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OXFORD AND HER COLLEGES.

BY GOLDWIN SMITH, D.C.L¥

DISTANT VIEW OF OXFORD.

To gain an interesting and ex-
tensive view of cld Oxford from a
<central point we mount to the top of
the Radecliffe Library. We will hope
that it is a bright summer day, that,
as we come out upon the roof, the old
<ity, with all its academical build-
ings lying among their gardens and
.groves, presents itself to view in its
beauty, and that the sound of its
bells, awakening the memories of
the ages, is in the air. The city is
-seen lying on the spit of gravel be-

* By kind permission of the author and
-of the publishers—Macmillan & Company—

Vor. XLI. No. 1.

tween the Isis, as the Thames is here
called, which is the scene of boat
races, and the Cherwell, famed for
water-lilies. It is doubtful whether
the name means the ford of the oxen, .
or the ford of the river (oxen being
a corruption of ouser). Flat, some-
times flooded, is the site. To an-
cient founders of r‘4ies, a river for
water carriage an. rich meads for
kine were prime attractions. But
beyond the flat we look to a lovely
country, rolling and sylvan, from

from Professor Smith’s recent volume on
this subject.—~Ebp.
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many points of which, Wytham,
Hinksey, Bagley, Headington, Kls-
field, Stowe Wood, are charming
views, nearer or more distant, of the
city. Turner’s view is taken from
Bagley; it is rather a Turner poem
than a simple picture of Oxford.
There is in Oxford much that is
not asold as it looks. The buildings
of the Bodleian Library, University
College, Oriel, Ixeter, and some

RADCLIFFE LIBRARY, OXFORI.

others, medireval or half mediweval
in their style, are Stuart in date. In
Oxford the Middle Ages lingered
long. Yon cupola of Christ Church
is the work of Wren, yon towers of
All Souls’ are the work of a still
later hand. The Headington stone,
quickly growing black and crum-
bling, gives the buildings a false hue
of antiquity. An American visitor,
misled by the blackness of Univer-
sity College, remarked to his host
that the buildings must be immense-
ly old. ¢« XNoq,” replied his host, “their

colour deceives you; their age is
not more than two hundred years.”
It neced not be said that Palladian
edifices like Queen’s, or the new
buildings of Magdalen, are not the
work of a Chaplain of Edward III,,
or a Crancellor of Ilenry VI. But
of the University buildings, St.
Mary’s Church and the Divinity
School, of the College, buildings, the
old quadrangles of Merton, New
College  Magdalen,
Brasenose, and de-
tached pieces, not a
few ure genuine
Gothie of the Foun-
ders’ age. Here are
six ceniaries, if you
e,00se to include
the Norman castle,
here are eight cen-
turies; and, if you
choose to include
certain Saxon . m-
nants in Christ
Church Cathedral,
here are ten cen-
turies, chronicled in
stone.

Of the corporate
lives of these Col-
leges, the threads
have run unbroken
through all the
changes and revolu-
tions, political, re-
ligious, and social,
between the Barons’
Warand the present
hour. The economist
goes to their muniment rooms for the
record of domestic management and
expenditure during those ages. Till
yesterday, the codes of statutes em-
bodying their domestiec law, though
largely obsolete, remained unchang-
ed. Nowhere else in England, at
all events, unless it be at the sister
University, can the ~—efand mind
feed upon so much ausiquity, cer-
tainly not upon so much antique
beauty,as on the spot where westand.
That all does not belong to the same
remote antiquity, adds to the interest

T e a -
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his own needs or
tastes, and which,
thus chronicling sue-
cessive phases of
social and domestic

r e

LT

COLLEGE COURT AT OXFORD.

and to tl-. charm. 7This great home
of learning, with its many architee-
tures, has been handed from genera-
tion to generation, each generation
making its own improvements, im-
pressing its own tastes, embodying
its own tendencies, down to the pre-
sent hour. It is like a great family
mansion, which owner after owner
has enlarged or improved to meet

life, is wanting in
uniformity but not
in living interest or
beauty.

Oxford is a federation of colleges.
It had been strictly so for two cen-
turies, and every student had been
required to be a member of a College
when, in 1856, non-collegiate stu-
dents, of whom there are now a good
many, were admitted. The Univer-
sity is the federal government. The
Chancellor, its nominal head, is a
non-resident grandee, usually a polit-
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ical leader whom the Univer-
sity delights to honour and
whose protection it desires.
Only on great state occasions
does he appear in his gown
richly embroidered with gold.
The acting chief is the Vice-
Chancellor, one of the
heads of colleges, who
marches with the Bedel
carrying the mace be-

ST. MARY'S CIIVRCH, OXFORD,

fore him, and has been sometimes
taken by strangers for the atten-
dant of the Bedel. With him are
the two Proctors, denoted by their
velvetsleeves, named by the Colleges
in turn, the guardians of University
discipline. The University legisla-
ture consists of three houses,—an
elective Council, made up equally of
heads of Colleges, professors, and
Masters of Arts; the Congregation
of residents, mostly teachers of the
University or Colleges; and the
Convocation, which consists of all
Masters of Arts, resident or non-
resident, if they are present to vote.
Congregation numbersfour hundred,
Convoeation nearly six thousand.
Legislation is initiated by the Coun-

cil, and has to make its way
through Convocation and
Congregation, with some
chance of . being wrecked
between the academical Con-
gregation, which is progres-
sive, and the rural
Convocation, which
is conservative. The
University regulates
the general studies,
holds all the exam-
inations, except that
at entrance, which is
held by the Colleges,
confers all the de-
grees and honours,
and furnishes the
police of the academ-
ical city. Its profes-
sors form the general
and superior staff of
teachers.

Each College, at the
same time, is a little
polity in itself. It
has its own govern-
ing body, consisting
of a Head (President,
Master, Prinecipal,
Provost, or Warden)
and a body of Fel-
lows. It holds its
own estates; noble
estates, some of them
are. It has its pri-
vate staff of able teachers or tutors,
usually taken from the Iellows,
though the subjects of teaching are
those recognized by the University
examinations. The relation be-
tween the tutor’s teaching and that
of the professor is rather unsettled
and debatable, varying in some
measure with the subjects, since
physical science can be taught only
in the professor’s lecture-room, while
classies and mathematics can be
taught in the class-room of the tutor.
Before 1856 the professorial system
of teaching had long lain in abey-
ance, and the tutorial system had
prevailed alone.

Each College administers its do-
mestic discipline. The University
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Proetor, if he chases a student to the
College gates, must there halt and
apply to the College for extradition.
To the College the student immedi-
ately belongs; it is responsible for
his character and habits. The per-
sonal relations between him and his
tutor are, or ought to be, close. Ox-
ford life hitherto has been a College
life. To his College the Oxford man
has mainly looked back. Here his
early friendships bave been formed.
In these societies the ruling elass of
Lngland, the lay professions and
landed gentry mingling with the
clergy, has been bred. It is to the
College, generally, that benefactions
and bequests are given; with the
Cullege that the rich and munificent
alumnus desires to unite his name;
in the College Hall that he hopes his
portrait will hang, to be seen with
grateful eyes. The University, how-
ever, shares the attachment of the
alumnus. Go to yonder riscron an
cvening of the College boat races,
or to yonder cricket ground when a
College mateh is being played, and
vou will see the strength of College
feeling. At a University race or
mateh in London the Oxford or Cam-
bridge sentiment appears. In an
American University there is noth-
ing like the College bond, unless it
be that of the Secret, or, to speak
more reasonably, the Greek Letter
socicties, which form inner social
cireles with a sentiment of their own.

The buildings of the University
lie mainly in the centre of the city
close arvund us. There is the Con-
vocation House, the hall of the Uni-
versity Legislature, where, in times
of collision between theological
parties, or between the party of the
ancient system of education and that
of the modern system, lively debates
have been heard. In it, also, are con-
ferred the ordinary degrees. They
are still conferred in the religious
form of words, handed down from
the Middle Ages, the candidate kneel-
ing down before the Vice-Chaneellor
1n the pusture of media:val homage.

Oxford is the classic ground of old
forms and ceremonies. Before cach
degree is conferred, the Iroctors
march up and down the House to
to give any objector to the degree—
an unsatisfied creditor, for example
—the opportunity of entering a
caveat by “plucking ” the Proctor’s
sleeve. Adjoining the Convocation
House is the Divinity School, the
only building of the University,
saving St. Mary’s Church, which
dates from the Middle Ages. A very
beautiful relie of the Middle Ages
it is when seen from the gardens of
Exeter College. Here are held the
examinations for degrees in the-
ology, styled, in the Oxford of old,
yueen of the sciences, and long their
tyrant. Here, again, is the Shel-
donian Theatre, the gift of Arch-
bishop Sheldon, a Primate of the
Restoration period, and as readers of
Pepys' «Diary” know, of Restora-
tion character, but a patron of learn-
ing.

University exercises used, during
the Middle Ages, to be performed in
St. Mary’s Church. In those days
the church was the public building
for all purposes, that of a theatre
among the rest. But the Anglican
was more scrupulous in his use of
the sacred edifice than the Roman
Catholic. In the Sheldonian Thea-
tre is held the annual commemora-
tion of IFounders and benefactors,
the grand academical festival, at
which the Doctorate appears in its
pomp of scarlet, filing in to the
sound of the organ, the prize poems
and essads are read, and the honor-
ary degrees are conferred in the
presence of a gala erowd of visitors
drawn by the summer beauty of
Oxford ard the pleasures that close
the studious year. In former days
the ceremony used o be enlivened
and sometimes disgraced by the jests
of the ferre filius, a licensed or toler-
ated buffoon whose personalities pro-
voked the indignation of Evelyn,
and in one case, at least, were visited
with expulsion. It is now enlivened,
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and, as visitors think, sumetimes
disgraced, by the uproarious joking
of the undergraduates’ gallery. This
modern  license the authorities of
the University are believed to have
brougnt on themselves by encourayg-
ing political demonstrations.

INTERIOR OF ST. MARY 'S CHIRCH, ONFORD,

The Sheldonian Theatre is also
the scene of grand receptions, and of
the inanguration of the Chancellor.
That flaunting portrait of George
IV. in his royal rebes, by Lawrence,
with the military portraits of the
Emperor of Russia and the King of

Magazine.

Prussia by which it is flanked and
its gorgeousniess is rebuked, mark
the triumphs of the monarehs, whose
cause had beecome that of Iuropean
independence, over Napoleon.  Per-
haps the most singular ceremony
witnessed by these walls was the
inauguration of the
Iron Duke as Chan-
cellor of the Univer-
sity. This was the
climax of Oxford de-
votion to the Tory
party, and such was
the gather.ng as to
cause it tc be said
that if the roof of the
Sheldevnian  Theatre
had then fallen in,
the party would have
been extinguished.
The Duke, as if to
mark the incongru-
ity, put on his aca-
demical cap with the
wrong side in front,
and in reading his
Latin speech, lapsed
into a thundering
false quantity.

The Clarendon was
built with the pro-
ceeds of the history
written by the Minis-
ter of the early Resto-
ration, who was chan-
cellor of the Univer-
sity, and whgse touch-
ing letter of farewell
to her, on his fall and
flight from Ingland,
may be seen in the
Bodleian Library.
There, are preserved
documents which
may help to explain
his fall. They are
the written dialogues which passed
between him and his master at the
Loard of the Privy Council, and they
show that Clarendon, having been
the political tutor of Charles the
exile, too much bore himself as the
puolitical tutor of Charles the king.
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In the Clarendon are the University
Council Chamber and the Registry.
Onee it was the University press,
but the press has now a far larger
mansion yonder to the north-west,
whenee, besides aworks of learning
and science, go forth Bibles and
prayer-books in all languages to all
quarters of the globe. Legally, as a
printer of Bibles the University has
a privilege, but its real privilege is
that which it secures for itself by the
most scrupulous aecu-
racy and by infinitesi-
mal profits.

Close by is the Uni-
versity Library, the
Bodleian, one of those
great libraries of the
world in which you
can ring up at a few
minutes’ notice almost
any author of any age
or country. ‘This li-
brary is one of those
entitled by law to a
copy of every book
printed in the United
Kingdom, and it is
bound to preserve all
that it receives, a duty
which might in the
end burst any build-
ing, were it not that
the paper of many
modern books is hap-
pily petishable. A
foundation was laid
for a University Li-
brary In the days of
lenry VL, by the good
Duke Humphrey of
Gloucester, who gave a
most interesting collection of books.
But in the rough times which fol-
lowed, the Duke's donation perished,
only two or three precious relics
being saved from the wreck. Sir
Thomas Bodley, a wealthy knight
and diplomatist of the time of James
L it was who reared this pile, severe-
Iy square and bare, though a skilful
variation of the string course in the
different stories somewhat relieves
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its heaviness. In the antique read-
ing-roum, breathing study, and not
overthronged with readers, the bouk-
worm finds a paradise. Over the
Library is the University Gallery,
the visitur to which is entreated to
avert his eves from the fictitious por-
traits of founders of early Colleges,
and to fix them on the royal portraits
which painfully attest the loyalty of
the University, or, as a relief from
these. on Guy Fawkes’ lantern.
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GATE OF ST. MARY'S CHHURCH, OXFORD.

Beneath the Library used to be
the Schools or examination-rooms of
the University, seenes of youthful
hopes and fears; perhaps, as the as-
pirants to honours were a minority,
of more fears than hopes; and at
those doors formerly gathered the
cager crowd of candidates and their
friends to read the class lists which
were posted there. But the exami-
nation system has outgrown its
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aneient tenement and migrated to
yonder new-built pile in Iligh Street,
more fitted, perhaps, by its elaborate
ornamentation for the gala and the
dance, than for the torture of under-
graduates. In the quadrangle of
the Bodleian sits aloft, on the face of
a tower displaying all the orders of
classical architecture, the learned

WEST FRONT OF CHRIST CHURCH COLLEGE, OXFORD.

King and roval theologian. The
Bible held in his hand is belicved to
have fallen down on the day that
Mr. Gladstone lost his clection as
Member for the University of Ox-
ford and sct forth on a career of
Liberalism which is now leading
him to the disestablishment of the
Church.

We stand on the Radeliffe, formerly

Magazine.

the medical and physical library,
now a supplement and an additional
reading-room of the Bodleian, the
gif: of Dr. Radeliffe, Court Physician
and despot of the profession in the
times of William and Anne. of whose
rough sayings, and sayings more
than rough, some are preserved in
his «Life.” He it was who told
William the IIL that
he would not have his.
Majesty’s two legs for
his three kingdoms,
and who is said to-
have punished the
giver of a niggardly
fee by a prediction of
death, which was ful-
filled by the terrors of’
the patient. Close at
hand is the Ashmo-
lean, the old Univer-
sity .{useum, now
only a museum of an-
tiquities, the most pre-
cious of which is King
Alfred’s gem. Mu-
seum and Medical Li-
brary have together
migrated to the new
edifice on the north
side of the city.

But of all the Uni-
versity buildings the
most beautiful is St.
Mary’'s Chureh, where
the University ser-
mons are preached,
and from the pulpit of
which, in course of
suceessive generations
and successive contro-
versies, a changeful
and coften heady cur-
rent of theology has flowed. There
preached Newman, Pusey, and Man-
ning ; there preached Ilampden.
Stanley, and the authors of * Essays
and Reviews.”

Oxford and Cambridze were not
at first Universitics of Colleges. The
Calleges were after-grawths which
for a time absorbed the University.
The University of Oxford was born
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Compensation. 11

in the twelfth century, fully a cen-
tury before the foundation of the
first Coilege. To recall the Oxford
of the thirteenth century, one must
bid vanish all the buildings which
now meet our eyes, except yonder
grim castle to the west of the city,
and the stern tower of St. Michael’s
Chureh, at once the bell tower of the
Church and a defence of the city
gate facing the dangerous north.
The man-at-arms from the castle, the
warder from the gate, looks down
upon a city of five or six thousand
inhabitants, huddled for protection
under the castle, and within those
walls of which a fine remnant is
seen bounding the domain of New
College. In this city there is a con-
course of students brought together
to hear a body of teachers who have
been led, we know not how, to
open their mart of knowledge here.
Printing not having been invented,
and books being scarce, the fountain
of knowledge is the lecture-room of
the professor. It is the age of an
inteilectual revival so remarkable
as to be called the Mediseval Renais-
sance. After the migrations and
convulsions, by which the world was
cast in a new mould, ensues a reign
of comparative peace and settled
government, under which the desire
of knowledge has been reawakened.
Universities have been coming out
all’ over Europe like stars in the
ight; Paris, famous for theology
and philosophy, perhaps being the
brightest of the constellation, while
Bologna was famed for law and
Salerno for medicine. It was prob-
ably in the reign of Henry 1. that
the company of teachers settled at
Oxford, and before the end of the

thirteenth century students had col-
lected to a number which fable ex-
aggerates to thirty thousand, but
which was really large enough to
crowd the little city and even the
bastions of its walls.

The buildings stand, to mark by
their varying architecture the sue-
cession of the changeful centuries
through which the University has
passed. In the Libraries are the
monuments of the successive genera-
tions of learning. But the tide of
youthful life that from age to age
has flowed through eollege, quad-
rangle, hall, and chamber, through
University examination-rooms and
Convocation Houses, has left no me-
morials of itself except the entries
ia the University and College books;
dates of matriculation, which tell of
the bashful boy standing before the
august Vice-Chancellor at entrance;
dates of degrees, which tell of the
youth putting forth, from his last
haven of tutelage, on the waves
of the wide world. Hither they
thronged, century after century, in
the costume and with the equip-
ments of their times, from mediweval
abbey, grange, and hall, from Tudor
manor-house and homestead, from
mansion, rectory, and commercial
city of a later day, bearing with
them the hopes and affections of
numberless homes. Year after year
they departed, lingering for a mo-
ment at the gate to say farewell to
College friends, the bond with whom
they vowed to preserve, but whom
they were never to see again, then
stepped forth into the chances and
perils of life, while the shadow on
the College dial moved on its un-
ceasing round.

COMPENSATION.

Jov’s fair flowers—in life’s fresh morning
Fade they fast and die? '

Thou shalt gather brighter blossoms
*Neath a purer sky.

Stars of hope that sparkled o’c1 thee—
Do their lights decline?

Falter not,—for stmight before thee
Heaven's glories shine.

TonroxTo,

Darkly doth the tempest threaten?
Daost thou helpless stand 7

There is One who can protect thee,
Streteh to Him thy hand.

“Neath His pinions if He hide thee.
Storms may eross the way :

Safely through them He will gaide thee
Into cloudless day.

Admu Parlinson.
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WE begin our
survey of this
broau Dominion
with what has
well been called
=Sunrise Land,”
the romantic
castern seaboard
of Canada.

For the extensive stream of tour-
ists, who make Boston or Portland
their point of departure for th&
Maritime Provinces, the facilities
offered by the International Steam-
ship route leave nothing to be de-
sired. One sails within sight of one
of the most romantic coasts in the
world and is brought within easy
reach of the bold and rugged scen-
ery of the unique islands of Campo-
bello and Grand Manan, which over-
lap upon Brother Jonathan’s territory
more than any other rart of the
British possessions. It is over thirty
years sinee we made this coastwise
trip, and the Memory of Casco Bay,

* We are indebted to the courtesy of
E. A, Waldron, of the International Steam

with its «Sunny
Sporades” — 865 in
number, it is said—
and of the rugged
cliffs of Mount Desert
and the romantic
bays of Castine and Eastport has
remained as a pleasant dream. We
blend with our own recollections
the graphic deseription of Mr. II. D.
Young, the accomplished artist of the
admirable sketches which aceom-
pany these articles.

Canadians have almost annexed
this part of Maine, so many of them
seek health in the unrivalled sea-
bathing of Old Orchard and spiritual
profit in its old-fashioned Methodist
camp-meeting. Tortland, too, is our
winter harbour, and if Lord Ashbur-
ton had looked after his diplomatic
duties as faithfully as did Daniel
Webster, it would to-day belong to
Canada.

As the great steamer threads the
intricate navigation upon the bound-
aries of two great nations it is not
difficult to recognize the pilot’s skill.
The glistening waters of Passama-
quoddy Bay, says Mr. Young, are
alive with schooners, trim vachts,
busy ferry steamers and countless

ship Company. for the use of the admitable
ents which accompany this article.

A SUMMER SEA.
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small eraft of every kind. Islands
float in smiling content, revealing
between their cevergreen summits

Chamecook Mountains; easterly, upon
the fair bosom of Quoddy Bay, set
with & hundred isles; easterly still

e

distant glimpses of mountains and
ridges of bluest sca. The eager eye
beholds a mosaic of land and water
in every direction. Northward into
the heart of the St. Croix and the

and southward across the noble mass
of Campobello and old oceanj still
farther, to Grand Manan, that lifts
its purple wall along the horizon,—
everywhere, in all directions, new

. aw,«rﬁ
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mysteriesrof land and water engage
and captivate the behclder.

The wealth of these waters almost
surpasses conception. At Iastport
alone the output of smoked herring
is two million boxes, and of canned
sardines, so-called, three hundred
thousand cases more.

At Campobello, one will visit, of
course, the old Owen Manor House,
the home of the Admiral Fitzwilliam
Owen, to whom the island was
granted in 1767, and whose burial
by candle-light in the tiny family
chapel was the fitting close to an
eccentric life. Over the Friar’s Head
runs one of the most romantic bits
of woodsy road in all Canada, to
the lovely Cove and Lake of Glen
Severn, 2 hundred alpine paths that
cover like network the stupendous
Iastern Head. Campobello is some
eight miles long by three in widsth,
is populated by about twelve hun-
dred souls, mostly fisher-folk, many
of whom retain the quaint flavour
of their Scoteh and Welsh ancestors.
Mrs. Kate Gannett Wells has written
an appreciative little book on the
island, and Arlo Bates makes it the

Country. 15

background for his story of « A Lad’s
Love.”

From its natural ramparts far-
reaching and exhilarating views
open up, to landward and seaward,

upon Quoddy’s dancing, merry
waters, and St. Croix’s sweeping
course. The same staunch little
steamer that plies to Campobello
also touches at IL.ubec. This quaint
and altogether picturesque village
is also given up to fish and fishing,
and smokes and boils and oils its
herring that come up
in silvery basketfuls

from the fishing boats
by her wharves right
merrily. It is strik-
ing in perspective, it

BITS OF COAST SCENEKRY.
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is quite fuscinating at short range, Mr. Young, whose description we
and, with its original characters, borrow, is Grand Manan! its invaul-
would seem to be only waiting for nerable walls looming purple in the

the pen of a Miss Jewett or Miss distance. A name to conjure with,
Wilkins. a spot fit for deeds of chivalry and
Like some mighty fortress, says daring, a challenge to the painter’s
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Our Own Country. 17

brash, an invitation to the naturalist,
and to the worn and jaded body a
haven of rest; home of theeagle and
the gull, fog factory for all Fundy,
playground for nature’s moods, un-
spoiled by the conventions of mod-
ern summer resorts, this remarkable
island demands attention.

A local steamer connects at Ilast-
port with the International line, and
in a short hour and a half lands
passengers at Flagg’s Cove, Grand
Manan.

This trip is sdvre to arouse the
enthusiasm of the most stolid, every
mile of approach revealing fresh
details of the stupendous cliffs that
bound its wiiole northern side. The
gray sails of the fishing fleets stand
forth in strong relief against its
sombre mass, and great clouds of
spotless gulls swirl and float above
its inaccessible eyries. Perchance
you may see the Indians who dwell
on Manan, performing their ingeni-
ous feat of shooting porpoises from
their birch canoes, as unconscious of
danger as the gulls dancing on the
wave near by!

A few little grouys of silvery gray

2

<

huts, built by dauntless fishermen,
may be seen clinging to the bits of
pebbly shore that here and there
border some indenting cove, scttle-
ments full of picturesqueness, and—
ancient aund fishlike smells. Dark
Harbour, separated by a sand-bar or
pebbly dike from the ocean, which
rushes in through a narrow sluice-
way, furnishes a natural trap from
which the fishermen take vast quan-
tities of herring. Money Cove, a little
farther west, is another of the tradi-
tional haunts of Kidd; poor Captain
Kidd, he did not believe in putting
his wealth all in one bank!

As we run close to the shore,
Bishop Rock stands forth promin-
ently from the cliff, and just beyond
lie the ugly reefs of Pemberton
Point, named after the noble vessel
that was driven to its doom here on
a bitter January night. A moment
later and a great wall of vertical
cliffs bursts on the astonished be-
holder; these (the «Seven Days'
Work” they are called) give the
first real glimpse of Manan’s
strongest characteristies.

It is not easy in a few lines to
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mention half the points of interest
to be seen. No one should fail to
visit the stupendous basalt cliffs of
Southern Head, whieh is reached by
a three-hour sail or drive and a few
minutes’ walk. Better yet, follow
the entire shore from Southern to
Northern Head,with jts constant sur-
prises. The dense woodland land-
seapes in the interior of the island,
over which glimpses of distant shore
and water are caught, arc stimu-
lative and suggestive in the highest
degree, and to the true nature lover
will prove one of the strongest
attractions.

One should also cultjvate the fish-
ermen, saline types of great gen-
uineness and originality, -men who
have been attracted here partly
heeause of the freedom from com-
petition, possibly by the romantic
nature of the island itself.

The lighthouse-keepers of the is-
land are men whom one wishes to
know, well informed, sagacious, full
of sea yarns, and full of courtesy as
well. The one at Swallow Tail would
attract attention anywhere for his
splendid physique and military
bearing. Horses are rare beasts on
the island, and, as one has noted,
you will be known by the animal
you drive, the horse serving as a
letter of introduction wherever you
may go. The isiand of Grand
Manan is about twenty miles long,
with an average breadth of about
five miles. It coast is deeply in-
dented, affording numerous fine har-
bours. It abounds with valuable
timber and has excellent facilities
for ship-building. It has five vil-
lages, five chutches, five saw-mills,
about thirty stores, and 2,800 inhabi-
tants. The numeroussmaller islands
lying south and east have become
noted as the resort of Audubon, in
his bird-studies of North America.

We have already found so much
in this delectable region, it would
seem that it must be well-nigh ex-
hausted. Far from it! St. Croix still
remains; rich in lore; vicher still

in charm of landscape and water-
seape, significant as the water boun-
dary between two great powers.

At Tastport, close connection is
made with the International Steam-
ship Line. Against the bold mounds
of the Chamcooks are faintly seen a
spire or two, and on a hill still higher
a castle-like building which grows
in prominence and detail as we
approach, until recognizable as a
summer hotel of fine proportions
and ample size. The picturesque
town, with its erumbling wharves °
and tiny lighthouse basking in the
sunshine, is, as you will guess, St.
Andrews. A sleepy old town it is,
quaint and self-satisfied, its streets
laid ont with distressing regularity,
but dotted here and there with relies
of the past, suggestive of colonial
days and the Royalists who founded
it. One would naturally expect
much of interest, historically, in this
little town, but will be disappointed.
It was once quite a shipping port,
but other cities seem to have stolen
its prestige away.

Its principal stock-in-trade at pre-
sent is its marvellously pure and
dry atmosphere, of which there is
an inexhaustible supply of the
purest and driest kind. Another and
equally desirable article is its pie-
turesque environment.

It is just here that Acadia, by the
hands of Champlain and the Sieur
de Monts, began its history, when in
1604 they planted a colony and a
garden on this speck of dirt. The
garden proved a failure, wintfer
came, and with it suffering and
absolute isolation from the land, so
near at hand; sickness and death
did their work, and spring saw the
remnants fleeing to Port Royal.

It is the formation of the waters
just named into the semblance of
a cross that gave to the French a
name for the river. The lighthouses
of Spruce and Mark Points, set with
their forest background, resemble
playthings, and recall the “Noah'’s
ark” period of our babyhood!
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A pastoral and thrifty-looking
landscape borders the stream as we
approach Calais and St. Stephen,
where every suggestion is of lum-
ber, lumbering, and manufactures,
which will explain very adequately
the existence of such a considerable
city. Attractivestreets, finechurches,
and a gem of a library make Calais,
with its activity and eight thousand
residents, the most important town
or «border city,” if you please, of
the Pine Tree State. Howells might
find here a bit of his Altruria, for
Calais and St. Stephen refused to
quarrel during the international dis-
putes of 1812, so closely are their
social and commercial interests unit-
ed. To be sure, a customs official
is stationed at ecither end of the
covered bridge between them, and
sometimes looks into your grip.

What is said of Calais is also true
of this border town of New Bruns-
wick, with the exception of its popu-
lation, which is some three or four
thousand less. In addition it has a
large cotton mill, and also railway
connection with the outer world;

with St. John by the Shore line, with
the vast areas of Maine and New
Brunswick and Quebee by the Cana-
dian Pacific. Lake Utopia and Falls
of St. George lie some thirty miles
eastward. This lake is especially
rich in its colour variety, the bold
ledges of red granite throwing up
huge towers from the forests, or re-
flecting themselves in the dancing
waters below, producing effects that
are unique and striking in the ex-
treme.

On steaming out from Eastport,
one Is introduced formally to the
Bay of Tundy, that irrepressible
body of water that is at once the
terror and delight of the beholder.
Of course, everyone who has learned
his geography lesson knows about
the *tides of Fundy,” that climb
thirty feet more or less twice a day
nearly the year round, and create
or wipe out whole river systems with
each ebb and flow. Its impetuous
currents crowd in by East Quoddy,
as though hungry for the land
whose estuaries and streams it so
nobly fills.

™



ADVENTURES IN GREECE.

BY ZELLA CARMAN.
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THE PARTHENON.

My nearest
approach toan
« adventure ”
in Greece oc-
curred at the
moment of
landing at
Pirzeus, the
‘cause being
the apparent-
ly unlikely
one of the
hunch of roses
I wore. Ihad
been told (and
had forgotten)
that no one is
permitted to
land carrying or wearing a fiower,
or cven a green leaf, so great
is their dread of introducing the
Phylloxera zmongst the vines that
form the chief source of revenue.

THE OLYMPIAN ZELUs,

But how was one to remember an
insignificent bunch of roses at the
moment of first setting foot on these
old classic shores,—even if it had
been possible to remember anything
amidst the clatter raised by the hun-
dred disappointed boatmen who had
tried to assist at the landing of our
half-dozen passengers.

Left alone while the other mem-
bers of thi » party attended to customs,
ete., I beecame conscious of being the
centre of very uunfriendly observa-
tion which seemed uncalled for,
until, following the glance of an
especially malicious pair of black
eyes near me, ey own lighted upon
my forgotten roses. It was all
clear then. The roses were hastily
snatched off and tossed into the water,
and their guilty wearer endeavour-
ed to assume an innocent expression
and hide herself in the crowd.
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Quite in vain, however, for a small
man, in gorgeous uniform, rushed
up with a stern command to stop
apparently, and fiercely demanded
something whieh I affeeted to believe
was my passport. Fortunately the
rest of the party appeared at this
opportunc moment, and, as I pre-
ferred not to explain matters, their
extreme wrath and surprise at find-
ing me in custody so impressed my
captor that he unwillingly retreated.

As the culprit both then and after-
wards maintained a dizcreet silence
about that unlucky bunech of roses,
the rest of the party left Greece with
alively impression of the discourtesy
of the landing officials.

Pireus is merely a modern sea-
port town of thirty-four thousand
inhabitants, interesting to travellers
mainly as being the port of Athens.
Some two thousand years ago they
were connected by twe parallel
walls, each sixty feet high and broad
enough for two waggons to drive
abreast upon them; the object being
to insurc communication, even if a
hostile army occupied the plain.

- ,"'

ro THE  ACROPOLIS, ATHENS. —

% Tith Olypnperon to the left,
Trajan’s Arch in middle

distance.

The towers which were raised on the
wails to serve asdefence were turned
into dwelling-houses as the popula-
tion of Athens gradually inereased.
The two shining lines of steel, which
follow nearly the same road now,
probably attain the same end much
more easily.

We preferred to dvive the five
miles, as the morning was charming,
and we hoped tc get a good view of
the city as we approached it. In that
we were disappointed, getting only
one brief glimpse of the \eropolis,
and losing it immediately upon
entering the west end of the Rue d’
Hermés. This long, narrow, straight
street traverses the city from west
to east; a perfectly commonplace
commerecial thoroughfare, which
might be anywhere for any dis-
tinetive features it possesses. Its
chief merit is that it leads to the
Place de Ia Constitution, a vbeautiful
square, radiantly bright and cheer-
ful, and, as we soon learned, the
centre of the social and outdoor life
of the city. Whenever walking and
sight-seeing became a weariness, as
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A GREER SULDIER IN NATIONAL UNIFORM.

they wili,even in the eity of Athena,
then it was a delight to establish
one’s self cosily in one of our win-
.dows overlooking the square, and
study it at ease. A lovely garden
occupied the centre, its velvet turf
and wealth of snb-tropical foliage in
fine contrast to the white walls
of the Royal Palace, which rise
Jjust beyvond it.

The Palace is a dazzling
pile of white marble. very
Iarge and devoid of ornament
except for the noble row of
Ionic columns with classic
pediment in the front. The
extensive gardens which sur-
round it on three sides, and
which finallymerge
intoasplendid park
of palms, eypress
and stone pines,
were laid out by
the first Queen of
Greeee, who is still
affectionately re-
membered as the
«beautiful \malie
These gardens arc
open to the public

in Greece. 23
on three days in the week, and their
shady walks and scats must be a
great boon in the hot season. Bug
in May the popular resort was still
the Place de la Constitution, and it
presented a very animated seene
after four in the afternoon. Busi-
ness seemed over then, and all elasses
collceted here, in the easy, happy
way they have in the lands of the
South of taking an hour’s innocent
pleasure in the open air.

The square was filled with little
tables and chairs; waiters from ad-
jacent hotels and cafés flitted here
and there serving coffee and sweets;
a military band on the terrace in
front of the Palace playved sweet,
unfamiliar airs that mingled pleas-
antly with the soft murmurs of talk
and laughter, and we admired the
pretty sight from our windows, and
watehed for eurious costumes.

English dress prevailed, especially
amongst the women, but, happily
for lovers of the picturesque, many
of the men retained the national
Albanian costume, and are extreme-
1y vain of it, too, if one might judge
from the self-satisfied air with which
they paced to and fro across the

TEMPLE OF THE OLYMPIAN ZEUS.
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square, the voluminous folds of the
« fustanella,” or kilt, being lifted by
the knee at every step It may have
Lieen simply the effect of the bobbing
w hite skirt, but the gait was ine-
sistibly runny.

It is & dress that affords unlimited
vpportunity for display of culour,
fur, though the tasselled fez is usu-
ally red, and the ballet-like fusta-
nella white, the full-sleeved shirt
may be any light colour; and the
embroidered loose jacket with open
sleeves varies from blue or purple
to crimson, or even black velvet,
according to the wearer’s taste and
puwse. The girdle, garters and leg-
gings are often of bright colours too,
and, with the pointed, rosetted shoes,
make up a curiously brilliant whole.
The extra outer garment varied
greatly, but was most absolutely
incongruous when it took the form
of an English overcoat, which it
frequently did.

The soldier in the cut is repre-
sented with a simple belted uniform
of one colour, but the members of
Royal Guard whom we saw on
duty wore the full white kilt, and
although they certainly carried
their swords and muskets as if they
were used to them, they always con-
veyed the impression of having just
stepped off the stage.

West of the Palace Gardens there
isa wide green plain through which
the Ilossos flows; and here, tradition
says. it reccived the last subsiding
waters of the Deluge. In gratitude
for this deliverance {so the legend
runs). Deucalion the father of the
new race of mortals, built a temple
to Zeus.

The spot was probably looked
upon as sacred to the god, for there
is authentic testimony that, in sue-
ceeding ages three separate attempts
were made to erect a great tempie
here in his honour. These attempts
failed, owing to the changing for-
tunes of those turbulent times; and
it was the Roman Emperor Hadrian,
that prince of builders and art col-

lectors, who completed a splendid
temple, consecrated to the Oty mpian
Zeus about A.D. 130. 1t was the
sceond largest Greek temple known,
333 feet lung and 134 feet broad, and
pussessed more than one hundred
magnificent Corinthian  columns.
Siateen of these are still standing,
and the stately Dbeauty of these
fluted shafts of Pentelic marble that
tower up sixty feet into the clear
air gives some faint conception of
the lofty proportions of the whole
building. They are seen to great
advantage in their isolated position,
with no buildings near to intereept
the view of the boldly sweeping
curves of Mount Hymettes in the
distant background.

But, even while we admire the
Olympeion, our eyes turned always
to the west, irresistibly attracted to
the massive rock that rises preceipit-
ously three hundred feet above the
plain, and bears its crown of marbles
so proudly, even in their desolation.

Our first visit here was in the morn-
ing, but we went again one afternoon
at sunset, when the cool breeze came
softly up from the sea, and the whole
western sky was aglow,

¢ Not as in northern chimes, obscurely
bright,

But one unclouded blaze of living
light.™

The graceful columns of the Par-
thenon stood out in exquisite relief
against a background of vivid gold,
restored to all their perfect beauty
in that transfiguring light, a brief
vision that would henceforth justify
to us its claim to be called «the most
beautiful building in the world.”

Ialf the charm of our wanderings
about Athens came from the fact
that we nceded no guide except a
good map. It was so delightful to
discover things, and to linger over
them when we had found them, in a
manner that no self-respecting guide
would have tolerated.

