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The most recent and most vivid
account of DBritain's great Indian
dependency is that by the late
lamented G. W. Steevens, the
famous war correspondent, whn
died at Ladysmith in January.
He had recently made a compre-
hensive tour through India, whose
varied characteristics he sketches in
his own graphic style. He thus
describes his landing at the plague-
smitten port of Bombay:

The first sight of India is amnaz-
ingr, entrancing, stupefving. Dif-
ferent beasts and  birds in  the
street, different clothes to wear,
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different meal-times, and different
food—the very commonest things
are altered.  You begin a new life
in a new world. You pin your
eyes to the little fawn-coloured,
satin-skinneg, humped oxen in the
carts, to the blue crows that dance
and spar in the gutters.

When things begin to come
sorted and sifted, Bombay reveals
itself as a city of monstrous con-
trasts Along the sea-fromt one
splendid public building follows
another—variegated stone facades
with arch and colonnade, cupola
and pinnacle and statuary. At
their feet huddle flimsy huts of
matting, thatched with leaves,
which a day’s rain would reduce to
mud and pulp. You sit in a
inarble-paved club, vast and airy as
a Roman atrium, and look out
over ' gardens of heavy red and
violet flowers towards choking
allevs where half-naked idolaters
herd by families together in open-
frented rooms, and filth runs down
gullies to {fester in the sunken
street.

In the drive from the Apollo
Bunder to Malabar Point, all India
i3 unfolded in one panorama.
First the business houses and the
great buildings—those the richest,
these the stateliest in India, and
challenging comparison with al-
most any city in the world. A
proud and comely city, you say,
the Briton feels himself a greater
man for his first sight of Bombay.

Cross but one street and vou are
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plunged in the unative town. In
yveur nostrils is the smell of the
East, dear and never to be forgot-
ten: rapturously you snuff that
blending of incense and spices and
garlic, and sugar and goats. The
jutting houses close in over you.
The decoration of Bombay hence-
forth is its people.  The avindows
are frames for women, the streets
become wedges of men.  Only the
shabbiness of the dust and dirty
plaster relieves the gorgeousness of
one of the most astounding collec-
tions of human animals in the
world. Forty languages, it is said,
are habitually spoken in its bazaars.
Then every race has its own cos-
tume; so that the streets of Bom-
bay are a tulip-garden of vermilion
turbans, and crimson, orange and
flame colour, of men in blue and
brown and emerald walistcoats, wo-
men in cherry-coloured satin
drawers, or mantles, of blazing
purple or green that shines like a
grasshopper. You must go to
India to see such dyes. ‘They are
the very children of the sun, and
seem to shine with an unreflected
radiance of their own. In the
gilding light the very arms and
legs show like bronze or amber or
the bloom on ripe damsons. You
are walking in a flaring sunset, and
come out of it blinking. Bombay
is a beautiful queen in silver
aimour and a girdle of gold.

At its first onset, in Bombay.
plague killed its two hundred and
forty a day; now it has sunk to
fifty a day, but it goes on steadily.
Bombay has resigned herself to an-
other four or five years of it—
which means, at the present rate,
that one-tenth of her population
will die of it between now and 1904.

I had the luck to fall in with men
avho could show me the whole pro-
cess, from cause to cure—or death.
The cause was simple enough: two
minutes in the native quarter, and
you saw and smelt and tasted it.
The cause is sheer piggery, dirt and
darkness, foul air and rabbit-war-
ren overcrowding.  On stamped
carth floors, between bare walls, by
the dimness of one tiny window,
you see shapes squatting like
monkeys.  They stir, lithe but al-
ways languid, and presently von
see that they are human. Babies,
naked children, voung women and
youths, mothers and fathers,
shrivelled grandsires and grand-
dames—whole families stifle to-
gether in the thick darkness.

On the door-jamb of this house
are a dozen red marks—dates with
a line round them, in some semi-
circular, in others a complete circle.
Each means a case of plague—the
full circles a death, the halves a
removal to hospital. For your
own part vou wonder that anybody
in the poisonous lair is left alive.
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For the climax of the dismal
story we come to the hospital and
the Parsi physician—one native, at
least, who Lknows his duty and
does it.  As he walked from bed
to bed there stepped in from the
sun-steeped garden a golden-haired
English girl in a white-and-red uni-
form—a nurse who had volun-
teered to come out for plague duty,
and has lived with death for two
years.

The village life of the interior re-
gion is thus described:

They are a patient people, the
villagers of India; they have been
hungry these thirty centuries or so,
and it has never occurred to them
that they have any claim to be
filled. They grumbled a little, to
be sure: what tiller of the soil ever
did else? They could not ger
cnough water from the Govern-
ment canal, and the Christmas
rains had not fallen; and they were
poor men. Though not self-help-
ful, they remained polite, and de-
sired that their lords would honour
them by drinking a cup of milk.
So two little earthen cups were
biought, of the material of flower-
pots, and into them was poured
mille still hot from the wudder.
Their lords drank; and then the
cups were smashed to earth. They
were useless now: the man of
meanest caste would never drink
out of a cup that had been pollutet
by white lips. Water was brought,
and the man who had poured out
the milk washed his hands thor-
oughly.  The landlord asked his
manager if he would take milk too:
he shook his head, with a smile:
for he is a Brahman, and is as much
above drinking from a vessel that
a lower caste has touched as the
lower caste is above drinking after
a sahib. They will call you
“Lord” and “ Protector of the
TFoor”; they will sing hymns to
vou: but they smash the bowl you
drank from.  What could be more

cloquent of the land of contradic-
tions?

AMr. Steevens sums up his im-
pressions of Dritish rule as fol-
lows:

We have done much good ma-
terial work: everywhere we have
made two blades of grass grow
where there was but one. We
have been honest and we have done
our best.  Whatever we have done
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or left undone, we have imported
into public affairs a new morality.
It may not yet have been widely
imitated, but that is rather a reason
for hope than despair. What there
is in.native India of public spirit,
of unswerving public integrity, of
unsparing devotion to public duty,
we may set down to our credit; and
we may say that if it grows slowly
it is the likelier to live long. India
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is not only the land of ironies, it is
also the land of patience.

The Rev. J. E. Abbott, mission-
ary of the American Board at Bom-
bay, writes thus in The Independ-
ent on the beneficent character of
British rule in India:

The administration of justice has
been a boon deeply appreciated by
the great ignorant masses who are
the natural victims of those whose
power lies in their money or knoav-
ledge.  The poorest man knows
that in the eves of the law he is
equal with the greatest in the land,
and that he can bring a suit even

A BURDEN-BEARER.

against the Government itself for
damages to life or property. No
one can live among the common
people and listen to their expres-
sions of feeling without being con-
vinced that their belief in the Eng-
lish rule as a just one is a strong
bond that binds the masses to it,
and to it they turn with confidence
from the oppressions of their own
countrymen,

The material civilization that
England has brought to India in
the form of railroads, common
rcads, irrigation, postal and tele-
graph systems, and protection to
life and property, may not touch

Methodist Mugazine aund Review.

their feelings of appreciation as
deeply as that of justice before the
law.  The great masses are so
simple in their ways that it would
not materially affect their lives if
cevery railroad, post-office or tele-
graph office were suddenly to be-
come things of the past, but for all
that these privileges are appre-
ciated by the lowest, and for the
educated classes they have become
almost as necessary a part of their
lives as such things are among us.
There are instances when the
very best endeavours of the Gov-
ecrnment are met by opposition,
due to ignorance and superstition,
or the peculiarities of religious feel-
ing. The earnest endeavour to
stamp out the plague is a case in
point.  Sanitary and quarantine
regulations, disinfection, compul-
sory carrying of patients to plague
hospitais, and inoculation met with
a sullen resistance, which on oc-
casions could only be carried into
effect at the point of the bayonet.
The sympathetic attitnde of the
Government toward the sifferers in
the frequent famines i> one of the
most important factors to be con-
sidered in the question of the atti-
tude of the people to their rulers.
The Government has freely de-
clared its responsibility to do its
utmost to save human life, and with
its increased experience and pre-
viously made preparation it has
saved the lives of many millions
from actual starvation. The Gov-
ernment has what is called a
“Famine Code,” drawn up from the
experience of past famines, and
embodying rules and regulations in
elaborate detail that are to be fol-
lewed when a famine threatens the
land. ‘The Public Works Depart-
ment also has plans for new roads,
irrigation schemes, and the like,
rcady to be carried into effect.  So
that as soon as the pressure of
famine takes place in any section
of the country the machinery of
Government sets to work quickly,
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relief camps are opened, and no one
need die from starvation who can
get to these camps, where work is
ptovided for those able to work,
or food for those too feeble. The
famine of 1897 was better handled
than that of 1877, and the famine
that has now begun, though it
threatens to be severer than the
last, is receiving such prompt

actual starvation. The
present famine affects
thirty millions, and al-
ready three millions
arc being provided
with work, a burden
that the Government
will have to carry at
immense expense for
eight months at the
very least. The peo-
ple fully understand
what their condition
would be without the
prompt and generous
aid of the Government,
and the thoughts of
the 30,000,000 are to-
day very far from re-
bellion.

The dread with
which the coming
months are looked
forward to by the
famishing millions
has its hope only
in what the “ Government of the
Queen,” as they affectionately call
it, can do for them. These mil-
lions may not express their grati-
tude through the press, for the
press has little meaning to them,
but any one who lives among the
common people and hears the
stories they tell of their sufferings

and effective attention that a
larger proportion of lives will
be rescued from death.

It must not be supposed
that those who owe their lives
to the Government forget the
debt they owe, or that the
country at large is indifferent
to the heroic and often most
self-sacrificing efforts of Gov-
ernment officials at such
times of trouble. In the
famine three years ago fifty
million people were seriously
affected, and three millions of
them at least were saved from

NATIVE CHRISTIAN SCHOOI, INDIA.
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AT THE VILLAGE WELL, NAZARETH, INDIA.

and deliverance can have no reason
to doubt their sincere and grateful
regard for the * Government of the
Queen.”

\We here in America have little
idea of what a famine means. We
have never looked out of our com-
fortable homes and seen companies
of from a hundred to five hundred
emaciated men, women and chil-
dien famishing for food, ‘who
weuld fight among themselves like
wild beasts for the very kernels of
grain that they might find, and this
suffering continuing day by day
and month by month, as our mis-
sionaries have had to sce, and help
and save.

Surely, prosperous as we are,
tender-hearted as we are, believers
in our Master's wish that the hun-
gry should be fed, and bound by

the common ties of humanity, we
shall not let this opportunity pass
without letting India feel that in
her suffering our money is hers, as
are our sympathy and prayers.
The Government is making
gigantic efforts to relieve the pre-
vailing distress.  The chief of
these are making common roads,
railroad embankments, and improv-
ing the irrigation of the country.
The importance of the latter is re-
cognized, but because of local con-
ditions has not alwavs been found
practicable.  These relief camps
often contain several thousand
men, women and children.  They
rceeive just enough money to keep
soul and body together, but not
cnough to tempt any one away
from his own legitimate work.
The Government also establishes
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kitchens for the children, and for
those too weak to work.

The methods of missionary relief
are to help without pauperizing,
some of the practical applications
of which are the following: Open-
ing of depots where grain is sold at
cost price.  This not only benefits
the poorest, but helps greatly to
keep down the price of grain in the
market, which at such times the
avaricious and heartless  grain-
dealers run up to exorbitant rates.
Another helpful form of relief is

India.  Accustomed to being a
subject people for many centuries,
the Hindus have never known a
hand at once so firm and so kind as
that which now governs them.
For the first time in a long and
troubled history the masses of the
ccuntry enjoy perfect safety of
person and property.  DPublic works
on a scale never before attempted—
canals, highways, railroads, and
telegraph lines, all directly fur-
nished or fostered by the Govern-
ment—have given marvellous im-

A VILLAGE IN INDIA.

to keep men at their occupations
by buying their products at a rate
sufficient to support them.  Thou-
sands of hand-looms are thus kept
alive. TFor those too weak to work
and with no means of buying grain.
there is its free distribution, and
the temporary or permanent care
of children left orphans, or aban-
dened by their parents.

The Rev. W. F. Oldham writes
as follows:

England is strong in the affec-
tions of the common people of

petus to internal trade and have
greatly increased the riches of
India.

The petty wars which constantly
disturbed the farmer, the bands of
armed dacoits who pillaged his
granaries, the horde of minor offi-
cials who ate up what the robbers
left—these have almost ceased.
The awful famines which periodi-
cally swept the land will also, we
trust, become plagues of the past.
The rvots of India do not forget
that all these substantial blessings
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they have received at the hands of
the pale-faced stranger, who, if he
be (as, alas, he too often is) rude
and abrupt in his ways and hasty
and domineering in temper, is on
the other hand incorruptible as an
administrator of justice, and won-
derfully shrewd and helpful in
practical legislation.

There is a class in India that is
restless and whose language is
sometimes almost incendiary, and
that is the student body, who, edu-
cated principally in the Government
schools, in literary lines, with very
little ability for initiative enter-
prise of any kind, and having
neither business ability nor me-
chanical skill, unceasingly clamour
for office under the Government.
This is but a very small fraction
of the Indian population, and its
noisy declamation, which subsides
the moment the smallest Govern-
ment billet is had, must not be
taken too seriously.

And even if the people of India
were discontent with Ingland’s
rule, which they are not, they could
not, as yet, find sufficient coherence
among themselves for either suc-
cessful revolution or stable govern-
ment if the revolution succeeded.

India is not inhabited by one, but
by many peoples. Nations as
diverse as those in Europe are in-
cluded under the name Hindu.
The slender, wily Bengalee is far-
ther from the manly, stalwart Sikh
of the Punjaub than the Grecek is
from the German. In language,
too, thev are cut off from each
other. Thirteen distinct languages
with numberless dialects divide
India into a multitude of camps.
Above all, the religious differences
of the people hopelessly divide
them. Over sixty millions are
Mohammedans, and between them
and their Hindu neighbours the
most hitter hatred now and again
blazes into overt acts of violence.
One of the constant problems of
the Government, particularly in the
large cities, is to keep the Hindu
and the Mohammedan from fiving
a: each other's throats. If Eng-
land were forced out of India by
an uprising to-morrow, the next
day would see India in the throes
of a bloody civil war in which Mo-
hammedan and Hindu would fight
each other desperately.

The Indian Mutiny was not an
uprising of the people of India; it
was a partial rebellion of an over-
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A BAND OF CHRISTIAN ENDEAVOURERS.
Photoyraph taken at @« Convcntion, Tcrmangalan Station, Indid.

pampered native army.  Hence,
it was not very wide in its scope,
and was, after all, easily stamperl
out. Had they proved successful,
the rebellious soldiery would, in-
evitably, in a little time, have
divided into two camps, Hindu an
Mohammedan, and these two would
have turned against each other.
The only power with whom there
could possibly be serious collision
is Russia.  Semi-Asiatic herself,
Russia has steadilv pressed east
and south, absorbing immense ter-
ritories.  To-day she is the great-
est of all the Asiatic powers in the
vastness of her territory.  Seeking
an outlet to the ocean she presses
China on the east and towards
India on the south. Doubtless the
Northern Bear looks upon India as
an immense beehive stored with
honey. But with a loyal country
behind her, if England will remain
in India and not seek to press up

towards the Russian outposts north
of the Himalayas, seeking some
scientific frontier will-o’-the-wisp,
she need not fear the paws of the
bear. Aided by the vast resources
of the land, her fleet along the In-
dian shores, her army reinforced to
almost any extent by admirable In-
dian soldiery behind the mountain
barriers of the north, she would be
invincible.

The Rev. Dr. Briggs and the
Rev. S. F. Huestis, Methodist Bool
Stewards in Toronto and Halifax,
have kindly consented to act as
treasurers for a special Methodist
Famine Fund.  Three years ago
our Church in Canada sent through
this channel alone about $7,000.
The sums contributed will be ad-
ministered by the Weslevan mis-
sionaries in the famine regions of
India, who can make a dollar go as
far as possible in the succour of the
Tamine victims.

There is nothing we cannot overcome;
Say not thy evil instinct is inherited,
Or that some trait inborn makes thy whole life forlorn,
And calls down punishment that is not merited.
Back of thy parents and grandparents lies
The great eternal Will.  That, too, is thine
Inheritance, strong, beautiful, divine;
Sure lever of success for one who tries.

—Llla Wheeler Wilrou.
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BY MRS, OLIPITANT.

BUST OF QUEEN VICTORIA.

The Queen of these realms is
perhaps the only great monarch
who has stood before her peo-
ple, eve to eve, and heart to
heart, in all the sympathies of
nature, in all the events of com-
mon life, which are the same to
queen and to peasant: a woman
like all women: vet also in the
highest offices of princely action, a
statesman like few statesmen—
comptroller of the tides of empire,
mediator among the nations, High
Counsellor of Europe and the
world.  Her Majesty has dis-
closed herself consciously and un-
consciously to us all with that per-
fect composure which in a monarch
is at the same time perfect modesty,
in all these positions, so that we
really know more of her than we
know of many of our near ncigh-
hours, and it is not on ignorance
or false sentiment or any kind of

fictitious porular enthusiasm that
our national pride and glory in our
Queen are founded.  She has given
us her royval confidence 1hruu(rhuut
all the maturer vears of her life,
opening to her l)unplc in a great
and touching humility the (laarc\t
sceerets of hcr history; and this in
no poor and formal record, but in
words warm from her heart, the
greatest sign of love which one
fnmd can give to another.

The ()uccn has thus made of lier
people her friend in the truest
sense of the word. We cannot be
mistaken or led away by false re-
port, because we know  hetter.
Were there backbiters, they are dis-
armed: the whispers of the back-
stairs die away: there is no place
for them where there is the fullest
affectionate confidence between two
parties, by whom all has been said,
the one in the ear of the other, \\nh
mutual tears and smiles.  There is
not one of us who may not say with
respectful reverence, * We know
our Queen.”  From time to time
cut of her royal seclusion there
comes a message, cagerly received,

Q't.rlv read by millions. And
\\hat is the c\clanmtmn from every
side> “TIt is so like the Queen!”
She has permitted us to know her
so well, that we almost know what
she will say in moments which re-
quire such a communication. The
touch of character, of nature in all,
is rrom the roval friend whom ave
know.

So far as we kneav, no such per-
sonal intercourse exists between
any other monarch and his sub-
jects.  There never was a time
when sovercigns were more active,
more prominent than the present.
Absolutism, thought in our hapeful
time to be dead and gone, is up
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again, and stronger than ever.
Tor all we know, the will of one
individual may at any moment be
so exercised as to render futile the
wisdom of the world. And even
when no such misfortune is to he
apprehended, there can be no doubt
that the office of a king or emperor
tells for much more in the world
than it did sixty years ago. Then
we seemed on the verge of a uni-
versal constitutionalism; now the
old forces have rallied, and a great
part of the carth's surface is ab-
solutely controlled by one man here
and there, raised high above the
blank of multitudes. But we know
tone of those who has possessed
himself of the heart of his people.
The Emperor Franz Josef is 2 man
whom the whole world appreciates
and admires, and whom many
hearts have bled for in his many
and great sorrows—poor Emperor,
poor father, stricken so often; but
1t cannot be said that there is Dbe-
tween him and his distracted em-
pire anything of the great friend-
ship w.: have described. The
Queen stands unique in this, as in
so many other ways. Ier people
is her first friend.

There are two specially pictur-
esque and touching points in the
life of a sovereign—neither of
which comes very often to lend
variety to history—and these are
the moment of first youth and the
moment of old age.

The Queen has had the remark-
able fortune of including both in
her great carcer.  And never was
a vouth more calculated to draw all
eves. A gallant young man upon
a throne is always interesting and
attractive: but a girl in that posi-
tion touches every heart. The
contrast is so strange between her
soft vouth and the tremendous
position she accupies at the head of
the fortunes of a great nation. its
greatest men bound to consult her
inexperience, to explain to her the
most subtle devices of State, to
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carry her consent and approval
with them, she who but the other
day sat in judgment only upon the
costume of a doll. or anxiously
biooded over the illness of a pet
bird: it is more pigant and at the
same time more affecting than ai-
most any other position in the
world.  So far as we know, this
experience is unique in England.

Queen Elizabeth was still young,
but quite experienced, and know-
ing very well how to take care of
herself  before she came to the
throne : and Queen Anne was mid-
dle-aged, in fact and in sentiment.
and as humdrum as the dullest of
matrons.  Mary of Scotland, in-
deed, was young enough, and her
position was even more pictur-
esque, and for a little while as
teuching as that of any roval child :
but yet the bloom had alrcady been
taken from her youth before she
began to reign.  Queen Victoria
was but a girl in the fullest fresh-
ness of eighteen, all bloom and
naturalness:

¢ A rosebud set with little wilfnl thorns,
And sweet as English air could make her,
she.™

And we arc glad to think that
her Majesty had delightful prickles
about her when she was first
Queen.  She sent her confused
and disturbed ministers spinning,
and waved her flag, and defied the
world—once, and for a moment.
She was deeply sorry for it after,
but so were not we. 1t made the
prettiest episode. delightful as the
wavwardness of a child whom we
would not love half so avell if it had
not a mischievous impulse now and
then. for once in a way. That
part of her history is far off, but
not forgotten. It will he one of
the lights to which our children's
children will turn in after ages,
making the scrinusness of the great
record bright. = Tell us of the
hlue-cved Queen who rade with her
cavalcade through the Windsor
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woods, and made grey London
Dloom with gay processions and
smiling looks: who loved her fairy
prince, and blushed and told her
people of her love, and was the
happiest of brides.”

Hundreds of years hence, as
long as vouth endures, that will be
the call of the voung reader unex-
pectedly lighting upon, in the his-
tory that is so grave, a sunny chap-
ter of the romance he loves.

And now comes a more inter-
esting situation  still, which also
draws all hearts. though in so dif-
ferent a way.  There are no words
to say how touching is the aspect
of an old moenarch, one who has
fulfilled all the duties and exercised
all the best influences of so high a
place, and who goes down into the
vale of years etuadta\t]\, with a
smile, carrving the lamp of life
through all’ the shadows—" I have
foufrht a good fight, I have kept the
faith "—one who has reached the
further verge, and whose life after
hirn shines avith an even completer
radiance than that * light that
never was on sea or land "—the
ideal glow which illuminates the
path before him of the yvouth.
Perhaps no individual is ever con-
scious of how well he has dene in
his life. or how entirely Le has
carried out the promise of its early
davs—just as the artist can never
cemvince himself that he has made
the most of the beautiful blank can-
vas on which he began his picture.

Jut if the Queen should feel
anything of distrust on this point,
we may he sure she is the only per-
son in her great Empire who daces
so.  Moare than the most sanguine
heped for her in her youth she has
fulfilled in her age.  The engag-
ing young creature who ascended a

somewhat damaged throne in 1837
was, evervhady haped, destined tn
mend it and gild with the light of
her voung presence: hut no one
ceuld then have prophesied how
much she was to add, not only to

the greatness of her own immediate
crown, but to the ideal of monarchy
everywhere, by adding to all the
images of power the conception of
a sovereign who should be nrst in
duty as in place, the most diligent,
the most unwearying, with an ear
open to evervthing that concerned
her people, and a mind as com-
pletely devoted to their business as
that of a man to his trade on which
his daily bread depends.

Talk of working men! there is
no artisan who has worked harder
than the Queen.  She has sought
no eight-hours day, no limit of la-
bour, no additional recompense.
The State has never heen troubled
cither with complaint or resistance
of hers. .\ constitutional Queen
with a perfect right to throw all
responsibility upon her ministers,
with whom indeed it rests, she has
lahoured with energy as unfailing
as if the whole weight lay on her
own shoulders. and as the Queen
is never out of office she has had
none of those intervals of rest
which come to every Prime Minis-
ter, not much desired, perhaps, on
their parts, but no doubt a great
hoon to Nature. which cannot be
overworked without harm—except
in some sovercign cases, like that
of the lady whose life we are at
present discussing. There is some-
thing whimsically illustrative of
this in the plaint of the poor foot-
man at Windsor reprimanded far
falling asleep when he ought to
have heen on the watch to ex-
tinguish the lights.  * Why shauld
she sit up so late?” said honest
John Thomas, much aggrieved, and
feeling the wrong to he all on his
side.

These sixty vears have heen full
of many changes of every kind:
they have shaken every throne in
Christendom—oexcept the Queen's:
ansl made something like a revolu-
tion in every nation—except this.
All kinds of refugees have arrived
on our shores, from kings to the
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squalid slaves of dynamite; but for
many years past scarcely so much
as a local riot has disturbed the
calm of this island.  Three differ-
ent constitutions have prevailed in
France; Germany has been altered
from lher foundations; Italy has
gone through changes even more
complete.  Other kingdoms have
risen and have fallen: our kindred
realm of Hanover has disappeared
altogether.  And we, like our
neighbours, have changed; but in
cur case it has been by the methods
of peace, without the intervention
of a soldier or the firing of a gun.

Those who saw the Queen's first
procession to Westminster to re-
ccive the crown, would have
deemed many of the alterations
which have taken place impossible
except by revolutions which would
have torn England asunder, and
for ever disjoined the monarchy
from the people.  And who could
have believed that amidst all the
progress of democracy and the en-
franchisement of the mob, the
question to-day would be how to
make the Queen’s procession long
enough, to lead it far enough to
content the eagerness of these very
mobs to se¢ her pass, to catch one
olimpse of her as an occasion in
their lives? A fear of the people
was in the minds even of wise men
for many years after the Queen's
accession: but now the only
thought is how to join the greatest
number to her train, how to make
awn opportunity for the approach of
the poorest, for the multitude, for
the slums. to take part in the joy
of her Commemoration.  Nat the
nobler ways of the metropolis
alone, not the West End nor the
great channels of communication
that lead towards Palace and Par-
liament. the centre of State: but
far off into the heart of the smoke,
over the great bridges and the pale
haze of the river, to those narrow
and dingy lines of street that never
have had any sharc in the glories of
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State pageant before.  Through
all these common unadorned ways
the Queen will pass, that no part
of her vast London may be shut
out from the sight of her, so far
as human possibilities go.  Could
any one have forescen such a thing
sixty years ago? or that the anxious
object of every official concerned
should be how to widen the area

most effectually, and to carry the

Queen most completely into regions
where fashion never passed, nor
any external beauty nor interest
lies; to visit her subjects in their
homes on her great day, the day of
thanksgiving and rejoicing for all
the blessings of life.

Soldiers will line the streets;
what for> To show them too, no
small part of the pageant, and add
to its stateliness and beauty—not
that one bayonet is needed to pro-
tect the Queen.  She takes the de-
fenders of the Empire with her to
show to her pcople with something
of the same pride with which she
will show her guard of princes,
her  heirs, her children—Cana-
dians, Australians, New Zealand-
ers, born on the other side of the
world, yet every one with his tie of
kindred to England, to Scotland,
to Ireland, to Wales, and above all
to the Queen.  Her Majesty is the
final symbol of union, elastic as the
ait, vet stronger than iron, which
binds these Anglo-Saxons, Anglo-
Ceclts, together.  She has put a
girdle round the earth more real
then the fairy girdle of the poet.
mare potent even than that of
Science, which takes her message,
her command in the breathing of
2 minute to the most distant point
of empire—for not even the delay
of a minute is required in calling
forth the one cheer of a universe
for the Queen. It will burst forth
spontancously, simuliancously from
the Antipades as from England;
for love and kindness go quicker
than electricity, and enthusiasm
crows all the greater hecause it is
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an enthusiasm which encircles the
earth. A

This triumph is altogether and
in every way one of the most noble
and elevating description. It is
not for victory or conquest, though
these things occur to us in the
natural course of the large national
progress sometimes in spite of our-
selves. It is the triumph of a good
life, sustained by good laws, by
freedom, by justice, and all the
principles which make mnations
happy. Much no doubt is in these
things, the conditions of a rule in
which so far as human prevision,
wisdom, and tolerance can secure it,
justice reigns, and every wrong is
discouraged. But its great and
leading inspiration is in the char-
acter of the first person in the
State, the consistent, patient,
watchful, and attentive sovereign,
full of interest, sympathy and un-
derstanding towards all her people.

