-
tal was raised, terms made and
met, papers signed, and once more
the machine was in motion. In
addition to laying the new cable it
was proposed to raise and com-
plete the old one. They had four
months in which to make 1,660
miles of cable, and it was done.

T.e Great Eastern was put in
periect trim.  For grappling pur-
poses, she carried a rope made to
stand a strain of thirty tons. Was
there ever such a ‘fishing line!
And an extra weight of 748 miles
of old cable. All that human
mind could conceive was done for
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the perfecting of the work and en-
suring success.  The two principal
changes made in the cable was the
doing away with the tar coating,
and galvanizing the wires, so as to
make it cleaner and to give it
greater ductility and the keeping
up of a continuous flow of current.

On the last day she glided from
her moorings. While taking on
an extra load of coal at Berehaven,
the Wm. Corry sailed, with the
shore end of the cable, round to
the coast of Valentia. Nine years
had come and gone since a former
expedition had met and was
cheered on its way by words of
hope and prayer. Again men
bowed before the Lord of earth
and sea, to commend to His keep-
ing their brethren who were about
to sail forth over the trackless
waste of waters.

The splice is to be made; the
heart of the cable is laid bare, the
nerves taken hold of, placed to-
gether, bound in swaddling clothes
of gutta-percha, hempen rope, and
strong iron wire, and the delicate
operation is over. Electric tests
find a perfect current, and the
three ships, the Terrible, the Med-
way, and the Great Eastern
* Went sailing away to the West,

Away tothe Westas the sun went down.

The story of this final voyage is
rather a dull chapter, from the mo-
notony of success. Yet it was made
extremely interesting on account
of the daily bulletin. News of the
Parliamentary debates, of the
Stock Exchange, and from the
field of battle, were daily received
and discussed in the mess-room as
eagerly as in London clubs.

A few davs more—and shallow
water. In the fog and rain of the
last days the ships look like pass~
ing phantoms as they make their
way, slowly but surely, through the
ice floes, up the bay, till they reach
the harbour of Heart’s Content,
which they find waving a silent
welcome.

”
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One of the last messages from
the cable before the shore end was
transferred to the Medway was :
“TIt is a great work, a glory to our
age and nation, and the men who
have achieved it deserve to be
bonoured among the benefactors
of the race”

How many people, even in this
practical age, look upon Friday
and the number thirteen as un-
lucky. Yet Columbus sailed forth
on his voyage of discovery on a
Friday, and, wecks afterward, on
the same day, he reached this con-
tinent of ours. It was Friday,
the thirteenth of July, that Cyrus
Field and his gallant crew bade
adien to Britain's shores, and
sailed for the Western haven,
reaching it on the same day of the
week, a fortnight later.

Finding the Gulf cable broken,
Mr. Field made arrangements for
a boat to run between two points
with the mail, until it could be
mended. He then sent the fol-
lowing message : “ We arrived
here, at Heart’s Content, at nine
o’clock this morning.  All well.
Thank God the cable is laid, and is
in perfect working order.”

Mr. Field was again famous!
As before, greetings passed be-
tween the Queen and the Presi-
dent.  The. globe was encircled.
A message from beyond the
Rockies, with one from far-away
Egypt, was placed in Mr. Field’s
hand at the same time.

The Great Eastern’s work, how-
ever, was not finished, and back to
sea she sailed to fish for the sleep-
ing cable of 1865. It was a more
difficult task than was anticipated.
Even with slow approaches and
sure calculations, with two and
three ships grappling at the same
time, so as to lessen the strain, not
till the thirteenth attempt was
made did they rouse the sleeping
beauty, and succeed in placing it in
the electrician’s hands.

It was found to be in perfect

working order. So a splice was
made, and the great ship faced
once more for Heart’s Content.
There they fornd excitement rua-
ning bhigh. The harbour was
crowded with boats, and as the
sailors dragged the shore end of
the old cable to land, they almost
kissed it in their joy at its recovery.,
The story of the Atlantic cable is
an almost constant repetition of
disappointment, of struggle, and
reverses, but ending in final vic-
tory. In Mr. Field’s own words :
“ It has been a long, hard struggle,
nearly thirteen years of anxious
watching and of ceaseless toil.
Often my heart has been ready to
sink. Many times, when wandering
in the forests of Newfoundland in
the pelting rain, or on the decks
of ships on dark and stormy nights,
alone, far from home, I have ac-
cused myself of madness to sacri-
fice the peace of my family, and
all the hopes of life, for what
might be after all but a dream. I
have seen my companions, one
and another, falling by my side,
and feared that I too might not
live to see the end. And yet, one
hope has led me on, and T have
prayed that I might not taste of
death till this work was accom-
plished. That prayer is answered,
and now, beyond all acknowledg-
ments to men, is the feeling of
gratitude to Almighty God.”

Cyrus W. Field found it a thorny
and uphill pathway that led to
success, put toil and perseverance
carried him to the summit. His
castle in the air had becomc a
reality, his iron monster “a living
hond between severed portions of
the human family thrilling with
life.”

At the present time, no less than
ten cables stretch across the
ocean's depths, while thirty-seven
specially prepared ships are ever at
work keeping the submarine tele-
graph lines of the world in order.
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THE SCHOOL OF THE TWENTIETH CENTURY.

BY JAMES L. HUGHES,
Superintendent of Zublic Schools, Toronto.

L

Evolution is the most vital and
most hopeful principle yet revealed
to human consciousness. Human-
ity climbs steadily towards clearer
light, truer wisdom, and greater
power. We marvel at the be-
nighted condition of our grand-
fathers, but our own grandchildren
will have still greater reason to pity
us. As the race accumulates
wisdom and power, it sweeps on-
ward and upward with accelerated
speed. As generation succeeds
generation, the record stones of
progress are planted more widely
apart.

The educational revelations of
the nineteenth century have been
more important than those of all
preceding  centuries.  Pestalozzi
and Froebel gave the world new
educational aims, and revealed all
the educational principles that are
now regarded as vital and funda-
mental; Barnard and Mann gave
America’s greatest contribution to
civilization by the organization of
free public schools supported and
controlled by the State. Take
away the results of the work of
these four men, and there is little
of value left in educational phil-
osophy or practice.

The twentieth century will make
a greater educational advance than
has been made in the nineteenth
century. This thought is not
humiliating to us, it should in-
crease our self-reverence as mem-
bers of a progressively developing
race.  Our consciousness of the
divinity in us is defined by the
evolution of the race towards the
Divine,

L. The schools of the twentieth

century will be free, The nineteenth
century schools are called free be-
cause attendance at them is free.
The child will be free in the twen-
tieth century school. Free growth
is the only full growth. Sub-
ordination dwarfs the human soul
at any stage of its development,
There will be no truly free men till
the children are made truly free.
The coercive, mandatory, compul-
sory spirit will become but a
shameful memory, when teachers
aim to develop the divinity in the
child instead of making their su-
preme purpose the restriction of its
depravity. What weak, imitative,
conventional, indefinite, unprogres-
sive, dependent, servile men and
women most schools have made of
the beings who were originally
created in God’s own image!
How much worse they would have
been if they had been subject to
school discipline during all their
waking hours! How original,
self-reliant, self-directing and pro-
gressive they might have been !
How much of independence and
helpfulness and executive tendency
they had when they first went to
school compared with what they
had on leaving school! The
schools should not be catacombs in
which are buried the self-hood, the
originality, and the executive ten-
dency of childhood. Schools
should be gardens in which each
child grows to be its grandest,
most complete self. The child can
never become its real self so long
as adulthood blights it and dwarfs
it by daring to stand between it
and God.

Liberty is the only sure basis
for reverent co-operative obedi-
ence. Anarchy is not born of
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freedom; it springs from coercion.
It is a poisonous fungus that grows
from the tree of blighted liberty.
It grows rank and noisome from
the sap that should have developed
stately trunk, spreading branches,
and rich foliage. ITFungi come not
on the tree of full, free growth, but
where blight has brought decay
and death. Conscious subordina-
tion secured by coercion blights
and dwarfs individuality.

Divine law is often necessarily
restrictive of wrong, but is lov-
ingly restrictive. It is stimulat-
ing and growth-giving; never de-
structive.  Coercion may repress
evil; it never eradicates it. Coer-
cion never made a child creative,
and creative power is the central
element of education.  Coercion
does more than restrict the power
of the child; it corrupts its ideals.
The common and unnatural dread
of Divine authority arises irom the
degradation of human authority
intd unreasoning, unloving coer-
cion.

The greatest improvement yet
wrought by the new education is
the altered attitude of adulthood
toward childhood in disciplining it.
The reformation of the coercive
ideals of adulthood has only -well
begun, however. The twentieth
century will complete the reform.
‘When adulthood recognizes divin-
ity in each child and learns that
the highest function of training is
to develop this divinity, not merely
to restrict depravity, then will the
schools become what Froebel
aimed to make them : “ Free Re-
publics of Childhood.”

The dominating elements in a
child’s life are love of freedom and
productive activity. The unity of
these elements is the only basis for
true discipline.  Spontaneity in
productive self-activity develops
active instead of passive obedience,
co-operation instead of obstinacy
and stubbornness, activity in-
stead of inertness of char-
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acter, energy instead of indolence,
positiveness instead of negative-
ness, cheerfulness instead of dull-
ness, independence instead of sub-
serviency, and true liberty instead
of anarchy.

2. Teachers will not try to
dominate the interest of the
child in the twentieth century
school. The pupil’s self-active
interest is the only persistent
propelling motive to intellectual
effort. It alone makes man an in-
dependent agent capable of pro-
gressive upward and outward
growth on original lines. It
alone stimulates the mind to its
most energetic activity for the ac-
complishment of definite purposes.
Self-active interest is the natural
desire for knowledge appropriate
to the child's stage of evolution,
acting with perfect freedom; it is
the divinely implanted wonder
power unchecked by restriction
and undiminished by the substitu-
tion of the interests of others.

The development of self-active
interest is the highest ideal of in-
tellectual education. School meth-
ods in the past have substituted
the teachers’ suggestion for the
child’'s spontaneous interest, and
have thus rendered it unnecessary,
if not impossible, for the pupil’s
own self-active interest to develop.
Interest is naturally self-active, and
it retains this quality in increasing
power unless parents or teachers
mterfere with its spontancity.
“Every child brings with him in-
to the world the natural disposi-
tion to see correctly.”  The most
unfortunate children are those
whose untrained nurses, untrained
mothers, or untrained teachers,
foolishly do for them what they
should " do for themselves, and
point out to them the things they
should sce for themselves, or worse
still, things they should not see at
all at their stage of devclopment
Mother and child should not al-
ways see the same things in ther
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environment. “See, darling,” may
prevent the development of the
child’s power to see independently.
The child’s own mind should de-
cide its special interests.

AMost parents and teachers make
the mistake of assuming that they
should not only present attractions
to the child's mind, but also arouse
and direct its attention.  When-
ever thisis done by any agency ex-
cept the child’s own self-active in-
terest, its power of giving attention
is weakened. No two children
should be attracted by exactly the
same things or combinations of
things during a walk in the coun-
trv or n any other gallery of
varied interests. The special self-
hood of each child sees in the outer
what corresponds to its developing
mner life.  The individual power
to see in the outer that which is
adapted to the development of the
inner life at present most active is
the arousing source of all true in-
terest.  \WWhen a teacher substi-
tutes his own interests for those of
the child, the child’s interest is
made responsive instead of seli-
active.  Under such teaching the
real life of interest dies, and
teachers, after kiiling it, have in the
past made energetic and often
fruitless  efforts to galvanize it
mto spasmodic responsive action.
Aliowing the motives of others to
stmm]ate us to action is no more
true mterest than allowing other
people’s thoughts to run through
our minds is true thinking. The
responsive process in each case is
prohibitory of the real self-active
process which lies at the root of
true growth.

The teacher of the twenticth
Century  will multiply the condi-
tions of interest.  Whatever he
can do to make the child’s external
twironment correspond with its
mier development, he will do care-
flly and actively. He will know
that, if the conditions are appro-
priate, mterest will always be seli-
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active, and that only by its own
activity can it develop power. Re-
sponsive interest never develops
much intensity, energy, endurance
or individuality.

When teachers complain that
children are not interested in work,
their statements are usually incor-
rect. It would be more accurate
to say that the children are not in-
terested in the teacher’s work.
Adulthood must not interfere so
much with childhood.

3. The child will be trained to
find most of its own problems in
the twentieth century school. The
child discovers its own problems
before it goes to school.  When it
reaches the school its problems are
showered upon it by the teacher.
This difference in educative pro-
cess is the chief reason for the
rapid development of children be-
fore they go to school compared
with their development afterwards.
Before the twentieth century cnds
it will not be correct to define a
school as a place in which self-
active interest is checked, original-
ity condemned, and brain develop-
ment and co-ordination sacrificed
to knowledge storing. 1f any one
claims that such a definition is un-
fair to the nineteenth century
school. let him consider carefully
what the condition and character
of a man would be if he had been
kept in school during the whole of
his waking hours till he was
twenty-one years of age. It will
not always remain true that the
race shall receive its brain develop-
ment and co-ordination and its in-
dividual <haracter force chiefly out-
side of school.  The schools of
the coming davs will not weaken
minds by the processes of storing
them.

The power of problem discovery
is much more useful than the
power of problem solution, both
to the individual and the race.
Problem discovery is much more
educative than problem solution.
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The child now comes to school
from its sphere of independence
in problem finding, and is at once
set to work at problem solving
alone. In every subject the
teacher brings the questions and
assigns the lessons.  The essential
unity between insight and accom-
plishment, between discovery and
achievement, between originating
and operating, between self-active
interest and executive power, be-
tween seeing and doing, between
problem recoguition and problem
explanation, is destroyed. The
teacher does the important part of
the work. The vital and interest
producing part of the process of
learning is not performed by the
child, and so its interest is in-
evitably weakened. Day by day
it becomes less interested, less
positive and more negative.  Its
nature adapts itself to its new con-
ditions.  Its function in school is
to solve problems and answer
questions, and it soon learns to
wait for its problems and ques-
tions.

By such teaching the child is
made dependent on the teacher in
the most essential department of
its intellectual power. Every man
should be a discoverer within his
own sphere.  Every man should
possess independent power of dis-
covery if his natural wonder power
has been developed properly.

The race creeps where it should
soar, because the child’s natural
power to discover new problems is
not developed. The wonder power
of childhood, +which M. Jlc-
Choakumchild proposed to de-
stroy, is the source of greatest in-
tellectual and spiritual evolution.
We fail to reach our best individual
growth and our highest fitness for
aiding our fellows in their upward
progress on account of our intel-
lectual and spiritual blindness.
We are surrounded by material
problems, intellectual problems
and spiritual problems which
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are ncver revealed to us, but
which we might see and solve if
our discovery power had been de-
veloped in the schools as assidu-
ously as ouyr mind storing was
carried on. Greater power of
problem discovery will lead to in-
creased power of problem solution,
and larger capacity and desire for
mind storing. .

4. Teachers in the twentieth cen-
tury schoo! will distinguish clearly
between responsive activity and
self-activity, Dbetween expression
and self-expression.  The neglect
of selfhood and the warping of
selfhood have been the greatest
evils of scl.ool life in the past
Self-activity includes the motiveas
well as the activity. It must be
originative as well as operative, or
selfhood is not developed. Even
kindergartners often fail to sce the
full meaning of Froebel’s funda-
mental process of human growth,
self-activity.  The highest 1deal of
executive development given by
any other educator is co-operative,
productive activity on the part of
cach individual.  Froebel's ideal
is co-operative, productive, crea-
tive activity.

Each individual has three cle-
ments of  power — originative
power, directive power, and execu-
tive power; responsive activity
does not demand the exercise of
originative power at all, and de-
velops directive power imperieetly.
The central element of selfhond is
originative power. A maa's or-
iginative power constitutes his -
dividuality.  Originative  power
develops as all other powers de-
velop, by full opportunity for free
exercise.  Froebel made seli-ac-
tivity the fundamental law ol
growth with the purpose of de
veloping the complete selfhond o
cach individual.  Uhnless the seli
of the individual is active the de-
velopment is partial and defective
in its most important clement
There are yet few school pracesses
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or methods that demand true self-
activity.  True self-activity in-
cludes the motive that impels to
action as well as the resulting aci.
In every study, and especially in
every operative study, the origina-
tive and directive powers should
act with the operative powers.
Education is defective in its most
vital part, if originative power is
not developed.

One of the commonest fallacies
in the list of educational theories
is, “expression leads to self-ex-
pression.”  Expression and self-
expression are the results of two
widely different intellectual opera-
tions. Self and expression should
never be divorced. Expressive
power has been trained, so far as
it has been trained at all, independ-
ently. It has not been related to
the selfhood of the child. The
theory has been: Train the power
of expression and the selfhood will
in due time develop and be able
to use the power of expression we
have so thoughtfully provided for
it The amazing stupidity of this
course has begun to reveal itself.
To some the revelation of the folly
of training expressive power and
neglecting the selfhood that is to
use 1t, came with such force that
it led them to the other extremie,
and they have propounded the
maxim : “ Develop the scifhood,
and expression will take care of
itself.”

This theory is infinitely nearer
the truth than tie old one—the one
still practised almost universally.
It ic true that clear, strong
thoughts never lack expression.
Henry Irving was right when he
said : “ If you are true to vour in-
dividuality, and have great original
thoughts, they will find their way
to the hearts of others as surely as
the upland waters burst their way
to the sea”” But it is also true
that the schools should cultivate
the powers of expression, and add
as many new powers as possible.
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Every form of expression should
be developed to its best limit by
the schools; expression in visible
form by construction, modelling,
pamting, drawing and writing, and
expression by speech and music
should receive fullest culture in
the schools. To add new power
of expression opens wider avenues
for the expression of sclfhood and
thereby makes a greater selfhood
possible.  The supreme folly of
teaching has been to attempt to
cultivate the powers of expression
and neglect the selfhood that has
to use them. 1t is not wise in
correcting this mistake to make
another, by leaving developed
selfhood without the best possible
equipment of expressive power.
Self and expression cannot be
divorced without weakening both
of then.

The revelation of the utter folly
of training the powers of expres-
sion and neglecting to train the
selfhood at the same time, has
been almost entirely confined,
however, to the forms of visible
expression. There are many good
schools in which writing, drawing,
and other forms of visible expres-
sion are now used from the first
as means of revealing selfhood, to
enable the pupil to make his inner
life outer, but in which the pro-
cesses for developing the powers
of oral expression are still as com-
pletely unrelated to sclfhood as
they were in the darkest davs of
preceding ages. The processes of
culture of the powers of oral ex-
pression have undoubtedly im-
proved, but still the dominant
principle is the fallacy—*" expres-
sion will lead to sclf-expres-
sion.” The schools train in the
interpretation and expression of
the thoughts of others, in the vain
hope that to express the thoughts
of others in the language of the
authors will give power to express
orally in good form the original
thought of selfhood.  There can
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be no greater fallacy. Actors
have more power than any other
class to interpret and express the
deepest and highest thoughts of
the greatest authors, but although
they are accustomed to appearing
before large audiences, very few of
them have well developed powers
of self-expression. Responding to
the motives of others does not cul-
tivate our own motive power;
allowing the thoughts of others to
run through our minds does not
make us original thinkers; ex-
pressing the thoughts of others
does not develop the power of self-
expression.

Self-expression is infinitely more

productive both in acquiring
knowledge and in developing
power than expression. The effort

of seif-expression defines the enio-
tions, sentiments or thoughts, and
language forms an objective repre-
sentation or body for them.
The inner life is co-ordinated and
classified, emotion and thought are
related, and propulsive power is
developed by the process of con-
scious self-expression in any form
—language, music, drawing,
modelling, or construction. The
aroused inner life is worse than
wasted if it finds no means for ex-
pressing itself in outward form.
It leaves in the mind a record for
instinctiveness and confusion and
a habit of inertness, of conceiving
without bringing forth, of plan-
ning without producing.
Expression in which there is no
selfhood leads to enfeeblement of
character, The more fully ex-
pression is self-revelation the more
it develops selfhood and the more
it defines and classifies knowledge.
Self-activity arouses the only
perfect interest and attention: it
makes the mind aggressively active
in regard to new knowledge, and
therefore secures the most thor-
ough apperception; it leads to the
most complete correlation of the
subjects of study; it develops self-
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hood, and reveals it to both
teacher and pupil; it encourages
self-faith and self-reverence by giv-
ing « consciousness of original,
creative power; it makes produc-
tive work an expression of joyous
gratitude; it is the elemental law
of human growth.

5. Teachers will aim to develop
distinct  individuality in  the
twentieth century school.  The
schools have definitely aimed to
make the children as much alike
as possible. They should really
be made as unlike as possible, so
far as the f{reeing of their in-
dividuality from constraint tends
to make them unlike.  All true
harmony results from the unity of
dissimilarity. No two trees or
flowers are exactly alike. It
would be a pity to have them so.
The higher the organization the
greater the capacity for variation.
Men should see truth from differ-
ent standpoints, and transform in-
sight into attainment with widely
varied powers. Each new view
of truth, when revealed by an un-
dwarfed individuality, gives new
form or tone to revealed
truth. The schools have made
mixed characters, part child
and part teacher. They have
developed self-consciousness which
is paralyzing, instead of self-
hood which is strengthening
and invigorating. Very few chi-
dren are allowed to be their real
selves, and “live their souls
straight out.” Men have dreaded
the depravity of the child so much
that its divinity has not been
allowed to grow. In attempting
to restrict depravity the light of
the divinity in the child has been
shadowed, and lives of gloom and
stagnation have resulted instead of
lives of brightness and advance-
nient. .

The individuality of the childis
the divinity in 1it, the -clement
whose development should do most
for the child and the world. The
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highest duty ‘of the school is to
develop the conscious personality
of the child. Real personality
must be an element of strength.
1t should be the centre of a man’s
character. It should be his con-
tribution to the general character
of the race.  Millions fail in life
because they are never clearly con-
scious of their own personal power.
Every individual f{ailure retards
the race.  This is the true basis
for the value of individuality. The
revelation of the strength of self-
hood as an element in the general
strength of humanity leads to true
self-reverence and self-faith. A
man who has self-reverence and
self-faith rarely fails. He uses the
intellectual power he possesses.
A man with moderate intellectual
powers and well-developed self-
faith usually accomplishes more
for himself and humanity than the
man who has great intellectual
power but little self-faith. It is
not possible to give all children
great intellectual power, but it is
possible for the school to make
each child as it grows to maturity
conscious of its own highest
power, and to give it faith in itself
because of its consciousness of that
power.

True self-reverence and self-faith
are the opposites to vanity and
conceit.  Self-reverence and self-
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faith are strengthening and en-
nobling.  They are the elements
in character that lead men to do
and dare and struggle hopefully.
He who is sure he cannot succeed
has already failed. He who has
a reverent consciousness of power
in his own personality, and has
gained the faith that springs from
this consciousness, succeeds al-
ways. e does not wait for op-
portunities, he creates them; he
1s not forced to act by circum-
stances, but moulds circumstances
and conditions.

So long as a child or man lacks
respect for the product of his own
best effort, his power does not in-
crease rapidly even by use.  Self-
deprecation may neutralize the
beneficent influence of activity or
exercise of function.  Therefore
the development of individuality
should be one of the main pur-
poses of every teacher.

The growth of individual inner
life by originative and directive
self-activity is a vital law in edu-
cation. Whatever there is of
duty, of purity, of holy aspiration
in the child's soul should be helped
to grow.  Soul-growth must be
from within. Emerson was right
in saying : ““ Though we travel the
world over to find the beautiful,
we must carry it with us or we
find it not.”

THINGS THAT

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

Iam quietly holding fast
To the things that cannot fail.

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

And a neighbour than a spy.

Tknow that passion needs
The leash of sober mind ;

I know that generous decds
Some sure reward will find ;

CANNOT FAIL.

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 faith is truer than doubt.

And fierce tho’ the fiends may fight,
And long tho’ the angels hide,

I know that Truth and Right
Have the universe on their side.

— Washington Gladden.
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THE WANDERING JEW AND HIS CONGENERS*

BY ROBERT R. DOHERTY, PH.D.

To the student of history the
fantastic legends of the Middle
Ages open rich fields for investiga-
tion, Perhaps the strangest of
such legends, and the most sug-
gestive to the modern student of
mediaeval Christianity, were those
of the *“TUndying Ones”—men
and women who, cursed for their
crimes or blessed for their virtues,
were lifted by God above the power
of death. While “the great
world spins forever down the ring-
ing grooves of change” they are
supposed to lie in echoless caverns
wrapped in unbroken slumber, or
to luxuriate in distant insulated
Edens, or, more marvellously still,
to stride across the centuries, gaz-
ing solemnly on the mutations of
time—themselves, alone of all that
breathe, unchanged.

Unique in its weird grandeur,
the story of the Wandering Jew
won, for nearly six centuries, the
unquestioning belief of Christen-
dom; and even yet, though investi-
gation long ago relegated it to
the Cimmerian realm of myths, it
continues to command the interest
of the learned and the thoughtful.

HISTORY OF THE LEGEND.

In the year 1228, while the de-
votees of Europe were flocking
eastward in thousands to atone for
their sins by penance and prayer
amid the sacred scenes of Jeru-
salem, a certain Archbishop of Ar-
menia made a pilgrimage in an
opposite direction, and visited the

* ¢ The Wandering Jew.” By Moucure
Daniel Conway, author of ¢ Demonology
and Devil-Lore.” New York: Heary Holt
& Co. 1881.

¢ Curious Myths of the Middle Ages.”
By S. Baring-Gould, M. A., author of ¢“Post-
Medieval Preachers,”ete. (Revisededition.)
London : Rivingtons. Philadelphia: J. B.
Lippincott & Co. 1869,

shrine of “S. Tumas de Kantor-
bire "—for so the English Cantcr-
bury was spelled—and other holy
places of the west. Among other
*“strange things concerning east-
ern countries ” communicated by
this prelate and the members of his
retinue, was an account of the
manner of life of the Wandering
Jew.  According to this narration,
Pilate had for the porter of his
hall one Cartaphilus, who, when
our Lord was dragged forth from
the governor’s palace to be cruci-
fied, impiously struck him on
the back with his hand, and
said in  mockery, “Quicker,
Jesus, quicker! why do you
loiter ?”  Jesus looked at him,
as he had done on Peter, and with
severe countenance said, “I am
going, but thou shalt wait till |
return "—“and according as our
Lord said, this Cartapl:iius is still
awaiting his return” He was
then thirty years of age, and al-
though he grew to be a cen-
tenarian, he *“returned again to
the same age as he was when our
TLord suffered,” and so has done
every hundred years since.

He heard the cry from the cross,
“ Father, forgive them, for they
know not what they do,” and as a
sincere penitent sought and found
salvation. He was christened
Joseph, the baptismal rite being
performed by Ananias, who alter-
ward baptized the Apostle Paul

“This Joseph” said Henri
Spigurnal, one of the knights in
attendance on the Armenian pre-
late, ““ often ate at the table of mv
lord the archbishop in Armenia.
He is a man of holy conversation,
and very religious; a man of few
words, and circumspect in his be-
havicur; for he does not speak at
all unless when questioned by the
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hishops and. religious men, and
then he tells of the events of old
times, and of the events which oc-
curred at the suffering and resur-
rection of our Lord, and of the
witnesses of the resurrection,
namely, those who rose with
Christ and went into the holy city,
and appeared unto men. And all
this he relates without smiling or
levity of conversation, as one who
is well practiced in sorrow and in
the fear of God, always looking
forward with fear to the coming
of Jesus Christ, lest at the Last
Judgment he should find Him in
anger whom, when on His way to
death, He had provoked to just
vengeance.” Though many gifts
were offered to him, Joseph de-
clined to receive them, and
shunned observation, though thou-
sands came from the four quarters
of the earth to enjoy his society
and conversation.