One of our first discoveries was the
«Choragic monument of Lysikrates,”
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on the eastern base of the Acropolis.
Truth compels the confession that
1 was not certain of the exact shade
of meaning of «Choragic,” but that
did not interfere with my apprecia-
tion of the beauty of the dainty
little marble structure, a miniature
temple in shape, with exquisitely
carved frieze and ornamental roof.
It is so perfectly preserved that it
was difficult to believe it had stood
there fur two thousand vears, that
it Is, indeed. the oldest perfect speci-
men of Corinthian architeciure;
though it is proved by a perfectly
legible inscription which fixes the
date at B.C 335. It was built to hold
the tripod, or prize which Lysikrates
won as choragos in the Dionysian
festivities; and in the palmy davs
of Athens there was a whole street
of these monuments. some of them
bearing sculptures by Praxiteles. 1
have since learned that the choragos

was the person selected by each
tribe to manage the training and
equipment of its chorus, and, as the
rivalry was extremely keen, his
berth was no sincecure. '

Naturally, the next step was to
visit the theatre of Dionysos,—
about ten minutes’ walk,though that
ten minutes took us beyond the last
nouses, vut on the quiet, sunny hill-
side. Ilere we found a great sione
semicirele, following the natural up-
ward curve of the hill in thirteen
sections or “wedges”; an immense
auditorium capable of scating thirty
thousand people. It was in fact cal-
culated to hold the whole male
population of the city, though one
authority says it was divided into
three seetions breadthwise; the lower
for dignitarics and magistrates, the
sccond for the commen people, and
the third (the gods) for women.

It is wonderfully preserved con-
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sidering its exposure to the weather,
and the fact that it was begun in 500
and finished in 381 B.C. Long before
that time there had been a rude semi-
cireular space for the chorus and

a rough wooden stage for the actors,
while the audience made themselves
comfortable on the bare hillside, or
on seats carved one above the other
in its rocky sides. In those days
the play was merely a village mum-

mery or a wild revel in honour of
the wine-loving god who was also
the presiding deity of the drama.

As those crude representations
developed gradually until they cul-
minated in the master-
pieces of ASschylus and
Sophocles,so the theatre
was improved to suit
more refined necds; the
upper seats were cover-
ed with Poros stone, the
lower ones with Pen-
telic marble, which is
even yet spotlessly
white.

The carved marble
seat of the Priest of
Dionysos still occupies
the post of honoar, and
above and behind it are
several others still in-
seribed with the names
of their owners. The
large semicircular or-
chestra, occupied by the
chorus, is intact, but the
altar of Dionysos, which
stood in the centre, has
been removed, and now
stands outside the thea-
tre amidss a confused
mass of broken columns
that once formed part
of its adornment. The
altar is circular and has
a carved garland, and,
still more appropriate,
heads of Silenus repre-
senting different stages
of intoxication.

With merely a pass-
ing glance at the many
other ruins on the way
wec went to the Acrop-
olis. The ascent is
made from the west
side, up long flights of
stone steps to the Propylica or gate-
way, which occupies the whole
upper west iront of the hill, and is
worthy to form the entrance even to
the Parthenon. It is all of Pentelic
marble, and its noble colonnades

TUBATRE OF DIONYSOS, ATHENS,
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with their lofty
pediments in this
commanding posi-
tion might well
entitie it tobe call-
ed «the brilliant
jewel on the front
of the conspicu-
ous rocky coronet
of the Athenian
Acropolis.”

The strongest
emotion  experi-
enced when one
stands for the first
time on the sum-
mit of the Acrop-
olis can scarcely
fail to be one of
profound sadness.
There is, on every
hand, such evi-
dence of wanton
destruction ; and
that, alas! of the
noblest works of
human genins-an
irremediable loss;
for the divine fire
that burned in
Phidias and Prax-
iteles has utterly
gone out, and Is,
apparently to
have no rekin-
dling. It is felt
now that the whole world is inter-
ested in the preservation of these
matchless treasures of art and archi-
tecture; and it is difficult, at this
day, to realize the spirit of ignorant
vandalism which could work such
irreparable loss for the mere purpose
of destroying a few tons of powder.

This uadying infamy belongs to
the Venetians, who shelled the Par-
thenon in September, 1687, and, ex-
ploding the powder stored in it by
the Turks, reduced it to its present
condition. Not content with the
mischief already done, the Venetian
commander tried to remove the
sculptures of the west pediment.
They were let fall by his unskil-

A GREEK PEASANT.

ful workmen and shattered on the
marble steps. One hardly knows
whether to mourn the destruction of
a priceless work of art, or to rejoice
that the robber reaped mno profit.
The whole surface of the Acropolis
is strewn with ruins, mere broken:
bits of marble, for all that possessed
any artistic value have been re-
moved to the museum.

The Parthenon is situated on a
raised platform on the highest point
of ground, appropriately enough in
right of its unrivalled grace and
beauty of form and the unparalleled
richness of its adornment; and also
by reason of its consecration to
Athena, the especial divinity of the
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THE PORTICO OF THE CARYATIDES.

Athenians. Built by Pericles, under
the supervision and with the assist-
ance of Phidias, it was the master-
picee of the golden age of Athenian
art and prosperity.

The present appreciation of the
sculptures which enriched the frieze
and pedimeats, may be inferred
from the fact that the whole unoc-
cupied surface of the Acropolis was
excavated from 1889 to 1890, the
workmen evervwhere going down
to bed rock; and when just at the
close of the work they found a frag-
ment of marble bearing a seulp-
tured head which proved to be a
missing part of the figure of Iris
on the frieze, it was felt that that
alone was a sufficient reward for
the trouble and expense.

A small part of the frieze remains
on the temple—a few slabs are pre-
served in the museum there, all the

rest that®have been found are in
the British Museum in London.
Nearly opposite the Parthenon, on
the north side of the plateau, is ano-
ther temple, the Erectheion. Most
of it is sadly ruinous, except a beau-
tiful portico on the south side, which
derives its name, «the Portico of
the Caryatides” from the six figures
of maidens that serve instead of
columns, to support the roof. They
are graceful figures in straight,
simple draperies, and are full of
vigorous life, all but one, which
is a sculless ecopy in terra cotta of
the original in the British Museum.
We saw it there later, and to our
prejudiced eyes it scemed strangely
out of place—a very forlorn and
purposeless figure indeed ; and the
hope arose that the spirit which re-
turned the bronze horses of St.Mark’s
to their home in Venice might yet
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prevail torestore
this stray mar-
ble maiden to
her sisters on the
sunny Acropolis.

There is a min-
iature temple
built out on a
bastion at the
south-west angle
of the Acropolis,
and here the
sight-seer, who
izsteady of head,
may walk cau-
tiously arouwml
the platform 1o
the west side,
and feast hi=
eyes on one of
the most beauti-
ful views the
world affords. It
wasnotthe pictu -
resque alterna-
tion of land and water,orlovely
heights of «unconquered Sala-
mis” and the wide streteh of
blue sca to the south. All this would
have been beautiful anywhere, but
was a thousand times more charming
here in this wonderful light, so clear,
so all-pervading, so transparent, that
every lovely colqur was intensified
—and then the matehless blue of the
sea which no one who has seen the
Mediterranean can ever forget.

By the time we reached Mars
Hill, on our way down, we were
glad to sit on its rocky side and
rest, while we tried to realize that
our eyes rested on the very build-
ings that the great Apostle to the

A CARYAT.

SPEED

SreeDp on, O year, the time foretold.
By bard and minstrel sung ;
Lead on the coming age of gold,

And give its praise a tongue ;

A GRELK WOMAN,

Gentiles saw when he stood here-
And one, the one he must have faced,
the temple of Theseus, cannot have
changed at all. It is still in per-
fect preservation and hardly shows
a sign of its twenty centuries except
in the vellowish tinge of the marble

We completed our circuit of the
citadel by making our way back to
the west end of the Rue @ Hermds,
and taking a strect-car back to
our hotel, conscious that it was an
anachronism in this city of the past,
but much too tired to be troubled
about consistency.

ON.

So shall dissension’s voice be stilled,
While strife and malice flee,

And carth’s green hills and vales be filled
With sweetest charity.
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A METHODIST STATESMAN—-THE HON. H. H. FOWLER, M.P*

BY W. T. STEAD.

HENRY FOWLER.

In the India Office sits the Right
Hon. H. H. Fowler, M.P., Secretary
for India. On his right hand, look-
ing down upon him from the wall
near the entrance, are a series of ex-
quisite miniature portraits of the
Great Moguls. On his left, from his
capacious leather-covered chair the
Wesleyan solicitor who is member
for Wolverhampton, now exercising
more than all the power of all the
Moguls over a vaster territory than
ever owned their sway, looks out
over the parks and palaces of the
great city which Lord Beaconsfield
rightly declared to be «the key of
India.” A plain, unpretentious,
sturdy,upright,middle-class English-
man, Mr. Fowler in the India Office
is significant of muech, among other
things of the ascendency of the
Black Coat over the Red, of the
advent of the conscientious Noncon-
formist in the very central citadel
of Imperial Power. For although
the Indian Viceroy reigns in India,

the Indian Secretary rules in Down-
ing Street, and unassuming and un-
presumptuous as Mr. TFowler may
appear, he is the last man in the
world to shrink from the necessary
assertion of all the authority of his
office.

But. it is not of Mr. Fowler as
Indian Secretary that I have to
speak, but rather of Mr. Fowler, the
President of the Local Government
Board, and the author of the Parish
Councils Act. As Indian Secretary
he has still to earn his spurs. Mr.
Fowler may or may not be a great
Indian Secretary. Nothing that ean
happen in the future can rob him of
the right to be considered a great
administrative reformer. He was
but a year and a half at the Local
Government Board, but in that
brief period he made his mark in
every parish, in every union, and in
every county of England. In face
of unprecedented difficulties he suc-
ceeded in carrying through Parlia-
ment a measure, conferring for the
firsttime upon all rural householders,
without distinetion of sect, sex, or
station, an equal right to share in
the administration of their local
affairs. France,, Germany, even
Russia, were far in advance of Eng-
land in the recognition of the civil
rights of the rural householders
Out of the midst of this chaos of
anachronism and confusion Mr.
Fowler set himself to evoke order
and system, and to replace the
slightly veiled oligarchy of the
squir¢ and the parson by the
authority of the elected representa-

tives of the whole nation. That he
has succeeded, even his political
opponents admit. How far and

wide and deep will be the effect of
his great measure of Local Govern-

* Abridged from the Review of Reviews.
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ment Reform the future alone can
show. But the Act itself as it stands,
before it has been put into operation
in a single parish, is sufficient to
show the statesmanlike grasp of its
author and the simplicity and con-
sistency of its far-reaching pro-
visions.

Mr. Fowler is one of the typical
men whose character well deserves
the attentive study of the political
philosopher. In typeof mind, in the
serious cast of his thoughts, in his
devotion to books, and his entire
indifference to almost all the amuse-
ments of the average Inglishman,
Mr. Fowler bears considerable re-
semblance to his colleague and
friend, Mr. Morley. The two men
between them have interited the
mantle of John Bright, and upon
them, and almost upon them alone,
has fallen the burden of maintaining
that fervour of moral indignation
which was the distinetive note of the
platform oratory of Mr. Gladstone.
But between Mr. Morley and Mr.
Fowler, these great twin brethren
of the serious politician, there is
almost as great a contrast as there is
a resemblance.

The contrast, however, is superfi-

-cial, the resemblance is essential.

The difference between them is due
almost entirely to their training.
Mr. Fowler, the son of a Methodist
minister, represunts the result of
practical Nonconformist upbringing,
whereas Mr. Morley, the son of a
Lancashire doctor, a graduate of

xford, and a disciple of John Stuart
Mill, is the product of influences
very different from those of the Sun-

-day-school and the -class-meecting.

The one is cast in the mould of the

-conventicle; the other, by nature not

less religious, raver enjoyed the
austere discipline which compels the
young Methodist to close personal
contact and comradeship with the
uneducated poor. A second great
cause of difference between them is
that Mr. Fowler was trained in

amunicipal administration, whereas

Mr. Morley spent his life in the
study. The Nonconformist and the
Mayor necessarily differed widely
from the philosopher and the man
of letters. If Mr. Morley had been
the Mayor and Mr. Fowler the
Saturday Reviewer, the result would
probably have been to equalize the
differences set up by their divergent
religious creeds. But as the philo-
sopher was the littérateur, while the
Nonconformist served a long appren-
ticeship to the municipality, the
difference between them widened.
Mr. Spurgeon once told me that
Nonconformists were all Conserva-
tives by nature, and that it was
nothing but the rankling sense of
injustice occasioned by the Establish-
ment that kept them in the Liberal
ranks. Hence he argued with con-
siderable force that the most Conser-
vative measure that party exigen-
cies could conceive would be the
Disestablishment of the Chureh.
There is no doubt that there is a
strong element of truth in what he
said. As against anarchy, lawless
violence and arbitrary plunder,
Nonconformity is a Conservative
force. The whole training of the
Nonconformist makes him the most
formidable foe of the Jacobin or
Anarchist. He imbibes with his
mother’s milk an invincible pre-
judice in favour of the Ten Com-
mandments, which alone isenough to
make him worthless from the point
of view of the criminal conspirator.
Free from all superstitions as to the
Divine right either of monarchs or
of majorities, and supremely indif-
ferent to the fetish of the law, if
that law happens to be unjust, the
Nonconformist is, nevertheless, un-
able to emanicipate himself from the
constant restraint of his own con-
ception of Justice and of Right.
There are Nonconformists and
Nonconformists, and the name of a
Nonconformist who is also a muni-
cipal statesman naturally recurs to
the mind. Mr. Chamberlain is a
Unitarian, and Mr. Fowler is a
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Methodist, and both of them have
brought the bias and tendency of
their respective seets into polities.
Mr. Chamberlain as a Unitarian is
mere  uncompromising  than  Mr.
IFowler, who although one of the
most liberal of Methodists. is never-
theless the spiritual child of the
Weslevan revival of the last century,
and who by Dbirth and re-birth
svmpathizes more with the estab-
lished order than Mr. Chamberlain.
But both men, despite those ditfer-
encesof detail, are typieal of English
dissent. The sense of rectitude, of
honesty, and of fair dealing which
is more or less ingrained in the
Snglish nature, is made the object
of speceial culture in Nonconformist
Churches; and in these changeful
times oi unrest and of revolution,
the presence in our midst of an ex-
ceeding great multitude trained to
regard their conseience as king,
even in the midst of party strife, is
one of the most important, if not the
most important, of the sceurities
which England possesses against
shipwreek and disaster.

The other great Nonconformist
who obtained Cabinet rank—the
first, indeed. of the three—was Mr.
Bright, and in many resvects he
bore more eonspicuously the niark of
his spiritual up-bringing than either
Mr. Chamberlain or Mr. Fowler.
The three men, however, are suffi-
ciently distinctive in character to be
accepted as among the best types of
the Churches to which they belong.
John Bright the Quaker, Henry
Fowler the Methodist, and Joseph
Chamberlain the Unitarian, con-
stitute a significant addition to the
anks of English statesmanship in
the last quarter of the nineteenth
century. To these may be added
Mr. W. H. Smith, who, although he
became a Churchman, had his char-
acter moulded and his life shaped
in a Methodist home. It is worthy
of note that Mr. Fowler and Mr.
. II. Smith were both members of
Great Queen Street Chapel at a time

when the Rev. Joseph Fowler was
the senior minister of that Cathedral
of Metropolitan Methodism.

Mr. IFowler was not only a Meth-
odist, he was born in the purple.
having been the son of a Mcthodist
minister, and a minister, too, of
sufficient note to occupy the respon-
sible position of sceretary to the
Conference. The son of & Noncon-
formist minister is of necessity born
poor, and enters the world by way
of the school of adversity. Yet it is
noteworthy that in the Cubinet there
are to be found no fewer than three
Ministers who are what in Scotland
would be called «Children of the
Manse.” Lord Herschell, the Lord
Chancellor, was the son of a Congre-
gational minister; Mr. Bryee, Presi-
dent of the Board of Trade, the
grandson of a Presby terian minister;
and Mr. Fowler, the son of a Aeth-
odist minister. Mr. Asquith, al-
though the son of a Congregation-
alist, is not a «Child of the Manse.”
Another characteristic of the pre-
sent Ministry is, that it is composed
very largely of North-countrymen.
In this Mr. Fowler resembles the
majority of his colleagues.

He was born in Sunderland; but
the life of a Methodist minister
being more or less that of a pilgrim
who has no abiding city in any
part of the world, he can hardly
be regarded as a North-country-
man other than by birth. He was
educated at Woodhouse Grove
School, an institution maintained
exclusively for the sons of Wesleyan
ministers ; he afterwards went to
the Newecastle Grammar School, and
finished his school edueation under
Dr. Sharpe, of St. Saviour's, South-
wark. He now sits for the Mid-
land borough of Wolverhampton, of
which town he has been a resident,
and to whose service he has dedi-
cated his life.

The fact that he was not educated
at any of our great public schools
may explain the lack of that keen
interest in field sports and athletics
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which is characteristic of most of our
public men. Mr. Fowler has always
been a man of the study rather than
of the fields. In this respect he is
almost as bad as John Morley, whose
indifference to amusement otherwise
than by meditation, music, and
reading, is notorious. Mr. Bright

as & devotee of salmon tishing;
Lord Spencer is, or was, Master of
the lounds; Mr. Balfour, who has
long been a devotee of golf, is now
learning the delights of cycling,
and there are few among our publie
men who do not take that more or
less keen interest in manly sports
which is a characteristic of the race;
but Mr. Fowler is nowhere so much
at home as in his own library, and
he would prefer a book by his own
fireside in the bosom of his family,
to all the delights of the turf, the
chase, or the field.

From his youth up, young Fowler
was fired by the ambition natural to
a young man in his eircumstances.
It was the dream of his youth to go
to the Bar, and in bhis waking
dreams he aspired to the Woolsack,
which a young man, the son of
another Dissenting minister, was
ultimately to occupy. In mapping
out his future, young fowler calcu-
lated upon graduating at one of our
universities, but the death of bhis
father rendered it impossible for him
to gratify his juvenile ambition. It
was a great heart-break to him—
possibly the disappointment which
he felt the most keenly in his life—
when he had to give up all thought
of a university earcer and all hope
of going to the Bar. Instead of
going to the university and eating
his dinners at Lincoln's Inn, he was
articled to a solicitor; little dream-
ing that when he betook himself to
the lower branch of the legal profes-
sion, that he was destined to be
famous as the first solicitor in Eng-
land who ever entered the Cabinet
of Ier Majesty.

‘Whether assolicitor or as barrister,
it became him to do with his might

3

whatever work lay ready to his
hand, and as young FFowler was a
demon for work, a peripatetic reser-
voir of human energy, he soon made
his way. Ior the cultivation of
readiness of speeeh, self-possession,
quickness of perception of the points
in discussion, there are few schools
more efficient than such a home as
that in which he was brought up,
where public affairs, in the shape of”
the concerns of the local chapel or of
the general Connexion, are continu-
ally being debated, asif they were—
asin truth they are—part and parcel
of the domestic affairs of the house-
hold. Then it came to pass that he
was admitted as a solicitor when he
was only twenty-two, and in time
became a member of the firm of
Fowler, Perks, Hopkinson and Co.,
of Clement’s Inn, and IFowler and
Langley, of Wolverhampton.

FFrom this time onward, Wolver-
hampton became the centre from
which Mr. Fowler was destined to
work. It was not exactly an ideal
Utopia, nor can it be said to be like
another famous city, « the joy of the
whole earth.” It is, however, the
only city in the Black Country
whieh can, even at a distance, vie
with the leadership of Birmingham,
and it has always maintained a
character of its own for indepen-
dence and public spirit. Into the
local life of this Midland capital
young Fowler threw himself with
characteristic energy; he was
elected to the Town Council and
became alderman before he was
thirty, and in 1863, when he was
only thirty-three years of age, he
was elected mayor of the borough.
He was at that time the youngest
mayor in Ilngland.

Mr. Chamberlain in Birmingham,
and Mr. Fowler in Wolverhampton,
cach represents the new and rising
school of municipal statesmen of
whom we have subsequently had a
perfeet nest in the London County
Council. They were the pioneers,
and first familiarized the Dricish
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public with the fact that in our
munic¢ipal life there were opportuni-
ties for the training of statesmen,
certainly not in any way interfering
with the ordinary curriculum of the
diplomatic or military service, from
which in old times cadets used to
pass to the Legislature. Mr. IFowler
admired Mr. Chamberlain, and the
two emulated each other in all good
works; but in one vrespeet Mr.
Towler differed from his Birming-
ham contemporary. The difference
was characteristic of the tempera-
ments of the two men. Mr. Chamber-
lain believed that it was absolutely
necessary to subordinate municipal
life to political partisanship; or, as
he would put it, it was necessary to
use the engine of party governm.ent
in order to regenecrate municipal
life. This, being translated into
practical English, meant that in Mr.
Chamberlain’s day the whole of the
municipal administration of Birm-
ingham was vested in the hands of
the Radicals.

Mr. Fowler, on the other hand,
went upon exactly the opposite tack.
He maintained, as he still maintains,
that it is a mistake to subordinate a
great question of civie government
and municipal administration to the
issues of national polities with which
very often they are very remotely
connected. « Where you find a good
man and a true, a capable man, and
one who is ready and willing to do
good service to his fellow-citizens,
that man,” said Mr. Fowler, «should
be eleeted, all considerations of party
and of sect notwithstanding.” This
principle he always carried out, and
to the strenuousness with which he
has insisted upon regarding local
government as distinet from na-
tional party issues is largely due
the success which has attended his
greatest administrative achievement
—the cstablishment and the passing
of the Parish Councils Act.

Although active in public service,
busily engaged in his own profes-
sion, Mr. Fowler never ceased, nor

has he to this day ceased, to take an
active interest in the welfare of the
great denomination within which
he was born. IIis father, the Rev.
Joseph IFowler, occupied a very dis-
tinguished position in the Connexion.
When Mr. Fowler was a boy it was
quite an established article of faith
in many Methodist circles that there
was something ungodly in political
life, and sueh a portent as the Rev.
Hugh Price Hughes in those days
would have seemed to a very large
number of Methodists nothing short
of an apparition of Antichrist. In
the midst of such a conservative
and reactionary generation, the Rev.
Joseph IFowler shone forth as a pillar
of light. He was a man of educa-
tion, broad views, of unimpeachable
orthodoxy, and such a general fav-
ourite, that after being secretary of
the Conference, he would certainly
have been elected president, but
for his unfortunate and premature
death. It was from him that Mr.
FFowler inherited that stalwart Lib.
eralism that has always distin-
guished bim ever since he first took
part in political life. His mother
came from a Conservative camp.
In the Connexion Mr. Fowler took
his fair measure of denominational
work, and exercised a steady and
constant influence in favour of the
liberalizing of a denomination much
in need of it. Ie represented the
Weslevan laymen. He is perhaps
at this moment the typical Weslevan
layman, and as such took a leading
part in the efforts that had been made
to open the Conference to the laity.
In all religious and moval ques-
tions he has taken a prominent part,
and to him the country owes a debt
of gratitude for the constant man-
ner in which he has supported Mrs.
Butler in her long struggle against
the official patronage and regula-
tion of -prostitution. In England,
and in any other democratic coun-
try which is in a healthy condition,
the manifestation of efficieney in
local administration leads to trans-
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fer sooner or later to the House
of Commons. Mr. IPowler was no
exception to the rule. Although
refusing to subordinate municipal
to national issues, he had always
taken an active part in political
life, and in 1880, when the great
Liberal revival took place which
resulted in the discomfiture of Lord
Beaconsfield, Mr. Fowler was elected
as colleague of Mur. Villiers, the aged
Nestor of Liberalism.

A long practice of public speak-
ing in the town council had given
him fluency and address and a
choice of diction which he turned
to good account in the House of
Commons. His maiden speech on
the Burials Bill and another speech
in favour of the exclusion of the
bishops in the House of Lords at-
tracted the attention of John Bright,
and one or two other speeches on
similar subjects soon led to his re-
cognition in the House and in the
country as one of the coming men
of the party. He devoted himself
with great assiduity to the mastery
of the business of the House, he paid
speeial attention to questions of legal
and local government reform, and
in the discussion of the Irish Land
Act and the Coercion Act, more than
once indicated his readiness on oc-
casion to take up an independent
although strictly friendly attitude
to the Liberal Government. After
being appointed first to serve on one
commission and then on another, he
made his début as a Liberal offizial
by becoming Under-Secretary to the
Home Office in 1884.

In 1885 he was returned at the
head of the poll for Wolverhampton,
and on the re-constitution, in 1886, of
the Liberal party on a Gladstonian
and Home Rule basis, he became
Financial Seeretary to the Treasury,
serving an apprenticeship, in which
he distinguished himself so much
that people began te think he was
certain to be Chancellor of the Ex-
chequer in the next Liberal admin-
istration. When the Home Rule Bill

fell, and Mr. Fowler with the rest of
his colleagues went into exile in the
wilderness ot Opposition, he kept up
his spirits and kept on fighting with
the best of them, his equable spirit
and stalwart resolution being as a
pillar of strength to his colleagues.
Mr. Fowler is an old-fashioned fin-
ancier, and he disapproved of the
financial arrangements of the Free
Education Bill and of the Naval De-
fence Bill. My Fowler’s criticisins
on the Naval Defence Bill were ex-
clusively financial, but he refused
the post Mr. Gladstone had offered
him in the Admiralty on the ground
that he knew nothing about the
Navy, and he has never set himself
up as an authority on subjects of
Imperial defence.

While he was a hard hitter, Mr.
Fowler never hit below the belt, and
has always expressed the greatest
distaste for all personal attacks. No
cause is gained, in his opinion, by
attributing unfair or untrue motives
to thcse who are opposing them.
This attitude of mind is the political
counterpart of his religious stand-
point. Although Mr. Fowler is a
devout Methodist, he has always been
on sympathetic terms with men of
the most diverse religious ereeds.
There is about him nothing narrow.
He has counted amongst his friends
men of so diverse a character as
Canon Liddon, Cardinal Manning,
Archdeacon Farrar, John Morley,
Dr. Dale, and Bishop Fraser. He
has constantiy recognized, both pub-
licly and privately, the fact that his
own party can lay no claim to the
monopoly of all the virtues that exist
in public life. This spirit of tolera-
tion and of sympathetic appreciation
of the differences of standpoint of
his opponents has led some to declare
that he was a Mr. Facing-both-Ways,
who could always be relied upon to
compromise a principle or evacuate
a position which had become incon-
venient to hold. Such are the accu-
sations which intemperate ignorance
always finds ready to hand to hurl
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against practical men who are more
concerned about attaining their end
than upon seeuring triumph for the
particular organization or tacties by
which they have sounght to attain it.

There was no mistake among his
own colleagues as to the nature of tae
apparent disposition to compromise,
and it was nevertheless recognized
in 1892, when the general election
once more placed the Liberals in
office, that Mr. Fowler would occupy
a seat in the Cabinet. Mr. Gladstone
promptly verificd this expectation
by placing Mr. Fowler at the head of
the Lceal (Government Board, with
instructions to take in hand the
passing of the Parish Councils Bill
through Parliament. For this task
Mr. Fowler’s previous training and
equable and well-balanced mind
wete peculiarly qualified; he set to
work at once with a will, and soon
made himself master of the sub-
jeet. As President of the Loeal
Government Board he was at the
head of one of the most important
administrative bodies in the United
Kingdom.

When the great change took place
and Mr. Gladstone handed over the
reins to Lord Rosebery, Mr. Fowler
tock no part in the brief but some-
what fierce intrigues which fol-
lowed. All that he did was to in-
sist that at whatever cost, under
whatever leader, the party must
hold together. Mr. Fowler placed
his portfolio unreservedly at the dis-
posal of his colleagues. «Make of
me what you please, put me where
vou choose. I am recady to be a
hewer of wond and a drawer of
water, if so be that thereby I can
more usefully serve my party.” As
a result of the change of offices that
fallowed. Mr. Fowler became Secre-
tary for India. At first he demurred,
douhting whether the training of a
municipal administrator in the Mid-
Iands was suflicient qualification for
the office which holds the gorgeous
Fast in fee. But his seruples were
overcome, and Mr. 1. II. Fowler

went to the India Oftice, where he
remains at this moment.

A hard worker in the House and
in his office, Mr. Fowler has always
found his best recreation in the
change of work, and such relaxation
as he needs in reading in the bosom
of his family. One who knows him
well sayvs that Mr. Fowler under-
stands most thoroughly how to work,
but unfortunately for him he is ut-
terly ignorant how to play. His
devotion to his study is so great
that he is apt to forget the necessity
for physical exercise and the need
for occasional relaxation. e is as
domestic as Mr. Gladstone. He mar-
ried a d~ughter of Mr. Thornycroft,
a Midlard ironmaster, and his wife
and children have always been his
favourite companions. His son has
acted as his private seeretary, and
both his daughters have shown that
they possess distinet literary gifts.
His eldest daughter has published
a book of poems, “Grave and Gay,”
while his second danghter, confining
herself to prose, has contributed
many charming papers to periodical
literature, dealing chiefly with c¢hild
life.

Such in brief and hurried outline
is the story of the carcer of one of
the most universally respected mem-
bers of the new schoal of Liberal
middle-class statesmen. His life
story is not so romantie, nor is his
personal character as full of light
and shadow as that of some brilliant
adventurers who have climbed from
the lowest rung in the social ladder
to where they were able to swagger
in the foretop of the State. Mr.Fowler
was never quite at the hottom.  lie
may never be quite at the top.
Whether near the bottom or the top,
he was never a swaggerer, and never
could te aceused of any conduct
inconsistent with the character of
a shrewd, cautious, solid, conscien-
tious Englishman, with a passion for
work, inexhaustible, quict, good-
humoured. and quite a genius for
getting his own way.
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MORAVIAN MISSIONS.

BY REV. S. P. ROSE, D.D.

Tue Moravian Church is an object
lesson to all Protestant Christianity
in missionary zeal and liberality.
Mrs. Isabella Bird Bishop is authority
for the statement that the Moravians
<have one missionary out of every
sixty of their members.” The other
Churches of the United Kingdom
have but one missionary out of every
five thousand. Yere Great Britain
equally zealous and sacriticing she
would have two hundred thousand
toilers in the regions beyond, and
spend vearly £20,000,000 in the
worlds evangelization, instead of
the pittance of £1,500,000 which
she now contributes.

Surely a Churech which sets so
illustrious an example to all other
Christian bodies merits a wider re-
cognition and more careful study
and imitation than she has ordin-
arily received. It is impossible to
read the story of her sacrificing toil
and holy triumphs without feeling
the rebuke which her enthusiasm
gives to Protestantism in general.
Nor is it possible to read this story
aright without receiving a fresh
impulse and inspiration to obey
Christ’'s command, “Go ye into all
the world and preach the Gospel to
every creature.”

Irespond very cordially, therefore,
to the request of the Editor of the
MagaziNe that I should write in
these pages on the history of Mora-
vian missions. More thanthe bricfest
outline is impossibie, for the history
of Moravian missions is the history
the Moravian Chureh. The subject-
matter of this article is derived from
a volume of lectures® *One of the
Courses on Forcign Missions, deliv-
ered at the Theological Seminary,
Andover, and to the Theological De-
partment of the Boston University.”

* Moravian Missions, Twelve Lectures
By Augustus C. Thompson, D.D. New

One cannot help rejoicing at the good
fortune of the theological students
who listened to lectures so inspiring
and helpful,nor wishing thatour own
theological sehools might make pro-
vision for a similar course of lectures
before the candidates for the minis-
try of Canadian Methodism.

That we may make a closer ac-
quaintance with the Moravians, or
United Brethren, than most of us
enjoy, it is necessary that we should
journey to Central Europe, where,
fifty miles from Dresden, we shall
find Herrnhut, the denominational
centre of the Church. Herrnhut is a
village of one thousand inhabitants.
We are at once impressed with its
#order, simplicity and neatness,” and
with the “almost Sabbath quiet” that
«pervades the place.” The prayer of
wise Agur secems to be answered in
reference to the villagers, for we
deteet signs of neither poverty nor
riches. Making our way at once to
the Brethren’s house, we enter the
building where the unmarried male
members of the community, some
thirty in number, reside. Here sev-
cral aged and worn-out missionaries
have found refuge. The Sisters’
house is larger and morc preten-
tious. Though we find Brethren’s
and Sisters’ houses we must not sup-
pose that Moravianism encourages
monasticism. No vows are taken
by the inmates of thesc establish-
ments, the liberty to withdraw from
them being carefully guarded.

The articles of. belief to which the
Brethren subscribe are almost iden-
tical with those aceepted by all Evan-
gelical Churches. Dr.Thompson tells
us that ~they eschew the habit of
dogmatizing and do not cultivate
theological acumen. Controversy and
obstrusive speculation on religious
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subjeects they repudiate. . . They do
not accept all the sentiments, and
least of all certain vagaries found in
the writings of Count Zinzendorf.”

The Moravians enjoy the unique
distinetion of being ¢ the only Pro-
testant Church that subsists as an
organic unit throughout the world.”
Presbyterio-Episcopal in its consti-
tution, the affairs of the Church
are conducted by boards, while the
body as a whole is governed by a
General Synod, meeting, at intervals
of about ten years, ia lerrnhat.
The religious life of the Chureh is
said by those who know it well to
realize, in a good measure, “the true
coneeption of primitive Christianity.”
Renouncing worldly vanities, theyv
nevertheless escape the errorvs of
ascetieism. The commonplace duties
and labours of life are made to con-
tribute to spiritual refreshment. The
hidden life is nourished by sacred
song. hymns heing provided for the
Farious experience of life. as “eradie
hymns, hymns for travelling, and.
before the distaff became obsolete,
spinning hymus.”

Their religions serviees are slight-
Iy ritualistie in character, the ritual,
however, bheing  characterized by
brevity and a limited number of
formularies. The chief festivals of
the Christian year are observed, and
besides these, memorial days, com-
memorative of noteworthy events in
their awn ceclesiastical history, are
marked and duly celebrated. The
United Brethren have cver exhib-
ited diligence in providing proper
educational facilities for their young
people.  Notwithstanding the faet
that a good edueation is so general
amone Moravian communities their
contributions tolJiterature have been
comparatively few, arising largely
from the fact that their aim has
bueen the edifieation of each other in
spiritual life rather than the attain-
ment of a vepuiation for scholarship.

The carly life of the Church was
passed amid the flames of persecu-
tion. The history of the Moravian

Society contributes a thrilling page
to the story of martyrology. Sixty
years before Martin Luther nailed
his immortal theses to the door of
the Castle chureh, the persecuted
and proseribed followers of theheroie
Huss assumed the name of Unitas
I'ratrum; the occasion of the aceep-
tance of this denominational title
being «the formal union (1457-60)
between Moravians, Bohemians and
Waldenses.” The union had not been
reached without a knowledge of
the bitterness of persecution; it was
followed by a trial of cruel mock-
ings and scourgings, yea, moreover
of bonds and imprisonments: they
wandered in mountains and in dens
and caves of the earth,” thus earning
for themselves the name of «Pitmen”
or #Burrowers.”

We may not linger over the story
of the baptism of fire which visited
these true-hearted Christians in the
days of the denomination’s infaney.
It is enough to say, that after vari-
ous and fieree trials, in consequence
of which * public Protestantism was
extinguished,” the small remnant
feeding their faith upon the doc-
trines and promises of the blessed
Boek, which was hidden perchance
«in a cellar, in a hole in the wall,
in a hollow log, or in 2t space beneath
the dog-kennel,” and ministered to
by pastors who. at the risk of their
own lives and the lives of their con-
gregations preaclied the truth asitis
in Jesus, led by Christian David, him-
self a convert from Roman Catholi-
cism, found a haven upon the estate
of Zinzendorf. A site was selected,
and here, on June 17th, 1722, the
first tree was felled, and the new
scettlement began, *one hundred
vears after the destruetion of the
old Moravian Church in Bohemia
and Moravia

To thissettlement the name Herrn-
hut, the *Lords Wateh,” was given,
and thither the faithful Brethrenm
made their escape. Here a “Re-
newed Church ™ found its centre of
operations, and from this little vil-
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lage, “an almost invisible point”
on the map of ISurope, a stream
of holy and sacred influences has
issued for which all lovers of righte-
ousness are grateful. Out of much
tribulation, having passed through
the fire of four distinct persecutions,
the Renewed Church was born.

Reference has twice been made to
Count Zinzendorf. lle occupics so
large and influential a place in the
history of the United Brethren that
we must turn aside for a little to
study his personality. Dr. Thompson
foreefully says: «Fivst-rate men ave
a formative power in their times;
second-rate men are formed by their
times. No great movement in society
or in ehurch takes place without a
superior mind to lead and give it
shape” .Judged by this law, Zin-
zendorf undoubtedly belongs to the
cank of «firsg-rate men,” among
whom we may class William the
Silent, Whitefield, the Wesleys,
Howard, Clarkson, and others who
nave become immortal by reason of
their noble deeds and holy lives.

It has been wittily said that he is
a happy man who selects his parents
wisely. Connt Zinzendorf was well
born. He could trace his descent for
twenty generations. The founder of
the illustrious Austrian house from
which the Count sprang was Ehren-
hold. Zinzendorf's grandfather, «for
conscience sake,” left home and
wealth and country and entered the
service of the Elector of Saxony.
Zinzendorf owed much of hi. ¢ .rly
religious training to Baroness Van
Gersdorf, whaose castle was but a
league from Herrnhut, and to whose
ciare he was chiefly left upmn the
occasion of the second marriage of
his mother. The Baroness was a de-
vout and exemplary Christian, and
under the influence of her training
the young Count early developed a
remarkable passion fur picty.

