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VICTORIA.

BY ALFRED AUSTIN,

Poct Lawreate.

The lark went up, the mower whet his scythe,
On golden meads kine ruminating lay,

And all the world felt young again and blithe,
Just as to-day.

The partridge shook her covey from her wings,
And limped along the grass; on leaf and lawn

Shimmered the dew, and every throat that sings
Chanted the dawn.

In the green wheat the poppy burst aflame,
Wildrose and woodbine garlanded the glade,
And twin with maiden Summer, forth there came

A summer Maid.

Her face was as the face of mid-June when
Blossoms the meadowsweet, the bindweed blows:

Pale as a lily first She blenched, and then
Blushed like a rose.

They placed a Crown upon her fair young brow,
They put a Sceptre in her girlish hand,

Saying, *“Behold! You are Sovereign Lady now
Of this great Land:”

silent She gazed, as one who doth not know
The meaning of a message. When she broke

The hush of awe around her, ’twas as though
Her soul that spoke.

“ With this dread summons, since tis Heaven's decree,
I would not palter, even if I could;

But, being a woman only, I can be
Not great, but good.

“1 cannot don the breastplate and the helm,
To my weak waist the sword I cannot gird,
Nor in the discords that distract a Realm ~
Be seen or heard.
Vor. XLIX. No
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“But in my people’s wisdom will I share,
And in their valour play a helpful part,

Lending them stilly in all they do or dare,
My woman’s heart. .

“And haply it may be that, by God’s grace,
And unarmed Love’s invulnerable might,

I may, though woman, lead a manly race
To higher height ;

“If wise will curb disorderly desire,
The Present hold the parent Past in awe,
Religien hallowing with its sacred fire
Freedom and Law.

“Never be broken, long as I shall reign,
‘The solemn covenant ’twixt them and me,

To keep this Kingdom, moated by the main,
Loyal yet free.”

Thus with grave utterance and majestic mien

She with her eighteen summers filled the Throne
Where Alfred sate: a girl, withal a Queen,

Aloft, alone!

But Love that hath the power to force apart
The bolts and baulk the sentinels of Kings,

Came o’er the sea, and in her April heart
Folded his wings.

‘Thenceforth more dear than diadem She owned
A princely helpmate, sharer in her trust,

If not her Sceptre :—since, withal, enthroned
By Time the just.

Scorner of wrong, and lover of the right,
Compounded all of nobleness he seemed,

And was indeed the perfect gentle Knight
The poet dreamed.

So when the storm of wrath arose that drave

Scared Rulers from their realms, Her Throne, deep laid
In liberty and trust, calm shelter gave

To Kings dismayed.

And stronger grew the bond of love and grace
Betwixt Her and her People, while that She

Reigned the glad Mother of a Royal race,
Rulers to be.
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Jut Death that deepens love in darkening life
Turned to a pall the purple of her Throne.

‘Then, more than once the maid, the widowed wife
Reigned all alone!

“TLeave me awhile to linger with the dead,”
Weeping, She sued. * But doubt not that I still
Am nuptialled to my People, and have wed
Their deathless will.

“‘Their thoughts shall be my thoughts, their aim my aim,
Their free-lent loyalty my right divine;

Mine will I make their triumphs, mine their fume,
Their sorrows mine.

“And I will be the bond to link them all
In patriot purpose till my days be done,
So that, in mind and might, whate’er befall,

They still keep One.”

Then to the winds yet wider was unfurled
The Flag that tyrants never could enslave,
Till its strong wisdom governed half the world,

And all the wave!

And, panoplied alike for War or Peace,
Victoria’s England furroweth still the foam

To harvest Empire, wiser than was Greece,
Wider than Rome!

‘Therefore with glowing hearts and proud glad tears,
The children of her Island Realm to-day

Recall her sixty venerable years
Of virtuous sway.

Now too from where Saint-Lawrence winds adown
"I'wixt forests felled and plains that feel the plough,
And Ganges jewels the Imperial Crown
That girds her brow;

From Afric’s Cape, where loyal watchdogs bark,
And Britain’s Sceptre ne'er shall be withdrawn,

And that young Continent that greets the dark
When we the dawn;

From steel-capped promontories stern and strong,
And lone isles mounting guard upon the main,

Hither her subjects wend to hail her long
Resplendent Reign.

And ever when mid-Tune’s musk-roses blow,
Our Race will celebrate Victoria’s name,

And even England’s greatness gain a glow
¥rom Her pure fame.
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ClF THE QUEEN.

HER MAJESTY'S SERVANTS,

THE COUNCIL CHAMBER, OSBORNE HOUSE.

THE QUEEN'S RELIGIOUS LIIE.

On the memorable morning of
June =20, 1837, when the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury (Dr. How-
lev), and the Lord Chamberlain,
the Marquis of Conyngham, toil-
worn and dust-stained with their
night ride from Windsor, beat at
the doors of Kensington Palace—
*as the present writer has often
heard the late Marquis describe—
at five o'clock, and announced to
the awakened girl of eighteen that
she was the Queen of England, she
kissed the extended hands of the
kneeling messengers and fell on

her knees between them, saying :
*1 ask your pravers on my be-
half.”

This would have been an extra-
ordinary sentiment in any ordinary
little lady, but it came naturally
from one who we hear from her
preceptor, Bishop Davis of Peter-
horough, had had the Bible read to
her every day, and the anecdote is
tvpical of the Queen’s entire life,
for those who know her well would
be only too ready to admit that
she is a deeply religious woman,
who in all temptations and trials,
tribulations and triumphs, has put
ler faith in God's grace and who
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marks all acts of her private and
public life by a prayverful appeal,
and has brought up her children in
the love and fear of God.

Sunday is with lHer Majesty, in
the best sence of the phrase, a day
of rest. On Sunday she never
transacts business of any kind, nor
allows her servants, whether they
be ministers or maids, to execute
other than the most nccessary
duties.

The Queen’s own form of wor-
ship is Church of England, with a
strong  leaning towards Dresby-
ierianism, which latter inclination
iway be accounted for partly by
Scotch influence, partly Dby the
Prince Consort’s Lutheran train-
ing. and partly by her own love of
simplicity in all things that sur-
round and appertain to herscli,
whether it be manners, speech, or
even the patterns of her curtains.

The Queen has never attended
any High Church public service,
nor permitted the private services
she attends to be conducted with
the aid of vestments, candles, pro-
cessions, or other ornamental ac-
cessories.  Indeed, her greatest
delight was to attend the poor lit-
tle church at Crathie, and to com-
municate after the DPresbyterian
manner in her turn with the rest
of the simple Highland congrega-
tion. And it was only her horror
at finding that her presence turned
the service into a show and an
attraction to staring tourists that
made her abandon Whippingham
Church and set up a private
Praver-room at Osborne House.

The Queen has no sympathy
with the modern style of introduc-
ing aesthetics, economics, or poli-
tics into the pulpit.  She much
prefers a plain exposition of prac-
tical truths arising out of some
subject of the day, and is known
to favour unwritten sermons.  She
has always shown a strong par-
tiality for the clergy.  She loves
to talk of the many great church-
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men who assisted in the moulding
of her character and in her educa-
tion.

It would Dbe impossible to
enumerate all Her Majesty’s fav-
ourite  hymns, but among thosc
which are especially ashed for are
Toplady's * Rock of Ages.™ “To
Thee, O Lord,” “ I shall not in the
grave remain,” “Thy will be
done,” = Happy Soul, thy days are
ended,™ which has been so beauti-
fully set by H.RIL Prince Con-
sort, and Mendelssohn's “ Hear
my Prayer,” which was an especial
favourite of the late Duke of
Albany.

The simple little service in the
Queen’s Private Chapel is a very
solenm and impressive experience,
never to be forgotten by those who
have had the privilege of attending
it, while to those who can recall
the more imposing appearance of
the Queen when, with her husband
and children, and surrounded by
her Court, she worshipped at the
Chapel Royal, or at the Private
Chapel at Buckingham Palace, the
quiet modesty of her present sur-
roundings is infinitely touching.
In face of such staunch Protestant-
jsm as the Queen professes, it is
almost grotesque to go back to the
carly years of her reign. when men,
both in England and Ircland, were
base enough to accuse Ier Ma-
jesty of the intention of re-estab-
lishing the Papacy as the National
religion.

One very terrible trial came to
the Queen through her strong and
fervent religion.  Some time aiter
lher marriage to the Grand Duke
of Iesse, Princess Alice, the
Quecen’s dearest daughter, showed
strong signs of wavering from the
faith in which she had been so
carefully brought up. The Prin-
cess was naturally deeply 1eligious
but her own serious and thought-
ful nature, coupled with the cir-
cumstances of her life, led her first
to question and then to falter.
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For some months a most inter-
esting correspondence passed be-
tween the Princess and the Queen,
the letters of the latter being most
touching in their solicitude for her
daughter’s spiritual welfare. That
the Princess’ beautiful and trusting
nature returned to the faith in
which she was reared and that she
died in it. a devout Christian,
proved a consolation to the Queen,
who has ever placed her religion
and the welfare of her soul above
the mere earthly considerations of
crowns and kingdoms.

THE QUEEN'S LETTERS.

Much of the Queen’s heavy daily
work is self-imposed, and, from the
point of view of governing her
great Empire, absolutely unneces-
sary.  \When Her Majesty has, in
her pretty open tent at Osborne,
or beneath the shadow of the two
splendid cvergreen oaks at Irog-
more, finished considering State
papers, signing the despatches, and
dictating letters on cvery conceiv-
able subject, she turns to the vast
pile of purely family and private
correspondence which awaits her
perusal every twentv-four hours.
Apart from State business, it has
been proved that the Queen is the
greatest correspondent of the day,
not only as regards the letters she
recewves and reads, but those she
indites with her own hand in
reply.

A point on which the Queen is
extremely punctilious is the insist-
ance that, unless debarred by ill-
ness, all her children and grand-
children shall write to her once in
every day. These letters are not
merely scrappy effusions made up
of commonplaces and trivialities,
but partake more of the nature of
diaries, noting not only cvery
event in the writer's life, but the
thoughts and sensations entailed
thereby.

Her MMajesty is herself a most

Mothodist Muguzine and Reriew.

introspective letter-writer, and only
cares for letters of a like quality.

The Queen does not answer all
her family .correspondence cvery
day, for to do so would be a task
beyond even her powers, but any
letters that deal with sorrow or
joy, doubts and fears, or hopes and
anticipations, always meet with a
speedy and intensely sympathetic
reply from this true “ head ” of her
family. The Queen’s letters writ-
ten to her descendants, under vari-
ous and important trying circum-
stances, are most beautiful com-
positions, and imbued with a love
and tenderness that is almost not
of this world. Tn these days let-
ter-writing is a lost art to almost
every one save Her Majesty, who
has preserved unimpaired her ex-
traordinary aptitude in this par-
ticular.

The Queen’s letters to the
nation, which in moments of
national rejoicing or grie: she has
from time to time indited in a
spirit of thanksgiving or sym-
pathy, are in themselves monu-
ments of consideration, self-re-
straint, and good taste, in fact, al-
together admirable.

Among the many beautiful let-
ters written by the Queen must
not be forgotten the long and
touching effusion she penned to
the Prince of Wales on his eight-
centh birthday. announcing to him
his emancipation from parental
control. Tt was full of affection-
ate warnings and prayers for his
future, and was pronounced by
those few who saw it as being one
of the most beautiful letters cver
written. The Prince himself was
so deeply. moved by it that he
burst into a flood of tears on show-
ing it to the Rev. Gerald Welles-
ley. Her letters t¢ 1er daughter,
Princess Alice, after her marriage,
and her daily communications to
the Dowager Empress of Germany
during the long and terrible illness
of the Emperor Frederick, arc in-
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comparable in their tenderness and
sympathy.

The letters by the Queen to her
Ministers—or to reduce the matter
to facts, by a woman to some of
the greatest men of the century—
were always remarkable for their
clearness of expression, grasp of
situation and detail, and for strong
decision.
~Lord John Russell—who from
time to time had political differ-
ences with the Queen—received
from her on more than one oc-
casion letters of the firmest and
most authoritative character, indi-
cating clearly that Her Majesty
could express her displeasure on
paper as forcibly as she could her
other sensations.

The Queen's letters of condol-
ence in times of great grief have
been penned by her own hand to
many of her subjects, and have by
their sweetness and sympathy
brought balm to many a wounded
heart. ’

Once only—outside periods of
illness—did the Queen ever lose
touch with all business and private
affairs.  That was at the time of
the Prince Consort’s death, when
for some weeks every communica-
tion passed through the hands of
Princess Alice.  Almost the first
letter penned by the Queen after
her great grief, was that to the
nation, which few can even uow
read dry-eyed, so touching and sad
1s 1t

The Royval Mail Bag is a very
bulky affair, and is first gone
through by the Private Secretary.
Letters from lunatics and beggars
and people filled with impertinent
curiosity are daily items in the cor-
respondence, but all are sorted and
answered courteously. Family let-
ters are conveyved unopened to Her
Majesty.

WHAT THE QUEEN READS.

That the Queen has all her life
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been an omnivorous rcader can be
readily understood by all who ap-
preciate the broadness of her
views, and her sympathetic know-
ledge of things and men, more es-
pecially of such as are touched by
the sorrows of this world. As a
child and young person she had a
great love of history, and de-
voured everything that had to do
with the making of England and
the lives of those who had occu-
pied the throne.

Dean Stanley, during his long
and intimate friendship with the
Queen, frequently referred his
printed works to her judgment and
discretion, and it was in his draw-
ing-room that Her Majesty met
Carlyle. The sage of Chelsea was
not at all abashed by being in his
Sovereign's presence, and, pulling
up a chair quite close to her, pro-
reeded in his quaint way to cross-
question her on her historical
knowledge, likes, and dislikes.
He acknowledged to being much
impressed by the terseness and
sense of her remarks, which, he
maintained, contrasted agreeably
with the rambling inaccuracies of
the majority of women.

To every observer it must
be evident that the reading got
through by the Queen each day is
enormous.  Her vast private cor-
respondence, the Parliamentary re-
ports from the hand of the Leader
of the House of Commons, de-
spatches from every Government
office, and dulv-considered ex-
cerpts from the leading daily pa-
pers are all read by or to the
Queen by her private secretary,
maid-of-honour, and lady-in-wait-
ing, and arc considered by the
Queen in the light of business.
Even when her arduous day is
done, and at one o'clock in the
morning the Queen betakes herself
to bed, the lady-in-waiting reads
to Her Majesty until the signal
comes for extinguishing all the
lights but the veilleuse.  Princess
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A BIT OF THE LONG CORRIDOR, OSBORNE HOUSE.

Beatrice is a most beautiful reader,
and the art is one which the Queen
has carefully inculcated in all her
childret..

Almost first in Her Majesty's
favour come the works of Scott,
those she likes most being “ The
Antiquary,” * The Talisman,” and
“ Peveril of the Peak.” A few of
Lord Reaconsfield’s works are
here, and a handsome copy of
“Lothair,” in three volumes, and
bound in royal blue, contains the
inscription: “ For the Queen, from
a faithful servant;” Kingsley’s
“Saint’s Tragedy,” and “Two
Years Ago,” Tennyson’s “Idylls of
the King,” Trollope’s “ Barchester
Towers,” a complete set of Thack-
eray’s works, some of the Brontes’
and Edna Lyall's books, many of
R. L. Stevenson’s romances, Rud-
vard Kipling’s stories, Edmund
Yates’ ““ Reminiscences,” and near-

ly all Mrs. Oliphant’s novels;
Rider Haggard’s “ She,” * Jess,”
and “ Handley Cross;” Sponge’s
* Sporting Tour,” and two full edi-
tions of Dickens’ books.

It must not be thought, how-
ever, that the reading of the Queen
and her Court is restricted by the
limits of the Royal Library.
Large boxes of current literature
in English, French, and German
follow Her Majesty from Mudic’s
wherever she may be, and all the
Court have access to them. But
the Queen has many favourites
also that she takes everywhere, and
six huge cases of books from the
library are an invariable item in
the Royal baggage. Besides this,
when the Queen is away from
Windsor, works touching on State
business, maps, or indexes are fre-
quently telegraphed for or fetched
by the messenger who travels daily
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between Windsor and wherever
the Queen may be. It is only like
the Queen's desire for athers’ hap-
piness thai the library 1s always
frec to thouse about her, who are
also allowed to have bouoks in their
owWn rooms.

But the three favourite books
of Her Majesty do not ever leave
her  intimate company. [Her
Bible, with the Book of Common
Prayer, and a volume of Hymns
Ancient and Modern, in their sim-
ple binding, are always by her
side. Much of her fortitude under
suffering and the consolations for
her afflictions have been drawn
from these sources, and among
books that the Queen reads they
should have important mention.

But mc-e than her plate and the
rare china, does Her Majesty prize
the plain Bible, bound in limp
leather, and with overlapping
edges, that belonged to her faith-
ful servant, General Gordon, and
was brought to her by his sister
some time after his sad death. It
lies on a cushion of white satin,
and is open at the first chapter of
the Gospel according to St. Yohn,
Pp- 64 and 63, which are marked
in blue pencil.  The Queen likes
all her visitors to see this relic of
a great man’s life, and on more
than one occasion has herself
directed attention to it, and always
with words of great feeling.

The Queen’s love and remem-
brance of anniversaries is almost
proverbial, and those which mark
the more sorrowful events of her
life are kept as days apart. The
14th of December, which date
marks the death of the Prince
‘Consort, and ten years later of
Princess Alice of Hesse, is ob-
served by the Queen as a day of
great mourning. Save at the
Memorial Service held at the
Albert Mausoleum at IFrogmore,
not even those members of the
Royal family who travel to Wind-
sor for that function see the
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Quecen. No business of any kind
is transacted by Her Majesty on
that day, she sits almost alone in
her own apartments, and it is the
one day in the year when, save for
the short drive to Frogmore and
back, the Queen takes no air.
The Court is expected to wear
black on this occasion.

When in Scotland the Queen's
kindly fancies turned towards her
humbler neighbours, and at chris-
tenings and f{unerals, or where
sickness and sorrow are, she might
be looked for and found in the
tender capacities of consoler and
friend.

HOME LIFE AT OSBORNE.

There is no doubt that the hap-
piest hours of th Queen’s long
and glorious rugn have been
spent I the quiet country retreats
she, by wise economy and care,
was able to purchase for herself,
and amid the simple sanctity of
family life.  Very soon after the
Queen’s marriage, she made up
her mind that she must have some
home of her very own. Before
cverything the young Queen,
whose training as a child had been
entirely domestic, and the Prince
Consort had the most simple of
tastes, while their affection and
appreciation of Nature’s fairest
works were both mutual and
genuine.  But greatly as they ad-
mired and enhanced the beauties
of Royal Windsor, the Queen and
the Prince could never forget that
the great country retreat of kings
and courtiers was regulated by
Public Departments which reduced
life there to the semblance of a
vast hotel instead of a * home
the love of which is so strongly
imbued in those who have English
or German blood in their veins.

She therefore purchased the es-
tate of Osborne in the Isle of
Wight. It was not too far re-
moved from London and the vari-
ou> Governmental offices, vet it
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was so retired that the Queen
could easily obtain the privacy and
retirement she so ardently longed
for. The panoramic views across
the Solent to Portsmouth, and the
great roadstcad of Spithead and
farther down the channel to where
the swelling downs of Devonshire
rose palely through the summer
mists made the little spot an ideal
marine home.

Osborne House, as the Prince
Consort designed and knew it,
took six years to build, although
the pavilion, where are situated the
Royal apartments and the nurs-
eries, was completed within a vear.
Since that time, Oshorne House
and its environs have been con-
siderably enlarged.

On the first floor are the Queen's
Private Rooms. O ihe staircase
is a statue of heroic size of the
Prince Consort in Roman costume.

Her Majesty’s private sitting-
room is lofty and large, and alimost
square in shape. It is very light
and cheerful, for an unimpeded
view across the sea is not veiled
with voluminous curtains or shut
out by heavy blinds. The impres-
sion of the room is onc of extreme
simplicity and homeliness.

There are about fifty pictures on
the wall. mostly family portraits.
Landscer’s most famous picture,
“The Deer Pass,” hangs in the
Council-room, a beautiful apart-
ment overlooking the Upper Ter-
race.

Two charming proofs of the
Queen’s remembrances for  all
kinds and conditions of friends are
in the Oshorne grounds.  One is
a granite scat erected in memory
of John Brown: ou it is inscribed—

MR. JOHN BROWN,
8th December, 1826.  27th March, 1883.
A truer, nobler, trustier heart, more
loving and more loyal, never heat within

a human breast.”— Byrox.

Princess Deatrice, the Queen's
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voungest daughter. has been her
mother’'s  constant  companion
since Prince Albert's death; and
even now that she, the Princess, is
a widow with three children, the
union is closer than ever. The
Dattenbergs have always been
domiciled under the same roof as
Her Majesty. It is said that
Prince Henry was made to pro-
mise that he and his wife would
remain with the Queen so long as
she lived, before Her Majesty
would give her consent to the mar-
riage.

Princess Beatrices children are
great favourites with the Queen.
The little Princess Eugenie, to
whom her godmother, the beauti-
ful French Empress. gave her
name, is said to be the darling of
her old age.

The present estate connected
with Osborne House contains
about 3.000 acres, and includes the
model farm which was the special
pride of the Prince Consort.  The
Qucen has eight miles of beauti-
ful drives in her own park. Much
of the land is under good culti-
vation, and it is dotted here and
there with fine farmhouses, cach
one of which bears. in some con-
spicuous place, a monogram of the
two letters VV and A.  Ali the
horses used on the estate wear
high, peaked collars marked with
a big V.  The dairy at the modcl
farm furnishes butter and cream
daily for the use of Her Majesty
when she is at Qsborne House.

THE QUEEN AT WORK.

On her accession to the throne,
the Queen was plunged into a sea
of responsibility. duty, and hard
work that might well tax the
nerves aud health of the strongest
man. Frequently during her mar-
ried life, when business pressed
and her hours for outdoor exercise
were curtailed. she would ride at
six o'clock for an hour before he-
ginning the day’s work.
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The reading of the leading pa-
pers, English and foreign, of
despatches and reports, occupied
her until midday, when she always
had an audience of her Ministers
which was frequently followed vy
a Privy Council. Every paper and
question has always been perused
and criticised by the Queen her-
self, who in her most ]no'h-metcd
moments has never permitted the
slightest deviation from the hard
and fast lines of the business in
hand which she had to do herself,
because the law would not allow
a private secretary.

The Queen announced her be-
trothal herself to the Privy Council
attired in a plain morning gown,
but wearing a bracclet cont'lmmg'
Prince Albert’s picture.  She read
the declaration in a clear, sonor-
aus, sweet-toned voice, but her
hands trembled so excessively that
it was wonderful she was able to
read the paper which she held.

After her marriage, the Qucen,
so far from drxftm_o' into a leisure
which would. under the circum-
stances, have been cxcusable,
worked harder than ever. Prince
Albert was devoted to music, and
to please him she daily made time
to practice both her singing and
playing. The vast alterations and
improvements made at Windsor
Castle and Buckingham Palace
were all carried out under her own
cve, and she often had to find time
to inspect the various Royal resi-
dences at Hampton, Kew, and
Richmond. No day however
long and fatiguing, passed with-
out full entrics and most astute
comment on passing events being
made in the Queen’s diarv by her
own hand, or without her writing
a number of letters to members of
her family on every conceivable
subject of private interest. Yet
these were but adjuncts to a life
given up to the service of the State
and came as relaxations to a mind
filled with cvery minute detail of
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Home and Foreign policy. It is
not my wish to dip into history,
but I must give some examples.

In the ’50's the Indian Mutiny,
and subsequently the Crimean
War, laid fresh burdens on her
dlreadv over-weighted shoulders.
After “Florence \whtmvalc went
out with tlnrtx-sn other lady
nurses to Scutari, the Queen daily
summoned her friends and house-
hold to sit with her to make every
kind of wrap and garment for her
sick and dying soldiers.

Not only is the Queen’s work
very hard, it is sometimes very
painful. as may be imagined from
the following storv and is accom-
panied by lono' s]eepless nights,
the result of ov cr—wroucht nerves.

Once the Duke of '\Vellnwton
l)rouofht her a death-warraut to
sign, the soldier being an incor-
nmblc deserter.  The Queen
evmced extreme reluctance to
affix her signature, and pressed the
Duke for some reason for clem-
ency. At length the Duke ad-
mitted that the condemned man
had always carned the affection of
his fellow-soldiers. The Queen.
w ith tears in her eves, cried :

* Oh, your Grace, I am so pleased
to hcar that,” and hastily wrote
“Pardoned, Victoria R” across
the slip of paper.

But for a strong sense of duty,
the Queen would al\\ays grant a
reprieve, especially in the case of
women, for it is easy to imagine
the horror her refined nature fec]s
in even indirectly being the cause
of any one’s death, and it has long
been said that the hour of any
man’s hanging finds the Queen on
her knees praying for his soul.

‘When the condition of the Court
of the Regent and George IV. is
remembcred it should not be for-
gotten that the present high
standard of honour. virtue, and
true goodness that prevails within
the Quecen’s Palaces is entirely due
to hard and very disagreeable
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work, and the strictest personal
supervision which the cleaning and

keeping clean cf the Royal
Augean stable necessitates. Fxen

nowadays Her Majesty finds time
and encrgy to overlook the Lord
Chamberlain’s lists and. if need be,
to cut them down.

When the world reads of the
Queen driving out it naturally sup-
poses that she is lolling in a car-
riage doing nothing. Those about
her, however. know that she is
more often than not making a tour
of inspection among her farms, and
inquiring after the comfort and
welfare of her retainers. TFor
many years past the Queen’s
health and strength have largely
depended oa her being almost per-
petually in the open air, and 1t is
necessity rather than choice that
obliges her o do all her morn-
ing’s work out of doors. Two
mounted messengers keep up per-
petual communication with the
telegraph office and telephones at
the Castle, and the attendant scc-
retarv stands at her side. At
Windsor the Queen has a double
set of messengers going between
the Castle and the heads of the
State department in London. and
when there she not infrequently
works belore retiring to rest,
though this is now done against
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the advice of her body physicians,
In addit.on to the public work,
ilie  sclf-imposed private work
done by ITer Majesty is extraor-
dinary. Every word of the Par-
liamentary repert which is daily
made to her by the Leader of the
House of Commons is perused by
ner, and not infrequently an-
notated in her own hand before
being filed.

Every morning the menus jor
all the meals are, as we know, sub-
mitted to and {requently  altered
by her. The Court Circular
passes through her hands, and i~
rigidly criticised for errors.  Nor
must the large private correspond-
ence 1 have dwelt on be forgotten.

It is too much the fashion in
these Radical davs to blame the
Queen for her life of privacy, and
to insinuate that one who draws
such a large income irom the pen-
ple should be more seen of them.
I wonder how many of these
grumblers ever consider how long
and how laborious the Queen's life
has been, and how even now. at
an age when most women lie abed.
or sit with idle. folded hands and
fading sencibilities by the fireside.
the Queen is still working early
and late for the welfare of her vast
Empire and the gond of her mil
lions of subjects,

APPEAL.

LY GEORGE M. WHICHER.

Between the vighteous and the strong
Thou canst diseern, All-secing Lond !
And when to right a hoary wrong
Qur country hares the avenging sword,
Before thine awful throne we pause :
Lo ! they that mock - judge thou our canse!

Do we but lash a neighhour's erime,
Carcless of sin at hame unscourged ?
Thou sawest in our fathers’ time
With what a flame their dross was purg’d:
Before thine awful throne we pause 3
0O God of wisdom ! judye our cause !

Do w2 hut stir with greed for gain ?
Fer veugeance only do we lust ?

Then speak our doam ; make us as Spain -
Topple our triumphs in the dust.

Before thine awful throne we pause

0 G of justice ! jwlge our cause!

Daustless the crown we hope to win?
Unseathed te make thy will prevail?
O Gad ! do we not garner in
Our harvest from thy bloody flail?
Before thy righteous throne we pause:
Lord God of nations ! judge our cause t

—The Indepensdent.
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BY THE REV.

ALFRED LORD TENNYSON.

Amongst books read. during a
recent period of enforced silence,
has been “Alired, Lord Tenny-
son: A Memoir.™ The late Dr.
tieorge Osborn once said in re-
gard to 2 book, that he envied
those who had not yet scen it, for
the sake of the pleasure they would
have in reading it.  So with these
twvo noble volumes. Through
their pages we seem to communc
with the master minds of the latter
hali of the nineteenth century.
The Memoir was followed by In
Memoriam: and with the side-
lights thus afforded in regard to
genesis and growth, the result of
carcful re-recading has been a
deepened impression of Tennyvson's
influence on the literary and re-
liginus life of at least one genera-
tinn.

In Memoriam is inscribed to
A H. .Y with whom an in-
timacy had begun at Trinity Col-
lege. Cambridge.  The gifted
Arthur H. Hallam needs no monu-

DR.

MEJMORIAN.

LATHERN.

ment of stone.  The poem now
classic in  literature, sacred to
iriendship. forms a memorial more
beauntiful than Parian marble and
more e¢nduring than  Corinthian
brass.  The Memoir gives us
glimpses of many bright days at
the Lincolnshire Rectory, when
this honoured college friend joined
the Tennyson home circle.  Tus-
can pocts were read upon  the
lawn: “or, in the all-golden after-
noon, a guest or happy sister
sung.”  Hallam's brilliant promise
wias quenched cere it reached the
splendour of noon. O a couch,
while sojourning in Austria, sleep-
ing it was supposed. he was found
W be dead.  Keen was Tenny-
son’s sorrow of bereavement, but
not without sense of alleviation :

** This trath came horne with bier and pall,

I feel it when 1 sorrow most

“Tis hetter to have loved and lost,
“Than never to have loved at all.”

The philosophic and spiritual
poem. In MMemoriam, was first
published in 1850. The measure
is simple iambic, an accent on
cach second syllable. that which
hest suits the English tongue.  Its
stanzaic  form, hewever. almost
new, adds to the technical range
and structure of Inglish verse.
The cducated  car instinctively
seeks in the fourth line a measure
of soundd to balance that of the
second and third rhymed hines, and
is thus uncousciously led to linger
over the stanza until its  full
meaning has been all taken in.
In Memoriam may be regarded as
Tennysons most distinctive work,
for it has put <omcthing intn nur
literature which was nnt there be-
fare. but which has won highest
recogmitinon and must abide forever.
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The transfiguration of Raphael,
a famous altarpiece, now at the
\"atican in Rome, while unhistoric
in its grouping of figures, reflects
in its marvellous expression aud
colouring that glory which was on
the holy mount described by the
Lord's evangelist. In reverential
application of that scene, as de-
picted by the glowing pencil of
genius, an art-critic claims that all
poetry of the highest order is the
transfiguration of common life.
Tennyson’s In Memoriam reflects
the splendour of common themes
under the touch of a great master
—a
¢t Light that never was on sca or Iand,

The cousecration and the poct’s dream.”

Its expression is terse and
luminous. Each canto exhibits
exquisite verbal felicities, and the
jewelled finish of varied art : “ like
perfect music unto noble words.”
Thought streams out on the recep-
tive mind and meod as the serene
light of a summer noon. With
opulence of diction there is no ex-
cess of verbiage.

Then why is the In Memoriam
harder to recad and understand
than some other masterpieces of
Tennvson ? It is a cry from the
depths—de profundis. But the
profundity is not in structure or
style; short swallow flights of
song. as the poet deems them. that
dip their wings in tears. It is be-
cause of the serious discussion of
some of the most painful problems
of life and destinv.  Philosophic
thought and deep reasoning lead
on to the conclusion “ that some-
thing good can be the final goal
of ill.”  So runs the dream !

To rightly estimate the influence
of Tennyson in relation to re-
ligious thought. we must remem-
her the exceptional circumstances
under which his greatest utter-
ances challenged attention. Tt was
an era of new ideas. Physical
science had begun to achieve mar-
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vellous triumphs through steam
and electricity. Parliamentary re-
form was exciting enthusiasm and
expectancy.  Oxford University
had become the centre of a move-
ment designed to promote spiritual
revolution, and tc substitute abject
submission to sacerdotalism for
simple faith in a living Christ.

At the other extreme was the
seductive doctrine of the suprem-
acy of human culture; not as a
means of mental equipment, but as
an cnd 1n itself. “ All around us,”
savs Professor Iroude, in his
Life of Carlyle, “intellectual
lightships had broken from their
moorings.” In this condition.
lights all drifting, compasses awry,
and nothing to steer by except the
stars, the best and bravest stu-
dents determined to find ground
under their feet, to let uncertain
remain uncertain. They would
not make their judgments blind.
but would learn how much and
what could be regarded as truc.
and live Dv it.  Tennyson became
the voice of this fecling in poetry.
“We read the group of poems,”
continues Froude, *closing with
In Memoriam, and they became
part of our minds, the expression
in exquisite language of the feel-
ings which were working in our
selves.”

The standpoint from which Ten-
nyson discusses deep problem-
of thought, not to mention better
known poems. may be seen in the
sonnet lines placed in front of the
first number of the Nineteenth
Century Review. Genius discrim-
inates between opposite classes of
writers for the new journal :

¢ Some descending from the sacred peak
Of hoar high-templed faith. . . .
And some are wilder comrades, sworn o
seck
I any golden hizrbour be for men,
In scas of Death and sunless gulfs of
Dounbt ™

In three lines, we have a full pic-
ture of modern unbelief.  Reck-
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less agnostic reviewers steam away
to polar seas of dark and dreary
negation.  There is the sorrowful
feeling that in search for a harbour
of spiritual refuge they are drifting
to regions of ice and cold and
endless night, on to * seas of death
and sunless gulfs of doubt.”

In Memoriam has on its brow
the dew of hallowed association,
and its pathos is of the tenderest
character. DBut above all it voices
the deepest thoughts and aspira-
tions of the human soul, in re-
gard to the unseen and eternal.
It interprets the law of life’s dark-
est mysteries. It sheds radiance
over scenes of sorrow, and anti-
cipates the future greatness of
humanity, the thousand years of
peace.  No theologian could hold
or inculcate more earnestly the
truth, that, if we are to have clear
visions of God at all. it must be
under right counditions of be%ef
and life.  *“The great world's
altar-stairs . slope through
darkness up to God”

\Vith cleaving force, the teacher
cuts his wav through the in-
tricacies of unbelief. He leads the
inquirer back to those elementary
but immutable truths that have
stood the test of ages. and which
satisfy the heart as nothing clse
can do. Through all the affluent
diction and statuesque beaunty of
Tennyson's verse., there breathes a
living soul. Spiritual ideals grow
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upon our vision of faith and love
aund reverence.  More is meant
than meets the ear.  Such a ccle-
bration of momeatous and ever-
lasting themes is in striking con-
trast to the passionate strains of
Byron, so often scornfully defiant
of moral obligation, the sensuous
clegancies of Swinburne, and even
the unspiritual lucidities of Mat-
thew Arnold.

How clear and triumphant the
transition from doubt to faith !

 One indeed I knew
In muny a subtle question versed,
Who touched a jarring lyre at first,
But ever strove to make it true.”

1le fought his doubts, gathered
streugth, and seceking the light, he
came at length

*¢ To find a stronger faith his own ;
And power was with him in the night,
Which makes the darkuess and the light,
And dwells not in the light alone.”

The spirit of nineteenth century
scepticism, secking to sap the
faith of the believer in revealed
truth, vaunts its materialism, and
appeals to the facts and laws of
nature. But In Memoriam takes
us up to the loftier region of faith :
¢« Strong Son of God, immortal Love,

Whom we, that have not seca Thy face,

By faith, and faith alone, embrace,
Believing where we cannot prove.”

“ Qur wills are ours to make them thine.”

Dartmouth, N.S.

“HIS SERVANTS SHALL SERVE HIM.”

BY AMY PARKINSON.

How happy in that world to be,
*Mid scenes of cloudless beauty,
Where every life takes gladly up
A love-appointed duty ;
Where swift His faithful scrvants move
To do their dear Lord's pleasure,
With nerveful hands and tireless feet—
Whose strength is past all measure.

Oh ! we who still do tarry where
So many days are dreary,
And where, so oft, weak mortal frames
With lightest tasks grow weary,—
2

Think of the time, not far renoved,
When, ’neath bright skics of heaven,

There shall to us, with vigour new,
Some blest employ be given.

‘The special work to each assigned,
God not on earth revealeth
Nor would we seck to penetrate
The things which He concealeth ;
But we may let this promise sure
E’en here our souls be cheering :
The joy of service all shall share
In the world which we are nearing.
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CHRISTIAN LIFE

IN GERMANY.*

BY THE REV. CHARLES H. HUESTIS, M.A.

Mr. Frederick Harrison, in an
article in The Forum a year or
two ago, advanced and defended
the theory that the distinguishing
characteristic of the age in which
we are living is sociological. As
is well known, Mr. Benjamin Kidd
makes the same idea one of the
main theses of his epochal book,
* Social Evolution.” In the opin-
ion of these clear-visioned men of
our day, the crowning glory of this
latest time is not intellectual and
scientific advancement, nor the
progress of industrialism, nor the
annihilation of space through elec-
trical and steam power; but the de-
velopment of the feeling of human-
ity, the softening of heart and
broadening of sympathy that has
slowly taken place in the Western
world. Mr. Kidd maintains that
this enthusiasm for humanity is the
key of every great social and poli-
tical movement of the age; and
that it is due to the interruption,
or rather, the modification, of the
supreme law of organic develop-
ment, the survival of the fittest in
the struggle for existence, by the
influence of the teachings of Chris-
tianity.

It would seem that this move-
ment for the uplifting of humanity
has divided into two streams, one
of which consciously receives its
impulse from the teachings of
Christ; while the other, uncon-
scious of its relationship to these
teachings, and even at times antag-
onistic to the Church, merely ex-
presses in its activities the domin-
ant trend of the times.

The chief exponents of the lat-
ter stream of humanitarian impulse
are the Germans, Marx and

* ¢ Christian Lifc in Germany as Seen in
the State and the Chuich.” By Edward F.
Williams, D.D. New York, 1896. Flem-
ing H. Revell Company.