For nearly three hundred years

after this legend was penned,
European writers make no men-
tion of the Jew. But in 15035 an
aged man claiming to be Car-
taphilus appeared in Bohemia; and
it was asserted that he assisted a
weaver named Kokot to recover
valuables which his great-grand-
father had hidden sixty years be-
fore.
_ The next account was published
in 1613. It gives another name
to the Jew, and a quite different
description of the events which led
to his curse. It is so full in de-
tail, and is supported by such a
body of evidence, that there is
hardly room for doubt that during
the latter half of the sixteenth cen-
tury there appeared a man—per-
haps more than one—who with
great skill personated the hapless
wanderer.  Chrysostomus Dudu-
loeus Westphalus is the author's
name or pseudonym, and his nar-
rative begins as follows :

Paulus von Eizen, doctor and Bishop of

Schleswig, related to me, some years ago,
that at the time he was studying at Wit-
tenberg, while on a visit to his parents at
Hamburg, in 1547, he had seen in church,
placed near the chancel, a very tall man,
with hair falling on his shoulders, bare-
foot, who listened to the sermon with
great attention ; and whenever the name
of Jesus was mentioned, bowed humbly,
smote his breast, and sighed. He had
no other clothing in the bitter cold of the
winter, except a pair of hose, which were
in tatters about his feet, and a coat with
a girdle which reached to his feet; and
his general appearance was that of a man
of fifty years.

When the sermon was finished
the * aforementioned  doctor”
sought out the stranger, and asked
him how long he had lived in the
neighbourhood. He  answered
with frankness and modesty. His
name was Ahasuerus; he was a
native of Jerusalem, of Jewish
parentage, and a shoemaker by
trade.  He had been present at
the crucifixion of Christ, had lived
through the intervening centuries,
and been an eye-witness of many
famous historic events. There was
hardly on the face of the earth a
country or city he had not visited.
He was especially graphic in his
description of the last hours of
Christ, and gave a miaute account
of the *life, sufferings, and death
of the holy apostles” “He told
even more than we know through
the evangelists and historians; and
he narrated the many changes of
government, especially in Eastern
countries, which had occurred at
one time or another during those
many centuries.”” This narration
very naturally excited “ Doctor
Paulus v. Eizen's great interest
and astonishment,” and in the pre-
sence of the learned school-inspec-
tor of Hamburg he put the man
through a rigid cross-examination.

Ahasuerus averi :d that he with
many others had regarded Christ
as a heretic and a deceiver of the
people.  \When sentence was pro-
nounced upon our Lord by Pilate,
he ran homeward, and summoned
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his family to the door that they
might see this impostor, who was
shortly to be dragged past on His
way to Calvary.  With his infant
child seated on his arm, he stood,
while the soldiers passed, with
Christ in their midst, staggering
under the weight of a heavy cross.
Jesus stopped for a moment and
Jeaned His cress against the wall.
But the shoemaker, “full of sud-
den anger and also desirous of
public applause,” gruffly ordered
Him on. Jesus responded, “ I will
stand and rest, but thou shalt
move on till the last day” At
once Ahasuerus “felt within him
that he could stay there no
longer ;” he set down his child,
followed Jesus to His crucifixion,
and never again saw wife or chil-
dren. 'When he returned to Jeru-
salem “ not one stone was left up-
on another, nor was any trace of
its former magnificence visible.”

Duduloeus speaks at length of
the silence and reserve of the
Jew’s manner; of hig sobriety and
voluntary poverty; of his ability to
speak each FEuropean language
with the skill of a native; and of
his ‘“ eternal hurry "—never con-
tinuing long in one place. He
“ could not endure to hear curses,
but whenever he heard any one
swear by God’s death or pains he
waxed indignant, and exclaimed
with vehemence and with sighs :
Wretched man and miserable
creature, thus to misuse the name
of thy Lord and God, and his bitter
sufferings and passion! Hadst
thou seen, as I have, how heavy
and Dhitter were the pangs and
wounds of thy Lord, endured for
thee and for me, thou wouldst
tathet undergo great pains thyself
than thus take His sacred name in
vain.”

From about this date notices of
the Wandering Jew become fre-
quent, the details of his history
agreeing in the main with one or
other of the forms of the myth
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already given. In 1644, the
“ Turkish ~ Spy,” writing f{rom
Paris to a friend in the Orient,
gives the most graphic of all the
descriptions of the fabulous hero,
According to this account his
name was Michob Ader, and he
was “Usher of the Divan (the
Jews call it the Court of Judgment)
in Jerusalem” when Christ was
condemned. He had seen Jesus
hang on the cross; had often been
in the company of Mohammed “ at
Ormus in Persia;” was in Rome
when Nero set fire to the city and
stood triumphing on the top of a
hill to behold the flames; heard
Vespasian lament the destruction
of Solomon's Temple; saw Sala-
din’s return from his conquests in
the East; was the intimate friend
of Godfrey de Bouillon, Scander-
beg, Bajazet, Tamerlane, and Soli-
man the Magnificent; and told
““‘many remarkable passages” con-
cerning these famous men “where-
of our histories are silent” “By
his looks one would take him for
a relic of the old world, or one of
the long-lived fathers before the
Flood* To speak modestly, he
may pass for the younger brother
of Time?”

Several similar accounts were
published during the seventeenth
century in both Germany and
France—Mr. Conway enumerates
nineteen; but the legend made

* By both pen and pencil the Wanderer
has been usually represented as venerable
and majestic in person, although sometimes
attired in rags. His hair and beard are
said to have been long and very white. On
his brow was a blood-red cross marked by
the finger of God. The Inquisition sought
to secure him by this sign; hut he conce: ed
it by a black bandare. The early pictures
give him “‘a handsome and melancholy
countenance.” An anonymous German
work of the seventeenth century deseribes
him as being clad after the manner of the
ancient Romans ; but usually he appearsin
shabby clothes of antiquafed German fash-
ion. Dr. von Kizen’s description reminds
one of the typical American tramp, In
Doré’s spirited designs the mediaval con
ception is vividly reproduced.
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slower progress in England, and
“*seems hardly to have been
known in Spain, and but little in
Italy, at an early date” A num-
ber of works were published about
the same time also, confuting the
story, and showing that “in the
nature of things” the Immortal
Jew never could have existed.
But the impostor or impostors
who had already personified him,
doubtless to their own great
pecuniary advantage, were not
willing to allow the popular inter-
est in the story to die. Traces of
the progress of vagabonds of vari-
ous attainments and skill, claiming
to be either Ahasuerus or Car-
taphilus, are found in the current
records of the sixteenth, seven-
teenth, and eighteenth centuries.
But increasing intelligence threw
the legend into disfavour; and per-
haps the last impostor of this sort
who met with any considerable
success dwelt in Newcastle, Eng-
land, during the latter half of the
last century.

THE WANDERING JEW IN LITERATCRE.

Just when the Wandering Jew
disappears from active life, he re-
appears in the realm of fancy—not
now, however, as the hero of a
legend in harmony with the cur-
rent religious feeling, but as the
favourite subject for the pencil of
the painter and the pens of the
romancer and the poet. Each
author interprets the myth accord-
ing to his own standard, and a
comparison of their various inter-
pretations forms one of the most
interesting  episodes of Mr. Con-
way’s volume.

_Twenty-four authors are men-
tioned wlo have made the Wan-
derer the hero of novel and song,
mcluding Goethe, Hans Ander-
sen, Eugene Sue, William God-
win, Rev. George Croly, Shel-
ly, and Wordsworth.  Some-
tmes he appears as the typi-
@l vietim of the “Juden-
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hetze "—the undying hatred of the
Jewish  race—which gave to
mediacval history some of its
darkest stains, and which to-day
appears as rampant and unscrupul-
ous as ever in Russia and Ger-
many. Croly’s Salathiel is a truly
splendid production.  Sue’s “ Juif
Errant” would be improved by
striking out all allusion to the Jew
and Jewess, who seem to be
dragged in to justify the use of
the attractive title.

INTERPRETATIONS OF THE LEGEND.

The opinions of the more
thoughtful writers on mediacval
mythology concerning the mean-
ing of this legend vary as greatly
as do the conceptions of poets and
novelists. The works whose titles
have been placed at the beginning
of this article represent the two ex-
tremes of thought—ultra-ecclesias-
ticism ana infidelity.

Mr. Baring-Gould seems to
cherish timidly a belief that the
legend contains an element of
truth, although he admits that
‘“the historical evidence on which
the tale rests is too slender for us
to admit for it more than the
barest claim to be more than a
myth.”  Mr. Conway claims that
this legend and kindred tales had
their origin probably in the long-
ing of the human soul for eternal
life. A natural unwillingness to
acknowledge the death of the
great leaders of history, led men
first to fable an earthly immortality
for them, and, when that fiction
exploded, to transfer their un-
dying existence to a heavenly
world. The Christians’ paradise,
whose glories John saw in apo-
calpvtic vision, is thus merely the
more ancient Gan-Eden, Avalon,
Hesperides, or Atlantis, raised to
the “rosy cloudlands” that evade
scientific exploration. It is not
easy to state precisely what theory
of interpretation Mr. Conway
favours. He regards the Wan-
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derer as a type of the homeless,
unchanging Jewish race.
KINDRED MYTHS.

There are but two classes of
carthly immortals known to any
mythology—Sleepers and  Wan-
derers.  Nearly every nation has
had its patron saint or hero, who
is not dead but sleepeth; gmd who
in the hour of calamity will surely
arise to maintain the ancient liber-
ties of his native land, and spread
consternation among its foes. The
mythical Arthur of Britain proved
himself invulnerable to every
stroke, until the treachery of his
wife and dearest friend over-
whelmed him in ruin. But even
then he did not die; his wounded
form was ferried by three mystic
queens to
¢ The island valley of Avilion,

Where falls not hail, nor rain, norany

snow,

Nor ever wind blows loudly ; but it lies

Deep-meadowed, happy, fair, with or-

chard lawns,

And bowery hollows crowned with sum.

mer sea.”

And the old monkish chroniclers
tell of his occasional appearance
and of his certain return in the
future, So Charlemagne, William
Tell, Boabdil, Sebastian, Frederick
Barbarossa, and many other re-
doubtable warriors, await in silence
the angelic call to lead their armies
again to victory. During the
Middle Ages the common people
of England, with characteristic
pertinacity, refused to believe the
reported death of several of ‘their
favourite princes, and treasure and
life were readily expended in the
cause of worthless adventurers who
personated the departed heroes.
No sworn testimony could per-
suade the yeomen of Somerset that
the dashing Duke of Monmouth
really perished on the scaffold in
1685. And even now, it is said,
there are hundreds of the French
peasantry who sturdily deny the
death of Napoleon the Third.
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It is not strange, then, that in
“times of ignorance” (quaint
stories of the perpetuated life of
great and good men should find
ready credence. Merlin, the won-
drous mage, was fabled by the
Celts to be forever inclosed in a
hawthorn bush, bound by his own
weird spell. Early in the Christian
cra it was reported that Saint John
the Evangelist had not seen death,
in accordance with the words of
the Saviour, “If I will that he
tarry till I come 2 Pilgrims
flocked to Ephesus, where, accora
ing to Sir John Maundeville,
“dyede Seynte Johne and was
buryed behynde the highe Awtiere,
in a Toumbe.” It was currently
reported in Europe that the earth
above him heaved perceptibly as
he breathed heavily in deep slum-
ber. “And zee shulle undre-
stonde,” continues the quaint old
traveller, in what was good Eng-
lish five hundred years ago, “ that
Seynte Johne leet make his Grave
there in his Lyfe, and leyd him
self there inne alle quyk. And
therefore somme Men seyn, that he
dyed noughte, but that he restethe
there till ten Day of Doom. And
forsothe there is a gret Mar-
veyle : For Men may see there the
Erth of the Tombe apertly many
tymes steren and meven, as there
weren quykke thinges undre.”

The beautiful legends of the
Seven Sleepers of Ephesus, and of
the reverie of the monk IFelix, past
whom two centuries slipped while
he stood entranced by the singing
of a nightingale, have always been
dear to the popular heart. Some-
what similar are the tales of Don
Fernando’s mysterious voyage,
and of Rip Van Winkle’s sleep;
but they have not the warm re-
ligious glow and sweet poctic
freshness of the older legends.
The Sleeping Beauty of the Wood,
unconsciously awaiting the advent
of her prince, before the might of
whose affection the impenetrable
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forest opens into fair umbrageous
avenues, and whose tender kiss
breaks the enchantment, and sends
thrills of life and love through all
her being, is perhaps the most
charming of these carthly im-
mortals. In melancholy con-
trast to this fanciful idyll
is the classic story of Tithonus,
whose boon of  immortality
was changed into a curse by
the infirmitics of age.  There is
no great mystery about the origin
of such tales as these. They are
the products of the same ante-
cedents and conditions as the per-
petual Wanderers, although the
modes of evolution may be dif-
ferent.

One of the most ancient of Jew-
ish traditions is that of the beauti-
ful but venomous Lilis, or Lilith,
Adam’s first spouse.  Before the
creation of Eve she lived in the
garden of IEden—a sort of phan-
tom woman, lovely in face and
graceful in form, but malicious and
cruel at heart.  She revenged her
husband’s desertion of her by re-
morseless hostility to his descend-
ants.  Alwayvs in the bloom of
youth, she travels to the remotest
quarters of the earth, strangling
children, kidnapping brides, ma-
ligning mothers, and luring men
into crime.  Our nursery word
“Lullaby ”? is said to be a cor-
ruption of “ Lilla, abi "—** Begone,
Lilis ¥

Widely different in all its char-
acieristics is the mediaeval legend
of the Wild Huntsman, forever
driving on his aerial chase, and
forever pursued by Satan. In the
days of the incarnation, it is said
that he forbade our Lord to
quench His thirst at a river, telling
Him with a sneer that He might
drink from a horse-pond. As a
puishment he was condemned tc
an eternal gallop and a bootless
hunt.  The strange nightly noiszs
heard in the Black Forest are said
by the German peasantry to be
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produced by the neighing of his
steed, the barking of his dogs, and
the winding of his horn.

Near of kin to the Wild Hunts-
man is the Flying Dutchman. In
the time of early exploration, when
it seemed within the easy range of
possibility for any sea-captain to
discover, almost any day, a Peru
or an Eldorado, old Van der
Decken swore madly that his ship
should round the Cape, “in spite
of God or devil, if it took till
Judgment-day.”  He is sailing yet
through Southern seas, propelled
by supernatural force, unchecked
by wind or current; and he must
forever sail unless some pure and
compassionate maiden voluntarily
shares his sorrows and his penance.
For her sake he shall be forgiven.

But even his doom is hardly so
bitter as that of Herodias, who is
perpetually whirled about far
above spires and tree-tops, and
can only rest from midnight till
cock-crow.  According to the
legend, she cherished an unre-
quited passion for John the Bap-
tist.  Her anger secured his de-
capitation, but when his noble
head was brought in upon the
charger her love impelled her to
kiss it. A contemptuous puff
from the defunct prophet’s lips
sent her whirling through the
doorway, and for nearly nineteen
hundred years she has incessantly
gyrated.

But the most realistic of all, and
perhaps the most awful creation of
the human imagination, is the
legend of the Wandering Jew.
Flying in despair from the home
of his youth, stung by his
Saviour’s curse; kneeling penitent-
ly to receive the waters of baptism
at the hand of Ananias; a weary
witness of the downfall of Jeru-
salem, of the decay of Rome, of
the squalor, the glory, the uni-
versal turmoil, of the Dark Ages
—we can iragine the old man stiil
trudging on his lonely way, ob-
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livious to the changes of more
modern times, unaffected by * the
march of progress;” still trudging,
while one by one we are carried to
our graves; still trudging, through
all the future centuries, till at last,
as depicted by the prophetic pencil
of Dore, he puts off his shoes on
the eve of the Judgment, and hails
with glad smiles the dissolution of
a senile world.

A portly volume might be filled
with ingenious explanations of the
moral teachings found in these
legends hy =zealous antiquaries.
This digging for recondite sym-
bolism in fancies which actually
sprang spontaneously from the
teeming soil of ignorance, has
been greatly overdone. To the
instinctive belief in immortality—
a prolonged earthly existence, as
at first conceived—we owe the
whole family of myths under con-
sideration. And when we re-
member the dark sayings” of our
Lord which may have seemed at
first hearing to imply earthly im-
mortality for some of his hearers,
much of the mystery that befogs
the origin of our legend is dissi-
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pated. The tendency of the im-
agination which has produced en-
chanted Merlins and Sleeping
Beauties, Wild Huntsmen and
Flying Dutchmen, is surely suffi-
cient to bring forth from the
climactic hour of Hebrew history
the weird, portentous figure of the
Wandering Jew.

But if a moral must needs he
appended to these wild tales of
immortal Wanderers, perhaps we
shall not err greatly if we regard
them as personifications of the
great mental and ethical traits
that have characterized humanity
through all ages. Earth’s genera-
tions come and go

¢ As shadows cust by cloud and sun
Flit o’er the summer grass.”

Countless are their numbers and
endless their individual variety;
but sooner or later all are drowned
in the “flood of years” But
Conscious Guilt, and Malevolent
Vengeance, and Passionate Love,
stalk over the earth like undying
personalities, at home in every age
and clime, if not in every heart—
Methodist Review.

“] SHALL BE SATISFIED.”

BY AMY PARKINSON.

My Shepherd hath abundant power

Every desire to satisfy ;

And naught that to my welfare tends
Will He deny.

But if all earthly days were bright,

And smooth and flower-strewn all my way,

I might mid this world’s pleasures be
Content to stay ;—

And He would have my spirit long
For what is holiest and best;
So up a rugged slope I toil

To reach my rest.

But though all rough and bare the road
O'er which Be bids me follow now,
His fertile firlds are just beyond

The mountain’s brow ;

Toronto.

And though my path I cannot see,

For mists that thick across it lie—

Yet kindly word and helpful touch
Bespeak Him nigh.

Then fearless I the steep may climb,

Since He doth tread it all before ;

The long ascent will soon be past,
The darkness o’er ;—

And when I gain my resting-place,
Amid the meadows emerald fair ;
No single step shall I regret

That tended there.

For all the way by which He led

Grateful I'll thane; my Shepherd-Guide

When, in His heavenly pastures, 1
Am satisfied,
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IN

HIS STEPS.

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

CHAPTER IV.—Continued,

When the meeting closed, there
was no special interest shown.
The people rapidly melted away
from the tent, and the saloons,
which had been experiencing a dull
season while the meetings pro-
gressed, again drove a thriving
trade. The Rectangle, as if to
make up for lost time, started in
with vigour on its usual night-life
of debauch. Henry Maxwell and
his little party, including Virginia,
Rachel, and Jasper Chase, walked
down past the row of saloons and
dens,-until they reached the corner
where the cars passed.

“This is a terrible spot,” said
Henry Maxwell, as they stood
waiting for their car. “I never
realized that Raymond had such
a festering sore. It does not
scem -possible that this is a city
full of Christian disciples.”

He paused and then continued :

" Do you think any one can ever
remove this great curse of the
saloon ?  Why don’t we all act
together against the traffic? What
would Jesus do ? Would He keep
silent 7 'Would He vote to license
these causes of crime and death ?

Henry Maxwell was talking to
himself more than to the others.
He remembered that he had always
voted for license, and so had
nearly all of his church members.
What would Jesus do? Could he
answer that question ?  Would
Jesus preach and act against the
saloon, if He lived to-day ? How
would He preach and act? Sup-
pose it was not popular to preach
against license. Suppose the

Christian people thought it was all
that could be done, to license the

evil, and so get revenue from a
necessary sin ?  Or suppose the
church members owned property
where the saloons stood—what
then ? He knew that these were
the facts in Raymond. What
would Jesus do ?

He went up into his study, the
next morning, with that question
only partly answered. He thought
of it all day. He was still think-
ing of it, and reaching certain real
conclusions, when The Evening
News came out. His wife brought
it up, and sat down a few minutes
while he read it to her.

The Lvening News was at pre-
sent the most sensational paper in
Raymond. That is to say, it was
being edited in such a remarkable
fashion that its subscribers had
never been so excited over a news-
paper before.

First, they had noticed the ab-
sence of the prize fight, and
gradually it began to dawn upon
them, that The News no longer
printed accounts of crime with de-
tailed descriptions, or scandals in
private life. Then they noticed
that the advertisements of liquor
and tobacco were being dropped,
together with certain other adver-
tisements of a questionable char-
acter. The discontinuance of the
Sunday paper caused the greatest
comment of all, and now the char-
acter of the editorials was creating
the greatest excitement. A quota-
tion from the Monday paper of this
week will show what Edward Nor-
man was doing to keep his pro-
mise. The editorial was headed,

THE MORAL SIDE OF POLITICAL
QUESTIONS.

The editor of The News has always
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advoeated the principles of the great
political party at present in power, and
has therefore, discussed all political ques-
tions from a standpoint of expediency,
or of belief in the party, asopposed to
other organizations. Hereafter, to be
perfectly honest with all our readers, the
editor will present and discuss political
questions from the standpoint of right
and wrong. In other words, the first
question will not be, *“Is it in the interest
of our party {” or **Isitaccording to the
prineiples laid down by the party ?” but
the question first asked will be, *“Ts this
measure in accordance with the spirit and
teachings of Jesus, as the author of the
greatest standard of life known to men ¢”
That is, to be perfectly plain, the moral
side of every political question will be
considered its most important side, and
the ground will be distinetly taken that
nations, as well as individuals, are under
the same law, to do all things to the glory
of God, as the first rule of action.

There had been more of this; but
we have quoted enough to show
the character of the editorials.
Hundreds of men in Raymond had
read it, and rubbed their eyes in
amazement. A good many of
them had promptly written to The
News, telling the editor to stop
their paper. The paper still came
out, however, and was eagerly read
all over the city. At the end of
the week, Edward Norman knew
very well that he had actually lost
already a large number of valuable
subscribers.  He faced the condi-
tions calmly, although Clark, the
managing editor, grimly anticipat-
ed ultimate bankruptcy, especially
since Monday’s editorial.

To-night, as Henry axwell
read to his wife, he could see on
almost every column evidences of
Norman’s conscientious obedience
to his proimise.  There was an ab-
sence of slangy, sensational scare-
heads. The reading matter under
the head lines was in perfect keep-
ing with them. Henoticed in two
columns that the reporters’ names
appeared, signed, at the Dbottom.
And there was a distinct advance
in the dignity and style of their
contributions.
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“ So Norman is beginning to get
his reporters to sign their work.
e has talked with me about that.
It is a good thing. It fixes re-
sponsibility for items where it be-
longs, and raises the standard of
work done. A good thing all
around, for public and writers.”

Henry Maxwell suddenly paused.
His wife looked up from some
work she was doing. e was read-
ing something with the utmost in-
terest.

* Listen to this, Mary,” he said
after a moment, while his voice
trembled :

This morning  Alexander Powun,
superintendent. of the L. and T. R. R.
shops in this city, handed his resignition
to the road, and gave as the reason the
fact that certain proof had fallen into his
hands of the violation of the Interstate
Commerce Law, and also of the State
Law which has recently been framed to
prevent and punish railroad pooling for
the benetit of certain favoured shippers.
Mr. Powers states in his resignation that
he can no longer consistently withhald
the information he possesses against the
road. He has placed his evidence against
the company in the hands of the Com-
mission, and it is now for them to take
action upon it.

The News wishes to express itself
on this action of Mr. Powers. In the
first place, he has nothing to gain by it.
He Pas lost a valuable place, voluntarily,
when, by keeping silence, he might have
retained it. In the sccond place, we be-
lieve his action ought to receive the ap-
proval of all thoughtful, honest citizens,
who believe in secing law obeyed and
law-breakers brought to justice. Ina
case like this, where cvidence against a
ailroad company is generally understond
to be almost impossible to obtain, it i
the general belief that the officers of the
road are often in possession of crimina-
ting facts, but do not consider it tube
any of their business to inform the
authorities that the Jaw is being defied.
The entire result of this evasion of re
sponsibility on the part of those whoaw
responsible, is  demoralizing to cvery
young nan connected with the road.

Mr. Powers will be misunderstood and
misrepresented ; but theve is no question
that his course will be approved by every
citizen who wishes to sec the greatest
corporations, as well as the weakest indi-
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vidual, subject to the same law, DM
Powers has done all that o loyal, patriotic
citizen could do. It now remains for the
Comnmuission to act upon his evidence,
which, we understand, is overwhelming
prouf of the Jawlessness of the L. and T,
Let the kaw be enforeed, no matter who
the persons miy be who have been guilty.

Henry Maxuwell finished reading
and dropped the paper.

~1 must go and sece Powers.
This is the result of his promise.”

He rose, and as he was going
out, his wife said,

“Do you think, Henry, that
Jesus would have done that

Henrv Maxwell paused a mo-
ment.  Then he answered slowly,

“Yes, I think I{e would. At
any rate, Powers has deccided so,
and each one of us who made the
promise understands that he is not
deciding Jesus® conduct for any one
else, only for himself.”

“How about his family ?  How
will Mrs. Powers and Celia be
likely to take it ?”

“Very hard, T have no doubt.
That will be Powers’ cross in this
matter. They will not understand
his motive.”

Henry Maxwell went out and
walked over to the next block,
where the superintendent lived.
To his relief, Powers himself came
to the door.

The two men shook hands
silently. They instantly under-
stood each other, without words.
There had never been such a bond
of union between the minister and
his parishioner.

“IWhat are you going to do ¥
Henry Maxwell asked, after they
had talked over the facts in the
case, ‘

“You mean another position ?
I have no plans yet. I can go
back to my old work as a telegraph
operator. My family will not
suffer except in a social way.”

_ alexander Powers spoke calmly,
ifsadly. Henry Maxwell did not
need to ask him how his wife and

daughter felt. He knew well
enough that the superintendent
iad suffered deepest at that point.

* There is one matter I wish you
would sec to,” said Powers after a
while, “* and that is the work begun
at the shops. So far as I know,
the company will not object to that
going right on.  Of course, it is
understood that it pays a railroad
to Iave in its employ men who are
temperate, and honest, and Chris-
tian. So I have no doubt the
master mechanic will have the
same courtesy extended to him that
I had, in the matter of the room
and its uses. But what I want
vou to do, Mr. Maxwell, is to sce
that my plan is carried out.  Will
vou? You understand what the
idea was in general. You made

- a very favourable impression on

the men. Go down there as often
as you can. Get Milton Wright
mterested to provide something for
the furnishing and expense of the
coffee plant and reading tables.
Will you do it

“Yes,” replied Henry Maxwell
He stayed a little longer.  Before
he went away, he and the superin-
tendent had a prayer together, and
they parted with that silent hand-
grasp that seemed to them like a
new token of their Christian dis-
cipleship and fellowship.

The pastor of the First Church
went home stirred deeply by the
events of the week.  Gradually
the truth was growing upon him
that the pledge to do as Jesus
would was working out a revolu-
tion in his parish and throughout
the city. Every day added to the
serious results of obedience to that
pledge.  Henry Maxwell did not
pretend to see the end. He was,
n fact, only now at the very be-
ginning of events that were des-
tined to change the history of
hundreds of families, not only in
Raymond but throughout the en-
tire country. As he thought of
Edward Norman and Rachel and
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Mr. Powers, and of the results that
had already come from their ac-
tions, he could not help.a feeling
of intense interest in the probable
effect, if all the persons in the
First Church who had made the
pledge, faithfully kept it. 1Would
they all keep it, or would some of
them turn back when the cross be-
came too heavy ?