In his school and college days he
exhibited a zeal for godliness, which
though somewhat ascetie, not to say
pharisaicalin character,wasin strong
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and pleasing contrast to the age in
which he lived, and at cighteen he
was so much of a theologian that he
volunteered to mediate between the
contending theological schoois of
Wittenberg and lalle, and but for
the probably judicious action of his
private tutor would have under-
taken a task for which his years
scarcely qualified him. Extensive
travel followed his college life, and
amid its temptations he was not only
kept unspotted from the world, but
constantly exercised himself in all
godliness.

Yielding to the pressure of his
relatives he entered the service of
the King of Saxony, accenting the
position of Justicial Counsellor at
Dresden. Here he lived after the
fashion of Daniel, sternly rebuking
the sins of the dwellers of this mod-
ern Babylon. With the love that
useeketh not her own,” when the
time came to enter formally upon
the possession of his father’s inherit-
anece, he waived his rights to sums
duc on certain of his estates, and,
purchasing Berthelsdorf, became lord
of the manor in 1722. TFollowing
the resignation of his place at Court,
the Count gave himself to good
works. The congregation of United
Brethren, to whom reference has
been made, were regarded by him
as “a parish destined for him from
eternity.” Ilis guiding hand is
traceable in the usages amd spirit
of the early Moravian Church. The
Brethren found their way to his
estate during his absence therefrom,
and were welcomed by him on his
return as the sent of the Lord.

In 1757, Zinzendorf becime their
bishop. The duties of the office were
by no means casy. The fugitive
colonists were of different national-
ties and somewhat conflicting views
and interests. e proceeded much
on the same plan which Wesley
afterward pursued, aiming not at
the organization of a new seet, butat
the gathering together of «little cir-
cles or communities of renewed per-
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sons—ecclesiolw in ecclesia, an Israel
within Israel.” Zinzendorf’s labours
were apostolic in character and ex-
tent. His doctrinal system was more
adapted to arouse the emotions than
to cultivate and satisfy the reason.
The physical sufferings of Christ
were unduly forced into the fore-
front and an infectious fanaticism
ensued. But the period of religious
insanity was only temporary, and
its evils have hecen so successfully
corrected that we may well afford
to forget them.

Every Methodist knows the story
of John Wesley's debt to the Mora-
vians, from whom he received not
only personal quickening, but like-
wise, through his visit to Herrnhut,
the suggestion of practices still ob-
taining amongst us, as for example,
love-feasts and class-meetings. But
Zinzendorf and Wesley were not
intended to work together. Both
were born to rule, and neither could
readily accept the leadership of the
other. Nor is there reason to regret
this. A lesser man thanJohn Wesley,
a «second-rate man,”would havebeen
absorbed by the Moravian Church.
That would have resulted in the
loss of the greater movement out of
which our Methodism was born.

Zinzendorf was a prolific author.
He may also be spoken of, in the
terms of Dr. Thompson, as «the
Charles Wesley of the United Breth-
ren and of Germany in his time.”
Like other great men, leaders in
religious movements, his spirit and
conduct were often misunderstood
and misrepresented.  Baseless lies
were circulated concerning him, but
he maintained throughout the entire
period of his life a sweet, Christian
spirit and temper. Acting under
almost constant excitement, think-
ing quickly and deciding promptly,
disposed to regard obstacles to the
perfection of his plans as foes of
righteousness, he doubtless made
occasional errors and fell into mark-
ed cccentricitics. But he was more
willing to confess and correct his

errors than he was capable of com-
mitting them.

It is natural that we should find
in Count Zinzendorf a man of much
prayer and strong faith. Does God
ever use anyone for the best work
who is not ? The most notable char-
acteristic of his life is his intense,
unfaltering, unquestioning loyalty
to Jesus Christ. Dr. Thompson well
says of him: «Unostentatious in
spirit, his life dramatie, he was the
Protestant Loyola of that day.”

The featur~ of his life in our
present interest centres in his con-
neetion with the evangelistic enter-
prises of the Moravian Church. He
was seized of the missionary spirit
from the very beginning of his
remarkable carecr. At ten years of
age he had formed a sweiety known
as «The Order of the Grain of Mus-
tard Seed.” One of the avowed objects
of this association was «to seck the
conversion of others, both Jews and
the heathen.” While the Almighty
was inspiring this youth with such
genuine and remarkable missionary
spirit, e was likewise preparing
a society of Christian believers to
give effect to the young man’s noble
purposes and longings. The mod-
ern Moses and the later Israel were
brought together in 1722, and Herrn-
hut became «the cradle of missions.”

So possessed was the good Count
of missionary fervour that he made
his marriage contributary to this
great result. In days when the
world's evangelization was not even
a dream to the Church at large, this
man stood loyally by the Master's
marching orders, and led forth a
small company to attempt great
things for the King and in His
name.

The year 1732 is an epochal year
in the history of nations. It gave
birth to the first President of the
United States, George Washington;
to Lalande, the famous Ffrench as-
tronomer; to Haydn, the celebrated
composer. But of no less interest or
importance was the birth of the first
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foreign mission of the Moravian
society. Ten years subsequent to
the formation of the settlement ag
Herrnhut, this poor people, with a
total ecclesiastical population of six
hundred souls, old and young;, estab-
lished their first mission. The first
missionaries werce sent to the West
Indies. The story of this enterprise
reads like a romance. When Count
Zinzendorf was in Copenhagen, upon
the oceasion of the coronation of King
Christian VI, his attendants formed
the acquaintance of Anthony,anegro
servant of Count Lauervig.

Anthony had a sad tale to tell of
the religious destitution of the Afri-
cans in St. Thomas, and was especi-
ally solicitous that his sister should
receive a knowledge of the truth.
Anthony visited Herrnhut shortly
afterwards,and two young men were
independently fired with the desire
$o preach the Word in these regions
beyond. Leonhard Doher, a potter,
and David Nitschmann, a carpenter,
were the young men’s names. Their
finanecial outfit was a tsifle over
three dollars apiece, and their earth-
ly possessions consisted of a bundle
which each of them carried on his
back! So great was their zeal for
souls that they were ready to be-
come slaves that they might preach
the Gospel to those to whom they
believed themselves sent.

Doher and Nitschmann reached
St. Thomas after much effort and
some disappointment. On their
way thither they made influential
friends, among whom was the Prin-
<ess Amelia, of Copenhagen, who
gave them, unasked, money for their
Journey and a Dutch Bible, by means
of which they formed an acquaint-
ance with the language which the
negroes spoke amongst whom they
were to labour. Their message was
received with exceeding joy. The
blacks cliapped their hands with de-
light when they learned that eternal
life was not the special heritage of
the favoured whites.

In apostolic fashion these noble

men sought to support themselves
while breaking to others the bread
of life, Nitschmann by working at
iis trade as carpenter, Joher acting
for & while as tutor to the children of
Governor Gardelin, a position which
he abandoned for conscience’ sake,
as too comfortable and making too
large demands upon his time. That
he might practise self-denial and
prosecute his mission more success-
fully, he aected as watchman on
neighbouring plantations for a year
and four months, the solitary mis-
sionary on the island (his companion
having returned home by previous
arrangement, leaving his small earn-
ings with Doher). One evening, as
he sat by his wateh-fire, three men
stood before him. They had come
from Herrnhut to preach the Word
on that and the neighbouring island
of St. Croix. Doher was recalled
to Germany that he might act as
general elder at Herrnhut.

Opposition to the work soon be-
came pronounced. Intercourse was
forbidden between slaves and mis-
sionaries, the latter being cast into
prison, whither they went singing
triumphantly, « Merey is our guide;
merey prepares the way. Hope opens
the prospect of future bliss. Be firm!
be firm!” Ignorant of the perse-
cution which had been awakened,
Count Zinzendorf arrived at St.
Thomas with reinforcements. His
presence seems to have had a salu-
tary effect, as the missionaries were
liberated the next day. The anger
of those opposed to Christianity was
speedily directed against the Count,
whom they were happily unable to
injure. While engaged in his work
in the West Indies, Zinzendorf wrote
the hymn which John Wesley’s
translation has made so familiar,
beginning—

¢+ Jesus, Thy blood and righteousness.”

We cannot follow the story of mis-
sionary effort on behalf of the Danish
Test Indies at greater length. Per-
secution, misrepresentation, the early
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deaths of devoted heralds of the
cross are recorded; but with these
came great blessing, so that at the
close of the first century 13,339
persons had been admitted to the
communion.

Moravian missions in Jamaica
merit more than the passing men-
tion now possible. The Moravians
were invited to Jamaiea by two
English Christian proprietors. But
though attended by outward cir-
cumstances of comfort the work in
Jamaica was comparatively fruitless
when contrasted with that on the
Virgin Islands. The blessed results
of missionary toil on this island in
preparing the slaves for the eman-
cipation in 1807 must not, however,
be forgotten.

In 1734, mission work was begun
upon the Rio de Berbiee, in Africa.
Amid disheartening opposition and
discouragement the work was prose-
cuted and extended, with wwhatresult
may be judged from the somewhat
recent testimony of a planter, who,
being asked if any improvewent had
been effected by missionary toil, re-
plied: “Formerly we could hardly
procure ropes enough on Monday for
punishing those slaves who had com-
mitted erimes on Sunday, twenty,
thirty and even more being hanged;
but since the (Gospel has been preach-
ed to them, searcely two are hanged
in the whole year, and these, for the
most part, are strange negroes who
have not been long on-the island.”
It should be remembered in this
connection that “not until the third
decade of the present century could
a beginning be made in the work
of negro education,” and when the
wretched condition to which slavery
reduces its victims is Kept in mind,
the value and character of the
work accomplished by the Mora-
vians become more apparent.

The year following the establish-
ment of missions in the West Indies
the Moravian Church pushed out her
labourers into the Arctic regions,
and a mission to Greenland was be-

gun. In 1733, Christian David, « the
leader of emigrants from Moravia,
who felled the first tree at Herrnhut,”
accompanied by two cousins Stach,
set out for Denmark, on their way
to the frozen north. With no earthly
store, and troubling themselves very
little with the question how they
should reach their destination, they
went forward in the name of the
Lord. «How do you propose to
procure food in Greenland ?” they
were asked. « By the labour of our
hands and God's blessing,” was their
heroic reply.

Reaching what an IEnglish ex-
plorer, John Davis, has called the
Land of Desolation, where «the great
ice rivers of Switzerland” are
«dwarfish beside Humboldt’s gla-
cier, which has a breadth of sixty
miles,” whither they had been pre-
ceded by the cultured and faithful
Danish missionary, Egede, from
whom they received a cordial wel-
come, our Moravian heroes began
their work. They proclaimed their
message to men and women to
whom «life is a mere struggle for
existence,” and whom environment
had made phlegmatic, «as if their
constitution had been touched with
frost.” The trials the missionaries
endured are almost indescribable.
When starvation threatened them,
the Iskimos refused to sell them
food. #Your countrymen,” the na-
tives often protested, “must be
worthless people, since they send
you nothing, and you will be fools
if vou stay here.”

In the fifth year of toil and sor-
row, nearly sixteen years after the
arrival of the iirst missionary,
Igede, in Greenland, the first well-
defined instance of conversion oc-
curred. One day a Moravian mis-
sionary, John Beck, is copying out
a translation of the gospels, “ when
a company of native Southlanders
. . . call and wish to know what is
in that book. The story of the
redemptive work of God through
Christ is told, and one of their num-
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ber, Kaiaruak, accepts the salvation
thus presented. I'rom that hour the
work made progress, until in 1881
the native membership reached the
noble number of 1,545. Well has
William Cowper sung of Moravian
courage and faith as exhibited in
the planting of these mission fields :

¢ Fired with a zeal peculiar, they defy
The rage and rigour of a Polar sky,
And plant successfully sweet Sharon’s
rose
On icy plains and in eternal snows.”

TheMoravians were equally heroie
and prompt in the establishment of
missions in Labrador. The triumphs
of the Gospel amongst the dimin-
ishing people of this sterile region
have been marked. In 1763, owing
to the cruelty of the Eskimo pirates,
navigation was unsafe along the
Labrador coast, and no Europeans
dared to pass a night among the
natives. Now hospitality charac-
terizes the people, who have been
transformed from savages into Chris-
tians. No longer are the aged and
infirm put to death, but are cared
for with true-hearted love.

We have left ourselves nospace to
tell the story of Moravian missions
to the North American Indians. In
the cpochal year in missionary an-
nals, 1734, a mission to America was
decided upon. That from so small
a Christian community, in the very
heart of far-away Germany, men
should come to this continent to res-
cue the perishing red men is surely
somecthing to remember, and to
rebuke the indifference and languor
of modern and wealthy religious
bodies in our own time. The first
American mission was established
in Georgia, wvhence the Brethren
were driven by the military unrest
of the province and the pressurc
brought upon them to bear arms, in
direct opposition to their cherished
principles. Withdrawing to Pennsyl-
vania, the Moravians, strengthened
by reinforcements from Herrnhut,
carried the good news of salvation
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to the nations of different sections of
the country, rewarded by success in
soul-winning, and opposed, as such
valiant soldiers of Jesus Christ are
sure to be, by the emissarics of the
kingdom of Satan. It is a singular
commentary on present day tol-
erance that the Assembly of New
York passed an Act intended for the
suppression of the Moravians and
other “vagrant teachers among the
Indians” Such convineing testi-
mony was given, however, to the
happy results of the labours of the
Brethren, that the British Parlia-
ment felt ealled upon to interfere in
defence of their liberties.

One name, sadly unfamiliar even
to those toierably aequainted with
the literature of missions, deserves
to be held in lively remembrance
by all by whom truth and love and
heroism are ecounted noble things,
the name of David Zeisberger, “the
Jobn Eliot of the West, the Apostle
of the Delawares.” 1t was in Bethle-
hem, Pennsylvania. that this native
of Xastern Bohemia was smitten
with conviction of sin and found
peace in believing. Ilis conversion
was acecompanied by his consecra-
tion to the work of the world’s evan-
gelization. Having mastered the
tongue of the natives, for whose
salvation he was to toil, he «was
adopted by the Iroquois, and en-
rolled in the clan of the Turtle;
afterwards was also naturalized by
the Monseys.” Receiving from Count
Zinzendorf the appointment of per-
petual missionary to the Indians of
America, Zeishberger gave himself up
without reserve to his work. Never
was apostle more fully consecrated.
Whither his flock travelled he went,
enduring severe hardships and re-
fusing to receive the very modesst
stipend which the Meravians were
accustomed to pay their faithful
laborers.

In addition to his almost ceaseless
effort on behalf of his adopted peo-
ple he rendered valuable service as
government interpreter, and was
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instrumental! in preventing at least
one Indian war. He did good work
as an author, contributing materi-
ally to «the development of the
Delaware language and the Onon-
daga dialeet of the Indians.” He
reached the great age of cighty-
cight, having spent sixty-two years
in missionary toil. Great peace
triumphed over great pain in his
last hours. The adult Indians of
Goshen, «the last Indian town
founded by Zeisberger,” where his
later years were spent, sang songs
of triumph by his bedside, and when
they knew that he was dead, sobbed
aloud. Dr. Thompson well says of
him: « Estimating a missionary by
the courage, skill, devotedness and
perseverance shown, and by the pri-
vations enduaed, David Zeisberger’s
name is entitled to a place of honour
among those who head the long roll
of evangelical worthies.”

I must, unwillingly,omit all refer-
ence to the missions of the Brethren
to_South Africa, Australia and Cen-
tral Asia. Neither may I dwell upon
the characteristies of their work, but
close this inadequate sketch in the
words of Dr. Thompson, to whose
charming and inspiring lectures I
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renew my expressions of obligation
for the facts here given:

If all Protestant Churches had been
equally devoted, equally enterprising, for
the last century and a half. not an un-
evangelized man or woman would now
remain on carth. The stream has been
small, but unfailing and pure, and it has
fertilized mauny a desert. Other com-
munions have here ‘a little sister’ who
hath done what she could ; the perfume
of her alabaster box hath filled the
house ; the possibilities of poverty and
paucity of members have been demon-
strated. This quiet fidelity in mission-
ary toils bas been a silent rebuke and a
stimulus to Protestant Christendom ; it
has been a noiseless and not fully acknow-
ledged motive-force in the subsequent
endeavours of other communions in be-
half of the heathen. But what one of
them in modern times has exhibited such
enfranchisement from self-secking and
such persistent loyalty to Christ’s final
order? Is there not urgency upon us
too? Let the dead of the past and of
the present bury their dead. Would that
at the head of every great division of the
sacramental host there might be a sanc-
tified Barbarossa! Marching for the re-
conquest of Jerusalem, word comes to
him that his son is dead, ¢ Woe to me !’
cries the monarch; ‘is my son dead?’
And tears course down his beard, ‘My
son is slain, but Christ still lives! For-
ward then, soldiers, march 1’”

THOUGHTS.

BY LILIAN GREY.

Ler us walk softly, friend ;
For strange paths lie before us, all untrod ;
The New Year, spotless from the hand of
God,
Is thine and mine, O friend !

Let us walk straightly, friend ;
Forget the crooked paths behind us now,
Press on with steadier purpose on our brow,
To better deeds, O friend !

Let us walk gladly, friend ;
Perchance some greater good than we have
known
Is waiting for us, or some fair hope flown
Shall yet return, O friend !

Let us walk humbly, friend ;
Slight not the heart’s-ease blooming round
our feet ;
The laurel blossoms are not half so sweet
Or lightly gathered, friend !

Let us walk kindly, friend ;
We cannot tell how long this life shall last,
How soon these precious years be overpast ;
Let love walk with us, friend.

Let us walk quickly, friend ;
Work with our might while lasts our little
stay,
And help some halting comrade on the way ;
And may God guide us, friend!
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MIND STRESS*

BY DR. DANIEL CLARK,

Superintendent of the Asylum for the Insane, Toronto.

TuE civil engincer will give the
weight necessary to break down a
beam of wood, iron or steel, if the
size and Kkind of each is given. In
other words, he knows from experi-
ence the resisting power of varions
materials. It is a somewhat analog-
ous law whieh exists in respect to the
capacity of the brain to preserve its
integrity against all kinds of phy-
sical and mental strain. These
powers on the one hand and the
brain tension on the other could be
absolutely formulated as in mechan-
ics, were all the conditions as well
known. These varied forms of
stress may come in the form of
physical disease of the brain itself;
from indireet bodily disease in dis-
tant parts, or through mental trouble
such as worry, fear, emotional
shock or any form of mental excite-
ment and consequent exhaustion.
Each brain, in respect to resistance,
is a law unto itself, but it is sub-
servient to this general condition.
One may be robust and full of
vigour, hard to tire and soon rested.
Another may be feeble and languid,
with the recuperative encrgies slow.
The former might have, in an
analogous way, the vitality and
strength of the oak or the elasticity
and durability of steel; and the
latter only the weak fibre of the
bass-wood or the pliability of iron.

The organ of the mind, when
healthy and naturally strong, is
capable of a large amount of stcady
work, but each person must gauge
the tension upon his own brain by
the effect produced daily in its work-
ing. It will soon throw out signals
of distress when overs trained. In
this age of tireless and sleepless

* Reprinted by permission from advance
sheets of Dr. Clark’s new work on ** Mental

energy, with sharp competition in
all the walks of life, many a man is
like the engineer who is running a
twanty horse-power steam engine at
twenty-five or thirty horse-power.
The tear and wear will be tenfold
that which would take place from
normal work, just as running a mile
expends more energy than would
walking five miles.

In the young and vigorous the
unusual demand may not always
immediately show malign results;
but as the years go by, and the
vital powers have reached the
maximum of activity, or it may
be, by lapse of time they are on the
decay, then nature has its revenge,
because of the violation of its laws
in early life, as it never shows pity
to the transgressor.

Early or late the warning comes
in onc of many ways: It may be
by want of sleep, by a fecling of
fatigue when little or no work is
done, by mental lassitude and in-
capacity, by a feeling of goneness in
the body and a lack of power of
concentration of thought, by waning
memory, lowness of spirits and defee-
tive appetite.

In short, body and mind are at
the ebb, and are going downwards
and outwards « beyond the bar.”

Nature has its penalties inflicted
for violation of law, often long aiter
the infraction. The fast young man
begins to know this in middle life,
when the exccutioner has overtaken
him. The brilliant student may so
eai up his vital reserves in college
spurting as to shackle his mental
vigour in after life. The business
man, immersed in mental strain
beyond his calibre, may sec no loss

Diseases,” to be issued by the \IL(])O(IISL
Publishing House, Toronto.
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of vital elasticity for years; but the
day is sure to come in many such,
when the warning cry is too late.
A man finds, to his consternation,
that in middle life his energy is
flagging. He puts on an extra
cffors to make up for mental weari-
ness, and thereby intensifies the evil.
In lhis sleeplessness he hears the
clock strike all the hours through-
out the darkuness of a seemingly
endless night. e rises in the
morning unrefreshed, and possibly
with a tinge of low-spiritedness.
The appetite is impaired, and an
otherwisc equable temperament has
become irritable, and brooks little
opposition. Business, in which he
formerly took a delight, has become
a bore. By noon mental exhaustion
sets in, as the brain has not procured
its usual rest, nor the great nerve-
centres their well-digested pabulum.
IIe was a social man, but now he
has no zest for the company of
relatives, friends or companions as
he once had, and he is himself
annoyed at his hermit desires.
Intense introspection takes place,
and even ordinary feelings of body
are magnified into monsters of dis-
ease. His mind is centred on self;
and, try as he may to divert his
attention objectively, the pendulum
of thought will swing back to the
morbid point with aggravating per-
sistency. IIe feels and struggles
against this pelting from the first
drops of the coming mental storm,
and often successfully, but if this
condition intensities, then is the
borderland of insanity reached.
Delusions usually set in, and al-
though the patient knows them to
suclh, yet they may dominate his
actions to some extent.- A good
business man avoids Victoria Street,
because he has the idea that soimne
calamity may happen to him on it.
He knows the morbid fear is absurd ;
nevertheless, to quiet the perturbed
fecling, he avoids the street. An
intelligent professional man,actively
engagell in his daily work, cannot

sleep in a detached house, because
he has the notion that it may blow
down in the first gale. He feels
sccure in a tencment house, and, at
the same time, laughs at the ab-
surdity of his fears.

A commercial traveller dreads to
ride upon a well-built and well
equipped branch line of railroad,
and is in a nervous condition of
alarm when he is compelled to travel
on it. He has often gone many
miles round to avoid it. Ile states
he can give no reason for the pos-
session of this unreasonable faney,
yet it has remained with him for
years. A woman who is fond of
shopping indulges in it as a recre-
ation, but never goes into one large
store in this city, where she could
feed her propensity to the utmost,
because she has a fear of the ceiling
falling down about her ears. The
heavy pillars of support and the
solidity of structure have no in-
fluence on this dread.

Scores of analogous cases might
be cited; but, in all is found a sub-
stratal condition of nerve starvation,
accompanied by a general sense of
ill-being. Strange to say, the ab-
surdity of the delusions is seen, yet
they dominate and controlindividual
action. Such men often struggle on
for years in this unsatisfactory
condition, if insanity should not
intervene, until middle life is
reached ; and at this trial epoch for
men, as well as for women, we often
see premature old age set in as the
first step of senile decadence. «The
pith and moment ” of vigorous man-
hood are waning. The capacity for
entering into new enterprises with
the vim, judgment and discretion of
carlier years is very much weak-
ened. In short, the grip of mental
life is being loosened prematurely
because of undue mental strain
throughout a previous period of
abnormal energy, and, it may be, of
exceptional trial.

It is often the case—especially in
commercial cireles, in industrial




Mind Stress. 47

centres and in professional routine
work—rthat, as life advances, the
demands upon time and upon mind
increase rather than diminish. The
work enlarges and becomes more
complicated ; and, as a result, the
busy man-—who locked forward at,
say, fifty-five years of age, to retire
with a competency—may have the
riches he coveted, but has not the
opportunity nor even the desire to
seek quietude and rest. We too
often forget that the life.work of a
citizen becomes, by repetition, to
him a second nature, and, therefore,
he has no enjoyment but in doing
that work until hissun has set, or at
least until the gradual decay of old
age has made him lose his former
interest in mundane things. As
someone has well said: «He may
have something to fall back upon,
but nothing to fall back to.”

Of course, there are exceptions to
this law of life. Many brains of
fine and tough structure luxuriate
in great activity. To such labour is
life, and the tireless capacity of such
exceptions is often astonishing ; but
the masses of ordinary men are not
thus endowed. As a rule, the
educated brain has more endurance
and more rebound to it, like a steel
spring, than has that of the ignorant.
By the educated is meant not simply
the college-stuffed brain, but any
organ of thought which has been
trained in the school of experience,
and has been the recipient of wisdom
from all sourees of information.

The higher organization has in it
greater recuperative power than has
the less complex nerve centre, just as
have the skilled rower’s or pugilist's
arms, by training the muscles of the
body, more power than have those
of the clerk or clerie, who needs no
great muscular development in his
daily work. It is also true that
unless these athletes are over-
strained, their muscles will recover
from injury and disease more readily
than those of .their more flabby
fellow-eitizens.

This law of repair is also seen in

the percentage of recoveries among
the insane, wise and ignorant. It is
true there is little insanity among
savages, but the reason of this ex-
ception is obvious. The mental
strain is little, and the indolence of
such, especially in the tropics, leads
rather to mental inertia than to mor-
bid exaltation. Their happy-go-
lucky mode of life is in striking
contrast to that of the seething,
struggling masses of Christendom.

It is easy to propose a remedy.
We say to such, “Take life easy.
Do not worry. Be content.” The
answer is: « We cannot. On the
farm, at the counter, in the shop, in
the professions, on sea and on land
we must push our varied interests
to the utmost or we will come to
ruin. Keen competition, low prices
for work and its products, the
additional demands of a social kind
or of a public kind which have
come in with our civilization, all
compel toil of brain or hand, or
both, from which there is little
cessation until life closes, or, it may
be, reason is dethroned.”

‘This indietment against them-
selves is true; and, as a rule,
myriads of such perish mentally,
and, what is even worse, before the
eclipse comes add in their children
to the great army of defectives, who
now swarm in every land and every
clime. Iven the mentally great of
the earth have seldom equally
famous descendants, because genius
burns out the superabundant energy,
and conscquently has no such
bequeathment as a legacy to descen-
dants. Here is where heredity
shows its baneful effects, which are
working untold woe in all com-
munities.

Health Boards chase the mierobe
to his lair and seek his destruction.
They charge the plumber with cul-
pable homicide because of his bad
work. They wage war against filth
and foul air. They throttle endemics
and epidemies, and face the various
scourges which march by sca and
land with germicides, antiseptics,
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fire and water. It is well; but the
more insidious mental diseases
which produce a most deplorable
condition in the tens of thousands of
our fellow-beings, to which death
itself is a relief, are never thought
of, except by a few, and these are
only voices crying in the wilderness.
Prevention is better than cure, yet
at present we are, so to speak, pick-
ing up human fragments at the
bottom of a preeipice, but have no
danger signals at the brink. Health
Primers on the baleful effects of
secret vices; on heredity; on un-
suitable marriages from a health
point of view; on the active and
predisposing causes of insanity; on
the cvil effects of mental strain, and
such like, would be of invaluable
benefit to the community. Many of
these human ills are preventable, but
about the consequences, of which so
many arec ignorant, because of a
silly sentimentality among those
who are qualified to instruct, little
is known by the people.

There is a natural desire in those
thus afflicted to secek relief. Unfor-
tunately, many such find it, tempor-
arily, in the use of some form of
spirituous liquors. The fleeting
paralysis of body and mind induced
thereby gives comfort for the time;
but the effect has to be kept up,
else more profound trouble than ever
supervenes. The end is often a state
of chronic aleoholism and final
collapse. Some seek relief from this
thraldom of mind-pain by the use
of opium, morphia, chloral or some
other such seductive drug. The
constant use of such drugs ends in
mental enfeeblement or insanity,
and in such wreeks of humanity is
seen the most deplorable afiliction
of a living death. It is forgoiten
that, in the struggle through life,
nature is ever fighting towards
recovery in disease or under any
untoward circumstances. As a con-
dition towards health, it is handi-
eapped by anything which lowers
the vitality or prevents recuperation.

This is especially true when stupefy-
ing drugs arc used to produce so-
called sleep in insomnia. Natural
sleep is replaced by stupor. The
appetite is interfered with; hence,
insufticient food. Good digestion is
followed by dyspepsia, mal.assimil-
ation of food, mal-nutrition and the
nervous debility intensified. Under
such drug influence remedial mea-
sures are impotent. Wholesome
food, cleanliness, good air, exereise
and short hours of mental work are
«Love’s Labour Lost,” yet they are
our sheet.anchor in all such cases.

At this stage the cure-alls are
eagerly sought after. Drowning
men ecateh at straws. The seductive
pamphlet, full of testimonials of
wonderful cures; the flaming false-
hoods in the secular and religious
press, which promise almost to raise
the dead; the wonderful golden
promises to cure evil habits by
injections of paralyzing nostrums
into the body; the insane teachings
that discase is only a4 mental fan-
tasy; the equally nonsensical belief
that faith aloae can cure all human
ailments, but cannot set a broken
leg nor restore to their right minds
the insane, the most pitiful of all
God’s creatures, nor lessen by one
the inmates of the Home for the
Incurables—have their day.

Credulity cannot be fully eradi-
cated from the minds of men as
long as a belief in all human testi-
mony exists. The distress is pre-
sent, and the possibility of immediate
cure is so seductive, when accentu-
ated by so many who affirm that
such-and-such mixtures, extracts,
pills or liniments have done wonders
in similar cases. The fundamental
law of our nature is forgotten,
namely, that all humanity can do
with its best remedies is simply to
stimulate the master-builder into
activity, to repair the waste places
and to furnish him with the suitable
material to build up the body or to
carry away the dead tissues by the
excretories.
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BROWNING'S SAUL.

BY PROFESSOR A.

Victoria

Turs poem is a daring but not
irreverent attempt to describe the
feeling and thought of a man
exalted by the spirit of prophecy.
It is one of many poems that cannot
be called lyrie, epie, or dramatie, in
the common sense of the words. It
is not his own experience that the
poet tells as in a lyric poem, bust he
enters in imagination into the soul of
another, thinks, feels and wills with
that other, and interprets it all to us.
Much of Browning’s best work is of
this kind—work it is that shows his
masterful imagination and his deep
broad sympathy with all sorts and
conditions of men. In the poems of
Wordsworth and Byron we find
everywhere just Wordsworth and
Byron, the pensive reflection and
diseiplined will of the one, and the
passion and self-will of the other.
In Browning, as in Shakespeare, the
mirror is held up to the widest
extremes of human nature, and all
the strangest forms are bodied forth.
In Shakespeare and the drama
proper it is largely by action that the
spirits are revealed, but in Browning
the action is subordinate to monolo-
gue and other devices by which the
reflections, feelings and motives are
made to pulse and throb before us.

In the two poems, Caliban upon
Setebos, and Saul, we have Brown-
ing’s conception of how the spirit
feels after God from the lowest to the
highest stage of development. In
Caliban we have the groping of a
creature less than human, one who,
as Coleridge puts it, « has the dawn-
ings of understanding without reason
or moral sense.” In the prophecy
of David to Saul we have the
ecstasy of the'man after God’s own
beart, when the goodness of the
Lord is seen to pass before him.

4

. REYNAR, LL.D.,

University.

David is telling of his strange
experience as he ministered to Saul.
The evil spirit had come upon the
King—a spirit of melancholy and
despair. For three days he had
remained alone in his inner tent,
and no one had ventured to go
unbidden to his presence. Says
Abner:

‘“Not a sound hath escaped to thy servants
of prayer nor of praise,

To betoken that Saul and the Spirit have
ended their strife,

And that faint in his triumph the monarch
sinks back into life.”

Now, however, the King's fol-
lowers welcome David, who comes
up from his flocks in answer to the
call sent three days before. Abner
exclaims:

““Yet now my heart leaps, O beloved!

God’s child, with his dew,

On thy gracious gold hair, and those lilies
still living and blue

Just broken to twine round thy harp strings,
as if no wild heat

Were now raging to torture the desert.”

David immediately attempts the
relief of the King. With a prayer to
the God of his fathers he passes the
folds of the outer tent, and gropes
his way over the mid-space to the
second enclosure. With another
prayer he passes into the darkness
of the inner tent, and in all the
fearlessness of goodness he says,
« Here is David, thy servant.” There
is no voice in reply, and he can see
nothing as yet but the blackness.
When his sight is adjusted t¢ the
gloom he descries: . - \ ’
¢ A something more blo.ck than the black:

ness, the vast, the upright
Main prop which susluins the pavilion ; and

slow into sight
Grew a figure agaiust it, gigantic and
blackest of all,

Then a sunbeam that burst through the
tent-roof showed Saul !” " ,
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Tt is Saul in his agony, standing
‘there “drear and stark, blind and
dumb.”  David now tunes his harp
and tries the power of music to
restore the King. e plays a series
of tunes expressing the joys of life
and ascending by degrees from the
lowest plain of the sensuous life to
the highest plain of consciousness
and spirituality. Iixperts tell us
that in the normal decay of our
powers we lose first what we had last
acquired, and so on in regular order
till we arve left where we first
began, living but not conscious, then
life iwself” departs and we return to
dust. In his strange malady Saul
seems to have passed far down this
path of devolution, and in the
revival of his powers of soul and
mind Browning has David take the
order of their first development.
The quickening forces of musie are
first applied to the feclings of sensu-
ous comfort and joy, as Saul knew
them in his early years:
¢ Aud 1 tirst played the tune all our sheep

know, as one after one,

Ko docile they come to the pen.door till
folding be done;

They are waite and untorn by the bushes,
for lo, they have fed

Where the long grasses stifle the water
within the stream’s bed <

Aud now one after one seeks its ladging, as
star follows star

Iuto cve and the bluc far alhove us—so blue
and so far !

Next come tunes with power to
attract and excite and charm the
feelings. By these David would win
the soul of Saul to trust and cffort
and thoughe:

¢ Then the tunc f-r which quails on the
cornland will each leave his mate

To 'y after the player; then. what makes
tl+ crickets clate

Till Yer bolduess they fight one another:
«nd then what Jdhas weight

To set the quick jerboa a-musing, outside
his sand honse—

There are none such as he for a woader, half
bird and half mowise ™

David now chaunges his harp once
more and lures the spirit of the
King away from the sensuous and

instinetive up to the higher plain of
social sympathy and aciivity :

*“ When hand
Grasps at hand, eye lights eye in good
friendship, and great hearts expand
ml“}' grow one in the sense of this world’s
ife.’

The music now recalls the giad-
ness and the pathos of the bridal
and the tomb, and now it vibrates
to the shout of battle and swells to
the song of praise.

At last comes the first sign of the
returning consciousness of Saul :

““ But I stopped here : for herc in the dark-
ness Sanl groaned.

And I paused, held my breath in such
silence, and listened apart:

And the tent shook, for mighty Saul
shuddered : and sparkles 'gan dart

From the jewels that woke in his turban, at
once with a start,

All its lordly male sapphires and rubies
courageous at heart.

No the head : but the body still moved not,
still hung there ercct,

Aud 1 bent once again to my playing,
pursued it unchecked.”

Rising 1>w above the sensuous
life and above the social life, the
singer stimulates the mind of Saul
by strains that suggest the highest
satisfaction of the personal life, the
apture of abounding and trium-
phant power. Ile would make the
King feel again « how good is man’s
life” IIe reecalls the exultation of
conseious will and mastery from its
lowest to its highest forms. First
are the praises of the physical life:

«Oh, our manhood’s prime vigour ! No
spirit feels waste,

Not a muscle is stopped in its playing nor
sinew unhraced.

Ob, the wild joys of living ¢ the Icaping
from rock up to rock,

The strong vending of bows from the fir-
tree, the cool silver shock

Of tue plunge in a pool’s living water, the
hunt of the hear,

And the suitriness showing the lion is
couched in his lair.

And the meal, the rich dates yellowed over
with g dd dust divine,

And the locust flesh steeped in the pitcher,
the full draught of wine,

And the sleep in the dried river-channel
where bulrushes tell

That the water was wount to go warbling so
softly and well.
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How good is man’s life, the mere living !
how fit to employ

All the heart and the soul and the senses
forever in joy !”

The music now changes again,
lifting the spirit of the King to a
higher plain, and filling him with
memories of his growing powers and
successes as a soldier and statesman :

«Till lo, thou art grown to a monarch, a
people is thine ;

And all gifts which the world offers singly,
on one head combine !

On one head, all the beauty and strength,
love and rage (like the throe

That awork in the rack, helps its labour
and lets the gol.! go),

High ambition and deeds which surpass it,
famé crowning them—all

Brought to bluze on the head of one creature
--King Saul t”

Atthesound of hisnamethus glori-
fied Saul comes to himself, and the
deadening weight of his despair
falls from him as the last mass of
winter's snow falis suddenly from
the mountain-side in the warmth of
spring:

- One long shudder thiilled

All the tent till the very air tingled, then
sank and was stilled

At the King’s sclf left standing before me,
rcleased and wware.

