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MORALITY AND THE GOSPEL.

BY REV. J. F. STEVENSON, LL.B., MONTREAL.

HE remarks of Mr. Le Sueur on
the relation of Morality to the
turrent religious beliefs are the ut-
terance of a man obviously in earn-
©8t, and, I believe, anxious to be just
and truthful. It may seem strange
0 say, in the same breath, that they
Seem to me singularly unfair; but
ey do seem so. A man may be just
en lis arguments are unjust; a
wr_ltel‘ may be impartial, though his
Point of view be most one-sided and
Partig],
It has been held that ‘the Apostolic
Doctrine of the Cross alone can keep
® world from becoming altogether
SoTrupt.” There is, I think, very much
said for this position. This, at
t, is true, that the doctrine came
a very corrupt world, and acted, as

W . . .
i:e 82y, ¢like a charm’ in changing
N ok into Juvenal’s satires,—un-
Tangly

table as they are for our purer
Ch ®rn ears,—and then look at the
wh‘}l‘ch which grew up in the world of

ich they afford a sketch ; and, al-
Su‘&;‘gh the Church was undoubtedly

Clently imperfect, the contrast is
8“81868tive, pertech

But, we are told, this has nothing to
do with the question,and it is strange-
ly added that it is not, and cannot be,
relevant to any practical issue, It may
not be relevant to theoretical issues ;
but I should have thought it practical
enough.* What is the question with
which the moral tendency of the Gos-
pel has nothing to do? We are told
what men in general have to consider

'is not what a doctrine will do for them

if they believe it, but whether it is
‘believable.”  Let me try to simplify
this question still further, for I get
confused among the knowables and un-
knowables, thinkable things and things
which cannot be construed in thought,
of a certain school of philosophy. ~ It
appears to me that the question which
concerns ‘men in general’ is the very
ordinary one whether a given doctrine
is true or untrue. If it is true, it does
not much matter who finds it  unbe-
lievable ;’ if it is not true, it may be
both ¢ believable,” and actually believ-
ed by millions of men,—but what

- then?  The possibilities of belief are

shifting, the conditions of truth are

i fixed.
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Now does Mr. Le Sueur mean seri-
ously to say that, in a professed revela-
tion, it is no evidence of truth that it
purifies or ennobles the moral life of
those who receive it Is it no reason
for thinking Christ divine that He
opens my eyes and ears to moral truth,
andmakes me,atleastrelatively,a good
man ? Canpracticaltruth and goodness

spring frow systematic fraud or insane |

blundering and self-sutficiency ¥ Will
Mr. Le Sueur impeach the structure
of the universe to such an extent as to
maintain that 7 And, if he will, what
guarantee has he in such a universe
for the fixity of law, or the conditions
of happiness, or indeed for anything
else except what Milton calls ‘con-
fusion worse confounded.” There is
either a rational congruity in the uni-
verse, or there is not. If there is not
science, philosophy, and in fact human
thinking, in general are a melancholy,
or (as Hume culls them) ¢ whimsical,’

folly, according to our mood ; if there |

is, it becomes blankly incredible that
a teaching®'which puts the crown of
nobleness on man’s moral nature, and

that in the direct proportion in which i

he sincerely receives it, should be a
fabrication or a dream. mong the

¢ contradictory inconceivables,” with
which we are sometimes puzzled, this

is, to some of us, the most contradic-
tory and inconceivable of all.

Now observe, this is not an ‘ appeal
to man’s interests’ at all, but only an
attempt to find a clue to truth. We
are told that an appeal toman’sin-
terests is ‘not right,” and even ¢ fla-
grantly wrong.’ from which it seems
to follow that the uiilitarian morality
must be a very wicked thing, since it
is an appeal to man’s interests from
first to last. I do not oppose the

utilitarian scheme of morals, though |

I think it imperfect, and in need of
certain supplementary ideas. But it
seems a little strange that those who
think a thing certainly »/ght because
it tends to the good of humanity,
should find it so difficult to admit that
a similar tendency is any ground at all
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for believing an alleged doctrine to be
true. Are truth and goodness, which
bave been commonly thought of asin
close relation to each other, to be re-
garded after all as utterly alien, if not
completely opposed ¢ If so, the world
of thought is in ‘unstable equilibrium’
with a meaning very serious.

Mr. Le Sueur writes as though
those who fear for the future of mor-
ality, if its religious supports be taken
away, were anxious to undermine the
other grounds on which it rests. Not
so. They only wish to show that who-
ever alleges these grounds for believ-
ing in morals must in consistency go
further. You are lopping off certain
boughs from a tree. I see thatyou are
unconsciously hewing at the bough on
which you are yourself standing, and
I call out to you to stop. Whereupon
you ery : ¢ Ruscal, why can’t you leave
me in safety ¢ You want me to fall
and be killed” No, 1 do not. What
I want you to do is to consider what
you are chopping at, that you may not
fall. It is you, not I, who are de-
stroying the conditions of stability.

Much of what Mr. Le Sueur has
written is devoted to showing that
there is no connection between the
principles of morals and what is called
‘religion.” Now, as I do not wish to
argue in the dark, T must ask what is
religion? It appears to me that reli-
gion is & human quality or sentiment,
which may attach itself to anything,
an African fetish, Comte's preparation
of his dead mistress’ hands, Mr. Spen-
cer’s ‘Unknowable,” or ¢Our Father
which is in heaven.” What religion
do we mean? It is pretty clear that
Mr. Le Sueur would have us think 0
the Gospel, or, at any rate, the facts
and principlesrevealed in the Hebrew
and Christian Scriptures. Is there
no connection between these and bu-
man goodness? How anybody cal
think so, when he can buy a Bible for
a few cents, and read it for himself,13
one of those astonishing intellectud
phenomena which seem to defy al
law. What is it that is donme foF
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morality by religion, meaning by reli- |

gion the revelation, or, if you choose,
the supposed revelation, of God in
Christ? It is not difticult to answer.
The Gospel supplies three things to
morals—u basis, a type, and an im-
pulse.

First, it supplies an unchangeable

basis for the sense of obligation. In
other words, it gives a meaning to the
word ‘ought.’ Itisone of the defects
in the utilitarian ethics that it can
never do that. It can tell me that
some things are useful to me and to
others ; but it cannot explain the dif-
ference between the knowledge of use
and the consciousness of duty. I am
told that it is base and vile to be false
orcruel. Verytrue ; but whyis it base ?

and what do you mean by vile? You
Surely mean something more than

that these things are inconvenient.

The attempts of utilitarians to evade '

this difliculty are amusing. Mr. Bain,
for example, says the wrong is identi-
cal with the punishable, not seeing,
apparently, that it is the very essence
of punishment to be deserved suffering,

and that the whole ditlicalty emerges |

again in the word deserved.” The fact
18, that a sense of right as right, and

Of desert or ill desert as springing

om it, is intertwined with the very
res of our nature.
l’lain that; none can vindicate the
"onality of the moral impulses, ex-
““®pt those who trace them back to the
Wtimate structure of the laws of
hature ; iy other words, to the cha-
racter of the First Cause itself. But
18 18 t0 make the First Cause not it,
U e, it is to clothe it with conscious-
ness and will
Yague Unknowable, and find ourselves
OWed in the presence of a living God.
e Gospel gives us also a type of
acter as part of its contribution to
aCtical morals, It is here that there
80 wide a difference between the

Char
pr
ig
ge

. © 8pecial belief in Christ. ‘Religion’
‘th’ep?ﬂfll&ps, little more than a sense of

Infinite, and of our enclosure in

None can ex- .

‘We have done with a |

eral sentiment of ‘religion,” and
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and dependence upon it,—a sentiment
which may attach itself to anything,
from a monkey or a beetle to the ideal
of absolute perfection. We shall gain
nothing by discussing the moral re-
lations of that. It may very well be
true that ‘ potuit suadere malorum,’
even beyond the eloquent summary of
Lucretius. But here and now our
faith, if we have any, is in Christ, and
it is simply idle to say that Christ
does not affect the moral views and
character of His followers. He was
talking about duty all His life, and
He poured out His life at last as a
sacred seal upon the supremacy of
rectitude. This is not the place to
attempt any analysis of the character
of Jesus, but I may remind my readers
of the admiring words of Goethe, ¢ to
this height men were fated and ena-
bled to attain, and having attained it,
they cannot again fall permanently
below it." If it be true that ¢ Chris-
tianity * has been tle * parent of per-
secution,’” it is utterly untrue that the
‘ordinary duties and charities of life’
have ‘owed but little’ to it. So far
from this, the ¢ clarities ’ are the out-
growth of the Gospel almost exclu-
sively. And even in the darkest days
of persecution, when the scaffold and
the stake were in full use, these hor-
rors were S0 much the exception as
opposed to the rule that society could
have sustained no greater loss than
that of the moral influences derived
from the Gospel. Some people seem
to think that executions for heresy
were the lot of the masses of the peo-
ple. The idea is preposterous. Mis-
taken and hateful as they were, for
every man executed, thousands had
their lives immensely ennobled by the
influence of their faith. Mr. Le Sueur
is fond of gathering together all sorts
of hideous and horrible perversions of
the religious sentiment, and quietly
slipping in the assumption that they
are illustrations of the normal action
of the faith of Christians. He might
as well charge the horrors of a luna-
tic’s dreams against the faculty of im
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agination, or the cruelties of the Gun- !

powder Plot against the Jove of one’s
country. I havealways felt that the
school of thinkers of whom we hear
most to-day, are far more apt at mak-
perceiving distinctions.  They exag-
gerate a remote resemblance into iden-
tity. Belief is, with them, motion
in the direction of least resistance ;
they call the wriggling of an eel, and
the heroism of a patriot, by the com-
mon name of ¢ conduct,” and it results
from the same defect of discrimina-
tion that they lump together all forms
of the religious life, so as to see no
difference between an Indian fakeer or
an African rain maker, and the grand-
est figure in history — Jesus Christ.
The impulse to good morals which
the Gospel provides, is correlative in
importance with the basis and type.
1t is impossible to over-estimate the
influence of the motive indicated in
the words ¢the love of Christ con-
straineth us.’
pulse above all things that we want.
Moral philosophers, those of Mr. Le
Sueur’s school quite as much as
othefs, are always crying out about
the lack of available motives to virtue.
Reason, they say, is so weak, or pas-
sion is 8o strong. 1 do not find them
holding that * the domestic or simpler
social virtues are a natural result of
the very couditions of existence;’ on
the contrary,they tell us that existence
is compatible with a vast number of
vices, both simple and complicated.
Mr. Bain mourns that ‘Nature has
done so little for virtue” Mr. Mill
thinks that almost the whole stress of
education needs to be centered upon
the formation of character. DMy,
Spencer is not of a widely different
mind, if we may judge from his many
andsingularly valuable writingson the
training of the young. Plato and
Paul unite in the cry, * Who shall de-
liver me from this body of death? No
one will deny what every clergyman
knows, and many beside can testify,
that rogues turn honest, the impure

And mark, it is im- |

ing sweeping generalizations than at |

‘existence that some of
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chaste, and theintemperate sober under
the impulse of love to Christ. A man
who says that virtue owes little to the
Gospel takes a position in which it is
not rude to say that he does not know
what he is talking about. We can
only save his truthfulness at the ex-
pense of affirming his ignorance.
Moral corruption is so far from being
incompatible with the conditions of
its saddest
forms are the direct results of an
elaborate civilization.  What was
Rome when the Gospel was first
preached in its by-places? And what
but love to Christ has scourged away
that revel of lust and blood? The
same is tiue in modern times. Those
who have seen it know.

But anvone may see that it must
be so. 'To deny that love to Christ is
a motive to goodness, is to deny that
our characters are affected by the
characters of those we admire and
love. It is to deny, in other words,
that admiration and affection are ele-
ments in our moral training. Every
teacher knows the contrary. I will
not insult Mr. Le Sueur by charging
him with so much absurdity. And
yet, to this position he must be con-
tent to Le chained if he denies the
moral value of the Gospel. ¢To love
her was a liberal education, said
Steele of a noble woman. Can we say
less of Christ?

Mr. Le Sueur seems to me to con-
tradict Limself, or to surrender his
whole argument, when he talks as he
does of the ‘strained or artificial’
character of the motives or influences
involved in the words ‘delivered for
our offences, and raised again for our
justification’  Those iotives are
simply gratitude for a vast moral bene-
fit and love for a character surpassin gly
noble. Of this Mr. Le Sueur sayss
first, that it does not tend to make us
any better, and, secondly, that it sets
before us, and impels us towards,
moral ideal of unnecessary elevation-
Now, these constitute two horns of 8
dilemma ; take which you will, but
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how you can possibly have both, I
cannot understand.

We have, in- !

1

deed, a quotation from Mr. Goldwin
Smith about the desirability of an :

attainable ideal. If that means an
ideal adapted to our nature and fac-

ulties, it is right and true enough; but,

if it means an ideal which ceases to

perform the very function of an °

ideal, which is to lead us upward and
onward, I am bold enough to differ.
The ideal is never quite realized in
art, or science, or conduct.
or painter, the thinker, the saint, all
*“follow on.” In truth it must ke so,

The poet

the ideal is relatively attainable only;
if it were attainable absolutely, it

would leave no room for growth.

If Myr. Le Sueur surrenders this,
he gives up the essential nobleness of
human life. And, indeed, I note
with regret in his articles an under-
tone of willingness to be satistied with

“small mercies’ in a moral point of -

view. If a man is a pretty good
fellow to his wife and children, does
not tell lies or cheat other people, and
shows a readiness to meet kindness
with kindness, we are told that life
Wwill be ¢very tolerable’ without the
“excessive self-renunciation’ of the

ermon on the Mount. Very toler-
able—to0 whom ¢ There are some men
Who would rather die, and by a very
Painful death, too, than lose all the
eroic and saintly elements from
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is quite true that we meet plenty of
this kind of statement in the writings
of those who make it evident that
their position, on the negative side, is
already chosen; and there are not
wanting timid souls who, in spite of
their fervent desires, fear that what is
said with so much persistency may be
true.  For it is just as true that fear
renders us insensible to the strength
of our positions, as it is that desire
predisposes us to a too easy belief.
Mill, who has done so much to warn
us against fallacies, is as earnest in
pointing out the one as the other
danger. But if we take the great
majority of Christian people—and 1
speak, not of the ignorant chiefly, but
of the thoughtful and intelligent—
while it is true that they are conscious
of more or less difficulty in adjusting
the different aspects of their thinking
g0 as to form a consistent whole, they
are possessed with a firm and unalter-
able faith that the main truths of the
Gospel, as gathered up in the mani-
festation and work of Christ, will
stand every strain, and finally rise
into universal and triumphant ac-
ceptance. I know the minds of many
—very many—of these, and I claim
to speak for them with something of
authority.

Mzr. Le Sueur enumerates what he

. considers the characteristics of a

istory and the lives around us. Deeds .
of patriotic heroism or of uncalculating

ove stir their souls like a trumpet.
eir eyes dim with happy tears in
€ presence of the morally sublime,
Ndeed, I hesitate to receive Mr. Le
Ueur’s testimony as against himself,
and more than half believe he is of
the number.,

Very much of Mr. Le Sueur’s second

rticle is occupied in the attempt to
8how
h°119w, worm-eaten,
Passing away.
8 echoeq
and.’
Church

and rapidly
‘from every pulpit in the
I wonder where he goes to
~—or whether he goes at all. It

He says that the cry . |

that Christianity is a faith |

‘hollow and worm-eaten faith, and
says that these are to be seen if we
look around us. One or two of these,
as he gives them, are so exactly the
opposite of what we see, that one
has to exercise some self-restraint lest
their flagrant falsehood should un-
duly discredit the rest of his reason-
ing. He says a faith is dying, and
that this is now the case as to Chris-
tianity : ¢ When it seems a
dangerous thing to so much as touch
the text of sacred writings even with
a view to bringing it nearer to the ex-
act words of inspiration.! Now I make
bold to say that there was never a
time when the text of Scripture was
handled with one-tenth part the cour-
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age and boldness that it is now, and
that by Christian scholars themselves.
The most fearless investigation, as
rigorous and searching as that of any
naturalist, is applied to the text of
every part of the Bible by the scholars,
whether of Germany, of England. or of
America. What does Mr. Le Sueur
know of the results of such research
but what Christian divines have told
him? Simply nothing. Didnot thelate
Dean Alford-—to name only one man

—spend years over the text of the °

New Testament? Did he shirk his
work or shrink from the frankest
statement of what he found ¢ 1t was
my honour and privilege to know his

rare transparency of character, and °
his fearless devotion to truth, and I
am only one of scores to whom such

an idea is only not outrageously
offensive because it is so infinitely lu-
dicrous.

Again, are we to forget that a num-
ber of men, chosen for their competent
knowledge, are at this moment at
work upon the English Bible for the
purpose of bringing it into accord with
our most exact knowledge of the ori-
ginals? 1t is so far from being
¢ dangerous ’ to do this, that T have it
on the personal authority of two of
these revisers, one working on the Old
Testament, the other on the New, that
their agreement as to the desirable

changes is wonderfully easy and per- :

fect. The fact is that a true scientific
method is just as desirable and just
as fruitful in biblical criticism as else-
where. We—and I speak now of
biblical students—have never been so
near together and never so sure of our
ground.

Take another of Mr. Le Sueur’s
tests—‘ When augurs try not to
laugh in each other’s faces.” Now this
either means nothing, or it means that
clergymen are insincere in their pro-
fession of belief in the Gospel, and
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without saying. But it is much more
—it is entirely untrue. I know many
of these men, some of them humble
and imperfectly educated; some of
them of moderate knowledge and
ability ; some illustrious for learning
and genius. ] say fearlessly that there
is no profession in the world which
contains so few members untrue to
their convictions or unworthy in their
lives. If a clergyman is a secret un-
believer, the last face he will dare to
“laugh’ his falsehood into is that of
another clergyman. I am anxious to
write with courtesy, because I have
a real regard for Mr. Le Sueur. But
I must use plain Janguage. Hisalle-
gation is false, utterly and preposter-
ously false. Either he knew it to be
80, or he did not. If he did know, L
prefer not to use the appropriate ad-
jectives; if he did not, he has slan-
dered a class of men of whom he
knows nothing, or so little that it
amounts to nothing.

It would be easy to show that the
remaining tests of Mr. Le Sueur are
either irrelevant or not founded in
fact. It is not ‘the best mind of the
age' that is deserting Christianity,
Lut only the mind that is most plastic
to the philosophical fashion of the
hour. Even that will not be so for
long. Truth will prevail, criticism
will do its work, and what ¢ cannot be
shaken’ will remain, It is not very
reasonable for any man to ask usto
tell him beforehand exactly what that
will be. But many of us believe, with
a “full assurance of faith’ that it will
include all that we most value in our’
present convictions, that the process
will issue in the firm establishment ©
the Gospel of our Great Mastery
purged of its foreign accretious, an¢
brought so into relation with the
ripest knowledge of the race that it
will sway the reason and conscienc®
of humanity with redoubled self-ev!"

that on a large scale. That sucha | dence and with all comprehensi"e
statement is rudely offensive goes | power.



THE SOURCE OF MORAL LIFE.

343

THE SOURCE OF MORAL LIFE.

BY FIDELIS, KINGSTON,

THERE can be no question of more

momentous importance than that
of the true relations of morality and
religion. It is not surprising, there-
fore, that the question whether ¢Life
is worth living,” without the inspiring

and regulative force of religion, should |

now be attracting the attention of
earnest thinkers, and that the contro-
versy should have found its way into
the pages of our National Review.
We have had the subjeet already
treated with considerable variety of
View, — that of the comparatively
heutral observer who, looking back to
the close connection of morality and
religion in the past, and considering
the apparently loosening hold of both
In the present, fears the worst con-
Sequences to humanity in the crisis
towards which be thinks it is being
urried,—that of the Christian who
believes that the doctrine of the Cross
18 still “the power of God unto salva-
tion,—and that of the sceptic who
8pparently denies that there is any
Vital connection between religion and
Worality at all,
hatever be the position we may
®el constrained to assume towards
I8 great question, it is not easy to
Understand how the last writer can
&sk_, as he does, concerning the second
Position, ¢._to what practical issue is
't, or can it be relevant?’ 1f religious
&nd Don-religious beliefs are to stand
Upon their own merits, one of these
Nust, assuredly Le the moral tendency
a.f ach. To influence men's belief by
0 g interests is cer-

. 9ppeal to their
nly wrong, when by ‘interests’ is

!

outward life.  But in the moral and
spiritual region, the case is quite
altered, and, to beings constituted as
we are, the fact that a certain belief
—or faith—tends to advance the
truest and highest life of our humanity,
is certainly at least a presumption in
favour of its truth. The same writer
adwmits this himself in a later paper,
naively enough, when he says:-—¢The
early propagators of Christianity had
to step forth into a world that was
not permeated by Christian sentiment,
and had to gain adherents to their
cause hy arguments drawn from the
nature of what they taught.” 1f the
“early propagators of Christianity ’
might appeal to ‘the nature of what
they taught,” and its moral effect—
for the two are closely bound together
—why may not its modern defenders
appeal also to the internal value of

. that which they hold as man's most

precious heritage? If even Mr. Spen-
cer tells us that few things can hap-
pen more disastrous than the decay
and death of a regulative system no
longer fit, before another and fitter
regulative system has grown up to re-
place it,” it is, a fortiori, the duty of
Christians to show most emphaticall y
the disastrous eflect of rejecting a
system which they hold divinely fitted
to be not only the very best regu-
lative system for humanity, but—
what is far more—inspiring also, as
no merely human system can ever be.
No reasonable human being would ex-
pect another to believe, without ade-
quate grounds for belief. But the

’ practical importance which we attach
ant merely the advancement of our |

to a subject has much to do with the
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amount of consideration we bestow
upon it; and it is no dishonour to
Christianity, but the very reverse, to
maintain that, on account of its un-
speakable practical importance to the
moral life of humanity, it is not to be
cast aside without a more adequate
conception of that importance than
seems to be possessed by those who
are so ready to ¥eject it.

In the paper entitled ‘Morality and
Religion,” in the February number of
the CaNapiax MoxTHLY, the writer
thus briefly defines his own position :
¢that morality is a thing of natural
growth ; that it consists essentially of
the exercise of certain just and bene-
volent feelings, with their appropriate
outcome in action, towards our fellow-
beings, and that no system of religion,
past or present, can claim to have in-
vented it, or to be alone capable of
maintaining it in vigour.” This defini-
tion leaves out of view altogether the
larger idea of morality as a choice
between good and evil, in obedience
to self evident truth. It seemssimply
a statement of the ¢ evolution theory’
of morality, and as such is a begging
of the great question at issue between
the ‘experiential’ and the ‘intuitional’
theories, which is not likely to be
settled even by Mr. Spencer’s ¢ Data of
Ethics.” Into this question, however,

it is not the purpose of the present .

paper to enter, especially as anyone
may see it ably treated in Mr. Mallock’s
article in the Ninefcenth Century, en-
titled ¢ Atheistic Methodism.” But no
one on either side of the present dis-
cussion would assert that either
religion, or any system of religion,
“invented morality.” To do so would
be to honour neither religion nor
morality, and would be as rational as
to speak of sanitary systems asinvent-
ing the laws of health.  Christ Him-
self made no such claim, when He
appealed to the Jews to judge Him
by His words and works. Paul made
no such claim for even Moses and the
Prophets when he spoke of the Gen-
tiles as having ‘the law written in
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their hearts” It is assuredly true
that, as Mr. Goldwin Smith has told
us, every religion worthy of the name
‘has been the basis of moral life, and
especially of the moral life of the com-
munity; each of them after its fashion
bas been the support of righteousness,
and the terror of nnrighteousness;’
that, even though ‘overlaid and dis-
guised by fable, ceremony and priest-
craft,’ the ‘moral element has always
been present in everything that could
be called a religious system.” But the
connection between religion and mor-
ality must be, to every theist at least,
a far closer one than that of either in-
venting morality or enforcing it.
Morality, in its larger sense, as the
chioice between good and evil, must
include religion, and religion, as an
influence, must be the very source and
well-spring of moral life.

By religion, however, let it be un-
derstood that we do not mean theol-
ogy, viz.,, what men have believed or
thought or funcied about God, though
undoubtedly the truth or falsehood of
this must materially affect the value
of their religion ; but we mean the
active principle which binds the soul
to God, which leads it to look up to
him with love and reverence, and to
draw a portion of His life into its
own. Now, as to the theist, God is the
source of all life, a fortiori must He
be the source of moral and spiritual
life. Unless this be true, we can have
no theism which has any practical in-
terest or bearing on human life at all.
And so, through all degrees, from al-
most total davkness to the perfect
light, we may trace

¢ The mystery dimly understoad
That love of God is Tove of good.
And chiefly, its diviuest trace,

In Him of Nazareth’s holy face :
"That to be saved is only thix,
Salvation from our selfishness |
From more than elemental fire
"I'he soul’s unsatisfied desire,

From sin itself, and not the pain
That warns us of its chafing chain.

But the Christian theist has no n(?ed
to go far to discover the connectio?
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between religion and morality, or even
to discover what the essence of mor-
ality is. To him it is no cold philoso-
phic abstraction called ¢altruism.” It
resolves itsclf into the dear familiar
name of love. Mr. Le Sueur himself
admits that ‘the true moral law’is
‘summed up’ in the sublime definition
given by Christ Himself :—* Thou
shalt luve the Lord thy God with all
thy heart, and with all thy soul, and
with all thy mind.” This is the fivst and
great commandment. And the second
18 like unto it :—*Thou shalt love thy
neighbour as thyselt.” This is the
orality of Christianity. It is relig-
lon and morality fused into one. And
if this be essential morality, which no
theist, at all events, can consistently
refuse to a lmt,—then, assuredly, that
force which can most strongly develop
love to (iod and man, must be the
Most mighty moral agent. It is this
transcendent power, and nothing else,
that we claim for the Christian faith.
For no one will deny that love, 7. ¢.,
Ove to a person, is the very strongest
Motive power which can be applied to
Uman nature. Love to a cause is
Strong in some natures of the higher
80tt; but we cannot love an abstraction
?-s we can love a person. In its
ull Strength it calls forth every latent
“apability, every dormant power, and
?&kes easy what had seemed impossi-
ove. It is stronger than death, for it
w €rcomes even the love of life. And
Oneen the ohject of the love is a noble
bl the love grows nobler and enno-
8 the whole nature. ¢For a good
30 some would even dare to die.’
;:l‘;ory affords no glimpses of human
hibitr:hso sublime as those which ex-
a nob] € supreme devotion of men to
leagt t?) leader, or a leader who at
When, (1 them appears noble. And
.50 e hallowing touch of a death of
credcnhce for others adds depth and
no emne'ss to the love, there can be
hug, Otion in all the range of merely
80 feeling so tender and so strong.

ul‘:;thel‘e i8 more still. All merely

Doralists appear to ignore, at '

" earthly life.
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least, one hemisphere of our being,
and that unspeakably its nobler one
—our spiritual nature. Were man,
indeed, the mere transitory product of
blind material forces, owing no allegi-
ance and feeling no aspirations beyond
these, with nothing either to draw
him upward or to draw him down-
ward from the inevitable progress of
bis being through the action of his
¢environment,’ like a mollusc on the
sea-shore, with no perception of spirit-
ual beauty or of spiritual need,—no
sense of waifare between that which
his higher nature admires and that
which his lowcr nature is impelled to
do ; ther, indeed, his so-called ‘mor-
ality ' might develop as instinctively
as his senses or his passions, and relig-
ion, and indeed anything worth calling
virtue, would be alike superfluous and
inconceivable. If, in short, we lived
in a world of the secular moralist’s
creation, his theory would be unexcep-
tionable.  But we do not! We live
in a world where the need of God has
always been one of the most urgent
needs of humanity, and the thought
of God its strongest controlling pow-
er ; facts which such moralists ut-
terly ignore. Miss Bevington, a
writer of this class, informs us that
the utility of religion is ¢ made up of
material wholly belonging to the
Were there no sickness
and no earthly hopelessness or joy-
lessness, there is nothing to show that
there would be any need of, or any
demand for, celestial comfort.” Is then
the deepest consciousness of humanity
‘nothing ¥’ Oris it a delusion that
has forced from the noblest hearts the
cry, ¢ My soul thirsteth for God, for
theliving God ¥ No ! the delusion lies
with those who, apparently for the
sake of a favourite theory, throw away
their noblest birthright.

But how is the thirst for God to be
satisfied ? How are we to love ¢ with
all our heart and soul, and mind and
strength’ the Unseen and Unknown—
the Absolute and Unconditioned ? Him
whom humanity had more or less dimn-
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ly seen, and ignorantly worshipped,
Christianity declares unto us, for
Christianity is the revelation of God
in Christ. It opens to us the very
mind and heart of (God. It unites in
one emotion the craving for the
Divine and the tender love of the hu-
man, and establishes, through the
Divine Spirit, the direct link of spirit-
ual communication between us and
the eternal source of our highest life.

‘Olove! O life! Our faith and sight

Thy presence w.aketh one,—

As through traustigured clouds of white

~ We trace the noonday sun,

S0 to our mortal eyes subdued,
Flesh-veiled, but not concealed,

We know in thee the fatherhood,
And heart of God revealed.’

But Christianity does more still
than bring the children to know and
love their Father.
great need of humanity which all
werely secular systems of ethics ig-
nore. An able critic of the ‘Data
of Ethics,” remarks, that Mr. Spencer
does not discuss the question how it
comes to pass that ‘ actions most com-

There is another °

monly and most emphatically commend-
ed are actions which most need to be -

enforced 27 That is to say, he ignores
the great disturbing force which, call
it by what name we will, draws man
with a terrible attraction, from what
would seem to be the natural course

of following that which he confesses '
to be good, and impels him to that

which he admits to be evil,—a force
just as strong in the human heart to-
day as it was three thousand years
ago, and just as urgently needing to
be guarded by enactments and penal-
ties. This great disturbing force, the
deepest consciousness of humanity has

ever acknowledged as sin ; and all the

sacrificial altars of all the ages bear
witness to the accompanying convic-
tion of guilt. This sense of guilt and
consequent misery and separation from
God, Christianity, with its ¢ doctrine
of the Cross,’ meets as nothing else
can do. In the paper entitled, ‘The
Future of Morality,” we have a curi-

I
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ously crude and incorrect statement of
what Christians understand by this
great central belief. Can the writer
really believe that the doctrine, as ke
states it, is that whicli drew forth the
adoring love of such intellects and
hearts as those of Paul and Angustine,
and Luther and Chalmers? Could it
be such a faith which called forth from
the great master who knew all the
stops of the human heart, the immor-
tal lines—

¢ Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit
once :
And He that might the vautage best have
took,
Found out the remedy.’

Christians are asked to believe-—not
that they are held guiltless becanse ‘an
innocent person’ has died for their of-
fences,—but that ‘ God wasin Christ re-
conciling the world to Himself—that
Divine Love itself descended into the
conditions of sinful humanity, and sub-
mitted itself to the penalty of sin, that
it might raise humanity, through the
love and trust which we call Faith, to
receive forgiveness and help, and the
renewed communion with God, which
must be the true source of moral life-

" Thisis what an intelligent Christianity

means by ¢ Justification by Faith,’ ant
the very etymology and ancient use 0
the word ¢ «t one-ment,’ shows that it
was so understood by the translators ©
our English Bible. That Augustin®
and Luther are sound authorities as t0
Christian belief, few will deny. Her®
then, is what Luther himself says as t©
the words—¢The just shall live bY
faith.” ¢ I ran through the Scripture®
as my memory would serve me, an¢
observed the same analogy in other
words—as the work of God, that 1%
the work which God works in us; ¥
strength of God, with which He make®
us strong ; the wisdom of God, wit
which He makes us wise ; the pow®
of God, the salvation of God, the glorY
of God. Afterwards I read Augustin®
«“On the Spirit and the Letter,” wher®s
beyond my hope, I found that he, t00»
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interpreted the justice of God in a sim-
ilar way as that with which God en-
dues us when He justifies us.’ Chris-
tianity is no more safe than any other
great truth from blundering and inad-
equate conceptions of it. But it is not
by these, but by its own authoritative
statements, interpreted by themselves,
that it is to be judged. If its own
claims are true, it is no mere specula-
tive theory of certain dmes d'élite, but
a force of the most vital importance to
the moral life of the world.  We do not
Deed to be told that its central doctrine
Is distasteful to the pride of natural
reason—conclusive evidence that na-
tural reason never could have origin-
ated it. But it is just they who have
the deepest and truest knowledge of
their own hearts,and the needs of their
fellowmen, and who at the same time
°an testify by experience of the value
of the divinely-offered gifts, who can
Say most emphatically, with the late
1shop Ewing, ¢ (iod was in Christ re-
conciling the world unto Himself. Has
&‘ny one ever ventured to declare that
God is anywhere else reconciling the
world unto Himself 7 He may be per-
eived elsewhere ruling and judging
© world, but where else is He to be
ound reconcilingit? If a man really
Tows himself amidst the sins, the
Sufferings, and the deaths of the men
and women around him, he will find
8t none but a suffering and a dying
Odfnay, a God who Himself bears
our Sins—gives sutlicient witness that
nee !8areconciling God. But that wit-
53, a8 it is the last witness that can
i: 8iven, is also cufficient ; and there
Do sin, suffering, or death for which
t € Cross is not an adequate consola-
on,

tia];l?:“m up, then, —we find that Chris-
10ve1 y l'e:«‘ea]s to our knowledge and
h]indiihe God whom all humanity has

Y yearned to know; that it unites
Ty WO strongest forces possible to hu-
any tjllature—l;he lovg for the human
tifi vie love for the Divine—the *bea-

the ¢ sion ’ of infinite perfection with

nder love and reverence for a hu-
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man friend and a dying Deliverer ;
that in His death for sin we find peace
in the assurance of Divine love and
Divine forgiveness, and in His resur-
rection and eternal life, the pledge and
promise of our own ; and that, by the
direct agency of the Divine Spirit, it
communicates the life, moral and spi-
ritual, which has its source in God a-
lone. What other force, then, can so
help men to fultil ¢ the first and great
commandment,” which falls only with
theism itself, and ‘the second, which
is like unto it.’? For it shows us that
¢ One is our Father, even God, and all
we are brethren ;” and that, just be-
cause He is the all-loving Father, we
are to be kind even to the unthankful
and the evil, that we may be ‘the chil-
dren of our Father in heaven.’ And
there is no other force which can real-
ly bind together the scattered units of
humanity. Why should the happiness
of one life be sacrificed for another,
which is of no more value than itself,
or even for an aggregate of other lives,
individually of no greater importance?
Mere multiplication does not originate
value. A continent of sand particles
will not make one diamond. But the
children find in a common Father their
true bond of brotherhood, and love to
God and love to man become indis-
tinguishably blended in one inspiring
impulse.

And as a matter of fact, Christian-
ity has proved itself, as we expect it
to prove itself, the mightiest regener-
ating power that has ever been brought
to bear upon humanity.* Through ali

* Note.—1It is not to be forgotten that the defini-
tion of morality from which we started as common
ground, although given in the form we have quoted
by Christ, was simply the re-statement of what had
been given long before. [n the paper entitled
¢ Morality and Religion,” we find the morality of
Mosaic law, the noblest, most humane and enlight-
ened code ever given to an ancient people—imost un-
fairly aspersed on the ground of a single imperfectly
understood limitation f punishment. No good
lawyer, at lLast, w.uld have so ignored the well-
known principle of judicial tuterpretation wh.ich
reads every statute in the light of the whole spirit
of the code which contains it, Is it Iikely that any
code would in one breath command that even the
beast of an enemy, found lying under its burden,
+hould be assisted to rise, and in the next leave an.
opening for inhuman barbarity towards a man ! No



3548

the preparatory education of ritual and
enactment and prophetic teaching, men
were gradually led up to the final and
full revelation by Christ of that true
righteousness or holiness which is that
of character rather than conduct,—of
iaspiring life rather than of regulative
pressure,—the two differing as much
as does a system of quarantine regula-
tions from the radical cure which sends
the health bounding through every
vein, and invigorating every faculty.
This inward life which faith in Christ
imparts, has blossomed out into the
noblest and tenderest lives and acts of
love and charity to man that the world
has ever seen—rendering superfluous,
where its full power is felt, the out-
ward machinery of enactment and law.
We are told that Christianity —the re-
ligion of which the keynote is forbear-
ing and forgiving love —*‘ has been pre-
eminently the parent of persecution !’
As well tell us that truth has been the
parent of falsehood! It is the pride
and intolerance and narrowness of hu-
man nature which has so far counter-
acted the true influence of Christianity
as to make persecution possible among
those who profess it. We are favoured
—evidently as a specimen of the
¢fruits’ of Clristianity—with a sketch
.of the ‘so-called pious,” which is cer-
tainly not flattering. They are at once
ritualistic and saturated with worldli-
ness, impressed with the insignificance
of this earthly life and yet absorbed in
its follies and conventions and vanities.
We are not concerned to defend the ifi-
-consistencies of humannature, orthein-
adequacy of the mere surface and *so-
«called’ Christianity which is a shallow
veneer instead of an informing impulse,
But it is just ground for honest indig-
nation when the symptoms of the
.disease are apparently set down as the

Jaws ever more carefully protected the poor, the
servant and the stranger, than did the Mosaic Code.
Is it not more reasonable to suppose that the great
fawgiver knew what he was about, at least as wellas
his modern critic? We have also in a former paper
a misrepresentation of Christ’s moral teaching
through the literalising of the poetical form of
.Oriental teaching, and an inaccuracy even in report-
.ing the words themselves.

!
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effects of the unassimilated remedy,
and the abortive results of a barren
profession are placed before us as re-
presenting a Christianity which is to-
day inspiring thousands and tens of
thousands wlho are earnestly living out
the faith that is in them; who, amid
the wretchedness and misery of crowded
cities, and the human degradation of
tropical islands—amid the rigours of
an Arctic climate and under the burn-
ing sun of Africa—are patiently, faith-
fully, lovingly toiling to raise their
brothers and sisters from abject bar-
barism to not merely intelligent civil-
ization, but towards those heights of
purity to which Christianity calls
them :—* Be ye perfect even as your
Father in Heaven is perfect!’

These things are evidently non-ex-
istent to the gaze of those who assure
us so positively that religion has but
little to do with practical morality.
They assure us, moreover, that its
glorious hope of a nobler life beyond
the grave makes this life a thing of
little value and prevents our * treating
it with due seriousness.’” Strange as-
sertion ! We had imagined that it was
Christianity that had ¢ the promise of
this life and that which is to come,
and that nothing could make this life
of such momentous seriousness as the
consciousness that its issues reach out
into a vista of infinity. The ‘ detach-
ment * which Christianity teaches is &
detachment from the lower and tran-
sient enjoyments which belong to the
life of our senses, that we may possess
even now, the enduring blessednes®
that belongs to the life of our spirit:
This, and this alone, can teach us ‘%
use this world as not abusing it;’ thiS
and this alone, is the ¢ faith that over:
cometh the world,” and makes life rea
and earnest in the face of disillusio®
and disappointment. No one can ¢V
tell us more impressively than Chrls_"
and Christian writers that even /¢
we have eternal life, and that ® i
blessedness of heaven belongs, e"'en_
now, to the ‘ pure in heart.” A gen®"
ation ago, Frederick Robertson wrote
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And if obedience were entire and love
were perfect, then would the Revela-
tion of the Spirit to the soul of man
be perfect too. There would be trust
expelling care, and enabling a man to
repose ; there would be a love whicl:
could cast out fear; there would Le
Sympathy with the Mighty All of God;
selfishness would pass, isolation would
be felt no longer ; the tide of the uni-
versal and eternal Life would come
with mighty pulsations throbbing
through the soul. To such a man it
would not matter where he was, nor
What_to live or die would be alike.
. hings common would be transfigured.

Che human would become Divine—
life, even the meanest, noble. In the

ue of every violet there would be a
g]lmpse of Divine affection and a dream
of heaven. Human love itself would
urn with a clearer and intenser flame,
Using from the altar of self-sacrifice.’

Willany one dare to tell us that a faith
'%e this ¢ makes life too poor a thing
todo anything with,’ is ¢ simple treason

Umanity 1’
ut while it is true that the blessed-
€53 of heaven may begin here, in the
©art, let no one mock us by trying to
Persuade g that, in this world of per-
{iet“al change, and crushed hopes, and
ed aspirations, and unsatisfied
Yearnings, and ties rudely snapped
JU8E whien they are strongest and dear-
0?1 » We are to find our heaven and
a g}_‘oh}e ! To a few it may seem so for
pe Tief jnterval.  But however great
ivl'SOnal happiness may be, the sensi-
°ear and heart can never be long
€af to the fact that the air is full of
w.e Sound of human weeping, blended
! the inarticulate wail of the ani-
v Creation. No poet was ever more
WOer to the beauty of the natural
twan l_?nd the sweetness of mere hu-
h e than Burns, but he knew the
and bitter conditions that sur-

mgﬂ

To .
m::,d the life of nine-tenths of hu-
‘lty. And so he truly sings,

A{:W Seem favourites of fate

Pleasure’s lap carest ;
Yet thlpk ot all the rich and great

re likewise truly blest !
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But, oh! what crowds in every land,
All wretched and forlorn,

Through weary hife this lesson learn
That man was made to mourn !’

This is as true to-dayas it wasa hun-
dred years ago. And how is it going
to help this mass of ¢wretched and
forlorn ’ humanity to be told that after
an indefinite number of successive
genertitions have lived and suffered
and gone out into darkness, this world:
may possibly, through a better know-
ledge of “the laws of life, become a
more comfortable caravanserai for fu-
ture equally transitory beings, who-
may lodge in it (for awhile) on their
way from nothingness to nothingness?

Tennyson gives us the passionate-
outery of the heart which has seen the
light of its life quc:iched in darkness
—utter darkness—if this life is to be
‘ the only theatre of 1::an’s activity’ :

‘ My own dim life should teach me this
'That life should live for everore,
Else earth is darkness at the core,

And dust and ashes all that is.

* This round of green, this orh of flame,
Fantastic beauty ; such as lurks
In some wild poet while he works.
Without a consciencs or an aim.

* "T'were best at once to sink to peace,
Like birds the charming serpent draws,.
T'o drop head-foremost in tlhe jaws

Of vacant darkness, and to cease !’

What wonder that the despairing
heart, with no help or hope to nerve it
to the unequal struggle through a life
turned into bitterness, should find its
moral nature paralyzed by the horrible
sense of contrast between its ideal
riches and its utter bankruptcy, and
sink into pessimism, with the cynic’s
bitter laugh, as he prepares to ¢ eat,
drink and be merry’ while lasts this
little fragment of a meaningless exist-
ance :—

‘ Yesterday this day’s madness did prepare,
"f'o-morvow’s silence, triumph and despair,
Drink ! for you know not whence you

came, nor wh
Drink ! for you

s
Know not why you go or
where !’
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‘When we find men talking, uncon-
scious how the Christianity they re-
ject has moulded their thoughts and
words, of the ‘moral resources of a
irue humanity,’ of ‘calm yet ardent
faith and fervent brotherly love,’ as
separate from faith in, and love to,
God, we know they are only holding
to the shadow of the substance they
would throw away ; and if they could
throw it away they would find that
the shadow had an inconvenient ten-
dency to follow. Yet when we are told
that to lose Christ, and life, and im-
mortality is to lose nothing material
from our moral life, we can scarcely
find words of reproach for those who
80 cheat themselves with ¢ vacant chaff
well meant for grain,’—so strongly do
we recall the touching words of Divine
compassion :—* Thou sayest, [ am rich
and increased with goods, and have
need of nothing, and knowest not that
thou art wretched and miserable and
poor and blind and naked !’ Here is
the frank confession of one Agnostic,
who does not blind himself to what he
loses in losing Christianity : ¢ Foras-
much as T am far from being able to
agree with those who atlirm that the
twilight doctrine of the * new faith”
is a desirable substitute for the waning
splendour of the old, 1 am not ashamed
to confess that, with this virtual ne-
gation of God, the universe, to me,
has lost its soul of loveliness, and, al-
though from henceforth the precept to
«work while it is yet day ” will doubt-
less gain an intensified force from the
terribly intensified meaning of the
words that ¢ the night cometh when
no man can work,” vet, when at times
1 think of the hallowed glory of that
creed which once was mine, and the
lonely mystery of existence as now I
find it, at such times I shall ever feel
it impossible to avoid the sharpest
pangof which mynature is susceptible.
. . I cannot but feel that for me,
and for others who think as I do,
there is a dreadful truth in the words
of Hamilton—philosophy having be-
come a meditation, not merely of death
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butof annihilation—the precept ‘know
thyself’ has become transformed into
the terrific oracle to (Edipus,

¢ Mayest thou ne’er know. the truth of what
thou art.”’