He was asking this question the
next morning, as he sat in his
study, when the President of the
Endeavour Society called to see
him.

“I suppose I ought not to
trouble you with my case,” said
young Morris coming at once to
his errand, “but I thought, Mr.
Maxwell, that you might advise me
a little.”

“I'm glad you came.
Fred” Henry Maxwell had known
the young man ever since his first
vear in the pastorate, and loved
and honoured him for his consis-~
tent, faithful service in the church.

“Well, the fact is, I'm out of a
job.  You know I've been doing
reporter work on the morning
Sentinel since I graduated last
year. Well, last Saturd - Mr.
Burr asked me to go down the
road Sunday morning and get the
details of that train robbery at the
Junction, and write the thing up
for the extra edition that came out
Monday morning, just to get the
start of The News. I declined to
go, and Burr gave me myv dis-
missal.  He was in a bad temper,
or I think perhaps he would not
have donc it. He has always
treated me well before. Now,
don't you think that Jesus would
have done as I did? I ask be-
cause the other fellows say I was a
fool not to do the work.” I want
to feel that a Christian acts from
motives that may seem strange to
others, sometimes, but not foolish.
What do vou think

“T think you kept your promise,
Fred. I cannot believe Jesus

Go on,
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would do newspaper work on
Sunday as you were asked to do
it

“ Thank you, Mr. Maxwell, I felt
a little troubled over it, but the
longer I think it over the better |
feel.”

Morris rese to go, and Henry
Maxwell rose and laid a loving
hand on the young man’s shoulder,

“What are you going to do,
Fred

“I don't know vet. I have
thought some of going to Chicago,
or some large city.”

“Why don’t you try The News>"

“ They are all supplied. I have
not thought of applying there.”

Henry Maxwell thought a mo-
ment,

* Come down to The News office
with me, and let us see Norman
about it.”

So, a few minutes later, Edwar
Norman received into his room th
minister and young Morris, and
Henry Maxwell briefly told the
cause of their errand.

“I can give vou a place on The
News,” said Edward Norman, with
his keen look softened by a smilc
that made it winsome. “T want
reporters who won't work Sundays.
And what is more, I am making
plans for a special kind of report-
ing which I believe young Morric
here can develop because he is in
sympathy with what Jesus woull
do.”

He assigned Morris a definite
task, and Henry Maxwell started
back to his study, feeling that kind
of satisfaction (and it is a very
deep kind) which a man feels when
he has been even partly instru-
mentdl in finding an unemployed
person a situation.

He had intended to go back to
his study, but on his way home he
passed by one of Milton Wright'
stores. He thought he wauld
simpiy step in and shake hands
with his parishioner and bid him
God-speed in what he had heardhe
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was doing to put Christ into his
business.  But when he went into
the office, Milton Wright insisted
on Jdewsining him to talk over some
of his new plans. Menry Max-
well asked himself if this was the
Milton Wright he used to know,
eminently practical, business-like,
according to the regular code of the
business world, and viewing every-
thing first and foremost from the
standpoint of ““ Will it pay ”

* There is no use to disguise the
fact, Mr. Maxwell, that I have been
compelled to revolutionize the
whole method of my business
since I made that promise. I have
been doing a great many things,
during the last twenty vears in this
store, that I know Jesus would not
do. Dut thatis a small item com-
pared with the number of things 1
begin to believe Jesus would do.
My sins of commission have not
been as many as those of omission
i business relations.”

“What was the first change you
made > asked Henrv Maxwell.
He felt as if his sermon could wait
for him in his study. As the in-
terview with Milton Wright con-
tinued. he was not so sure but that
he had found material for a sermon
without going back to his study.

1 think the first change T had
o make was in my thought of my
eamployees. I came down here
Monday morning after that Sun-
day and asked muyself, ¢What
would Jesus do in His relation to
these clerks, book-keepers, office
boys, draymen, salesmen ? Would
He try to establish some sort of
personal relation to them different
from that which I have sustained
all these years 2 1 soon answered
the question by say'ng, Yes. Then
came the question of what it would
lead me to do. I did not see how
T cculd answer it to my satisfac-
uon without getting all my em-
ployees together and having a talk
with them.  So I sent invitations
to all of them, and we had a meet-

ing out here in the warehouse
Tuesday night.

* A good many things came out
of that meeting. I can't tell you
all. T tried to talk with the men
as I imagined Jesus might. It was
hard work, for I have not been in
the habit of it, and I must have
made mistakes. But I can hardly
make you believe, Mr. Maxwell,
the effect of that meeting on some
of the men. Before it closed, 1
saw more than a dozen of them
with tears on their faces. I kept
asking, ‘ What would Jesus do
and the more I asked it, the farther
along it pushed me into the most
intimate and loving relations with
the men who have worked for me
all these years. Every day some-
thing new is coming up, and I am
right now in the midst of a recon-
structing of the entire business, so
far as its motive for being con-
ducted is concerned. +I am so
practically ignorant of ali plans for
co-operation and its application to
business that I am trying to get
information from every pos=ible
source. I have lately made a
special study of the life of Titus
Salt, the great mill owner of Brad-
ford, England, who afterwards
built that model town on the banks
of the Aire.  There is a good deal
in his plans that will Lhelp. Dut I
have not yet reached definite con-
clusions in regard to all the details.
I am not enough used to Jesus'
methods. But see here.”

‘Milton eagerly reached up into
one of the pigeon holes of his desk
and took out a paper.

“I have sketched out what
scems to me a programme such as
Jesus might go by in a business
like mine. T want you to tell me
what vou think about it.”

WHAT JESUS WOULD PROBABLY
DO IN MILTON WRIGHT'S PLACE
AS A BUSINESS MAN.

1. He would engage in husiness for the
purpose of glorifying God, and not for
the primary purpose of making money.
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2. All money that might be made he
would never regard as his own, but as
trust funds to be used for the good of
humanity. :

3. His relations with all the persons in
his employ would be the most loving and
helpful.  He could not help thinking of
them all in the light of souls to be saved.
This thought would always be greater
than his thought of making money in
business.

4. He would never do a single dis-
honest or questionable thing, or try in any
remotest way to get the advantage of any
else in the same business.

5. The principle of unselfishness and
helpfulness in all the details of the busi-
ness would dirveet its details.

6. Upon this principle he would shape
the entire plan of his relations to his em-
ployecs, to the people who were his cus-
tomers, ind to the general business world
with which he was connected.

Henry Maxwell read this over
slowly. It reminded him of his
own attempts, the day before, to
put into a concrete form his
thought of Jesus’ probable action.
He was very thoughtful, as he
looked up and met Milton Wright's
cager gaze.

“Do you believe you can con-
tinue to make your business pay
on those lines 2

“I do. Intelligent unselfish-
ness ought to be wiser than intelli-
gent selfishness, don’t you think ?
If the men who work as employees
begin to feel a personal share in
the profits of the business and,
more than that, a personal love for
themselves on the part of the firm,
won't the result be more care, less
waste, more diligence, more faith-
fulness ™

“Yes, Ithink so. A good many
other business men don't, do they?
I mean as a general thing. How
about your relations to the selfish
world that is not trying to make
money on Christian principles 37

* That complicates my action, of
course.”

“Does yvour plan contemplate
what is coming to be known as
co-operation

“Yes, as far as I have gone, it
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does.  As I told you, I am study-
ing out my details carefully. [
am absolutely convinced that Jesus
in my place would be absolutely
unselfish. He would iove all these
men in His employ. He would
consider the main purpose of all
the business to be a mutual help-
fulness, and would conduct it all
so that God’s kingdom would bhe
evidently the first object souglht.
On those general principles, as I
say, I am working. I must have
time to complete the details.”

When Henry Maxwell finally
left Alilton Wright, he was pro-
foundly impressed with the revolu-
tion that was being wrought al-
ready in the business. As he
passed out of the store he caught
something of the new spirit of the
place.  There was no mistaking
the fact that Milton Wright’s new
relations to his employees were he-
ginning, even so soon, after less
than two weeks, to transform the
entire business. This was ap-
parent in the conduct and faces of
the clerks.

“ If Milton Wright keeps on, he
will be one of the most influential
preachers in Raymond,” said
Henry Maxwell to himself, when
he reached his study. The ques-
tion rose as to his continuance i
this course when he began to lose
money by it, as was possible
Henry Maxwell prayed that the
IHoly Spirit, who had shown him-
self with growing power in the
company of the First Church dis-
ciples, might abide long with them
all.  And with that prayer on his
lips and in his heart, he began the
preparation of a sermon in which
hie was going to present to his peo-
ple on Sunday the subject of the
saloon in Raymond, as he now be-
lieved Jesus would do. Tle had
never preached against the saloon
in this way before. He knew that
the things he should say would
lead to serious results.  Neverthe-
less he went on with his work, and
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every sentence he wrote or shaped
was preceded with the question,
“ Would Jesus say that =

Once in the course of his study,
he went down on his knees. No
one except himself could know
what that meant to him. When
had he done that in the prepara-
tion of sermons, before the change
that had come into his thought of
discipleship ?  As he viewed his
ministry now, he did not dare to
preach without praying for wis-
dom. He no longer thought of
his dramatic delivery and its effect
on his andience. The great ques-
tion with him now was, “ What
would Jesus do

Saturday night at the Rectangle
witnessed some of the most re-
markable scenes that Mr. Gray and
his wife had ever known. The
meetings had intensified with each
night -of Rachel’s singing. A
stranger passing through the
Rectangle in the daytime might
have heard a good deal about the
meetings, in one way and another.
It cannot be said that, up to that
Saturday night, there was any ap-
preciable lack of oaths and im-
purity and heavy drinking. The
Rectangle would not have ac-
knowledged that it was growing
any better, or that even the sing-
ing had softened its conversation,
or its outward manner. It had
too much local pride in being
“tough.”  But in spite of itself,
there was a yielding to a power it
had never measured and did not
know well enough to resist before-
hand.

Gray had recovered his voice, so
that Saturday he was able to
speak. The fact that he was
obliged to use his voice carefully
made it necessary for the people to
be very quiet if they wanted to
hear.  Gradually they had come
to understand that this man was
talking these many weeks, and
using his time and strength, to
gve them a knowledge of a
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Saviour, all out of a perfectly un-
selfish love for them. To-night
the great crowd was as quiet as
Henry JMiaxwell's decorous au-
dience ever was. The f{ringe
around the tent was deeper, and
the saloons were practically empty.
The Holy Spirit had come at iast,
and Gray knew that one of the
great prayers of his life was going
to be answered.

And Rachel—her singing was
the best, most wonderful, Virginia
or Jasper Chase had ever known.
They had come together again to-
night with Dr. West, who had
spent all his spare time that week
in the Rectangle with some charity
cases.  Virginia was at the organ,
Jasper sat on a front seat looking
up at Rachel, and the Rectangle
swayed as one man towards the
platform as she sang :
¢ Just as T am, without one plea,

But that Thy blood was shed for me,

And that Thou bidd'st me come to Thee,
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.”

Gray hardly said 2 word. He
stretched out his hand with a ges-
ture of invitation. And down the
two aisles of the tent, broken, sin-
ful creatures, men and women,
stumbled towards the platform.
One woman out of the street was
near the organ. Virginia caught
the look of her face, and, for the
first time in the life of the rich girl,
the thought of what Jesus was to a
sinful woman came with a sudden-
ness and power that was like
nothing but a new birth. Vir-
ginia left the organ, went to her,
looked into her face and caught
her hands in her own.  The other
girl irembled, then fell on her
knees, sobbing, with her head
down upon the back of the bench
in front of her, still clinging to
Virginia. And Virginia, after a
moment’s hiesitation, kneeled down
by her and the two heads were
bhowed close together.

But when the people had crowd-
ed in a double row all about the
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platform, most of them kneeling
and crying, a man in evening dress,
different from the others, pushed
through the seats and came and
kneeled down by the side of the
drunken man who had disturbed
the meeting when Henry Maxwell
spoke. He kneeled within a few
feet of Rachel Winslow. And as
she turned for a moment and
looked in his direction, she was
amazed to see the face of Rollin
Page! For a moment her voice
faltered. Then she went on :
*¢ Just as I am, Thou wilt receive,

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve ;

Because Thy promise I believe,

O Lamb of God, I come, I come.”

The voice was as the voice of
divine longing, and the Rectangle,
for the time being, was swept into
the harbour of redemptive grace.

CHAPTER V.,
< If any man serve me, let him follow me.”

It was nearly midnight before
the service at the Rectangle closed.
Gray stayed up long into Sunday
morning, praying and talking with
a little group of converts that, in
the great experience of their new
life, clung to the evangelist with
a personal helplessness that made
it as impossible for him to leave
them as if they had been depend-
ing upon him to save them from
physical death. Among these
converts was Rollin Page.

Virginia and her uncle had gone
home about eleven o’clock, and
Rachel and Jasper Chase had gone
with them as far as the avenue
where Virginia lived. Dr. West
had walked on a little way with
them to his own house, and
Rachel and Jasper had then gone
on together to her mother's.

That was a little after eleven.
It was now striking midnight, and
Jasper Chase sat in his room
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staring at the papers on his desk
and going over the last half-hour
with painful persistence.

He had told Rachel Winslow of
his love for her, and she had not
given her love in return.

It would be difficult to know
what was most powerful in the im-
pulse that had moved him to speak
to her to-night. He had yielded
to his feelings without any special
thought of results to himself, be-
cause he had felt so certain that
Rachel would responu to his love
for her. He tried to recall, now,
just the impression she made on
him when he first spoke to her.

Never had her beauty and her
strength influenced him as to-night.
While she was singing he saw and
heard no one eise. The tent
swarmed with a confused crowd of
faces, and he knew he was sitting
there hemmed in by a mob of peo-
ple; but they had no meaning to
him. He felt powerless to avoid
speaking to her. He knew he
should speak when they were once
alone.

Now that he had spoken, he felt
that he had misjudged either
Rachel or the opportunity. He
knew, or thought he did, that she
had begun to care for him. It
was no secret between them that
the heroine of Jasper’s first book
had been his own ideal of Rachel.
and the hero of the story was him-
self, and they had loved each other
in the book, and Rachel had not
objected. No one eclse knew.
The names and characters had
been drawn with a subtle skill that
revealed to Rachel, when she re-
ceived a copy of the book from
Jasper, the fact of his love for her,
and she had not been offended
That was nearly a year ago.

To-night, Jasper Chase recalled
the scene between them, with every
inflection and movement unerased
from his memory. He even re
called the fact that he began to
speak just at that point on the
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avenue where,"a few days before,
he had met Rachel walking with
Rollin Page. He had wondered
at the time, what Rollin was say-
ng.

g‘Rache]," Jasper had said, and
it was the first time he had ever
spoken her first name, I never
knew until to-night how much I
love you.  Why should I try to
conceal any longer what you have
seen me look 7 You know I love
you as my life. 1 can no longer
hide it from you if 1 would.”

refusal was the trembling of
Rachel’s arm1 in his own. She had
allowed him to speak and had
neither turned her face towards
him nor away from him. She had
looked straight on, and her voice
was sad but firm and quiet when
she spoke.

“Why do you speak to me now?
I cannot bear it—after what we
have seen to-night.”

“Why—what—" he had stam-
mered, and then was silent.

Rachel withdrew her arm from
his, but still walked near him.

Then he cried out, with the an-
guish of one who begins to see a
great loss facing him where he ex-
pected a great joy.

“Rachel! Do you not love
me? Is not my love for you as
sacred as anything in all of life it-
self 7

FATHER
BY THE REV.

8 Tar away in the midst of the
8 Pacific, a sort of halfway-house
§ between China and California, and
so near the centre that one knows
§ 0ot whether to place them in the
§ Eastern or Western Hemisphere,
® stand, in their loneliness, the Sand-

vich Islands.  These islands were
 fist revealed to Europe by the
tlebrated  discoverer, Captain

The first intimation he had of a .
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She had walked on silent for a
few steps, after that. They had
passsed a street lamp.  Her face
was pale and beautiful. e had
made a movement to clutch her
arm.  And she had moved a little
farther from him.

* No,” she had replied. ‘‘ There
was a time—I cannot answer for
that—you should not have spoken
to me to-night.”

He had seen in these words his
answer. He was extremely sen-
sitive.  Nothing short of a joyous
response to his own love would
have satisfied him.  He could not
think of pleading with her.

“Some time—when I am more
worthy ?”.he had asked in a low
voice; but she did not seem to hear,
and they had parted at her home,
and he recalled vividly the fact that
no good-night had been said.

Now as he went over the brief
but significant scene, he lashed
himself for his foolish precipitancy.
He had not reckoned on Rachel’s
tense, passionate absorption of all
her feeling in the scenes at the tent
which were so new in her mind.
But he did not know her well
enough, even yet, to understand the
meaning of her refusal.  'When the
clock in the First Church steeple
struck one, he was still sitting at
his desk, staring at the last page of
manuscript of his unfinished book.

DAMIEN,

R. P. BOWLES, M.A., B.D.

Cook. Soon afterwards they were
visited by foul seamen and wicked
travellers, who took with them
vices and diseases heretofore un-
known to the amiable and light-
hearted inhabitants. It is esti-
mated that at the time of their dis-
covery the population of the islands
was ahout 400,000. DBut since
then, owing to the disastrous
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cffects of contact with the worst
side of our civilization, the popula-
tion has fallen to 44,000, and it is
even said that the native race is
threatened with extinction.

We cannot go into the history of
missionary enterprise on these
islands. They are now Chris-
tianized, educated, and possess a
constitutional form of government.

On the islands are many for-
cigners, of different nationalities,
chief among whom are our Am-

- erican cousins, who possess much
influence in the commerce and
government of the islands.

Weli, to come to our story : In
the year 1848, the fearful scourge
of leprosy broke out on the island,
causing terrible ravages among all
classes of the people. The plague
continued to spread, so that soon
it became apparent to the govern-
ment of the islands that the lepers
must be isolated from their friends
and formed into a community of
their own. This was done in the
year 1864, sixteen years after the
plague had broken out.

The question then was, where
shall this community be placed.
One of the islands of this group is
called Molokai. 1t is situated to
the north-west of the group, and
from this island there juts out to
the north a little peninsula, named
Kolouao. It is a grassy plain of
about 6,000 acres, and is separated
from the rest of the island by a
wall of high mountains, which rise
3.000 feet above the sea. It is
-said to be a place of much natural
beauty. Even this high wall, that
separates the peninsula from the
rest of the island, is coverad with
vegetation. It is, some one has
said, “a cataract of creepers
broken with the foam of flowers.”

But while the place has much
natural beauty, it is by no means
an ideal place of residence, for the
winter is cold and the summer hot,
and the isolation from the rest of
the island is too complete. Here
-the Hawaiian Government_chose

Methodist Magazine and Review.

to place all the unfortunate lepers,
It was a necessary but most dis-
tressing thing to take these afflict-
ed creatures away from their
friends, for they are a social, merry
and light-hearted people.  Manv
tried to evade the officials in the
discharge of their duty, and their
friends shielded them, preferring to
run the risk of taking the discase
themselves rather than send their
loved ones to endure such a hard
fate.  However, the task was ac-
complished, and all the lepers of
the Sandwich Islands were re-
moved to this place, and the leper
community was formed in 1864
You will have to draw on your
imagination for a picture of this
leper community which changed a
place of natural beauty into a home
of death and prison housec of cor-
ruption. It is said that suitable
homes had not been provided, that
food was insufficient, and there was
no medical attendance or nursing.
No f{riends ever came to sym-
pathize with the sufferers or to help
them. Eight hundred lepers con-
demned for life to the society of
death and disease.  Their average
life, it is true, does not exceed four
years, but as fresh recruits are al-
ways being added, their number
does not diminish very rapidly.
Condemned to such hopelessness
and entirely separated from all
helpful associations, what wonder
is it that soon vice and licentious-
ness triumphed, evil passion join-
ing hand with foul disease? A
root growing at the foot of the
mountains furnished a highly in-
toxicating liquor, and drunkemness
became almost universal; and
there, as here, it brought in its
train the worst of sins.  The whole
community became thoroughly
corrupt. .
There lived, at this time. i
Honoluly, the chief town of these
islands, a Roman Catholic pricst.
Father Damien. He was a native
of Belgium, young, talented, of
wealthy family, with every prospect
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of life.  He knew the misery and
the wretchedness of this leper com-
munity. He knew that to go there
was to live but a few years, and
finally to die of the fearful discase
himself.  Nevertheless, fired with
love of Jesus Christ, he resolved
to live and die in the service of
these lepers.  So he went to this
Jazar-house.

One can hardly wonder that the
Government could not understand
such a strange choice.  They re-
fused him any help, and kept watch,
intending to arrest him if he should
dare to come back.

When he landed on the plague-
infected spot, we are told, there
was no doctor or any other official
among the lepers. “ He found the
dead and the dying on every hand,
and became so absorbed in his care
of them that he had no time to
build himself a hut, but slept under
the trees. By kindly words and
helpful deeds he won the con-
fidence of the whole community,
and after a while his influence on
the island became unbounded. It
is said he was not only priest, but
magistrate, school-teacher, gar-
dener, carpenter, joiner, painter,
housekeeper, cook, and often
grave-digger and undertaker.”

He lived among the people and

shared their experiences in every
way. An eye-witness gave this
testimony.  Before he reached
Molokai, the leper settlement was
squalid, hideous, almost hellish;
now it is a peaceful, law-abiding
community, presenting an attrac-
tive, and even on some sides a
cheerful appearance.  Instead of
wretched grass huts he encouraged
the people to build whitewashed
cottages, with pleasant verandahs
and gardens. The presence of this
Christlike man changed every-
thing, yet, notwithstanding this
change, the sadness of the situa-
tion could hardly be relieved.
There is grim significance in the
fact that the chief industry of the
slanc is making coffins.
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For eleven long years did I'ather
Damien live and toil among these
dying men, women and children,
exposing himself to the disease on
every side. During that time in
his ministry of mercy he consoled
the dying hours of two thousand
lepers.  Then, at last, to malke his
sacrifice of himself complete, the
awful discase laid its hand upon
him. It could not be otherwise.
For four long years of agony he
toiled up his Golgotha, until, at
last, on the tenth day of April,
1889, thie welcome angel of death
bade his anguish cease forever, and
he fell asleep in Christ.

But even ere he died the fruits
of such a heroic example were
seen.  After he had been one year
afflicted with the disease, and it
had become evident that he would
soon die, he was joined by Father
Courady, a young priest from
Oregon. Over to this comrade’s
hands Father Damien gave his
work, and we believe he still
carrics it on, waiting the same
form of death—the most horrible
and terrible known to man.

All Christendom has heard this
story. It has gone through all
missionary reviews. When the
news of his death was published
few had heard of sucha man. But
the fame of his heroic life is
spreading everywhere.  But not
the fame of it only. The influence
of such Christlike heroism and love
should inspire us all. The age of
Christian chivalry has not passed
away. The spirit of the apostles
is still upon the Church, and men
walk the earth to-day whose lives
do more for Christ and Christianity
than the arguments and sermons
of a thousand pulpits.

An example of this kind coming
from the Roman Catholic Church
should give us the spirit of charity
and toleration and lift us above
the narrowness of creed. ““As
many as are led by the Spirit of
God, they are the sons of God.”

Toronto.
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TENNYSON’S RELIGIOUS LIFE.*

BY HIS NIECE.

No poct, perhaps, has ever come
so close to the type of the Seer-
prophet of the Old Testament as
Tennyson, for I think none was
ever so penetrated through and
through as he was with the sense
of the divine source of the gift of
poetry imparted to him. He told
me that this sense was almost
awful to him in its intensity, be-
cause it made him feel as a priest
who can never leave the sanctuary,
and whose every word must be
consecrated to the service of Him
who had touched his lips with the
fire of heaven which was to enable
him to speak in God’s name to his
age.  And so, he went on to say,
nothing he had ever written
seemed to him to have reached the
standard of perfection short of
which he must never rest; all he
could hope was that he had
brought men a little nearer to God.
And it is just because, all through
his life as a poet, Tennyson felt
that he had a divine purpose to
further, that the inner springs of
that life, now revealed more fully
than ever before in his son’s
‘biography of him, are of such sur-
passing interest.

On the death of his first-born he
was able to write to my mother
that it was “ well—God orders all.”
And even so, when his own time
came, and he was told he was
about to die, he was able again to
say, with the confidence of one
who still believed as he had done
through all the years between, that
God’s ordering was ever for the
best—*“ That is well.” And thus
he was enabled, out of his own

*We quote from the Contemporary fe-
iew this interesting account of the religious
life of our latter-day prophet, by Agnes
Grace Weld.

great sorrows, to bring consola-
tion to his fellowmen.

I know of a man who, fecling
his utter loneliness in a distant
colony quite intolerable after the
death of his wife, was going in
search of the weapon with which 1o
put an end to his existence, when
he came across a copy of "Ip
Memoriam,” which he had taken
out with him, and opening its
pages, at first half-mechanically,
he became interested and read on
and on till there stole into his soul
a peace that never afterwards lejt
it, and he resolved once more to
face the battle of life—a battle he
has not fought in vain.

When my uncle stayed in our
house in Lrondon I well remember
the almost Spartan simplicity of
the fare he insisted on our giving
him. We knew he liked plain
boiled salt beef, but were scarccly
prepared for his begging to he
allowed to have it (instead of the
fresh roasts we had cooked for
him) three days running, cold, inr
his dinner. No guest ever gave
so little trouble or was so full of
consideration for our servants.

The last daughter to leave her
father’s side was Emily, long he-
trothed to Alfred Tennyson ere she
became his wife; and it is in the
letters to her during their engage-
ment that we gain such deep in-
sight into his own inmost soul.
“What matters it,” he writes.
“how much man knows and docs
if he keep not a reverential look-
ing upward® Love, like all life's
other deepest emotions, is to hima
sacred thing, and he rejoices in
“the glory of being loved, for so
have we ‘laid great bases for
eternity.” ”

“All things come to him who




A Hymn.

waits,” says the old proverb, and it
generally coimes true to those
whose waiting is a prayerful one,
as Alfred Tennyson’s was. Ifor
he was pre-eminently a man of
prayer, and, as he told me shortly
before his death, never had one
earnest prayer of his failed to re-
ceive an answer. And so at last,
to use his own words, the peace of
God came into his life before the
altar to which he led my Aunt
Emily as his bride. And this
pcace of God never left their
hearth and home, for their wedded
life was daily consecrated to their
joint service of the Father in hea-
ven and the brethren on earth.
Holding in an intense degree the
spirituality of religion, they at-
tached great value to the partaking
together of the Holy Communion,
and my uncle would often diell
in his talks with me upon the
special nearness of Christ to him
in this sacrament, but the manner
thereof, he said, was far too sacred
to be expressed in words.

If I ever reach the heavenly
haven beyond the grave it will be
largely because my uncle’s beacon
light showed me the way. Noth-
ing that others ever spoke to me,
and nothing I ever read, even in
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the pages of the Bible, ever made
the impression upon me that his
words and manner did when he
would say to me in exactly the
same natural way as a child would
express his delight at his father
making him his companion : “God
is with us now on this down as we
two are walking together just as
truly as Christ was with the two
disciples on the way to Emmaus;
we cannot see Him, but He, the
Father and the Saviour and the
Spirit, is nearer, perhaps, now
than then to those who are not
afraid to believe the words of the
Apostles about the actual and real
presence of God and His Christ
with all who yearn for it.”