What was gone, what remained? Ail to
traverse "twixt hope and d- spair,

Death was passed, life had come: so he
waited.”

The recovery, so far, is only
partial. The light of consciousness
and reason is in his eves again, but
it isas the light of pallid sunsets in
Autumn. David asks himself :

¢ Wha: spell or what charm

(For a while there was trouble within me),
what next siould I urge

To sustain him where song bhad restored
him ?—sang tille A to the verge

His cup with the wine of this life. pressing
all that it yiclds

Oi mere fruitage, the strength and the
beauty : bevond, an what fields

Glean a vintage mare potent and perfect
to brighten tac eye

And bring bleod to the life, and commend
him the cup they put by ?

He saith * It is good *; still he drinks not :
he lets me jraisc life,

Gives assent, vet would die for his own
part.”

Life, the mere living, does not
satisfy. Then David remembers the
dreams of life that he had dreamed
on the pasture, the best rules and
right uses of life, and all the rich
fruits it might bear, and he sings
once more:

““Thou dost well in rejecting mere
comforts that spring
From the mere mortal life held in common
by man and by brute :
In our flesh grows the branch of this life,
in our soul it bears fruit.”

To the lips of Saul he now offers
not life only, but the very wine of
life. He is led to think how his
deeds and his spirit will tell on the
life and spirit of his people to count-
less generations:

“Every flash of thy passion and prowess,

long over, shall thrill

Thy whole people, the countless, with
ardour, till they too give forth

A like cheer to their sons, who in turn fill
tiie south and the north

\\'i?h,thc radiance thy deed was the germ
o ')

Even death would set no term to
the glory and blessing of his name
and power. The records of the
tomb, and of the rock’s naked face,
and of tablets of cedar, and of rolls
of papyrus, would give to unborn
generations their due and their
part in the being of Saul, the first of
the mighty. Let him, therefore,
thank God and rejoice in his life.

The spirit of the King revives
under this mnoble song, and he
resumes his old motions and habi-
tudes kingly. Leaving his attitude,
so rigid and crect, he reclines on
the pile of bhis armour and war-
cloak till the sweet singer has ended
his song. David looks up to know
if the best he ould do had brought
solace :

“*He spoke not, but slow
Lifted up the hand slack at his side, tili he
laid it with care
Soft and grave, but iz mild settled will on
my brow : through my hair
The large fingers were pushed, and he bent
back my head, with kind power—
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All my face back, intent to peruse ic, as
wen do a flower.

Thus held he me there with his great yes
that scrutinized mine—

And oh, all my heart how it loved him!
but where was the sign ?

1 vearned—<could I help thee, my futher,
inventing a bliss,

I would add to that life of the past. both
the future and this ;

1 would give thee new life altogether, as
good, ages hence,

As this moment—had love but the warrant,
love's heart to dispense.””

With this yearning of neart over
the King, a new light came to the
spirit of David. He had sought
for the mind and will of God as
revealed in nature and in the spirit
of man, and the search had been rich-
1y rewarded. His own knowledge
had helped him to some apprehension
of the Divine wisdom. 1Iis own
forethought had let him .ato the
secret of the Infinite Care. Each
highest faculty in him that had
striven after God had opened his
eyes to some new perfection in the
Eternal. But when now he seeks
after God iv the light of the noble
human love that would give all and
do all for the King, his spirit, before
aglow, now bursts aflame, and his
eves are opened to Eternal and
Redeeming Love.

“* Would I fain in iy impotent ycarning do
all for this man,

And dare doubt lie alone shall not help
him, who yet alone can !

*¢ See the King, I wonld help him but cannot,
the wishes fall through.

Could I wrestle to raise him from sorrow.
grow poor to enrich,

To fill up his life, starve my own out, I
would—knowing which,

I know that my service is perfect. Oh,
spesk throngh me now ¢

Would T sufler for him that I love? So
wouldst thou - so wilt thoun !

So shall crown thee the topmost, ineffablest,
uttermost crown—

And thy love fill infinitude wholly, nor
leave up nor down

One spot for the creat::r: to stand in! It
is by no breath,

Tuin of eye, wave of hand, that salvation
joins itsue with death !

Asthy loveis discovered almighty, almighty
be proved

Thy power, that exists with and for it, of
being beloved !

He wito did most, shall bear most; the
strongest shall stand the most weak.

"lis the weakness in strength that 1 cry
for ! my flesh that I seek

In the godhead! I seek and 1 find it. O
Saul, it shall be

A face like my face that receives thee ; a
uian like to me,

Thou shalt love and be loved by, forever:
a hand like this hand

Shall throw open the gates of new life to
thee ! See the Christ stand !™

Such is this wonderful poem in
which the great English seer en-
deavours to realize the movement
of the Iebrew prophet’s spirit.
Browning would be the last to
attempt a defence of the poem as &
dogmatie statement or a treatise in
theology. And his views may not
present all the truth concerning
inspiration and prophecy, but they
do express truths of the utmost
spiritual and practical importanca
—truths that have the high sanc-
tion of a greater than Browning.
« Blessed are the poor in heart, for
they shall see God.” «To him that
hath shall be given, but from him
that hath not shall be taken away
even that which he hath.” In the
realm of the true, we have no diffi-
culty in believing that the mathema-
tician gains sight of things that are
hidden from the eyes of others. In
the realm of the beautiful the artist
attains to visions of raptue that
other men do not see. And yet
the others might have known the
truth and the beauty if they had
cultivated their powers. Even so,
in the realm of the good we may
expect to sec only what we are
worthy to see.

UNaxswerep yet, the prayers your lips have pleaded
In agony of heart these many years?
Dacs faith begin to fail ; is hope departing,
And think you all in vain those falling tears?
Say not, the Father hath not heard your prayer;
You shall have your desire sometime, somewhere.

) e, —r———
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THE STAR IN THE EAST.*
.

BY RICHARD ROWE.

Author of * The Diary of an Early Mcthodist,” cle.. clc.

CHAPTER 1.

STAR COURT.

«Ox earth peace, good-will toward
men.” So sang the angels whom
the Syrian shepherds saw as they
kept watch over their flocks by
night, and the star which the wise
men of the East had seen first in
their native skies led them, accord-
ing to this lovely story, to the
humble cradle in which the great
Giver of peace, and Preacher of
good-will towarl men, lay sleeping
His first infant slumbers.

This narrative is intended to show
the same heavenly story translated
into the common prose of squalid
London life. The Star in the East
here shines over a mean East-end
court. Two caanon-posts prevent
horses and carts from entering Star
Court at one end, but a zigzag lane
gives access to the other, which is
a stable-yard. Fron. this yard a
miry narrow roadway runs three
parts up the court, ending in a still
narrower stretch of filthy foot-pave-
ment. Just beyond the two cannon-
posts there is a street lamp which
sends a flickering gleam of gas
down the dark court at night. Most
of its Inhabitants are costermongers,
as the denkey-carts, baskets, old fish-
boxes, and refuse sheils and veget-
ables which often almost block up
the cramped roadway, show at a
glance; the minority of the court’s
population is a strange medley.

There are often fierce fights in
Star Court — the pecople are so
crowded there that it sometimes
seems almost impossible that they
should not jostle in temper as well

*By the kind permission of the Pub-
Iisher, the Rev. Chas. H. Kelly, Book
Steward, Wesleyan Conference Office, Lon-

as body. At one timé Star Court—
or the court I have so called—was
the terror of the police and the
nuisance of the neighbourhood on
Saturday nights. Horrid howls and
hostile hubbub rang and roared out
into the nearest street. Every story
of each house seemed to be bom-
barding some story of its vis-G-vis
with flat-irons and other ponderous
missiles, except in eases in which the
ground and upper floors of the same
house were firing at one another in
a bewildering jumble of artillery
practice; whilst the narrow space
between the houses was crammed
with a swaying mob of combatants,
brandishing broomsticks, pokers,
tongs, shovels, fenders, in free fight,
or engaged in fisticuff duels, which
sometimes ended in the beaten man
ripping up his vanquisher with a
cowardly stab. Only in cases of
imminent or perpetrated homicide
did the police venture to dive into
Star Court, and then never singly.
When they had effected a capture,
they had to fight their way out
with their prisoner, staggering
through a throng of maddened men
and women, eager to rescue or to
Iynch the captive, which surged and
roared and hissed around them like
a stormy sea. Star Court used to
brag that it had «done for a bobby.”
Fights still, as I have said, some-
times take place in i, but it is a
very different place from what it
was; and the change is chiefly due
to 2 man whom, when he first came
to live in the court, almost every-
onc else that lived in it disliked.
Jude Waple, a widowed journey-
man blacksmith from the country,

don, we are able to reprint this admir-
able story. from the velume issued by that
House.
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with a sick grown-up daughter and
a merry little daughter, full of
country health, but at first grather
cowed by country shyness, took
vhree rooms in Star Covrt, in order
to be within easy reach of work he
had obtained at a smithy not far off.
At first the Star Courtiers thought
that the Waples gave themselves
airs, and persecuted them accord-
ingly. It was « bumptious,” in the
opinion of Star Court, for only three
people to need three rooms. The
Waples were “stuck-up” Dbecause
their “sticks” were better than
their neighbours’. They did not
drink and wrangle like their neigh-
bours. They were “Methody spies”
that had no business there, because
they went on Sundays to a meeting-
house. (With the exception of a
few Irish Catholics, the bulk of the
Star Courtiers belonged only to the
Public-house Persuasion.) Jude’s
size, and a certain quictly-waiting
look in his good-natured eyves saved
him, as a rule, from personal mal-
treatment, and even his daughtersin
hisabsenee; both he and his daugh-
ters hiad to put up with a good deal
of bullying insult.

Poor little Cicely Waple used to
dread the gauntlet she had to run
between old crones nursing their
knees,slatternly, brazen-faced young
women, and foul-tongued men and
boy blackguards, when she had to go
to the chandler’s. If their home,
she thought, had only been at the
Dbottom of the court, how much nicer
it would have been! Then she
could have slipped round to the shop
by the zigzag back lane. Ifevenit
had been at the mouth of the court,
she would only have had to thread
the knot of loafers who generally
lounged about the two cannon-posts.
But the Waples lived in the middle
of the court, and so, whichever
way she took, Cicely had to run
her dreaded gauntlet. If her sister
had not been so weak, little Cicely
would often have begged off from
her errands. But Mary was so ill

that her sister wanted to save her
all the trouble she could. At first,
however, little Cicely was very
miserable in Star Court. For the
first month or two of Cicely’s
life in the court, her only happy
times were when father, Mary, and
she were sitting together in chapel,
or better still—since there would be
no fresh gauntlet to run until the
morrow—when they were locked in
together in their little home at night.

But as weeks went by, the Waples
became at first tolerated, and at last
liked in Star Court. They gave no
intentional offence, they were always
willing to give their neighbours any
help they could; and Jude uoeame
in time the peacemaker of the
court. Combatants and their wives,
husbands, and adherents were some-
times indignant at his interference
when in the thick of a fight; but
they often felt very grateful for it
the next morning. The oftener he
interfered, the easier he found his
task. IReceollection of past benefit
gained by attending to his advice
would flash even through the reason-
obscuring smoke of passion. 1is
cool voice, in a good-natured way
making fun of the court’s quarrels,
acted as a quencher on the quar-
rellers and their sympathizers. The
cffect was somewhat like that of a
fireman’s hose turned upon a tur-
bulent throng : it cooled their cour-
age and made them feel ridiculous,
and yet ready tolaugh at themselves
as well as one anotlier. He was big
enough to inspire physical respect,
and yet the fact that he did not
profess to be a fighting man saved
professed bruisers from feeling
«cocked over”™ by him when he got
between them. Besides, as I have
said, he and his did positive kind-
nesses to the Star Courtiers. Before
Jude had lived a yvear in Star
Court a cry of «’Ere’s the black-
smith a-comin’!” had become far
more cfficacious than the constable-
announcing «“Cool the slop!” in
quelling its disturbances.
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CHAPTER II.
CHRISTMAS EVE.

It was Jude’s second Christmas
in Star Court: the morning of its
Christmas Eve bhad come. The
hlacksmith had gone to his work,
and Mary and Cicely were tidying
up their little front room, when
there came a heavy knock at the
door, followed by a gruffly eivil
“«May I come in, miss?” There had
been a time in whieh it would have
seemed very strange to Mary to be
called «Miss” in Star Court, except
by way of ironical derision, and in
which little Cicely would have been
very frightened if any of their
court neighbours had wanted to
enter their home; but those times
had passed. Still both Mary and
Cicely looked rather startled when
« Perliteful Bill ” put in his whisker-
Iess, pallid, bulldog-like head. Uis
name had been given him on the
lucus o non lucendo principle. e
had the reputation of being the
roughest - tongued, hardest- hitting
coster in Star Court. e was the
béte noire of the local police. «They
dustn’t cheek me,”” he used to brag.
¢« I'd cheek ’‘em, if they did—T'd
muzzle 'em, that's what I’d do.” 1t
was only very recently that he had
ceased to persecute the Waples. Ie
was one of the last Star Courtiers to
stand out against Jude’s influences.

«Well, if yer don’t want me to
fight this man,” he would say to the
blacksmith, «will yer have a set-to
with me yerself? I must tuke it
out 0’ summun. You're ‘eavier than
me, I know; but I'll fight yer for
a pot, and back myself to win it.
Long chaps is never game uns. Yer
hain’t got sperrit enough to spread
out hever them big carkisses o’
yourn. Spoonin’ about like a
Methody parson! Do yer eall yer-
self a man or a big monkey ?—Yah!
—1I can’t abide sich coves.”

But Perliteful Bill had recently
come to grief, and out of pity for
his «wife” and their little ones,

Jude had taken a ticket for the
raffle which was got up to set the
costermonger on his feet once more.
Jude had given back his ticket to
the beneficiary, and by means of it

Perliteful Bill had recovercd pos-

session of the prized “king’sman”
which had been raffled for.

«Yer see, miss,” he said to Mary,
«I hain't be’aved exac'ly proper to
yer father; and hever since he
went in for my rafile, and then guv’
me back my neckercher like, I've
felt some’ow ashamed o’ myself. I
should ha’ liked to give ye summut
better than this; but I've never
been able to git reg’lar on my pins,
for all the raffle. I ain’t hout o
the ‘ole yit. Chrismasin’ I was hout
yisterday—hout bevond Hilford I
went. I worn’t back till nigh upon
‘alf-arter heleven. A goodish lot
I got, as I’ope I shall sell to-day.
But ere, miss, this is what I come for.
This ’ere’s the best bit o’ ‘olly, and
this’erée’s the best bit o’ mistletoe I
come acrost, an’ you must take ‘em,
miss, helse me an’ you’l "ave words.”

So saying, Perliteful Bill threw
down his bushes, and took his de-
parture.

Mary and Cicely brightened up
their little living-room with the
abundant supply of glossy, prickly
leaves and round crimson berries
which Perliteful Bill had brought—
they could scarcely have had more
if they had been still living in the
country.

This Christmas in Star Court pro-
mised to be so different from the
last they had spent there, that
Cicely frisked and chirruped like
a bird, and even poor, languid Mary
tried to smile back sympathetically
as her little sister guessed at the
kinds of Christmas presents father
would buy for them.

I"ather, meanwhile, was hard at
work in the smithy. A London
smithy has not the snug pictur-
esqueness of a country one; but
wherever blacksmiths’ hammers
clank and clink, blacksmiths’ bel-



56 The Methodist Magazine.

lows roar, and blacksmiths' forges
glow, there is a focus of attraction.
Literal Christmas Eve had come—
a bleak, blackbound Christmas Eve,
which whirling flakes of snow, as
broad as a crown picce, were be-
ginning to whiten; and a little
crowd of shivering Ifast-end chil-
dren and grown-up loafers hung
outside the smithy in which Jude
worked, peering enviously into its
warm brightness and merry bustle.
¥rost had set in suddenly. and the
holidays being close at hand, horses
had been sent in a hurry to be
“roughed.” They filled the cramp-
ed traverse, and stood outside in the
lane, with empty sacks thrown over
their loins, stamping their heavy
feet impatiently, and twitching
their ears and noses, and shaking
their heads pettishly, as the broad
snowflakes dropped upon them.
Within two forge-fires glowed and
flickered, and three anvils tinkled
beneath six journeymen’s hammers.
Sparks flew about like sungilt
fountain spray, and the smudged,
leathern-aproned wielders of the
hammers, under the refluent in-
fluence of their coming holiday,
chaffed one another jollily during
their brief rests from their jollily
hearty labour.

London life had told on both
the colour and the musecle of some
of the men; but the smallest and
yellowest amongst them was a
healthy giant in comparison with
the little crowd of human waifs
outside that watched their labours.
Biggest amongst the blacksmiths
towered Jude Waple: a favourite,
and a respected favourite, amongst
all his fellow-workmen (except one),
although Jude was ‘“the newest-
caught joskin.” This exceptional
man was jealous of Jude’s superior
strength and skill. e did not
like to be beaten at his own trade
by a countryman—more especially
by a yokel of whose intellect he
had the most contemptuous opinion.
Waspy, as he was called in the

smithy, prided himself on being a
« thinker "—the result of his thought
being that he believed in nothing
and nobody, and he looked down
upon good-natured, trustful Jude as
a grinning simpleton.

In a railway carriage I once
heard two drawling young fools
talking over the comparative merits
of their respective «governors.” One
of the nincompoops related with a
chuckle how he had got into a
serape, and got out of it by means
of a lie, because his governor always
took his word. Whereupon brayed
the other ass—s Haw! haw! Wha-at
a jolity govenaw to have!—wha-at
a confidin’ govenaw!”

Waspy had more stuff in him
than these poor used-up abusers of
their mother-tongue and moral sense,
but he shared their opinion as to
the sanity of any man who trusted
another man farther than he could
sce him.

When the smithy’s work was
done at last, the blacksmiths rolled
up their singed aprons, put on their
rough coats and pilot jackets, and
took their departure, exchanging
roughly hearty Christmas greetings.
All except Waspy. In reply to
Jude’s « Merry Christmas,” he growl-
ed back,—

“Bosh! What’s Christmas? And
if 'twas anything, how could you
give me a merry un? What's the
good o' talking like a big baby?
There ain’t nothin’ to be got out o’
me. I ain’t a-goin’ to stand a pot.”

Jude went home by the Commer-
cial Road—a roundabout route for
him, but he wanted to buy a brooch
for Mary, and a doll and a tumbling,
red-coated, blue-breeched monkey
for Cicely. His Christmas presents
would only cost him half-a-crown,
perhaps, but the « Brummagem jew-
ellery” and cheap toys would be
thought treasures in Star Court.

In spite of the inclemency of the
night, a busier street market even
than usual blazed and brawled in
the Commercial Road. Jude had



The Star in the East. 57

made his purchases at one of these
stalls, and was crossing the road
homewards, when he saw a Star
Court acquaintance of his also cross-
ing it. A blind old woman, who
made her miserable living by most
melancholy performances on a bat-
tered old harp, wus being led across
the road by a little girl who acted
as her guide. They were a strangely-
assorted pair—«Qld Carrots and her
Span’el” Those were the street
names they went by. Old Carrots
was an aged woman with a flat-
featured face, freckled in spite of
its tan, and, for an old woman, a
somewhat plentiful shock of hair,
still red, although grey had begun
to streak it.

The Span’el, on the other hand,
notwithstanding poor lodging, ex-
posure to all kinds of weather, hard
fare, and shabby clothing, was a
strikingly pretty, biue-eyed little
girl. Shecalled Old Carrots « grand-
mother,” buft there was no rela-
tionship save that of mutual help
between them. One auntumn even-
ing when Old Carrots—at that time
guided by a dog—was toiling, with
her harp upon her back, up Holborn,
on her way to what was then her
dreary home in one of the courts
between Gray’s Inn Road and Leath-
er Lane, her gown was pulled, juss
after she had passed Hatton Garden,
by a sobbing little girl. The old
woman put down her hand and
felt a curly little head and a tear-
slobbered little face. When asked
her name, the little maiden answered
«Katie,” but that, with the “«Granny!”
she had uttered when she first
clutched the old woman's skirt, was
about all that she could say. She
could give no clue to her parents
or her home. The sobbing «Granny”
touched the lonely old woman's
heart, and she took the lost iittle
one to her Leather Lane lodging,
and brought her to the not more
luxurious home she soon afterwards
found in Star Court.

It certainly was not for the sake

of any material gain that the old
woman did this—it was a pure
matter of sentiment. The child,
when Old Carrots adopted ber in
this off-hand fashion. had nothing
on but a ragged frock, and she was
far too young at that time to be of
any use to her adoptress, unless she
took the child ont for begging pur-
poses. Old Carrots, however, was
no mendicant. At any rate, she
was not aware that she could be in
any degree regarded as one. She
honestly thought that her melan-
choly harp performances were fully
worth the coppers and occasional
small silver coins with which they
were rewarded. She fed and clothed
Katie as well as she could, instead
of making a pity-moving scarecrow
of her; and when she began to
take her about, it was chiefly that
the child might not mope or get
into danger if left alone «at home.”
As Katie grew older, she went out
more regularly with her «grand-
mother,” and, at last, when Granny’s
dog died, became her daily guide.

Katie was a sweet-tempered little
girl, but she was also a spirited
little puss, and did her best to
defend Granny against the sly on-
slaughts of her most dreaded foes,
the small street-boys.

Grown-up listeners were gener-
ally ready enough to pummel the
young ruffians if caught after these
cowardly performances, but then it
was not very easy to catch fugitives
who wriggled out of a captor’s
clutch like eels, and, besides, boxing
a boy’s ears did not buy Old Carrots
new harp-strings; and so Katic had
to keep a sharp look-out. whilst &
ery of recognition from a knot of
bovs made Granny tremble.

On the night of that Christmas
Eve, as she was crossing the Com-
mercial Road, the throng of people
in the roadway suddenly parted,
and rushed right and left to make
way, with yells of execration, for
a light cart which three drinken
idiots were driving at a furious
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rate through the crowd. Katie
tried to hurry Granny across, but
the old woman, hearing a boy’s
shout of «Oh, cri, there’s Old Car-
rots!” suddenly hung back; and
the next moment the horse would
have dashed Katie to the ground,
had not Jude, who had rushed for-
ward, swung her out of the way—
the next instant, struck by the shaft,
falling senseless on the ground him-
self. A fiercer howl than ever arose
from the crowd as the cart dashed
on at & 1nore furious rate than ever.
Two policemen and a dozen other
men gave chase, some snatching at
the reins at the risk of being run
over themselves, and others endeav-
ouring to climb into the cart over
the tailboard. Butthedrink-frenzied
driver lashed savagely with his whip
at the faces of those who tried to
stop the horse; his two brutal mates
brought down their sticks like flails
on the knuckles and heads of those
who tried to clamber into the cart,
and it escaped round a corner, almost
capsizing as it grazed a lamp-post.
Jude meantime had been taken
into a ¢doctor'’s” shop. It was
some time before he recovered his
consciousness, and when he did so,
it was to feel as if from right
shoulder to hip he had been pounded
with a paviour’s rammer. The drug-
gist advised that he should be taken
to the hospital, but not knowing
that he had any bones broken, Jude
rebelled at the idea of spending his
Christmas away from his children.
Accordingly a cabman who lived
in Star Court, and who had helped
to carry Jude into the shop, drove
him home. There was a commotion
in the court when the cab stopped
before Jude’s door, and the big
blacksmith fainted as he stepped out.
There were plenty to carry him
in-doors and undress him, and to
run for a doctor. The doctor came,
kneaded Jude as if he were flour,
insisted that he didn’t feel pain
where he did feel pain, and that he
did feel pain where he didn’t, and

at last pronounced severely that he
had broken three of his ribs—that
is the way people always put it, as
if folks smashed their bones for
their own pleasure. Jude spent his
Christmas Eve in bed, with a coil of
flannel squeezing him like a boa-
constrictor, and the prospeet of not
being able to wield a sledge-hammer
again for a month or more.

He found breath, however, to
whisper to little Cicely with gal-
vanized-like twitching smile,—

«You'll’ find the doll and the
monkey in my left pocket, Cis—
I hope I haven’t smashed ¢heir ribs.”

CHAPTER III.

CHRISTMAS DAY,

It was long before Jude could
get to sleep, but just before day-
break he fell into a nap, which
lasted until the merry Christmas
bells burst out before service-time.
When he awoke, the sun was shin-
ing red on the silvery ferns and
feathers of his frosted window-panes.
Jude, for the moment forgetting
that he was a eripple, was going to
jump out of bed to see whether any
more snow had fallen in the night.
He found, however—a very queer
sensation when a once hale man
first experiences it—that he could
not even lift himself in the bed.

In answer to his call, little Cicely
ran into the room.

« What is it, father? Shall I ecalt
Mary? She didn’t go to bed till
she saw you was sound off, and now
she’s asleep. But I've got the fire
alight and the kittle a-bilin’. Shall
I bring you your breakfast, father?™

«Thankee, my girl. 1T'll be thank-
ful for a cup o’ tea presently. But
lyin’ on 11y baeck all night’s
cramped me, and I want to try
to sit up a bit.”

« Shall 1)ift you, father?” gravely
inquired little Cicely.

“You musn't make me laugh,
little un, or you'll put the bones out
again,” answered the big black-

A
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smith, shaking with amusement,
but wincing as he chuckled. «No,
you get down that bit o’ cord—and
now do you tie the two ends to the
two bedposts, just as if I was agoin’
to play at ’orses. Tie ‘em tight—
another knot. There, that's it. And
now do you give my reins, Cis.”

Taking the cord, he struggled up,
whilst Cieely piled the pillows
behind him.

«Gee up,” he said, giving his
reins a shake. «I'll have a drive,
while you go and get my breakfast
for me.”

«] do believe there ain’t nothing
the matter with you, father!” cried
laughing and wonderinglittleCicely.
“«You're only a-makin’ believe there
is”

«Well, please God, I hope there
ain't much the matter, little un.
But now do you go and get me my
tea. You'd better have your break-
fast by the fire. It’s cold in here,
out o’ bed. And when you've had
your breakfast, put some fresh tea
in the pot and put it on the hob to
draw for Mary when she wakes.
Take care you don’t wake your
sister, Cissy. Poor girl, she ain’t
strong, and she must ha’ been up
pretty nigh all night.”

Cieely brought her father his tea
and bread-and-butter, and then went
and sat down Dby the fender, and
sipped and munched her own break-
fast; so proud of the importance of
having two grown-up persons to
look after, that she almost ceased to
be sorry for her father's accident.
Besides, didn’t he joke and laugh?
So there couldn’t be much the
matter with him. When the church
bells ceased to ring, Star Court was
very quiet. Its inhabitants were
not chureh-goers, and a good many
of them were keeping their holiday
in bed : some sleeping off the effects
of excessive over-night «jollity,”
and others snuggling between their
poor blankets, because, thin and
scanty though thev were, it saved
coals and increased comfort to put

off lighting still more meagre fires.
Those of the Star Courtiers who
were up were almost all within
doors. The fallen snow, not yet
trodden into yellow slush, dulled
the footfalls of the very few who
were about. The cabman who
brought Jude home was the only
neighbour who had as yet looked in
to inquire after him. Cicely could
hear every cinder fall as she sat
before the fire taking her break-
fast. She stole into their rooms on
tiptoe to see how her father and
sister were, and finding them both
asleep, brought a bowl to the fire,
and sat down before it to peel the
potatoes. She had nearly accom-
plished this task, and was meditating
still more ambitious attempts at
cookery, when, somewhat to her
disappointment, her sister made
her appearance. However, when
the saucepans had been put on, and
Mary had gone to tidy up her
father’s room in readiness for the
doctor’s visit, Cicely, considering
herself left in charge, proceeded to
lift up the lids pretty frequently,
harpooning with a fork the pork
and greens, and letting out moistly
aromatic whiffs of raisin mottled
pudding. Then, standing on tip-
toe, she tugged at the dresser-drawer
with such a will that, when at last
she made it move, she almost brought
it down upon the floor with herself
under it.

Cicely was bent on taking Time
by the forelock in her attempts to
save her sister trouble, and so pro-
ceeded to lay the cloth for dinmer.
After a groat deal of flapping, and
hauling askew, now on this side
and now on that, the cloth was at
length unfurled with some approx-
imation to straightness. It was
only on Sundays and holidays that
the Waples dined together in state
with a cloth and so on, and little
Cicely could not resist the tempta-
tion of preparing the table for
three, although she knew that her
father could not sit at it, and, indeed,
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was by no means sure that the
doctor would let him even taste
their Christmas cheer.

The door was thrown open, and
outside stood the doctor, shaking
the snowflakes off his overcoat, and
stamping and kicking off the snow
that had balled upon his boots; a
man who meant kindly, but who
had somehow got it into his head
that poor paticnts considered a
blustering manner in a doctor face-
tious.

«Here, girl, take this, and hang
it by the fire,” he said to Cicely,
handing her his damp overcoat.
Then he shook the snowflakes off
his hat into the fire, and stalked
into Jude's room.

« Well, Waple, and how are we
now? Had a bad night, I suppose?
But if people will break their bones,
they must take the consequences.
Let me see your bandages. You've
been loosening these on purpose.”

So Jude, who already could hardly
breathe, was rebandaged almost to
suffocation-point.

« What may your father eat?
Why, of course, he must keep his
strength up. Give him some of
that stuff you have got out there.
It smells good. You don’t want to
get your father's share for yourself,
do you? But mind, Waple, that
you don’t over-eat yourself; and
don’ you go catching cold and
getting a cough, or I won’t answer
for the consequences. A man who
will break his bones is obstinate
enough to do anything. You really
are big enough to know better,
Waple. Bones ain’t piecrust, you
great idiot.”

So having spoken, Dr. Gale took
his departure, under the impression
that all the Waples considered him
a most amusing gentleman.

But Cicely was very indignant.
«He dursn’t call father names, only
father’s in bed,” she said.

« Never mind,Cis,” answered Jude.
“«You go with your sister and eat
your dinner. The doctor says that

I may have some; but it ain’t much
as I can relish to-day. So, specially
as it's Christmas, you take a double
lot to old Jimmy.”

Old Jimmy was a kind of pen-
sioner of Jude's—a ballast-heaver,
often disabled by rheumatism, often
out of work when he could have
done it. Whenever the Waples had
anything out of the common for
dinner, Cicely was sent with a
basinful of it for old Jimmy. He
was grateful in a way for their
kindnesses, but old Jimmy’s was a
very repining way.

«0Oh, you hawve come, then,” he
said, when Cicely stepped into his

. little room with her big basinful of

savoury food. It was a very
wretched little room, in which old
Jimmy was crouching over what
looked like a largish dying ember
rather than a coal-fire. When the
old man took hold of the basin
which Cicely bad kept hot under
her shawl, the warmth seemed a
comfort to his poor old hands; and
when he had impatiently taken off
the plate which covered the basin,
he greedily snuffed up the warm,
unctious fumes that gushed out, as
if they could serve him both for
food and fire.

«0Oh you have come,” said old
Jimmy. «When I heerd last night
what'd a-appened to yer father,
thinks I to myself, There—there’s
your dinner gone. I'm sure I were
wery sorry to ‘ear on it—let alone
the dinner. I'd a-come to ’ear ‘ow
it all ’appened, if I could ha' got
about. Bug, thinks I, There, there’s
your dinner gone. They’ll be too
much took up with their father,
most like, to cook anythink, or, if
they does, they’ll be too much took
up to think o me. But you've
brought it. and I’'m sure I thank ye.

*“But she hain't brought me no
mustard, though, and I hain’t got
none,” old Jimmy added in an
aggrieved tone, when Cicely had
gone. «I knew they’d be too much
took up to think 0’ me.”




In the afternoon little Katie made
her appearance at Jude Waple's
door. « 1 should ha’ been here afore to
ax 'ow Mr. Waple were,” she said to
Mary, « but Granny were that shook
last night she can’t scarce abide me
out o' her ’and. ’'Twere on'y jest
now she could make out’ow it all
‘appened. And please I were to say
that Granny ’ll come and play to
Mr. Waple, if so be as Mr. Waple
'ud like it. Granny thought, p'r'aps,
't might echeer ’im a bit—him
a-laying in his bed of a Chris'mas
Day, and all along o' us like.”

“Yes, let the old woman come,
and give her a dish o tea, Mary.”
said Jude to his daughter when she
asked him how it should be. «’Twill
be a kind o’ change for you and her
as well as for me. Sheneedn't play
much if you don't like it, and I
suppose the poor old woman’s playin’
ain’t fust-rate. And the little un
can have a game with Cis. It's
dull for Cis, poor little girl. I'd
promised to take her to see the
sliders in the park.”

So Old Carrots and her Span’el
were brought into Jude’s bedroom.
Katie for a time nestled at her
Grannv’s feet, whilst the poor old
woman played and sang in her
feeble, faded fashion, and talked
and listened. But at last Katie
crept to the fire in the outer room,
before which she and Cicely played
with the monkey and the doll
and a blacking-bottle and a brass
candlestick, dressed up in dusters
to represent dolls, and with a score
of extemporized toys—preferred by
all kinds of children, after a bit,
to real toys, because the latter, I
suppose, do not give so much play
to a child's faney and imagination.

“Ain’t yow cold?” Jude asked
the old woman.

«No, thankee, Mr. Waple. I
hain’t took my shawl off, and
you've got sich a fire yonder that,
with the door open, it's quite 'ot
enough for me in ’ere. It's cheery
for an old 'ooman sich as me to feel
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sich a fire as that. ’'Taint horfen I
do. The wery flappin’ on it sounds
cheerful. Ab,” she said, turning to
Mary, «it's nice to have a man to
look arter ye—when they o look
arter ye. A father sich'as you've
got, or a husband sich as maybe
you'll be gittin’ one o' these days;
an’ then you've got your little sister.
But I hain't a soul as really belongs
to me in the 'ole world, deary. [or
ten year afore I got my little
Katie, I were all alone. Katie ain't
nothin’ really o’ mine, but she and
me couldn’t be more to each other
if she was—p'r'aps if I'd been her
real granny she mightn’t ha' thought
so much o’ me. Anyhow, I can’t
abide the thought of ever being
lonely again, as I were before I got
Katie, not afore I die. But then,
please God, I shall go to heaven, and
that ’on’t be lonely. If I could only
take Katie with me—though it aint
reasonable for an old ’ooman like
me to talk like that. You may
think, though, what a turn it give
me last night when I thought my
little gal was killed. I was so
shook that it worn't till jest afore
Katie came round to ye that I could
make out as it was Mr. Waple as
had saved her. Then I thinks to
myself, silver and gold have I none,
but sich as I have I'll give unto ’im,
willin’. Tl go an’ play the 'arp to
’im, if he likes, as David used to
cheer up Saul when he was ill, poor
gentleman.”

Old Carrots’ biblical illustration,
perhaps, was not the most appro-
priate that might have been selected,
but Jude knew that her meaning
was good. “And I'm surel thank
ye kindly,” he answered; “but I
feel now as if I could sleep a bit, so
you and Mary’d better go and get
a warm by the fire”

After the «dish of tea,” which,
owing to the derangement of the
Waples’ hours and the plentiful
remnants of the Christmas dinner,
had proved a much later and more
abundant meal than is generally
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understood under that name, Mary
and Cicely, Granny and Katie were
all sitting round the fire, nodding;
Mary and Cicely from want of vest.
Old Carrots and her Span’el from
the effects of the unwonted fire in
which they basked, and, perhaps,
of the unwonted fare on which they
had feasted. Jude, waking up in
the next room, saw them from his
bed, which commanded the fire.

¢« Why,” he said, with a little
laugh, “we've all been asleep to-
gether. It's time you were all in
vour beds. But sappose we just
have a verse first. Cissy, light a
candle, and get your Testament.
Turn to Luke second, and begin
at the cighth verse.” So, greatly to
the astonishment of little Katie,
who did not even know her letters,
Cissy read out that rhythmiecal piece
of Christmas poetry :

‘“ And there were in the same country
shepherds abiding in the field, keeping
watech over their flock by night. And,
lo, the angel of the Lord came upon
them, and the glory of the Lord shone
round about them: and they were sore
afraid. And the angel said unto them,
Fear net : for, behold, I bring you good
tidings of great joy, which shall be to
all people.  Xor unto you is born this
day in the city of David a Saviour, which
is Christ the Lord.  And this shall be a
sign unto you; Ye shall find the babe
wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a
manger,  And suddenly there was with
the angel a multitude of the bheavenly
host praising God, and saying, Glory to
tod in the highest, and on earth peace,
good-will toward men.”

“You needn't read any more
to-night, Cis,” said Jude; “there, 1
don’t think that any of us is the
worse for having heard that beau-
tiful bit. And now before we say
good-night—1 s’pose 1 mustn’t jine
in—but you four might manage
¢Praise God’ among yve. Can’t you
play it, mum?”

So Granny strummed the tune on
her battered old harp, and joined
her worn-out old voice with the
shrill voices of the little girls, and
the weak voice of the invalid elder

girl in singing the doxology. It
was not a very musical performance,
but it sounded as if it came from
the heart.

“Blest if they air’t a-singin’
psalms as merry as mavishes at
the blacksmith's!” cried astonished
Perliteful Bill. «Well that Waple
is a rum cove. If I'd a-broken my
ribs, it 'ud be the wuss for my
women-folk if they took to cater-
waulin’ round me.”