A very great number, indeed by
far the greatest number of the
Queen’s subjects have been born
under her rule and know no other;
even most of the old people among
us remember only, as the first of
their childish recollections, the
story, so thrilling to all who heard
it at first hand, of the accession,
of the disturbed slumbers of the
little maiden running in with her
morning face, half smiles, half
tears, scarce believing to hear her-
self addressed as Queen. But
most of the fathers and mothers,
as well as the children, have been
born in the Victorian age, and have
known no time avhen the Queen
was not the head of the State, and
when there were not murmurs all
around the world that a female
sovereign was the finest of institu-
tions. This fact adds a touching
familiarity, a tender respect to the
veneration which surrounds her
name. There is no division of
fealty. ‘The next sovereign who
sits on the British throne will not
have this exemption fromn all con-
trasts and comparisons. But there
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is no ome to compare with the
Queen. She stands alone, embody-
ing all that her people know of the
royal office, a terrible test for her
successors, but a unique grandeur
for herself; she is “ The Queen”
without rival or emulator in the
world.

Such a position is not, however,
easily achieved. It is one that
costs blood and tears, the life-blood
of sorrow, renunciation, and that
patience which is more terrible
than either, which holds the soul
through long years of loneliness
and weariness, unsupported by ex-
citement, unbroken by events,
which have to be worked through
like any prisoner’s pain and often
without the pity th~t other suffer-
ings call forth. The Queen has
not been exempted by her high
estate from any of those blows to
which we are all subject.  She has
had the sound health of a vigorous
constitution, 1 *ich is, however, by
no means exempt from many per-
sonal sufferings, though it gives
strength to bear them without com-
plaining; and now that she has
reached her sixty years of rule,
that strength enables her to over-
come many infirmities whenever
duty calls, but does not the less
make these infirmities very real,
and not smaller, perhaps greater,
than those which usually accom-
pany her age.

Be sorry for her, O people! be
glad fo her! her heart has never
failed to throb for you, her voice
has never been silent i your times
of trouble. Remember how her
own heart has bled, how many sor-
rows have come with the snows of
nature. Love that has wept and
been widowed; that has mourned
for children and lost friends; and
now fecls.the grasshopper a bur-
den; yet comes forth with blessing
and greeting to say God save you,
while we all cry, God bless her,
our lifelong friend and sovereign!
—Good Words.
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COMFORT FOR ENGLAND.*

BY THE REV. JOHN WATSON, D.D.

(IAN MACLAREN.)

‘‘Comfort ye, comfort ye my people, saith your God.

.

Speak ye comfortably to Jerusalen,

and cry unto her, that her warfare is accomplished, that her iniquity is pardoned’: for she hath
received of the Lord's hand double for all her sins.”—Isa. xI. 1, 2.

I will make one little change in
the translation, taking the words of
Dr. George Adam Smith, “ Speak
ye to the heart of Jerusalem.”
* Comfort ye, comfort ye my peo-
ple, saith your God!  Speak ye
to the heart of England, and cry
unto her that her warfare is accom-
plished.”

Had the Hebrew prophets no
other claim upon our regard we
ought to hold them in everlasting
respect for their patriotism. Israel
was their people, and for Israel the
prophet thought a man might well
lay down his life and die.  Israel
was also God's people. The
strength of Israel in every time of
trouble was the Lord of Hosts.
According to prophetic idea, the
nation had been separated from
other peoples, and safeguarded
round about, and trained in a
special manner, and made the in-
strument of the Divine will. And
the prophet’s interest was not con-
fined to the sacrifices of the Temple,
nor to the coteries of pious people,
but swept into its heart everything
that concerned the welfare of the
community. Why should not our
faith go further afield and have a
more generous range?

We also carry in our hearts, not
only as citizens but also as Chris-
tians, this England which God
gave to our fathers, and has con-
tinued in its glory unto their chil-
dren. Why should we not take
our courage in both our hands and,
looking at the history of the past

* A sermon preached at Wesley’s Chape}
City Road, London, on the anniversary of
‘1]'3(1)151 Wesley’s death, Friday, March 2nd,

and comparing it with the history
of the present, recognize in our
own people another Israel called of
God in a special manner, set apart
by God for a special mission, and
gather into our soul all the pro-
mises of God, and also make
our boast in Him as the prophets
did? This, as I take it, was the
high note of patriotism in the
writer of “ Piers Plowman,” in
Wycliffe, that Reformer before the
Reformation ; in Latimer, with his
crude English speech and popular
sympathies; in Sir Thomas More,
too, that public soul; in Cromwell,
our chief of men, in that eminent
servant of God whose life and la-
bours, whose glorious and triumph-
ant death you celebrate to-day; in
Thomas Carlyle also, and in John
Ruskin.

These men carried the sins of
England on their shoulders; they
felt the sorrows of England in their
hearts; they dared toc believe that
God was the God of England in as
true a sense as He was the God of
the Twelve Tribes, and of the Two
Tribes of Israel. And England
was as dear to them, and other men
of the same great prophetic spirit
that I could mention, as ever Isracl
and Judah were dear to Amos and
Isaiah. What did they depend on,
the Hebrewv prophets, for this great
cenception that God had called the
nation, and had a great work for
that nation to do ?  They depend-
ed on the facts of history behind
them creating in their soul an
irresistible conviction. And I ask
you whether the right arm of the
Most High has not been as con-
spicuous in English history. From
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what perils in past centuries has
He not delivered this country when
the whole world was against us and
was put to confusion! Had not
God helped us in the sixteenth cen-
tury, then there had been no Eng-
lish nation to-day! Had He not
helped us at the beginning of this
century, then England had been a
province of France. Is it not a
provincialism of faith, or is it not
a form of unbelief, that avill find
God in the Judges and not find
Him in the battles of the Penin-
sular War?  Pitt and Wellington
were as distinctly servants of God
in history as Jephtha and Samson,
and if those old fighters of the
Judges did a great service to civil-
ization and righteousness by sweep-
ing out of power the decadent Am-
monite stock, so surely at the be-
ginning of this century we were
hghting and making for righteous-
ness in Europe and in the world.

Yes, and if we admire the He-
brew poets who celebrated the
glory of their little country, its
cities and its hills, its woods and
its plains, from Dan to Beersheba,
should we not also pay a tribute to
the poets God has given us when
they rouse our spirits, and when
they magnify this great and beauti-
ful country which God has made
our heritage.

You say that Israel had a special
mission. And are any man’s eves
so blind that he cannot see the mis-
sion of England? Have not we
been surrounded by the sea, our na-
tional character formed, for pur-
poses that we can recognize?
What nation has ever planted so
many colonies, explored so many
unknown lands, made such prac-
tical contributions to civilization,
set such an illustrious example of
liberty?  Within our blood is the
genius for government, the passion
for justice, the love of adventure,
and the intelligence of pure faith.
Our Lord came of the Jewish
stock, and therefore that people

must have a lonely place, but ahen
it comes to the carrying out of
those great blessings, physical,
political, social, and religious,
which have been conferred upon
the world by the Cross and the
pierced hand of the Lord, I chal-
lenge any one to say whether any
nation has so extended them with-
in her own borders, or been so
willing to give them to the ends
of the earth as God’s England.
When I strike so high a note I
do not forget England’s sins, for
against the Eternal we have sinned,
and in our own generation by inor-
dinate love of material possessions,
by discord hetween the classes of
the commonwealth, by a certain in-
solence which has offended foreign
peoples, and also by hideous sins of
the flesh. Our sins have been
great, and it becomes us to acknow-
ledge them, as, I hope, during this
winter we have been acknowledg-
ing them with broken and contrite
hearts.  Does our sin destroy our
calling? Does our sin break the
Covenant which the Eternal made
with our fathers? No people ever
sinned against God like Israel, for
there was no commandment they
did not break, there was no insult
to the Eternal which they did not
offer. And I declare between the
sin of Israel and the sin of Eng-
land, God’s chosen people of an-
cient and modern times, there has
been the similarity which arises
from the sin of people in the same
position. Both boasted themselves
overmuch against other peoples.
Both were intoxicated with pros-
perity. Both depended upon it
instead of utilizing and conserving
the favour of the Most High.
When we desire to confess our
sins where do we go? We go to
the confessions of ihe Hebrew pro-
phets.  And when we ask mercy
for our sins, what are the promises
we plead? The great promise of
mercy declared by the Fvangelical
prophet and now sealed by the life
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and death and resurrection of our
Lord! If God broke not the
Covenant He sware to Abraham,
Isaac and Jacob till He had accom-
plished all things which He had
promised to do for His people, that
were not yet accomplished, neither
will He, neither has He, broken the
Covenant made with our fathers
and to which we also have set our
hands.

Because the Hebrew prophet be-
lieved that his people were God's
people, he had the courage to speak
plainly to them. He is not a
traitor to his country who on oc-
casions points out his tountry’s
sins, He is not a friend of his
country’s enemies who calls his
country to repentance; he is the
traitor who, placed in any position
of influence, either in the Senate or
in the Pulpit, will not point out
the errors of his nation, for it is
he against whom the charge will be
made that he hath “ healed the hurt
of the daughter of his people
slightly.” When Israel sinned
there was no voice so loud as that
of Isaiah or Amos, but, oh, they
delighted not in the work, any
more thin their God delighted in
judgment. If God sent them with
a rod they took the rod and they
gave the stroke, but the stroke fell
also on the prophet’s own heart,
and he suffered most of all the
people. 'When the people re-
pented and turned again to God,
when they brought forth works
meet for repentance and showed
humility, oh, there was no man so
glad «s the prophet, there was none
whose feet were so beautiful upon
the mountains bringing the Gos-
pel of Peace! He that rebuked
then lifted up! He that had
stricken bound the wound!

When the prophet takes up the
work of consolation he has no
bounds, he makes the comfort of
God to run down the streets like 2
river. It is not enough to say it
once, hut twice must he sound it,
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till, like the mnews that spread
through London yesterday, the
Comfort of God shall run like
lightning  through  Jerusalem.
“ Comfort ye, comfort ye my peo-
ple,” saith your God. Yes! and
when he takes to comforting he is
not to be bound by theories of
theology or arguments of the
schools.  He is not going to ask
questions—avhether a man can ex-
piate his sins, or whether a nation
can ‘win repentance. He flings all
this kind of argument to the wind,
for he has come out from the pres-
ence of the Eternal, who does not
keep accounts like that, and he
cries, ¥ Speak ye home to Jerusa-
lem ; her warfare is accomplished.”
Accomplished! More than that!
This man declares that God hath
now repented. It was His pcople
repented first, now He is repent-
ing. They repented of their sins;
behold, God has begun to repent of
His judgment! “I have,” he
makes the Eternal say, “I have
been overhard with these people,
and I have punished them more

than they have deserved. Go and
comfort them. Comfort them
reyally.  Give it out with a lavish

hand—they have received double
for all their sins.”

When the prophet speaks in this
fashion he is not referring to ma-
terial prosperity, for the words
were spoken to the exiles in Baby-
lon. And when I am speaking
here to-day, in this place of such
sacred associations, I am not
directly or specially alluding to the
great victories with which God has
been pleased to crown the cause
that we believe to be the cause of
liberty and of righteousness! The
prophet was speaking of a blessing
greater than any material pros-
perity, and he comforted the exiles
there not because they were vic-
torious, but because they had re-
pented and been reconciled unto
God. The comfort I preach to-
day is not based on arms. It is



Comfort for Englund. 409

based, as I take it, and I am sure I
am right, on the nobler spirit which
God has given England during the
progress of this war. We sinned,
and according to our sin was our
punishment. We have repented.
I dcclare it without doubt.
Through our churches and through
our homes, and individually, we
have laid the lessons of the Eternal
to heart; we have repented, and
according to our repentance shall
be the blessing of God. Did we
boast overmuch last autumn? Ah,
me, the boasts have been paid two-
fold in the blood of brave men,
and in the humiliation of our fame.
We send out our soldiers avith a
steadfast heart, but in a far nobler
spirit.  On every hand are signs
of repentance. We have had great
reverses, but 1 ask you whether
England ever lost heart. Never.
We have not said we were be-
trayed; we have not turned and
rent our rulers; we have not called
home generals who were doing
their best, and broken their hearts.
No! And we have not whined
for mercy from any quarter. And
if other nations had joined in we
would have asked no mercy. The
sight of European nations joining
in against us would have made us
one man from John o’ Groat’s to
Cornwall. It was all that was
needed to bring this England to
her height. We know that no
man is master of circumstances.
We know the ablest man may fail,
and what we are grateful for is
what the Romans in their best
days were grateful for, when they
went out and met a beaten general
and said: “ We honour you be-
cause you did not despair of the
Commonwealth.” Thank God! the
unbroken tradition of our generals
and statesmen is honoured, and
that has been fulfilled through the
whole of this trouble. I do not
say—we are a large people and
there are foolish people in a large
nation—I do not say there have

not been peevish complaints, shrill,
high-pitched, shrieking voices—I
do not say there have not been un-
generous criticisms, but I do say
that all that has been but the spume
on the surface of the water, and
that throughout our homes—and a
minister knows the homes of the
people, and the tone of the homes
is mo- than the cries of the agita-
tors—through the homes of our
people there never has been a
i obler spirit, a more unboasting
courage, more unfaltering confi-
dence in God. And therefore with
that before me I say: Comfort ye,
comfort ye my people; speak ye
home to-day to the heart of Eng-
land!

There are many of us who are
afraid, and we had some reason—
that the lure of gold, so dangerous
a snare for every people, had some-
thing to do with the beginning of
this war, and against that some of
us lifted our voices. And if it is
ever again to complicate and dis-
grace our policy we shall lift our
voices with yet greater intensity.
That is a question upon which peo-
ple differ, and I am not going fur-
ther into it, but I say with con-
fidence now that whatever a few
men—whether they did or not I
am not judging—whatever a few
men for reasons of profit had to do
with fostering the beginning of
this war, it is not for gold that
England is fighting to-day. No!
When England rises in a body, any
such intriguers or speculators dis-
appear; and England rose, and
England fights to-day for that
which has been dear to her from
the Commonwealth downwards,
for Liberty, for Righteousness, for
Equal Rights between man and
man, for lasting peace in a {fair
province of God's world, and for
the ancient unstained glory of the
English name. Wherefore, Com-
fort ye, comfort ye my people:
speak yve home to the heart of
England.
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Some of us were also afraid in
past years that our people, through
their great commercial prosperity,
and through certain social in-
fluences, were growing soft and
losing their moral fibre, and some
of us considered that nothing
would so cleanse the nation as a
great war. We dared not pray
for such a thing, for, ah me, the
widows and orphans! But we felt
if a war should come it would
cleanse England. And the war
has come, and now the mass of
our people are coming out of the
furnace strong and refined. Has
our army ever stood higher in
bravery, in patience, in confidence
than to-day, from that old man
that went out stricken in his own
heart and at the age of seventy, to
lead the arms of England to vic-
tory, down to the lad who would be
in the front line of fire, and when
one arm was disabled, shifted the
bugle to the other hand and blew
till he fell?

Did you ever expect to see the
day—TI did not—when from homes
of affluence at the West End and
from humble homes in the East
End, from the castle and from the
cottage, young men, uncompelled,
would arise and go forth, counting
all things but loss, for their coun-
try’s sake. 'When the prize has to
be divided, the prize of popular
esteem and honour, it can go
neither to the Castle nor can it go
to the Cottage; it must be divided
between the two, for the princes of
Israel and the people thereof have
gone willingly to the death for their
country’s sake. If the prize is to
be given to any persons in especial,
it must be given to the Women of
England. 1 know of what I speak,
having men going out from my
own people.  Wives have given
their husbands, and mothers their
sons, without complaining, for
England’s sake. You may find
complaints in public newspapers
here and there—not many—you
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hear none from the women who are
making the largest sacrifice.

It was only last week, travelling
in a railway carriage, I saw a Re-
servist’s wife and the mother of
two Reservists, most respectable,
nice people, whose husband and
sons had been called out from
happy and prosperous homes.
They spoke about the war. Did
they complain? No! They read
letters from the husband and the
sons, and they quarrelled as to
which was the best General, and
who would be first at Pretoria. It
did an Englishman’s heart good to
be in the carriage, and to see the
spirit of our people.

Yes, and in the great homes from
which men who are heirs to ancient
names and great fortunes have
gone out, there is no complaint.
No, and in the lowly homes there
is no complaint. ‘There the wife
will read a letter from her husband
at the front—not very grammatic-
ally composed, but there are better
things than grammar—and not
very eloquent, if you please, but
eloquence of mere words is a poor
business—but powerful, to the
melting of the heart and the raising
of the spirit, because of that pri-
vate soldier’s unfaltering confidence
in his General, his unconscious in-
difference to danger, and his un-
spoken loyalty to his country. And
because we have been so strong as
that, I declare I am reminded of
Milton’s words—“I see in my
mind a noble and puissant nation
rousing herself like a strong man
after sleep, and shaking her in-
vincible locks.,” Wherefore, Com-
fort ye, comfort ye, because she
hath played the man—comfort ye,
comfort ye England, speak ye home
to the heart of England.

A while ago our colonies, separ-
ated from us by vast distance, and
living amid different circumstances,
appeared—I only say appeared—to
be a little cold in feeling, and per-
haps the mother was a little negli-
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gent of her children. You never
can tell what people feel till the
hour of trouble comes; then you
know a man’s heart; then you can
estimate his latent affection. When
England was in trouble, and before
the day of her need came—for that
never came in the sense of despera-
tion and despair—before the day of
her need came, her children thought
of their mother, and girded on
their swords and came tc her aid.
They have fought in the same field
—the home band, the distant band,
but all of one blood. They have
mingled their blood together, and
I declare that what they have done,
from the men of the Northwest of
Canada on to the men of New
Zealand, will never be forgotten by
England.

A Covenant has been made be-
tween England and her Colonies,
and the Covenant has been sealed
with blood. To-day, England and
the Colonies are one.  They revile,
those nations of Europe—with ex-
ceptions—they revile us, but it does
not matter what the outside world
says if your own family is true.
They would do this and that, but
we did not care, and we do not care
to-day, when old England stands
with her children round her and
the word of ancient prophecy ful-
filled to Israel spiritually is fulfilled
to England literally to-day—"‘ Lift
up thine eves round about, and see

how they gather themselves to-
gether. Thy sons shall come from
far and thy daughters shall be
nursed at thy side.” We have had
our discipline, and the fruits of
chastisement, the peaceable fruits,
remain and are to be gathered. We
have learned humiliation, we have
learned where our trust is, we have
learned that the fear of God in the
hearts and homes of the people is
the greatest power in a nation.
We have found out who our friends
in the world are; we have found
out who our enemies are—and we
are not going to forget. We have
learned that this great Empire is
one which God has given us, and
must be preserved so long as it is
His will. We have found out that
the riches of courage, of manhood,
of steadfastness, and of loyalty
which are in the hearts of English
men and women, and God has ful-
filled to us another promise—" For
a small moment have I forsaken
thee. 'With great mercies will T
gather thee. 1In a little wrath I
hid my face from thee for a mo-
ment, but with loving-kindness
will T have mercy on thee, saith the
Lord, thy Redeemer.”

Comfort ve, comfort ye England ;
speak ye home ‘o the heart of Eng-
land, for the Covenant stands be-
tween God and England.—Meth-
odist Recorder.

IN THE SWEET MAY MORNING.

BY AMY PARKINSON.

Up from the sod, with his perfect lay,
Rises the laik at the break of day,
Swift-soaring and singing,
In liguid notes ringing
Rich praise for the fair young month of May.

Down in the meadow he leaves behind
The first warm rays of the sunbeams kind
Kiss open the daisies,
Who, adding their praises,
Swing to and fro in the soft May wind.

Toronto.

Under the hedge, on the shady side,

Sheltered and shy, the violets hide,
While sweet from their breathing,
More praises are wreathing

Out on the air of the glad May-tide.

All through night has the pond been gray,
But it shimmers, now, at the opening day,
In colour replying .
To the sweet breeze, sighmg
The fairest of all the months is May.
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BY C. C. JAMES, M.A.,,

.

Deputy Minister of Agriculture for Ontario.

I

My subject deals with Canada
and her people. Race and popula-
tion refer to the nature or kind of
people and the number of people
that are to be Canadians in the fu-
ture. If you ask me for a text
upon which to build my address,
or a foundation upon which to base
my remarks, I will offer you this:

¢ Breathes there a man with soul so dead,
Who never to himself hath said,
This is my own, my native land.”

This should be sufficient to call
forth the best thinking of which one
is capable, this should arouse one’s
brightest hopes and aspirations. If
failure follows, the fault will lie, not
with the text, but with the student
or the thinker.

In discussing this subject, I do
not set myself up as an authority
—perhaps I can tell you nothing
new, nothing but what may have
occurred to you many a time (for
one can hardly think of a citizen of
this country not giving thought to
our future), but perhaps I may be
able to present some thoughts in a
new light.

There is an old saying that
“the child is father to the man.”
This is as true of the people col-
lectively as of the people in-
dividually. = What Canadians are
to be is largely a question of what
Canadians are to-day, and it seems
to me, therefore, that we should
first glance over the past history
of our people?  Written history
may be interesting and attractive
from a literary standpoint; it is
valuable to us, however, just as

from it we help ourselves in the
present in the direction of our pub-
lic and private life, and use it as a
guide for future action.

Time will not permit our review-
ing the history of the growth of all
the provinces, therefore I propose
to deal principally with our own
province. In studying the people
of Ontario we are also studying the
people of Manitoba, for, as you
know, that province is largely an
overflow from Ontario. This is very
well illustrated in the statement re-
cently noted in our daily press that
every member of the new Govern-
ment of Manitoba was born in On-
tario. I think the same can be said
of the Government that preceded it.

Just as I write this there has come
to hand No. 8 of the interesting
little Quarterly entitled “ Educa-
tional Review Supplementary Read-
ings.” It is published at St. John,
N.B. If you are interested in
studying the source of the people of
Canada you will find one of Dr.
Ganong’s entertaining sketches of
the source of Maritime Canadians
in this number. It is entitled “ The
New England Movement to Nova
Scotia ” (1760-1770).

The story of the war of the
American Revolution is full of in-
terest, and is even yet the subject
of much discussion as to whether
the revolutionists were justified in
refusing to pay taxes when they had
not representation, and whether the
loyalists who preferred the British
flag and British laws were justified
in their action. At this remote day
we can find much to admire in both.
Whatever may have been the mo-
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tives that prompted the loyalists,
they must be credited with laying
the foundation of this province, and
the early growth and the continued
development of Ontario are con-
vincing proofs of the importance
and value of their work.

The foundation of a province is
surely of as much importance as the
foundation of a building. Ontario
built not upon sand, but upon solid
rock, and her stability is assured.
Other material later entered into the
superstructure. A foundation with-
out a building is of no value, and a
building without a foundation is
but a weakness, a menace to all con-
cerned. \We shall be acting fairly
and justly if we give due credit
to the United Empire Loyal-
ists of the Ilatter part of the
eighteenth century, and due credit
also to the British settlers who
crossed the sea in the first half
of the present century.

Who were the U. E. Loyal-
ists of Upper Canada? They
were a people of mixed blood.
There were some descendants of the
early Puritans and Quakers. There
were also large numbers of Dutch
descent, principally farmers from
central New York, who settled in
largest numbers in the Bay of
Quinte district.

What strange things happen in
this world! A century and more ago
there were people of Dutch descent
who preferred privation and hard-
ship under British rule to the so-
called freedom of independence.
To-day people of the same ancestry
are fighting against the British in
South Africa to maintain their in-
dependence. The day will doubt-
less come when the South African
Boer will admit that the proteetion
and freedom of British rule are
preferable to that for which he is
now fighting.

Perhaps it will be interesting to
make our reference to the early
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Dutch Loyalists fuller than would
otherwise be necessary, owing to
the present South African troubles.
The important part played by these
people in settling the townships
along the St. Lawrence, on the Bay
of Quinte and in the Niagara dis-
trict may not be generally appre-
ciated. We have become so fam-
iliar with the names that we do not
realize how much Dutch blood there
is in Ontario. Here are a few
names of the early settlers. Major
Peter Vanalstyne was the leader in
charge of a large band of Dutch
New York farmers who settled the
township of Adolphustown. When
he came he could speak only broken
English. To his name we add
Vandyke, Van Every, Vandeusen,
Vandewater, Van Slyke, Vande-
begart, Van Blaricom, Van Valken-
burg, Van Horn, Van Tassel, Van
Vlack, Van Cott, Van Nostrand,
Van Clief, Van Wagner, Van
Skiver, Vanderheyden, Van Luven,
Van Norman, Vanderlip, Van
Camp, Van Wyck, Van Allen.
Other names,such asSchermerhorn,
Sleuter, Von Kochnet (now Van
Koughnet), Wanamaker, Lamp-
mann, Schmitt, Snider, Osterhout,
Outwater, Ostrander, Hough,
Huycke, Huff, Hoffnagel, Pruyn,
Bogart, and scores that are fam-
iliar, may be traced back to either
Dutch or German ancestry. If we
look into the old homes of Niagara
or the Bay of Quinte we shall find
furniture and kitchen utensils that
are of Dutch rather than of New
England origin. Many of the farm
implements also were of Dutch
make, as Dutch harness and the
Dutch plough.

One more reference. The French
bateau of the lower St. Lawrence
and the Ottawa gave place to the
Durham boat as a means of convey-
ance by water. The word Durham
is an Anglicized form of the Duich
Durm, a boat introduced from the
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Mohawk. It was a long, flat-
bottomed,  square-ended  boat,

rigged with a mast and sail. It was
partly decked over; cleats were
nailed along the side decks, against
which the men braced themselves
as they poled up the rapids.

These Dutch settlers were sturdy,
resolute, industrious men and
women, and formed a very import-
ant part of the foundation of our
province.

You may have perhaps noticed
the similarity of many of the Boer
words now frequently occurring in
the war news to some of our com-
mon English words; for instance,
Volks (folks), Veldt (ficld), Staat
(State),Bloem (bloom), Uit (out),
Vaal (valley). These, of course,
point to a common origin. But we
have some words that are peculiar
to the Northern States and to On-
tario, that have come to us from
the New York Dutch and that are
suggestive of the influence of this
peopie upon our life. I will give
you only a few: Boss, the head or
manager of a band of workmen;
bush, meaning the woods, as The
Queen’s Bush: stoop, the verandah
or platiorm alongside of the house;
and span, a team of horses. The
word neck (or nek) is peculiar to
New York, New Jersey and South
Africa.