I said I thought such a near,
actual presence would be awful to
most people. “ Surely the love of
God takes away and makes us for-
get all our fear,” he answered.
“T should be sorely afraid to live
my life without God's presence;
but to feel that He is by my side
now just as much as you are, that
is the very joy of my heart” And
I looked on Tennyson as he spoke,
and the glory of God rested upon
his face, and I felt that the pre-
sence of the Most High had, in-
deed, overshadowed me.

Dear Lord and Father of mankind,
TForgive our feverish ways !
Reclothe us in our rightful mind ;
In purer lives Thy service find,
In deeper reverence, praise.

In simple trust like theirs who heard
Beside the Syrian sea,

The gracious calling of the Lord,

Let us, like them, without a word,
Rise up and follow Thee.

0 Sabbath rest by Galilee !

0 calm of hills above,
Where Jesus knelt to shave with Thee
The silence of cternity,

Interpreted by love !

With that deep hush subduing all
18

A HYMN.

Our words and works that drown
The tender whisper of Thy call,
As noiseless let Thy blessing fall

As fell Thy nianna down.

Drop Thy still dews of quietness,
Till all our strivings cease ;
Take from our souls the strain and

stress,
And let our ordered lives confess
The beauty of Thy peace.

Breathe through the pulses of desire
Thy coolness and Thy balm ;
Let sense be dumb, its heats expire ;
Speak through the earthquake, wind,
and fire,
O still small voice of calm !
— Westminster.
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RHODA ROBERTS.

BY HARRY LINDSAY.

Author of ** Methodist Idylls,” ele.

CHAPTER XXI.

FOLLOWING UP THE CLUE.
Nothing whatever had come of Mr.
Carlyle’s mission to London. It had
been a complete failure. The old
retired officer whom the detective had
purposed seeing in regard to the
identification of the photograph of
Trethyn’s agent with that of the man
who had been for a short time on the
staff at Scotland Yard, and probably
for a much longer time intimately
acquainted with the iaternal arrange-
ments of the Hobart Town prisons,
wag dead and buried months before ;
or, at least, so the detective’s in-
formation ran, Nor could any of
the people in that Home of Officialism
and Cunning aid the detective. Not
one of them seemed to remember
two Graingers at Scotland Yard, or
was able to recognize the agent of
Trethyn in the photograph submitted
to them as an old brother officer. So,
disappointed and foiled, Mr. Detective
Carlyle had to return to Trethyn.
As we have seen, once back in the
parish again, the detective had set up
as a shoemaker, a calling he was well
acquainted with, having, years before
his entrance into the force, worked at
that trade. 1In this role he was free
to move in and out amongst the peo-
ple, and thus to gather much ir-
formation in regard to his case. But
he had learnt nothing special, not1-
ing Dbearing upon the mysterioas
death of the late squire, or upon that
other mysterious circumstance of the
escape of Edward Trethyn. He had,
however, chiefly through talk with
Seth Roberts and Rhoda, come to tw2
important conclusions which he
hoped would enable him to un-
ravel some of the mysteries attend-
ing these circumstances—first, that
Edward Trethyn was not drowned in
the Avon, and secondly, that the
Robertses knew somethirg of the
mystery of his escape, and probably
where the fugitive was now hiding.
Of course, neither Seth nor Rhoda
had told the cobbler this in so many
words, but the detective, hidden un-

der the cobbler’s disguise, hag
gleaned it all from their words ang
manner, What struck him as re-
markable was the shyness with which
they would talk on the subject, 2ngd
how eager they were to evade i
whenever it was broached.  This,
and a score of other little things, too
little for any but an accurately ob-
servant man such as the detective
to notice, were all markedly ingica-
tive to Mr. Carlyle of hidden know-
ledge, and upon then he had formei
his own conclusions.

But that was about all that the de-
tective had gained by his new role,
and he had therefore determined to
go back iato what, in speaking to
Superintendent James, he playfully
called civilized 1life. So he had
doffed his leather apron, removed his
wig with the bald patch, and his false
beard, taken off his brass-rimmel
spectacles, transferred his small busi-
ness gratis to another, and gone back
to his old lodgings. There he wis
himself again, and not even tbe
shrewdest in Trethyn could have
recognized in the person of the hand-
some gentleman who had returned to
0ld Mother Hill’s rooms the once ap-
parently decrepit cobbler.

Not many days after his return
chance threw him in the way of the
agent.

“ Good morning, sir,” he said po-
litely.

Stephen Grainger stopped, looked,
and was instantly filled with astonish-
ment,

“ Good morning,” he replied ; “yoit
back in Trethyn ?”

““Yes, here I am,” said the detec-
tive, ‘ turning up again like a bad
penny.”

“1 thought you had left the neigh-
bourhood,” stili amazedly went on the
agent.

“So I did, but I’ve returned.”

“ Humph ! Surely not come photo-
graphing again ?”

“Why not ?” queried the detective,
readily.

“Why ? ©Look at the weathen
See how heavy it is. You could
never use your camera in this.”



“ Necessity knows no law,” veplied
the detective. “ You wouldn’t have
me miss the scenes here ?”

To play again the role of an ama-
tewr photographer had not entered
the detective’s mind, but the cue now
given him by the agent was too good
to be lost, and he at once acted upon
it.
“Scenes ?” replied the agent, and
then purpously twisting the word,
“What scenery is worth taking at
this time of the year ?”

The detective inwardly chuckled.

“I spoke of scenes,” he s3aid,
pointedly, * not scenery; I refer, of
course, to the strike, The illustrated
papers, such as The Graphie, pay
handsome prices for photographs of
such scenes as might now easily be
obtained here. For instance, a
photograph of the men’s mass meet-
mgs or the thronged streets would
be especially taking. Then, again,
ecenes in homes, scenes at the pits,
or photographs of prominent strikers,
such as Seth Roberts, the chairman
of the Strikers’ Committee, or George
Ford, the secret¢ 'y, or that impetucus
Rake Swinton—all these would make
capital pictures, and would fetch a
big price.”

Stephen Grainger listened aghast.
After all was this professed amateur
photographer a journalistic artist,
and had he come into Trethyn again
to cater for the periodicals ? And
was he more than an artist ? Was
he a commissioner for some paper and
sent down to Trethyn to describe the
strike and the condition of the
parish ?

“That humorous bread-distributing,
too, would make a good negative,”
K went on the detective, hugely enjoy-
ing the agent’s palpable alarm,
b “especially if attractively headed—
Relieving the Starving, for iustance,
and just a brief sketch of the affair
E 2dded to explain it. or, A Few
Pictorial Incidents of the Strike, in
R which a variety of things might be

;\'oqued in. What do you think of
it?”, .
E  “I think it would be very unbe-

coming,” sharply replied the agent.
g “It would simply pander to the
vanity of the strikers, and make

heroes of men who are nothing but
g criminals.”

“Criminals 7

£ “In that they starve their families
by refusing to work, and in more

f senses than that one.  Your pictures

Rhoda Roberts.
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would oaly prolong

definitely.”

“Then I take it, Mr. Grainger,”
said the detective, thirsting for in-
formation, though not in the least be-
traying his eagerness to the agent,
“that you do not contemplate acced-
ing to the men’s demands for the old
wage ?”

“Certainly not,” said Stephen
Grainger hotly ; “how can I? Do
you know, sir, that this estate is al-
ready burdened with its heavy ex-
penditure ?”

“I understand,” said the Jetective,
slowly, * that the new leir is largely
squandering its revenues, and that he
is taking advantage of Lady Trethyn’s
ill-health to do so. Don’t you think
it a shame, Mr. Grainger ?”

Stephen Grainger drew himself up
to his full height.

“I shonld like to know,” he said
haughtily, *“where you got that
from.”

“ Oh,” replied the detective lightly,
‘“that's a matter of public gossip. I
suppose, Mr. Grainger, that it is so ?
Mr. Arthur Bourne Trethyn is a
gambler, is he not ?”

“ Oh, don’t be offended,” went on
the detective, noticing the agent’s ris-
ing wrath, und speaking half-sneer-
ingly. “1I see you don’t care to say
anything. Well, p'raps it's wise,
Leing in the position you are. But
everybody knows of it, and that he is
constantly dunning you for money.
That’s what makes the men so bitter;
they say the reduction is only to help
you to keep the spendthrift well sup-
plied with cash to enable him to pay
his debts, and to carry on his gam-
blings.”

‘“ Where, may I ask,” queried the
greatly astonished agent, “did you
learn all this rubbish ?

“ Rubbish 7

‘“ Yes, rubbish,” tartly replied the
agent.

‘“Tush, man,” said the detective,
with a knowing wink, “it’s not rub-
bish. You know it is not rubbish.”

‘“ Where did you learn it ?”

“Qh, it’s in everybody’s mouth,
and—"

‘“ Also the subject of general gos-
sip ?”

the strike in-

“ Decidedly—general gossip,” an-
swered the detective. “ There are
some, of course, who lay all the

blame on you, and say that you are
vengeful, and that you are reducing
the wages to enrich yourself, to re-
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build your house, which was burned
down by the rioters. But, of course,
you are the one to know what truth
may be in that statement.”

“ Would you blame me if it were
true 77

“ Blame you ?” Even so experi-
enced an officer as Detective Carlyle
was amazed at the question.

“Yes; would you blame me if I
taxed this people to repay me the
mischief they wrought me ?”

Detective Carlyle lookad at the
agent wonderingly. He had never
listened to such an astounding ques-
tion, and he marvelled greatly at the
cool}, heartless manner in which it
was put.

“ Would you ?” urged the agent.

“YWould I? Most certainly,” re-
plied the detective. “If you imposed
a reduction of wag~s upon the miners
for such a thing . should strongly
condemn it, and would be half in-
clined to take up the men’s cause.”

Stephen Grainger glanced at the
detective. How earnest the man had
grown! He seemed to make com-
mon cause with the strikers. Bui
those newspaper men were all agita-
tors, every one of them. He felt he
must, however, ward off this man's
suspicions.

‘“ But, of course, it is not so,” he
said. “The true reason of the re-
duction is nothing but bad trade.”

“ Hush ! eaclaimed the detective,
“you really mustn’t say that. It's
so absurd, you know, for everybody
well knows that the present times
are ones of special commercial pros-
perity, and that all the neighbouring
collieries were working their full
strength.”

“See, sir!” cried the agent, an-
noyed beyond further endurance by
the detective’s words, “ let us under-
stand each other. Do you sympathize
with the strikers ?”

Detective Carlyle raised his brows
in feigned surprise.

“Don’t yvou ?” he asked ; ‘“ doesn’'t
any man with a spark of humanity
in his breast sympathize with them ?"

‘“ No gentleman does,” said Grain-
ger, coldly, with peculiar emphasis
upon the word ; “at least no well-
informed gentleman. Common peo-
ple may.”

“ Are you joking ?" queried the de-
tective, still keeping up his feigned
surprise.

“Joking ? No; by heavens, no!
I'd drop them twenty per cent. if I

had my way, and take some of i
confounded pride and impudence oy
of them.”

‘“But you sympathize with them ip
their distress ?”

“Not I exclaimed the agent
“they should starve for all I ecarc
If men wan't work when work is
offered them, then they ought to g
breadless.”

‘“Grainger,” said the detective
familiarly, but sneeringly, * you
amaze me, I thought you were 3
humane man.”

“So I am in the right place,” sail
the agent, “but I’ve no sympath- for
pig-headed strikers.”

‘“Well, but apart from your usual
principle,” urged the detective, v
thought you would be specially anxi-
ous to see this strike brought to 3
close.”

“So I am,” he said, quickly, “very
anxious indeed. I tell you this strike
is ruining Trethyn.”

‘“But I mean on account of the
personal cost to yourself.”

“Oh,” said the agent, off-handedly,
“It doesn’t cost me anything.”

“Then 1is the report untrue?
asked the detective, “ that you were
waylaid and compelled to pay for a%
this bread which has been distributel
irom house {o house ?”

“Who said that ?” demanded th:
agent. ““ And, sir, is that going inte
the newspapers, too? 1 tell vou
what it is, sir, if you're on the sid>
of the strikers I don’t want to hav.
any further conversation with you
I can’t stoop to be friendly to a man
who sympathizes with plunderers.”

That was an admission which eon-
firmed all the suspicions which th®
detective had expressed to Superin-
tendent James. Stephen Graingar,
then, had to pay for his bread-dis-
iributing. It was a very interesting
problem. Who were the bold men
who had coerced him ? Plainly
some disguised men, for had th
agent known them he would hav:
afterwards had them arrested. Wh
could they be ? Could Rake Swini
tmow anything of them ? Was h
one of them ? The detective knew
that Rake was equal to almost an:
thing, and the conversation he ha!
cverheard weeks ago, when Rak
offered to be one of two to meet th?
agent some dark night and thrasi
wim to within an inch of his lif
seemed to confirm the deteetive?
suspicions. However, he would k2

|
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Rloda Roberts.

his eye on Rake, though, while noth-
ing more came of the deeds of these
pold men than making the agent pay
for bread for the starving, the de-
tective did not see why he should
interfere.

That same afternoon Detective Car-
lvle rang the visitors’ bell at the
manor.

“I've called to see Lady Trethyn,”
he said to the housekeeper, when the
servant who had answered the bell
vrought that worthy person to the
decor.

«“Then I'm afraid, sir,
can't see her.”

Detective <Carlyle looked at her
searchingly.

“Why do you say that?’ he
asked.

« Because my lady is very ill in-
deed,” replied the  housekeeper,
~and no fit to see anybody.”

“ Nobody ?”

“ Only the doctors.”

“Well, ma'am,” said the detective
humorously, “surely they’re not no-
body ?”

“Qh, yes, they are.
obliged to see her.”

Mr. Carlyle smiled.

“There Le one of the doctors in
with her now,” said the woman,
plainly irritated at the detective’s
manner.

“Dr. Burns ?” queried Mr. Carlyle.

“Bless your life—no. My lady
would never consent to see that
gentleman after his scandalous be-
haviour towards poor Mr. Edward.
1t's Dr. Shearer that visits here now,
and his assistant.”

“Is Dr. Shearer inside now ?”

“No ; it’s his assistant; a very
clever voung man, I'm told.”

“Young man ?”

“Young man, of course. Be not all
the assistants young gen'l'men ?”

“To be sure, to be sure,” said the
detective ; “ how very stupid of me!
What made my lady choose Dr.
Shearer 2 Dr. Mulligan 4s much
nearer Trethyn, and a splendid fel-
low.”

“My lady is some way related to
Dr. Shearer, sir.”

Detective Carlyle raised his brows
in pure astonishment, and his tongue
was on the point of framing the ques-
tion, How ? But he refrained.

“My lady is often ill now ?”’ he
asked.

“Always,” replied the housekeeper;

that you

They’re
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‘“she’s confined to her
gether, and sces no one.”

‘“But I think she’ll see me,”’ said
the detective.

“That I'm sure she won’t,” replied
the housekeeper emphatically.

‘“ At all events,” said the detective,
“you will go and ask her.”

The woman was shaking her head
vigorously, but the detective went on
calmly—

“1 will just step inside while yon
do,” he said. ‘“My lady expects to
see me, and I've called on private
business with her. Will you now go
and ask her ?”

Still the woman shook her head,
and at the same time did her best to
har the detective’s entrance.

*Well, ma’am,” said the detective
ccolly, ““it just means this. Bither
you go and ask her or I go myself”

As he said these words Mr. Carlyle,
with a quick movement, slipped past
the housckeeper, and the next mo-
ment was quietly contemplating on?
of the great oil-paintings which hung
in the hall.

“I'N give you another chance,
ma’am,” he said, without turning his
head in the slightest to see the effect
his action had produced upon the
housekeeper ; “it's either you or I
that must go. You can tell my lady
that it's the gentleman from London
that wants to see her.”

Startled at the strange man’s
action, the woman stood staring at
him for several moments, scarcely
knowing what to do or say. Had she
dared she would at once have given
the stranger tbe length of her tongue,
to put it forcibly. But supposing,
after all, that Lady Trethyn did ex-
pect this man ? If so, it would be
wise for her own sake to restrain her
feelings. It was, however, with the
greatest difficulty that she could man-
age it, and she had to bite her tongue
severely to keep it from wagging
hotly.

“ Are you going, ma'am ?” calmly
asked the detective, as he moved
from one picture to another, and sur-
veyed them with leisurely indifference
to the woman’s anger. “If you
don’t, you know, I must go myself.”

Driven to it, at last the woman
slowly proceeded to Lady Trethyn’s
room and knoclked gently.

“ Only me, ma’am,” she said, in an-
swer to Lady Trethyn's inquiry as %o
who was there. “There’s a

room alto-
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gen'I’'man from Lunnon as does want
to see you.”

At the words a dead silence fell
upon the room, which lasted for
several moments, and then the house-
keeper, standing at the closed door,
could hear low whisperings and rust-
lings.

‘“Tell the gentleman,” said Lady
Trethyn presently, ‘“that I'll be
ready to see him in five minutes.
I'll ring when I'm ready, and then
you can show him in.”

In point of fact Lady Trethyn was
ready for the detective in two
minutes. Scarcely had the house-~
keeper gone from the door than it was
gently opened, and Dr. Shearer’s as-
sistant passed out of the room,
passed through the back entrance to
the manor, and was soon clear away
from the house. Then Lady Trethyn
rang her bell.

“Youre looking much better than
you were when I saw you last.”

It was Detective Carlyle who
spoke, and he was seated at a small
table, with Lady Trethyn opposite to
him. The door of the room was
closed, and the heavy curtains were
drawn across the door, to keep out
the draughts, Lady Trethyn ex-
plained.

“I'm feeling better,” Lady Trethyn
replied simply.

Detective Carlyle at once felt that
there must have Dbeen some good
cause for her ladyship's marked im-
provement, but he did not question
her about it. The thought ran
through his mind, however, that the
improvement was due to the same
cause which had brought him to the
manor. He had come to strengthen
his impressions as to Edward
Trethyn's being alive, for he was con-
vinced, if his impressions were true,
Lady Trethyn could confirm them.
Not that he was going to ask her out-
right. He was too skilful an officer
for that, but he counted upon his
ability to lead Lady Trethyn to say
something in course of conversation
which would make his guesses cer-
tainties.

‘“Well, my lady,” he said, pres-
ently, “ I’'m sorry to say that I can't
report much progress with your case.
I have gathered several things, how-
ever, which still lead me to think
that your son was innocent of the
crime charged against him, but noth-
ing as yet which might fix the crime
upon the true culprit.”
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“You remember my suspicions
asked Lady Trethyn.

“Oh, yes, and they are mine, too,
but there’s no proof. I have, how-
c¢ver, pretty strong proof about up-
other thing.”

Lady Trethyn looked up quickly.

“I's my firm Dbelief, Lady
Trethyn,” went on the detective,
‘““that your son is not dead.”

Lady Trethyn’s face flushed blouod-
rcd, and an apprehensive look De-
trayed itself in her eyes.

“I can’t now give you my reasons
for this belief,” quietly proceeded the
detective, “ but I thought the mention
of it would cheer you. You see, my
lady, if Mr. Edward is not dead, then
there is greater hopes of the estab.
lishing of his innocence.”

Lady Trethyn did not seem par-
ticularly affected by the news, which
led the detective to think his sus-
picions confirmed. Was Edward
Trethyn indeed alive, and did her
ladyship know of it ? Mr. Carlyle
was almost ready to answer “yes" to
both questions. 1f she were ignorant
of his being alive, argued the de-
tective mentally, she would show
more eagerness in the announcement
he had made to her. She would be
more excited, and full of questionings.
But she was not so, rather the re-
verse of these things, and plainly
alarmed at the detective's words.
Mr. Carlyle thought he could read her
heart. She was afraid to confess
her knowledge lest he should betray
her. Though she had entrustel
him with the proving of her son’s in-
nocence, not even to him could she
trust the secret which might send
again her son to prison. And so,
after about half an hour’'s conversa-
tion about things wide of the mark,
Detective Carlyle left Lady Trethyn's
presence, with all his suspicions
strengthened, but without proof !
them.

But he was determined to obtain
proof, and on his way through th?
hall again made another onslaugh
on the old housckeeper.

“ Has the young doctor gone ?” he
asked.

“IWasn't he in my
when you were were ?”

“ Oh, dear no.”

“Then I suppose he must have
gone. But I never seed him go ou
He does come and go, though, mys-
terious like.”

That was sufficient for the detec-

lady’s room
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tive, and bidding the housekeeper
farewell, was soon hastening throughi
the park.

His mind was already made up as
to what to do, and he was resolved to
do it without delay. At all hazards
he was determined to find out the
truth of his suspicions. Why, his
very case depended upon this para-
mount discovery. 7To try to establish
the innocence of Edward Trethyn,
without the assistance Edward
Trethyn alone could give, was a thing
impossible. How blind was Lady
Trethyn not to see it ! It was to her
interest to divulge to him what she
knew, and not to hide it. Did she
think he would disclose her secret ?
If she did she was greatly mistaken ;
she might as well think that he
would wilfully destroy his own evi-

dence. It was really very, very
annoying. But, despite all the
bindrances, he should fathom the
mystery.

Thus thinking and ruminating, on
went the detective at a swinging
pace, until very soon he was clear
from the town, and on the high road
to Netton, a neighbouring parish.
Between Netton and Trethyn, perhaps
two miles away from the latter, stood
a public-house, known as the Trethyn
Arms; and into this public-house
Detective Carlyle found his way, and
seated himself in the cozy bar-par-
Jour. ‘Then he rang the small bell
which stood on the table, and his
call was immediately answered by the
proprietor himself.

“Yhat can I serve you with, sir ?”

“YWhat will you take ?”

The landlord rubbed his hands to-
gether, smiled pleasantly, and sug-
gested wine.

“Wine for two, then,” said the de-
tective.

After a little time, and when they
had gossiped about things in general,
Mr. Carlyle seized an opportunity of
introducing the true subject of his
visit.

“Does your business do well 7”7

“Only fairly,” answered the land-
lord.  *“ Somehow people shun this
house.”

“Why

“1 suppose it is because of my evi-
dence at the trial of Edward Trethyn.
But what else could I do, sir? T
could do no more than speak the
truth, and what 1 said about Mr.
Grainger and me going together into
the drawing-room at the manor was
perfectly true.”

“Oh, you were formerly at the
manor, were you ?”’ asked the detec-
tive, with an assumed air of surprise.

‘“Yes; I was butler there.”

““ Indeed !

‘“Yes, and when Sir Charles Mont-
gomery was made trustee I had to
go.n

“ Spite,” said the detective.

“ Nothing else in the world, sir.
And it's just the same with the peo-
ple. Years agone this here
house used to do a rare business.
They always made this house one of
call in those days; but ever since
that unfortunate affair at the manor
things here be as dead as a door-
nail.”

“Is this house
estate ?”

“Yes.”

“So when you were driven from
the manor Mr. Graing~r clapped yoa
here ?”

The landlord’s glass of wine was
not the first he had swallowed that
day by any means, or perhaps the
detective could not so easily have
gained his ends.

‘“Y’are just about right,” answered
the landlord. “Was it likely Mr.
Grainger was going to let the only
man who could corroborate his evi-
dence be driven into the workhouse
altogether 7

“ Certainly not,” said the detective,
and then added to himself, “ Here is
a clear case of Dbribery. Stephen
Grainger has shut this fellow’s mouth
for some end of his own. What?
Well, Carlyle’s the man to find it
out.”

“ Have you heard the rumour about
Bdward Trethyn not being dead after
all 77 asked the detective.

The landlord glanced quickly at him
in surprise.

“ No,” he said, “nor do 1 believe
i

“ 1t isn’t very likely, is it ?”

“YWhen a man’s body is found in
the river, and by all appearance has
been there several days, it isn’t
likely that he could live after that ?”

‘“No, but was it Edward Trethyn’s
hody ? Could there have been any
mistake about it ?”

“None whatever,” and the landlord
shook his head decidedly. * Has
any one said that they’ve seen him ?”

“Well you know what a rumour is.”

“ Generally a big thumping lie,”
said the landlord, emphatically.

“ By-the-bye,” said the detective,
with an affected sudden change of

in the Trethyn
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subyject, though in reality only more
rointedly pursuing the same, “ what's
the name of Dr. Shearer’'s assistant ?
I have to call there, and don’t know
the young doctor’s name.”

‘ Middleton, isn’t it ?”

‘““Middleton ? Aye, that’s it,” and
the detective took out his pocket-
book and made an entry. *“ What
kind of a man is he ?”

‘““ Smartish chap, they tell me.
beat the old doctor hollow.”

“Indeed. Do you know him ?”

‘“Well, can’t say that I do. I've
seen him, but that’s all.”

“ Oh, you have seen him ?”

‘“Yes; he was at the big mass-
meeting of the colliers when they de-
cided upon the strike.”

“ Of course you couldn’t form any
opinion as to the kind of gentleman
he was to talk to ?”

‘““No, though I should say he’s an
unsociable kind of man. Wears dark
glasses, and has the look of a student.
A man, I should guess, wrapped up
very  much in himself. But
pT’aps that’s just as well, his being
a doctor.”

“You think he’d thus be able to
give more thought to his patients ?”

(13 YeS."

More puzzled than ever, the detec-
tive went his way from the Trethya
Arms, scarcely knowing how to act.
At the Manor his suspicions had been
directed towards Dr. Shearer’s assist-
ant, and acting at once upon that
suspicion he had sought out the only
man in the neighborhood who would
he likely to betray Edward Trethyn’s
sécret. But the dismissed butler
was evidently ignorant of it, and
without the least idea that the assist-
ant doctor and Edward Trethyn were
one and the same person. The ques-
tion now uppermost in the detective’s
mind was, Were these two one ?
Surely if they were, the landlord of
the Trethyn Arms would have
quickly recognized it. Mr. Carlyle
felt that his own suspicions had re-
ceived a severe shock. There was,
however, just one circumstance which
prevented him from abandoning his
suspicions. That was the reference
the landlord had made to the dark
spectacles worn by the young doctor.
That, in itself, was a very suspicious
circumstance, one well worth noting
and following up.

“It must be my next move,”
mentally observed Mr. Carlyle. “I
will at once pay a visit to Dr.

Can
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Shearer’s. Fools ! if Edward Trethyn
is here, why do they hide it from me,
when I'm laboring to serve them o

CHAPTER XXIIL
A
STEPHEN GRAINGER SEES A GHOST.

“Is the doctor at home ?2”

“Yes, sir.  Will you please step
into the waiting-room ? Dr. Shearer
will be here presently.”

First scraping his boots on the iron
scraper, and then carefully rubbing
them clean on the door-mat, Mr. De-
tective Carlyle accepts the polite in-
vitation of the doctor’s footman, and
is soon contemplating the ponderous
tomes and great medical works which
crowd the bookshelves and weight the
small table, as well as several curious
instruments on the mantelshelf and
on the .top of the secretaire. But
Mr. Carlyle’s eye only sees the books,
and nothing more. It is mere ab-
stract contemplation with which he
surveys the things round him, ang
his mind is plainly dwelling upon
other subjects. He is thinking of
the scheme which has brought him
that evening to the doctor’s, and de-
vising the best means and manner ty
introduce it to the venerable oll
gentleman.

He is not, however, leit long to
himself, and his contemplations are
suddenly cut short by the entrance of
the doctor.

“You, Mr. Carlyle?’ he savy
cheerily, holding out his hand.

Mr. Carlyle is amazed.

“You know me, then ?”

“TI've seen you several times about
the parish, and I know you also by
repute.”

‘“Then you also know my business
here ?” asked Mr. Carlyle, still in sur-
prise.

Dr. Shearer smiles good-naturediy.

“ P'r’aps, sir,” he says, “ youwll first
explain your complaint.”

Mr. Carlyle glances at the doctor
keenly.