Perliteful Bill was in the “excited
state ” in which Christmas night
generaliy found him; but the sound
of the doxology no longer tempted
the costermonger to send a brickbat
through the biacksmiths windows.
He staggered home pondering the
fact as a perplexing question of
which, since the blacksmith was in
some respects so good a fellow even
according to the costermonger’s code
of morals, he, Perliteful Bill—wide-
awake as he considered himself—
might possibly not quite understand
all the bearings.

«What kind o’ night is it, Mary ? ”
asked Jude, when she had come
back to arrange him for the night
after bolting the door after their
departed guests.

«Sharp frost, father, but the sky’s
quite clear, and the stars are out as
keen as in the country.”

«Well, now, my girl, you go to
your own bed. No, I shan’t have
you sittin’ up with me to-night.
There’ll be two of us wantin’ the
doctor. You look now as if you
was fit to drop. You put the stick
here—so—and now, if I want any-
thing, I can knock against the wall,
and you or Cis will sure to hear me.”

Little Cicely, who had been saying
her prayers at her father’s bedside,
climbed on to the bedside chair,
and leaned over to give Jude her
good-night kiss.

«Don’t it seem queer, father,” she
said, “that though you've been
a-bed, we baven’s had somehow not
quite such a bad sort o' Christmas
Day after all?”
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THE HOUSE ON THE BEACH.*

BY JULIA M‘NAIR WRIGHT.

FAITH KEMP AND HER YOUNG PATIENT.

CHAPTER 1.
DISCOURSE ON WRECKS.

FrRAGMENTS of wrecks were scat-
tered along the beach. Here, thrust
decp into the sand, was a timber
from the keel of some whaler that
had once been famous in Arctic
Seas; there, the centreboard of a
catboat, once a fisher’s pride; driven
hard among the rocks was the hull
of a coasting schooner, which the
tides had washed as it lay for
five years; vonder, battered beyond
repair, was the longboat torn by
some storm from a passing brig;
there, barnacle-fretted and weed-
festooned, were the ribs of a yacht
swept from distant moorings. Among
all these wrecks, the children of the

*What I have to say of this story is brief.
It is true. There are terrible wrongs stalk-
ing abroad, wroungs to the home and to the
heart; wrongs that sap the foundations of

summer guests and
of the fisher folk
shouted and played
and climbed, now
enacting Robinson
Crusoe or Casa-
bianea, now having
a romp of hide-and-
seek, laughter echo-
ing, fresh voicescall-
ing, mirthful eyes
and dimples and
golden loeks gleam-
ing in the sun, amid
this jetsam of loss
and terror and tem-
pest.

All wrecks aresad-
dening, but wrecks
of homes and hearts
and lives ave sadder
than the ruins that
are wrought by sea
and storm.

The house on the
crest of the beach
was a wreek also. It was a small
house, unpainted and bare. Its
windows shone dazzlingly clear;
the stone doorstep was well swept;
there were pots of mignonette and
sweet alyssum in the windows, and
the bees left for them the blue lupine
and hazy purple lavender or sea-
thrift at the sand line.

The house was a wreck — ihe
wreck of a once honourable and
flourishing home. The three who
lived in it were wrecks also, poor
débris of a household once happy
and prosperous. «Kemp’s house,”
people called it; and Kemp was the
saddest wreck of all—a wreck of
what had been a scholar and a gen-
tleman, a husband, father, friend.

the State and bring shame upon the Church
of God. Right these wrongs if yon can,
or, at least, right them as far as you can.
—Tne Avurnor
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There are some wreeks to which
the crews cling staunchly, and with
steadfast hearts, firm to duty though
bereft of hope, and stalwart arms
knit to a final effort, still strive to
bring into port, and this house was
one of these. So much for wreckage.

It was June, and mid-morning.
The air was warm and full of health
and comfort as it eame with the
sunshine into the open doors and
casements; the sea crimpled and
rippled in little glittering curves,
looking so harmless and so fair as it
kissed with satisfied murmurs the
tawny sunds! Letty sat by the
window where the flowers bloomed.
A little box neatly converted into a
easc, gay with olive-green felt and
brass tacks, held her books. She
had on her lap a light frame, across
which was tightly drawn a breadth
of linen,and her small supple fingers,
working with the swift precision
of machinery, were converting the
linen into a very marvel of drawn
work. Standing upon the table was
yet another frame, upon which was
tacked black satin, having in pro-
gress in gold thread a stork on one
leg, contemplative, among rushes,
and a dragon fly.

Letty was wise; if it was her lot
to sit frem morning until night
busy at costly embroidery for the
delight of the wealthy, she gave
her mind and her eves the rest of
change, and turned by times from
drawn work to gold thread, and
from gold thread to silk

Letty worked in the sunshine, but
she lived in the shadow. There are
shadows of the heart. In the air
about her were mingled some of
the sweetest sounds of nature; the
breeze gently playing among the
grasses; the waves lapping sleepily
the sand beach; the low hum of bees
continually busy and continually
happy—for activity and happiness
are nearly allied. Letty heard none
of these sweet sounds. Not that she
was deaf, but because they were
drowned out by other sounds,—loud,

rude, frantie, wreteched,—that thun-
dered not only upon her sensitive
ears, but upon her yet more sensitive
heart.

There was a door opposite Letty’s
chair, a door strong and well fas-
tened, and it seemed that it needed
both of these qualities if it were to
resist the usage to which it was
subjected. This door quivered and
rattled on its hinges, and the strong
fastenings of a bolt and two hooks
danced and clicked in their places
as heavy blow- and kicks from
within were delivered upon its un-
painted sturdy oak panels. The
door opened from, not into, the room
where Letty sat, and she was in
nowise afraid of its giving way, but
she kept lifting anxious gray eyes
which would have been beautiful
only for the supreme sorrow in them,
and she cast troubled looks at the
door from behind which, accom-
panying the blows, came shouts,
groans, moans, wails, expostulations.

«“Let me out, I say! Is this the
way to treat a gentleman and a
scholar? O Shakespeare, well did
vou write that it is sharper than a
serpent’s tooth to have a thankless
child! Open this door and beg my
pardon, wicked and ungrateful girl,
before you bring my gray hairs
with sorrow to the grave! I have
nourished and brought up children
and they have rebelled against me.
Open this door! Awml your father,
or am I not? At this rate who
would be a father? Cruel child,
do you not know that justice will
overtake you, and you wii! not live
out half yourdays in the land which
the Lord has given thee—or any
other land? Be sure your sin will
find you out! Little fiend, sitting
there triumphing in my miseries
and your own wickedness; hideous
little monster, let me out!”

At these words Letty began to
cry. Not that they were new words;
she had often heard them, and she
always cried. When one is crying
one cannot do iine embroidery, so
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Letty laid down the drawn-thread
work and rose. As she did so and
came out of the shelter of her chair,
it could be seen that Letty, with the
face and head of a grown person,
had only the height of a child of
twelve, and that while she had no
hump, her spine was not normal.
As she stood one might question
whether Letty were a child or a
woman—a child with a very old
face or a woman with a very small
frame. Her hands and feet suited
the size of her frame; her hair was
remarkably heavy, of a burnished
brown, wound in thick braids about
her head; her face, well featured,
with a smooth, clear, dark skin,
seemed that of a person of middle
age—a person who had known many
sorrows. Letty was twenty-three.
When she had risen from her
chair she walked over to a wall roll
that hung above a small table, and
reaching upon her tiptoes she closed
her eyes, and, after a little hesitans
straying of her fingers among the
leaves, she turned them over, and
then looked to see what verse she
had found. Thiswas Letty’s fashion
of Sortes Virgiliane. She was
sure of not finding any unhelpful
word among her leaves, for they
all hore some of the sweetest texts
and promises of the sacred Word.

“Neverthaless the foundation of God
standeth sure, having this seal, The Lord
knoweth them that ave his.™

¢ Fear thou not: for I am with thee: be
not dismayed; for I am thy Gad: I will
strengthen thee ; yea, I will help thee.”

This is a very good and comfort-
able book for them that mourn,
surcly. Letty wiped the lingering
mist from her sad, dark eves and
went back to her work. The uproar
in the inner room had been in pro-
gress for over an hour, and Letty’s
courage had almost given way; bus
now the blows and protestations
came less vigorously and there were
lulls between.

When one of the silences had
lasted for some minutes Letty began

o

to sing. Her voice was a woman’s,
full, rieh, sweet, and she sang :

¢ How firma foxmd.ttxon, ye saints of the
Lord.”

In and out of the black satin
went the needle, while the silence
in the next room deepened and
Letty's song rose to the accompani-
ments of breeze and bees and lap--
ping summer waters.

When the silence in the other
room had lasted for over an hour,
Letty rose and quietly drew the bolt
and undid the hooks, but without
opening the door. Then she placed
a chair by the little table and set
on the table a tray with bread,
butter, cold meat, mustard, pickles,
and cheese. Next she lit a little
oil stove and prepared to make
coffece. These cares being completed,
she went back to her window and
took up her drawn work.

The sun and the little clock on
the wall united in declaring it to
be high noon, when there was a
shume and stir in the closed room,
and then the door opened and a
robust man of middle age came out.
His steps were un&.ertam and slow;
he had the air of a bad child \vho
had been shut up for some unre-
pented misdemeanour. He sat down
and looked darkly at Letty and the
boiling teakettle. Letty in silence
rose aud made the coffee.

«I don’t sce why,” the man began
in a complzrining. monotonous voice,
«I don’t sec why you use me so,
Letty. Why do vou lock the door
of my room? Why is my room so
bare and destitute and with nothing
nice in it? Why is not Faith in
the house? Jhaith is my handsome
girl. Where is she? Why dont
she stay near her unhappy father?
Why do vou sit there and stiteh,
sutoh, amch, when yvou know 1 h.nte
it? And it is not good for You,
Letty ; it keeps you from growing.
Why am 1 come to this? Why is
Ralph Kemp, the scholar and gen-
tleman, come down to this unscemly,
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poor little dwelling? Where is my
son Hugh? Why did you send him
away, Letty ? You had no right—
had you?—to send a son away
without consulting hisfather. Where
is he? Why is he not here to keep
me company ? Hugh was so witty,
Letty—not dull and grave like you.
Why is it that my witty child and
my handsome child are never near
me—only you, Letty, only you 2’

Still keeping on with the drawn
work, and holding over herself such
iron self-control that no tears came
and no quiver broke her voice, Letty,
as her hand flew back and forth,
and her eyes were fastened on her
work, replied:

« Father, the door was locked so
that you could do no damage to any-
one or to yourself when you did
not know what you were doing.
Your room we have to keep so vare
and empty, you know, so that there
will be nothing for you to break or
harm yourself with when you are
not yourself. Faith has gone down
to the rocks with her work. You
remember Faith cannot stay in the
house when you are so. It makes
Faith too mervous. I keep at my
work beeause I must, you see, to get
us food. We are very poor, father.
Never mind me, dear, it will not
hurt me; God sends me cnough
strength cach day for the day. Dear
father, you are come to this; your
fortunes are fallen and you have
lost your place in this world because
yvou cannot keep from drinking, my
poor dear. It is that terrible drink
that has breught you down, and you
know how often you have said you
would never touch it again.

«Hugh has gone, father. Yes;
I sent him away. You know it was
for the best. We could not keep a
boy like Hugh where he had no
frignds, no chance to go to school,
ne one to help him along. He
would have had only the roungh
longshoremen to go with here. He
went to Uncle Wharton, you remem-
ber, and the promise was that he
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should stay with him until he is of
age, and until then he is not to see
us or even write to us. That scems
ather hard, father, but it was Uncle
Wharton’s way: he was so very
angry at you, father. Our only
hope for Hugh was to send him
away. Don't you remember that
you used to take him to saloons
and where the people gamed and
drank? We could not let Hugh
grow up that way, father; he is a
Kemp, you know. And, father, I
stay with you always beeause I can
take care of you, and I love you,
my poor dear.”

The unhappy Ralph Kemp looked
up and wineed a little at the pathos
of these last words.

All these facts, often reiterated,
had yet constantly to be repeated
hecause they constantly slipped from
Ralph Kemp's enfeebled brain, which
kept but some dim and shifting
shadow of them, at which by his
questions he seemed to be clutehing,
and they must needs be sct forth so*
he could grasp them and hold them
in clearness once more. If Letty
had been silent, over and over
again in endless and miserable iter-
ation his complaining voice would
have pressed its questions and made
its assertions. Only by clear an-
swers could Letty purchase silence.
Thus, as many times before, she
gave these answers by which she
purchased peace, although they were
her father’s arraignment at the bav
of her conscienee and of his—
and no doubt were but feeble
cchoes of that weightier arraign-
ment which should challenge his
soul when naked from the body it
steod before a more mighty tribunal
than that of Rhadamanthus.

Having heard what Letty had to
say, her father bowed his head
sighing.  Letty finished making
the coffee, and then taking his hand
led him to the little table. He ate
slowly, seeming lost in thought, and
with his head bent sidewisc mused
between each mouthful. Finally
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the meal was finished and by means
of sleep. food, and hot coffee sobriety
had returned. Like Samson of old,
waked out of sleep, the father went
out to shake himself.

The cool, pure breeze, the fresh,
clean face of nature called him to
his better’self and rebuked his
degradation. With soberness had
come those graspings at his former
better self and estate which made
Ralph Kemp’s state profoundly piti-
able. He shut himself in his room.

Letty meanwhile took her noon-
day lunch and set the little table in
order for someone who failed to
come, and her anxious gray eyes
traversed the beach in vain for the
tall figure of her beautiful sister
Faith. She stood by the door look-
ing out and giving a patient little
sigh or two. It comforted her to
look at that broad expanse of sea
and remember that e holds that
great ocean in the hollow of His
hand. The strong One would not
then faint or grow weary under
those burdens which poor Letty
hourly cast from her sinking heart
upon His kind compassion — the
father, Faith, the absent brother.
How could she bear the burden of
them all and solve the mysterious
problems of their lives? Through
much need, through sore tribu-
lations, this girl had learned to fly
to her God with her daily cares.
Where were these three whom she
loved so well and for whom she
could do so little? Nearver and
dearer to Goil than to herself—of
that she was certain, and her heart
grew lighter at the thought. So,
back to her work again, for there
was no time for Letty to fold her
hands. Perhaps it was well that
there was not—she was happier so.
Her life was a routine: not only the
work, but such incidents as these
to-day were not exceptional, but
part of the regular order of events,
returning just about so often, and
likely to return so long as Letty
and her father lived.

By-and-bye the back room door
opened and Ralph eame out, clothed
and in his right mind. Clean,shaven,
well-brushed, his worn shoes blacked,
his garments orderly, he looked even
more of a wreek and ruin in this
striving after respectability than
when he let all the outer man fall
to the level of the debased moral
nature.

This was his hour of repentance.
He always repented, and perhaps
that was even harder for Letty than
were his vituperations. He came to
her and knelt down by her and
clasped the small, busy hands and
stopped them in their work and
kissed them.

«My Letty! angel of a child!
Just like your mother, always
trying to save me from myself!
What an unworthy father I am!
How little I deserve your devotion!
Forgive me, my poor injured child!
You are dearer than Hugh or Faith
they abandon me; you never do.
You ought to hate me! Poor little
maid, checked and stunted and
spoiled in your growth by my fault,
my fault, my most grievous fault!
Never mind it, Letty, when I accuse
you and complain of vouj it is not
I that do it, but the demon that rises
in me. Don’t grow weary and for-
sake me, Letty! If you do, what
hope shall I have? for heaven and
men alike despisc me, and only yvou,
my child, eling to me. If Calais
was written on poor Mary Tudor’s
heart, Letty is written on mine.
It is your name and your mother’s,
my poor little girl !”

CHAPTER Il
THE PRETIY SISTER'S ADVENTURE.

Not & quarter of a mile beyond
the little house on the beaeh, a bold
shoulder of rock was thrust from
the land into the zea. Ages of
storms had here denuded the frame-
work of the hill, and heaped along
the shore and out into the water
were the huge fragments of what
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had been a cliff, and these were
mingled with boulders of very dif-
ferent rock, which had been long
ago, in the ice age, swept down
upon these coasts and used, like
the catapults and battering-rams of
old, to destroy this c¢liff in some
Atlantean strife.

The face of the elift is cut by the
slow chisel of the rain and dew,
and in the crevice the fern and
columbine find foothold. So this
cliff, which had fronted and defied
the sc1 when the world was young,
now broken and barnacle-fretted
and weed-draped, had become a
throne and 2 eanopy of state to a
young girl, dimpled and golden-
haired and fair as May.

One waterworn and hollowed rock
offered a commodious seat, the fine
warm sand before it was a luxurious
footstool, the great rocks above the
seat afforded a resting-place and a
shelter from both wind and sun;
there was even a little flat ledge
which held a basket, a book, and
something done up in awhite napkin.

The girl on her stone chair of
state and comfortably resting back
against the rock was busy making
point lace. Iler coarse blue flannel
gown was perhaps shrunlken from
long use; it failed to comc down to
two very pretty feet. She wore a
round blue cotton hatwith a stitched
rim—a twenty-five-cent affair com-
mon at cheap stores at the seaside
—and this. pushed well back on her
head, which rested on the gray rock,
surrounded her lovely Madonna face
like an aurcole. The girls waving
golden hair was gathered in a loose
knot lying low upon her neek, and
her exes, cist down upon the lace-
work, were shaded by long, dark
lashes.

This was Faith, Letey’s sister, who
had fled from the din and distrae-
tion of the little house on the heach.
She had eome here flushed. panting,
excited; indignant, self-compassion-
ate, stung with a biter sense of
degradation and anger. Years and

repetitions had not taught her in-
difference or even patience with the
troubles of her home. But now
these distressful feelings had passed
out of her face and the dimples had
reasserted themselves, and through
her mind drifted song. ¥or had
she not the warm, wide air, the
sunshine lying upon the sea, the
sweet sounds of mnature all about
her? And had she not youth and
beauty, and that perfect health
which makes mere living luxury?
All the blvod pulsing in that well-
moulded, vigorous voung frame was
full of vital energy, and the sound-
ness and strength of the body
soothed and dispelled the distur-
bances of the mind. Moreover, when
one is well and strong and full of
hope one soon rises superior to the
troubles of to-day—and Faith was
Just twenty-one.

Looking at her there—tall, supple,
fine—she scemed much better fitted
then poor little Letty to cope with
the demons that had invaded her
home. But physieal strength is not
always voked with moral or spir-
itual strength, and in these lines
Letty had vastly the advantage.
In patience, self-sacrifice, humility,
compassion, sympathy, Letty, who
had always to contend with phy-
sical discomfort and an hourly sense
of lack of beauty and vigour, far
surpassed her lovely sister; and
patience, self-sacrifice, humility,com-
passion, and sympathy are a mighty
pentarchy in the soul.

So when the unhappy father had
—as oftened happened—come home
drunk, and Letty, to prevent evil
consequences to others, had fastened
him securely in his room, and next
day the successions of fury, reerim-
ination, penitence, and apology were
to be gone through with, Letty
remained at her self-appointed post,
while Faith fled, as always when
the weather permitted.

She mieant to stay away until
peace was faully restored. She couald
do no good by remaining at home;
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her indignation might break out
against the disturber of the peace.
Possibly she sceretly felt that she
was not treating her little sister
quite fairly when she folded up that
small lanch of bread and meat, and,
without stating her purpose, set off,
intending to be gone for the day.
Letty would not have opposed her
plan strongly, but Ifaith did not
like to meet the sad look of Letty's
eyes or hear her patient sigh when
she realized how intolerable to Faith
the home miseries were becoming.
It did not occur to her that Letty’s
eyes would be very sad and her
heurt very heavy, looking for Faith
when she did not come.

All the way to the rocks Faith
had walkedswiftly, withlead thrown
back, shoulders held well up, long,
quick. steps, her lips firm set and
level glances of wrath fiaming from
her eyes. But the exercise and the
pure air and the sunshine had done
her good and called her thoughts
away from her troubles; and as the
Iace slowly grew under her fingers,
and she stole a look at her book
now and again, life became not only
endurable but enjoyable once more.

«If only doing, striving, would
accomplish anything!” she said.
“ But how ean any good ever come
to me—to us? We are bound hand
and foot by our father’s sin.

“But then Letty’s hopes grow
because they are set on heaven;
here she only expects to endure.
But I'm different from Letty ; I want
something for this world, and I
expect that is right, too, for God
made me in this world and has
kept me here, and here is all
the place I know anything about.
Doesn'’t the Bible say, ‘The grave
cannot praise thee, death cannot
celebrate thee: . . . the living,
the living, he shall praise thee’?
I'm lere, and I have to stay here,
and whatever I do is to be done
here. But what is the use of think-
ing of it? I am so tied down and
hemmed in, I fee! like a captive in

a dungeon, sare cnough. Some-
times I get fairlv wild for a little
better chance—tor something beyond
carning bare bread and shoes and
striving against waste and dissi-
pation! Poor Letty! she would be
frightened if she knew just how I
feell”

And here into Faith's dreamings
and musings came a loud, shrill
ery, as if from a child in trouble,
Out of her rock covert caine Faith
and surveyed the beach. A few
rods from her sat a little lad on ihe
sand, his hat pushed back on his
head, his hands clasping his bare
feet, rocking to and fro and shriek-
ing in pain and despair.

«Why, what’s wrong here, my
little man ?” cried Faith, running to
him.

At this apparition of a tall and
beautiful damsel running to him,
full of sympathy and with possi-
bilities of help, the child lifted tear-
filled blue eyes, wet, red, face, and
checking his shrieks into sobs gave
answer:

« Fishhooks!”

Sure enough; this lost infant was
entangled in two or three fishing
lines, much as Christian and Hope-
ful were bound in the nets of the
Flatterer; moreover, one of these
lines having trailed about him, he
had trodden on & hook and it had
entered his foot, and while he danced
about in the pain of this disaster he
trod with the other foot on the hook
of another line, and so here he sat
wailing.

“ Why, why!"” cried Faith, going
down on her knees beside him; «1
never knew a little boy to catch
such big tish, and I never knew a
fish to make so much noise when
caught! Don’t you know fishes are
silent? They only make a noise
when they are dead, and sputtering
in a pan. Did you ever hear a fish
sputter in & pan?”

« No- 0-0,” mourned the little boy.

«See here, I'm going to get you
out of all these troubles and make
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you as right as a trivet in no time,
only you must not frighten me by
erying. Try now if you cannot
stop erying, and clear up your eyes
and be cheerful and give me advice,
and see that I do things about right.
Come, come! you are a boy, and
will grow into a man; you must be
brave. Suppose by-and-byve you
become a soldier and are a great
general and go into war; why, you
may get wounded, and you will not
want to cry then, surely! Keep
quiet now. Here are three or four
fish lines and half a dozen hooks
flying about, and you'll be caught
again if you don’t look out. Here's
one fast in your shirt already!
The first thing to do is to have these
lines and other hooks disposed cf
nicely. While I wind them up,
you think how the fish must feel to
have these barbed things put into
their poor mouths.”

Thus discoursing, Faith wound
up line after line, having much
ado to disentangle them and fasten
securely the stray hooks. Next,
with the points of the small sharp
scissors that hung at her waist she
cut the hook out of the shirt, and
finally her small boy sat on the
beach, dismal, with a hook in each
foot.

Now Faith had time to perceive
that this was not a fisherman’s child,
nor one accustomed to going bare-
foored. His plump, pink feet and
round legs had never been tanned
and hardened by exposure to sun
and wind. The shirt-waist she had
been snipping was of fine cambric
and city make, his silk tie had been
knotted by careful, tasteful fingers,
and the little knee breeches were
of the finest cloth. Sure enougl,
there on the beach lay long black
stockings and a pair of buttoned
boots. This was one of the summer
boarders’ children, from the hotel
half a mile away.

«Are you pretty brave?” asked
Faith, «or are you accustomed to
howl every time you are hurt?”

«I’'m brave—when I have to be,”
said the boy.

“«That’'s all right” said Faith.
“«There is no need of being any
braver than is necessary; we don't
want to throw away courage any
more than we want to throw away
cake. J don't think it is a good
plan to put on courage enough to
meet a lion every time we see a
kitten.”

The boy laughed.

«That's right,” said Faith; «I
want to see you in a cheerful frame
of mind, so you will have courage
while I get these hooks out of your
feet. You see, I ean't pull them out,
because they bave Dbarbs; I must
cut them out; and so you will be
just like a big boy, for every big
boy I ever saw has had a fishhook
cut out of his flesh some time or
another. It is the fate of boys.
Now don’t winee or jerk. Il do
the best I can.”

With this preface Ifaith took out
a very sharp little knife which she
sometimes used about her lace work,
and addressed herself to the task of
cutting out the hooks; but she did
not trust her boy in the matter of
jerking. She took the unfortunate
pink feet, first one and then the
other, prisoner between her knees,
and held them vieelike until the
deed was done. Ier captive flung
himself back and roared lustily for
a minute or two, but was consoled
by Faith's cry of «All right now;
here are your hooks!” So he sat
up and watched Faith wash his feet
in sea water, which smarted a little,
but would be very good for them,
she assured him; and then she
bound one foot up in his handker-
chief and one in her own, and said
that she would carry him to her
seat among the rocks.

« We will play that I am a mer-
maid, and that you are a little fairy
prince come to visit me.”

«1 can never walk home,” sighed
the child.

«Qh, in a couple of hours I think
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you can put on your stockings and
shoes, and get along very well.
Perhaps someone will come to 100k
for you, or I may see someone going
along the beach who will earry you
home.”

« Perhaps Ken will stop for me,"
said the boy. What is your name,
Miss Mermaid ?”

«Faith. What is yours, little
prince?”

« Richard Parvin. If you are

Faith, where are Hope and Charity?

I always hear about those three
abiding—somewhere.”

«They are up at my house,” said
Faith, with a remorseful twinge
about Letty left alone ; « they always
abide there.”

«Your house must be a pretty
nice place, if you are always as
funny as you are to-day,” said
Richard with conviction.

«Now I will make the prince a
seaweed bed,” said Faith, heaping
up dry weed in a nook between two
rpeks; “and now that you are well
scttled for a visit, how will some
Junch strike you?” and she laid out
the napkin and placed upon it the
bread and meat. These her guest,
with the usual inconsequent haste of
small boys, devoured at cnce. After
that he did some thinking. - #4%}

«Why don't you stop working
and play in the sand ?” said FFaith’s
company. «I always play on the
beach.”

«I have to work. I can't afford
to stop. I'm poor folks.”

#“You don’t look poor-folksey.”

«“Thank you. Then I am not
what I seem.”

“Richard! Rich-arr-rd!” Loud
shouts from someone.

“«There’s Ken!” said the small
boy with some animosity, “and
I've a mind to just let him holler
'n’ holler, an’ go clear home without
me—an’ he'd cateh it from mamma.”

“But in that case how would you
get home yourself?”

«Well, prhaps youw'd better let
him know where I am.”

«Here! here!” cried Faith, run-
ning out from her rock house to
direet Richard’s truant playmate.
And so calling, she ran almost
against a tall, bronzed young man
of about six feet in height and
broad in proportion, wearing a
very stylish suit of seal-brown
corduroy.

“0Oh!” exclaimed Faith, stopping
in vexation and confusion.

Off came the young man’s hat.
« My little cousin Richard said he
would meet me by these rocks. I
was calling him.”

«Here I am, Ken!” shouted the
little lad, «#in her rock house! She
is mermaid, and I’'m a prince; we're
playing it, Ken!”

« Delightful play! Let me join
it. As I cant presume to be a
prince, let me be the humblest of
the Tritons,” said the stranger, turn-
ing in behind the sheltering rocks
to find Richard lying at ease with
bandaged feet.

Faith followed, angry to a degree.
Her solitude was intruded upon,
and she had forced herself upon
the acquaintance of one of these
summer people! She was by nature
a proud girl, and something ambi-
tious; she had good blood in her
veins, and suffered keenly from her
fallen fortunes. The social disad-
vantage at which she found herself
made her silent and resentful to
golden youth of either sex. With
the little lad she could be all
playfulness, but now the mermaid
taking her throne again looked
rather a wrathful Juno.

«Fishhooks! The fishhooksin your
feet!” cried Kenneth to Richard.

“ Was it you gave that child those
lines with all those hooks?” de-
manded Faith with superfluous in-
dignation. «I should think you
would have known better!”

“«He wanted them,” said Kenneth,
crestfallen before the irate beauty.

“Suppose he did want them!
must people have whatever they
want, whether it is well for them
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ornot? We want plenty of things
in this world which we cannot have.
‘We begin by erying for a lighted
candle; would you give a baby a
candle?”

«T think I would if it cried very
hard for it.”

« Have you had everything you
want, for instance?” said Iaith,
disgusted with his flippancy.

« Pretty nearly,” said the golden
youth, with the cheerfulness of one
to whom the world has been very
good.

«Then when the time comes that
you want something and can’t have
it, I'm afraid you’'ll behave very
badly about 1t.”

«Indeed, I hope not” said Ken-
neth, to whom this sharpness seemed
very piquant and amusing, as un-
usual to his experience.

«You will,” said Faith positively.
« Adversity is the nurse of noble
souls; only your views about having
every whim gratified are all wrong.
No wonder you came near letting
this child be lamed for life!”

«Say, Ken, I'm hungry,” said
Richard, «“and I've eaten up all her
dinner. She gave it to me, and I
ate it before I thought.”

«Oh, no!” cried Faith menda-
ciously. «That was only a little

treat for stray boys who visit my
cave.”

Perhaps Kenneth believed that.
He unstrapped a flat basket from
his shoulders and procceded to lay
out a collation, saying, “Here is
also lunch for stray boys and girls.
Let us make a treaty of peace and
confirm it with bread and salt, and
T'll promise to take Richard’s edu-
cation in hand and refuse him
everything that he wants, espe-
cially my fish-lines and hooks. I
let him take them to carry while
I went back to the swamp to get
a few specimens of insects for an
old friend of mine who is a collector.
You can see them while I spread
out my collation.”

If he expected to be revenged for
Faith’s tartness by seeing her jump
in horror at «the bugs” he was
disappointed. She examined them
coolly, remarking, “I'vefound much
handsomer plenty of times.” She
wanted to refuse to share the pienie,
but somehow found herself eating
it with the rest, and before it was
over they were all telling riddles
and making puns and quoting poetry
in high good-fellowship.

«] wish you were at the hotel,”
cried Kenneth. «Where do you
board ?”

REVERIE IN A DESERTED CHURCHYARD.*

. BY IDELL ROGERS.

Sixa low tome, shy songster, low and sweet,
From yonder gnarled old cypress, sweet
and low;
The day is slowly dying, it is meet
All things should watch in silence here
below.

The folded mists, with lamhent amber dyed,
Are nestling midway o'er the wooded
height ;
A cricket trills his evesong by my side,
The swallows nestward drift in drowsy
flight.

As unseen angels haste from Eden bowers,
To touch the golden gates with magic wand
Soft zephyrs waft sweet incense from the
flowers.
While sun-kist waves are kneeling on the
strand.

Far o'er the purpling hills, in dazzling sheen,
Trembles the last faint glow of evening
light,
As, trailing glories o'er the hills between,
The setting sun has slowly passed from
sight.

* Suggested by Charles Dickens® description of the old church in *0ld Curiosity Shop.”
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Hushed in impassioned silence is the air,
Shrouding the wind.swept vales and dis-
tant lea,
While calmly in the wan light over there,
A sail rests motionless upon the sea.

1 hear the low of kine in fields afar,
The tinkling of the bells in folds near by,
As trembling now appears the first pale star,
And glances sidelong from the western sky.

Where yonder maple lifts and spreads aloft

Its crimson branches o’er the frowning
clift,

The crescent of the new moon, gieaming soft,

Is sifting silver through the clouds’ wide
ritt.

Soft is the murmur of the moonlit waves,
As winds and waves in pastoral measures
roll,
The grasses rustle o'er forsaken graves,
While long-forgotten memories wake the
soul.

Their dreamy tones fall on the inward ear,
Like changing echoes of some olden rhyme,
Sitting in the deserted churchyard here,
Weird, spectral shadows haunt the shores
of time,

Oh, strange, weird phantoms of the storied
past,
Empire of deuath, oblivion and decay—
Still holy lives have hallowed fame and cast
Soft sunset glories o’er another’s day.

I hear the sound of drums, the storm-clouds
lower,
Battles are fought and bloody victories
won,
For hollow fame or selfish lust of power,
That palls and sickens ¢’er the setting sun.

I see the valiant warrior, brave and strong,
With gorgeous panoply and nodding plume,

Hero of famous deeds in minstrel’s song,
The flower of chivalry blooms o’er his tomb.

Beneath yon quaint and old baronial arch,
While countless seasons slowly ebb and
warne,
Sleep gallant knights, who once, in warlike
march,
Smoteheathen foes on Israel’s battle-plain.

Here by this moss-grown altar once they
prayed,
And rvising, left onc offering, theirall,
To tread the valleys where the Christ-child
strayed,
Redeeming holy ground from pagan thrall.

Cosoure, Oxr.

From storied windows, richly interlaced
With quaint embossing, crimson glories

fall,

And linger near the graves of those who
faced

Deatit’s solemn mysteries at the tocsin’s
call.

Death’s consummation crowns completed
work,
Or comes too soon.  Some task to each is
given;
And duties near us, that we may not shirk,
Are stepping-stones on which we mount
to heaven.

Aud noble deeds effaced, or left untold
By history’s pages, still shall brightly shine
When angel guardians of our lives nnfold,
The hidden pages of the life divine.

Adown this old and dimly-lighted crypt,
Dreaming ascetic dreams of God and
heaven,
The hooded monks have often noiseless slipt,
And softly chanted vesper hymns at even.

And here the pale musician loved to sit,
And with sweet influences touch the keys,
Till harmonies in mystic union flit,
Or falling mingle with the murmuringseas.

In these dark tombs, O Death! thou hast
concealed

Unnumbered hosts ; to-night they dream-
less sleep.

Powerless *gainst thy dread shaft was sword
or shield,

Over their graves the rustling grasses

sweep.

. . . . . . .

Sing low to me, shy songster, sweet and low;
The roseate glow has slowly died away,
And night, with sable garments trailing low,
Chants a funereal requiem for the day.

Her haunted chambers, where low branches

droop,
Thrill and resound with plaintive sym-
phonies,
As night-winds softly touch the lake-reed’s
flute,
Or swcep the harpstrings of the forest
trees.

The Gloria of the earth, her psalms of praise,
Arise wherever nature’s pulses throb ;

Commingled with the stars’ seraphic lays,
Float now in duleet minors up to God.
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A WRECKER'S LIGHT.

BY A DAUGHTER OF THE ITINERANCY.

WHEN Miss Bowman first met
James Forest he was eighteen, and
somewhat raw as to both material
and makeup. His hands and feet
were splendid for work, but when
out of an occupation they seemed
painfully aware of their existence,
and Miss Bowman used to wish that
when not needed for actual use they
should, on the automatic pencil plan,
be withdrawn from sight. IIis legs
and arms were long and lanky, his
face and neck a blaze of sunburnt
splendour, and his hair—I will not
be dishonesi—it was pure, undiluted
red. Perhaps you can imagine how,
when a scarlet necktie supported, as
it often did, this weight of glory,
Miss Bowman would run back in
her thoughts to some of the sunsets
she had seen in sunny Italy, and
how she would actually sigh over
the odious comparison.

But then James Forest was often
at the bottom of Miss Bowman’s
sighs. She used to sit and look at
him and wonder what kind of a
transformation would be cffected
were his faded dirty overalls, his
coarse checked shirt, and his pon-
derous, worn, seven-league boots, to
be exchanged for more pleasingly
artistic raiment. The coat and
collar were sigh-breeders, too; or
rather, I should say, the lack of
them, for this country lad usually
considered these articles of attire
quite superfluous.

Many and many a time did Miss
Bowman wonder why he would
come to the table in soiled, steaming
shirt-sleeves, when a light, thin coat
would have made him more whole-
some, and decent as well. She
would try to imagine the change
were his long neck to be clothed
in a loose flannel collar, instead of
a naked-looking shirt-band. To be
sure on Sunday she had cause to

rejoice in an overmuchness of the
collar article, but she had a tender
heart, this woman whom you have
already dubbed ecritical, and she
could not take pleasure in a fellow-
creature’s misery. So she used to-
sit in Father Forest’s pew and feel
really sorry because James Forest’s
high, stiff-laundried collar kept him
running his fingers round inside
the linen, and nervously craning
and straining his neck in a fushion
that betokened real, if possibly
deserved, unhappiness.

Now I am afraid when I add to-
my description of James Forest that
his monners were scarce, and, when
found, imperfeet, you will jump to
the conclusion that he was unprom-
ising material. Be not so hasty;
you have not yet been introduced
to his eyes, forehead or mouth, and
until you know these parts of a
man how can you guess whether he
will be sage or fool ?

James Forest had a fine forehead,.
steady blue eyes, and a pleasant
mouth, and if you still persist that
he was raw material out of which
to fashion a Methodist minister
I answer calmly, «Not so” Raw
material, if the ingredients be but
good, and the texture plastic, is
first-class—nothing better.

So at least thought some of the
wise men of the church. They took
James Forest from his plain country
home, gave him a start on the road
that leads to a Methodist parsonage,.
and he straightway began to swiftly
run his course. Overalls, checked
shirt and top boots were tossed aside.
On came the ministerial garb, the
ministerial air, in short the minister
himself. God has many workshops
into which his master workmen
take rough, unhewn boulders, turn-
ing them out as rare stones fashioned
and polished “after the similitude:

Pax:
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of a palace,” but surely the great
Methodist workshop excels all others
in the rapidity with which it changes
raw material into finely-executed,
well-seasoned men and women.