But we do not fear that any such
catastrophe will permanently overtake
bhumanity. If the admitted definition
of morality, with which westartediscor-
rect, and Christianity is what we have
claimed it to be, then the future of mo-
rality and the future of Christianity are
not merely bouud up together; theyare
one and the same. And both are in
the hands of ¢ the Divinity that shapes
our ends.! There may be a temporary
and partial retrogression. Christians
are prepared by their own inspired
oracles to expect that, and they are
probably right who see signs of it now.
Buat Christianity is no decadent faith.
1t is not too much to say that the great
majority of the earnest intelligence of
the age is Christian still ; and that,
notwithstanding the causes that have
been supposed to shake it, there is 2
firmer and more vital faith in Chris-
tianity to-day than there was half &
century ago. There is mor > opposition,
of course, because there is more ac-

 tivity of thought, and men actively

|

oppose, where before they were simply
indifferent. But even opposition is bet-
ter than indifference, and the storms
that shake, only root the tree more
firmly in the soil. ~ The Church Qf
Christ, with all its imperfections, 18
still the great regenerating power O
humanity. The very attacks of it8
enemies have the effect of quickening
its vitality and rekindling the enthu-
siasm of its members, as the attempt
to wrest from them their best tred;
sure, gives them a redoubled sense ©

" its ineffable value. Infidelity, in all it8

guises, may for a time vaunt its des:
tructive triumphs in the borrow

language of the heavenly kingdoo™
But the Church of Christ knows 'heI;
leader will not fail ; and ¢in this sig"®
she still goes forth conquering and 0
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conquer. Her workers go on and
build ; and like the small invisible la-
bourers, that have built up a scattered
continent in Southern seas, thous-
ands, working patiently and obscurely,
are contributing to the building up of
the heavenly city. The Star of Beth-
lehem still lights earnest seekers to
the spiritual king, and its light shall
hot wane till the whole sky is radiant

‘THE MORALITY
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with that fuller glory which many
think is already daw ing. The music
of the first Cliristmas Carol will never
die on the ear of humanity until it is
lost in the grander chorus of the New
Song, which shall usker in that, per-
haps, not ¢ far off divine event’

‘ To which the whole‘creation moves,’

OF THE FUTURE’

BY DELTA.

A SOMNOLENT despair has

*- reached forth its icy fingers and
laid hol upon that external portion of
thegreat heart of society which pulsates
0 the outward and visible Chureh.
Sad forebodings, dim forecastings of
evil are a constant presence to many
Professors of Christiauity.  An ever-
Arkening gloom clouds the spirit and
Iie of ninetcenth century orthodoxy.
Such grief, so far as it is real—and
€re is much reality in it—is entitled
alike ¢, respect and sympathy. All
”‘lﬁ'ering, self-wrought or otherwise,

48 cluims not only upon human sym- .

Pathy. Ly human aid, for there is not
Solitary ill to which flesh is heir
Ich cannot, be disinherited.

th man will but strive to drive out

Ouele"ll, good will supply, sp ntane-

e 81y, to all appearance, the void so

8used, for N ature abhors a vacuum.

“Bdeed yp ey Nature's laws a vacuum
ts an
ur . .

ta] World, so in the moral universe.

Impossibility ; and, as in the na- ,

© elightest evil shunned is replaced

Y good, There is
SMptiness,

h ave ere may be seyeral causes which

doy 8enerated this gloom of crtho-

I’eniy S0 prevalent at present. Tem-
Went, for instance, may have

not a single interval

something to do with it. The wear
and tear of hard work and worry not
a little contribute to this result by en-
feebling the powers of mind and body.
A conscious lack of power combined
with the knowledge of serious defects
in his weapons will discourage the
holdest soldier.  But it is to be feared
that another cause is at work—a cause
which is the strongest proof both of
the actuality and possibility of the
‘moral interregnum’ so despairingly
anticipated. That cause is, that we
‘have projected ourselves and our creed
into morality itself, beyond and above
whicli there is no other. Self-love, and
the thoughts or creeds which self hag
formulated, expressed or adopted, have
become to many an individual, and
many a sect composed of such individ-
uals, the whole sum and substance of
morality. ¢ Verily, we are the people
and with us wisdom diéth,” is how
Solomon puts it.

For such,a moral interregnum means
a cessation of the personal power and
authority they have enjoyed ; and that
has come upon us. The rule of one
man’s, or one sect’s, will and thought

! is now an impossibility. This state

appears likely to last ; is it not well

. that it should ?
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The moral faculties are made up | much as self and deems that ‘ right”

simply of that will-power which con-
stitutes the life of man. The will can
never cease to control the thoughts and
actions. There can be, therefore, no
moral interregnum. There are, it is
true, good morals and bad, good wills
and evil wills, ruling or causing, re-
spectively, good or evil thoughts and
conduct. Cood will is the will to
benefit others ; evil will is the deter-
mination to benefit self at the expense
of others. © All unrighteousness issin.’
¢ Unrighteousness’ is that which is un-
just, unloving towards others; and
there is not a sin in the calendar of

crime which cannot be traced directly

to selfishness—self-will, self-love —as
its origin.

Here it is that the unorthodoxy or
inconsistency of scientific and material-
istic philosophy makes itself visible.
Scientific moralists are quite as loth to
give up morality—that is, morality as

understood by ‘good will towards man’

—-as are religious moralists. Yet such
undoubtedly good men as Herbert
Spencer, Huxley, Tyndall, and others
of their school of thought, while admit-
ting that morality, in the broad sense
defined above, is desirable as the aim
or ultimate of all philosophy, can trace
its reasonableness and possibility only
to the fact elucidated from the laws of
waterial beingthat whatsoever conduct
least hinders the development of the
individual and inflicts the least pain

or discomfort upon self is also the best |

towards others. This, therefore, con-
stitutes the true philosophy of moral
conduct—utter selfishness. A serup-
ulous and constant care of self, co-
equal and co-existent in all men, is the
summum boninnof sociologyas & science.
They hope thus that evolution will
evolve out of an ardent love of self and
consequent hatred of all others, where
gelf is concerned, that condition of be-
ing in which each is just and righteous.
Yet if the words ¢ justice ’ and * right-
eousness ’ are not sounds merely, but
sounds expressive of ideas, they must
mean at least that man loves others as

which leaves a straight path open to
others as well as to self. Righteous-
ness is not a regard to one’s own rights
only ; how then can self-love lead to
anything but a pretence of love to
others? ‘Self-love’ and ¢ love of others’
may indeed be the same strean of love
or will, deseribed in the one way or the
other, according to which of two dia-
metrically opposite directions it may
take; but can the same stream of
spiritual life or will, lowing out, half
towards self, and half toward one’s
neighbour, be expected to meet and
blend together within the next million
years or so? A house divided against
itself cannot long remain standing.
The devil of self-love, living in selfish-
ness, cannot cxorcise the devil of
self-love nor cast it out of the life.
Yet this is the childish error into
which scientific or natural religionists,
who judge by appearances only, though
their aim be sincere, have permitted
themselves to fall.

In this fallacy they are not alone.
Orthodox religionists originated the
method, and its impress is not only
fatally stamped upon their creeds, but
has become ingrained in the very na-
tures of men who deem themselves
freed from the prejudices of education
or training, and prepared to sit at the
feet of Nature listening with heart
and mind to her teachings. Orthodoxy
throughout the ages has “taught—is
teaching still—that salvation for self
is the starting-point of good-will to-
wards others. The will, the desire, t©
save self is the ¢ dweller on the thres-
hold ’ that ushers in to the glory of #
new life. Christianity seems to have
forgotten the lesson of its bitterest
enemies, who perceived and said of ?,he
great Master, ‘ He saved others ; Him-
self He cannot save.’ The servant 1®
not greater than his Lord. Nor can
the man who cares to save others
waste time or energy, will or thoughts
on the comparatively trivial question
of hisown salvation. Orthodoxy has,'*
short, appealed to the lhwest motiv?
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in poor, fallen human nature, and has
not, therefore, with any great power
laid hold upon Eternal Life. *The
Kingdom of Heaven sutfereth violence
and the violent '—those who are full of
will to reach and save others—¢ take
it by force.” In striving for others,
new powers are developed by exercise,
pPowers which no other influence than

that of unselfishness in the life can |

Possibly bring into conscious activity.
The Positivist school of thought
actually gets nearer to Christianity in
8pirit than scientific philosophy or
orthodox religion. They live, and
ope to live for ever in, and for, other
lives, A dream —says the selfish
Wworld of so-called Religion and Sci-
ence,
p to the standard of Positivism, they
Will find the future life a veality ; and
by doing the will of Him who lived
Or others, shall, here or hereafter,
earn ever more and more of the
doctrine, aud find eternal life,

If then both orthodox and scientific
religion act oaly as a wet blanket upon
a1y latent ¢ enthusiasm for humanity,’
While ¢yyositivism’ is merely a child
N darkness crying for the light, is
s '€re not proof sufticient of a moral
Wterregnum? Where are we to seek

r the reign of potent good morals,
§0od will, among men, if the truth of
Natura) law is scientilically proved to
®ontajn ne goodness, while the proofs
c®bodied in the creeds of orthodoxy

their summation in the unit
Rumber gpe g’
« Where, indeed, but in the so-called
. llnorthodox,’ who seek truth by, and
;” 800dness ? The ¢ mere morality’ of
the,. Den—their lives far more than

O thoughts—are & law unto the

Ql‘eed

.5 ruling them

into subjection,
n g

e even their proud professors
) edre tha'n half ashamed to acknow-
ba.rge their beliefs if arraigned at the
COmmon sense and experience.

two latter qualities, the former
Bcienagl outgrowth of the latter, respect
facty | C Tesearch where it deals with
g 2‘1‘5 Operate as a powerfully

f
|
|

Yet, if there be any who live
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deterrent force from a pseudo scientific
religion ostensibly deduced from mere
phenomena.  For is it not a self-evi-
dent truth to the dullest intellect that
while a life lived so as to injure no fel-
low-creature yields the greatest happi-
ness, yet that man cannot live such g
life if his absorbing motive be to at-
tain happiness. It is a feat which
has never yet been performed.  Sei-
ence does not treat of facts, but of
fancies, when it proceeds to establish
data of religious ethics on a basis of
expediency. If to expedite individual
movement be the sole aim, obstacles
must be swept from the path. Tt is
the only expedient. Thus the logic of
experience in well-doing clips the
wings of scientific religion and main-
tains the rule of morality.

For orthodox error there is not
much hope. It is dying out before
the rule of unorthodox morality. For
there is in heterodoxy strength and
life and movement, Unorthodoxy is
tremendously prevalent in the pew ;
nor is it unknown in the pulpit. Our
Dominion is blest with at least two
men, preachers, one in each of her
principal cities, who are absolutely
fearless in the search for truth. Orthe.
doxy has spant its strength upon the
one, and by a narrow-minded persecu-
tion has only added force to his words
by increasing his audience, Seeing
orthodoxy is dumb, overpowered and
awed into silence Ly morality, what
attracts the people? Hardly eloquence
—save that of intense earnestness,
Hardly grace or elegance of speech
or expression—though neitherjg want-
ing. Morality rules the hearts of the
people.  They hunger after that love
of truth which lives in goodness, and
dares to seek the truth so Joved by no
other road than the doing of actual
physical, mental and spiricual good,
‘all to each, and each to a]].’ Practical
goodness, mercy and peace towards all,
is the path this preacher chooses by
which to find truth, and point the

.way to other seekers,

The other, orthodoxy has let alvne
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severely —with a wisdom peculiar to
the children of this world who do not
care about encouraging the children of
light. Orthodoxy hardly covets an en-
counter with a man who is as reckless
as he is fearless—filling his hearers
with a consciousness of hidden volcano
fires within—of seathing scorn and
burning wrath for all meanness and
hypocrisy.  So the creed-worshipper
changes his weapons. He does not
advance openly to the attack, but ig-
nores the enemy, and steadily pooh-
poohs and slanders him. This preacher,
zealous, eloquent and powerful though
he be, is but a man and not yet an an-
gel, and he lives out openly the life
that is in him. Therefore he is un-
clerical, vain, conceited ; a busy-body
having to do with things of the world
which any orthodox clergyman should
have sense enough to let alone; fo

repressing hypocrisy. malice, and all
uncharitableness, by the force of alife
devoted to work for others, for the
highest good of the land we live in.

‘THE MORALITY OF THE FUTURE’

ject. The inner life or will which con-
stitutes the real man, gains knowledge
by the objects presented to it, and the
combination of will and knowledge,

. love and wisdom, constitutes life with

its consummation in action. Matter
is an effect ; spirit, the cause. There-
fore, the spiritual will to do right,

¢ draws forth the knowledge of how to

do it from the objects and experiences

. with which it meets till right is done.

That is salvation, justice, righteous-
ness, Christianity—call it which you

© will—as seen in and received from,
' that life of all lives, the Divine Hu-
{ manity of our Lord God and Saviour.
. To do His will, to mingle the stream

of our lives with His Life, is to these
men the very law of life—the only
true sociology. It is the one scientific
religion which achieves the line of

' least resistance, not only reaching to
formalism and orthodoxy should go
hand in hand. Still the man lives and
grows, is useful, and his influence—
the power of the truth that isin him
—expands. Morality rules by hiu, ‘

A remarkable similarity in the

teaching of these two men, who are

vastly dissimilar in their mode of life

and personal characteristics, would
scem almost to afford an index or out-
line of that coming morality which
has already partially begun its reign.
Both perceive a spiritual meaning, un-
derlying and contained within the lit-

the greatest happiness of the greatest
number, but accomylishing, by the only
possible road, the complete happiness
of all; self only happy in striving to
attain that end. This is to live in &
finite degree as He lived in His infi-
nite degree.

Such is the key-note of the morality
of the future as sounded by these two
men. And it is in unison with the great
beart of the mass of humanity which
huneers not for 1o more systems of
religion. but for the thing itself, and
will believe it only when men not only

. see, but feel it acting upon their lives,

eral words of Holy Writ, treating al-

ways and ever of the inner will-life of
man. Symbols of exterior natural life
are used in the Divine Word toreveal
the workings of the thoughts, the pas-
sions of the spiritual man that lives
within the merely natural man. Every
thing external corresponds exactly to
the internal, because nature works
from within, outwards—-not from with-
out, inwards. The objective does not
give life to the subjective. Objects
only arouse the life that is in the sub-

touching them practically at every
poiut of their existence.

Such teaching is almost as unortho-
dox as the following : —¢ A new com*
mandment 1. give unto you, that y°
love one another ; as [ have loved you!
that ye also love one another. By
this shall all men know that ye are my

. disciples if ye have love one to an?

ther. He that hateth his brotheris 12
darkness and walketh in darkness a0
knoweth not whither he goeth, becaus®

" that darkness hath blinded his eyes. 1f

|
!

ye know that the Lord is righteou
know ye that every one that doet
rightecusness is born of Him. Let ué
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not love in word, neither in tongue, but
in deed and in truth. He that loveth
ot his brother whom he hath seen,
how can he love God whom he hath
not seen?’

Yet this is the morality of the fu-
ture, which shall live and spend itself
not on creeds but on deeds. It is love
carried out into ultimates, shunning
every act which it perceives to be in.

icting injury upon others. To sh un
©vil ig the special function of man’s
free will or free life. Good from the
:ord can then, and then only, by an
nevitable spiritusl law, correct itself
With his will or life power, and flow
Out in good-will towards men, [is
Fethren and ours. To ¢cease to do
©vil’ and to ‘learn to do well,’ consti-
tute but one action ; and that act is
Oth the religion and the morality of
the future, as it has been the only true

Morality ever known in the past.
his law of love is true to the very
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praised, caressed—hungers so wildly,
that men have tried to compel love ;
forgetting that love or life hag been
created free and cannot be constrained.
It is a beneficial law of the universe,
that only by giving love can love be
drawn forth ; obey that law and the
transition is easy. If every man loved
his neighbour and strove to serve him,
regardless of self, each would gerve,
and save, and bless the other. Ever
dying to self is a resurrection, here
and now, to righteousness. It is the
dawn of morality and the beginning of
eternal life. Self-service has not been
a success to the great mass of hy.
lanity, nor even to the most ardent
individual lovers of self, The world is
seriously entertaining the idea of try-
ing God's way. Experience, which'is
only another name for Providence, has
taught the lesson to those who desire
to shun evil. With fresh courage, the
courage of love, they begin, and will

“onstitution of humanity. Each man | continue until a perfect morality is
Selfishly hungers to be loved, admired, | secured.
AOLIAN.

HIS soul is tuned to subtler harmonies

Than our dull music ; never mortal touch
Woke such wild sweetness from the well-tuned harp ;
Nor mortal touch from him can draw his best,

Ah! set him in the woodlands, or where lukes

rits thousand eyes,
Or where the ocean evermore complaios
In lonely grandeur of its loneliness.
These rouse him to full rapture, and he breaks

Lend heaven a mirror fo

Into the sweetness

of an angel’s song

Who wakes on earth, new-fall'n in sleep from heaven.
So the Aoliun harp owns not the sway
. Of harper’s fingers ; not the ordered laws

Of fugue,
Its whole

Sonata, symphony ; yet breathes
full heart forth to the lawless wind.

F. W. B, in the London Spect.tor.
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BY

OHARLES LAMB does not place
us in the awkward position of
strangers, nor does he leave us in any
doubt concerning the affairs of his
every-day life. He opens wide the
doors of his household and invites you
to inspect the workings of its inmates.
¢ Bridget Elia has been my house-
keeper for many a long year. I have
obligations to Bridget, extending be-
yond the period of memory. We
house together, old bachelor and maid,
in a sort of double singleness, with
such tolerable comfort upon the whole
that I, for one, find in myself no sort
of disposition to go out upon the
nountains with the rash king’s off-
spring to bewail my celibacy. We
agree pretty well in tastes and habits
—yet, so as ¢ witha difference.” We
are generally in harmony, with occa-
sional bickerings, as it should be among
near relations. Our sympathies are
rather understood than expressed; and
once, upon my dissembling a tone in
my voice more kind than ordinary my
cousin burst into tears, and complained
that I was altered. We are buth
great readers in different directions.
While I am hanging over (for the
thousandth time) some passage in old
Burton or one of his strange contem-
poraries, she is abstracted in some
modern tale or adventure, whereof our
common reading table is daily fed
with assiduously fresh supplies.” This
is the introduction that Charles Lamb
gives us to his sister Mary ; and as we
read ¢ Mackery End in Hertfordshire,’
of which the above is an excerpt, we
feel that his friendly manner has placed
us on terms of intimacy. He pictures

HOWARD J. DUNCAN,

|
|
|
|
!
1
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his foibles and fancies in the light
pleasantry of an old friend ; tells us of
the pleasures he derives from the oddi-
ties of authorship, Bridget’s (Mary's)
dislikes thereto, and the results of
their frequent controversies, in which
he humorously says he is always in the
right. He then tells us of the faults

| of his kinswoman ; how she reads in

company ; answers ‘ yes "or ‘no’ to a
question without fully understanding
its purport; and although maintaining
a presence of mind in matters of mo-
ment, is totally destitute of it on
trifling occasions. In this way be
sums up all her imperfections, but
concludes by crediting her with the
qualities of a loyal and high-minded
woman. ‘In a season of distress she
is the truest comforter, but in the
teasing accidents and minor perplexi-
ties, which do not call out the will to
meet them, she sometime maketh mat-

| tersworse by an excess of participation-

1f she does not always divide your
trouble, upon the pleasanter occasions
of life she is sure always to treble your
satisfaction.” He informs us that she
was given to ‘ good old English read-
ing’ in her youth and ‘broused ab
will upon that fair and wholesom®
pasturage,’ which, says he, if it dimin-
ished her chance of wedlock, made ber
a most incomparable old maid. She
is excellent to be at a play with, °F
upon a visit ; but best when she goes
a journey with you’ And no¥
recalls the happy hours they while
away in vacation at an old farm hous®
—the delightful spot he visited whe?
a little boy in the pleasant month ©
June. 1t was the house of ¢Sar?
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Battle,” whose opinions on whist are |
humorously given in the ¢Essays of '
This was one of their annual :

Elia.’

i

excursions to the ‘native fields of 3

Hertfordshire,” yet Lamb had little
love for scenery outside the metropolis.
In a letter to Wordsworth, he says

‘my attachments are all local, purelv

local ; T have no passion (or have had
none since I was in love and then it
Was the spurious engendering of poetry
and books) to groves and valleys. The

room where I wasborn, the furniture

Which has been Lefore my eyes, a book
‘case which has followed me about like

a faithful dog (only exceeding him in j
kIlowledge) wherever I have moved: '

old chairs, old tables, streets, squares,

Where I have sunned myself ; my old

8chool, these are my mistresses—have

not enough without your moun- :

tains 1 London was the home of his
¢hildhood, and he clung fondly to
those early scenes of life and bustle
3mongst which he was fostered and
Teared. His home-bred qualities were
4 constant theme for his friends, and
%€ affection he bore for certain spots

0 hig native city is faithfully pictured

0 many of his essays on venerated |

plles-' How delighted he was when
€8cribing the place of his birth— In-
:)lle; Temple—or telling us about the
; 8chool of blue coats or the old fash-
Oned, powdered-headed, speculative

chelor clerks of the South Sea House

8 he kpew them in : !
years gone by. |
Thege made London dear to him and |

iZerleba pleasure to city life ravely real-

. OY others of so quiet and poetic
18position,

&ndt ¥asin the year 1809 that Charles

the, Ma.ry Lamb gave the first of
% brilliant series of ¢ At Homes,’
€8, at which bled £

the 1., 2t which assembled many o
:nlzteratz of that day. They had

Inlﬁidings toa top story, Number 4

of M- Teﬂlp}e Lane, near the ghambers

T Special-pleader Chi
v pleader Chitty, and had
*i?:]t“‘red forth their first joint produc-

» “ Poetry for Children.’ Here, in

Woved from the Mitre Court |
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this new home, the poet wished to
spend the remainder of his days. In
a letter to a distant friend, he wrote :
‘Our place of final destination—1I
don’t mean the grave, but No. 4 Inner
Temple Lane- looks out upona gloomy
churchyard-like court, called Hare
Cowrt, with three treesand a pump in
it. Do you know it? I was born
near it, and used to drink at that
pump when I was a Rechabite of six
years old.” This new home, doubtless,
had many attractions for him, yet in
1823 he moved from these early
scenes to a cottage in Colebrook Row,
Islington, within a stone’s throw of
the old home of a ‘fair-haired maiden’
of whom hehad sung in youthful verse.

The little coterie whose Wednesday
evenings were spent in the sitting-
rooms at No. 4 Inner Temple Lane,
was not made up of authors exclu-
sively. There might be seen wits, phi-
losophers, poets, critics, lawyers, and
East India House clerks, engaged in a
social éte i-téte,or playing whist. Per-
fect freedom was the characteristic of
these gatherings, ‘where,” says Lamb,
‘¢ we play at whist, eat cold meat and
hot potatoes ; and any gentleman that
chooses smokes.” On the walls hung
some of Hogarth’s prints, the beauties
of which Lamb has praised in an es-
say on the genius and character of that

"artist.

Among the number who graced
those charming gatherings was Cole-
ridge. Although a redident of the
northern part of England—a Laker—
be rarely missed an evening at the
Lambs, when in London. Coleridge
and Lamb had been associates at
Christ’s Hospital School in boyhood,

! i and an affection sprung up between
boge delightful Wednesday evening !

them which lasted without interrup-
tion until the death of the former.
While yet striplings, they had put
forth a small volume of poems in con-
junction with their youthful friend,
Charles Lloyd, which, like most pro-

" ductions of that day, was doomed to

harsh treatment by the Reviewers.
When Coleridge went up to Cam-
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bridge, Charles Lamb entered the ! sitof a winter's night, in an easy arm-

office of the South Sea Company.
There he toiled as a junior for two

years. But brighter days dawned
when le entered the East India

House Company’s employment ; and,
after three-and-thirty years’ service
with that Corporation, when, as he
says, ‘I had grown to my desk, as it
were—and the wood had entered my
soul,” he retired on a pension. He
was then an old man, but, despite the
hard duties of his early life, he had
cultivated in his leisure the study of
the old English writers and the drama,
and he now sought repose in the quiet
enjoyment of his books and friends.
The days of servitude in the East In-
dia House were the palmiest of Lis
life, for it was then he saw himself
in a state of affluence and in the height
of his powers as a writer ; yet above all
he cherished those days from a con-
tinued recurrence of ¢ the old familiar
faces.” Time had not then made him
thinkof the great change his life was to
take, but in the days of his retire-
ment, when he could pass hours in
the company of his friends he be-
wails :

¢ How some they have died, and some they
have left me,
And some are taken from me ; all are de-
arted ;
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.’

No doubt this singularly pathetic
verse refers to his friends, Coleridge
and Hazlitt.* Lamb has told us that
when Coleridge was a mere lad he was
noted for his conversational powers,
and in numerous letters he relates
with affectionate remembrance the
happy hours they spent together at
the ¢Salutation and Cat’ inn, where
they sat together through the winter
nights, beguiling the cares of life with
poetry.” But it was at these friendly
gatherings—these ‘At Homes’—that
Coleridge won the merited reputation
of the ¢Conversationalist.” He was
then in the noon-day of life and in
the full glow of intellectual vigour.
At the home of the Lambs would he

chair before the grate, with snuff-box
in hand, his large grey eyes sparkling
beneath a ¢ broad and high forehead
of ivory,” as he opened up a discourse
on some pet theory. As headvanced
with the subject, his mind seemed to
grapple with the wanderings of his
vivid imagination, and, lost to all be-
fore him, sport with the creatures of
some fairy land. There he revealed
the beauties of the future, and, in the
delights of fancy, pictured the distant
inall the glowing splendour of & sum-
mer noon-day. He saw the appearing
realities of his dreamland, and pur-
sued its phantoms with all the alacrity
of youth, His mind soared far be-

. yond the clouds, and in its aerial wan-

derings its auditors were lost in spécu-
lation, and remained transfixed to
their seats in mute and respectful as-
tonishment at the boldness of his
theme.

Sometimes the little party would
induce Coleridge to recite passages
from his poems. ¢Christabel’ had
not yet gone to the printer, and the
guests in the parlour of No. 4 Inner
Temple Lane were the first to listen %0
and be delighted with the weird pathos
of its lines. One who has recorded 8
few particulars of these gatherings8
says, ¢ his voice seemed to mount and
melt into air as the images grew more
visionary and the suggested associs-
tions became more remote.’

Among thosewho enlivened the even-
ing by the brilliancy of his conversation
was William Hazlitt, then in the first
days of a growing fame. Asa portrait
painter he had won reputation, and his
name was linked with tbe first of 11V
ing metaphysicians. He first met
Lamb after the publication of hi®
¢ Essay on the Principles of Huma?
Action.’” A strong attachment sprung
up immediately,and when Hazlitt dies
Charles Lamb maintained the samé
benignity of spirit that character1z€
him when he learned that Coleridgg
was no more. No transperts of gr*
swayed his mind, for he had early
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learned that life’s cup of bitterness ! lost his cares in discoursing on paint-

was filled for him to overflowing

Hazlitt and Coleridge were among the |

warmest friends of the Lambs; and
at their little home on Wednesday
evenings—except when Coleridge was
there, for hiy lengthened absence gave

|

him priority over all others —Hazlitt

dwelt with satisfaction to his auditors
on the state of the stage and the act-
inz of Kean; or perchance, if some one
happened to refer to the reverses of
Napoleon, he would immediately kindle
‘into a fierce passion’ and defend the

actions of his military idol through all

defeats. After showering invectives
on the enemies of his hero, he expati-
ated on the genius of the great Gen-
eral and pictured in glowing terms his
¢levation to the gubernatorial chair.
And then how happily would he pic-
ture the splendour of the coronation
and the gay Parisian fetes and pageants
and the brilliant successes at Jena and

usterlitz, in which the powers of
allied Europe seemed sealed in awful
defeat. Before them he placed a dra-
Matic picture of the Russian invasion.

e showed them the long lines of the

ower of France marching through
the sterile steppes of Russia, carrying
verything before them, and painted

e direful magnificence of the Moscow
“onflagration in words more expres-

3ve than the artigt’s brush. He saw . blood, whose wrongs and misdoings we

18 hero battled hnd exiled, and yet

ings, and lingered with affection on
prints from the old masters. In his
youth he had studied the art with a
view of adopting the profession, and
made a tour through England as a por-
trait painter. His disquisitions on
painting fully reveal the great love he

! bore for an art in which he was un-

successful. His most felicitous com-
positions are on this subject, where he
loses all his apparent rigidity in the
warmth of his youthful endeavours.
Hauzlitt’s political zeal was the cause
of much of his bitterness, and it once
occasioned a brief coolness between
him and Lamb. It has been s1id that
he would rather lose a friend than sac
rifice a principle, and from the man-
ner in which he treated some, we have
cause to believe in its correctness.
Another name on the list of friends
to the Lambs was William Godwin,
philosophical tutor and father in-law
to the poet Shelley. He unired the pe-
culiar gifts of a versatile novelist with
the depth and research of a philoso-

. pher, and whether we view him in the

€ strong attachment he bore him're-

Mained unabated. Hazlitt was no

“entimentalist, nor did the great disas- |

°rs of Napoleon in any degree serve !

to bind hin to misfortune out of sym-
sathY- He prized honesty and can-
our too greatly, and his feeling for

apoleon wag nothing short of per-
80“:1 affection,

Was at the home of Charles Lamb
that William Haglitt eave his firt
of Chaucer and Spenser. There
t in hig youthful manhood, and

mered . e
he E out those fine criticisms on

ideag
€ 8y
8tam

with dilabethan authors, and repeated '

eli i
on anq ght rich passages from Jon-

Shakespeare. Here, too, he

light of either we cannot but admire
his originality. His novels hold us
spell-bound with the lessons of exper-
ience they teach. They give us an
impetus, and make us feel that we are
dealing with creatures of flesh and

should commiserate rather than cen-
sure. The characters demand sym-
pathy, and our naturee yield irresist-
ibly to the plaintiveness of their call.
His reply to Malthus, who affirmed
that ¢ there is in the constitution of
man’s nature a perpetual barrier to
any extensive improvement in his
earthly condition,” was hailed with de-
light by his friends and followers.
But among those bosom friends of
the Lambs, there wasnone more dear
than ‘Barry Cornwall,’ the mellifluous
minstrel of ¢ The Sea,” whose sweet
songshave lostnoneof their originality.
The wild beauty of his poesy and the
cheerfulness of his disposition made

. him one of their most welcomed guests,
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and many a pleasant hour he spent
with them, discussing the merits of the
older English drama and the poetry of
his contemporaries. Years after the
death of the Lambs, he would fre-
quently dwell on the brilliancy of the
Wednesday evening parties, and re-
peat with delight some of Lamb's wit-
icisms. ¢ Barry Cornwall’ was a dear
true friend to Hazlitt. When the
world lJooked dark and cloudy to him
(Hazlitt), he cheered his loneliness by
sympathising with him ; and if any one
were to speak disparagingly of the
critic, be was among the first to ad-
minister a gentle rebuke. He lhas
said that he despaired of the age that
had forgotten to read Hazlitt.
Prominent among the associates of
Lamb was Leigh Hunt, who has added
so much to our common pleasure in
the delicate art of story-telling.
was educated at Christ’s Hospital
School, and there he first saw Cole-
ridge and Lamb visiting its cloisters.
He was not, however, acquainted with
them at the school. While Hunt was
suffering imprisonment for libel,
Charles and Mary Lamb were con-
stant visitors to his cell, and the au-
thor of ‘The Town ’alluded to their
kindness in verse :—
“ You'll guess why I can't see the snow-cov-

ered streets,
Without thinking of you and your visiting

eats,
When I call to remembrance how you and
ne more,
‘When it wanted it most, used to knock at my
door.

) And again :

* But now, Charles, you never (so blissful vou
deem me)

Come lounging, with twirl of umbrella, tosee
me.’

It was characteristic of Charles
Lamb’s nature to take compassion on
those who were unfortunate. His
presence was like a ray of sunshine
that cheered the lonely and neglected
wanderer on his great journey through
life.

THE ‘AT HOMES' OF CHARLES AND MARY LAMB.

in the genial influence of his nature.
He loved Hunt the more for his mis-
fortunes, and the poet drank of his
sympathy as the flower sips the morn-
ing dew. '

At the Wednesday evening parties
Hunt was an almost constant attend-
ant. He loved to sit by the fireside
of those who had cheered Lis lonely

. captivity and tell of the solace he de-
© rived from the well-thumbed volumes

He

Lamb brought him. At this time he
was editor of 77%e Indicator, which
was published every Wednesday and
read by its admirers before the party
assembled. Lamb was an ardent ad-
mirer of the journal, which evoked
from him an anonymous address :

¢ Your easy essays indicate a flow,
Dear friend, of brain which we may elve-
where seek ;
And to their pages I and hundreds owe,

* That Wednesday is the sweetest of the week.
* * 3

* *
Wit, poet, prose-man, party man, translator,
H[unt], your best title yet is Tndicator.

It was in this unaffected way that
Charles Lamb often endeared himself
to those he loved. Even in politics,
which he thoroughly detested, Charles
Lamb frequently served his friends

{ with his pen in furtherance of their

political schemes.

There also was to be seen Thomas
Noon Talfourd, author of ¢ Ion.’ It
was in the year 1815 that he first inet
Lamb. He was then at Chambers in
the Inner Temple under Mr. Chitty,

| the special-pleader ; and learning that

the author of ¢ Rosamond Gray’ lived
under the same roof he felt a strOIl”J
desire to meet him. At a friend’s

© house one day he met Lamb at dinner;

that nigkt they walked arm-in arm to-
gether to their common home, the

* Temple, and Talfourd, nothing loath,

His mild face and ‘deep-set

eyes’ diffused warmth and cordiality 9

into the hearts of all who camie with-

accepted an invitation to Lamb’srooms,
where, says he, ¢ we were soon seate
beside a cheerful tire ; hot water an
its better adjuncts were before us, an
Lamb insisted on my sittiig with bim
while he smoked *“one pipe,” for—
alas ! for poor human nature—he had
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resumed his acquaintance with his fair ' his eyes in the sweet thought that the

mistress.” And there they sat discours-

and replenishing their glasses until
two o'clock in the morning. There-
after Talfourd attended the gatherings,
where he charmed all with Lis beauti-
ful disquisitions on the Greek tragedy ;
and when ‘ Ton’ first appeared on the
boards of a London theatre Charles
Lamb was among the first to eulogise

it. The masterly construction of a .

Greek tragedy into the language and
customs of our own stage fully war-

ranted the praises bestowed on its

author. He revealed the feelings of

the Greek in the language of the .

axon, and wove with exquisite taste
the characters of the ancients. How
tenderly and yet how hopefully does
on gpeak as he bids a last farewell to
his love, and then how beautifully is

ound to death by a mistaken oath to
tl}e gods. The last sound that dies on
18 ears is joyful news, and he closes

' wrath of the gods has Leen appeased.
ing on the themes of life and death

Talfourd was a prolific contributor
to the magazines of his day, and in bis
collected essays we have a faithful
and graphic account of some of his
literary friends and contemporaries.
In his work, «The Life and Letters
of Charles Lamb,’ he Las paid a fitting
tribute to his friend, and expressed in
unmistakable words the great affec-
tion he bore towards his subject.

In the foregoing I have endeavoured
to give a short description of some of
the friends of the Lambs. The hap-
piest days of Charles Lamb’s other-
wise melancholy and sad life were
spent in the Inner Temple, where he
gathered about him a circle of friends,
rich in thought, who savoured of his
quiet and homely tastes. The story

, of the life of his excellent sister is &
the closing scene of his life pictured,

sad yet lovely chapter in his history,

. and his devotion to her lends a roman-

tic charm to his toilsome life.

THE SCHOOL OF SONG.-—A SONNET.

BY ALICE HORTON.

]'_)HILOMEL, from her bush, while storms swept by,
- O’erheard the forest organ’s harmony ;
Bhe watched the oak trees split, and writhe, and die,
And heard the willows weeping mournfully,
And voiceless cowered within her shade until
The storm blew over, and hushed evening hours
Shining with stars, and sweet with scent of flowers,
Beguiled her into making melody.
Then tuneful sings she, but her sweetest trill
Recalis the pangs she witnessed, sitting still
Upon her sheltered spray, and, unto me,
Her song, when sweetest, has its agony ;—
The unforgotten notes of -some sad thrill,
That echo in her heart against her will,
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CONCERNING YOUTH.

BY M.

Y OUTH has always been regarded
as, in some respects, the most in-
teresting period of life. Few, of what-
ever years, can contemplate it—its
freshness, frankness, confidence— with-
out feeling involuntarily drawn into
conscious and active sympathy with it.
Few past the meridian of life can look
back to their own youth without a re.
gret that it has forever fled ; and cer-
tainly not without regret that no more
of its cheerful, trustful, generous tem-
per has been preserved through the
sharper conflicts and severer trials of
later life. To all susceptible natures
it has ever been clothed with peculiar
attractiveness. How greatly, there-
fore, have the artists of all ages de-
lighted to transfer its scmblance to the
canvass and the marble, giving us in
the representations of the Holy Child
and the Beloved Disciple, and in the
statues of the youthful Apollo and the
Chaste Huntress, some of the rarest
faces and divinest forms known to art.
From it, also, what inspiration have
the poets drawn, and in how melliflu-
ous strains have they celebrated its
charms! Singsoneinwell known lines:

‘ Heaven lies about us in our infancy !
And though shades of the prison-house begin
to close
Upon the growing boy ;
Yet he beholds the light, and wlhence it
flows,
He sees it in his joy.
The youth who daily further from the East
Must travel, still is Nature's Priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended.’

In similar strain sings another :

‘ But now ’tis little joy
To know I'm farther off from heaven,
Than when I was a boy.*

!
‘
|
J

Another still, poet and sage, not in
rhythmical language indeed, but with
genuine poetic conception and deep re-
ligious insight, exclaims : ¢ Childhood
is the perpetual Messiah which comes
into men’s arms, and pleads with them
to return to Paradise.” How fond the
hopes and how peculiar the reverence,
likewise, with which all judicious edu-
cators regard the young, recognising
that upon their right development de-
pends their own, their country’s, their
race’s future. No mere affectation was
it that led the German master, as he
entered his school, to do so with a pro-
found obeisance, saying that it was to
undeveloped greatness before him that
he bowed. How deep and tender the
interest, moreover, with which the
noblest religionists of all ages and lands
have regarded the same class, perceiv-
ing its susceptibility to spiritual influ-
ences and its greater proximity to hea-
ven. ¢(Good children are the jewels of
the good wife,” says the Hindu Cural.
Jesus took little children in His arms,
made the youngest of the twelve His
most confidential friend, and sincerely
sorrowed when the young Jewish ruler
turned away fiom Him.

But why speak of the interest with
which youth inspires particular classes;
asthough it were something special an
exceptional 1 Who knows not to somé
extent the same feeling? In a sensé
all persons are artiats, poets, educators
religionists. That is, all bave 'the
faculties in a germinal state which,
developed, would make them such;
and all, therefore, must more or les®
promptly and energetically respond ¢
whatever appeals to those faculties
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Besides, how vividly do those who

have long left it behind them remem-
ber their own youth, when the world
was all before them, and no goal seemed
altogether impossible of attainment.
How frequently do they recall its
scer e, how fondly dilate upon its ex-
periences, how proudly rehearse its
achievements ! It is largely through
such memories that genial age pre-
serves its interest in youth, beholding
with kindling eye its roseate health
and bounding activity, and listening
With attentive ear and sympathetic
heart to its noble purposes and large
eXpectations. To how great an extent
moreover, does every worthy parent
repeat his own youth in that of his

" Infinite Father !

children, sharving in them the sports -

that charmed, the hopes that animated,
and the loves that thrilled him in the
days ‘lang syne!’ What parent is
there, therefore, that is not more or
€8s interested in children and youth ;
and to whose eyes, if not to the eyes

of others, his own children are not pe-

culiarly attractive and promising 1
And youth is deserving of all this
!nterest, because of its freshness. To
1%, just rising into consciousness, or
ore its dew has disappeared, how
Wonderful are all things! The earth,
With its mountains and plains, its for-
8ts and streams, ever-changing, and
yet the same from year to year, seems
th immovable and immeasurable
©8ea running around all shores, now
Sleeping calmly, anon raging fiercely,
anq hiding ever in its fathomless
a].SOm. unimaginable wonders, appears
ike Incomprehensible and eternal.
O Unsophisticated vouth, also, how
utiful theflowers blooming byevery
L):zh, and flinging their fragrance on
SUbi.'y breeze ; and how unspeakably
&lonlme the stellar host, blossoming
in g the heaveply ways, and crown-
})r% With gleaming diadem the dark
ew)Of night.  How gorgeous, too,
the °]0Ud curtains that hang around
SmotghObe’ now black and heavy with
if g ered wrath, and anon glowing, as
fire, with the radiance of a setting
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sun | Conscious existence, with its
brief memories, scanty experiences,
yet boundless anticipations, and which,
inever-unfolding beanty and deepening
Joy, i8 to run parallel with the life of
God—how amazing this! How won-
drous, likewise, all human relations—
parental, filial, fraternal, social ; and
how vastly more wondrous still the re-
lations in which men stand to spiritual
realities, to angelic existences, to the
Youth, opening its
eyes to all these, and getting some
proximate sense of their significance,
finds itself in a world of miracles.
Tales of fairy-land it has little diffi-
culty in believing ; for it lives and
moves in a more wondrous realm than
ever was ascribed to fay or sylph.
Stories of the Arabian Nights do not
overtax its credulity ; since frequently
transpire before its eyes greater mar-
vels than any unearthly genii could ef-
fect. To it life is & June day ; the
soul & half-blown rose. Why should
not the latter constantly open its petals
to the dew and sunshine of the former?
Why should it be other than fresh and
joyous? Why ever, in any degree, in
any respect, Mlasé 7 It has not to search
for new sensations: they come to it
every hour. If there are any who
must tire of the world, feeling delight
but a name and life-a burden, it is not
the young. With eye for its beauties,
and ear for its harmonies, and heart
for its blessings, will they go forth to.
accept and enjoy what they can, Of
its evil, they know little by exper-
ience, and they will not antedate its
arrival.  They will be young in spirit
as in years. Looking on them, one
may well exclaim, O, beautiful art-

- lessness of youth ! O, charming fresh-

ness of life’s morning; when simple,
sweet delights do satisfy, and when
unconscious religion is the inspiration
of the soul ! Would that amid all the
rough conflicts with men and things,
this largeness of sympathy and fresh-
ness of feeling might be fully pre-
served ! For if there be on earth a
Dleasing spectacle, it is a soul mature-
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in all its faculties, yet youthful in all
its affections ; manlike in understand-
ing, yet child-like in simplicity ; criti-
cal in its questioning, yet hospitable
in its reception of novel ideas and en-
terprises.

Another equally interesting charac-
teristic of youth is enthusiasm. It is

confidence, of large purposes ; and, of

CONCERNING YOQUTH.

there is good ground to apprehend
that sutlicient excuses would be found
for so doing. But genuine enthusiasm,
a holy ardour for truth and right, not
because of what they will bring but
because of what they are—how greatly
does this lift above temptation! And

. the enthusiasm of youth is seldom
the period of warm blood, of ready |

course, the period when, more than at

any other, enthusiasm dominates.
Not fanaticism ; for fanaticism is un-
reasoning, coarse, degrading; while
enthusiasm may be; and often is, in-
tellectual, refined, ennobling. The
one can discern nothing not in a right
line with its own vision; the other
takes in a wide survey of both what
is before and around.

The one pre- |

cipitates itself on a specific end, with-

-out regard to consequences ; the other
consecrates itself to great priuciples
for worthy results. While, therefore,
they may touch at a given point, the
one is no more the other than license
is liberty, or superstition religion.
Enthusiasm — divine inspiration, as
the word literally means—is one of
the noblest of human qualities. Itis
the life of every generous soul, the
spring of every heroic action. The
man who is never moved by it, and
whose only greeting for those who are
i8 a sneer ; whose fervent indignation
18 never kindled by wrong or outrage,
and whose glowing admiration is never
awakened by striking magnanimity
and unhesitating self-sacrifice ; is not
the man to be implicitly trusted. His
repugnance to wrong, there is reason
to fear, arises rather from the con-
sideration of its general unprofitable-
ness thanfrom its essential antagonism
to the nature of things and the heart
of God. His devotion to principle,
it may be suspected, is the result of
shrewdl calculation, rather than con-
scientious regard for immutable right.
Should circumstances conspire sorely
to tempt him, making it greatly for
his personal advantage to be recreant
to principle and false to sacred trusts,

other than genuine.