‘““This old gentleman,” he mentally
observes, “is going to be a tough
nut to crack.”

‘‘So many people come here, You
see,” says the doctor, rubbing his
hands together softly, * with the
same story. They really think t}mt
I ought to be able to tell them im-
mediately I see them what is the mat-
ter with them. Very hard on the
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doctor, eh ? Of course we’re not
wizards. But p’r'aps yow’ll just let
me look at your tongue.”

Mr. Carlyle breaks out into a hearty
laugh.

“There !” said the doctor. *‘ That
doesn’t sound like a sick man. You
surely have no pain. Or have
vou—"

*“ Doctor,” interrupts the detective
gravely, ‘“you know my profes-
sion 77

“Who doesn’t know it ?” said the
doctor.

“ Really, Dr. Shearer, but you are
joking now, and I'm in real earnest.
I've come here on very important
business.”

“Tush, tush !” exclaimed the doc-
tor, “why should I joke? Youn
really do yourself a great injustice.
But p'r'aps it’s modesty. As if so
eminent an officer as Detective Car-
Ivle could be hidden.”

Again Mr. Carlyle glances search-
ingly into the doctor’s face. Is the
doctor laughing at him ? It does not
appear so by his earnest face, but it
is very singular that he should talk
thus. However, he will end this
hight banter, if banter it is, and bring
things to a erisis.

“Dr. Shearer,” he says, ‘“ you and I
are practical men of business—"

“Just so, just so,” says the doctor.

“You and I cannot afford to waste
any time whatever in mere talk—"

“Gracious me! no. Really, 1
ought to be off now. There’s old
Mrs. Mills lying on the point of
death, and young Tomkins, who met
with the accident two months ago,
very bad, and Miss Roberts, and a
host of other people waiting for me.
It's really a wonder how I get round
them all in a day.”

“Very well,” says Mr. Carlyle, with
quiet pertinacity. “I won’t keep
yvou. I have come to ask you a very
serious question.”

Dr. Shearer nods his head vigor-
ously, as if to imply that he is-fully
ready to listen to it and to adopt the
detective’s own serious mood.

“There’s a rumour out, doctor,”
gees on Mr. Carlyle, in a very
solemn manner and an impressive

voice, ‘‘that EBdward Trethyn is
alive after ail.”

Dr. Shearer flings up his hands in
amazement—or rather well-feigned
amazement—and excitedly exclaims :

“You don’t say so !”

Mr. Carlyle is puzzled. Now, is
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the doctor serious? Is it possible
that he is merely playing a part.
But can men playing a part act so
realistically ?

“Yes,” he says, slowly, ‘“rumour
has it that he is now in this locality.”

Dr. Shearer serews up his eyes and
looks steadily into the detective’s

face.

*“In this locality ?” he queries, with
emphasis,

**Yes.”

“Pah! How absurd ¥’

“Then you don't believe it ?”

“Do you ?”

“I'm not yet decided upon the
point,” answers Mr. Carlyle, in-
cautiously ; “but I've very strong
suspicions.”

“Look at it!” exclaims the doc-
tor. “Let us suppose he is alive,
just for argument’s sake, you know,
and that he is indeed in this lo-
cality—"

‘“ Excuse me, doctor,” pleads the de-
tective, “ but hear me out, and you
shall give me your arguments after-
wards.”

‘“Go on, then !” says the doctor.

‘“ Rumour has it,” proceeds the
detective, speaking very slowly, ani
serutinizing the doctor’'s face very
sharply indeed, “ that you know he is
alive ; and, more than that, that you
have befriended him and—"

“Met

All the time the detective has been
speaking Dr. Shearer has shown
strong evidences of being surprisingly
affected by the detective’'s words,
and it now breaks out into exclama-
tions of amazement.

‘“Me !” comes from his mouth like
a twenty-pound shot from a cannon.
“T’d like to see the man that says
that. Mr. Carlyle, are you joking ?
Just now you thought I was joking,
and now I ask you, are you ?”

Mr. Carlyle shakes his head vigor-
ously.

“1t is said,” he goes on, *that
your present assistant could—"

“ Could what ?” cries the doctor,
impetuously. “See. I'll bring him
before you. If he's the man that
has befriended a criminal, he shall
hear of it, he shall.”

With the words on his tongue, he
is rushing to the door which leads
into the surgery, to summon his as-
sistant, when the detective detains
him.

‘“Look here, Shearer,” he says
familiarly, “ I'm not against Edward
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Trethyn. I would screen him myself
it I had the chance. 1In fact, it's his
very case that keeps me here in
Trethyn. But it’s desperately hard
to do anything for him unless I can
see him and talk with him. My
object is to learn from him first-hand
of the events which transpired on the
night of Squire Trethyn’s murder—if
murder it were. Now, Shearer, take
my word for it. I mean no harm to
him. Tell me, then, is not your as-
sistant Edward Trethyn himself ?”

Not even for one fraction of a mo-
ment does Dr. Shearer waver—at
least, not visibly so. The detective
might, indeed, be perfectly honest in
all he professes for Edward Trethyn’s
welfare, but is it not a detective's
business to feign and scheme ? At
-all events, Dr. Shearer cannot trust
him, and skilfully maintains his atti-
tude.

“Edward Trethyn himself!” and
the doctor laughs outright. * Really,
really, Mr. Carlyle,” he says, ‘“ you
are too absurdly laughable! You
must forgive me, but I can’t help it,”
and he again indulges in another
burst of laughter. “ But you shall
see the young man yourself.”

Before the detective can stop him
he has rushed through the door
which leads into the surgery, and
there finds his assistant apparently,
not in reality, engaged in making up
some simple mixtures of medicines.

“ Edward, Carlyle’s here,” whispers
the doctor, laying his hand on the
young man’s shoulder. “ There’s
nothing for it but brazening it out.
Thanks to your mother’s note of this
morning, we are not unprepared for
him. Keep up a brave heart, and
you'll get through it all very easily
and safely.”

Meanwhile Mr. Carlyle’s suspicions
are rapidly getting to the vanishing
point. Surely no man could act as
the doctor is acting unless he were
genuinely in earnest. Mr. Carlyle
is puzzled—in fact, i3 more than puz-
zled—is outwitted and outmanoeuvred
by the clever doctor, and he begins to
feel a good bit ashamed of himself.

“ Now, sir,” cries the bustling doc-
tor, bursting in upon him again, with
his assistant following him, “ here's
my assistant. You can examine him
from head to foot, sir, and ask him
what you please,” and at the words
the doctor again laughs heartily and
leudly. “I can’t help it,” he says;
“1 really can’t. Mr. Percival,” ad-
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dressing his assistant, ‘‘this gentle-
man is the great Detective Carlyle—"

The assistant bows.

‘“ And he's come here after
sir.”

“ After me ?”

“Yes ; it seems, sir, you are a de-
ceiver. You are not Mr. Percival
after all. Do you know who you ave,
young man ?”

The assistant raises his eyebrows
and smiles faintly, while the detee-
tive in vain pleads for the doctor to
cease joking.

“ Joking !” exclaims Dr. Shearer,
“it is you that is the joker, sir. You
are a complete master of quips and
cranks.” ‘Then, turning again to the
assistant, he cries with well-feigne?l
indignation, “ I ask you, young man,
do you know who you are ? It's come
to something, sir, if yow've forgot-
ten your own identity. How dare
you, sir, pretend to be what you are
not 2 You are Edward Trethyn,
the late Squvire Trethyn’s son, that's
who you are ”

“ Bdward—"

He does not allow his assistant
time to reply, but rattles on volubly,
“Yes, sir, Edward Trethyn. Now
don’t attempt to deny it!  Here's
Mr. Carlyle says it, and you can't
expect a gentleman like this,” wav-
ing his hand towards the gesticulating
detective, “to be wrong. Drowned,
sir ! Drowned in the Avon! You're
a nice fellow to come here after
that !”

Even the assistant cannot help
laughing at the way the doctor puts
things, but when he gets a chance
he quietly asks for explanations as to
what all the excitement and talk
means.

“Merely this,” replies Mr. Carlyle,
seizing the opportunity. My sus-
picions were directed to you as—
as_____l)

“ As being Edward Trethyn,” adds
the doctor.

“Yes, as being Edward Trethyn”
reiterates the detective ; ‘‘ but really,
Mr. Percival, you must forgive me.
We detectives often make mistakes.”

Mr. Detective Carlyle now laughs
heartily, and, to the doctor’s think-
ing, is rather exuberant in his adieux,
though he professes so much sorrow
and regret for his unpardonabie mis-
take. But once clear away from the
doctor’'s house, Mr. <Carlyle fairly
shakes with silent laughter. .

“He's a good fellow, after all, is

you,
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Shearer,” he says to himself be-
tween different fits of laughter, “a
real good fellow. A true friend and
gentleman. But he’s just a little
bit too fussy. He overdoes things
and points the moral, ¥ad he been
less enthusiastic I might have bheen
easily deceived. But, as plain as if
he had boldly acknowledged it, he
has shown me Edward Trethyn.
Thanks, Shearer, thanks.”

An hour afterwards Mr. Carlyle is
closeted with Lawyer Jeffries.

“Is it really so ?”’ that man of law
is asking.

“As certain as anything can Dbe,”
answers the detective. ‘“ He is act-
ing as Shearer’s assistant. Of course,
he knows nothing of medicine, but
the good old doctor manages that.
At all events, there he is, and our
course is becoming clearer.”

Lawyer Jeffries is overcome with
surprisé and amazement, and does not
know how to reply ; but presently he
suggests that Sir <Charles Mont-
gomery should be let into the secret.
To this Mr. Detective Carlyle agrees,
and asks the lawyer to name a day
and time when he might meet Sir
Charles.

“ To-morrow,” readily answers the
lawyer, “say two o'clock. Sir
Charles will come here. T'll answer
for his attendance. And by to-mor-
row I sball have had time to think
this matter over, But meanwhile,
Mr. Carlyle—"

“Meanwhile,” says that gentleman,
“the young gentleman shall not be
troubled or even allowed to guess
that his secret is known.”

“1 have always trusted you, Mr.
Carlyle,”” he says, magnanimously,
“and in recommending you to the
notice of Lady Trethyn I staked my
professional reputation upon your
sagacity. Well done, Carlyle! Go
on, sir, go on. It’ll not be very long
before you get to the bottom of all
this mystery.”

It is very late and dark long before
the detective gets home that night,
Justly satisfied with his day’s work.
He little thinks, however, of the
fears he has awakened in Edward
Trethyn's breast. In vain Dr.
Shearer tries to allay them, and tells
the troubled fugitive that his secret
is as safe as if it were in the keep-
ing of the dead. Edward Trethyn
frets and fears.

In the dusk he wanders out and
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through the park, brooding over the
events of the day. Suddenly he is
startled by the vision of a man ap-
proaching him, and who is already so
near that flight would only excite sus-
picions. The moon has risen, too,
and detection seems inevitable. He
is appalled, and in his fear stands
rooted to the spot. But who is the
man ? On he comes to within a few
yards from where Edward is pinned,
and just then the moonlight reveals
the form and face of Stephen Grain-
ger. The agent is coming home from
the Manor, where he has been trans-
acting business, and as he comes is
brooding over and devising all man-
ner of schemes for discovering the
Black Brotherhood, and for bringing
the members of it to justice, when
suddenly he becomes aware of the
figure of a man in the path before
him not more than a few paces away.
Stephen Grainger, trembling with fear,
regards it with horror as he stands as
rooted to the spot as the vision itself.
He cannot move a limb, he cannot
stir a hair, but, overpowered with
nameless fear, can only stand and
gaze at it. Doubtless it is his own
guilty conscience that is plaguing
him and throwing him into such
abject terror, otherwise there is no
palpable reason for it. The figure
of a man, lonely met in the lonely
park, with the pale moonlight playing
fantastic tricks with its <face, is
scarcely the thing for such a man of
nerve and iron as the agent to quail
at. But is it a man? Has the
figure substance, or is it some spec-
tral shade of one who has been ?
One ? Whom ? Ah, that is the
overpowering question, and the name
which already forces itself upon the
agent’s heart agitateg his soul and al-
most chills his blood. Is it Ed-
ward Trethyn’s ghost ? Yes (and as
the agent mentally admits it the large
beads of cold perspiration start to his
brow), there can be no doubt about
that. There he stands, life-like and
unmistakable, intensely paler, of
course, as a ghost should be, and
with haggard look and sunken eyes,
but every lineament and feature true
to life.

‘“Stephen  Grainger,” it  says,
ghostly it appears to him, while he
trembles from head to foot, I want
a word with you.”

Is that the voice of the dead or liv-
ing ? Stephen Grainger cannot tell.
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His terror has got the better of him,
overmastering his judgment and rais-
ing needless fears.

“I want to ask you when these
evil times are going to end in
Trethyn. Depend upon it, Grainger,
they will end, and if you don’'t bring
that end speedily the terrible state
of affairs now existing will soon end
you.”

“The time is coming,” proceeds the
figure, ‘“when justice will be de-
manded in full for all this evil you’ve
caused. TUnless this strike ends at
once, and more kindly treatment is
accorded to the people of Trethyn,
there’ll be no mercy shown you then.
But remember——"

But Stephen Grainger is flying from
the scene. Not a moment longer
will he stay in such a dread pres-
ence. Not another ghostly word
will he listen to, and he never once
stops flying until he has reached his
own door.

‘“ Why, what can have happened ?”
cries his wife on seeing him, pale
and agitated, rush into the drawing-
room, where she is sitting awaiting
his home-coming.

But Stephen Grainger does not an-
swer.

‘“ Stephen, tell me what is wrong !”

Stephen Grainger cannot answer.
He is temporarily deprived of speech,
and is gasping for breath.

“ Stephen, Stephen,” pleads his wife
passionately, * Can you not speak ?
What dreadful thing has taken place?
Oh, tell me, tell me!”

“I've seen a ghost,”” presently
manages to express, in fearful tones,
the terrified agent.

For a moment his wife looks at
him in amazement. She can hardly
credit her senses.

‘“ Stephen ! she exclaims.

He only nods his head awfully.

“Seen a ghost ?”

‘“Yes,” he whispers
“ Edward Trethyn’s ghost.”

‘““ Nonsense !” she exclaims. * Ste-
phen, have you taken leave of your
senses ?”

“You are sure it was Edward
Trethyn's ghost ?” she asks.

“Yes,” he nods.

‘“ And did it speak ?”

‘" Yes."

“It dia ?”

‘" ‘Yes'”

“ What did it say ? Did it not tell
you it was soon coming into pos-
session again ?”’

hoarsely,
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“Didn't it tell you something of
the murder ?”

“Mrs. Grainger ! exclaims the
agent solemnly, a way of address
familiar to him when he wishes seri-
ously to impress his wife, “this
thing is not one for ridicule.”

‘“But it’s ,so absurd,” she
tests.

“I tell you,” says her husbandg,
*“ Edward Trethyn's ghost did appear
to me to-night.”

‘“Then, what did it want ?”

The question puts the agent on his
mettle.

‘“ Nothing,”” he replies.

‘“ Nothing ?”

‘“Nothing for your ears, or any-
one’s but mine. And remember this,
don’t you dare breathe of this story
to another, Mind !”

He is nearly his old self again,
and his wife knows it ; knows also
that it would be worse than madness
to gainsay him, or to any longer
lightly treat his words. But she is
thoroughly ashamed of him, and con-
trives to show it in the angry mood
in which she returns to her knitting.
Her husband does not, however, heed
it, but retires fron the room. Away
he goes ard shuts himself up in the
little room he designates by the name
of office, and there, lonely and alone,
he gives way again to despair and
fearful imaginings.

“The thing he saw that night was
Edward Trethyn’s ghost.” That is
the central point round which all his
thoughts turn, and he tells himself
that nothing on earth, neither reason-
ings nor evidence, could ever make
him believe differently. Is it pos-
sible for a man to doubt his own
senses ? True, he has always laughed
at ghost stories, and ridiculed super-
stitious people; but a time comes
sooner or later in all men’s lives
when they are compelled by the force
of circumstances to change their
views of much that they have previ-
ously dogmatically held, to look more
tolerantly on the ghostly side of
things, and to accept what they have
hitherto ignored. Stephen Grainger
is rapidly coming to that point, if
not already come, and long before
morning dawns it leads him to resolve
to visit Mr. Arthur Bourne Trethyn
in his London home, and to make
overtures to him for the ending of the
strike.

pro-
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THE CHURCH AT WORK.

Whatever will lead to a realization of
the duties and privileges of Church mem-
bership cannot fail to be greatly helpful
to the individual Christian and to the
Church of God. A new method for this
purpose, adopted by the pastor and
Official Board of the Metropolitan
church in this city, has already proven
to be of marked advantage. In con-
nection with the regular communion
service membership cards have been
issued to all whose names are upon the
church roll. This involved, in many
cases, personal visitation in the homes
by the class-leaders or by visitors ap-
pointed to assist them. The result was
that never were so many religious calls
made in this large congregation as during
the busy weeks at the close of the year,
and never was there so large an attend-
ance at the covenant and communion
service, notwithstanding the cold and
stormy weather.

This method brings the membership
into closer touch with one another. Op-
portunities are given for kind words of
exhortation to those whose attendance
at class-meetings had become lax, and of
cordial invitation to persons not mem-
bers to begin the new year by an
earnest purpose to serve God in newness
of life. The unity of the Christian
brotherhood, the solidarity of the Church
of God, is thus emphasized. A deeper
meaning is given to the clause of the
Creed, *‘I believe in the communion of
saints.” The importance, also, of obedi-

HUSBANDING

One of the greatest evils of our time is
the frivolous superficiality which has be-
come so widespread. It enfeebles the
brain and undermines the character. But
silly youths are not likely to study these
pages. Our readers are in danger from a
totally different direction. They are
serious, intense, enthusiastic. They do
not need to be warned against the stupid
idolatry of mere athletics, the demoral-
izing tendency of realistic novel reading,
the fatal effect of everlasting sensuous
excitement. But one of their easily be-
setting sins is to dissipate their spiritual
force by attempting too much in too many
directions. There are so many fascinating

to our Lord’s command, ‘‘Do this in
remembrance of me,” is also emphasized.

It also has its effect in reminding the
membership of the privilege and obliga-
tion of attendance at class, and in making
the tie of Christian brotherhood more
strongly felt. It is like the military
summons, ‘‘ close up the ranks,” or like
the exhortation of the apostle, *‘stand
fast in the faith.” This means literally
““stand in the phalanx” for Christian
conflict and conquest. 1t gives, too, an
opportunity for personal effort and for
the forward movement of the Church of
God. ¢ The object of the Church,” says
Hugh Price Hughes, is

‘“NOT TO CODDLE THE SAINTS, BUT TO
COLLAR THE SINNERS.”

Hence the workers of his great West
London Mission go out into the high-
ways and byways, and with a Christian
compulsion and persuasion bring the wan-
derers from God to the Gospel feast. If
the Methodist Church and other Churches
of this land would but realize their op-
portunity, would but seek a fresh bap-
tism of power from on high, and go forth
feeling the obligation for each individual
member to do his uttermost for the ex-
tension of God’s kingdom, they would
become an irresistible force. Many
forms of evil that curse our land would
be abolished, civic righteousness would
be established, and the liquor traftic
would be destroyed.

SPIRITUAL FORCE.

spheres, so many openings for high en-
deavour, such a bewildering variety of
spiritual and social work. We must be-
ware of the Athenian craze for constant
novelty. It has been well said that it is
an essential part of wisdom to be wisely
ignorant of many things. We may surely
add that it is an equally essential part to
leave many things undone.

It used to be said of the illustrious Dr.
Whewell that science was his forte, and
omniscience his foible. Let us beware of
that foible. We cannot know everything,
and we cannot do everything. The boy
who greedily grasps at too many apples
drops them all. Whatever is worth doing
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at all is worth doing well, and most men
cannot do anything well unless they con-
centrate their soul upon it to an extent
which forbids them to attempt much else.
In every generation there are a few, a
very few, Admirable Crichtons who adorn
everything they touch, and who touch
everything. But they are astonishing
exceptions, and not models for the ma-
jority of us. Many can drive one horse
who cannot drive four. Only one in ten
thousand can drive twelve, and he can do
so only under favourable circunstances.

¢ This one thing I do” was the secret
of St. Paul's tremendous and smashing
impact upon the vast mass of classic
heathenism. Qur resources are limited,
so are our capacities. We must make
our choice, and. as Bacon advised with
characteristic shrewdness, we should
choose what we can do best. With care-
ful training a man could walk on his head
for a certain distance, but it is very much
better to walk on his feet. Many men
do with awkward and immense labour
that which they were not created to do,
instead of achieving with comparative
ease and swiftness their divinely-ap-
pointed task.

The first necessity, therefore, is to say
with Saul of Tarsus, ‘‘Lord, what wilt
Thou have me to do?” And if that ques-
tion is honestly and eagerly asked, Christ
will answer it either by direct tuition, or
through some unexpected Ananias. The
good works which we should do are those,
as St. Paul declares, ‘‘which God has
prepared beforehand, that we should walk
in them.” We have not to make a path
for our own feet. God has, in His
eternal purpose, prepared a path for us,
and all we have to do is to walk in that
prepared path, turning neither to the
right hand nor to the left. It is not
enough to do good works. We must do
the particular good works which God
wishes us in particular to do. And we
shall always find that God never over-
works His servants. He never burdens
us beyond our strength or beyond our
ability.

At present, when the majority of Chris-
tians are atrociously lazy, some are
obliged to do more than their legitimate
share and sp to kill themselves prema-
turely, because, as the Duke of Welling-
ton said in reference to England, ° The
King's Government must be carried on.”
If in the industrial world every able-
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bodied and able-minded person did his
share there would be no *¢ eight hours”
agitation. Two hours of work by every-
body every day would do the work of the
world. But as things are, with mult.-
tudes of rich and poor basely living in
idleness on the toil of others, some must
work for twelye and even sixteen hours,
Soin the spiritual world. But even under
these circumstances, nay, specially under
these circumstances, hard-worked and
over-worked Christigns should as care-
fully as possible husband their spiritual
strength,

Such counsels as these are perhaps
specially needed by Methodist preachers,
Our itinerancy and our intricate ma-
chinery greatly facilitate a ruinous dissi-
pation of moral energy. Fifty years ago
a Methodist preacher’s life was much tuo
circumscribed and monotonous.  Then
some of our best men read too much
theology and too little general literature,
and allowed themselves to be cramped in
a narrow circuit routine. To-day new
prospects, new interests, and new oppor-
tunities are springing up on every side.
Let our ministers remember they are
mortal. Let every man carefully ponder
what kind of Christian work he can do
best, and as far as possible let him fucus
his energies on that. Not of course
neglecting any known duty, but in the
necessary ‘‘division of labour” duing
that which he does most efficiently.

There is also far too much newspaper,
serappy and desultory reading. Perhaps
Wesley’s life was too methodically and
tov mechanically arranged ; but he had an
extraordinary work to do, and, alas! he
had also an extraordinary wife. His
mind was essentially business-like. He
was so intensely scientific that he was no
model for an artistic temperament. Still,
all men might learn from him to mmke
the best use of time and opportunity.
The present Lord Chief Justice owes his
position at the Bar to the fact that he
seized the main points of his cases, fixed
attention on them, harped on them, and
compelled the twelve commonplace men
in the jury-box to see the main points.
Let us also seize the main facts and main
duties of life. Let our work be a per-
petual, ever-renewed, ever-changing, but
everlasting answer to the question of
questions, What shall it profit a man if he
gain the whole world and lose his own
soul I—Methodist Timnes.

Through this dark and stormy night
Faith beholds a feeble light
Up the darkness streaking ;

Knowing God's own time is best,
In a patient hope I rest
For. the full day-breaking !
— Whittier,




THE NEW

PSALM OF

DAVID.

BY ROBERT HIND.

Two years ago, some Egyptian peasants
were digging up and carrying away the
light soil which is used by the farmers as
“top-dressing,” in a certain locality in
upper Egypt. It appears there was at
the place the ruins of a Coptic church and
monastery.  As they proceeded with their
work their tools struck a slab., A little
further digging revealed a rectangular
stone box fastened in the ground, evi-
dently with considerable care. When
the slab forming the lid of the box had
been removed, 1t was found that the con-
tents were not the remains of an ancient
Egyptian, as the shape of the box might
have led them to expect, but a parcel of
books, carefully wrapped in strong linen
cloth. The books were two in number,
but a peculiar feature of them was that
though written upon papyrus, they were
bound in strong leather like European
hooks.

These books are now in the hands of
the translators in the British Museum,
and the work of translation is alveady
considerably advanced. One of the books
contains several complete homilies by
Fathers of the Monophysite Church,
which ave likely to throw considerable
light un the state of religious thought in
Egypt, in a period regarding which little
is known at the present time. Valuable
as this volume is, however, it cannot be
compared in interest to the other, which
is a complete copy of the Psalms, written
m the Coptic dialect, the language of the
descendants of the ancient Egyptians in
the times of Christ. Regarding this book,
four things are specially worthy of note :
(1) The papyrus is well preserved : (2) it
is the oldest complete Bible manuseript
now in existence ; (3) it is the only com-

plete book of the Psalms in cxistence
written in one of the ancient dinlects ; (4)
it contains the 151st Psalm.

The fact last named is of course the
most_extraordinary.  The following is a
translation of this additional psalm.

Psany cni.

* Written by David after his Combat with
Goliath, telling surely how he slew the
Oppressor of his race.

*1. T was small among my brethyen,
and youngest in my father’s house. I
tended my father’s sheep.

2. My hands formed a musical in-
strument, and my fingers tuned a psal-
tery.

3. And who shall tell my Lord ¢ The
Lord Himself, He Himself hears.

**4. He sent forth His angel and took
me from my father’s sheep, and He
anointed me with the oil of His anvinting.

5. My brothers were handsome and
tall ; but the Lord did not take pleasure
in them.

“6. 1 went forth to mect the Philis-
tine ; and he cursed me by his idols.

7. But T drew his own sword and be-
headed him, and removed reproach from
the children of Israel.”

Although not in the Bibles used at pre-
sent by the churches of Christendom, this
psalm has for many years been known to
biblical scholars.  Keen discussions about
it have taken place in certain circles, but
the'result was that it came to be believed
that it was not genuine. But this new
discovery shows that in the first centuries
of our era it was regarded as a part of the
Psalter by the Christian churches then in
enistence. -— Primitice Methodist Magazine.

IMPORTANT BIBLICAL DISCOVERY.

Every biblical scholar knows that the
Hebrew account of the Deluge found in
Genesis has been paralleled by two Baby-
lonian accounts, vne that of Bevosus, a
Bahylonian historian, whose narrative has
been handed down to us by early Greek
Christian writers, and the other that
fond on Assyrian tablets by George
Smith.  Buth resemble, and yet both
differ from, the Genesis story.  Biblical

critics have differed as to the age of the
biblical story, the more conservative hold-
ing that, being written by Moses, it is
older than his time and was incorporated
by him into the Book of Genesis, while
the newer school of critics were, until the
discovery of the Tel-el-Amarna tablets,
inclined to lbelieve that the story was
borrowed from Nineveh or Babylon at
the “ime of the Captivity or not long be-
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fore it, at which time the Buok of Genesis
was written.

The discovery by George Smith of a
full poetical account of the Deluge, on
tablets in King Assurbanipal’s library at
Nineveh, was of immense interest ; but it
did not assure us of the age of the Deluge
story among the inhabitants of the Eu-
phrates Valley; for it was on tablets
written in Assurbanipal's reign, that is
scarce six hundred years hefore Chuist.
The original Babylonian tablets, from
which the Assyrian copies were made,
were much desired.