James Forest was a remarkable
sample of this kind of work. All
along his probationary path were
graves dug with his own hands.
In one le dropped an intonation, in
another a mannerism, in yet another
an ides, and upon each gravestone
was inseribed «Their loss ismy gain.”

And sure enough it was his gain.
Lightened of these burdens he stood
erect in God’s pure air and looked
about. On every hand were trees
and rare fruit; on ahead, stretehing
into the mist of the future, hung
fruits more wondrous still. He was
hungry, he ate; and nourished by
this good food he grew and pushed
his way onward.

He had been just two years in
the work when he was sent to Y.
station to fill a six months’ vacancy,
and it was then that Miss Bowman
renewed her acquaintance with the
farmer’s lad of five years before.
Then she bad been a summer boarder
at his father's home, now he came to
be the young preacher whom she
was to house and feed—and, I would
sav, mother—only that exception
might be taken to a woman of
thirty-five mothering a young man
of twenty-three, so I use & misfit
and say—befriend.

The first evening they were to-

. gether they sat talking of ways

and means—not financial ways and
means, but of how men and women
in Y might be won for the
Kingdom. «Spiritual methods,” Mr.
Forest had called it, but Miss Bow-
man was old enough to translate
some of her religious terms into
the everyday dialect, so she said
brightly,

“«Give you some ideas as to ways
and means? I don't know that I
have any new goods in stock. It's
the old. old story of being and doing,
of fighting and watching, of—well,

of doing our best, and then just
being happy in spite of things.”

«Then you think I won’t have all
smooth sailing here?”

«I know you won’t.”

« Won'’t you give me some pointers
then-—tell me what are going to be
my greatest difficulties?”

Miss Bowman seemed to look the
young man over and mentally take
his measure. When she spoke it
was with far more gravity than
usual.

«Yes, I will tell you, if you want
to know the honest truth. It is not
my way with friends to deal much
in evasive answers.”

«T assure you I honestly want to
know.” There was no mistaking
the young man’s sincerity, and Miss
Bowman shot forth her first arrow.

«] think then that your greatest
difficulty will come from people who
will be lavish in their praises of
you and your work—people who
will make much of you and help
you to think yourself what you are
not. I am speaking especially of
women, for they are the greatest
transgressors in this matter.”

« Women! why I always got along
all right with the ladies. I thought

-it was the men, the old men, who

would be crotchety.”
preacher was surprised.

«Perhaps they may be,” Miss
Bowman replied, «but the women
are not going to be all pointers
Heavenward, I can assure you. I
have seen two young ministers well-
nigh ruined in this Y—— chureh,
and I don't consider that we are
worse than other folk. All young
men need grace, but a young Meth-
odist minister should be saturated
to the bone therewith to stand his
ground. They will spoil you, James,
unless you say they shall not.”

Mr. Forest looked during this
plain speech like a curious child
who voluntarily empties a bottle
of castor oil into its mouth, but is
disagreeably surprised and can’t
swallow the dose.

The young
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« Why, Miss Bowman,” he gasped,
«1 really don’t know what you are
getting at. What do you mean?
Why should I spoil more easily
than any other man?”

« Why ?” there is almost a touch
of sarcasm in Miss Bowman's reply,
« because women, and especially
young women, who would nout look
at you dressed in tweed, will fall
prostrate before the knight of the
cloth, and it is difficult for a man to
make his way among prostrate
women.”

“You are complimentary to both
the young women and to myself,”—
it is the young minister’s turn to be
caustic. “Grant that I am a fool, if
you will, but please don’t put the
young ladies in the same list.”

It was one of Miss Bowman’s nice
ways that when matters anywhere
reached a critical point she was
very likely to break into a merry
peal of laughter that cooled the air.

«What a snappy pair we are!” she
exclaimed,good-humouredly. «Come,
laugh and help me clear the atmo-
sphere or there will be a forest fire
that, as the papers say, will devastate
the country.”

Mr. Forest’s clouded visage bright-
ened, he laughed a round, hearty
laugh, all the while protesting—
«Well, Miss Bowman, you kindled
this blaze.”

« But I didn’t,” said Miss Bowman,
a“you asked adviee and I gave you
a dose that nearly spoiled . your
curiosity forever; and now let me
finish lest 1 be wmisunderstood.
There are a lot of splendid women
in our church, but there are also
those who will pounce upon you
and devour your modesty, before you
know the delicate bloom of your
character is being rubbed awayv. 1
warn you of these—they are not
your friends.”

Mr. Iorest understood at last, and
there was a silence as when a stone
touches bottom and only the ripples
are heard—the ripples of thought
that swish their gentle voices against
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the shores of our silence and make
even our quict moments never quite
still.

When Miss Bowman spoke it was
not scverely, but meditatively, as
though calling up memories.

“Yes,” she said, “a conceited young
minister may be fit for heaven, but
there really seems to be no room for
him on earth.”

"« agree,” responded Mr. Forest.

« Well, see to it that you agree six
months hence,” and then Miss Bow-
man, seeing that the subject under
discussion had grown strong enough
to stand on its own feet, deliberately
dropped it and turned to other
matters.

The six months went by as all
months go by. To some they were
red-letter months, all through life to
be viewed as landmarks. To others
they were uneventful, slipping by
with an even, monotonous tread that
one grew accustomed to and searcely
noticed.

Mr. Forest would not have called
them red-letter months for himself,
and yet he knew that they had not
been uneventful.

In taking stock he was aware of
a certain slimness in some depart-
ments and a certain tendency to
overflow in others. He felt he was
not evenly balanced, but the getting
himself into shape was miserably
unsatisfactory work. His feelings
were boisterous in their desire to
occupy the whole man, and his
thoughts were crowded and jostled
into odd eorners where the air was
stuffvy and it was easy for them to
drowse and do nothing.

Miss Bowman noticed the condition
of things, and she murmured—to
herself, of course—«The poor lad is
losing ground, and yet I warned
him.”

She knew better than to speak her
fears abroad. The church was full
of the young minister's praises, and
to declare disbelief in the generally
accepted theory that Mr. Forest had
a pair of angels’ wings folded away

R
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under his sombre black would have
been as risky as to attempt to shoot
Niagara. That old eataract would
have received its vietim with just
about as much warmth of embrace
as would ¥ Methodist church
the man or woman who attempted
to shadow Mr. Forest’s fame. They
adored him, which was foolish j they
told him they adored him, which
was cruel.

«1 deelare,” said Miss Bowman,
«the gray-haired men and wowmen
are as bad as the rest. They are
sure they have caught an angel, but
suppose they had, wouldn't Gabriel
bimself turn into a goose before the
magic of their foolishness?”

Week Ly week the young minister
spent less time in his study and more
among the people, playing croquet,
attending picnices, chatting over gar-
den gates, and generally scattering
the cookies of religious food. MHe
was a good speaker, and if sometimes
his sermons were 1_)11; frothy, he at
least inflated his hearers and they
thought they were thriving. His
pleasant way of shaking hands with
everybody and always saying the
right thing in the right place pleased
the people, and there were not a few
to hint that the chureh might do
worse than permanently retain this
satisfactory young suppiy.

It was near the close of the fourth
month that Miss Bowman began to
notice a strange, morbid irritability
about her young boarder. She won-
dered in silerce for several weeks,
then said gertly one sca hour. «I
think, James, you owe meanapology;
you know better than to sit nearly a
whole meal throughandsay nothing.”

The fruit-spoon was held over the
fruit-dish in a way that made results
uneertain while Miss Bowman waited.

There was a moment's pause and
then Mr. Forest literally threw an
answer into the silence.

« I apologize, Miss Bowman. The
fact is I am in love. When Igetmy
fruit I want to talk to yvoun.”

Miss Bowman wondered how fruit

could affeet A question so grave, but
she enjoyed the humour of the sit-
uation and remembered that even
a man’s heart and stomach have
reciprocal relations, and gave him
the frait.

“ You will be surprised,” he said,
after his first mouthful, «bust I really
am in love. I don’t know why I
have been so boorish, unless it was
that I thought you wouldn't like it,
and then I've been too busy lately
calling on Carrie Potter to see much
of the Lord Jesus Christ. Tell me
what you think of it all, Miss
Bowman.”

Miss Bowman did not answer for
a moment; then she said slowly, as
though weighing her words:

“My experience has been that
when a man traly loves he does
not say he is in love, but simply,
‘I love” I do not honestly think,
James, that you have met the woman
who was made for you. Hasty feel-
ing is ruling your heart, anc then
Carrie Potter is not the wife for a
Methodist minister.”

«Why not; she is a church mem-
ber?”

“Yes, but only a nominal one, she
is not a worker.” .

“She is retiring; she says she
cannot go out like some women.”

“She goes to plenty of gay parties.”

Mr. Forest made an impatient
movement. «Miss Bowman, you
don’tseem to understand my feelings,
and yet you must have loved once.”

That “once"” had a forty-years-ago
sound that amused Miss Bowman,
but she only said, « Why must I?”

«Why, beeause everybody is bound
to meet their mate. You know the
Bible says, < It is not good for man to
be alone.”

“True cnough, but that does not
settle the fate of us women folk. I
incline to the belief that it s good
for some women to be alone—and
some men, too, for that matter.”

« Well,” said Mr. Forest, «it isn’t
good for me, anyway, and you know,
Miss Bowman, I didn't decide all
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in a moment; I could have married
other girls.”

«1 dare say.”

“Don’t make fun. I tell you there
are a score of girls I could have had
for the asking.” )

Miss Bowman was silent. Shame-
facedly she acknowledged the truth
of this plain assertion, and yet she
believed that God intended only one
woman for this man. Why were
all these girls willing to cheapen
themselves, and why had they spoiled
this young man’s modesty. When
she spoke it was with vehemence.

«Perhaps you could, but, thank
God, there are women who are not
to be had for the asking.”

Mr. Forest looked uncomfortable,
but he only said, ¢ Then you don’t
approve my choice?”

«1 think you are making a mis-
take,” Miss Bowman answered, “and
you cannot afford to make a mistake.
A minister’s wife may be a beacon
light, but if she be a wrecker's light
his chances to win souls are mightily
lessened. You should wait until you
see more of women and more of
your work. Get your views of life
broudened, your judgment matured,
and then choose the woman whom
you love, not the woman with whom
you are ‘in love.””

There was no answer to these plain
words—the September shadows grew
darker across the tea-table, fruit and
cake and bread seemed to lose their
individuality and become a confused
mass of cheerless leavings. The
«survival of the fittest” among the
flies gathered listlessly round the
crumbs of cake scattered here and
there, and the crackling grate fire
fell into a heap of characterless
embers. It was dreary. Mr. Forest
felt chilled.

«Good-night,” he said uneasily, «I
am going to the Epworth League
« At Home,” and may be late.” Then
tarning back, be added,

“«Thank you, Miss Bowman. If
I strike a rock it will be in spite of
your warning light.”
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Miss Bowman watched him from
the window, and as she saw him stop
to chat with old Nancy Gray, and
then link arms with wild young
Tom Shepherd. she said sadly, « He
is true metal, but no one can tell
what form he will take.”

Several years later she remem-
bered these words of hers. The
hero of her warnings came again to
her home and his presence caused the
old conversations to come rushing
back, clamourous as old age to fill
the present with the past. She
remembered that in the old days
she had placed a question mark after
the young minister and now, as she
looked at the grave, established man
before her she felt like putting an
exclamation mark.

Verily James Forest had taken
form, but why a mould so sadly,
seriously settled? It was as though
he had ccased climbing with the
elasticity of youth and had settled
down for the rest of the journey
into a monotonous jog-trot.

Miss Bowman asked him as to his
work and he answered mechanically;
then she waited for him to talk, and
like an old man slipping back into
the days of youth he forgot the
present and drifted back. He spoke
freely to Miss Bowman, but that was
only natural. She was so clever at
filling in gaps; if you told her you
had rounded a certain corner, she
knew exactly what was around that
corner. She hadn’t always been
there, butshe had observed thereports
of those who had, and she showed in
this way such a knowledge of the
route that travellers liked to tell her
their experiences. Then, too, her
parlour was used to confidences, and
the very atmospbere seemed sooth-
ingly conducive to this sort of talk.
Nothing in the room struck you, but
with a soft, mesmeric touch the
charm enwrapped you, body and
spirit. The warm, soft curtains
hung close to each other, as though
to speak of love and tender friend-
ship; and when the firelight shadows
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trescoed them into fantastic light
and shade, there was always a feel-
ing as though the cold, eruel world
dare not push aside and enter.

Then there were books, real live
books, that would not be caged, and so
-ereptintoevery nook and corner; and
the easy chairs that verily cased every
fibre of body and brain. Dainty
touches of art and rare bric-d-brac
fromtfar-away lands, and downy pil-
lows to fill in every nook and cranny
of discomfort. Ah, yes, I may cata-
logue the charms of that room, but I
may nottell the charm; and if Imight,
Iwouldnot. Heaven reduced to paper
is nos; Heaven, and when we would
with rude hand of fiesh handle even
the poor copy of that eternal home,
sometliing within us says “sacrilege,”
and we hesitate. Verily, as weli,
when comes a messenger celestial,
might we detain the angel, to count
the feathers in his snowy wings.

Mr. Forest had never tried to
analyze the charm of either Miss
Bowman or her home. He knew
that both had a tendency to comfort
bim and he was satisfied.

«I nearly struck one of your
rocks,” he said, as he stretched his
long legs out in easy fashion before
the glowing hearth fire. Miss Bow-
man laughed.

«Did they nearly spoil yor?”

«Nearly. Itell you, Miss Bowman,
I was a conceited puppy two years
ago'"

#Aml now?”

« Now, I only desire to show forth
Jesus, and Him crucitied.”

There was no mistaking the ear-
nest, solemn tone of these words.

« Never mind all the story of how
I came to my senses. A keen, clear-
headed woman said to me one day
when I was complaining of wmy
appointment and almost sneering
at some older men who had no
university aegree—¢I perceive that
vour M.A. means Moss Avenue.’

“We were passing that big church
as she spoke, and some way or other,
though I denied her statement, the

words clung to me. I went home to
pray, and that night the Spirit of
God came to me and I saw myself
in all my meagreness. IHe saved me
from myself; but I tell you, Miss
Bowman, it was a close call.”

«You have not struck another
rock ?”

Mr. Forest started at this direct
question. Iisstory had been pouring
forth freely—he now put in the
stopper, and with more constraint
in his manner he sat erect and said
with slow intensity, « Miss Bowman,
I -will tell you what no one else shall
ever know. Iam notnaturally aself-
contained man, and it will ease the
pressure to speak freely to someone.

«] am going to marry a woman
who I believe will not be a beacon
light, but rather that other light
you spoke of; you told me my
chances to win souls would be might-
ily lessened if I did this, and—I
Lelieve you now.’’

«Surely you need not marry such
a woman?” Miss Bowman's voice
was intense.

“«Do[not need to keep my pledge?”

“Yes, yes, but how do you know
she is a—a wrecker’s light?”

*Beeause,” he began, with a pain-
ful flush overspreading his face,
“hecause a year ago I saw the true
beacon light, and it seemed to beckon
me to Heaven; and then, in my
struggle to be true to principle, I
seemed to see—hell.”

Miss Bowman started. There was
moie intensity in this man than
she had suspected.  «Most men who
reach heaven have secen hell,” she
said; «vou must not think of failure,
even now."

«XNo, not entire failure, but athorny
road, and I fear about the tabundant
entrance.””

A servant brought in a light just
here, or perhaps Mr. Forest might
have said more; as it was he came
to another side of himself and asked
abruptly, #Can you come to my
marriage? You are to beinvited and
I should like you there.”
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She went, and the gathering was
a fashionable one. The bride was
radiant and the groom looked his
best, people said; and yet to Miss
Bowman it was a sombre wedding.
The sun seemed afraid to appear and
bless the union. His glances were
timid and uncertain, and when fin-
ally a dark cloud overshadowed
him it seemed as if someone had
forbidden the banns. Then into the
gloom came the voice of thunder
and the «“Someone” seemed to be God
Himself, and as the rain fell fast it
was easy to hear the angels weep.
People shivered in spite of the warm
church, and someone said October
weddings were risky.

Still it was only an idea, of course,
and it would simply have to be a
case of “ Happy the bride on whom
the sun doesn’t shine.”

1 think she was happy, too, in
her way, of course. Prominent and
influential churches invited Mr.
Forest to minister to their spiritual
needs, and Mrs. Forest enjoyed her
position as wife of a preacher of

when people spoke of the «Punshon of
Canadian Methodism,” and she won-
dered why her husband should seem
to so lightly esteem these honours.

He knew and wondered not.
Beneath the babble of applause he
beard an undertone that fell upon
his ear as hideous discord. His wife
was gay—she mixed freely with the
people whose god was not the Lord,
prayer-meeting bored her, and she
found nothing attractive in any .
work for the uplifting and bettering
of humanity.

A strange wife for a minister to
choose, so people said. They added
that if he were like some men he
would go down under the weight
of his wife’s pernicious influence.

He was not like some men, how-
ever, and his consecrated talent kept
him afloat. He lived and suffered
and worked, and the result was not
a cipher, but it would have been far
greater if—if the echo of spoken
words shall take form again and
respeak the solemn truth—«If she
be a wrecker’s light his chances to

such prominence. She was proud win souls are mightily lessened.”

FAREWELL, OLD YEAR.

FareweLL, Old Year, we walk no more together,
1 catch the sweetness of thy latest sigh ;

And, crowned with yellow brake and withered heather,

I see thee stand beneath this cloudy sky.

Here, in the dim light of a gray December,
We part in smiles, and yet we meet in tears,
Watching thy chilly dawn, I well remember
I thought thee saddest born of all the years.

1 knew not then what precious gifts were hidden
Under the mists that veiled thy paths from sight ;
I knew not then that joy would come unbidden
To make thy closing hours divinely bright.

1 only saw the dreary clouds unbroken,
I only heard the plash of icy rain ;

And, in that winter gloom, I found no token
To tell me that the sun would shine again.

Oh, dear old year, I wronged a Father’s kindness ;
I would not trust Him with my load of care,

1 stumbled on in weariness and blindness,
And lo! He blessed me with an answered prayer.

Good-bye, kind Year! We walk no more together,
But here in quiet happiness we part ;

And, from thy wreath of faded fern and heather,
1 take some sprays and wear them on my heart.
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ENGLAND IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY.*

Tur Victorian era will forever be
counted one of the most notable in the
history of Great Britain, and of the
world,  Few sovercigns of any land have
ever reigned so long, and none have ever
reigned so well as the Island Queen: Her
benign sway extends over more wmillions
of human beings than any other, except
the feehle control, if control it can be
called, of the Emperor of China over
his tottering realm. Beyond the Indus,
where the foot of an Alexander faltered,
she rules a populous empire ; and the
forty colonies of Greater Britain through-
out the world cover one-fifth of the land
surface and one-fourth of its population.

We have reviewed in these pages Mrs.
Latimer’s previous volumes on France,
and Russia and Turkey in the Nineteenth
Century. To English-speaking people
the present volume is of still greater
interest. The writer has special advan-
tages for preparing this book. Her
father was for fifty years an ofticer of the
Royal Navy, rising to the post of rear-
admiral. Her own recollections go back
before the reign of Queen Victoria.
When I was born, says Mrs. Latimer,
England had made very little material
progress since the time of Queen
Elizabeth. The reign of steam had just
begun.  The use of gas was almost un-
known.  Guttapercha had not Dbeen
applied to its thousand modern uses.
America raised but little cotton, mwanu-
factured less, and printed none.  Thou-
sands of cottage weavers threw the shuttle
in the noisy hand looms.  Postage was a
heavy tax. Half a century earlier Wesley
had ran a furrow through English soil
whence stirred new life in all the
churches. Taxation, as Sidney Smith
tells us, was crushing. The factories were
filled with women and children standing
all day at their monotonous labour in a
polluted atmosphere, or toiled long hours
in the darksome mine—even infants of
four or tive dragging sledge tubs on all
fours through tunnels too low for a grown
person.  Mrs. Browning's ¢ Cry of the
Cluldren,” and Lord Ashley’s nassionate
zeal brought about 2 much needed reform,
Elizabeth Fry carried light and air and
the blessings of the Gaspel into darksome
dungeons. The sceren of her Christ-like
life is found in her own words, “*Since
my heart was touched at scventeen, 1

* England in the Ninete nth Century. By
Euzasern WorMELEY LaTimer.  Chicago:

6

believe 1 have never awakened from
sleep in sickness or in health, by night or
by day, without my first thought being,
How can I serve my Maker.”

This book does not profess to be an ex-
haustive history, but a series of pictures
of the times, and sketchy ‘¢ historieal
gossip ”’ and anccdotes, which give per-
haps truer ideas of the period than much
dry-as-dust history. The writer sketches
the sombre close of the reign of the poor
blind and mind-beclouded King George
II1., the domestic and social infelicities
of the times of George IV. and William
IV., the Corn Law riots, and the many
%i;‘]ring events accompanying the Reform

ill.

With the accession of the maiden queen,
a brighter day dawns and a nurer air
breathes around us. The characters of
Canning, Meclbourne, Sir Robert Peel,
Beaconsticld and Gladstone, are strong-
ly limned. The Cabul Massacre, the
Indian Mutiny, and the career of those
dauntless heroes, Wellington, Havelock,
Lawrence, Colin Campbell and Qutram,
who maintained the name and fame of
England in leaguered fortress and on
tented field, are recorded.

The sketches ot the pure, sweet domes-
tic life of the English Queen and of her
children, add a personal interest to the
book. **I have heard Fanny and Charles
Kemble,” says Mrs. Latimer, ‘“and
other great readers, but I have never
heard any who equal Queen Victoria.
It was a revelation of the possibili-
ties of a thing familiar.” The writer
was one of the few who saw her coron-
ation and witnessed also her jubilee.

We are favoured with an extract from
a rather radical poem by England’s
*Grand 0lJd Man,” of whom a sympa-
thetic sketch is given. He and Mrs.
Gladstone attribute much of his healih to
the fact that he will have the Sabbath
to himself and his family undisturbed by
any of the agitations of business, the
cues of state, or even the recreations of
literature and scholastic study. The
hook abounds in quotable passages for
which we have not space. One of its
most attractive features is its twenty-
seven admirable full-page portraits of
the sovereigns, princes and jrincesses,
soldiers and statesmen of Great and
Greater Britain.

A. C. McClurg & Company.
William Briggs, Price, $2.50.

Toronto :



FIVE BOOKS OF SONG.*

Tite accomplished editor of the Century
Muaguzine needs no introduction to the
reading world as a poet of high order.
We venture the opinion that few sweeter,
purer, stronger poems have appeared on
this continent than many in this volume.
The hymns and poems on the Celestial
Puassion, especially many of the sonuets,
in their expression of pure and noble
love, are worthy of a plice beside
Browning’s tribute to his poet-wife, ar
even with the ‘Sonnets from the
Portuguese” of Mrs. Browning herself.

These poems are the outcome and
expression of the broad culture, the love
of art, of music, of letters, of nature,
which are the flower of our higher Chris-
tian civilization. The marked compres-
sion of these poems is one of the most
striking characteristics ; as, for instance,
in the following Song of & Heathen so-
journing in Galilee, A.D. 32 :

If Jesus Christ is a man—
And only a man—I say

That of all mankind I cleave to Him,
And to Him will I cleave alway.

If Jesus Christ is a God—
And the only God—I swear

I will follow Him through heaven and hell,
The earth, the sea, and the air !

Some of the occusional odes and
memorial poems breathe the spirit of
lofty patriotism. It is surprising that
the ** White City” has called forth so few
first-class poems.  ‘The Greek lyrists, had
they such a theme, would have written
on it in immortal verse. Mr. Gilder's
two poems on the subject are the best we
have secen. The poet’s genius is essenti-
ally lyrical —short, swift swallow-flights of
song—yet some of the longer odes show
that he is capable of sustained flight on
stronger pinion. He is at his best, we
think, in his sonnets, perfect as « gem, as
in the fullowing ex ample :

What is & sonnet ? °tis the pearly shell

That murmurs of the far-off murmuring

sea s

A precious jewel carved most curiously ;
It is a little picture painted well.

What is a sonnet ? “tis the tear that fell

From a great poet’s hidden cestasy ;

A two-edged sword, astar, asong—ahme!
Sometimes a heavy-tolling funeral bell.
This was the flame that shook with Dante’s

breath :

The solemn organ whereon Milton played,
And the clear glass where Shakespeare’s

shadow falls :
A sea this is~beware who ventureth !

For like a fiord the narrow floor is laid
Mid-ocean deep to the sheer mountain walls.

A NEW YEAR WISH.
Eph. iii. 18-19,

I tiNk of thee to-night, dear frienq,
As fast the old year dies
I would that I could clasp thy hand,
And ga-e into thine eyes,
While I my New Year wishes whisper
low,
Into thine ear, while fast the moments go.

That thou might'st daily comprehend
The breadth and depth and height

Of that great love of Christ our Lord,
Is my fond wish to-night ;

That Ilis own love, which o’er all love

transcends,
May {ill thy heart with peace which never
cnds.

Otrawa, Ont.

* Five Books of Song. By Riciiarn War-
sox CGiber. New York: The Century

We stand upon the threshold now
Of that unknown New Year;
We tremble, tho’ we scarce know why
Our hearts should dream of fear.
We've \v:)ilkcd secure in paths of light and
ove,
Thro' days now gone ; why should these
darker prove ?

For thee, within the unknown days
Should sorrow be in store,
Dear friend, thou then shalt dearer be.
I'll love thee even more
Than now, when sunshine gilds each
passing day,
And we in peace pursue our onward way.

Company. Toronto : Williamn Briggs. 240
pages. Price, $1.50.
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Qarrent Topies and Events.

——

Tur OnLbv axp T New Czawr.

THE LATE CZAR OF RUSSIA.

All the world seemed to watch by the
bedside of the dying Czar. Much sincere
sympathy was felt for the man who,
despite his faults, was the main preserver
of peace in Europe. His was a strangely
contradictory character. He possessed
all the domestic virtues. He was aloving
husband, a tender father. He was a
pious man according to his lights. He
sat by the bedside of his English nurse
and read to her the Bible, and followed
with tearful eyes her body to the grave.
He was at the same time a reactionary
autocrat, suppressing the aspirations for
liberty and constitutional govarnment of
120,000,000 human beings. He was a
remorseless persecutor of the Stundists
and other religious Nonconformists, and
of 4,000,000 of his Jewish subjects whom
he seemed determined to dragoon into
the Greek Church or to exile from his
empire. Some allowance, however, must
be made for the man over vhose head
hung a sword of Damocles, and who was
continually in terror of violent death.
Yet, while the emancipator of 20,060,000
serfs died by the bomb of the assassin,
this reactionary persecutor died in the
bosom of his family, surrounded by “*love,
obedience, troops of friends.” “Nothing
in his life becamne him like his leaving it.”

Seldom, if ever, in history was there so
sudden a transition from the feudal pomp
and gloom of a state funeral to the

splendid pageantry of a state marriage.
The new Czar seems to be a man of differ-
ent mettle from his sire ; of broader mind
and more benignant character. He has
an opportunity to bless the world by
assuring peace to Europe, and guiding the
progress of liberty in his vast empire such
as God never gave to any man before. A
close alliance with Britain would doubt-
less greatly tend towards the disarming
of Europe, and carry joy to the home of
every Cossack of the Don, of every
peasant of the Ukraine, of every exile in
Siberia, of the war-worn, army-ridden
populations of western Europe.

The following cut, from the Berlin
Wusp, expresses the present situation in

WAR-BURDENED EUROPE.

Europe. The poor, staggering horse
represents the war-burdened people,
almost exhausted by dragging a load of
cannon, soldiers, and other military ex-
penditure. Strange that they so long
submit to it.

THE ARMENIAN ATROCITIES.

The dreadful massacres in the high-
lands of Armenia, like the ¢ Bulgrocities ”
of eighteen years ago, have excited the
horror of Europe. It is time, if the
* unspeakable Turk ” cannot protect his
Christian subjects in Armenia, that he
should give place to someone who can.
It seems to be the part «f England from
the time of Cromwell to be the defender
of the oppressed in every land; and
England, or Russia, or both, should with
a strong hand suppress and punish the
nefarious Kurds who have pillaged and
plundered, maltreated and massacred the
hapless Armenians from time immemorial.
\We glean from the current press the fol-
lowing items recpecting these peoples.

“In the rugged highlands and elevated
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plateaux which constitute North-eastern
Tur' cy ave scattered the last remnants of o
ruce which once played a great part in the
history of the region. The Armenians ave
unarmed, cowed by oppression, for cen-
turies the unresisting prey of the savage
bratality of their neighbours. The Kurd
is armed, predatory and savage, and has
for centuries ravaged these Armenian vil.
lages at will.  When a dry season comes or
when spring freshets drown the fields, the
Kurdish flocks and herds perish of hunger,
and their owners take to the warpath, just
as the English and Scottish borderers used
to doin the days which Walter Scott has
painted. To them Armenia is a happy
hunting-ground. The soil is rich and the
people well off'; comfortable villages in the
midst of thriving farms are encountered
in every valley, and in attacking them the
Kurds are encouraged by the thought that
they are doing a work which is grateful to
God, for the Armenians are Christiuns and
are regarded by the followers of Ali as
‘heathen hordes.” The word Kurd means
a thief, a robber, & murderer, and a corsair.
They flourished, probably in the same form
as now, in the early ages of the Babylonian
empire, and the young men served in Ne-
buchadnezzar's army. There is a ruined
temple at Pai Kuli, in Kurdistan, in which
inscribed tablets have been found, implying
a high state of civilization perhaps auterior
to that of Nineveh. Kurdish chieftains
commanded contingents in the army of
Salndin at the tim- of the crusades. Since
Kurdistan passed under the control of the
Porte, the Sultans have used the ferocity
of the Kwurds to curb the aspirations of
Christian Armenia.”

Tueg Eastery Proprem.

We live
n stirring
times.  Al-
most under
our eyes
events are
taking place
in the East
which may
change the
history of
the Orient
for all the
future. The
rew  consti-
tational em-
pireof Japan
a very Her-
cules even in its cradle, is giving cvidence
of unsuspected power. For many years
the vast empire of China, with its teem-
ing millions, was a menace to civilization.
It was deemed possible that its countless

THE CHINESE EMPEROR.

hordes might descend in another wave of
semi-barbarism like the Huns, upon the
civilization of Asia and Europe. But at
the challenge of the youthful David this
modern Goliath has fallen prostrate. The
unwieldly empire has collapsed with the
weight of its own corruption, and Japan
becomes the greavest military power in
the East. Doubtle..z God will overrule
these events to the extension of His king-
dom. China will have to be re-organized
and its stolid opposition to Western civili-
zation will, doubtless, give way to an
acceptance of the institutions and appli-
ances of Christian civilization. Thus
will be opened up a way for the Son of
man.

Couxty CouxciLs IN ENGLAND.

The new municipal organization secured
for every parish in Eungland by the Meth-
odist statesman, the Right-Hon. Henry
Fowler, of whose career we present a
sketch elsewhesc, is already working
wonders in the old land. Hodge is
waking up from his long lethargy and
is surprised to find himself invested with
power to manage his village affairs in
his own way, as we-have long done in
Canada. The squire, the cofonel and
the parson have been ‘‘sitting on his
chest ever since the days of the Hep-
tarchy,” but they find that the centre of
power has been shifted to the broad
shoulders of the tiller of the soil. The
children will still learn their catechism,
we suppose, but the democratized com-
munities wiil not be content ‘‘to order
themselves humbly and lowly before their
betters” as heretofore. The bestowment
of the franchise will be a great educator
of the people, as we have found it in our
own land. 1t is amazing that the Mother
Country has been so long in widening
her municipal institutions in the manuer
we have them in Canada, *‘ broad-based
upon a people’s will.”

Tue Moopy MEETINGS.

The greatest lay-apustle of the age
twice a day for twenty days filled our
largest hall with cager listeners to the
old, old Gospel, told with a plainness and
simplicity that a child might understand.
Probably no man cver lived who ad-
dressed so many wmillions of people.
Wesley and Whitefield may have spoken
to as vast assemblies on Moortield or at
Gwenap Pit, but much of their pro-
longed ministries was amid sparse vil-
lage populativns. No former cvangelist
ever had such hearty sympathy from all
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Watch-night. 85

the Christian Churches, or had such
ample audience-rooms provided.

His work is a striking illustration of
what the Spirit and power of God can
enable a man of very ordinary gifts and
of meagre educational advantages to ac-
complish. But he is deeply read in the
oracles of God. It wus an evidence of the
higher unity amid the mincr differences of
Protestantism that the ministers and
members of nearly all the Evangelical
Churches were active participants in this
revival work. It was the augury of a
brighter day to the Church to see so many
active young business laymen taking part
in these evangelistic services. It must
have been very gratifying to Mr. Massey
to see his noble gift to the city of Toronto
thus consecrated to the higher well-being
of the community. By this benefaction
and the gift of the Fred Victor Mission
he has laid our city under an untold debt
of obligation.

Civic MorarLity.

Ve are jusuy proud of the name and
fame of our good ity throughout the
world. In & letter o the writer, Dr.
Sims remarked that after a visit to
Toronto he always felt a conviction of sin
for the American cities. This fact makes
us blusk with a deeper tinge of shame for
the revelations of civic *boodling” by men
sworn to defend the best interests of the
community. The callousness of con-
science which enabled some to defend
their tergiversation is the most astounding
feature of the whole affair. We trust
that stern justice will be meted out. We
trust that the honesty and inflexible
fidelity of many of our aldermen may be
cleansed from the stigma brought upon
them by the venality or fraud of some of
theirassociates. Civic institutions on this
continent are on their trisl. By the efforts
chiefly of one man and a host of noble
women, the Augean stable of New York

has been cleansed--for a time. Let
preachers of righteousness and the good
women of these kindred nations do their
duty, aud Chicago, St. Louis, San Fran-
cisco, Montreal, and other cities shall
enter upon a higher stage of civic
morality.

Eurore REVISITED.

The Editor of the MacaziNg has had
the pleasure and privilege of visiting,
several times, the Continent of Europe,
and becoming somewhat, familiar with its
principal tourists’ routes and places of
historic or romantic interest. The dutien
of his office are both onerous and exact-
ing, and only by an occasional vacation
trip is he able to keep up his working
powers.

During the approaching summer h-.
purposes to make another comprehensi-e
tour, in which health, recreation and
education by fravel will be sought. His
route will include Eungland, Scotland,
France, Italy, Switzerland, Germany,
Helland and Belgium, and will afford
time and opportunity to visit the things
best worth seeing ot London, Edinburgh,
Paris, Genoa, Pisa, Rome, Naples,
Florence, Venice, Milan, the Italiar and
Swiss lakes, the most famous of the Swiss
Passes, the Upper and Lower Rhine,
Strasburg,  Heidelberg, Nuremberg,
Luther’s  country—Cobourg, Eisenach,
Erfurt—Frankfort, Mayence, Cologne,
Brussels, Antwerp, Rotterdam, ete. His
experience in travel, and familiarity with
the route and the things best worth see-
ing, will enable his companions in travel
to make this trip at the least expense of
time and money.

Several friends have accompanied his
former excursions of foreign travel, and
others desire an opportunity of joining this
one. Any person wishing further infor-
mation may address the Rev. Dr. Withrow,
Methodist Publishing House, Toronto.

WATCH-NIGHT.

WarcH, Brethren, watch !
The year is dying ;
Watch, brethren, watch !
Old Time is flying.
Watch as ren watch with parting breath,
Watch as men watch for life or death.
Eternity is drawing nigh.

Pray, brethren, pray !
The sands are falling ;

Pray, brethren, pray !
God’s voice is calling.

Yon turret strikes the dying chime,
We kneel upon the edge of time.
Eternity is drawing nigh.

Look, brethren, look !
The day is breaking ;
Hark, brethren, hark !
The dead are waking.
With girded loins we ready stand,
Behold the Bridegroom is at hand !
Eternity is drawing nigh.
—Horatius Bonar, D.D.
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Religioas and Missionary Intelligenece.

BY THE REV. B,

WESLEYAN METHODIST.

Rev. C. H. Kelly, Book Steward, has
received a collection of specimens of
almost all the society tickets issued since
the foundation by John Wesley of the
United Society, from 1730. Some of
them contain the autographs of George
Whitefield, and most of Wesley’s helpers
who took a prominent part in early
Wesleyan Methodist history.

The Wesleyan Missionary Society
employs 130 ordained European ministers
and 190 other miuisters who are natives
of the countries where they labour.
Missions are established in such historic
world-centres as Paris, Vienna, Rome,
Naples, Bombay, Madras, Calcutta,
Benares, Hong Kong, Canton and Man-
dalay ; and in such new places as Pretoria,
Johannesburg and Salisbury. The Gospel
is thus preached to ignorant and un-
godly Protestants and Roman Catho-
lics ; to Hindus, Buddhists and Moham-
medans ; to devil-worshippersand pagans
of the lowest and most degraded type.

It is amazing how much missionary
money is raised at some of the villages of
England. Hessay, near Hull, contains
cighty-six inhabitants, and the sum of
§200 is the annual amount raised. The
day of the missionary meeting is the
great day of the year, when hundreds
come to the service from adjacent
villages. The farmers keep open house
and a grand time is enjoyed.