Engels; and in the Social Demo-
cracy of Germany is to be found
perhaps the best organized, and
certainly the most aggressive,
movement for the final suspension
of that struggle for existence
which has been waged so long,
through the seizing of the means
of production by society, and
transforming them into public
property for the support of all.

The author of the important
work, whose title stands at the
head of this article, finds in Ger-
many also, though he does not
say so, a powerful tributary of
that stream of humanitarian im-
pulse which consciously and lov-
ingly associates itself with Jesus
Christ; namely, modern Christian
enterprise. It is not the purpose
of the present scribe to give an
exhaustive review of this beok, but
simply to point out the main fea-
tures of this study of social and re-
ligious activity as an object lesson
of what may be done in the way
of Christian work, through organ-
ized effort.

In making a study of any phase
of German life, it is necessary that
two things be borne in mind. The
first is that Germany is a great
military camp, and that hence ail
her institutions are modified by
their relation to the army and
navy. The second is that the
centre of German life is the home.
Not even amongst English people
does the word “ home ™ carry with
it so emotional a colouring as in
the “ Fatherland.” while there is
a pathos about the word * Heim-
weh ” that the word “ Homesick-
ness” does not translate, that. in-
deed, finds no parallel in any Eng-
lish equivalent. Whatever attacks
the home saps the nation’s vitality
at its very source; hence we shall
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find that almost every form of Ger-
man Christian activity looks to the
homing of the people.

It is doubtful if one can speak
rightly of a nation as Christian.

There is a personal significance
in the name * Christian” which
makes it applicable to the indi-
vidual only. But using the words
“Christian nation” in their popular
sense, meaning thereby that the
laws, customs, and institutions are
Christian in their ethical basis
rather than pagan; perhaps there
is no nation that better deserves
the name than Germany. There
is no phase of German life that is
not cast in Christian form and
coloured by Christian principle.
This is as true of law and the con-
duct of the State, as it is of litera-
ture and the common life of the
people.

In every German school, from
the first grades to the highest, the
Scriptures form a part of the
course of study. A man is not
educated if he does not know his
Bible, and however far he may
drift away from the faith of his
fathers in later life, he never has
dreams of *the irreligion of the
future,” as his brilliant and scep-
tical French neighbour sometimes
has.

The great mass of the people are
members of the Church bv bap-
tism and confinmation; both of
which ordinances are required by
law.  Every officer of the army
must be a member of the Church
and aitend Sacrament at least once
a year. The Emperor, the head
of the nation, is also hcad of the
Church: and the Church is repre-
sented in the Imperial Cabinet by
a minister called the Cultus Min-
ister. who also represents the in-
terests of education.  Thus gov-
ernment, education, and religion
are indissolubly welded together.

t is easv to see that the name
“Christian ” means a very differ-
ent thing in Germany from what
it dees amongst us. No one
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would think of asking the com-
mon question, “ Are you a Chris-
tian > The reply would prob-
ably be, " Do you think I am a
heathen ™ But religion in Ger-
many is usually a formal affair;
aud is largely made up of observ-
ance of customs, filling out of re-
ports, and the discharge of certain
duties. Faith in Christ thus tends
to become simply a patriotic duty.
The pastor in his parish is much
like the commander of a regiment.
His word is law; he belongs to a
different class of society from his
parishioners, with whom he sel-
dom thinks of associating as his
equals.  Still he is sympathetic
and helpful, ever ready to serve
the religious interests of his peo-
ple.  * Functioning ™ is, perhaps,
the best word to express the
activity of the ordinary German
pastor.

In all this the influence of the
military constitution of the Ger-
man Empire is evident. A Prus-
sian officer of high rank was once
asked what the Prussian soldiers
say when they go into battle.
The reply was, “ They say, ‘ Wir
AMussen unsere Pilicht thun’”—
(We must do our duty.) Well,
this sense of duty lies at the basis
of German religious life. Emotion
plays a small part in religion. To
be a Christian is to give intellectual
assent to certain propositions, to
attend the Sacrament, and to do
vour duty to the Emperor, your
neighbour and yourself.

It must not be supposed, how-
ever, that the genius of the Ger-
man people is rot deeply religious.
This is evident in the many ex-
periments at religion that have
been made there.  There is mani-
fest a deep hunger after God.
The purpose of Dr. Williams’
book is, in a sense, to show how
sonie Gcrman men and women
have been doing to meet this hun-
ger with the Bread of Life.

However, before we consider
that matter, somcthing may be
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said about thc homes and schools
of Germany. Germany is a poor
nation, hence most of the homes
of the people, and especially those
homes in which we are at present
interested, are homes of the poor,
TForty-seven per cent. of the peo-
ple are farmers or peasants, and
thirty-five per cent. employed in
the trades. The German lives
simply, has few extravagances,
and, unless inflamed by Socialistic
tracts, is content with his lot. He
is a man under authority, and to
this authority he cheerfully sub-
mits.  Rents are low and food is
cheap. Most Germans manage to
save a little every yvear on salaries
on which an American would al-
most starve. The barn and house
of the peasant are under the same
roof; pig, hens, and children
mingle together promiscuously.
Black bread, sausage, and beer are
the staples of country diet. The
German loves his home, but he
loves his family better; and when
he goes for amusement to the beer
garden, he takes his family with
him, and is never so happy as
when thus situated, smoking his
pipe and listening to good music.

Germans love their children. A
great deal is made of birthdays and
the Easter season, while Santa
Claus is, as everybody knows, a
native of Germany. Young peo-
ple of different sexes do not asso-
ciate as freely as with us, except
in the presence of their elders, until
they become engaged; but an en-
gagement is an important affair,
never to be broken except for the
gravest reasons. This separation
of the sexes makes it difficult, if
not impossible, to organize Chris-
tian work like that of the Epworth
League and Christian Endeavour
Societies.

There is a Prussian proverb that
what you want to appear in the
life of the nation you must put
into the schoois.  This idea lies
at the base of the system of Ger-
man education, a system superior
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to that of any nation in the worl|
excepting perhaps Sweden. And
vet, owing tc the large number of
the poor peasant class, the average
intelligence of the country is not
high. The German may be sum-
med up educationally when you
say he is a specialist.  This is true
from the Ilowest to the highest
grades of intelligence. The peas-
ant or artizan knows little outside
his own work. That many-sided
adaptability of the American mind,
that Mark Twain has so cleverly
characterized in his book, “A
Connecticut Yankee at King
Arthur’s Court,” is wanting in the
German workman. The German
has by nature that quality that is
akin to genius, namely, an infinite
capacity for taking pains; but he
is wanting in allroundedness. If
vou want to know the bottom fact
on any subject, however, you go to
the German for it.

Newspapers are not read so
largely as amongst us, nor do the
Germans have our rich variety of
magazine literature. The children
of the poor have no ambition for
such an education as every Cana-
dian boy looks for. Yet, for all
this, nowhere is “ education ™ writ
with so large letters as in Germany.

As mentioned above, education
and reiigion are represented in the
Cabinet by a Cultus Minister. The
theory is that education and re-
ligion are of equal importance, and
must be carried on concomitantly,
a theory that finds a support in
psychology.

There are three main classes of
schools : first, the Volkschulen.
like our public schools; second, the
Realschulen, of two ranks, accord-
ing to whether they fit the vouth
for business or for callings which
require university training, but do
not demand classics; third. the
Gymnasia, in which boys receive
thorough preparation for the Uni-
versity. The Volkschulen are
practically free, and attendance is
compulsorv. The Gymnasium is
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the characteristic school of Ger-
many. But the crown and glory
of the German system of educa-
tion is the University, with its four
faculties of arts, law, medicine, and
theology. Its purpose, like that
of the other schools, i ‘o impart
knowledge, but especially to stimu-
late the desire for original research,
which is the vital spirit of all edu-
cation.

There is a wide difference of
opinion as to the moral condition
of life in Germany. Doubtless,
however, the people are not much
better nor worse than their neigh-
bours in other lands. Of course
heer drinking is much more pre-
valent than with us, but the prob-
lem of intemperance is no greater.
The social evil seems to be deeply
rooted.  About one-seventh of all
births in Berlin are illegitimate.
A crying evil of Germany is the
gambling tendency.  Lotteries
sanctioned by Government gather
in the people’s money, and keep
the lower classes in a constant
state of excitement looking for
sudden riches. But enough has
been said as to the general con-
ditions of German life.  The rest
of this paper will be devoted to
a brief account of the efforts of
Christian enterprise, especially that
of the Inner Mission.

There is no better test of a man’s
character than the way he spends
his money. A man’s money is the
credential and sign of his life’s
work; when he spends his money
he spends himself.  “ Aloney is
character,” said Bulwer-Lytton
with truth.  Well, this fact has
its application in the spiritual life;
there 1s no truer test of the char-
acter of the spiritual life of a man
or a nation, than its gifts of money
to objects which are truly benev-
olent.

Measured by this test, it cannot
be maintained, as is sometimes as-
serted, that the Church in Ger-
many is destitute of spiritual life.
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No one can study the many-sided
activity of Christian Germany
without being impressed with the
large development of that Chris-
tian culture that finds expression
outside itself.  Of course, when
we remember that most of the
people are nominally members of
the Church, the aggregate of gifts
of money is not large; but the few
who are interested do nobly.
There are two channels through
which these gfts are poured, the
*“ Outer,” or Foreign, Mission, and
the * Inner,” or Home, Mission.

T have not space to give more
than a very meagre account of the
former of these: but one or two
things command attention and ad-
miration. One is the Govern-
ment requirement that instruction
be given in the schools en the
nature and work of MNissions.
This would seem toc be an admir-
able plan. We need in this country
some onc who will write a book
like Gustav Warneck’s “ Die Mis-
sion in der Schule” giving in
popular and interesting style the
story of Missions. The guiding
principles of German missionary
work, according to Warneck, are
these : The preaching of the Gos-
pel in the language of the natives;
the translation of the Scriptures,
and the creation of a Christian
literature; and the establishment
of schools. As a rule the educa-
tional idea holds a more prominent
part than preaching: vet every-
where the soul of all improvement
is held to be the improvement of
the soul.

Another admirable thing about
German missionary methods is the
thorough preparation. through
training, of missionaries before
they are sent out. Thus efficient
work is ensured. Dr. Williams
enumerates no less than sixteen
different societies, heading the list
with the famous Moravian So-
ciety, which hegan its work under
Count Zinzendorf in 1732.
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The history of the rise of the
“Inner Mission ” is the history of
personal and original effort on the
part of individual Christians; a re-
action from the monastic to the
carly Christian plan of carrying on
charitable work. As we read the
Book of Acts, and watch the out-
going of the Christian spirit in
helpfulness, we recognize a spon-
taneity, a spirit and power of
initiative, working everywhere.
Later on, the State took in hand
the matter of caring for the needs
of the poor. During the Middle
Ages the monastic, or institutional,
plan prevailed. The Church or-
ganized its benevolence to such an
extent that begging became a pro-
fession, and attained an odour of
sanctity.  Giving became not a
means, but an end; men sought
remission of sins by compounding
for them.

In the sixteenth century the
Church went back to the personal
methods that marked the -early
times. At present the State as-
sumes the entire care of certain
classes of sufferers, and looks to
the Church for that sympathy
which belongs to her special at-
mosphere. But it has been
through the personal investigation
and criticism on the part of Chris-
tian men and women that the
State methods have improved.
‘Witness the work of Howard on
behalf of prisoners, and of Flor-
ence Nightingale in the interests
of soldiers.

The work of the Inner Mission
in Germany is associated with the
names of three men—Francke, the
founder of the Orphan House at
Halle; Fliedner, the originator of
the Deaconess movement; and
Wichern, the founder of the
Rough House, and restorer of the
order and work of deacons. The
life and work of these men is
characterized by that readiness of
response to the Holy Spirit, and
that boldness of initiative, which
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was so manifest
Church.

Take for example the beginning
of the famous Orphan House at
Halle in 1695. TFrancke found one
morning four German dollars and
a few pence in a box he had set
out for contributions for the edu-
cation of the poor. “That is
magnificent  capital,” he said.
“ With that something worth while
must be done; I shall begin a
school for the poor” That was
the origin of the Orphan House
which, with its 3,300 pupils (nearly
100,000 from the first), and its 470
dependents, is the largest establish-
ment of the kind in Germany, if not
in the world. The spirit and pur-
pose of these schools, as of all other
departments of the Inner Mission,
are indicated in these words : “ An
ounce of living faith is worth
more than a hundredweight of
bare historical knowledge, and a
little drop of true love than a sea
of knowledge of all secrets”
These, indeed, living faith and true
love, are the origin and end of the
Inner Mission.

Wichern began his work, which
ended in the establishment of the
Rough House, by receiving a few
boys into his home and teaching
them. Needing aid, as his boys
increased in number, the idea of
re-establishing the diaconate came
to him. His motto was, “This
is the victory that overcometh the
world, even your faith.”

The great deaconess movement,
with its Mother and Daughter
Houses, its great army of deacon-
esses, its hospitals, homes for the
poor, nurseries, homes for fallen
women. establishments for the
training of servant girls, schools
for little children, and numerous
other activities, began with the re-
ception by the simple Kaiserwerth
pastor, in September, 1833, to his
own home of a woman named
Minna, who came begging for pro-
tection and assistancc. In a gar-

in the early
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den attached to the parsonage was
an unoccupied house which Flied-
ner and his wife opened up as a
temporary place of refuge.  Soon
a second penitent girl followed the
first, and the work went on. To-
day deaconesses from Kaiserwerth
are at work in two hundred and
twenty places in all parts of the
world.

The providential character of
these institutions is, therefore, evi-
dent. “ This is the Lord’s doing,
and it is marvellous in our eyes.”
It is to be observed that all these
enterprises, though they look to
the alleviation of physical distress,
have as their main object the re-
vival and deepening of spiritual
life.  Francke, Iliedner, and
Wichern realized that soul im-
provement is the basis of all out-
ward reforin, and ever sought to
inspire those for whom they
worked with faith in Christ Jesus.

It is thus seen that the Inner
Mission begins within the souls of
consecrated men and women, and
then goes out to touch and redeem
human society. It includes not
only works of mercy and piety, as
ordinarily understood, but that
large class of humanitarian effort
included in education, training for
special positions in life, deliverance
from temptation, rescue of fallen
women, care for the sick, work
among neglected classes of men,—
in fact every possible form of ser-
vice by which man can be bene-
fited in this world and prepared
for the next. Let me indicate in
a few words some of the methods
employed.

It is being recognized to-day by
the most eminent criminologists
that punishment is utterly in-
adequate to the lessening of
criminal and anti-social tendencies;
that the only possible means of
improvement is to purify the
stream at its source by creating
about the possible criminal a
wholesome environment. It is
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also being recognized that to do
this effectively, the work must be
begun in childhood. Both of
these ideas have been worked out
by the Inner Mission.

The care of little children is the
first of the preventive methods em-
ployed.  Creches, or Xrippen,
have been opened in many cities
of France and Germany, which
are public nurseries for the chil-
dren of needy parents, as well as
for those of working women who
are employed away from home
during the day. For a small sum
the babies are cared for. They
are fed regularly, have beds and
toys, and are taught good physical
and moral habits.

For older children, from three
to six years, the Inner Mission has
established the “ Warteschule,” or
infant school.  These are not
kindergartens, but places for the
moral and religious instruction of
the children of the poor. Nearly
every Deaconess Home has such
a school attached to it. They
differ from the State schools by
the religious atmosphere that per-
vades them. The children are
taught good behaviour and obedi-
ence, and are trained in habits of
observation. In this way a fund
of moral force is put in the child’s
soul that will serve when the time
of temptation comes.

Orphan homes have been men-
tioned. They care for orphan
children until ten years old (girls
a little longer). The pupiis are
taught about the same as in the
Volkschule, and besides, manual
work. For those older still there
are schools where servant girls are
trained for work. These schools
are under the care of deaconesses
and are very popular.  Servants’
homes are also provided for girls
who come from the country to the
city seeking for work; and board-
ing-houses for factory girls. Boys
and men are also looked after in
the homes provided in the larger
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cities for boys away from home
attending school; and by means of
Inns for working men, of which
there are more than four hundred
in Germany. The atmosphere of
these Inns is Christian and home-
like; at the head of them is usually
a “ brother,” who with his wife has
been trained for this work.

One of the aims of the Inner
Mission is to follow with Chris-
tian influences those who are de-
prived of the privilege of attend-
ing Christian worship. “ Separate
coals will not burn,” say the man-
agers of the Mission. “They
must be brought together.” It
was to this end that on November
6th, 1832, the two-hundredth an-
niversary of the death of Gustavus
Adolphus, King of Sweden, the
Gustavus Adolphus Verein, or
Church and Parsonage Building
Society, was organized. The ob-
ject of this society is to create new
parishes in neglected fields, where
Protestant Christians are too few
to be able to support a pastor. To
save souls, and then out of these
saved ones to form parishes which
shall act as a leaven in Catholic
Germany, seerrs to be the special
aim of the Verein.  This society
also seeks to minister to men cn-
gaged in remote places, as grass
mowers, tile makers, etc., and those
at work at railroad, canal, and
turnpike building.

The Inner Mission not only
cares for the morally defective, but
to the physically defective and the
sick. Asylums have been pro-
vided for the deaf and dumb, the
blind, for epileptics and idiots; and
also for children of scrofulous and
rickety tendencies. From the be-
ginning the hospital has had a
large place in the work of the
Mission, and men and women are
trained for such work so that they
may do it with efficiency and skill.

Though the chief aim, as has
been =aid, of the Inner Mission is
preventive, yet it is by no means
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indifferent to its duty to the lost.
Its most difficult work in this de-
partment is against prostitution. It
seeks to meet this evil in two
ways : first, preventively, by pro-
viding homes for girls coming into
the city for work; and, secondly,
by establishing Magdaleniums. Of
the latter there are more than
twenty in the cities of Germany, in
the majority of which deaconesses
reside.  Excellent work has been
done, and many have been re-
claimed from the paths of sin.

The Mission is doing good work
in connection with prisons, visit-
ing the prisoners, and providing
reading matter; but its best work
in this department is done in giv-
ing shelter and assistance to those
who have served out their sen-
tence. ‘The fact that society looks
with contempt upon these unfor-
tunates, makes the way upward
very hard for them, and the work
of rescue is difficult. But love
conquers all things !

One of the distinctive character-
istics of modern life is the gather-
ing of people into cities; and with
this marvellous expansion of the
modern city has come a multitude
of social problems which have
puzzled the wits of Church and
State.  Shelley said, “ Hell is a
city much like London,” a sayving
that would seem to be even more
true to-day than when it was first
uttered. To the problems of citv
life the Mission has been awake
ever since Wichern established the
first city mission in Hamburg, in
1848. Three main objects are
kept in view : (1) the sanitary con-
dition of the people and their
homes; (2) their moral condition
as the outcome of the crowded
state of the apartments they oc-
cupy, and their general environ-
ment; (3) their relation to the
Church. of which the majority are
members.

The causes of poverty are
studied, and the poor are helped
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by loving and intelligent ministra-
tion to do better for themsclves.
Carlyle says, “ The beginning of a
man’s doom is when vision is
taken away from him.”  Hence
the Mission workers seek to inspire
these poor people with nobler
ideals and better hopes for the
future.

The dynamic by means of which
all these benevolent enterprises are
carried on is that of whole-souled
consecration to Christ and His lit-
tle ones on the part of self-denying
men and women. Of transcendent
importance is the Deaconess move-
ment, to the origin of which by
Fliedner reference has been made.
Fliedner’s first assistani was Ger-
trude Reichardt (1788-1869), a wo-
man of true piety and rare execu-
tive ability. The homes of the
deaconesses, in which they receive
their training, are called Mother
Houses. Related homes, which
have sprung up in imitation of
Kaiserwerth, are called Daughter
Houses. The spirit of all these
homes is that of a Christian family.
Candidates must be unmarried, be-
tween eighteen and thirty-six years
of age, healthy, and must possess
moral and spiritual gifts which the
calling demands.

First there is a six-weeks trial;
then the novitiate, which may last
one or two, Oor even more years.
At the end of that time the can-
didate is solemnly set apart as a
deaconess, promises to obey the
rules of the house, and to be true
to God in the service upon which
she enters.  She takes no vow,
and may, if she please, leave the
home at any time. But the un-
derstanding is that she enters upon
her life-work. She retains control
of her own private property, and
may dispose of it as she pleases.

There are two classes of deacon-
csses : (1) those who care for the
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sick, who are usually in hospitals,
and (2) those who teach. 1In 1893
there were 867 sisters at work in
233 varied charges, most of them
in Germany, but some in foreign
lands.  This paper could not bhe-
gin  to enumerate the various
activities of these noble Christian
women.

Akin to the service they render
is that of the deacons, or
“brothers,” as they are usually
called. We have seen how this
work began under Wichern.
Their special mission is to mem-
bers of the National Church scat-
tered abroad throughout Germany,
who have received baptism and
confirmation, but have either
drifted away from the Church, or
are in danger of doing so. There
are now fourtcen Brother Houses,
besides eight related establish-
ments. Those who enter these
Houses must be between twentv
and thirty years of age, blameless
in life. sound in body and mind,
and possessed of gifts necessary for
their special work. The Houses
are not permanent places of resi-
dence, as in the case of the ded-
conesses, but training houses. No
brother takes a vow; everything is
voluntary.

There are many other phases of
life in Germany that it would be
interesting to consider if we had
room. The stimulating and modi-
tying influences of Goethe, Schiller,
and Lessing, and especially of
Schliermacher, the solid benefit of
the critical study of the Scriptures,
the principles of Ritschlianism,
with its watchword, “ Back to
Christ?" the destructive and de-
moralizing propaganda of Social
Democracy—these and many other
subjects must be left for the pre-
sent.

Barrington, N.S.

“ Thousand-masted, mighty fleet,
Out to sea, Youth’s navy goes :

Silent, in his one-oared boat,
Age into the harbour rows.”
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+ Then row thy boat, O fisher,
In peace on lake and bay ;
And thou, young maiden, dance again
Around the poles of May.

¢ Sit down, old men, together;
0ld wives, in quiet spin;
Henceforth the Anglo-Saxon
1s brother of the Finn.”
—J. G. Whitticr.

The name of Runcberg, as those
of J. J. Nervander, J. W. Snellman,
and Elias Lonnrot have a strange
look about them and convey noth-
ing to many an Anglo-Saxon.

There are, however, eyes in this
Dominion that do recognize those
names; the very mention of them
makes some hearts beat faster and
some heads rise higher with a par-
ticular pride. These were fellow-
students at the University of Abo,
and the first three the closest of
friends. Nervander is ramem-
bered as the one who took the
highest marks in the history of the
University at his Master’s ex-
aminations. His name continues
among the very brightest in the
history of Tiland’s literature.
Lonnrot is known as the compiler
of the Kaledala, the Epic of the
Finns, which is compared by Max
Muller to Homer’s Iliad. The
name of Snellman is equally ad-
mired. Great as was their work
and worth, Runeberg was loved
probably best of all, and was often
called the “ King of Poets™

These three companions shared
more than their country’s praise.
They shared a pinching poverty.
Runeberg says himself that for six
or seven weeks at a time he saw
no bread; potatoes roasted in the
ashes of his fireplace, very little
butter, and a little milk were his
only food. Other things time and
again joined with poverty to block
their way in the University. Ner-

vander was the most hopeful; he
was of a more cheerful tempera-
ment, and is therefore regarded as
the author of the following sen-
tence : “If we fail in everything
else, we will do for bishops any-
way;” this sentence f{requently
ended their talks about the future.

In Borga, a town east of Hel-
singfors, the capital of Finland,
everybody knows and everybody
loves the name of Runeberg.
Ever since ’65 the college pro-
fessors and students, later the
volunteer firemen and a large num-
ber of other citizens, would
serenade him annually on his birth-
day, the 5th of February. The
day was celebrated in other towns
and cities as well. The Borga
citizen will take you to their
pleasant cemetery and point out to
you on its most elevated place a
grave hewn in the solid rock. He
will tell you of the universal sor-
row that fell over Finland when
the tidings of Runeberg’s death
was heralded on the 6th of May,
*77, of the flowers that came from
all parts and filled the grave. A
monument of bronze stands over
the grave- it is smaller, but a
fac-simile of the one in Helsingfors.
He will point out tc you Rune-
berg’s home, purchased and kept
in order by the town in perpetual
memory of one whom still thou-
sands love to honour.

He was the president of the
Borga College, and the foremost
classical scholar in the Swedish
speaking countries. By devoting
some time from his earlier years to
making rhyme, he became recog-
nized as a poet of no mean order
in his early University years, when,
according to custom, he would
read these compositions of his at
popular gatherings. A large com-
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pany of young people were gath-
ered at the archbishop’s (a distant
relative of his), and spent the even-
ing in games. Three young
ladies, one of whom was his future
wife, demanded a forfeit from him
in the form of an original poem.
He agreed on being allowed time.
Another day, being scated at the
table in the same house, a news-
paper was brought in. To every-
body’s astonishment some one read
his poem, entitled, “ To the Sun,”
given as the poem asked by the
voung ladies. The editor, the
foremost critic of poetry, had often
asked him for one; he gave this.
Most of Runeberg’s poetry was
given to the world in Borga, where
he resided the last forty vears of
his life. The “ Elgskyttadne”
(Elkhunters) he considered his
best. His “ Fandrik Stal’s Sag-
ner” (Ensign Stal’'s Tales), pub-
lished in 1848, made him the hero
of Finland. These works are
translated into scveral European
languages, and are everywhere
highly esteemed. Their author,
when on his first visit to Sweden.
was met with a perfect ovation.
Being himself a descendant of
Swedes who had scttled along the
shores of Iinland, he says : “I had
taken the Finn just as he scemed.”
During his two years’ tutorship
about the lakes of Nasi and Saan,
he saw Finland in its real beauty,
and came in contact with Pelander
the “ Ensign,” and with Finns in
general, and continues: “How
different hie is at his home. He
lives in patriarchal simplicity, pos-
sesses a deep manly patience, and

a clear insight into the inner ex-

periences of life.  These charac-
teristics I have fecbly endeavoured
to describe”

He was only four years of age.
when, in 1808-9, Russia, under
sacred promises, assumed the pro-
tectorate of Finland. The Fin-
nish ladies wear mourning to-day
m consequence of the breaking of
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these promises, and the whole land
is cast into gloom. He sat on
the knees of Von Dobeln and
Kulneff, whom, among other
heroes of that day, his pen has im-
mortalized. One of the gentle-
men, in whose family he was em-
ployed as tutor, had taken very
active part in that war, and from
him and others facts were gath-
ered which as recited by Runeberg
stirred up patriotism in the holiest
way in the lowliest of hamlets, and
as by mesmerism filled every heart
with pure delight.

His “ Tales” convey the highest
patriotic thought and sentiment
of the Finnish race. He pictures
in the simplest of language, yet
most vividly, their heroism, their
helpfulness one for the other, their
unlimited sufferings for their
fatherland, as well as their nobility
and beauty of character, so true
of the Finn, and says in “Our
Land?” :

¢ How blest, how precious is this spot,
Al that we love is here ;
Howe'er hard fate may cast our lot
A land, a fatherland—we've got ;
Oh, what on carth can fairly c'er
Be to our hearts more dear?™

The keynote of his poems is their
flaming love for his native coun-
try, a glowing zeal for ifs advance-
ment on the path of enlightenment
and liberty.

It may be interesting to know
something of his youth. Asa
boy he was among the most beau-
tiful, hearty and ungovernable—
and everybody’s favourite, success-
ful as a student from his early
school days, evidently possessed of
a good voice, for he sang with the
Star of Bethlehem at Christmas
in his native town, full of boyish
pranks, over which I have laughed
—and laughed loudly, as I again
rercad accounts of his boyhood
days; there was nothing mean in
his fun. He was a persistent op-
ponent of the cruelty and over-
bearing manifested in  his early
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days by the senior students toward
their juniors.

He was generous to a fault. and
hated meanness. He could fight,
and do it well, for he knew no
fear. He was a great lover of
animal life.  Pets of all kinds, and
in great numbers, ranging in size
from a fly up, were almost con-
stantly about him. He was pas-
sionately fond of sport, and, like
R. L. Stevenson, a perfect child
with children. His droll humour
and great readiness in literary dis-
cussions were known to his
friends. The following sentence
in one of his letters sums up all
his kindliness of heart and life :
“To live for uneself is to wither
with oneself, but to live for the
eternally fresh, for God, for hu-
manity, for nature, is to bathe in
the real fountain of youth.”

Such was the man whom the
Finnish people, most sparing in the
distribution of th=ir honours, have
made their hero. Canada, follow-
ing other countries, has erected
monuments for \Wolfe and Nelson,
another for the herocs of Sebas-
topol, etc.  Finland kas no monu-
ment for her national heroes;: she
has a few for those who have
greatly distinguished themsclves as
statesmen; her greatest heroes are
the giants of her literature. That
beautiful, large bronze statue in a
park which gets its name from our
hero, and situated in the centre of
the capital, is a mark of esteem to
one among the greatest, if not the
greatest, of these.  Subscriptions
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for it came pouring from every
part. Walter Runeberg, a son,
and probably the most distin-
guished sculptor of Finland, carved
it into his own filial iove as well
as the country's national love.
There he stands, whose large blue
eves had a remarkable power of
winning hearts, who succeeded. in
a time of national mental depres-
sion, in arousing the land by his
undying song. On the pedestal
Finland is represented as a
thougliful maiden, leaning her
arm against a picture, on which
are inscribed the following first,
second and last stanzas of that
national anthem which opens his
book of “Tales” :

*¢ Qur land, our land, our Fatherland !
Thou glorious word, ring forth !
No mountain rises proug and grand,
Nor slopes a vale, nor sweeps a strand,
More dear than thon, land of the north,
Our fathers’ native earth.

“ Qur land is poor, as all can tell;
No gold our rivers hold :
A stranger scorns its heath and fell 5
And yet this land we love full well 1
For us—with mountain, wood and wold—
'Tis still a land of gold.

< Thy blossom in the bud that lies
Shall burst its fetters strong ;
Lo ! from our tender love shall rise _
Thy light, thy fame, thy hopes, thy joys:
And prouder far shall sound ere long
Cur Finland’s patriotic song !

The inscription is in Finnish,
“The Finnish pcople to their
poet,” and in Swedish, “TFrom
Finland’s people.”

Rose Bay, N.S.

HOME AT LAST.

Oh, sing, thou happy heart !
Thy world is all in bleomn.

Sing, through the grateful tears that start
At Jesus’ opening tomb.

Sing ! even in grief he glad !
Breaks the new day within !

Thy path in living green is clad ;
Thou leavest behind thy sin.

Sing, nor look backward, down
Thy dark, deserted Past !

Before thee gleams thy promised crown ;
‘Thou shalt reach home at last.

—Lucy Larrom.



BALLOON POST DURING THE SIEGE OF PARIS.

Among the most interesting
subjects connected with the siege
of Paris, in 1870-71, was the
method by which the Parisians
Communicated with the outside
world, and the story of their trials
and triumphs never ceases to be
Interesting.  Even after the war
had begun, the Parisians delighted
to demonstrate to each other the
Mmathematical impossibility of the
Investment of the city; but
Im a few short weeks they
were shown their error, and they
were surrounded by an impene-
trable line of German soldiers.

aris was well fortified, armed,
garrisoned and provisioned, but
they now had to solve the problem
of communications from outside.
. There were within the fortifica-
tions about 2,000,000 people, a
Quarter of whom were under arms,
and it was remarkable that the be-
leaguered capital should have suc-
Ceeded in obtaining almost con-
Stant communication with the de-
Partments during the siege—a cir-
Cumstance which was only ren-
dered possible by the rapid ad-
vance made in the few preceding
Years in science, The stubborn
Tesistance which Paris offered to
the enemy was due to a consider-
able extent to the facility with
Wwhich they communicated with
the outside world, for the mental
anxiety consequent upon the com-
Plete “isolation of hundreds of
thousands of human beings unfits
them for resolutely engaging in a
Struggle of lengthened duration.

On September 18, 1870, the last
regular despatch of letters from

aris was sent, and at 5 o'clock
p.m. the early mail train was
forced to return; but on the 2oth,
the post-office authorities attempt-
ed to send out the mails in three
light-coloured vehicles, drawn by

three horses, and accompanied by
horse and foot couriers; but, with
the exception of one of the latter,
they were all driven back by the
bullets of the German sentries.
Up to the 24th of September, a
number of couriers were sent out,
but only a few succeeded in pass-
ing the German lines. The ma-
jority of these messengers carried
with them dispatches in cipher,
which were carefully secreted,
At last the plan of sending out
these men was abandoned. Paris,
at this period, was far from de-
pending  exclusively upon the
postal couriers. After the time
when the land route became prac-
tically closed, and water com-
munications being impossible, re-
course to the air was taken.

Naturally the idea of employ-
ing balloons to take out letters
early suggested itself to every one.
On September 21, the director of
the Paris post-office gave notice
to the public to write their letters
on extremely thin paper and to
dispense with the envelope, and it
soon transpired he had made ar-
rangements with Nadar, the well-
known  aeronaut and photo-
grapher, to establish a regular
balloon service.

On September 23, the * Nep-
tune,” in charge of M. Duruof, a
well-known aeronaut, ascended
with three mail bags containing
25,000 letters. The Prussians
pointed cannon at the balloon, but
the balls exhausted their impetus
before the balloon was reached,
though some of them arose suffi-
ciently high to cause the balloon
to vibrate perceptibly.  The in-
fantry peppered away with their
rifles, but did no damage, and the
aeronaut amused himself by
showering down a quantity of
Nadar’s address cards upon the
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heads of the Prussians. In three-
quarters of an hour he alighted
near Evreux, and his mail and
official despatches were promptly
delivered.  The departure of the
next balloon, the Citta di Firenze,
took place on September 23,
carrying 104 kilogrammes of let-
ters, and with great difficulty the
balloon succeeded in making a
successful voyage. From that
day the transit of Paris mails
through the air was an accom-
plished fact, and by degrees the
weight of all letters was limited to
one-eighth of an ounce.

Energetic steps were at once
taken to construct a number of
balloons for postal purposes. All
of the balloons in the city were
utilized first. An aeronautic com-
pany was formed for the manufac-
ture of the balloons. The cost of
cach was to be $800, including the
cost of gas for its inflation. The
aeronant was to reccive $40 for
ecach ascension. A number of
small paper balloons eighteen feet
in diameter were also constructed
which would be capable of raising
rather more than a hundredweight.
These “{iree balloons,” as they
were styled, were abandoned to
the_mercy of the winds without
any acronaut, and they only
carried newly authorized postal
cards, the contents of which were
to be read by the postal authori-
ties before being despatched, so as
to make sure they contained no
information likely to prove ser-
viceable to the enemy. The cost
of transmission was fixed at two
cents cach. A regular svstem of
lookouts was organized in the de-
partments to watch for these free
balloons.  Thev were only sent
up when the wind was favourable.

A balloon factory was organized
at the Gare d'Orleans, and under
the vast iron and glass arched
roof of this railroad station the
balloons were built.  Sailors bal-
anced themsclves on the metal
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girders and trusses and suspended
long strips of coloured calico
reaching almost to the ground.
and from the girders already hung
wickerwork cars, trailing ropes
and grappling irons. A score of
women were either occupied in
straightening out and ironing long
pieces of material or else soaking
the calico to get rid of its stiffness
and dyestuff.  Iaving been hung
up to dry, the material was then
cut to the various patterns, and
after a preliminary varnishing, a
hundred or more girls scated at
long tables and superintended by
Madame Godard proceeded to sew
the seams with mathematical ex-
actitude. Then came a second
coat of varnish both inside and
out.

The balloons were then inflated
by means of a metal fan which
caused the varnish to dry quicker
and facilitated the detection of any
holes that might hitherto have
passed unperceived. The netting.
ropes, and other tackle, together
with the cars, were all made by
sailors. The balloons were 51
feet 8 inches in diameter, 162 fect
4 inches in circumference, and had
a capacity of 72,2314 cubic feet.
Each balloon required twelve dave
to manufacture. The total weighi
of the balloon. independent wf
passengers and cargo, was 2,200
pounds.  The balloon itscli
weighed 430 pounds. and was test-
ed after inflation and held captive
until the test was completed at an
altitude of 635 fect.

For a time France was really
governed by balloons, and M.
Gambetta was conveyved over the
Prussian lines in a balloon.  Tle
had a most exciting trip.  The
first attempt at ascent was re-
Iinquished at an altitude of Gon
vards, for some DPrussian soldiers
were perceived immediately under-
neath.  Their arms were piled,
and while thev rushed to these,
ballast was thrown out, but the
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ballocn did not mount sufficiently
fast to prevent several balls pene-
trating it, one of them grazing
Gambetta's head. The ascent was

safely made near Montdidier.
Subsequent to Gambetta’s de-
parture from Paris, says Mr.

Vizetelly, *‘the government de-
cided on despatching other ardent
republicans through the clouds to
arouse the provinces from their
lethargy.”

Of all the baliocons which left
Paris at this time, by far the most
successful voyage was that of the
“ Washington,” which took out no
fewer than 120,000 letters.  Alili-
tary balloons were also used in
Paris for obtaining a view of the
enemy. The Germans had Herr
Krupp cast special cannon of ex-
tremely small calibre to destroy
the balloons.

Carrier pigeons were also used
to a considerable extent, and 1,100
trained birds were brought in be-
fore the siege and lodged at the
Jardin des Plantes. Pigcons were
despatched with balloons to bring
back word of the safe descent of
the balloons, these pigeons being
furnished by several carrier pigeon
societics. Not infrequently the
pigeons, when they returned, were
found to be wounded ecither by
some bird of prey or by shots from
the German rifles. The Germans
brought birds of prey to the en-
virons of Paris in order that they
might pursuc the carrier pigeons.
The despatch was generally con-
tained in a quill fastened to a tail
feather that remained immovable
when the pigeon spread its tail to
fly. Very many of the messages
were lost, however.