Now Pére Scheil has made the dis-
covery. Itisdated in the reign of Ammi-
zaduga, King of Babylon ; and we know
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that he reigned about 2140 B.c. That is,
we have here a precious bit of clay oy
which was written a poetical story of the
Deluge, seven centuries before Moses and
about the time of Tsaac or Jacob. That
is enough to make the discovery memu.
able.  We learn positively that the stovy
of the Deluge was familiar to the com-
mon people of Babylonia, and, therefore,
of all the East from Syria to Persia.
Pere Sheil says, this account is only a
copy ; and no one can say how many cen.
turies one must go back before rerching
the histovic fact which lies at the base of
this cycle of legends and the first narm.
tion made of it. The New York Inud.
pendent gives afac-simileof the inseription,

Seience Notes.
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SECTIONAL VIEW OF SUBMARINE WRECKING-BOAT.

Our illustration shows the construction
and operation of a submarine wrecking-
boat which has been designed to enable
the whole of the outfit, including divers’
quarters and the air-compressing plant,
tools, winches, cte., to be placed at the
bottom of the vcean in cluse proximity to
a wreck. A wrecking-hoat containing a
full staff’ of divers and all the necessary
machinery and tools for their work, which
is capable of pruceeding to the scene of
a wreck ““under its own steam ” and sink-
ing to a good working position alongside
the sunken ship, where operations can be
carried on uninterruptedly, would be a
valuable acquisition in salvage operations.

1t is claimed by the builders that the
boat would be capable of locomotion over
the floor of the vcean, and that this fea-
ture renders it particularly valuable in
the location of a sunken ship. For this
purpose it is provided with a pair of

wheels near the bow and a caster steering-
wheel at the stern.  We do not think
that this feature will be practicable except
under the ideal conditions of a smooth
and hard floor. On a rocky or uneven
bottom, or a bottom of extremely suft
mud, locomotion would be manifestly im-
possible.  On the other hand, it is hut
fair to mention that only a small propur-
tion of the dead weight of the boat will
rest upon the bottom, the water hallast
being so regulated that the buoyancy of
the boat will insure only a small weight
upon the wheels.

The hull of the boat, which is approxi-
mately cigar-shaped, is 36 feet long by 9
fect in diameter, and the submerged dis-
placement is 57 tons. It is strongly built
to resist water pressure at depths up to 150
feet. The hull is divided by transverse
diaphragms into four compartments—the
engine and living-room, the air-lock, the
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divers' room and the Jook-out compart-
ment.  The engine and living-roow is the
Jargest compartment and aceupics abouy
twa-thirds of the length,  The after part
of it s oceupied by a gasoline engine and
a dynamo whicl drive the same propeller
dimit. In cases where the bottowm is
nudged suitable for locomotion, it is pro-
wsed to lower the boat until the ribbed
wheels rest upon the hottom with sufii-
cient pressure for traction and propel it
by meaus of the forward motor, which is
down geaved to the axle of the forward
wheels.

The living-room furnishes acconnn.-
dation for six men. It is provided with
an air compressor and storage tanks, the
ltter placed, as shown in the diagram,
near the roof, which serve to renew the
air vitinted by the erew and also to sup-
ply the divers when they are at work out-
sile the vessel.  When the hoat is work-
ing at moderate depths, air is supplied
through two air-pipe masts, which also
serve to show the location of the hoat and
the divection in which it is travelling.
At greater depths the pipe masts are
cosed and air is drawn in through a sue-
tiom hose connected to a float on the sur-
face.  For the greatest depths the hose
e he. discarded  ltogether, and depend-
enee placed upu. che ajr storage tanks.
These ave of sufticient capacity to supply
the evew for a period of forty-eight hours,
There is an advantage of course in the use
of the pipes or hose in the fact that the
hoat may remain submerged for an in-
definite period of time,

The compartment forward of the living-
room is an air lock and is used for giving
admission to the divers’ room. This room
eontains a telephone, hose-reel, hoisting
engine and all the various tools wade use
of in wrecking operations. 1t is prac-
tically a divers’ workshop with everything
provided ready to hand—and instead of
his heing separated from his assistants he
win elose fouch with them all the time
he is at work.

The forward compartment is practically
the pilot house when the hoat is sub-
merged. A powerful search light sends
a heam of light straight ahead or to cither
side of the hoat,

Entrance is had to the hoat through a
trap door in the roof, which can be closed
down so as to render the hoat perfectly
dry, even if the surface should be hroken
with waves.  Water is let into tanks to
sink the hoat and blown out of them
when it is desired to rise.
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STRANGE STREAMS OF WHEAT,

The ¢ Dbelt conveyers” used to carry
wheat in sowe of the huge grain stores
in Brooklyn, are deseribed in the Seiend {fie
Americen.  They consist of belts, formed
of canvas and rubber, thirty inches broad,
and running over horizontal rollers. At
the point where a stream of wheat falls
upon one of these belts, the edges of the

BELT CONVEYUERS,

latter are turned up for a short distance
by a pair of rollers placed above the
general level. But the grain quickly ac-
quiries a momentum in a straight line,
which prevents it from falling off the
swiftly moving flat belt, and thus, in an
unbroken stream, it is carried from one
end of the great warehouse to the other.
When it is desired to discharge the wheat
from the belt into a hopper, a movable
frame called a ¢ tripper ” runs on a track
underneath the belt. The tripper carries
a voller on each side, one being placed
much above the level of the belt; the
Iatter rises in a curve, passing over the
upper roller and beneath the lower one,
and the sudden change of direction causes
the wheat to shoot from the belt into the
hopper.

Lord Kelvin holds that the internal
heat of the earth has nothing to do with
climates. The earth, he says, might he
of the temperature of white-hot iron two
thousand feet below the surface, or at the
freezing point fifty feet below, without
at all aflecting a climate.

A great photographic camera for taking
full-length life-size portraits has been
made and used with much success by a
Dublin fiym. The camera takes a plate
seven feet high and five feet wide.

Oil is supplied to lHght-houses on the

Denmark  coast to be pumped on the
waves during storms,
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THE CITY OF THE CALIPHS.*

ASCENDING THE GREAT PYRAMID.

From *“Cairo, the City of the Caliphs.”

Uairo is the largest city in Africa, and
one of the most interesting in the world.
It has a population of nearly half a
million, and nowhere else do the East
and West so strangely meet and mingle
as here.  No other city that I have seen
is so full of life and colour especially
colour.  The street scenes present an
inexhaustible fund of novelty and delight.
Cairo has been described as a Mosaic of

¥ ¢ The City of the Caliphs.” A Popular
Study of Cairo and its Environs, and the
Nile and its Antiquities. By Eustace A.
Reynolds-Ball, B.A., F.R.G.S. Ilustrated.
Pp. 335. Boston: Estes & Lauriat. To-
ronto: William Briggs.  Price, $3.00.

the most fantastic and bizarre description,
in which all nations, customs and epochs
are represented—all phases of Oriental
and Occidental life, of civilization and
barbarism, of paganism, Christianity and
Mohammedanism.  The busy trathc of
the Muski, the chief business thorough-
fare, presents an interminable ravelled
and twisted string of men, women and
animals, of walkers, riders and carriages
of every description.

The volume under review is one of the
most swmptuous and elegant devoted to
the subject. So dainty is its gold-and-
white binding that the publishers have
enclosed it in three separate cases, A
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~eore of illustrations of the things best
warth seeing in Egypt, of which we print
an exannple, embellish the volume.  The
title only in part reveals its scope.  Its
twenty-five chapters give an historic out-
line of the land of the Pharaohs, PPtole.
mivs, and the Caliphs; deseribe the
wmaking of Egypt, the story of the Suez
Canale the many aspeets of Cairene life,
the pyramids, the City of the Sacred
Pulls, the wonderful viver Nile, ¢ which
flows through old hushed Egypt and its
saands like some grave, mighty thought
threading a drean,” with its tombs, tew-
ples and forsaken cities.

The writer is a shrewd observer and
records vividly the results of his acute
pereeption.  This is one of the most
delightful voyages that anyoene canander-
ke, It i ahwost withont fatigue, the
air is pure and dry. and  the ruined
tambsand teraples ave within casy donkey-
ride from the shores.

The pyramids at a distance are rather
adisappointment.  *“lIs that all,” we
cmnot lelp saying as we catch glimpses
of them through the trees. But as we
ride on mile after mile and they scem to
come o pearer, their vastness gradually
impresses itself upon the mind. As we
leave the carviage and climb the lonyg
sandy slope which leads up ta its base.
the Great Pyranid looms tip larger and
larger, and erowds ont every other ohject
with ats stupendous size.
this pyramid, as s well known, are not a
smemth slope, the csing stones having
Leen removed for the building of old and
new Caire. They consist of a series of
wigantic steps about a yard or more high.
Th- most impressive thonght, however, is
that of the antiquity of these gigmtice
stractures. Napoleon thrilled the heavts
of his soldiers by the phrse, **From
yonder pyramids forty centuries look
down upon you.” More recent researches
ety their origin back at least @ thousand
vears further. They were already haary
with age when Abmabin made his Hrst
visit to Feypt.*

One s beset at onee by o swaom of
auitles whose swarthy  fuces  contrast
vividly in the bright sunlight with their
white turbans and white cotton gowns,

*This Pyramid of Cheopsis 482 feet high,
amlats hase 768 feet sypuare. IL contains
near ;490,000,000 cubic feet of masonry. It
weighs nearly 7,000,000 tons, and covers
abont thirteen acres. It is said 360,000 men
were employed twenty vears in its erection.
The summit is now about thirty feet lower
th when it was complete.  An oriental
wxth enthrones in the pyvunid a presiding
zodiless who alluves men to their vuin like

253

The Avabs can do nothing quictly. They
all shout at onee at the top of their voices,
and seem to quarrel mnong themselves for
the possession of our persons. < Me
Mark-n Twain,” says one, **me  your
man.”  But we make a bargain with the
Arab sheilk of the pyramids, who assigns
to cach of us three guides to talie us up to
the top.  With their help the ascent is
by no means difficult.  One takes hold
of cach hand, and another ** hoosts ™ one
up behind, as we climb from one gigantic
step to another.

Ever widerand wider grows the horvizon,
and after abont twenty minutes” elimb we
reach the top. This is a spaee thirty feet
square, with some big blucks of stone and
atagstaffvising in the middhbe, Arab hoys
are here with water in porons jars, and
theivehafferand chatterabont theirhather-

The sides of

SECTION OF THE PYRAMID OF CHEOPS,

1. B Ancient daor, 3 Shatt. 4. Sul
terranean { S Queenw's Clinber. i,
Hall. Rime's Clumber. s Hollows to Relieve
Weight, 9 Blind Gullery.

some anteekas ™ distraet one’s arten-
tion as one looks overthe limitless streteh
of yellow sand to the far Libyan hills, and
the tawny Nile sweeping  through the
narrow strip of fertile land on cither side,
and tries to think of its wonderful past.
At last we tumed to descend. My
special guide tied a givdle around my
waist, the ends of which two wen held
while I leaped from ledge to ledge. Near
the foot of the slope is an opening, which
Jouks like & mere mouse-hole in the nsss

the German Lorele, She ix thus come

memarated by Moore

« Iair Rhiodope, as the stovy tells,

The bright unearthiy nymph who duells

*Mid sunless gold and jewels hid,

The Tady of the Pyramid.”

There arve some thivty pyramisds in Fygypt,
but all of them ave of 2 smaller size than
that of Cheops, most of them mueh smaller,
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of masonry.  We entered and went down A lot of rubbish has been written about
asteep slope, worn smooth as glass by the  the astronomical, religious, and prophetic
feet of countless generations of explorers.  signiticance of the pyramids, about this
Each of us carried a candle and shid and sarcophagus in particular, as a measure of
stumbled along in the stiting atmosphere  capacity, and about the measurements of
e a passage of 3 ft. 4 inches in height,  the great gallery and orientation of the
and 3 ft. 11 inches wide, descending at — structure as having mystical meanings.
an angle of twenty-six degrees, where we  This ** religion of  the pyramids " has
had to stoop almost double. At length  heen thoroughly exploded by the most
we reached the great gallery. 155 feet  recent and carveful  scientific investiga-
long, 28 feet high, and 7 feet wide, built  tion.

of huge blocks of polished syenite, so British occupation of Egypt has heen
close-jointed that not a knife-edge can of incalculable benetit to this old land,
penetrate the cracks, and ascended to the  Neither Assyrian, Persian, Greek, Roman,
king's chamber, 34 feet long, 17 broad.  or Moslem conqueror has ever wielded so
and 19 feet high.  Before us lay the  beneficent a rule.  The elevation and
empty sarcophagus, 7 feet long. and over  betterment of the people are an ample
3 feet wide and high, which once held the  vindieation of that prolonged occupancy
munnnied form of the great Cheops, for  at which the rivals of Britain so carp and
whase glory this vast sepulehre was built.  gibe.

AN INTERPRETATION OF THE APOCALYPSE ¥
BY REV. 5. P. ROSE, D.D.

Whoever throws real light upon the  light of the teachings of the Old Testa-
Book of Revelation deserves to take high  ment, the doctrine of the King, and of
rank among the Chureh’s ereditors.  To  direct revelations made to St John
most readers of the Bible, this part of the  himself.
sacred vanon, with the exception of the In the letters to the seven churches of
opening and possibly the closing chapters,  Agia. Dr. Ames finds a portrait of the
is a sealed book. Tt is be feared, too, Kingdom as it was in apostolic times and
that not a few students of the Holy Serip- .4t is now. In the emblem and opening
tures have conceived a distaste for the  of the seals, he discovers the fundamental
wajor part of the Apocalypse, by reason of principles on which the Kingdom is based.,
the fanciful treatment it has received at  We have next unfolded the means by
the hands of "“‘“b’}'f its professed inte}'- which the Kingdom is advanced. in the
preters. A sane Interpretation of this  geerion l)cginnicnu with chapter viii. 2,°
book *lCC"l'tlil?gl)‘ (l‘v’“"v‘l:“e“ 4 warm wel- g closing with ghu])ter xi.  The dragon
come.  This is }\']l;lt. m our judgment, 0 wild beasts are emblems of the foes
Dr. Ames, has given us. which the Kingdom must meet and sub-

His point of view, if not absolutely  que in its marel toward victory. In the
novel, s certainly comparatively fresh. (g of the vials, and of the doom of
Rejecting  theories  of Interpretation Jabylon, we have the counterfeit of the
**which would make of 7 the Book of kingdom.  This is followed by an account,
Revelation  **an epitomne ) of history, in the twentieth chapter, of the “ pro-
cither as confined to particular epochs  agiive steps by which the ideal kingdom
or as a whole, and which presuppose li,s to be realized ;” while in the Ocnnf
its design to be the prediction of cluding chapters, an inspired portrait of
events, great or small, in the progress of ¢ 1400 Kingdom is presented to the
the world or the Church,” our ;u}thnr reader-
asserts his conviction that **a single It may he admitted that our author
theme™ and “a well-preserved unity oceasionally bends the facts to his theory,
characterize the Al"“(“{*]y]’seg Its theme 4500 of course open to debate whether
is the Kingdom of Christ as viewed inthe .0 interpretation is justified by his argu-

% The Revelation of St. John the Went.  Wethink that Dr. Ames.h‘a.\: made
Divine.” An Interpretation. By A. H. out a good case, and commend his volume
Ames, M.D., I.D. New York: Faton & to our readers. .

Mains. Torouto: William Briggs. Mont- (xl'eatel'acc}ll'ztcyxlxpl'u«ij'eﬂ(llﬂgshnu]tl
real: . W. Coates. Halifax: N, F.  be observed in future editions.

Huestis.  Pp. 280.  Price, 90 cents.



LEGENDSs OF

The Rhine is the most interesting viver
i Burope. It las not the length or
volume of the Danube ar the Volga, nar
the historie associations of the Armo or
the Tiber. Yet more than any other river

R

e
e §

i the world it is haunted with stovies
aml taditions,” Every ey and eliff and
wmined tower s rvich in legendary love,
These wrim, banven strongholds have
o ads of the Rbine,” By Ho AL
Gaether, New Yark @ Al S Bares & Co,
Fovomtens Williun Briges,  Price, 8150,

THE RHINE*

heen the seene of many a stern contliet.
The Rhinefels alone  was hesieged  for
fifteen momths by twenty-four thousaul
men.  Other ruined strongholds we pass
whaose vacant windows stare like the eye.

LBRIDGE OF BONIS,

COLOGNE,

less sockets of a0 skulls where onee wild
ritters Kept their wild revels:

And nany o tover, for some faiv isehief
wan,

Saw the discoloured Rhine beneath its eain
run.
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There was a day when they were youny and
proud,

Banners on high and battles passed helow ;

But those who fought are in a bloody shroud,

And those which waved are shredless dust
ere now,

And the bleak
future bhlow.

hattlements shall bear no

The name. Hungry Wolf, of one of
these robber castles is signiticant of its
ancient rapacity. The Lurlie Rock re-
calls the lovely siren of German song
and story, wha, singing her fateful song
and combing her golden  hair.  lured
nrriners to their rin in the rapids at
her feet.  Heine's song on this subject is
one of the most popular :

Nie hammt es mit goldenem kame,
Und singt ein lied dabei 3

Das hat eine wundersame,
Gewaltige melodei.

With a golden comb she combs it

And sings so plaintively s

O potent and strange are the aceents

Of that wild melady.

According to a legend, the Nichelungen
treasure is buried beneath the Lurlenbery,
if the gnomes, offended at the railway tun-
nel through their ancient domain, have
not carried it off. The fair daughtersof the
Schonburg, for their stony-heartedness,

SOUL
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were changed, says another legend. inta
the group of rocks named the Seven
Virgins.,

Nor arve they without their tales o
love and pathos.  The tear-compelling
story of Count Roland and Hildequnle
touches the hearts of the wost unronin
as they suail beneath the erambling el
of Rolandshogeh, from which the sorow
stricken knight watched the funerad po.
cession of the peerless Hildegunde, who
liad become a nun in the ivied kloster of
Nonnenwerth.

About a hundred traditions and legends
of the Rhine, the Moselle, the Main, ‘L
Neckar are told in Mr. Guerber's fi.
cinating volume.  Like the walltlowers
and ivy that adorn and festoon the wrim
old eastles of the Rhine are these owasof
song and story which soften the stern tale
of war and blood.  They bring with them
the breath of long-past summers and
make us feel the pulsings of life bencath
the cerements of the grave and give us
proof that **in all ages every hunum
heart is human.™

The book s illustrated with forty o
wuravings, one of which we give the
impressive view  of Cologne,  with s
hridge of boats, the great Chureh of St
Marting and beyond it the mighty Minster,
with its legends of the Three Kings, and
the Church of St. Ursula, with its stony
of the Eleven Thousand Virgins,

LONGINGG,

BY WILLLAM STRONG,

From out the vast treasure-store of knowledye
Give me one gem-thought, glittering and bright—
Not a dark, mystic, nebulistic theory
But burning fact, to chase the dreary night.

Those distant lamps, hung out through all the ages
As lights for those who cross the hillowy sea,
Anongst them all there surely must be one
To cast a gleam on life’s dark path for me.

To-day, when time and space no longer hinder
Communion with the one-time distant strand,

May I not grope throngh the uncertainties
And feel the touch of the all-powerful handy

As earth with all that’s earthy, groweth older,
And sensueus pleasures lack the power to allure,
Give me a better holid on the abiding,
Make the cternal certainties more sure.

As care and sorrow ceut their furrows deeper
In me, and in the faces that 1 love,

Give ug a steadier, surver, hrighter vision
Of the perennial youth enjoyed above,

Hamilton, Ont.
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ANNALS

TELL'S CHAPEL,

It is cwrious that no concise English
acemnt of the romantic and  interesting
history of Switzerland has heen published
iill Mis. Colton supplied the need.  The
asrowth of the Helvetian Republie, its
centlict with the,great military powers hy
which it is surrounded, its heroie strugule
for civil and religions liberty, its noble
record s the refuge for the oppressed
from every elime. especially as furnishing
an asylum for the Protestant refugecs
from England and Scotland when they
could find one nowhere else, give a fas-
cnation to the ammls of the Swiss,

Although Voltaire amd other jconoclasts
of history, pronounce as legendary the
<oy of Williun Tell, yet our author
zives good reason for maintaining  its
vermeity.  As carly as 1308 a4 wmemorial

“Annals of Switzerlind,™ By Julia M.

OF SWITZERLAND.*

LAKE LUCERNE,

chapel was erected am Tell's Platte and
ever since on that spot religious serviee
has heen celebrated.  The story of the
apple. which oceurs in other legends, is
not aneeessary part of the history of Tell,

A few years ago the present writer
made 3t pilgrimage along the Axenstrasse
toTell's Chapel.” With quickened pulse of
expectation, we descended the cliff to the
site of the far-famed chapell so familine
in pictures. But what was owr disap-
pointiment to tind not one stone left on
another ! That great modern destrayer
of the vonuantie. a wmilway, was being
constracted along the lake margin, and
the time-hononred chapel, said ta e six
hundred years old, had been removed. A
worknian showed me the plans of s brand-
new one which was to be erected near the
spot 3 which T felt to he ahmost asacrilege.
The book is illustrated with twenty-seven

Coton. New York: A. S, Barnes & Co.  engravings, of which we  present sm
Tawonto: Willimn Brigys.  Price, 81,25, example.
BOOKS.

Leaving us heirs to amplest heritages
Of all the hest thought of the greatest sages,
And giving tongues unto the silent dead !

- Longti e
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THE STEAM-SLED LINE

STEAM SNOW-SLEDS,

A company has been organized in Chi-
cago to operiate a steam snow-sled line
between St. Michael’s and Dawson City,
Alaska, a distance of 1,880 miles. 1t is
proposed to carry both passengers and
freight, and the first locomotive is now
under constraction in Chieago. It is
clajmed that a train can he propelled
across the snow and ice carrying 100,000
pounds of merchandise, or 250 passengers.

The fuel used in the locomotive and
for heating purposes will be wood, which
grows in abundance all through that
country. The steering gear is @ chain
attached to the forward sleds of the loco-
motive, and running over a wheel in the
pilot-room, and is opurated by the pilot,
the same as on asteanter. The weight of
the locomotive rests on the sleigh-run-
ners, independent of the drivers, The
drive-wheels ave each onan independent
axle, ave driven by separate engines, and
play in a sprocket, which will allow them
to dvop info low places or rise over small
obstructions without disturbing the equi-
librium of the locomotive.

To most veaders the prospect looks like
an impossible one.  The prejectors admit
that they ave to face many serious obsta-
cles, but seem confident of success. I
the plan should prove to be feasible, a
great problem in transportation would be
solved. - EI)H'II)"’I Hi rald.

OF THE YUKON RIVER.

No Backbows.

Sir Michael Hicks-Beach is said to he
an irascible old gentleman who sometines
siys more than he means.  Perhaps that
was the case when he bharted out the ugly
word of war against Russia, France, ad
Germany in the event of certain contingen
cies affecting England’s trade in the Fa
East.  The belligerent threat was e
echoed in all the music halls by the wne
thinking rabble, who little know wha
war means. The calmer atternnee of
Loxd Salishury in the House of Loads
took sumewhat the edge oft’ this truculem
threat.  While standing fivmly by Buc
ain's treaty rights, which he decluced wae
heing thoroughly safegusrded, the nobl
marquis read a lesson to the jingos whe
wisit to settle England's foreign policy by
means of mausic Lall ditties.  Consdous
strength and conscious right never hlusta.
Britons do not need to imitate the govemn
ment by mob that has plunged Fran
into more than one dreadful war, and lus
wrecked so many ministries.

We heard it said that Britain had
backed down from her demand that

‘alien Wan shall be a free port. Ll
Salisbury. in the House of Londs ~id.
“T have received spontaneous assuranes
from the Russian Government that .y
port they opened in China will be opan te
free commerce. The Germau Govon
ment  went  further, and were wmore
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flattering to us, for the German ambas-
sudor told me they had concluded that
our manner of dealing with such things
was hetter thae theivs, and that in this
instance, at any wate, they intended to
fmitate our methods,”

One of the leading English journals
prints the accompanying amusing illus-
tration of the attitude of the powers in
the Bast.  Poor China seems completely
demoralized by the Kaiser’s capture of
Kino-Chau, which, it seems, is also the
word for dog. In the lower part of the
picture the British and German ships ave
shown on a rather tumbling sea, with a
British admiral at the masthead taking
observations.

CaNaba AND THE Empine.

Turning his attention to Canada, Siv
Michael Hicks-Beach read us @ somewhat
peremptory lecture on our duty to the
Empire. His lecture, we think, was un.
weeded.  Canada stood  tirmly for the
Empire in quarrels not her own making
i the wars of 1776-83, of 1812-15, and in
the rehellion of 1837, and the Fenian
rud of 1866, She has distinguished sous
inevery hranch of the naval and military
service, and in time of need will not be
found wanting in devotion to the mother
hd, Owr great railway from sea to sea
will prove a vast milituy advantage were
the Suez canal blocked, as it might be by
ahundred pounds of dynamite, in time of
war.

Canada’s generous offer of preferential
duty to Great Britain against all the
wrld, by strengthening the ties of com-
merce and increasing the food supply of
the Empirve will be a vast advantage in
defence of both countries. [t has heen
suggested that Canada, like Cape Colony,
etribute a ship to thevoyal navy. More
vliable would it be to contribute a few
hundreds of havdy Nova Scotian fishermen
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to the under-manned vessels of the royal
navy.

More practical and more profitable to
ourselves and to the mother land would
be a generous Canadian contribution to
the Pacific cable schéme, adding another
cleetric nerve to those by which the
world-wide Empire is connected.

Grear Brrraiy N rug East,

The generous stand of Great Britain in
the interests of the commerce of the
world has called forth hearty expressions
of American sympathy. The Western
Christiun Advocate suys: *“Really, the
immense resources of the mother country
seemr to be fhmmensely taxed ; Afriea,
Tndia, China, tremendous interests every-
where imperilled. A less colossal Power
would despair.  But old England ealnly
faces the threatening forces which dis-
pute her progress, and not for one mo-
ment «questions her ability to take them
jointly or severally, as they eleet. She
prefers peace, but will fight for it if she
must.”

“The attitude of Great Britain,” says
the New YorkJowrnal of Commerce, *‘must
win the sanction of the world’s public
opinion, for its equity, its protest against
the abuse of military ascendeney, its fair-
ness toward the minor commereial nations,
its protection tu China against forcible
invasion, and its tuadeney to contine the
coming progress of Lastern commerce
within pacific regulation. The wmoral
force of this warning is worth more than
an army for staying the aggressive schemes
of Russia and Germany.”

“The British Minister,” says the New
York Nation, **is a splendid eontrast to
the two ‘war lords’ who ave waudering
round the earth secking ports to close,
markets to monopolize, and commeree for
themselves only. 1t is a lucky thing for
civilization that England has enough *sea
power’ to make her declarations good.”

«Of all the European powers,” says
the New York Z'vibine, ““Great Britain
is the one that stands for equal rights in
international dealings.  Wherever the
British flag is raised there is freedom.
When Great Britain secures the opening
of another Chinese port or the free navi-
gation of at river it is not for herself alone,
but for all conters on equal terms,”

Brrrais's Sea CaBLES.

In connection with the arvticle in this
number on the Atlantic cable, it is in-
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teresting to note that of the 162,000 miles
of submarine eable in the world, 120,000
are owned by Great Britain, 15,000 by
other European nationalities, and 22,000
by Ameriean companies.