To this enthusiasm, moreover, there
is nothing impossible.  There is no
wrong that is not vulnerable, no ig-
norance that is not conquerable, and
no degree of knowledge, wisdom,
power, that is not attainable. Of the
doubts and timidity of more advanced
years it knows nothing; and to what
it reckons their croakings will it pay
no heed. The hopes which maturity
has more or less completely abandoned
will it see fulfilled. The projects
which diftidence or senility sets down
as chimerical, it will carry to a success-
ful issue.  No hindrance shall daunt
it. It will turn the flank of every
obstacle, and put to flight every foe.
Its appetite is omnivorous. ‘It takes
in the solar system like a cake. It
stretches out its hands to grasp the
motning star, or wrestle with Orion.’
Nor any the less generous than grand
and intense is the enthusiasm of youth.
How little respect has it for factitious
distinctions ; while unnatural burdens
it would throw from weary shoulders,
giving to everyone an opportunity to
achieve his best. Youth is the natural
democrat. A man it counts God’s
image ; nothing less, though carved in
ebony and moiling 'neath a tropic sun,
and nothing more, though cut in ivory
and seated on a throne. All that re-
tards humanity is to be removed ; all
that hinders its rise, to be destroyed.
Truth is to have free course, and
righteousness to reign. The Kingdom
of Heaven, the Saturnian era, the
Golden Age, is to be inaugurated on
earth. Mainly, what men need to
persuade them to obey the rig’_lty
thinks youth, is clearly to discern it8
dignity, authority, blessedness. /¢ Wflu
do something to enlighten them, an
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it shall go hard if humanity be not
somewhat bettered by its labours.
Such the noble enthusiasm of youth.
For how many a young person rising
to a full consciousness of his divine
energies has felt quite, or more than,
all T describe! How many a one, in-
flamed with a noble ambition, has
resolved that he would quicken some
sluggish pulses, and perhaps write his
name among the few that the world
will not willingly let die. A story runs
that the American Webster, on receiv-
ing from a college authority his gradu-
ation appointment, which assigned him
a very low rank, indignantly tore the
Paper in pieces before the Professor’s
face, proudly exclaiming, ¢ You'll hear
from Dan Webster hereafter’ An
elderly clergyman declares that when
he first entered his profession, so san-
guine was he as to what himself and
others were to do as to fancy that, in
& score of years or thereabouts, the
Whole world would be substantially
Christianized, and bis occupation as a
teacher of righteousness for ever super-
Seded. And how interesting, how
touching is this lofty enthusiasm, glis-
ning in the eye, compressing the lip,
f'lushiug the cheek, and uttering itself
In hurried and broken, yet strong and
arnest words ! Though we well know
that it cannot long endure, what a
harm would youth lack without it !
ough it is coupled with many and
Serious perils, who could envy the man
that has never known it—has never
'eamed of worthy ends to be accom-
Plished by himself? Let those who
Ve it still so guard it that while it
®ads them not astray it shall not lan-
8uish anq die, leaving them scarcely
e8¢ than a lifeless corpse, from which
® Informing soul has fled. Let them
cherigh, ang express it as not only one
8rand element, of their life, but one
Wighty implement of their power.
1! enough will it begin to wane.
Dother marked characteristic of
{;?;ﬁh .18 moral sensibility. Prover-
Y 18 the conscience tenderer and
® nstincts keener in early than in
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later life. The former has not then
been seared by vicious indulgence ;
nor has the latter been benumbed and
paralyzed by the at-once chilling and
fetid air of worldliness. W ho, accord-
ingly, cannot remember, if not his
first, yet one of his earliest transgres-
sions, which burned itself into his.
memory as it were fire, causing him
to mourn and weep as has no sub-
sequent sin, and making it seem for
a time as though life thereafter could
scarcely be worth living ; but which
since he has come to think lightly of,
and perhaps to laugh at himself for
having regarded at all? And in the
light of highest truth, shall we say
that the earlier and graver estimate
was less correct then the later and
more trifling one? Shall we not rather
say that the former decision was quite
as near exactness as the latter; and
that the wide difference between them
is due quite as much to the weaken-
ing and perversion of our moral sen-
sibilitis as to the attainment of
broader and sounder views of right
and wrong? Besides, who does not
know how often the moral instincts
of a child oran unsophisticated youth
at a single stroke cut clear through
all the wretched sophistry with which
their elders, seeking to evade the de-
mands of principle, frequently involve
the simplest subjects. Who, too, in
the presence and under the clear eye
of such a one, has not sometimes felt
keenly rebuked for his compromises of
righteousness, and recognised more
clearly the majestic grandeur and su-
preme authority of duty? The child
poorly comprehends the ordinary ex-
cuses for prevarication. Youth ex-
pects men to make good the full im-
port of their words.  So far as genu-
ine moral integrity is concerned, there-
fore, heaven is nearer to most of us
in the earlier than in the later por-
tions of life. The young heart, un-
tainted with evil, is in closer harmony
with the Divine will. Its unbiased
verdict on simple questions of right
is more trustworthy than that of those
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long in contact with, and more or less
under the influence of, the world. And
how exceedingly interesting to every
ingenuous wind is this moral sensi-
bility ! How sad the thought that in-

tercourse with men and things will |

ever weaken or corrupt it ! Nor need
it. A natural, healthful development
is possible, as well as desirable. Let
the young, therefore, see to it, as they
value present peace, as they would
promote their future welfare, as they

CONCERNNG

would - achieve the best purposes of |

life, that they preserve this moral sen-
sitiveness in something of its origi-
nal susceptibility and purity. Let
no miserable sophisins about the
necessity of success, no biting sar-
casms about tender consciences, no
stinging jests about unmanly cowar-
dice, ever tempt them to deny its dic-
tates. Fuar better bear with all these
than with the tortures of a wounded
spirit. Far less dreadful the sharpest
scorn of men than the displeasure of
God.

There is, also, the determining in-
fluence of youth upon subsequent life.
This is a very familiar consideration,
often urged, but whose importance is
seldom appreciated. ‘The boy is father
to the man.” The biases received in
early life reach through all subsequent
years, Impressions made in youth are
hardest to efface. How many such,
which those past middle life long since
learned were wholly groundless, still
linger in their minds, and not unfre-
quently startle by their power! How
distinctly do the old, having been
blessed with a religious parentage, re-
call the time, as though 'twere yester-
day, when first, at mother’s knee, they
clasped hands and lifted eyes in the
attitude of worship. The habits formed
in youth are exceedingly tenacious
alse. What one learns to delight in
then is seldom afterward regarded
with aversion ; and what is heartily
disliked then, few, at a later period,
learn very fondly to love. ¢The pray-
ers of my childhood,’ wrote Adam
Clarke in the evening of his days, ‘are

YOUTH.

still dear to me ; and the songs I then
sung I remember with delight.’ John
Quincy Adams at fourscore, after a
more exciting life than many have
led, and with the cares of high office
resting on him, declared that such was
the force of habit that every night, as
he laid his head upon his pillow, he
involuntarily repeated the simple peti-
tion taught him by his mother more
than three-fourths of a century before.
Moreover, few elderly or even middle-
sged persons ever considerably change
the direction or temper of their lives.
Many, aroused by some strong appeal,
or deeply moved by some peculiar ex-
perience, do at times attemwpt to alter
or broaden the current of their being.
Some make desperate efforts to break
the thraldom of a vicious habit, or to
develop some coveted power or grace.
But how few really succeed ; so that
what was begun as a stern and perhaps
irksome duty becomes an easy and
gladsome manifestation of the nobler
nature! How few can any reader re-
call thathehas known thus to do; while
many are they that can easily be re-
called whohavecontinuedall theirdays,
perhaps, growing ever morecompletely
the slaves of some wretched habit that
they carelessly suffered themselves to
become addicted to in youth! Not, of
course, that reformation is not possible
at any period of life. The door of hope
is never closed : the obligations to right
living are never suspended. Here and
there may be one of suflicient force of
will to accomplish a desirable change
after character is fully formed and
even hardened into bone. Here and
there may be a Paul, who, after spend-
ing half his life in deriding a higher
principle, may devote the other half
with equal earnestness to its defence
and diffusion. Happy for every such
one if something very like a miracle
be not required to initiate the change.
Here and there may be found a Frank-
lin, who can take up and master a new
language or science, after he has passed
the biblical limits of threescore years
and ten. But Franklins are very rare.
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The great majority of those who in
the noon or past the meridian of life
make any effort greatly to change their
character, rarely succeed ; as witness
the thousands of drunkards that within
the last forty years have signed the
pledge, and after awhile relapsed into
their former slavery. Young man,
who may chance to read these lines,
what you will be in your prime, what
You will be in your age, you are now
determining. Almost without figure
of speech may you be said to be living
70w your prime and your age, as well
a8 your youth. May you, therefore,
how live wisely and well. May you
start right in the race ; for a false step
taken now, you can only with im-
Ienge difficulty retrace,

Vernal freshness, self-forgetting en-
thusiasm, tender moral sensibility, and
an almost inevitably determining
Power upon subsequent life, then, are
80me of the more salient characteristics
of youth. 1In view of them, well may
% always lave been regarded with

ively interest. Well may the wise
ave sought so earnestly and provided

‘s
|
|
|

| so amply for its culture.
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Well may
genial and sagacious old age fondly
turn to it, saying, ¢ Gto on ; take up my
unfinished task, achieving a nobler
goal, meriting a worthier plaudit than
L>  Happy they—too happy if they
but knew it—who yet rejoice in their
youth. Let them retain it as long as
they can. Full soon will come the

" heavier respousibilities of greater

. fore their time.

years : they need not be assumed be-
Above all, let the
young strive to preserve through all

. their days the temper and genius of

youth. Let them take it with them
into their severest experiences—into
whatever exalted positions they may
reach. Let its simple straight-for-
wardness, its noble ardour, its genuine
moral susceptibility possess and rule
them. 1In short, if they would secure
all the best uses of the world, make
life a continual growth in power, feel
their heart beating with the Infinite
Heart, let them accept the word of the
poet, which is equally the word of the
philosopher and the saint, ¢ Be true to
the dream of thy youth.’

IRELAND'S FAMINE.—1880.

BY A, H, CHANDLER.

CRY is heard across the wintry sex, )
From Arrva's hills, beside the Shannon fair:

2

¢ Jerne

strikes the lyre in despair,

Oh ! listen to her wail of agony,
While starving children, in great misery.

Cling to her skirts, who cannot longer bear

Gaunt Famine's pangs : Haste ! “ Canada” and shars
With blest Columbia kindly sympathy.

Lo ! millions then shall heed the loud lanient,

With messages, the lightning swift employ

?

Of love and pity—waft a generous store
Of largess from the whole wide Clontinent—
Make ¢ Erin's harp” re-throb with tenderest joy,

D'”'C]?este'r N. B.

So often thrilled by Carolan and Moore.
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BY HIRAM B. STEPHENS, MONTREAL.

frHE question as to the moral in-

fluence of the modern stage can
not be said to be a new topic; but it
seems that social scientists feel it in-
cumbent upon them to revive discus-
sion upon it at intervals. In consider-
ing the influence of the stage, the
statement has been made by some that
there has been a deterioration in the
quality or merit of the plays present-
ed; this appears to wme to be a very
superficial view of the case. As an
abstract fact, this may be true ; allow-
ing, moreover, that the state of the
drama is attributable to the demands
of public taste, the necessary conclu-
sion is that the public taste is in a
very bad condition, with which conclu-
sion I can not agree. The principal
reason given as an evidence of drama-
tic decline is that burlesques, extra-
vaganzas and musical absurdities meet
with much greater success than the
legitimate drama; I am of opinion
that the comparison of a burlesque
with a standard play is unjust to both,
as the purpose of one is to amuse, of
the other to instruct, so that they can
not both be criticised on.the same pre-
mises ; we might just as well try to
compare a landscape with an architec-
tural drawing. 1t will be as well to
cast a rapid glance over the stage’s
past history, and by comparing the
state of the stage with the intellectu-
ality of the people at each specified
time, we may perhaps be in a proper
position to comprehend the present
dramatic taste.

Before the invention of printing,
the only channels through which the
people could be educated were the

pulpit and the stage, and they exercised
an all-powerful influence upon a ne-
cessarily illiterate audience. From
the introduction of Christianity down
to about the twelfth century we find
no evidences of theatrical representa-
tions, the classical dramas of the
Greeks having been discarded or ra-
ther set aside on account of the my-
thological tenets contained # them—
this statement refers to Europe,—as
the people of India and China had
theatres during this time. Miracle
plays, the first dramatic efforts, were
introduced by the Church and were’
in fashion till succeeded by the Morali-
ties. The miracle plays or Mysteries
were brought from the East by the
Crusaders (the first having been com-
posed by Gregory Nazianzen), and con-
sisted of religious subjects, the Deity,
Messiah, and Virgin Mary being repre-
sented bodily on the stage; priests
often took part in them, and they
were oftenrepresentedat church doors;
the Pope gave an indulgence of a thou-
sand days to persons who took the
pleasant trouble to attend them, so
impressed was he with the influence
they exerted over the public mind. In
reading the descriptions of them at
the present day, one is horrified at
their blasphemous and outrageous in-
decencies ; in amusing the public they
pandered to a vitiated taste ; in striv-
ing to instruct they were almost use-
less, as the most absurd anachronisms
were frequent, such as, in the scene of
the Deluge, the simultaneous appear-
ance of the Messiah, Virgin Mary,
Mohammed, and Virgil. The intel-
lectual condition of the people at this
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time was deplorable ; crime, lust and
rapine were rampant; morals were
bad or unknown ; all these marked in-
delibly the miracle plays.

The moral plays or Moralities suc-
ceeded the Miracle plays about the
widdle of the fifteenth century, and
were of a much higher moral charac-
ter, furnishing therefore indisputable
evidence of an improved condition of
mental qualities ; these plays were in-
fluenced to a certuin extent by the
Reformation and were allegorical or
s8ymbolical. To these succeeded the
mixed drama, the earliest specimen of
which, according to Collier, is the
“Kynge Johan ’ of Bishop Bale which
was performed after Queen Eliza-
beth’s accession to the throne ; these
early plays retained some of the cha-
Facteristics of the moral plays—the
changes from miracle to moral plays,
and from moral plays to drama were
Dot abrupt, but gradual. The oldest

nown comedy is ‘ Ralph Roister
oister,’” written by Nicholas Udall.
The first tragedy was acted in 1562,
and was called ¢ Gorboduc,’ and is the
Carliest known play in the English
hguage which was written in blank
Vorse. The fitst period of this stage
of the drama is so involved in descrip-
tlQBs of ‘interludes’ and ¢ Lords of
lisrule,’ that it is not possible to

describe it, without taking up too much

“Pace. At first play-actors were not
logally recognised, and playing was
1oWned upon, but this did not last.
Gassmg by Christopher Marlowe,
Sl‘eene, Nash and others, we meet
; hakespeare, whose works surpassed
'lmf”easurably all efforts of previous
;;tel‘l and have never been equalled
0,

The intellectual condition of the
ff?ple had been steadily improving ;
thm vas due to the Reformation and

® Inventijon of printing, which was
%’i‘l‘)‘liually diffusing a knowledge of the
° and was materially educating

d ®People, The thirst for intellectual

l‘&ughts h

2 become s0 great that
Sven jp their 8
3

amusements they de-
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manded and exacted a great degree of
merit, though a depraved taste was not
yet eradicated ; so authors and drama-
tists had to yield in order to live:
there are some noble exceptions.

In continuation, through the bigotry
of Puritans, theatres suffered and were
not restored till the time of Charles
II.  After the austerity and bigotry
of the Puritans the taste was low and
licentious( witnessWycherly,Congreve,
etc.) down to the end of the first half
of the eighteenth century. At this
time was introduced the orchestra,
opera music, and costume by Daven-
ant.

Dryden, Wycherley, Gongreve, Ot-
way, are perhaps the principal drama-~
tic authors of this period. Dryden
had a great facility of versification;
his characters are unnatural, his plots
silly, and his witticisms, sophistries ;
he altered Shakespeare with consum-
mate impudence. He is ingeniously
ridiculed in Buckingham’s Rehearsal
a8 . Bayes. Wycherley is described
well in the following lines :

¢ Of all our modern wits, none seem to me,
Once to have touched upon true comedy,
But hasty Shadwell and slow Wycheriey.’

Leigh Hunt says his style is ¢ pure
and unaffected,” and he has ¢ wit at
will,” but too artificial. Friendly Con-
greve, ‘unreproachful man,’ as Gay
called him; in his plays his love is
sorry, his belief in nothing abundant,
the whole ¢ set but a mass of wit and
sarcasm.’

The artificial and unnatural state of
society was the cause of these immoral
plays being written and acted. In
this case, the state of the stage was a
reflection of the mental and moral con-
dition of the people. In the last half
of the eighteenth century, manners,
plays and conversation assumed an
over-scrupulous strictness; this was the
reaction. From this time downward
to about fifteen years ago, the theatre
occupied a very dignified position and
its history shows a series of dramatic
conquests. It is only necessary to
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mention the names of Garrick, Sid-
dons, Macready, Kean, Elliston, Ves-
tris, Foote, Kemble, Mathews, Forrest,
to show the richness of this period of
theatrical representations.

¢The schoolmaster was abroad,
books were being rapidly printed, the
diffusion of knowledge was general,
the religious spirit was becoming more
tolerant, law was gaining more re-
spect and control ; so that theatri-
cal representations of a high intellec-
tual character were necessary, as the
reading public wished to compare their
literary impressions with theatrical
spectacles.

It has beer said that the dramas of
modern writers are inferior to those of
past days in literary merit ; if by lit-
erary merit is meant poetical drama
this statement is undoubtedly true, as
the introduction of painted scenery
surely lessened the necessity of an
author's poetical descriptions. 'When
no scenery was in use the dramatist
was obliged to paint such word-pictures
as would succeed in exciting the im-
agination of the audience and in mak-
ing visible to the mind by description
what was invisible to the eyes. Of
course, after the introduction of scen-
ery, this stimulus was lacking, and it
would appear that it has had a very
deleterious effect upon dramatic poe-
try ; there are comparatively few good
modern plays. However, the old
dramatists have left an almost inex-
haustible store and one which may be
said to be richer than those of the
French, German, Spanish and Italian
schools. Of course there are certain
immoral defects, though I cannot at-
tribute such a defect to the immortal
Shakespeare ; he has never made vice
with a pleasing and attractive appear-
ance, as we see in the character of
Macheath in the ¢ Beggar's Opera.’

To proceed, however : latterly the
public taste has been for dramatic ab-
surdities, operas and plays requiring
no mental effort. In the olden time,
as before stated, the means of educa-
tion consisted solely in the pulpit and
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. the stage ; these have both become,

at the present day, greatly subservient
to literature and the press ; further,
it may be said that a re-action against
the intellectuality of the theatre of
the preceding period has set in, or
more probably that the intellectuality
of the public has become unduly
strained by the abundance of litera-
ture, and that the mind needs relax-
ing from the too-engrossing cares of
modern trade. In these days of criti-
cal thought and wonderful theories,
the demand for excellence in the
theatres can be but small, as in the
ordinary every-day affairs of men
their powers are over-wrought, lead-
ing to a demand for entertainingamus-
ing trifles. The philosophy of the pre-
sent day istoo critical, and the majority
of philosophers aim at sensation;
the world’s present literature is delu-
ged with metaphysical theories, ethe-
real dreams of the Spencerian method,
materialistic or rationalistic specula-
tions. The rebellion against these will
probably be abrupt and severe, though
when it will come to a head no one
can tell. The reading public is at
present surfeited with these theories,
the majority of which are useless for
practical purposes, and contain 80
many contradictions that a critical
examination leads to the result that
the philosopher does not know him-
self what he believes. It appears %0
me that this critical philosophy has &
tendency to mar the beauty and sé
crecy of life, just as

¢ A finger breadth at hand will mar
A world of light in heaven afar; .
A mote eclipse yon glorious star,
An eyelid hide the sky.’

That these theories are for the ‘8%
and few ’ is no excuse for their failurg
in adaptation to the requirements 0
the public ; the proper critics are the
mobile vulgus, who soon set the Pro”
per value upon any theory or {“’t‘
There are, no doubt, a few critical
questions that can only be settled bY
the few. Take Milton, for example 7
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Some critics estimate him as unsur-
Passed, but it can hardly be disputed '
that he is not greatly valued by the |
many, and this on account of the |
Manichean tendencies of his Paradise |

Lost, and Regained. Johnson, than |

whom few could be found more fas-
tidious, says: ¢Let him who is yet

Unacquainted with the powers of !

Shakespeare, and who desires to feel
the highest pleasure that the drama
can give, read every play from the
first scene to the last with utter neg-
ligence of all his commentators. When

hig fancy is on the wing, let him not
8top at correction or explanation. Let !

im read on through brightness and
Obscurity, through integrity and cor-
uption ; let him preserve his com-
Prehension of the dialogue and his

Interest in the fable ; and when the |

Pleasures of novelty have ceased, let
Im attempt exactness, and read the
Commentators.” This shows that he,
an excellent authority, evidently be-
lieved in the capability of the so-
%alled ordinary mind to estimate at
s proper value literary merit, In -
Music, the usual dictum of ¢ wstheti.
€al’ critics is that the classical music
Of the great composers is ¢ caviare to
he general,’ that only the fit and
®W’ can enjoy it. This cannot be
true, or, if true, the fault is in the .
usic, as it mustinfluence * the many ’
2 order to be of great merit; the
Same jp oratory ; is not the orator he
¥ho influences ‘themany’? Of course,
t'e man who uses this influence in
'Mes of excitement, and appeals to the
°%ed passions of men, is deservedly
Scouted g g demagogue, and his in-
Uence so0n wanes and decays.
X ¢ present, the intellectual theo-
Sre. °f Darwin, Huxley, Tyndall,
Pencer and others are vigorously op-
stagy” and appear to be yet in a crude |
out 3 22d are not to be adopted with-
8 the severest criticism (though the
PITIE of this criticism of their truth-,
nor d’es Must not be too antagonistic)
18missed from study because con-

Y to accepted beliefs or precon-

.
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ceived opinions. A delay in acceptiiig
new theories only serves to ripen the
truth of them if they are true and, if
not true, the falsity as surely comes to
light.  Chalmers says, ‘There is a
great purpose served in society by
that law of nature in virtue of which
it is that great bodies move slowly ’
(Bridgewater Treatise). In all com-
munities which are advancing, there
seem to be two elements, an innovat-
ing one and a combating one ; this is
surely beneficial, as if there were only
one element, it would probably hap-
pen that everything would be be-
lieved, or, on the other hand, nothing
new would be accepted. Tucker, in
his ¢Light of Nature,’ says, ‘ For my
part, as well persuaded as I am, that
two and two make four, if I were to
meet with a person of credit, candour
and understanding who should call it
in question, I would give him a hear-
ing” These extracts show concisely
the proper spirit in which to investi.
gate new theories ; it is no argument
to say that because a theory is con-
trary to our opinions it is untrue H
the point is, prove it so, or else aban.
don the old opinions or reconcile them
with the new. If we say or think with
some that the present thoughts and
reasonings of philosophers are irreli-
gious and sceptical, may we not find

! the cause in the cold-blooded machi-

nery of the Church during the past
fifty years? In studying the religious
history during this time, one is struck
with an illiberality of feeling, with the
unalterable hostility to relaxation and
pleasure ; the Wesleyan system—also
that of Whitfield and others—show,
it seems to me, more of hell and
damnation than of love and mercy.
Every effort was made to interdict
pleasure ; any attempts to unravel
the mysteries of creation or to prove
the truth of accepted creeds was re-
garded as blasphemous by certain
classes of men ; even now geologists
and philosophers with new creeds are
regarded as atheistical if they do not
conform their opinions to the dicla of
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certain “self-appointed censors. This
class, however, has been gradually
lessening, and the more liberal-minded
opponents of the new creeds are inves-
tigating and testing these new beliefs.
There is no accepted belief or opinion,
no matter how old or long established,
which was not at some time or other
a novelty or heresy ; in fact, some of
the most bitterly persecuted heresies
have become accepted truths, though
we cannot say at what time these
may, in their turn, be displaced by
pewer ones. There is no science,
whether of religion, mathematics or
anything else, that is exact, for the
reason that its axioms have been
made or explained by man, who is
fallible ; but we must not overlook
the great amount of truth conveyed in
them, and must not become pessimists.

The revolt of reason which has tak-
en place against the domineering spirit
of religious bigotry may perhaps be
carried too far, as it is terribly fascin-
ating to exercise the reason in endea-
vouring to pry further into the secrets
of life and to dream dreams of a bliss-
ful state when by ¢ differentiation ’all
the nations of the earth shall be united
in one community. This extreme ten-
sion of thought is dangerous to the
truly religious spirit, as it creates
doubt and scepticism, unless kept
within proper control ; the argument,
however, that things are ¢ spiritually
discerned,’ I do not believe, unless we
understand by ‘spiritually ' the mean-
ing to be ¢ rationally ;' therefore any
apparently plausible and candid inter-
pretations of creeds, texts and theories
must be studied, as a duty to one’s
gelf, for the reason that man is a re-
sponsible being. Once more, we are
deluged with books and newspapers
and we seek relief in sensation, we
must read light novels and see burles-
ques for relief; this is the reaction
from the tension and may only be a
temporary frivolity.

What then is the proper life ¢ Car-
lylesays, Work ! and that the thinker
is nothing but a lichen ; but if the
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thinker gives expression to and inter-
change of his thought it is surely ac-
tion. Knowledge of life is not of any
practical use or benefit unless acted
upon ; an observer of social and politi-
cal problems effects but little good un-
less his observations are disseminated
and made subject to criticism by those
affected. Whither all this intellect-
uality of the present day is tending,
who can say? The attendance at
churches has declined, perhaps owing
to the advanced position of the press,
and the sermons are listened to with
more submission than study. In fact,
to a great many, the idea of attending
a church in these days is repugnant ;
just as some are bitterly opposed to
theatres.

There are signs of an abatement of
this stern and long-continued opposi-
tion to theatres. A meeting of the
British Social Science Congress took
place recently at Manchester. It is
curious that,at this meeting,more than
one clergyman advocated the claims
of the theatre as a beneficial agent, in-
stead of following the usual custom of
abusing it to an extreme degree. An
essay was read by a clergyman advo-
cating the establishment and support
of a National Theatre in order to pro-
vide rational amusement. I have rea
somewhere that, in London, compara-
tively uneducated people support the
legitimate drama at Sadler's Wells;

| whilst educated ¢ West-Enders’ ré-

quire farces, and ballets. This seems t0
support the statement that intellect-
uality has been the cause of the de-
cline of the drama. The statement that
when the Shakespearian drama is well-
acted it is well-supported is not correcty
as all the revivalg of Shakespeare havé
been quickly abandoned, and only atr
tracted for a time by their pagea™
try. The success of Miss Neilson
due not to her playing Shakespearis?
characters but to her beauty and D&
tural grace ; her success would be fully
as great if she took other characters;

course her abilities are equal to her

{ good looks, otherwise, her reputatio®

.
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would never have been what it is.
As to the immorality of modern plays
and players, the plays are what the
public demand, the players are neither
better nor worse than members of other
professions. Very few sensible per-
sons object to theatrical representa-
tions; and those that do, object for the
reason that the associations connected
with them are pernicious and are
too exciting on the youthful mind.
If the effect is for good it can hardly
be too exciting, and if the associations
are bad, the theatre itself is not culpa-
ble but rather those attending it, thus
showing that the onus of proof rests
on thosa who assert that the theatre
18 immoral. A bishop, at the Social
ience Congress in Manchester, said
that immoral plays were supported by
the aristocratic classes, and that the
taste and morals of the middle classes
Wwere much purer, and that he believed
the theatre to be a powerful instru-
ent for good ; he said that an arch-
®acon, ah acquaintance of his, had ac-
1mowledged that he had been saved
rom g gambler’s fate by witnessing
the play of the ‘ Gamester.” When we
think that for years the clergy have,
With bigoted zeal, endeavoured to
Make people think that theatres were
Ot-houses of sin, it is extremely plea-
%81t to read such sentiments as the
a!’(‘"‘e, coming from the lips of high
1gnitaries. On the other hand, it w:ll
be_ said that for one example of good
ected, u great many may be given
t;ho‘""mg that a great deal of harm has
N done. I think, if these cases be
arefully examined into, it will be
ound that the evil has come from the
im‘i‘“ of theatrical pleasure, or over-
N ulgence, or, perhaps, the persons
Pon whom it has had an evil effect
(o1 immoral otherwise and merely
of qie ” the theatre in their course
1881pation,
08¢ who are stained with
per;a mora]l defects are sometimes,
qu al;?“ very of.te.n, possessed of noble
" thep tllxes i and it is questionable whe-
€Y do not really exert a greater
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influence upon men than those whose
morals are of the milk-and-water type.

It seems to be the case that there are
characters in whom the proportions of
morality and immorality are perhaps
about equal ; and these characters con-
ceal their immoralities and show their
moralities as prominently as possible
t> the world in an unctuous sort of
way. The unobservant and careless
spectator does not discriminate be-
tween this moral hypocrisy and the
true moral life. The appearance is
taken for the reality. We have al

met with, in everyday life, the person
who, by a dignified reserve and a
solemn face, together with a few ex-
pressive gestures, succeeds in gaining
a reputation for extreme cleverness,
erudition, and intellectuality. Any at-
tempt made by one suspicious of his
abilities is baffled by the dignified re-
serve of this superior being. He may
manage to go through this life without
discovery; but he leaves no impress
upon his time— he will be unknown to
posterity. The resemblance between
this individual’s career and that of the
previously described moralists is very
close—the moralist specimen being

much more common. This is a sad
evidence of the superficiality of the
present age. An intellectual man de-
veloped has been defined as ¢ one who
knows everything of something and
something of everything;’ a moral
man may be defined as one who knows
not bigotry and practises charity.

Those who deny any rights to the
drama cannot properly lay claim to
come within eitherof these definitions.

They refuse to examine or criticise the
merits or demerits, and, by lowering
the position of the theatre, think that
they elevatethemselves—ratheraphar-
isaical mode of argument, The indi-
vidual critic or scientist in these days
is not so prominent nor so influential
as he was ; theories, problems, and lit-
erary successes come in what may be
called oases of plenty; and it would ap-
pear, in fact it must be the case if we
believe in any sort of theory of pro-
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gression, that these oases are depend- |
ent upon and are the natural effects of |

antecedent causes. Just so sure asdis-

sipation brings physical ruin, does bigo-
try and mental oppression bring revolt ;

and it is sad to think what evil bigoted !
buman actions havecausedin this way, |

though the persons who performed
them were actuated by good motives,
but, through perverted vision, mistook
the cruelty of a bigot for the zeal of a
hero. ’Tis a curious study in psycho-
logy that a man sincerely wishing to
doright doeswrong. Takethe instance
of Calvin, who fanatically put to death
Servetus ; we must either allow that
he had good motives and was moved
by a desire to do right or else that his
motives were evil and cruel. He surely
knew that it was wrong, according to
Scripture, to take life in a spirit of
bigotry ; but allowed his conscience to
assure itself that he was doing right.
On the other hand, upholding the
action himself, we cannot assume that
he thought himself influenced by cruel
motives.

In conclusion : a few remarks upon
modern philosophy and the antagon-
istic cavillings against it. The prin-
cipal objection is that it induces a
feeling of scepticism and infidelity.
Better it is that the danger of experi-
encing a period of infidelity should be
incurred than that the mind should be
in a state of quiescence. There is im-
planted within the breast of every one
a dissatisfaction with the present, and
an irrepressible feeling that advance
is nec:ssary. The earnest seeker after
truth, vacillating between imperfect
science on the one hand and a perfect
divine faith on the other, will advance,
slowly it may be, towards a clear dis-
cernment that the two are not irrecon-
cilable ; the great risk to every one is
that of hastily jumping at conclu-
sions. Supposing that we allow that
the whole school of modern science
and philosophy is full of mischievous
errors: these will serve agood purpose,
and will, by provoking discussion, help
us in our progress towards absolute
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truth. The refutation of error does
not constitute the establishment of
truth absolutely ; it removes the
stumbling blocks. Some say that
there is a limit to.man’s powers ; and
that only a certain amount of know-
ledge is attainable by, and necessary
for, life. If this isthe case, we must
perforce rest content with it ; but the
difficulty is in the query as to where
that limit is, and whether we have yet
reached it. Is it not more philosophi-
cal to think that our powers are illi-
mitable with one exception, and that
we should study out all problems of
science no matter what they are, until
we approximate as near as we can to
absolute truth # In studying the sys-
tem of Spinoza, one can see that his
religious belief has too deeply marked
it, and that prejudice has affected
too many of his conclusions. Scien-
tists often commence an investigation
with the desire to prove a certain pet
theory, and every discovery is perhaps
unconsciously made to conform to tbe
theory—this combined, with religious
or other prejudices, is certain to colour
and affect their deductions. The So-
cratic philosophy means the desire for
perfectknowledgeanddivine truth;but
when this desire is directed towards
proving by scientific reasonings what
are purely matters of feeling, such as
the immortality of the soul, freedom
of will, the existence of the Deity,
then philosopby starts on false pre-
mises. Supposing that we could prove
the existence of God on purely scien-
tific grounds, would we not lose by it
and make the existence dependent, 18
our minds at least, upon this proo
The same may be said of attempts t0
find the creative power. Neverthe
less, any attempt to confirm by and”
logy and to corroborate the truth, 18
justifiable and allowable ; but ¢ who bY
taking thought can add one cubit %
his stature?’ That religion require®
science to confirm it, is not to be be
lieved ; but that science can conil
religion is a totally different questio™
The proof that religion does not r¢
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quire science may be found in the fact
that, except in a few isolated instances,

scientific allusions are not to be found
I would say that our |

in Holy Writ.
<lear duty is to examine in a spirit of
<harity all theories, to accept the bet-

may seem to be at variance with reli-
gious truth. If we have the religious
truth, science cannot conflict with it ;
but if we have true science and it
conflicts with religion, then our ideas
of religion are wrong. Let us seek
and we shall find.

ter for the good, and not to condemn
with bigoted zeal science because it

BALLAD OF THE POET'S THOUGHT.

BY CHARLES E. D. ROBERTS, B.A., CHATHAM, N.B.

POET was vexed with the fume of the street,
With tumult wearied, with dia distraught ;
And very few of the passing feet
Would stay to listen the truths he taught.
And he said—* My labour is all for naught ;
I will go, and at Nature’s lips drink deep "—
For he knew not the wealth of the Poet’s Thought,
Though sweet to win, was bitter to keep.

So he left the hurry and dust and heat,
For the free green forest where man was not ;
And found in the wilderness’ deep retreat
That favour with Nature which much he sought.
She spake with him, nor denied him aught,
In waking vision or visioned sleep,
But little he guessed the wealth she brought,
Though sweet to win, was bitter to keep.

But now when his bosom, grown replete,
Would lighten itself in song of what
It had gathered in silence, he could meet
No answering thrill from his passion caught.
Then grieving he fled from that lonely spot
To where men work, and are weary, and weep ;
For he said—* The wealth for whick I wrought
Is sweet to win, but bitter to keep.”

L'ENVOI,

O Poets, bewailing your hapless lot

That ye may not in Nature your whole hearts steep,
Know that the wealth of the Poet’s Thought

s sweet to win, but bitter to keep.
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BY CHARLES PELHAM MULVANY,

é LITTLE more than thirty years
ago one saw some remains in
the Irish Metropolis of the brilliant
society that had survived the national
freedom. I canremember, as a child,
seeing old Lord Plunket, the great
Chancellor, the prosecutor of Robert
Emmet, the wielder of the nationalist
thunder in the last Irish Parliament.
He was then very old, but able to
walk in his garden at Old Connaught.
His grandson, Mr. David Plunket, is
now M. P. for Dublin Universityand
well sustains the family traditions of
incisive eloquence. The mannerism
of some of the great orators of the
Irish Commons, the cutting sarcasm
and incessant antithesis of Flood and
Grattan, produced a school of imitators
among the first generation of those
" who succeeded them as members of the
Imperial Parliament, An instance of
this occurred on one occasion when an
Irish member happening to walk to
the House of Commons with a politi-
cal opponent, one of the then power-
ful House of Annesley, learned that
Annesley’s sister was that night to oc-
cupy a place in the visitors’ gallery.
It seems incredible, but it is, I believe,
a fact, that the Irish member in ques-
tion in the heat of debate made use of
the following words: ¢ The Annesleys,
Mr. Speaker, have ever been traitors
to their country, personally and poli-
tically worthless, from the toothless
hag that sits grinning in the gallery
tothe white-livered recreant whostands
cowering on the floor.” It is needless
to add a duel was the result, and in-
deed, in a society tolerant of such lan-
guage, what other remedy existed ?

At the time I speak of, many sar-
vivals of the old fire-eating customs
still were to be found in Dublin. Who
does not remember the erect figure
and beautiful white hair of Sir Ed-
ward Stanley— poor Destene’s second
when O’Connell, without it is be-
lieved intending it, shot him dead in
a duel forced on the great Agitator by
his opponent. O’Connell, it is well
known, would never after this accept
a challenge, and to the last the me-
mory of Destene weighed heavily on
his forgiving and benevolent heart.
In many families the duelling pistols
were carefully preserved and kept
ready for use, long after the ordeal
by battle had become obsolete. They
were certainly admirable weapons for
nice accuracy of aim. A small bolt at-
tached to the lock, by being slipped
back, made the trigger so easily pulled
that the slightest touch sufficed to dis-
charge the weapon without disturbing
the aim. This was called the ‘hair
trigger.” The favourite place for duel-
ling appointments was called the
¢ fifteen acres,” a portion of the beau:
tiful Phoenix Park, but so flat and
treeless as to present no object bY
which the aim of either combatant
coula be adjusted. Among the last
representatives of the duello, wa8
Mr. Coilis, a vell-known and mu'{h
respected member of the bar. This
gentlemsn, though of a generous n&-
ture, had a sharp tongue, and woul
often say things which seemed to dis-
prove the theory, often urged in apo
logy for duelling, that it tends
check the disposition to hurt the fe?l’
ings of those we mix with. Thus, 1®
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a dispute at the Dublin Society Coun-
cil with a most respectable clergyman,
who happened to be chaplain fo the
Loch Hospital, Mr. Collis said, *I will
not be put down by you who live on
the wages of the filthiest vice |’ On
another occasion Mr. Collis actually
challenged a Dublin tradesman, a ten-
ant of his, with whom he had a dis-
pute as to rent. Mr. Collis, a most
punctual and orderly man, was first
ou the ground. *Sir, said he, when
his tardy opponent appeared, ¢ you
have neither the honour of a gentle-
man, nor the punctuality of a trades-
Man I’ For the later years of his
life, this gentleman led a most peace-
able existence. As Librarian of the
Royal Dublin Society, he was especi-
ally noted for his kindness to the
young men who frequented that li-
rary as students,
I well remember O’Connell. When
saw him most often he was in his
decadence, the slow political collapse
Which followed when Celtic Ireland
ound out that the most influentiallead-
er ghe had ever possessed shrank from
ctual revolution. My grandfatherhad
Warried an O'Connell, a near relation
of the popular leader, and hence there
Va8 some kindly intercourse between
the latter and my father, who was a
Oservative or rather Tory, and en-
thusiagtic for all the institutions
Which it was O'Connell’s mission to
®Dounce, In those days I attended
38 a day-scholar the large and flourish-
II:}S classical school of the Rev. Daniel
lynn in Harcourt Street—how many
% Morning T have met the ¢ Liberator ’
th his huge figure and massive face,
a2 Wraptin his blue cloak fastened by
witﬁepeal button,’ i.e., a gilt button
ste the national harp for device, he
quPed from his house in Merrion
ol d“‘u‘?- Evil days had come to the
loy Tribune of the People, the land he
he }, darkened by famine, the cause
Viol:d upheld so long in the hands of
; 1t rash-headed young men--pewer
" 8 from his bands,—yet he would
48 have & kindly smile and often
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stop and speak to me as I passed him..
In 1844 I had seen him in full posses-
sion of his marvellous faculties ; I had

seen then and later, even up to the
year of his death, how utterly he was.
loved and trusted by the Catholics.

He deserved it all by what his voice
had won for them. And had he raised

his voice for armed revolt the Nation

would have followed as one man. For-
no nationalist leader ever had his
sway with the Irish people. ‘Lord

Edward’ was indeed popular in 1798,
but he had not the magic influence

of oratory which brought the thou-

sands and thousands to hear O’Con-
nell’s prophesies of the coming great-
ness of Ireland. I seem tosee him as
I saw him in my boyhood—to see the-
majestic figure, his hand upraised to
the dark heights above him, to hear

his voice as he adjured the people ‘ by
yonder blue mountains, where you and
I were cradled !’ I saw his funeral
train pass Sackville Street, Dublin,

It was a dark lowering day, such days

as came one after another as if their
gloom would never end, in that ter-
rible winter of cholera and famine.

But amid all the depression, all they
suffered themselves, the hearts of the
Irish Catholics could still turn from.
their own terrible calamities to mourn
for O’Connell. It was a national
mourning. Catholic Dublin in all her
representative poverty and squalor,
followed the hearse to Glasnevin Cem-
etery.

The intellectual greatness of the
political leaders of Grattan’stime found
their last representative in O’Connell.
The others were clever lawyers, adroit
debaters. Whiteside was ever most
eloquent, but none of them could lead
the nation. The Young Ireland lead-
ers were transparently honest, they
meant to fight, but they had no influ-
ence beyond a few young men in the
cities. I have heard our own D’Arcy
McGee perorating to a mob in Abbey
Street, Dublin, against the English
soldiers then quartered in the city.
McGee spoke passionately—so much
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s0 that as his body swayed from the
window where he spoke, u» woman
within held her arm around him to
prevent his losing balance. In the
midst of it all, old General Blakeney,
the Commander-in-Chief, who was a
prime favourite with the Dublin mob,
vode by. He had been seriously ill,
. and this was his first appearance in
public since recovery. ¢ Boys dear,
three cheers for the Gineral !’ cried a
voice—and instantly the rebel orator’s
audience left him to cheer the ‘ty-
rant’ he was denouncing. I remem-
ber another instance of the national
‘humour recognising the absurdity of
revolution in 1848, A Dublin black-
smith, at the time that poor Smith
O'Brien’s pikes were openly sold, as-
sumed the designaticn, very often
claimed by Dublin tradesmen, of
< Pike maker to the Lord Lieutenant.’
These pikes could have hurt nobody.
Six-foot spears made top-heavy with
<cumbrous battle axes, they were very
different from the long sharp spear
blades, some of which, made and used
in 1798, were to my knowledge still
treasured in Catholic families when it
was thought O’Connell meant war.
One more recollection and this
brief jumbleof rambling remembrances
shall close. In the first Kaflir war, a
gallant young ensign passed from the
drawing-room of one of the pleasantest
«Catholic families in Merrion Square
to encounter the Kaffir assegai on the
battle-field, where now stands Fort
Elizabeth. It was natural that the
fond mother in Dublin should dwell
much on her boy’s account of his ad-
ventures. One thing only troubled
her loving heart. It was in accord-
ance with the fitness of things that
the dusky warriors should die under
the sword of her boy—but the good
lady did not wish their punishmert to
extend any further. Africa wasa hot
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country she had been told, but by all
accounts Purgatory was much hotter.
So some of the gold fees which the
good doctor, her husband, earned so
abundantly, were, it is said, laid out
for the benefit of the souls of the hea-
then who had died or might die, by
the ¢ Young Captain’s’ prowess. Now
as to this story, the critical historian
must remark, that the Kaftirs being
outer heathens were precluded from
all possibility of even such approach
to salvation as is consistent with ad-
mission to Purgatory. Masses for
their souls could not be offered. But
it is historic sober truth that the fol-
lowing ballad written on the supposed
circumstances was in those days
chanted with great glee by the profes-
sional ballad singers of the period,
under the windows of one great house
in Merrion Square, North :

DIRGE.
1.
Oh, pray for them poor haythen Kaffirs ! How
1

quare !
The na.gurs they knew not the Captain was
there,

i Oh, pray to the Vargin to pardon the guiit

Of the sowls of the Kaffirs young Corrigan
kilt !

IL

Like the cats of Kilkenny, those pretty push-
eens,

Sure the Captain he cut them to small emith-
ereens-—

Sure his sword it was all dripping red to the

hilt
With tlixtl- lzlood of the Kaffirs brave Corrigan
ilt!

1L
Musha ! dear dirty Dublin grew sad at the

tale,
And thePboyls they were silent that shouted
‘* Pepale !’
And with people the churches and chapels
were filt
That pﬁ't}yed for them Kaffirs brave Corriga®
ilt.
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BY BELLE CAMPBELL, TORONTO.

R. AND MRS. BROWN had
sailed for Europe, leaving the

bousehold in charge of Barbura. This .

- Young lady was a grave, deep-thinking
personage—in fact, a blue-stocking of

the most pronounced description, |

whose studious proclivities had won
for her the reputation of being a
sensible, trustworthy girl, and one
Wwell suited to have the care of the
ouse in her parents’ absenee. This
Opinion was not entirely merited, for
Barbara’s insatiable thirst for know-
ledge frequently carried her off to the
<louds, and her sister Bessie, the only
Member of the household who partic-
ularly required watching, was not
above taking advantage of the dazed
<ondition of her elder sister’s faculties
When her mind was brought suddenly
down to the contemplation of sub-

unary affairs.
rbara entertained the most su-
Preme contempt for everything in the
8hape of 8 man—with two exceptions.
er father, an accomplished scholar,
Whom she loved and venerated, and
Young Dr. Grey, who had visited at
their houge for years, and whom she
always looked upon as the future
usband of her sister.
©  possibility of matrimony had
ever suggested itself to her mind for
.DMoment; but with Bessie it was
1 Jerent. The child was & mere help-
°® butterfly, and & husband was a
Recessity.
i Bessie had no objection to husbands,
< d::'dgeneral way, but she had a de-
ne talent for flirtation, which was
to‘;:?ssanly undeveloped so far, owing
°F mother’s lynx-eyed regard for

n
a

For herself, °

the proprieties, but which she intend-
ed now to indulge.

As for Dr. Grey-—she shrugged her
pretty shoulders with a smile, and ex-
pressed herself to the effect that Bar-
bara was as blind as a bat, or an owl,
or anything elsetlearned and stupid !

Bessie was much more charitably
disposed to the members of the nobler
sex than her scholarly sister; and
when handsome, fascinating Mr. Lloyd
Venner appeared upon the horizon of
the social circle to which she belonged,
she was interested at once, and exer
cised all her arts to win him to her
side.  She was quite successful, and,
as there was a dash and dazzle about
this young gentleman that pleased and
captivated her, he soon became a fre-
quent visitor at her house. - Bessie’s
innocent susceptible heart was not
slow to follow her fancy’s lead, and
after a short and partly secret ac-
quaintance, she had promised to be
his wife.

‘ What an obnoxious odour tobacco
has!’ exclaimed Barbara one morn-
ing, on returning from Madame Stein-
hoff’s Seminary, where she gave les-
sons in Astronomy.

‘Do you think so, dear?’ said
Bessie, sweetly. ‘I thought it was
rather wholesome ! I have read, too,
of beings of your order, women as well
as men, deriving positive inspiration
from the use of it. Had you not
better learn to smoke Barbara, for the
good of your intellect 7’

‘I am not aware that my intellect
requires any artificial stimulus of the
kind, Bessie; besides, I would wish
my inspiration to come from a higher
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source | Don't try to be smart, child,
it ouly amounts to rudeness, and is
excessively underbred!’ And she
turned to leave the room with her
beautiful pale face slightly ruffled
with annoyance.  As she passed the
grate-fire she stood still, then pointed
with her sunshade to a tiny object
that lay on the fender.

¢ Ah!’ she said, and looked at her
sister with a kind of horror in her
large violet eyes. Bessie shrugged
her shoulders and looked cross.