This, perhaps, will be sufficient
as indicating the influence exerted
by the New Netherland Dutch in
the early settlement of Ontario or
Upper Canada. They were most
numerous in the townships around
the Bay of Quinte, though a few
were to be found in the Niagara
district, and we may perhaps even
mention the  Dutch Ryerson or
Ryerse family that settled in the
Long Point District. In “ Case and
his Contemporaries ” we find men-
tion of several settlements where
services were conducted in Dutch
for many vears. Ior example, ref-
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erence may be made to the Bow-
man settlement, seven miles south-
west of Hamilton. Dr. Carroll
says: “ The settlement was com-
menced in 1793, and was composed
of the U. E. Loyalists, mostly of
Dutch descent, from the Mohawk
Valley in the State of New York
and from New Jersey.” He men-
tions such names as Smith, Bow-
man, House, Horning, and Spears.
In the same district he says Bows-
laugh and Cline “ could preach
better in Dutch than in English.”
We find also some Germans
among the U. E. Loyalists, in addi-
tion to the disbanded Hessians.
Perhaps you know the story of the
Palatines. The people of the Ger-
man Palatinate had suffered for
years—their country had been a
common fighting ground for the
French on the West and the Ger-
man States on the East. They had
endured terrible persecution, and
had fled, some to Holland, some to
london. It awas in the days of
Queen Anne.  Public sympathy
being aroused, they were housed,
fed and clothed. At first it was pro-
posed to settle them in Ireland and
in the manufacturing towns of the
north. Then it was decided to send
them to America to settle in the pine
forests that they might produce
naval stores.  Some Mohawk chiefs
who were at the time in London
on a mission were taken to see them
and they offered them a home in
their country across the sea, the
great Mohawk country. This was
gladly accepted, and thev came out
in 1710 to New York State. A
large number also came and scttled
in Pennsylvania. For three years
they suffered persecution and priva-
tion before it was discovered that
the pine of the north was not pitch
pine  The Pritish Government and
the New York Governor were dis-
appointed. On up the Hudson and
Mohawk the Palatines gradually
moved until they came into the pro-
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mised land of the Mohawks. It is
a remarkable fact that the descend-
ants of some of the German Pala-
tines cared for in London and the
descendants of the Mohawk chiefs
who in London offered them a home
in their country beyond the sea,
settled down in 1784 side by side
on the banks of the Bay of Quinte.

The Germans from Pennsylvania
are sometimes miscalled Pennsyl-
vania Dutch. They were not Dutch
as we use the term, that is, Hollan-
ders; but they were Deutsch, as the
Germans called themselves. If one
looks over the names of the pioneer
settlers along the front from Pres-
cott to Long Point he will be sur-
prised at the many German names.
Some of them have been more or
less Anglicized, but when you trace
them back to their original form,
one finds true German spelling.
Among the pioneer Methodist
preachers of Upper Canada was
Augustus Shorts. His mother
carried him in her arms across New
York State to Niagara, guided
through the forest by a friendly In-
dian. His ancestors were Swiss
named Kurtz, or Courtice. In
changing the name the English was
name the English equivalent was
adopted just as some of the French
Canadians adopt English equiva-
lents when becoming citizens of the
United States. Van Koughnet is
a modification of the German Von
Kochnet : Buckner is a modification
of Boughaer; Dedrick of Dietrich.
For many years Matilda Township
on the St. Lawrence was known as
* The German Settlement.”

Following in the wake of the
U, E. Loyvalist Germans came a
steady stream of German settlers,
who found homes in York, Peel,
Ialton, Haldimand and other coun-
ties. It is, of course, well known
that part of Waterloo County is
settled by a body of industrious,
progressive Germans, who still re-
tain their original language.
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Perhaps two facts may be added
before we pass on to the next
section,

The beginnings of the Methodist
Church in Ontario are due to Pala-
tine Germans. A small number
scttled in Ireland near Limerick,
and through the visit. of some of
John Wesley’s travelling helpers
they became Methodists,  They
came to New York and founded the
first Methodist church, still in ex-
istence on John Street. They later
movud north to Washington County
and just before the war came to
Montreal. Later on they came to
Upper Canada and settled, some on
the St. Lawrence near Prescott and
some on the Bay of Quinte, forming
in each place the nucleus of a fu-
ture Methodist community.* The
German Loyalists who came to the
Bay of Quinte district direct were
principally Lutherans, and we have
records of their building churches
in that district in the early years of
this century. The original German
Lutherans of that district, however,
soon turned to the other Protestant
bodies, some becoming Presbyte-
rians, but most of them Methodists.
Just outside of the town of Picton
there is still in use an old Methodist
church, known as the Conger
Church. It preserves its original
form, square in shape, with a four-
sided roof meeting in an apex. If
we turn to the picture of the old
Lutheran  church  erected  about
1730 at Newburgh on the Hudson
by the German Palatines, we will
sce that some of the early church
architecture of the Bay of Quinte
dictrict was German in style—
square with a four-sided roof.

The next clement to be noticed
among the U. E. Loyalists is that
of the French Huguenats. Paul
Revere the soldier, Frencau the

* Among them were the German names
Heck, Ruckle, Schweitzer, Detlor, Duliaage
and others. Yaul Heck's German Bible is in
the library of Victoria University, Toronta.
—Eb.
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pioneer poet, and Lanier his suc-
cessor, Thoreau the naturalist,
Tourgee the novelist, and Chaun-
cey Depew the orator and financier,
all trace their origin to French
Huguenot ancestry. There are
many others, also, whose names
might be mentioned, as Alexander
Hamilton, John Jay, and President
Garfield.  Historical research has
even attempted to prove that Pris-
cilla, the Puritan maiden, was also
of Huguenot extraction. If so, her
love-making may be of increasing
interest to us.

There were several Huguenot
settlements in the Atlantic States,
but the one that concerns us most
is that at New Rochelle, near New
York. A number of Ontario fami-
lies can trace their ancestry back to
that interesting settlement.®

But Dutch, German and French
blood did not flow in the veins of
all the Loyalists. There was also
a generous sprinkling of good old
Quaker folk, who traced their an-
cestry back through the New Eng-
land States to old England. One
of their strong settlements was in
Dutchess County, on the Hudson.
This county probably contributed
more settlers to Upper Canada than
any other, and the presence of the
Quakers may have had something
to do with it. Some of them laid
aside their prejudices and fought on
the British side, but most of them
came to Upper Canada bhecause of
their hatred of strife and their de-
sire to live in peace under the flag
that had so long been their protec-
tion.

The first meeting in Upper Can-

* I have not space ta enlarge further upon
this, Imt if you are interested in this subject
I would siply refer you to two reconds that
are available in our public librarics. The
French Huguennot family of the Secords, and
the French Huguenot family of the Ruttans
are to be found recorded in the publi-
eation of the U. E. Loyalist Soriety, issued
in 1899 at Torentn. These two may be
taken as representative of a class much
mor» numeraas than is generally supposed.
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ada was organized in 1798 in Adol-
phustown, at the home of Philip
Dorland, who had been refused his
seat in the first Legislature of
Upper Canada because he would
not take an oath: Their first meet-
ing-house, erected in 1799, still
stands on Hay Bay, not far from the
first Methodist Church erected in
1792. From Adolphustown as a
centre, the Quakers crossed into
Trince Edward County, and spread
eastward into Frontenac and Leeds.
Lutherans and Quakers were pro-
minent among the first settlers of
Adolphustown a hundred years ago.
In 1891, according to the census,
there were two Quakers in Adol-
phustown and not one Lutheran.
In Prince Edward County there
were six hundred and eleven
Quakers.

Most of the U. E. Loyalists who
settled around Niagara and on the
Bay of Quinte were Protestants.
In Sir John Johmson’s Royal New
York Regiment were a large num-
ber of Scottish soldiers, most of
them Protestant but some Catholic.
The former settled on the St. Law-
rence in the counties of Stormont
and Dundas; the Catholics made a
small settlement in Glengarry.
Soon after came a large accession to
their numbers, the Glengarry Fen-
cibles, avith their gallant and de-
voted leader, TFather Macdonell,
afterwards the first Roman Catholic
Bishop of Upper Canada.

The story of Bishop Macdonell
and his Highlanders is full of in-
terest. Born in 1762 in Inverness-
~hire, he was educated for the
priesthood. e went back to min-
ister to his own people and found
them in dire distress hecause of
their small heldings being turned
inta  sheep-walks. e arranged
with Glasgow manufacturers for
their employment, and came down
from the Highlands with seven or
cight hundred stalwart labourers.
Sonn after occurred the French
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revolutionary troubles, and a stag-
nation followed in the great work
centres of England and Scotland.
Father Macdonell then formed his
followers into a Catholic regiment,
of which he became chaplain, and
their services were offered to their
country. They saw service in the
Channel Islands and in Ireland.
When peace came, the Glengarry
Fencibles were disbanded.  Pre-
vious to this bands of Highlanders
had left for America at various
times, one settlement being made in
South Carolina, another in Prince
Edward Island, and in 1773 another
band had gone, as alrcady stated,
to the Mohawk Valley at the request
of Sir Wm. Johnson, and at the
close of the Revolutionary War had
been settled along the St. Lawrence.
Father Macdonell naturally looked
across the sea for a future home for
his flock, and,after many difficulties
that we have not time to mention
here, we find these fighting High-
landers located on grants of land in
Glengarry County.

Canada owes a great debt to the
Highlanders of the St. Lawrence,
both Protestant and Catholic. They
were born fighters, and in the war
of 1812 they all stood true to their
old reputation of fighting to the last
for the honour of the Motherland.
After the war was over, these Scot-
tish Highlanders of the St. Law-
rence played an important part in
developing our great lumbering
industry, in the building of our
great lines of railways, and the con-
struction of our canals.

If to these Dutch, German,
French, English, and Scottish pio-
neers we add the few original
French Canadian settlers to be
found in the West near Detroit, and
also in the extreme east, we have
the inhabitants of this province
when the war of 1812 broke out.
There were as yet but few Irish
settlers ; these were to come later in
large numbers.

-
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The people were of mixed origim,
but they were true to British ruie
and true to their adopted country.
I need not tarry to recall the war of
1812. The devotion of the people
may be well understood when it is
considered that Upper Canada was
saved, although the fringe of settle-
ment at that time numbered in all
only seventy-five thousand persons.

The various nationalities that
went to the making up of the pio-
neers of Ontario were so well
blended togcther that a definite
Upper Canadian type was produced.
If one enquires into the genealogy
of any of the older families in the
frontier counties of Ontario, he will
be surprised at their composite na-
ture. Here and there some striking
national characteristic will be no-
ticed—cases of what is called atav-
ism. My attention was recently
attracted by the painstaking, plod-
ding industry and intelligence mani-
fested by a man engaged in a certain
piece of work, his method and his
manner attracted me as being out
of the ordinary. My curiosity
being aroused, 1 enquired of him
as to his ancestry, and found he was
German — Pennsylvania Dutch —
that explained a great deal. So
one may find an interesting study
in working back some of his ac-
quaintances to Dutch, French, Ger-
man, or British sources.

I have referred thus somewhat
fully to the early settlers for two
reasons: First, because they were
the first settlers, and long removed
beyond the personal acquaintance
of the present generation; and sec-
ond, because I wished to show that
a large amount of what some call
foreign blood came into this prov-
ince and has been absorbed, to the
great advantage of the province.
This is one of the striking charac-
teristics of British rule—to take in
peoples of varied nationalities and
of most diverse habits and pecu-
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liarities and turn them into patri-
otic Britishers.

Following in the wake of the
10,000 U. L. Loyalists came many
of their friends and relatives who
had not taken a determined stand
or who had not been harried out
of the country. From these addi-
tions and from natural family in-
crease the 75,000 of 1812 became
84,000 in 1817 and 157,000 in 1825.

At this time the great stream of
British immigration set in—Eng-
land, Scotland, and Ireland all con-
tributing. The causes of this
movement were many. At the close
of the war of 1812-14 many officers
and soldiers settled down with their
pensions in the new land that they
had fought for.  These were
troublesome times in labour circles.
There was failure of crops and
there was the alluring prospect of
free homes. Once the tide of emi-
gration was directed thither, it grew
of its own attracting force.

This movement was at its height
in 1842 when the first census was
taken, just after Upper and Lower
Canada had heen united into the
Province of Canada. The popula-
tion had grown from 157.000 in
1825 to 487,053 in 1842. By 1848
it had reached 725.879. T will give
the population at the next five cen-
suses for comparison.

952,004
1,696,001
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1,620,851
1,926,922
1891...... 2,112,989

The present census population
will probably be:between 2,250,000
and 2,500,000.

The nativity of our population in
1851 may be of interest:

Canadian born, not French 526,093
Canadian born, French .. 26,417
Irish ........... ceee... 176,267

English and Welsh ...... 82,699
Scottish ............. .eo 75,811
United States............ 3,732
Other Provincesand Nfld.. 6,498
Other Countries ....... . 14,487

In the year 1851, “ Canadian,” it
should be remembered, refers to
only Ontario and Quebec—Upper
and Lower Canada.

Space will not permit further de-
tails of this direct Dritish immi-
gration. It has only lately ceased.
Many of these sturdy pioncers are
still living, and doubtless often re-
peat the storyv to the grandchildren,
a story that a generation hence will
be again repeated and so handed
down, for it is one full of interest.

Some historical aspects of this question
I have taken up elsewhere, and perhaps 1
may be allowed to make the reference.  The
account will be found in the Appendix to
the Report of the Ontario Bureau of In-
dustries for 1897, published in 1899, pp.
130-139.

WHAT CHRIST

SAID,

RY GEORGE MACDONALD.

I said, “* Let me walk in the fields.”
He said, * No, walk in the town.”

I zaid, **There are no flowers there.”
He said, ¢ No flowers, but a crown.”

I said, “ But the skies are black ;
There is nothing but noise and din.”
And He wept as He sent me back ;
“There is more,” Hesaid ; ““thereissin.”

Isaid, **But the air is thick,
And fogs are veiling the sun.”

He answered, ** Yet souls are sick,
And souls in the dark undone.”

I said, I shall miss the light,

And friends will miss me, they say.”
He answered, ‘* Choose to-night

If I am to miss you, or they.”

I pleaded for time to he given.
He said, *Is it hard to decide?
It will not scem hard in heaven
To have followed the steps of your Guide.”
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THE MISSIONARY OUTLOOK FOR AFRICA.

BY BISHOP C. C. PENNICK, D.D.,

Formerly of the Protestant Episcopal Mission, Liberia.

The African, that wonderful,
mixed fraction, that mysterious un-
known “ X ” in the problems of
humanity, the dark dweller in the
valley of the shadow of death, that
race which has till now responded
so little and sluggishly to the avoo-
ing: forces that have called into
splendid development other races,
what is his outlook? The answer
secems almost self-evident. He
must rise or fall in proportion to
his final ability to awake and re-
spond to the call of life and con-
ditions of living that the twentieth
century shall demand of him. The
question what to do for and with
the African, will call forth the best
thought, and wisest planning, and
strongest doing, vea. and it may be
the most sacrificial living, that the
Church has known for centuries.

What nation, so far, has pre-
scnted the best results toward tak-
ing up the pagan African, arresting
bis downward tendency, stimulat-
ing him with strongest hope, and
mustering him in greatest numbers
and with best equipment to realize
that hope, and become his best self
and his greatest possible man
among men?  We ask what na-
tion?  For outside of national co-
operation very little lasting pro-
gress has been achieved along these
lines, though many preciaus lives
have been offered, and. it may be.
martyr-crowns have been won, by
isolated scouts, or scouting parties
of missionaries, whose light shone
brightly as they lived, suffered, and
wrought.

St. Paul left his life's work al-
most entirely in a civilization which
was as a nursing mother. So must
Africa have a nurturing civiliza-
tion; as it were, an oreganism,
through which the forces of Chris-

tianity will move, and eventually, it
may be, create an African civiliza-
tion all glorified with the life and
saving power of Christ.  Where
can she look for this?  Summing
rcsults, what nation has met this
great need with widest hand and
strongest and most successful ap-
plication? The answer 1is, un-
doubtedly, “ England.” It would
scem that the English have made
more of the African than all other
nations put together. Whatever
gain her commerce has reaped from
her colonies, and how hard the
conditions may have been made
that reaped this gain, it cannot be
denied Dby intelligent students of
the situation, that through the ad-
ministration of English law, and
under the protection of English
government, the native African has
advanced in greater numbers, and
more splendid development, and
penetrated further into the land of
power and hope, than he has under
the rule or sway of any other
power.

Look at the Boers. Here is an
experiment ; where a branch of the
whit2 race have succeeded in over-
coming the difficulties of climate,
and mace themselves a very strong,
hopeful, and vigorous people, right
in the heart of the * black man’s”
land. MMore than this; they have
moved along the line of intense
religiousness; their Bibles furnish
their diplomatic language, and their
hymn-books their battle songs.
Yielding to their demand, the
tropics arc pouring out food for
man and beast, and they seem
firmly rooted in the soil of their
adoption.  What phenomena does
all of this furnish. throwing light on
the future of the African? TLooked
at from a distance, there has little
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light or progress come to the black
man from his Dutch neighbours.
Lessons of honest, hard work, and
content with simple modes of life,
are probably being woven into the
lives of the blacks about the Boers;
and it may be that the lessons of a
civilization so crude and simple
may serve these children with the
first primary steps short and easy
enough for their untried feet to
take, and by which they may ad-
vance better than by a higher civil-
ization with its intricate and com-
plicated divisions of labour, walled
with many labour-saving machines.

‘What the French, the German,
or any other nation or nations may
make of the African when once he
is under their tutorship and gov-
ernment, is a problem far more
difficult to solve than was that of
penetrating the ““ Dark Continent ™
in exploration or opening the road
to its material wealth. That the
strong nations of the earth must
press into the resources of this long
unworked continent, all know, who
think. ‘The development of these
very nations calls for contributions
that Africa alone can furnish;
every increased pulsation of life
within the rest of the world drives
the circulation with quicker throb
into Africa’s sluggish veins; she
can, she must, awake, arise, live.

If one would realize a little of
this difficulty, let him but look into
the experiment of developing the
negro in the United States since
his freedom. How to advance him
until his intelligence and skill shall
enable him te keep stride down the
coming years with the white man
already ahead of him by a thousand
or more vears, is what is confound-
ing the philanthropist and clouding
the horizon of hope before the
black man himself.  Yet, whatever
difficulties this array of conditions
may present, it seems certain that
the black man must mect them.
Hiding in the obscurity of the
“Dark Continent” will not long
protect him, mnor defend him

Methodist Magazine and Review.

against the inevitable consequences
of failure to see and take his place
in the developing forces of time.

So far the Anglo-Saxon man has
come nearest furnishing the con-
ditions for rising*which the Afri-
can seems able to grasp, and the
English form of government has
proved the most efficient for re-
straining, guiding, encouraging,
recognizing, and assimilating the
powers of the negro. It has gone
deeper into the wilds of the con-
tinent and into the degradations of
the race, and made f{from the
crudest material the greatest num-
ber of best citizens (so far as we
can sce) of any of the nations. Of
course, in making this statement,
we leave out any account of the
negroes that were once slaves with-
in this or other countries, and raise
no question about slavery in the
leng past having been a powerful
factor in training lower civilization
into the laws of the higher.

I would not for a moment in all
of these statements and considera-
tions forget Christianity. But I
would insist upon pressing home
upon the minds of men the fact,
that God for the most part has
used, and does use, nations, as
transmitters of the forces of Chris-
tianity in forming nations. All
real progress of races requires a
government as truly as a creed;
and it is Christianity working
through Christian governments,
that God does use for the making,
moulding, and training of races
into factors, fit and powerful, for
the future’s progress.  Therefore
we do believe that God will use, for
the moulding and developing of the
African, the government or gov-
ernments who have advanced in the
science of ruling nearest to the
ideals of the Christ; and that just
in proportion as the Africans re-
spond to these idesls, they too shall
be grafted into the great body of
Christian life and living, and as
they refusc they shall die—The
Missionary Review of the World.
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BY LILIAN E. JORY.
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CAMPBELL.

I

It is a well-known fact that the
greatest of our British pocts have
not been appreciated by the age in
which they lived. Could Shake-
speare or Milton or Goldsmith or
Durns come back in spirit to this
old world to-day, great would be
their surprise at the fame which
their matchless works have won.
In the days of the immortal
Shakespeare no play was avorth
more than a few pounds. We
rcad of Robert Burns, the greatest
of Scottish poets : *“ At last the
light heart of Burns failed him—
failed him because his salary as
exciseman, which had never ex-
ceeded seventy pounds a vear, was

28

reduced to half that beggarly
sum, because he was so dis-
tressed for moncy that he was
obliged to solicit a loan of a
one-pound note from a friend.”

Samucl Johnson tells us,
when nearing the close of his
carcer, which had been one
long struggle with poverty, that
he had won his fame “when
most of those whom he had
wished to please had sunk into
the grave, and he had little to
fear or to hope from censure or
from praise.”

Should not we Canadians
profit by the history of the
British literature of the past?
Why should some of our most
gifted pocts die without enjoy'-
ing the famce that they have
fairly merited, with the con-
sciousness that their life-work
is unappreciated «nd a fcar that
that work has been wasted. in
that it has failed to leave its
impress upon their own times?

Already, in Canada, we are re-
sponsible for one broken heart, the
result of neglect and lack of ap-
preciation.  The brilliant, talented
Isabelle Valancy Crawford, whom
Mr. Lighthall, compiler of the
* Songs of the Great Dominion,”
places among the first of our Cana-
dian poets, died in Toronto in the
vear 1887, before her poetical work
was half appreciated.  Her little
book of poems, * Malcolm's Katie
Old  Spook’s DPass, and Other
Poems,” was published just two
vears before her death, hut failed
to attract the attention which it de-
served, and there is very little doubt
but that her carly death was hast-
ened by the neglect of her avork.
She was prowd and sensitive, and
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many of us do not realize what
neglect means to such a nature.
Miss Crawford's poetry has an
-originality of style more striking
than that of any other Canadian
poct.  There is nothing artificial
about it. It secems to have been as
natural for Miss Crawford to write
verse as to breathe.  Notice the
rugged strength in her poem,
“March.,” which reminds us of an
old Norse saga:

“¢ Tell what will bind thee,
Thou young world-shaker ;
Up vault our oceans,
Down fall our forests.

<¢ Ship-masts and pillars
Stagger and tremble,
Like reeds by the margins
Of swift-running waters.

*¢ Men's hearts at thy roaring
Quiver like harebells
Smitten by hailstones,
Nmitten and shaken,”

And then note the tender grace
and beauty of the contrast in the
following lines:

¢ Past the horizon,
In the palm of a valley,
Her feet in the grasses,
There is a maiden.

-

She smiles on the flowers,
They widen and redden,
She weeps on the flowers
They grow up and kiss her.

"
-~

She breathes in their hosom,

They breathe back, in odours,
Inarticulate homage,

Dumb adoration.

<¢ She shall wreathe them in shackles,
Shall weave them in fetters,

In chains shall she braid them,
And me shall she fetter.”

b

“Malcolm’s Katie” is an ex-
quisite idyl of true love. The
sonnet, “ O Love will build his lily
walls,” introduced as a climax to
this idyl by Miss Crawford, is the
finest introduction of a sonnet into
a long poem known, with the excep-
tion of the many instances of this
in the poems of Tennyson.

Some of the friends and admirers
of Miss Crawford are now collect-
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mg funds to erect a monument to
her memory.  Dut this will not
give to her country the worlk that
she would most certainly have ac-
cemplished had not her life been
cut off in its prime.

While speaking of work that has
not received the reward which it
deserves, we must not forget to
mention the name of Charles
Heavysege, author of the drama,
*Saul.”  When this drama came
out, in 1837, and a copy of it fell
into the hands of Nathaniel Haw-
thorne, Heavysege was pronounced
the greatest dramatist since Shake-
speare.  The North DBritish Re-
view of 1838 spoke of “ Saul” as
follows: “ The work is indubitably
one of the most remarkable Eng-
lish poems ever written out of
Great Britain.”  Yet Heavysege.
who was originally a carpenter.
then a printer and a journalist,
lived a life of drudgery and pov-
erty. He borrowed the money
for the publication of his third edi-
tion of “ Saul” from his friend,
George Martin, and was never able
to repay it. * Saul 7 unfortunately
was not a financial success.

Alr. Lighthall's “ Songs of the
Great Dominion ™ is an excellent
collection of Canadian poems, but
what Canadian school-boy  or
school-girl is familiar with it?
or with Steadman's “ Pocts of the
Victorian Era,” and “Poets of
America”?  We have also an
anthology of later Canadian verse
by Wetherell, and one by Roberts,
and we believe that Dr. Theodore
H. Rand has prepared onc which
i5 to be entitled, “Treasury of Cana-
dian Verse.” ‘The poetry of Roberts
is a study in itself, so is that of
Scott, Lampman, Bliss Carman,and
William Wilfred Campbell, and the
Hellenic poems of Roberts have
obtained for him a growing re-
cognition in the ranks of general
English literature.  His volume,
“QOrion, and Other Poems,” pub-
lished in 1880, won for him the
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recognition of the best critics in
the Angle-Saxon literary world,
and the friendship of Mlatthew
Arnold, Edmund Clarence Stead-
man, and other distinguished men
of letters.

AMr. Steadman gives Charles G.
D. Roberts a place in his “ Poets of
the Victorian Era,” and writes of
him as follows: “ Of a few rising
British-Canadian poects, Roberts,
the author of ‘In Divers Tones,’
seems to be foremost. His verse
is thoughtful and finished, and con-
vevs a hopeful expression of the
native sentiment in a land so long
only the child of the nations.”

CHARLES G. D.

ROBERTS.

This foremost of Canadian poets
ought to be no mean critic, then,
of other Canadian verse, and we
find that he writes as follows of his
contemporary, Dliss Carman:

“In that irrepressible outburst of in-
tellectual energy which has of late won
for Canada a measure of recognition in
the world of letters, Mr. Carman’s work
has played a large part. The character-
istics of the Canadian school may perbaps
he defined as a certain semi-sophistic wor-
ship of nature, combined with freshness
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of vision and keenness to interpret the
significance of the external world.  These
characteristics find intense expression in
Mr. Carman’s poens.  And they find ex-
pression in an utterance so new and so
distinetive that its influence is already
active in the verse of his contemporaries.
There are two terms which apply pre-
eminently to Mr. Carman.  These are
lyrist and symbolist.  His note is always
the lyric note.  The lyric cry thrills all
his cadences,  1If it be true that poetry is
the rythmical expression in words of
thought fused in emotion, then in his
work we are hypressed by the complete-
ness of the fusion.  Every phrase is tilled
with lyric passion.  Atits best, the result
is a poem which not only hauuts the car
with its harmonies, but at the same time
utakes appeal to the heart and intellect.”

Why should Roberts be obliged
to seek in New York what he has
failed to obtain in Canada, a true
and just appreciation of his work,
and the remuneration for that worlk
which will enable him to devote
his life to literature 7 Why
should the soul of a Lampman,
beating like an imprisoned bird of
the wildwood against the bars of
its cage, cry out:
¢ Qh, for alife of leisure and broad hours,

To think and dream, to put away small
things,

This world’s perpetual leaguer of dull

naughts ;

To wander like the bee among the flowers,

Till old age find us weary, feet and
wings

Grown heavy with the gold of many

thoughts.”

AMr. Lighthall gives it as his
opinion that the best poetry in Am-
erican magazines is written by
Canadians.

Why should not Canadians be-
come thoroughly familiar avith the
works of Canada’s most gifted
sons ? Who shall say that we
may not possess a Shakespeare, a
Milton, a Burns, a Tennyson?