It is curious, tou, that the laying of the
Atlantic cable rendered useless a scheme
on foot at the time for constructing an
overland cable through Canada, Alaska and
Siberia.  Scores of vessels were engaged
in carrying supplies up the Stikeen and
Yukon, and tons of wire and insulators
were abandoned in the woods.  The In-
dians found the wire quite a treasure-
-trove for making fish hooks and the like.
The same route is now being  largely
adopted for the telegraph to the Klondike.

Tue Karser 1Ny PaLEsTINE.

The report is being civeulated, says the
New York Christiun Adrocate, that the
Sultan of Turkey is determined to send
15,000 soldiers to Palestine in honour of
the Emperor William’s visit there. If
this be true, it continues with genial
sitive, it seems to he in the nature of
compensation for conspicuous services
rendered to the Sultan by the Emperor
William, ‘*most serene emperor, most
powerful king and lord,” “*our most
serene, mighty, beloved emperor, king
and master forever and ever,” in his
recent unpleasantness with Greece and
‘‘the powers.”

The Turk is at his old trick in Thessaly,
destroying villages, making desolation,
and calling it peace. He has been carry-
ing off, too, spoils of classic antiquity for
his barbariec museum at Constantinople.

Hysrerican Ponrries.

Our French friends are surely getting
hysterieal over the Dreyfus question.
Count Esterhazy proclaimsthat: **If Drey-
fus were ever to set his foot in France
again, there would be one hundred thou-
sand corpses of Jews on the soil, if Zola
is acyuitted there will be a revolution in
Paris, and the people will put me at their
head in.a massacre of the Jews.”

The crowd who cheered such insane
sentiments are surely losing their sanity.
Yet the massacres of St. Bartholomew,
the Revolution, the Coup d'Etad, and the
Conmune, show to what lengths this
excitable people may go.

Tue Maixe Traceny.

The hearty sympathy of all civilized
nations will he extended to the United
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States in view of the tragical dispster to
the battleship *Maine.” There scoms
no doubt that its destruction was the ve
sult of an accidental explosion; it would
be unjust to suspect anything else wauh.
out positive proof.  An iren ship in a
southern harbour, subject to direct sun-
light, becomes intenscly hot between
decks.  When to this is added the antiti-
cial heat of even banked fires, the explo-
sive point of coal gas can readily be
reached. This tragedy is only a faint
foreshadowing of what will probably re.
sult in the naval battle, when half a seore
of ironclads might go to the hottow in
lialf an hour,

To tHE KLONDIRE.

The golden loadstone is attracting from
the ends of the earth thousands of adven
turers to the Arctic Eldorado of Canada,
1t will need a firm hand to maintain order
among the thousands of gold seckers,
some of them of a lawless and turbulent
character. The efforts of the Canadinn
Government to gain ready aceess to the
country hy a wholly Canadian route,
and to preserve the Pax Britannici minong
Outlanders of every race, will doubtless
maintain the supremacy of British law
that prevails beneath the Union Jack in
every land where it floats.  Not too som
will the missionaries of our own and other
churches be on hand to give the ministm-
tions of religion to the mining cumps
which will so greatly need them.

We apprehend much suffering, many
disappointments, and not a few heat
breaking tragedies.  Mr. Ogilvie estimates
that of the 100,000 persons who may g
85,000 will be disappointed. His esti-
mate of the gold product in ten yeursis
£100,000,000. That divided among twe
hundred thousand people would he five
hundred dollars each, and it would et
them more than that to get it.  Weare
afraid the reaction of this hoom will le
disastrous to Canada.  While it lasts it
may create a feverish excitement, bot
the bitter disappointment of thousmds
will make them curse the country whose
stapleindustries of agricultureand forestry
they rejected for the gold mining lottery
with its few splendid prizes and it< many
total blanks.

If our American friends will he «w
wmeighbourly, in  violation of  treaty
vights, as to forbid transhipment of
Canadian freight at Port Wrangel —a
very appropriate name for such unneigh-
hourly treatment—some inferim artange
ment will have to be made for the
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present, and a strictly all-Canadian route
extended to Fort Simpson.  Certainly
some wodis vivendi can be found.

-

Pur GreEAT STRIKE ENDED.

After many months of industrial w:
for such it was—hetween the British
engineers and their emplayees, the great
strike is over.  The loss of wages dur-
ing these months of enforced idleness
amounted to many millions, and the loss
to the country from contracts going clse-
where amounted to vastly more.  Worst
of all was the alienation and bitterness
hetween employers and employed, and
the pinching poverty and penury of help-
less women and children.  Surely some
hoard of coneiliation or arbitration might
he devised for the prevention of such
evils. Not the commercial rivalry of
Belgivm or Germany is to be feared so
wmuch as the suicidal folly of such waste-
ful intestine war.

Vietoria UNIVERSITY.

We have seldom read & more masterly
refutation than that by Chancellor Bur-
wash of "the attacks on Vietoria Univer-
sity.  He shows that, so far from being
wpposed to Toronto University, it is the
wnly university in the country which has
federated with the provineial institution;
that as & theological school Victoria has
w representation in the University
Sepate as Knox, Wyeliffe, and  St.
Michacl's have ; that there is absolutely
w sueh political unity in Methodism as
obtains in other churches—that there is
ne Methodist vote in the interest of any
sovermnent.  Victoria has been accused
of being sectarian and anti-scientific. The
Chaneellor shows that this is absolutely
untrue.  Both in the composition of her
faenlty and of her student clientéle, and
 the spirit of hexr teaching she is broad
and catholic and liberal. Instead of
being anti-scientific, she established the
st chair of science in Ontario; she
erected the first building devoted exclu-
sively to the teaching of science ;s and
many of her students now occupy foremost
Maces in the teaching of science; and
e are more hroadly in sympathy with
the spirit and wethods of true science.
This discussion cannot fail to show how
teasonable ave the claims of Vietoria for
atrue federation, and for a federal repre-
sentation in the Senate of the Provineial
University.,

A MiLLiox ror MissioNs axp Epvearios.

The suggestion of Mr. R. W, Perks,
M. P., that the three million British Wes-
leyans should contribute the sum of one
million pounds for connexional purposes
as o memorial of the close of the century
was received enthusiastically in Great
Britain.  The Rev. George Bond, editor
of the Wesleyan, asks if the Methodisim
of thc Dominion **cannot raise & million
dollars to begin the new century with
more adequate facilities for our church to
do the great work to which it is providen-
tially called in our growing Canada, and
far beyond it/ What a magnificent thing
it would be.  What an impetus it would
give to all our interests.  Is it too much
to suggest, too much to hope for? As-
suredly not.  We have considerably over
a quarter of a million of members in the
Dominion. Counting three adherents to
one member we have at least eight hun-
dred thousand persons within our denom-
ination.  An average of little over a
dollar for everyone hearing the Methodist
name would give us the sum suggested.
Let us raise it.”

Editor Bond suggests Missions and
Higher Education as the great objects to
be thus aided.

Dearit or Miss WILLARD.

As we go to press comes, what will
bring to millions the sense of personal
loss, the tidings of the death of Miss
Frances E. Willard. One of the most
touching evidences of the universal love
in which she was held is the fact that
during her short illness telegrams and
cablegrams of tender inguiry poured in
from all parts of the world.  This noble-
hearted woman, undowered with fortune,
untitled m rank, was one of the best be-
loved in the wide world.  Such universal
love is the reward of her unselfish and
unstinted devotion to a noble ideal.  Our
common Methadisin may be proud of such
a noble example of womanhood.

QUEEN rersns KAISER.

We observe that the other day Her
Majesty the Queen, the ruler of the
greatest empire in the world, was fined
tive shillings by & London magistrate for
violation of the law, in_ permitting one of
lier dogs to go unmuzzled on the street,
to the danger of hev lieges. The fine
was paid, and the majesty of the law was
vindicated.
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Contrast with this the petty persecu-
tion of his subjects by Kaiser Willinm,
We quote from Zion's Herald, asfollows:
** The august majesty of Kaiser Wilhelm
11, suffered in dignity during the first
five years of his reign (from 1889 to 1895)
by reason of gibes and criticisms on the
part of his subjects, 4,965 times; at
least, that number of persons were duly
tried, convicted, and sentenced for that
*crime’ in the period named. To expiate
their offence a total imprisonment of
1,239 years was endured, reckoning the
offenders of the first four years omly.
Some of these were children under fifteen
years of age. Just at present some
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seventy German editors are behind the
bars for the snme offence.”

Does the Kaiser think that he is wain
taining his dignity by sending woiy,
and children to prison? It reminds u.
very much of the Emperor Caligula, vl
made his horse his consular colleasue,
and required \imperial honour to be yen
dered the quadruped.  When the Kujser
mikes  himself the laughing-stock of
Europe by inhaling with such zest the
Byzantine adulation of his sycophante
and flatterers, it is hard for an wlita
with any sense of humour to avoid in-
dulging in a gibe and jeer.

Book Notiees.

The Service of God.  Sermons, Essays,
and Addresses. By SaMUEL A, BARNETT.
London: Longmans, Green & Co, To.
ronto : The Copp, Clark Co., Limited.
Pp. 346, Price, $2.00.

The theme of this hook is, *The ser-
vice of God is the sexvice of men.” The
writer has had twenty-five years ex-
perience of his fellow-men in East
London. His conelusion is that good-
will among men depends upon the know-
ledge of God, that, to use the formula of
r‘obert Hall, the ““Soul of all improve-
ment is the improvement of the soul.”
The volume is one of high philosophy
inspired by broad human sympathy and
guided by Christian principles.  The
literary form of these chapters is ad-
mirable.  Some are reprinted from the
Contemporary or Nineteenth Century
Reviews, others ave sermons preached
before the University at Oxford, and
others are practical talks springing out of
Toynbee Hall experience.  One of the

. finest developments of modern Christian
altruism is the residence among the poor
of men of Christian culture in such insti-
tutions as Toynbee Hall and University
settlements.  Two thoughtful papers ave
upon Britain’s relation to the Indian and
remoter Eastern problems.

British  Colimbie «and  the Canadiun
Ywkon. By R. E. Gosxent, Libravian

of Legislative Assembly and Secretary
of Bureau of Statistics, Victoria, B.C.

Octavo.  Pp. 500. Toronto: William
Brigas.  Price, cloth, $2.50; paper,
$2.95.

The Yukon and the Klondike are per-

haps at present the two best Known
words thronghout the civilized world.
Our cousins of British Columbia have
risen to the oceasion and have published
the most comprehensive and ambitious
colonial year-hook ever issued, we belicve,
in the British Empire. The hand-hook
of the Dominion, issued by the Otawa
Government, is a modest pamphlet com.
pared with it, This volume has 100
pages of historical review, a full account
of the physical charvacteristies, forest
wealth, fisheries, agriculture, mines amd
mining, including the Caribuo, Lillooet,
and Kootenay regions, trade and tinance,
the Indian tribes, and last, but certainly
not least, an account of the Yukon and
Klondike regions. The book has eighty
pages of well-printed illustrations
Luge folding maps of the country, in
cluding the first authentic wap of the
Canadian Yukon.  This year-hook is a
splendid evidence of the enterprise of the
Pucitic Province.  Only five thonsand are
published. and most of these are already
absorbed,

What Gunpowder Plot Was. By S
RawsoNx GarpiNgr, D.C.L.. LL.D.
London : Longmans, Green & Co
Toronto : The Copp, Clark Company.

In these days of destructive criticism
certain . Roman Catholic  writers deny
that there was any Gunpowder Pl
at all.  How plausible such negative
criticisin may be is shown in Archbishop
Whateley's famous historic doubts as t
the existence of Napoleon Bonapate
Dr. Gardiner’s book is an exhaustive



Boolk Notices.

treatnent of the whole subject with
citations from original documents, with
pictures, maps and sections of the famous
vaults, and of the house occupied by the
conspivators.  The book is a revelation
of the religious and politieal rancour of
the times. [t is a quaint illustration of
the persistence of customs in Great
Britain that after nearly three hundred
yeus the well-.guarded vaults are regu-
larly inspected with lighted lanterns, and
a courier promptly despatched to the
Queen to inform her that no gunpowder
has been discovered.

Children's Ways.  Being Scleetions from
the Author's Studies of Childhood,
with some  Additional Matter. By
Javes Svnny, MoAL LD, London:
Longmans, Green & Co.  Torento:
The Copp, Clak Co. Limited.

The psychology of childhood has ve-
ceived mueh attention in recent times.
Our own Professor Tracy, of Toronto
University, has made it a special study.
So have other great educationists.  Itnot
anly throws light on the New Psychology,
but also on the study of child develop-
ment and the art of teaching., Dr. Sully’s
is a most entertaining and instructive
hook. He describes the child at play and
at work, its realm of fancy and storyland,
and the mysteries of Dolldom, the impor-
tng work of learning a language, building
sentenees, and acquiring thoughts of the
watural world, of self, and other mystervies
of the supernatural and unseen, of Guad
and of religion ; the battle with fears, the
stuggle of good and and evil in the
young soud, and the grappling with the
mfinite problems of life. A number of
amusing storvies are told, and over a score
of child drawings are given illustrating
the development of the art feeling. Some
of these suggest the early Assyrian or
Eyyptian pictures. No one has better
interpreted the thinking of childhood than
fobert Louis Stephenson and  Eugene
Field in their children’s poems.

St Teresw.  An Appreciation. By
ALExanper Wavre, D.D.  Edinbwrgh:
Oliphant, Anderson & Fewrier.  To-
ronto : William Briggs.

It seems blessedly characteristic of our
times that the essential spirit of the Gos-
pel, which is the spirit of love, is making
it possible for Christians of widely sepa-
mted communions to understand and
esteem cach other. A man does not cease
tobe an evangelical Protestant when he
leas to adimire the saintly lives of many
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of the prominent characters, men and
women, of Roman Catholicism. Dn
Whyte is a good Presbyterian, and yet, in
this daintiest of little volumes, publishes
an enthusiastic ** Appreciation” of a
Spanish nun.

Teresa was a lady of high social posi-
tion, of singular intellectual puwer, of
greas literary skill, of the noblest devo-
tion to Goud, and of the richest experience
of communion with God. She lived from
1515 to 1582, and formed one of the re-
warkable galaxy of men and women who
did much to reform the Roman Church
from within and so save it from Protes-
tant assault from without.

Having herself found « “‘rveligious
house” to be no better than ** a short cut
to hell,” as she describes the convent life
of her time, she set herself the enormous
task of correcting abuses in the monastic
establishments of Spain, and by her quite
extraordinary influence largely succeeded
in her undertaking.

Dr. Whyte tells the story of her career
in a fascinating manmner, though very
briefly, and then adds extracts from the
writings of Teresa. From this little book
we may learn valuable lessons *‘in self-
knowledge and in self-denial, in humility
and in meekness, and especially in un-
ceasing prayer for ourselves and others.”

F. H. W,

Pierve and His Pl'l)pll'. Tales of the Far
North. By Grusert Parker. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company, Linited.
Price, $1.25.

In this book Mr. Parker says he has
tried to feel his way toward the heart of
that strange adventurous life of the great
North-West, half civilized, half savage,
which is being rapidly swept away by the
progress of the railways and the Klondike
hoom. Pierre is a typical example of the
blended French and Indian races. A vivid
description is given of his faults and vir-
tues, and of the life of trapper, trader,
clerk, and factor in the great Hudson's
Bay vegion, @ vegion as vast as the whole
of the United States.  Our brave Mounted
Palice figure prominently in these tales
of adventure.  This is the second volume
of the Canadian copyright edition of
Gilbert Parker's Canadian tales.

The Wearsaf the Huguenots. By WiLLiav
Haxna, D.D. New Yok: E. B.
Treat & Co. Torento : William Brigys.
Pp. 344.
1t was one of our literary ambitions to

write the history ¢ the Church in the
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Desert—the heroie story of the Hugue.
fiots 3 but more pressing duties have pre-
vented the fulfiluent of that purpose.
Prof. Baird, by his four kuge volumes,
has rendered it unnecessary, but that
hook is too exhaustive both for the time
and patience of the reader as well as the
s thject.  For a compendious account Dr.
Hanna's  **Was of the Huguenots”
leaves nothing to be desived. 1t is
coneise, yet, for most readers, suthiciently
full, is clear in statement, and vivid in
narration.

Thro’ Lattice Windows., By W. J. Daw-
soN.  London: Hodder & Stoughton.
Toronto : William Briggs. Price, $2.10.
The writer of these sketches is a well-

known minister of the Congregational

Church, who spent some of the carlier

years of his life in the Wesleyan Confer-

cnce.  He draws upon his ministerial
experiences to  give vivid ‘pictures of
village life in an English midland county.

There is a touch of genius in some of his

sketches, but some of them are rather

sombre in character, representing the
pessimistic feeling of this fin-de-siécle age.

The robust piety and missionary enthus-

fasm of Solomon Gill is in a morve cheery

strain.

Beelside Lights. By JOHN ACKWORTH.
London : Charles H. Kelly. Toronto:
William Briggs.

The series of ¢ Ciog Shop Chronicles ™
by this author has been an extraordinay
sticeess in Great Britain.  This continua-
tion of sketches of Methodist life in Lan-
cashire will be read with no less interest.
They are tales of life among the lowly,
the ** shortand simple:annals of the poor,”
with their pathos and their tragedy, their
humonr and their tears. They show the
power of Methodism in transforming rude
lives and brightening and improving durk
scenes,

The Story of My. Gladstone’s Life. By
Justiy' McCarthay. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company, Limited ; and
Mecthodist Book Rooms, Toronto, Mont-
real and Halifax.  Price, $2.50.

This 'sumptuously printed and splen-
didly illustrated volume is @ noble tribute,
by one who knew him well, to the fore-
most British statesman of his time—the
*Grand Old Man,” not of England
merely, but of the English-speaking
world. Now that his life-work is well-
nigh done—and & *“ good day's darg ™ it
has been—Ilittle can he added to this
smnmmary.  The numerous portiits of

Methodist Mayazine and Review.

persuns and pictures of places intiwarely
related to the life of this great man ven
much enhance the value of the volum.,

Brief Outlines of Christian Doctrine,  De.
signed for Senior Epworth Leagues and
all Bible Students. By the Ry, [
H. Dewart, D.D. Methadist Ll
Rooms, Toronto, Montreal, and 1ali.
fax. Price, 30 cents.

This little book is a marvel of con.
presston. It is a whole system «f
Christian doctrine in sixty-seven pues.
These terse, strong, clear statements
were contributed by request to the Ney
York Christicae Advocate, the chief oreay
of American Methodism. We heatily
commend them for use by our youns
1 »guers and Bible students in o
Sunday-schools,

Mertin Luther. By Gustav Frevra.,

Translated by Hemy E. O, Heine
naum.  Chicago; The Open  Coun
Publishing Company. Toronto : Wil

liam Briggs. Cloth, $1.00.

We have had a great many lives of
Luther by English writers, but no one
cin so well sympathize with his point of
view as his own countrymen.  Luther is
the most heroie figure in the sixteentl
century.  This concise sketch of his life
gives a fresh and vigorous presentation of
the monk that shook the world.

Racing and Chasing. By Awrnen E
T. Warsox.  Tlustiated.  London:
Longmans, Green & Co.  Torante.
The Copp, Clark Co., Limited.

The Full of the Sparrew. By M. C
BarrovkR.  Loudon: Methuen & Cu
Torento: The  Copp,  Cluok  Co

Linited.

We heg to call especial attention to the
valuable article on the **Schaol of the
Twentieth Century ” in this number, by
James L. Hughes, Esq., Inspector of
‘Public Schools for the City of Tornte.
Mur. Hughes is acknowledged to he one uf
the best authorities on the phitosaphy of
education on this continent. He is in
much request at the great podagogicl
gvtherings.  This paper has been read
and discussed at the fifteenth aumiversay
of the opening of the Normal School at
Toronto and at the wmeeting of the
National Educational Association at Mil
wiukee. It makesone regret that he was
not horn in the twentieth centwy t
shave the henefit of such sound philesophy
and wise training.




Religioas and Missionary Intelligenee.

BY THE REV. E. BARRASS, D.D.

WEsLEYAN METHODINT,

The Conference of 1897 drew attention
to the fact that fifteen or twenty addi-
tional missionaries were needed at once,
Lut could not be sent for lack of funds.
Sinee then, about ten friends have con-
tributed 817,130 for this special purpose.
Six additional men have been sent out
and it is hoped that more will soon follow,

In 1861, when there were 13 circuits
and 43 ministers in London, the Chapel
Building Fund wis established.  Now
there are 64 circuits and missions, 200
churches, 139 ministers, about 800 local
preachers, and 67,234 Sunday-schoul
scholurs.  The churches that have been
huilt cost $3,500,000).

In South London a building is about to
be erccted at a cost of $125,000 for city
wission purposes, similar to the Central
Hall Mission, in West London.

A uratifying occurrence has taken place
at Ripon, which is a tine exemplification
of Chureh unity. A united prayer-meet-
ing was held in the town hall for 2 week.
All denominations took part. 'The Dean
presided in his turn with the ministers of
other denominations.  The object was to
promate Christian unity among all the
Churches.

The publishers of the Methodist Times
have given 81,500 to the Treasurer of the
Ministers’ Widows” and Orphans’ Fund.

MetHovist Eriscoral CHURCH.

The Methodist Episcopal Church fust
began mission work in Africa in 1833, in
Suth America in 1836, in China In 1847,
and in India in 1836. At the present
time the church members in full standing
in various countriex are as follows: In
Afric, 4,402 ; China, 9,334; India,
28,0405 South America, 2,084; Japan,
33695 Mexico, 1.920; Italy, 1,356;
Malaysin, Bulgaria and Kovex, 688. The
Church has also missions in Gerwany,
Switzerland, Sweden. Norway, Demwark,
Finland and St. Petersburg, which nuw-
her 37,364 members, thus giving « total
wembership in all the mission fields of
}gg’.\lctluxlist Episcopal Church of 87,-

Evay Sunday the ministers and mis-

siomaries of the Methodist Episcopal
Church preach the gospel in the United
States alone in sixteen different languages.
Bishop Fowler says it costs the United
states $120 a year to take cve of an un-
Christian Indian in Dakota, and but 87
to care for a Christian Indian.  Again,
missions have not taken out of the world's
pocket-book five per cent. of the money
they have put into that pocket-hook.

Metnonist Eptscoran, (CHURCH, SoUTH.

The general Minutes of the Church,
South, just out, shows a membership of
1,462,423, an increase of 37,272 over the
previous year. There are 47 Conferences,
with an average membership of 51,115,
The total amount paid for missions is
£349,426.05, being nemly 24 cents per
capita.  If we add the woman’s contri-
butions of $74,403.16, we will have
£423,829.21, which is nearly 29 cents per
capita.

The meeting of the Joint Conumission
on Federvation was held at Washington,
D.C., according to appointment and was
a meeting of great harmony.  The repmt
subwitted by the Southern members of
the Commission was adopted. It is
reconunended that o commmon catechism,
hymn book, and order of public worship
be prepared for bhoth Churches.  That a
united book establishment and printing
house be established in China and Japan.
That an agreement he entered into not to
establish rival churches, where one or
other of the churches is already in pos.
session of the place.  That both Churches
shall be united in their efforts to establish
a Protestant University in Washington.

Tur MerHomsT CHURCH.

Arrangenients are heing made to send
two missionaries immediately to the Klon.
dike gold fields, one of whom is to be »
medical wissionary. It is proposed that
two athers shall follow in the fall of 1898
or the spring of 1899,  As the expense
of this mission will necessavily be very
heavy, an appeal is being made to raise a
fund of £10,000 to meet the requirements.

The wark of the Epwarth Leagues on
hehalf of missions is worthy of all praise.
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Palmerston Distriet Leagues have under-
taken to raise %300, which they intend to
be used in supporting tw » native workers
in China.

The total amount raised for missions by
the juveniles for the st year aggregates
£21,805.

A missionary in Newfoundland preaches
at ten places situated in & section of
country 250 miles in extent, over which
he travels mostly on foot, often through
hog and marsh or along the most primi-
tive of roads.

Special evangelistic services have been
held at several places with gratifying re-
sults. At Galt, 179 were given the right
hand of fellowship at one reception ser-
vice. The services were conducted by
Rev. Messrs. (rossley and Hunter, who
at the time of our going to press are con-
ducting special services in Queen Street
Methodist Church, Toronto.

At Newmarket, cighty persons were re-
ceived into the church. The reception
service, on January 30th, made a pro-
found impression on the large congrega-
tion. Rev. A. H. Ranton Inboured here
for three weeks.

At Hammah Street church, Hamilton,
the Misses Hall have lahoured for a few
weeks, with the result that seventy per-
sons have joined that church, and fourteen
connected with other churches.

Bobeaygeon has been favoured with «
gracious outpouring of the Holy Spirit,
as a vesult of which ninety versons have
wnited with the church.  Mr. Viner has
Inbouved here with great acceptance.

PrimiTive METHODIST.

The young men attending Manchester
College are expected to devote some por-
tion of their time to the College Settle-
ment, Whitechapel, London.  Fifteen of
them have now taken up their abode there
for the time being. They will be brought
into contact with the people ina way that
will teach them many useful lessons, while
their apen-air preaching and special ser-
vices will give them fine opportunities for
the exercise of their talents. This mis-
sion has Iiad & marvellous history.  There
are 450 church members, 11,000 children
have been supplied with & free breakfast

- at the mission’s three centres.  The medi-
cal department has had 10,000 cases,
There is great need for increased effort
in this congested part.

Owing to the increased attendance at
Bourne College, Birmingham, an enlarge-

Methodist Magazine and Review.

wment of the premises has been wade,
which provides for the accommodation uf
100 students.  The cost of the improve.
ments amounts to $21,000.

A new church has been dedicated w
Neweastle-on-Tyne which cost $28,009,
More than one-half has been raised.

.

Recext Dearns.

Rev. John Anderson was 84 yeurs of
age when he died, and had been 62 y e
in the ministry. His father also wasy
minister and was called into the active
work by the venerable Wesley, the foun.
der of Methodism.

The Rev. John Burton was the fatle
in the Wesleyan Conference, and divl
in December at the great age of 92, e
had been in the ministiy 72 years. 1o
hegan his ministry as @ missionary in the
West Indies.

In owr own Church the Rev. Johy
Walker, an aged minister who enteral
the itinerancy in 1854, and in 1874 re.
tired to a superannuated relation, sinee
which date he had lived much in vetire
ment. He was a member of the Meth-
odist New Connexion and was i
greatly beloved by all to whom he wa
known,

Irewns.

There are fifty women in the dea
coness home in Lucknow, India (more
than half of them famine sufferers), who
came starved physically, mentally and
morally. One girl of thirteen, a dense
heathen, unable to read a word, learned
in three weeks to read the thirty-fourth
Psalm and to sing many of the hymns,
which she committed to memory.

The Methodist Episcopal Sunday-
school Union has on the rolls 60,00
Germans, 10,000 Swedes, 5,000 Nor-
wegians and Danes, 2,000 Bohemians,
1,000 Chinese, besides French, Italians,
Spaniards, Portuguese and Japanese—all
the results of work among the immigrants.

The survivors of the crew of the
barque Selidon, who were brought te
Fiji by the s.s. Taviuni, after having
heen for a year on Sophia Island, are it
likely to rail at missionaries and mission
work in the future. The natives wlo
fed them so hospitably when they landed
half dead on the island, wounld mwst

robably have fed on them if the Gospl
}:ad not found its way to the South Seas.



PNearly all Pianos Bave
some Good Points

Perhaps it’s the tone, or action, or
handsome case, or perhaps the price,
or something less important.