¢ Excuse me, Bessie,’ said her sister,
‘but when the olfactory and optic
nerves afford such corroborative evi-
dence, I may, without impertinence,
inquire if you have contracted the
pernicious habit which you were so
good as to advise me to adopt }’

¢ Barbara, for goodness sake, don’t
be a goose as well as an owl!’ cried
Bessie, impatiently. ¢ Who ever heard
of a lady smoking! Lloyd was here
this morning, of course, and as 7 like
the perfume of cigars, I told him he
might smoke one. There, I hope you
are satisfied !’ And she snapped her
fine white teeth together viciously.
She had hoped to turn her sister off
the scent, in more senses than one, by
leading her into a discussion. She
had failed, however, and was conse-
quently in rather a bad temper.

¢ Has Mr. Venner really been hLere?
asked Barbara, with grave questioning
eyes, a suspicion of her own defective
stewardship slowly dawning upon her
mind.

‘Yes, he was !’ said Bessie sharply.
*And as he did not come to see you,
why, it’s all right.  You need not
look at me like that, Barbara, for I
have promised to marry Lloyd Venner,
and that before papa and mamma re-
turn from Europe; and as you are
powerless to prevent it, you had
better make the best of it!' And
Bessie confronted her bewildered sister
with flushed cheeks and flashing eyes.
Her lover had that very morning ex-
acted the promise of which she spoke,
and she had been tremblingly regret-
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ting it, and wondering at the same
time how it could possibly be accom-
plished, for Lloyd Venner had gained
such an influence over the foolish girl
that the thought of refusing his de-
mands did not occur to her. How-
ever, when her sister entered and
aroused her temper, by her antagonism
{0 her lover, she fired up at orce, and
gathering courage with every word,
ttrod before her the picture of wilfuk
determination.

Barbara sank into a sofa, her head
resting on her large shapely white

hand. She was gradually realizing -

the importance of the events which
were passing in the household, to the
significance of which her own negli-
gence had rendered her blind. She
recalled the presence of the two seam-
stresses that worked so busily in
Bessie's dressing-room, and remem-
bered that when she had spoken to
the latter about them, she had ans-
wered that ‘she was in need of a lot
of new winter dresses” And then
poor Barbara remembered, also, with
a sharp pang of self-reproach, that, al-
though her last letter to her father
had been begun with the express pur-
pose of introducing Mr. Lloyd Venner
{0 his notice, she had forgotten all
about that insignificant, but exceed-
ingly troublesome, personage, in the in-
terest of a certain philosophical argu-
ment into which her treacherous pen
had carried her. Now, thoroughly
aroused, she resolved to send a per-
emptory summons to her parents to
return home at once; in the meantime,
she would watch day and night, if she
liad to lock er study-door, and sit with
hands folded in the drawing-room.
Bessie should never wed that dreadfu)
young man while the worthy, the
noble Dr. Grey stood waiting for her
hand.

¢ Bessie, reflect upon what you 8r®
doing,’ she said ; * we know nothing
of this stranger whom you have
lowed thus to blind your better judg:
ment. Think of Dr. Grey, who b8
loved you so long and so patientlys
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and remember, Bessie, my dear child,

what a dreadful, whata wicked thing
it would be to take such an ignoble
advantage of your mother’s absence.’

‘Dr. Grey, indeed !’ cried Bessie,
with a laugh. ¢ Let me tell you, my
dear old Bookworm, for I fear you
will never find out for yourself, that
it is you, not my unworthy self, that
Your excellent Doctor wants for his
wife !’

Her sister looked at her with dis-
pleasure gathering in her face.

¢ What possible good can it do you
to make such an absurd statement}
Really, Bessie, I gave you credit for
Some sense !’ she said severely.

¢ Well, I never gave you credit for
any. So I'm not disappointed. Ha,
ha, ha! But, Barbara, do be rational
for once—marry ths man who has

n in love with you for years, and
let me marry the one who wants me !

0, you dear old duck!’

And she threw her arms persua-
sively around her sister’s neck. She
did not repulse her, but after a mo-
Ment’s thought she said seriously :
¢ Bessie, you are so much in the habit
©f calling me by the name of some bird
Yhat I suspect you of a latent talent
for the study of ornithology, I would
&dvise you, my dear, to forget this
Vexatious affair in the pursuit of it.’ '

8sie burst into a loud ringing
laugh and ran from the room, firmly
Youvinced that she could hood-wink
Or sister yet.
. Ba:rbara fullowed her at once, She
'Smissed the two seamstresses, paying
em up to the expiration of the time
°F Which Bessie had engaged them.
1¢ did not mind this at all, for her
th Usseau was almost completed, and
® best part of it securely packed
&%y in g friend’s house.
vic.r- Venner was in the habit of
18lting his betrothed every evening ;
¢ © did not press her to name the day of
‘i&“ Marriage, and as it was impos-
a for her parents to return within
w °ortain time, Bossie was content to
Her sister was now always

present at their interviews, and her
lover was so evidently annoyed and
displeased that poor Bessie was
troubled and anxious. Once or twice
in the hall where she bade him good-
night, he bad even been rough and un-
kind in his manner, and as time went
on, she was much perplexed. The
trath was, Mr. Lloyd Venner was ra-
ther tired of the girl he had entrapped
8o easily and had begun to think the
game was not worth the trouble, or
the sacrifice of his freedom. One
evening he did not come as usual, and
Bessie, after flitting nervously around -
for a while, sat down to read. Pre-
sently Barbara entered with a shade
of anxiety upon her face,

* Bessie, have you seen papa’s gold-
headed cane ?’ she said. *That valu-
able one that the students gave him,
I mean, and which he prizes so high-
ly 4’

‘No, T don’t remember having seen
it for some time.’

‘It usually stands in the hall, but
i8 not there now ; I have questioned
the servants but they know nothing
about it.’

‘Nor do I, Barbara. It has evi-
dently been stolen.’

At this moment the door bell rang,
and a Jook of happiness flashed into
Bessie’s face while her sister's dark-
ened with annoyance,

These expressions changed places,
however, when the door opened, and
Dr. Grey came in. He was a fine-
looking young fellow with a tall, pow-
erful figure, intellectual face and head,
and a general air of talent and capa-
bility about him.  His hair and mous-
tache were blond, eyes clear, blue, and
large, and features handsome and reg-
ular, Barbara glanced from him to
her sister with a look that said, ¢ Look
on this picture, and on that!’ After
he had taken a seat she told him about
the loss of the cane, but he could only
agree with her that it had been stolen
from the hall. They talked together
and Bessie read, or pretended to do
so. She was disappointed at the non-
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appearance of her lover, although she
half-dreaded his coming new, for she

knew that he hated Dr. Grey, while |

the but partially-concealed contempt
with which he was regarded by the
latter, made her face burn in spite of
her love. But besides this, there was
another cause for her disappointment.
Bessie was little more than a child,
though a wilful one, and Mr. Venner
had promised to bring with him this
evening a set of pearls, necklet, ear-
rings, and pin—which Bessie had con-
signed to his keeping to have re-set.
She was impatient to see how they
were improved by the new setting,
and when ten o’clock arrived without
bringing either lover or jewels, she
arose to go to bed with tears of vexa-
tion in her eyes. Before she had said
good-night the bell rang again, and a
servant entered and handed her a let-
ter. She took it with a gratified smile
as the man retired, saying no answer
was required. Bessie just glanced at

her sister and Dr. Grey for permission, |

and then tore it open. In a few mo-
ments they were both startled by a
sharp cry, and turning quickly around,
saw Bessie lying on the floor. She
had slipped from the sofa in a dead
faint. Her sister took the crushed
paper from her hand, and Dr. Grey,
seeing she began to recover almost
immediately, lifted her gently on to
the lounge.

¢ Read this ?’ said Barbara, handing
him the letter. He glanced at her
white face and blazing eyes, wondering
to see such a change upon a reposeful
countenance, then after a moment of
hesitation, took the paper and read :

¢ DeArR Miss Brows.—I find that
constant contact with that iceberg of
a sister of yours has cooled the love I

|

once professed for your foolish little .

self.
my future absence from your house,

You will consequently excuse

under the circamstances. Hoping you
won't spoil your pretty eyes over my |

loss—you have stili Dr. Grey, you
know—I will say adieu.
¢ LLoYD VENNER.
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¢P. 8.—I forgot to take the pearls
to Stag’s, so will keep them as a sou-
venir. ‘L.V?

¢ Dastard ! ' muttered Dr. Grey, be-
tween his clenched teeth. ¢The in-
famous scoundrel!” And then as a
shudder ran through the pitiful little
form on the sofa, he knelt beside it
and chafed the cold hands tenderly.

Bessie opened her eyes, and seeing
the kind friendly face bending over
her, she threw her arms around his
neck and burst into a passion of sobs
and tears upon his shoulder. Dr.
Grey was not in theleast disconcerted ;
he looked upon Bessie quite as a sis-
ter, and had known her almost from
babyhood. He petted and soothed
her into calmness, and turned to give
some directions to her sister ; she was
gone.  Barbara thinking that, at
last, matters had adjusted themselves.
between these two as she wished,
had glided from the room with all
the discretion of a practised match-
maker.

Dr. Grey gave his instructions to
Bessie, exacted a promise that they
should be obeyed, and left the house.

He returned next evening. Bar-
bara was alone. He laid her father's
cane upon the table.

¢That villain has had enough of
that !’ he said, with a grim smile.
¢ Bat the pearls he had changed into
gold ; and, for Bessie’s sake, I let them
go!’

¢ Good heavens, is it possible 1’ ex-
claimed Barbara, betrayed into a de-
monstrative expression for once.

¢ Yes, Miss Barbara, the man i8
a thief—and worse! But we will
hear no more of him ; he has left the
city.’

‘I am glad and grateful,’ she said,
and before he could say another word
she had left the room. He bit his
lip and sighed, but sat down and wait-
ed for a few moments. Bessie cam€
in looking both pale and wan. She
started when she saw her father®
cane lying on the table, and caught
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hold of a chair, but only for a moment.
Then she set her lips firmly together,
and went over to the young doctor.

‘ Are youbetter 1’ he asked, with a
smile,

‘Oh, yes! Did you want me par-
ticularly, Harold ¢’

He looked at her inquiringly. She
coloured faintly, then laughed softly
and said :

‘ Barbara told me you wanted me!

1arold, my sister is under the impres-
Slon that you—that you always want
e, and, as it’s just a little awkward
Sometimes, I wish you would make

er understand that it isn’t me you
want. ’

And she gave him her hand and
Smiled in his face. He pressed her
hand eagerly in his.

‘ Bessie, do you think I have any
chance?’ he cried. ‘I have never
dared to breathe a word to her. Your
Sister is not like other women, Bessie,
You know.’

‘ObL, but she is a woman all the
®me, and she loves you, too, only she

Oean’t know anything about it,” Bes-
Me said, sagely.

r. Grey looked at her with an ex-
Pression of half delight and half doubt.
1 ‘Try and see !” said Bessie, ¢ Only
2t me give you a piece of advice—put
% 0 her in ‘the plainest possible terms
O she won’t understand you.’ '
th t this moment Barbara entered

© room, and seeing the two sitting
30d in hand, she beamed upon them
gnd Walked over to a little writing-
bz';k' She did not write, however,
Wi 8at looking out of the window
aw & pensive face and a longing, far-

2 look in her beautiful eyes.

Har 1€ smiled and slipped away,

f‘l:: Woman he had loved silently so
‘Vit% Ske lifted her eyes and met his
in all the strength of love beaming
then M. She coloured very faintly,
look; she, too, rose and they stood
. Img at each other, '
'llise; 1t all settled 7 Has Bessie pro-
marry you ?’ she asked, lay-

old Grey rose and stood beside -
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ing her hand upon his arm. He cap-
tured it with his other hand and held
it tightly.

¢ It isn’t settled at all, Barbara, but

+ I'want you to settle it now, this min-

ute. Dearest Barbara, your sister
Bessie is a sweet little thing, but I
don’t want her for my wife! I want
you! Ihave always loved you,and
you, if any one, must be my wife !
Will you, darling %’

He gazed down upon her, smiling
into her eyes when he found she did
not draw back from him, and wonder-
ing if he had made himself sufficiently
plain.

‘How very strange!’ murmured.
Barbara.

‘Ido not think it strange that I
should love the loveliest and sweetest
woman in all the world !’ cried Dr..
Grey, gaily. ¢ But tell me, Barbara,
will you marry me$’ :

She looked at him with a sweet,
half bewildered smile.

¢ Why, yes, if you wish it, Harold
—with pleasure.’

He drew her to his heart and
pressed one passionate kiss upon
her lips. She trembled all over,
and blushed pink to the tips of her
fingers,

Then she said softly :

‘I believe I love you, Dr. Grey.’

‘Then, am I the most blessed of
men ! ’ he said.

She clasped her hands together and
placed them on his shoulder, and laid
her smooth flushed cheek upon them,
looking up at him dreamily.

‘The sensation is very agreeable—
very exhilarating!’ she murmured,
and then joined in the burst of merri-
ment which the remarks drew from
her lover, and from Bessie who had
just opened the door. So Barbara
married Dr. Grey, and Bessie went
to live with them. She never found
any one to build up her faith in man-
kind which Lloyd Venner had so cru-
elly shattered to its foundation. She
was quite content to be ¢old maiden
aunt’ to her sister’s children, who -
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ioved her almost as dearly as they did | than in the drawing-room—much,
their beautiful mother. much oftener in his laboratory than

Dr. Grey worships his wife, and if | in her kitchen, he is pleased and hap-
:she is more frequently in his study | py to have it so.

THE FISHERMAN.,
FROM THE GERMAN OF GOETHE.
BY GOWAN LEA.

HE water rushed, the water swelled,
A fisherman sat near,

And, musing, watched his line within
The cool and purling mere.
And as he sits, and as he lists,
The rising waves divide,
‘When forth there springs a water sprite
And sits down by his side.

She sang to him, she spake to him ;

“ My fishes dost thou lure

With this thy worldly wit and guile
From element so pure ?

Couldst thou but know our peaceful life—
How free from every care,

Thou wouldest, even as thou art,

Descend our joy to share.

“ Do not the sun and moon come down
To lave within the sea,

Arising from the ocean’s breast,

In fuller radiancy ?

Doth not reflected heaven allure

Thee to this watery blue,

Nor even thine own countenance

In this eternal dew ?"

The water rushed, and as it touched
His naked feet, new bliss

Awoke within his yearning heart,
As it had been love's kiss.

She spake to him ; with liquid voice
And clear, her accents fell ;

Half drew him in : he sank beneath
The magic of her spell.

Montreal.
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BY 0. YESSE,

THE question before usis as simple

as need be. Is there or is there
Dot from men towards women what
¥e call chivalry, and do men prove
1t by their actions ?

We may pass over the offence of
Making a young lady a present with-
Out giving her ¢ the privilege of choos-
Ing’ what it shall be. I saw, the
Other day, a list of wedding gifts, a
Whole column of the paper long. 1t
Yould have taxed the bride-to-be's
INgenuity, that would. Nor need we

well on the ¢ unsubstantial pudding’
& mere vol au vent—of a compli-
Went. We all take kindly to them.

how I do, and do not enquire too
SUriously into them. Why should

© men have them all? Ladies like
them too, perhaps just the shadow of

8 shade better.

t us turn to the solid pudding.
My rollope said, it seems, ¢ they
Shoulq g kept harmless while men
wh‘el‘- They should be kept warm

ile men are cold, They should be
Tipt safe while men are in danger.
€Y should be enabled to live while
wen die in their defence.” Let us see
hether thig be true.

e years ago, a ship called the
Norep et, at thegoutset ofp her voyage
Ustralia, with g large number,
;ne hundreds, of emigrants—men,
well n, and children—was wrecked, as
&llot]?s remember, by collision with
Brit; i" vessel, off Dungeness in the
bug, mh Channel. There was no hope
P&nis © Must go down. There was
"&s: and tumult of course. There
not 0 Indiscrimingte rush, they knew

wh;thel‘ ; for safety, they knew

not where. The captain, with a rifle
in his hand from the ship’s armoury,
commanded them to fall back. They
should all be saved, he told them, as
far as time would allow, and he would
be the last man to leave ; but the wo-
men and children should go first, and
he would shoot any man on the spot
who should disobey, or in any way ob-
struct the performance of his orders
One man did disobey, and the captain
shot him—shot him dead. The boats
were got out, properly manned, and
the greater part of the women and
children were saved; but time was
short ; the ship went down with all
remaining on board, the captain with
them. This is no scenic effect, got up
for show ; it is historically true. If
this was not chivalry towards women,
please say what it was? If this was
not being kept safe while men were in
danger ; if this was not being enabled
tolive while men died in their defence;
please say what it was? But we have
not done with it. Let us suppose
that time had sufficed, and that gl]
had been saved. A curious question
arises as to the nature of the captain’s
act in shooting that man. Would he
have been tried for murder, and, if
not, why not ? What right had he to
shoot him? On what principle did he
do it? Had not the man as much
right to have his life saved as the wo-
men had their's? Was life not as dear
to him as to them? Was he better
prepared to meet a sudden and fright-
ful death than they were? Were its
terrors greater for them than for him?
These questions are answered in one
word—Chivalry. Had the captain
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been tried and inevitably found guilty
of the homicide, does anyone imagine
that he would have had any more
than a nominal punishment? And
that this course would not have met
with universal approval? One word
answers it all—Chivalry — the highest
form of chivalry of men towards wo-
men, chivalry risingabovethestrongest
trial to which human nature can be
subjected ; chivalry undeniable, in-
disputable. And this was no isolated
case. 1t can be matched by thousands
of others. 1t is no more than every
captain would do, has done.  This
captain was a Quixote after ‘ Cervantes
smiled Spain’s chivalry away.” 1t is
the rule.  If two persons are drown-
ing, the woman is saved rather than
the man.  If two persons are falling
into the flames, the woman is saved
rather than the man. It is no more
than firemen, lifeboat-men do every
day. The chivalry of men would cry
shame on them were it otherwise.
But, we are asked, ¢would any un-
gelfish, true-hearted woman desire such
privileges, or take advantage of them,
if she could possibly help it?’ ls it
not an ‘ignoble boon’ to offer to such
noble, heroic women asFlorence Night-
ingale and Grace Darling? The ans-
wer is that those women on board the
Northfleet were not heroines.  They
were a promiscuous lot of women
taken at random from human nature
as it stands. They were such as other
women are, true-hearted and unselfish,
some of them, we will not libel them
by doubting. But we may well
doubt whether among them all, one
hundred and fifty say (but, for that
matter, we might as well say a hun-
drcd and fifty thousand), there was
one Florence Nightingale or one Grace
Darling. The fact is before us; they
did take advantage of the privilege,
and who shall condemn these poor
terriied women ? Not I, for one.
How many of us cherish these trans-
cendental notims? When captives
are to be decimated, and the lot falls
on one unhappy wretch, do the other
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nine contend which of them shall
take his place ! When an unfortunate
conscript is drawn, do the other young
men rush forward to see who shall
soonest be his substitute ¢

The great and futal mistake—and
they will persist in making it—of all
these lady-writers is that they believe
—or affect to believe, it cannot be
more than that—that womankind is
made up of Florence Nightingales and
Grace Darlings and Maria Theresas.
They are there, to be sure ; but I can
give these writers a hand, 1 can go a
step higher than they do, I can cap the
climax for them, I can crown the
apex with Sisters of Charity. If
there be angels on earth, methinks
they be these.  All this is grand and
good to look upon. But there is a
reverse to the medal. Look upon
that picture and on this; there is the
other extremity. Whom have we
here, squatting on an inverted basket?
A fish-fag, wrapped in a man's old
coal and hat, talking billingsgate,
reeling with gin, odorous of fish,
and sucking a short black pipe.
¢ Well, what is all that to you, she
says, ‘if 1 am a “drudge,” I earns an
honest living, and that’s more nor
some does. There’s worse nor me.
Ah, there are, my good woman, much
worse. Let us take the train to0
Tooting Common, and pay a visit t0
this baby-farmer. She makes a living
by starving infants to death, or rather,
she gets her hanging for it. Can thi8
be a woman? Can maternal instinct8
come to this? Even so. It is a dread-
ful thing to hang a woman, but it has
been done, and done righteously. We
have no partialities, no preference for
one sex over the other. Crime 18
crime, find it where you may.

There is another line which has €X*
tremities too; we find Howard at 0n®
end, and Burke and Hare at the other
greater monsters, perhaps, have 10
lived. 'What would you ? There are
saints and sinners, male and femsale
there must be scaffolds, and halter®
and hangmen,
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Between these extremes, then, we
ave every conceivable grade, fair and
foul, no two alike. A baby-farmer is
A rare monster, but a Florence Night-
ingale is just as remarkable a phenom-
enon. 'We never hear of another;
we never hear of a second Grace
Darling.  With the best will in the
world to multiply them, if they could
{we may make sure of that), these
ladies bring them up again and again ;
they ring the changes upon marvel-
lously few of their select women, We
might almost fancy women crying,
“Save us from our friends !’
Let us change the picture again.
he varieties are infinite. Gaze at
this drawing-room beauty, shim mering
! all the sheen of gauze, and lace,
and jewels. Her dress is made by a
‘Woman’s tailor, with so exactanicety,
that every line and every part of her
Orm is seen in its proportionate re-
lef. There is all the heauty and grace
of the sculpturedand pictured Venuses
™ that glorious little gallery called the
tibune, at Florence ; all the charms
9L those famous nudities without their
Mmodesty. Her beauty is heightened
With all the devices with which Piesse
and Lubin can supply her—Piesse
and Lubin, who begin their advertise-
Went in the mother-tongue, but are
%0on driven to the mystery of French,
» having exhausted that, have still
Many little secrets’ behind, which
%N be trusted to no language, how-
Sver little generally understood by any
th “eping Tom,” who might pry into
a °0.  What business is it of his? I
l(:? not quite clear ahout that. As
co:-g 4go as the Spectator, one of his
w "8pondenta asked him whether he
°uld not be justitied in putting away
m;"oman who was not the same wo-
tho: that he had married? And Haw-
“[lSett],e tells a story of a bride who was
ay Ut of a coach, on her wedding-
thgt: ?nd literally fell ull to pieces, so
What ‘er husband looked about to see
e 1, become of her. (Of course,
Aq d'ay expect that Hawthorne and
180n—what, the mild, gentle Ad-

dison ?—will be credited with ¢ coarse
sneers, heartless ridicule, and insulting
scorn’ like ¢Congreve, Prior, Pope,
Swift, and Gay.”) Our drawing-room
belle is surrounded by adwmirers ; she
sits upon beauty’s throne ; she has the
ball at her feet ; kick i, my lady,
while you can. Here are some of so-
ciety’s artificialities of Chivalry. We
care not to discuss them. Drawing-
rooms are no strangers to mock-jewel-
lery now-a-days.

Would you see the other side of the
canvass? It is well to seeall. Take
my arm, get your hat and overcoat
from a flunkey in primrose plush in
the hall, give him his tip, and pass out,.
Button your coat well up—* the wind
bites shrewdly, it is bitter cold.” Ah!
whom, we had almost said what, have
we here? A wretched creature,shiver-
ing and starving, half-clad (but that
she might be in the ball room ) in frow-
8y rags ; a tattered shawl drawn close
round her head and face (seamed and
distortrd with the small-pox) which
she clutches with a bony hand over
her flat bosom.  There is an odour of
uncleanness. Cast it not up to her, it
is not her fault—now. Gently lay a
coin, and see that it be not a small
one, on her outstretched palm, and
pity her from the very bottom of your
heart. Do not follow her to the den
where she makes her lair. There is
nothing to see there ; no rose-coloured
curtains ; no baths with hot and cold
water laid on; no Turkish towels ; no
fresh air; no tire with night-dress air-
ing before it; no clean sheets; no
change of linen. There are no cos-
metics, none of the making up of a
beauty ; Piesse and Lubin do not deal
with this class of customers,

Well, between those extremes which,
after all, we have but faintly shadow-
ed out, there is every imaginable gra-
dation (we have already said so, we
believe), some who touch the highest,
who are an honour and glory to wo-
manhood; some who are only a short
step above the lowest. There is no
standard of womankind. There is no
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hall-mark ; the ¢ best Sheffield plate’ is
as good as silver—to look at.  One is
almost ashamed of uttering such tru-
isms.

1t is infinitely amusing to have put
before us little selected bits, as so much
gospel, from Wordsworth or whom
not. We are innocently asked to take
his word for a ‘ Perfect Woman.” Yes,
willingly ; but then how many perfect
women are there? Was thereever onel
Was ever either man or woman per-
fect ? And one of the drollest of all
droll things is to find Charles Lamb
quoted seriously. The most fantastic
of all writers he was ; never happier
than when delivering himself of some
grotesque eccentricity ; the more ex-
travagant, the more he split his sleeve,
and the more we all grinned with him.
Men, he said, are divided into two or-
ders, the borrowers and the lenders;
the former are all that is open, free,

frank and big-hearted, the latter a par- |

cel of miserable carmudgeons, actually
asking for their own. Charles Lamb
of all men! The very fact that he
spoke of ¢more than half the drudgery
and coarse servitude of the world being
performed by women’ is enough to
make one set it down as some maggot of
hisown. Andsowefind it. Thetruthis
absolutely the contrary. Take the vast
bulk of drudgery and coarse servitude
performed by humanity, and you will
find an enormous preponderance done
by men. Look at navvies; look at
scavengers ; look at stablemen ; how
many more? Pshaw ! these Charles
Lamb bubbles are burst with a breath.

But, admitted that women perform
drudgery. Who is it that in ninety-
nine cases out of a hundred inflicts
that drudgery upon women ! We hear
of ‘standing at the wash-tub’ as about
the lowest depth of drudgery, yet what
woman hesitates to make another wo-
man stand at the wash-tub for her?
‘When women, of all ranks, themselves
perform all the drudgery which they
wquld scorn to task another woman
with, then let us hear of the drudgery
inflicted upon women. Lady Trans-
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cendentalissima comes to this at last,
that she cannot perform the drudgery
of drawing on her stockings or brush-
ing her hair.  She keeps her maid up
with aching eyelids three fourths of
the night because my lady cannot go
through the drudgery of putting her,
self to bed. And, as for making her
own dresses or clothes, what does
Lady Transcendentalissima reck of the
girls sewing with closing eyes and
aching brains, for twenty Lours at a
stretch, kept awake with strong coffee,
under a cruel task-mistress?

Or look at it in this way. If the
widow Jones, left with a large family,
is not to get bread for her children
by honest labour, is to be above
drudgery, how is she to get it 1 Is she
to waste her time in idleness, and
come upon the town or township for
rclief? Is she to be degraded to a
pauper? Or is her neighbour Smith,
who has enough to do to make both
ends meet, to support the late Jones’
progeny as well as his own, to be a
hewer of wood and a drawer of water
for both? And then, when the Miss
Joneses grow up, are they to be kept
loitering about the streets, looking
into the shop windows, with all their
glittering temptations ! Are they not
to be allowed to go out to service,
where they will be under wholesome
discipline and learn to manage their
own households when in good time
they shall have them? where they
may honestly earn those fripperies an
fineries which they prize so highly,
and which they will have, honestly if
they can, but in some way or other-
They may come to be thrown on the
streetsinavery differentsense,and then
there will be lamentations over their
ruin. Yes, their ruin is very shock-
ing, it makes every true heart bleed ;
but whose fault has it been? The
fault of those visionaries who have
told them that drudgery, as they
choose to call it, is a degradation to &
woman. Rup, if you please. Arise—
oh, no, I beg his pardon—descend the
spirit of Charles Lamb. Well, sify
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what have you to say for yourself?
‘Pooh ! Pooh !” it says, ¢if I chose
to play the fool, and wear the cap and
bells, and you were simple enough to
take it all seriously, are you going to
put it all off on my shoulders 7 I was
thought to do it very charmingly well,
and I am really very much mortified
that you should have taken me for a
wise man. Did you not know that
idleness is the root of all evil ? In my
time every schoolboy was told that. *
I live in an average, ordinary com-
Wunity. T have had long and very
favourable opportunities of examina-
tion. I have made an approximate
<alculation, and I venture to assert—
let those disprove it who can—that
the labour performed by men is at
least seven times as much as that done
Y women ; and more, if the women
Were multiplied by seven, they could
Mot do the men’s work. I was greatly
Plea.sed, when I arrived at this result,
%o find that women could dispense with
olng more. Please to propose a recipe
orknockingoffthatone-seventh, ‘Bar-
18 is willin’.’ Such terms as ¢ coarse
rudgery ’ would not be of my choos-
'0g ; I would rather speak of the ¢ dig-
ity of labour.’
. I have got thus far without much
‘ﬂi.culty. But what remains to be
:Otlced is 8o extremely damaging,to
eal Wwith it without an appearance of
:nfa:lrness, which I am particularly
NXious to avoid. If I were a woman
1 1th this great cause— whateverit may
S0 much at heart, I would say, My
€ar sisters, beware of the pen;itisa
0gerous little implement, and, in
vou ands, is apt to play most mischie-
wo S pranks’ I have but this very
ment read s ¢ Lady’s Letter’ in an
la di°0untry paper. She speaks of some
®8 at the Grosvenor Gallery so
din‘zgulsed and disfigured by extraor-
‘lllit:y eccentl:xclty of dress as to cause
& 8ensation in the crowd, and to
I di::tually mobbed.” These same
Al she afterwards finds at .the
Tmarle Club, a mixed club of men
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and women, where, with others of the

; same stamp, they behave in an exceed-

ingly unladylike manner, which is
their frequent habit. Presently, she
has occasion to speak of cats, which, it
seems, are taking the place of lap -dogs.
She remarks upon ‘the inconsistencies
of a cat's nature, its varying humours
and strange fancies, and of its femi-
nine characteristics generally, which
any one who has made the female
mind his study will easily recognise as
the elements of worry and uncertainty
which are sure to find their way into
matrimonial establishments.” Pray do
not lose the full force of that—read it
again. Yet this very lady, having
volunteered all this, about which she

' might have kept silence, says ‘she is

sorry that the enemies of female en-
franchisement should thus have other
arguments given them wherewith to
revile” To revile! Now all that is
these ladies to a nicety. They cut one
another up with a sharper pen than
any man ever uses, and then they say
that men ‘revile.’

It would have been better not tohave
told the story about Maria Theresa. It
is very well told, but it comes to this
—that the highest compliment that
could be paid her was to call her a
¢ king ;’ to liken her to a man ; to at-
tribute toher masculine excellence and
superiority. This is not much. Well
it were if there were no worse to come,
It was unwise to say that ¢ weakness,
in fact, can never be anything but a
poor and pitiable negation. All the best
things earth has to bestow, and the
kingdom of heaven itself, are won by
strength—strength of energy, courage,
intellect, virtue, love, and strength in
other ways ’ which need not be all enu-
merated. It was unwise to say so, be-
cause very soon afterward we are told
that ¢ women are the weaker,” so weak
that when ‘the large-minded, heroic
men of Queen Elizabeth’s time ’ were
transformed into ¢ profligate fops,’and
‘coarse, brutal sots and sensualists,’
they were, ‘in this downward course,
most dutifully followed by women.’
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That is, they have not the ¢ strength’
to strike out their own path, and to
keep to it, but can only follow where
men lead. Far, indeed, very far be it
from me to say what may be the femi-
nine of profligate fops and of coarse
brutal sots and sensualists; but that is
what we are given to understand that
women became ; insomuch that they
were the objects of ¢ heartlessridicule
and insulting scorn,’ from the same
class of men who have, both before
and since, treated of them in a ¢ pure
and noble tone.” It seems a little dif-
ficult to understand why heartless ridi-
cule and insulting scorn should excite
indignation in any one who applies to
whole generationsof men such terms as
profligate fops,and to other whole gene-
rationsof men such terms as coarse and
brutal sots and sensualists. It would
appear that from the ‘moral degrada-
tion’of that pit women would not have
‘emerged,’ except by the helping hand
which the *generous recognition’ of
men, who had again changed, held out
to them. There is here no intentional
misrepresentation nor exaggeration,
yet I am startled at what I have writ-
ten. Idesire to refer the reader to the
February number of the CaNaDIAN
MonTHLY. Let it not be taken on my
authority, but on that of the writer
there.

Then it is admitted that °of late
symptoms of an evil reaction have ap-
peared, especially among the women of
what is called “society.”’ Otherwise
such a satire as the Girl of the Period,
we are told,could never have appeared.
Nor, which is ‘more conclusive still,
could certain popular novels by lady
novelists, conveying the most odious
and hateful, though apparently quite
involuntary and unconscious satire’
(which makes it so much the worse)
‘on the writers and on all their sex,
have ever had an existence.” This, one
would think, is about as strong as it
could be made, yet is understated. No-
thing more damaging to the estimation
in which women ought to be held could
possibly be imagined than the books
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which they write about themselves.
Examples are at hand in abundance,
but they shall not be inflicted upon
the reader. I do not find any attempt
to account for this ¢ evil reaction.” We
are told ¢ that it has no doubt sprung
from various causes.” What causes?
There is no hint here that women have
been dragged down by men. It is left
in mystery. Were there any sufficient
or satisfuctory causes, it was most im-
pertant that they should be stated. In
their absence we are compelled to be-
lieve in their non-existence. We are
told, however, that ¢past experience
seems to prove that, aslong as women
are taught to believe their chief end in
life is to please men, their worth and
dignity can never have a sound and se-
cure foundation. They will always be
tempted to seek their object by igno-
ble and debasing means, and to sacri-
fice delicacy, truth, and principle in
the pursuit.’ It is most devoutly to
be wished, on behalf of both men and
women, that past experience proves
no such thing, for it is difficult to say
to which of the sexes it is the more
discreditable. Let us rejoice that all
this is mere matter of opinion ; that s
margin is left us at least. Past ex-
perience seems to prove. They will
always be tempted. Are we to under-
stand that they resist the temptation
or yield to it} If the former, hoWw
does this writer know that such
temptation is ever felt ? It is so much
waste paper. We have nothing to do
with temptations. An offence must
be known to have been committ
before anyone can be charged with it-
We must suppose that it is nov
said without authority that women
¢are taught to believe their chief ep
in life is to please men.’ But the
comes the question, who teaches them
And what force does this teachipg
carry with it? It is answered for U8
at page 301 of the September Num”
ber of this Magazine for 1878 in 82
article called ¢ Women’s Work.” Ther?
we are told that it is ¢natural’ for
mothers to set before daughtersas ¢ e
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end and aim of their being that they
may be well married. Well, if this
teaching is natural, it will continue,
because a nature which has existed for
all time, and which, like all nature, is
ineradicable, will certainly not be set
aside by any crotchets of 1880, or of
any other particular period Let us
devoutly hope then, I say, that wo-
men may continue to desire to please
men—for they will continue—without
all the disastrous consequences to the
feminine character that are here asso-
ciated with that desire ; that the ever-
lasting velations between the sexes
May endure without women losing
their worth and dignity, without their
Tesorting to any ignoble and debasing
Ineans, without their sacrifice of deli-
cacy, truth, and principle. A most
Comprehensive degradation of charac-
ter, indeed !

Let us do this writer no injustice if
Ye can help it.  There may be some
Imitation intended. It may be meant
that, if it be made not the chief, but
Only the partial end in life, all these
Pernicious results may not ensue.

ery good. But it is certainly
Strongly suggested that, so_fur at least
381t 75 made the end of life, so fur
Tust these bad consequences follow.
t would certainly be the obvious con-
®lusion that it must be a question of

legl‘ee only. There must be more or :

83 of ignoble and debasing means,
30d all the rest of it. You cannot
Ouch pitch and not be defiled at all,
Sven though you do not bury your
Whole hands in it.
he life of women consists of two
Momentoyg periods—before marriage
or after 1t, Let us take the first in
mer T of time. This happens to all wo-
°R, whether ultimately married or
at 1 Noyw, all the world knows that,
ki 8% time—the younger years of
p ®—it i woman’s chief end in life to
tl.?s-ie men.  If we had not the au-
Tty for it thatIhave quoted above,
of all the multitude of women’s
o0ks, we might read it for our-

Be) ;
Ives in the Great Book of Nature.

They may be students, writers, poets,
artists, actresses, musicians—nay, as
we have seen, the other day, mathe-
maticians, they will still have the
same end in life. They will still de-
sire to please men, to marry; to fulfl
their destiny, to become wives and
mothers. Else they are not women.
‘ And what for no?’ Are we to sup-
pose that this cannot be with perfect
innocence, without loss of worth and
dignity, without resorting to ignoble
and debasing means, without sacrifice
of delicacy, truth, and principle ? For-
bid the idea! Otherwise, what sort
of women must men have to make
wives of ¢ Deterioration of character
such as that is irremediable. A woman
is not untrue to-day and true to-mor-
row ; she may be, but it will be by
mere accident; you cannot count
upon it.

Then let us take the period after
marriage. Let us imagine a gentle,
simple, pure, true, kind-hearted wo-
man ; no genius, with no special pur-
suit, with no turn for anything. Her
whole aim in life is to please her hus-
band—we may surely, without any
great stretch, suppose him worthy of
it—she shares his joys and his griefs,
his successes and his misfortunes ; she
exults in his glory ; when the world
frowns upon him, she clings to him.
She is proud of her children because
they are his ; she delights in the or-
dering of her household because it is
for his comfort. She has never heard
of Woman’s Rights, and would not
know what they meant if she had.
She may be a poor, spiritless crea-
ture, but she fulfils her destiny ; she
does her duty ; she carries an easy con-
science, and she is happy. Read
Washington Irving’s ¢Sketch’ of
‘The Wife,” written in the kindliest
possible spirit towards women, but
before Rights came into fashion. Shall
it be said that such women lose their
worth and dignity, resort to ignoble
and debasing means, and sacrifice their
delicacy, truth, and principle ?

Here then we have two periods in
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the lives of women. In the one they
do, and in the other they may, make
it their chief end and aim to please
men. This may be matter for cen-
sure, according to opinion. But it is
safe to say that the judgment delivered
upon it in this case is outrageously
severe. It is difficult to account for
the use of such words. Try changing
them in form, but not in substance—
unworthy and undignified, ignoble and
debasing, indelicate, untrue, and un-
principled. The best hope is that it is
an instance of betrayal by the pen.
If it should have been written by an
avowed advocate of ‘Women's Rights,’
who dreams of seeing ‘ Woman walk-
ing by the side of Man, legally, polit-
ically, and socially his equal’ (socially

women are a great deal more than
the equals of men already) passes
comprehension.

‘What sort of opinion of men must
be entertained by women, who think
that they render themselves most ac-
ceptable to them by loss of worth and
dignity, by ignoble and debasing
means, by sacrifice of delicacy, truth
and principle, I have not thought it
worth while to consider. To appreciate
this duly, it must be taken in con-
junction with the ‘profligate fops,’
and ‘course and brutal sots and sen-
sualists.’

‘When corapliments of this kind are
flying about one’s head, it is best for
him to retire out of the way.

MARY MAGDALEN:

AN EASTER POEM.

BY FIDELIS.

IN the still garden—wet with early showers,
Eve yet the Easter sun had risen fair,

Or waked to opening life the April flowers,
She walked—sad-hearted— there.

And, when the voice her heart might well have known
Broke gently on her sorrow and despair,
She mourning said, ““ My Lord is taken hence,

Alas! I know not where

on

Then, only, when He spoke her name aloud,
As He alone could say it—sorrow passed
Into adoring joy, as low she bowed

Before her Lord— at last !

So often, in this dim gray life of ours
That holds but.promise of the day to be,

‘We wander weary and disconsolate—
Stiil asking—* Where is He 7"

‘We thought that He had our Redeemer been,
Looked for His loving Presence evermore,

And now, men tell us we may look in vain
For Him—from shore to shore !
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For they have sent their curious gaze afar,
And found Him not in matter or in thought,
Through boundless space, to Earth’s remotest star,
They tell us “ He is not /”

And, looking far away, with tear-dimmed eyes,
And hearts that ache for lack of outward sign,
We miss the very Presence by our side,
So human, so Divine !

So, knowing not the voice that spoke so clear,

From heart to heart, all through our wandering way,
We mourn as lost the Lord who is so near,

Whom none can take away !

We touch His garment, and we know it not,
Yet healing flows through every throbbing vein ;

His smile of peace breaks through our troubled thought,
Like sunshine through the rain. :

His voice is speaking through our dreariest hours,
In tenderest tones—had we but ears to hear—
His loving hand is ever clasping ours,
When none, we think, is near !

‘When the sad heart is sore with thankless toil,
And conflict all unknown to outward sight,
He stills the tossing tempest of the soul,
And gives “songs in the night.”

Ard even when our faith, we think, is dead,
And dearest hopes to disappointment turn,

Unknown, He joins us on our sorrowing way
And makes our cold hearts burn.

But when, in some sharp crisis of our life,

The dumb heart sinks without a hope or claim,
The Lord reveals Himself in power at last,

And speaks our very name,

And losing doubt in certainty most sweet,

And filled with shame for blindness lasting long,
We own our Master, cast us at His feet,

Loved, yet unknown so long.

Then, the dim dawn turns to the Easter Da ¥,
We go, with hearts that love and gladness fill,
To tell of Him they have not taken away,
The Lord is with us stil] ! :
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A CRITICISM ON ‘CANADIAN NATIONALITY.

A CRITICISM OF MR. NORRIS'S ARTICLE ON ‘CANADIAN
NATIONALITY.

BY BENJAMIN W. R. TAYLER, HALIFAX.

CONTRIBUTOR to the last |

number of this Magazine
urges a plea for a distinct Canadian
nationality, which, although by no
means a novel subject, should cer-
tainly be credited with a decided origi-
nality of handling. Unfortunately,
however, originality does not consti-
tute, in the minds of thoughtful men
of sober judgment, a desideratum for
novel experiments, such as suggested
by the writer of the article in ques-

tion, and experience teaches that it is l

not always wise to depart from well-
regulated custom, unless such custom
has been found insufficient, or until
new ways and means have been de-
vised which are superior to the old
ones,

It would be useless to deny that a
proper sense of our importance as a
Dominion has sprung up in the breasts
of the majority of the Canadian people;
but opinions, privately and publicly
expressed, rather show a desire for
closer connection with the Mother
Country than for absolute independ-
ence. Take, for instance, the utterances
of the press of Canada. With only a
couple of exceptions, they maintain a
tone of unswerving loyalty tothe Em-
pire, and the exceptions mentioned are
confined to two or three weekly or
monthly publications, which, if we ex-
cept one of them, have really little or
no influence among us. Two questions
which would naturally be asked by a
disinterested outsider would be, 1st,
Has the Dominion of Canada any de-
sire for absolute independence 9 2nd.
Does England desire a severance of
the connection which binds to her
four millions of loyal Canadian sub-
jects 1 To both these questions the an-
swer would be: No ! Tn the first place,

if Canada wished to assume independ-
ence, the press (which, after all, is
the great exponent of public opinion)
would not be slow in according pub-
licity to such expressions. Read the
leading organs of public opinion in
Canada. Would any right-thinking
man question the devoted loyalty to
the Imperial Crown? Would it be
possible for those journals to publicly
declare that, above all things, British
connection was desirable, and pri-
vately hold opposite opinions? If
such were the case they would be
traitors to themselves and to their
patrons ; and, in a land where the
liberty of the press is guaranteed,
Editors need not be in terror of impri-
sonment and stripes for giving expres-
sion to what they deemed the best
course to pursue in ensuring the wel-
fare of their country. In the second
place, passing events prove undeniably
that the British Government is be-
coming more alive every day to the
importance of its colonial possessions,
and, rather than weaken the ties which
bind us together, is seeking to streng-
then them in more ways than one.

It seems a pity that the writer Of:
the article on ¢ Canadian Nationality
should betray his political predilec-
tions with regard to Imperial affairs,
and uphold English Liberalism as the
embodiment of all that is perfect,
while he denounces the Conservative
party with such choice epithets 88
‘Tories’ and *Jingoes’ He states
thut * Jingoism is on its last legs 17
England . and Afghanistan 1%
to Le its grave.” Does he expect the
Canadian people to consider him a8 8%
oracle on such subjects, and this 1
face of the triumphunt election of th‘;
Conservative candidate i’or[Livel‘PO"l
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Possibly, however, an overthrow of
the Beaconsfield Government would, in
a certain measure, promote the views
of so-called Colonial Emancipators, for
Mr. Gladstone, backed up by John
Bright and other Liberal lights in
England, have been notoriously an-
tagonistic to the colonies, while it has
been the fixed policy of Lord Beacons-
field and his Cabinet to spare no ex-
Pense in protecting our fellow-colo-
nists, as witness the very cases cited
—the wars in Zululand and Afghan-
istan. Millions have been expended
from the Imperial Treasury for the
Purpose of increasing colonial de-
ences since the advent of the Conser-
vative Government in England, which
Wwere never thought of during the
Gladstone Administration ; and it is
Dot hazarding a rash opinion, but
uttering a well-attested fact, when the
Statement is here made that the Colo-
Dies have never been so well cared for
by the Home Government at any
Period in their history as during the
st seven years.
. Now, supposing that Canada was an
Independent country, ¢with her inde-
Pendence guaranteed by England, as
the writer humorously expresses it,
OW would independence elevate the
character and status of the people ?
ould it elevate them socialiy Why
then Lold the opinion that we require
B0 social elevation, being, like the
Tuerican people, without hereditary
Tank and Janded privileges 1 I fail to
See how independence would affect us
Socially, unless the snobbery of some
Ot our wealthier classes were put a
Stop to by national legislation. Would
ddependence enable us to secure more
&Vourable loans in the British or any
r money market? Would it put
40 end to the bitter party-spirit that
c:mmates our politics? Would it in-
tae"'s*‘; the revenue ! Would it lessen
o f’;‘}iltlon? {\pd, lastly,'wou]d thepeople
nag Maritime Provinces submit to a
l0nality in which the influences of
pr: dUPPer Provinces would so largely
Ominate? The argument used
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that the United States show signs of
an early dissolution hasno bearing on
the subject whatever, and even this.
statement may be reasonably ques-
tioned, for we hear every day that
that country is more prosperous now
than at any time since the Civil War ;
but admitting the ussertions as cor-
rect, ‘that they are in a dilemma,
either horn of which is fatal,’ that
‘they must submit either to the mob
and the commune, and see their cities
blaze away as they did three years
ago, or to a standing army and a
general who will destroy their insti-
tutions and make himself dictator.’
Admitting these possibilities, what
guarantee have we that we may not
be in a similar position at the end of’
the first century of our existence, were-
our independence assured} If ¢na-
tions on this Continent grow with
prodigious strides’ and ¢the United
States are fast hastening to a prema-
ture old age,’ what miracle would
prevent us from sharing the same
fate ? Surely the writer of ¢ Canadian
Nationality’ perceives that the very
arguments advanced by him are, if
carefully looked into, condemnatory
of his theory.