Though our greatest poets are
yet young, much of ther work
bears the stamp of genius of a high
order. And why not ? We are
descended from the nation that pro-
duced a Chaucer, a Milton, a
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Shakespeare, a Tennyson. We
cannot but inherit their imperial
spirit.  Qur national spirit has
been developed by the deeds of
heroes as noble as they who fell

upon the field of Waterloo or
Balaklava:
¢ Montealm and Wolfe! Wolfe and Mont-

calm !
Quebee, thy storied citadel,
Attests in burning song and psalm,
How here thy heroes fell !

¢ O thou that bor’st the battle’s brunt
At Queenston and at Lundy’s Lane,—
On whose scant ranks, but iron front,
The battle broke in vain!

¢ Whose was the danger, whose the day,
From whose trinmphant throats the
cheers
At Chrysler’s Farm, at Chateauguay,’
Storming like clarion-bursts our ears?

¢ On soft Pacific slopes, beside
Strange floods that northward rave and
fall
Where ohaﬂ;s Acadia’s chainless tide,
Thy sons await thy call.

¢ They wait, but some in exile, some
With strangers housed in strangerlands,
And some Canadian lips are dumb
Beneath Egyptian sands.

* O mystic Nile! Thy secret yields
Before us ; thy most ancient dreams
Are mixed with far Canadian fields
And murmur of Canadian streams !”
—Roberts.

The mingling of such a variety
of different races in our Canadian
population results in a great variety
of national characteristics for poetic
dclineation.  There is the silent,
meditative, despondent life of the
red men: that dying race whose
“ pathetic passing ” has been sung
by Frederic George Scott in his
“ Wahonomin”:

<¢ Back westward, northward, ay,

Up to eternal Winter 'neath the stars,

Our path must be insilence, till the snows

And sun and wind have bleached our
children’s bones'!

The Red must go! the axe, and plough,
and plane

Arenot forhim. We perish with the pine,

We vanish in the silence of the weods ;

Our footsteps, like the war-trail in the
snow,

Grow fainter while the new spring buds
with life.”
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Then, again, by Charles Mair, in
his drama, *Tecumseh,” and in
*“The Last Bison” :

¢ All vanished ! perished in the swelling sea
And stayless tide of an encroaching power,
Whose civil fiat, man-devouring still,
Will leave at last no wilding on the earth
To wonder at or love,”

Then we have the gay, free, care-
less life of the French-Canadian
habitants, wwith their merry old
chansons: “ En roulant ma boule,”
“Gai le Rosier,” “Marianson,”
etc, and the Saxon force, the
Celtic fire of which Roberts speaks
in his “ Canada,” and which flash
forth and ring out in the poems
descriptive of early settlement life.
Some of the finest of these are
given us by Miss Crawford and
Alexander McLachlan.  The last-
named poet has Dbeen called the
Burns of Canada, and we are glad
to know that, unlike the great Scot-
tish poet from whom he derives
this title, his genius has been re-
cognized and rewarded to some ex-
tent by his fellow-countrymen.
Canada is second to no other coun-
try in that rich and varied
scenery that inspires the poetic
fancy.  Lofty mountains, ‘with
their sandals of daisies and tur-
bans of drift;” vast prairies, those

¢ GGardens of the desert,
Unshorn fields boundless and beautiful
For which the speech of England has no
name ;”

magnificent arid stately forests,
ablaze in their autumn “coats of
many colours,” of which Mec-
Lachlan sings:

¢ See how the great old forest vies
With all the glory of the skies,
In streaks without a name;
And leagues on leagues of scarlet spires,
And temples lit with crimson fires,
And palaces of flame !
And domes on domes that gleam afar,
Through many a gold and crimson bar,
With azure overhead ; )
While forts with towers on towers arise
As if they meant to scale the skies
With banner bloody red ;
And in the distance, far apart,
As if to shame man’s proudest art
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Cathedral arches spread ;

While yonder ancient el has caught
A glory 'yond the reach of thought
Upon his hoary head.

But every object, far and wide—

The very air is glorified—

A perfect dream of bliss!

Eartl’s greatest painters never could,
Nor poet in inspired mood,

Imagine aught like this.”

Our great inland seas have a poet
all their own, William Wilfred
Campbell, who has given us his
beautiful “Lake Lyrics,” which
are suggestive, in their rhymic
music, of the ceascless ebb and
fleww of the waters, their swish
over pebbly beaches, and their
caressing of rocky shores:

‘¢ There are miles and miles of water,
That throb ‘ike a woman’s breast,
With a glad harmonious motion
Like happiness caught at rest,

As if a heart beat under

In love with its own glad rest,
Beating and beating forever
Outward to east and to west.”

And again,

¢ Blue, limpid, mighty, restless lakes,
God's mirrors underneath the sky ;
Low-rimmed in woods and mists where
wakes,
Through murk and moon, the marsh-bird’s

cry.

Where eveiY on through drive and drift

’Neath blue and grey, through hush and
moan,

Your ceaseless waters ebb and lift

Past shores of century-crumbling stone.”

Qur river St. Lawrence, with its
Thousand Isles, has been sung by
one of our earliest Canadian poets,
Charles Sangster, and that cataract
of wonder, the mighty Niagara, by
William Kirby.

The many varieties of climate in
our Canadian Dominion add to the
rich and wvaried beauty of its
natural scenery—snow and frost in
some regions—glittering icicles—
delicate tracery upon our window-
panes—great, sparkling, {frosted
forests, dazzlingly beautiful in the
morning sun—illuminated palaces
of ice. = Then, again, peach-bloom,
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acacia and sycamore trees, and
roses in midwinter—surely ours is
the land of the poet’s dream!

The Canadian peetry of to-day
is distinguished not only by its
culture and finish, but by its high
moral tone.  Qur greatest poets
seem fo have studied the analogies
existing between the mind and the
common things upon which it
looks; to have pondered well the
deep lessons of life, lessons of time
and change and sorrow; to have
had visions of the spiritual through
the material, the ecternal, beyond

ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN.

the frail, perishable things of sense
that we can sce and touch and feel
here, and grasp and cling to as
though for us they were the whole
of life.  Qur poets of Canada,
therefore, are worthy of their
great mission—to open the eyes of
men and women that they walk
not through this great Palace
Deautiful asleep.

Of this great mission sings one
of the purest and sweetest of our
singers, one who has but recently
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left us, and whose voice now
mingles in the harmony of the
* choir invisible ” :

¢ Not to be conquered by these headlong
days
But to stand free:
brood
On life’s deep meaning, nature’s attitude
Of loveliness, and time's mysterious ways ;
At every thought and deed to clear the
haze
Out of our eyes, considering only this:
What man, what life, what love, what
beauty is,—
This is to live, and win the final praise.
Though strife, ill-fortune, and harsh
human need
Beat down the soul, at moments blind
and dumb
With agony ; yet, patience '—there shall
come
Many great voices from life’s outer sea,
Hours of strange trinmph, and when few
men heed,
Murmurs and glimpses of eternity.”
( Lampman. )

to keep the mind at

[We take the liberty of adding to Mis.
Jory’s sympathetic article a few extracts
from a couple of our Canadian poets,
who portraits we present.—Ln.]

The refined and delicate features of
Miss Ethelwyn Wetherald are an index of
the refinement and delicacy of her song.
Miss Wetherald’s poetry reminds us of a
clear-cut cameo relieved in exquisite
beauty against the more sombre back-
ground. For the background is some-
what sombre, and a pervasive pensiveness
characterizes many of her poems. They
are specially marked by a deep sympathy
with nature and keen interpretation of
her various moods. The very first poem
furnishes the key-note to her dainty vol-
ume —*“The House of The Trees, and
Other Poems.”

¢ Ope your doors and take me in,
Spirit of the wood ;
Wash me clean of dust and din,
Clothe me in your mood. . .

<¢ Lift your leafy roof for me,

Part your yielding walls,

Let me wander lingeringly
Through your scented halls.

¢« Ope your doors and take me in,
Spirit of the wood ;
Take me—make me next of kin
To your leafy brood.”

A pensive vein is shown in a delicate
poem on *‘Pine Needles,”
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* Here where the pine tree to the ground
Lets slip its fragrant load,
My footsteps fall without a sound
Upon a velvet road.

¢ O poet pine, that turns thy gaze
Alone unto the sky,
How softly on carth’s common ways
Thy sweet thoughts fall and lie !

¢ So sweet, so deep, seared by the sun,
And smitten by the rain,
They pierce the heart of every one
With fragrance keen as pain.”

ETHELWYN WETHERALD.

The close observation and the beautiful
figures of the poems, ‘¢ A Midday in Mid-
summer,” and, ‘“ A Summer Rain,” strike
us as very delicate and beautiful.

¢ The sky’s great curtains downward steal,
‘The earth’s fair company
Of trees anua streams and meadows feel
A sense of privacy.

¢t Upon the vast expanse of heat
Light-footed breczes pace ;
To waves of gold they tread the wheat,
They lift the sunflower’s face. . .

¢ The weeds and grass on tiptoe stand,
A strange exultant thrill
Prepares the dazed uncertain land
For the wild tempest’s will.

‘¢ The wind grows big and breathes aloud
As it runs hurrying past ;
At one sharp blow the thunder-cloud
Lets loose the furious blast.
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“ Then comes o momentary Iull,
The darkest clouds are furled,
And lo, new washed and beautiful
And breathless gleams the world,”

The music and love of nature of the
following lines have nowhere been sur-
passed in our Canadizn verse :

¢ How far we roamed away from

her,

The tender mother of us all;

Yet 'mid the city’s noises stir

The sound of birds that call and
call,

Wind melodies that rise and
fall

Along the perfumed woodland
wall

We looked upon with child.
hood’s eyes ;

The ugly streets are all a blur,

And in our hearts are homesick
cries.”

The pervading pensiveness be-
comes too poignant in the ex-
(uisite sonnet on ** October.”
0 warm, outspoken earth, a

little space
Against thy beating heart
my heart shall beat,

A little while they twain shall

bleed and burn,
And then the cold touch and
the gray, gray face,

The frozen pulse, the drifted

winding-sheet,
And speechlessness and the
chill burial mrn.”

Dr. E. Jakeway, of Baurie,
has written a number of patri-
otic poems, reciting heroic epi-
sudes in Canadian history. One of the
most striking of these records the daring
exploit of Laura Secord, a brave Canadian
woman who, during the war of 1812,
walked alone through the wilderness from
her home on the Niagara River to the
British post at Beaver Dam, a distance of
twenty miles, to give warning of the in-
vasion of an American force. In conse-
quence of this courageous act nearly the
whole of the invading party were captured.
The Prince of Wales, when in Canada,
visited Laura Secord, then a very old

lady, and gave her a handsome present.
The st and last stanzas of Jakeway’s
stirring poem are as follows :

On the sacred sevoll of glory
Let us blazon torth the story
Of a hrave Canadian woman, with the fer-
vid pen of fame

CHARLES E. JAKEWAY.

So that all the world may read it,
And that every heart may heed it,
And rehearse it through the ages to the
honour of her name. . . . .

Braver deeds are not recorded
In historic treasures hoarded,
Than the march of Lawa Secord through
the forest long ago ;
And no nobler deed of daring
Than the cool and crafty snaring
By the band of Beaver Dam of all that well-
appointed foe

Like this clear sunshine, let Thy love
Shine down on me to-day.

Shelter my soul, thou brooding Dove,
Like these warm skies, 1 pray.

There is no brightness un the carth,
No glory ir the sky,

No peace in rest, no joy in mirth,
Except when Thou art nigh.

Thouw art in all that Thou hast made,
Oh, let me see Thee there ;
Dear Lord, be Thou my Sun, my Shade,
My Saviour everywhere.
—Lucy Larcom.
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GEORGE MULLER:

A LIFE OF TRUST.

BY JOIIN LATIERN, D.D.

HENBURY COTTAGES, BRISTOL.

According to Robert Hall, it is
a homage due to departed worth,
whenever it has become so con-
spicuous as to render its possessor
worthy of attention, that an at-
tempt should be made to perpetuate
some reflection of its living lustre.
Then, surely, George Muller, of
Bristol, founder of the Ashley
Down Orphan Houses, ought to
have some fitting memorial, and
an adequate record of his witness
to a prayer-hearing God.

Dr. Pierson's’ volume is, there-
fore, a welcome and valuable con-
tribution to the literaturc to which
it belongs.  An autobiography, en-
titled, “The Narrative of the
Lord’s Dealings with George Mul-
ler,” written by his own hand, and
an account of missionary tours pre-
pared by his wife, supplemented by
annual reports, afford abundant
material, all the more valuable be-
cause it is the story of Mr. Mul-
ler’s life and life-work, minutely
complete, and stamped by his own
individuality.

For two reasons the life of
George Muller, Bristol, was under-
taken by Dr. Pierson: that the
facts might be set forth, not so
much with reference to chronologi-

cal ordei, as for the sake of lessons
to be furnished, illustrated by
spiritual principles; and because, in
the second place, no man so humble
as he would ever write of himself
what after his departure we might
need to know, and thus glorify God
in him.*

Following marked periods, as
far as space in this sketch may per-
mit, we have:

FROM HIS BIRTH TO 1IS NEW
BIRTH OR CONVERSION, 1805-25.

This period of twenty years is in

*Mrs. Lathern’s own home was in
Fredericton, N.B., but five years of her
carly life were spent at a boarding-school
in Bristol, West of England. Miss Muller,
the only duughter of George Muller, after-
wzrds  Mrs. Wright, was a pupil of the
same school, and between them a close in-
timacy grew up, such as school-girls form,
kept up later by means of correspondence.
Mrs. Lathern frequently heard George
Miiller preach. She with her friend was a
visitor at his parsonage and noted many
signs of straitened circumstances and of
rigid self-denial. Often their walks took
the direction of Ashley Down, the site of
the Orphan Houses, on the Clifton side.

After rcadin;;; Dr. Piersorn’s *‘Life of
George Miiller,” my wife’s remark was: I
believe it all, both in regard to Mr. Muiller’s
personality and the remarkable facts which
find record, and I do not think that any of
the statements made in the book are too
strong.”
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the main a record of flagrant sin,
with some -glimpses of more credit-
ablle work as a student. It forms a
background of deep shadow, and
but for important lessons would
not be a pleasant thing to read.
Certainly the great saintliness at-
tained to by George Muller was
not the product of evolution, de-
termined by heredity or environ-
ment. It was rather, as cm-
phasized by his biographer, the
outcome of a revolution as marked
and complete as any of which the
annals of salvation tell; from the
conversion of Saul of Tarsus until
NOWY.

It is not merely, as in other cases,
that young Muller was borne down
by temptation or was swayved by
passionate impulses.  His carcer
up to twenty years of age exhibited
deep depravity and an utter dis-
regard of moral sense. e be-
came an expert at cheating, lyving,
and thievery. On the night of
his mother’s death, her hoy of four-
teen was reeling through the
streets drunk.  On the eve of con-
firmation he was guilty of gross
and scandalous sins.  Appointed
to collect dues from his father's
debtors, he spent the money in a
fraudulent manner, concealing the
fact that the debts had been paid.
At sixteen, accomplished in crime,
he found himself, for cheating, in
a felon's cell.

Even when he began to prosecute
with carnestness and success his
university studies, he was at the
same time leading a false and
fraudulent life: forging what he
afterwards called a whole chain of
lies.  We have no satisfaction in
tracing the course of these vears,
spent in sin, and the sto.yv might
have been passed by but for the
striking way in which it brings into
relief the abounding grace of God.

But now wc come, in a way
scarcely to have been anticipated, to
a new experience.  On a memor-
able Saturday night, November,

1825, George Muller found him-
self with a few friends met for
rcading the Word of God and for
spiritual fellowship. That was
the turning-point of his history.
He breathed a spiritual atmosphere,
and was deeply moved.  After
singing a hymmn, a brother knelt in
prayer.  Such a scene of kneeling
before God in prayer he had never
before witnessed.  An indelible
impression was made upon his
mind.  Now it could be said of
the Halle student, * Behold, he
prayeth.” The Holy Spirit breathed
sweet peace and rest into his soul.
That Saturday night was the part-
ing of the ways for George Muller,
and never in after life did he cease
to magnify redeeming grace.

As in the case of Luther, Wesley
and others, whose hearts have
been strangely warmed, that fact
held in it the germ of all that fol-
lowed in  marvellous sequence.
Over a life of extraordinary con-
sccration  and the Orphanage
~movement, otherwise inexplicable.
it throws the luminous light of
heavenly law.

FROM CONVERSION TO LIFE-
WORK, RUNNING OVER A PERIOD

OF TEN YEARS, 1825-35.

In the closet and in the com-
panionship of Dbelievers, George
Muller came to find at once the
secret of holy life and service. At
the date of his conversion, he was
engaged in a literary work, which
was expected to prove remunera-
tive.  The manuscript was com-
pleted, but never published. He
saw that it would not be for the
glory of God, and it was burned.
This act of self-denial is noted as
a decisive step towards a course of
implicit surrender to the Spirit of
God: a featurc which became con-
spicuous in his spiritual life, and
always evidenced 1n its outworking
the courage of his convictions.

Another marked step in his pre-
paration for extraordinary work
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was the discovery of the precious-
ness and uplifting power of God's
Word. Ubp to the hour of his con-
version he never read the Bible,
had not even a copy in his posses-
sion. It became to him now a re-
vlation of God in Christ Jesus, and
filled  his life with purest love.
From a few comprehensive pas-
sages, such as, * Goad so loved the
world,” he obtained his first deep
insight into the philosophy of the
plan of salvation. The centre of
theology he found in the Atone-
ment, the blood and righteousness

Methodist Muguzine and Review.

suffered to go into Dithynia be-
cause Macedonia in its need was
waiting  for his ministry.  The
discipline of disappointment proved
to be a salutary one.

George Muller preached his first
sermon in 1826, Tle  * got
through ™ a  painful memoriter
effort, and was asked to preach
again in the afternoon.  But he
had no sccond sermon,  ITe must
keep silent or trust to the Lord for
help.  The Deatitudes of Jesus, as
given by St. Matthew, were tead,
and a simple exposition attempted.

MULLER'S ORPHANAGES, BRISTOL,

of Christ.  The reading of mis-
sionary journals kindled a new
flamc in his soul, the inspiration of
spiritual enterprise.

An application for emplovment
was made to the Berlin Missionary
Society, but not accepted.  Disap-
pointment followed in regard to
other fields of forcign work. His
whole after life, as shown by Dr.
Pierson, proved that God had for
him an entirely different plan of
life, and he was 10 receive a com-
mission for wider witness for the
Lord Jesus.  St. Paul was not

Soon his heart avas enlarged, and
his lips opened to purpose. An
unction of the Heoly One rested
upon him, and his preaching was
with power.  Here was another
mark of gracious guidance. This
was the true way to preach, and
he kept the same fine to the end of
his ministry.  That service gave
direction and tone to pulpit and
pastoral work. From henceforth
he began to be known, not as an
cloquent mmm, remarkable for
chasteness and balance of speech,
or any splendid colouring of style,
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but as ranking amongst the sim-
plest and most Scriptural preach-
ers in the land.

About the same time there came
another experience. most significant
in its influence upon his distinetive
life-work.  Ife resided for a few
months in the Ilalle Orphanage.
That institution, founded Dby
I'rancke, was a standing monument
of God's answer to prayer.  The
lesson was not lost on Mulley. Tt
is egsy to trace a relation hetween
ITalle and Dristol. A\ pattern and
form of work, and a sense of the
might of dependence on praver, as
brought before him in the Francke
Orphan Houses, were unconscious-
Iy taking shape in his mind.

In the meantime his thought
turned to outeast Isracl.  In more
than one direction doors scemed to
open for a mission to the Jews.
Put unexpected difficulties came
up to block the way. Another con-
viction took possession of his mind,
and became an important factor in
lis life.  The first missionaries of
the Cross at Antioch were called of
the Holy Ghost to special work.
Might it not be wrong and un-
scriptural, aside from Divine plan
and purpose, to wait for his fellow-
nien to assign for him a feld of
lahour? Following an inward
light, as he then believed, he was
drawn to a mission to the Jews in
London.  But soon the link aas
scvered which bound him to the
scciety.

Acting up to what he regarded
as Divine guidance, loyal to con-
viction, counting no cost, he must
stipulate conditions of service. Ile
resolved to labour for no Society,
unless without salary, and on con-
dition of following his own meth-
ads and of chansing the field where
tiic Lord might scem to direct.
Clearly such a man would cause
trouble in any definitely organized
enterprise. It cannat he matter
for marvel that the directors of
that London Mission to the Jews

felt it iexpedient to employ those
missionaries who were unwilling to
submit to their guidance in respect
to appointed  operations.  Dut
George Muller's case yas an ex-
ceptional one. Tle was being led
along a way that he knew noet,
called and qualified to do a great
and special work for God and for
the Church of God.

Early in 1830 Mr. MMuller be-
came the minister of a congrega-
tion at Teignmouth.  Some mis-
givings with which he began the
pastorate at that place soon ripened
into a conviction that he ought not

to receive any stated salary.  Sup-
port must bhe voluntary. At the

same time, he reminded his people
of their privilege and duty to min-
ister carnal things to those who
serve them in things spiritual ; an-
other way  of .putting the salary
question, but proving in this case
to he influential and far-reaching
i its issues.  The step then taken
meant the acceptance of voluntary
poverty for Christ’s sake. Hence-
forth he must know both how to
abound and to suffer need.  Dut
to this path of self-sacrifice he
steadfastly and joviully adhered.
JIe had cast himself on the care of
Gud.

He came to understand the secret
of praver, in direct dependence up-
on God.  Nor did his life of trust
cever in the end prove to be an
illusion or mistake.  In fifty thou-
sand cases he caleulated that he
could frace distinct answers to de-
finite prayers, as well as multitudes
of mstances in which Gad’s care
was not distinctlv traced.  No de-
mur nced he made to the bio-
grapher’s statement, that i few
men have cever heen permitted so to
trace down to the smallest matters
Gad's care over Iis children, it is
because few have so completely
ahandoned themselves to that care.

A settled habit of Mr. Muller's
life was never to contract debts,
cither for persemal needs or for the
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Iord's work.  This decision was
reached on what he regarded as
personal grounds.  He and his
wife agreed to suffer starvation, if
need Dbe, rather than to buy upon
credit,

In close relation to this law of
life was the resolve not to regard
any money in his hands, entrusted
to him for specific work, or desig-
nated to a definite use, as any’
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swerved, and was thus saved from
the thorny path of new and cumu-
lative embarrassments.

LED BY GOD INTO A NEW
SPHERE.

The third section of George Mul-
ler's life, dating from 1833, and
running on to 18735, a period of
forty vears, embraces the actual
working out of the special mission

onger his own, not to be used ‘hich crowned his course. e
lomger h 3 t to 1 1 which crowned 1 Dy a
~
CLIFTON SUSPENSION BRIDGE, BRISTOL.
even temporarily for any other end  series of manifestly providential

o object than that for which it
had been given or set apart. Thou-
sands of times, in the course of half
a century, he found himself in
financial straits. when a diversion
of funds in his hands for a time
would have brought immediate re-
lied, and an ecasy solution of press-
ing financial difficulties. Dut from
the straight line of definite and de-
termined  principle  he never

events he was led to a pulpit
charge in Bristol.  \With that com-
mercial city of the west of England,
for the long space of sixty-six
vears, his name came to find an
inseparable association.

After much preparation, valuable
as discipline, in December, 1833,
he took his first formal step for
opening an orphanage. It was a
day of small and feeble things, and
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though not to be despised, few
could have-dreamed of the magni-
ficent results to which so slight a
beginning would lead.  Hitherto
he had not prayed for money or for
helpers in the project.  DBut, en-
couraged by Scriptural promises,
regarded as applicable to the case,
he now tovk God into partnership.
Doldly he asked for a thousandd
pounds in money for a building,
and for suitable helpers to take
charge of the orphan children.

The first gift in money was one
shilling.  Somewhat later came an
offer of helpers. ‘T'wo persons
proposed to give themselves to
orphanage work, and that without
salary.  They belicved that if the
movement were of God, He would
supply their needs.  From that
time, through all the expansion of
the enterprise, there was never a
lack of competent and consecrated
helpers.  Money began to flow in
for building purposes. A house
was provided. Helpers were at
hand.  But where were the or-
phans? Not -one had offered.
The founder of the house had n:ver
vet asked the Lord to send orphans.

This fact led to deep humiliation
before God, and to earnest suppli-
cation.  The next day therc was
one applicant for admission. Ina
few days from the date of that
scason of prayer, there were
twenty-six orphans in the house,
and more expected. Seven months
later, a second house was opencd,
and by April, 1837, there were
sixty orphans in the two houses.
Two other houses were opened at
later dates in the same street.

In 1845, the pillar of cloud
moved in a new direction. It
led from a crowded street to an
open, spacious and breezy suburh.
The building of the first Orphan
Houses on Ashley Down proved to
he an epochal event, and like a pil-
lar of light could be scen from afar.
After patient and prevailing prayer
had heen offered for funds, one
thousand pounds was received to-
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wards a new erection.  Mr. Muller
was led to Ashley Down for a suit-
able site, and several acres of land
were secured. A\ house was at
once erected at a cost of nearly one
hundred thousand dollars, for the
accommodation of three hundred
and thirty orphans.

The work was undertaken with a

limited amount of money in hand,
no personal property to fall back
upon, but with strong faith in God,
and the sense of an inexhaustible
treasury to be drawn upon at need.
George Muller had a strong assur-
ance that the orphanage avork was
of God. and that God would so
manifestly vouchsafe all needed
supply as to make it clear that he
was but an instrument for work-
ing out the Divine purpese. That
sristol Orphanage, crownimg Ash-
Iev Down, was to be God's house.
When opened, all necessary funds
had been forthcoming. Faith in
God had found ample warrant for
continued exercise.

Believing  that he was being
moved by the Holy Ghost there-
unto, Mr. Muller attempted still
greater things for God.  He felt
a strong desire that instead of three
hundred, a thousand orphans might
be provided for, that they might
receive  spiritual instruction and
training for industrial life. jut
such an extension avould involve an
aaditional expenditure of thirty-
five thousand pounds—one hundred
and seventy-five thousand dollars—
and an annual outlay of forty
thousand doilars. But the all-
sufficiency of God was an unfailing
resource. A potent and ever-
present consideration was that an
enlarged undertaking, monumental
in Christendom, heneficent and un-
sclfish in its aims, wholly dependent
upon God, would afford a corres-
pendingly brighter witness to the
Hcarer of Prayer.

On January 4, 1851, an offering
of fifteen thousand dollars was re-
ceived, the largest up to that date.
This was Mr. Muller's encourage-
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ment to go forward. In Novem-
ber, 1856, the second new Orphan
House was opened on Ashley
Down, having a capacity for four
hundred additional orphans, and
with still a balance in hand.
Praver Dbrought new helpers as
they were needed.  Orphan House
No. 3 was opened November 12,
1862, with over fifty thousand dol-
lars in hand for current expenses.
November 3, 1868, was signalized
by the opening of the Orphan
House No. 4. and January 6, 1870,
by that of Orphan House No. 3.
Still a balance of several thousand

pounds remained in the Lord’s
trecasury for gencral purposes.
Thus the orphanage work received
its complete outfit.