THE <<

Gerfard-Hein(zman

is without a rival in meeting EVERY
demand of the most critical pur-

chaser in
TONE ACTION AN
MECHANICAL CONSTRUCTION DESIGN OF CASE INSPECTION
TOUCH FINISH | )
PURABILITY PRICE NOLICITED

We have other reliable makes, and at all times have a number of second-hand instruments
of various makes in thorough order, guaranteed and offered at a fraction of the original

cost. We would like to correspond with you.

CHLDIPLDAD

188 Yonge Street
...TORONTO

wsabbath=5chool 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 Schools. Catalogues mailed free to any address.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - WESLEY BUILDINGS. - TORONTO, ONT.
C. W, COATES, Montreal. S. ¥. HUCESTIS, Halifax.
1 .
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R 0 G E R s . ESTAgl;;sHED

U R OUR SPECIALTY

TRedheklis™ <eme— Seal Jackets

MOVED FROM_COR. KING & CHURCH STS, 84 Yonge Street, TORONTO

JAS. H. ROGERS E
b

$If You Want
A Shpe

That is Warm and Water-
tight, yet as stylish as it is
durable, our footwear should
interest you.
R
Great Bargains in

Walking Boots for Ladies
and len.

H. & C. BLACHFORD, ™ Y:é‘:éfﬁé?'ékf.g
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GAS FIXTURES
COMBINATION FIXTURES
ELECTRIC FIXTURES

For Lighting Churches, Halls and other Public
Buildings, Dwellings, Etc., are Designed
and Manufactured by us.

Longz Experience, Ample Facilities, and Careful
Attentlon. guarantee our customers first-class work at prices
away below the market.

gﬁ!;‘k}‘ 4 Write or call on us before placing orders for these goods.

The Keith & Fitzsimons Co.

111 Kixg_ssu'eet West, - - - - = TORONTO, ONT.

e




headquarters Tor « Stationery and Office Supplies

Account BOOkS. Full assortment, all descriptions.

BOOkbindingo 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., umiteo

STATIONERS, BOOKBINDERS.
Manufacturers of Account Books, Leather Goods, Etc.

64-68 King St. East. - - TORONTO.
Established 1856

THE BENNETT & WRIGHT Co.,

LIMITED, OF TORONTO.

UR SHOW ROOMS are now fitted with the latest and
Sanitary Specialties, showing complete Bath-
rooms in various styles. E=Z" INSPECTION INVITED.

GAS AND ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES in Great variety
.....GAS STOVES AND FAN MOTORS

MWWV

The BENNETT & WRIGHT CO., Limited, of Toronto

Heating Engincers and Sanitary Plumbers
72 QUEEN STREET EAST, - - TORONTO

Books
On the...
 —

The Class-Meeting: iIts Scriptural
Authority and Practical Value.
By Rev.J. A.Chapman. M A.......... 8o
Advice to One Who Meeots in Class.
By Robert Newstead..........c........ 30
Objections to the Methodist Class-
Meeting Answered. Hy Rev. John
Babl.. co.iiiiiiiiiniieieiinieriiieiiiies 35¢
The Class-Meeting: Its Value to the
Church. By Rev. W, H. Thompson,
Rev, Sxmpson Johnson, Rev. Edward
Smith ...ttt i e 35¢
A Manual of Instruction and Ad-
vice for Class-Leaders. By Rev.
John 8. 8imon .......oviniiiiiiiiiied.s 700

Thoughts 8poken in Class. A Class-
Leader’s Noto-book, By R. Jessep.... 50o

The clmuador'o Asgistant. * So-
oieg and **Junior.” By Rev. John

The Class-Leader’'s Treasury and
Christian’s Directory. By Rev.
B T 8125

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
WESLEY BuiLDINGS, TORONTO.




READY EARLY IN FEBRUARY.
—_——————an

zanaclian Men and Women
of the Timg « » «

4 Biographical Dictionary of Prominent and
Eminent Persons belonging to the
Dominion of Canada.

EDITED BY

HENRY JAMES MORGAN.
Price $3.00, postpaid.

The issue of this important work has been awaited
with much interest, and, it must be said, some
impatience for years. Nearly two thousand copies
have already been subscribed for, The subscribers
will of course get their copies first. Send in your
order now, and you will be among the first to et the
book. It has grown to a portly volume of nearly
1,200 pages.

New Book by a Canadian Missionary.

THE~-
Weaving of Character

AND OTHER

Sermons and Addresses

Rev. G. I'. Meacham, D.D.
Price, $1.25, Postpaid.

The many friends of Dr. Meacham in Canada
will be interested to know that a volume of his
pulpit and platform addresses has been 1ssued.
We have just received a stock, and can fill
orders at once. The book wiil have additional
interest in that it was printed and bound in
Japan—and is_a creditable sample of book-
making, too. It is a substantial volume of 360
pages.

International
S. S.
Lesson Helps

1898

Illustrative Notes—

A Guide to the Study of the Sunday-school
ns, wi al and Selected Com-
gxexlx_lt,s. M&'t.hods ofB ’I'ejwhin mustrﬁtivlo
tories, e ete. esse Lyman Hurl-
but and Robert Remington Doherty.
Price, $1.28.

Peloubet’s Select Notes—
duoti Suggestive, Explanatory, Illus-
g’aggo,v%oourinal and Practical.” With
Illustrations, Maps, Piotures, etec., eto.
Price, $1.25.

Monday Club Sermons—
A Series of Sermons on the Sunday-school
Lessons for 1898, by eminent preachers.
Price, $1.35.

Berean Lesson Books—
No. 1-The Beginner's. No. 2,—The Inter-
mgdiabe. No. 3. —The Senior, Price,
each, 30c.

Golden Text Booklets—

Sunday-school Lessons and Daily Bible
R‘;:dlnygs. with Golden Texts and Bible
Faots. Price, postpatd, each, Sc.; per
doz., 35¢.

Berean Leaf Cluster—
Printed in eight colors. Large Pictures
24x34 inchesin size illustrating the Lessons.
Goiden Texts hivsrinbed in la; letters, We
will supply t popular help for Primary
classes for the coming year at 81 ve per
quarter, $4.60 per year po tpaid; im-

SECOND EDITION READY ..... .

ACROSS THE SUB-ARCTICS
OF CANADA.

A Journey of 3,206 Miles by Canoe and Snowshoe
through the Barren Lands. By J. W. TYRRELL,
C.E. With illustrations from photographs and
from drawings by ArTHUR HEMING.

Price. %1.50,

The first edition sold out within four weeks. All
who see it praise the book. Every Canad an library
should have it.

The Hamilton Herald declares that *no book of
travel and exploration in Canada has appeared since
Butler's ‘Great Lone Land’ was published that
{:)omkbiued the interest and value of Mr. Tyrrell’s

ook.”

The Toronto (lobe affirms that it ‘‘somewhat
resembles Nansen’s ‘ Farthest North' in its refreshing
naivete and thrilling interest, and, at any rate, it
bespeaks an intrepidity as admirable as his.”

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - WESLEY BUILDINGS,

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.

toad of 81.25 per quarter, or $5.00 per
year, as formerly, We have
with the Publishers to have the Rolls sent
direct by mail to subscribers, thus uvi:f
delay in re-mailing, and as they are now ad-
migceld dugls‘v 1;1-ec'.vi,l ittl;%ret r:vll.l be nodtrﬁuble
or delay. To fac e the regular delivery
of Clusters, kindly have orders read for the
whole year if possible. Subscriptions taken
for each quarter if desired.

Picture Lesson Roll—-
Large Colored Pictures fllustrating the
International Sunday-school Lessons simi-
lar to Leaf Cluster, but only printed in four
colors. Price, postpaid, per quarter,
18¢c. 3 per year, $3.00.

COME YE APART.

Daily Readings in the
Life of Christ.

By J. R. MILLER, D.D. Cloth, 35c.

- TORONTO, ONT.
S. ¥. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.8.



BOOKS ON THE

Higher
Christian
- Life -

®
WE PAY POSTAGE.

The Shekinah In the 8oul. By Rev.
J. D, Dinnick. Paper........... ..... .
Within the Veil; or, Entire Sanctifi-
cation. By Rev, James Caswell.
PAPEL ..ecurvrrrnesnrsosrnssnascanssees
The Hlnghor Christian Life. By Rev.
W. K. Boardman .......... Ceereseeenss
A Holiness Manual. By Rev. George

D. watson, D.D .
Faith Papers. A Treatise on Experi-
mentusl Aspects of Faith. By Rev. S.

A. Keen, .
salvation Papers. A Treatise on Per-
sonal Salvation as an KExperience. By
Rev. 8. A. Keen, D.D
Praise Papers. A Spiritnal Autobio-
graphy. By Rev. 8. A. Keen, D.D....
Pentecostal Papers; or, the Gift of
the Holy Ghost. By Rev. S. A.
Keen, D.D..... «oooioiiveiiiiaeniiennes
In the Power of the 8Spirit; or, Chris-
tian Experience in the Light of
the Bible. By Rev. W. E. Board-
DINBIL o2 ceeevrnssenenorennrsseasasnnos
saved to the Uttermost. By W. Mo-
DONAIA covovvrrs cvnrn sirirataacaisiaes
Holiness Miscellany. KEssays, Dr.
Adam Clark and Richard atson.
Experiences _of Bishop Foster, Rev.
Geo. Peck, D.D., Rev. Alfred Cook-
man, Rev. J. A Wood. Rev. E. M,
Levy, D.D.. and Rev. D. Steele, D.D..
Entire S8anctification : Its Nature, the
Way of its Attainment, and Motives
for its Pursuit. In letters to a friend.
By the Rev. John Hunt...........cov0e
The Hidden Manna. Being a View of
Christisn Boliness. By Rev. Sheridan
. Baker, D.D...oooooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiinnine
some Aspects of the Blessed Life.
By Mark Guy Pearse..................

100

100

........ teeseessrsscaveenns

600

700

weeieeras 750

or, Plain Things for
eed Them, Concerning

Perfect Love
Thuse Who
the Dooctrine, Experience, Profession
and Practice of Christian Holiness.
By Rev. J. A. Wood

The Baptism of the Holy Ghost. By "

75¢

Rev. A~a Mahan, D.D... $1 00

The Beauty of Holiness. By William
CRLVETL .« . eovrenrennnacreossessensonnosns

The Interior Life. By H. W.8.........

seesee o

- - Well Worth Circulating. - -

“THE WORLD anp
~_THE WORD.”

Address delivered at the Provincial
Sunday-school Convention {of 1897,

By Hon. 8. H. Blake, Q.C.

N
Price, 5 cents; per dozen, 50 cents; per
hundred, $3 50, postpald.

This splendid address was published at _first
tor private distribution, but the demand for
it from various sources ied us to issue an edi-
tion for general sale. It3 blows at the higher

critios are delivered with all Mr, Blake’s vim
and force.

(n Rpel

OF 1837.

——

By D. B. READ, Q.C.,

Author of “ Life of 8ir Isaac Brock,” * Lifeof
Qovernor Simcoe,” etc.

With portraits of Louis J oerh Papineau
and William Lyon Mac enzig

Cloth, 373 pages, . . .

$3.00.

Mr. Read has prepared an impartial history
of that troubled time in our history, He has

ven a valuable contribution to our historical

terature. It can be especially commended to
Libraries.

Gadstone’s L

| By Justin McCarthy.

Library Edition—

Neatly bound in green silk cloth, gold
lettering, gilt top, uncut edges, with
forty-five illustrations.

Price, postpald, $2.30.
Table Edition—

A beautiful volume for the table, red
buckram, with elegant gold sides, title
in gold and white on , heavy plate
paper, large type, with seventy-six illus-
trations. Price, postpald, $3.50.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, -
O. W. COATES, Montreal.

WESLEY BUILDINGS, =

TORONTO, ONT.
8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax.
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MEN MAKE MISTAKES—FIGURES NEVER DO.

Ropp’s Commercial Calculator

Will prevent mistakes ; relieve the mind
your reckoning in the twinkling of an eye.
metic and pocket account-book combined. B

artificial leather.

Price,
Mechanical Arts
Simplified.

A Work of Reference for
all Trades.

{ lustrated.

ics and artizans.

edges, about 500 pages.
Price, - $2.50.

| New, thoroughly revised
g4l edition, appropriately il-
LY ontrins anew
# appendix of information
of gr. at value to mechan-
Large
1?%mo, silk cloth, marble

; save labour, time and money, and do
A ready calculator, business arith.
ound in fine calf finish Leatherette,

An elegant and useful present for son, daughter or friend.

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
of the U.S., Population, Location,
etc., of Important Countries and
Cities of the World, Postal Laws,
Electoral Vote for President, ete.
Qui k Answers to all Questions.

Limp cloth, red edges.
Price, - 25 Cents.
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Edison’s Encyclo-
padia and Atlas.

50 Full-Page Coloured Maps.
Invaluable Iréformatlon on 2,000
ubjects.

WORTH ITS WEIGHT IN GOLD.

Half a million copies sold.

Limp cloth, red edges, 25cvs.

The World’s
Ready Reckoner and
Rapid Calculator.

A Compendium of Mathe.
matics, Tables for Log, Lum-

ber and Plank Measurement,
cte. Boards, cloth back,

—

Price, ~ 26 Cents.

VMAAAAAAAAYS ANAAAA

Lee’s Pocket
Encyclopadia
Britannica.

i 448 Pages. Illustrated with 84
[ original poriraits, 6 full-page
maps, and a spe:ial frontis-
piece. Neverbeforein the his-
i torx of book-making in Ameri-
>, | ca has the task of producing
Y| 50 comprehensive an encyclo-
peed a in such small form been
attempted by any publisher.
Covers_a field p culiarly its
own. Just the book for every
home, school, shop and office,
16mo, limp cloth, red edges.

Price, - 25 Cents.

AGENTS WANTED,

AAANAAAA

WILLIAM
WESLEY BUILDINGS,

Laird & Lee’s
Vest-Pocket
Webster’s Dictionary.

In spite of imitations this edition
remains Supreme.

a:':;:;ﬁs:,‘

This new edition contains some
features not found in previous is-
sucs. Vest-Pocket Webster Dic-
tionary, limp cloth, red edges, in-
dexed. Size, 24 x 5}.

Price, - 25 Cents.

PREEX S v

Cpo TORT

BRIGGS,

TORONTO.



JUST ISSUED.

Sabre Thrusts at

Free=Thought.~

A Defence of . « < «
Divime Inspiration.
s 7
By the Rev. W. W. Walker.

Author of **An Itinerant in_ the British
Isles,” and * By Northern Lakes.”

With Introduction by
REV. THOMAS COBB.

L 2
Cloth, 75 cents, - - = - postpaid.

This little work is worthy of wide distribu-
tion. In PartI. the author dwells on objec-
tion, and difficultiex which Free-Thought has
urged against the Old Testament Soriptures,
chapters being devoted to the P-niateuch, the
higtorical books, science and the Bible, and

Erophecy. Part II. contains chapters on the .

ospels, the Resurrection, faith, 8t. Paul's
writings, and the Book of Revelation.

_We should like to see the book placed in the
libraries of our Snndaiyl-schools and Epworth
Teagues, and in the hands of young people
generally.

The Children
of Wisdom

—BY—

AND OTHER
SERMONS.

REV, JOHN DE SOYRES, M.A.

Rector of St. Johw's Church, St. John. N.B.; |
ot vy im Ol The Horton Non-Leakable. . No. 2

formerly Hulsean Lecturer in Cam-
bridge University.

Price, 75c., postpaid.

ing.

HUMOURS OF '37.

GRAVE, GAY AND GRIM.

By Robina and Kathleen MacFarlane Lizars.

AUTHORS OF
“In the Days of the Canagda Company.”

PRICE, $1.25.

«The reader will find the same assemblage of :

qualities that made the former book so unfailinga ! gut, profit.” --Chicago Tribune.

source of good tellowship.”—Montreal Gazette.
“The authors know their subject; their style of

narration is conspicuously sprightly, full of wit which .
. and it has a
better literary quality than any other work we know !

is at times truly caustic

of touching this famous ruction of '87-9.”"—Bufalo
Ezpress. :

WILLIAM BRIGGS, -

. Order Early.

Mr. de Soyres is well known as a vigorous i
and foroeful preacher. His sermons are ad- :
mirable ia form and spirit, and are well worth

Wesley Buildings, -
MONTREAL: C. W. COATES.

NOW READY.

Catechism §T Methodist

Church of Canada

Containing a Summary of
Christian Doctrine.

PRICE, 40 CENTS PER DOZEN POSTPAID.

THE new Catechism of our Church, é)re~
pared by a Committee of the General Con-
feren e, and under its anthority, is now issued.
It is intended by the Conference to take the
place especially of No. 2 of the former series.

This Catechi~m is designed to be such a
statement of our doctrines as our Sunda{-
school scholars and Epworth Leaguers should
commit to memory. Indeed, it would be of
great benefit if older members of the Church
would give it careful consecutive study.

For a time the former series of our Cate-
chisms will be on sale at all our Methodist
Book Rooms.

Please state when ordering whether Old or
New edition is wanted.

FOUNTA\N PENS

AN AN AN ANN SN AN
We Sell the Best ,Makes.

The Diamond, $1.00.
The Britannia, $1.50.

. The Paul E. Wirt, $2.00 and $2.50.

The Waterman Ideal. Ladies’, $2.50;
Gents’, $2.50 and $3.50.

$2.50; No. 4, $3.50.
We Pay Postage.

In His Steps

“ What Would Jesus Do?”
—BY—

Rev. Charles M. Sheidon.

Paper, 25 cents, postpaid.

PRESS COMMENTS.

* Singularly impressive . . . It isa sermon
in action, and one that cannot fail to touch the
heart.”—New Y ork Christian Advocate,

“ Mr. Sheldon’s book is needed by the Church,
by all the churches, No one can read it with-

“1n this earnest and beautiful story one finds
much to awaken and stimulate loyalty and
love.”—Herald and Preshyter.

“The definite and practical purpose of illus-
trating religion in business life is impressed
skilfully, and the book will have a large

i influence for good.”—Congregalionalist.

TORONTO, ONT.
Haprirax: S. F. HUESTIS.
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A Ride
In Morocco o=

By ARTHUR CAMPBELL,

Cloth boards, 305 pages, with illustrated cover.
PRICE, $1.00. .
CONTENTS—A Ride in Morocco—A Glimpse

of Rome—In the Land of the Mandolin— A
Beggar at Monte Carlo.

—Press Opinions.—

* Written in a light breezy vein . . . very
entertaining.”—Halifax Chronicle.

“A charming book . . . most ﬁadphlcany
written . . . hard to lay the book down.”"—
Ottawa Free Press.

‘“Well worth reading . . . he possesses an
easy, flexible, and vivacious style, that lends a
charm to his narrative.”—Ottawa Citizen.

* The papers are all marked by much literarg
skill, knowledge, good taste, gond humor, an
good sense.”"—Toronto Mail and Empire.

** Most interesting book of travel that we
have seen for soma time. . . . Moreno is a
most ;trl:}lci?ustcgamqte; :or g?“&‘llilt?r has a

we! \ft of desoription, originality, and a
ng aen:-egof hnmor . . . really a deﬁzhttn}
book."—Saturday Night.

THE
KING’s
MESSENGER

Or & ot
LAWRENCE TEMPLE’S
PROBATION,

A Story of Canadian Life,
By W. H. Withrow, D.D,

Price, cloth, 75¢c., postpaid.

&

Christian Work, of New York, in a re-
view of this story, says :

““ It is a book of thrilling interest, depioting
life in a lumber camp in the wilds of Canada,
and the privitions, toils and trinmphs of a
yonngDMethodiat itinerant tprw;,cher. As we
read Dr. Withrow's story of life in those wild
and distant regions, we reem to hear the stroke
of the woodman's axe, the dip of the Indian's
paddle, the dssh of waterfall the rcream of the
wila bird and the songs and shouts of primi-
tive worship, We see the smoke curling up
from the camp-fire. the little church in the
wilderness, and the heroic figure of the young
missjonary—the ‘ King's messenger.' "

Sheet usic...

M

—BY—
LLEWELLYN A. MORRISON.

Postage Paid.

In Love's Divine Confiding.
50, each, $3 per 100,

The Way Is 8o Delightful.
5¢. each, $4 per 100.
What Is Love? Anthem. 50. each,
A Morning Hymn. 50, each, $3 per 100,
Unfuri the Temperance Flag. 10c. each.
Jesus Our Master. 50. each.
Follow, Follow Me. §c. each, §3 per 100.
Good-Night. 50.; 25 copies or over, 30, each.
‘“Ye Have Done It Unto Me.”

fully dedicated to the memory ofm
Mr. Fred Victor Massey. 50, each.

The Tocsin, No. l.-“Call Ye For Men.”

25 cents.
The Tocsin, No. Il.—-‘“Call the Roll.”

25 centa.
1-re-ne. A Baby Love Bong. 25¢. each.

Our Land for Christ. Words by Eliza
Wills. Music by Alex.Mills, 10c. each.

Just Published.

'Brief OQutlines of

Christian

. ers and all Bible s
school

Doctrine, ———m.

% % BY S &
REV. E. H. DEWART, D.D.

Price, in Paper Covers, 20 cents; In
Cloth, 30 cents.

In this pamphlet of sixty-seven pages there
Is a brief exposition and defence eof the
oentral d style
is plain and posulu. The definitions of
the doctrines, and the proofsof their tru
are well adapted to the requirements
the present time. The sections on the
Im noe of Right Beliefs, the Atonemens,
and the Inspiration and Credentials of the

ptures, will be read with aaeoln.l interest.
Though intended for Senior Epworth Imnu
and l’s‘llilef cll?ssas. this }it};’lze malnual I'i’o
very helpful to young ministers, local preach-
dents, whether fn the

or in the home.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, -

C. W. COATES, Montreal.

Wesley Buildings, =

TORONTO, ONT.
8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax.



Valuable Works.

' moomomowomomomommmomnmoom ‘

ask the attention of Ministers, Sunday-school workers, and all intelligent readers,
to the following list of books issued by the Publishers of THE SUNDAY
SCHOOL ‘TIMES, which we are prepared to send, post-paid, to any address in Canada

: on receipt of the price mentioned.

Recent Research in Bible Lands: Its Progress and Results. Papersb
Profs. McCurpY, BLiss, SAYCE, MAHA¥FY, and others.. Edited by Prof.

; HERMAN V. HiLpRECHT. With Maps and Illustrations..........ccooeeee #1 50 .
. Kadesh-Barnea: Its Importance and Probable Site, with the Story of a ;. . .

Hunt for it, including Studies of the Route of the Exodus and the Southern

_ Boundary of the Holy Land. With Maps and Illustrations.......... e 1300
' The Blood Covenant. A Primitive Rite, and Its Bearings on Scripture. "
: By H. CLAY TRUMBULL ...vucvunnnnnerernseensnnsnesrsineesee . 2 00
Studies in Oriental Social Life. With Topical and Scriptural Iridexes =
and Illustrations .............. eeaeiarenennans eeaeeane rvverinenine - S BO.
The Impregnable Rock of Holy Scripture. By Rt. Hon. w. E. T
’Glagstone,M.I’. .......... yp .......... y ................. 100

The Divine Order of Human Society. A Discussion of the Practical
Problem of the Family, the Nation, the School and the Church in theLight of .
Seripture and of Modern Experience. By Rosert Eruis Taomesoxn, S.T.D. " 1 00

Fishin’ Jimmy. A Popular Story. By Annie TRoMBOLL SLOSSON .......: 30 -

Friendship the Master Passion. A Treatisoon the Nature and History .
“of Friendship and its Place as a Force in the World By H. CLay TrompuLL = 300

The Knightly Soldier. By H. CLAY TRUMBULL «vvvneectscrorosnannass 150
A Lie Never Justifiable. A Study in Ethics. Ry H. Cray TRUMBULL .. 100
Prayer: Its Nature and Scope. By H. CLAY TRUMBULL «.ccovvcencninonns "5

In Tribulations or, The Blessing of Trials. By H. Cray TRUMBULL +.0.t» 5

The Point of Contact in Teaching: A Plea for the little Children of
the Sunday School. By PATTERSON Du Bo1s ............ Cereraerees o 60

Hints on Child Training: A Series of Thirty Articles on the Nature, Scope
and Methods of the Wise Training of Children. By H. CuaY TRUMBULL.... 1 00

Beckonings frem Little Hands., Eight Studies in Child Life. By

o ParrErsoN Du Bors. Illustrated.............ocieeeeenens i .. 125

Principles and Practice. A Series of Essays. In six vols. Perset .... ® 5O
Yale Lectures on the Sunday School. The Sunday School, its Origin,

Mission, Methods and Auxiliaries. By H. Cray TRUMBULL ....... veeo. 150

Teaching and Teachers. By H. CLAY TRUMBULL  ...cvoevee ves.esees 100

- A Model Superintendent. By H. Cray TRUMBULL..........c.c0 veve.. 100

Teachers’ Meetings. Their Necessity and Methods. By H. CaYy TRUMBULL 30

The Ten Commandments. A New View of the Commandments in the
Light of Oriental Methods of Thought and Manner of Speech. By H.

CLAY TRUMBULL ....... J O T T PR TR R R L B
Light on the Story of Jonah, By H. Crax TrousuLL. Illustrated.. 20
Two Northfield Sermons. 1 Moral Color-Blindness ; II. Our Duty of

Making the Past & Success. By H. CLAY TRUMBULL. + ¢ vvveoaecccsnans - 30

Arnold’s Chart of Paul's Journeyings. Prepared by C. E. ArxoLp,
AM. A Beries of Five Coloured Outline Maps showing the Routes Fol-
lowed and the Places Visited by Paul in His Journeyings, with full Serip-
ture References ....... Cereeeneees teesaennesssesittesasaaentttatanas 20

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - Wesley Buildings, - TORONTO, ONT. .
0. W, COATES, Montreal. 8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax,
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‘Many persons cannot take
plain cod-liver oil.

They cannot digest it.

It upsets the stomach.

Knowing these things, we
have digested the oil in
Scott’s Emulsion of Cod-
liver Oil with Hypophos-
phites; that is, we have
broken it up into little glob-
ules, or droplets.

We use machinery to do
the work of the digestive - .
organs, and you obtain the = U
good effects of the digested | All Civilized People use Soap,

R . “And Canadians haxo the lgrlvﬂm of using
oil at once. That is why you E el:lie Best Soavoinltp o, and save your
can take Scott’s Emulsion. PSE s ) Trappers: Seeoupon

worr’:" ;:)d\:;i:' .“C:emim, Toroute, John ;":yTJ' & Co. ’
Manufacturers. TORONTO:

Do not fail to get a copy of John M. Whyte’s new Song Book

Nuggets of Gold

A COLLECTION OF ROUSING

BATTLE SONGS FOR THE TEMPERANCE CAMPAICN.

8ingie Coples, 25c. each. Poetpalid.
Per Dozen, $2.50; Per Hundred, $17.00. Carriage Extra.

N EARLY all of the songs are of Mr. Whyte's own composition, and are here
published for the first time. They have been tried from the platform, and
received with enthusiaem. The one scng, ‘“He Counld Drink or Leave It Alone,” is
itself worth the price of the book. Others that will prove favorites are: No. 4,
““Down With the Traffie”; No. 10, ““ Have You Noticed That?” No. 18, “Who
Killed the Man?” No. 22, ‘‘Would It Mean Anything to You?” No. 40, *The
Koad to Glory Goes Anudder Way ” ; No. 42, * A Dollar Bill or Two.” Thess are some
of the richest *‘nuggets,” but there are plenty of others. Temperance lodges and other
organizations should ‘at once get a supply of books. Note the great reduction in price
on quar tities.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - Wesley Buildings, - TORONTO, ONT.
0. W. COATES, Montreal. - - - 8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax.