‘There is little to be done,’ he
writes. ‘A Governor elected every
seven years by both Houses of Parlia-
ment, the appointment of a small
diplomatic body, and the adoption of a
flag, are all that is needful.’” This is
indeed a charming solution of a very
diflicult question. Pray what more
power would be placed in the hands.
of a Canadian Governor than in one of’
Imperial appointment? And if the
elections, which take place every four
years, shonld cause a change of Gov-
ernment ere the Governor’s term of
office has expired, what a delightful
prospect it would be for future politi-
cians to contemplate, a strong Protec-
tionist Conservative Governor and an
out-and-out Liberal Free-Trade Cabi-
net. Then political questions rivalling
in intricacy the Letellier affair would
crop up,and how would these questions
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be settled 1 By referring them to Eng-
{and as that question was? Oh, cer-
tainly not ! because you know we are
independent of England. By inter-
national arbitration? The internal
affairs of a country cannot be sub-
mitted to outside arbitration. By
civil war? That would seem to be
the only way out of the difficulty, and
we would indeed present a pitiable
sight to the civilized world. Instead of
its bearing any similarity tothe Ameri-
can Civil War—instead of its being
North wversus South, or East versus
West—it would be a bitter fight for
temporary superiority in every section
of the Dominion. Tory would be ar-
rayed against Grit, and the scenes of
the French Revolution of 1790 would
be a camp-meeting in quietness com-
pared to the fierce conflicts of the
‘Canadian people. This question alone
. presents such a variety of other minor
ones that the mind is appalled in
‘thinking of them. The ‘adoption of
a flag’ is evidently meant by the
writer as a grim bit of humour. The
‘red, white, and green, vertically
placed,” is as original a device as
<could be possibly thought of, and I
would advise the writer, in all friend-
liness, to open up communication
with the numerous Central and South
" Anmerican States, and offer to supply
them with new devices for flags after
-every successful revolution. Asrevolu-
tions take place regularly every month
in those highly-favoured countries, the
inventor would reap a rich reward for
his ingenuity. But why should the
«colours be chosen to represent only the
English, Scotch, French and Irish, and
why preserve their old national col-
ours in the assumption of a new na-
tionality ?  Are the Germans to be
neglected, and how about the Iceland-
ers, and Russian Mennonites, the
Indian aborigines, and the Chinese
in British Columbia ¢ Why not string
the thing out to infinity and make a
rainbow of the affair, and have for

A CRITICISM ON ‘CANADIAN NATIONALITY.

a national coat-of-arms the beaver,
dressed d la John Bull, having a green
feather and a white lily twined in its
hat (the latter being of Canadian
manufacture, of course) playing the
Canadian National Anthem on a
Scotch bagpipe. This would strike
terror to the hearts of all our enemies,
especially the Americans; and the
inspired bards of Canada would write
national patriotic hymns, something
like the following which I read in an
American paper a few years ago :

‘ The heaver gaily ¢limbs to the top

Of the lofty maple tree,

And shrieks aloud its clarion notes
In wild triumphant glee.

With attitude erect and fierce,
He dares the eagle's beak ;

And flaps his tail in the summer breeze,
With a wild, defiant shriek.’

Independence may seem to some
the acme of happiness, power, and
prosperity ; but Canada has a far
brighter future before her by continu-
ing loyal to the Crown, than by as-
suming a separate nationality. The
British nation is waking up to the
importance of Imperial Federation,
the solidification of the Empire, and
proper representation of Colonial in-
terests in an Imperial Parliament.
This would place us on a surer footing
and safer foundation than indepen-
dence, and as representation would
probably be proportionate to the popu-
lation, Canada, as the future home of
the millions of English, Scotch, and
Irish immigrants, would have a power-
ful voice in the counsels of the Em-
pire. I am not, however, discussing
the question of Imperial Federation,
but nevertheless, believe, that it will
be the inevitable outcome of a sm{ﬂd
and healthy public opinion, which
will bind the Colonies more closely t0
the Mother Country, and will be the
means of a proper solidification ©
that Empire ¢over which the su?
never sets.’



DOWN SOUTH IN A SAIL-BOAT.

397

DOWN SOUTH IN A SAIL-BOAT.

BY ROBERT TYSON, TORONTO.

L

INCE Mr. Macgregor made his
celebrated trip in the first Rob-
0y Canoe, much attention has been
8iven to ¢ cruising ’ by those owners of
ats and canoes who can command
®lsure-time for voyaging in their own
1tle craft. The many interior water-
courses of this great continent afford
0 inexhaustible variety of cruising
grounds. There are few better things
than a boat-cruise to tone up the ner-
Yous system and brush away the cob-
Webs generally, in the case of the aver-
3ge city man of sedentary pursuits.
The Ionotony, foul air, and muscular
hactivity of his daily lifs give place
adventurous novelty, pure air, and
§ ady exercise. He usually comes
back feeling like another fellah,” and
all the more appreciative of home com-
'8 from having been awhile without
then,
b The writer hereof recently made a
at-trip from Toronto to the Gulf of
°Xico.  Considerable preliminary
OWledge ig desirable for a long trip
. © this ; knowledge both about the
QUntry to be travelled and the best
ond of craft to use. The lack of this
ln'my case led to some mistakes and
1shaps, whilst furnishing me with a
cl“ge quantity of that high-priced arti-
€ calleq experience. A frequent plan
Voyage of this kind is to use a
Canoe ; depend chiefly on the oars
Propulsion ; carry a small tent;
Planc‘ook and sleep on shore. Another
rag 18to take a larger boat, fitted with
ang :)'Proof shelter ; to use sail more ;
boat =00k and sleep on board of the
Whilst it is either anchored: or

or
light,
for

! hauled ashore.

T adopted the second
plan, intending to use my sail almost
exclusively, a8 I was too weak for con-
tinuous rowing. My intention was to-
live in the open air for some months H
my object, health.

First, then, a brief description of my
boat. She was nearly sixteen feet long,
four feet wide, and sixteen inches deep,
partly decked over with half-inch pine,
leaving only an open cockpit about
seven feet long in the centre, surround-
ed by a high combing. Water-tight
compartments occupied the extreme
stem and stern ; they were made of
galvanized iron, fitted to the boat’s
shape, and complete in themselves.
She was clinker-built, had a deep
oaken keel, and was rigged with main-
sail and jib. Under the aft-deck was
a nest of drawers, containing provis-
ions, books, toilet requisites, etc., ete.
One has to be exceedingly methodical
with the multifarious articles needed
in a cruise, or they will be a constant
source of bother and confusion. Un-
arranged, they have a continual ten-
dency to collect in the bottom of the
boat, when a little trampling makes
the thing complete. My clothing was
all kept in water-tight bags, made of
cotton duck, and dressed over with a
mixture of linseed oil and beeswax..
When these were filled, and tied se-
curely round the neck, you might pitch
them overboard for a cruise on their-
own account, and their contents would
still remain ‘dry goods.” 'These bags
served for pillows. My four blankets.
were also in a water-proof bag : ¢ Keep-
your blankets dry,’ is a fundamental
rule for the voyageur. My gun, water-
proof coat, towels, etc., were thrust
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into straps nailed at intervals around
and below the combing. The outfit
comprised alsoa 15-1b. anchor, 120 feet
of 7-16ths of an inch Manilla rope for
a cable, two good pulley blocks, and a
mariner’s compass.

The result of all this was a strong,
handsome, comfortable craft, which
sailed well, and lay very close to the
wind ; but she had some serious de-
fects, about which I will be frank.
Her weight was excessive, and part of
it too high up. At first she carried
too much sail and too heavy a boom ;
but this I changed en route. Her long
deep keel made her rather slow in
¢ going about’ and turning with the
.oar, and awkward to haul ashore.
"Though standing up stiffly under a
moderate breeze, and having a ¢ good
run aft,’ she was rather too flat in the
floor, and much too sharp in the bow,
-especially above water. Consideringher
great weight, she was not hard to row.
I named her The N. II. Bishop, after
an American gentlemau living at Lake
George, N.Y., who, in 1875 and 1876,
travelled from Pittsburg to Florida in
.a duck-boat. He afterwards wrote an
account of his voyage, which was not
published when I started.

I desired to make the whole journey
by water, and ny projected route was
rie Lake Ontario, from Toronto to
Port Dalhousie ; through the Welland
Canal to Port Colborne; vie Like
Erie to Cleveland or Toledo; and
thence by canal to the Ohio River, at
Portsmouth or Cincinnati, making a
total journey of between 500 and 600
miles. From Cincinnati I had a noble
waterway of 1.500 miles on the Ohio
.and Mississippi Rivers to New Orleans.

A mere outline of my journey to
Cincinnati will be sufficient. Witha
-companion, I set sail in my boat from
the boat-house of G. & J. Wharin,
Toronto, on October 2nd, 1879, and
.coasted along the Lake to Port Dal-
housie. We were capsized in a squall
near Port Credit; righted the boat
without assistance, went ashove,‘fixed ’
-things up, and proceeded to Port Dal-
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housie. Lake Erie being dangerous
for small boats in the fall, we em-
barked ourselves and boat on the
schooner A. Muir, which took us
through the Welland Canal, and along
Lake Erie to Detroit. This was the
terminus of my friend’s journey, and I
proceeded alone in my boat to Toledo,
sailing along the western shore of the
Detroit River and Lake Erie. At
Toledo 1 found that the canal author-
ities had dispensed with most of the
lock tenders, in consequence of the
keen railway competition ; so that I
would have either to do, or to hire,
the lockage through forty or fifty
locks, besides paying the clearance fee
of five dollars. Desiring to avoid this,
I forwarded my boat and went by
railway to Cincinnati; which I reached
on Friday, October 24. Here a chance
inquiry at a bookseller’s led to my in-
troduction to members of the Cincin-
nati Canoe Club (a jolly brotherhood
of five), from whom I received a cor-
dial welcome as a brother canoeist.
Mr. Lucien Wulsin gave me letters of
introduction to Louisville, Kentucky;
and Mr. George B. Ellard took me
under his wing generally. Chief-Jus-
tice Longworth, of the Court of Com-
mon Pleas of the State of Ohio, i8
the founder of the Club, and is an
active member. Their head-quarters i8
at Ross liake, Carthage, a large pond
ten miles from the city. Here they
keep their canoes, seven in number,
and have a small frame club house. In
the summer they usually make a long
trip down some river ; last summer it
was the Alleghany. They meet weekly
at the club-house, with a coloured cook
to attend to creature comforts for
them. On the day of my visit there
was a race between two Rob-Roy
canoes — the Skijjack, Commodor®
Longworth, and the Kelpie, Com
mander Ellard. A third Rob RoY»
the Pollywog, was prevented by the
illness of its owner from entering t8®
contest ; but the Pollywog sufficient'y
distinguished herself by capsizing aB

throwing into three feet of water ®
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visitor who essayed to paddle in too
<areless a manner. I hasten to remark
that the Pollywog’s victim was not the
writer of this history Notwithstand-
ing the crankinessof these littlecanoes,
the race was made under sail—twice
to windward round a buoy and return
—ten strokes of the paddle allowed in
‘ going about,’ there being no rudders.
he Skipjucl carried two leg-o™mutton
Sails and a jib, the top clew of the Jib
being fastened to one of the rings of
the foresail, in lieu of a halyard. Por-
tions of bamboo fishing-rods formed
the booms. Mr. Longworth had the
Jib-sheet in his teeth, the fore-sheet in
one hand, and the main-sheet looped
%o his toe, in pursuance of the golden
Tule in sailing small boats—never tie
Jour sheet. Mr. Ellard had only two
Sheets to manage, the Kelpie being jib-
€88, with a lug foresail and a leg-o’
Jutton mainsail. The prize contended
O was a handsome breast-pin, the
Property of the Club, bearing the
word ¢Champion,” and the holder is
liable to instant challenge on club
days  Sometimes a condition of the
Tace ig that all the canoes are to be
“psized on a given signal, the con-
testantg having then to clamber back
10to their canoes and finish the race ;
Ut that was not so to-day. The racers
Managed their canoes with consider-
8ble adroitness in the gusty wind of
©Ppond. Indeed, their skill was need-

'L order to keep right side up.
Metimes one of them would sud-
oe"ly thrust his leg and paddle-arm
b&ut'o windward, by way of ¢ shifting
fa 486" These canoes under sail are
' l“’y “like little craft. Some chaff took
t.hace about my Scotch bonnet before
m: Start. It was found to add a sea
., Blike finigh to Mr. Ellard’s resolute
Nance, and he wore it during
§ e The Judge suffered a defeat,
the ®ousoled himgelf by aseribing it to
took head-gear of his opponent. It
to all the' heart out of himn, he said,
agulnst such a fierce-looking

the ra

0 gaj
Plrate,

M. Longworth has the reputation
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of great ability, impartiality, and up-
rightness as a judge. His father, who
is reputed to be a millionaire, was the
introducer of the Catawba wine-grape
into Ohio. They reside together on
the beautiful estate at Rookwood, in
the old family house, which is deco-
rated and furnished after the most
finished style of the quiet modern
art-taste. The picture-room contains
valuable works by Leslie, Kualbach,
and other artists of European fame.
But T must not gossip. Nor will I
bore my readers with details of the
kind hospitality of my Cincinnati
friends towards the Canadian stranger.
Owing to mishaps on the lakes and
other causes, 1 had undergone severe
fatigue and nervous worry, and was
in no enviable condition on reaching
Cincinnati. Alone in a strange city,
in poor health, with discouraging ex-
perience behind and a doubtful jour-
ney a-head, the cordial and warm-
hearted reception I met with cheered
and recuperated me more than I can
express,

A few words concerning Cincinnati.
It is a smoky city of 350,000 inhabi-
tants, but with many interesting fea-
tures. Its site is on a natural plateau,
by the Ohio, surrounded by an amphi-
theatre of hills, up which the city has
climbed and overflowed, as it were.
Street-cars of the city proper connect
with other cars which are bauled up
steep inclined planes by wire ropes
and large drums, worked by powerful
stationary steam engines. Ready com-
munication is thus had with the tops
of the steep hills around, an altitude
of three hundred feet, whence other
street car lines connect with the sub-
urbs.  Cincinnati is rich in beautiful
suburbs, stretching for miles over the
rolling uplands and pleasant valleys
which are the natural features of its
surroundings.  Clifton is simply the
most beautiful place I ever saw. Ima-
gine our suburb of Rosedale magnified
twenty times, and infinitely diversi-
tied and adorned, and you will get an
idea of it. There are several fine pub-
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lic parks, and the finest zoological gar- |

dens in the States. The population
of the city is a very musical one, and
contains a large German element. A
beautiful suspension-btidge, of great
span, hung on enormous iron cables,
crosses the Ohio between Cincinnati
and Covington. There are also very
fine railroad bridges. .

Tuesday, October 28, was the day
of my first introduction to river life.
Mr. George W. Pickard, a member
of the Cincinnati Shooting Club,
helped me to get my boat put into the
water, towards afternoon, and saw me
off with hearty good wishes. A strong
and gusty wind was blowing up the
river. The only way to get along was
by sailing close-hauled, backward and
forward across the stream, gaining a
little on the wind at each crossing,
both by the method of sailing and by
the current, thus making a zigzag
course. Boating readers are familiar
with this operation of ¢tacking,’ or
¢ beating up.’ In my case it was * beat-
ing down.” I made about six miles
before anchoring for the night. 1
watched for a passing steamer, in or-
der to find where the ‘steamer chan-
nel’ was; then chose a shallow an-
chorage on the other side. It was a
lovely spot. The river runs through
a gorge, between steep hills varying
in height from 200 to 500 feet, some-
times wooded to the crest, sometimes
clear or partly cleared, broken by
ravines, and dotted here and there
with dwellings. You know the beau-
tiful effect of hills and water against
a background of sky—some of the
nearer hills bathed in sunlight and
bright colour, others of a dark green,

while the distant ones soften down to !

a blueish grey. A calm bright moon-
light night succeeded to the bluster-
ing day. With blankets, two water-
proof bags for pillows, and a mattrass
improvised from some spare clotbing,
I made a comfortable bed upon the
smooth inside lining of the boat, hav-
ing first swept it carefully with the
¢ ghip’s broom '—a corn duster. My
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¢‘bed-room ceiling " was a water-proof
hatch-cloth, buttoned to carriage-knobs
around the outside of the combing,
and kept from sagging down by three
light curved cross-ribs, which are
taken out in the day time. A foot or
two of this hatch-cloth was left un-
buttoned, and thrown aside above the
sleeper’s head, in order to give fresh
air. (At first I had a sort of water-
proof hood to protect this open space
from rain and dew, but I unfortu-
nately lost it on the lakes) Well, 1
put my big revolver in a handy pesi-
tion, and was soon asleep. After some
hours I awoke, and heard a fine tenor
voice singing, ¢ Way down the Su-
wanee river, accompanied by the oc-
casional splash of an ocar. I lay and
listened. His articulation was slow
and clear, and every word was dis-
tinctly audible in the still night air.
The effect was charming. Presently
he began ‘The sweet bye and bye.” I
looked and saw that it was the boat-
man on a passing flat-boat. He con-
tinued singing at intervals until his
voice faded away in the distance, and
1 slept again.

‘Wednesday, October 29.--The wind
got up with the sun, and soon blew
blustering and squally up stream,
sometimes shifting some points every
few minutes as the squalls came dow®
the gorges. I was tired, and lay most
of the day in the bright warm sun-
shine, writing my journal and read-
ing ; then sailed three or four miles,
and anchored again. The water it
the river is lower than it has been for
many years, and the current is conse
quently veryslow. Only light-draught
steamers are running, butsomeof thes®
are very large vessels. They are nearly
all stern-wheel boats, propelled by on®
large paddle-wheel at the stern, 8°
wide as the hull of the boat, and ook
ing just like an undershot water-whe®
of a mill. The hull of the vessel
low, broad, and flat, and the uppe’
works are built up in two storeys or
decks, somewhat as on lake steamers
except that a large portion of
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lower deck, where the freight and
boilers ure, is left entirely open at the
sides. Forward at the bow are two
gangways, with derricks for hoisting
them. Two slowly-putling steam-pipes
stand side by side aft, and two smoke
funnels side by side forward, These
Steamers can run their noses on a bank
or bar, and back off again without in-
Jury, being protected by strong iron
boiler-plating. When a stern-wheel
boat is towing barges, she does not
pull them, but pushes them ahead of
her, lashed side by side, and securely
fastened to her broad prow. The
barges thus miss the heavy wash of
the stern-wheel, and if the tow runs
aground on one of the numerous shal-
Ows, or ‘bars,’ why only the barges
stick, and the steamer is free to help
hem.  Some of the stern-wheels raise
very large waves, aud I get a rock-
Ing as the vessels pass, but not enough
to cause discomfort or risk a wetting.
Thursday,October 30,—Tacked down
Nearly all day against a head-wind,
ut only made eleven or twelve miles,
Owing to the shiftiness of the wind
and the slowness of the current. There
8 much that is new and strange in
this river life, and I enjoy the novelty
f it. In the bright freshness of these
Sunny mornings I have felt delighted
% think that I am really looking on
© hillg of Kentucky—a name of ro-
Mantic charm to me “since I first met
VIth it, when a boy, in the pages of
ncle Tom’s Cabin.’
» 18 morning I passed Home City,
B&‘d out for a town by a Cincinnati
t.“‘lding Association. The Associa-
o0 have shown excellent taste, both
© selection of a site and the use
or Y have mude of it. Here the hills
" the Ohio side sink to a wide pla-
e:“ well above high water, nearly as
Welel 88 & railroad embankment, and
eta, wooded. On the river front stand
ut ched villas and smaller houses,
no all Pretty and tasteful. There is
The €8N building among them.
Pla effect js fine, and shames some
es 15 know, where the people use
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the river front for out-buildings and
the backs of houses. ¢ James' River
Guide,’ with its maps and letter-press,
enables me to identify the places I
pass, adding much to the interest of
the journey. It also gives distances.

In the late afternoon, and towards
sunset, I felt lonely amid the solitude
of the great river. The feeling van-
ished after dark, when I lay reading
and writing by the light of my lamp
under the hatch-cloth. I anchored just
below the mouth of the Great Miami
river.

Friday, October 31.—It had been
a keen night, and the boat was covered
with hoar frost. I bustled about, lit
the coal-oil stove, got some Lot por-
ridge, lifted the anchor, aad start-
ed just as the sun came up. My stove
is a single-wick ¢ Florence,’ number
¢0," with oven. It works admirably,
cooks almost anything, and is a great
addition to a boatman’s comfort, 1
have it fixed just underreath the for-
ward deck, so that it is completely
protected from wind, except when the
wind is aft ; then I have to protect it
by dropping the hatch-cloth over the
opening. A tin reservoir, fitting the
boat’s shape, and holding three gal-
lons of coal-oil, is kept underneath the
forward deck, together with a smaller
can for filling. My cooking utensils
and table dishes are of granite iron-
ware, which is much cleaner and nicer
than tin. I passed Aurora, where the
river takes a sharp bend, and, as
usual, the high hills are on the con-
vex side of the curve, with lower
ground on the concave side,. One of
the main streets of Aurora skirts the
river, and the ground slopes river-
ward in such a manner that I was en-
abled to look in upon the daily life of
the town while passing, as if I had
been actually in its streets. At the
town of Rising Sun, nine miles fur-
ther on, there is a characteristic fea-
ture of theriver at low water. A shoal
or bar occupies three-fourths of the
river'sbed ; it is covered at high water,
but is now bare. The whole volume
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of the river goes through a deep
¢ chute,’ one-fourth of the usual width,
causing a rapid current, which shot me
quickly past the town. I was now
favoured with a wind a point or two
free for my course, and steadier, in
consequence of the decreasing altitude
of the hills. As I turned a sharp
bend at Millersburg, the wind natu-
rally became dead aft, and I sped on
merrily. Near Gunpowder Creek I
passed a flat-boat which was moored
by the shore. At the boat’s stern some
clothes were hanging on a line to dry,
and three children looked out at me
as I passed. I felt a strong inclina-
tion to tie up for the night and make
the acquaintanceof the inmates. How-
ever, I passed on for another mile or
two, and anchored near Big Bone Lick
Creek, Kentucky. The creek derives
its odd name from the fact of large
tusks and bones having been found
there. My anchorage ground was a
shallow place, where a big snag stood
a little distance out in the stream, to
warn off intruding steamers. 1 uti-
lised the snag by fastening a stern-line
to it. This has been a fine bright
day ; I have made a run of twenty-
eight miles, and * feel good ' generally.

Saturday, November 1.—Morning .

broke with a thick fog. The fogslowly

lifted, picturing the Kentucky shove .
in fantastic frames of vapour, and the |

cheery old sun came out. Head wind
again, light, and [ moved slowly to-
wards the town of Patriot, three miles
a-head. On the way a man, rowing a
scow-built skiff, overtook me, and we
entered into conversation. He told me
that he was the owner of the flat boat
which I had passed on the previous
night ; that his wife and four children
were aboard, and he was going down
the river to one of its tributaries called
Green River, 250 miles below Louis-
ville, as work was slack at the neigh-
bourhood of Lime Landing, whence he
was starting, and the place did not
suit his wife’s health ; that his name
was Richard Suow, and that he was a
carpenter by trade. I gave him some
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particulars in return. He proposed
that we should journey down the river
together, saying that I would lose no
time by it, as the fact of his boat going
night and day would more than com-
pensate for the sailing of my boat in
head winds, and that in fair winds he
could make good progress with his
large square sail. 1 was welcomed on
board his boat by Mrs. Snow,and gazed
at curiously by the little ones, one of
whom had been under the impression
that I wore my hair braided and hang-
ing in two tails behind. A closer in-
spection of the long ribbons of my
Scotch bonnet gave the youngster a
more correct impression. The oldest
child, a pretty little girl of eight, was
suffering from a brief iliness of a
malarial nature. Next in age were
two stout hearty little fellows, of six
and four years, and Mrs. Snow was
nursing a baby. An illustrated Guide-
book of Cincinnati, which 1 brought,
was hugely appreciated by the sick lit-
tle girl. The craft I am now onis
one of a type peculiar to the large
American rivers, variously known as
¢ shanty-boat,” ¢ family-boat,’ or ¢ flat-
boat,” and presenting a distinctive and
interesting featureof river life. Snow’s
craft is a fair specimen. It consists of
a large scow-built hull, forty-four feet
long, twelve feet wide, and two feet
deep strongly built of two-inch oak.
On this is erected a frame-house, about
seven feet high, thirty-two feet long,
and the full width of the boat. The
sides are of tongued and grooved lum:
ber, and the roof of thin siding, curved
over like a street-car, and battened.
There is a door at each end, with sma_l

windows at the sides. Aft the roof 18
continued on posts, so as to form &
sort of verandah ; and forward an ope®
space is left for working the boat:
Here are two rough oars or sweeps
twelve feet long, each projecting about
six feet inboard. These serve to steer
or propel the boat. The current 1
the chief thing relied on to carry
the vessel along. The large squar®
sail can only be used when the Wil



DOWN SOUTH IN A SAIL-BOAT.

is divided into two good-sized rooms,
and contains a cooking-stove, a bed,

is aft, or nearly so. Inside, the house ‘
|
|
\
|
\

and a few simple articles of furniture.
The verandali is used as a sort of scul-
lery, ete.

Tuesday, November 4.—1T have now
had three days with my flat-boat com-
panions.  So far as I can see, the do-

méstic life aboard is about the same as
that in the home of any respectable !

working man, making allowance for |

the difference of situation. This is by
no means the case on all of these flat-
boats, 1In many of them the inmates
are rough and dirty enough—¢ water-
tramps’—idle rascals who steal far-
mers’ pigs and chickens, and ‘live by
their wits’ generally. Two things are
usually to be found in a shanty-boat
Wwhich we have not —namely, whiskey
and playing-cards. There is an annual
igration southward by means of these
boats in the Fuall, and often the owners
of the boats sell them in the spring,
after having passed the winter in trap-
Ping and shooting down the Missis-
Sippi, and return on the steamers. Al
Sorts of people are to be found on these
Craft, from the respectable hunter,
trader, or traveller, down to the pro-
fessional thief, When at Patriot, [

ad some conversation with an elder] y
Wimarried man named Green, who
than Snow’s. He told me that he cul-
tivateq , piece of land near Patriot,
and that every year he loaded his boat
With some of his

© Winter South. He Lad this year
Abples and cider to dispose of. A shot-
SUN and ammunition are usually to be
foun o every boat. The drift-wood
?lnd Other timber on the bank furnish
sl:e flat-boat with an inexhaustible
i ll;f’ly of stovewood for the mere
400ur of cutting. Akin to the shanty- -
48 are the produce-boats. They are }
Vec 233 of large flat-boats, used for‘con- |
uﬂi;tlllg merchandise down the river, |
Wide Y about 100 feet long, 25 feet

) atll’d 10 feet high. They are

Ceregd
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stern, worked from the roof, which
extends the whole length of the boat,
The crew have a smallcabin at the end,
and the whole boat is closed in.
Wednesday Evening, November 5.
—We have made very slow progress ;
only about thirty-seven miles since 1
joined Snow. The wind, which usually
drops at night, perversely blew up-
stream for three nights in succession,
In this sluggish current, a light ad-
verse wind stops us. Snow was evi-
dently too sanguine about his boat’s
speed.  We laid up to-night about
four miles ahove Madison, The family-
boat is tied to the bank with two or
three lines, and planks are fixed so as
to keep her from bumping on shore.
Thursday, November 6.—I have
left the Snows, and am going on alone
again.  We parted with an inter-
change of good wishes and of little
presents. Mrs. Snow baked a nice
light loaf of corn bread and some cakes
for me, and her husband fetched some
sweet milk. T called in at Madison,

, Ia., leaving my boat in charge of one of
. the clerks of the * wharf-boat’ while
i I went up in the city. Every town

o%ned a shanty-boat of smaller size |

produce, and spent

and city on the Ohio has one or more
of these wharf-hoats, They are float-
ing warehouses, at which the steamers
land freight and passengers. Moored
by the bank, they change their moor-
ings to suit the rise and fall of the
river. The close of the day brought
me just below Hanover Landing, hav-
ing made nine or ten miles against
a light, shifty, batlling breeze. As the

, river banks changed into mere black

Y large sweeps at sides and |

belts in the gathering darkness, I
slowly made my Preparations for the
night, in luxurious appreciation of the
fact that it was bed-time.

Friday, November 7.—An adverse
wind again met me. The general di-
rection of the Olio river is westward
by a little south, and at this season
westerly winds prevail. These hill-
side banks tend to deflect the wind
along the course of the stream when
the latter bends northward or south-
ward ; hence these almost continuous
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up-stream breezes which have so re-
tarded my progress to warmer lati-
tudes. Towardsevening Iranin near
a house on the Indiana shore to make
enquiries. A hearty-looking old man
came down the bank to meet me. He
said that my boat was ‘a real nice lit-
tle trick.” By the way, this observa-
tion has been made to me by river
men at least a dozen times since T left
Cincinnati. This use of the word ¢ trick’
is a peculiarly American one which I
first heard on the Ohio. My present
interlocutor was James King, called
¢Old Uncle Jim,” by the steamboat
men. Uncle Jim came aboard my
boat for a talk. He had sailed on the
lakes, and hegave me his opinion about
boats and boat rigs. ‘I told the wo-
men that you must be from Canada,’
said he, ‘because [ saw the English flag
at your gaff '—alluding to a handsome
$t. George’s Cross which I carried. He
enquired also about the ‘ burgee’at my
masthead—blue with a white ball.
This was presented to me by Mr.
Bishop, and consists of his own colours
reversed. Going a mile or two further
down the stream, I rested and dozed
at anchor until nine o’clock. I had
not heard from home for about two
weeks, and was becoming very impa-
tient of the delay in reaching Louis-
ville, where letters were awaiting me.
It was a clear starlit evening, with no
wind, and I decided to go on all night
if possible. A steamer ran her bow
ashore a little further down the river,
and took in some freight that I had
heard men getting ready. It is re-
markable at how great a distance you
can hear voices and other sounds on
this river when the air is still. I felt
like bending to my oars, and pulling
right through to Louisville, & /e Han-
lan : but knowing such a performance
could not last half-an-hour in my pre-
sent condition, I prepared to take it
easily. A word about my rowing ar-
rangements. A light crotch about
three feet high is hinged on the aft
deck. When the sail is furled one
end of the main boom rests in the
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crotch, whilst the other end is hoisted
up on the mast to a level with the top:
of the crotch, and clear above the head
of anyone in the rowing-seat, which is
at the forward end of the cock-pit, and
moveable. The forwardrow-locks hold
a pair of spoon oars, and the aft row-
locks are arranged to support the oars.
in such a manner that they lie along
thegunwale ready forinstantuse. CeYe-
fully husbanding my little strength,
I pulled slowly and easily, keeping
steady headway on the boat, and get-
ting the benefit of what cutrent there
was, It was a lovely night. Right
astern was the Great Bear, lower down
than in our more northern latitude -
indeed the last star in the handle of
the ¢ big dipper’ was out of sight for a
long while. To my right the glorious

. Orion was just rising, and on the left

Aquila and Lyra werehastening down-
ward. The moon was in her last (uar-
ter, and would rise at midnight. I
passed a large produce boat, which two
men were helping down the slow cur-
rent with a pair of long sweeps. 1
exchanged a few words with them,
and was encouraged to notice how
quickly my gentle strokes in the mir-
ror like water shot me ahead of the
heavy flat-boat. Keeping steadilyon,I
presently had moonlight. Anotherlong
interval : then bright Venus peeped
out from amongst the Kentucky
trees, and immediately hid herself.
For awhile she played hide-and seek
among the tree-tops, and then rosé
bright and clear above them, When
day broke I was in sight of Twelve
mile Island, so called from its distanc®
from Louisville. Near this, on the
Indiana side, is & fine piece of natura

scenery—an almost perpendicular rocky
wall, apparently 300 feet high, with
trees at the bottom, trees on a narro¥
terrace halfway up, and trees, singly
and in groups, on the top, bright with
autumn foliage. In changed propo”
tions this rocky wall continued for
some distance; and further up there3s
a fine echo, as I ascertained when
shouting across the river to a man 0%
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shore, of whom I wanted information.
The great river opens out wide as you
approach the island, and the scenery
is charming. A head wind now com-
menced to blow, and soon became so
fierce and squally that I dropped an-
chor close by the island, at the inside
channel.

Sunday, Nov. 9.—The wind kept
me prisoner all of yesterday, and part
of to-day. I miss my lost ‘ hood.” It
rained last night, and I had to cover
the cock-pit entirely with the hatch-
<loth, leaving only some small lateral

openings, scarcely large enough for

good ventilation. The rain was heavy,
and put the water-proof qualitits of my
hatch-cloth to a test which was quite
satisfactory to the occupant of the dry,
warm nest underneath. My anchor
and cable are exceedingly useful. It
is sometimes neither convenient nor
safe to moor to the bank, and, besides,
one is much more free from intrusion
when swinging at anchor, So far, I
have not had occasion to use more
than tifteen or twenty feet of cable,
as I always get a shallow place.
The oat has never budged from her
anchorage. Whilst upon the Ohio, I
have been using only the mainsail.
tl.'he boat does well enough without a
Jib, though, of course, she carries too
much of a ¢weather helm’—that is,
tends strongly to luff up into the

wind. Itis a good fault when not
excessive. 1 am decidedly of opinion

at, for a solitary sailor, one sail
Only is much safer—he has but the
One sheet and the one pair of lLal-
Yards to attend to, and isnot bothered
With his jib-sheet and jib-halyards. I
nd that the absence of the bowsprit is
8 great convenience, both in using the
alll_chor and in running alongside any-
lng,
".]M‘mday, November
Ule and” letters at last !
}‘"‘Oa‘ched the city, my lazy style of
c::wlllg elicited some chaft from the
v°°ur0d men along the levee—* When
;vl:l €Xpec’ to get dar?’ ¢ Geta stern-
€l etec. 1 passed two men who

10.—Louis-
As I ap-
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were fishing up coal from a sunken
barge by means of an instrument like
a large landing-net, with a grapnel at
its mouth. One man held the handle
while another dragged the grapmel
along the bottom, and thence to the
surface by means of a windlass. From
them I got the usual compliment
about my bhoat, and some information
about localities in the city. I noticed
an odd name on one of the Jefferson-
ville and Louisville steam-ferries—
¢Shallcross.” Was it a pun? Leav-
ing my boat in charge of the wharf-
master at the foot of Third Street, 1
was soon devouring my Post Office
budget from Toronto. Letters of in-
troduction from Mr. Wulsin, of Cin-
cinnati, made me acquainted with Mr.
A. H. Siegfried, of the Louisville
Courier Journal ; Mr. J. H. Empson,
Mr. Barnes, and Mr. Jewel, each a
‘paddler of his own canoce.’ These
gentlemen ‘took me in charge.’ Mr.
Jewel, 1 learned, had a relative in
Toronto. Mr. Siegfried is an ardent
canoeist, and has travelled thousands
of miles in this way. He and some
of his Louisville friends recently de-
scended the Upper Mississippi in
canoes, from its source at Lake ltasca.
1t is a wild and solitary region ¢’way
up there,” and one rarely visited by
white men.

Louisville is a fine city, about twice
the size of Toronto. I had a good
bird’s eye view of it from the roof of
the splendid building of the Courier-
Journal newspaper, but my brief stay
forbade a closer acquaintance. A
magnificent railway-bridge crosses the
Obio here.  Immediately below the
city are a series of rapids, known as
the Falls of Ohio. These are the only
obstructions to navigation on this
river, and a canal has been construct-
ed around them, At high water the
current down the rapids is smooth
and steamers run them, but at low
water the rocks which stud the chan-
nel are left bare, and it becomes im-
passable except for small craft of very
light draft. So low was the watex



406

now that it was not thought prudent
to take my boat over the rapids. The
expense of lockage through the canal
was too great; I might have avoided
it by waiting till some large vessel was
ready to go through, and passing in
along with her, but I was in haste to
geton. Therefore my boat was taken
by waggon a distance of three or four
miles to Portland, a town just below
the Falls, whither I proceeded by
street-car to meet her. Mr. Jewel
kindly gave me his company and as-
sistance. Arrived there, the boat was
launched, mast stepped, rigging set
up, and careful directions given me by
my friend about finding the channel
next morning. A friendly grasp,
hearty good wishes, and I was once
more alone.

Tuesday, November 11.-—The viver
at low water spreads out below the
falls into a wide shallow sheet of
water, with one crooked channel. Af-
ter dodging a stern-wheel steamer,
whose motions rather puzzled we, 1
drifted rapidly down the ‘chute’ in
front of the city of New Albany, op-
posite Portland. Clustered above and
below the rapids, are the five cities
and towns of Jeffersonville, Louisville,
Shippingsport, Portland, New Albany,
aggregating a large and busy popula-
tion. The river soon resumed its
usual width of about half a mile, and,
alas, its usual feature of a gusty blow
up-stream. Tired with recent exertions,
1 did not go far.

Wednesday, November 12.—Half
a gale from the west has been blowing
all day, and I have not left my last
night’s anchorage, which was nearly
opposite the house of a farmer named
Emery Baird, Franklin Township,
Floyd County, Indiana. Mr. Baird
paid me a visit, and we had a long
chat. He had been recently to Toron-
to. I am only about five miles from
New Albany. I saw two more men
dredging for coal recently. There is
a good deal of coal got from the river,
part of the cargoes of coal burges which
have come to grief in their descent of
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the Falls and elsewhere. The bar near
whichIam anchored has been ploughed
from end to end, to get at the coal
which drifted on and became embed-
ded in the bar when it was covered
with water.

Thursday, November13.—Offagain,
after a farewell visit from Mr. Baird.
Need I state the direction of the wind 2
Two men were plonghing for coal on
a low bar further down. I have not
seen a clinker-built skiff on the Ohio
such as the Bishop. There is one type
of skiff which prevails all along the
river; built, apparently, of three
boards, probably 3-4ths inch thick,
one at each side, and one for the bot-
tom. The Lottom board may be in two
or more pieces. The boards at the side
are curved, so as to meet in a sharp
bow, and aft they are brought up to
meet a triangular stern. T see occa-
sionally a sail used, usually a leg-o™-
mutton, but always with the wind aft
or abeam ; and the steering is done
with an oar at the stern. The skiffs
never have a rudder. They are cheap
and serviceable, costing from ten to
twenty-five dollars each, and are
plentiful as blackberries. Snow called
his skiff 7'he John Boat, and occasion-
ally The Joe DBoal.

For a few hours in the middle of the
day I had some rough and lively sail-
ing under double-reefed canvas, the
Bishop punching the chopping swells
with her sharp bow in a way that re-
minded me of Lake Ontario. I passed
a sort of perambulating grecery, bear-
ing on a large sign the words ¢ Ken-
tucky Trader.” It was built after the
style of Snow’s boat, but much larger,
and very neatly painted. Two other
trading flat-boats have come under my
notice—one labelled ¢Cheap Store
Boat,” and the other yellow painted,
and bearing the word ‘ Photographer,
in large old English letters. At sun-
set I stuck on a shoal & mile and &
half above Salt River. I stepped over-
board, waded about by way of taking
soundings, and found that the boat
was on a gravelly ridge. I easily

~
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pushed her over the ridge, then se-
lected a place of the exact depth I
wanted, and carefully deposited the
anchor there, as I stood.in the water.
If this method of bringing a ship to
anchor is not quite in accordance with
precedent, I ask theindulgence of the
naval authorities. Finding the tem-
perature of the water just agreeably
cool, I took a bath—in two sections—
and much enjoyed it. Think of that,
Ye snowed-up northerners: a bath after
Sun-get, yn the open air, a light Lreeze
blowing, and in the middle of Novem-
ber ! Twelve and a half miles to-day.

I have had a pleasant hour or two
With the stars, by the help of a lamp
and a Star-atlas. I was much inter-
ested in identifying two stars of the
Second magnitude, which cannot be
8€en in thelatitude of Toronto——Alpha
and Beta of ‘the Crane.’ They were
ow down on the southern horizon, and
the time was not long between their
Tising and setting. The third star in
the constellation is higher up, but be-

cipal star is Fomallaut.
Friday, November 14.—This has
en a day of changing scenes, some
of which I will give you—

L River covered with angry-look-
Ing white caps, clouds scudding over-
ead, and my boat tugging up-stream
er anchor. ’

2. Wind changed, and boat rapidly
Passing Salt River, down a strong
chute,

3. Boatman in a light rain, with a
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slight neuralgia. Wind in no particular
direction ; he rather down in spirits.

4. Boatman jubilant, sailing before
a gentle down-stream breeze for a few
miles.

5. Boatman tacking against head-
wind, then taking in sail in view of
coming thunder-storm.

6. In the midst of a down-pour
of rain, boatman is pulling gently to
get round a bend in river ; waterproof
cap and cape on, feet and nether limbs

i warm and dry under hatchcloth, which

i8 drawn closely around his waist.
Sense of enjoyment in being in the
midst of it,” like children in a ¢ water-
fight.” Sail furled and boom in crotch
out of the way.

7. Boatman scudding under bare
pole before a most furious squall of
wind and rain.

8. Boatman carefully mooring his
boat in the gathering darkness, with a
view to probable rise of the river du-
ring the night, consequent on heavy

i rain.
Ow the ¢Southern Fish,” whose prin-

9. Boatman at this present writing.
Little Florence shedding a cheerful
glow in his lowly dwelling; he warm
and dry, listening complacently to the
steady patter of a heavy rain on his
canvas roof, thankful for shelter, satis-
fied with having made ten or twelve
miles in such an unpromising day, and
sure of no intruders.

10. Good night, my hearties !

(To be continued. )
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WHATS SHAKESPEARE?

T have lived to know some hundreds of persons in my native land without finding ten who
had any direct acquaintance with their greatest benefactor—Shakespeare,

MarGARET FULLER OSSOLI.

The English people of the present day are falsely reputed to know Shakespeare.

NOT long ago two well-dressed,

intelligent looking young men
stopped at a bookseller’s shop ina cer-
tain large town, apparently attracted
by an advertisement-card printed in
coloured letters, and placed conspic-
uously in the window.

‘I say,’. says one, ¢ what’s the
show 1’

‘Don’t you see?’ said the other.
¢ Readings from Shakespeare.’

‘ Well,” said the first speaker,
¢ what’s Shakespeare 1’

¢Oh,’ said his companion, ‘it's a
man that wrote a lot of plays.’

Lovers and students of Shake-
speare, jealous for his fame, may try
to account for the dense ignorance of
the one young man, and the shailow
knowledge of the other, by supposing
that they had just emerged from some
settlement in the backwoods, to which
the light of modern culture had not
yet penetrated ; but in fact no such
explanation is needed. Even in this
age of schools and schoolmasters, of
cheap editions and universal reading,
men and women are to be found with
1o small amount of school education,
and a wide acquaintance with the
popular literature of the day, who,
though they might smile superior at
the idea of asking, ¢ What's Shake-
speare?’ know little more about him
than that he was ‘a man who wrote a
lot of plays.” It is true that to all
except the dullest and most illiterate,
the word Shakespeare is synonymous
with fame and greatness; Lut as to
the origin of that fame the source

. the Shakespeare cult.

GEORGE ELIoOT.

of that greatness, they are as ig-
norant as Sancho Panza of the spirit
which inspired lis master. And
not only is this true of that large
class who, on the one hand, find their
chief mental pabulum in newspapers
and novels, and on the other in reli-
gious tracts and journals, but there
are many who are considered well-

| read and highly cultivated persons,

who have some knowledge of the
classics, and a wide acquaintance
with modern literature, who have
never read one of his plays in their
lives. There are, indeed, Shakespeare
Societies in England and elsewhere,
but their labours arve chiefly critical,
and not likely to attract or interest
those who do not already belong to
To learn how
ignorant of even the plots and charac-
ters of his plays a fashionable audience
at a fashionable London theatre can
be, we have only to take up DLlack-
wood's Mugnzine for last December,
and read an article on the recent per-.
formances of The Merchant of Venice
at the Lyceum. To witness this play,
with Mr. Henry Irving as Shylock,
and Miss Ellen Terry as Portia, the
clile of London society assembled, and
the writer in Dlackwood calls ¢ shame
on that unpardonableignorance’ which
obliged numbers of people to con the
play in their books, as if it were the
libretto of some new opera, instead o

watching the business on the stage
Let us then, in this month of Aprik
to which Shakespeare’s birth has given
no ‘uncertain glory,” but a splendour
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that grows brighter as men’s power of
perceiving it grows clearer, consider
what it is that makes ignorance of his
works ‘shameful and unpardonable’
in all who are born to speak the Eng-
lish tongue, and bave been taught to
read it.