With an aerial fleet at their dis-
posal, there had never been any
difficulty in getting letters out of
Paris in a reasonable time, but
the means of obtaining news from
the provinces were limited in the
extreme, and at last the people had
to fall back to the employment of

$19

pigeon messengerz.  Originally
the latter were only emploved to
convey government despatches to
announce the safe arrival of some
balloon in the provinces, but in
the month of October it was also
suggested that they might be used
to convey the correspondence of
the general public. At first the
messages had to follow a fixed
form, the words being limited to
“no” and ‘““ves” to questions
such as, “ Are you well ™ * Do
you want money #” etc., which had
been previously asked in letters
sent out of Paris by balloon. The
charge for conveying these mes-
sages was one franc.

The messages were sent to the
postal dclegate at Clermont-
Ferrand, where they were copied
on a single sheet of paper and
then reduced by photography to
the most minute proportions and
sent by pigeons into the capital.
On the arrival of these despatches,
the characters were enlarged with
a microscope and each message
was copied onto a card and for-
warded to the person to whom it
was addresscd. The plan was
found to be rather inconvenient,
and at last ordinary messages were
allowed to be sent. A charge of
hali a franc was made for each
word contained in the despatch,
and the limit of the message was
twenty words. The messages
were set up in type and printed;
they were then photographed, thus
rendering them a great deal more
legible. When reduced, they oc-
cupied a picce of paper I I-2 by
1 I-4 inches, having the appear-
ance of a diminutive journal of
four columns. One message fol-
lowed the other without interval
of any kind. The reverse side was
also filled with messages.

Three of the first birds sent off
carried nearlv a thousand de-
spatches by micans of this arrange-
ment.  Post-office orders to the
value of 300 francs each could be



420

forwarded in a similar manner,
and photographic reproductions
of the Tours Moniteur and the
London Times were sent into the
capital.  The films used were of
collodion. A suitable number of
copies were made of cach shect.
They were then rolled and inclosed
in a small quill, which was sewed
on the tail {feathers of as many
pigeons as could be procured.
The employment of thin films of
collodion instead of paper was a
great improvement, for these films
were ten times thinner and lighter
than paper, so that a pigeon was
able to carry an increased budget
of news with a diminution of both
weight and volume.

On the arrival of the pigeons
in Paris, the quills contamning
the microphotographic despatches
were split open with a penknife
and the films were rapidly unrolled
in water containing a few drops of
ammonia. The films were then
dried and inclosed within two
plates of glass. They were then
ready to be deciphered by the
microscope.  This mode of read-
ing proving slow, recourse was
had to the projecting lantern.
using the electric light.  The thin
film of collodion containing the
message was placed in the proper
part of the apparatus and the mes-
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sage was thrown on a large screen,
so that four transcribers could
work at once on different parts of
the despatch sheet, each square of
which contained some 1,600 mes-
sages.

At a later time the despatches
were photographed on collodion
films on the scale of the original
printed matter, so that ecach sec-
tion was enlarged from the most
minute dimensions to the size of
an 18mo page; the characters, be-
ing in good, bold type, could thus
be read off with perfect ease.
Finally, the telegrams were separ-
ated from each other by means of
scissors, and cach person received
his despatch in facsimile of the
original printed matter. This sys-
tem proved to be very satisfactory,
and when the pigeons escaped the
hawks and guns, the Parisians
were tolerably sure of obtaining
information from their friends.
Many of the despatches have been
transferred and are now exhibited
as specimens of microphoto-
graphy, thus affording a unique
microscope object.  Other means
that were tried was to tie mes-
sages onto dogs and have them
penetrate the German lines, but
the scheme was not found to be
satisfactory.—Scientific Americau.

NON NOBIS, DOMINE.*

BY THEODORE C. WILLIAMS.

Lord God of Hosts, who dost award
All gifts that make the nations strong,
Who dost not leave the Victor's sword
To rest with carnal strength for long,
In this our Country’s triumph-hour,
Be Thine the kingdom and the power !

Thy gift, that courage freemen feel
Deep-pulsing with their native breath ;
And thine the hero's faithful zeal
For duty done, come life or death.
For all that makes a people free,
God of our Fathers, thanks to Thee!

For songs of hopc the millions sing,
For Union of the palm and pine,
For manhood without priest or king,

The praise, O Loz, is only Thine.
Our regions of the Western star
Proclaim Thy promises afar.

When at a mighty people’s door

Our brother’s blood cried from the ground,
When crime its fateful fruitage bore,

Nor justice, truth, nor peace were found,
We rose th’ avenger’s right to find :
Judge gently, Lord, for man is blind !

Soon rolls the battle-smoke away ;

Soon mercy soothes the stroke of wrath;
The isles will own our happier sway,

The sea-waves kiss the conqueror’s path.
Be Thine, O Lord, our Country’s gain !
May she not bear the sword in vain !

*This finc pocm appeared in the Outlook.
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THE QUEEN

or

THE ADRIATIC.

BY THE EDITOR.

ON THE LAGUNE,

+¢ She looks a sea-Cybele fresh from ocean,
Rising from her tiara of proud towers
At airy distanee with majestic motion,
A ruler of the waters and their powers.

1 s:m' frmn nul thc \v:n\'c hur sh‘uvlurcs
rise

As at the stroke of theenchanter’'s wand ¢

A thousand years their cloudy wings ex.
pand

Arvound me, and a dying giory smiles

Oer the far times, when many a subject
Tand

Looked to the wingéd Lion’s marble piles

Where Venice sat in state, throned on her
hundred isles.™

In the fourth century a band of
fishermen, flying from the ravages
of Atilla, the Scourge of God,
built their homes like waterfowl
amid the waves. Dold, skilful,
adventurous, they extended their
commerce and conquests over the
entire Levant; and soon, like an
exhalation from the deep, rose the
fair City of the Sca.  During the
Crusades the city rose to opulence
by the trade thercby developed.
In 1204 she became mistress of

Censtantinople and  *“beld  the
gorgeous East in fee”  Tac names
of her merchant princes were

familiar as houschold words in the
hazaars of Damascus and Ispahan.
Ier marble palaces were gorgeous
with the wealth of Ormuz and of
hule.  Her daughters were clothed
with the sitks of Iran and the
shawls of Cashmere.  Their bou-
doirs were fragrant with the per-
28

VENICE.

fumes of Arabia Felix, and tuneful
with the notes of the bulbul from
the gardens of Schiraz: and her

walls  were  glowing  with  the
breathing  canvas of Titian and
Giorgione.

* Her daughiters had their dowers
From \l)'n]\ of mations, and the exhaustloss
l,.u\l
Poured in her Tap all gomws in sparkling
showers,
In purple was she vobed, aud of her feast
Monarehs prrtaok, and deemed thew dignny
inereased,”

In her golden prime Venice had

forty thousand sailors., and her
fleet carried the banner of St. Mark
defiantly  over cvery sea. At

length the son of her ancient rival,
Genoa, discovered a New World
beyond the western wave, anid
snatched forever from Venice the
keys of the commerce of the scas.
Cadiz, Bristol, London, Amster-
dam, became the new centres of
trade; and the discrowned Queen
of the Adriatic saw her glories fade
away.

 City of palaces, Venive, once enthroned
Secure, @ queen mid fence of flashing

waters,
Whom East and West with rival homage
owned

A wealthy mother with fair
daughters.

What art llum now ¥ Ih\ walls are grey
and old :

In thy lone hall the spider weaves his

wonf,

troopitg
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A leprous crust creeps o'er the house of
gold, .

And the cold rain drips through the pic-
tured roof.” .

It is very odd on reaching
Venice, instead of being driven to
one’s hotel in a noisy fiacre or
rumbling omnibus, to be borne
over the water streets, as smoothly
as in a dream, in a luxurious
gondola. In the strange stillness
there was a suggestion of mystery,
as though the silent gliding figures
that we passed were not living
men of the present, but the ghosts
of the dim generations of the
shadowy past.

After dinner 1 sallied our for a
sunset row upon the Grand Canal.
I had only to step to the door and
hold up my finger, when a gon-
dolier, with a stroke of his oar,
brought his barque to my f{eet.
The charm of that first ride along
that memory-haunted water way,
whose beauties are portrayed in
every gallery in Europe, will never
be forgotten. I was alone—as
one should be to let fancy conjure
up the past. Onward I glided
silently—

Methodist Muyuzine and Reclew.

‘ By many a dome
Mosque-like and many a stately portico,
The statues ranged along an azure sky ;
By many a pile of more than Lastern pride,
Of old the residence of merchant kings.
The fronts of some, though Time had shat
tered thent,
Still glowing with the richest hues of art,
As though the wealth within them had run
o'er.”

Others were of a faded splendour
wan, and seemed, Narcissus-like,
to brood over their reflection in
the wave. Here are the old his-
toric palaces, whose very names
are potent spells—the Palazzi
Manzoni, Contarini, Foscari, Dan-
dolo, Loredan, once the abodes of

R
N D

VENETIAN GONDOLAS.

kings and doges and nobles. Here
swept the bannered mediaeval
pageants as the doges sailed in
gilded galley to the annual mar-
riage of the Adriatic.  There is
the house, says tradition, of the
hapless Desdemona. Now we
glide beneath the Rialto, with its
memories of Shylock, the Jew, and
the Merchant of Venice. And
¢ Now a Jessica

Sings to her lute, her signal as she sits
At her half-open lattice.”

I directed the gondolier to stop
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PIAZZETTA,

at Gli Scalzi, a sumptuous chirch
of the barefooted friars, and at-
tended the singing of the Angelus.
The scene was very impressive.
The sweet-voiced organ filled the
shadowy vaults with music. The
tapers gleamed on the high altar,
reflected by the porphyry and
marble columns. A throng of
worshippers knelt upon the floor
and softly chanted the responses
to the choir.  And at that sunset
hour the fishermen on the lagunes,

WITH COLUMN AND TOWER OF ST.
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the sailor on the sea, the peasant
on the shore, the maiden at her
book, the mother by her babe,
pause as they list the vesper-beli
and whisper the angel's salutation
to the blessed among women.

As the sun went down I sailed
out into the broad lagune, over
the glowing waves which seemed
like the sea of glass mingled with
fire. The sunset fires burned out
to ashen grey. The light faded
from the sky; the towers and cam-
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paniles gleamed rosy red, then
paled to spectral white; and the
shadows crept over sea- and land.
The gondolier lit the lamp at the
little vessels prow, and rowed me
back to my hotel through a
labyrinth of narrow canals thread-
ing the Ghetto, or Jews’ quarter,
and the crowded dwellings of the
poor. The twinkling lights from
the lattices quivered on the waves,
and the boatman devoutly crossed
himself where the lamp burned be-
fore the rude shrine of the Aa-
donna. Aswetrav-
ersed the narrow
canals, the cries of
the gondoliers to
pass to the right or
left—'“ Preme,” or
“ Stali "—were fre-
quently heard

amid the dark-
ness, and great
skill was exhibit-
ed in avoiding
collision. During
the night, in the
stillnessofthatsi-
lent city, without
sound of horse or carriage, the dis-
tant strains of music, as some be-
lated gondolier sang a snatch, per-
chance from Tasso or Ariosto,
penetrated even the drowsy land
of sleep, till I scarce knew whether
my strange experience were real or
but the figment of a dream.

In the piazza of San Mario
rises, to the height of over three
hundred feet, the isolated square
campanile of St. Mark, from which
I enjoyed a magnificent sunset
view of the city, the lagunes, the

LION OF ST. MARK,
VENICE.
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curving shore of the Adriatic, and
the distant Tyrolese and Julian
Alps. A tourist, with an artist’s
eye and poet’s pen, thus describes
the beauty of the scene: “The
burning sunset turns all the sky to
opal, all the churches to pearl, all
the sea to crimson and gold. The
distant mountains glow like lines
of lapis-lazuli washed with gold:
the islands are bowers of greenery,
springing from the bosom of the
purple waves. Great paintuld
saffron and crimson sails come out
from the distance,
looking in the sun-
light like some gi-
gantictropicalbird;
flowers and glit.
tering ornamcnts
hang at the mast-
head ; everywhere

you hear music and
song, the splash of
swift oars, the hum
of human voices:
everywhere youdrink
in the charm, the
subtle intoxication,
and the glory of
this beloved queen among  the
nations.”  For six centuries and
more the grey old tower, which
Galileo used to climb, has lookeil
down upon the square, the scene
of so many stately pageants. It
has witnessal the doges borne in
their chairs of state, and borne up-
on their biers; triumphal fetes and
funeral processions; the madness
of the masquerade and carnival:
and the tragedy of the scaffold andl
the headsman’s block.

On the piazetta are two graniie
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columns brought from Syria in
1120. One of them bears the
winged lion of St. Mark, the em-
hlem of the tutelary saint of
Venice. The other is surmounted
by St. Theodore standing on the
crocodile.  Tor seven hundred
years they have kept watch and
ward over the City of the Sea.
Peneath them have been enacted
many grim and bloody tragedies,
for the space between them was
the ancient place of execution.
Ilere many a knightly head fell be-
neath the axe. Here many a
victim of conspiracy and injustice
made his appeal from the injustice
of men to the eternal justice of
God.

The gondola, in its best estate,
is a sombre f{unecreal-looking
barque. draped in solemn black.
its steel-heaked prow curving like
a swan’s neck from the wave. TIts
points are thus cpitomized by
Byron :

«Tis a long covered hoat that's common
here,
Carved at the prow, built lightly but
compaetly,
Rowed by two rowers, each called a gon-

dolier ;
It glides wlong the water lookmng
Llackly,

Just like & coftin clapped in a canoe

Where none can make out what you say

or do.”

Gliding along a lateral canal
in my gondola one day,
saw on a wall the words
“Mectodista Capella” T soon
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after found it out. It was a
private house in a very narrow

street. I introduced mysell, and
was very warmly greeted by the
worthy pastor, the Rev. Henry
Borelly, and his wife.  They were
both Italian, but spoke French
fluently.  They represented the
Aethodist Episcopal Church of the
United States. They showed me
the chapel, a very comfortable
room which would hold two hun-
dred persons; but they spoke of
the great discouragements and
difficulties under which thev la-
boured, and asked for the pravers
of the Methodists of America on
their behalf.  After a very agree-
able interview, AMr. Borelly cour-
tecously accompanied me back to
my notel, and gave me at parting
a  hearty God-speed and “hon
vovage.”

On the last evening hefore T left
Venice, T sailed in a glowing sun-
set to the Lido shore. In the
golden radiance, the marble city
scemed  transfigured to  chryso-
phrase and alabaster, reflected in
the glassy wave.  The purple cur-
tains of the night closed round the
scene, and only the long line of
twinkling lights revealed where
the Sca Queen lay. It was with a
keen regret that I tore myself
away; for no spot in Italy, I think.
exercises such a potent fascination
over mind and heart. “ There can
be no farewell to scenes like these.”

INEVITABLE.

I like the man who faces what he must
With step triumphant and a heart of cheer:
Who fights the daily battle without fear;
Sces his Dopes fail, yet keeps unfaltering trust
That God is God : that, somchow, true and just

His plans work out for mortals.

Not a tear

Is shed when fortune, which the world holds dear,
Falls from his grasp: better with love a erust
Than living in dishonour: envies not,

Nor loses faith in man; but does his best,
Nor ever murmurs at his humbler lot,

But with a smile and words of hope gives zest

To cvery toiler.

He alone is great,

Who by a life heroie conquers fate.
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ANDREW HOFER—THE

BY TillZ REV. 1L

The cause of freedom, in all
lands and ages, has rendered illus-
trious many names that otherwise
would have been unknown to
fame; and these heroes have come,
generally, from the humbler walks
of life. = This was true of Andrew
Hofer, the Tyrolesc patriot. e
was a noble specimen of that
brave, hardy race of peasants
which still inhabits the cold, rough
Tyrolean country.  Their villages
may be seen clinging to the rug-
ged mountains, or nestled along
the deep ravines. These people
are industrious and adventurous,
and have a healthy, honest, and in-
dependent physiognomy. It is
said that “ liberty loves the moun-
tains,” and history confirms the
declaration by teaching us that few
have been the nations dwelling in
mountainous districts which have
ever been subjugated.

The name of Andrew, or An-
dreas, Hofer is as dear to the
Tyroleans as that of Tell is to the
Swiss. Though of obscure origin,
and the defender of an ignorant,
superstitious, and uninfluential
people, his bravery rendered him
one of those heroes whom Carlyle
has enthroned for worship.  This
celebrated man was born Novem-
ber 22, 1767, in a tavern at St.
Leonard’s, in the Passeyr Valley,
called the Sand House; whence his
popular name of the Sandwirth,
or Sand Landlord. He became
generally known as a wine-dealer
and horse-drover between the
Tyrol and the north of Italy. In
1796, he led a company of rifle-
men against the French, on Lake
Garda; and was actively engaged,
i 1803, in organizing the rural
militia,. He soon distinguished
himself as an able and patriotic

TYROLESE PATRIOT.

H. FAIRALL, M.\

counsellor as well as soldier; and,
in 18035, was made a member of
the deputation to which was com-
mitted the political direction of the
country.

The Tyrol became the possession
of the House of Hapsburg in the
fourteenth century, part by war,
part by marriage, part by pur-
chase; and continued an append-
age of Austria till the year 1805,
receiving mild ‘reatment from its
owners. In thuc year, Bonaparte
demanded that it should be ceded
by Austria to the King of Bavaria,
his ally; and the Emperor of
Austria, Francis, was compelled to
malke the surrender.  This sudden
transfer was made without the con-
sent of the Diet, or of the Tyrolese,
who could not endure this sudden
transference of themselves from
one master to another; and who
had also an old antipathy against
the Bavarians, their new rulers.
Their representative States were
suppressed, the public funds arbi-
trarily scized, new taxes levied,
and ecclesiastical properties con-

fiscated.  Their prejudices, right
feelings, notions, and virtues were
insulted by the French and

Bavarian soldiery.

A bold, hardy, and pround race of
mountaincers were not likely to
submit to such wrongs. Discon-
tent, then hatred and revenge,
spread rapidly on both sides.  In
1308, when the disaffection toward
Bavaria had become extreme in
the Tyrol, and hostilities broke out
between France and Austria,
Hofer, then living in the Valley of
Passeyr, and in the little inn his
father had left him, was one of the
deputies who went to Vienna to
confer with the Archduke John on
the subject of their national griev-
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ances. At this meeting, the arch-
duke advised an insurrection in the
Tyrol.  The Baron von Hormayr
was charged to carry it out.  So
rapidly did the mecasure spread,
that. within three days, between
Alarch 315t and April 3rd, the
whole Tyrol was prepared for the
conflict.

Hofer was one of the first to
take up arms; and his example and
encouragement, added to those of
his friends, Speckbacher and Has-
penger, had a wonderful effect on
the peasantry. He was then
about forty-two yvears of age, and
possessed  traits of character that
gave him great influciice over his
countrymen.  Ide was a man of
irreproachable morals, and of
more talent and education than
was commonly found among his
companions.  Ile was alsn «nted
with a kind of rural c]oquz.ncr

and his well-known bravery, his
fortitude, and his commanding
personal appearance, all combined
to make him the chief of an essen-
tially popular insurrection.

Three means were resorted to,
in order to advise the mountaincers
of the proper moment of rising
en masse : Sawduost was thrown
on the rivers Inn and [isach,
which carried the signal along in
their rapid course; fires were
lighted on the tops of the moun-
tains, and on the ruins of the «ld
castles; and women and children
ran from rock to rock, from glen
to glen, from cottage to cottage.
saying, “ It is time !”

In IQOQ when Bonaparte was
again in the field against the Em-
peror IFrancis, the Tvro]eam ros¢,
almost to a man, in his rear:
opened communication with Arch-
duke Jolm of Austria, who hadl
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not only sccretly favoured the in-
surrection. but assisted it by de-
scending with a formidable army
into the plains of Lombardy, and
effected a powerful diversion in
favour of the Austrian cause, being
themselves firmly resolved to drive
the Davarians out of their country.

Hofer struck the first blow. He
signally defeated the DBavarian
troops in the Vallev of the Fisach.
where, between killed, wounded,
and prisoners, they lost nine hun-
dred men.  On the same day, his
friend  Speckbacher drove the
Davarians out of Halle: and.
shortly afterward, twenty thousand
peasants took Innsbruck, the capi-
tal, in spite of the obstinate de-

fence of General Kinkel and
Colonel  Dittiurt, who disputed
every inch of ground.  Dittfurt,

when dying of his wounds. asked
what distinguished officer had led
them on so well to battle. " No
one,” said the Tyroleans: *“ but we
fought for our religion,*the cmi-
peror, and our fatherland.™

" The Tyrolese were supported by
an Austrian army of ten thousand
men, under the Marquis Chasteler;
but Bavaria sent twenty-five thou-
sand troops to quell the revoit.
Though ill supported by the Aus-
trians, Hofer and his companions
were long victorious. On the 1oth
of Aprl, 1809, the Tyrolese
chieftain fell upon the Bavarians,
while they were toiling through
the narrow vallexs, and deicated
Jisson and Lemoine in the moors
of Sterzing.  Within a week the
whole province was free. The
loss of the enemwy, attacked on all
sides in narrow vallevs and deep
chasms from dense woods and
overhanging rocks, was terrible;
but the brave peasants were guilty
of no unnecessary cruelty. M.
Mercey, a Frenchman, says * they
killed only those who resisted.” I
there was inhumanity on one side,
it was certainly not on that of the
Tvioleans. Hofer, when a con-
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queror, spared the lives of his op-
ponents; but, when conquered, his
own life was not spared.

The extent of Iofer's success
arouscd his enemies to still greater ®
exertions, and drew down on the
Tvyrol three armies. It was ex-
pected that, at the appearance of
these fine armies, the undisciplined
Tyroleans. who were unprovided
with artillery and most of the ma-
terial of regular warfare, would at
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once fay down their arms, and sub-
mit to the Bavaro-French Govern-
ment. Though almost entirely
left to their own resources. Hofer
and his companions rallied in their
mountains, and defeated the Da-
varians, who had nine thousand
men  and  twenty-five pieces  of
artillery.  They kept possession of
the perpendicular rocks, which
rose like walls on cither side of
the pass: and, having brought im-
mense stones, trunks and arms of
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trees, to the very edges of the pre-
cipices, they kept them suspended
there in large masses, by means of
ropes, until the enemy was en-
gaged in the narrow gorge, and
fairly beneath them. Then a voice
was heard saying, *‘ Hans, is every-
thing ready ?* *“Yes!” was
shouted among the rocks, on
which the word of command was
given, “In the name of the
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, let
go your ropes !> The next mo-
ment, more than a thousand of the
Bavarians were crushed and buried
under a frightful mass of trees,
stones, and rocks. The Duke of
Dantzic was forced to flee," aban-
doning his cannon and nearly all
his baggage to the Tyroleans.

The result of these engagements
was the immediate evacuation of
the country by all the Bavaro-
French armies, and the establish-
ment of a provisional government,
of which Hofer took the direction;
for the Court of Austria was too
much embarrassed to attend to the
affairs of the country. Had Aus-
tria been as brave as the Tyrol,
Napoleon's career would have been

carlier checked and overthrown.

On the 14th of August, 1809,
Emperor Francis signed the dis-
graceful Treaty of Vienna, by
which the brave Tyroleans were
again given over to the Bavarians.
But they would not tamely accept
this destiny. Hofer and many of
his comrades determined to make
one more effort for independence.
Three veteran armies marched into
the country to force them to
obedience; but these brave men
determined to resist the attempt.
In Passeyr, the native valley of
Hofer, they defeated the French.
But the contest was too unequal;
and this was the last of their suc-
cesses. They were hunted from
post to post, from rock to rock;
they were obliged to conceal
themseives, like wild beasts, in the
depths of their forests, the tops of
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their mountains, their remote
caverns, and this during all the
rigour of winter. Some, Ilaid
down their arms, some escaped in-
to Austria, more were taken pri-
soners by the Trench, who shot
them like brigands; and, at last,
Hofer was left almost alone. He
fled to the mountains and con-
cealed himself, the peasants resist-
ing all inducements to reveal his
hiding-place.

From the beginning of Decem-
ber, 1809, to about the middle of
January, 1810, this remarkable
man, on whose head the French
had put an enormous price, lay
concealed in a small hut situated
in a rocky hollow, near the summit
of one of the loftiest mountains of
the Tyrol. But, besides his family,
a friend and former confidant
knew his retreat, and had the
baseness to betray him. This
villain was a priest; his name (may
it be forever execrated!) was
Donay. In the darkness of night,
he led a strong detachment, under
the command of Baraguay d'Hil-
liers, to the spot, and the hut was
surrounded. Contier, the com-
mander of a battalion, arrested
him; but his {fortitude did not quail
at this awful moment. He pre-
sented his breast to a company of
French grenadiers, saying : “1 am
Andrew Hofer. Frenchmen, kill
me at once, but save my wife and
children ¥’

The soldiers rushed wpon him,
and, having loaded him with
chains, designedly led him through
the Tyrol, in crder to show that
every hope of throwing off the
French yoke had disappeared. He
was carried down to Meran, where
he was joined by his family, con-
sisting of his wife, a son about
twelve, and a daughter. Frcm
Meran he was marched to Botzen,
thence to the fortress of Mantua,
which was already crowded with
his unfortunate countrymen. The
only tear he was seen to shed was
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when they forcibly separated him
from his wife and children. From
the time of his arrest on that
memorable night of January 27,
1810, when one of his most trusted
partisans betrayed him for three
hundred ducats, he exhibited the
same courage in every emergency,
until death closed his earthly
career.

Napoleon having ordered that
he should be tried at Mantua, the
examination took place before
General Bisson. There was a
court-martial; the injustice of the
case, his heroic bravery and hu-
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Frenchman, says of his country-
men : “They killed him out of
obedience. After his death, how-
ever, they rendered him the same
honours that are paid to a general
officer; and the body of the
Tyrolean patriot was carried to its
last home on the shoulders of
French patriots.”

Schlosser, in his ““ Historv of
the Eighteenth Century,” says:
“Hofer's execution was regarded
throughout the whole of Europe
as a demonstration against every
one who should aitempt to make
any resistance, with courage and

MEDALLION ON MONUMENT TO THE EMIEROR MANIMILIAN.

manity, pleaded strongly in his
favour, and the majority of the
French officers were for a sentence
of limited confinement, two even
dared to vote for acquittal. But
these tribunals were mere farces;
the doom of Hofer was signed by
a higher hand, and the commands
from Paris, conveyed from Alilan
to Mantua, were that Hofer
should be condemned and shot
within twenty-four hours. He
died as he had lived, a brave man,
not manifesting the slightest in-
dication of fear, refusing to have
his eyes bound, and himself giving
the word to fire. M. Mercey, the

perseverance, to the dominion of
the French forced upon them.”

The Emperor of Austria, who-
could hardly do less, assigned a
pension to his family, as the pro-
perty he left them had been con-
fiscated. They also received, in
1819, under the name of Von
Passeyr, the patent of nobility al-
ready decreed in 18og. This was
the name of the place where Hofer
was captured, and where a monu-
ment was erected to his memory.
The house where he was born and
lived was converted by the Em-
peror into an asylum for sixteen
old Tyrolese.
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In 1823, Ilufer’s remains, by
order  of the Emperor, were

brought from Mantua, and in-
terred in the Cathedral of the
Haly Cross, near the monument
of the Emperor Maximilian. Six
of the patriots, lofer's com-
panions-in-arms, entered the Met-
ropolitan  Church, bearing the
coffin, upon which lay the broad-
brimmed peasant’s hat and  the
sword of the hero. an immense
concourse of Tyroleans folloning
it to the tomb.  The brave moun-
taineers, by this imposing demon-
stratt m exhibited  their undying
regard for the memory of their
Hlustrious defender. A fine statue
was placed over the tomb.  The
design is simple and phin, and
correspomds with the character of
him whose deeds it perpetuates.
Above it is the glorious watch-
word, * Death is swallowed up in
victory”  The magnificent monu-
ment of the Emperor Maximilian
1. close by, in the same cathedral,
is more costly and attractive, and
a <nitable memorial of royalty : but
that of Andrew Iofer is without
display.  He needs no trophied
tomb to declare his greatness.
He will live in the hearts of his
countrymen, and be remembered
as the patriof-martyr of the Tyrol

The following is an account of
the present Editor’s visit to the
scene of Hofer's triumphs and de-
feat.

Inn<hruck, the capital of the
Tyrol, has 30,000 inhabitants and
a4 garrison of 2000 men. It is
sitnated in o« cup. the sides of
which are the engirdling moun-
tains. Joth customs and  cos-
tumes are very odd.  Fiery little
harses dash around with carriages
to which they are attached on one
side of a central pole in a very
lopsided-looking manner.  When
they stop. the drivers coally un-
hitch one trace and thus prevent
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a runaway. The wide, stately
modern streets are commonplace
enough, but the narrow ancient
ones arc like a page out of some
romance of the Aliddle Ages.
Over the shops are queer signs
with elaborate wrought-iron work,
representing scarecrow-looking
double-headed Austrian  cagles
with very dishevelled iron wings,
and the like.  Some of the housc-
fronts are ornamented with fres-
coed pictures from top to bottomn.
Many have great arcades, the side-
walks being under the building,
shown in initial cut, and separated
from the street by arches, with
huge buttresses.

Near our hotel is the beautiful
Rudoli’'s Fountain, commemorat-
ing the sooth anniversary of the
union of Tyrol with Austria in
1363. The odd-looking structure,
scen in one of the cuts. is the
Feuerthurm, or Firetower, with a
strange bulbous tofr  The huge
Tyrolese mountain waggons, used
for freighting merchandise over
the mountains, are of most ponder-
ous build.  The wide and beauti-
ful Maria Theresa Street is shown
on page 428 The snow-clad
mountains scem almost to over-
hang the town.  The monument
is surmounted with a statuc of the
Virgin Mary. erected in honour of
the doctrine of the Immaculate
Conception, for this is a thorough-
Iv  Roman Catholic city. The
Golden Dachl, a now faded gilt
copper roof, covering a rich Gothiu
canopy with flamboyvant paint-
ings of the Emperor Maximilian
and his two wives, whose effigies
we shall sce in the Hofkirche. 1~
part of a palace erected in 1423
The tomb of the Emperor is one
of the most famous monuments in
Furope. ] have scen nothing
anywhere more impressive.  In
this church, Christina of Sweden.
daughter of thc Protestant cham
pion Gustavus Adolphus, cm-
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braced the Roman Catholic faith,

which she disgraced with  her
wicked life.
In  the churches numerous

Jd0 o),
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votive-offerings—wax  figures  of
arms, legs and feet—add their cor-
roboration to the testimony that
* Maria hat geholfen ’—that Mary
had helped the sufferer.  Theatri-

cal-looking angels in wretched
taste surround the aliars, and the
architectural details are overladen
and meretricious.

the Hof Kirche, or

I entered
Court Church, through the clois-
ters in the rear, and found myseli
in the chancel scparated from the

nave by an iron screen. Jefore:
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I observed, in the half-light, that
she was at prayer, I asked a
peasant woman the way into the
church. She immediately sprang
from her knees to show me the
way, with an eye keenly expectant
of a fee, and then went back to her
devotions. The roof of the church
is supported by very tall Corin-
thian columns, and its decoration
is in the usunal poor taste. But
we soon forgot this in the presence
of the majestic monument of the
dead Emperor Maximilian L
The bronze effigy of the Emperor
kneels in prayer on a massive
marble sarcophagus, with seated
figures of the evangelists at the
angles. Ranged on either side are
twenty-eight statues of his heroic
ancestors ar kinsfolk, in the guise
of mourners and torch-bearers.
The grave, austere, homely, real-
istic figures—all over life-size—
were wonderfully impressive—the
men long-haired, in heavy armour
richly decorated, some with visor
sternly  down; the women with
embroidered robes, tall, statelv
statues, the drapery being very
severcly and simply arranged.
The finest figure, that of Ifing
Arthur of England, is attributed
to the celebrated Peter Vischer, of
Nuremberg. It is an heroic young
warrior in chain armour. The
two wives, the sister, father and
grandfather, and more remote
kinsfolk of the Emperor keep for-
evermore their solemn vigil around
his tomb; and kneeling among
them the poor peasants and
market-women, for over three
hundred years, have counted their
beads and pattered their prayers.
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On the sides of the sarcophagus
twenty-four exquisite marble re-
liefs represent the principal events
of the Emperor’s life—marriage
scenes, state pageants, Dbattle
pieces, celebrations of victory
over the French, the Turk, Bo-
hemians and Venetians, battles
and sieges, scenes in camp and
court, all crowded with figures,
among which that of the Emperor
may be recognized in the varying
aspects of youth, manhood and
age. The conception and execu-
tion of this noble monument are
equally fine.

To this monument Longfellow
refers in his poem on the death of
Bayard Taylor :

¢ Dead he lay among his books !

The peace of God was in his looks.
As the statues in the gloom
Watch o'er Maximilian’s tomb,

So those volumes from their shelves
Watched him, silent as themselves.™

Very simple, But scarcely less
impressive is the marble effigy of
Andreas Hofer, the Tyrolese
patriot and hero, who was cap-
tured by the French, tried and ac-
quitted by his judges, yet ordered
to be shot by Napoleon himself.
Above his monument is the glori-
ous watchword, “Death is swal-
Iowed up in victory.”

In the dusk I wandered alone
across the Inn and through the
quaint suburbs, and back through
the deserted streets—they go to
bed very early in Tyrol—and
again in the morning took a last
mental photograph, as well as laid
and bought some souvenirs of the
old-world town which I shall never
see again.

THE ARROW,.

Straight from the Mighty Bow this truth is driven :
“They fail, and they alone, who have not striven.”
Fly far, O shaft of light, all doubt redecming,
Rouse men from dull despair and idle dreaming.
High heaven’s evangel be, gospel God-given :
“They fail, and they alone, who have not striven.”

~—Clarence Urmy.
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RELICS OF THE FRANKLIN EXPEDITION.

At this period, when the world
is ringing with the names of
Peary, Nansen, and other notable
explorers, it is but natural that
our minds should revert .to the
brave men who traced out safe
pathways for the feet of their
worthy  successors. Sir John
Franklin had the hcaour of first
defining the North-west Passage,
an achievement which had long
been one of the ambitions of mari-
time nations.  Merely looking at
the expenditure of money and at
the sacrifice of so many noble
lives, we might be inclined to
question whether the results justi-
fied the cost, until we are reminded
of mnature’s unalterable law, that
only through seeming loss and
death can be secured real, ever-in-
creasing gain and life more abund-
ant.

Spilsby, a market-town in Lin-
colnshire, was the birthplace of
John Franklin, the date of that
cvent being April 16th, 1786. He
was the youngest son in a family

of ten children and was destined
for holy orders. But

“ There is a providence that shapes our ends
Rough-hew them as we will.”

While still a lad Franklin took
advantage of a holiday, walking
twelve miles for his first view of
the sea. There and then the
latent desire for a sailor’s life im-
mediately grew into determination.
Under the impression that a bit of
actual experience would effectually
dispel this boyish fancy, his father
arranged for him a voyage to Lis-
bon.  But this taste of salt water
only whetted his appetite for a sea-
faring life.  In 1800 a position
was secured for him on HALS.
Polyphemus, and for fifteen years
young Franklin was either on voy-
ages of exploration in Southern
seas or engaged in active naval ser-
vice,. Under the command of
Nelson his ship took part in the
battle of Copenhagen, and, at a
later date, on the Bellerophon. he
served in the battle of Trafalgar.
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The term of enferced inactivity
after the fall of Napoleon was de-
voted by Franklin to scientific re-
scarch, chicefly in surveying and
astronomy.  The knowledge then
acquired proved invatuable in later
vears.

The spirit of investigation began
to stir vigorously again in 1818,
when two expeditions to the Polar
regions were equipped; one, under
the command of Captain John
Ross. to =ail for Davis Straits, and
from there to explore westward;
the other, led by Commander
Buchan and Licutenant Franklin,
to voyvage north between Green-
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were appointed to command it—
Parry to explore by sea by way
of Baffin’s Day, while Franklin was
to follow the northern shore of
Arctic America.

Starting from York Factory on
September gth, 1819, they returned
to the same point on July 14th,
1822, having covered a distance of
5,550 miles.  The northern ter-
minus of the journey, 68° 19, was
named Point Turn-Again.

The records of this expedition
are simply appalling. It is note-
worthy that in all the terrible and
lung-continued  privations, it was
the men of gentle birth and higher

ESKIMO CANOE.

land and Spitzbergen, and thence,
navigation permitting, to Behring’s
Strait.  On the north-west coast
of Spitzbergen their course was
intercepted by formidable ice-bar-
riers, and the ships, having sus-
tained severe injuries, Commander
Buchan, to the intense disappoint-
ment of [ranklin and Parry, or-
dered a return.

Franklin’s nobility of character,
his versatility of resource, his cour-
age, and above all his reverent
spirit, won golden opinions from
his associates.  \When, in 1819,
the Government sent out a fresh
expedition, TFranklin and Parry

education who displaved the
greatest fortitude, as well as the
nobler qualitics of kindness and
self-sacrifice.

When the remnants of the party
were at the last extremity they
were rescued by three Indians.
whose care of their pale-faced
brethren reflects honour on the
race. Upon his return to Eng-
land, Franklin received well-won
honours, being made captain by
the Admiralty, and elected a
Tellow of the Royal Society.  Ile
was soon married, and after the
isolation and hardships of life in
that great lone land, how rare
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must have been Franklin’s enjoy-
ment of home comfort with the
love of wife and child !

* The view from sunlit heights is for the

climber s

The harbours calm for
crossed the bar:

The fountain’s coolest draught is for the
thirsty ;

The sweets of home for those who've wau-
dered far”

those who've

Meanwhile, Parrv’s expedition
procceded in the face of great diffi-
culties, and, after making import-
ant discoveries, returned to Eng-
land in 1823. Letters exchanged
by the two great explorers breathe
a noble spirit utterly devoid of all
peity  emmlation and  jealousy,
which commands our keenest ad-
miration.  Parry writes to Frank-
lin - i
U Your letter was put into my hands at
Shetland and T weed not be ashamed to
say that 1 ervied over it like o child.  The

29
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tears I shed, however, were thuse of pride
and pleasure—pride at being your fellow-
countryman, brother oflicer. and friend :
pleasure in seecing the virtues of the
Christian adding their fivst and highest
charm to the unconquerable perseverance
and splendid talents of the officer and
the man.”