MEeTHODIST EPISCOPAL.

Three heathen temples have been
occupied by the North China Mission in
the growth of its premises, and Dr. Taft
is calling for $4,000 with which to pur-
chase a fourth one.

As there is a large debt resting on the
Missionary Society, $173,764, it is hoped
that the Epworth Leagues will raise
875,000 as a thank-offering towards its
reduction.

Additional missionaries have recently
been sent both to China and Japan.

There are five branches of Methodism
working in Japan. These bodies are
reported to be very harmonious with

BARRASS, D.D.

each other, and there have been several
s}cz}sons of the most whole-souled fellow-
ship.

Bishop Taylor has opened a new mission
station in the Barde country. Dr.
Jennie Taylor, his niece, accompanied
the Bishop as physician in his mission
work. She was well pleased with what
she saw, and even * enjoyed her walk of
five hundred miles from the head of
steamboat navigation, and had not been
sick a minute since her arrival.”

The corner-stone of the new Five
Points Mission, New York, was recently
laid by Bishop Foster. The new build-
ing will cost $130,000. During the exis-
tence of the Mission, 38,000 children
have been rescued and educated, and
many of them are now occupying good
and even high positions in society.

Chaplain McCabe said recently : ¢*Since
Ingersoll has been speaking against the
Bible, the Methodist Church has built in
this country 10,000 churches. Ingersoll’s
lectures have not overturned one mourn-
ers’ bench.”

The Church Extension Board appropri-
ated $315,800 for their work during the
current year. In Michigan £50,000 has
been expended and $50,000 received, and
now two hundred churches are imperilled.

Rev. Mr. Lambert, formerly a Roman
Catholic priest, is now connected with
Calvary Church, working under the
direction of Chaplain McCuabe among the
French of New York City.

In seventy-five years the Church has
contributed to missions over 825,000,000,
a sum equal to the entire annual expenses
of the Federal Government before the
war, uxclusive of the Army and Navy.

MzerHovist Eriscorar CHURcH, SoUTH.

Here is what is said respecting Bishop
Fitzgerald at one of the Conferences.
Just before reading the appointments,
which he realized were all hard ones, his
inimitable humour and pathos softened,
as far as possible, the hard conditions.
His own comment on it next day was,
“One had to whistle a little going
through that graveyard.” A newspaper
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Religious and Missionary Intelligence.

reporter said, ‘* He'd muke a fellow feel
good if he were going to be hanged.”

The preachers’ reports were painful in
the deficiencies in salaries and collections.
The wonder is how they havelived. And
yet almost without exception they go
forth cheerfully to another year of labour
and privation. Nothing but the love of
Christ conld thus constrain.

Rev. Dr. S. A. Steel, editor of the
young people’s organ which is designated
the Ipworth Era, is a bright and versatile
writer, and his paper bids fair to be one of
the popular journals in connection with
the Epworth League movement.,

Meruopist NEw CONNEXION.

Preparations are being made to cele-
brate the centenary of the denomination
in 1897. 1t is proposed to raise at least
$300,000, which will be appropriated to
liquidate debts on connexional property,
and build churches, schools and manses,
and also to extend help to connexional
funds and increase the college endowment.
Already about §70,000 has been pro-
mised, $11,825 of which is subscriptions
from ministers.

Priyvirive METHODIST.

Mr. W. P. Hartley, 4.P., Missionary
Treasurer, has given several munificent
gifts to the Church of his choice. His
Iast gift is presenting & copy of the Rev.
Adam Smith’s new book, *¢ Historical
Geography of the Holy Land,” to two
hundred ministers. This book is reported
as ‘““‘one of the most valuable and help-
ful works published for some time past.”
Could not other wealthy laymen follow
Mr. Hartley’s example and make their
ministers a present of the work ?

The Jubilee Fund has now reached
$230,220 ; about 820,000 more is required
to reach the amount proposed. Are there
not many friends of Primitive Methodism
in Canada who might aid their futhers in
England in their jubilee movement?

The Aliwal Mission in Africa is pros-
pering. In less than a quarter of a cen-
tury nine hundred natives and colonists
have-been gathered into the Church.

Six representatives have been appointed
to confer with the same number of repre-
sentatives of the Bible Christian Church
relative to a union of the two denomin-
ations.

BisLe CHRISTIAN CHURCH.

This branch of Methodism is very
aggressive in  Australia.  The sitting
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accommodation of the churches provide
for 18,700 persons, and the value of the
trust property is 8450,000. The “Way”
College has doubled the number of pupils
during the past two years, and has
realized @ profit of §$7,000. On the sub-
ject of Union, out of thirty-four quarterly
meetings in the colony, one had failed to
consider the question, one voted against
it, and thirty-two declared in its favour.

Governor Way, of South Australia, isa
Bible Christian and the son of & minister
of that body. During the General Con-
ference of the Wesleyan Church in
Adeclaide, he invited the members to a
banquet at the government house. The
guests were invited to the governor's
country residence. ‘This is said to be the
first occasion on which Her Majesty’s
representative has oflicially entertained
the members of a Methodist Conference
assembled from such an extensive area as
the seven colonies of Australasia.

Turg Mernopist Cuunren.

Dr. Sutherland, the General Mission-
ary Secretary, has been making an exten-
sive journey among the missions in the
British Columbia and Manitoba Con-
ferences.

The Revs. Dr. Eby, John Macdougall
and John Shaw, D.D., the Assistant Mis-
sionary Secretary, are very busy attending
missionary anniversaries. Unless the
sum of $£250,000 is contributed, the
allowances to the missionaries will be
greatly curtuiled.

Recent intelligence does not intimate
any interference with our mission work
in West China. Several schools have
been opened in Chentu. Many of the
parents are extremely poor. It i3 esti-
mated that $25 per year will support one
of these children. Could not many of our
Sabbath-schools and Epworth Leagues
undertake to support one scholar each and
thus aid the Society ? The Rev. D. V.,
Lucas supports two of those children.

Mr. Hart A. Massey, of Toronto, has
erected a nehle structure in honour of
the memory .. his deceased son, which he
has designated Fred Victor Hall, and has
deeded it for mission purposes in con-
nection with the Metropolitan Church.
Services of various kinds will be con-
ducted, and every means will be adopted
to promote both the temporal and
spiritual welfare of those who may be
drawn thither. In conncction with the
mission there is also a Model Lodging
House, where meals and beds are sup-
plied at the most moderate rates.
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The Deaconess’ Home on McGill Street
is now in good working order. The ladies
in connection with the Home are visiting
the abodes of the poor, where they have
already found several cases of extreme
suffering. The Deaconesses can render
assistance to those who need their aid in
sickness.

It is not generally known that Rev.
John Hunt is the Methodist pastor for
the General Hospital, Toronto. He visits
this abode of sickness and suffering at
least two or three times a week, and con-
ducts worship with the inmates. He
also preaches every Sabbath evening,
unless some brother minister may relieve
him. Brother Hunt’s services are highly
apprecinted, not -nly by those who are
Methodists, of whom there are seldom
less than sixty, but also others who are
glad to veceive spiritual comfort at his
hands. He also occasionally visits the
other hospitals, even Roman Catholic, to
which he always obtains ready access.
Methodism in Toronto is thus taking its
share of social work and providing for
the wants of the body as well as the soul.

Recent DeaThs.

The crowded state of our columns for
the lst three monchs prevented us
noticing the names of those who have
joined the majority. We record a few of
those honoured names :

Dr. James M. Mc¢Cush, the well-known
President of Princeton College, died Nov.
16th. He was born in Scotland, in 1811.
He took an active part in the organization
of the Free Church. After being some
years in the pastorate, he became college
professor in Scotland, and afterwards in
Ireland, and finally died at Princeton,
N.J. He served his generation well, and
left behind him some valuable works
which he prepared during his professorial
years. ’

Dr. James Strong, of the Methodist
Episcopal Church, occupied a foremost
position in the cause of ministerial educa-
tion. He was at one time Principal of
Drew Theological Seminary. His largest
works were the Cyclopedia which he pre-
pared in connection with Dr. McClinzock,
and the Concordance which was finished
a short time before his death.

Rev. Francis Bottome, D.D., also of
the Methodist Episcopal Church, waz
brought to God in England, came to
Canada, where he preached a short time,

then went to New York and spent
several years in the pastorate. He visited
his native land last fall, and while travel-
ling the vehicle was overturned and he
was suddenly removed to his eternal
home. Two of his sons are clergymen,
and his widow is an intelligent lady who
has long been a prominent organizer of
the *‘ King’s Daughters.”

The Methodist Church lost a valuable
member when the Hon. Billa Flint
entered into rest.  When he died he was
believed to be the oldest member in the
Methodism of Canada. He was nearly
ninety years of age. For many years he
was  Sabbath-school Superintendent in
the city of Belleville. The Hon. M.
Bowell when announcing his death in the
Legislature at Ottawa. pronounced a fine
eulogium upon him, and stated that sixty
years ago he, Mr. Bowell, was a scholar
in the school of which the deceased
gentleman was Superintendent.

David B. Uppergraff, a well-known
minister of the Society of Friends,
laboured extensively in the United States
as an evangelist. He was a consistent
advocate of the ¢‘Higher Life,” and was
abundantly successful in turning men to
righteousness.

The Rev. W. Lund, of Niagara Confer-
ence, was removed from the Church
militant October 29th. He entered the
itinerancy in 1853 and laboured hard,
mostly on country circuits, until 1880,
when he took a superannuated relation
and settled in Woodstock, where, as far
as his health would permit, he assisted in
Church work.

The Rev. H. Shaler also died in
October. He had been in the ministry
since 1828, though superannuated in
1854. He was in the Methodist ministry
more than fifty years, and had passed the
ninetieth milestone of the journey of life
when the Master called him home. He
was a man greatly beloved.

The Rev, W. Gibson, of the Wesleyan
Conference, England, has long been
known as one of the pillars of Methodism
in France. For many years he has
devoted himself with great zeal to the
work of Christian evangelization in Paris.
He spent hundreds of pounds of private
income in the support of the work which
he believed to be so eminently adapted to
the wants of that place of pleasure.
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Book Notiees.

*
History, Prophecy and the Monuments.
By James Freverick McCunpy, Ph.D,,
LL.D., Professor of Oriental Languages

in University College, Toronto. Vol
1., to the Downfall of Samaria. New
York: Macmillan & Co.  Toronto:

Price, $3.00.

Tt 18 gratifying to observe the literary
activity of our young Provincial Univer-
sity. The writings of Sir Daniel Wlson,
Professor Ashley, Professor Chapman,
Dr. Tracy, and now the portly volume
by Dr. McCurdy, shed lustre on this
Canadian institution. The subject dis-
cussed in the present volume is vne of
profound importance. ¢ It is undertaken
primarily,” says the learned author, *‘in
the interest of the study of the O1d Testa-
ment. Its aim is to enable its readers
to apprehend in its true relations the
history of that ancient people through
whont the world has gained inost of its
heritage of moral and spiritual light and
power.”

1t is the purpose of the volume to place
the Hebrew nation in true historical per-
spective ; to discuss the vast political,
social, moral, and religious environments
which have been so much ignored or mis-
conceived. Their antecedents, their racial
aflinities and vital inter-relations with
<contemporary peoples are here explained.
“They thus become,” says the author,
‘““more human, more interesting, and
therefore, more moral and helpful to
us, the more we regard them in the light
of their historical attributes and achieve-
ments.”

Dr. McCurdy begins with the study of
the whole regiun of Western Asia, whose
physical features so largely conditioned
the fortunes of the Hebrews. To this he
adds & discussion of those ancient peoples
with whom they were associated, as well
as of the national movements in which
they took part. *To study the history
¢ the Hebrews in its relations and due
 roportions,” he adds, *‘is not to depre-
ciate their unique divine vocation ; it is
rather to exalt it by making it more
intelligent and reasonable, by bringing
it better within the range of our vision
and nearer to our sympathies.

‘‘The recent discoveries in the history
of those Semitic vpeoples ave bringing
before us,” continuzs the author, ‘“the

Rowsell & Hutchison.

real ¢ youth time of the world’ as it was
lived through in days antedating the days
of Homer by as long an interval as that
which separates us from the oldest monu-
wments of Greece.”

Dr. McCurdy has brought to his im-
portant task a profound study of original
sources of jmformation which have been
so greatly multiplied in recent years.
This book will be of great value not only
to students of theology but also to all
who are interested in the providential
deveiopment of the race. We are so
impressed with its importance that we
shall put it into competent hands as the
subject of a special article.

Methodist Hymn and Tune Book. Com-
piled and published by authority of the
General Conference of the Methodist
Church. Toronto : Methodist Book and
Publisking House. Montreal : Meth-
odist Book-Room. Halifax : Methodist
Book-Room. Small quarto. Cloth,
$2.50 net.

This portly volume is one of the most
important and expensive which has ever
been issued from our connexional press.
It has involved a vast deal of labour
from many competent persons. A large
number of choir leaders throughout our
Church were consulted at the outset and
requested to send in lists of tunes which
were most used in their churches. In
this way the experience of many practical
musicians has been utilized ; for the last
three years they have worked faithfully
to produce such a book as would meet
the needs of our Church for many years
to come. As many as possible of the
familiar tunes, which have become en-
deared to our congregations through long
use, have been retained, while & number
of first-class new ones have been inserted
80 as to provide variety and suit all tastes.

Great care has been taken to place in
connection with each hymn a tune that
is appropriate to the sentiment of the
words. Old associations have been re-
garded, and several hymmns and tunes
that have been happily united for many
years have not now been put asunder.

The book has been edited by Messrs.
F. H. Torrington, organist of the Metro-
politan Church, and T. C. Jeffers, organ-
ist of the Central Church, Toronto. This
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is a suflicient guarantee that the work
has been efficiently done.

This book will be found of great ser-
vice not only in the choirs but also in
the congregations of our churches. There
are many people in the pews who would
be greatly assisted by having both music
and words before them. There can be
no doubt but that the general introdue-
tion of this book into all our churches
would greatly improve the congregational
singing.

Much pains has been taken, in many
cases at Jarge cost, to secure use of copy-
right tunes by greatest living or recent
composers and no expense has been
spared in presenting a clear, handsome,
open page. The book is publiched in
three sizes and prices. By a process of
photographic etching, not previously used
on su large a scale in Camada, each of the
smaller books is an accurate copy of the
other. Only the very large sale which is
anticipated can repay the cost of pro-
duction.

Christica Dactrine and Morals.  Viewed
in their Connection ; being the twenty-
fourth Fernley Lecture, delivered n
Carr's Lane Chapel, Birmingham, July
27th, 1894. By Geonrce G. Fixpray,
B.A. London : Charles H. Kelly.
Torontn : William Brigus.

The Fernley Lectures, preached before
the Wesleyan Conference, have wniformly
been of @ high order.  The present ong,
expanded for publication, treats in an able
mamer a4 most important subject.  The
anthor quotes Di. Dale on the defects of
the Evangelical Revival of the cighteenth
century. 1t dealt too little with practical
life, it shmnk from pohtics, it regarded
literature and art with distrust, and failed
to *“‘leaven substantially the mass of our
complex and in many respects disordered
and unhappy European civilization.” The
abject of this lecture is to point out the
moral foundations upon which the Chris-
tian construction of socdety rests. The
author notes the wide divergence as to
the data of cthics, from those formerly
held, by such writers as Karl Pearson,
and Mr. Grant Allen’s frank and shame-
less confession of the New Hedonism, in
which all moral obligation seem to be
utterly ignored.  ** By this new ethic,”
says our author, * the basis of our family
relations, in which lie the core and vital
tissue of social and national existence,
is openly and vesolutely assailed.  The
struggle has become a contlict pro s of
focis—at once for our altars and our
hearths.” The task which the lecturer

set before him is ably accomplished. The
volume possesses more than usual and
permanent interest.

My Lattice and Other Poems. By Frev-
erick GeoxGe Scorr. Toronto: Wil
liam Briggs. Price, $1.00.

We have had the pleasure of reading
these poems in manuscript, and the im-
pression then made is confirmed by re-
rending them in print.  Many of the-
poems are very powerfully writien, as.
that on **Samson,” on the Norse god
** Thor,” and in the striking poem, *‘ The-
Abbot "—the three longest in the book.
A classieal vein is struck in the fine poem.
on “Dion.” A Rembrandt-like etching:
of a little ¥rench-Canadian church by
night, is given in the striking lines en-
titled ‘A Nocturne.” The sonnets are
of almost flawless perfection. A deep-
religious feeling is exhibited in the poem
on ‘¢ Calvary,” from which we quote two-
stanzas :
¢ 0 scal, that art lost in immensity, craving-

for light and despairing,

Here is the hand of the Crucified, pulses.

of love in its veins,
Human as ours in its touch, with the
sinews of Deity bearing

The zones of the pendulons planets, the

weight of the winds and the rains.

“ Here, in the heart of the Crucified, find
thee @ refuge and hiding,
Love at the core of the universe, guid-
ance aud peace in the night ;
Centurices pass like a flood, but the Rock
of our strength is abiding,
Grounded in depths of cternity, girt
with a mantle of light.™

A Trareller from Altrurie. By W. D.
Howews, author of *‘The Quality of”
Mercy,” ete.  New York : Harper &
Brothers. Toronto: William Briggs.

One of the most marked signs of the
social unrest of the times is the numerous
theories for the reconstruction of suciety.
Mr. Bellamy, My, Morris, and now the-
genial author of © The Coast of Bohemia,™
propeund their doetrines. The visitor-
from the ideal commonwealth of Altruria
finds a great many things at fault in
American society and institutions. The-
social castes, the race for riches, the-
petty pigues and jealor s of fashionable
life, the sensational  Lurnalism, and a.
score of other faults, foibles and follies
are made the target for Mr. Howell’s
keen wit and satire.

Altruria, we learn, has abolished he
monster monopolies, the absurdities of



wiai

PR

S

’2‘:. [ TARNN

£ a—

Book Notices. 91

fashion, the intense selfishness, and many
other evils of modern life. Its avchi-
tecture is clasgic but simple, the develop-
ment of electricity has abolished the
horse and secured the best of roads.  War
and coast defences—as the very name of
the country implies —are non-existent ;
the Golden Rule isrealized. ¢ We believe
ourselves the true followers of Christ,
whuse doctrine we seek to make our life as
He made it His. Yet is the need for pity
and sympathy not passed away. Altruria
is a family, and as we are wortal we are
still subject to those nobler sorrows which
God has appointed for man. Sickness
and death call out the most angelic min-
istries of love. Our ideal is not rights
but duties.” Altrarin is the realization
of the dream of Plato, of Augustine, of
Bacon, of More,—the kingdom of God
set up on earth. But the Altrurian
preached to deaf cars, Dives and Lazarus
alike scoffed and jeered at his message.
New York and Chicigo both need a moral
Hereules, like Dr. Parkhurst, to cleanse
their worse than Augean stables.

Vignettes of Manhatten. By Braxpen

Marruews.  New York : Harper &
Brothers. Teronto : William Briggs.

A ureat city is a microcosm of the
world. It preseuts almost every con-
ceivable phase of life and action —scenes,
in turn, of trmagedy and pathos and
humour, of sordid greed and noblest
ideals.  Mr. Brander Matthews' Vig-
nettes are very clever kodak pictures of
its many-sided life, of the fashionable
private view at the picture galleries,
of the vistas of Central Park and the
avenues, the odd sights of Little Italy
and the Bowery, the patriotism of Decor-
ation Day and Thanksgiving dinner, the
scenes at carly dawn and at midnight,
the heroism of the fire brigade, and the
pathos of the hospital and the funeral.
The illustrations are charming studies,
as good in their way as the text, which is
saying a good deal.

Thr Crucificion of Philip Strang. By
Cuartes M. Suenvox. Chicnhgo: Al
C. McClurg & Co. Toronto: William
Briggs. Price, $1.00.

This is a strongly written book—no
pun intended. It approaches the social
problem at a ditferent angle from How-
cll's ** Altruria” noticed above. Phiiip
Strong, a country minister, receives a call
to o busy mill city and «tlso to a pleasant
college town  The Jatter is more con-
genial, but he chanses the former for its

greater opportunities of usefulness. He
finds the churches, society and politics
all dominated by mammon, greed and
saloon influence. He preaches as he
thinks Christ would on the evils of the
times, on the right and wrong use of
property, the evilof the saloons, Sunday
as a day of rest and worship, the need of
simpler living and the true work of the
Church in coming into vital touch with
the labouring classes.

He svon raises a nest of hornets. He
is shot and desperately wounded by a
saloon keeper. He is threatened with
daguer and dynamite. Ifis own people
fall off. The moneyed men and politicians
denounce him as a religious crank and
try to freeze him out. Ina strike riot he
saves the life of his chief opponent in
the Church. He declines a call to a
college chair, and gives up his pleasant
home and half his salary to Iabour among
the poor. He is asked to resign, but
worn out with Christly labours he dies
in the act of making a supreme appeal
from his pulpit.

‘The buok has strong elements of truth.
The saloun is the arch foe of religion.
Its attempt on the life.of Philip Strong
is paralleled by the assassination of Pastor
Haddock, a Methodist minister in Sjoux
City, Jowa, and by the murder of a
young Christian Endeavour worker in
the East.  Mammon worship is the great
rival to the worship of Christ. But the
Church is not indifferent to the working
classes. The Church, in spite of tao
frequent exceptions, is their best friend.
It plants its Massey Missious, its Epworth
League settlements, its Toynbee Halls,
at the doors of the poor and secks to win
them to a better life.  With a passionate
charity like the Master, it visits the
forsaken, remembers the forgotten and
seeks to save that which was lost.

Naples, the City of Parthenope, and its
Enrirons. ByCrana ExskiNg CLEMENT,
author of *“Queen of the Adriatic,”
etc.,, Crown octavo. Pp. 340. 1llus-
trated. Boston: Estes & Lauriat.
Toronto : William Briggs. In casc.
Gilt top. Price, 83.00.

We have twice visited Naples, the
City of the Sirens, as its pseudonym
means, and hope soon to see it agan.
It more than any plice we have ever
scen, except perhaps Constantinople,
meets its reputation of being one of
the most beautiful places in the world.
Anything more lovely than the view from
San Martino is difficult to imagine. Mrs.
Clement's volume is nat, however, a
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mere book of travel or deseription of
scenic attractions, but an interesting
account of the changeful history of this
ancient city, with sketches of Neapolitan
life, art and letters and a charming de-
scription  of thuse beautiful environs,
Baiwe, Cumiv, Iachia, Vesuvins, Pompeii,
Sorrento, Amalfi, and others.

Hugh Price Hughes writes with en-
thusiasm in the last number of the
Methodist Times of the beanty of this
lovely bay, the drive along whose shoves,
says he, claims to be the most beautiful
in the world. Thememory of our former

visits and explorations is a perpetual’

delight, and is vivified by the score of
beautiful photogravures and deseriptions
of this elegant volume. The reproduction
in tint of the famous Blue Grotto at
Capri is of marvellous fidelity. The
varied life and colour of Naples, the
noisy street cries and musical boat songs
of this busy city, by far the most popu-
lous in Italy, with over half a willion of
people, the tragic entombmeut of Hercu-
laneum and Pompeii, and the wonderful
exhumation of that old Roman life of
the first century, are brought vividly
before us in this volume. The pub-
lishers make ample provision for its pre-
servation by enclosing it in four cases,
three of blue silk cloth and one of
boards.

Tales of the Lyeun. by Demetrios Bikel«s.
Translated by LtoNarp EckesTtein
Opsvycke. Chicago: A. C. McClurg
& Co. Toronto: William Briggs.
Price, 31.00.

It is interesting to note the revival of
a national literature after a suspended
animation of over one thousand years.
When we were in the Levant it was very
odd to read the Greek signs and placards
on the wall and to find the Greck papers
in the hotels. It seemed somewhat incon-
gruous to hear the porter called Epamin-
ondas or Themistocles. Greek national
agpirations and Greek learning have been
wonderfully quickened, and Byron's Li-
ment has lost its truth, *“'Tis Greece,
bus living Greece no more.”

These stories, written in the language
of Howmer and the gods, reflect various
aspects of life in the Ezean Archipelago.
The name cf the author is a household
word in his native land and he here
interprets with realistic skill Greek life

of humour, pathos and heroism. The
story of the Greek Priest’'s ministration
to the dying leper is of marked power.
One of his achicvements has been to
translate into the language of Aschylus
the great dramas of Hamlet, Othello,
Macbeth and Lear, and thus link to-
gether the age of Pericles and *‘the
spacious times of Great Elizabeth.”

The Discipline of the Soul: Some of its
Adims and Methods. By Rev.R. Wanpy
Moss. London: Charles H. Kelly.
Toronto : William Briggs.

This is another of the important issues
of the “ Life Indeed ” Series. The author
discusses the plenitude of spiritual life,
the evil self, the relation of the will to
character and destiny, human responsi-
bility and divine grace, the source of
power, the vision of Ged and kindred
themes of this divine vision. He says,
*‘the conditions are of necessity moral
and spiritual rather than intellectual.
Not that the intellect may be despised
even in relation to a kind of knowledge
that is in part outside its range. When
there is little in a man beside intellect
the veil of the face of God is certain to
prove impenetrable, or even to be deep-
ened by dismal additions from the man’s
own imaginings.” Of this he shows strik-
ing examples from recent literature.

Jewish Tales, Translated from the Freach
of Leopold Von Sacher Masoch. By
Harrier Lieser Cosen. Chicago: A.
C. McClurg & Co. Toronto : William
Briggs. Pp. 317. Price. $1.00.

When Napoleon was asked the most
striking proof of the fulfiliment of pro-
phecy he pointed to the Jews. Scattered
amoung all nations they are yet a distinct
people with common memoriesand aspira-
tions.

* Anathema Maranatha was the ery
That rang from town te town, from
street to street,
At every gate the accursed Mordecai
Was mocked, and jeered, and spurned
by Christian feet.”

The Jewish writer of these sketches
and stories gives us an inside view of
Jewish life and character in many lands.
In quaint out-of-the-way places, especially
in Eastern Europe, Jewish communities
keep up the traditions of their sires.
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WELL IN PALESTINE,

Spectmen of many cuts in * Every-day Life in
Bible Lands.”

Social and Religious Topics.

Mind Btress. Dr. Dawnien CLARk, Superintendent of
the Asylum for the Insane, Torouto.

‘The New Education. James L. Hueres, Public School
Inspector, Toronto,
A Day in t1e Toronto Hospital. Rev. Joux Husr.

A Day in the Asylum for the Insame. De. E. H.
STAPFORD.

Hospitals, their History and Mission. D= F. R.
EccLes, London, Ontario,

Wealth and How to Use It.

Methods of Industrial Peace—Arbitration and
Conciliation. PRrOrESSOR ABILEY.

‘Christianity and the Poor. MARk Guy PEaARsE.
Jesus Chr.st and the Masses. Hucn PRICE Huonrs.
Modern Miracles—A Social.Reform Paper.
8ocial Work at Mildmay.

“The Higher Criticism. Pror. MiLtoN S. TERRY.
‘Theology of the Twentieth Century. Bisnor Hursr.

Bocial and Present Day Questions. ARCHDRACON
FARRAR and others.

-Religious Drama of the Middle Ages. EpiTor.
Cause and Effect in Religions, Pror. DRUMMOND.
<Christianity and Woman. Hveu Prick Hucigs.
“The Church of the Future. J. M. BockLey, D.D.
Pastor Wichern and His Work. Miss M. S. DanizLs.

Conre-butions have a’so been promised by Princreay
Suaw, Weslevan Theological College, Montreal ; REv. Dr.
RevNaR, Victoria University, and others,

Jllustratcd Hrticles.

Every-day Life in Bible Lands. Tuk Epitor.
Among the subjects treated will be :
Land Tenure in Palestine, Agriculture, Do-
mestic and Other Industries, Dwellings,
Food, Clothing, Ornaments, Social Customs,
Weddings and Funerals, Festivals, Religi-
ous Usages, Position of Women in the
East, Domestic and Family Relations, etc.
These splendidly illustrated papers will throw much
light on many passages of Scripture, and will be
specially useful to preachers and teachers, and in
deed to every Bible student.
Our Own Country—Its Scenic Attractions, Economie
Resources and Romantic Interests. Fully Nlustrated.
Oxford and Its Colleges. PROF. GOLDWIN SMiTiL.
A Lady's Adventure in Greece. Mgrs. Z. CARMANX.
Wanderings in the Levant. Ebiror:
In the Footsteps of St. Paul.
Among the Seven Churches of Asia.
Alaska: Its Glaciers and Fiords.
The Land of Luther; or, Footprints of the great
Reformer. Tuk Epitor,
Two Great Capitals—Vienna and Berlin. Eprroz.
In the Coasts of Tyre and Sidon.
Petra, the Rock City of Edom.
Walks in London. Rev. W. HARRISON.

The North-West Mounted Police.

Holy Moscow. BisHOP MALLALIED.

The Book and Its Story. A record of the Bible.

England’s Keys of the Empire in the Mediter-
ranean -Gibraltar, Malta, Cyprus, Port Said.

Canoeing on the Columbia. "Pror. A. P. CoLmMAN.

ALASKAN HOUSE AND TOTEM POLES.

Specimen of cuts of ** Alaska, Its Glaciers and Fiords.™



Serial Stories.

*The Hcuse on the Beach.” Mus. Juira McNamr
Wrigir, lustrated.

*“The Elder's Sn.” A strongly-written story by a
popular authoer.

“How the Gabbites Came to Gull Cove—a story
of early Methodism in Newioundland.” Rev.
Gro, J. Bosp, M.AL

“Lght in Dark Places.” Mrs. HEL*N CAMPHELL.
Mustrating the 1roblem of the Pocor, with many
graphic engravings,

Airlie's Miission. A New Story by ANNiE SwWaN.

A Wrecker’s Light.

The Star in the East. A story of i.ondon.

A clever story of Jrish Life will be presented.

A specialty will be made of one-part stories by the author
of ““The stickit Minister,” and other popular writers.

CHARACIER STUDIES AND SKETCHES.

A Mothodist Statesman—The Right Hon. H. H.
Fowler, M.P., Secretary for India, with portrait.

Maximilian and Carlotta —The Tragedy of Mexico.

Two Eminent Scientists: James Clark Maxwell
and Michael Faraday. C. A. Cuast, M.A., Uni-
versity College, Toronto.

A Great Revivalist—Dr. Finney. Rev. W.S8, Buack-
BTOCK.

The Martyr Monk of Florence—Savonarola, His
Life and Times. INustrated. THr EpIToR.

A Modern Saint—Canon Butler, of Bristol.

Pastor Harms and His Work., Miss M. S, DANIELS,

John Ruskin as Preacher. Rev. C. Brerr, D.D.

John Wesley's Relations to His Own Age. Prix-
cipAL AuptsoN, LL.D., Sackville University.

spwo Noble Lives: Charlotte, Countess of Can-
ning, and Louisa, Marchioness of Waterford,

R. RowE.
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Tillustrating « Bvery-day Life in Bible Lands.”

TOMEB OF POLYCARP.
Specimen of Cuts in “ Seven Churches of Asig.”

Missfonary Bijograpbies and
Studies.

MANY OF THEM FULLY [LLUSTRATED.

Our Indian Missions. Rxv. Jous SEMMENS.

A Thousand Miles Missionary Journey in Labra-
dor. Rev. J. T. NEWNAN.

The Moravians and Their Missions. Ds. S. P. Rosk.

Methodist Missions In Mexico. Pror. F. H. WaLLACR.

Forty Years Among the Eskimo in Canada’s
Great North Land. R-v. C. d. PasLey, M.A,

Medical Missions, Their Place and Power. Rsv.
A, C. Crews,

Bishop Heber, Scholar and Missionary. Mrs. R.
P. HupPER, .

Amid Greenland’s Snows.—The Early History of
Arctic Missions.

The Story of Ashantee. Mrs. H. L. Prarr.

City, Rice Swamp, and Hill.—Missionary Tri-
umphs in India. Rev. J. G. Anaewis.

Missionary Adventures on the Congo. Miss A, M,
TESKEY,

Mackay of Uganda. Rev. W. H. Evaxs.

Christian Adventure in South Africa with Bishop
William Taylor.

The North Sea Mission

R With Dr. Mackay in Formosa.

The 8alvation Army at Work.

DPopular Science DPapers.

Hypnotism. F. Tracy, Pa.D., Toronto University,
Electrical Transmission of Energy. . A. Cuanr,
M.A., University College, Toronto. '

. The 8tructure of the Stellar Universe. THoMAS

Lixpsay, Toronto.
Astronomy as a Religious Teacher. Dr. E.F. BORR,
Time and How it is Measured. Bisiior Wargex,
8cience and the Revelation of Christ. Rev. W

H. DALLINGER, F.R.S., F.R.M.8. )
Ten Years' Digging in Egypt. WiLuiam F. PrTRI
Geological Field Notes near Toronto. -
The New Astronomy, Etc., Etc.
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Souavenir Range.

The most modern and the most
complete Cooking Range in this
market. Hundreds have been sold
during the past two years, and pur-
chasers are thoroughly satisfied.
Note what Miss SURRIDGE, Prin-
cipal of the Toronto School of
Cookery, says of the *“ Souvenir.”

TORONTO, Monday, April 2nd, 1804,
(I NTLEMEN :

[have much pleasure in saying that
the Souvenir Range you put in
at Hamilton
for the use of
the Cooking
Class recently
held there gave
me every sat-
isfaction. It
is certainly the
very best
stove I have
ever used,
being cleanly,
relfable and
most econom-
ical, consum-
ing an aston-
ishing small
quantity of
fuel. I have
the honor to
remain, ’

Yours N
sincerely,

(Signed) FLORENOE SURRIDGE.

o “Souvenir” Range will do more and better cooking and baking than
y other range made, and is without an equal in Appearance, Durability, and
an

nience.
Con;:id by Leading Stove Dealers throughout the Dominion, and in Toronto by
J. L. PINCOMBE ........... 145 Brunswick Ave.
W. T. MULLETT ........ 138 Queen St Rast. | & T WILSON .1 163 Quoen St. West.
. HA 371 Yonge St. ¥. W. WILKES. ...

..106 Dundas St
437 Parliament St.
154 Queen St. West.
BD .o cereeereres 324 College St. ROBERT FAIR.............. 290 Queen St. East.
B w. lfg{v?swx'i.n .......... 474 College St.
MANUFACTURED ONLY BY

The Gurney-Tilden Co., Litd.,
s . . . - HAMILTON, ONT.

1

St. West. | G. W. WALLACE ..
403? 333: gg Weegb HARRINGTON BROS




ESTABLISHED 1815, ASK FOR THE

IR HOMBURG and SAVOY

. » §  LATEST SOFT FELT HATS
POGERS IN THE MARKET.
al 10 51‘ s IN ALL COLORS.
‘,;{‘\KING &CHURCH: ~ SUITABLE FOR YOUNG AND OLD.

JAMES H. ROGERS,
Cor. King and Church Streets, = = TORONTO.

Give You r FOOt a We have spent a lifetime in the

BOOT and SHOE BUSINESS

Beautiful Shape and can fit you with a Boot or Shoe that

you will enjoy wearing as long as it lasts.

TRY A PAIR OF OUR AMERICAN-MADE BOOTS for

Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s wear, in sizes, half sizes, six different widths, and all
popular styles.

We also make a Speciarty of Good, Serviceable Boots and
Shoes for Children at very reasonable prices.

— e

H. & C. BLACHFORD, ®2 to 3¢ KING STREET EAsT,

T T N

N.B.—USE BLACHFORD’S OIL POLISH.

"NHGS YOUR

HATiTER

J. & J. LUGSDIN,

Direct Importers and

Ladies’

Manufacturers of . . . SEAL Garments

. . FINE FURS A Spcit.

All the Latest Styles in English and American Felt and Silk Hats.

J. & J. LUGSDIN, The Leading Hatters and Furriers,

N.B.—Highest cash price paid for Raw Furs. 101 Yonge Street, TORONTO.
Telephone 2575.



as Fixlures
Gombination Fixtures
Elecric Fixtares

FOR..... Churches, Halls and

LIGHTING

other Public Buildings,
Dwellings, Etc.,

are designed and manufactured by us.
Long Experience, ~ GUARANTEE our cus
tomers FIRST-CLASS

THE
AP“ hﬁillties and work at PRICES awa; K & F “
Careful Attention M ﬁml msmlﬂlls ﬂ.

(LIMITED)
Write or call on us before placing 111 King St. Wost,
orders for these goods. )
. It will Pay You. . . . Toronto

EDWARR LAWSON,

The Pioneer Tea Merchant

e
’ ESTRBLISHED 1843

Wishes to intimate to consumers of Tea, Cofiee and Cocoa that they can
procure the above articles in any quantities at wholesale prices. His present
stock contains all grades of CHina, JaPaN, INDIAN and CEVLON TEAs. Java,
Mocua and East INpIAN CorrkEE roasted and ground every day on the
premises. A full assortment of the Cowan Cocoa and Chocolate Co.'s

goods always in stock. |
Special attention is drawn to Cowan’s Hygienic Cocoa, highly com"
mended by several of the most prominent medical doctors of the city.

Send for price-lists. All packages of 5 pounds and upwards sent free of
charge to any railway station in Ontario.