It is certainly remarkable that,
though Englishmen are accused of
being the most narrow-minded, con-
Ventional, and exclusive people on
carth, England has given birth to the
most cosmopolitan genius of which the
world can boast ; for such, in spite of
his insular birth and breeding, Shake-
8peare is unanimously acknowledged
to be. And yet the English people
may fairly claim him as their repre-
Sentative man. All the great qualities
of their greatest men, all the charac-
teristics they mostadmire and applaud,
are to be found in his works. Wis-
dom ayg piety, without cant or Puri-
tanism, pity and tenderness without
Weakness or sentimentality ; the ut-
1host sincerity and plain speaking; the

enest wit, the finest humour ; with
& sound common sense and practical
Prudence never at fault. It is we,’
Says Coleridge, ‘ we English, who are

1akespeare.” ¢ He is the articulate
Yoice of England,’ says Carlyle. *He
Iy t_lle man,’” says Emerson, ¢who
“arries the Saxon race in him.’ But
8reat g5 tl)is is, Shakespeare is much
231‘6 and greater. To his English
is ’l“el'ament and traits of character
ﬁlnalf de(.] a gemus so wide and world-
i, vacing that it has carried his works
Mo all ¢ivilised countries, and won
\Ve lomage of their greatest men,

el may England glory in himn as a
Proudey d irore i1 ishabl os-
sion 1] and more imperishable posses
Seq &n)ciul] her long roll of triumphs by
ang |, and, l).er ships, her commerce,
Wou €r colonies: a possession that
less d remaip to prove her past great-
ﬂilve:.f the l’itt]e isle itself, ‘set in the

Sea’ were to sink forever
¢ Here is an
says Carlyle, ¢ whom

‘hament, no time, or chance, can
Tone,’ :

!
|
!
i
|
|
!

“ceived.
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But it was all at once, even in Eng-
land, that Shakespeare received his
crown. It has been made a matter of
wonder that his greatness was not
more clearly seen by his contempor-
aries ; but what truly great man has
ever been understood and appreciated
while he lived ! Time only can stamp
him and his achievements at their true
value. The wonder is that the son of
a Stratford yeoman, a poor player,
acting and writing for his bread, should
have had so much applause and con-
sideration awarded to him as he re-
Most probably, however, he
owed more of the favour and ad-
miration bestowed upon him to his
sweet and happy temper, Lis noble,
gentle, genial nature, than to Lis sur-
passing genius. ‘7 loved the man,’
said Ben Jonson—surly, scornful,
rough-tongued Ben, who was often, no
doubt, mortified and indignant at the
superior popularity * of one, who with
all hLis ‘excellent phantasy,” ¢ brave
notions,” and admirable wit, was, as
Ben believed, so inferior to Limself in
the true theory of art as well as in
learning. Yet he ‘loved the man,
and wrote a noble eulogy on him.
¢ Trivinph, my Britain ! thou hast oneto show

To whom all scenes of Europe homage owe.
He was not of an age, but for all time.’

Milton, in his golden youth, when
filled with chivalrous romance, and
medixeval lore, he meditated an epic
on King Arthur and his dream of a
perfect realm in which pure and noble
men and women were to dwell, in-
stead of the mournful drama of a lost
Eden aud a fallen race which replaced
it, in his blind and embittered old age,
wrote of him lovingly as ¢ my Shakes-
peare’—

* Dear son of memory, great heir of fame,’
and the sacred epithet ¢ Delpbic’ ap-
plied to his lines, “ unvalued,’ like the

v

* In a burlesque of the day one of the speakers
snecrs at the writers who parade their classic learn-
inz in their plays, and says :—‘ Why, here’s our fel-
low Shakespeare puts them all down ; aye, and Ben
Jonson, touu.’ .
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Sibyl’s leaves, but building for him in
men’s hearts ‘a live-long monument,’
seems to show that the great Puritan
poet had then some glimpse of the
true supremacy of him who was the
poet of no sect, or party, but of all
mankind.

But the reign of fanaticism was
close at hand. The great civil war
broke out, and when the Puritans
came into power all profane poetry,
and, above all, dramatic poetry, was
put under a ban. The theatres
were closed, and if Shakespeare was
ever mentioned it was, no doubt,
in much the same terms of reproba-
tion as Scott put into the mouth of
Trusty Tomkins in the novel of
Woodstock. After the Restoration
the theatres were opened under the
King’s patronage, and art and litera-
ture again became the fashion. But
it was a degraded art and a corrupt
literature. The great dramas of the
Elizabethan era were put aside as an-
tiguated and unpolished ; and plays, as
profligate as the manners and morals
of Charles and his courtiers, took their
place on the stage. Dryden, certainly,
had some perception of Shakespeare’s
dramatic skill and power, but after
all it was only a purblind one, forin
spite of his well-known couplet,

¢ Shakespeare’s magic cannot copied be ;

‘Within that circle none durst walk but he,’
he assisted Davenant in making a new
stage version of The Tempest in which
the ideal beauty of that wonderful
creation is utterly and vilely destroy-
ed ; both Davenant and Dryden, with
a degree of stupidity and self conceit
astonishing (though not without par-
allel) * in men of such large intellect
and poetic power—believing that they
were doing the greatest homage possi-

* Goethe, when manager of the Weimar Theatre,
made what he considered an improved version of
Romeo and Juliet for the stage, In this version
some of the most dramatic scenes and effective
speeches are left out. The brilliant Mercutio is
transformed nto a dull and pompous coxcomb ; the
Queen Mab lines are omitted ; and all those inimt-
able touches and trafts which give such truth and
life to the character of the nurse are totally effaced.
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ble to Shakespeare, ‘the untaught
genius of a barbarous age,’ by adapt-
ing his ‘rough-drawn plays, to the
taste of an age superior in refinement,
wit, and gallantry. Dryden after-
wards altered and re-arranged Troilus
and Cressida for the stage, but appar-
ently some startling recognition of
Shakespeare’s pre eminence and his
own presumption had seized him while
at work, for in the prologue he apolo-
gises for his temerity through the
mask of Shakespeare's ¢ awful ghost,’
and owns that in altering

¢ He shook and thought it sacrilege to touch.”

Meaner playwrights followed Dry-
den’s example, without any fear or
consciousness of ¢sacrilege;’ and sev-
eral of Shakespeare’s comedies, muti-
lated and mangled, and with new ti-
tles, were put on the stage by Shad-
well and Cibber. Even the pathos
and grandeur of King Lear could not
save it from suffering a degrading
transformation under the hands of
Tate.

Gradually, however, the ¢ wronged
great soul’ of the mighty Master as-
serted its supremacy. Rowe Lrought
out an edition of his works which did
something towards restoring the plays
as Shakespeare wrote them to English
readers. Other editions followed, by
Pope, Warburton, Johnson and others;
and the notes, comments, and critl-
cisms which accompanied them, imper-
fect and inadequate as they wereé
helped to increase the study of his
works among all who had, or aftected
to have, any literary taste and culturé
But Garrick’s acting did most of all.
All the rank, fashion, and intellect of
London crowded to see Shakespeare8
greatest characters, not, as it seemeéds
on the stage of Drury Lane Theatr®
but living and acting on the wol'l_ds
great stage as if the Master Magicia?
himself bad called them from the
shades to live their lives over agal™
Shakespeare became the fashion now
as he had never been before—read f
a few, talked of by everyone. Gol%"
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smithin his‘ Vicar of Wakefield’ makes
the ¢ town ladies ’ in their imitation of
fashionableconversation mingle Shake-
Speare with pictures, taste, and the
musical glasses, and old King George
hardly dared to whisper to Miss Bur-
ney ¢Is not there great stuff in Shake-
Speare, what, what ? But we mustn’t
Say o0, mustn’t say so, what, what,
what ¢’

Yet, much as the English nation
admired and applauded their great

than an ignorant admiration and a
blind applause, till the Germans taught
them how to understand and appre-
Clate his works, and showed them the
light in which the author of such
Works should be regarded. Not as a
appy accident or freak of nature,
Writing his incomparable plays as
Ch‘ance dictated, careless and uncon-
SClous of what he was doing, but the
Yutcome of all nature’s best and
ighest forces ; an unrivalled artist as
Well ag a matchless genius.  Lessing
3d Herder by their criticisms, Wie-
lang by his prose translations, Goethe
'8 his youthful enthusiasm for truth
Id nature, were among the foremost
f those who inaugurated the Shake-
:_Peare cult in Germany. The transla-
o1 of his works by Tieck and Schlegel
e them familiar to all German
rs, and the worship of Shake-

Te replaced the reign of Voltaire.

by Whose plays had been stigmatised
. rederick the Great as ridiculous
Ol'ces, Wworthy only of the savages of
0ada, wag pow proclaimed the
gre“e:t intellect the world had ever
» Lhe i -
tonjo l"a‘cef:rownmg glory of the Teu
save .Prophet is not without honour,
owp In his own country and in his
aceq hOl{se;’ and it is in perfect
Ey fd With this order of things that
quige“’h 8cholars and critics should re-
Some 30 impulse and pressure from
Critig; Outside school of thought and
cery ' before they were able to dis-
not, ' the ¢ Warwickshire Peasant,’
uly the first of dramatists, the
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truest and most life-like poet and
painter of men and manners, but the
greatest intellectual power the world
had ever known. This impulse was
given by the great German school of
criticiem, so ‘like a fire to Leather set,’
the foremost minds in England kindled
with responsive enthusiasm, and mar-
velled at the lack of insight which had
hitherto made them add to all their
praises of Shakespeare’s genius apolo-

| gies and excuses for the want of
dramatist and poet, it was little more |

artistic proportion and symmetry in
his works ; whereas these faults had,
in fact, no existence except in their
own defective powers of vision.

It is not, however, only the Teu-
tonic races that delight to do honour
to Shakespeare. His genius is so wide
and comprehensive that all humanity
lives and breathes and ‘finds itself’
in the men and women he has created.
Voltaire, though disgusted with the
English poet’s sins against classicism
and the orthodox rules, was compelled
to acknowledge that he was ‘a genius
full of force and fertility, nature and
sublimity,” ¢with scenes beautiful,
passages grand and terrible, which
you remembered in spite of yourself.”
This is, in fact, no meagre praise com
ing from one so wedded to classic
taste and orthodox rules, and it is no
small tribute to Shakespeare’s power ;
but such qualified admiration was con.
sidered little less than libellous by
Victor Hugo and the Romantic
School.  As before in Germany,
Shakespeare became the rallying cry
of all who upheld truth to nature, and
life-like presentment of character and
passion, against the bondage of artifi-
cial and arbitrary rules. Talma, the
great actor, said to Victor Hugo, in
his old age, ¢ All my life I have sought
for truth, but hardly elsewhere than
in Shakespeare have I found it.’ And
yet Shakespeare’s plays were only
known to him through the absurd
rhyming version of Ducis. The diffi-
culty of fitly reproducing Shakespeare
in the French language seems almost.
invincible, yet many translations have:
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been attempted—notably one by M.
Guizot. The best French version is
by M. Francis Victor Hugo, son of
the poet—evidently a labour of love,
and written, no doubt, under the criti-
cal superintendence of his father, who,
himself the greatest genius France has
produced, awards to Shakespeare the
foremost place among the foremost
aen of all the world. Italy has not
been backward in paying homage to
the mighty magician who has made
Venice, Verona, Padua, Mantua
Rome herself, enchanted cities to many
who know little, and care less, about
their ancient glory. His works have
been translated again and again into
Italian, and a translation by Signor
Carcano, an ltalian Senator, which
fias lately been published, has gained
for the author the honour of being
elected a Vice-President of the Lon-
don New Shakespeare Society, of which
the poet Browning is President.
There are translations of all his works
in Spanish, and, besides other transla-
tions in Portuguese, King Louis of
Portugal is now engaged on one, of
which Hamlet and the Merchant of
Venice have already appeared. Even
classic Greece, ‘land of lost gods and
god-like men,’ recognises the genius
of the great poet of the Goths, and
his plays have been rendered into mo-
dern Greck. In fact they have been
translated, in whole or in part, into
every language in Europe, and of
some of them there are versions in
Hindostani and Tawil. Into what-
ever lands men of culture of the Eng-
lish race penetrate they carry their
Shakespeare with them,and year after
year his empire becomes wider. More
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critical thought and labour have been
given to his works than any other
book, except the Bible, has ever re-
ceived. ‘¢ Literature, philosophy, and
thought are Shakespeareized,” says
Emerson. ¢ His mind is the horizon
beyond which, at present, we do not
see.’

Could anything except genius com-
mand such world-wide fame and influ-
enceas Shakespeare now possesses, ever
increasing with men’s progress in in-
tellect and insight, and apparently
with no limit except that which is set
by the capacity to comprehend his
greatness? And, therefore, it may be
truly called ¢ shameful and unpardon-
able * in those

‘Who speak the tongue that Shakespeare
spake,’

and can read his works, to remain igno-
rant of the treasures he has bequeathed
tothe world. 'Treasures of beauty and
wisdom ; lessons of generosity, faith-
fulness, pity and kindness ; lifting us
out of the narrow region which, for
the most part, surrounds us, where
the selfish and mercenary struggles of
trivial lives for base and contemptible
ends— the strife for wealth and yprece-
dence, for ease and luxury—are con-
tinually going on, into a region ©
finer air and nobler scenery, where
faithful love and disinterested friend-
ship, truth and honour, high thoughts
and heroic deeds scem the only thing®
worth living for.

What more I would like to sa8Y
about Shakespeare’s teaching, and it8
especial value in this somewhat prosaic
age and country, must be reserved for
another paper. 0.8



MR. SPENCER AND HIS CRITICS..

413

MR. SPENCER AND HIS CRITICS.

BY WM. D. LE SUEUR, B.A., OTTAWA.

MR. SPENCER, in his ¢Data of
- Ethics,” has not written a
Popular treatise on morals, nor has he
appealed to any lower tribunal than
the highest intelligence and the ma-
turest judgment of his generation,
he more I think of his book, the
Mmore it seems to me a sign that shall
© spoken against, but a sign, at the
8ame time, in which, or by which,
great victories will be won for the hu-
Man race, I am far from saying that
1 tells us everything we might wish
0 know in regard to the springs of
onduct, or the special sources of
Moral energy ; but 1 contend that it
tells ug much that is of supreme im-

Itance, and that anything we may
™qQuire to add to the statements it
Ontaing will not be found in conflict
With the writer's main positions.

*. Spencer, it must be understood,
wAdertakes to trace for us the evolu-
10 of morality as an objective pro-
Morality, like everything else,
hi have a history. What is that
wzfm'y ! This is the question to
It leh My, Spencer addresses himself.

W€ can trace the development of
Borality in the past, we shall be
tetFe’: able to understand its charac-

Tistics in the present, and its prob-
ce © course in the future. Mr. Spen-
tainsays truly that morality is a cer-
as h&Bpect of conduct in general ; it is,
in oedholds, developed conduct ; and,
Whatr er that we may understand
“mmec'on-du?t is, he asks us to ex-
ang ¢ 1t in its earliest manifestations,
it goi0 follow it through the ages, as
in D8 in definiteness, in complexity,

Nge, and in the importarce of its.

reactions upon consciousness. This is
a view, the legitimacy of which it
seems impossible to dispute. When
our attention is arrested by any struc-
ture in nature, we, very properly, ask,
‘ How has it come to be what it is 7’
Did it spring into existence at once,
in the form under which we behold it.
now, or was it shaped by slow de-
grees? If the latter, what were the
stages through which it successively
passed?’ Do not tell us that the
same questions canuot profitably be
asked in regard to morality until the
questions have been fairly put and an-
swered according to the best obtain-
able knowledge.

The great oljection hitherto made
to the scientitic study of history, or of
any moral subject, has been that all
calculations based upon general laws
of growth or progress are liable at
any moment to be thrown into confu-
sion by the appearance upon the scene
of forces or of influences of a wholl
exceptional character. Thus the birth,
of some man of transcendent abilities
may alter, it is said, the whole course
of a nation’s history. The answer to
this objection is two-fold : first, that
the great man or hero is himself a
product of antecedent conditions, and
18 born into a society more or less
fitted to feel and submit to his influ-
ence ; secondly, that the effects

! wrought by exceptional characters are

but exceptional, and that the great
stream of human development follows
its course but little affected by acci-
dents here or there. Mr. Spencer,
therefore, and those who think with
him, may, without in the least com-
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promising their system, make large

admissions as to the influence of cer- :

tain special agencies. They do not
necessarily blind themselves to the

course of history in the ordinary sense

i
|

of the word, because they make a '
special study of the development of

conduct. The line of observation and
argument pursued in the ¢ Data of
Ethices’ is hopelessly antagonistic only
to that form of supernaturalism which
disbelieves totally in evolution, pre-
ferving to regard human history as
the theatre of forces having no rela-
tion to preceding conditious, and act-
ing consequently as simple disturbers
of the natural equilibrium of society.
The adherents of this school must
only fight the development theory as
best they may. The battle is engaged,
however, along the whole line, and to
defeat evolution, you must defeat it
not in ethics only, but in biology and
physics as well.  As long as the two
latter divisions hold their ground, be
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our moral nature than to be able to
analyse and measure with the utmost
accuracy the special personal influence
by which we are so strongly affected.
In a word, what may be called the ac-
cidents of our life fill an altogether
larger space in consciousness than the
general laws in virtue of which we
are substantially what we are. Mr.
Spencer has undertaken to trace those

- general laws, leaving accidents out of
; sight as much as possible ; and, natur-

' ally, consciousness protests.

sure that any victory over the first |

can be but momentary.

It is obvious that the method pur-
sued by Mr. Spencer must give rise to
many misapprehensions,

The first !

thought that suggests itself to even an
attentive and earnest reader is, that °

he has left out of sight, and is prevent-
ed by his principles from doing jus-
tice to, a number of very important
considerations.  Our individual con-
sciousness tells us nothing of the de-

pendence of present modes of conduct |

upon past ; but it tells us much of the
special motives which influence us
from moment to moment. So a wave
of the sea, if we could imagine it con-
scious, might know much of the pres-
sure of adjacent waves and its own ad-
justments of form in consequence of
that pressure, but might know nothing
of ocean currents or the attraction of
sun and moon,
of some potent personality, but think
little of the causes that have fitted us
to do 8o ; yet, to be able to trace and
understand those causes, would give
us a far more comprehensive theory of

We feel the influence |

1f, how-
ever, we only call to mind, and impress
upon ourselves, what it is that Mr.
Spencer attempts, we shall recall many
of our criticisms, and find it better to
listen attentively to what he has to
say.

Again, with every action there goes
a certain accompaniment of individual
feeling. We have a sense of its vol-
untariness, and a consequent sense of
responsibility.  To us, each action
stands and is seen in relation to the
sum of our own individual actions,
and the proportion which it bears to
that sum is very different from the pro-
portion it bears to the whole sum of ac-
tion in general. Itis easy, therefore, to
conceive how different the subjective
view of action must be from the objec-
tive, and how far a history of action
such as Mr. Spencer undertakes t0
write, must be from such an account as
we might gather from the dicta of con-
sciousness. Butif our individual lives
are but liuks in one great chain of
life, which we have learnt in these
latter days to extend to the lowesb
forms of the animate creation, can the
individual  consciousness, however
bright and penetrating we may sup”
pose it, be trusted in its atlirmations
regarding the genesis of action an
the development of moral feeling
What can mere consciousness—apa
from knowledge derived from externd
sources—tell us of our bodily const¥
tution and development? It is occy;
pied almost solely with sensations ©
pleasure and pain ; it knows what 8r¢
proximate causes of one or the other;
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but what the laws are that rule the
human organization, it is wholly igno-
rant. We have absolute]y no con-
sciousness of the nature of digestion
or respiration ; we ouly know in a
rough way what creates disturbances
in one region or the other, and what
Promotes comfort.

Is it likely that .

we shall know any better from a sim-

ple questioning of our individual con-
sciousness how our actions are produ-
ced, or what is their essential charac-
ter und true significance? It seems
to me that the feelings accompanying
oral action are no safer guides to a
true understanding of that action than
the feelings accompanying digestion
are toatrue understandingof digestion.
he objective method of study, as ap-
Plied to human conduct, has this great
ad\‘antage, that, while looking at things
‘om the outside, and grasping the
enchuinement of cause and effect
througy, all past time, it can also take
account of the direct revelations of
Sonsciousness, so far as these seem to
Urnish any safe guidance. My Spen-
%r, it may be presumed, knows some-
thing personall y of the inner life of hu-
Wanity.  He has written this treatise
2 full view of all that his personal ex-
Perience Las taught Lim of the motives
Y which men are swayed and we
Diugt, Suppose that, in his mind at
€ast, there is no contradiction betwecn
13 l)hilosophical theories and the
“achings of life or the atfirmations of
hsciousvess, 1tiswelltobear in mind
At philosophers after all are men first
Philosophers ouly afterwards,
be ¢ adverse criticisms that have
0 offered upon Mr. Spencer’s last
Be(ln.k may bLe said to resclve them-
'rs‘;es Into two leading objections—
sent) that he does away with the es-
Wrg 1al distinction between right and
i\_eng, and, second, that? for regula-
ad; Purposes, his system is wholly un-
Pted to human” wants. 1 propose
Consider thege points separately.
erset U8, in the first place, try to ‘un-
View ind clearly what Mr. Spencer's
8- Looking at conduct object-

!
(
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ively he sees, as we advance from
lower to higher forms in nature, an
ever-increasing and improving adapt-
ation, first to the preservation of in-
dividual life, and next to the preserv-
ation of the life of progeny. The lowest
creatures in the animal kingdom pos-
sess little or no power of self-protec-
tion, and are therefore, broadly speak-
ing, wholly at the mercy of their en-
vironment. With greater complexity
of structure comes greater power of
providing for wants and averting dan-
gers; while the interests of the pro-
geny become more and more a care to
the parent animals. The time comes,
in process of evolution, when the in-
dividual acquires the power of choice
between opposite courses of action.
One sense may prompt to a certain
line of action, and another to a differ-
ent one. Smell, for example, may at-
tract to food, but sight may reveal an
enemy of superior power ; or certain
mental images which the sight of
offered food, or of the apparatus in
which it is placed, calls up may in-
spire caution and compel abstin-
ence. Mr. Spencer here shows that
the interest of the individual is gene-
rally concerned in obeying the higher
or more lately-developed sense, instinct
or faculty, in preference to the simpler
and more primitive impulse ; and this
distinction between actions inspired by
more far-reaching and those inspired
by less far-reaching perceptions, he
considers as homologous to the dis-
tinction which emerges in the human
region—and which, as civilization ad-
vances, becomes ever more pronounced
—Dbetween right and wrong. In the one
case the individual weighs present
gratification against his permanent in-
terests as an individual; in the second
he weighs his interests as an indivi-
dual against those of the social body
in which he is included. In either
case he does well if he yield to the
larger thought—that which summons
to self-control, and which promises a
continuance and enlargement of his
activities. From this point of view
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the conduct which places a man in
harmony with society is simply an ex-
tension, a further development, of the
conduct which places him in harmony
with himself, by subordinating his
momentary desires to his permanent
interests. In the one case he says, ¢ I
have a larger life to consider than that
of this moment ; I have all my past,
the memory of which I would not wish
to extinguish ; I have all my future,
which I am not prepared to sacrifice.’
In the latter he says, ‘I have a larger
life to consider than that which is
made up of my personal pains and
pleasures; I have inherited sympathies
and acquired attachments ; the good-
will of my fellow-man is much to me,
and I feel that apart from the support
and assistance that they render me,
and apart from the activities I exer-
cise as a member of society, I should
be a miserably contracted creature,
Shall I therefore in the interests of my
narrower self make war upon my
larger and better self by pursuing
anti-social courses of action?’ The
argument in both cases is the same;
the only difference is that in one case
length of life is at stake, and in the
other breadth of life; but all higher
action, it may be assumed as a princi-
ple, tends to life. ¢ Do this and ye
shall live ;’ in these words lie all that
the evolution philosophy has to teach
on the subject of morals; for they
summon to right action, and they
point to the reward— LiFE.

I fail to see that under this mode
of treatment the distinction between
right and wrong is in danger of dis-
appearing. Those possibly who have
considered it a pious thing not to
know why right is right or why wrong
is wrong may resent being told that a
ralionule of the antagonism between
the two has been discovered. They
may insist that they have hitherto
done right and avoided wrong from
motives far transcending in elevation
any regard for perpetuation or im-
provement of life, their own or others’;

.and it would be ungracious, doubtless,

|
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to contradict them. But for all that,
as a motive to sway the mass of man-
kind, the thought that right action
tends to life and higher life, that
wrong action tends to lower life
and ultimately to extinction of life,
should scarcely, one would think, be
a sterile or inoperative one. Much
would depend no doubt upon the
mode in which the thought was pre-
sented by those who have it in their
power to influence public opinion.
That the minds of a large portion of
the community have been so poisoned
by the drugs of a false theology as to
be incapable of responding to any
teaching based on the pure laws of
nature there is only too much reason
to believe; but I should refuse to
admit as valid against the evolutionist
system of morals any argument drawn
from their present condition or re-
quirements.

"The objections made to Mr.Spencer’s
explanation of the difference between
right and wrong are very similar to
those made to the Darwinian theory
of the descent of man. In the dis-
pute which raged more violently some
years ago than it does now in reference
to this question, an angelic character
pronounced himself ¢ on the side of the
angels,” as was but natural. It “’as
thought utterly derogatory to man’s
dignity to suppose that his ancestry
could run back into the brute crea-
tion ; and so to-day it seems to threaten
the stability of all moral distinctions
to connect moral actions, by any pro-
cess of filiation, with actions which, a8
we understand morality, present no
moral character whatever. But just
as no theory of man’s origin can make
him other than he actually is to-day»
80 1o theory of the origin of morality
can affect the fact that in the con”
science of the modern civilized ma?
there is a great gulf fixed betweel
right and wrong. But, some will s8>
upon the evolution theory the highes®
morality is but self-seeking. Be it 80
but if my self embraces other selves
if my personality has globed itself out
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till it includes a large portion of hu-
manity, I can afford to be self-seeking
Wwithout any falling away from nobility
or disinterestedness. ~When Jesus
Baid, ¢ He that saveth his life shall
lose it, and he that loseth his life
shall save it, he meant, as we have
always understood, that a careful
study and pursuit of narrow personal
interests would involve the sacrifice of
wider and nobler interests; and that on
the other hand by a surrender of our
ower sclves, we could rise to higher
life. From whichever point we view
%, he bids us aim at life, and so far
€ might be accused of prompting to
Self-seeking ; but when we once see
dow life may Le understood, and what
15 may be made toinclude, we perceive
.'OW pointless is the objection. It is
'ndeed difficult to imagine how any
Person, except one who had been res-
trained from evil simply by supersti-
tious fears, could feel himself less
ound to do right and avoid wrong,
€cause he had been shown that right
#ctions to day are the lineal descend-
ants of all those actions, conscious and
Unconscious, by which life has been
Preserved, and improved in the past,
80d that wrong actions claim their
Paternity in whatever in the past has
tendeq to disintegration, degradation
30d death. Who would not rather be
o the gide of the forces of life, in
Armony with and aiding the upward
Wovement of nature, than helping to
°8r down the good work that the
'I0g ages Liave wrought?
4N such a system, however, possess
20y binding force? Here we find
oWselves face to face with the ques-
olfon Whether the evolutionist theory
morals ig really adapted to take the
Placeof ¢}, ge regulative systems which
Pencer represents as ready to
Way.  One thing is certain : it
98 not” aet, upon the mind in the
su;]e Way as systems which appeal to

Pagg
o5 a

x.();”'llﬁttuml terrors and hold out a
. opect
Will oyt of supernatural rewards. It

awaken ag powerful emotions

a8 theolog.y;3 has in the past awakened ;
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for theology has connected with theo-
logically-right action rewards wholly
incommensurate with the merit of such
action, and with theologically-wrong
action punishments equally incom-
mensurate with its demerit; while
the natural theory of morals can only
point to the natural results of actions
and promote as best it can a disposi-
tion to respect natural laws. No doubt
this is tame work after what we have
been accustomed to ; but everything
grows tame, in a sense, as civilization
advances. Weno longer torture crimi-
nals, nor feast our piety with autos-da-
Je.  We no longer thrash knowledge
into school-children ; and we are so
dead to the necessity of caltivating
national spirit that we forbid prize-
fighting. Upon every hand, the dras.
tic methods of the past are discredited,
for we find, in point of fact, that gen-
tler methods are better. Sangrado no
longer depletes our veins of the blood
needed for carrying on the processes
of life; we keep our blood and let
nature have her way as much as pos-
sible. No doubt there is further pro-
gress to be made in the same direc-
tion ; .and who shall say that a system
of rational rewards and punishments
in this life, such as the evolution phil-
osophy unfolds, may not be found
more efficacious than the monstrous
rewards and punishments of the super-
natural sphere. Such a system may
not inspire death-bed terrors, but nej-
ther will it provoke life long jeerings ;
and, if once understood theoretically,
its gentle—though not always gentle
—pressure would rarely be absent
from consciousness. The villain, it
may be said, will think little of sacri-
ficing his higher social to his lower
personal self ; and in his case, there-
fore, the system would he inoperative,
Precisely, and how does Monsieur the
villain comport himself now? Does
he occupy a front seat at church (some-
thing here whispers that sometimes he
does, but that is another kind of vil-
lain, and there is no use in mixing up
matters), and send his. children -to
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Sunday School, and show in every
way the great influence which theo-
logical instruction has had wpon his
mind? Or we may ask whether, in
the ¢ ages of faith,’ the villain was an
unknown character. History tells
us that when supernatural hopes and
fears—above all fears, which are more
potent than hopes—were at their
highest, precisely then was there
most of violence and crime. Amd
when natural morality tinally suc-
ceeds to supernatural, it is safe to
predict that it will find some leavy
arrears of work on hand.

We need not trouble ourselves,
then, with considering how the lowest
types of Lumanity will act under the
supposed 71égime; what we are con-
cerned with is the eflect likely to Le
produced upon the mass of society.
As regards men in general, will natu-
ral morality exert a suflicient 1egula-
tive force ¥ To this question I should
be inclined to answer unhesitatingly
yes, provided ouly proper means be
taken to bring the new system hiome
to people’s understandings. No oue
will pretend that the theology now in
possession cxerts all the regulative in-
fluence that could be desired. Forone
thing, it caunot make itself believed
by large wultitudes; and, in the
secoud place, very many of those who
do Lelieve it, or who profess to do so,
are far from leading edifying lives.
Every leading religious denowination
has numerous representatives in our
jails and penitentiaries, as ofticial docu-
ments show ; while, if we turn to the
records of the insolvency courts, we
shall find anple evidence that men
can be at once zenlous supporters of a
church and sadly inexact—to say the
least—in money matters,. Why do I
mention these things? Surely not to
cause any one pain, but simply to
shov how the question stands. Some
people argue us if we had mow a per-
fect regulative system, which the new
opinious are in dunger of disturbing.
But no; we have a very imperfect
regulative system, upon which it is
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hoped a great improvement may be
made. Theologians lhave, for some
time past, been sensible of the short-
comings- of the old teaching, for
they have been trying to graft upon
it the idea of the wufuralness of the
rewards and punishments to be meted
out to right and wrong-doers respec-
tively. We Lear now that sinuers
will not be overtaken by any external
penalties, Lut will be left to the sim-
ple and inevitable consequences of
their own misconduct. They would
not be happy, we are told, in heaven,
Lecause their characters are not adapt-
ed to that abode of bliss; and upon
the whole, therefore, they are letter
oft on the other side of the great gulf.
How all this can be reconciled with
the teaching of the Bible, where Hell
is represented, not as prepared by
the siuner for himself, but as pre-
pared by God for the devil and
his angels ; und Heaven, in like man-
ner, as something specially prepared
for the righteous, who there enjoy
a felicity with which the sufferings
of this present time are not worthy to
be compared, it is not for me to say.
One thing is clear, however, and that
is, that such glosses as these are recog-
nitions of, and concessions to, the
principle of development. Heaven,
according to this Lypothesis, is the
developed life of righteousuess, an
Hell the developed life of moral rebel-
lion; but though theology may dally
with this view, it can never do more
than dally with it ; it can never make
it its own, seeing that the text of the
Bible so plainly declares the cataclys
mal nature of the change which takes
place at death. But if theology has to
dally with development, how much
better founded, and how much bette?
adapted for acting upon men’s minds
must a system be which, from first tO
last, assumes development, and whic
is not checked in its exposition an
application of natural laws by ap¥
stereoty|.ed creed or text

In the new system we really have®
the reconciliation of self-interest an
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duty, for we see self-interest merging
into duty, and we see duty bringing
the higlest rewards that self-interest
could desire. To say that this system
will be powerless for regulative pur-
Poses, is to take a thoroughly unna.
tural view of human nature. 1t is to
assume some tendency in man to evil,
over and above the promptings of the
self protective instinct. Now this
Surplusage of evil in human nature, T,
Or one, strenuously deny. Every man
Comes into the world with a prohlem
solve, upon the solution of which
is whole course in life depends ; and
that problem is the due balancing of
igher and lower instincts in the in-
terest of higher life. To suppress the
Ower at the bidding of the higher,
Would, as Mr. Spencer shows, be to
Suppress life itself. This would be
Casting aside the problem, not solving
It What is important to remember is,
a4 in the lower there is nothing
>3sentially bad, and that the conflict
between lower and higher goes on in
® region of purely personal desires
etore it is carried into the region of
*80cial velations, An enlightened inter-
Pretation of self-interest in regard to
Personal matters is thus a prep.ration
t{’:‘ enlightened and worthy action in
® social region. For examyple, the
;han Wwho has strennously controlled
wppetlte in the interest of health, and
© has realized the satisfaction and
b:PPlness that comes of doing so, will
the Petter fitted to control selfish, in
Interest of social, impulses than
a ® Who had never learned to control
Petite at all, He comes to this higher
with fOrtiiﬁed by self-conquest, and
A0 increased sense of the dignity
to b:{_‘"‘th of life, —prepared moreover
Regg 30 7¢ that the path of true happi-
trgg s 80 ascending one. Let these
) ths o, they are truths—be be-
leveq
Path a]and taught ; I.et men see the
Wepy 8 Which their moral develop-
Whig, 0as lﬂm.m. the past, and along
thy)| 1t must lie in the future, and we
1 have Jittle reason to regret il
Ureg gret the
82d terrors of the old theology.
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Either this, or there is some radical
flaw in the constitution of things, by
reason of which they tend to corrup-
tion,—a belief which some may hold
on theological grounds, but which I
venture to say would never commend
itself to any unbiassed intelligence,
irreconcilable, as it is, with the actual
existence o' good in human nature and
human institutions,

The question, however, may finally
be asked whether a naturalistic system
of morals will ever excite the enthu-
siasm, ever create the same intense
longing after purity of heart, that has.
been produced under the influence of
the Christian creed. Will it ever
show us the ‘quick-eyed sanctity ’
which Dr. Newman mentions as a pe-
culiar fruit of the spirit? Will it ever
call forth such a pleading for fuller
and higher spiritual life as we find in
Charles Wesley’s hymn :

‘I want a principle within
Of jealons, gudly fear,
A sensibility to sin,
A pain to feel it near.

* T want the first approach to feel
Of pride or fond desire,
Ta catch the wandering of my will,
And quench the kindling fire,

‘ Quick as the apple of an eye
0 Giod, my conscience make !
Awake my soul when sin is nigh
And keep it still awake.’ .

We have in these verses the expres-
sion of a passionate desire for confor-
mity to a Divine ideal, and the ques-
tion is, whether we can expect any ap-
proach to the same earnestness in pur-
suit of such excellence or elevation of
character as the evolution philosophy
indicates as attainable. If allowance
be made for the solemnity imparted to
the above utterance by the momentous
character of Christian beliefs, I see
no reason why the moral enthusiasm
of humanity should not flow in as full
tide throughthenew channelusthrough
the old.  After all, there are but few
in every generation who are fired by
an intense desire for the highest holi-
ness; and some, it must be remem-
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bered, who appear to have very lofty ( harm in it.” Talk to him of God : he

spiritual ambitions, give occasion for |

the remark that they might better
have aimed at humbler achievements.
We muy, therefore, reasonably hope
that, when once it is understood where
the hopes of humanity lie, there will
be no falling off, to say the least, in
the number of those who will strive
after nothing short of the highest ideal
their minds are eapable of conceiving,

In conclusion, let us see what an-
swer can be given to certain specific
objections that have been made by
able writers to Mr. Spencer’s theories
on this subject. ¢The Bystander’
thinks that Mr. Spencer’s indignation
‘against Jingoes and their political
burglarijes ; against Fifeshire militia-
men who, so long as they are sent to
war, are ready to fight on either side;
against Christian bishops who lend
their sanction to invasion of Afghan-
istan,’ is, upon his own principles, un-
scientific ; inasmuch as all these might
retort that their actions were the
natural product of their particular
stage of development. To this, I
reply that Mr. Spencer’s indignation
is the measure of his own moral
development, and signities his in-
stinctive recoil from courses of con-
duct which show the moral sense in a
very backward state. Even when we
understand how bad actions have
come to be performed, and are pre-
pared to make allowances for the
perpetrators, we shrink from and de-
nounce thein none the less. Wesurely
should allow the philosophers some
common human privileges. As to
the supposed answer of the burglarious
Jingo, the unprejudiced militiaman,
and the filibustering bishop, it is in
substance, though not in form, the
answer commouly made to moral
remonstrance by people who cannot
understand the grounds of the re-
monstrance. It matters not whether
you come in the name of a scientific
morality or of a traditional theology,
the man who ¢ will have none of your
reproofs ’ replies promptly : ¢I see no

has, commie tout lc monde, one of his
own, who permits that wherein he in-
dulges ; and you will have much work
to persuade him that your God is of
higher authority than his. It will be
as tough a task as explaining to him a
chapter of the ¢Data of Ethics.’

Prof. Calderwood, writing in the
January number of the Conlemporary
lieview, raises the objection that,
whereas it is admitted by Mr. &pencer
that the words good and bad are most
emphatically applied to those deeds by
which men affect one another, this
ought not to be so, upon Mr. Spen-
cer's own principles: on the con-
trary, ‘no ethical judgments should
be so direct, unhesitating or empha-
tic as those which pronounce upon
the actions contributing to personal
satisfaction.” The answer to this is
simple eneugh. The historical ante-
cedents or the remote types of moral
actions are not themselves necessarily
moral. Pwiposive action in the lower
animals is not moral, though it may
be said to be a preparation for mora-
lity. We pronounce our most emphatic:
judgments upon those acts by which
men affect one another, because iB
them we see most conspicuously the
conflict of higher and lower impulses,
and because members of society must
have an especial interest in what men
do as members of society. Every right
action done adds to the security an
happiness of life, every wrong actiod
implies come diminution of happiness:
and seems to threaten the gener#®
welfare. ‘The whole of morality 18
based upon the fact, that ¢thereis ®
lower and a higher ;’ and wherever
the two come plainly into conflict 0U*
feelings are more or less strongly %
gaged. Thus, if we see a man stru§’
eling with intemperance and endurit8
keen suffering in the attempt to cO%
quer the vice, we commend him=~
even though he may have no wife
and children to excite our interesb—
as much as if we saw him pet’fo"m;
ing, at great cost to himself, an act @
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social justice. And why? Because
we feel so deeply that the struggle is
one in the interest of higher, fuller,
life and happiness.

Professor Calderwood appears tothink
that Lie raises a serious difficulty when
he asks : < How comes it to pass that
actions most commonly and most em-

. Phatically commendedareactions which
most need to be enforced?’ I observe
that a recent critic* of Prof. Calder-
Wwood’s work on ‘The Relations of
Mind and Brain,’ while giving the au-
thor credit for general intelligence,
Says that upon occasions he is positive-
ly “obtuse.” I should certainly be in-
clined to say that he was in one of his
‘obtuse’ moods when he put the above
Question. We commend certain ac-
Yions more than others because the
Motives that prompt them are higher,

€cause they imply a more distinct
Step in moral evolution, because the
Interest of the community is more con-
‘erned in their performance. N. ow,
e Professor wants to know why such
nctions ¢most need to be enforced.’
e first thing to say in answer is that
-8uch actions are not commonly ¢ en-
orced’ ut all. The acts we praise most

'ghly are acts of patriotism, of emin-

1t public spirit, of devotion to duty

Oder trying circumstances. The acts

¥ ‘enforce’ are acts which, when
One, we do not so highly praise, such
*1mple fulfilment of contract,and the

. Ormance of ordinary civie duties.

Oa]lg Possible, however, that Professor

‘eng e"WO(:tl, when he uses the word

xnen(':"‘fed, does not mean legal enforce-
lic gr- but merely the pressure of pub-
be { Pinion. His question would then
tio n sulfstance : How is it that the ac-

"8 which we most commend are those
u:ch most need to be commended ?
the 5 © might as well ask how it is that

Whiclftlons we most condemn are those

Why thmOSt- need to be condemned,
2t o © actions we laugh at are those

on, th;‘ Decially call for ridicule, and so
ough a whole series of inepti-

*Lony,

@

' Spectator, 6th March, 1850,
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tudes. Why certain actions are espe-
cially praised I have explained above,
and it is manifest, from the nature of
the actions referred to, that this social
approval must powerfully reinforce the
motives which prompt to such actions,
but which, without socisl support,
might not Lave vigour enough to fully
assert themselves against countervail-
ing motives. It is impossible, in fact,
to understand why the praise is given
without understanding at the same
time why it is needed.

Aguin, Professor Calderwood cannot
understand how, on utilitarian princi-
ples, which he regards Mr. Spencer as
adopting, intention shonld make so
much difference in actions. ‘Two men
might lose their lives by the hands of
two of their fellows, and we should call
the one a case of murder and the other
a case of accidental death.” Why1—if
actions are to be judged solely by their
consequences. This is almost too
puerile; but, since a Professor of
Moral Philosophy at Edinburgh has
raised the question, let me simply re-
mark that while the act of carelessness
has no ulterior consequences, the act of
felony has—or will have if left unpun-
ished—the direst consequences to so-
ciety. Further, in so far as an act of
carelessness is felt to menace society as
being likely to lead, if unchecked, to fur-
ther carelessness, we do view the muiter
serfously and visit it both with punish-
ment and reprobation. The ship-master
who, through carelessness, loses his
ship, has his certificate cancelled or
suspended, The engine-driver or con-
ductor, through whose carelessness life

i is sacrificed, finds himself a criminal in

the eye of the law. There is this dif-
ference, however, between the worst
act of carelessness and an act of mal-
ignity, that, in the first case, the doer
of the act generally suffers more or less
in its consequences, and is theref re in
ameasure punished aiready; while the
wilful offender does not feel the wrong
he has done, and consequently throws
upon society the whole burden of his
punishment.



422

Dr. McCosh, in the Princeton Re-
view (Nov., 1879), touches, perhaps, a
weak point in Mr. Spencer's book
when he quotes from the chapter on
¢ Absolute and Relative Ethics’ the
statement that ¢conduct which has
any concomitant of pain or any pain-
ful consequence is partially wrong.” I
think we may fairly question Mr.
Spencer's right to take the word
*wrong’ and divorce it so violently
from its universally understood mean-
ing as he does in this passage. If he
had said that no action can be a per-
Jfect action ¢ which has any concomi-
tant of pain or any painful conse-
quence,’ the statement might have
passed with the explanation he gives.
But to speak of an action which is the
very best that can be dome wnder given
circumstances as ¢ partially wrong’ is
to strain language unduly. How can
‘it be partially wrong—to cite Dr.
McCosh’s examples—to submit to an
amputation in order to preserve life,
or to conquer a vice by painful effort ?

Mr. McCosh is probably right, also,
in holding that the teaching of the
chapter on ¢ Absolute and Relative
Ethics’ is of somewhat questionable
tendency, as leaving altogether too
much room for what he calls ‘the
crooked casuistry of the heart’ Mr.
Spencer’s essential meaning I hold to
be right ; but I hardly think that, con-
sidering the novelty of his views, he
bas been sufficiently gnarded in his use
of language. He might have said,
without in any way betraying his
fundamental principles, ¢The distine-
tion between right and wrong is one
that emerges in the region of human,
and particularly of sociul, life ; though
right and wrong actions, considered as
respectively making for or against the
preservation and improvement of life,
have their analogues in regions lower
than the human. A perfect action isone
all the consequences ana relations of
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whicharesatisfactory,astendingtohap-
piness or life ; and, therefore, no action
which has any accompaniment of pain
—though the motive of the doer may
be of the highest—can be a perfect ac-
tion. I'he motive is pure and good, but
it has asettingof painfulcircunistances,
and the action as a whole belongs to
an imperfect system of life. Iu prac-
tical life we have often to choose be-*
tween cvils, but he who does not
choose for the best when he sees it,
violates the highest law of existence.’
The gist of Mr. Spencer’s teaching, in
so far as it assumes a moral character
might [ think he summed up in these
words, Taking the book as a whole,
and looking, as we are bound to do, at
its inuer sense, it must, I think, be
acknowledged that, while it does not
deal with motives or the suljective
aspect of morality, tie view which it
presents of the connections of moral ac-
tion, the width of its survey over na-
ture, the conclusive manner in which
it demonstrates the healthfulness of
what is right and the rightness of
what is healthful, should tend to con-
firm in right determinations even those-
who miss from it what they deem o
most importance. To those, on the
other hand, who have long been wist-
fully looking foran exposition of the na-
tural laws and sanctions of morality, it
will be a word spoken with power, an
in many ways a help towards higher
life. There is but little scandal after
all, if we come to think of it, in sup’
posing that action which we call mor8
may be a developed form of action ¥
which the name cannot be applied 7
but there is great edification in th®
thought, now brought home to our up”
derstandings, that, by every trv y
moral act, we help to build up and i’
prove the life of the world and ma o
ourselves co-workers with the pri.nCl[’]e
of life everywhere.
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ONE DAY IN SEVEN

BY DAVID K,

OONSEQUENT upon the endea-
vour by an American amuse-
ment purveyor to establish in Toronto
that institution of continental Europe,
and, of late years, the United States,
the Sunday Evening Concert, a dis-
cussion has arisen upon the observance
of one day in seven—without diserim-
nation designated Sunday, the Sub-
bath Day, the Lord’s Day, and the
ay of Rest, terms which each have a
distinetive. meaning, and which each
Convey very different impressions to
those” who have enquired into the
Origin and history of the weekly ces-
8ation from labour. Although the
Sabbath observance, more than any
Other religious question, has become
& issue on which battle is being done
®tween those who would force that
Observance on all and sundry at the
Spear’s point, and the unorthodox, who
Object to such enforced observance, as
Persecution ; and although, while the
orthodox anathema is nore loud and
?h"}”, the still small voic: of scepticism
S lstened to by a wider and more in-
'gent audience, and is heard in the
f:mestic hearth, in the press, even
Om not g few pulpits;—still the ultra-

P 0X, would they but study the
4¢ts of the case, would hardly be so
;“Sql_le in their belief thatthe manner
alo €1 observance of the Sabbath is
Ch:-l‘e 0 accordance with the true
be 18tlan spirit.  For, it is not going
wi‘[yfo"d What is visible to all but the
,“"}’ purblind, to point out that
r;'flstmn thinkers and teachers most
oround and conscientious, men like
l_.;l“an Macleod and Robertson, of
emlhh‘th, have given unmistakeable
Phasis to their conviction that the
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Sabbatarian celebration of the Lord’s
Day is without religious moment or
usefulness, and has been transformed
into & most oppressive civil ordinance.