An illustrative page of Dr. Pier-
son’s volume shows to good advan-
tage the site and the spaciousness
of the five Orphan IHouses on
Achley Down.  The magnitude of
these Dbuildings impresses every
visitor.  There are over two thou-
sand inmates. ‘The houses are
built of stone, being substantial and
made to last.  The stamp of utility
is evervwhere seen.  There is no
ornament. In buildings crected as




Georye Muller: o Life of Trnst.

a charitable foundation, there could
be no expenditure for mere archi-
tcetural display. Do the annals of
Christian  enterprise  show any-
thing more wonderful than the re-
cord of those five Ashley Down
Orphan Houses?  May they long
stand to the: greater glory of God
and the weal of hum'lmt\'

We are not to suppose that M.
Muller achieved the great results
of his life without ordeals of faith.
He had experience of frequent and
prolonged financial straits. The
meney needed for the support of
thiousands of orphans was fur-
niched at certain periods from day
to day, in a way to test faith in
God.  Dependence avas for daily
bread. Often there was not enough
of food or funds in hand for one
meal.  DBut to the glory of God it
is testified that not once had the
Divine promise failed, nor have the
orphans ecver gone hungry or
lacked any good thing.

What may seem more remark-
able, through all these years there
was never, in published report or
narrative of the Lord’s dealings,
any appeal for aid.  Helpers were
not permitted to make known the
straitened condition of the Orphan-
age, whatever the exigency might
be. At a time of urgent need. the
usual annual statement was with-
held, lest it should be regarded as
an appeal for help. Even when
asked by generous men with means
to dishurse, if the Orphan Houses
were in need of funds, Mr. Muller
declined to give information that
would have brought immediate and
much-needed succour.  He wished
that there should be one only re-
source, prayver to God.

Space fails to summarize the de-
tuils of George Muller's missionary
teurs. the narratives of the Lord's
dealings with him, or the multi-
farious duties of his protracted
pastorate at Dristol.  Mr. Muller
died at the advanced age of eighty-
cight. Iis departure was a trans-
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lation rather than death.
not, for God took him.

An objection was raised in the
carly history of the Ashley Down
Orphan HMouses: * \What™ if vou
should succeed in housing and
feeding a thousand poor waifs,
what avould becomie of the institu-
tion after the founder’s death?”
The reply was, = My business is
with all my might to serve myv
own generation, by the will of Gad,
and by so doing, I shall best serve
the next generation, should the
Lord Jesus tarry.”

It may be well to close with an
extract from The Review of Re-
vicws, which shows that during
the last vear, “ in answer to believ-
ing prayer. and without a single ap-
plication to any human being for
pecuniary help.” the sum of ncml\'
thirty thousand pounds, close on to
$1350,000, had been rcccwed; four-
fifths for orphanage work, and the
rest for other objects of the institu-
tion.

*“The original workmen, Mr.

Muller an(l AIr. Craig,” says Dr.
Pierson, **are hoth gone, but the
work goes on; and Mr. James
Wright and Mr. G. F. Dergin are
carrying it on upon exactly the
same lines as before, and with the
saine experience of blessing. Tt
has thus been demonstrated that
the work was independent of even
the striking and positive personality
of that really great man—~George
Muller—that it was founded not
on a man, but on a methad: not on
a person, but on a principle. and
that God is the same God to all
those who follow the same Secrip-
tural and spiritual laws which the
Divine Master has hoth framed and
published as His spiritual code.
There has been a true succession,
and hence a continued success.
These brethren. upon whom has
fallen the mantle of this Eliiah,
have stood by the waters and called
on Eljjalv’s God and e\pectcd con-
tinued interposition of His power.”

e was
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LORD SHAFTESBURY.

BY HIATTIE E. WOODSWORTII.

THE EARL OF SHAFTESBURY.

Carlyle says, “ All things that we
see standing accomplished in the
world are properly the outer ma-
terial result, the practical realiza-
tion and embodiment, of thoughts
that dwelt in the great men sent
into the world; the soul of the
world’s history, it may justly be
considered, were the history of
these.”

One of the world’s great men,
Anthony Ashley Cooper, Earl of
Shaftesbury, has been the very soul
of the great social reforms of Brit-
ain during the nineteenth century,
and the promotion of these reforms
was the chief object of his life. Of
the masses of England he was the

darling, the hero, respected,
beloved, and venerated, for
his supreme aim was to en-
noble the life of his fellow-
man. For this end no
sacrifice was too great, no
task too difficult, nor, on the
other hand, was any service
too small and insignificant.
Honours of State, luxuries
of home, personal ambition,
time for literary and scien-
tific pursuits, all these were
set aside that he might the
better serve his generation.

When a young man he
wrote these words in his
journal, and they are the
key to a life of marvellous
usefulness: “I have been
considering my future ca-
reer. The first principle,
God’s honour ; the second,
man'’s happiness; themeans,
prayer and unremitting dili-
gence.”

Not from his father or
his mother did he receive
the inspiration of his
life, but from a lowly domestic in
the family, who taught the little
child to love the Saviour. “ The
greatest man that England has ever
produced,” says one, “was this
Ashley Cooper, Earl of Shaftes-
bury, and he was brought to Christ
by a humble, unlettered servant
girl.”

An incident occurred when he
was a school-boy of fourteen that
led to his definitely deciding upon
a philanthropic career. One day
he saw a noisy party of four or five
drunken men carrying in a roughly-
made casket the body of one of
their comrades for burial. No
mourner was there. He was about
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to be laid in his last, long resting-
place with horrible indignities. At
the sight young Ashley exclaimed,
“ Can this be permitted simply be-
cause the man was poor and
friendless?”’  That very hour he
determined to make the cause of
the poor his own.

His first political appointment
was on the India Board. Here,
in spite of strong opposition and
insult, he laboured until he had se-
cured the abolition of sutteeism,
that horrible practice of burning
the widow on the funeral pile of
her husband.

In 1830, at the age of twenty-
nine, he married the daughter of
the fifth Earl Cowper, a woman of
r10ost beautiful and noble character.
For forty years, in times of diffi-
culty and discouragement, in times
of victory and hope, she was a con-
stant inspiration tu her husband in
his great life-work. His {riend,
Lord Granville, referring to this
period, says: “ He was a singularly
fine-looking man. e had that
striking presence and those manly
good looks which, I believe, help
a man more than we sometiines
think, and they helped him when
he endeavoured to inspire his
humble fellow-countrymen with his
noble nature.”

The first great evil claiming Lord
Ashley’s attention on his entering
Parliament was the appalling con-
dition of pauper lunatics.  There
still lingered in the public mind the
old idea that lunacy was in some
way connected with evil spirits, and
the poor, afflicted creatures, if even
suspected of being dangerous to the
public, were confined in places of
horrible  cruelty. ‘They were
chained to the walls of dark cells,
and given only straw to lie upon.
Some were submitted to the awful
punishment of revolving at great
speed in a rotary chair. Some
were chained in wells, and the
water made slowly to rise until it
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recached the chin.  Life was for
them lamentable in the extreme.

Parliament of 1828 passed a bill
providing for the appointment of
fiftee;. commissioners to investigate
the condition of these unfortunates.
In the following year Lord Ashley
became chairman of the commis-
sion, and in this office remained for
fifty-seven years, until his death.
He was devoted to the cause of
these unhappy fellow-creatures, and
through his untiring efforts great
reforms were effected in their be-
half.

The condition of the working-
man, during the early part of this
century, was one of cruel oppres-
sion, of ignorance, and low moral-
ity.  The factory system initiated
little children, sometimes not more
than five years of age, into the hor-
rors of a life spent amid the be-
wildering din of machinery, and in
the harsh surroundings of never-
ending toil. Large numbers of
children were drafted from the
workhouses of London, Edinburgh,
and other great cities, and placed
in the mills as apprentices, where,
at the discretion of sordid uver-
scers, they were worked unmerci-
fully and brutally treated. Child
jobbers went through the country
buying up children, only to sell
them again into the slavery of the
factory. Poor little creatures !
There was for them no court of
appeal, no chance of escape. When
at last their apprenticeship was
ended, after long years of weary
toil, averaging fourteen hours a
day, they were legaliy freed, only
to find that they had not been
taught a trade, as was promised,
and that they had to enter again
upon the hated life of their earlier
years.

Some attempt had been made to
better the condition of these unfor-
tunate operatives, and the great
work of factory legislation had al-
ready begun, when Lord Ashley
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was requested to espouse the cause
of the factory people.  This would
mean, he well knew, sacrifice, op-
position, unpopularity. He con-
sulted with his noble wife, vividly
portraying the dark side of the pic-
ture.  “ It is your duty to go for-
ward,” she said, “and the conse-
quences we must leave to God.”

Thus encouraged, he entered up-
on the work, making a careful
study of existing conditions. “I
made it an invariable rule,” he said,
“to see everything with my own
eyes, to take nothing on trust or
hearsay. In factories I examined
the mills, the machinery, the
homes, and saw the work and
workers. In collieries I went down
into the pits. In London I went
into lodging-houses, and thieves’
haunts, and every filthy place. It
gave me a power I could not other-
wise have had. I could speak of
things from actual experience, and
I used often to hear things from
the poor sufferers themselves
which were invaluable to me. I
got to know their habits of thought
and action and their actual wants.
I sat and had tea and talked with
them hundreds of times.”

After fourteen years of hard
work, years of difficulty, opposi-
tion, and disappointment, his
efforts were rewarded. Legisla-
tion was secured, which brought
new hope to thousands of factory
operatives, hitherto sunk in_ the
depths of ignorance and despair.

In his “History of Factory
Legislation,” Mr. Philip Grant
says: “ The sacrifice made by Lord
Ashley can only be appreciated by
those who best understood the
pecuniary position of this noble-
minded man. He had, at that
time, a large and increasing family,
with an income not equal to many
of our merchants’ and bankers’ ser-
vants, and a position as the future
representative of an ancient and
aristocratic family to maintain.
Political power, patronage, social
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ties, family comforts, were laid
down at the feet of the factory
children, and freely given up to the
sacred cause of whichh he had be-
come the leader.”

The miserable lives of the poor,
abused little chimney-sweeps ap-
pealed to the great loving heart of
this noble man. Little fellows of
from four to eight years of age
were forced Dby cruel masters to
climb up long, narrow, winding
passages to clear away the soot.
Bruised by the hard walls, often
half-stiffed with gas, their skin
choked with soot, they frequently
became victims of a loathsome dis-
ease known as “chimney-sweep’s
cancer.”  For these poor little
creatures Lord Ashley devoted
himself, nor did his efforts cease
until a bill was passed forbidding
the employment of climbing boys.

For another large class of work-
ing people, those employed in the
mines, his practical love and sym-
pathy were manifested.  Children
who should have been playing in
the glad, free sunshine, or study-
ing in the school, were forced down
into dark and dangerous under-
ground passages, and allowed to
come up to the sunshine but once
a week. Many a sensitive little
creature, unable to resist the ter-
rors of a living grave, lost the
power of reason, and became a
pitiable idiot. Women and boys
and girls did the work of beasts of
burden. Hour after hour, day
after day, year after year, if in-
deed life still remained, did they,
toil amid the horrors of earth’s
depths. But these poor toilers
Lord Ashley claimed as his
brothers and sisters, and for them
the day of hope was at length to
dawn. In his speech in the House
of Commons, asking for an investi-
gation of these things, he says: “1I
have been bold enough to under-
take this task because I regard the
objects of it as beings created as
ourselves, by the same Maker, re-
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deemed by the same Saviour, and
destined to-the same immortality.”

Again, after long anxiety, was
his perseverance rewarded, for a
bill was passed excluding women
and children from the coal-pits.

When, in 1851, Lord Ashley’s
father died, and he became Earl of
Shaftesbury, he wrote: “ And now
I bear a new name which I did not
covet; and enter on a new career,
which may God guide and sanctify!
If T can by His grace make the
new name attain but to the fringes
of His honour, and the welfare of
mankind, I shall indeed be thank-
ful.”

In that same year he took his
place in the House of Lords. On
leaving the House of Commons,
Sir Robert Inglis spoke of him
thus:

*“During the last fifteen years of Lord
Ashley’s parliamentary life he has been
emphatically the friend of the friendless.
Every form of human suffering he has, in
his place in this House, sought to lighten ;
and out of this House his exertions have
been such as, at first sight, might have
seemed incompatible with his duties here.
But he found time for all, and when ab-
sent from his place on these benches he
was enjoying no luxurious ease ; but was
seated in the chair of a Ragged School
meeting, a Scripture-readers’ Association,
or a Young Men’s Christian Institution.”

For years the problem of how to
reclaim the ever-increasing number
nf waifs and vagrants in the great
Metropolis had been before the
mind of Lord Shaftesbury. So
far as he knew, nothing was being
done in this direction. But his
prayers were to be answered. One
day, ir the year 1843, he read in
the London Times an appeal from
the Field Lane Ragged School for
teachers and funds, in support of
a work carried on among the very
poor, providing them with religious
instruction.  He immediately re-
plied, and from that day became the
leader of the Ragged School move-
ment.

Tield Lane, where this work was

carried on, was onc of the worst
districts of London, the resort of
the most notorious evil-doers. In-
to its dens of iniquity Lord
Shaftesbury penetrated, impelled
by an intense love for man, though
blighted and degraded by sin.

Under his direction were estab-
lished—

*“A free day-school for infants; an
evening school for youths and adults ; a
woman’s evening school to teach house-
keeping and other domestic arts; indus-
trial classes to teach youths tailoring and
shoemaking; a home for boys ; a night
refuge for the utterly destitute ; a cloth-
ing society for the naked ; a distribution
of bread to the starving; baths for the
filthy ; Bible-classes, through which about
ten thousand persons were brought to
know the gospel story ; a school mission-
ary, who scoured the streets and brought
in the wanderers ; and a Ragged Church
for the worship of God.”

A Ragged School Union was
formed, and to this union in seven
years after its organization one
hundred new schools were added.

Day and night the needs of the
Ragged School children were upon
Lord Shaftesbury’s mind. He
aroused public opinion on their be-
half, revealing a condition of things
of which people had never
dreamed. He visited the schools,
sought the people in their miser-
able homes, and won their confi-
dence and love.

For the children he had a special
love, perhaps because his own soul
was so pure, his trust in the hea-
venly Father so simple and child-
like. He used to say that the
greatest compliment he ever re-
ceived came from a little child.
One day, while standing at a street
crossing in the heart of London,
he spied a little girl wishing to
cross, but afraid to go alone.
Anxiously she had looked in the
faces of one and another, then, with
a trustful smile, slipped her little
hand into Lord Shaftesbury's, say-
ing, “ Will you please carry me
over?”



440

T'he effect of his work in connec-
tion with the Ragged Schools can-
not be estimated.

““The Refuge and Reformatory Union,
which was an outgrowth of the Ragged
School movement, ultimately came to
have five hundred and eighty-nine homes,
accommodating fifty thousand children !
Three hundred thousand children were
brought under the influence of the society.

In that army of lawless, ignorant
street arabs was the embryo of an English
Revolution, which in development would
have turned the peaceful kingdom into a
battleficld of terror and bloodshed.”

By means of Lord Shaftesbury’s
cmigration schemes, hundreds of
boys, to whom he was indeed a
father, were sent to a new land,
there to gain an honest livelihood
far away from the temptations of
their old environments.

‘¢ A class of people in whom he took a
lively interest were the costermongers.
The highest ambition of & coster was to
own a donkey and truck ; but the little
capital necessary must be obtained from
money-lenders who charged an exorbitant
rate of interest. Lord Shaftesbury be-
came for them a sort of banker, loaned
them money at a low rate of interest, en-
couraged them to deal as they would be
dealt by, organized a Barrow and Donkey
Club, and, that he might himself become
a member, bought a barrow and donkey
which he loaned to those who were un-
fortunate. Happy and proud was the
man to whom these were entrusted.

‘¢ He styled himself ¢ coster,’ delighting
to make them feel that he was one with
them. He told them to write to him if
at any time they had grievances that he
might be able to redress. ‘But where
shall we send our letters?’ asked one.
¢ Address your letter to me at Grosvenor
Square, and it will reach me,’ he replied ;
¢ but if after my name you put “X.G. and
Coster,” there will be no doubt that I
shall get it.” Truly it was a strange com-
bina,,f,ion, Knight of the Garter and Cos-
ter.

The home-life of this great man
was singularly happy and beautiful,
and the sympathy of his family for
their noble father in his labours for
the suffering was to him a source
of true joy. In 1872 came the
great sorrow of his life, the death
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of his wife, who for so many years
had strengthened, encouraged him,
and been his true helpmeet amid
opposition and discouragement. In
his journal is the pathetic record of
his grief:

“Minny, my own Minny, is
gone.  God took her soul to Him-
self at about twelve o’clock this
morning. She has entered into her
rest, and has left us to feel the loss
of the purest, gentlest, kindest
spirit that ever lived. O my God,
what a blow! But we bow before
Thee in resignation and sorrow.
She whispered to me, ‘ None but
Christ.”  What do I not owe to
her and to Thee, O God, for the gift
of her? But now to-night will be
a terrible event.  For the first time
I must omit in my prayers the name
of my precious Minny.”

To have accomplished any one of
his great reforms would have made
Lord Shaftesbury a benefactor to
the race, but that one man should
uplift and ennoble the lives of so
many classes of his fellowmen,
shedding upon them the light of his
great, loving soul, is nothing less
than marvellous. Thousands upon
thousauds of his own generation
rose up to call him blessed. “The
statute-books showed that his ser-
vice had benefited a population of
two million and five hundred per-
sons.””  But God alone knows how
many lives he saved of which the
statute-books know nothing.

‘What was the secret of his suc-
cess?  Faith in God, and untiring
devotion to his cause, faith in man,
and a burning love for his fellow-
man in his distress. At one time
he wrote: “ Let no one ever despair
of a good cause for want of help-
ers. Let him persevere, persevere,
persevere, and God will raise him
up friends and assistants.”

Though in his work he had met
with much antagonism from pub-
lic men of note, “many who had
bitterly opposed his ‘work in his
earlier years, became his warm ad-
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mirers in the later part of his life,”
and his eightieth birthday was cele-
brated as a national event.

His sympathies were broad as
humanity. The Jews found in him
an influential friend. For the hea-
then Chinaman, subject>d by the
Christian Englishman to the ac-
cursed opium trade, he pleaded
with marvellous power, pleaded
that from the fair banner of his
country that foul stain might be re-
moved. Wherever a human soul
was in need, there did his love go
forth to help and heal.

A short time before his death he
said to a friend: “I feel old age
creeping on, and know I must soon
die. I hope it is not wrong to say
it—but I cannot bear to leave this
world with all the misery in it.”

But the time for his reward was
at hand. In October, 1885, he
was released from a life of service
here, to a fuller life of service in
the world beyond.  The heart of
a nation was moved to tears. From
rich and poor, from the great and
from the lowly, from the throne
and from the humble toiler’s home,
were heard the, words of loving
gratitude and sorrow.

“ As the funeral carriages passed
into Parliament Street, a sight was
secen which will never be forgotten
while this generation lasts—depu-
tations from the Homes and Re-
fuges and training-ships, from the
costermongers’ society, from mis-
sions and charities, each with their
craped banners emblazoned with
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such words as these, ¢ Naked, and
ye clothed me,” * A stranger, and
ye took me in.”  As the procession
passed, the deputations fell in, and
marched towards the Abbey.

“ Rarely, if ever, had there beeif
such a company assembled in West-
minster Abbey as on that day.
Royalty was represented, the
Church, both Houses of Parlia-
men, diplecmacy, municipal power,
society, were represented. But the
real importance of that enormous
gathering, filling every inch of
space, lay in the spontaneous hom-
age of the thousands of men and
women representing all that was
powerful for good in the whole
land. The Abbey was full of
mourners.  Never hefore in the
memory of living men had there
been brought together, at one time,
in one place, and with one accord,
so many workers for the common
good, impelled by a deep and ten-
der sympathy in a common loss.
For no other man in England, or
in the world, could such an assem-
bly have been brought together.”

Truly, such a man as Lord
Shafteshury is one of God’s great-
est gifts to suffering humanity.
The following contemporarytribute
expresses the universal esteem in
which he was held :

Never a nobler nobleman lived
Than this man, whose choice was the ser-
vant’s Blace ;

The times have been rich in men, but his life
Was beautiful, grand, an1 of highest grace.

Toronto.

HEROES.

BY CLINTON SCOLLARD.

Not on the field alone,

With the wild sounds of war about him
blown,

Is the high valour of the hero shown !

Not where the very air

Is stunned with quaking din and gashed
with glare

Till death seems sure and life a dull despair !

But it shines clear as well

Where fever works its slowly wasting spell,

Firing the veins as with the heats of hell.

Then pour not all the praise

On those who faced the fearsome battle
blaze,

But weave the others their just crown of
bays!
—Northern Christian Advocate.
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COLLEGE RESIDENCE FOR WOMEN.*

BY MISS G. KENNEY, B.A.

Higher education for women
may be said to have congquered
among Anglo-Saxon people at
least, in the face of much prejudice
and many jealous fears. We
have but to note the attendance at
the universities, from English and
American colleges, where they
count up to tens of thousands, to
India, where even the Hindu wo-
men are taking degrees. Our
cwn universities, scattered through
every province, are largely attended
by women. ‘There are college-
bred women to be found nowadays
in nearly every town and village of
Ontario, and of every State in the
Union. Isn’t it true that when
women students win victories at
some celebrated seat of learning
like Oxford or Cambridge, Chicago
or Cornell, as they have done, we
all feel a thrill of pride as though
the success belonged to us person-
ally. Nor do we need, as Cana-
dians, to be less proud of our col-
lege girls than American or Eng-
lish folk of theirs, because, where-
ever they go for post-graduate
work, they carry off more than
their share of honours.

Because of their constantly in-
creasing numbers, therefore, the
influence and power of college wo-
men cannot be lightly estimated.
A trained intelligence is always a
power. The question follows as
to whether their influence and
power for good has increased in
proportion to their advance in in-
telligence. No subject deserves
more careful consideration, to en-
sure the future well-being of
Church and State.

Co-education has followed on the
admittance of women to share the

* A paper read before the Barbara Heck
Association, Victoria University, Toronto.

.

higher studies. I confess to hold-
ing those opinions which maintain
that there is no form of college
education which stands comparison
with co-education, provided that
residences are associated with uni-
versity halls. I would have both
men’s and women’s residences, if
possilple, but the latter as an im-
perative necessity.

One of the reasons, probably,
why I have this strong belief in
the necessity of a residence, arises
out of my own experience. It
sounds very egotistical, I know, but
I hope you will pardon me if I ex-
plain. I continued at the Ontario
Ladies’ College, which stands in
such close relations to Victoria,
where I was a student, during my
first two college years, only coming
to Victoria at the beginning of ihe
third year. It is hard to analyze
the influences that form character,
harder still where it happens to be
your own, but I feel surely that
while I am indebted to Victoria for
a great intellectua! stimulus, for
which she shall always have affec-
tion and gratitude, it is just as true
that any love I have for what is
noblest in conduct, any desire for
spiritual attainments, what know-
ledge T possess of human nature
and the motives which govern
human beings, were all discovered
and developed at the former insti-
tution.

I find myself every day using the
intellectual training I received in
these halls along the line of the
practical ideas I gathered from as-
sociation and intimate relationships
during three years of resident life
among a hundred or more students
of widely different character and
disposition, yet all with a like aim
and object.  May I speak for a
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moment in this connection of one
who has lately left us. I refer to
Miss Mary E. Adams, who was
known to many of you, 1 doubt not.
Just to live in the same building
with her, day after day, was to re-
ceive influences which shall last
with many an old Whitby girl all
her life, keeping her constant to
ideals of a womanhood in which
high intelligence shall be, and was,
in perfect union with gentleness,
honour, and truth.

I have thought that this im-
perative necessity—as it seems to
me—of resident college life for
women has two causes: first, owing
to our conceptions and present sys-
tem of education; secondly, the na-
ture of woman herself, her prac-
tical work in the world, and the
conventionalities and prejudices we
have inherited, and which it still
remains to be seen whether we sur-
render or not.

It is a common complaint that a
university education fits a man well
enough to enter the professions, but
unfits a poor man at least for any-
thing else.  Whether this criti-
cism is wholly just or not, it cannot
be denied that the studies pursued
and the methods of pursuit lie
largely outside of the practical. Tt
is probably true that a large ma-
jority of college men do enter the
professions, and it must be acknow-
ledged, I think, that our curri-
culums succeed better in turning
out scholars and critics rather than
saints or reformers, individuals
crammed with other people’s
opinions rather than men of strong
character, theorists rather than
men of action. I do not venture
to generalize avith regard to men,
who are affected by different con-
ditions; but the danger exists, T
bclieve, in the case of the average
college girl, that although she enter
the university with a well-balanced
mental development along three
lines, moral, social and intellectual,
she leaves it with a great advance

made in the last, and no adequate
gain in the other two directions.
This is the natural outcome of the
unchecked tendencies of a system
of education which looks upon the
mind as an enormous storehouse
to be filled up, rather than as the
pessessor of unknown powers to
be drawn out; of a place of life
which means all work, all vne kind
of work, and no diversion aside.
College training cannot properly
be understood to mean simply in-
tcllectual  development, yet some-
times we seem to have fallen un-
thinkingly into this error. It may
be that our poverty has made it
impossible to live up to the highest;
howbeit, we must agree that the
culture which we seek in college
halls, results from and in harmoni-
ous growth of all the faculties—in-
tellectual, moral and spiritual—at
one and the same time, and in its
true sense is not the product of
text-books merely, and lecture-
rooms and examinations, but of
higher thoughts and an earnest
life, and of “real relationships
with those around us. A graduate
must not only have acquired know-
ledge, he must know how to apply
it to the needs of society as he finds
it, he must be fitted to live, not as
a hermit, but as a man among men.
What, then, should be the signi-
ficance of a university training to
woman? It was anticipated that
thc development of her imucllect
might destroy those home-making
qualities which are so essential a
part of what has been called ** dis-
tinctive womanhood.” Jut  far
from tending to obscure the funda-
mental idea of woman as the centre
and radiating influence of the
home, it must be the aim of the
college to contrive that every ad-
vance in knowledge and philoavphy
shculd but illuminate and deepen
its importance. Can the college
accomplish this?  Surely it can,
but not without closer contact than
lectures and occasional gatherings
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afford. ‘the conditions which
must bring success to its en-
deavours are involved in a sentence
from a wise address by our Chan-
cellor. “ College life implies,” he
said, at the sixtieth convocation of
Victoria, “a common life, under a
common rule, in a common house,
in a daily fellowship of avork.”

Conclusions such as these have
always been in the thought of
those most interested in the educa-
ticn of women, and in other lands,
the movement for admiitance to
cellege halls has always been ac-
companied by provision for a resi-
dence such as we desire for Vic-
toria ; or else, so vital was this mat-
ter felt, that separate universities
were established, with lecture-
rooms and professoriate and stu-
dents all practically under one roof,
as at the great women colleges
across the line,Bryn-Mawr, Vassar,
Wellesley, and Smith’s.

‘When Victoria once became part
of a great city, avith her students
and professors scattered far apart,
this need of a “ common college life
under a common rule,” became
urgent.  More than ever, attend-
ing lectures and living in one room
in a boarding-house mads up the
sum of four vears of a student’s
life.  With identity lost in the rush
and unconcern of the city, there
was nobody else’s pleasure or dis-
pleasure to consider, nobody else’s
will to interfere, there was almost
no point of helpful contact with the
wider interests and activities of
the varied world around them.
Isolation from the give and take,
the bear and forbear of the blessed
home life, from social intercourse
which rubs off one’s angles and
gives sympathy and an understand-
ing of our common human nature,
are serious losses at the formative
period of life.