Parry’s services were recognized
by his promotion to the rank of
post-captain, and by his appoint-
ment to the command of a new
expedition, which set out in 1824.
In 1825 Franklin was commis-
sioned to extend his explorations.
His wife gave him a sk Union
Jack—her own work—which was
to be hoisted when he reached the
Polar Sea. In recording this in-
cident and its sequel one recog-
nizes the supreme Wisdom which
holds life’s  experiences like a
scaled book, the leaves of whicl,
open once at a time, else heart and
flesh would fail.
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® The expedition consisted of two
divisions,—one under command of
Captain Beechey, to go by sea
through Behring's Strait; the
other, under Franklin’s leadership,
to travel eastward surveying the
coast as far as the Coppermine
River in order to make connection
with previous discoveries. Ad-
vance parties were sent out in 1824
with light boats and stores to
Great Bear Lake, which had been
selected as headquarters. In 1825,
Franklin and his officers followed.
Before reaching Fort
Cumberland, in June,
Franklin received the
sad news that his wife
had died six days after
he had left England.
Surely now, if ever, the
great heart of the man
might have failed! But
recognizing himself as
first the servant of his
country, he went brave-
ly forward in the path
of duty, only brief refer-
ence in one or two let-
ters to friends showing
how sorely he was smit-
ten.

At Slave Lake they
were met by their old
Indian and Eskimo
friends with kindness,
and the leader and
his party started on a hazardous
journey to the mouth of the Mac-
kenzie' River. On August 16th
they came in sight of the sea,
where Franklin, in accordance
with his promise, raised the silk
flag made by his wife. They
spent the winter at Fort Franklin,
on Great Bear Lake. The camp
numbered fifty, a company of Eng-
lishmen, Highlanders, French-
Canadians, Eskimos, with Indian
men, women and children of vari-
ous tribes. TFranklin showed him-
self master of the situation, and
manual labour, study, and recrea-
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tion were conducted upon the
most  systematic principles. A
night school was established for
the men, apnd in their amusements
the officers always took part. I%or
their own special delectation the
officers took up the interpretative
reading of Dante, which Franklin
chronicled as a genuine pleasurce
and finc mental discipline.

In preparing for the summer ex-
pedition of 1826 the party found
that a new boat was necessary,
and they proved the truth of the

ARCTIC SPORT.

old adage, “ Necessity is the
mother of invention,” by providing
substitutes for nails, tar, and paint.

Franklin had several encounters
with Eskimos, who raided the
boats, stealing everything they
could carry,—even trying to make
off with a case of fine astronomical
instruments. Having explored 374
miles of coast, they began the
homeward journey. This voyage
might be briefly summed up a< a
series of perils : perils of fogs and
ice-drifts; perils of Indians and
Eskimos; of sand-flies and mos-
quitoes.  On September 21st the
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leader and his party reached TFort
Franklin, where they found Dr.
Richardson alive and well after a
remarkable and successful journey,
by land and water, of 1,980 miles,
1,015 miles of the distannce heing
fresh exploration.

The dull prospects for approach-
ing winter were cheered by the
arrival of the English mail, bring-
ing the announcement of Licut-
tenant Back’s promotion to the
post of a commander. The in-
tense cold of that season is illus-
trated by the record that one day
one of the party froze some mer-
cury in a bullet mould. In the
month of February the tempera-
ture fell to fifty-eight degrees be-
low zero.

In this same month, Franklin
deciding to return to England,
Back was left in command, with
instructions to make for York
Factory as soon as the ice broke,
and there to disband the party.
With sincere regret the leader
bade farewell to his associates, and
under the guidance of two Indians
set out by way of the woods for
Fort Simpson. In a short time
his guides forsook him, after
which he had to rely upon his
sense of iocality, which was re-
markably strong; but he com-
pleted his journey in safety, and on
June 18th Richardson joined him
at Cumberland House. They ar-
rived in England in September,
1827, after an absence of two
vears and seven months. Both
officers and men received full ap-
preciation from the different scien-
tific societies.  The geographical
record was the discovery and ac-
curate delineation of over one
thousand miles of north coast,
hitherto absolutely unknown, leav-
g only fifty leagues unsurveyved.
From the Paris Geographical So-
ciety Franklin received the gold
medal, valued at 1,200 francs, as
reward for having made the most
mportant acquisition to know-
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ledge in that study during the
vear 1827. He was knighted in
1829, and a little later, along with
his friend, Sir Edward Parry, re-
ceived from the Oxford University
the honorary title of D.C.L. The
great explorer’s second wife was
Miss Jane Griffin, a lady of rare
intellectual gifts, whose devotion
as wife and widow has its well-
merited place in history with the
name and achievements of her
noble husbhand.

In 1830 Franklin was appointed
to the command of a twenty-six
gun frigate, the Rainbow, in which
he served for three years, chiefly
in the Mlediterranean, rendering
valuable assistance in Greece dur-
ing a period of disturbance in that
country. Irom 1837-1845 he
filled the onerous position of Lieu-
tenant-Governor  of  Tasmania.
The noble work done by himself
and his gifted wife, and the re-
markable wisdom of his entire ad-
ministration, would make an in-
teresting story.  Ten vears later
the Tasmanians subscribed £1,700
toward the expedition initiated by
Lady Franklin for the discovery of
her noble husband, while they also
erected a statue in his honour at
Hobart Town.

It has been stated that the dis-
covery of some channel of possibly
300 miles in length was all that
remained to complete the long-
wished-for goal of a north-west
passage. Soon after Tranklin’s
return from Tasmania, the en-
thusiastic patron of Arctic explora-
tion, Sir John Barrow, suggested
to the Admiralty the idea of a new
expedition for this purpose. In
a conversation held with Sir Ed-
ward Parry, Lord Haddington
(First Lord of the Admiralty)
said, “ I see Franklin is sixty years
old. OQught we to let him go ?”
Parry’s reply was, “My lord, he
is the best man for the post I
know, and if you don't let him go
he will die of disappointment.”
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Later, when Lord Haddington ex-
postulated with TFranklin, sug-
gesting that he ought to be satis-
fied with the laurels already won,
and reminding him of his age, the
enthusiastic explorer broke out
with. all the spirit of a young man,
“My lord, you have been misin-
formed, I am only fifty-nine ! So
he prevailed, and was appointed to
the command.

Two vessels were fitted out for
the expedition,—the IErebus, com-
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reached on July 4th, Franklin dis-
missed the transport ship Barret.
Junior, —the last vessel with whicl
the expedition ever communicated
On July 26th, the twou ships wer
seen in AMelville Bay by Captain
Dannet, of a whaler from Hull
After that they seemed, like
phantom ships, to fade away. In
1847, no tidings having been re¢
ceived of Franklin and his partv,
great anxicty was felt, and the
Government was strongly urged to

manded by Franklin, and the Ter-
ror, by, Captain Crozier. The
officers and men of cach ship num-
bered sixty-seven, and stores were
provided for three ycars. On the
the last Sabbath before setting sail
Sir John Franklin read in an im-
pressive manner the church service
and a sermon, his wife,. daughter,
and niece being present.

At the Whalefish Islands, ncar
Drisco in Greenland, which were
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send out a relief expedition
Through the medium of the TTud-
son Bay Company, Indians were
employed as scouts, while large re-
wards were offered by the Govern-
ment and by Lady Franklin for
any tidings of the missing cx-
plorers.

Between 1848 and 1854 no less
than fifteen expeditions were sent
out by England and America.
Lady TFranklin making large ap-
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propriations from her own fortune

toward the equipment. Many im-
portant geographical discoveries
were made, and eventually suffi-
cient data were gained by which to
trace the probable course and ulti-
mate fate of the unfortunate ex-
pedition of 1845. The first sub-
stantial tokens were secured by
Dr. John Rae, who in 1853 com-
manded an expedition under the
direction of the Hudson Bay Com-
pany. These brave explorers cov-
cred upwards of 1,100 miles in
sledge parties alone, 400 miles of
the distance being hitherto un-
travelled territory. At Pelly Bay,
in 1854, Rae met with Eskimos,
from whom he received a good
deal of information, and also a
number of articles which had un-
doubtedly belonged to the Frank-
lin party. Later on other relics
were obtained by barter from the
Eskimos, and more than once a
human skeleton was found, telling
its own ghastly story.

The most important discovery
was a report found in 1859 by
Lieutenant Hobson, of the M’Clin-
tock expedition. This gave briefly
the record of the Franklin ex-
plorations up to April, 1848. The
work of the first year had been
phenomenal,  Before settling into

IN THE ARCTIC SEAS.

winter quarters at Beechey Island
they had gone up Wellington
Channel to latitude seventy-seven
degrees, returning by the West
side of Cornwallis Island. The
following spring a party, under
command of Lieutenant Gore,
started to explore the coast of
King William’s Land. Subse-
quent observations favour the idea
that, reaching Point Victory and
going on toward Cape Herschel,
the continent of North America
must have been visible in the dis-
tance. This meant the completion
of the North-west Passage, even
though they did not actually travel
the intervening space. Later re-
cords, discovered in a cairn at
Point Victory, stated that Sir John
Franklin died June 11th, 1847.
There is, however, not only hope
but good reason to believe that his
brave heart was gladdened before
death by the assurance that his
life-work was accomplished.

The terrible fate of the survivors
is soon told. Being shut in by
the ice from September, 1846, to
April, 1848, the remaining officers
and crew had abandoned the ships
and started for Back’s Fish River.
Nine officers and fifteen men had
perished.  The absence of fresh
meat had induced scurvy, and the
horrors of disease were added to
those of famine. Under the leader-
ship of Crozier and Fitzjames the
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survivors, to the number of 105,
began the journey to Great Fish
River in sledges, hoping to meet
with friendly Indians on the way,
and from them to secure food.
At the very time that they aban-
doned the ships, Sir James Ross,
with two relief ships, was only 300
miles distant.

After the record alluded to came
silence, punctuated here and there
by the discovery of a human
skeleton or a deserted boat, with
the testimony of the Eskimos that
white men had been seen travel-
ling, and dropping down dead as
they walked. Then came the
supreme moment, when the sole
survivor found-himself alone with
God in that awful region of icy
silence.

In 1858, a tablet, which had
been left by a previous expedition
at Godhaven, was taken by Com-
mander M'Clintock and set up at
Beechey Island. This was Lady
Franklin’s memorial to her noble
husband and his brave com-
panions, and contained appropriate
inscriptions.

All the explorers who brought
to England relics, records, or in-
formation conceraing the ill-fated
expedition, received substantial re-
ward and appropriate honours.
An extraordinary departure from
the usual custom was made by the
Royal Geographical Society in pre-
senting to Lady Franklin the
founders’ medal. A monument to
Sir John Franklin was erected in
Waterloo Place, London, and a
statue to the great explorer graces
the market-square of Spilsby, his
native town. A wonderful work
of art is the monument erected by
order of Parliament in Greenwich
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Hospital. In the centre tablet are
the names of Franklin and his
brave associates; and about this
the skilled fingers of the sculptor
have wrought in marble statuary
the story of an Arctic expedition.

All honour to Lady Franklin for
devotion to her noble husband, but
many another woman gave her
best beloved in the interests of ex-
ploration, and the record of her
patient hercism 1is kept only in
God’s book of remembrance. In
her poem, “The Arctic Expedi-
tion (From the Woman’s Side).”
Miss Mulock voices the heart-cry
of these unrepresented ones :
¢ In Portsmouth Harbour the good ship

rides
Rocked safely upon the placid tides
As love in a happy heart abides
Moving with each emotion.

With voices and hands alive all o’cr ;—

And to-morrow—(perhaps for evermore !)

I shall look out from a desolate shore

Upon an empty ocean.

¢ 0 love, my hero and my saint,
My knight of the white shicld without
taint,

This woman's heart turns sick and faint,
Although my lips may fail not.

I sce the rocks under smiling seas,

I hear a tempest in every breeze,

I feel the icebergs as they freeze
In the deeps where ship can sail not.”

In 1875 Lady Franklin joined
her husband in that land where,
throughout ecternity, knowledge
shall grow from more to more.
His body lies, until the resurrec-
tion, in that great lone land whose
grim splendours so fascinated him:
where icebergs lift their glistening
peaks to the cold beams of the
midnight sun; where against 2
background of sky so deeply,
darkly blue, the Aurora's stately
arches stand like wide portals in-
viting the explorer to the mysterics
of the limitless bevond.

‘What thou hast in store
This coming year I do not stop to ask ;
Enough if, day by day, there dawns before
Me my appointed task.
I scek not great things,

For I have learned before how vain such
secking is;
But let me seck Thy will, O King of kings,
And find thercin my bliss.
—O0. E. Fuller.
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WHAT IS

THEOSOPHY?

BY GEORGE WOLFE SHINN, D.D.

It is not an easy task to tell what
itis.  Ifirst of all, its leading prin-
ciples are not readily translated in-
to simple and untechnical phrase.
Then its advocates differ among
themselves as to what these lead-
ing principles are, and change or
abandon them at will. It appears
to be an effort to build up some-
thing on the foundation of the old
Fastern * wisdom religions,” as
they were called, and to revive the
odd fancies which men have held
concerning life and destiny.

There is no necessary connec-

tion between individuals and
schools who have been called
Theosophists. It simply seems to

be a convenient designation for
those who seck to make use of
portions of these ancient specula-
tions of the East.  Of late yecars
there has come into cxistence a
new society of Theosophists.

Two names rise up into pro-
minence when this modern organi-
zation is mentioned : Madame
Dlavatskv and Colonel Olcott.
They were the founders of it in
November, 1875. The declared
purposes of the new organization
were as follows: 1. To form the
nucleus of a Universal DBrother-
hood of Humanity, without regard
to race, creed. sex, caste, or colour.
2. To promote the study of Aryan
and other Eastern literatures, re-
ligions, philosophies, and sciences.
3. To investigate the unexplained
laws of nature and the psychic
powers latent in man.

Madame Blavatsky was regard-
cd as the mouthpicce to the
Western world of the Wisdom Re-
higions of the East.  She was de-
clared to have received her know-
ledge from certain adepts in occult

science who had instructed her in
its mysteries and deep philosophy.
Her mstructors are said to be the
Mahatmas. These Mahatmas are
great beings, who have attained
to high stages of human per-
fectibility. These beings cannot
be seen by common mortals, only
by those who have attained the
same planc of consciousness. They
are not angels or spirits, but pos-
sibly reincarnations of men, or
men too wise to die.  The Mahat-
mas may or may not wear bodies;
they can travel with lightning-like
velocity, and are always at the call
of such of their disciples as have
reached the proper stage of sub-
limation.

One of their most common per-
formances scems to be to travel
many miles to drop letters from the
ceiling to the floor of the rooms
where their disciples happen to be.
*“But," said Madame Blavatsky,
*the world is not ready yet cither
to recognize the Mahatmas or to
profit by their appearance.” “They
have been met on the shores of
the Ganges and in the ruins of
Thehes, in the arid and desolate
vlains of thhe Great Sahara and in
the caves of the earth.  They may
be found evervwhere, but make
themselves known only to those
who have devoted their lives to
unselfish study, and are not likely
to turn back.”

Note that the Mahatmas are a
very important feature of modern
Theosophy.  You miust believe in
the existence of these human be-
ings who may be all the wav from
a hundred to many thousand
years old, who may be the result
of a succession of rcincarnations,
and who have the power of appear-
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ing and disappearing at will, and
of travelling from place to place
quickei than the stars that shoot
athwart the sky. The founder of
the socicty says that they taught
her what she knew of the principles
of Theosophy.

Of the strange history of
Madame Blavatsky it is needless to
speak at length. She was born in
the north of Russia in 1831. Her
carly life was filled with remark-
able adventures. When she was
sixteen years old she married a
man nearly seventy. She had
been married but a few months
when she suddenly left her husband
and her home. Later on she
burst upon the world as a spiritual-
ist, and then still later as a teacher
of the occult philosophy of the East
and as a founder of a new society.

The interval from 1848, when
she left her husband. to 1857 is an
unexplained gap in her existence.
Her friends say that she was then
in Tibet, studying the secret of the
Mahatmas, but others declare that
she led a wandering life, being
sometimes in Paris, in London, in
New Orleans, and elsewhere. No
one knows just where and why.
In 1858 she appeared as a convert
to Spiritualism. Some years later
she set up a spiritualistic society in
Cairo.

Her prominence in this country
began to grow in 1874, when she
made the acquaintance of Colonel
Olcott.

Colonel Olcott had been a sol-
dier of the Union and an agent of
the Government in various capa-
cities. He settled down to the
practice of law and the pursuit of
literature. He became well-known
as a newspaper correspondent.
He first met Madame Blavatsky in
Vermont, where he was sent by a
New York newspaper firm to ex-
amine into some supposed spiri-
tualistic manifestations by the
Eddy brothers. JMadame DBDia-
vatsky made her appearance there,
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and she seems to have soon gained
a very willing disciple. He says,
in one of his books, that * little by
little she let me krow of the exist-
ence of Eastern uaslepts and then
powers, and gave me proof of her
control over the occult forces of
nature by a multitude of phe-
nomena.”

By-and-bye Olcott was initiated
into the inner circle, and received
written communications from some
of the Mahatmas—at least so he
declares. Never was there a more
accommodating convert than this
soldier. He dropped all secular
work to aid her in establishing her
new society in different parts of the
world—a society that contemplates
the formation of a TUniversal
Brotherhood, based upon a revival
of some of these old religious prin-
ciples held in the East.  This new
society is to adapt to modern uses
these ancient beliefs, and of course
their adoption means the over-
turning of Christianity and the sub-
stitution of something which they
suppose is better than Christianity.

We shall sce later on the con-
trast between the two systems, as
we study the doctrines which
modern Theosophy asks us to ac-
cept.

Says one of its recent exponents,
“Theosophy is to be found here
and there in the ancient Aryan
literatures, remnants of it in the
Zoroastrian and other ancient re-
ligions and philosophies, and irag-
ments in the Greek pantheistic
philosophy.  Nowhere, however,
had any complete outline been col-
lected until about the third cen-
tury, when a school of New
Platonic Philosophy was opened at
Alexandria, in Egypt. This schonl
gradually claborated a system of
philosophy and religion, in which
were embodied all the elements of
theosophical teaching which had
withstood the crucible of time.”

These philosophics held three
chief beliefs :
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“1.That there is a supreme,
inscrutable, all-pervading and ab-
solute Deity, from which all nature,
visible and invisible, has pro-
ceeded, and into which i will re-
turn.”

Observe the expression “from
which,” for the personality of
Deity is denied.

“ 2, That man is an imperishable
entity, of divine and of infinite po-
tentiality as a progressive mani-
festation of divine nature.”

‘We shall see what this progres-
sion includes, and how it ends in
man’s annihilation as an individual.

“ 3. That there are certain in-
telligent forces in nature, also
psychic and spiritual powers in
man, which are capable of develop-
ment and of use by man.?”

This refers in part to the occult
sciences, which have always excited
curiosity.

It will be noted later on hnw
these three general principles may
be regarded as including some of
the views promulgated by modern
theosophical societies.  Many at-
tempts have been made to auupt
and use this strange jumble of
Eastern religion, philosophy. and
science. It was hoped by some
that the mastery of its principles,
and the attending supernatural il-
lumination, might admit them to a
knowledge of the mystery of being,
and that they would thus find the
solution of every difficulty in sci-
ence, and of all the hard problems
in the spiritual world. They ex~
pected a miraculous knowledge
of physics and special spiritual in-
sight.

“Persons who are interested in
the history of these efforts to ap-
propriate parts of Eastern mys-
ticism will find some strange chap-
ters recounting the story of Para-
celsus (1493-1 541) and later on the
Rosicrucians, and finally that of
Jacob Bohm (1575-1624).

Let us now Iook at some of the
doctrines of modern Theosophy as
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they appear when stripped of their
strange verbiage and put into our
common speech.

First of all, what de they belicve
as to God? They deny “the per-
sonality of Deity, and they sct
forth definitions which represent
God as “an impersonal thought,
permeating and interpenetrating
all things, so that God is all and
all is God.” In other words, it is
Pantheism.

Jrs. Besant, in her book, * Why
I Became a Theo<oplnst P says :

* The next matter impressed on the
student of theosophy is the denial
of a personal God. Theosophy
is pantheistic ; God is all and all is
God.”

You will observe that it is not
God behind all things, distinct from
his works, sendmfr them forth
with an intelligent aim to do His
will, but very “God Himself. The
stone, the bird, the tree, are parts
of God. Observe, then, that
when one becomes a Theosophist
he gives up his belief in a personal
Deity, and accepts instead * an im-
personal God, who cannot see, or
feel, or hear, who has no sympathy,
no love, no thought.”

2. Closely allied with this concep-
tion of God is the other thought,
that ali things are fixed by an
cternal necessity.  “ There is the -
iron law of a remorseless necessity,
the fatality of unchanging and un-
changeable force. There is no
possibility of setting it aside. The
only thing vou can do is to sub-
mit.”

The Theosophist sets forth God
as the law of all things in the uni-
verse, and the universe as being
under the law of fate.  In other
words, here we have the old fatal-
ism of the East. You are to think
of the universe as a great piece of
machinery which gaes ctashing on
according to immutable laws and
carrying you with it.  You have
no power to change anything.
Praver is uscless. Your agony is
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nothing to any intelligent causec in
all the universe. You are in the
inexorable path of fate. Your
highest wisdom is to learn to sub-
mit to a fate that rules all with re-
sistless force.

The Theosophist tells us then
the dismal old story of fatalism.
You must give up all your hitherto
accustomed thinking about God as
the loving FFather, and begin now
to think of changeless fate, which
sweeps all on with pitiless force if
you accept Theosophy.

A vast difference, surely, be-
tween the two conceptions: A
wise, loving Father who plans the
welfare of his children. Remorse-
less Fate !

3. What does Theosophyv teach
us about man ?

It telis us many strange things
concerning man. Thus man, it
. says, consists of one spirit, three
souls, a life principle, and two
bodies—seven  distinct  things ;
hence the expression, “Man is a
septenary being.”  The spirit is
indivisible and impenetrable ; the
soul is a trinity in unity—spiritual,
human, and animal. But there are
three souls : the spiritual soul, the
mind, and the desires.

The body is really two, the outer
being the physical” bodv and the
inner one being thc astral.  The
outer body, at death is soon de-
composed, and returns to its con-
stituent elements.  The astral
body may exist for awhile after
death, and be the shadowy con-
tinuance of the person who died.
It hovers over the dead body, but
finally passes away. The animal
soul lives for awhile after the death
of the body until it reaches a
definite stage and is separated from
the other soul, the ego, when it
goes into the place of the souls of
animals. The ego, the person-
ality, goes on through a land of
dreams until it awakes and sceks
to be reincarnated, to take a new
body ; and this process may be re-
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peated many times. Reincarna-
tion is one of the distinctive teach-
ings of Theosophy. Your soul—
your ego—must live in somé other
body again Perhaps again and
again you may be reincarnated in
a variety of forms. As one has
said : “John Smith, who was
vigorous and self—rehant may re-
appear as Mary Jones, ’tmnd weak,
and dependent. Sarah 'lhompson
a refined and cultivated gentle-
woman, may come back as a burly,
pushing, not overscrupulous poli-
tician.”

You will observe that “in rein-
carnation the matter of sex is not
arbitrary. A man may be rein-
carnated as a woman, and a wo-
man as a man. The father of one
family may come back to be the
mother of another family. The
quiet,  self-restrained, dignified
maiden of to-day may be, in her
next process of reincarnation, the
bootblack who plies his business
on the corner of the city strect.
The man of wealth now may have
to appear next as the ragged beg-
gar, and the day labourer may be-
come in the next change the re-
fined gentleman or the cultivated
“entle\\ oman. No one knows how
many times he will have to be re-
incarnated. Again and again we
must go throu“h this process of
living in clay tenements ‘in re-
volvmcr sex, in continually chang-
ing condmons, from profoundcxt
joy to keenest sorrow, from muni-
ficent wealth to abject want, pass-
ing through ranges of wutter
comedv to the voiceless agony of
tragedy that has no <uu]wht »

And what does Theosophv teach
us is the end of all ?

After all these reincarnations.
“when the last round of the last
race shall be made, and when the
ego shall attain to that condition
where it can remember all its past
reincarnations and can recall all the
incidents and feelings of cach
separate consciousness omr earth
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when it shall have attained to the
full knowledge of all its aspects of
principle and law in each separate
experience "—what then ?

Then it will “enter into the
eternal and final all, and become
an integral part of the great abyvss
of impersonality called God.” The
Eastern mind calls this Nirvana.
Stripped of all imagery, it is noth-
ing but annihilation.  The blot-
ting out of the soul as a separate
existence, to become part of the
impersonal Deity, is a very differ-
ent thing from the vague phrase
often used, “ Absorption in God”
The latter somehow implies con-
tinuous blissful existence, but,
says Hardwick, the oldest literature
of Buddhism will scarcely suffer us
to doubt that Gautama intended
by Nirvana nothing short of ab-
solute annihilation, the destruction
of all elements which constitute
existence. If we are told that
modern Theosophy does not adopt
the annihilation view of the Bud-
dhist, but the view of the Brahmin,
which is reversion to original one-
ness with Deity, the reply is that
- the denial of the personality of
Deity and the denial of human
personality compel us to think of
such oneness with an impersonal
Deity as an absorption which is
the equivalent of extinction.

Here, then, are the leading prin-
ciples of Theosophy :

1. A Deity who is simply the
surr of all things, without person-
ality.

2. Everything governed by un-
changing force. Karma is fatal-
ism.

3- Man, a complex being pass-
ing through various changes, be-
ing often reincarnated and finally
reaching Nirvana, or nothingness.

This 1s what you are asked to
accept in e.change for Christian
faith.  That is what the Theos-
ophist tells you is so superior tc
the religion of Christ.

Compare the two.
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Think of the idea of God as the
Theosophist expresses it, and then
as it is set forth by the Christian.
You have heard the idea of an im-
personal Deity governed by fate.
Think, now, of the Christian’s
Supreme Being, the Creator of all
things, visible and invisible. A
God who is back of nature, im-
manent in nature, but not the mere
sum cf created things. Ie has
ever an eyve to see and an ear to
hear, a heart to feel, and is tender
toward His children. He reveals
Himself as their Father, and in the
incarnate Christ welcomes all to
His loving heart.

Which of the two conceptions
seems to you the nobler ?  There
can be but one answer.

Our own personality implies the
existence of the Divine person-
ality, and the Divine personality
carries with it the ideas of an in-
telligent first cause, a wise and
powerful Creator, who works upon
a plan; a beneficent Providence,
who provides for the wants of His
creatures; a loving TFather, who is
ever watchful over His children—
loving them with tender com-
passion, coming into the realm of
their own humanity, and drawing
them lovingly into communion
with Him.

This is the conception of Deity
which Christianity presents.

Think, now, of the contrasted
ideas of happiness.

Tltimate happiness, according to
Christianity, is the blissful state of
nearness to God and of likeness to
Him. The man retains his per-
sonality, and is ever growing more
tike unto God. It is always the
relationship of a child to a father.
However great the Creator and
Preserver of the universe, however
wise, He is eternally our Father.

When a Christian dies he isdone
for evermore with pain and tears.
No coming back again to dwell in
a mortal body. No reincarnation,
to go through again the weary
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round of earthly cares and trials.
His soul passes into Paradise, to
await there the joyful resurrection
of the body, when the Son of God
returns in glory. Then comes the
end, when this dispensation shall
cease; when the redeemed of the
Lord shall be welcomed to yet
higher bliss.

Compare the religion of Christ
with Theosophy. Just so soon as
you put the two together, it is as
if the sunlight struck the great fog
bank and the mists rolled a vay.
Christianity is the sunlight of truth;
‘Theosophy, the mists of human
error.  Christianity is the religion
of hope; Theosophy, the religion
of despair.  Christianity, the re-
ligion that urges you to develop
your best, to live in the sunlight
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of God’s favour here, and promises
a continuance of that sunlight,
eternally, ever-ascending progress
in holiness, ever-increasing like-
ness to Christ, ever-enlarging
capacities for bliss. No annihila-
tion, but eternal life in the nearer
presence of God.

The life of heaven is the life of
sinless blessedness. It is the con-
summation of every good desire,
every holy motive, and every noble
effort. It is the Christian life in
its advancing firuition, the ever-
growing realization of knowledge
and holiness. It is the perpetual
but painless striving toward per-
fection. It is the fuller realization
of the life of love in the presence of
Him whose most blessed attribute
is love.

THE MAD PAINTER WIERTZ.

The strangest collection of pic-
tures in Europe, probably, is that
of the ‘“Mad Painter,” Wiertz,
which fills an entirc museam,
many of the pictures being of
gigantic size, and exhibiting
“Titanic strength of imagination.
Wiertz was an ardent hater of war
and of the great war-maker, Na-
poleon. One painting represents
with painful realism its horrors,
and another portrays “ Napoleon
in Hell,” confronted by the victims
of his unhallowed ambition. “ The
Last Cannon” and the “ Triumph
-of Christ” exhibit the final victory
of love over hate, cross over
corselet, peace over war. There
is a wild weirdness about many of
his pictures that makes one shud-
der. He is fond, also, of practical
jokes. Here a fierce mastiff is
bounding out of his kennel. There
a figure stands in a half-open
door, as if about to enter. You
look through an eye-hole and see
a mad woman slaying her child,
and through another and behold a
prematurely buried man bursting

It is a chamber of
horrors. Yet the execution is
marvellous, and the “motif” of
the picture is generally patriotic
and humane.

The following sketch of the life
and work of the “ Mad Painter?”
is from the pen of the distinguished
art-critic, Wirt Sikes :

Wiertz was born in 1806, in the
old town of Dinant, on the banks
of the river Meuse. He made
drawings almost before he could
run alone, and tried to colour
them with berry juices, plants, bits
of clay. He carved curious figures
with his jackknife.

One of the triumphs of his baby-
hood was a wooden frog which
he had cut with his knife, and
which was so marvellous an imita-
tion of the living creature that visi-
tors to his father’s shop tried to
kick the counterfeit reptile into the
street. At the age of fourteen.
Wiertz could not only teach his
drawing-master, but he had ac-
quired a surprising facility at en-
graving, in which latter art he was

his coffin.
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entirely self-taught. The boy’s
soul became fired with a passion
for Rubens, and his patron finally
took him to Antwerp, got him a
pension of about $56 from the
king—and left him to make his
way. On this paltry sum the boy
lived, practising the most rigid
economies. He had no pleasures,
no occupations, outside his art.

In one of his letters to his
mother, to whom he was tenderly
devoted all his life, he wrote:
“ Except for food, I hardly spend
two farthings.” His lodging was
his studio, and that studio was a
miserable corner in a granary,
without fire and without lights at
evening, the roof so low that as
his stature increased, he could not
stand upright in it, but went about
stooping.  Here he wrought all
day long on the paintings which
he had already designed to open
the door of fame, and in the dark-
ness of night, either went out and
studied, or remained in his den and
solaced his lonely hours with wild,
weird music. In winter, in the
intensest cold, he worked still, al-
most without ceasing, in a sort of
ccstasy, as wretched in his ex-
ternals as a beggar, as happy in
his sublime passion for art as any
king, or better, as any lover.. For
six years he so dwelled and so
lived, and in his scorn of physical
comforts—not to speak of luxuries,
pleasures—as as stoical as Diog-
enes. If he could have painted in
a tub, he would have lived in a tub.

Tempting offers were made to
him to paint for money, but he
would not. To one connoisseur,
who offered him a large sum for
one of his studies, Wiertz made a
reply worthy to live among the
celebrated speeches of genius.
*“ Keep your gold,” he said, “it is
the murderer of art” This sen-
tence strikes the kev-note of this
remarkuble man’s anthem of life.
He would never sell his works.
Hence the gallery in Brussels. to-
day, is crowded with the efforts of
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his genius, while, out in the world,
you would seek in vain for one of
his pictures.

Portraits form the only excep-
tion tn this statement, for portraits
he painted now and then through-
out his life as * pot-boilers.” To
the day of his death, he adhered
firmly to the programme which he
had laid down when he was twenty.
*“ One must have courage enough,”
he said, “to remain poor, in order
to remain a great artist.”

In the twenty-sixth year of his
life, Wiertz went to Rome, and
consecrated himself to the work of

producing a masterpiece. He
read and re-read the Iliad of
Homer. “Like the conqueror of

Darius,” he said, “I1 keep him
under my pillow. It is singular
how the reading of Homer frenzies
me. I think continually of the
struggle between Ajax and Hec-
tor. To give myself emulation, I
dare throw down 2 challenge to
the greatest colourists. I want to
measure myself with Rubens and
Michael Angelo.”

He entered upon the work of
painting upon an enormous can-
vas, twenty feet by thirty
feet, that majestic picture, which,
under the title of “ The Greeks
and Trojans contending for the
body of Patroclus,” rivets
the gaze of the lover of art
No man can stand before this pic-
ture and say that Wiertz has not
grandly borne out his purpose of
combating the grandest masters.

The history of this picture is a
sort of tvpe of Wiertz’s whole
carcer in art. It created a pro-
found sensation in Rome, where it
was first exhibited. When Thor-
waldsen saw it, he said of Wiertz :
“This young man is a giant”
Flushed with success, the artist
took his picture to Belgium, where
he placed it on free exhibition (he
never allowed himsell to realize a
farthing of profit from his great
works, even in this indirect man-
ner), and supported himself and
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his old mother again by painting
portraits as his “ pot-boilers’.”
His cup of glory in Belgium ran
over the brim. He was the lion
of the hour; critics discussed and
lauded him in column upon col-
umn; the Academy of Antwerp
(his alma mater) tendered him a
banquet. And now he turned his
eyes on Paris. The great canvas
was sent off to the French capital
for exhibition at the Louvre.
Disaster overtook it on the road,
the expenses of transportation
were great, and the work was de-
tained at the custom-house. It
was actually on the point of being
sold for the duties, when it was
rescued, but it arrived too late for
the exhibition.

Returning to Liege, and again
settling down with his old mother,
he obtained from the town the
privilege of stretching another
enormous canvas in an abandoned
church, which became his studio.
The canvas was fifty feet by thirty
feet, and he attacked his new
subject with a sort of fury.
Slowly the “ Revolt of Hell” grew
into shape. It was a Titanic work,
but it did not reach the greatness
of the “ Patroclus.”

At the same time, he competed
for a prize for the best eulogium
of Rubens, which was offered by
the citv of Antwerp, in the year
1840, on the occasion of the in-
auguration of the great master’s
statue. He won the prize over
all competitors, his eulogium being
instinct with the same fire which
blazes on his canvas.

It was in 1848 that Wiertz es-
tablished himself in Brussels. His
mother was dead; he was alone in
the world. He had now one sole
purpose in life : to possess a large
studio and exhibition room, upon
whose walls he might hang his pic-
tures, never to be disturbed more.
He would no more sell his works
to popes or sovereigns than he
would sell them to private indivi-
duals. He resisted every tempta-
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tion, refused every offer, that he
might retain in his possession and
concentrate under one roof all the
productions of his genius. An offer
was made to‘him of a sum equal
to sixty thousand dollars for his
“ Triumph of Christ,” the first pro-
duction of his brush in Brussels;
but he refused it. “I cannot sell
my picture,” he said, “ because to-
morrow I may find something to
correct in it”  This work—* The
Triumph of Christ,” was painted in
an abandoned manufactory in
Brussels, and fairly shares with his
“ Patroclus ” the honour of being
his best work.

It placed him in the first rank
of living artists without dispute,
and led the Government to build
for Wiertz his long-desired studio,
on the condition that the painter
should give his works forever to
Belgium, to remain undisturbed on
the walls of the building where
they are now, on free exhibition to
the end of time. Therefore was
built the large Museum on the
outskirts of Brussels. It is built
in brick, inexpensively, but from
the picturesque designs of Wiertz
himself in imitation of one of the
ruined temples of Paestum. Time
has covered the structure with a
rich mantle of ivy, and, situated in
the midst of lovely grounds, it is
in itseif a sight worth seeing. Be-
fore he died, Wiertz had com-
pletely covered the walls within
with the works of his brush.

Established in his studio, Wiertz
laboured incessantly, still a stoic
in his philosophy—still scorning
pleasure, rejecting luxury, indiffer-
ent even to ease—he met the bare
necessities of life by painting por-
traits as “ pot-boilers.” He re-
fused, however, to affix his signa-
ture to these portraits, or in any
way to acknowledge them. They
sold on their merits alone for sums
ranging from sixty to two hundred
dollars, according to his freak or
his momentary need. They were
hastily done; he would give but
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little time to them, time was too
precious; he wanted it for the work
he loved. Portrait-painting was
to Wiertz what copying music was
to Jean-Jacques Rousseau.

One of his profoundest occupa-
tions in his new atelier, was the
bringing to perfection of a process
for painting by which the merits of
fresco and of oil should be com-
bined. In the chemical researches
which he pursued with a feverish
ardour, he undermined his health,
and planted the seeds of compara-
tively early death.

“The Beacon of Golgotha” is

another large painting, thirty-
three feet by twenty-four feet.

Here is an Elevation of the Cross,
in which Despotism is represented
under the form of a Centurion.
Whip in hand Despotism scourges
a group of slaves who are raising
the heavy cross with its Holy
Burden hanging upon it, the pale
and spiritual Saviour, from whom
a glory of white radiance—the
Light of Truth which maketh all
men free—pours forth from behind
a surging mass of demons, who
like a cloud encircle the cross, and
who strive together with their
prince, Satan, to prevent the eleva-
tion of this glory of salvation.