As to the vexed question of the ori-
gin of the Sabbath, as Proctor contends
in his ‘Saturn and the Sabbath of
the Jews,” it by no means follows that
previous to the use of the religion of
Hebraism, there was no break from
labour. Ewald (History of Israel, Vol.
1) shews that in the earliest chapter
of the ¢ Book of Origins,’ named after
Moses, the names and traditions come
down to us of far remoter races and
religions. The observance of religious
days was found in the earlist Aryan
as well as Semitic sacred bo. ks ; being
found, as Professor Max Miiller has
shewn, in the Vedas. Long before the
Hebrew Exodus, nations had divided
time into lunar months, and subdivided
their periods into divisions of seven,
which, besides being about a fourth of
thelunar month, corresponded with the
number of celestial bodies known to o
the astronomers of old as moving upon
the sphere of the fixed stars,

Whatever the date and exact origin
of so venerable an institution of the
Hebrew religion, it seems identified
peculiarly with the Sinaitic legislation,
and not to be traceable in the Heroic
age in Canaan, or in that of the Egyp-
tian captivity. The history of the Saub-
bath irom this onward to the era of
Christ is a record of ceremonial being
heaped on ceremonial, some doubtless
made for the glory of God. Most of
them, however, there is reason to be-
lieve, were dictated by the temporal
policy of the sons of Levi.

Strength is imparted to this pre-
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sumption by a careful study of Christ's
attitude towards the Sabbath. While
it is true that he proclaimed the end
of the old dispensation, it is observ-
able that he never gave utterance to
any irreverent word, and never so
comported himself that either word
or act could be construed by his most
subtle enemy into blasphemy. Surely
had Christ himself believed that, in
the manner of the observance of the
Sabbath, his Father was glorified, or
had he even detected a grounded be-
lief in the Jews that Jehovah was
magnified in the Sabbath as then cele-
brated, he would not have persistent-
ly and in the broadest daylight have
flung himself into violation of the
prevailing mode of observance, thus
provoking a challenge of his being in
very deed the Son of God. That the
ceremonial observances of the Sab-
bath had outgrown their scriptural
warrant is emphasized by the fact that
Christ found it necessary to give utter-
ance to the saying recorded in Mark
ii. 27: ‘The Sabbath was made for
man and not man for the Subbath.’
In this connection Rev. Mr: Plumptre,
writing in the Contemporary Review,
says : ¢ Hardly less significant than
the positive was the negative side of
his teaching. There is no mention of
the Sabbath in either St. Matthew’s
or St. Luke's report of the Sermon on
the Mount. He never mentions it,
as many a Scribe would have done
when he is asked what were the great
Commandments of the Law (Mark xii.
29-30). In his answer to the ques-
tion of the young ruler, whom he told
to keep the commandments, and who
asked him which, he mentions all
duties toward man, but not this of
keeping the Sabbath holy (Mark x.
19).  Without formally repeating,
while in fact recognising the moral ele-
ment, and as it were idea of law, he
tacitly allows the latter to slip into
the background of duties. It already
takes its place in his teaching among
the things that are decaying and wax-
-ing old, and are ready to vanish away.’

ONE DAY IN SEVEN.

Thus Christ died and was translated
without leaving any command for the
observance of any Sabbath Day. The
early believers met together on Satur-
day evening to celebrate the Feast of
the Lord’s Supper, instituted by Christ.
By degrees, however, the celebration
passed midnight and grew into a Sun-
day morning observance, from which
subsequently the breaking of bread
was eliminated. The Jewish Sabbath
had been observed as a day of fasting
and the Lord’s Day as a day of feast-
ing, and though the author whose
words have just been quoted, does not
deal with the change in the compre-
hensive manner of other writers on
the subject, his comments are worth
reproducing upon the singular train
of consequenees whereby that ¢ which
had started as, in part at least, receiv-
ing its holiness from one day, new im-
parted a consecrated character to an-
other.” He says, ‘Thenceforth the
Lord’s Day was recognised through
all the Churches of the East and West
as a day for joy, for rest also—where
rest was possible—for works of kind-
ness and divine service, and, above
all, for sharing in the great act of wor-
ship which gave the day its name.
Here the Church, with a wonderful
consent, far more impressive, it seems
to me, and far more authoritative than
any formal decree of the apostles could
have been, found what were her wants,
the moral element of the Sabbath and
its power to edify or tranquillize,
without its rigour—the joy without
the severity. There was no handle
for harsh judgments, or the minute
precision of casuists. The degree 1D
which it was to be observed varied
with the circumstances of each church
or town or household.’

Tt is thus seen that if the Lord’s
Day was observed, it was not absorbe
in religious ceremonies by the early
Christians. The first step in that di-
rection was the edict of Constantin®
A.D. 341, wherein he proclaimed that
all should rest on the venerable day
of the sun, with the exception of thos®
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engaged in husbandry, and even these
latter were to cease from their rougher
work, repairing where they could to
the villages to procure provisions, ¢ be
civilized and be taught.’ The Chris-
tian soldiers on this day were to go to
church and the heathen were to meet
in a field and utter a prayer which the
Emperor composed for them, probably
addressed to Apollo, who was, previous
to the conversion of the potentate, the
guardian deity of Constantine. His-
torians regard this edict, and the com-
Panion one establishing markets on
Sunday, as belonging to that period in
onstantine’s life, when he was hov-
ering between two religious beliefs,
anxious to please the Christians, and
afraid to offend the heathen. The
hext recognition of the Sabbath is in
an edict of Leo, the philosopher, fully
& century later, when the exemption
 favour of hushundmen is withdrawn.
1 this edict occur the words, ¢ For if
the Jews did so much reverence their
Sabbath, which was only a shadow of
ours, are not we, who inhabit light
80d the truth of grace obliged to hon-
our that day, etc.’, This edict was
Supplemented by the deliverance of the
urches of Gtaul, Auxerre, Mascon,
30d Orleans, whose tendency was to-
Yards a rigid Sabbatarianism. Up
tll this period it is observable that no
8choolmen had asserted that obgerv-
&nce of the Sabbath or the Lord’s Day
a8 incumbent upon Christians ; much
esshad they sought toexercisereligious
rorism over their following. Now,

. OWever, in the fifth century a change
Seen, for the schoolmen began to
avate the existing amount of ig-
orance, and slowly but steadily per-
f Vere in imposing Sabbatarian rules
OF the restraint of conscience and de-
st:‘mour. Hessey fitly likens the
' of society that ensued to that of

“8naan g¢ ; -
liten at its settlement by the Israe

He

the h_llce onward to the Reformation,
18tory of Sunday is the record of
bristianized Sabbath, infinitely
Ore €xacting than the Jewish .holy-
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day; indeed a day of tyrannical re--
strictions and oppressivns, lit up by
the glare of the most hellish of human
passions.  Says one writer : ¢ The pe-
riod which we commonly think of
as the darkest of the dark ages was
conspicuous for what we now know as .
a rigid Sabbatarianism.” The recoil
at the Reformation was intense, for
Luther and his followers returned to
the primitive Christian idea of the -
Lord’s Day, entirely rejecting the
Jewish superstructure reared by the
schoolmen. We now come toa differ--
ent phase of the evolution of the one
day in seven. Hardly has the Refor-
mation been an established fact in
England, than the people are forthwith
divided into two parties, the liberal:
and the ‘unco guid.’ When the reign
of Elizabeth is reached, these parties .
are seen in hostility to each other, and
as the Stuart period is traversed, they
have come into open conflict. It is
beyond the scope of this article to en- -
ter into an examination of the history
of the question at this period. Suffice
it to say that the Roundheads added
bit by bit of the Judaic economy, be- -
ginning with the Decalogue, until they
had reared a structure more massive
than that which their fathers and
grandfathers had overthrown. It
would seem to one, after he carefully
considers the history of this period,
that by their fine style of living, the
Cavaliers created hostility to their
every act among the Roundheads,
who were thereby led to perpetrate -
much injustice. Thisingrained belief
in the wickedness of everything that
a Cavalier did, appears to be the main-.
spring of the Puritan legislation on
the observance of the Lord’s Day. In
view of the prosecution which suggests
this article it may be interesting to-
note that the theatre of that day was.
one of the abominations which the-
Puritans set themselves to overthrow.
Truly it was an abomination, and on
no day more than Sunday did it show
forth in its hideous apparel. All that
was corrupt and festering in society.
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was to ke seen at the play in the Eliza-
bethan period. John Milton, among
-other writers, speaks of the licentious
remissness of Charles I.’s ‘Sunday
theatre ;’ so that it is evident the
abortive attempt «at legislation against
“ heathenish plays’ in the reign of
Elizabeth did not impose any check
upon the character of the stage. To
-resume—the observance of the one day
in seven, framed as it was by the
Puritans on the basis of the old dis-
pensation, has come down to the
present day without a break in its
retrograde movement from Calvinism
to Judaism. As it stands to-day,
Sunday presents the most exaggerated
example of Judaism in the world’s

history. Of late years, however, itis |

noticeable that public opinion has heen
travelling on lines similar to those of
the early Reformers, looking towards
a demolition of the Jewish super-
-structure and a reversion to a simp'e
‘Christian remembrance of Christ’s
-resurrection, with increasing freedom,
a8 moral strength increases, to the
people.  These recurring struggles
bhetween Sabbatarians and resistants,
if a word may be coined, have almost
invariably resulted in favour of the
latter, the exception being where they
‘have attempted to hasten natural
progression, thus demonstrating that
the sense of the people is towards a
voluntary observance of one day in
-seven as a religious ceremony or duty,
combined with liberty to employ the
cessation from labour as free-will may
-dictate.

To sum up our historical retrospect
we find that the Jewish Sabbath dis-
placed the weekly cessation from toil ;
that Christ proclaimed the freedom of
his followers from its observance;
‘that Christ instituted no substitute
for the Jewish Sabbath ; that succeed-
‘ing generations engrafted upon a vol-
untary commemoration of Christ’s
resurrection, Jewish observances not
binding upon Christians, save by vol-

cuntary submission; that this voluntary
-observance was made a yoke; that
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the yoke was thrown off ; that it is
again re imposed at this day.

Let us turn now brieflv to examine
the character of the Jewish Sabbath.
The religion of, the Jews, unlike that
of the Christians, had not as its in-
spiration a life beyond the grave.
True, the Jews had an idea of im-
mortality, but their undying life was
the perpetuation of their family im-
portance among the tribes: it was to
build up and strengthen their ‘houses.’
Thus we find in the Jewish religion a
vast amount of provision made for the
regulation of the physical nature,’
even their morality being enjoined in
such a way as to appear as if it were
necessary to the maintenance of their
physical robustness more than for the
satisfaction of the desires of their
higher nature.  Indeed, beyond the
one grand religious idea of homage to
the great I AM, the religion of the
Jews seems to have been a religion of
health. So deeply did these provisions
enter into the every-day life of the
Jews that one is impelled towards the
idea that the Sabbath itself was or-
dained as a health ordinance, quite as
much as, if not more than, a day of
worship. The more one penetrates
into the history of the Sabbath, the
more warranted does this impulse ap-
pear. We find Cox in his Sabbuth
Law and Duties saying : ‘I have studied
the Fourth Commandment for many
years without finding in it a syllable
that prohibits recreations; nor have I
succeeded better in trying to discover
in it an injunction of the public and
private exercises of God’s worship, a8
either the whole or any part of the
duties of Good’'s Day.” ~He is forced
to conclude that if the Fourth Com-

"mandment enjoins aught beyond the

mere rest which it specities, it actually
enjoins by implication, worldly re-
creations. Plumptre in his article, t0
which reference has elsewhere been
made, says: ¢As there is a divin®
activity which does not break in upol
the vest of the eternal Sabbath (John
v. 17), so there may be a human
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activity, human work compatible with
the principle of the weekly Sabbath.’
In favour of the opposite view let the
following be culled from the West-
minster Review: *The leading object
of the Jewish Sabbath was not religion
in our sense of the term, but relaxa-
-tion.  Religion, however, was so far
connected with it that the people
attended on the Sabbath Day, when-
ever they could conveniently do so,
the morning and evening sacrifices.
The interval between, we may be
morally certain, was devoted, at the
pleasure of the individuals, to the
miscellaneous objects of rational re-
<reation : visits to friends, pleasant
walks, social pastime, the song and
the dance.’

Wherein objection lies most strongly
against the course of subsequeat
tinkers, with the observance of one
day in seven, is that they took only
such portions of the Jewish Sabbath
as pleased their fancy, and engrafted
them upon the Lord’s Day. Every-
thing that was austere in the Jewish
titual, and which suited either their
=sthetic tastes or gave a semi-divine
countenance to their own personal
dicta, was extracted by the schoolmen
and embodied in the Christian order of
Observance. This assumption of spiri-
tual and temporal power, passing long
Without question, culminated.in a
t'y!‘imny which provoked the Refor-
Mation. The character of Sunday had
Now been transformed into ultra Ju-

18m, and it is no wonder that the
Sincere followers of Christ revolted
fom the imposition. Concerning this
Period, Dr, Hessey writes: ¢ Reaction
Yom these views which set in with
he Reformation was intense and even
Violent, though the traces of it have
en almost entirely lnst in the tradi-
Yons of our modern Protestantism. For
atl‘ange}y, as it is unknown to the
“Ommupity and purposely (as it would
& Most geem) kept out of sight by the
%E"gy in general of the British
~Ourches, it is a fact, notorious and
"ndubitable to the ecclesiastical stud-
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ents, that all great continental Re-
formers, and hardly less those of
England and Scotland also, with one
voice and consent repudiated the Sub-
tatarian theory, which is now the
prevailing rule amongst us. Not only
Luther and his disciples, not only
Zwinglius, as well as the intermediate
school which laboured fruitlessly on
the continent, but with more effect in
England, to establish a position. toler-
ant and comprehensive of the differ-
ences of these two leading Reformers,
the school of Melancthon and Bucer,
and Peter Martyr, but (what is too
remarkable to pass over without em-
phatic notice) Calvin himself and the
founders of the Church which adopted
his doctrines and discipline, expressly
based the observance of Sunday on
exclusively Christian grounds, disal-
lowing the obligation of the Jewish
law in this matter as well as in other
points of Mosaic ritual. Nay, of all
those great Christian worthies, Calvin
seems to have carried his opinions
furthest, not unsupported by the lesser
luminaries of his school. Were John
Knox to return to Scotland now, his
views on this point would utterly
scandalize the ministers and elders of
that Church which regards him as its
ecclesiastical ancestor ; and even south
of the border he would be loudly con-
demned by the very persons who re-
gard his name as the badge of the
narrowest and most intolerant Puri-
tanism.’

1t is evident then, that the Fathers
of the Reformation recognised a differ-
ence between what was man’s duty
in regard to Sabbath observance and
the service which monastic enactment
sought to impose upon him, an enact-
ment which hassince been supplanted
by civil penalty. Summing up this
discursive enquiry into the character
of the Jewish Sabbath and the Lord’s
Day, in the light of the Fathers’
teaching, the conclusion that must un-
avoidably be come to is that what
was originally as much a health pro-
vision as a day of worship, has been
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entirely perverted, and that it has
been perpetuated in an ordinance
which is in conflict with the opinions
of those who accomplished its tempo-
rary overthrow. Furthermore, sub-
mission to the new order of things
has clearly been shown to be a matter
entirely of conscience, though, as all
know, it is enforced, or is sought to be
enforced, by criminal and civil enact-
ment.

POEMS OF MODERN THOUGHT.

With these conclusions terminates
the present paper. In a future issue
a return will be made to the subject,
dealing with the observance of one
day in seven, in the light of con-
science, necessity, and expediency,.
and taking up the Sunday observance
question from a Canadian legal stand-
point.

POEMS OF MODERN THOUGHT.

BY CHARLES PELHAM MULVANY, TORONTO.

PESSIMISM.

WEARY heart, O restless heart,

£

O void of strength and will,
O worn and hojreless as thou art,
I would that thou wert still !
If here there is no Love to soothe—
If there no Power to save,
1 wonld that thou wert quiet now,
Within the quiet grave.

OPTIMISM.

CoNTENT thee,

Be the evil hour

Sufficient for the day,
And zake in peace, from Passion’s power,

Thy solitary way.

Good Lady Fate, or soon or late,
Will help» us with the knife

For Doctor Death to amputate
The Cancer we call Life.
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BY SAXE

I WAS on my knecs before my

chrysanthemum-bed, looking at
<ach little, round, tight disk of a bud,
and trying to believe that it would be
a snowy flower in two weeks. In two
weeks my cousin Annie Ware was to
be married : if my white chrysanthe-
mums would only understand and
make haste! 1 was childish enough
to tell them s0 ; but the childishness
<ame of love,—of my exceeding, my
Unutterable love for Annie Ware; if
flowers have souls, the chrysanthe-
Wums understood me.

A sharp, quickrollof wheels startled
me. | lifted my head. The wheels
Stopped at our gate; a hurried step
Came down the broad garden-path, and
lmosy before I had time to spring to
Wy feet, Dr. Fearing had taken both
Wy hands in his, had said,—¢ Annie

are has the fever'—had turned, had
8one, had shut the garden gate, and

e same sharp, quick roll of wheels
told that he was far on his way to the
Rext sufferer,

I do not know how long I stood
8till in the garden. A miserable sul-

huess seemed to benumb my facul-
tieg repeated,—

‘ Annie Ware has the fever.” Then
I Baid,—

‘Annie Ware cannot die; she is
tgo, Young, too strong, and we love her

Then T saiq again,—

‘Annie Ware has the fever,” and

8l the time T seemed not to be think-

::1118 about her at all, but about the

i dl"ysanthemums, whose tops I still

Y studied,

hag OF Weeks a malignant typhus fever

en slowly creeping about in the
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lower part of our village, in all the
streets which had been under water in
the spring freshet.

These streets were occupied chiefly
by labouring people, either mill opera-
tives or shopkeepers of the poorer
class. It was part of the cruel *cala-
mity ’ of their ‘poverty’ that they
could not afford to have homesteads
on the high plateau, which lifted its-If
quite suddenly from the river mea-
dow, and made our village a by-word
of beauty all through New England,

Upon this plateau were laid out
streets of great regularity, shaded by
grand elms, many of which had been
planted by hands that handled the
ropes of the Mauflower. Under the
shade of these elms stood large, old-
fashioned houses, in that sort of sleepy
dignity peculiar to old New England.
We who lived in these houses were
also sleepy and dignitied. We knew
that ‘under the hill,” as it was called,
lived many hundreds of men and we.
men, who were stifled in summer for
want of the breezes which sweptacross
our heights, cold in winter because
the wall of our plateau shut down
upon thewm the icy airs from the
frozen river, and cut off the alternoon
sun. We were sorry for them, and
we sent them cold meat and flannels
sometimes ; but their life was as re-
mote from our life as if they never
crossed our paths ; it is not necessary
to go into large cities to find sharp
lines drawn between the well-to-do
and the poverty-stricken. There are
in many small villages, *distriots’
separated from each other by as dis-
tinct a moral distance as divides Fifth
Avenue from the Five Points.
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And so it had come to pass that
while for weeks this malignant fever
had been creeping about on the river
shore, we, in our clearcr, purer air,
had not felt even a dread of it. There
had not been a single case of it west
of the high-water mark made by the
terrible freshet of the previousspring.
We sent brandy and wine and beef-
tea into the poor, comfortless, grief-
stricken houses ; and we said at tea
time that it was strange people would
persist in living down under the bank :
what could they expect ? and besides,
they were ¢ so careless about drainage
and ventilation.’

Now, on the highest and loveliest
spot, in the richest and most beautiful
house, the sweetest and fairest g1l of
all our village lay ill of the deadly
disease.

¢ Annie Ware has the fever.’ 1
wondered if some fiend were lurking
by my side, who kept saying the
words over and over in my ear. With
that indescribable mixture of dulled
and preternaturally sharpened sense
which often marks the first moments
of such distress, I walked slowly to
my room, and in a short time had
made all the necessary preparation for
leaving home. 1 felt like a thief as I
stole slowly down the stairs, with my
travelling-bag in my band. At the
door I met my father.

¢ Hey-day, my darling, where now1
Off to Annie’s, as usual 1’

He had not heard the tidings!
Should I tell him ? I might never see
him again ; only too well [ knew the
terrible danger into which T was go-
ing But he might forbid me.

‘Yes. off to Annie’s,’ I said in a gay
tone, and kissing him sprang down the
steps.

1 did not see my father again for
eighteen days.

On the steps of my uncle’s house I
met old Jane, a coloured woman who
had nursed Annie Ware when she was
a baby, and who lived now in a little
cottage near by, from whose door-steps
she could see Annie’s window, and in
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whose garden she raised flowers of all
sorts, solely for the pleasure of carry-
ing them to Annie every day.

Jane's face was positively grey with
sorrow and fear.- She looked at me
with a strange sort of unsympathizing
hardness in her eves. She had never
loved me. I knew what she thought.
She was saying to herself : ¢ Why not
this one instead of the other?’

¢O Auntie!’ I said, ‘I would die
for Annie; you know I would.’

At this she melted. <O honey!
don’ ye say that. The Lord’ — but
she could say no more. She threw
her apron up over her head and strode
away.

The doors of the house stood open.
I walked through room after room,
and found no huinan being. At last,
at the foot of the stairs in the back
part of the house, I came upon all the
servants huddled together in a cower-
ing, weeping group. Flut on the floor,
with his face to the wall, lay black
Ceesar, the coachman. I put my hand
on his shoulder. He jerked away im-
patiently.

‘Yer jest lemme lone, will yer?’
he said in a choking voice; then lift-
ing up his head, and seeing it was I,
he half sprang to his feet, with alook
of shame and alarm, and involuntarily
carrying his hand to his head, said :—

¢ O miss ! who's gwine to think yer’
—here he too broke down, and buried
his face in his great hands.

I did not speak, but the little group
instinctively opened to let me pass up
the stairs. 1 had a vague conscious-
ness that they said something as I
turned into a little cross-hall which
led to Annie’s room ; but without at-
tending to their words I opened her
door. The room was empty ; the bed
stripped of clothes ; the windows wide
open. I sank into a chair, and looked
from side to side. I was too late, after
all! That was why none of the ser-
vants dared speak to me A little
slipper of Annie’s lay on the floor by
the bed. I took it up and turned it
over and over in my hands Then i
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became conscious that my Aunt Ann
was speaking to me—was calling me
by nawe, earnestly, repeatedly, with
terror in her voice.

‘My dear, dear child; Helen, Helen,
Helen, she is not dead. She is in my
room. Come and see for yourself.’

I had seen my Aunt Aun every day
for nineteen years—I never knew her
until that moment ; I never saw her
real fuce until that moment.

1 followed her slowly through rooms
and passage-ways till she reached her
own chamber. The door was open,
the room was very dark. On the
threshold she paused, and whispercd,
‘ You must not be fiightened, darling,
She will not know you. She has not
kuown any one for six hours.’

1 kuelt down by the bed. Ina few
moments my eyes became used to the
darkuess, and i saw Annie's face lying
otiouless on the farther edge of the
bed, turned to the wall. 1t was per-

ectly white except the lips, which
Were almost black, and were swollen
and crusted over with the fearful fever.
er beautiful hair fell in tangled
Wasses, and half covered her face,

¢ She seems to Le lying very uncom-
fOl‘ta.bl.y,’ said Aunt Ann, ‘but the
df’ctur ordered that she should not be

Isturbed in any way.’

Llooked at my aunt’s face and lis-
tened to her voice in bewilderment.

€ whole world had for years called

€% and with apparent Jjustice, ‘a hard
30d ungymathising woman.” No hu-
Dan being had ever seen a really free
Unconstiuined smile on her face, or
c41d from her lips an impulsive word,
ben it was known that the genial,
::’l Icking, open-hearted H enry Ware
d&s Y0 marry her, everybody shud-
wehl‘ed. As years went on, everybody
w 0 8at by Henry Ware's fireside and
38 Lindied and made welcome by
chS' Undiminished and unconquerable

“elinesy, felt at the same time chilled
exce Paralyzed by the courteous, un-
Ey l'tlouul?le dignity of Mrs. Ware.

enl, having the freedom of a daugh-

“ 10 their houge, and loving my uncle
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hardly less than I loved my father,
had never once supposed that auybody
could love Aunt Ann, or that she
she would permit it. I always felt a
little terror when I saw Annie kiss
her, or my uncle put his arm around
her. My own loving, caressing, over-
flowing mother had given me Ly in-
heritance, and had taught me by ex-
ample, a type of love which knew no-
Iife without expression. And very
well 1 knew that sweet mother of
mine, whom the whole town loved,
and who herself loved the whole world,
seemed always turned into stone by
the simple presence of Aunt Ann.

And now Aunt Aun was sitting on
the floor by my side, clinging to my
band, resting my Lead on her bosom,,
and, as I felt instantly and instinctive.
ly, revealing in her every tone, look,
word, such intensity and passionate-
ness of feeling as 1 had never in my
whole life seen before. 1 saw then that
she had always held me side by side
with her own child in her heart, and
that she knew the rare quality of the
love 1 had for Anuie,

‘I ought not to have let you come
here,’ she said, more as if speaking to
herself than to me; they, too, Luve
but one.’

¢ But, Aunt Ann, you could not have
kept me out,’ 1 whispered.

‘Yes, I knew that, my child,” she
replied ; ‘but no one else would know
it.’

From that moment there was be-
tween my Aunt Ann and me a subtle
bond which partook of all the holiest
mysteries of love. There were bLoth
motherhood and the love of lovers in
my love for Annie. Annie’s mother
felt them, and was willing to have her
own motherhood added to and minis-
tered to Ly them. From that moment
1 believe not even her husband seenied
80 near to her in her relation with her
child as T.

I will not write out the record of the-
next two weeks. They seemed, as they
passed a thousand years ; and yet, in
looking buck on them, they seem only
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ilike one terrible breathless night. My
aunt and I alone did all that was done
‘for Annie. There were whole daysand
whole nights during which she talked
"incessantly, sometimes with such sub-
“tle semblance of her own sweet self,
‘that we could hardly believe she did
‘not know what she said ; sometimes
with such wild ravings that we shook
'in terror, and could not look at her
‘nor at each other. There were other
-days and nights through which she lay
in a sleep, which seemed no more like
'real sleep than the shrill voice of her
‘ravings had seemed like her real voice.
These were most fearful of all. Through
:all these days and nights, two men
with white faces and folded arms
‘walked up and down in the rooms be-
low, or crouched on the thresholds of
-our doors, listening for sign or word
‘from us. One was Annie’s father, and
the other was her lover, George Ware.
‘He was her second cousin, fifteen years
-older than she, and had loved her since
thedayshe wasone yearold, whenat the
ceremony of her christening, he,a proud
shy boy of sixteen, had been allowed
to carry her up stairs with her sweet
name resting fresh and new on her
little dewy forehead. Ah, seldom does
such love spring and grow and blaze
-on this earth as had warmed the very
air around Annie from the moment of
her birth. George Ware was a man
-of rare strength, as this love showed ;
-and with just such faithfulness as his

faithfulness to Annie, he had loved and

cared for his mother, who had been for
twenty years a widow. They lived on
the outskirts of the town, in a small
house almost buried in the heart of a
pine wood. The wood was threaded in
all divections by miles of narrow paths
which shone in the shaded sunlight as
if they were satin-floored. For nine-
teen years it had been George Ware's
_joy to roam these paths with his cou-
sin Annie; first, the baby whom he
drew in her wicker waggon ; next, the
wayward little child who walked with
stumbling steps and clung to his finger;
mext, the gay schoolgirl who brought
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all her perplexities and all her joys to
be confided to him under the pines;
next, the shyer and more silent maiden
who came less often, but lingered help-
lessly until twilight made the fragrant
aisles solemn and dim as cloisters ; at
last, the radiant, the child-like woman,
the promised wife !

No winter could set a barrier across
these pine-wood paths. When the
whole country about lay blocked and
drifted. and half buried with snow, all
these spicy foot-roads were kept clear
and level; and ready for Annie's feet.
‘Whole days of George Ware's strength
went into the work and joy of doing
this. In open spaces where the snow
had drifted deep, he wrought it into
solid walls almost as high on either
hand as Annie’shead. In dark nocks,
where the spreading pines and hem-
locks lay low and wide, he tossed the
snow into fantastic and weird masses
on the right and left,and cleared great
spaces where he knew the partridge-
berry would be ready with & tiny scar-
let glow to light up the spot.

This was George Ware’s wooing. It
never stepped into the glare, the con-
tention of profaner air. It was not &
seeking, a finding, a conquest ; but a
slow, sure growth of possession, which
has an eternal foundation and seemed
as eternally safe as the results of or-
ganic law.

George's picture hung in Annie’s
room, opposite the foot of her bed. Op-
posite the foot of the bed in her mo-
ther’s room hung a large engraving o
of the Sistine Madonna. I fancied
that in Annie’s quieter moments her
eyes rested with a troubled look upon
this picture, and one day, when she
was in a deep sleep, | exchanged the
pictures. I felt as if even lifeless can-
vass which had George’s face painte
upon it, might work her good.

At last there came a night,—thé¥
said it was the fourteenth, but the
words conveyed no meaning to me,—
there came a night when Dr. Fearing
who had been sitting by Annie's
for two hours, watching her eve
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breath, sprang suddenly to Lis feet,
and beckoned to my aunt und me to
follow him into the next room. He
shut the door, walked very swiftly
up to us, looked first into her face
then into mine; then felt her pulse,
and then mine, and then turning to
me, said,—

‘It will have to be you.” We looked
at him in sudden terror. The tears
were rolling down his wrinkled cheeks.

‘ Whatis it, William?’ gasped Aunt
Ann,

It will have to be you,” he went
on, looking me in the face, and taking
1o notice of her question ; ¢ your pulse
can be trusted. There has been a
change. When Annie wakes out of
this sleep she will know you. Itmay

e in two hours, and it may not be for
8ix. But if in that first moment she
18 alarmed, or agitated in any way,
she will die.’

‘O William, let me stay. I will be

¢alm,’ moaned my poor aunt,
hen I observed, for the first time,
that she had called him ¢ William.”
ud then, for the first and last time,
heard Dr. Fearing call my Aunt
hn ¢ darling,” and I remembered in
that ingtant that it had been said once
In my hearing, that it was because of
his love for Mrs, Henry Ware that

T. William Fearing had lived and
Wwould die g lonely man.

‘ Darling,’ he said, and put one
hand op her shoulder, ¢ you would kill
Jour child, I forbid you to cross the
threshold of that room till I come

You will thank me to-morrow.

) 1 you not trust me, Ann }’ and he
b°0ked down from his full height, this
W Ve old man, into the face of the
th°m&n he had loved, with a look like
€ look of one who dies to save ano-
th:r' It was but for one second, and
tu n’:, he wag again the physician, and
the g to me, went on, ¢ I have ano-

T Patient to whom I must iptantly
leow2d whom I may not be able to

Ieave for hours, You can do all that
Woul

{ possession of me,

d do—T believe,’ — then he
7 .
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felt my pulse again, and nodding his
head with a sort of grim professional
satisfaction, which no amount of emo-
tion could wholly divert from its de-
light in the steady nerves and undis-
turbed currents of a healthy body—
resumed, ‘ You have but one thing to
do: when she wakes, look perfectly
composed ; if she speaks, answer her
in a perfectly natural voice ; give her
two drops of this medicine, and tell

 her to go to sleep again. If you do

this, she will fall asleep at once. If
you show the least agitation, she may
die—probably will |’—and Dr. Fear-
ing was gone,

My aunt sat silently weeping. I
kissed her without speaking, and went
back to my chair by Annie’s bed. I
dropped the two drops of medicine in
to a spoon, and propped the spoon
carefully on a little silver tray, so that
1 could reach it instantly. It was Jjust
three o’clock in the morning. Hour
after hour passed. I could not hear
Annie’s breath. My own dinned in
my ears like the whir of mills. A ter-
ror such as I can never describe took
What if T were to
kill Annie? How could I look com-
posed 1 speak naturally ? What would
she say? If I could but know and
have my answer ready !

I firmly believe that the dawn of
light saved my senses and Annie’s life,
When the first red beam shot through
the blinds at the farther end of the
room, tears came into my eyes. I felt
as if angels were watching outside, A
tiny sunbeam crept between the slatg
and fell on the carpet. It wasno more
than a hair’s breadth, but it was com.-
panionship to me.  Slowly, steadily it
came towards me. I forgot all elge in
watching it. To this day I cannot see
& slow-moving sunbeam on a crimson
floor without a shudder. The clock
struck six, seven, eight, nine. The
bells rang for schools ; the distant hum
of the town began. = Still there was
no stir, no symptom of life, in the col-
ourless face on the pillow. The sun-
beam had crept nearly to my feet, In-
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voluntarily I lifted my right foot and
stretched it out to meet the golden
messenger. Had I dared to move I
should have knelt and reached my
hand to it instead. Perhaps even the
slight motion I did make, hastened
Annie's waking, for at that instant she
turned her head uneasily on the pil-
low and opened her eyes. 1 saw that
she knew me. I wondered how I could
have distrusted my own strength to
meet her look. I smiled as if we were
at play together, and said—

¢ Good morning, dear.’

She smiledlanguidly and said, ¢ How
came I in mamma’s bed ?’

I said, quietly, ¢ Take this medicine,
| best: the dear little baby! Please

darling ;' and almost befere the drops

had passed her lips her eyes closed, |
| where he belongs.’

and she had fallen asleep again.

When Dr. Fearing came into the
room at noon, he gave one swift,
anxious glance at her face, and then
fell on his knees and folded his face
in his hands. I knew that Annie
was safe.

Then he went into the next room,
silently took Aunt Annby the hand,
and leading her back to Annie’s bed-
side, pointed to the little beads of
moisture on her forehead and said,—

¢Saved !’

The revulsion was too much for the
poor mother’s heart. She sank to the
tloor. He lifted ler in his arms and
carried her out, and for the rest of
that day my Aunt Ann, that ¢hard
and unsympathising woman,’ passed
from one strange fainting-fit into an-
other, until we were in almost as
great fear for her life as we had been
for Annie's.

At twilight Annie roused from her
sleep again. She was perfectly tran-
quil, but too weak to lift even her
little hand, which had grown so thin
and wrinkled that it looked like a
wilted white flower lying on the white
counterpane.

Hour by hour she gained strength
under the powerful restoratives which
were used, and still more from the
wonderful elasticity of her tempera-
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ment. From the very first day, how-
ever, an indefinable terror of misgiving
seized me as often as I heard her
voice or looked into her eyes. In vain
I said to myself : ‘It is the weakness
after such terrible illness;’ ‘it is
only natural.” I felt in the bottom
of my heart that it was more.

On the fourth day she said suddenly,
looking up at the picture of George
Ware,— : -

“Why ! Why is Cousin George's
picture in here? Where is the Ma-
donna 1’

I replied: ‘I moved it in here, dear,
for you. I thought you would like it.’

¢ No,” she said, ‘1 like the Madonna

carry George back into my room
My heart stood still with terror.

She had never called George Ware
her cousin since their engagement.

. She especially disliked any allusion to

their relationship. This was her first
mention of his name, and it was in all
respects just what it would have been
a year before. Dr. Fearing had for-
bidden us to allude to him, or to her
wedding-day, or, in fact, to any sub-
ject calculated to arouse new trains
of thought in her mind. I wondered
afterward that we did not understand
from the first how he had feared that
her brain might not fully recover
itself, as the rest of her exquisitely
organized body seemed fast doing.

Day after day passed. Annie could
sit up; could walk about her room;
she gained in flesh and colour an
strength so rapidly that it was a mar:
vel. She was gentle and gay ap
loving ; her old rare, sweet self 1%
every little way and trait and expres”
sion ; not a look, not a smile, not #
tone was wanting; but it was the
Aunnie of last year, and not of thi¥
She made no allusion to her wedding
the day for which had now p ’
She did not ask for George.

To be continued.
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NEWSPAPER GOSSIP.
‘ ‘ 7 HAT can be done to keep our local

newspaper press from degenerat-

ing almost entirely into a receptacle for
mere gossip I If we take up one of our
Smaller sheets, we shall find, as a rule,
though there are honourable ¢Xceptions,
that the dearth of anything like news
is really appalling, and that its place is
filled up with petty items of fluating local
gossip with a sensational inguest or mur-
er thrown in to flavour the insipid con-
Soction.  Weare told, not only what A
and B and C have done or are doing, but
also what D and E und F are intending
to do at some future period, and possibly
Something that G and H did not do at
all, but which somebody has said they
id; whereupon G and H find it neces.
8ary to contradict the statement, and so
We have the space still further occupied
With the merest trifling, till one wonders
Why one takes local papers at all ! This
Very feminine tendency is not creditable
© our local editors, nor fair to their read-
©rs; while it is anything but elevating to
he public taste.  One can pity the sor-
Tows of a hard-worked editor who, in so
Uninteresting and unprogressive age as
ours, finds it so hard to gather from his
®xchanges items of general political or
Scientific or social or religious interest—
30 hard to find material for articles
Which might be general and profitable to
¥l—and so, in despair, fills up his col-
dmns with g series of “ little Pedling-
°0” jtems which it is sheer waste of
E‘ne to read through. But it does more
AT than this. The perpetual publish-
Ing of the private affairs of private indi-
Vidualy cultivates a taste for publicity
08t destructive to the dignity and deli-
t?»cy of feeling, without which our na-
"°%al character will have to stand a
Bood mMany degrees lower than that of its
pr°gemt0rs. The American character,
tican all see, has been much deterior.
licig, . the overweening mania for pub-
!&cry Which does not respect even the
gor ﬁdness of home life. We are in dan-
hey, ere of following their example. Let
ot SPaper editors remember that it is
Jair'to their readers generally to fill

up their columns, even partially, with
matters which interest only one or two
private individuals, while items of gene-
ral interest are thereby excluded. There
should be no “personals” but such as
relate to public men, whose actions are
of public interest, and a certain class of
polinting sensational garbage should be
rigorously excluded. T heartily wish we
could have some kind of press censorship
which should protect the interests of the
reading public by sifting out the trifling
gossip and poisonous criminal details
from the legitimate news for which news.
papers were intended, and to which they
should be confined.

MR. BEECHER AND BURNS.

A guest at the Table enquires on the
ground of what theology Mr. Beecher
expresses an enthusiastic hope of meet-
ing Burns in Heaven. I must say, by
the way, that as Mr. Beecher i8 so fre-
quently grossly mis-reported by the ordi-
nary press, I doubt very much whether
“W’8” quotation correctly gives his
language on the occasion referred to.
Judging by other instances of flagrant
perversion of his words, I think the proba-
bility is that it does not. However apart
from this, Ishould say from what I know
of Mr. Beecher’s usual teaching, that he
would reply to ¢ W that he professes
no other theology than that taught by
his Master—Christ—that ‘‘ repentance
and remission of sins” is the very key-
note of his commission to preach the
gospel ; and that the free and full for.
giveness promised to the trye penitent
is the fundamental condition for entering
on the higher life. No one who has any
true insight into the life and character
of Burns will deny that, great as were
his sins, his penitence was sincere. The
publican, the Prodigal Son, and the peni-
tent thief were all probably as great sin-
ners as Burns ; yet ¢ W » “would hardly
question the correct ‘“ theology ”’ of the
hope as applied to them. Why then in
the case of another penitent—Robert
Burns? F.
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ROMANISM v. UNITARIANISM.

In the Novembernumber of the CAxa-
pIAN MoONTHLY there appeared a para-
graph in ¢ Round the Table” which
interested me so much that I thought of
replying at the time, but was prevented
from doing so by other engagements.
1t interested me because it seemed a
sincere and honest expression of the
writer’s feelings ; and because the prob-
lem touched upon is one which must
often, in this age of infinitely divergent
opinions, perplex thoughtful minds.
¢« How two devoted seekers after truth,
both earnestly imploring the guidance
of Heaven,” says M. E. 8. 8., “ should
be led into Romanism on the one hand,
and Unitarianism on the other, is
incomprehensible to me.” To myself,
thinking both these systems of belief
largely founded on error, it is very difti-
cult to comprehend. But I think that
there are considerations which might
at least throw some light onit. The
natural bias of our minds, the habits of
thought and predispositions contracted
by education, all tend to colour our views
of truth, and it isnot God’s way of work-
working, miraculously toneutralise these.
1f, as 1 believe He has done, He has
given us in the Bible a revelation so
clear, that he who runs may read, and
has given us minds capable of compre-
hending it, the difficulty must, it seems
to me, lie in ourselves if we come to such
very opposite conclusions. Might we
not do more to divest ourselves of the
mists with which human sophistry and
human pride have so often obscured the
simple Word of Life? God has prom-
ised His Divine Spirit to all who ask 1t ;
but to receive it in its full illuminating
power, they must be willing to come in
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the simple trusting spirit of a little
child. To me, it seems that coming to
the New Testament in this spirit, one
could hardly land finally in either Rom~
anism or Unitarianism.

Buat, furthermore, God works in the
sphere of the spiritual, as well as that of
the physical, by laws, and in His infinite
patience and wisdom, often by slow
and gradual steps. It may be that all
the circumstances, the mental constitution
and educational influences being taken.
into cunsideration, the partial approxi-
mation to truth arrived at by two such
“ devoted seekers” as have been de-
scribed, is a necessary intermediate step
towards the possession of that greater
fulness of light which will eventually—it
may be very gradually—break in upon
them ;—so gradually, perhaps, that
they themselves will hardly be aware of
the transition, until they find that it is
daylight instead of dawn. At all events
M. E. 8. 8., by his (7) own avowal, has
reached the great central truth, that
God is Love—the central ray which
must expand into and illuminate every
subordinate truth. Keeping fast hold
of this clue, it seems to us that M. E.
S. 8. will find, as his knowledge of him-
self and of human life deepens, that
Unitarianism is very inadequate expres-
sion, either of the Inexpressible and in-
finite depths of that Love, or of the
almost infinite needs of man’s weak an
sin-laden nature. Divine Love giving
itself to raise us to the Divine, is, it i8
more and more manifest to me, at least,
the only adequate expression of Infinite
Love answering the deepest cry of the
human heart. But at least let us be
thankful for the truth that God is Loves
and so many different forms of thought
may find a meeting-place in this.
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Southey, by Epwarp DowpeN. English | summarized in this series, the positio?.

Men of Letters, edited by John Mor-
ley ; New York : Harper Bros. ; To-
ronto : Jas. Campbell & Son.

RoBERT SOUTHEY fills, more exactly
perhiaps than any of his predecescors
whose lives and works have been so ably

which is implied by the term ‘man ©
lettera.’

Of Milton, of Burke, of Shelley, 804
of Johnson, it may well be said that
they were lettered men, but they were
also something beyond and above
They were not only capable of using
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the uttermost those tools of human
speech and those forms of thought with
which their age furnished them ; but,
had need been, they couid themselves
have forged their own weapons and
stood the brunt of battle self-furnished
and self-contained. Accident of birth
ruled that these herces should show
their sacred light in the guise of Men of
Letters; but we can believe with Carlyle
that a more congenial age would have
left them still heroes, but heroes visible
to all men as prophets or as kings.
Southey cannot be fairly ranked with
such as these. '

Literature was the husk which pro-
tected the rich ripening kernel of these
great men’s souls. To Southey it was
more than this. The kernel had dwin-
dled into a nonentity, the husk of soft-
€ned relaxed texture and sweet unpro-
Nounced flavour remained the only
Product and ultimate aim of his being.

ave ag a literary man Southey is incon-
Celvable. A4s a literary man (perhaps

overing perilously near what Fichte
calls the “Hodman’ class) his industry
and application were wonderfully meri-
Orious. Whatever industry and regu-
l3!'1ty could do, he did. He wrote,—ye
8ods ! what did he not write? Dramas
and poems of inordinate length, volumes
of occasional pieces, histories, bio-
8raphies, reviews, essays and articles, all
Poured from his pen. That pen was
Dever jdle,—if no work was on hand
uge folio volumes of commonplace-
00ks must store up facts, gathered from
Miscellaneous reading, for future use.
en there was letter writing, a severe
®mand upon one's faculties and time in
18 days, but one from which he seems
Dever to have shrunk. Bravely and
c_eerfully he wrote them all, and not
Wlthqnt much praise and some more sub-

Stantia] recompense.
ino 2 almost feel ungrateful in record-
t‘lllg the tolerably unanimous verdict of
1 © present day upon his multifarious
:b‘)‘l!‘s. For Southey, in spite of the
wpplanse he gained, fondly looked for-
ex to that appreciation which he
ﬁelmcted posterity alone would be quali-
< pronounce.  Wordsworth was
.tgllparatx\'ely disregarded, and yet his
pu & knot of friends prophesied that the
i¢ would come round in time to

ml“'e and love his works. Was Southey

un:‘ne for fancying that this foretold
Uft 1; Of. poetic enthusiasm would also
little vessel on its flow and carry
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him higher and higher toward the kin-
dred stars 7 At any rate it is clear that
he entertained such hopes, and at least
as clear that they were utterly un-
founded.  Posterity reads his poems a
great deal less than his contemporaries
did and his essays and political works
not at all.