Just as serious is the cutting
Ioose from church ties, which in
the most of cases happens.  Such
concentration on intellectual at-
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tainments, removing them out of
their just perspective to the many
other honourable activities which
make up living for the most of us,
might be expecied te turn out
blue-stockings and intellectual
snobs. I do not speak ecither of
that danger of going to the other
extreme and ending in Bohemian-
ism, one with no respect for the
just restraintsof custoin andsociety.

It is proven by statistics that
two-thirds of college women go in-
to teaching after graduation. It
is doubtful, I fancy, whether two-
thirds of them obey a call to teach.
Apart from the necessity of earning
their living and adapting the means
that their education has made the
simplest solution, I cannot byt feel
that some proportion of them do it
because of their helplessness and
uneasiness in home life and society,
brought about by their long ex-
clusion, except rarely, from any
form of either. What a danger
here! It will bear emphasis to in-
sist again that we want avomen
educated to broaden and sweeten
home life and society, to appreciate
and to know how to take advantage
of the privilege of bringing new
life and vigour to those realms
which have always belonged and
must alwavs belong to women, in-
stead of to shirk their responsi-
bility.

Moreover, aside from doubting
the truth of an education which
makes home irksome to many, how
many qualifications teachers need
to fit them for their responsible
work, in addition to the mere in-
tellectual standing.  Dr. Thwing,
one of the best-known American
writers on college questions, him-
seli the president of a university,
says in an article on “ College Wo-
men”: “The American school-
room needs good manners, good
breeding, instruction beyond the
text-book and the lesson, and more
than all, it needs culture and sym-
pathy in the teacher.” It is main-
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tained that the college class-room
and the meagre college life that cir-
culates around it cannot of them-
selves supply these things. Hence
the need of a residence to focus and
concentrate what is best in college
training, and gather around it
other modifying and humanizing
forces.

It is plain that such a residence
cannot be simply a superior board-
ing-house, although that might not
be one of its least attractions.
Speaking to a college friend the
other day, I asked her what she
thought on the subject and the
wherefore.  “ Of course I believe
in a residence,” she replied some-
what vigorously; “ you don’t sup-
pose I lived four years in a board-
ing-house without coming to that
conviction.” I {fancy there are
few wuniversity girls in ‘Toronto
who could not relate laughable ex-
periences, as they are now, very
amazing and harrowing as they
were at the time, of searches for
a sutable abiding-place. How
often they were told, “ No ladics
are wanted.”

If you have never had an experi-
ence of it, you have no idea how
tirtesome one room may become, in
which you have to live, sleep, and
study.  There is no space to ex-
pand, to spread one’s self, as the
boys say. There seems such a
lack of fresh air about the averige
college girl’s life, going from lec-
tures to her room, and from her
room to lectures. She lacks pro-
per society, she lacks proper phy-
sical exercise. Afterwards, you
have to fight strenuously the desire
to have no one interfere with you,
to do exactly as you think fit with-
out a thought of how it affects
others.  Tor years that was your
moral training, nobody did inter-
fere with your plans or purposes;
it was your business to see that no
one did. It doesn’t exactly pre-
pare you for the surprises, the try-
ing eye-openers that come later. -

My ideal of a residence means
care for the physical, the intellec-
tual, and the spiritual. It means
a comfortable building, with a
study in connection with each
sleeping-room if possible, at least
united to every two rooms. It
means a reading-room, pariours,
and reception-rooms. It means a
dining-room which may be used
for the purpose of a concert hall.
It means a gymnasium.

It means « place where friend-
ship can thrive, and noble thoughts
and ambitions engender others,
where characters may bud and ex-
pand, preparing for service in the
cause of truth and love when the
time of preparation ends. It means
a place where something may be
learned of sympathy with and
understanding of human nature,
from the close contact with many
different types, a place where all
that is best in university life, where
all that is best in city life may
leave its impress. It means an
atmosphere of happiness and joy-
ousness and useful ideals, preserv-
ing the best traditions of a home-
making wowmanhood. It means an
intellectual  centre, a religious
centre, a social centre, where Meth-
odist womanhood may find its
highest expression, and exert a
quickening influence in course of
time from one end of Canada to the
other.

I think there is nothing that the
world has to offer which a college-
bred woman would take in ex-
change for her training. As things
go in Ontario, it may seem more
a selfish hoon than an unselfish giv-
ing out to others. but nevertheless
it is priceless. What we ask is,
that while women are so benefited
themselves, that they be given the
opportunity to learn at the same
time how to use their gifts in the
service of home and church and
society.

Ottawa, Ont.
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FROM THE HILLS OF ALGOMA.

BY MAUD PETITT.

CHAPTER 1II
AWAKENING.

The examination was over, and
Tirzah packed up the books in her
garret, with a sense of relief, for the
heat of midsummer was upon them,
that intense heat that is felt in the
northern latitudes of our inland pro-
vinces. She had no fears of failure,
though she had struggled untaught
and alone in her little room (for
Beth-aven school did not, of course,
aspire to the dignity of matricula-
tion work) since she knew she had
answered every paper almost per-
fecotly. Having no like minds to
compete with, her standard was per-
fection, nothing less.

Mrs. Holmes, an old neighbour,
dropped in toward the middle of the
afternoon to while away the hot hours
with “a bit o’ talk.”

“1 jist give my floor a lick an’ a
promise,” said she, “and then I
thought I"'d run down and see how
that goose o’ your’'n was comin’ on
that you sot on turkey’'s eggs. Jussira
sot fire to the brush heap near our’n
this spring, and burnt the nest up
slick and clean.

“ Jussira’s that hard-worked now,”
she rattled on without waiting for
a reply, “ I wonder how his old bones
hold together.”

“ That wuz a sudden call for young
Hobbes, wuzn’t it ?” said Granny
Hurst, when she could ‘““get a word
in edgeways.”

“Yes, 1 jist thought there wuz
somethin’ a-goin’ to happen. Ye
know that big clock o’ ourn? It
hesn’t run fur this ten year’n more.
Well, that very mornin’ it went oft
as nice as you please, and struck
twelve. And ses Jussira to me,
‘Jemimy,” ses he, ‘you’re a-goin’ to
hear o’ somebody a-dyin’ now, ’fore
long,’ an’ right he wuz, too. Of
course, 1 never went in fur believin’
in signs, but there’s some things ye
can’t help but see now, like when ye
keep a dead body over Sunday there's
sure to be two more die, an’
when——"

Tirzah did not stay to hear the end
of the conversation. She seized a
book and fled to the quiet of the hills.

‘What she called “the eclack of
tongues,” always wearied her high-
strung nature. She made her way
to a little nook she had always called
her own on the hill back of the gar-
den. A group of fir trees had grown
up in a horse-shoe form, and the
tangled grass growing tall about their
roots made a perfect screen. As a
child it had been her play-house, and
the old board seat had remained there
for years.

The afternoon was unusually hot,
and it seemed difficult to fasten her
attention on her reading. She sat
gazing through the opening in the fir
trees down upon the village in the
valley upon the little white church
where the  Methodist  minister
preached once a fortnight on the
rounds of his circuit. An accident
had befallen him on his last round,
and so, on the following Sabbath
afternoon, young Walter QGray, the
village scheolmaster, was to take his
place.

Tirzah thought of it with a certain
amount of interest. She went every
fortnight to please her grandfather,
but the drowsy voice of old Mr. Dewit
would have made her sieepy if she had
not been of too restless a nature to
have a tendency to sleepiness. But
they were sure of a rousing sermon
from young Gray. He had often
dropped in and given Tirzah assist-
ance and encouragement at her
studies during the past few months.
There was, of course, no thought of
love in it. Tirzah Auldearn had nc
time for the dreams of love and do-
mestic joy that fill the minds of so
many girls. She had other am-
bitions. She was an Auldearn, and
must work her way up to the heights
where her father had lived.

Yet she found Walter Gray interest-
ing, nevertheless. It was not so
much what he told her about him-
self that interested her, as what he

did not tell her. The Grays had
moved there last Christmas. Mrs.
Gray was a widow, perhaps bpear

sixty, a slender, dignified lady, with
luxuriant snowy hair, always dressed
with the same elegance and beauty,
the little white curls clustering about
a face still fresh and smiling. She
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was certainly a contrast to the Beth-
aven people,-with her polished man-
ners and cultured English. The
widowed mother, the son and a young
invalid daughter, Nellie, fair and frail
and sweet, constituted the household
that was installed that Christmas
Eve in Rosevale Cottage. They came
from Western Ontario, spoke little of
their past, and seemed content to live
their present humble life, out of
keeping with their surroundings
though they seemed.

Young Gray himself was not less
interesting than his mother. Tall,
vigorous, and of fine physique, with
dark hair brushed smoothly across
ar intellectual looking forehead, a
complexion clear and fair, almost
effeminately fair, and those grey eyes
that one so often meets in men of
deep thought, but eyes where the
thoughtfulness was tempered by a
feeling tenderness—a love that went
forth to all mankind. In fact, he
was one of those rare people from
whose mere presence in a room a
good influence seems to emanate, like
fragrance irom a flower. Neither
was it a merely passive, sentimental
goodness, for there was all the
earnestness and vigour about him that
makes strong men. She was puzzled,
too, by the great breadth of his cul-
ture, the wide vistas of knowledge
that seemed quite familiar to him.

Although he did not seem to have
the slightest intention of being a min-
ister, yet she knew they might expect
something well worth hearing on the
morrow.  Perhaps, too, in a blind
way, she hoped for some personal
blessing herself.

Her reveries were suddenly inter-
rupted by a quiet step pacing to and
fro, just in the shadow of the firs
outside. = She peered through the
branches, and saw Walter Gray him-
self walking up and down, with open
Bible, a meditative look in his ear-
nest eyes. She did not make her
presence known ; a holy hush over-
came her ; it was so like that Divine
Teacher of old going apart to the hills
and mountains to be alone with God.
He sat down at length just beside the
firs, his head bowed over the Bible
on the grass as if in silent prayer.
Instinctively she bowed her own.
There was something about this man
she honoured. He had helped bear her
burdens. She would that she could
help bear his.

They remained for a long time

silent with bowed heads, only the out-
line of the fir trees between them.
Never dreaming that a human sympa-
thizer was so near, occasional frag-
ments of prayer escaped his lips.

‘“Oh, God, thou knowest how un-
worthy I am of this holy work ? How
weak and helpless all I can say, un-
less thou dost come thyself, dear Lord,
with the power of thy Holy Spirit.
Thou alone knwest how unworthy is
thy minister. O God, I have sinned—
sinned so greatly against thee. Thou
hast given me s0 much. I have done
so little. There have been whole
days, sometimes, when I have almost
forgotten that we are here to gather
others into thy kingdom. O merci-
ful God, forgive, and help me to be
daily more in earnest about the har-
vest of souls.”

Something almost like a sob
choked his voice, and in the long
silence that followed, Tirzah sat with
head still bowed, wondering why an-
other should be so penitent over
“some days” in which he had half-
forgotten his Father’s vineyard, while
she had forgotten it every day, or, at
best, remembered it but rarely. Again
the prayerful voice broke the silence.

“0 God, thou alone knowest the
needs of each one who will be there
to-morrow. Oh, come to that church
as thou hast mnever <come before.
Bless poor Indian Jim, and bring him
out to-morrow, and, O God, use thy
Word to make him understand the
way of life. O Father, do hasten the
day when he shall be saved. Father,
he must he saved. Thou hast said.
Thou hast promised, and, O Lord, I
know it must be in accordance with
thy will.”

There was such earnestness—such
pleading, beseeching earnestness in
his voice as he continued. Tirzah
could imagine such a tone in a prayer
for some brilliant worldly success, or
for the life of some dear ome in
danger. But she had never thought
of any one being so eager for the
soul of poor old Indian Jim.

“ And, dear Saviour, bless poor lit-
tle lame David, give me some message
that +will make him contented
with his lot, and something that will
cheer poor old Mrs. Perkins, and put
it into the heart of Jack to come,
and, O Father, let there be something
said that will turn him from the
drink. Only thou canst save him.
I leave him with thee.”

These poor villagers that Tirzah
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had thought so uninteresting, what a
value they each had in his eyes!
Then the voice grew very low after
a. long silence.

‘“ And, O Father,
her abundantly. O TFather, let
her see thine ideal of her. Give her
a vision to-morrow of what thou
wouldst have her be. And when
thou hast awakened her with thy
Spirit, if it be thy will—"

Something inaudible followed.

“ Thou knowest how I love her, but
thy will be done.”

The slender girlish form quivered
slightly. What if he knew that
some one had penetrated into the
most sacred things of his life, the
sacred things he meant for God
alone. She almost held her breath
during the silence that followed. Then
there was a movement as he rose and
closed his Bible. 'What if he should
find her there ? She would almost
die of shame. But no, he was going
away, down the hill, leaving her to
her reveries again. She had fresh
food for reverie now. Who was she,
for whom he prayed ? Tirzah had
thought of him as her friend, not as
some cne else’s lover. It could not
be any one in Beth-aven. There
was no one there whom she could
think his equal, except Margrete
Clifton, and she was on the most dis-
tant terms with him. And yet it
must be some one there, for she re-
membered he had expected her to be
present to-morrow. Yet she could
not imagine him loving a girl like
Molly Brayley, the village beauty, or
Susie Brant. But what did it matter
to her ? Yes, it did matter in a
way. She honoured him, reverenced
him. His love for an ignorant, un-
couth girl could not but lower him in
her eyes. Somehow he did not look
quite the same to her now.

The next Sabbath broke beautiful
and glorious. It was natural she
should feel an interest in that sermon,
she who for one sacred hour had been
so near the heart of its author. It
was pleasant to.watch his face as he
preached with that light upon it, not
a sermon of philosophical knots,
though he was deep enough for that,
but simply the old sweet story in a
way that fascinated every listener.
It was a sermon typlcal of the
preacher—a humble sermon. It
was plain he had reached that alti-
tude whkere he realized his own
littleness, as well as his wonderful
possibilities, Tirzah felt a personal

bless her—bless
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rebuke in almost every sentence. It
was so different from her own proud,
self-sufficient nature,

She could not help thinking of it
next evening, as she sat strumming
on her guitar all ,alone on a little
knoll, quite near her fir-tree nook.
It was just sunset. Oh! those sun-
sets of the north country! Who

can behold their glory unmoved,
tinting rock and woodland and
wave, with crimson shadow and

touch of gold ?

The hill-slope lay at her feet, its
patches of clay and rock studded
everywhere with blueberry bushes
(for Algoma is *'.¢ land of the blue-
berry). The litcde stream went mur-
muring on through the gully, and the
village was cradled in the hush of the
coming twilight; the breeze had
lulled itself to rest, and out yonder
lay the Kanata, calm and still as a
mirror, the little rocky islets seem-
ing mere black specks in the distance;
even the loon’s plaintive cry had a
softer note in the stillness.

It was all very restful ; and her
vivid imagination fell to picturing the
homes below at that hour. The
smoke-wreaths were curling upward
from many of them, as they prepared
their late supper. There was a
young husband from the mines enter-
ing one, his dinner-pail in hand; a
babe was sitting on the door-step of
another, awaiting papa’s return. At
a third, she could fancy the young
mother kneeling at this very hour be-
side the cot of her little ones to say
with them their evening prayer. And
love was at the basis of all these ?
After all her ambitious dreams, she
would have given something to have
tasted this love that was the com-
mon lot of others.

And he—she checked her thoughts
with a sigh, and her voice broke out
in a plaintive, old-time love song, as
her fingers touched the strings. A
slight sound startled her. It was
Walter Gray looking down upon her
with a pensive smile. She started up
with a sudden flush of anger. She
felt as if he had read her most secret
thoughts.

“ Encore ! Encore !” he cried,
clapping his hands, and laughing in
a most provoking way at her embar-
rassment.

‘“ An open-air concert up here on
the hill! Horribly selfish of me not
to go back and tell all my friends and
neighbours, isn't it 2 Do please give
us another.”
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It was impossible to be angry look-
ing into thogo eyes, with their honest
mirth and expression of gentlemanly
and respectful admiration. So she
only smiled, though the crimson
lingered on her cheek.

“No, I can’'t play now. You've
frightened my muses away into the
woods,”

He pleaded again, but she turned
the conversation skilfully to his ser-
mon of the day before,

“It was splendid—excellent,” said
she. *“You've missed your calling.
You ought to enter the ministry. Why
don’t you ?”

“1 don’t think it is the place God
meant me to fill. Of course, I feel in
earnest about saving others. But we
should all feel that. We are all min-
isters. We don’t need more minis-
ters in the pulpit. It's better minis-
ters in the pews we need. A man
may have as divine a call to any other
place as to the pulpit, don’t you
think 2

‘“ Do you think, then, you are called
to the school-room ?”

“I think I am called through it.
‘Whether God means me to stay there
or not, time will tell.”

‘“ But even preaching would be a less
humdrum life, and, ’'fess up, now, a
school-room is a tiresome place, isn’t
it, especially for a man ?”

“ That would be a nice motive for
entering the ministry, wouldn’t it ?
Because I couldn’t be content with
something else.”

He was seldom sarcastic, but there
was a curl of sarcasm on his lips just
for a moment.

‘“ Besgides, I don’t know that it is
humdrum. Life is glorious wherever
it is, simply glorious! I wonder why
we don't sing that hymn oftener,
‘Oh, life is good !’ ”

There was a wonderful light in his
eyes as he watched the little golden
clouds flocking toward the west.

“Still, 1 think teaching is a rather
effeminate profession,” said she.

“ Perhaps so. Yet I think it’s 2 pity
the ‘schoolmaster’ is going out of
date. There were some fine characters
among them. There is a good deal
interesting, too, in watching the young
minds change and unfold. Of course,
though, I am not experiencing the
worst of it. If I had to board in one
of those places where the children
confront you at breakfast-table every
morning before they are washed,
where they mix cake in the kitchen

wash-dish, ete. I'd—well I'll not
say what I'd do, I'd just do it.

“It’s a different thing, though, when
you have your own home,” he con-
tinued, “and a mother like mine.
Mother’s my sweetheart, you know.
I have never seen another woman like
mother.”

“Well, for my part, I'm heartily
sick of it. The work’s tedious ; the
places are poky; and the people are
the pokiest of all. I don’t see how
you stand it.”

‘“ ‘There’s nae earthly happiness like
a day’s duty wael wrought,’ he
quoted, in her ancestral Scotch, and
as to the poky people, there’s many
a hero among them if you only keep
your eyes open. I often think of the
battle some humble old farmer bhas
fought, and feel ashamed of myself.
Greater men than I have lived just
such obscure lives in little country-
places. Even Christ was only a Naza-
rene.” And he turned to her with
a smile that she had never seen on
the face of any other man. Little
did she know of the conflict through
which he had passed to reach that
height of calm,

‘“But, after all, when you have
taken your university course, Miss
Auldearn, I am afraid you will still
have to be contented with the hum-
drum duties of every day. Even in
a high-school teacher’s life there is
a good deal of humdrum.”

“ For a while, perhaps, but ‘ where
there’s a will there’s a way.” Why
should I not, in the course of a few
years, make my way to Europe. I
could study then for a university lec-
turer, I should like that above all
things.”

‘“You are very ambitious. That
was my ambition, too,” he continued,
in a subdued tone, “ and if father had
lived, it could easily have been.”

That little chord, “if father had
lived,” was so like her own case it
awakened her sympathy.

“I took half a course in Science in
Victoria University myself.”

“Did you? How strange you
never spoke of it before! I don’t
believe any one in Beth-aven knows
it

“We are a  reserved family. I
sometimes wish we were less re-
served. I believe it would add to our
happiness to be less so0.”

‘“ And yet,” and her lip half-curled in
scorn, “after taking half a course you
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are content to give up and bury your-
sell here.”

‘“ You see, I have mother and Nellie
to support, and the doctors recom-
mended Algoma air for Nellie. I
came here, and have the satisfaction
of seeing her improve. I should be
a brute to abandon my post in such &
case, even if it were to work my way
through college.”

He spoke calmly enough, but the
flush on his cheek showed that her
words and tone had stung, though she
did not notice it herseli.

“You are not a supvrstitious girl,”
said he, perhaps merely to change the
conversation.

‘“ Why ?”

“ Entertaining yourself in Witch
Hil ?”

“This isn’t Witch Hill. That’s

‘Witch Hill back there, that round hill,
where you see the smoke rising from

the trees. It's old Witch Barnum'’s
smoke. Isn't she a terribie old
creature ?”

“Poor old soul. She must be very
old, isn’t she ?”

“Very. She was an old woman
looking just about like she does now
when I was a little girl. I remem-
ber I used to hide my head under
grandmother’s apron when she came
around begging and telling fortunes.
She mmust have a wonderful amount
of strength. They say she walks
miles and miles, telling fortunes.”

“It’s a sad life, Her son ran away
to sea, didn’t he ?”

“Yes. He was hanged afterward
in New York State. It was after that
she took to fortune-telling, and peo-
ple began to call her the Witch of
the Hills. But this hill-top is called
Parson’s Lea. It was here my father
and a few old Scotchmen, the owners
of those manors. stood when they
chose the site for the church and the
manse. See what a splendid view you
have of them from here 2"

“1t is a sacred spot to you, then.”

“Yes,” she continued, in a more
solemn tone. ‘“ And it was here on
this hill father, is said to have first
seen my mother. She was gather-
ing a bunch of wild roses for a little
girl in her Sunday-school class. See,
there are wild roses growing here
yet !n

There was a feeling silence be-
tween them for a few minutes.

“He was a noble man., The old
gettlers still speak of him with
reverence,”

“Do you know, Miss Auldearn, I

Methodist Magazine and Review.

have wished sometimes you were more
like your father, Forgive me for
saying it. But I think God has an
ideal Tirzah Auldearn.”

Then, in a moment, the meaning ot
his prayer flashed through her mind.
It was she, herself, Tirzah Auldearn,
he had prayed for. And he had said
—he loved her. A strange thrill,
something between delight and pain

made ecvery nerve quiver. She did
not hear the message. She was all
absorbed in the messenger. It takes

a brave lover to rebuke the coldly
self-centred life of his loved one. And,
far from resenting it, she honoured
him.

“ Good-night, Miss Auldearn.” He
touched her hand a moment, and the
blood went in warm throbs from her
finger tips. They parted in the deep-
ening twilight, and the world looked
strangely different, as she turned
again home. That look in his eyes
had breathed a sweet unrest into her
soul,

She sat alone by her garret window
that night, and the moon rose, full
and silvery, above the pines. Was
there a softer haze in its light 2 What
was it made everything look all new
and changed ? 'What was that sweet
restlessness that seemed to fill ber
spirit—a restlessness, and yet a rest,
as of floating beneath still skies on
quiet waters. In moments, too, there
came a childlike contrition. “I wish
I were good like him,” came in a child-
like fashion from her lips. But it
was always the messenger, never the
message, that filled her spirit. Some
wakeful bird warbled a few notes
from the wood ; then the night was
still again. She was no longer thirst-
ing for fame; her thoughts were on
that little white cottage down the hill,
with the canary in the window, and
the vines clinging about the porch ;
the cottage where Walter Gray lived
with his mother and invalid sister.

And yet that was an ideal life to
him, humbly and peacefully to go
about doing good, like his divine
Master of old. It was sweet, after
all, this quiet life of little things; it
had never seemed so sweet before.
She saw the frank eyes gazing into
hers again, and felt a manly hand
touch her own. She had indulged so
many dreams. Why not this? It
could do no harm, just for a little
while, she told herself, and there crept
over her a sweet sense that she was
no longer alone, that a human soul
had passed mnear her—yea, and
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touched her in passing—a human soul
that understood her, even though it
was altogether different from her
own—a soul that was nobler and bet-
ter, that stirred within her some
thought of the living, breathing Christ
life, though she failed to grasp the
ideal upheld. In her waking moments
in the night, and in the first flush of
dawn, it came back to her, this con-
sciousness of something new and
sweet in life.

—_——

CHAPTER IIL
THE WOLF CHASE.

The following Saturday Grandpa
and Granny Hurst, hitched up the old
gray and went “ to have a visit ” with
an old neighbour until next day. So
Tirzah, left to herself, went off on a
fishing expedition. It was just like
Tirzah Auldearn, to go alone, instead
of taking one of the village girls—quite
in keeping with her character. The
nook she sought was a lonely one, a
good two miles back in the forest;
she had been there several years be-
fore with her grandfather, and an
impulse seized her to return. She
was so restless for change of scene.

It was a little foot-path she had to
follow at first, for about a mile, then
a rugged, narrow road, leading from
an Indian settlement to she knew not
whither. But it was a beautiful spot
where she stopped, a tiny lake, like
a white-rimmed basin, with its
smooth, sandy shore, and not far
from her resting-place, the music of
a stream falling in a cascade over the
broken rocks.

A beautiful spot—aye, and a wild
one! Most girls would have been
frightened. For, on that mountain
opposite, big bruin often stretched his
black paws, and the wolf’s dread
kowl could be frequently heard were
there any one there to hear it. But
she was a mountain child. The crash
of the thunder-storm—the silence of
the wilderness—these things dis-
tressed her not. Nay! they had
been her companions from babyhood.

No wonder, then, that she sat down
on the bank, feeling perfectly secure.
She was but an indifferent angler,
though, so much so, that the fish ran
away with the bait. It was only
the “fun of it ” she wanted. It must
have been late when she reached the
place, or else she had dreamed longer
than she thought, for it only seemed

a little while till the golden tint above
warned her that the sun was sinking
low behind the mountain. She rose
with a start to make her way home,

It was such a queer old road, almost
unused now since they had cut a bet-
ter though longer one nearer the lake.
There was little probability of her
meeting a passer-by ; the stillness was
unbroken save by the scampering of
the chipmunks in the branches over-
head ; the air was filled with the fra-
grance of the flowers, peeping through
the bushes and the underwood, and the
whip-poor-wills were calling in the
distance.

A beautiful spray of pink flowers
among the bushes caught her atten-
tion at last. It was some unknown
variety, and she stooped to pluck it,
when she caught a glimpse of some-
thing white under the brushwood.
She parted the bushes a little farther,
when, oh, horrors! a skeleton,
bleached and whitened where the skin
was not dried to the bones. A pipe
and tools lay beside it. Some poor
old Indian, in all probability. She
shuddered and drew back with a sen-
sation of faintness, then hurried on
her way.

‘Why had she been left to discover

it ? Why not some sturdy wood-

man, with stronger nerve ? The poor
fellow had been murdered, probably,
and was hidden there in the brush-
wood., A pervous dread of something
seemed to take possession of her, and
the way grew strangely long. It was
so monotenous, too, just trees, trees,
trees on either hand, wild cherry and
birch, pine and poplar, and the
crooked little sassafras—variety
enough to be sure, but wearisome by
constant repetition. The road, too,
wound in and out in such a confusing
fashion. The roadway in some places
was almost overgrown with bushes.
There was a great profusion of pigeon
berry, but its clusters had mnot yet
turned scarlet. She pulled a bunch
of wild cherries from a branch over-
head, but she could not eat them.
That gruesome sight back there had
sickened her. Was it the remem-
brance of that, too, that made her
shiver? or was the chill of the Algoma
evening descending already ? Yes,
the gold had changed to a sombre
lavender in that narrow strip of sky
between the branches overhead, and
the darkness was gathering in the un-
derwood. She wished she were home.
It was so foolish of her to stay so late.
If only she could hear the echo of a
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woodman’s axe, the tinkle of a cow-
bell, or any other homely sound !