Strongly opposed to capital
punishment, Wiertz devoted a
triptych, or three-panelled piece, to
increasing the horror of the sen-
tence, by representing that sensa-
tion did not cease with apparent
death. It is named : “ Pensees et
visions d'une tete coupee,” and the
details must be left untold, though
here again is written on the can-
vas, in unmistakable characters,
that word which is the hall-mark
of genius—Power.

A painting entitled “ Civilization
of the Nineteenth Century ™ shows
the interior of a handsome modern
home in a Belgian town. Within
the gloom ,of the chamber, vou
discern two  French soldiers.
With levelled muskets, presented
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bayonets, and cruel, jeering faces,
they chase, like some terrified,
gentle creature, a beautiful young
mother. In her white night-dress,
scarcely whiter than her scared,
maddened countenance, with her
masses of dishevelled hair flying
behind her, her infant in her arms,
she is driven to the window, and
is on the point of hurling herself
and her child downwards to de-
struction.  Thus does Wiertz de-
pict the civilization of the nine-
teenth century.

Wiertz’s  tremendous protest
against war, and indictment of its
horrors, is the painting entitled,
" Napoleon in Hell.”

The Genius of War is typified by
a figure of Napoleon Bonaparte.
There stands the well-known
figure, in its white coat, with the
cocked hat drawn down over the
brows; arms folded tightly on the
breast; keen profile sharply sct and
bent downwards; lips compressed
with dire unutterable pain; the
countenance livid as that of a
corpse, but animated by an un-
dyving consciousness.  Encircling
him, and pressing upon him in his
outward impassiveness, is an in-
furiated, lamenting crowd—de-
solated widows and orphans, and
parents bereaved of their children,
bearing in their hands the reeking
members of their beloved mur-
dered ones; phantoms cursing him
to his face.

One of the noblest efforts of
Wiertz’s maturer genius is entitled
*“ The Last Cannon.” The thought

is unmistakably grand which
speaks in this picture. It is a
large canvas, twenty feet by

thirty-two feet.  On the earth, the
terrors of war are depicted: a
great Dbattle has just finished.
Above this horrible battle-field the
genius of Civilization soars, her
face glowing with avenging rage;
the deity of Progress has seized
and brolken in two a large cannon;
Civilization is triumphant amidst
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a throng of philosophers, artists
and poets, representing peace,
science and the arts. A guillotine
is burning in the distance. Above,
behind thmtnon legions of free-
men chant the praises of peace;
poets and artists exchange fra-
ternal embraces; while at the ex-
treme left a group of savages still
strive to resist.

“TFood for the Cannon” is a
group of naked children playing
at war around a cannon.

Another of the artist’s grandest
works, in a similar vein, 1s called
*“The Man of the Future Regard-
ing the Things of the Past.” The
Man of the Future is represented
by a gigantic head,—for the men
of the future are to be giants of
civilization as compared with the
people of our day.  With his wife
and child looking on. the man of
the future has gathered in his
colossal palm certain curious toys
of the present age, and is regard-
ing them with a face which ex-
presses curiosity, amusement, and
a sort of divine contempt. How
infinitely small to that majestic
gaze seem the cannon, the thrones,
the sceptres, the battle-flags, the
arches of triumph of our d'n'

Two vears before he died, Wiertz
pamted the e\traordmar\ picture
called “The Orphans.” It ex-
hibits the desolation of a family
whose bread-winner has been
stricken down by death. This
vivid picture preached a sermon so
instantaneously powerful and effec-
tive, when it was first exhibited,
that the incident is worth record-
ing. It was at a charity concert
for the benefit of orphans.  Be-
tween the first and second part of
the programme, this picture was
suddenly unveiled. The effect was
thrilling. No orator could have
spoken with tongue more eloquent.
A munificent contrlbutlon was
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made on the spot amid a scene of
great excitement.

This bit of sensationalism was
like Wiertz.  But it was mani-
fested in the most trifling and
playful ways too.  Such, for ex-
ample, as the' neglected table on
which appear strewn a number of
objects—an casel,s some dirty
brushes, a dried fish, which, on
closer obqervatxon prove to be
merely painted there. There are
several rude studies, boxed about
with odd board fences. and visible
only through an aperture. Some
critics of \\ iertz have deemed that
this playful side to his genius—this
love of startling and surprising.
and devising dramatic effects—de-
graded his genius.

In the last vear of his life, Wiertz
modelled three groups which
would have been grand if they had
ever been produced as he in-
tended, in colossal dimensions on
a public square in Brussels.
These groups were to symbolize
the history of humanity.

Another design which Wiertz
entertained in his latter vears was
the enlargement of his gallery, for
it was now filled. In this en-
larged studio he intended to paint
a secries of grand pictures which
he had a]re'ul\' sketched out, and
of which he had such an idea that
he called all he had hitherto done.
merely the preface to his work.
In the midst of these preparations
he suddenly died. absorbed to his
last moments in the one love which
had occupicd his heart from his

carliest childhood. In the de-
lirium: which preceded the hour of
death, he raved but of one thing.
his art. “Oh! what beaunful
horizons ! O]x ! what lovely faces!
Quick, quick ! My brushes ! My
palette ! What a picture I shalt
make! Oh! I will surpass
Raphacl »

Of every nable action the intent
Is to give worth reward, vice punishment.

— Beanmont and Fleteher,
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DUMB FOXGLOVE.*

BY ANNIK

All the golden October day we had
been driving leisurely along through
the Green Mountain country.

Everything was golden that fall.
It had been a very dry season, and
the leaves upon the maples and other
forest trees, instead of ripening into
brilliant hues of crimson and scarlet,
had all taken on tints of yellow.
Then, when the autumn winds arose,
suddenly the whole earth was car-
peted with saffron, daffodil, amber,
and gold, a thick, soft, rustling car-
pet, and for days our horses trod upon
it, and our waggon-wheels rolled
over and through it. Somehow it
had the effect of sunshine, and even
in cloudy weather we were in the
light. But the sun shone that day,
and the air was soft and warm.
There had been as yet no heavy frost,
and the late flowers were still bright,
while berry, seed-vessel, and nut
were gay with red, blue, russet and
gold.

The bouquet we had gathered along
the way was not a satisfactory one,
and there was little of beauty about
it when we reached our destination.
But it was the sight of these blossoms
as they stood in the old creamware
pitcher on the sideboard, that even-
ing, that made Aupt Eunice—every
one. in Peru called her by that name
—tell the story.

“Yes, I know it isn’t its real name,
but that's what I always call it my-
self. Ma used to call it that, and so
I do. And it's a real good name,
come to think of it—dumb foxglove.
For it’s a good deal like the foxglove
that grows in the garden, you know,
and it's the dumbest flower, for a
real full-growed one, that I Kknow.
Never opens out into real blowth,
you see, and nothing can make it.
Water or sunshine or rich soil, loos-
ening the dirt round if, or transplant-
ing, or anything, don’t make any
difference ; it won’t open out. But
pick it open and there ‘tis, just like
the prettiest posy in the world,
streaked and painted and all, and no-
body ever seeing it. It's dreadful
queer why it's that way, ain’t it?
If the pretty part’s all inside and hid
and shut up, and isn’t ever to do any-
body a mite of good, why, what's it

2From *“Dumb Foxglove and other
Stories.” + New York: Harper Brothers.
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made that way for? Why didn't
they leave the inside just plain, not
finished off any, sort of skimped that
part, you know, that wasn't to
show ?

* But there! it isn’t half so queer
and puzzling about posies as ‘’tis
about folks, is it, now ? TFor you
know as well as I do, don't you,
there’s lots of folks just that same
way. They're all shut up tight, all
in the dark and cold and lonesome-
ness, and never showing the pretty
part inside that most of them's got
after all.

*“I never see that dumb foxglove
that I don’t think of Colossy Bragg.
She lived just down the road there,
in the house with so much of that
wild-cucumber vine running over it,
and the marigold bed in front.

*“ David and Lucy Ann Bragg were
married a good while before they had
any children, and they were dreadful
pleased when this one came. She
was a nice, big baby, and they
thought she was going to take after
Grandma West, and be tall and fleshy
and fine-looking. So they named
her, out of a book, Colossa, but we
called it—you know how they do with
such names about here—Colossy.
Poor chud, it didn’t turn out a very
suitable name for her. She was a
healthy, nice little thing, rugged as
any child, till she was about four
years old. Then something took her
—the doctors never seemed to know
what, exactly—and she stopped grow-
ing. Her legs and arms were help-
less like, and she couldn’t walk or use
her hands much. ’Twas the pitiful-
est sight to see her. Her mind was
all right; it was only the poor,
pinched-up, pindling body that was
wrong.

‘“Her face was real pretty, sort of
thin and white, but with such big,
dark, purple-blue eyes, almost black
by spells—they made me think lots
of times of the colour of those dumb
foxgloves—and long, black eye-wink-
ers curling up at the ends. And her
ha.t was long and soft, and such a
pretty yellow, and it curled all round
her head. She used to sit all day in
a big chair with pillows, by the
south-west window there, and every
ope for miles round Peru knew that
pretty white face.
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‘“’'Twas terrible hard on her pa
and ma, they’d set so much by her,
and lotted so on what she’d be when
she grew up. They learnt her to
read, but that was about all. For
she couldn’t use her hands,.so there
wasn’t any ciphering, or drawing
pictures on her slate, or sewing
patch-work, or any of the things girls

did in those days. She never
seemed to care much about story-
books. To Dbe sure, there wa'n’t

many in those times ; not what young
ones call story-books nowadays, with
red-and-gold covers and painted pic-
tures and all. But there was a few
in the place, and folks was glad
enough to lend them to poor little
Colossy.

**The Braggses owned Pilgrim's
Progress and Evenings at Home
themselves, and I had Anna Ross
and Dairyman’s Daughter. And
here and in Landgrove and about
there was Littile Henry and His
Bearer, and Tke Shepherd of Salis-
bury Plain, and some numbers of the
Juvenile Miscellany, and there was
some books about missionaries, and
some travels. She had them all, one
after another, and as long as she
wanted them, but they didn’t interest
her much.

‘“And there wasn’t many things
she could play. Puss-in-the-corner
and tag and blind-man’s-buff and
trisket-a-trasket, apd all such run-
ning-about plays was out of the ques-
tion, course, and even checkers and
tit-tat-toe and fox-and-geese, and
set-down games like those, she
couldn’t play at on account of her
poor, helpless hands. Why, she
couldn’t even put down her mite of
a forefinger with the other chil-
dren’s and say, ‘Hinty minty cuty
corn,” to see who was ‘it,’ as the
youngsters used to say. She had a
kinl of weak, whisp’ry voice, so she
couldn’t even sing; and she didn’t ap-
pear to care much about hearing tunes,
neither. So you see she was nigh
as much shut up and blind and dumb
a little creatur’ as that flower there.

“You wouldn’t have thought, when
yvou saw her sitting in her high-
chai>, bolstered up with pillows, her
little drawed-up hands all helpless in
her lap, and a shawl wrapped round
her poor feet and legs--you wouldn’'t
have thought there was anything in
the world to interest her or make her
forget her troubles. But there was.
There was just one thing that kept
her up, occupied her mind, amused
her all day long, and made her will-
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ing to live and be so different from
the other children. How it came
first into her head I don’t know, for
’twas the very last thing you'd ever
expect would ’a’ got there, consider-
ing what she was, poor, rickety little
mite.

‘It was cooking! Now, o’ cours:
you know¥ she couldn’t cook with her
own hands, little, limp, crooked
things that they was, but some
ways or other she’'d got the greatest
faculty for making up dishes. ’Twas
all she really cared abouf, the only
thing that made her little bleached-
out, face lighten up, and those queer,
pretty, purbly eyes shine a speck.
She was all the everlasting time
composing, as you might say. But
it wasn’t verses or stories she made
up, but things to eat, victuals.

“ Where she got it all, as I said
before, I never could see. There
wasn’'t anything like it in the family,
either side, Praggses or Wests. Her
folks liked go00d, plain, filling food,
and plenty of it, and Colossy hadn’t
ever seen apything different. But
from thc time she was a mite of a
young one she was always making
up the most beautiful receipts, and
laying out the most fixed-up, com-
pany-looking dishes. To this day
I often think over some of the
victuals she talked about, and I can’t
help wishing they could be tried;
they’d make your mouth water, they
sounded so good and tasty.

‘“But somehow you couldn’t make
them ; there was always something
or other to be put in that you
couldn’t get, even if you could afford
it. And they were generally pretty
expensive victuals, too. Real re-
ceipt-books she didn’t care much
about. Her mother had one all writ
out nice, in a little book made of
ruled paper. It came from Aunt
Huldy West, her father’s sister, and
it had real good receipts too.
But Colossy didn’t care to hear it
much. She’d get fidgety after a
spell, when her ma was reading it,
and then ’s soon as she got a chance
she’d begin something of her own.
Some of the ingredients, as the
cooking-books say, were the funniest
things. She'd come across them, I
suppose, in stories and newspapers,
in the misgionary hooks and the
travels, but most of all in the Bible.
They were queer, outlandish, foreign
“things, that couldn’t be bought round
this part of the world, if they could
anywheres. But she’d tell them off
till you'd know, or think you did,
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just how they tasted,
more, could see the
dished up, too.

“It all ‘comes back as ! tell about
it, and I can most hear Colossy’s
croupy, hoarse voice saying over those
things. *Take a teacupful o’ anise
an’ cummin,” she’d croak out—' an’
mind it’s a blue chiny teacup, not a
plain white; put it into a yaller
bakin’-dish, an’ pour on a pint o’ milk
an’ honey. Beat it all up till it's
white an’ bubbly and soapsudsy, an’
then add ten clusters o’ raisins.
Stir for an hour an’ twelve 'n’ a half
minutes by the settin’-room clock.
‘Then you chop up the peel o’ nineteen
rorangers’—she always called them
that—‘an’ mix into the hull mess.
An’ then—now listen, Aunt Eunice,’
she'd say, so solemn an’ old-fashioned,
“for this iz the most partic’lerest
thing in it—bile five an’ a half turtle-
dove’s eggs kind o’ hard, take off the
shell, an’ lay 'em over the puddin'—
for it’s goin’ to be a puddin’ this time,
Aunt Eunice—an’ bake half an hour in
a quick oven.

“‘ And what’s the name of that ?*
I used to ask, just to please her and
show I was listening.

“‘Well,” she says, slow, and stop-
ping tc think a little, ¢ well, that's
called jest a Plain, Fam’ly Puddin.’
But here’s one for comp’ny,’ says she.
‘I made it up last night, when I
couldn’'t get to sleep, my back hurt
so, and it’s the very nicest puddin’—
this is a puddin’, too—you never,
never eat; an’ it’s so sightly to look

and, what's
whole thing

at, an’ sets off the table so. Now
listen, Aunt Eunice,” she says. ‘It’s
called Comp’ny Puddin’. Take two

pomygranites and crack ’em, an’ pick
out the meats careful. Chop ’em fine,
an’ sprinkle over ’em a pinch o’
frankincense and a teenty, teenty
speck o' myrrb. Wet it up with a
little maple surrup. Then take some
fresh bread-fruit an’ toast a few
slices brown; lay ’em on a green-
spriggled chiny meat-dish, an’ spread
your pomygranite sass all over ’em.
Then beat the whites of ten ostrich’s
eggs for an hour 'n’ a half, an’ lay
over the hull; sprinkle with light-
brown sugar, an’ dish up hot. Oh,
Aunt Eunice !’ she’d say, with her
little thin face working, and such a
pitiful look in her big eyes, ‘1 wish
I could try it my own self. I know
T could do it, an’ oh, how I’d like to
beat up them ostrich’s eggs an’ spread
‘em aver, all sudsy an’ nice, an’ then
sprinkle that light-brown sugar
on!’
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‘““What's pomygranites, Colossy ?
I'd ask her, to divert her mind a
little.

‘“*'Why, it tells about em’ in the
Bible,’ she says, ‘an’ Mr. Interpreter
give some to Christiana, in Pil-
grim’s Progress.’

“You know I said ’'twas this cook-
ing or making up dishes that helped
her along, and kept her amused and
occupied. Well, it did, one way ; but
another it made her uncomfortable,
for she did want so bad to cook and
bake and mix up things, to be over
the fire, stirring and basting, and
baking and boiling. She ached to set
the table and dish up the victuals,
and make things look as they did in
her mind when she composed them.
She mnever fretted because she
couldn’t play about with the boys and
girls, or hoppity-skip along the road,
or slide, or run, or jump rope. But
she did worry a good deal because
she couldn’t carry out the things she
had in her head, nor mix a single
one of the sightly and tasty dishes
she was always making up.

‘“‘Course 1 like to think about 'em,’
she’d say, in her husky voice, ‘but
lots o’ times I think, What’s the
good of it, anyway ? What's the use
o’ settin’ here an’ makin’ up receipts
for puddin’s an’ cake an’ jells an’ all,
an’ never try ’em, nor see 'em, nor
taste the teentiest speck on’ em ? I'm
tired settin’ here, an’ I’'m tired achin’
an’ keepin’ still an'——0h, I do jest
want to have a bakin’-day of my own,
an’ try some o’ them things?!’

‘“'Twas pretty hard to know what
to say tc her for comfort. She wasa
good little thing, and she’d been
trained right, for the Braggses were
pious, church-going folks, amnd I
really believe she was a Christian be-
fore she was ten years old. But
that didn’t make much difference as
to the thing she was fretting about
juost then. 'Twasn’t heaven and
singing and all the glorious things
we know there’ll be there that the
poor little thing was achin’ for those
times, but just a mite of fussing and
messing and cooking before she went
away from this earth that was such
a lonesome place for her. So I used
to be at my wits’ ends to know what
to tell her to comfort her up when
she went on that way; and her pa
and ma, they were just as bothered
as me.

‘“But there was one person that
hadn’t any such scruples as we had,
and sometimes I was kind of glad
there was. ’'Twas old Mrs. Peavy
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that lived next door—>Mother Peavy,
as everybody called her. She was
real old, a good deal over seventy any-
way in those days, and 1 don't know
but she was a mite childish. But
she was smart and spry for her age,
and her eyesight and hearing were as
good as ever. And she was a dread-
ful comfort to Colossy, that’s cer-
tain. For, as 1 said before, she
hadn’t any scruples—that is, the kind
the rest of us had. Maybe you'll
think she was a heathen, or a heretic,
or something of that sort, when I tell
you what she used to say to the child;
but I am sure she meant well, and it
did seem to help Colossy lots.

“*QL, Mother Peavy,’” the young
one would say, ‘won’t I never, never
have no chance to try ‘em ? If I'm
real good an’ patient, an’ say my
prayers an’ my catechis’ an’ my
hymns, an’ do ’s I'd be done by, an’
all, won’t I, oh, won't I never be let
to try a single one o’ them receipts ?
Jest not even the D’iled dish, with

coriander seeds for flav'rin’, an’
thickened up with fine flour mingled
with ile? Oh, won't I, Mother
Peavy 7

“*Yes, ves, you poor little cosset,’
Mother Peavy 'd say; ‘don’t you
worry an’' fret over that. If you
want to mess an’ cook an’ try receipts
whea you get up there, you'll be let
to do it. An’ you'll be able to then,
vou know, for you'll be strong an’
well, an’ rugged ; for there ain't a
single inhabitant up there that ever
says “I'm sick,” an' there won’'t be
any more pain. An’ your peor little
drawe2-up fingers will be straight an’
sound, an’ your legs strong and lim-
ber. An’ youll lift up the hands
that’s a-hangin’ down now, and the
feeble knees, as the Bible says, an’
then if you're set on cookin’ an’ dishin’
up they’ll let you try, you see if they
don’t.”

“*But, Mother Peavy,’ Colossy 'd
whisper in her hoarse, short-breathing
way, ‘ be you certain sure they’'ve got
things to do with up there ? There’s
harps, an’ crowns, an’ books to sing
out on, an’ a sea o' glass, an’ golden
streets, an’ all them pretty, p-~tty
things, but mebee they don’t have the
kind o’ things you'd oughter have lor
covkin’ an’ dishin’ up. Mebee it’s bad
to want ’em, Mother Peavy, but—oh,
I jest do sometimes !’

“‘No, ’tain’t bad, you poor young
one; they understand up there, an’
they make °’lowances. That's what
they're great at in that place, you
know, makin’ lowances ; must be the

Methodist Muyazine and Review.

principal thing they do, these times,
anyway. An’ if they see they ain’t
no other means o’ settin’ your poor lit-
tle mind easy an’ showin’ you there’s
more satisfyin’, fillin’ thipgs than
victuals, why, they'll give you your
way an’ let you try. An’ as for there
not bein’ any,. eatable things there,
why, the Bible tells about twelve
kinds o’ fruit, an’ about olive-trees
an’ oil an’ wine. An’ there’s that
hymn you like so much, about

¢ * There cinnamon an’ sugar grow,
There nard an’ balin abound.’

Tke my word for it, Colossy, there
won’t be no lack o’ things to do with,
if you want ’em bad. -

‘“ An’ the child would take a dread-
ful lot of comfort out of all her talk,
and always stop fretting, at least for
a spell.

‘““Now, I know it wa<u’t right; we
all knew it. The way was to show
her how much better things there
were than what she was set on—
spiritual food that she didn’t dream
of, poor, stunted, shut-up little soul.
But Mother Peavy always made out
that there wasn't any harm in it;
that she didn't really say there would
be cooking and dishing up there, but
only that if Colossy wus still set on
that kind of amusement after she got
there, she’d be let to try it. ‘But
she won't want it then, you see,
she'd say. ‘She'll have better work
there, more satisfyin’. So it don’t
do any harm, an’ it does go against
me to see her fret, the dear lamb.’

‘““So they were great cronies, she
and Colossy, and had long confabs to-
gether. ’Twas mighty queer talk to
listen to, I can tell you, and you'd get
all mixed up and confused to kanow
whether ‘'twas real flesh-and-blood
food of this world they was dwelling
on, or the spiritual, heavenly sort.
Ifor 'twould be manna ard milk and
honey and angels’ food and un-
leavened bread and balm of Gilead and
all that, which might be just figurative
or speaking parables like. But
again 'twould be cakes and puddings
and stews, with spices and oil and
spikenard and leeks and onions and
almonds and turtle doves and melons
till your mouth watered.

“But it really beat all how much
that child found about victuals in the
Bible ; things none of us ever knew
was there till she brought them into
her receipts. And then we’d look
them up and find they were really
there. And to this day I recollect
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them, and time and again, as I come
across them in reading a chapter, I
think of poor little Colossy and her
talk : fish and summer fruit and wheat
and barley and millet and apples and
butter and broth and nuts and vine-
gar and parched corn and grapes and
raisins and figs and—why, I can't tell
half of them now. Why, once, I
know, she told about some dish or
other, and there was to be a pourd of
pannag. We thought she’d made that
up, sure. But come to look it up,
there ’twas in Ezekiel, and there ’tis
to this day, though I haven’t the least
idea what ’tis or where it comes
from.

* Poor little creatur’, she looked for
that kind of thing, and, of course, she
found it. There’s everything {folks
want in that book. And she got a
good deal of a real different sort of
comfort out of it, too. She'd be turning
over the leaves of the big Bible on
the table, as well as she could with
her little twisted bony fingers, look-
ing for new ‘ingrejunts,’ as she
called them, for her dishes, and you’d
see such a pretty look come on her
white face. An’ she’d draw a long
breath, as if she was resting after
a hard job, and look up with her big
purply eyes all soft and wet, and say
over something she’d found there.
*Twas something generally about get-
ting rest, or casting vour burdens off,
or being carried or comforted as a
mother comforteth, or having tears
wiped away, or something like that.
No, it was not ali victuals she found
there. But it’s the victuals part of
the story I'm telling you now.

‘“The minister that time was Jr.
Robbins. He was a real good man,
and terribly sorry for Colossy. He
used to go and see her a good deal,
and try to help her, and teach her,
and raise her thoughts higher. But
when she got on that favourite topic
of hers, why, he didn’t kaow just
what to say. ’'Twas a sight to see
his face, after he’d been reading and
talking and praying with her a spell,
and she'd been so sweet and good.
and seemed in such a promising state
of mind, when she’d look up so piti-
ful just before he went away and
croak out, *Oh, Mr. Robbins, won't
vou jest listen to one singlc one o’
my receipts now ?

‘“He generally did, for he was a
good-natured man, and had children
of his own, but he'd try to put on 2
moral at the end and draw some kind
of a lesson from it all. ‘Now hear
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this, Mr. Robbins,’ she says one
time, speaking slow and plain, as if
she was reading from a receipt-book.
‘ Di-rec-tions for ma-king a mess of
pottage.’

‘“*Yes, yes, my little girl,” he says,
‘I'll hear it; but be careful lest you
part with your own heavenly birth-
right for a mess of pottage,” he says.

*“‘Yes, sir,” says Colossy very
quick, for she was in a hurry to go on
with her receipt, ‘I'll be careful.
Take one fatted calf '—and on she’d
go, till Mr. Robbins’ face was just
a picture, kind of puzzled, and sort
of amused, too.

“Or she’d tell off a receipt for
‘raising unleavened bread,” poor lit-
tle cosset, and the minister ’d remind
her that ‘man shall not live by
bread alone.” Again ‘twould be some
sort of a savoury meat stew, and he’d
counsel her to labour not for the meat
that perisheth. But he was always
good and kind to the child, and she
was real fond of him to the last.

‘“Poor little thing, she took it all
out in making up and telling about
victuals, for she hardly eat anything
herself. Whether it was her made-
up, make-believe dishes was so good
it took away her taste for common,
every-day food, I don’t know, but she
didn’t eat enough to keep a robin
alive, and so, of course, she didn’t
get very strong or rugged. Fact is,
you couldn’t want her to stay on here.
suffering and shut up and helpless as
she was, and as she’d got to be all her
days. And we all saw pretty soon
that she wasn’t going to be Lere
much longer. Her little scrap of a
face got thinner and whiter, and
the purple eyes bigger, and the lit-
tle hands more than ever like bird's
claws ; and her poor little body was
wasted away and weak. She was
real patient, but the ache in her back
was pretty bad, and she seemed to be
tired the whole living time.

“‘I'm terrible tired,’ she'd say in
her croupy voice—*tired when I lay
down, an’ tired when I set »p, an’
nothin’ don’t seem to rest me any.
Seems ’s if I'd feel better if I could
only walk round 2 mite, an' get out
the dishes an’ sasspans, an’ grease _the
bakin’-plates, an’ stone some raisins,
an’ chop some citron, an’—Oh, Aunt
Funice, I do want so bad jest to dish
up a dinmer once—only once, Aunt
Euuice.’

1 didn’t quite dare to do as Mrs.
Peavy did, and tell her she’d have
her chance some day. but I did go so
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far sometimes as to refer her over to
Mother Peavy. ‘What does she tell
you, Colossy, when you talk so ? I
said.

‘“ Her face brightened up a little,
and she answered, ‘Oh, Mother Peavy
says, when 1 get up there, if'I'm set
on messin’ and mixin’ an’ cookin’
things, why, they’ll let me try my
hand at it They’ll know I ’ain’t
had no chance down in Peru, ’cause
0’ my hands an’ my legs an’ my back,
you know, an’ they’ll make 'lowances.
Tkat’s what they’re allers a-doin’ up
there, Mother Peavy says, makin’
’lowances for folks. She says she
don’t think I'll want to do any
dishin’ an’ bakin’ up there, there's
such splendid things to do that I don’t
kpnow nothin’ about now. She says
nobody ‘ain’t never heard nor seed,
an’ it’ ain’t come into nobody’'s head
to guess at sech things as they've
got up there for folks that’s good an’
patient an’ lovin’. But I don’t
know ; I'd like jest to try my hand a
little, if they don’t mind, seems ’s
if. An’if I do try, why, I'm goin’ {o
see if they won't let me send down
some o' my very fust cookin’ to
Mother Peavy. But if that can’t be
done, I mean to lct her know, 't any
rate, that she was right, an’ they've
let me try my hand.

‘“She'd take some of the common-
est, plainest kinds of food to experi-
ment on, and she’d have a receipt for
it with something in it you mever
dreamed of putting in before.
Doughnuts, I know, she’d always say
there was to be the third part of a
hin of olive-oil in them. ‘What's
a hin 2’ I’d ask her; and she'd say,
‘Well, about a coffee-cup full], I
guess, more nor less.’ And there
was to be honey from the honey-
camb in her dough-nuts, too. And
m her apple-dumplings there'd always
got to be ‘ jest the teentiest pinch of
aloes.’” And all these victuals were
to be fixed up in the tastiest way, and
on the queerest kind of dishes. To
hear the solemn little old-fashioned
young one tell about “butter in a
lordly dish,” and meat cooked in a
caldron or in a flesh-pot, or sodden in
jron pans. and about brazen pots and
earthen pitchers, was dreadful odd.

*She grew weak very fast near the
end. She didn’t go to bed, for it
hurt her more to liec down, and they
bolstered her up in her chair with the
pillows, and made her as comfortable
as they could. Her voice got more
and more busky and low, down to a
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whisper, ‘most, but she’d talk a littie
by spells up to the very last. She'd
make up receipts still, but they were
pretty short, and we couldn’t always
understand what she said. I stayed
there all I could, and Mr. Robbins
came a good deal, and old Mrs. Peavy
hardly left her, for days. She liked
to hear verses about resting, and be-
ing carried, and made to lie down in
green pastures, and having her tears
wiped away, and about how the weary
are at rest and the sick made well.
But by spells she’d think about what
she’'d always set her little heart on,
and she’'d turn towards MotLer
FPeavy and whisper, ‘ An’ mebbe I'll
be let to try makin’ some of them
things ? ’Cause you know I've never
had any chance dowr here, an’ they'll
make ’lowances for that.

““And Mrs. Peavy'd say, stroking
her yellow hair, ‘Yes, lovey, they'll
make ’'lowances fast enough. And
youw’ll be let to do it certain sure, if
you hanker bad after it; don’t worry
about that.” And then she’d say over
to her, in her thin old voice, her
favourite piece about

¢ ¢ There cinnamon an’ sugar grow,
There nard an’ balm abound,’

and another old-fashioned hymn, all
about milk and horey and wine and
heavenly manna, till Colossy’d drop
off to sleep like a lamb.

* She went off that way at the last.
bolstered up in the big chair by the
window, her poor white face resting
against the pillows, and her pretty
yellow hair like a light all round her
head. David and Lucy Aun, Mr. Rob-
bins. Mother Peavy, and me were all
there. We loved her dearly, every
one of us, but somehow not one
could be exactly sorry when the tired
look slipped off her little thin face,

and the Dbits of fingers stopped
twitching, and the hoarse, short
breathing was all still. I never

thought as much of 3r. Robbins as
I did at that funeral. It seemed as
1if he knew just the right things to
say that day—mostly verses from
Scripture, or a line or two of 2 hyvmn.
I can hear him now, speaking in his
soft, pleasant way about the ‘bread
that came down from heaven,” ‘ meat
to eat that ye know not of,’ ‘ whoso-
ever drinketh of the water that I
shall give him shall never thirst™:
and those comforting verses about
how ‘they shail hunger no more.
neither thirst any more,' and how
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* blessed are those that are called to
the marriage-supper.” And then he
led off in his nice, clear voice:

¢ ¢ Food to which this world’s a stranger,
Here my hungry soul cnjoys ;
Of excess there is no danger;
Tho’ it fills, it never cloys.?

“Well, 'twas about a week after we
put the little girl to rest in the grave-
yard over there I met Mrs. Peavy one
day. We stopped, and naturally we
fell to talking about Colossy. Glad
as I was to have the child at rest, I
missed her lots, and 1 said so.

“*You were real good to her,
Mother Peavy,” I said. ‘I often
think how you used to comfort her,
and tell her that maybe she'd have
a chance to try her receipts up
there, if she wanted to. Dear little
thing, she understands better now,
and don’t trouble her head about
those earthly things.

“Now, I'd always thought that
Mrs. Peavy told the child that about
having her chance up there just to
chirk her up and please her, and not
because she ever dreamt such a thing
could really be. So I must say I
was took aback when she shook her
head now and answered in a queer,
knowing sort of way, °‘She ’ain’t
found out the better things yet, that's
certain. She's got her chance, and
she's a-makin’ use of it right along;
leastways, up to yesterday she was.”

“*Why, what do you mean 7 I
says. ‘What makes you say that 7

“ And then she went on and told
me the oddest story. She said she'd
been thinking and thinking about
Colossy, and trying to picture her all
well and rested and happy in hea-
ven; but for the life of her she
couldn’t see her in her mind as sing-
ing and praising and doing all the
things the saints and angels are said
to do. The poor little one’s talk about
her wanting to dish up and mess
kept coming into her head to spoil
evervthing. One day she was sitting
at her dinner. She lived all alone
and did her own work. And that
day she had what every one in thesr
parts calls ‘b'iled dish.” You know
what I mean—beef and potatoes and
carrots and turnips and all.  And
she says:

“‘I'd jest helped myself, and was
going to taste of it. when 1 smelt a
queer kind of spicy smell 1
couldn’t think where it come from.
or rec'lect jest what ’twas like. Then
I took up a little of the meat and
put it in my mouth, and I didn’t
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know what to make of it. I'd made
that b'iled dish that day with my
own hands, just as I'd made it all
my life, an’ my mother before me.
But this partic’ler one wasn't any
more like mine or ma's or any Ver-
mont b’iled dish I ever see than—
anything. It was tastier, more
flavoury somehow, and, above all,
there was that cur'us spicy kind o
physicky smell and taste. ‘““What
can it be ?” thinks 1 to myself. “Is
it cloves or saxifrax ? Did I spill
any nutmeg or ginger into the pot
while ’twas b’ilin' ? No, ’tain’t like
any of them. It's more like that
rhubarb jellup I used to make after
old Dr. Phelps’ receipt. Lemme
see, what did I put in? Rhubarb
reot an’—why, it's coriander seed ;
that's what it tastes of ! And in
a jiffy I rec’lected Colossy, and how
she used to always say in her re-
ceipt for b’iled dish, “Add a little
coriander seed brayed in a mortar.”

““Well, I didn’'t know what to
think,” she went on. ‘It seemed
’most too sing'lar to believe in. But
to save my life I couldn’t help sur-
misin’ that maybe—jest maybe—
they’d let her try, to show her how
unsatisfyin’ it was compared to other
things up there. And she'd always
said, if they did. she'd try to send
some of the victwals down to me,
the blessed young one!

“*1 tried to get it out of my head
and swallow my dinner; but, deary
me, every mouthful choked me, and
1 salted the gravy with my cryin’
into it, thinking of that poor little
soul. Well, the next day was Satur-
day, and I fried some dough-nuts.
‘The taste o’ coriander seed bein’ all
out of my mouth now, I begun to
think I'd conceited the whole thing
and ’twas all foolishness. But when
1 set down to supper and took a
dougn-nut, I hadn't more'n bit into
it than I see ‘’twasn't one o my
dough-nuts, Aunt JMaria’s receipt,
sech as I'd made for moren forty
vear. These was rich an’ light. and
sort o' iley. and there was a strong
taste o’ honey about ‘em, a thing I
never use in  cookin.  Oh, Aunt
Eunice, then I knowed, 1 knowed
they was lettin’ that poor child have
her way for 2 spzll. jest to learn her
a lesson. ‘ Fine olive-ile an’ honey
from the honey-comb.” she used to
say in her receipt for dough-nuts.
And when the gingerbread tasted o
spikenard, and the apple-dumplings
was jest a little bittery like aloes,
and everything I made—or thought I
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made—was different from any Peavy
cooking ever done in the family,
then I see plain I was right. And
it's only yesterday I made—or
thought I made—some one-two-three-
four cake, the old plain receipt; and
it came out the most cur'us, spicy,
milk-an’-honeyish, balmy, minty
thing—oh, you never did!’

“I tell you, as Mother Peavy
went on I began to think she was
really crazy. She’d always been a
little peculiar, and she was growing
old, and Colossy’s death had weighed
on her mind, and I thought it had
fairly upset her now. I tried to rea-
son with her, and show her how such
a thing as she thought of could
never be. But I couldn’t make any
impression. I told her it was dread-
ful to think of heaven in that way,
and that dear little girl losing all the
light and glory and all, for such
earthly, gross kind of employments.
I couldn’t bear to think of it. Mrs.
Peavy looked sort of mournful. and
she says, ¢’Tis dreadful, I know. I

did hope Colossy 'd put it
all out of  her little head,
once she got there. But there
can’t be any mistake. If I am old,

I ’ain’t lost my faculties, leastways
my taste, and I know what I've been
eating all this week. They’'ve got
some good reason for it up there, take
my word for that; but oh, I do wish
she’d learn about the Dbetter things
there is.’

*Well, I meant to go over and see
the old lady next day, and taste some
of her victuals myself, to show her
what a mistake she was making. But
T took a bad cold that night, and
didn’t go outside the door for ’most
a week. The first day I was well
enough I started, but I met Mrs.
Peavy coming over to my house. It
upset me to see her, she looked so
terrible white and changed and old.

‘“““Oh, Aunt Eunice,’ she says,
‘it’s dreadful, dreadful. ‘That poor
little thing’s at it still. She’s turn-

ing my sody biscuits into unleavened
bread, and my pies into pottage;
there’s lentils in my corn-beef hash,
and fitches in my johnny-cake; and
oh, deary, deary me, there’s mint,
anise, and cummin in every bit of
victuals that comes on the table.
Poor, ignorant little soul, what can
she be thinking of! It jest breaks
my heart, Aunt Eunice, for—ol, ’twas
I done it, I done it!” and she just
wrung her hands.

‘It szemed she’'d got into her head
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that her tellin’ Colossy she’d have a
chance, and they’d let her try things
had made the poor child beg for it;
and now she liked it so well, after
never having had anything of the
sort all her days, that she couldn't
give it up. It seems a crazy idea, I
know, but ’twas terrible real to her,

and as she ‘said herself, it ’most
broke her heart.
“‘T1 thought ’twould be sech a

comfort,” she went on, ‘to think of
that child among the blessed ones, all
straight and well and rested, all
dressed in clean white robes, prais-
ing and worshipping and loving,
walking along the banks of the river
or down the streets o' gold. And
now to think of her keepin’ on and
on this way—oh, ’tain’t right, ’tain’t
right.’