NOTE.—Our goods sold in the smallest quantities at wholesale prices.

aopress: 36 CHURCH STREET,
TELEPHONE 2008. Toronto



HEADQUARTERS FOR

olakionery a1
ee Supples

Aocouat Books,

Full assortment, all descriptions.

Bookbinding,

Every style, moderate prices.

Leather Guo

Great variety, unsurpassed, close
prices.

AGENTS FOR
Caligraph Typewriter.

¢¢ Stands at the head.”
Wirt Fountain Pen.
¢ Get the best.”
Edison Mimeograph.

¢ Perfect Duplicator.”

BROWN BRGS,

Stationers, Bookbinders.

MANUFACTURERS OF
ACCOUNT BOOKS, LEATHER GOODS,

Erc.

64.68 King St. E. - TORONTO.

EsTABLISKED 1856.

Scientific American
Agency for

CAVEATS,
TRADE MARKS,
DESICN PATENTS,
COPYRIQHTS, et
For information and free Handbook write to
NN & CO., 361 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.
Oldest bureau for securing patrents in America.
Every patent taken out by us iz brought before
the public by & notice given free of charge in the

Sriendific Jmerican

est circulation of any scnent,lﬂc paper in the
world. Splendidiy illustrated. No mtemgenﬁ
man should be without it. WeekltvJ 3.0 n
ear; $1.50 six months. dress M
UBLISHERS, 361 Broadway. New York Cit.y.

INDISPENSABLE.

Rev. Geo.J. Lowe, The Rectory, Almonte,
Ont., writes: I must ask you to send me an-
other bottle of your invaluable medicine. 1
think your last botile has cured me entirely,
but some members of my family, whose cases
are worse than mine, insist on my getting some
more, Indeed, we all think it an indispensable

article in the household.
Samples K.D.C. and Pllls

/ Should be in Every Home
KDC,
S Free to auny address.

For it Prevents and Cures.
K.D.C. Co., Ltd., New Glasgow, N.S., or 127

DYSPEPSIA.
State Street, Boston.

100 STYLES

OF

SCALEBS.

Write for Prices.

C. WILSON & SON,

126 ESPLANADE 87. TORONTO, ONT.
95-9



While the best for all household uses,
has peculiar qualities for easy and

quick washing of clothes. READ trgdimctions

on the wrapper.
156 * 81. CrOIX SoaP M'ra. Co., St. Stephen, N. ™.

Get Your Drains Tested!

Defective drains and Plumbing-work
are the chief causes of Typhoid and
other fevers. It is necessary that they
should be tested once or twice every
year to ascertain if they are perfectly
tight. This is especially the case at
this season of the year, when people
are more confined to the house, and
windows can only be opened for a short
* time each day.

We have the latest and most Rap-
proved appliances for this work.

Moderate Charges for Smoke-Testing.

¥R BENNETT & WRICHT
&‘f Sanitary Plumbers, ’

72 Queen St. East, Toronto,
TELEPHONES 42 and 2407,




Why not try

WYETH'S MALT ExTRACT?

Doctors highly recommend it to those
Who are run down;
Who have lost appetite ;
Who have difficulty after eating;
Vvho suffer from nervous exhaustion ;

And to Nursing Mothers,

as it increases quantity and
improves quality of milk.
PRICE, 40 CENTS PER BOTTLE.

NATIONAL

SUNDAY

SGHOOL

LESSON
HELPS

i

Illustrative Notes.

A Guide to the Study of the Sunday-school Lessons, with
Original and Selected Comments, Methods of Teaching, 11-
lustrative Stories, Practical Applications, Notes on Eastern
Life, Library References, Maps, Tables, Pictures, Diagrams.

By Jesse Lyman Hurlbut and Robert
Remington Doherty.

Price, $1.25

Peloubet’s Select Notes.

Inductive, Suggestive, Explanatory, Illustrative, Doctrinal
and Praciical. With Illustrations, Maps, Pictures, Chro-
nology of the Old Testament, Chronology and Harmony of
the Life of Christ, Suggestions to Teachers, Library Refer-

ences.
Price, - - $L25.

Monday Club Sermons.

A Series of sermons on the Sunday-school Lessons for 1896,

by eminent preachers,
Price, - - 81.25

Berean Leaf Cluster.
Large pictures, 24 x 34 inches in size, in eight colors, illus-
trating the Lessons. Golden Texts printed in large letters,
Per Quarter, $1.25; Per Year, $5.00.

Picture Lesson Roll.

Large Coloured Pictures Illustrating the International
Sunday-school Lessons. Similar to Leaf Cluster, but with
only four colours,

Price, Postpaid,
- Per Quarter, $1.60; Per Year, $3.50.

For 1895. . .

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.



E'U@V g%g%lé{x’n EVERY PERSON WHO

< TIBRARY, READS OR WRITES

SHOULD OWN

THE NEW WEBSTER

INTERNATIONAL DICTIONARY

FULLY ABREAST OF THE TIMES.

Price, Sheep Binding, $12.50; (with Dennison’s Index), $13.50.

mWebster's International Dictlon.ry is the legitimate successor of the famous Webster’s
Unabridged Dictlonary, which has been so long the standard authority on the words and
usages of the English language.

The ** Inter ational” i in fact, the popular ‘ Unabridged” thoroughly reéd.ted in evexs
detail, and vastly enriched in every part, with the purpose of adapting it to meet the larger an
geverer requirements of another generation as satisfactorily as the - ubridged ’has met the
requirements of the last generation. A

In the United States Webster's Dictionary is recommended by all the State Superintendents
of Schools and by nearly all the Colle%e Presidents. Every State Purchase of Dictionaries for
schools has been of Webster. More than Twenty-five Miilion Schoolbooks based on Webster
are published annually. It isthe Standard Dictionary in the Government Printing Office and

with th Supreme Court. It is more generally in actual use as a Standard Authority than any -
other dictionary in the world.

A DELIGHTFUL BOOK.

PEARLS AND PEBBLES

or, NOTES OF AN OLD NATURALIST.

By MRS. CATHARINE PARR TRAILL,

Author of ** Studies in Plant Life,” ** Afar in the Forest,” etc.
WITH
BIOGREPHICAL SKETCH,
By MARY AGNES FITZGIBBON,

Author of “* A Veteran of 1812, ““ 4 Trip to Manitoda,” etc.

In one large Octavo volume of 241 pages. With Portrait and Illustrations.

Price, Cloth, $1.50; Half Calf, full gilt, $3.00.

« The pen that has beautified Canadian literature, instructed Canadian youth, and delighted
the readerin every part of the English-speaking world during the greater part of a long
lifetime, mainly lived in Canada, again presents to us a volume of those charming sketchee and
parratives for which the writer is_famous. The book reminds one of Gilbert White, of
Selborne, and of John Burroughs, but has a charm of its own beyond either.”—Toronto
Empire.

Miss FitzGibbon's charmingly written BiOﬁmphicM Sketch will to many be the most
interesting part of this wholly delightful book.

It is with no little pride we prescnt this book to the Canadian public. The aged authoress
is now in her ninety-third year! That at this advanced age Mrs, Traill should prepare a
book like this for the press we may almost claim as unique in literatnre.

Every intelligent Canadian will want this book.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Wesley Buildings, Toronto.
C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.



S.S. LIBRARIES AND PRIZE BOOKS

OWHERE IN CANADA is there to be found so wide a range of
Sunday-School Library and Prize Books as is presented
in our Great Stock Room. There the visitor sees shelf upon shelf

laden with thousands of the brightést books produced by the world’s great
Publishing Houses.

The grand literature sent out by the Religious Tract Society,
the high-class stories that come from Nelson & Sons, and other well-
known Publishers, and, if last in mention, by no means least in interest to
Canadian Schools, the already large list of Qur Own Publications,
comprising such authors as ANNIE S, SwaN, ‘“Paxsy,” 8. R. CrRockErT, as
well as many clever Canadian writers—all await the selection of the visiting

purchaser or the letter order.

What better New Year's gift to your School than a new Library, or a new
lot of books to supplement those which possibly by this time have been pretty

well read by the scholars.

This year we have a complete new Sunday-School Catalogue.

Write for it and our terms.

Just Published.

BY LATTICE

AND OTHER POEMS;
BY
FREDERICK GEORGE SCOTT,

Author of *“The Soul's Quest, and Other Poems,” * Elton
Hazlewood,” ete.

Cloth, Uncut Edges, 75 Cents.
Watered Silk Cloth, Superior Paper, $1.00.

This dainty collection of verse from
one of Canada’s most gifted poets will
make a very acceptable Christmas gift,
a8 also would any of the following

volumes of

. « OTHER CANADIAN POETS . .
Lake Lyrics ........ W. W. CampBELL $1 00
The Dread Voyage .. " " I 00
Songs of the Common Day

Cuas. G. D. RoBerTs 1 25
In Various Moods, STUAKT LIVINGSTON I 00
Among the Millet, ARcHIBALDLAMPMAN I 25
This Canada of Ours....J. D. Evear o 75

WILLIAM BRIGGS, -
C. W. COATES, Montreal, P.Q.

WESLEY BUILDINGS, -

Bible and Aymn Book Gombined.

Ref. Bible and Hymns, 32mo, Pearl Type.
8ize — 631 x4} x 14 Inches.

o; French Morocco, r-¢, gilt edges, yapped...... 81 25
Persian Morocco, limp, flaps, elastic, leather
lined, silk sewn, r-gedges ... .............
03 Persian Morocco, padded, diamond pattern,
r-g edges, round corners ... ..............
011 French Morocco, r-c, r-g, 2 vols. in a combina-
tion yappcase ....................
012 Paste Grain, r-c, r-g, 2 vols. in a com
yappcease,.. ....... .. ciiiiiaieean 27
013 Persian Morocco, r c, r-g, 2 vols. in & combi-
nation yapp case................ ........
Ref. Bible, Ruby ype: Hymns, 32wmo,

Pearl Type,
8ize — 6} x 44 x 1} Inches.

01 French Morocco, limp, flaps, elastic, gilt edges *l 50
02} Persian Morocco, limp, flaps, elastic ......... 2176
013} Levant Morocco, flaps, kid lined, gilt edges. .
0144 Best Morocco, kid lined, extra finish, ﬂaps,
elastic, sitk sewn, r-g edges, gilt roll .

Bible—No Reference—Minjon;
32mo, Pearl Type.
8ize — 6 x4} x 1} inches.

011} Persian Morocco, limp, flaps, elastic, leather
lined, silk sewn, r-g edges, r-c.............

450
5 60

Hymns,

TORONTO, ONT.
8. ¥, HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.



THE STORY OF

METHODISM

THROUGHOUT THE WORLD

TRACING THE RISE AND PROGRESS OF THAT

WONDERFUL RELIGIOUS MOVEMENT

WHICH, LIKE THE GULF STRKAM, HAS GIVEN WARMTH TO WIDE WATERS
AND VERDURR TO MANY LANDS, AND GIVING

AN ACCOUNT OF ITS VARIOUS INFLUENCES AND
INSTITUTIONS OF TO-DAY.

BY

A. B. HYDE, S.T.D.

Professor of Greek in the University of Dencer; Member of American Philological Association
of American Society of Biblical Eregesin; of Summer School of Philosophy, etc :
lately Professor of Biblical Literature, Allepheny College, Pa.

TO WHICH IS ADDED

*THE STORY OF METHODINM IN THE DOMINION OF CANADA,
By Rev. Huar JounsToN, M.A., D.D.
AND
“THE. STORY OF THE EPWORTH LEAGUE,”
By REv. Josern F. BERrY, DD,

Seventieth Thousand Revised and Enlarged,

Embellished with nearly 600 portraits and views, with Classified Index ot
neanrly 3,000 References.

Some Reasons why it Should be in Every Home :—

This Story is the work of a master hand. Prof. A B. Hyde, D.D., has been fitted for
the work by fifty vears of observation and Christian expericnce, and by wide and careful
research. He has conversed with those who had talked with Wesley. He has presented
the ‘“Story” as one who knew it well would tell it at his own fireside. For perspicuity of
thought his writings are noted, and for accuracy and true value of statement, as for
correctness in detail and breadth of knowledge, they may be confidently relied upon.

«1 have read the ‘old, old story’ with new interest and pleasure. It is intex:esting. cap-
tivating, and we think the whole Story, as Dr. Hyde tells it, will be read with pleasure
rofit. I wish it success every way.
and p Rev. Dr. Wm. Rice,

City Librarian, Springfield, Mass.

Chancellor David H. Moore said, to the assembled University at Denver, Colorado :

+There is nothing so fascinating in Howells or George Eliot, and it is all true. Such pictures
you must all read as Dr. Hyde draws them.”

AGENTS WANTED.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Wes'ey Buildings, Toronto.



CAWBRIDGE B\BLE

FOR SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

General Editor, - J.J. S. PEROWNE, D.0D., Bishop of Worcester

A valuable, concise and scholarly Commentary, issued in convenient pocket size.
Kach book of the Bible is treated separately. The notes and dissertations are the
products of the ripest Biblical scholarship. A brief but complete Introduction, a
copious Index, and excellent maps give additional value to this useful Commentary.

BOOK OF JOSHUA. Rev. G. F. Maclear, D.D .
BOOK OF JUDGES. Rev.J. J. Lias, MLA .........ooit tiiiiiiin ceeeeiinnn,
FIRST AND SECOND BOOKS OF SAMUEL. Prof. Kirkpatrick D.D. Each
FIRST AND SECOND BOOKS OF KINGS. Prof. Lumby, D.D. Each
EZRA AND NEHEMIAH. Rev. H. E. Ryle, B.D
BOOK OF JOB. Rev. A.B.Davidson, D.D.............c..ooiiviiiiin...
BOOK OF PSALMS. Book I. Prof. Kirkpatrick, D.D ....................
BOOK OF ECCLESIASTES. Very Rev. E. H. Plumptre, D.D............
BOOK OF JEREMIAH. Rev.A.W.Streane, B.D.........................
BOOK OF EZEKIEL. Rev. A.B. Davidson, D.D ..............
BOOK OF HOSEA. Rev.T.K.Cheyne, M.A,,D.D....... ...........,....
BOOKS OF OBADIAH AND JONAH. Archdeacon Perowne
BOOK OF MICAH. Rev.T. K Cheyne, M.LA.,,D.D.... . ..ooiiiiiiiinnnnnnn..
BOOKS OF HAGGAI, ZECHARIAH AND MALACHI. Archdeacon Perowne
BOOK OF MALACHI. Archdeacon Perowne... ...............................
GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MATTHEW. Rev. A. Carr, M.A
GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MARK. Rev. G. F. Maclear, D.D
GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. LUKE. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D
GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. JOHN. Rev. A. Plummer, D.D
ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. Rev. Prof. Lumby,D.D ...........
EPISTLES TO THE ROMANS. Rev. H. C. G. Moule, M.A
FIRST AND SECOND CORINTHIANS. Rev.J.J. Lias, M.A. Each
EPISTLE TO THE GALATIANS. Rev. E. H. Perowne, D.D..................
EPISTLE TO THE EPHESIANS. Rev.H.C.G.Moule, M.A .................

$0 75

OO O i OO D OO D ittt b e b et
SERIRRETALTEBTRESTHRISS

EPISTLE TO THE PHILIPPIANS. Rev.H.C. G. Moule, MLA ............... 075
COLOSSIANS AND PHILEMON. Rev. H.C.G. Moule, M.A................ 0 60
EPISTLES TO THE THESSALONIANS. Rev. G. G. Fmdlay, BA.......... 0 60
EPISTLE TO THE HEBREWS. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D . vvieiee.. 100
EPISTLE OF ST. JAMES. Very Rev. E. H. Plumptre, D. D 045
ST. PETER AND ST. JUDE. Very Rev. K. H. Plumptre, D.D. 075
EPISTLES OF ST. JOHN. Rev. A. Plummer, D.D.............. 100

BOOK OF REVELATION. Rev. W._H.Simeox, M.A.......................... 0 90
OTHER VOLUMES PREPARING.

THE SMALLER

CAMBRIDGE BIBLWE For scHoOLS

BOOK OF JOSHUA. J.S. Black, M.A.

BOOK OF JUDGES. J.S. Black, M.A.

FIRST AND SECOND BOOKS OF SAMUEL. Rev. Prof. Kirkpatrick, D.D.
FIRST AND SECOND BOOKS OF KINGS. Prof. Lumby, D.D.

GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MATTHEW. Rev. A. Carr, M.A.

GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MARK. Rev. G. F. Maclear, D.D.

GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. LUKE. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D.

GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. JOHN. Rev. A. Plummer, D.D.

ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. Rev. Prof. Lumby, D.D.

EACH 35 CENTS. OTHER VOLUMES PREPARING.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
. W, COATES, Montreal, Que. S. F. HUENTIS, Halifax, N.S.




DR. WITHROW’S

CATACOMBS OF ROME |

And Their Testimony Relative to Primitive Christianity.

FourtH ENcLisH Eprrron Jusr Issukp 1N HaNDSOME StYLE., 8vo., CLoTH.
Pr. 560, witH 136 ILLUsTRATIONS. PRICE $2

No Canadian book has ever been more favourably received in Great Britain and the United States
The following are extracts from a tew of the notices of the Press:

Notices of the British Press of the Second, Third and
Fourth English Editions.
«This is an elaborate and detailed account of those interettingrgx'euutlom which surrounded the
ancient city of Rome, graphically told and oopiously illustrated. e book p both historical

and religions interest, and will recommend itself to all who remember how much succeeding
zeneraﬁons owe to the confessors of the first three centuries.” —London Mail and Weekly Times.

++ pr. Withrow’s account of the Catacombs of Rome is an exceedingly painstaking and thorough-

going work.” —Saturday Review.
“Wer d this hand volume as being at all pointa profoundly int ing, whether to
the antiquarian, the artist, the reader of church history, the oontroversh{ist, or the Christian.”—
rterly Review.

«The scholarly readings of the fnscriptions could be given by none but a student familiar with
almost every poie of the history of the Apostulic and Post-Apostolic Church. . . . Mustsupersede
gvery other wor in the English language on the Catacombs.”—London Nonconformist.

« This is the best English work on the subject of the Catacombs.”— Edinburgh Review,

« Puts before the reader the entire evid with scholarly appreciation and method.”—BritisA

T book 1s well worth re-publication h class

P book is well worth re-publication here. It will rank high among bool f
.eholt.\‘r‘hgp and theological learning.”—London Spectator. & ad ks of its or

« We are not surprised that this deeply interesting work has reached a Second Edition "—{now &
Fourth.}~London Weekly Review,

«We can recommend this as a learned and scholarly work, written ttracti

l;."viabondon Standard. y » in & pleasing and a ve

g interest—we had nearly said the fascination—of the book ures from page

'n.}v__ Wesleyan Methodist Magazine. end the first ”}M
« pr. Withrow’s book contains the most exhaustive and ‘ t of the Cat be, with
their Paintings and Inscriptions, and of early Christian Art and Symbolism, that we have met with.
e Author has evidently thoroughly mastered both pagan and Christian archeology. For the history
d martyrology of the early centuries we do no' know so safe & guide. The Publishers have given us
::l price surprisingly low this book handsomety brought out.”—Irish Eoclesiastical Gazette.
s A rich treat awaits the reader of this book.”—7he Rock.

« One of the most interesting, eurious, and valuable works we have x2t with for a long time
pook is wonderfully cheap.”—Melbourne (Australia) Spectator. The

American Press Opiniona.

« A book of unusual completeness.”— N. Y. Independent.

s A book of uncommon interest and importance.—Christian Union.

« Gives results of latest explorations at Rome.”—N. Y. Tribune,

+ We could linger for hours over this enchanting work,”—Nashville Tenn., Christian Advocate.

« By far the best book on the subject in the English language.”—St, Louis Christian ddvocate,

+ Must prove an almost indispensable part of every hibrary.” - Buffalo Christitn Advocate.

«The Church is under great obligations to Dr. Withrow for his gift ¢o it of this book.”— New York
ChAristian Advocate. .

¢ 1g wonderfully interesting. Such books are worth their weight in gold to the Christian student.”
~Pittsburgh Methodist Recorder, .

+Enchanting as a novel, and full of Christian instruction.”~N. Y. Sunday-School Journal.

# The tullest, latest, and best resume of facts on the Catacombs.”— Toronto Globe.

« A book of unique and absorbing interest.”—Toronto Mail.

« A work to be classed with higher literature, and well worthy to be deeply studied, not only by
Thristian scholars, but by the more thoughtful part of our entire Christian people.”~Methodist
Quarterly Review.

&7 Usual discount to Ministers and Local Preachers.

Address :
WILLIAM BRIGGS,

78 & 80 Kixg STrEET EasT, ToRONTO.
Or,—C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. S. F. HUR#TIS, Halifax, N. 8.



Special ¢or BiBLE sTUDENTS.

FAC-SIMILE OF

Mr. Moody's Bible,

‘With his Notes, Annotations
and Bible Readings.

PRICE, $35, - POSTPAID,

From Mr. Moody’s Bible, loaned for |

the purpose, were copied in fac-simile,
into the same style of Bible, all of the
unique marginal notes from time to time
inscribed in it by the evangelist. Its
value to Bible students must necessarily
be very great.

THXE

Book Mark
Lesson List

FOR

|63

Contains list of all the Lessons for 1895
with Golden Texts and Memory
Verses indicated.

The Book Mark Lesson List is furnished
in three styles—differing on the last page :

No. 1.—With Name of Church or School.
list of Services on last page :

and

50 or leqs - - . - &1 00
100 - - - - 150
150 185
200 - 215
250 - 245
300 - 270
350 - 300
400 - 320
500 350
750 - 420

1000 500
2000 or over, per thmwand 150

No. 2.—With last page blank; and No. 3.— !

With Bible Acrostic on last page :

Less than 500 - . 50 cents per hundred.
500 to 1000- - . 45 ““ ¢
1000 or over - 40 ‘ “

NOW READY.

REVISED CONSTITUTION

OF

Canadian Epworth Leagues,

Price, 10¢. per doz;, postpaid.,

OTHER LEAGUE LITERATURE:
Praier-Meeténg Topics for 1895. On Card-

oard. er 100..................... 0 50
Junior Prayer-Meeting Top cs for 18‘)5

On cardboard. Per100.............. 50
Agsociate Member s Pledge Card. Re-

vised. Per 100............... ....... 50
Active Member's Pledge Card. Revised.

Per 100.......cc0vniiiiiiniiiviann... 50
Junior League Pledge Card. Per 100.. 50
Membership Certificate Ca.rd In

colours. Per 100..... .. 100
Removal Certificate Cm-d. In colours

Per 100............coiiiiiniiiiiinns 100
Epworth League Charter Handsomely

lithographed... ......... ........... 25
Epworth Badge, pendant, sterling

silver, with Epworth Ribbon, en-

closed in neat box. Price, 35¢. ; per

dozen, $3.70; per hundred... ...... K28 00
Epworth Brooch Badge, st,erlmg

silver, enclosed in box. Single,45c. ;

per doz. $1.60; per hundred......... 6 00
Epworth Rib! on, specialdesign. Pcr

)ard ............................. 020

CANADIAN LEAGUE

LEAFLETS.

I-Hints on Soul Winning.......
By Rev. R. N. Burxs, B.A.

No. II—-Liberality a Grace............
By Miss Bessie McGurFIN.

No. III—Junior Work and Missions. ..
By Mgrs. A. M. PuiLrrps,

No. IV—Reception of Members........

No. V—The Ministry of Flowers.....
By Rev. R. N. Burns, B.A.

No.

Postpaid.
Per doz., 12¢.; per 100, 80¢c.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book & Publishing House, Toronto.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.

S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.



C. L. S. C.

PRrEscRIBED COURSE FOR 1804=1895
NOW READY'!

The Growth of the English Nation (ILLUSTRATED). Katherine
Coman, Professor of History in Wellesley College - - - -$1 00

Europe in the Nineteenth Century (ILLUSTRATED). H. P. Judson,
Professor of Political Science, University of Chicago - -

From Chaucer to Tennyson (With PORTRaITS). Ilenry A. Beers,

Professor of English Literature, Yale University 100
Renaissance and Modern Art (ILLusTRATED). W. 1. Goodyear,

Lecturer to the Brooklyn Institute - - - - - - - 100
Walks and Talks in the Geological Field (IlLUSTRATED). Alex.

Winchell, late Professor of Geology, University of Michigan - - 100
The Chautauquan (12 NUMBERS, ILLUSTRATED) - - - - 200

Canadian Students will please note that the books are supplied by the Canadian Agents at
the American Pubiishers’ prices, no advance being made for duty, etc. Canadian
Students will, therefore, find it to their advantage to order from the Canadian Agents and save
the duty which they would have to pay if ordered from the States.

THE CHAUTAUQUAN MAGAZINE

For the twelve months during the C.1.8.C. year of 1894-5 will contain no lessthan three hundred
geparate articles by the world’s best writers, averaging twenty-six to a number, besides the regu-
1ar C.L.S.C. and other regular departments of the Magazine. The CHAUTAUQUAN for one year
contains matter equal to ten books of three hundred pages each, the size of those in the C.L.8.C.

course of study.
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The Successful Soul-Winner :

BEING

Memoirs of the late E. A. Telfer.

Containing &t interesting narrative of hix Life in
England, and hiz Evangelistic Work
in the Colonies,

CLOTH - S1.73.

«The Life of 1.ev. E. A. Tulfer, ‘ The Succes--
ful Soul-Winner,” written by his widow, will
take first rank with our best Methodist bio-
graphies. It is worthy of a place in the library
and in the homes of our intelligent laity.”—
John Potts.

« This is one of the most interesting books of
its kind that have proceeded from the Press of
late. It is true toits title, and is fitted to rank
with the McCheyne Memoirs, Story on story,
incident on incident, of soul-raving make the
pages of this volume most refreshing reading.
Mr. Telfer’s diocese was the world—Scotland,
England, Canada, Australia, etc.—but wher-
ever he went he found human hearts and
human needs much the same, and found them
respond with equal thrill to the old, old Story
as it came from a heart burning with fervor
for Christ,”— Presbyterian.
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JUST ISSUED.

In the National Gallery

FOUR LETTERS ON THE
Development of Italian Art.
BY
EmeLINE HE. RAND.
64 pp., stiff paper covers, 26c.

This is a reprint, in neat brochure form, of
the charming letters contributed by Mrs. Rand
to the MecMaster Monthly.

New Tracts
BY

Rev. W. Galbraith, M.A., Ph.B.

THE ORIGINAL DESI@N OF THE SABBATH. [. Ori-
ginal Design of the Sabbath. II. Our
Present Duty in Regard to the Sabbath.
Each 5c¢., 50c. per doz., $3.50 per hundred.

CHRISTIANITY AND SoCIAL RRFORMS. Published
by special request. Each 3c., 30c. per doz.,
$2.50 per hundred.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.

C. W. COATES, MONTREAL.

S. F. HUESTIS, Havrirax.




SECOND EDITION.

NARMONY oF  GOSPELS

BEING THE

Life of Jesus in the Words of the
Four Evangelists.

Arranged by W. H. WITHROW, D.D, F.R.S.C.

From the Revised Version of the New Testament,

Cloth, Price, 50c. net.

REV. WILLIAM BRIGGS, D.D.,

(sHawa, June 20th, 1894.

My DeAR Sir,—I have received ‘* The Harmony of the Gospels,” a Monotessaron by
Dr. Withrow. After a careful perusal of it, as a layman and Sunday-school worker I want
to express my gratification for the effort of the author, as I consider it an invaluable aid to

an intelligent study of the Life of our Lord Jesus Christ.
place a copy in the hands of every teacher in the land.

and I dare say there are hundreds like me.

Were it in my power, I would
To me it has been a long-felt need,

I have the Life of Christ by different writers,

but none, to my mind, will take the place of this little volume.

NOW READY!

Canadian Copyright Edition

Black OiSeauty

The Autobiography of a
Horse.

By ANNA SEWELL.
Quarto Edition, with 120 New Illustrations

Many of these full-page by an eminent
English artist.

CLOTH, 8$L75.

A ToroNTO gentleman, speaking of this
book remarked to us, ‘“Yes, I have read
‘Brack Beavuty,’ and I have been unhappy
-ever sinoce. 'The horses have all been speaking !
I have given copies to several of the cabmen to
get them to treat their horses kindly.”

Yours truly, W. E. DYER.

JUST PUBLISHED.

THE LIFE AND TIMES

OF

Major-Gen'l Sir Isaac Brock

‘‘THE HERO OF CANADA.”

By D. B. READ, Q.C.,

Historian of the County of York Law Association.

In one volume of about 250 pages.
With Portraits and Illustrations.
Octavo, Price $1.50,

A good life of General Brock from a Canadian pen
—and one so well equipped for the task as that which
gaveus the ‘Life and Times of Governor Simcoe” and
““The Lives of the Judges,” —will be hailed with gen-
eral satisfaction. MR. READ has spent years in the pre-
paration of this work, and places before his readers a
most readable biography of the illustrious officer to
whom Canada owes a lasting debt of gratitude.

WILLYAM BRIGGS, Wesley Buildings, Toronto.

.C. W. COATES, MoONTREAL, QUE.

S, F. HUESTIS, HaLIFax, N.S.



NEW SERIES OF TEACHERS' BIBLES.

B T N T N o

THE [RTERNATIONL EAGIERS JLES

THE SMALLEST LARGE-TYPE BIBLES PUBLISHED.

AAAAAAA VANV

CONTRIBUTORS TO NEW HELPS:

Rev. C. H. H. Wright, D.D., M.A,, Ph.D., Editor. England.

Rev. James Stalker, D.D., author of *Imago Christi,” Scotland.

Rev. Philip Schafl, D.D., LL.D., Union Theological Seminary,
New York.

Rev. George Adam Smith, M.A., Aberdeen. .

Rev. A. E. Dunning, D.D., Editor The Congregationalist, Boston.

Rev. A. R. Faussett, D.D., Canon and Prebendary of York, Eng.

Bishop John H. Vincent, D.D., New York.

Rev. Hugh McMillan, D.D., LL.D., F.R.S.E., Scotland. .

Rev. Alfred Plummer, M.A., D.D., formerly Fellow of Trinity
College, Oxford, England.

Rev. J. B. chm'd, M.A., Caius College, (‘nmbridge, and Hulsean
Lecturer in the University of Cambridge, England.

Rev. Jesse L. Hurlbut, D.D., Sunday School Journal, New York.

Theophilus G. Pinches, M.R.A.S,, British Museum, London.

William R. Harper, Ph.D., President Chicago University, Chicago.

Major D. Whittle, Evangelist, Philadelphia.

Major C. R. Conder, R.E.D.C.L., LL.D., M.R.A.S., England.

PIVINITY CIRCUIT BINDING.

WAAAAAAAAANA
New Illustrated Helps. Fine Bindings. Minimum Size.
New Maps. Clear Print. Moderate Prices.

The only Teachers’ Bibles Having New Helps or Aids Prepared
by both American and English Scholars.

An ENTIRELY NEW SERIES OF MAPS has been PREPARED
Expressly for the INTERNATIONAL BIBLES, FROM ACTUAL SURVEY
by MAJOR CONDER, of the PALESTINE EXPLORATION SOCIETY.

The ILLUSTRATIONS in the NEW HELPS or AIDS have been pre-
pared by THEOPHILUS G. PINCHES, ESQ., DEPARTMENT of EGYP-
TIAN and ASSYRIAN ANTIQUITIES, BritisH MuseuM, LoNDON.

Have you been seeking a Bible of convenient size, with large, clear type, durably
bound, with modern practical ILLUSTRATED HELPS, new REVISED
MAPS, and reasonable in price? The International Bibles supply this need.

Nearly Two Hundred and Fifty Different Styles in Plain Text, Reference and

Teachers’ Bibles, ranging in price from 30 cents. to $15.00. Sold by all
First-class Booksellers.

£& Ask your dealer for them. Catalogue supplied on application.
Sole Canadian Agency—

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Wesley Buildings, Toronto.
C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. 8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.



METHODIST

RN s TUNE BOOK

A N s .

Our Present Hymn~Book with Suitable
Tunes Attached.

A LONG-FELT WANT OF THE CHURCH SUPPLIED.

HOIRS AND CONGREGATIONS of the Methodist Church in Canada will
be glad to know that the new Hymn and Tune Book, for which they have
been waiting some time, is at last completed, and placed on the market.

Realizing the need of an improved Tune Book, the General Conference of 1890
authorized the publication of a book which would combine the hymns a' d tunes in
one volume, on the plan which is now adopted by nearly all the leading dencmi-
nations. In its preparation prominent and successful Choir Leaders and other
competent musicians have for the last three years worked faithfully to produce such
a book as would meet the needs of our Church for many years to come.

The book contains about 350 tunes, which have been chosen on account of
their suital ility for congregational singing. As many as possible of the familiar
tunes, which have become endeared to our congregations through long use, have
been retained, while a number of first-c.ass new ones have been inserted, so as to
provide variety and suit all tastes.

The book has been edited by Messrs. F. IL. Torrington, Organist of the
Metropolitan Church, and T. C. Jefters, Organist of the Central Church, Toronto.
This is a sufficient guarantee that the work has been efficiently done.

PEOPLES' EDITION. Size, 7} x 5§ inches.

1. Cloth, plain edges, - - - - - %1 00

2. Roan, sprinkled edges, - - - - 150

3. French Morocco, yapped, gold edges, - - 2 00

4. Morocco, yapped, red under gold edges, - 3 00
CHOIR EDITION. Size, 8} x 6} inches.

5. Cloth, plain edges, - - - - - 81 50

6. Roan, sprinkled edges, - - - - 2 00

7. French Morocco, boards, gilt edges, - - 2 50

ORGANIST'S EDITION. Size. 10 x 7} inches.

8. Cloth, plain edges, - - o - - 82 50
9. French Morocco, boards, gilt edges, - - 3 50

Order by numbers. Special rates in quantity.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, PUBLISHER,
29-33 RICHMOND STREET WEST, TORONTO, ONT.
C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.



SECOND EDITION.

iscourses and Addresses.

Rev. GEORGE DOUGLAS, D.D., LL.D.,

PRINCIPAL OF WESLEY THeEOLOGICAL COLLEGE, MONTREAL.

WITH INTRODUCTORY WORDS BY

REV. WILLIAM ARTHUR, M.A., of the English Conference,
REV. BISHOP FOSTER, of the Methodist Episcopal Church, and
REV. JOBN POTTS, D.D., Secretary of Education, Methodist Church, Canada.

AND BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH,
CLOTH, $1.25.

This is & work that will take its place among the choicest volumes of sacred litera-
ture. Tane mechanical execution is excellent. and reflects credit upon the great
publishing house under the control of the Methodist Book Steward. The sketch of
the life of Dr. Douglas has been prepared by his daughter, Miss Mina Douglas, and
is one of the most tender, human, discriminating and beantiful biographies we have
ever read. The Sermons and Addresses are all characteristic of the peerless preacher.
The pulse of genius throbs through each discourse; they are full of great thoughts
clothed in the most brilliant rhetoric, in.sﬁu‘n}g aliko to intellect, conscience and
heart, and giowing with a holy fire which kindles every spiritual aspiration and
desire. 'This book will take & foremost place among the published sermons of this
day and century, and is a vyorthg monument of this great and gifted orator, whose
nam is a household word in both hemispheres.”—Rev. Hugh Johnston, D.D., in Acta
Victoriana.

A NEW MUSIC BOOK BY
JounN M. WHYTE,

THE SINGING EVANGELIST.

THE GREAT REDEMPTION.

CONTAINING 344 HYMNS.

Paper, 25¢.; $2.50 per doz. Cloth Limp, 35¢c.; $3.60 per doz.

A warm welcome has been given this new collection of Sacred Songs. Two-thirds
o the contents is entirely new music, For the balance there are some of the old
popular pieces liko ** A Song of Trust,” ‘Like the Music of a Fountain,” ** Oh, Tolling
Bells,” * Will He Not Come Back,” and others that have proved so popular where
introduced by the Whytc Brothers. A large number of the grand old bymns are set
to new music. The collection altogether is likely to prove even more popular than
either “Songs of Calvary,” or ““Sing Out the Glad News.”

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book & Publishing House, Toronto.

C. W. Coates, Montreal, Que. S. F. Hussrs, Halifax, N.S.




WALTER BAKER & GO.

The Largest Manufacturers of
PURE, HICH GRADE

SN GOCOAS AND CHOCOLATES

= Wor) On this Continent, have received

"’ HIGHEST AWARDS

from the grest

Industrial and Food
EXPOSITIONS

In Etrope and America.

4

X! Unlike the Dutch Process, no Alka~

AP ants lies or other Chem:cals or Dyes are

S used in :n% of their Pre arations.

Their delicions BREAKFAST GOCOA b epectutely
pure and solable, and costs less than one cent a cup.

S8OLD BY GROCERS EVERYWHERE.

WALTER BAKER & 0. DORCHESTER, MASS.

Sct.t’s Eulsion

of Cod-liver Oil, with Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda,
i8 a constructive food that nourishes, enriches the blood,
creates solid flesh, stops wasting and gives strength. It is
for all

Wasting Diseases

like Qonsumption, Scrofula, An@mia, Marasmus; or for Coughs and
Oolds, Sore Throat, Bronchitis, Weak Lungs, Loss of Flesh and
General Debility. Scott’'s Emulsion, has no equal as
Nourishment for Babies and Growing Children,
Buy only the genuine put up in salmon-colored wrapper
Send for pamplet on Scot’s Emulsion. FREE.
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 50c. and $1.