But, nonsense ! Her dauntless na-
ture was playing the coward to-night.
And she trudged on, but her feet grew
weary. Surely the way was long.
Could it be—and she paused and
looked backward—could it be she had
passed the turn where the path led to
Beth-aven ?  Should she go back 2
little way and see? But no, the
turn might be only a few yards ahead,
and she might go half-way back in
vain, so she kept on her way.

Hark ! What was that? She
paused again. Something like the
bark of a dog! Her face blanched.
There it came again! A low, long-
drawn howl! Horrors! The wolf!
The thought lent wings to her feet.
She darted wildly on down the long,
narrow passage-way between the

trees. On! On! On! Everon!
No pausing! No looking backward.
Nay, death was behind! She did

not heed the briars that tore her skirts
as she passed. Her face blanched,
her hands outstretched before her!
She did not seem breathless. She
did not even seem to breathe, Like
some pale spirit fleeting through the
forest !

Then once again she paused. Hark !
Silence! Silence that almost seems
alive! But 1list! Yes, there it
comes again, that low, long-drawn
howl! ©Forward for life! O God—
0 God, give strength!

She had no idea how long her wild
race had 1lasted, when a sudden
stumble over the rugged end of a log
threw her prostrate on the ground,
one ankle turned under her. She
tried to rise, but a sensation of faint-
ness overcame her. Oh the pain in
her foot! It took but an instant to
realize she had a Dbadly sprained
ankle. Another attempt to rise, ana
she succeeded in limping a few steps
farther. But it was useless now.
All hope was past. And she {fell
back helpless on the mossy bed by the
road side,

Darkness had gathered in the forest,
and the stars were shining overhead.
She was too exhausted to be anything
but calm now, as she lay there help-
less and alone—Ilost in the wilderness
—aye, and a dreadful death perhaps
bearing down upon her. The silence
made her wonder, Why did it not
come again, that awful howl ? But
she never doubted for a moment that
death was coming, that terrible death,
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as she lay there gazing upward into
God’s sky.

The thought of the living God came
to her strangely, but she could not
fix her mind upon it; her thoughts
had dwelt too much on other things
to turn to the hereafter, even though
that same hour might bring her to the
judgment throne. She thought in-
stead of the old home, how her grand-
parents would return to-morrow ; the
door would be closed, and when they
entered they would not find her there.
They would think she had gone ta a
neighbours for a while, but when
night came on, and she returned not,
then the search party would comse out,
and they would find—what ? Only a
mass of bones, gnawed and broken.
Or perhaps they would not find her at
all, and she would be left to bleach
and whiten like the poor Indian in the
brushwood.

But she did not dwell on the picture.
Her mind seemed to have reached a
quiet stage ; she could hear the clink
of the dinner pot as Granny Hurst put
it on the stove, and wondered where
the lass had gone to, and if she would
be back for supper. But why did not
that horrid sound—that howl—come
again ? She almost longed to hear it.
She would know then how near the
end was. Then came a queer sen-
sation of falling between slimy walls
that widened as she went down, down,
down !

It might have been but a moment,
it might have been hours, before the
neighing of a horse and its hot breath
over her face awakened her. Some
one was lifting her tenderly, and plac-
ing her in the buggy. She moaned
faintly as her eyelids half-parted in
the dazzling brilliance of moonlight.

“Why, Tirzah—Miss Auldearn'!
‘What—what ever is the matter ?”

Was it a dream, or was that really
‘Walter Gray’s voice ? He made her
as comfortable as possible, without
further questioning, then, half-sup-
porting her, picked up the lines.

“ Get up, Nanny !”

And they were whisked briskly over
the old forest road. A twinge of pain
in her foot aroused her.

‘“Where are they? Are they
near us yet ?”” she asked, in a fright-
ened whisper.

‘“Who ? 'What ?”

‘“The wolves !”

“The wolves !” he repeated.

“Yes, they are out! I heard one
howl and another answer, and then I
ran for life.”
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“Why, that is strange! I didn’t
hear anything of them. But where
were you when you heard them ?”

“1 was coming from the Grey
Mountain back of Owen’s Woods.”

‘“The Grey Mountain! Ah, that’s
it. I just turned into the road up
here by the one coming from Onora.
But how ever did you come to be this
far out of the way ?”

“Oh, I ran, and I think I must have
missed the path somewhere.”

“ The path to Beth-aven ? I should
say you have, by a good two miles.
Poor girl! What a fright you have
had ! Surely they are not on chase
now, or we’d hear them howling.
Perhaps it’'s just as well to hurry
out of this, though. Ger up, Nanny!
Go along!”

‘“Was that last hour, then, only a
horrid nightmare? Only one or
two prowling wolves, and she had im-
agined them Dbeing answered by a
whole pack.

“I suppose exhaustion made you
faint,” said he.

“Well, no, I—I sprained my ankle.
I tried to take a few steps, but the
pain was so intense I fell, and I sup-
pose I must have fainted.”

“ Humph ! It’s a pretty serious
sprain to disable you as soon as that.”

And he stooped to place her foot
more comfortably. She noticed
then for the first time that he was in
his shirt-sleeves. He had wrapped
his coat around her. The night was
chilly, but she did not need to fear for
him ; he was strong and rugged, in
spite of his almost delicate fairness.

A few moment more took them out
of the forest on to the lake-shore
road, and there was no longer any
fear of danger. But it would not
have distressed her now, if there had
been, there was something in the
presence beside her that soothed and
quieted her, as a mother’s voice in
the night lulls her frightened babe.
Once a sudden jolt moved her foot,
and she moaned softly. He leaned
over her pale face a moment, and she
almost fancied she felt his warm
breath on her cheek. A thrill—a
delicious thrill—almost a tremor—as
she leaned back, pale, exhausted, but
happy. They were silent, but there
was a tenderness in their silence as
they passed on through the soft
radiance of moon and star.

Now and then the fragrance of some
mountain flower floated to them, or
the cry of some bird, startled from its
nesting-place. She was not anxious
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for the ride to end ; she was anxious
about nothing; only calm, in the
sweet present. Then they came to
the narrow passage over the cliff by
the lake. A slip of the huggy-wheel
would have plunged them into the
water, sixty feet below. But she feit
no fear.

*“1 suppose your grandparents are
very anxious about you, by this
time ?” said he.

“Well, no, they went up to Mr.
Wilson’s. They are not coming
back till to-morrow.”

** Oh, then, we shall have you at
Rosevale Cottage,” he said, with
poorly concealed pleasure.

It seemed perfectly natural to her,
though she had never been there ex-
cept to call. Yet she took it all as
a matter of course when they stopped
at the pretty, white cottage, and he
lifted her out and took her in to the
parlour couch.

‘“Well, my dear, what does this
mean ?” said Mrs. Gray’s pleasant
voice, when Walter had brought her
into the room. “ A sprained ankle
and a wolf chase'! Poor child, she
has been half frightened to death.”
And she proceeded with gentle hands
to bathe and bandage the injured
foot.

“ You must make yourself at home
with us, my dear,” she continued, and
there was something so motherly in
her manner, Tirzah did not find it
difficult.

‘Walter came back in a few minutes
with Nellie leaning on his arm, a
fair, slender girl. Some  spinal
weakness prevented her from moving
about much, and the traces of suffer-
ing on her face made her seem much
older than her eighteen years.

“ It is very unfortunate to have had
such an accident so early in your
holidays,” said she. ‘ You may get
over it, though, sooner than you
think.”

“It looks like a bad sprain,” said
Mrs. Gray. ‘“You will have to be
patient, my child.”

But Tirzah felt too comfortable to
complain, as she lay there among the
cushions, with those three pleasant
faces for companions. Mrs. Gray
looked unusually beautiful that night
as she sat sewing in the shaded lamp-
light.

“How nice it would be to have a
mother like her,” thought Tirzah, as
she watched her graceful movements.

Then, during a lull in the conversa-
tion, she gazed about the little par-
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lour, with its dainty knick-knacks, its
cosy cushions, and funny rugs.

“ By the way, I've forgotten my
plants !’ said Walter, springing up
and going out to the buggy. .

He brought in a rather mixed col-
lection that he had gathered away up
by the Indlan settlement.

“ See what a lot of odd ones I have.
Botany is a splendid recreation, and
there are so many rarities here.”

‘“ Why, look, Walter, there’s one
with flowers just like this in the back-
yard,” said Nellie.

““Well, never mind, little sister, it's
more precious now since I drove so far
for it. That’s the way we mortals
are built, you know.”

He seemed extremely happy among
his withered treasures, and enter-
tained them with accounts of the
different plant families, that were
quite as good as fairy tales. Then
the stars underwent a study as he
pulled back the curtains, and told
them interesting things of the differ-
ent planets. Truly, Walter Gray,
the scientist, was not less interesting
than Walter Gray in the pulpit.

Tirzah had a new revelation of him
as one to whom the heavens were
unveiled by night, and the fields and
the flowers by day. The little leaf,
the tender grass, the glittering
water-drop, rock, stone, and star were
all alive with interest for him. The
very cobweb, shining in the moon-
light, became quite interesting, as he
talked. Tirzah was sorry when the
evening ended.

But it was almost as pleasant to rest
with Mrs. Gray's good-night: kiss on
her lips. Everything had come
about in such an unexpected way.
She thought of her own little garret,
but she had no desire to be there.
She was quite content as she lay, a
flood of moonlight streaming through
the parted curtains upon Ler bed.
It seemed as if the world of realities
were left behind, and for a few short
hours she were living in a dream.
Her foot gave an occasionai twinge
of pain, and then she fell into a quiet
sleep.

The birds, twittering in the old
cherry-tree outside, awakened her to
a sunny Sabbath morning.

Mrs. Gray's delicate touches had left
on the breakfast table all those im-
presses of refinement that Tirzah so
much loved. The brown toast looked
so tempting, and the coffee was de-
licious.  Tirzah could not but feel
content in the atwnosphere that sur-
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rounded her. Walter sat at the head
of the table, giving an occasional
nip to the Maltese cat that purred
beside him. After breakfast they
had family prayers, after which

'alter helped her into the cosy old
chair by the parfour window, and
having placed a little velvet stoo! be-
side her foot, then returned for a
few minutes to the dining-room. He
did not notice the parlour door swing
open behind him, and Tirzah heard
him saying in his cheeriest tone:

‘“Now, my dear little sweetheart of
a mother, I'm going to carry the
dishes out.”

And he plumped a kiss in true
boyish fashion on her still rosy
cheeks.

“Hush! Nonsense, Walter, you

foolish boy! Did you ever see such
a fellow, Miss Auldearn ?” she asked,
looking pleased, nevertheless.

“0Oh! Beg your pardon! Didn't
Lnow I left the door open,” said he,
as he proceeded to assist his mother
with a deftness that showed some ex-
perience in culinary duties.

As Tirzah became better acquainted
with the family during the day, she
found herself wondering more and
more what might be their history—
this gentle, refined family, settled
there in such a remote spot. Little
pieces of furniture, and little orna-
ments everywhere suggested other
circumstances. Perhaps Tirzah be-
trayed in some way her interest. At
any rate, Walter became more confi-
dential that afternoon.

It was just after dinner, and they
were in the parlour alone, when he
noticed her eyes fixed on a large
photograph on the wall.

“That is my father,” he said, with
a reverential look. “He had just
held a chair in Cornell University for
a year when he died.”

“Oh, indeed.”

“I was just a little fellow when
he died, Neilie and I. His life had
never been insured, and his worldly
goods amounted to little, but brave
mother shouldered the burden of rais-
ing us. She taught in a ladies’ col-
lege in New York State for fourteen
years, and we two grew up among the
girls in the boarding-school on some-
thing the same footing as the parrot
in the dining-room cage, and the kii-
tens that the girls fondled and kicked
by turns. You can understand my
admiration for poor mother. She
has been both father and mother to
us. She actually tried to put me
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through college. I, of course, worked
myself during vacation. But her
eyes failed a year ago, and Nellie
grew worse, so it was my turn to
take the burden.”

The clock struck three, and he rose
hestily to start for Sunday-school,
leaving her to think over the story
he had told—the mystery unravelled.

Grandpa Hurst came to take her
home that night, but it was some
time before she could move about
freely again. She had applied for
a situation in a night-school in To-
ronto during the coming winter, but
had received no reply as yet. She
was not anxious, however. In fact,
she had come to think with sorrow of
the day when she must leave Beth-
aven behind and follow a new path
into an unknown future.

Could she do it? The place had
suddenly grown sweet to her—very
sweef. She would sit by her garret
window in the moonlight, and her
eyes would rest at times on one little
light, sparkling there at the foot of
the hill. It was only a dream, she
told herself—a sweet, fleeting dream.
The time had not yet come for love.
She meant to climb the mount of her
ambitions. and when she had reached
the height there was time then for
love—love that would befit the height
and rank she craved. But not now
—not to-day. She had no thought of
being a village schoolmaster’s wife.
This was only a maiden fancy. A few
weeks more, and she would shake it
off and forget it. Aye, she must
forget.

-

THE QUEEN.

BY LIONEL JERVIS.

Enshrined in the royal minster, in the temple of silence and rest,

Lies buried the past of the nation in the graves of her bravest and best:
Princes and warriors and statesmen sleep in their sepulchres side by side,
Men who have lived for England ; men who for England have died.

By right of her lofty lineage, as a trust from the mighty dead,

They placed in her hand the sceptre, the erown on her fair young head ;
In the blush of her sunny maidsnhood she came as our Island Queen

By sovereign right to the proudest throne that ever the ages have seen.

Yet hers is a costlier sceptre, hers is a grander throne,

Hers is a diadem richer than of gems and of precious stone,—

Which treason shall never threaten, which the tempest of war may not move ;
"Pis the loyal heart of her Ewpire ; and she reigns by the right of love.

On every shore and in every clime where the flag of the homeland flies ;

Through Canada’s vast dominion, *neath Australia’s sunny skies ;

In African desert and forest, and afar on the barren main,

She has fettered the love of our hearts to her heart with the links of that golden chain.

In the kingdom of death and darkness, in the realm of eternal snow,
Neath the pallid light of the sunless night, the aurora’s shifting glow ;
In the desolate frozen wilderness, where the wolf and the ice-bear rove,
The heart of the dauntless explorer beats warm for his Queen with love.

In the kingdom of death and sunshine, in the land of jung]e and brake,

Where crouches the ruthless tiger, where rustles the dea

ly snake ;

In the land of the plague and the earthquake, in the land of carnage and strife,
Every acre of which has been purchased at the cost of an English life.

The hatred of race and the hatred of creed, which is bitterer still, are gone :
Briton and Indian, Gurkha and Sikh, in loyal devotion are one:

One prayer for the weal of the Empress goes up to the throne above,

For Mussulman, Buddhist, and Christian are one in that bond of love.

Who is the skilled magician, by the spell of whose potent wand

Shoulder to shoulder those erstwhile foes as brothers in battle stand ?

Their valour and faith the blazons of many a victory prove,

And their Queen is the royal enchantress ; and her charm is the spell of love,
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. THE QUEEN

The Queen’s Birthday will be celebra-
ted this year with an enthusiasm with
which it never was kept before.  Even
the pageantry of the Jubilee and Diiwond
Jubilee pale before the love and loyalty
that greet our venerable and beloved
sovereign as she goes on her message of
conciliation and kindness to Ireland.
Her womanly tact and sympathy have
touched the Irish heart as nothing has
for a hundred years. The Celtic soul,
hoth in Scotland and Ireland, delights to
find expression in a personal loyalty.
Hence the devotion of the Highlanders to
the Stuarts, and the Irish to their native
sovereigns. A thousand times better than
coercion and repression is the touch of
kindness that calls forth for the sover-
eign all the love and devotion of the
Irish hearts The siwple tribute to the
lowly shamrock and the honour paid to
the crowned harp thrilled the soul of
every Irvishman from Montreal to Mel-
hourne, from Toronto to the new Dritish
town of Bloemfontein.

The very rare disloyal utterances of a
few irreconcilable Nationalists but em-
phasize more strongly the general enthu-
siasm. Miss Maud Gonne, the mercenary
agent of the Nationalist, or rather An-
archist, Irish faction, has felt she must
do something to carn her pay. In the
vitriol press of Paris she therefore wreaks
her rage upon the vencrable sovereign
who has won the world’s homage as **the
most womanly of queens and the most
quecnly of women.’

The Queen has made the ancient city
of Dublin for the time the capitol of the
British Bmpire. The royal progresses,
the state functions, the pompand pagean-
try of the Court emphasize the Queen’s
appreciation of the valour and fidelity of
her Irish soldiers on many a foughten
fiell. We have pleasure in presenting
engravings of some of the principal
huildings of the ancient capital. :

The large and pretty square of St.
Stephen’s Green, with its cluster of trees
and beauntiful greensward, is surrounded
by many of the finest buildings in the
city.  In thecentre is the fine equestrian
statue of George I1., and on the north
side isa bronze statue of the late Earl of
Eulington.

Trinity College is an imposing struc-
ture built of Portland stone in the Cor-
inthian style. Not even Oxford has as
large and wealthy a4 foundation. At the
entrance there are twa fine hronze statues
of Galdsmith and Burke.

IN TRELAXND.

The Parlianment, House, now the Bank
of Ireland, is in College Green, just
across from the college.  As T strolled
through. the historic old building I asked
a servant if he would like Home Rule
again.  **Some might, belike,” he said,
““notI; shure, what's the difter /” which
cheerful philosophy 1 did not seek to
disturh.

On the site of the present venerable
Cathedial of St. Patrick a place of wor-
ship was erected by the patron saint of
Ireland in A.D. 448. The present build-
ing was begun in 1190, and has recently
been restored by the late Sir B. L. Guin-
ness at a very large outlay.  In the
chancel there 1s a tablet to the memory
of Schomberg, & monument to the Farl
of Cork, and the remains of Dean Swift
and Mrs. Hester Johnson (the = Stella ™
of his poetry) are covered by two marble
slabs. The battle tlags, dyed with the best
blood of Ireland’s warriors, hang above
the choir stalls,

On the front of the Custom House.
shown in one of our half-tones, are four
allegorical figures of trade, commeree, cte.
“What are those,” asked a tourist. **Oh.
those are the apostles,” replied the Irish
cabby. *“But therewere twelve apostles,™
the traveller .replied, where are the
others 2" “*Och, sure,” was the quick-
witted answer, ““the others are inside
counting the money.”

assing along the quays of the River
Litiey (which runs through the centre of
the city) and through various streets, we
come to Aungin Street, in which will he
found a queer-looking old hause, sure to
arrest attention by its oddity, but rejoic-
ing in more than its peculiavity of style.
In this house the Bard of Erin, Thomas
Moore, was horn May 28th, 1780. At
that time his father kept a groeery store.

“Dublin,” suys Mr. Haight, **lacks
the thrift and enterprise of its northein
sister city, Belfast. It possesses a fine
harbour in its noble bay, guarded on one
side by the hills of Howth, and on the
other by Killiney Hill.  There are many
fine buildings, a noble university, pablic
schaols, and courts of law. It is well
supplied with plices of worship of every
denomination, and has several beautiful
parks and squares for the recreation of
its citizens, as well as musenms, art gal-
leries, hotanie gardens, and other places
of instruction and amusement. It is
favourably situated for trade and com-
merce, and yet Dublin is not a prosperous
city.”
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TELEGRAPHY.

BY C. A, CHANT, B.A.

At the present time there are three
different methods in  practical use for
transmitting signals across space without
connecting wires, and it is rather vemark-
able that, although the principles in-
volved in cach arve radically ditferent from
those in the others, they have all come
into actual use only within the last two or
three years. On investigation, however,
we find that each system is the outcome
of many years of thought and experi-
mental research. I shall try to give a
brief account of each of these methods.

1. WiLLovcasy SMiti's CoNDUCTION
MgeTioDn.

Very early in the history of the electric

copper cable has one end, from which the
insulation has been removed, immersed
in the haven: and from here it runs
through the Post Oflice, and then west for
a mile to Galley Cove. There it enters
the water again, and is continued until it
is within sixty feet of therock, where the
other end is kept in position by a copper
mushroom anchor, A, weighing 5 ewt.,
and firmly attached to the conductor of
the cable. From the lighthouse cables
are led to the water on each side of the
rock, terminating at both ends in a con-
siderable length of bare copper wire,
which is always immersed in the water.
To ensure this, holes are drilled in the
solid rock to a depth of twenty feet below

Fastne?
Q Roex

telegraph it was discovered that the earth
might be used as a portion of an clectric
circuit, and it is upon this fact that the
conduetion method is based.  The system
is in operation between the mainland and
the Fastnet lighthouse, which is upun a
barren rock eight niles from the south-
west point of Ireland. It can most casily
be explained by means of a diagram (not
drawn to scale).

The rock is 80 feet high, 360 feet long
and 150 feet wide at its breadest portion.
The Crookbaven Post-uffice is about 200
yards from the haven. A well insulated

low water, and the copper wire securely
fastened in them. At the Post-office a
battery of 10 Leclanché cells is inserted
in the main cable, and at the lighthouse
a delicate galvanometer is inserted in the
cahle which runs across the rock. Now,
when a current is produced in the main
cable, the current does not pass from A
to B (or B to A) in a single line through
the sea, but it spreads out into a broad
sheet, enough of it passing through the
rock cable to be detected by the galvano-
meter. Upon reversing the direction of
the first current the galvanometer is de-
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flected in the opposite direction, and
signals corresponding to the Morse code
can be casily transmitted.  This installa-
tion has been in successful operation since
1896. '

Most people would ask why not direetly
conneet the two places by cable, but an
acquaintance with some of the violent
storms which sweep round an exposed
lighthouse would at once answer the
question.  Some  years ago, during a
severe gale, the glass of the lantern of
this lighthouse, 150 feet above sea-level,
was smashed in, and on the top of the
rock, during a winter storm, the men
dare not venture for a moment from their
hut as they would be blown off like flies.
Indeed to keep the rock cable in place, a
deep groove had to be cut down the rock
face, and the cable finmly held init by
Portland cement.

II. Preece’s InprerioN MEeTHOD.

Sir W, H. Precce was, until recently,
the distinguished engineer-in-chief of the
British Postal Telegraphs. In 1884 he
found that signals which were being sent
by telegraph along wires buried in the
carth could be detected on the telephone
wires strung on housetops 80 feat above
the ground.  Messages sent on the tele-
graph wire were actually read by an
operator with the telephone receiver to
his car.  Careful experiment showed that
the effect was purely due to induction,
and after many laboratory tests the in-
vestigation was continued on a larger
scale by using the lines throughout the
country. Between two square circuits of
a single turn of insulated wire, one quar-
ter of a mile to the side, and laid on the
ground a quarter of a mile apart, con-
versation could be carried on by tele-
vhone.  Numerous experiments were
made on telegraph lines parallel to each
other, and in one case effects were de-
tected between wires along the east and
west coasts, near the Scottish border, and
over 30 miles apart. In 1895 the cable
connecting the island of Mull and the
mainland broke down, and a cable-ship
could not be obtained immediately to
repair it.  So an insulated wire one and
a half miles long was laid along the
Argyleshire coast, and grounded at the
ends, and between it and the ordinary
iron wire along the coast of Mull messages
were exchanged for a week until the cable
was repaired. Here the space signalled
over was two miles, and about 160 mes-
sages were transmitted.

The best results, however, were ob-
tained down by the Bristol Channel.  Be-
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tween Lavernock Point, in Wales, and
the island of Flat Holm, on which is a
fort, nearly three and a half miles out in
the Channel, messages were freely sent.
Indeed, the experiments were so suc-
cessful that the line shas been ve-crected
and made permanent, and has been used
for regular daily service for the last two
years  On the Welsh coast is a good
copper conductor over a mile long sus-
pended on poles and with the ends
earthed, while on the island is a wire
about one-third of a mile long, parallel
to the first, and earthed in the same way.
Thus the carth forms one half of each
circuit, but Preece thinks that he has
positively shown that the effeet isin no
wise due to earth conduction. A rapidly
interrupted current from 50 Leclanché
cells in one circuit is broken up by a key
into dots and dashes, and these ave heard
in the second cireuit, in a telephone re-
ceiver inserted into it, and are casily read
as Movse signals.

An attempt to commect Ireland and
England by induction was unsuccessful.
In England the line wire ran from Car-
lisle, near the border, to the south-west
point of Wales, and in Ireland a wire 1an
from Belfast to Wexford.  Both ends of
cach were earthed. Then signals were
praduced in one circuit whilst a telephone
receiver was inserted in the other. Sig-
nals were heard, but nothing definite.
Preece describes it as a ¢* weird, strange,
babble of noises that was mysterious and
disappointing.” To allow this experi-
ment to be made the entire telegraph
system of the country was stopped from
midnight to 2 a.n. one Sunday in June,
1895.

III. Marcoxr’s HErTz-Wave MeTHOD,

The third system which has shown it-
self able to do *ractive service” is that
devised by Marconi, whose recent brilliant
success has provided many parvagraphs for
the sensational press.  Gulichno Marconi
was born in Bologna in 1874, and from
carly youth has been an enthusiastic stu-
dent of electricity. In July, 1895, he
went to England and showed to Precee
the method he had evolved for signalling
without wires ; and though the former was
busily engaged at that very time in per-
fecting his own induction method, he
most cordially received the young inven-
tor, and together they proceeded to test
the new method.

Maveoni's system is entirely different
from the others, and is based on the use
of clectric waves. At the beginning of
the present century-—which, by the way,
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is still the nineteenth—several physieists,
notably, Young and Fresnel, definitely
established the undulatory theory of light
on a firm foundation. According to this
theory, light-energy is transmitted from
one part of the universe to another by
means of vibrations or quiverings of a
substance which is supposed to fill all
space and which is known as the ether.
Shortly afterwards the illustrious Faraday
began his experimental researches into
the various phenomena of science, in the
course of which he made o host of most
important discoveries, many of them
being the pioneer steps of the great prac-
tical advances in science during our own
tines.

GULIELMO MARCONIL

A distinguishing feature of Faraday's
view of natural processes is his attempt
to explain what is known as “*action at a
distance.” Newton formulated the law
according to which bodies act on each
other, but Faraday sought to explain how
the action took place. He felt certain
that if one body exerts an action upon
another, they cannot be absolutely iso-
lated from each other with nothing what-
ever between them.  To test the correct-
ness of his view he placed various bodies
between other bodies which were exerting
cleetrie or magnetie action on each other,
and he found this action much moditied.
Indeed, he belicved the medium between
was absolutely essential, that it was the
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nmieans by which the influence was carvied
from one hody to the other. If a body
moves in any direction it must experience
a push from behind or a pull from in
front, and in clectrie, magnetic and other
such forees this push or pull is due to the
medium about the bodies.  Somewhat
similarly, many people think that in a
common water-pump the water rises he-
cause it 3s **sucked up,” whereas all the
sucking in the world could not bring
water forward unless the atmosphere (or
other source of pressure) were present to
push it from behind.