“1 saw she needed some one wiser
and better than me, and I went that
night to Mr. Robbins with the whole
story. I’'d calculated he'd be very
much put out by such foolishness,
and think it was wicked and making
light of sacred things. But when
I got through I saw his eyes looked
kind of moist, and he had to cough
and clear out his throat before he
could say anything. So I spoke
again to give him time, and I says.

‘ Mother Peavy's growing old, and
she’s getting childish.’
‘“‘Well, says he, ‘that’s what

we’ve all got to be to get at the truth
of things. ‘“ Except ye become as
little children,” you Xknow; and
childish and unreasonable as the
good old soul’s idea is, there's a les-
son in it. Let us go and see her.
‘“And we did; but he couldn’t do
her much good. She had got so up-
set and shaky that she couldn’t do
anything but cry and bewail her hav-
ing put things into little Colossy's
head and speiled her heaven for her.
“ At last Mr. Robbins said, ¢ Well,
Mrs. Peavy, suppose we lay this be-
fore the Lord and ask His aid.,’ and
then he prayed. I never shall forget
tnat prayer. You see nobody but
Catholics ever praved for dead-and-
gone folks then. and I suppose they
don’t now ; and our church was al-
ways strong against it, of course.
And I'd heard Mr. Robbins himself
preach a powerful discourse zbout it
from the text, ‘ Where the tree fall-
eth, there it shall be. But I sup-
pose he saw now it was a time for
strong measures, and, scruples or no
scruples. he must quiet this good old
soul. So he prayed for Colossy !
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‘““I can’t help thinking he meant
that prayer more to Thelp Mother
Peavy than to do Colossy any good;
but ‘twas. beautiful, ’t any rate. Of
course I can’t remember just the very
words. But he asked that the child
might rest in peace, and have light
given unto her, that she might, with
the other little ones, always behold
the face of her Iather. And he
asked that she might drink of the
water of life, clear as crystal, and
eat of the heavenly manna, and be
satisfied. And he ended up by ask-
ing that Ther friends here below
might be given the full assurance of
the little one’s peace and rest. In
all the years he was settled in Peru
I never heard him pray so earnest.
and I was certain sure in my own
heart he'd be heard. Then he asked
Mrs. Peavy if he and I could come
over next day and eat dinner with
ger. ‘And you must hove one of
our good. old-fashioned dinners for
us, Mrs. Peavy,” he says, ‘and we'll
tell you just what we think of it.’

“So we went. She'd made D'iled
dish, and it looked real tempting and
just like her old way of making it,
for she was a real good cook. But
she was all shaky and trembly, her
face looked drawn up and old, and
she could hardly sit up to the table
without help. Mr. Robbins asked a
blessing, and then the dinner was
helped. T'11 own up I was a little
nervous. The queerer the ideas, youn
know, the more -catching they are.
And I'd thought so much of what the
old lady had said of the tastes and
smells in her cooking lately that I
felt almost creepy with being afraid
I should find it that way myself.
‘Oh, dear,” I says to myself, if there
should be a coriander-seed flavour !’
But there wasn’t. Mr. Robbins be-
gan first, and I followed right away.
It was the same good, well-seasoned.
Peru Db’iled dish I’d eat dozens of
times before at that table. Mrs.
Peavy didn't taste of hers at first.
I really don't think she could raise
her spoon to her mouth, she shook
so. But she fixed her eyes on our
faces, first one, then the other,
leaning ’way over and looking and
looking, as if she was hoping, but
scared.

“*Well,” speaks up Mr. Robbins,
‘this is good indeed. One of your
hest old-fashioned dishes, Mrs. Peavy.
I should know that this was a Peru
Viled dish if T was a hundred miles
away,” and he went on eating it.
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“*Yes,” I says, following his ex-
ample, ‘I always liked Mrs. Peavy's
way of making it—just the pepper-
and-salt seasoning, and no flavours,
as some folks use.’

“ She looked real earnest at us, and
then she says, low and quivery,
‘Don’t you—take notice—of a leetle
—coriander-seed taste—just 2 leetle 7’

“And we both hurried up to say
there wasn’t one bit of that—not a
suspicion, Mr. Robbins said.

“She didn't look quite satisfied,
though just a mite more comfort-
able. Then she took some of the
gravy in a spoon with her shaking
hand, and put it to her mouth. She
spilt some, and she could hardly
swallow any, but I see her face clear
up a little, and she sort of whispered

to herself, ‘She's let that alone,
anyway.’

“Then we had some apple-dump-
lings, and ‘’twas the same way.

Mother Peavy waited and watched,
half hoping, half frightened, till Mr.
Robbins led off, eat some and praised
them up, and I followed on.

“ ¢ An'—there—don’t appear—to be
—anything—a speck—bittery ?* she
says, leaning across to us and asking
so solemn—"° not enough to—spile ’em,
but—something like—aloes ?’

“ And again we hurried on to tell
here there wasn't a taste of such a
thing, not a taste. Then she managed
to swallow a little herself, and again
I saw her features light up a mite,
and she whispers to herself again,
*An’ she ’ain’t meddled with them.’

* After that came dough-nuts and
cheese with our cup of tea, and that
was just the same. After Mr. Rob-
bins had praised them up, and I had
done it after him, and she’d asked us
in the same secared, nervy way if we
was sure we couldn't taste a flavour
o’ olive-ile or honey, we told her de-
cided there wasn’t anything at all like
that ; they were just good, old-
fashioned Peavy dough-nuts. They
were the last thing on the table;
she'd tried all the rest, and I saw she
was more scared now than any time
before, when she took one in her
trembling fingers and tried to lift it
up to her mouth. I thought for a
minute I should have to do it for her,
but she managed it somehow, and got
a piece between her poor, shaking.
twitching lips. I thought I was
prepared for anything, worked up as
I was over this. But I did break
down like a baby when the good old
soul burst out, the tears running
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down her wrinkled face in a shower,
and the heavenliest smile shining
through them like a rainbow, ‘She’s
found it out—oh, bless the Lord, she’s
found it out at last! No more
messin’ an’ fussin’ with earthly things
for Colossy Bragg. She’s 1doked up
higher, and seen the light at iast.
Oh, thank the Lord, thank the Lord !’

‘“We both went over to her.
Seems to me now, as I look back, we
was both crying, but I disremember
all about that. We got her quiet
after g spell, but for a long time she
Kkept sobbing out, ‘I'm so glad, I'm so
glad. Your praying done it, Mr. Rob-
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bins. They’ve took the blessed child
up higher now, and they've sent me
word.’

‘“Well, there was a story went
around the whole country, after that,
that Mr. Robbins was on the road to
Rome, as they said. Maybe you've
heard it. It, all came from that
prayer he made at Mrs. Peavy’s in be-
half of little Colossy Bragg's soul.
But, as I said before, it’s my opinion
that prayer was meant more to help
we living than the dead, and some-
how, some ways, it answered its pur-
pose.”

THE SERMON
BY J. BENSON

I spent a week in an enterprising little
‘Western city in attendance upon a Meth-
odist Annual Conference. The leading
merchant was my host. After dinner the
first day of my visit, we were talking of
the growth of the city from a small fron-
tier settlement. My host, who was proud
of the little city, related many incidents
connected with its early history. Among
other stories he told me how Methodism
began by a sermon in & saloon.

¢ T attended the first Methodist meet-
ing ever held in the town. It was a ter-
ribleservice. I tremble now when I think
of it, although it was so many years ago.
Our town was a pretty tough place. The
chief businesses were liquor selling,
gambling and undertaking. There was a
funeral every day. If some one did not
die from disease or accident there was a
murder. The street or bar-room fight that
was not to » finish attracted little or no
attention. The bowic-knifeand revolver
were never concealed. They were always
within ready reach. If ever a place
deserved to be called hell it was N—.

“¢I was a youngster who had run away
from home in the East to try the frolic of
frontier life. I had been a resident about
a week. As I was passing down our
principal street, I noticed a horseman in
a very peculiar garb riding slowly along
as if he were looking for some one.
Noticing me, he drew the reins of his
horse and said :

““ “Young man, is there a hall or room
of any kind in this place large enough to
hold a meeting in? I am a Methodist
itinerant and would like to add this
town to my circuit. I desire to hold a
service to-night.’

IN A SALOON.

HAMILTON, D.D.

T was so amazed that for 2 moment I
was silent as I looked closely at the
stranger. He was a tall, powerful look-
ing man. He had a clear, resolute eye,
lip and chin that revealed a determina-
tion nothing could halk. 1 felt that he
was a man that did not know fear, but the
folly of the question became more and
more amusing until I broke out in a
merry, mocking laugh.

*“The face grew stern ; the eyes shone
with a light like the gleam of steel ; the
voice hardened to a cutting curtness
almost like anger:

¢ ¢ Does it amuse you, my young friend,
to have me ask you a civil question ?°

¢ I'replied hastily : * I beg your pardon,
sir, for mydiscourtesy, but the idex of any-
hody wanting to hold a religious meeting
in this town is funny enough to make any
one laugh. Youmight as well try to hold
a4 meeting in Perdition.’

¢ ¢T would certainly hold a meeting in
Perdition if I felt it to be my duty and
could get in; but this town can’t be as
bad as that.’

“I directed him to ‘The Coyote,’
the largest gambling hell in town. I
said :

s ¢TIt is large enough to hold a good-
sized congregation, and it has one ad-
vantage over any other place: it is
always full. You will be sure to find a
crowd there, night or day. I do nat
believe they will allow you to speak.
If ¢“One-eyed Jack,” the proprietor, is
in good humour he may kick youn intothe
street ; if he is cross, and he generally is,
he may shoot you.’

“X saw the circuit rider fasten his
horse in front of the saloon and enter. I
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slipped in to see the sport. The preacher
stood for a moment, just inside the door,
looking around. At the farthest end of
the building a powerful man with a black
patch over one of his cyes was swearing
at & bartender in 2 most sulphurous man-
ner. The strangerapproached the swearer
and said, as he removed hishat and made
a courteous bow :

¢“¢Are you the proprietor of this place?’

¢ ¢One-eyed Jack’ was about to reply
with & savage oath, according to his
usual custom, when the peculiar garb
and the distinguished bearing of the
questioner caused him to hesitate. With
a politeness unusual to him, he said :

“¢Yam, sir. 'Whatcan 1 do foryou

“¢7 am a Methodist preacher, and I
would like permission to preach in your
saloon.’

¢ ¢Preach in my saloon! When !’ said
Jack, in a tone of amazement.

“<Now !’ said the preacher.

« ¢Well, Tl be——, Ibeg your pardon,
parson, I'd almost said a cuss-word ; but
preach in my saloon !’ He looked abount
and heard the clink of the glasses, the
banging of cards apon the tables, the harsh
laugh and the awful oaths, and said :

¢ J think, parson, you have come toa
mighty poor place to start a revival.’

‘¢« No place needs it more,” said the
minister, as he looked with respectful
but resolute glance into Jack’s single eye.

¢t ¢ Let him preach,’ said the bartender,
who was glad to have his employer’s
wrath diverted from him. ‘Let him
preach. It will be fine fun for the boys.’

“cPFun !’ roared Jack, ‘I'd like to
see anybody make fun of my guest.
Parson, fire away. I'll be the deacon of
this revival.  If anybody dares kick up a
row, I'll be—-"

*““There, there,” said the preacher,
¢ Deacons don’t swear.’

*“Jack rang the huge bell with which
which he signalled for attention when
he had an announcement to make or a
command to give. In a few seconds there
was silence. All eagerly looked at the
two men as if they expected to scea fight.
Jack roared out in a voice that could be
heard half o mile :

“‘Gents, here’s a Methodist parson
who's honoured us Ly coming to town
to stat a revival. I allus said ¢ The
Coyoie” never follows, she allus leads.
We're the fust saloon in town to start
a prayer-meeting as a side-show. The
parson’s goin’ to hev a chance to show
his hand.  I'm goin’ to be the deacon of
this protracted meetin’. If anybody trics
any funny business with the parson, he'll
hev to settle with the deacon! See?
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When the parson wants somebody to
come forrud and get converted, I'll make
one of mybartenders go, and you can stand
around and see the show. Now, parson,
fire away. If you've got any gospel that'll
reach this crowd, it'll hev to be like my
whiskey, hot and strong.’

*“The preacher sprang upon a table and
began to sing a Gospel song.  His voice
was full and powerful, and the air was
a popular war ballad. The chorus was
simple and all were urged to join in sing-
ing it. 1In less than five minutes half the
crowd were singing as lustily as class-
leaders and pounding time with their
fists upon the card-tables. After the
hymn was sung, a short prayer was
offered and the sermon began. It was a
plain, fervent, manly talk, straight from
an earnest heart. The preacher’s face
was sympathetic, his voice was tender at
times and then it rose in a ringingtone like
the blast of a trumpet. The words were
simple, bold and true. He pliinly told
them of the danger of sin, the certainty
of penalty for the sinner, and ended
with an exhortation to regain the inno-
cence and purity of their childhood days.
He was in the midst of a pathetic picture
of the far-away home, where loved ones
were thinking, weeping and praying for
the wicked wanderer, and the crowd was
hanging in breathless silence upon his
words. An angry altercation was begun
at the feet of the preacher. It was fierce
and brief.

“An old man with the face of a
demon and the form of a giant was play-
ing cards with a young lad with long
curly hair and the sweet innocent face of

a givl. The giant was called ‘Slippery
Dick.” He was the terror of the town.

He was such a consummate trickster with
cards that every game was deliberate
robbery upon his part. The lad was
called ‘The Baby,’ because of his face and
curls.  When the two sat down to play,
every one in the saloon had said to his
neighbour :

““¢What a fool *The Baby” is to try
to play cards with *‘Slippery Dick.”’

“The death-like silence, which was
stitred only by the low, gentle voice of
the preacher, was broken inupon by *The
Baby's’ clear boyish treble:

“*You're a cheat !’

¢« ¢ Slippery Dick ’ roared with the fury
of a mad bull :

‘< You're a lar !’

““ Both sprang to their feet. The old
man snatched his revolver from his belt.
The hammer caught in the fold of his
flannel shirt, and before he could loosen
it, the young man was upon him with the
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spring of a tiger. The little hand, as
strong as steel, grasped the giant by the
throat, a huge bowie-knife flashed in the
light, and the next second was buried in
the old man’s heart. He sank back in his
chair, killed instantly. Before a man
could stir, Jack had pressed a revolver
against ‘ The Baby’s’ breast and shouted :

«<Move and you're a dead man !’

“The young man coolly folded his
arms and said in a ringing, defiant voice :

¢« He cheated me and I've killed him.
Do what you please !’

**«That is so,” said the parson, whose
sermon had been sosuddenly interrupted.
¢The old man has cheated in every move
he has made. His sleeve is full of cards.’

““Jack gave orders to search the body
of the dead man.  When a whole pack of
cards were found concealed about his per-
son, all aceepted this as certain cvidence
of fraud.  Jack roared out : .

*“+This court decides that *Slip-
pery Dick” was caught cheatin’, and
*The Baby " is guilty of justifiable homi-
cide and goes free. Allin favour of the
motion sy ¢ Aye!”’

‘A thunder of * Ayes’ responded.

*“All opposed say “No!”’ said Jack
as he cocked his revolver and glared
about the room. A moment’s death-like
sil_elnce followed. Jack in a lower tone
said:

¢ «This court is unanimous, and “The
Baby” is acquitted. The parson willnow
say a prayer for ¢ Slippery Dick,” and
we'll take him out and plant him.’

*“The great bell rang out as Jack
shouted :

¢ All up, gents ; hats off :* Every one
stood and uncovered the head.

I have heard many prayers in my life,
but never one like the parson’s over
¢Slippery Dick.” The preacher towered
above the sea of heads, and, with cyes
closed, talked withGod. He pleaded for
mercey for the mob of sinners before him

RUDYARD
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who were on the road to eternal ruin,
He uncovered the hard, cruel hearts
about him with the fearless and steady
hand of a master surgeon. You could
hear the quick gasp of suppressed breath-
ing as each one of the pack of reprobates
felt the unsparing hand reveal his own
guilty secret.

‘“The prayer for Jack, the ringleader
in sin, was like a blast from a furnace.
Jack covered his face with his slouch hat
and trembled like a leaf. The petition
for ¢Slippery Dick’ was a picture of
awful sin receiving its awful penalty in
accordance with Divine law. 1t brought
a sob of tervor from a score of hearts.
When the prayer reached ¢The Baby’
the hard voice trembled and broke into a
wail and ended in a heart-breaking sob,
The strong man pled in the name of the
mother, who through her burning tears
prayed day and night for the loved boy’s
return. I have seen trees swayed by a
cyclone until T felt as if they must be
torn from their roots by the next fierce
DLlast. So that a mass of heads swayed
and bowed while the preacher prayed.
When the whispered ‘Amen’ was ut-
tered, a breath like a sigh parted the
lips of every man as he looked into the
white face of his neighbour.

““Jack was the first to regain his com-
posure. His voice had lost all of its
ro]gckilxg tone as he gently and solemnly
sad

¢t A collection, gents, for the parson.’

‘“He passed throngh the crowd, re.
ceiving a coin or a bill from every hand,
and poured the hatful of money into
the parson’s pocket. The parson and
¢The Baby’ went out together.  As soon
as the door closed behind them, Jack
said :

“¢Gents, ‘““The Coyote” is closed
until to-morrow morning at 6 o’clock.’

“The crowd passed out in silence.”—
The Independent.

KIPLING.

Bs{ S, J. UNDERWOOD.

Hadst thou been summoned from the harvest field
Ere yet the sun had climbed up to high noon,
How few who late have toiled beneath the moon
Have bound such sheaves as thine for goodly yield.
There is a tale in Holy Writ revealed

Of one who found in added days no boon;

Who prayed with face against the wall, and soon
Knew that his death decree had been repealed.

To life restored, by vain display he drew

The woes of Babylon upon his Iand.

Not thus, O poct, loved as are but few,

Have we who greet thee heuled, thy future planned,

But when, lon

hence, thou rend’rest back God’s own,

Thy work shall bear the search-light of His throne.
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1I.

I repeat the question: What is
spivitual power ! Tf I had to answer in &
word, I would say that it is the power of
God in & man by which he is enabled to
do the work and act well the part which
God has assigned to him. It is simply
the power to do one’s whole duty, the
power to be a faithful steward of the
manifold grace of God. But I will give a
few particulars.

In the first place I would say that it is
the possession of the constant testimony
of the Holy Spirit that we are well-pleas-
ing to God. To hear always the words
that were heard concerning Jesus, *“This
is my beloved Son. in whom I am well
pleased,” to know that *‘the Spirit him-
self beareth witness with our spirit that
we are the children of God ;” to realize
that He ““hath also sealed us, and given
the earnest of the Spirit in our hearts.”
Now to have such an experience of God’s
approval, pre-supposes that we have
learned the secret of obedience, that we
do know how to avail ourselves of the
power of the Holy Spirit, and that by
His strength we constantly do the will of
God, so that His witness is to an actual
accomplished fact. It is dangerous to
say it, but practically it is the power to
live without sin. Now, no mere man can
so live ; for the seductions and the weak-
nesses of hwman nature are so great, the
subtilty of the devil and evil are so fasci-
nating, the mysterious influences of evil
spirits are so constant and powerful, that
human nature alone is unable to cope
with them. But the battle is with God
and not with man ; and a man filled with
the Holy Gho~t is more than a match for
all the p .ers of evil. Mere men, it
seems to me, must constantly sin in
thought, word and deed, but *‘ye shall
reccive power after that the Holy Ghost
is come upon you" to live without com-
mitting sin.  Such a man is not a mere
man, but 2 man plus the Holy Ghost, and
he must of necessity be invincible against
the powers of darkness.

God certainly does not intend to take
away moral responsibility or to save a
man from the necessity of learning by
his mistakes; nor does He do for him
what He intends him to do for himself,
but it is the work of the Holy Spirit to
do that which a man cannot do for him-

self, and to supply the necessary power
to every spiritual weakness so that one
who is filled with the Spirit can live ina
way to constantly please God. There cer-
tainly is no room for human boasting
here, but for profound humility and
thankfulness, and such a soul will make
her boast only in God and give Him all
the glory.

Spiritual power will also cause us to
see God in all the events of His provi-
dence and to know that all things work
together for our good. The saints of old
knew that, **the steps of a good man are
ordered of the Lord,” and Jesus taught
that such was God’s care of His children
that the very hairs of their heads were
numbered. This means that God is in-
terested in all the details of our life, and
permits nothing to happen except that
which will work out our highest good.

Therefore, He being Almighty, no wmis-
fortune can befall His children ; but all
that does happen to them is either a
blessing plainly seen, which excites the
sensations of sight with holy emotion, or
it is a blessing disguised for a purpose,
which calls forth the liveliest exercises of
faith, with profound thankfulness. Sigh-
ing, lamentation, woe, regret, desiring
sympathy, eagerness for praise, are words
not needed in our vocabulary when de-
scribing the experience of the Spirit-filled
Christian.

If life is a lottery, as unbelievers fool-
ishly say, then the Christian draws all
prizes and no blanks, and if he does draw
what looks like a blank, it is for him
better than a prize. Life is certainly full
of pitfalls and dangers, but the Christian
filled with the spirit of wisdom falls into
none of them. If it is true that nine
men out of ten are failures, then the man
in whom the Spirit of God dwells is al-
ways the tenth, for spiritual power pre-
cludes the possibility of failure.

It is not denied that things do happen
te Christians which are called failures,
and they get into positions that are said
to be calamitous, but it is the universal
testimony of Christians afterwards in
looking at the results, that failure was
only another name for success, and bless-
ing was simply misnamed calamity, and
every Christian testifies in the light of
past experience that all things have
worked together for his good.

But present spiritual power emables
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one to call things by their proper names
as they transpire ; to rejoice in tribulation
at the time, and to recognize the hand of
God in sorrow ; to be thankful for every
experience that comes, no matter how
seemingly sad to the eyes of sénse. But
this can only be done by the power of
God, and therefore we see divinity in the
words of the man who wrote from his
own experience, ‘‘Not only so, but we
glory in tribulations also,” and again,
“For our light affliction, which is but for
a moment, worketh for us a far more ex-
ceeding and eternal weight of glory, while
we look not at the things which are seen,
but at the things which are not seen.”
This is an experience beyond the range
of philosophy ; too subtle to be scienti-
fically understood ; more extravagant than
poets ever dreamed of, to which I fear
many Christians are strangers ; however,
it ean be said to such : ** But ye shall re-
ceive power after that the Holy Ghost is
come upon you.”

Another sign of spiritual power is, that
the work which God commits to us is al-
ways successfully done. This has been
hinted at hefore, but is sufficiently im-
portant to be more fully demonstrated.
The adaptation of nature to carry out her
evident purposes; the fitness of every
power in the universe to perform its func-
tions ; the evidence of design in earth, ser
and sky; thefactthatthe universe isknown
to be a vast machine, with most compli-
cated mechanism, the one part fitted to
every other part with absolute perfection,
and the whole accomplishing an intelli-
gent purpose ; have for ages been used to
demonstrate the existence of God, and
although this method of reasoning may
fall short of actual proof of the existence
of the God we believe in, it certainly does
demonstrate the existence of a Being who
has made all things to accomplish His
purpose with unerring certainty.

The will and purpose of God is stamped
upon all creation, animate and inanimate,
and all carry out His sovereign purpose.
Man alone, it is said, has been invested
with intelligence and free will, and he
alone has seen fit to balk or frustrate the
purpose of God. Had he, however, re-
mained morally and spiritually true. as
the balance of the universe has been
nechanically and physically true, he too
would have accomplished every purposc
the Creator planned for him. Now, the
religion of the Lord Jesus is to restore
man to harmony with God ; to adjust him
to his environments; to fit him for the
work which he ought to do. Itisclear
that God has a work for each man, and it
must be that the work is adapted to the
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worker ; and all men who come back to
God, according to Jesus’ plan, and who
receive the Holy Ghost as He directed,
will succeed in every detail in life and
carry out the purpose of God the same as
all the rest of the universe. No matter
what may be the weakness of the man or
the demands of the work, God’s children
are supplied with adequate ‘* power after
that they have received the Holy Ghost.”

A man under the full control of the
Master will assuredly find the work for
which he is intended and fitted, and this
alone is a guarantee of success. Those,
of course, who take the bit between their
teeth and go their own way at their own
pace, will be likely to make failures and
miss the road on which God intends them
to travel ; but the possession of spiritual
power keepo o man from doing this, and
it is impossible that God will misdirect
any man.

It is true that we must let God be the
Judge of what success really is, and in
this we have to walk by faith, for often a
state of things transpires which seems
like failure, but if we are true to God it
is only seeming, and sceming failure is
either itself success, or the only road that
can lead to it.

Another of the results of spiritual
power is theability given us to always
choose with wisdom the way we should
walk and the work we should undertake.

The question has been debated for ages
as to whether human actions and destiny
are necessary or contingent; that is,
whether must or may regulates our pres-
ent actions and future position. Much
can be said in favour of either contention,
and from many standpoints it does secmt
that we are the creatures of circumstances
that our character and consequent actions
are formed for us and not by us; that
the position in which we now find our-
selves and the opinions we now hold have
been brought about by a process outside
of our choice.

Certainly we had no voice in choosing
our paternity, or the surroundings of our
birth and early training, and it looks as
if nine-tenths of character and future
position depended upon these two original
conditions. Looking from this standpoint
alone, we would say that we are creatures
of circumstances and the sport of chance ;
as much under the law of necessity asthe
universe is under the law of gravitation.
But when we take God into consideration
and the fact that He must have a plan
and a purpose in each man’s life; and
when we think of man with his almost
omnipotent power of will and choice, then
it looks as though man was under thelaw
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of may and not must ; that his actions are
dependent upon himself and not upon
neceessity. . Powerful as are heredity and
early training, influential as are circum-
stances and environment to shape our
course, decide our character, or fix our
destiny ; there are mightier forees at our
call which can overturn and bring to
naught all influences that would tend to
keep us from our God-appointed walk and
work.

I have just veferred to ‘‘the almost
onmipotent power of the human will,”
but 1 do not mean by that, that an effort
of mere will or purpose, however strong,
will evolve out of a man’s self a power
that will bring about any desired result ;
but I do mean that the will is mighty to
choose right and refuse wrong, to link it-
self to God, or to refuse so to do ; and that
upon this exercise of the will character
and destiny depend. The Holy Spivit
and Scripture, the inner sclf and reason,
not only teach a man his impotency to
direct his own course and to obey his best
impulses, but call aloud for him to join
himself to the Infinite, and if he will but
obey this fouwrfold call, *“he will not full
direc’tion lack, or miss his providential
way.”

The amount of practical unbelief among
Christians on the question of Divine
Guidance is simply appalling, in view
of the clear voice of revelation on the
subject.

If one thing is clearer than another in
both Old and New Testaments it is that
God is the guide of His people; that ‘“the
" lot is cast into the lap, but the whole dis-
posing thereof is of the Lord ;" that ¢ the
steps of a good man are ordered of the
Lord.” We are to acknowledge the Lord
in all our ways and He will direct our
paths. If we lack wisdom we must ask
of God and He will supply it. But Jesus
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is more emplatic than any concerning
sure and certain guidance, and said that
when the Holy Ghust came He yould
guide us into all truth, and would teach
us all things. In fact no person can read
the words of our Lord and Master con-
cerning the Holy Ghost without seeing
that the Comforter was to dwell with the
Christian as a continual guest, and that
His business with him was to guide him
in the right way, and teach him all truth
as fast as he can stand the lessons.

God enters into security with every
Spirit-led Christian that he shall never
miss his way or his work, and he only is
the wise man who takes God at His word,
and in the simplicity of faith walks
through life with the full consciousness
that he is so guided.

Certainly it is & walk of faith, pure and
simple, for to-day, but when to-day be-
comes yesterday, faith has received w
scientific justification by the only true
test, for then faith is always vindicated
by actual knowledge.

Now, if I am right in these conclusions
as to spiritual power, I fear that thereby
I condemn a great many preachers, for [
rarely if ever read or hear the same teach-
ing cencerning this the Master’s great be-
quest as He himself taught.

The gospel I hear and read from Chris-
tian teachers with rare exception is a true
gospel, so far as it goes; but it is very
ncomplete ; the truths that Jesus laid
most stress upon being almost completely
overlooked, and the truths which He only
incidentally alluded to being preached
with great vigour. Is it possible that
the reason for this is in the fact that
few have received the Holy Ghost, or
tarried as He directed until they have
been endued with the spiritual power
which comes upon the advent of the
Comforter !

OLIVER CROMWELL.

Born April 25, 1599,

Hammer of God, smiting oppressions down,
Breaking the yoke from fettered mation’s neck ;
For wrath of tyrant king thou didst not reck—

As little for his futile smile or frown—

Trampling as bauble 'neath thy feet a crown.
Stern sword of Justice, at the awful beck
Of a brave people’s peril, thou didst deck

Thy fame with biended curses and renown.

Greatest of England’s kings, albeit uncrowned ;
Mightiest moulder of a Commonweal,

Guardian of liberty forever found,

In fiery furnace-heat thou didst anneal,
The thrice-attempered weapons which shall fight
For evermore the battle of the right.

—W. H. Withrow.
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INCUNABULA GENTIS.*

.

Professor Fiske’s volume is the most
adequate and scholarly treatment of the
beginnings of New Englund that we
know. The book is made on lines of
ideal excellence. It is hased on wide
and thorough research, especially of the
original documents and contemporary
chronicles. The author gives fac-similes
of old maps and manuseripts, old books
and pamphlets, old pictures and por-
traits, old buildings and monuments that
are of intense interest and great im-
portance. No one possesses the best
material for the study of the beginnings
of New England who fails to consult this
volume.

The motto that prefaces the volume
indicates the spirit that pervades ‘‘the
plantation” as it was called : ** The Lord
Christ intends to achieve greater matters
by this little handful than the world is
aware of.” The author describes the
Puritan exodus from England, the so-
journ in Holland, and the planting of the
germs of empire in the stern New Eng-
land soil. “In all history,” he says,
‘“ there has been mno other instance of
colonization so exclusively effected by
picked and chosen men.” “ The wheat
of the earth was sifted for the seed of that
planting.” If this be true, and we be-
lieve it is, it is equally true that that seed
was twice sifted for the planting of the
commonvwealth of Upper Canada. The
United Empire Loyalist fathers and
founders of our country forsook their
pleasant fields and goodly heritage and
braved the perils of the wilderness for
their loyalty to the flag under which they
were born, and to the religion in which
they were bred.

Professor Fiske reviews the effect of
such perpetual theological discussion as
was carried on in early New England.
He compares it with that which developed
such a sturdy strength of character in the
Scotland of Knox and the Reformation.
He attributes the genesis of the perse-
cuting spirit which arose in New Eng-
land to the «‘‘prime necessity of social

* ¢ The Beginnings of New England ; or,
the Puritan Theocracy in Its Relations to
Civil and Religious Liberty.” By John
Fiske. Tllustrated with portraits, maps,
fac-similes, contemporary views, prints, and
other historic materials. Boston : Hough-
ton, Mifllin & Co. Toronto: William
g;iggs. Sq. 8vo. Pp. xxxix-328. Frice,

in the evolution of a new
nation.” We think this explanation
inadequate. Wge believe it was the in-
tense religious convictions of the Puritans
that led to their persccution of all whom
they thoughtin error, justas it was the in-
tense religious convictions of Dominic
and Torquemada that led them to burn
heretics at the stake, and similar con-
viction that led even so wide-minded
men as Knox and Calvin to acts of in-
tolerance and cruclty.

The Baptists were the first victims.
In 1644 the General Court of Massa-
chusetts passed an act banishing from
the colony all persons who should either
openly or privately oppose the baptism
of infants. The Boston magistrates
‘“looked upon the Baptists as moral
lepers, unfit to associate with their fellow-
men.” A little group of Baptists were
haled to a trial like that of Bunyan's
Faithful at Vanity Fair. They were
fined sums equivalent to from $125 to
$750. William Holmes exclaimed, “‘Ibless
God Iam counted worthy to sufter for the
name of Jesus.” Whereupon the Rev.
John Wilson, quite overcome of rage,
struck him, and said, “The curse of
Jesus go with you.” Holmes was bound
to a stake and received thirty lashes on
his back. ““When he had loosed me
from the post,” says this confessor of
Jesus, ‘“having joyfulness in my heart
and cheerfulness in my countenance, as
the spectators observed, 1 told the magis-
trates, You have struck me as with
roses ; and, moreover, although the Lord
hath made it easy to me, yet I pray it
may not be laid to your charge.”

“Of all the Protestant sects,” says
Prof. Fiske, *‘ the Quakers went furthest
in stripping off from Christianity its non-
essential features of doctrine and cere-
monial.” They felt it also their duty to
protest against steeple-houses, uncovering
to magistrates, and to hoot the fiery
Governor Endicott as he walked up the
street. Thomas Newhouse came into the
Puritan congregation with a glass bottle
in each hand, and knocking them to-
gether, cried out, *‘ Thus will the Lord
break you all in pieces.” Such con-
tumacy was severely punished by both
Old and New England. At one time in
the home-land four thousand Quakers
were in prison. Mary Fisher and Jane
Austin were kept in prison in Boston,
half-starved, for five weeks till they conld

cohesion
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be shipped back to Barbadoes. Five
years later Mary Fisher went to Advian-
ople to try to convert the Grand Turk.
He treated” her with grave courtesy and
allowed her to prophesy unmolested.
“ Governor Endicott,” says Prof. Fiske,
sCwas afraid of Mary Fisher. Mohauuned
TI1. was not.”

In 1639, two Quakers were hanged on
Boston Common under an escort of a
hundred soldiers.  One whou was re-
prieved returned next year to defy the
gillows.  *“In obedience to the will of
the Lord T came,” said she, **and in his
will T abide faithful unto death.” And
¢9 she died. For some years longer
Quakers were fined, imprisoned, and now
and then tied to the cart's tail and
whipped from one town to another. But
these acts of persecution came to be

more and more discountenanced by
public opinion, until at length they
ceased.

Professor Fiske shows that the

Pwritans scrupulously paid the Indians
for every rood of }and on which they
settled, and as far as possible extended
to them the protection of the law.  John
Eliot and Thomas Mayhew soon began
to preach the Gospel among them.*
Although the Indians at first refused to
give up their thirty-seven deities for one,

*One word, and one only, of Eliot’s
Bible has survived in common speech, the
word “mugwump,” which meant Great
Chief.
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and to become the servants of Jesus Christ
or of any white man, yet in a few yeurs
there were four thousand who had
learned to pray.

Unhappily Kirg Philip's war broke out.
The grim and wrathful Puritan thought
of Samuel and Agag and spared none,
and soon King Philip’s forees were vir-
tually exterminated.  But of ninety
Puritan towns twelve had been utterly
destroyed, while more than forty others
had been the seene of fire and slwghter.

One of the sublimest featuves of New
Ingland life was its theocratic govern-
ment. It recalls Macaulay’s magnificent
account of the Puritans in his essay on
Milton. The founders of New England
regarded themselves as soldiers of Christ
enlisted in the holy war, who wust
“mareh manfully on till all opposers of
Christ's kingly power be  abolished.”
The result of this dominant idea is that
with all its errors and intolerance, its
occasional bigotry and austerity, New
England ideas have largely moulded the
history of the American nation. It has
been the schoohnaster of the Union. [t
was the New England pioneers who for-
ever pre-cmpted the free soil of Kansas
and the North-West for liberty. It was
the same spirit, incarnated in Garrison,
and Wendell Phillips, and Beecher, and
Sumner, and Whittier, and Lowell, that
broke the shackles of the slave and
cmaneipated the bodies and the minds of
millions of men.

“LET PATIENCE HAVE

ITS PERFECT WORK.”

BY AMY PARKINSON.

Would’st thou not weep, when ’tis the tear-wet faces
Shall feel the tender touch of God’s own hand?

Would’st ne’er be weary, when for weaty pilgrins
He keeps such sweet rest in His glad home-land?

Would’st suffer naught, when they His will who suffer
With Him a regal diadem shall wear?

Would’st have thy portion here, when heavenly mansions
He doth for thy inhevitance preparve?

Nay : suffer now—and pass to joy cternal!
Be weary for a while—then sest alway !

Bear here the cross ; grasp not at things that perish}
Thou shalt be crowned where * »asures ave for aye!

Toronto.
31
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PRACTICAL

THEOLOGY.*

BY THE REV. N. BURWASH, S.T.D., LL.D.,
Chancellor or Victoria University.

This is the first volume of a series de-
signed *‘to supply some carefully con-
sidered teaching on matters of Religion
to devout laymen.” It begins by setting
forth religion as & personal relation to a
personal Gad  which includes heth the
knowledge and worship of God.  The ex-
piansion of this definition evidently im-
plies spiritual knowledge and worship of
Gud, although emphasis is also placed
upon right belief concerning God aud
upon right mode of worship.  This re-
ligion presuppuoses and includes morality,
altheugh it passes beyond thisto a higher
life of faith, hope and love, and finds the
ideal of that life in the life of Churist.

The obstacles to this religion, in the
temptations of Satan, the love of the
world, and our own fleshly desires, ave
clearly and strongly set forth :and the dan-
ger of doubts as orviginating in spiritual
blindness or woral oblispuity is ably han-
dled.  Divine help ministered  through
the Atonement by the power of the Holy
Spirit and the offices of the Church is set
forth ; and finally the expression of re-
ligion in worship gnd i holy life is im-
pressively pictured.

In the entire presentation we cannot
hut admire the ability of the writer and
the spiritual eumnestness with which he
handles his theme. 1 heis High Chorch,
he presents to us neither dead and out-
ward forms, nor cold. dry orthodoxy. but
an intensely cunest, as well as active
form of religious life, exactly the type of
religious life which wauld * v satisfied
Wesleys Holy Club ac ¢ wd hefore
1738,

* ¢« The Oxford Libary of Practical The-
ology.  Religion.™ By W. C. E. Newhold.
London and New York: Longmans, Green
& Co. Toronto: The Copp, Clark Com-
pany.  Price. §1.75.