For it is but too clear that Southey
was no true poet. Mr. Dowden is a
sympathetic biographer ; he gives a full
full and fair history of Southey’s life,
which contained sufficient chances and
changes to admit of many graceful illus-
trations, such as we might well expect
could be culled from the voluminous
works of a true poet. Accordingly we
do tind some verses aptly enough intro-
duced ; but we shall look in vain for one
really good thought or even for a turn
of language that deserves a better
epithet than felicitous. The best Mr.
Dowden can say of his blank verse is
that it is at its highest when most nearly
imitating that of Landor, a poet of &
much higher calibre. On returning to
Southey’s own style Mr. Dowden com-
pares it to a smooth clear stream, laps-
ing away, ‘ never dangerously swift, nor
mysteriously deep.’ We need hardly
wonder at this when we find that, on
going over a poem for the second time,
‘it did not cost Southey a pang to draw
the pen across six hundred lines.’ 1f
the first rush of enthusiasm produced
nothing worth preserving in six hun-
dred lines, it need not surprise us that
further elaboratien, while perhaps im-
proving the poem as a whole, left its
backbone of poetic feeling still deficient
in stamina.

It is upon his shorter prose works with
their clear narrative and condensed ner-
vous language that Southey’sfame is now
most safely rested. His singularly
amiable personal character, and his close
connection with Wordsworth, Coleridge,
Landor and De Quincey, will ensure
interest in his life for generations to
come. But we very much doubt whether
the public will demand any more de-
tailed work than the present volume.
In it, Mr. Dowden has struck the right
key, seeking to interest us in Southey
the man, and from thence to lead us on
to his works, rather than to demand our
attention to his life on the score of our
presumed admivation for his poems.
The account of Southey’s childhood is
prettily told, his home at Keswick with
his own children growing up around
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him is touchingly pictured, We get
pleasant glimpses of Coleridge’s house-
hold, and little Hartley, prematurely
grave while being taken on a wheel-
barrow excursion, accounting for his
taciturnity by the frank avowal: ‘ The
pity is I'se always thinking of my
thoughts.”  We see the peaceful life
draw to its close among his beloved
books, old folios, dark quartos, parch-
ment-covered missals and illuminated
manuscripts, until, unable to read any
longer, the old man could only crawl
round the room and mechanically take
down a favourite book from the shelf,
hold it tenderly in his hand a little
while, and put it back again. When
even this last sad pleasure was over, and
Robert Southey died, it was with a con-
science, so far as we can tell, void of
offence towards all men, and the memory
of a life well spent in generous deeds
and active exertions.

Memoirs of Madame de Rémusat, 1802-
1808, Part 11., No. 98 Franklin Square
Library. New York : Harper Bros.
Toronto : James Campbell & Son,

The same lack of appreciation which
we noticed in the first part of Mme. de
Rémusat’s Memoirs is still perceptible.
The larger and broader side of Napo-
leon’s character, his faculties as a states-
man, a legislator, and an administrator
appear lost upon his chronicler. If we
are wrong in saying this, we can at least
confidently aftirm that his great qualities
are relatively lost and obscured by the
disproportionate attention the lady be-
stowed upon his little infelicities of man-
ner and apparent harshness of temper-
ament. We say apparent, because it is
clear to us that Napoleon was not the
Corsican ogre which contemporary Eng-
lish opinion painted him, nor the mur-
derer under disguise of judicial forms
that Legitimist circles chose to consider
him. Mme. de Rémusat fails to notice
this. The one chief crime that sullies
the great Emperor’s laurels, the execu-
tion of the Duc d’Enghien, seems to have
overcome her powers of impartiality,
and all subsequent actions are viewed
through the blood-red haze that exhaled
from the fosse of the fortress-prison of
Vincennes.

It is not for us to condone or explain
away that action. That it was a mistake,
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all the world has long agreed. Opinion
has also concluded that Cromwell was in
error when he ordered the execution of
Charles 1. But are we to imagine that
the feelings evoked by these deaths
were not anticipated and weighed anxi-
ously and carefully by the great men
whose fiats consigned those high born
victims to the fate of the criminal?
These arguments that suggested them-
selves so readily to us, can we suppose
that they never raised a suspicion in the
minds of the great Captains who had, by
sheer force of ability, ridden safely over
the waves of revolution and of war ! The
idea is ridiculous. Cromwell and Na-
poleon may have failed to give sufficient
weight to the sentimental feelings that
swayed the opinion of their people, but
they must have weighed them, and can-
not have lowered the opposing scale until
after a severe and protracted struggle.
What reasons of state, what ideas, more
or less mistaken, of duty to country, of
present peace and future prosperity that
scale may have contained, no one can
now tell so well as those men, who, soli-
tary in their greatness, saw the issue
trembling upon their lightest breath. As
Napoleon was more alone in this act
than Cromwell was in his, so must his
responsibility be the greater.

The opening episode of this Part is
Moreau’s conspiracy. Had Mme. de
Rémusat wished to do Napoleon justice,
what an opportunity she had here ! She
depicts him as determined to secure a
condemnation of Moreau, not in order
to kill him, but to remove his rivalry by
the equally effective process of a pardon.
She depicts his anxiety for this result as
extreme. Of this power and the utter
absence of any check or control upon
that power, there can be no doubt. And
yet, the judges dared to acquit Morean
of the heaviest charge and did not sub-
ject him to the sentence of death ! From
such judges and in such astate of public
sycophancy and adulation, does not this
independence speak volumes? In spite
of the unfortunate tendency of French
criminal jurisprudence to lean heavily
against the man accused of plotting the
overthrow of the State, these timi
judges had the courage to render a true
deliverance ! If they knew the intention
to pardon, their independence woul
have appeared to themselves altogether
Quixotish and unnatural, and merely
resnlting in the nation losing an effective
tableau of generous forgiveness on the
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part of its head. If they were in ignor-
ance of Napoleon’s real intentions, how
did they dare to come between him and
his prey unless they put a far juster,
fairer, and milder construction upon his
temper than it receives from Mme. de
Rémusat ? It may be said that one
judge, Lecourbe, was dismissed for his
part in the transaction. But with what
motive? Actions are easily chronicled,
and it costs your memoir-writer only a
splurt of a pen to tag on to each its
appropriate motive. Luckily we are not
confined to the reason the chronicler
chooses to give us, but may exercise our
discretion in finding another that may
fit the circumstances better.

We are told that the judges had pri-
vately expressed their conviction of
Moreau’s guilt to the Emperor, and that

* Lecourbe at the trial spoke strongly in

favour of the General’sinnocence. Napo-
eon appears to have dismissed Lecourbe
with the stinging epithet, ‘a prevari-
cating judge,’ the signification of which
Phrase” Mme. de Rémusat complacently
Temarks no one conld guess. We see
no difficulty in the riddle ourselves. A
Judge who leads his sovereign to believe
In a traitor’s guilt while inwardly per-
Suaded of his innocence may well be
Called a prevaricator, if no harsher term
Must be employod. When that sover-
€1gn is an absolute monarch, dependent
Upon his servants for the truth of the
Teports brought to him, upon which he
a3 to frame the daily conduct of his
realm, what punishment would be too
great for the trusted councillor who de-
¢elved that master in the points best
Nown to himself I To lead Napoleon
On into a fruitless contest, to commit
18 Imperial diguity to a struggle to
Obtain a conviction, and to compromise
U8 standing in the eyes of his people,
:ﬁ’ ile cherishing all the time the inten-
10n of frustrating tire hopes he raised,—
8re these no crimes ! Or, is not the feel-
g of having been thus duped sufticient
‘° account for the anger in which the
Wtoward result, no doubt, plunged the
Mperor,
Sef’“t how did he show his anger? In
m.].e“{ looks and cross words. Very hu-
Hating in a hero, no doubt. But none
€ less did he pardon a large number of
a € other conspirators, whose lives were
N 18 merey, including the Duc de Po-
8hac. - Still, his manner of doing it was
doggacwus. As a monarch, he would, no
ubt, have been more charming had he

preserved his aplomb and kept his stock
of pardons and good breeding intact.

This number takes us through the
brilliant scenes of the Coronations at
Paris and Milan, and the visit of the
Pope to France, through his surprise at
Ulm, to the campaign of Austerlitz. We
hear a good deal more of the Emperor’s
gallantries, which were perhaps hardly
worthy of so light a name. M. de Tal-
leyrand appears from time to time, and
affords an opportunity for remarks that
serve to measure Mme, de Rémusat’s
ideas of morality. We need not give the
details of the life of this priest, whose
vows were broken as freely as he shat-
tered all the ordinary restraints of hon-
our. After living for some years with a
mistress he was compelled by Napoleon
to marry her, and a Papal dispensation
obtained. This, Mme. de Rémusat con-~
giders a thousand pities, as he might
otherwise have become reconciled to the
Church, ‘resumed the Roman purple in
the autumn of his days, andat least re-
paired in the eyes of the world the scandal
of his life.’

Parliamentary Government in the British
Colonies. By Avpuevs Toop, Lib-
rarian of Parliament ; author of ¢ Par-
liamentary Government in England,’
etc. Boston: Little, Brown & Co.;
Toronto : Willing & Williamson.:

THis elaborate and eminently satisfac-
tory treatise is a fitting sequel to the
author’s larger work on ¢ Parliamentary
Government in England.” The latter
holds a high place, if not the very high-
est, as a constitutional authority in the
Mother Country ; and we believe the
present volume will hold an equally
unique position throughout the Empire.
The exposition of modern and more en-
lightened views of colonial rule which
are embodied, with us, in the convenient,
though not quite accurate, phrase of
‘responsible government,’ is full, com-
plete, and exhaustive. Moreover, the
cases and precedents, illustrative of the
principles laid down, are drawn from all
the self-governing dependencies of the
Crown, and cover all moot questions of
special moment up to the date of public-
ation. As a more extended survey of
the work may appearin a future number
of the MoNTHLY, it is only proposed here
to commend it to the reader’s careful
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study, by a brief glance at some'of its
salient features. The most obvious re-
mark to make, at the outset, is the prom-
inence given by Mr. Todd to the power
of the Crown, and, derivatively, of Col-
onial Governors and Lieutenant Gover-
nors. At the period when public, and
especially partizan, feeling was aroused
upon the Letellier case, we had occasion
to state, with some warmth and persist-
ency, the constitutional position of the
subject-matter in controversy. It was
satisfactory then, and more satisfactory
now, to find that so eminent an author-
ity as the Librarian of Parliament is
clearly and emphatically on the same
side. There were many reasons of ex-
pediency for doubting the prudence of
the ex-Lieutenant-Governor’s action.
The imputation of party predilection, on
his part, was certainly not made with-
out cause ; yet, on the other hand, there
were constitutional principies at stake
which, as they are paramount to any
temporary exigencies of party, should be
maintained at all hazards. = Mr. l'odd,
in a brochure published at the time, and
with greater fulness in the present work,
lays down the prerogative rights of a
Governor with clear and irrefragable
force and accuracy. The ascendency of
one party or the other may vary the at-
titude of Parliament in reference to ques-
tions of this sort ; but the maxims of the
Constitution remain the same, and as
they were settled long before the attempt
to warp them from political considera-
tions, they will assuredly survive the
temporary passions of the hour.

The heterodox notion that the Crown
has ceased to be anything but an orna-
mental figure-head of the body politic
cannot be too soon abandoned, because
if it should ever come to be accepted,
overtly or by implication, the balance of
the Constitution would inevitably be de-
stroyed. It is difficult to understand
how men have come to believe that the
royal authority is no longer a potent
energy in constitutional government,
unless it be, as our author suggests, on
account of the non-obtrusion of prerog-
ative before the public. But the fact
that although Ministers are responsible
to Parliament for all acts performed in
the name of the Sovereign or the Gover-
nor, is by no means inconsistent with the
exerciso of substantial power by the
head of the Government. It is only
proper that this authority should be ex-
erted at fitting occasions either by way
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of stimulant, or of restraint. In the
last resort, Ministers must either yield
or resign, and the ultimate appeal lies
to the people as between the advisers
who resist and those who assume respon-
sibility for the action of the Crown. The
rule is not personally amenable either
to Parliament or to the people ; but its
chosen advisers must answer for all
measures primarily to the one, and ulti-
mately to the other. By preserving in-
tact this delicate adjustment of prerog-
ative to responsibility, the successful
working of the British constitution can
alone be secured. It is singular that
while a great deal of political heresy is
proclaimed, with confidence, in popular
harangues, English statesmen of both
parties have always adhered steadfastly
to the orthodox view. It matters not
whether it be Lord Beaconstield or Mr.
Gladstone who has occasion to expound
his views upon the sphere and influence
of royal autho: ity, the result is the same.
The publication, by Sir Theodore Martin,
of the Prince Consort's Mewmoirs proves
couclusively the reality and practical
vigour of the Sovereign’s prerogative.
It is high time therefore, that, in the
Colonies, as well as in England, the true
position of a constitutional ruler, under
parliamentary government, should be
clearly laid down, and strenuously vin-
dicated. This task Mr, Todd has under-
taken, and performed with admirable
lucidity, power, and completeness in the
work before us.

We have only space now to give a
brief résumé of the contents of the trea-
tise. " The first chapter lays a basis or
groundwork for the main theses devel-
oped thereafter, by a glance at the re-
lation of the sovereign to parliamentary
government in England. Then, in natu-
ral order, follows an exposition of par-
liamentary institutions in the Colonies.
Clearly if the system, as transplanted in
British dependencies, was, mutatis mu-
tandis, to be,as Governor Simcoe phrased
it, * an image and transcript of the Brit-
ish Constitution,’ the key to its theory,
and the guide to its practical operation
must be sought in England. The third
chapter is occupied with what has long
been wanted, an historical account of the
introduction of parliamentary govern-
ment into the various colonies. Mr.
Todd begins with Earl Durham’s cele-
brated Report of 1839 and gives a suc-
cinct, yet comprehensive, abstract of the
instructions and despatches under which
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the new system was inaugurated. The
administrations of Lords Sydenham and
Metcalfe are then reviewed ; full credit is

iven to the enlightened rule of Lord

Igin under whom responsible govern-
ment was definitively established ; and
80 on to Confederation in 1867. A sim-
ilar step was taken, as regards Nova
Scotia and New Brunswick in 1848 ; and
on the other side of the line, parliamen-
tary rule was conceded to Tasmania and
Victoria in 1855 ; to New South Wales,
South Australia and New Zealand in
1856 ; to Queensland, in 1860 ; and to
Western Australin in 1875, ¢ The latest
of the British colonies admitted to the
Privileges of local self-government was
the Cape of Good Hope.” In each case,
Where difficulties were encountered at
the start, Mr. Todd sketches the meas-
ures adopted for their removal,

The fourth chapter on the practical
Operation of parliamentary government
In the colonies embraces too many topics
to be even glanced at in this cursory
Notice, It is divided into three parts,
deél»ling respectively with Imperial con-
trol over the colonies, the dominion of
& central colonial government over the
Subordinate provinces, and local self-
8overnment.  Each of these parts is
#2ain divided into sections in which each
®ature or department of authority is
Separately treated. The copiousness of

© Information given not merely shows
areful and extended research, but gives
Satisfactory evidence also of profound

Ought and study even to the minutest

Ctails, The Letellier case, to which
Teference has been made, is discussed
v length in pages 405 to 425. Chapter
fo, Xamines formally the position and
“hetions of a Colonial Governor, and
m‘ 1t the work ends. We can com-
1 0d the work, with com pleteconfidence,
°all who desire to become thoroughly

Ounded in the principles and practice
tn OUr constitutional system. It is for-
i Nate for the Dominion of Canada, that
re Teasures of learning, as well as its
Tnap o3 8re in the custody of a gentle-
‘,a!:‘tw © can use them with so much ad-
the %ge to the people of Canada and of
sin lmplre. The style of the work is

eg“ arly pure and lucid, to such a
nSree Indeed, that even those who dis-
one (fonmtutnonal studies will find not

W page in a treatise which they

Ing 3 '
“"gctliz:{? with equal pleasure and in-

The Statesman’s Year-Book for 1880, by
FREDERICK MaRTIN. London and
New York: Macmillan & Co. ; Toron-
to : Willing & Williamson.

This admirable annual of Mr. Martin,
of which the present volume is the
seventeenth issue, supplies a statistical
and historical summary of the States of
the civilized world, of the greatest value
to the accurate and intelligent reader.
The work comprises some eight hundred
pages, giving a précis of the facts em-
braced under the following heads : The
Constitution and Government ; The Re-
venue and Expenditure ; The Trade and
Industry ; The Area and Population,
and The Public Debt ; etc., of each
country in the world, together with the
names of its diplomatic and consular
representatives, the members of its
government, its rulers, and the strength
and cost of its military establishments,
So extensive and generally accurate a
compilation as this makes the work in-
valuable as a reference book, not only to
journalirts, librarians, and parliamenta-
rians, but to students of modern history,
and to all mercantile and public men.

Design and Darwinism, a Lecture (pub-
lished by request), by REv. JamEs
CarMIcHAEL, M.A., Hamilton. To-
ronto : Hunter, Rose & Co., 1880,

Phis little brochure, from the pen of
the Rector of the Church of the Ascen-
sion, Hamilton, is a laudable attempt,
in a popular form, to rescue the Teleo-
logical argument of Divine Design in
Nature from its supposed overthrow by
Mr. Darwin’s theory of the derivative
orizin of species. The bearing of Evolu-
tion on the doctrines of Natural The.-
ology is sufficiently alarming to incite
the pulpit to deal with its hypotheses,
though the cause for alarm rests more
upon the assumptions of Mr. Darwin’s
followers than upon Mr., Darwin himself.
It would be unwise, however, if the
pulpit should take up the discussion of
the subject without sufficient prepara-
tion, and the more so if taken up with
any strong prejudice against it. We do
not say that Mr. Carmichael is charge-
able on either of these grounds ; but we
think it possible that more thought on
the subject, even if there were no fur-
ther reading, would have led Mr. Car-
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michael to modify his condemnation of
Darwinism and still maintain his loyalty
to Christian belief. The cardinal de-
mand of Theology, it has been said, is
not a system which may be adjusted
to theism, nor even one which finds its
most reagsonable interpretation in theism,
but one which theism only can account
for. To a public teacher of Mr. Car-
michael’s honesty and breadth of view,
this surely is not what he would demand
from Science. Mr. Carmichael’s essay
should be in the hands, however, of
those who accept Science as the only
gnspel worth a thonght. The reader will
be a little puzzled by the erratic punctu-
ation which the author has, no doubt
inadvertently, allowed, and occasionally
by a little hastiness in ths construction
of his sentences. On page 25, Mr. Car-
michael says : * If Natural Selection, as
defined by Mr. Darwin, proves trium-
phant, it can only be so on the ruins of
Divine Design.” This quotation illus-
trates both our complaints.

The Scot in British North America. By
W. J. Rartray, B.A. Vol. 1. To-
ronto : Maclear & Co., 1880.

First Notice.

This handsomely printed volume is the
first of a series which promises exhaustive
treatment of one the most important fac-
tors in the history of the Dominion. The
history of the Scottish race in Canada, a
race which like that of the Northern
Etrurians in Rome, or the Norse in Eng-
land, is likely to influence the future
type of nationality in proportion to the
the strength of character, the political
and social vigour, which Mr. Rattray, in
the book before us, has traced from the be-
ginnings of Scottish history. A great part
of the present volume is taken up with a
resumé of this subject, which Mr. Rattray
treats from an entirely original point of
view ; his work is that of an historical cri-
tic, and he does not shrink from analyz-
ing the theories as to Scottish religionand
national character of even so severe a
judge as the late Mr. Buckle. These
early chapters are written in a manner
whose unaffected charm will carry the
reader over an interesting, although al-
most an unoccupied, field ; the interest

deepens as we read of the great religious
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r:volt under Knox and Melville, which
did so much to form that national type
of character—cautious, inquiring, pers’s-
tent—that analyzing, doubting, truth-
seeking temperament which, in David
Hume and John Stuart Mill, has left its
mark on the mind of the world. The mili-
tary history of the Scotch in the Mari-
time Provinces and in Quebec, forms the
subject matter of the second part of
this volume. It is curious to see how
many historic names—the Frasers, the
Macdonalds, the Macleans, the Came-
rons, etc.—uare identified with the earliest
history of British occupation of this coun-
try. The account given of the origin of
many of these families, now long estab-
lished and widely spread amongst us, will
make this work ‘the book of gold’ to all of
Scotchdescent in Canada. The philosophi-
caltonein whichmany vexed questions are
treated, the uniform courtesy with which
widely-differing creeds and opinions are
discussed, joined with the genuine ori-
ginality and weight of the thoughts, make
Mr. Rattray’s book a most valuable con-
tribution to that native Canadian litera-
ture, against which nameless journalists,
not too proud to gain daily bread by the
Canadian press, are but too ready to
sneer. We know of no book on Scottish
history which treats that important and
most interesting period with such vigor-
ous freshness. Mr. Rattray writes in full
accord with the latest results of modein
thoughtin its adaptation to historical crit-
icism, as represented by such writers a8
Mr. Lecky. The book is got up to do credit
to the Canadian publishing trade,—the
paper, the letter-press, and the exceed-
ingly handsome binding, are a fit vehicl®
for one of the most interesting and pleas-
ing works which,evenin these hard times,
have appeared to confute the mnaligners
of our native literature. Of course, the
interest of Mr. Rattray’s work will muc
increase with that part of his series whic
will treat of the civil history of Canada;
still, the volume before us is the most
promising contribution we have yet see
to the historical literature of the Dom”
ion, and the talented author and hi®
enterprising publishers should be encoU”
raged at once by a large sale for the books
so far as it has appeared. In our ne‘d
number we hope to give a more extende
notice of the book ; meantime we haste?
to give it our heartiest welcome and ouf
warmest recommendation.
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MUSIC AND THE DRAMA.

HE principal musical event of the
month was the visit of the Strakosch
Ttalian Opera Company. There was a
time when the people of Toronto used to
look upon Mr. Max Strakosch as the
eatrepreneur, par excellence, of Italian
Opera for the North American conti-
hent, and when lovers of music amongst
Us felt secure in relying on him for
Worthy representations of the works of
the masters, and for faithfully carrying
Out any pledges which he might make to
the public. That time, we think, has now
gone by. The scratch company which
he brought here in the fall of 1876, did
uch, by their slovenly performances,
I which the prompter was one of the
Principal opere: personcee, to shake con-
dence in ft)im; and the recent visit of
18 present company has gone far towards
¢stroying what little may have remain-
&d.  Of five leading ladies advertised by
I, only iwo, Miss Litta and Miss Lan-
Caster, put in an appearance ; while in
Other respects the performances were by
:‘.0 Means such as the published adver-
'Sements gave one a right to expect.
T e,operas produced were ¢ William
i el and ¢ Carmen.’” On the first even-
Ng the audience was large, and was pre-
s 3red to be pleased with anything. In
olfn]:f’ however, of the beautiful singing
int atilda’s aria d’entrata, by Miss Litta,
i e only scene in which that charming
nger cundescended to appear ; of the
Sece fendering of the great trio in the
an ;nd act by Signors Petrovich, Storti,
Castelmary ; and of the unobtrusive,

cag tul, and moving acting of Miss Lan-
tie ‘e}’l': as Tell’s son, Jemmy, the inartis-
ou C Orus-work, and the senseless and
ual] geous mutilation of the opera, grad-
cllx-ty ade their influence felt, and the
8ip Aln fell amid some very earnest his-
We PR Incident almost unprecedented,
Oper, 18V, in the performance of Italian
o this city. There were, of course,

by b Tedeeming features. Miss Litta,
She ¢ " Singing in the only scene in which
ab)g il)"l))e“rﬁq, sustained the very favour-
]"'ty Pression which she created here
Siguorar’ 28 Marguerite, in ¢ Faust’ ; and
Stortj gave a rendering of the

|
|

title réle, which, notwithstanding that
the singer occasionally taxed his vocal
resources to the utmost, was, on the
whole, powerful and dramatic. The
chorus was strong in male voices, but
sadly deficient in female ones, which
moreover, had apparently been selected
for their experience, rather than for thejr-
musical quality. The orchestra was well
balanced, and well under control.

The performance of ‘ Carmen,” though
by no means completely satisfactory, was.
more so than ¢ William Tell,” inasmuch
as the opera was given almost entire,
and not mutilated by the ruthless exci-
sion of some of its best portions. Mdlle.
Valerga acted the part of the title rgle
with spirit and discretion. She did not
colour it 8o highly as some other ladies
have done, for which, no doubt, her
audience was duly grateful. We have
one exception to take to an otherwise
excellent performance. At the close of
the third act, where her lover, Don J 086,
is leaving her for the purpose of going-
to his dying mother, she rushes towards
him with a drawn knife for the purpose
of stabbing him, and is only restrained
from executing her intention by the in-
tervention of her companions. This
incident is an innovation quite unwar-
ranted by the text, and utterly out of
keeping with the nature of the situation.
In a musical sense Mdlle. Valerga was
far less satisfactory than in a dramatic
one. The numbers allotted to the fair
but frail cigar-maker, she sang toler-
ably well, considering the means at her
disposal ; but her voice is quite inade-
quate to meet the demands which the
exacting music of the part makes upon
it. Rignor Lazarini, the Don José, has.
an agreeable tenor voice and sings well,
but his acting is merely conventional ;
and Mr. Gottschalk’s fine sympathetic
baritone told well in the music allotted
to the Toreador, though his interpreta-
tion lacked the fire and energy which
Sig. Pantaleoni threw into the part last
season. Miss Lancaster, who, by her
conscientious singing and acting, has
made herself an established favourite
here, was as charming as ever in the
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grateful part of Michaele, and won a
well-mericed special recall at the close of
the third act. Signor Tagliapietra, who
took a subordinate 1éle in each opera,
is, we regret to say, but a shadow of his
former self. His voice is gone. It was,
indeed, difficult to believe that the singer
who filled the insignificant parts of Gessler
and Morales was the same person as the
one, who, by his superb singing and act-
ing, and his majestic stage presence, did
80 much towards making the engage-
ment of the Mohalbi Opera Troupe,
when it appeared here some years ago,
the success which it actually was. ¢ Car-
men,” we think, will never become a
popular opera in Toronto. The libretto
is quite unworthy of the musical setting,
and the music requires repeated hearing
to be fully appreciated. Modelled appar-
ently in accordance with the theories of
Wagner, it has no ear-catching melodies
which the listener carries away with him.
Its fascination is of an altogether differ-
ent kind. Sensuous and bizarre on the
surface, it has, especially in the wonder-
ful orchestration, a deep, sad undertone,
ominous of the tragical close, which con-
stitutes its real though secret charm.
This quality it is, which, when one has
fully felt it, makes the music haunt one
like a spell.

If Mr. Strakosch’s Opera Troupe was,
in a certain sense, ‘a fraud,’ the French
Opera Bouffe Company of Mr, Grau,
which appeared at the Royal Opera
House, was a worse one. The names of
three leading ladies, Mdlles Paola Marié
and Leroux-Bouvard,and Mdme Angele,
were paraded conspicuously all over the
city and in the newspapers, but not one
of the owners of them appeared. In this
<ase the imposition was carried so far as
to put the name Paola Marié on the
book of an hotel in the city, and to in-
sert it, as well as that of Mdme Angbdle,
in the playbills. Mdme Angetle, we un-
derstand, was in the city, but was too
unwell to appear; but Mdlles Paola
Marié and Leroux-Bouvard were, it is
said, nearer New York than Toronto.
M. Capoul appeared in one of the three
performances given, that of ¢ La Fille de
Madame Angot.” His voice was never
a particularly good one, and it is not
now what it once was ; but he showed,
by his intensely dramatic singing, what
great results may sometimes be achieved
with comparatively slender means. The
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down on the playbills of ‘La Fille de
Madame Angot’ and ¢ Madame Favart’
as Paola Marié, but who, we understand,
was really Mdlle Bazin, is possessed of a
powerful but somewhat coarse mezzo-
soprano voice, and sings and acts with
true French spirit and verve. The best
feature of the performances, however,
was the really admirable chorus, which
was as good as that of Mr. Strakosch’s
company was indifferent. The orches-
tra, on the other hand, was so abomin-
ably loud as to drown most of the solo
singing.

The dramatic bill of fare for the month,
at the Grand, was of a miscellaneous
character. Herr Bandmann and his com-
pany, and the Berger Concert Troupe
have been in Toronto before, and their
merits are sufficiently well known. The
principal novelty was the Canadian local
burlesque on ¢ Pinafore,” known as ¢ H.
M. S. Parliament,’ in which Sir Samuel
Tilley and the N. P. are so mercilessly
satirised that, notwithstanding the dis-
claimer of the author (who, by the way,
is an old contributor to the MoNTHLY),
it is hard to acquit him of the charge of
partisan bias. The piece is a really very
clever and effective jeu d'esprit, and is
worthy of note as being, we believe, the
first important native Canadian product
in the dramatic line. The principal
feature of the performance was the mar-
vellously faithful portrait, at full length,
which Mr. Arnold gave of Sir John A.
Macdonald.

The only other item of the month
which calls for notice was the appear-
ance. for one night only, of Miss Lotta
and her company, in ¢ Musette,’ a play
written by the American dramatist, Mr.
Frederick Marsden. The plot is suflicl-
ently hackneyed, and the drama slto
gether is of somewhat slight texture ; but
its author’s name is a sufficient guarante®
that it is well written, which is mor®
than can be said of most American play®:
As for Miss Lotta herself, she is outsid®
the pale of the critical canons of the
dramatic art, and to attempt to sub]?"t
her to them would be very much like
breaking a butterfly upon a wheel. The
dictum of one who knew somethin8
whereof he spoke, that the office of th?
drama is ‘to hold the mirror up ?
nature,’ it would be absurd to apply 2
her case. Her aim is simply to amus®’
and as, according to common report, &

lady who permitted herself to be set ' has several hundred thousand reas®
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for believing that her efforts in that di-
rection have been successful, she proba-
bly cares little whether 8o desirable a
consummation has been brought ahout
Y legitinate artistic means or not.
Amusing she undoubtedly is. She sings
and dances well ; she has abundance of
animal spirits ; and she is as lively as a
cricket, and as saucy as an American
8poilt child is commonly reputed to be,
But an actress, in the true sense of the
word, she undoubtedly is not. <She is
thoroughly self-conscious, having her eye
always on the audience, and never on
the personssheis playing with. She does
Dot jdentify herself with the character
she is representing, but is always simply
and solely—Lotta. Her tricks and airs
and graces, and her * cunning’ ways,
are all put on ; they are not the genuine
and irrepressible outcome of the nature
of the person sheis supposed to represent,
ut merely affectations. An item went
the rounds of the papers lately to the
Sffect that, when Miss Neilson, Miss
ary Anderson, and Miss Lotta re-
cently appeared simultaneously in three
theafres in Boston, Lotta drew two
thousand dollars a week more than either
Of her rivals. 1f this be so—and we see
Mo reason to doubt the statement—all
t we have to say is, 80 much the worse

r Boston’s boasted culture. Adelaide
eilson and Mary Anderson are great
Qramatic artists, the one in esse, the other
 posse. Lotta is—a performer, —a dis-
Inction with a profound difference. The
Usette of the play in which she ap-
Peared here is supposed to be a mischiev-
%“8 young English girl, or rather child.
oronto play-goers have had the character
ﬁ?sented to them to the life at least once,
o '8 Marion Elmore, who, when the
olville Folly Company visited Toronto
® 8eason or two ago, took the part of the
SMale babs in the burlesque of the
en_&bes in the Wood,” enabled them to
i 1OV that treat. Her personation (par-
. Cularly in the school-room scene) was
0 Unstudied, so perfectly free from self-
the JClousness, and so thoroughly natural,
m.& 1t was not like acting at all, but
italgllflt have been taken for the real thing
fu] 1., Lhe difference between a delight-
ang 1t of genuine acting such as this,
D!‘ec'the Performance of Miss Lotta, is
mo \8ely the same as that between dia-
Othep and paste, The one is true ; the
rog false. The Musette of Lotta re-
¢e8 no being that was ever seen

o
“ the faco of the earth ; but approaches
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most nearly to that odious product of
American civilization, the saucy, preco-
cious, spoilt child, who ‘bosses’ the
household of which it is a member ; 8ays
the miost insolent things to, and plays
the rudest practical jokes upon, its fath-
er’s guests, or, for that matter, its father
himself ; flirts with its boy lovers with
all the arts and all the self-consciousness
of an old coquette, well up in the busi-
ness ; and, in general, asserts itself with
so much self-will, that its elders and bet-
ters have nothing else to do but to efface
themsclves. In England, a child who
should do and say half the rude things
that' Musette does, would be well spanked
and sent off to bed. This sort of crea-
ture appears to be getting altogether too
common across the lines.” It appears in
American literature, as well as in Ameri-
can life and on the American stage. An
embryonic type of it, of a comparatively
innocuous variety, was presented for our
admiration in ¢ Helen’s Babies.” The
genuine article, in its most disagreeable
form, obtruded itself as an unpleasant
novelty upon the conscivusness of Lord
Dufferin, and he took occasion, in one of
his public speeches, to give expression to
the disgust with which it inspired him.
Any N. P. which would prevent the im-
portation of this particular American
product into Canada,—we do not mean
upon the stage, but inreal life,—would be
an unadulterated blessing. If the degen-
eration of the race of American children
goes on in the future at the same rate as
1t appears to have done in the past, a
real child, artless, free from self-con-
sciousness, and capable of such a thing as
blushing, will, in a few generations, be-
come as great a rarity throughout the
United States, as an honest politician
or a Mohican Indian.

The company which came with Miss
Lotta was a remarkably good one, and
contributed very greatly to the success of
the play. Every part, down to the
smallest, was satisfactorily filled. Two
were played so exceptionally well as to
deserve special mention. Mr, Marble,
as Musette’s lover, an awkward , bashful
lout of a boy, was nearly as amusing as
Lotta herself, and far more natural ; and
Mr. Anderson, as Adelante, the ex-gipsy
chief, gave so powerful and impressive a
rendering of the death-scene in the
second act, as to receive an enthusiastic
call before the curtain at its close.

Miss Lotta’s success in her particular
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line has, as might have been expected,
produced a host of imitators. Two of
these, Miss Minnie Palmer and Miss
Annie Pixley, recently appeared at the
Royal here. Miss Palmer, who came
with a play called ‘Our Boarding
School,” has little but her beauty and
her sweet singing voice to recommend
her. Shehasfew of the virtues and most
of the vices of the original whom she
copies ;and to her borrowed stock of the
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latter commodity she has added some
native to herself. Miss Pixley, however,
is an actress of a different order. Her
Mliss, in the dramatisation of Bret
Harte’s well-known story, is a genuine
child of nature, and, barring a few
touches of self-consciousness and some
other trifling blemishes, as unstudied as
it is delightful. The imitator here, has
far surpassed her original.

THE ‘MONTHLY’S’

Little Nellie was looking at some pic-

tures of wild animals when Mr. Jorkins !

called, and appealed to that gentleman
to explain one of the pictures. *That
is a wild boar,” said he, and the little
lady looked at it thoughtfully and re-
plied—* Tt doesn’t look like you, does it,
Mr. Jorkins ” ‘I hope not,” responded
the guest. ¢ Why P’ ¢ Because,” said the
artless infant, ¢ mamma said, when your
card was sent up, * There isthat old
bore Jorkins again ! "’

The more a man accomplishes the
more he may. An active tool never
goes rusty. You always find those men
the most forward to do good, or to im-
prove the times and manners, always
busy.

Lady : ‘But tell me, Miss Jenkines,
why you are not satisfied,’—Governess :
¢ Well, the fact is, madam, I should be
perfectly contented to stay if Master
Tommy were not so plain, but I am
afraid of his being taken for my little
boy some day, when we are out walking,
and that would be so very unpleasant I’

Macready was one of the most care-
less actors at rehearsals, and was often
an enigma to the country actors. At one
time he was playing Virginius, in which
his natural and colloquial style threw
the actors off their guard. One in par-
ticular imagined the ‘ star’ to be address-
ing him in familiar conversation. For
instance, the lines—
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¢ Do you wait for me to lead Virginiain?
Or will youdoso?

were spoken very naturally, and the
actor replied. ¢ Uh, I don’t mind, Mr.
Macready ! Just as you like—the way
they do it in London.” Another instance
occurred when he was rehearsing
William Tell. The line was, ‘Do you
shoot I’ ¢ A little,” was the answer ; ‘ but
I don’t fancy them cross-bows, Mr.
Macready, though I'm fond of a gun.’

It is related that Archdeacon Denison
was once closely pressed in an argument,
but was evidently resolved to die hard ;
and at length his antagonist, a virtuous
engineer of the Smiles ideal, lost
patience at the regular warfare of the
Archdeacon. ¢ Look here, sir,” he ex-
claimed despairingly, ‘do you acknow-
ledge that two and two make four? ‘1
am not prepared to make an admission
of that importance,’ replied the Arch-
deacon, ‘ till I have given the subject the
maturest consideration. Sometimes it
is supposed they make twenty-two.’

In a Connecticut district school, a few
days since, a little boy six years old wa#
seen to whisper, but denied doing 89
when reproved by the teacher. He wa$
told to remain after school, when the
teacher, trying to impress upon hi
youthful mind the sinfulness of not
speaking the truth, asked him if theY
did not tell him in Sunday-school where
bad boys went who told falsehoods-
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Choking with sobs, he said : ¢ Yes, marm,
it's a place where there is a fire, but I
don’t remember the name of the town.’

A Glasgow minister was recently called
in to see a man who was veryill. After
finishing his visit, as he was leaving the
house, he said to the man’s wife, ‘My
good woman, do you not go to any
church at all? “Oh, yes, sir; we gang
to the Barony Kirk.” ™ Then why in the
world did you send for me ? why didn’t
you send for Doctor Macleod? *Na,
ha, we wadua risk him.  De ye ken it’s
a dangerous case of typhus ?

The late Charles Lever, when Consul
at Trieste, accompanied his daughter on
a visit to London. Lord Lytton, hear-
Ing of his arrival, invited him to dinver.

Ah, Lever,” said he, greeting him, ‘so
glad you were able to come ! You will
Mmeet  your chief—Clarendon’—then

inister for Foreign Affairs. But Lever
had omitted the formality of applying
orleave. ‘I fear 1 must retire,” he re-
Plied, making for the door, which at
at instant opened, Lord Clarendon
Léng announced.  After shaking hands
With the host, his lordship espied Lever
before he could make good his retreat.—

. Ah, Mr. Lever, I didn’t know you were
1 England ! I didn’t even know you

'ad asked for leave.’— No-n-no, my

Ord, stammered the witty novelist ; ¢ I

Ought it would be more respectful to

Your lordship to come and ask for it in
DPersop,

inThe clergyman in a certain town hav-
o
Mmatrimony between two persons, he
a3 followed by the clerk reading the
YN beginning with these worda, ¢ De-
Uded souls that dream of Heaven !’

faiThe London Times says :—¢ If the af-
3“55 of the world were brought to a
be den close at this moment, it would
m A curious matter of speculation how
wﬂny People would be even with their
bel; One ingenious person did, we
i ve, attempt such an estimate, and
cOu‘“t)l'lvlctlon was that, taking into ac-
cens t e few cases of superhuman ex-
va,nce In which people would be in
fﬂungce’ we should, on an average, be
nd to be a quarter of a year behind-
o all round, alike in work and in in-
e,
,.}:; 18an affscting sight, says the Boston
Weript, to see two young men.only

£, a8 the custom is, published the banns |
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about twenty or twenty-five years of age,
in soldier’s blue upon our streets turning
a hand-organ and collecting nickles on
this gala day. It is all the sadder when
it is remewmbered that the war closed
fifteen years ago, and that at the time
when those veterans suffered and bled
for their country they could not have
been more than five or ten years of age.

‘ Is there any opening here for an in-
tellectual writer 1’ asked a seedy, red-
nosed individual of an editor, ¢ Yes, my
friend,’ replied the man of quills. ¢ A
considerate carpenter, foreseeing your
visit, left an opening for you. Turn the
nob to the right.’

Talleyrand wrote a lord who had bored
him : ‘ Dear Lord Blank,—Will you ob-
lige me with your company on Wednes-
day next at eight o’clock ? T have invited
a number of exceedingly clever people,
and do not like to be the only fool among
them.’

A Farmer in a village in Hampshire,
was invited to attend a party at the
squire’s one evening, where there was
music, both vocal and instrumental. On
the following morning he met one of the
guests, who said: ¢ Well, farmer, how
did you enjoy yourself last night ? Were
not the quartettes excellent? ¢ Why,
really, sir, I can’t say,’ said he, ¢ for I
didn’t taste ’em ; but the pork chops
were the finest I ever did eat.’

A small girl in her first school experi-
ence, said : ¢ Mother, you told me the
other day that the ocean was big, but it
says in my reader that two drops make
the ocean.” Both parents protested that
there was some mistake, and asked her
toconsult the mysterious text-book again.
¢ Well, mother,” said she the next day,
‘I was right. The reader says, ‘¢ Drop
added to drop makes the ocean.”’

‘I was at church to-day, and enjoyed
it greatly.” ¢An !’ said his pious land-
lady. ‘1 am glad of that. I didn’t
see you, though. On which side did you
sit 7’ ‘Ahem-—yes—ahem !’ stammered
the disconcerted Jones; ‘I sat on the—
outside.’

‘Idon’t see how there ever came to
be 8o many words in the world !’ ex-
claimed a girl who was studying her
spelling-lesson. * Why, sis,’ said her bro-
ther, ‘ they come through folks quarrel-
ing.  Then, you know, one word always
brings on another.’
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The happiest man in the world is the : your life, They appear so when they

one with just wealth enough to keep him
in spirits, and just children enough to
make him industrious,

The eyes of the multitude are not
strong enough to look upon the truth,
and, generally, where they blink most
there is most truth.

Let a woman once think you uacon-
querable, and unless she is unlike all
other women, she will exert all her en-
ergy to conquer you.

A fool in a high station is like a man
on the top of a high mountain—every-
thing appears small to him, and he ap-
pears small to everybody.

Drop by drop falls into the clear well-
spring of youth the bitter water of expe-
rience ; and there is no filterer this side
of the grave that can restore the old
purity.

Man is never wrong when he lives for
others ; the philosopher who contem-
plates from the rock is a less noble image
than the sailor who struggles with the
storm.

Quaint old Fuller says : ¢ Let him who
expects one class of society to prosper in
the highest degree, while the other is in
distress, try whether one side of his face
can smile while the other is pinched.’

Lord Chesterfield heard it remarked,
that manu is the only creature that is en-
dowed with the power of laughter.
" ¢True,’ said the earl, ‘ and you may add,
perhaps, that he is the only creature that
deserves to be laughed at.’

*If we are to live after death, why
don’t we have some certain knowledge of
it 7’ said a sceptic to a clergyman. ¢ Why
don’t you have some knowledge of this
world before you come into it !’ was the
caustic reply.

Men of power are seldom wordy or
diffuse—they indulge not in decorative
trappings of rhetoric—but by a few bold
master-strokes, give determined expres-
sion to the essential and central idea, to
which all minor thoughts are subordi-
nate.

Live as long as you may, the first
twenty years form the greater part of

are passing—they appear to be so when
we look back to them—and they take up
more room in cur memories tham all the
years which succeed them.

Sir J. Mackintosh asked a deaf and
dumb pupil, in Paris : *‘ Doth God rea-
son?” He replied: ¢ To reason is to
hesitate ; to doubt, to inquire ; it is the
highest attribute of limited intelligence.
God sees all things, foresees all things,
knows all things ; therefore, God doth
not reason.”

A man of an exceedingly contracted
mind, was one day complaining to an ac-
quaintance that he had an acute pain—
a little sharp pain, not bigger, seemingly,
than the point of apin. It’s amazing,’
he continued, ‘don’t you think it is?
What do you suppose is the cause of it ¥
¢ Why really, I don’t know,’ replied the
other, ¢what part of you should be sub-
ject to so very minute a pain, unless it
be your soul.’

The female heart may be compared to
a garden, which, when well cultivated,
presents a continued succession of fruits,
and flowers to regale the soul and delight
the eye ; but, when neglected, produces
a crop of the most noxious weeds—large
and flourishing, because their growth is
in proportion to the warmness and rich-
ness of the soil from which they spring.
Let the mind of the young and lovely
female be stored with useful knowledge,
and the influence of women, though un-
diminished in power, will be like the
diamond of the desert, sparkling and
pure, whether surrounded by the sands
of desolation, forgotten and unknown,
or pouring its refreshing streams throug
every avenue of the social and moral
habit.

The Editor of the Fort Plain Register,
proud of the telephone connecting hi8
house and office, shouted to his wife,
¢ Mr. Skidd will dine with us to-day,
and, turning to the prospective guest
said, ‘ Now you can say a word to her;
but as he was about to do so, the word®
came distinctly, ‘Tell him we don&
keep a restaurant on washing day-
Skidd made no excuse, and went to 8%
eating-house.