Soul, rale thyself.

With many features of this admirable
portrait of the' religious man, the true
Christian of every mume and creed will
heartily sympathize ; and the great ve-
ligious movement which this work repre
sents can searcely be denied the name of
a4 great spivitual quickening.

But while we heartily acknowledge this,
we cannot overlook other elements which
it involves which seem to us fraught with
weakness and danger. It founds hoth
orthodoxy and faith too much upon au-
thority, and allows not suflicient weight
to that higher reason which separates
true religion from superstition. 1t founds
the whole spiritual life on the mysterious
efficaicy of Baptism, rather than in the
personal conscious appropriation of the
truth by the power of the Spirit and a
living faith. It belittles & worship which
consists of hynms of praise and payer
and the contemplation of truth as set
forth in the preached Word, and ecentres
all warship in the offering by the priest
of the Eucharistic Sacrifice. It teaches
the simer to Jook for the forgiveness of
sins after baptism to priestly absolution.
Tt derives from Apostolic Ordination the
poner to remit sius and to confer the gift
of righteousness in baptism and subse
quent to baptism in absolution, and te
offer the sacrifice of the Eucharist, and
to make it the body and blood of Christ
to the partakers wystically nourishing
their spiritual life, thus centring the
whole efticacy of religion in the mysterions
power of three rites or offices properly
performed.

These teachings of course stamp the
hook at once as Catholic, not Protestant,
a designation to which we suppose the
gifted and devout author will make uo
objection.

On passion, deed, uesire,

Lay thou the laws of thy deliberate will

Stand at thy chosen post, Faith's sentinel:

Thaugh hell’s lost legions ring thee round with fire,
Learn to endure.  Dark vigil hours shall tire

Thy wakeful eyes: regrets thy hasom thrill ;

Slow years thy loveless flower of vouth shall kill:
Yea, thou shalt vearn for lute and wanton Iyre.

Yet is thy guerdon g

< thine the reward

Of these cleet, wha, sco sing Ciree's lure,
Grown carly wise, make living light their lond.
Clothed with celestial steel, these walk sccure,

Masters, not slaves.

Over their heads the pure

Heavens bow, and guardian sermphs wave God's sword.

—J. A Symends.
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CARLYLE'S

This book possesses i special intervest
to Canadian readers from the fact that
Mrs. Junet Hamning, Carlyle’s youngest
sister, lived for forty years in Hamilton,
and died in Toronto, December, 18497, at
the age of eighty-four, the last surviving
Carlyle of her generation.  The modern
Ursa Major appems to better advantage
in these letters than in his journals.
Tnstead of growling like a polar bear he
purrs as kindly as a domestic cat. Car-
Iyle’s dyspepsia, we suppose, was respon-
sible for much of his disgruntled ob-
jurgation.  But such a strong nan as he,
and sueh an adwmirer of Job, should have
exhibited more of the patience of that
patriarch.

Janet was Carlyle’s youngest and
favourite sister.  Her husband was not
suceessful in Manchester, and came to
Canada in the early fifties.  He remained
in the service of the Great Western Rail-
way till his death—a period ot five-and-
twenty years. Carlyle’s grim, dournature
was like one of his own Cambrian moun-
tains, austere to sternness, yet cushing
forth with springs of tendernessand ruth.
This hook abounds in good counsels,
homely  domestic  touches and  kind
hrotherly sentiment.  He seams cvery
sear, after he could atford it - forhe had @
arim struggle with poverty at fist to
Irve sent liis sister @ ten or twenty-pound
nute at New Years, which wits more

calued for the love of which it was the
token than even for its money worth.

“ Ay little Jeany,” he writes, “is to
accept it as o small New Year's gift from
hor brother.™  Again, Tt is 2 great
pleasure to me, dear Jenny, to think you
are getting this poor fairmg from me”

He also sent his haoks as they cang
out, with quaint comments.  This was
long before the days of cheap postage.
and the large family of Carlyles had 2 code
of signals by which ene. two or three
strokes on the wmpper of @ newspaper
conveyed donzestic information.

(n his sister’s marriage he writes her,
** Keep suug within your own doors, keep
your awn hearth snug.”  He has heen
working away, he sys, *at an unutter-
able quagmire of a job—(his ** Frederick
the Great™). In the last lestter he was
able to write in his «ld age to Mrs.

s Letters of Thomas Carlyle to his
Youngest Sister.”  Edited with an Intro-
duetory E-say by Charles Townsend Cope-
land. ~ With portmits and illustrations.
Boston : Houghton. Miftlin & Co.: Toronto
William Brigge. Price, $2.00.

LETTERRS.*

Hauning, he says, * Be always sure, my
little sister, that if Tean be of any help
to you I right willingly will.  No more
from this lame hand, dear sister Jemny,
except my heart’s blessing for the year
and for ever.”

Several of the most touching of these
lettersare to his mother. He contides to
her his troubles as he did when o bairn :
“To myself my poverty is really yuite
a suitable, almost comfortable, arrange-
ment. 1 am perhaps among the freest
men in the British Ewpire at this mo-
ment.  There is nothing but my Maker
when T call master under this sky. . . .
In the whole world there is only one true
blessing for me--that of working an
honest work.™

OF his brother Alick, who had gone to
America. he writes in words of tender
affection @ ¢ My dear mother, 1 know
your heart is many a time sad about
Alick. He is far away and there ave
others of us gone still farther, beyond the
shores of this earth, whither our poor
thoughts vainly strive to follow them--
our hearts’ love following them still—but
we know tais one thing, that God is there
also, in America, in the dark grave itself
and the unseencternity  even Heis there
ton, and will not He do all things well 7
We have no aother anchor of the soul
any of the tempests, great orlittle, of this
world. By this let us hold fast and
piously hope in all scenes and seasons
whatsoever.  Amen. My goud mother's
pictave, laoking down on e here, seewns
to bid me “call on patience ™ and perse-
vere hike aoman”

Speaking of his endless work on the
“Cromwell,” he says: 1 have nothing
for it but to bore along mole-like : T shall
swet out some time or other. The back of
this sorrowful book is now hoken.™

There are pathetic touches of domestic
life.  After the death of his wife and all
his near of kin Carlyle's life was very
lonely.  Ashe was passingaway his mind
turned to the old Ecclefechan days. He
often took his nephew Alick for lis own
dead brother, smd would put his ans
arommd his nicee's neck and say, ¢ My
dear mother.” His wasan heric life. He
Aid 3t good day s darg for God and for man.
Thi. hook greatly inercases our estimate
of the nobility of his chamcter.  One of
the lettersisin antogmph fac-simile. The
family portwits are of specinl interest,
especially the shagey one of Carlyle in
his ofd age, withalook of intinife saduess
in his cyes.



THE REV. WM. ORMISTON, D.bh., 1L.D,

The accompanying portrait, for which
we are indebted to Life and Hork, the
quarterly record of St. James' Square
Presbyterian Church, Toronto, vividly
recalls one of the strongest and most
magnetic men we have ever known.
Alive to his very finger-tips, every ges-
ture, word, and intonation added force to
his speech. He was a man of immense
cneryy and vivacity. At times his words
came in & perfect torrent, and he had »
quaint habit of alliteration which gave
great pithand point to his discourse. He
was a man of broadest sympathies, of
ardent and impulsive nature. He was a
bomn teacher.  Both at Victoria Collere,
of which ke was one of the carliest gradu-
ates, and at the Normal School he grap-
pled his students to his heart with hooks
of steel. He inspired a devotion such

ORMISTON.

as few men were able to
evoke.  His ministry of
fourteen years in Humil-
toh, and twenty in New
York, was fruitful of grand.
est results in the upbuild-
ing of two intluential
churches and in the de-
velopment  of  personal
character. For seveml
years impaired health com.
pelled a residence in the
eenial elimate of California.
It is a pleasing coincidence
that in the same number of
"t this MacazINEAND REvVIEW
we were able to print two
articles by the two oldest
graduates then liviug of
Victoria University, Dr.
Ormiston  and  Professor
Wesley Wright. The fol-
lowing is the tribute in
Life and Work to this
great Canadian preacher :
*Dr. Ormiston will al-
wiays  be  pleasantly  re-
membered by those whe
knew him. In appearance
he was certainly striking :
none could forget him who
had even once seen him.
He was tall, broad-chested,
- deep-voiced, powerful, self-
reliant, and above it all
there rose a rich mass of
ereet, compact, dark-brown
frizzed  hair, which wmade the preacher
look simply unique. In natural chameter
strong to a degree. the man was withal
gentleness itself. In public speech he
was both emphatic and pathetic ; and a
vein of pure sympathy revealed itself
everywhere. In scholarship Dr. Ormiston
wis decidedly versatile. In private inter
course he was a man most genial in man-
ner.  In the pulpit he was fervent as
well as Jogical ; but he shiank instine-
tively from the perils of reaching *white
heat.” Hence his arguments seldom failed
to move men to thisk, and by-aud-hye
they felt themselves constrained willingly
to act. Few men, and fow that touched
so wide and influential a circle, can be
more sincerely sorrowed for than Dr.
Ormiston is now mourned by those who
kave called him friend or pastor.”
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. Secienee Notes.

DETAILS OF THE GREAT TELESCOPE.

1. View of the whole: 2, the sidenstat 1 3, the teleseopet 4, the exepives,

‘Tie GreEar TELEsCcore oF e Pans
xuierriox.

The Literary Jiyest thus deseribes the
huge telescope that has heen plumed for
the Paris IExhibition of 1900: We are
told by M. L. Barrd, astronomer at the
French National Observatory, that the
instrument is now under construction,
and we translate helow parts of 2 deserip-
tive article contributed by him to L«
Netnre (Paris, February 11). The new
instrument is so huge that it is to e
mounted  hovizontally and fixed in this
position, the desired inngge being reflected
into it by an cnormous movable wivror.
M. Barid® expects great vesults from this
new departure, but the astronomic world
waits for pract” ul demonstration hefore
venturing upon propheey.  The monster
instrutaent will doubtless be one of the
siehts of the Ixhibition. but whether it
will he o success from an astranomer’s
standpuint repmins to he seen. Says M.
Barré

= We have just inspected, in the fine
workshops of 1. Gautier, the different
e sof thismagnificent instrument, about
witich we have already spoken to onr
readers, Tt will surpass the most pewerful
imtruments  that have heen  hithetto

constructed. The visitars to the Exposi-
tion will have at their disposal an incom-
parable telescope, which will enahble them
to admire the worlds of the solar system,
and especially our own satellite. as no one
has vet heen able to do.

The largest telescope now existing is
that of the Yerkes Observitory, whose ob-
jeeteglass is 1 metre |3 et 3 inches] in
diameter. and whose foeal distance s
about 20 metres {655 feet].

= The telescope of 1900 has an object-
wlass 13 metres |4 feet 1inch] in dimmeter
and s 60 metres [195 feet] n foeal dis.
tance @ its weight will exceed 20,080 kilo-
s [20 tons]. It emmot, therefore, be
expeeted that it will be placed under a
dune, for this would have to he id metres
[208 feet] in dianeter and wonld require
foundations of exeeptional solidity 5 the
consiruction would have been ditlicult, the
heuding or deformation of the glasses and
tubes would have heen considerable, and
the cost wonld have been extremely high.

M. Gautier has therefore adopted a
very fortunate plan. which. so to speak,
forced itself upon him under these eir-
cumstances  that of Foucault's siderostat.

©This instrument is composed essen-
tially of a movable plane mirror, actuated
by clackwaork, which xo moves it that the
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light from a star is retlected continually
in a fixed and absolutely invariable direc-
tion. If the axis of a telescope be placed
in this direction, the observer whose eye
is at its eyepiece will see the image of the
star as long as the star continues above
the horizon. He can therefore study it
at leisure or make photographs or it.

“The siderostat t« be used in this
instance consists of a ecirculnr plane
mitror 2 metres [6 feet 6 inches] in
diameter, absolutely plane and giving
excellent images, and of a telescope 60
metres [193 feet] long, placed horizen-
tally in a north-and-south line. The
telescope forms the images at its foeal
pvint, where they can be examined by
means of an eyepiece or can be printed
on a sensitized plate, or tinally, can be
projected on a screen placed in & public
hall where they can be seen by a large
number of people at once.

““We now proceed to details.

*“The mirror is a glass cylinder 2
metres [6 feet 6 inches] in diameter, 27
centimetres [14.6  inches] thick and
weighing 3,600 kilograms [7,920 pounds].

“Jt is set in a frame or barrel weigh-
ing 3,100 kilograms [6,820 pounds]
and is kept in balanee by a system of
weighss and counterpoises.  All this is
fixed in a mounting whose weight is
15,000 kilograms [16 tons].  The base of
this mounting floatsina vessel of mercury
that supports nine-tenths of this weight.
Thus the clockwork that runs the appava-
tus has to move only 2 mass of 1,500

kilograms. The siderostat is shown in
Fig. 2. . . . Fig. 3 shows the ar-

rangement of the object-glasses intended
for visual observations and for photogra-
phic work. They are mounted together
on the same car, which moves on rails in
such a manner that either cin he easily
fitted to the end of the telescope that is
nearest to the siderostat. . . . The
flint-class and crown-class sections can be
separated to allow of the removal of dust.

“Fig. 4 shows a side elevation of the
eycpiece . . . and Fig 1 shows us
the whole apparatus, the siderostat being
at the north end.

“We await with jmpatience the in-
stallation of this magnificent instru-
ment, which will be the optical and
mechanical masterpiece of the nineteenth
century. The marvels that it will reveal
to us will be the astronomic legacy of our
cpoch to futurc centuries.™

WireLEss TELEGRAPHY.
The London Times has printed @ brief
dispatch sent from France to England by
electricity, but without the use of wires

Metholist Maguzine und Review,

or cables. The possibility of thus send-
ing and receiving messages has been
known for two or three years, and inter-
esting experiments have been made by
several investigators, acting independ-
ently. Some practical use has even been
made of the dis¢overy in communicating
between British lightships and the shore,
and it is also said that the Italian Govern-
ment has paid Signor Marconi consider-
able sums for the use of his invention on
warships. In England two lightships
near the Goodwin Sands were able to
send and receive messages with the shore
all through the severe weather of the
past winter, when any other form of com-
munication was quite impossible. The
scientific triumph of Signor Marconi in
transmitting  ‘“wireless” messages be-
tween France and England is notable,
not only bhecause it is such a striking
demonstration of the possibilities of the

© system, but because the distance over

which the messages were sent—thirty-
two miles, from Boulogne to the South
Foreland Light—was much greater than
had been before attained. Signor Mar-
coni is a man only twenty-six years old.
While he does not claim to be the sole
inventor ..f the system of wircless tele-
graphy, the remarkable practical resnlts
he has reached will doubtless identify his
name with one of the greatest marvels of
electrical science—one apparently capable
of large future improvement and develop.
ment.  The exact method of the sending
of messages without a wire has not heen
fully made known. 1t consists of the
transmission of electric waves from one
delicately adjusted and sensitive instru-
ment to another exactly adjusted to the
same kind of vibration.  Marconi himself
likens this to the way in which a tuning-
fork will respond to the vibrations of
another tuning-fork of the same pitch. A
vertical conductor is used ; that employed
in the recent experiments at Boulogne
was over one hundred feet high, and in
tervening hills are said not to effect the
vibrations.— The Outlook.

Tyrizom FEVER.

Speaking of the outbreak of typhoid in
Philadelphia, the Medical Record, thelead-
ing medic journal of the United States.
says: In the present stage of sciencety -
phoid fever is a crime, and every death
from the disease is murder.  Philadelphia
has an awful responsibility to face, that we
hope will be discharged with a prompti-
tude and a positiveness worthy of a city
known throughout the world for its patri
atism, its intelligence, its sterling chare
ter, and its progressivencess.
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The World’s Progress.

Sir Michael Hicks-Beach, (hancellor
of the Exchequer, in presenting his hud-
get on April 13th wisely said @ ¢« Wemust
be hopeful that the approaching Confer-
ence of the Powers, who are animated by
a desire for peace, may devise a check
for this terrible competition in armaments,
so wasteful of our ability, energy and
money, from which even the wealthiest
nations may well pray to be delivered.”

That expenditure even for Great Britain
is enormous, while for other countries it
is simply crushing.

The Czar’s Peace Conference meets
with much criticism. A leading journal

RUSSIA,

FRANCE,

GEIMANY,

Four millions of men in Europe con-
stantly under arms as soldiers or sailors
even in times of peace ; and when it is
horne in mind thar all these have to be
untintained in non-productive work aud
supplied with the most costly appliances,
some idea may be formed of the gigantic
wiste.

A still more convineing method of esti-
mating the burden of military service in
the various countries will be found in the
following table:

No. of Inhabitants
to each Soldier,

No, of Soldiers to
1,000 Inhabitants.,

in In In In
Peace.  War. Yeace. War.
France . G3 15 16 65
Germany ...... M n i
Austria-Hungary 115 9 44
Ty PR T L}
Russia. . .. 130 7 20
Grert Britain ., 233 2 T 14
United States ., 2,4%0 445 ) 2
The late Lord Ran-

dolph Churchill once put
the cost of this blood
tax foreibly :

UNITED
NTATES,

ENG-

AUSTRIN. ITALY. LAND,

THE STANDING ARMIES OF THE WORLD COMPARED.

says: “The Czar's propusal to check the
inerease of armaments is not without a
flavour of jrony, proceeding as it did
from a monarch who not only has by far
the largest army in the world, but who
was also busy increasing his navy when
he made his famous proposal.”™

The following tables, compiled by St.
Panl's, will enable one to compare the
annaments of the leading nations :

Ay Anny

Population. I Peace.  In War.

Ruassia coevveiannn. 129,166,568 SH0000 3,503,000
United States.. 62,622,250 25,550 140,627
Gennany ..v.nven, 92209915 ANGEI0 3,000,000
autriacHungary... 41,231,342 1,827,108
Franee ......... PR %) PR 2,400
Great Britain,, .. 3N104,970 a26,220
Ttal . o SIS 1,268,308

“Out of the life of every Gernam,
every Frenclhman, every Italian, every
Austrian, and every Russian, the respec-
tive governments of those countries took
three years for compulsory military ser-
vice.”

Evrrre Brinpine.

The liberal share taken by Canadg in
the construction of the Pacific submarine
telegraph furnishes another strand in that
cable which is binding the British Em-
pire more closely together.  This will
urcatly develop the growth of Canadian
commieree, and will prove that our coun-
try is not indiff: rent to the great cause
of Imperial defence. By aiding this de-
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velopment, and constructing the Canadian
Pacific Railway, Canada does more for
the Empire than if she furnished half a
dozen warships or an entire army corps.
The extraordinary development of the
United States into vne of the great world
powers is due, not to her military or
even naval prowess, but to the fact that
through her minimum expenditure for
war  purposes she has bailt up those
productive adustries  which are the
sources of the nation’s wealth.  The vie-
tories of peace are greater than those of
war.

We are glad to note that Dr. Leonard
Bacon, in the Independent. recognizes the
Imperial penny postage system through-
out the British Empire as a magnificent
stroke of statesmanship.

¢ Its voice has not been heard in the
streets to any great extent. It will make
no figure in history in comparison with
the battle of Manila.  But it will do more
for the world than many battles.  And,
especially, what will it not do for the
permanence and peace, the commercial
wealth and the social well-being of the
British Empire /™

He urges that the commercial, social,
and political benefits of penny postage
should be extended to the United States
as well, and thus strengthen the growing
bonds of friendship and good-will be-
tween the mother and the daughter land.

Tie Exp or THE Warn.

With the formal watiication of peace
at Washingtonn on April 11th, the brief
but pregnant war with Spain ended.
How rapidly history has been made in
the few months of its progress.  The
capture of Malolos, the Filipino capital,
will practically, we doubt not, end the
war in the Philippines. There may be a
guerilla contlict  maintained for a time
in the mounitins and marshes, but Aguin-
aldo is adefeated and diseredited fugitive,
and cannot again rally the fickle Tagals
under his banner.

AcriNaLpo's Tacrics.

We have received several printed com-
munications from Hong-Kong published
in the interest of the Filipinos. There
seems to be a well organized insurgent
propagandain that city. It sends marked
papers and special documents broadeast
throughout newspaperdom.  In the issue
of the Hong-Korg Press of March 7th, it
urges the independence of the Philippines
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under American protectorate, freedom of
the press, religious toleration, with the
exception of the Romish friars, the open-
ing of the country by means of roads and
railways,  This was a possible basis of
operations before the folly and erime of
Aguinaldo’s  armed  resistance  to the
Ameriean army.+

THE INEVITABLE.

Stern as the alternative is, there scens
now nothing for it except the thorough
subjugation of the insurgents.  The
kodak pictures in the Awmerican papers
bring the horrors of war home to every
household. It is a gruesome sight to sce
the trenches filled with Filipino dead,
slain by American Maxims, The Ameriean
press and people revolt from this manner
of forwarding civilization and the Gospel
on it powder-cart.

NoUL-QUESTIONING.

A writer in the Oublook says: ¢ Does
Americn really wish to help the Filipinos /
Let her take back her wachine guns and
plant a hundred schools. like Hampton,
Atlanta, and Tuskegee.  Does she wixh
a theatre for the display of chivalry / Let
her send her graduates of her universities,
if need be, to die with the fever ind the
climate.”

The Utah Trilame says: *“There is
another side to it, which shows that the
white man’s burden is not confined to
those on the battle-line in the far East.
There are pale women, mothers, wives,
sisters, sweethearts, who dread to pick
up the movning paper, lest its news break
their hearts.  This has been the white
woman’s burden since before Thymbra,
or Marathon, or Salamis was fought, and
every advance of the world has been sanc
tificd by women's tears, every signal
station along the bloady tiail of civiliz
tion has mixed with the cement in its
columns the blood that has oozed from
the aching hewrts of sad-browed women,
whose burdens were none the less hard
to hear though their outeries  were
smothered.”™

¢ As has been pointed out by the Eng-
lish,” says the Western Christian Adve
cafe, * the way to win a lasting victory
is to press forward with the instruments
of civilization. Roads and bridges and
schools and churches, and order with it
all, will win over the Filipinos. It is «
long programme, but it is a surc one. The
rebellious natives would be pressed to the
mountain fastnesses, while their peaceful
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brothers would enjoy the blessings that
attach to civilized life.  Soon the moun-
tains would yearn for the springs in the
vitlleys, and the battle would he won for
all time.”

Tue Winre Max's Cuonsk.

The conquest of the Philippines has fur-
nished a new sphere for the spread of
the liquor trafiic.  One of the tivst expor-
tations from the United States was an
enormons quantity of liquor.  Alrely, it
is alleged, three hundred saloons have
been opened in Manila, demoralizing

alike the natives and the Amcerican
soldiers.  The greed and selfishness of

this conscienceless traflic that carried the
white man’s fire-water and the white
man’s disease to the red men of Aweriea,
sweeping away whole tribes by vice and
loathsome death, is taking up the siume
role in the Philippines.

A New Poraxn.

It is unfortunate that on the eveof the
meeting of the Peace Conferen :e at the
Iague Russia should be guilty «f s erime
akin to the partition of Poland in the
last century.  Finland has a population
of about twe wmillions, nearly the same as
Ontario.  Abo, its former capital, is
nearly  cight hundred years old. A
bishopric was established here in the
thirteenth century. At Helsingfors is o
university of fifty prefessors and  five
hundred  students.  The Finns are
Lutherans in religion, and an intensely
liberty-loving people, with a smaller pro-
portion of illiteyates than almost any
other country. Though a Grand Duchy
of the Russian Empire, it has hitherto
possessed a sort of political autonomy.
Three successive Czars guaranteed the
rights of the Finns, to which they
were intensely  devoted, but the ad-
visers of the present Czar have changed
all that.  The Emperor's title of Grand
Duke disappears. and the words ** Empire
of Russia” are substituted in the soldier's
oath for the word ¢ Fatherland.™

*Thirty-five per cent. of the young
men, instead of ten per cent. as hitherto,
muxt enter the army for five yeurs' ser-
vive with liability for a still longer term.

The unkindest cut of all was the refusal
to receive the petition bearing 563,000
signatures  hrotght to St. Petersburg by
five hundred delegates.  The article in
tlus number by our contributor, the Rev.
Oskar Gronlund, himself a Finn, will
be read with speeial interest.  We will
apen wide ourdoors in Canada to an inmi-
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gration of these intelligent, thrifty God-
fearing, liberty-loving people.  While
attributing the noblest motives to the
White Czar, we cannot but deprecate the

moral callousness of his advisers in
breaking faith with the Finns and

Doukhobors and allowing the people of
Little Russia to starve by the thousands
while pouring ovt meney like water for
the maintenancee of the army and navy.

Tue Russiay Fasise.

¢ The real facts of the Russian famine
are beginning to leak out through the
censored press. The situation is pitiable
in the extreme.  Several millions of the
peasant population are suffering.  So
great have been their necessities that
they are said to be subsisting on a ix-
ture of weeds and acorns, as well as
warbage of all kinds. A terrible epidemic
has resulted.  Typhus and sceurvy are
doing  the reaper's work where actual
starvation has not forestalled them. The
Government  was  caught  unprepared,
and though Red Cross societies and
private relief organizations are Iabouring
valiantly, the temritory affected is so
great as almost to discourage effort.  The
Czaris said to have heen greatly distressed
at the situation, and to have ordered great
changes in his Interior Department in
consequence.”

Tue Froon or TaLk.

We are reminded of the phaise of
Haunlet, ¢ words, wr rds, words,”” by the
interminable talk or our legislators at
Ottawa. This ceaseless flood of cloquence
must be a4 weariness to the flesh to those
who have to listen to it ; and very few,
we think, read the endless columns which
are telegraphed throughout the country
and recorded in the Hansard at enormons
expense.  In the British Pavlinment, the
first deliberative assembly of the world,
such protracted debate is unknown, and
such a series of speeches from four to
seven howrs in length are, we think, with-
out parallel.  Tf a man camot make his
points, or, to use the American plivase, if
he camot “strike ile” in an hour or
two, he should study compression.  How
these M.P.'s van endure or inflict such
interminable speeches is past tinding out.
The country is getting tived of it. The
common sentiment is " Cease your talk,
gentlemen, and do something.™

Witar winl, Parniamext Do?

The Dominion Alliance issues a strong
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and timely appeal to the people for an
hnmediate demand for prohibitory legis-
lation. After the remarkable majority for
prohibition given by the plebiscite it
would be in our judgment a high erime
and misdemennour against the pights of
the people if nothing were done toward
granting their request. It is for the
Legislature to find out or devise what the
best thing is. We would be strongly in
favour of granting authority to the sev-
eral provinees to enact prohibition within
their respective bounds. It is intolerable
that the single Province of Quebec
should hang as @ millstone round the
neck of the Dominion in this respect.
If it does not want prohibition, at
least let those provinees which so strongly
demand it have a chance to try the
experiment.

Some strong  temperance advocates
wish the Government to take charge of
the whole traflic, after the fashion of
the Carolina Dispensaries.  This would
remove at least some of the greatest
evils of the traftic, the impulses of pri-
vate greed to make money out of the
vices and frailties of men and the suffer-
ings of their wives and children. It
would do away with the treating system
and the temptations of the social attrac-
tions of the saloon. We greatly prefer,
however, the giving local authority for its
complete prohibition.

Tie DISPENSARY SYSTEM.

The Qutlovk speaks as follows on the
results of the system in the Southern
States :

“In North Carolina the dispensary
system has united the temperance forees
as no other radical measure has done, and
what is equally to the point—has encoun.-
tered perhaps a fiercer resistance from
the liquor interests than prohibition
itself. The fierceness of the opposition
from the liyuor-dealers is, of course, due
to its fundamental provision prohibiting
private profit from the liquor trafiic.
This prohibition is wmade effective by
anthorizing salaried State ofticers to sell all
the liquor for which there is a legitimate
demand, and thus securing almost uni-
versal co-operation in suppressing illegi-
timate sales. The salaried agents, having
no financial interest In increasing their
sales, have no incentive to violate the
law, or even stimulate drinking within
the law's limitations.

These limitations, furthermore, are
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more stringent than have ever been im-
posed upon private saloons.  There are
no sales after sundown; there are no
sales on days when political meetings are
held ; and there is no opportunity for
treating or tippling in the places where
the liquor is sold. Inits provision against
private greed as a stimulus to public
demoralization, the system, of course,
resembles the famous Gothenburyg sys-
tem of Scandinavia, but in the restric-
tions it throws about the saloon it is
infinitely more satisfactory to the Ameri-
can conscience. The fact thatitleaves the
individual free to drink what he will in
his own home sceures for the measure
the support of men who are not total ab-
stainers, but recognize the corrupting
influence of the public saloon ; while the
fact that it goes to the root of the evils of
the public saloon seeures for it the hearty
supnort of the great body of prohibi-
tionists.

In South Cavolina it has established
itself ; while in North Carolina, in
Georgia, and in Alabama it is rapidly
becoming the hope of the temperance
party in the cities. In one county twelve
saloons and nineteen distilleries have
been forced to go out of business. The
sale of liquor is diminished two-thirds.

Tae SaMoaN TaxcLr,

It is significant of the growth of peace
principles that the Samoan tangle is to be
patiently ravelled out by an intelligent
arbitration instead of being rudely cut
with the sword. The time was when
such a complication, with the loss of
British and American sailors, weuld have
been deemed a casus belli. But an carnest
desire to do justice and arrive ata peace-
ful understanding is a presage and pro-
phecy of the final abolition of war.

Since the above was written the disas-
trous collision has occurred wherein sev.
cral British and American officers and
privates have heen slain and beheaded
by the barbarous Swmoans. It is alleged
that Mataafa would have surrendered to
the British and American sl fmefion bur
for the interference of Herr Rase, the
German Consul.  The Germans scem to
have shown great lack of tact in dealing
with this delicate question.  The only
gleam of light in this dark cloud is that
the British and Awmericans are standing
shoulder to shoulder. This seems a
guarantee of the diplomatic settlement of
this vexed question.
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REV. WILLIAM AKRTHUR, M.A.

The following is the generous tribute
of the New York Christian Advocate to
Rev. William Arthur, M.A., the “ grand
old man” of British Methodism :

This influential servant of the univer-
sal Church of God, and especially of
ccumenical Methodism in three con-
tinents, has just celebrated his eightieth
birthday. He belongs to the class of
ever-young men.  The infirmities of age
are hidden beneath his perenuial flow of
sympathy with all that concerns mankind.
Religion is first with him, but in the
word are included art, science, literature,
the rise, progress, decline and fall of na-
tions, and all that is meant by man,
nature, and society.

Whether we look upon him as the

modest but yearning, ardent lad in his
birthplace, a village in County Auntrim,
Ireland, as the young man graduated from
a London collegiate institution, or follow
him to India as a missionary, thence in

the same capacity to France,
we see a capacious and aspiving
mind, enlarged by every effort
it made, and enriched by every
experience.  If we read his tirst
book, the thrilling tale of his
*“Mission to the Mysore,” his
second, *“The Successful Mer-
chant,” and the third, the im-
perishable **Tongue of Fire,”
we shali see the enthusiast, the
mystic, the man of affairs in one
personality.  But to hear him
preach to the French in their
native tongue, to the Italian in
his vernaeular, and to the Ger-
man in the language of Luther,
is to clicit the gaze of wonder
at hisversatility.  AsPresident
of the Wesleyan Conference, as
a most influential member of the
World's Evangelieal  Alliance,
as a fraternal delegate to the
General  Conference  of  the
Methodist  Episcopal  Church,
and as a member of bath Ecu-
menieal Conferences, his charac-
ter shone with a Iustre which
delighted all eyes.

Of conrse many honorary de-
grees have been conferred upon
him; but their chief function
has been to honowr the dis-
crimination of the mstitutions awarding
them.

Though a weakness of the vocal organs

has often silenced his voice for long

periods, and the harshness of the English
climate drives him cach winter to his
beloved yest at Canmes, France. his
influence is not weakened, for Ins mune
is as a precious ointment poured forth by
his pen.  The organ of the Warld's
Evangelical Alliance in its February
number  announces  that  the  Rev.
William Arthur has sounded the note
of Christian  jubilation regarding  that
Twentieth Century which 1s so yapdly
approaching,” and calls upon all the
Churches to take up the marching song.

AN AMERICAN RECESSIONAL.

God of our fathers, known of old—
Lord of our loved and honoured sires,
Whose deeds of valour we nphold,
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Whose record all our aims inspires,
Lord Godof Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget, lest we forget !

Through toil and tumult of the past,
By faith and hope in thee sustaiped,
Our fathers, worn with war, at last
The longed-for goal of Freedom gained.
Now Lord ufcilosls,lhy boundaries set,
Lest we forget, lest we forget !

Freedom to worship God, they said,
In this fair land of fat increase,
By thine Almighty Guidance led—
True heralds of the Prince of Peace !
Lord God of Hosts, restrain us yet,
Lest we forget, lest we forget !

Lo ! glittering in the golden Rast
Behold the Star of Conquest shine !
Shall we be tempted to the feast
Of earthly lords that are not thine?
Lord God of Hosts, direct us yet,
Lest we forget, lest we forget !

Shall sword and spear, as in thy book
By prophets long ago foretold,
Be beat to share and pruning-hook,
Or held to smite, as held of old?
God of the Nations, lead us yet,
Lest we forget, lest we forget !

God of our fathers, be our guide !
If we must smite to be humane,
No longer let our lips deride
The Turk, or Moslem creed profane!
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet !
Lest we forget, lest we forget !
—Adapted from Kipling, in Boston Tran-
seripl.

SooT rs. SURPLICE.

The anti-ritualistic war is still raging in
Great Britain.  We are sorry thae we
<annot commend in all cases the weapons
employed. Mr. Kensit’s interruption
of worship with his cohort of stalwarts
does not help the cause of evangelical
religion.  Still less does assailing a re-
ligious procession and emptying bags of
seot on the white surplices of the ritual-
ists.  Such violence only injures the
cause of those whouseit. Like the perse-
cutions of the Wesleys and of the early
Methodists, it awakens sympathy for
the persecuted party. DMore significant
is the action of the House of Commonsin
passing an almost unanimous resolution
‘“deploring the spirit of lawlessness shown
by certain members of the Church of
England, and hoping that the Ministers
of the Crown will not recommend any
<lergyman for preferment unless satisfied
that he will obey the Bishops and the
Prayer Book.”
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Dr. MEAcHAM.

We are glad to observe that the Mis-
sionary Executive has secured the ser-
vices of the Rev. Dr. Meacham as princi-
pal of our college at Azabu, Japan. Dr.
Meacham has given about a score of the
best years of hislife to missionary service
in that country. He is widely known and
greatly honoured in the mission field
as well as in Canada. Tt will vastly
strengthen our mission interests, both in
Japan and throughout the Dominion, to
know that such a high character and
marked abilities will take charge of this
important work.

St Jades' CHUrRcH REenigr,

The Presidents of the Western Confer-
ences issue astrong appeal for the prompt
completion of the canvass for this im-
portant object. It is exceedingly desiva-
ble that the entire business be wound up
not later than the May District Mectings.
Dr. Carman, our General Superintendent,
strongly indorses this appeal and extends
it to all the Conferences. *‘Every inter-
est of the Church, preachers and people.”
he says, ‘makes it imperative that this
work be promptly and faithfully done.
Time is an element of momentous im-
portance ; for interest on the debt accu-
mulates more rapidly than our contribu-
tions, uniess we strike all together, and
strike at once. It is devoutly hoped that
the Presidents’ directions will be closely
and instantly followed.”

Tur Rev. RoBerT WALLACE.

By the death of the Rev. Robert
Wallace, at the good old age of seveuty-
nine, passed away one of the fathers of
the Free Church movement in Canada.
Mr. Wallace was one of the best types of
the hard-working Preshyterian ministry
of this land. Twenty-three of the best
years of his life were spent in the West
Church, Toronto. Under his ministry
it greatly increased in numbers and
in generous contributions to the benevo.
lences of the Church. Mr. Wallace
thronghout his long ministry was an
ardent friend of the temperance reform,
of home and foreign inission work, and
of French evangelization.  His ministry
was intensely evangelical in character.
Nine years ago he resigned his charge
after well-nigh  fifty yeawrs of active
service. The very large attendance of
ministers and laymen of the Presbyterian
and Methodist Churches at his funeral was
a fine tribute to the memory of a good
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man.  Mr. Wallace was the father of the
Rev. Professor Wallace, of Victoria Uni-
versity. A pleasing incident in connec-
tion with the ordination of Professor
Wallace in the old Richmond Street
church was that his own father took a
prominent part in the religious service,

Tue Rev. Dr. McMULLEN.

The members of the General Confer-
ence which met at Montreal eight years
ago, and many others who had the
pleasure of hearing him, will remember
the delightful sermons and addresses of
this genial, eultured and scholarly repre-
sentative of English and Irish Methodism.
Dr. McMullen lived to the good old age
of eighty-one, but so vigorous was he in
both mind and body that he seemed a
much younger man. He was a native of
the County Down, in Ireland, and spent
his entire ministry in that country. He
was four times vice-president of the Irish
Conference, and was representive to the
General Conference of the DMethodist
Episcopal Chureh and of our own Church,
and also a member of the first Ecumenical
Conference in London. He had held every
office, says the Methodist Times, that an
Irish minister can fill, and it was very
widely regretted that the constitution of
the Church made it impossible to put hima
into the chair of John Wesley. No man
was more highly revered on both sides of
the Chanuel, and, indeed, on both sides
of the Atlantic.

IteN7s.

The Rev. James A. Spurgeon, a brother
of the late Rev. C. H. Spurgeon, died
very suddenly in one of the coaches of
the underground railway of London. He
was associated with his distinguished
brother, Rev. C. H. Spurgeon, in the
pastorate of the MetropolitanTabernacle,
London. It will be remembered that Sir
Williamn McArthur, Lord Mayor of Lon-
don, also died in one of the underground
trains, of apoplexy, induced probably
by the suffocating atmosphere of the
tunnel.

Our venerable friend, the Rev. John
Hunt, has been mercifully raised by
Divine Providence from death’sdaor. He
he~ been very ill, but isso far restored as
to be able to resume his ministrations
to the sick and the suffering in the
Toronto hospitals—a labour of love to
which he is greatly devoted, andin which
his ministrations are highly appreciated.
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The many friends of the Rev. William
Savage will sympathize with his bereave-
ment in the loss of the partnai for over
half a century of the joys and sorvows of
life. Mrs. Savage passed away in Owen
Sound on March 5lst, after a long life of
singular devotion in the service of God.

It is not often that the Methodist
preacher beeomes a candidate for Gov-
ernorship.  The Rev. Dr. Hamill, a
member of the staft’ of the HWestern
Christian Advocate, and a highly esteemed
contributor to this periodical, has been
named by the prohibition party as the
candidate for the governorship of Ohio.
Dr. Hamill is a courageous champion of
civie righteousness, and has won the in-
tense antipathy of the liquor party by
his opposition to their nefarious trattic.
We wish for him a very successful candi-
dature.

Newfoundland has never known such
a revival as that which accompanied the
labours of Messrs, Crossley and Hunter
in St. John's and  Carbonear. At
St. John’s fifteen hundred persons are
recorded as seeking the Savieur during
the five weeks' services. The meetings
were prolonged to give the returned
sealers an opportunity of attending them,
which they did in crowds, and many of
these hardy toilers of the deep were
savingly converted to God. The closing
services were of inteuse interest.

In that part of New York above the
Harlem River, in a territory which now
numbers two hundred thousand people,
the Methodist Episcopal Church main-
tains about one-fourth of the work which
is being done by Protestants. 1t out-
numbers the Episcopal churches, and
**has twice as many as either the Baptists
or Presbyterians or Reformed churches,
and three times as many as the Lutherans
or Congregationalists.” 1In that district
there are twenty Mcthodist churches, and
seven of them are under the care of the
Extension Society, while others hav. re-
ceived help from it. In that field over
fifty workers are employed who give their
entire time to their duties.  About one-
half are ¢“pastors, assistants, and paid
missionaries, and the remainder are
deaconesses, kindergartners, and special
workers.” These facts indicate that the
Methodist Church is not losing its hold
on the masses of the comnnon people,
since the district to which we have re-
ferred is chiefly inhabited by people of
this class.—Qutlook.
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Book Notices.

Chyistian Archaology. By CHaRLEs W,
Bexxerr, D.D., LL.D., with an Intro-
ductory Notice by Dr. FERDINAND
Preer. Second edition. Revised by
AMos WitLrams Partey, D.D. New
York: Eaton & Mains. Toronto :
William Briggs. Pp. xxii-608. Price,
£3.50.

The present age is one marked by the
study of origins. Men are going back to
the beginning of things. Especially is this
<rue in Church history. Th= early Chris-
tian monuments, mosaics, : JIptures and
paintings are the unconscious art record
of the times. Hence we can appeal with
confidence to their unbiased testimony.
Dr. Bennett made this fascinating subject
a study for many years, and his book is a
masterly treatise on this theme. Dr.
Patten, who edits this revised edition, is
specially qualiied for his task. We had
the pleasure of travelling with Dr. Patten
from Dawmascus to Constantinople, and
were much impressed with his archwo-
logical enthusiasm and accurate research.
His revision considerably enlarges the
first edition, adds numerous illustrations,
gives the resnlt of most, recent discoveries,
and has a complete series of indexes.

The volume is every way worthy of
the Library of Biblical and Theological
Literature issued by the Methodist Book
Concern. The book has 148 engravings,
10 plates and 2 folding maps. Book I.
treats lucidly the archivology of Chris-
tian art and symbolism, the development
of Christian architecture, the difficult but
important subject of Christianepigraphy,
and early Christian hymmnology and music.
Book II. traces the developmernt of the
Christian Church from apostolic times
down to Constantine and later. Book III.
discusses very fully the sacraments and
worsntip of the Christian Church, the
development of early confessions and
liturgies, and the celebration of Sundays
and festival days. Book IV. treats the
archieology of Christian life, the family,
the Church and slavery, military life,
charities of the early Church, education,
general culture.

Much valuable information is derived
from the testimony of the catacombs.
Many of the early Christian epitaphs axre
reproduced and translated. ¢ He is
nearer the heart of the Primitive Church,”
says Dean Stanley, * who is steeped in
the imagery of the caticombs than he

who knows by heart the most eluborate
treatise of Origen or Tertullian. Indeed,”
he adds, ‘¢ were the entire body cf early
ecclesiastical history destroyed, the con-
stitution and doctrines of the early
Church could be entirely reproduced
from the testimony of the catacombs.”
This handsome volume is an invaluable
apparatus for the study of Christian
archweology.

In Palestine, and Other Poems. By
Ricnarp Warson Grnper. New York:
The Century Cc¢. Toronto : William
Briggs.

These poems are just what one would
expect from the cultured and scholarly
taste of the editor of the Centiwry Aaga-
zine. More than even Italy is Palestine
‘“the land of all men’s past.” Blore than
Greece it appeals to the profoundest feel-
ings of our nature. With reverent feet
and sympathetic spirit the author walks
through those scenes made sacred ever-
more by the life and labours of our Lord.
“The Birds of Bethlehem ” is an example
of the clear-cut, gem-like poems :

I heard the bells of Bethlchem ring—
Their voice was sweeter than the priests’;
I heard the birds of Bethlehem sing
Unbidden in the churchly feasts.

They clung and sung on the swinging chain
High in the dim and incensed air;

The priests, with repetitions vain,
Chanted a never-ending prayer.

So bell and bird and priest I heard,
But voice of hird was most to me;
1t had no ritual, no word,
And yet it sounded true and free.

I thought Child Jesus, were He there,
Would like the singing birds the best,
And cluteh his little hands in air,
And smile upon his mother’s breast.

Not all the poems, however, are in-
spired by Palestine and its memories. A
wide range of topics is treated, all of
them In sympathy with the highest
Christian civilization. The poemon “The
White Tsar ™ deprecates the cynical snee:
at the Peace Conference, and in the broad
Interest of humanity prays for its success:

¢ But the mothers of youths who had died
of their wounds and of fever,
And the poor, crushed down by the price
of the glory of battle,
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And the weight of the wars that have
been, and that yet ave preparing,

They from their burdens looked up and
uttered their blessing ;

For peace—the peace of God—was the
warrior's prayer !

The decret History of the Oaford Move-
ment. By Warter Warsu. Third
edition. Twelfth thousand. London:
Swan, Sonnenschein & Co., Limited.
Toronto : William Briggs. Svo. Price,
$1.25.

This book is a tremendous revelation
of the insidious and stealthy development
of Romanistic tendencies in the Church of
England. Were it not that volume and
page of books by ritualistic writers are
given in support of every statement made,
these disclosures would seem incredible.
The secret Society of the Holy Cross,
the Confraternity of the Blessed Sacra-
ment and similar orgunizations a.z de-
scribed.  The growth of that un-English
institution, the confessional, of ritualistic
sisterhoods, and the unquestionable
Romeward movement of the Ritualists,
and the purpose of corporate reunion
with the Church of Rome, are set forth.

Anything more grovelling and super-
stitious than some of the teaching and
practice of these secret encmies of the
Protestant faith it would be hard to con-
ceive. The full-blown Mariolatry, the
doctrine of the sacrifice of the mass, of
the real presence, of purgatory. of
priestly absolution, invocation of saints,
the virtues of holy salt, holy water. and
holy oil—after the devil has been duly
exorcised from them- -are set forth by
writings of Ritualistic clergymen.

The very name of Protestantism is by
some of these gentlemen strongly de-
nounced. The quotations from the Rit-
ualist catechisms, manuals, and ordinals
show what a viper the Church Established
by Law has been nourishing in its hosom.

The un-English deception, not to say
lying, that is practised will kindle the
indignation of the British public. Dr.
Pusey is quoted as teaching that a man
may swear with a clear conscience that
he knows not that which he has heard in
confession.

We cammot help thinking that the
saintly Newman, the gentle Keble, the
devout and learned Dr. Pusey, are some-
how misrepresented in these exr-parie
statements. We cannot think that these
men, whose hymns we sing, whose com-
mentaries we read, whose saintly spirit
has won the commendation of all the
Churches, are as black as they are here
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painted.  One can prove aimost any-
thing by garbled quotation. Even learned
bishops attempted to prove that John
Wesley was a very bad man.

The trouble is that at present the ex-
treme Ritualists are a law unto them-
selves. There is not in existence a tri-
bunal to whose judgments they will yield
obedience, when they come into collision
with their own superior judgments. It
is time that some law was found to re-
strain this underhand attempt to betray
the Church designed to be the bulwark
of Protestantism into the hands of Rome.

A Duet with an Occasional Chorns. By
A. Coxax Dovie. Toronto: George
N. Morang ; Wililam Briggs. Paper,
75 cents.

A new book from the author of ¢¢ Micah
Clark” and ‘‘The White Company”
will always have & warm welcome. The
“Duet ™ in this story is by a young mar-
ried couple whose home-making experi-
ences are very amusing, yet exhibit
shrewd common-sense. The warnings
against debt, aginst bLecoming surety
for a stranger, are as old as Solomon.
Speculation in mining stock is more
recent, but more risky. Conan Doyle is
withal the prince of humorists, with a

strong tincture of quaint wisdom. The
sketches of Westmmster Abbey, ““the

British Valhalla,” and of Cariyle’s Home,
the shrine of genius, are of special
interest. ¢ At 5 Cheyne Road, last of all
there was the subterrarean and gloomy
kitchen, in which there had lived tha

long succession of serving-maids of whom
we gain shadowy glimpses in the Letters
and in the Journal. And never one word
of sympathy for them, or anything save
scorn in all his letters. His pen uphold-
ing human dignity, but where was the
dignity of these poor girls for whom he
has usually one bitter line of biography
in his notes to his wife's letters? It's
the worst thing I have against him.”

With Nansen in the North. A record
of the Fram expedition in 1893-96. By
Hiatmar JomaNseN, Lieutenant in
the Norwegian Army. Translated from
Norwegian by H. L. Brarstan. Tor-
onto: George N. Morang; William
Brigas.  Price, paper, 73c.; cloth,
$1.50.

No more stirring story, we think, was
ever written of the conflict of man with
nature than that of the Nansen cexpedi-
tion to the North Pole. Afterdriftingon
the Polar Sca for twenty months Nansen
and Johansen left the good ship Fram to
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reach the Pole if possible on foot. They
failed in their attempt, but came nearer
reaching the axis of the earth than any
other man—=86° 14'N.  When baflled by
the rigours of eternal winter, by the rough-
ness of the ice, by shortage of food, they
reluctantly gave up their quest and sought
to return to civilization.  One after an-
other all their dogs were sacrificed. They
harnessed themselves to the sleds which
bore their boats, and through biting cold
and soaking slush, and over Arctic Seas,
reached Franz Josef Land.

Here they built a hut of stone and wal-
rus hide, in which they spent a dreary
winter, living on walrus and bear’s flesh.
Nansen and Johansen, in order to keep
warm, spent most of the winter in the
same slecping-bag. They could only turn
over by mutual consent.  Their greatest
trouble was thac their clothing under
exertion became saturated with moisture
and then froze, causing severe excoriations
of the skin. They could not change it for
over a year. At lust they came upon the
winter camp of Jackson and his English
party, and so found their way back to
Norway. Shortly after. the Fram and
crew, too, returned safely from their
adventurous voyage. Never was a ship
better equipped for Arctic exploration.
It had 2 windmill which furnished electric
lights for the three long winters they were
frozen in the Arctic ice. They had even
a telephone to the crow:’s nest. The
numerous illustrations are exceedingly
graphic and the narrative is one of fascin-
ating interest.

Methodist Maguzine und Review.

Across Three Oceans and Through MManiyr
Lands witlh Pen und Camera. By
Frep Revxzouns.  London: Charles
¥ Kelly. Toronto: William Briggs.
This is an interesting, instructive, and

beantifully illustrated account of a trip

around the world by an intelligent tourist.

The descriptions of Ceylon and India

and their missions, of the Greater Britain

of the Southern Seas, Australia and New

Zealand, and his appreciation of the mag-

nificent resources and progress of Canada,

will be read with much interest. The
book is illustrated with ninety-seven en-
aravings.

Depth and Power of the Christian Faith.
By the Rev. ArtHer HovLe. London :
Charles H. Kelly ; Toronto : William
Briggs.

These are discourses by a Methodist
preacher, spoken in the Highlands, Scot-
Jand. Methodism has not won the suc-
cess in the far north that it has in
south Britain, paxtly because the ground
was already occupied with an intensely
earnest religion, and partly because the
logical and metaphysical Scot was not in
such sympathy with an emotional re-
ligion as his Southern neighbour. These
discourses, however, will commend them-
selves to every thoughtful mind. They
treat such important subjects as Heredity
and Sin, The Mystery of Pain, The Un-
changing Christ, Sanctification, Immor-
tality as a Motive, Jesus and the
Despondent.

Fiftieth Volume of the Methodist Magazine and Review.

The increased circulation of this maga-
zine is most encouraging. The fiftieth
volume, July te December of the present
year, will be the best yet issued. As
a special inducement to new subscribers
the June number wiil be given Free. Two
new stories of special interest will be be-
gun in that number, namely, *‘Denis
Patterson, Ficld Preacher,” a story of
Early Mcthodism and John Wesley, by
Kate Thompson Sizar, author of * Alys
of Lutterworth,” ete. It will have about
forty engravings, specially made by the
accomplished artist, Mr. C. Tresider.
The other is *Sim Galloway’s Daughter-
in-law,” by the Rev. Dr. Barton, author

of the stirring story of ‘The Trouble at
Roundstone.” The Short Stories, and
Illustrated and other articles on Social
and Religious Topics, Missions, Character
Sketches, Popular Science, etc., will be
kept up to the high standard of this
magazine.  Also the departments of
World’s Progress, Religious Intelligence,
Book Reviews, Science Notes, ete.

To secure the June number free send
subscriptions at once to William Buiggs,
Methodist Book Ruom, Toronto. Price,
$2.00 a year, 81,00 for six months. Maa-
azixeand Guardian or Wesleyan together

2.75.
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information of

Newcombe Pianos

w]t] want everybody who contemplates buying
or exchanging a piano to drop a card

for our new Illustrated Catalogue, it gives full

THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA.

109 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO.

Being the story of
the married life of

A Duet with an
Occasional Chorus: 3.7 e frony

courtship to the responsible period of housckeeping
and better acquaintance with cach other. A book
that is full of human nature. By AL Coxax Dovig
author of ** The A\leumirs‘ of Sherlock Holmes,™ et
Dr, Conan Dovie's name is enough to eusnre for this
hook, on which he has hestowed much care, a very
hearty reception.  Crownsvo, cloth, S1.50¢ paper, The.

A Story of the Fall

The Black nouglas : of the Great House

of Douglas. By N,.R. R KETT, anthor of *“ The
Raiders,” ** The Stickit Minister,” ete,

Mr. Crockett has distanced his former efforts. The
hook is full of the spirit of the medinval times, and
the situations are stirring and engrossing. By the
power of his genius the author makes us live in the
fifteenth century,  His men and women are real, and
their loves and hates, their deeds of valonr or their
duplicity, draw us ”l\’()lyl',ﬂ\ page af v pagge with une
failing power,  (rown Svo, cloth. #1251 paper, The.

Life and Letters of _
s owis Carroll 'z 3 (.l D mephens

Nearly everyhody now knows that “ Lewis Carroll ™
was the pseudonym of the zifted umh(.r of ** Alice in
Wonderiand," a book of humour which has had one
of the most continuous successes in Hterary history.
Thisx most interesting memoir is illustrated by 100

Whose real name was, of
ecourse, Rev, O 1L, Dodg-

90 (Wellington Street (West,
1

In this story |

beautiful half-tone reproductions of photographs taken
by ** Lewis Carroll 7 of the distinguished men and
women he knew. Crown Svo, cloth, ornamented, $2,00,
A Iwin s By T!mmr)kz “'.\1"rs~l)U.\"r N. A vivid,

y * enthralling, absorbing love story, full of
movement and life and vigor. Its open air freshness,
it thrilling interest, and its intense and noble passion,
will make it one of the most eagerly read novels of
recent vears. It will be read with delight by multi-
tudes who may scarcely retlect at all on its deeper
meaning.  Sinfi is the finest heroine in recent fiction.
The tenth edition of this remarkable work, by the
friend of Tennyson, Browning, William Morris, and
Greorge Meredith, is now selling in England.  Crown

svo, cloth X150 paper, 7he.

H s This book is a most
Llfe 0' \'ane Aus*e“ * interesting study of
the life and works of the famous authoress, hy Gonn-
win swir, DUCULL To the writing of the life of Jane
Austen the gifted biographer has hrought a rare
literary insight and the most complete information,
Al who are interested in English literature should
have this book on their shelves, Library edition,
crown Svo, half morocco, $1.50,

In a form calenlated for the

Bible Stories= general reader.  Edited by

Rucuarn G, Movurox, Ph.D., Professor of Literature
in English in Chicago University.  This attractive
little book wives the classic narratives of the Serip-
tures without the arbitrary divisions into chapters
and  verses, which too often hinder a continuous
perusal. Square 16mo, cloth 50u,
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GAS FIXTURES
COMBINATION FIXTURES
ELECTRIC FIXTURES

For Lighting Churches, Halls and other Public
Buildings, Dwellings, Etc., are Designed
and Manufactured by us.

Long Experience, Ample Facilities, and Careful
Attention, guarantee our customers first-class work at prices
away below the market.

Write or call on us before placing orders for these goods.
It will pay you.

The Keith & Fitzsimons Co.

(LIMITED)

111 King Street West, - - . . - TORONTO, ONT.
99-3

OO S22255055050C 000000000 o00000oSo0SSSo000S0Sc02S

et !
If Your Shoes Pinch s

0
WE WOULD SUGGEST YOU LET US FIT YOUR FEET 0
WITIHI A PAIR OF OUR 0

Easy-To-Walk-In Shoes §

The Style, Comfort and Fit will be a revelation to you and
a walking advertisement for us.

28OSO OTLLLSoSSS0
‘ L . (1]
=

P T T, T T 0

H. & C. BLACHFORD, " ""& oronro &

“SGGGG@QG@GG%O%S%%@@S&%S@S@%@@SQOGMGOOM%W8
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The Perfect Mucilage
and Paste Bottle
. .« MADE OF PURE ALUMINUM

Hasa Water Reservoir and Vapour Chamber,
keeping whole interior atmosphere constantly
moist, preventing drying up or clogging. A
great success. Adopted for use by the Do-
minion Government.

Price, 60 cents, Postpaid.
JWILLIAM BRICCS, Wepley Buildings, TORONTO




METHODIST MAG AZII\P AND RLVU* W, iii.

MMMMM&S&M%

y ESTABLISHED
ROGERS’ « "
OUR SPECIALTY g
n

OuTSIDE STV QRDERS - Seal Jackets

JAS. H. ROGERS

% MOVED FROM COR. KING & CHURCH STS, 84 Yonge Street, TORONTO

SeS25ese5e6es5d5a5en ES}

Wﬂ“mm for s Stanonerv and Office Supphes

S N NP

Account Books. . assortment, all descriptions.

BOOkbinding- Every style.  Moderate prices.

Leather Goods. Great variety, unsurpassed, close prices.

Agents for WIRT FOUNTAIN PEN. “Get the best.” CALIGRAPH TYPEWRITER. ‘Stands at
the head.” EDISON MIMEOGRAPH. ‘‘ Perfect Duplicator.”

THE BROWN BROS., umimen

STATIONERS, BOOKBINDERS.
Manufacturers of Account Books, Leather Goods, Etc.

64-68 King St. East. - - TORONTO.

Established I8§6

ommmmmuﬂ.uuur*uzr\ur\ur\ur\phﬂ

me BENNETT & WRIGHT CO.

(Limited) OF TORONTO

s
eating €ngineers and Sanitary Plumbers S
UR SHOW ROOMS are now fitted with the latest and i

Sanitary Specialties, showing complete Bathrooms
in various styles. [Inspection Iuvited.

GAS and ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES in Great Variety

72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.
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N AVAVAVAVAUAVA 7 Mangfacturers NRIAVNVAVANA,
N4 s, W of At W' rononro W
CET L Drinting oo

60': Adelaide \J/
GH. © Prming ossed
W W VA E \.34
§ v § Aratrons
W W o trong
wCo. W I k yp < Armstrong
W *00 n sOOO \Oﬂ RESIDENT W

W/ 59 Beekman St., \Oﬂ ‘ REPRESENTATIVE
V.l.“?"i’.‘f‘i"f*....\.g.ﬂ‘ ............. R/
VAATA A WA

REV. JOHN MORGAN, A.M., Ph.D., President. ALBERT MORLAN, A.M., Secretary.

Central University

A Correspondence lostitute, chartered under the laws of Indiana, offers to non-resident <tudents
unsurpassed facilities for the prosecution of =pecial studies under the diree-
tion of able professors of Language, Literature, Philosophy,

History, Pedagogy, Kte., Ete

Clergymen, Authors, Teachers

or others interested in scientifie or literary work, should write for announcement containing
courses for Home Study, leading to Academic Degrees. Thorough,
conscientious work the basis of advancement.
Circulars, Testimonials, ete., ete., upon request.  Address the Secretary,

ALBERT MORLAN, Indianapolis, Ind., U.S.

. Dwellers .

the
iNeee ANNAN
New ;

%, 5 Gotbam

h ‘
jfw‘,’;’a , $3 A TALE OF MODERN
$$ NEW YORK. .ot

: says.
L CLoTH, $1.25, PosTPaip.
New York Sunday School Journal :

“There are stories that show far more stress of incident and have plots more
enchanting to the uttg‘nvtmn. but the various persons of the story are so clearly cut
=0 true to type, so deliciously hit off by some flash of the authors wit, that one tinds
relish in them quite apart from their relation to the working out of the narrative,”

“ 1t is the New \'l)rk'()f to-day, a hurly-burly of work and wealth, luxury and
starvation, wild speculation and plodding industry.” )

“The characters come from the East Side chapels and Woest, End palaces, from
up-town dl'.l\'('.s' and down-town oxo}!zmgvs and newspaper oftices, and a more
kaleidoscopic company seldom meet within the covers of a book.”

* Over the whole book hangs the glamour of the modern marvel the great
city.”

“Its pages are s0 many biogra th pictures of New York—vivid, crowded with
living figures, all in full action. It is this phase of thebook which will fascinate
many a reader who knows of city life only by hearsay.”

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - WESLEY BUILDINGS, - TORONTO, ONT.

AN SR )




METHODIST MAGAZINE AND REVIEW.

A NEW MUSIC

BOOK

FOR USE IN
RELIGIOUS .
MEETINGS. .
EDITED RY
Alonzo Stone, Mus. Bac.
Adam Geibel
Chas. A. Bechter
R. Frank Lehman

CARDBOARD COVERS

" Each, 15 cents. Per dozen, $1.50.

John the Baptist
AMONG THE METHODISTS

A Vision of Today
CLOTH, - - - 35 Cents

INTRODUCTION.
Chapter I. A Stranger Among Us.
Il. Opening His Commission.
1I1. A Private Interview.
I1V. Itinerating.
V. At the Conference.
V1. The Representative Session.
VII. His Closing Ministry.

Rev. William L. Shaw, D.D., LL.D., Principal
Wesleyan Theological College, Montreal, says:
* Not narrow, but broad. Champness, the pre-
sumed author, at his hottest could not be nar-
row. There is a pious vigor, often incorrectly
termed puritanical, which deals many an un-
just blow; but in this live, racy, strong, |pir-
itual, sensible book nothing is found to which
anyone could take cxception, bul much that
should make the Church better. It canuot be
read without much interest and profit.”

Epworth l:eagﬁ Bible Studies

FIRST SERIES -1899

Prepared for the Epworth League under the
direction of the Department of
Spiritual Work.
By EDWIN A. SCHELL, n.D.
Paper, net, - - - ) -

WE PAY POSTAGE.

15 cents,

Montreal: C. W, COATES.

‘Columbia
Dictionary
Holder

Japanned - - . . - $5.00.
Gold Bronzed - - - - $5.00.
Gold Bronzed Double - - - $7.50.
Antique Bronzed - - - - $8.00.
Nickel Plated - - - - $8.00.

The strongest, firmest and best holder in
the market, and the only one which contains
the self-adjusting movement—the most desir-

able feature ever offered in a Dictionary
Holder. Kach holder neatly packed in a box.

TORONTO, ONT.

Halifax: 8, F. HUESTIS,

WILLIAM BRIGES, - Wesiey Buidings, =
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" Four ‘New Books.

[ LS gl - o N5 g 1 J

¢ Vesterday g

Framed in |
Co-day.

A story of the Christ and
How To-day Received Him.
By ““ PANSY” (Mrs. G. R.

i Alden). Cloth, illustrated,
70C.

This ix one of the most re-
markable books Pansy has yet
written.  Her book is unlike
anything clse in print.  Into
the to-day of railroads and tele-
graphs, phonographs and elee-
trice lights, the author brings a
central tigure - -Jesusthe Christ,
It is an appropriate sequel to
her beautiful life of  Christ,
which appeared Jast season,

A%

T, Chou

and the

Other One.

By AMELIA E. BARR,
Author of ‘‘Jan Vedder’s
Wife,”” *“ A Bow of Orange
Ribbon,” etc., etc.  illus-
trated. Paper, Goc.; cloth, ‘
#1.00.

Mr=. Barr well maintains
the populzu:il)’ won with her

carliest stories. This new one
i= said to be the best she has o

( written  sinee A Bow  of ‘
). Orange Ribbon ™ appeared. J
[ W7 = PO

a4

D
=)
=
-~
> e

* Criumpbant,

By FLORENCE M.
KINGSLEY, author of
“Titus,” *‘Stephen” and
““Paul.” Paper, 6oc.; cloth,
$1.00.

The extraovdinary popularity
of “Titux,” which enjoyed a
~ale of nearly a million copies
within vear, made  Mrs,
Kingsley houschold name in |
all America. The new story is
well worthy of the excellent !
series to which it forms a com-
plement.

A% |
Penelope’s

Experiences in
Scotland., i

By KATE  DOUGLAS
WIGGIN.

Paper, 75c.; Cloth, #1.25.

*Those who know Scotland
will renew their own delight
in her through the pen of
clever, bright and  witty Kate

i

i
Douglas Wiggin,” - Canadian
Home Jowrnal. 8

[ ]
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WILLIAM BRIGGS, - WESLEY BUILDINGS, - TORONTO, ONT.

O. W, COATES, Montreal.

S. ¥. HUKSTIS, Halifax,
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CANADIAN COPYRIGHT EDITION

Now READY

THE

Miracle .- .

Markham

How Twelve Churches
Became One ot % ot st ¢

Sheldon’s
~ Works

W
[ CHEAP EDITION

The Redemption
of Freetown.

The Twentieth
Door.

Richard Bruce.

Robert Hardy’s
Seven Days.

CHARLES M. SHELDON

By CHARLES M. SHELDON,

WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS.
PAPER, 30cC; CLOTH, 50c. POSTPAID.

*The chief character in this story is John Pros
Markham, asmall eity of a dozen or more
that there isa criminal waste of poli
wnong the churches, Proctor Teads a movement Lo
mate union,  He is assisted by Dean Randall, an Epi
however, to asudden death fhrough anxiety.
brethren, because he invited Proctor to prea
wha is in love with Proctors daugzhter,
William I’nuﬁn', Jane’s heother, is introduch
ples of Christian union in the frontier town of Pyra
for Rebeeea Phillips, the only daughter of an Andove
is an additional inspiration to William Rebecea had
hecause he was nota minister, and Jane had refused
he was.  The interestin the story centres in the way
their fate, and the way John Proctor reulized his h
churches of Markham made one.

AN

NOW R

EADY
THE

New .1
Discipline

...OF THE...

METHODIST CHURCH

We are now in a position to
announce that we are able to fill all
orders for the NEW DISCIPLINE of
our Church.

Paper, 50c ; Cloth, 70c; Morocco, $1.00.
POSTPAID.

churches, .
ous effort throngh lack of co-operation

by the hostility of hix church
chin hispulpit.
Jane, takes up s father's work ; and

The Crucifixion
of Phillip
Strong.

His Brother’s

‘tor, a faithful pastor in e
Keeper.

Becoming convinced

&

ards federation and ulti-
seopalian, who is driven,

Overcoming the
World:  The
Story of Mal-
com Kirk.

Hisson, Francis,

layman, the same princi-
mul, Colorado,  His love
1 Theological Professor,
refused to marry William
Francis Randall because
these twa virls decided
ope of sceing the twelve

In His Steps.

PAPER
CLOTH

15¢
25¢

| THE Va@a |
Marked

Testament

...EDITED BY...

MRS. STEPHEN MENZIES

Is a Novelty in
New Testament Production.

The chief passages referring to vepentance, justi-
fication, faith, ete., are underlined and otherwise
marked in black and red inks so as to show at a
vlance the most important verses of the Gospels and
Epistles, Tt is dexigned primarily for mission work,
but it will be exceedingly useful for weneral disteitai-
tion amengst non-Bible-readers ; the novelty of the
thing will attract them.  The hook has been sub-
mitted to Dr. MacLaren, Dr. Stalker, Dr. Moule, and
other representative men, who speak very highly of it.

Cloth Boards, Red Edges 10c net.
“ with Pocket Case, 20c *

.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - - - 29 to 33 Ricamoxp St. West, TORONTO.

C. W. COATES, 2176 St. Catherine St.

, Montreal. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax.
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AID

Book

gf VAARUM | that

will
By EDWARD NOYES WESTCOTT.

"
. S Paper, 75¢c, Cloth, $1.25 lee'
O e %o POSTPAID.

THE TORONTO GLOBE :

“Fame has come tardily to him {the author), but itislikely to be enduring fame, for he has
added another figure to the immortal cirele of people we meet in hooks. David Harum is one of
those rare creations in fiction. =o vital, original and perennially interesting as to become tradi-
tional. . . . Mr. Westeott in delineating an individual of this type, with=o fine anappreciation
of itx salient qualities, has achieved a great thing for American literature.

THE CHRISTIAN GUARDIAN :

“David Harum has come to take his place in the gallery of friends to every reader who has
human nature enough to appreciate a whole-souled man. ... Hix quaint, illustrative way of
expressing himself makes him a most. entertaining companion. It is a'long time since we read a
book with =0 much originality and vivaeity in conversation. David Harum iz one of the cleanest,
cleverest, and most exquisite literary portraits ever drawn in America.

THE....

Secret History
OF\
Cones THE QXFORD
Chap. 1. 7'{55‘;?;’;}075 e S‘;’; By WALTER WALSH. “QVEME“‘

“ /1. The Society of the Cloth, postpa'd, net, $1.25
Holy Cross.

* lll, The Secrecy of the
Ritualistic Confes-
sional.

" 1V. The Secret History of
‘“The Priest in Ab-
solution.”’

‘o V. The order of Corpor-
ate Reunion.

* VI Ritualistic Sistcrhoods. N\

“  Yll. The Coifraternity of
the Blessed Sacra-
ment.

“« Vill. Some other Ritualistic

Va

Recorder, of ],opdon, England, lays bare the schemes and
rinciples, the dishonesties and deceit of the men who have

chn doing their utmost to lead the English people back to

Rome. Such names as Newman, Ward, Keble, Pusey and Manning
have given a bad eminence to the deliberate and atrocious attempt.
Of Ward, his biographer says that he stayed for years in the Church of
2. England for the sole purpose of bringing over a greater number to
Rome. Known as Tractarians, Puseyites, Ritualists, they have heen
the distress and danger of the Church of England.  Our author, from
their own dociments, reveals their spirit and devices,  Dealing with
the secret societies of the Ritualists, the Society of the Holy Cross, the
Confraternity of the Blessed Sacrament, the Guild of All Souls, the

T HIS book, favoured with a two-colummn review in the Methodist

Societies. Order of the Holy Redeemer, the Order of Corporate Reunion, and

o IX. The Romeward Move- 4 §2 others, he exposes the Jesuitical attempts tocarry over the Church by
ment. i mdn iduals, and if possible to carry it over solid.” Quoting from their

" X. The Romeward Move- | literature, he displa, uch gems as: The Catholic Churchis always
ment, Continued. | in time (as well as in degree) ‘!leforu the Bible,” ‘“ Bible Christianity

. ! . e . is an invention of the devil. **The mass is not one sacrifice and
Appendix - What the Ritualists I Calvary another. It is the same sacrifice,”  *“ Learn to perceive
Teach. | Almighty God concealed for vou in his priests.””  The book is profitahle

| reading, and will help to stay the Romeward movement in England.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - Wesley Buildings, - TQRONTO, ONT.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, I".Q. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.




I People’s
Cyclopadia.

Published in Six Large Super
Royal Octavo Volumes.

»ID T Geer
36,727 Articles
330 €Cee

21,376 more Articles than in the
Encyclopemdia Britannica.

As a General Cyc;opaedia it is

Most comprehensive in Scope—Most Practical in Information—Most Thorough in Scholar-
ship——hrost Complete in Topics—Most Systematic in Arrangement—Most Attractive
in Appearance—Most Convenient for Use—Most Recent in Publication.

A special feature of this Cyclopadia is ite coplous illustrati These are not introduced merely as em-
bellishments, but for the elucidation of the text. Many subjeots are thus made much more clear than they
would be by pages of description. Every department of human knowledge passes under review,

A Few Canadian Testimonials.
I received the Prorur’s CYcLoP&DIA all right, and am simply delighted with it. I thank zou very much
for ** The Reading Course.” I think it a very excellent thing,—Wn. H. STRVENS, Baptist Min .

The PropLE’s CYCLOPADIA is all that one can desire. It is indispensable for the farmer, mechanio, clergy-
4, h. t+rd t. re'h a n‘

man, merchant, Y in fact, all.—JoRN W. LaipLuy, General Me:

I received the ProrLw’s OYoLoPEDIA and am well satisfied with it.—Rev. 0. G. Kaarz, Evangelioal Ass'n.

I am in lnve with the PRoPLE's CYCLOPADIA, and- take great pride in the work as I use it from time to
time.—R. J. Moorx, * Advocate” Office.

Received the PropLE’s CrcLOPADIA all right, and am delighted with it. My wife gave it & few household
and hygeian tes's, such as I thought were scarcely fair, but we marvelled at the concise and valuable, yet
complete, information given. I feel amply repaid for my investment.—Ruv, R. Cavvanr, Meth. Minister.

I wish to express my entire satisfaction with work (the PsorLe’s Ovcrorzpia). I have constantly re-
ferred to it, and have always found the desired information, given in a clear and concise form and accurate
in detail. —W. R. EccresToNE, P.O. Department.

The PropLy's CrcLop£DIA which I ordered duly came to hand. I am much pleased with it, and agree-
ably disappointed ; it is much better than I was led to expect it would be. T have tested it in various ways,
and it has never failed me.—Yours truly, Rev. W. G. Suirh, Presbyterian Minister.

DBAR Sim,—I received the six volumes of your PuorLe's CrcLor&pia, I find them to be in every sense
all that you recommended them to be. I am pleased with the investment.—R. EacLsox, Meth. Min )

I find the PxorLs's CYOLOPZDIA to be a valuable work of reference. The maps, which are many, ave all
good. It is & good all-round Oyclopadia.—Yours truly, BROOKFIRLD SHANXOX, Teacher.

DzaR 81z,—From what I have 8o far seen of the CYcLor&DIA I like it very much, and have no doubt, as
use it t:om time to time, I will be greatly pleased with it.—J. D. SoraERLAND, Supt. Fisheries Exhibit.

Why Buy ‘' The People’s Cyclopaedia’’? Because
1t is the beat odited Cyclopgedia in the world, giving the brains of 500 scholars.

It Is the most compact Cyclopsedia, By using a special type, cross references, abbreviations, and
by tabulating information wherever possible, the six volumes of the ** People’s” contain about 8,000,000
words. They would make about ten volumes of most of the other cyol

It is the only Cyclopsedia in harmony with the spirit of the 19th century—the of the steam-
engine, the teleg ,‘,y"nd fhe teleph an age when time countas, when time is monoy.m

You can get this SPLENDID CYCLOP EDIA delivered complete, and pay for it at the rats
of 7 cents g day. A rare chance to secure a First-class Cyolopedia at low cost and payment.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Wesley Buildings, TORONTO, Ont.

Please deliver @b........cooeervserns tisesovscesssctsssossseanssonsosesssas
one complete set of People's Cyclopaedia, in #iz super royal octavo wolumes, bound
M. .eiiiiensennenanes.. for which I agree to pay the sum of 8.........., as follows: 83.00
with order, and 82.00 monthly, until the entire sum of &............ &8 paid,

PRICES AND STYLES OF BINDING., ,
English Oloth—Red Edge, - - - - - $24 00 SGnature.....cecerresnseosceecssnsecsanes
Library Leather—Marble Rdge, - - - 327 00 Addr
Half Turkey Morocco—Marble Edge, - 30 00 €88 ieeenseeasessesanssrsrcarnsrasace

Fill in contract, style of binding wanted. If the work is satistactory I agree to return withia
dmmmemmtmumupfmmm' not ! o u
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NAMELIN

THE MODERN

STOVE POLISH

STE,CA
\2r OR LigU &

Twice as much used
as of any other Stove
Polish on earth.
JJ.LPRESCOTT & G, NEW YORK.
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When the children are {:~
hungry, what do you give &

them? Food.
When thirsty? Water.

Now use the same good §

common Ssense,

and what }

would you give them when
they are too thin? The best §
fat-forming food, of course. §

Somehow you think of g

Scott’s Emulsion at once.

For a quarter of a century §
it has been making thin §
children, plump; weak child-
-ren, strong; sick children, §

healthy.

goc. and $1.00, all drugglsts,
S$OOTT & BOWNE, Chemists, Toronto,

If you use

CANADIAN

Eclipse Soap §
FOR ALL LAUNDRY PURPOSES. &

A

John Taylor & Co.,

¢HOOL

OFFI NITURE
Ll“”TED

PRESTON ONT
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