According to this modern view the
charging of a conductor with electricity
does not consist in pumping into it or
heaping upon it so mueh of a very subtle
fluid, but rather in twisting or distorting
in some way the ether abont the conductor,
the greater the twist or strain the greater
the **charge ” which we consider as rest-
ing there.  When an clectric current (to
used the old method of speaking) Howing
in one coil is altered in any way, another
current is induced in a neighbouring coil.
To get a mental view of what goes on
here we must consider the coils to be im-
mersed in the ether, so that when that
portion about one coil is distorted or
strained in any way and the strain quickly
released, the ether will spring back, but
before settling down to its normal condi-
tion it wiil exccute a number of oscilla-
tions, and the disturbance or shaking-up
thus produced in the cther will spread
out in every direction.  When it arrives
at the scecond coil it will be recognized
there as a momentary electric current.

These were the views held hy Faraday,
and he attempted to measure the time re-
quired by electric or magnetic foree to
travel from one body to another, but he
wias unsuecessful.  After him came James
Clark Maxwell (born 1831 ; died 1879),
who carefully studied Faraday’s account
of his researches and then set about put-
ting them into mathematical language.
In a paper published in 1864, an investi-
gation of the clectro-magnetic field was
given on mechanical principles, and after
a masterly analysis the couclusion was
reached that electric and maguetic actions
should be transmitted with a velocity
numerically equal to the ratio between the
electro-magmetic and electrostatic units
of ecleetricity.  Actual measurement of
this ratio showed it to be very nearly
cqual to the number expressing the ve-
locity of light. Maxwell, therefore, con-
cluded that he had demonstrated not only
that clectric action was due to some-
thing going on in a wedium, but that
this medinm was the very cther postu-
lated in the wave theory of light. Thus
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luminous action should be considered as
a particular kind of electrical action, and
this hypothesis is known as the electro-
magnetic theory of light.

This work was before the scientific
public for many yeiwrs before any direct
experimental proof of its correctness was
made. A very select few seemed to ap-
preciate the problem and tried to solve it,
but the great discovery was made by a
young German professor of physics, Hein-
rich Hertz. In 1836, whilst experiment-
ing with some lecture apparatus, he
noticed & smali spark where he had not
expected it, and this apparently trivial
observation formed the long-sought clue
to the whole question. In the next four
or five years Hertz published a series of
papers describing his researches, in which
he showed that the electric disturbances
were transmitted in waves quite the same
as light and with the same velocity, that
they could be reflected, refracted and
polarized quite the same as ordinary light-
waves. Hertz died on January 1st, 1894,
aged 37. His brilliant labours have been
continued by a host of investigators in
every part of the world, and many im-
provements in the method of generating
and detecting the electric waves have
heen made.

In order to excite these electric oscil-
lations the ether must be strained and
then let go suddenly. This is best done
by causing sparks to pass between polished
metallic knobs, from which the vibrations
spread out in all directions just as does
light from a candle. The eye, which is so
marvelleusly sensitive to light-waves, is
entirely unaffected by these longer waves,
but a very simple method has been found
to detect their presence. If a glass tube
be filled with bits—such as filings or turn-
ings—of metal, and an attempt be made
to send a current of electricity through it,
the resistance of the metallic pieces will
be found to be very high ; butif the tube
be placed near the source of electric waves
the resistance falls remarkably. The par-
ticles appear to ‘‘stick together,” and
Lodge, who introduced this for the pur-
pose of a detector of electric waves, there-
fore called it a cohérer. Thus, suppose
a galvanometer, a coherer and a voltaic
cell be joined in series. Ordinarily the
coherer has such a high res’stance that
the current is too small to affect the gal-
vanometer, but, if sparks be produced
near it, the galvanometer needle is at
once deflected, showing a reduction in
the resistance. A slight tap decoheres
the detector, and it is then ready for
further waves to produce their effect.

Methodist Mugazine and Review.

At once there would be suggested a
method of signalling without wires—at
one place have a suitable spark-producing
apparatus, and at a distance away have a
coherer circuit. The disturbance made
by the former will be detected by the
latter. This is Marconi's method. Be-
fore his work, the space over which
signalling was possible was not very great,
and in order to increase this distance
Marconi introduced several modifications,
the chief one being the addition of a long
vertical wire to the transmitting knobs
and the use of a special form of sensitive
coherer. The former I think the essen-
tial improvement, and it increased the
effectiveness of the apparatus to a re-
markable degree. A tall, vertical wire is
also added to the coherer circuit, but this
is hardly original with Marconi, as Lodge
had used the same idea some time before.
The coherer consists of a small glass tube
of about ¢, of aninch internal diameter,
with two silver pole-pieces fitting closely
in this, and separated by a space of
ahout 3; of an inch, in which filings of
nickel andsilver are put. When properly
adjusted, the tube is exhausted of air and
sealed off. To *‘decohere” the tube and
render it ready to receive new signals a

little hammer is made to strike against
it as in an electric bell. In the second
diagram is an outline of the essential
parts of transmitter and receiver. I is
the induction coil which produces sparks
between the knobs K. To one knob is
attached a long vertical wire, T, and to
the othera wire, E, leading down to the

earth. C is the coherer at the receiving
station. From one end of it runs up a

long vertical wirz, R, while the other end
is joined to earth by a wire F, though T
believe this is not very necessary. The
signals are observed here as deflexions of
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the galvanometer, G, joined in circuit
with & battery and the coherer. In the
third diagram is shown the method by
which the tube is decohered and prepared
for other signals. The two ends of the
coherer are joined to a delicate relay, D,
a battery, B, being also in the circuit.
When the resistance of the coherer, C,
falls, caused by the arrival of the electric
waves from the transmitter, the armature
of the relay is drawn aside (to the left)
and completes the circuit in which the
clectric vibrator and battery, B2, is

4

|

placed. As long as the waves fall on C,
the vibrator will continue to tap the tube.
It is usual to have a sounder, or an in-
strument for marking the signals on
paper, but by simply listening to the
length of time that the little hammer
rattles against the tube, signals, according
to the Morse code, can be read.

The greatest distance over which signals
have been sent is eighty-five miles. Dur-
ing the recent international yacht race at
New York, Marconi reported the progress
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of the two yachts from a vessel carrying
his transmitting apparatus. On his re-
turn to England by the $.S. St. Paul,
messages were sent from the ship to the
Needles (off the west end of the Isle of
Wight) while yet seventy-six miles from
thewm.

To the student of pure science, who is
specially interested in new principles, and
not in their commercial applications,
Marconi’s work seems very small com-
pared to that of Faraday, Maxwell, Hertz
or Lodge. He is rather an inventor, but
as it is the successful inventor who ap-
peals directly to the people, his name has
been more prominent of late, and many
think Marconi is the sole originator of
the new telegraphy. Such a claim, I am
sure, no one would more quickly re-
pudiate than Marconi himself. However,
when one examines the various improve-
ments introduced by Marconi in perfect-
ing his apparatus, or reads his patent
specifications, and especially considers
the fact that he has just completed his
twenty-sixth year, it must be concluded
that his work is most important, and that
he has a brilliant future before him.

Before dismissing the subject, perhaps
I should refer to a system which has
been devised by Lodge, by which signals
have been sent over two miles, but which
has not yet been fully tested. 1t is based
on the principle of electric oscillations,
but in his apparatus they are not nearly
so rapid as in Marconi's, and the receiving
and transmitting devices are accurately
“tuned” to cach other, so that the re-
ceiver will respond to its proper trans-
mitter and to no other. The effect is some-
what analogous to resonance in sound.

THE DYING CENTURY.

BY SIR LEWIS MORRIS.

Another Century dies,
In war and blood and pain.
Our longing, straining eyes
Look forth for Peace in vain.
For Christ the myriads fall
Butchered by Turk or Kurd.
Comes there no end ? Isall
The hope of men in vain?
Comes not the Lord again
O’er all the Earth to reign,
As spake the Word?

Slow are God’s judgments, slow

To man’s impatient thought ;
Slow-paced the Ages grow,

In vain the goal is sought.
Armed to the teeth to-day

The jealous peoples stand ;

Worse blight than of decay,
Worse burden than of war, .
The enormous fleets and legions

are;
Dumb Terror speeding fast and far
O’er sea and land !

"Tis nigh two thousand years
Since came the Prince of peace.

Return Thou, calm our fears,
Make strife and war to ccase.

Thick clouds to-day of doubt
Obscure our faithful sight.

Shine, blesscd Sun, shine out,
The storms of passion still,

* Again, O hidden Will,
The wintry Earth fulfil
With Peace and Light.

—Independent.
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SOUTH

AFRICA: A CAPE TOWN

VIEW . *

BY W. R. QUINAN.

l\bridged from The Outlook.)

The British Empire as we know it
to-day, with its public conscience, its
sense of justice and fair play, its
toleration and protection of all creeds,
all races and conditions of men ; its
splendid soms, kings in all but name,
who go out to rule inferior races with
beneficence and strength, is, as Cap-
tain Mahan says, a growth. There
has been always a progress towards
better things, but not without slips
and false steps on the way. Eng-
land’s success as a colonizing power
has been due mainly to a wise temper-
ing of sentiment with common-sense.
She has not prepared a procrustean
bed and compelled her subject races
to lie upon it. She has consulted
their customs, respected their pre-
judices, confirmed their laws, and
used their methods of administration
when these could be made to serve
her purpose.

When she took possession of the
Dutch Colony of the Cape, about the
beginning of the century,
made, on the whole, a good start.
Towards their old home government,
with its vexatious restrictions and
regulations, the Dutch were some-
what disaffected. The greater free-
dom under English rule tended to re-
move all sources of irritation, and a
wise, conciliatory policy might have
produced in time a fusion of the two
races into a harmonious people.
This wholesome process received its
first great check in the early thirties
by the emancipation of the slaves
and the subsequent legislation to pro-
tect them. This act of philanthropy
was brought about with dramatic
completeness throughout the British
colonies by the missionaries and senti-
mentalists who at that time ruled the
English Cabinet, Emancipation was

*The author of thisarticleis an American,
a West Point graduate, who served for some
years in the United States army. He has
had somewhat unusual opportunities of be-
coming acquainted with the conditions of
the South African problem, and this paper
was written in response to the request of
friends in America to state, for their benefit,
the equities of the questions now occupying
the attention of the world.—7%e Editors of
the. Outlook.

England .

a step upward, but it should have
been taken with caution and respect
for the susceptibilities of the colon-
ists. The blow fell chiefly upon the
Dutch, who were the slave-holders of
the colony. These people believed
that they had been grievously
wronged. They went forth, with bit-
terness in their hearts, to brave the
perils of the wilderness rather than
remain subject to England’s colonial
policy. The name of England to the
ignorant, back-country Boer is still a
synonym for oppression and injustice.
To this period may be traced the be-
ginnings of a race hatred which has
been the hidden spring of South
African woes. The missionaries have
done noble work in South Africa, but

it is doubtful if their good deeds are

not more than offset by the mischief
they unwittingly wrought during this
period in alienating the two white
races. Their activity in this work
had a noble motive behind it—the
protection of a weaker race—but it
has borne bitter fruit.

The life on the veldt, which fos-
tered a loye of independence, and de-
veloped individuality, was not cal-
culated to make the Boer a good mem-
ber of organized society. In the days
of the frekkers a certain degree of
co-operation for the common defence
was an absolute necessity ; but when
the savages were finally driven beyond
the Limpopo, even this organization
was lost, and each individual acted as
though his immediate family was an
independent state. The attempt to
organize a settled government was a
failure. The Boer would pay no
taxes for its support, and would sub-
mit to no authority which he himself
had created. In 1877 the country of
the Transvaal Boers was bankrupt
and in disorder from the rivalry of
religious and political factions. More-
over, the country was menaced by
powerful tribes both on the north and
south. To the better-educated part
of the people, a sprinkling of whom
was English, the only safety seemed
to be in annexation and the protecting
arm of England. Most of the Boers
themselves, if they did not favour the
step, gave at least a sullen acquies-
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cence. The country was annexed by
proclamation, .and a Commissioner
was permanently stationed at Pretoria
to represent her Majesty.

The annexation has been con-
demned by an English historian as
“ scandalous,” and yet so far as the
Boers were concerned, it must be re-
garded, on the whole, as a generous
act. The country was bankrupt,
disordered, and apparently barren of
resources. Its great mineral wealth
was unknown, Moreover, the task
of subduing the powerful Zulus under
Cetewayo, undertaken as one of the
preliminary conditions, was a gigantic
one, which cost England dearly in
blood and treasyre, and should have
earned some measure of gratitude
from the defenceless Boers. In a few
months more, under the menace of
Cetewayo’s organized legions and the
pressure of internal disorders, an
overwhelming majority of the people
would have committed themselves to
the step and been bound to support a
government established with their
consent. No such precaution was
taken, and when the immediate dan-
gers had passed, and Cetewayo’s
power had been broken, a party of
opposition sprang up and grew like
a mushroom in the night. Kruger,
the most dangerous man to English
supremacy, after a trip to England to
protest against annexation, had ac-
cepted office under the Crown, and
needed the stipend, because, like most
of his countrymen, he was desperately
poor. His office was taken from him,
and his energies turned against the
English.

No steps were taken to meet the
storm which was coming, and the
country was ablaze with insurrection
while the British Commissioner was
still sending out cheerful despatches.
The war broke out in the autumn of
1880, and took England by surprise.
The first news of the slaughter of
British soldiers at Bronkerspruit was
followed by the siege of the little gar-
risons  scattered throughout the
country.

The Governor of Natal, Sir George
Colley, with an ill-conditioned foree,
attempted to relieve the beleaguered
garrisons by invading the Transvaal,
hut the Boers took possession of the
northern neck and kept him at bay.
In the fighting the British were
worsted in every encounter. It cul-
minated in the disaster of Majuba,
where a precipitous mountain was
stormed by the Boers and a British
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force of about equal strength an-
nihilated. One of the most brilliant
soldiers of the day, Sir George Colley,
paid with his life for the blindness
of the Pretorian Commissioner.

The subsequent history is well
known. It is a curious and interest-
ing fact that the present war has
grown directly out of what the New
York Herald declared at the time to
be the most magnanimous act ever
done by a powerful government to-
wards a smaller state. The people
of England, and especially the British
army, longed to wipe out the stain of
Majuba. The army seemed to hold
the Boers in the hollow of its hand.
Sir Evelyn Wood was within a few
days’ march of Majuba with an over-
whelming force, Buller had already
reached Cape Town, and Roberts, who
bad been appointed to the supreme
command as in the present war, was
on the way from England. The
issue could not be doubted. But at
the critical moment the British Min-
istry cried, ‘“ Halt.” As Mr. Balfour
has said in a recent speech, it was
done partly from magnanimity and
partly from fear—fear that the whole
of South Africa would be set ablaze
with the horrors of civil war. We
are free to think that it was mag-
nanimity on the part of Gladstone, and
fear on the part of some of his col-
leagues that made them consent to the
plan. We in America, with our ad-
miration for the “ Grand Old Man,”
are willing to believe that he made a
terrible mistake, but we are not will-
ing to believe that he was swayed ex-
cept by the noblest motives. We im-
agine him saying, “We will not
conquer this brave people. Our
annexation of their country was a
mistake., We thought they wished it,
but it is evident they do not. We
will give them back their internal in-
dependence and restore peace to South
Africa. We will gain their good will,
and in a little while the races will
harmonize, and there will be no more
trouble in the country.”

How has the result justified these
hopes of one of the best and noblest
men in the world ? The brave but
ignorant Boers took a different view.
They had no means of forming a
judgment beyond the narrow horizon
of their own experience. They
thought that they had fought Eng-
land to a standstill, and that she
had declined to renew the contest for
fear of worse defeat. From the
case with which they had beaten the
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British soldiers under Colley, they
conceived a superiority of race. Every
Boer was better and braver than a
‘“ Rooinek,”* and thus, to a previous
sentiment of dislike, was added an-
other even more dangerous to the
peace of South Africa : a contempt for
the fighting qualities of the rival race.

A conimon-sense moral can be
drawn from this: magnanimity to an
enemy, unless he recognizes it as such,
is a mistake.

The discovery of the gold fields in
the Transvaal, and the rush of foreign-
ers to the Rand, have hastened the
march of events by bringing the races
into irritating contact, and creating
issues upon which agreement was
impossible.

The Transvaal became the plague-
spot from which spread the disease
of unrest to all parts inhabited by
the two races. In Cape Colony the
Dutch and English have enjoyed for
some years the benefits of constitu-
tional government. All are equal
before the law, and, but for the Trafis-
vaal question, the two races might
have buried their differences in a com-
mon prosperity. That question has
divided them in recent years—though
there are many individual exceptions
—into two hostile camps. The cdin-
paign of Majuba was unfinished.
Nothing was really settled by it. It
was a chapter in a book, broken off
abruptly, leaving the story—the dues-
tion at issue—in suspense.

The Boers have realized this more
clearly than the Engligh, and they
have made extraordinary preparations
for the coming trial. From a weak
pastoral community they have
grown in a few years into the greatest
military power, in proportion to popu-
lation, on the face of the globe. The
wealth that has come ta them through
the exploitation of their mineral re-
sources by the Uitlanders they have
spent in building forts, in purchas-
ing guns and munitions of war, and
in hiring Buropean experts to teach
them gunnery and military engineer-
ing. It has been a settled belief
among the more ignorant that they
could whip England single-handed at
any time, and without these helps,
but the leaders have left no stone un-
turned to insure success.

* A contemptuous epithet or nickname
for an Englishman in common use among
the Dutch—meaning ¢ red neck,” in allusion
to the sensitiveness of the Englishman’s
skin under the African sun.
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England, on the contrary, has been
blind to the situation. She has
allowed a great military power, in-
tensely hostile to her, to grow up un-
der her very mnose. Thousands of
rifles, hundreds of modern guns, and
tons of ammunttion have passed
through her ports, and been forwarded
over her railways to the Transvaal,
without exciting the slightest sus-
picion or even interest. [Feeling se-
cure in her great strength and pacific
intentions, or absorbed in commercial
matters, she has remained only half-
conscious of what was going on.
‘While the leviathan slept, her pygmy
antagonist wrought and waxed strong
and got ready for the fight.

The policy and pfans of the Boer
leaders have been clearly disclosed
under the searchlight of war. Gen-
eral Joubert’s letters to friends in
Europe have shown the simple method
of hoodwinking the British Intelli-
gence Department. Moreover, when
war was declared, and there was no
longer anything to be gained by con-
cealment, some of these leaders dis-
cussed their plans frankly with Uit-
landers, who were late in leaving the
Rand, so that there is no longer any
doubt as to certain salient facts.

The Boers had determined to repu-

.diate the Convention of 1884, and de-

clare their absolute independence at
the first favourable opportunity—that
is, when England was embarrassed by
some European complication, and
could not devote her energies to Africa.
If war resulted, the Boers intended
to invade Natal, and reduce that pro-
vince before sufficient troops could be
assembled for its defence. XKim-
berley, with its diamond mines, was
also to be wrested from the British
and restored to its rightful owner,
the Free State. How nearly this
programme was carried out in the
present war every one knows, That
the Boers expected valuable help from
their Dutch brethren in Cape Colony
is also evident.

However this may be, eight months
ago not a prominent Englishman in
Africa or elsewhere believed a war
possible—for one reason, the »dds
seemed too great; while every Boer
leader in the Transvaal knew that
unless England proved craven it was
inevitable—but the time was not ripe
then. The favourable moment had
not come. England was free-handed.
The Boers must complete their, pre-
parations, as far as possible, and must
have water and grass for their ponies,
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to enable them to take the fieild. The
autumn would bring these advan-
tages, and likewise gales on the At-
lantic to cripple the English trans-
ports. So they sparred for time in
the negotiations till the proper hour
had come, when they had more to lose
than to gain by delay, and then threw
down the gauntlet.

England had been outwitted once
more. She had to accept the chal-
lenge and enter upon a contest, the
magnitude of which, in the beginning,
she had no conception of. She is
now paying in blood and treasure for
some of her past mistakes. But no
one can say that she is not nobly

making the sacrifice. She has awaked
at last, and not a moment too soon.
A little more delay, a little more
bLlindness, and her South African em-
pire would have been lost to her for-
ever.

‘Whatever may be our admiration
for and sympathy with the brave
Boers, we must not forget that the
present is a struggle between progress
and mediaevalism. England’s cause
is the cause of modern civilization, of
all that marks our advance in f{ree-
dom, justice, and political altruism for
the last hundred years. God be with
her, for there is much at stake.

THE VANITY OF MUCH SPEAKING.

BY CYRUS H. YOUNG.

A superficial observer would have at
once christened Felix Lane as the most
religious man in the whole village of
Furra. Every Sunday saw him in his
accustomed pew in the small brick church,
an attentive listener to the truths set forth.
At the weekly Wednesday night prayer-
meeting in the basement of the church he
was a punctual attendant, and whenever
other such meetings were held from hone
to home during the winter months, he
was the first and heartiest to give assist-
ance. Many revival services had been
conducted by consecutive ministers on
that circuit, and in each of these he was
a prominent and progressive figure. He
could make a longer and more expressive
prayer, and could give a testimony or
exhortation more eloquent, substantiating
his words with Biblical quotations niore
numerous and apt than any of his church
contemporaries.

He was among the first to extend a
friendly hand to a new pastor. He con-
tributed quite munificently into the
treasury of the church. If a requirement
for charity came directly under his eyes
he gave to the fulfilment of the demand.
In his daily business he was honest and
upright, dealing aright to the smallest
fraction.  Therefore 1 say, he might, to
a man who looked merely over these
things, have been termed Furra’s most
religious character.

And Felix himself believed with all
his heart that he was a very godly man.
But this does not imply that he consid-
ered himself a perfect example before
men. 'Tis true he thought that he

was leading a blameless life, void of
offence before God and man, yet he often
said that many of his fellows were better
than he. He ever sought to discover any
faults that perchance by accident were
creeping into his spiritual life, and to this
end he made frequent analysis of his
daily walk, and it was always un-
told satisfaction to find, as he termin-
ated his meditations, that his path accord-
ing to his view was in all straightness.
He dealt honestly with all men. He
loved his fellow beings and had done
wrong to no man. He searched the Scrip-
tures diligently and prayed twice a day to
his Creator. Before men he lifted up
his Saviour and pointed out the way of
life. What else could he do? Surely,
surely, he was a ri,hteous man ¢

But there was one thing that always
puzzled him ; vne thing he never could
understand. Notwithstanding the recti-
tude of his life as it appeared to him,
very, very few persons seemed to have
any great faith in him.  His neighbours
listened to his eloquent exhortations, and
to his earnest supplications that men
might be saved from the wrath to come.
But he noticed that few, if any, imputed
his efforts to pure and holy motives, and
that his seed fell upon barren ground
indeed. Believing himself to be one of
God’s humble children, and one of His
instruments for bringing wandering souls
to Himself, this state of feeling he never
could comprehend.

Perhaps if he had been in the parlour
of one of his neighbour’s houses one after-
noon, he would have heard from the lips
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of two young ladies some sentiments that
might have directed his mind into a
channel where it had never dreamed of
moving before. It was the winter season,
revival services were in full progress in
that village church, and Felix had con-
ducted the meeting in the absence of the
pastor on the previous evening,.

“It was a very profitable meeting,”
remarked one of the ladies, Miss Day.
¢ Mr. Lane is nearly as good as the pastor
himself.”

*“Pshaw ! returned the othe: lady,
Miss Black, ‘I wouldn’t give a copper
for all his fine words and speeches. What
good are they without a force behind
them ?”

“But Mr. Lane certainly is a goad
man ?”

¢ Perhaps he is; but if so some of his
conduct looks strange to me. Why, just
the other day he discharged one of his
clerks, a boy, the only support of his
widowed mother, for making a slight mis-
take in an account. The poor fellow is
nearly broken-hearted about it, for it’s so
hard for one in his station to get a job,
and if he doesn’t get one the people of the
village will hiave to help them, for they're
very poor, even though honest and indus-
trious. Now that’s just the way he deals
with every one else. If people don't
come up to his standard he just cuts them
off, and still he says he loves them. It's
a curious way of showing it. I think.”

¢ Tt certainly doesn’t look reasonable,”
said Miss Day, beginning to weigh the
religion of Felix ; ¢ there might be bet-
ter ways of showing his love.”

“Far better; and even in last night’s
meeting, there was something that hurt
me very much. Did you notice anything
out of the way?”

‘t Not particularly.”

¢ Why, didn’t you see that not one per-
son said a word to poor Florence Gray,
who came forward for the first time last
night !  She is a nice girl, and pretty, I
think, but her parents have hard struggles
to get along. Now, it was Mr. Lane’s
duty, as leader of that service, to go, even
if none else did, and speak some words of
comfort and cheer to her. But he did
not, and I can’t help but believe it was
because she was so poorly dressed, for he
went to every one of the other seekers.
Suppose we gonow and make her a visit?”

“T'm ready ; I would be happy in do-
ing her any good.”

So they went, and I have no doubt that
when they left her, more joy was in Flor-
ence’s heart than it had known for many
a year.
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Innocent Felix did not know what
argument his life had lent to his neigh-
bours, nor did he scem to realize that the
two points noted by Miss Black were in
any way derogatory to Christian living,
nor that he was every day making similar
additions to them, and thereby causing
more and more distrust in his neighbours
towards himself. ¢¢Friends,” he said, in
the course of his remarks that evening,
¢ I thank God that I am at peace with all
men. I love my fellow beings and earn-
estly strive to do them all the good 1 can,
even as Christ went up and down the land
of Palestine doing good. I pray that my
heart may be filled with more charity,
more sympathy, more justice than ever
before, and that I shall never bring scorn
upon the name of Jesus.”

Perhaps he meant these words, but his
neighbours failed to see them verified in
his actions.

But a clearer conception of the truth
was soon to be revealed to Felix, and he
was soon to sec from whence proceeded
the villagers’ small faith in him.

One evening towards the close of these
services, he got into a slight controversy
with one of the younger men of the con-
gregation over the matter and length of
testimonies.

*“Don’t you think,” said the young man,
‘“ that when men make such a glowing and
lengthy testimony, that they tell of more
than they exactly feel 1”

¢ ¢Qut of the abundance of the heart
the mouth speaketh,”” replied Felix.
“Ifa man’s heart is filled he must express
what is there.”

“But come a little closer to what I
mean ; aren’t there plenty of men who
never do half what ought to be prompted
from what they say they feel 27

*“ Well, to confess the truth,” replied
Felix, very reluctantly, ‘I believe there
are.”

“‘Then it follows that they are deceiving
themselves.”

«If they do not act in accordance with
wha,ti they say they feel in the heart, they
are.

‘“Are they wilfully, then, leading a
deceptive life 7”7

“Oh! hardly; you see it's a hard
thing to express clearly one’s religion.”

¢ Much more then should their testi-
monies not be a thoughtless group of sen-
tences. but a studied delivery, and if they
cannot express aright, they should not
express at all.”

¢ But we are told to let our light shine
before men.”

“How? by word testimonies and
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prayers hefore men? Oh! no; we are
to sn shine that men may see cur good
works, good works to be accented before
anything else, and then, and then only,
will we give forth a true light.”

Felix Lane went home that night think-
ing as he had never thought before. Was
he giving forth the true light; he began to
ask himself : Did his daily deeds bear out
the exact sentiments he so exuberantly
expressed ? Did he really feel in his soul
all the Christian essentials he so frequently
told to hisneighbours 2 Were all his acts
keeping time to the spiritual musie he pro-
fessed to hear { Closely he examined the
application of these inquiries, and in the
end he was compelled to admit that he
was among that class of men who were
not doing what their profession should,
if true, execute.

In the solitude of his own kitchen that
night, while his family slept peacefully in
the adjoining room, it wasimpressed upon
him for the first time that he said a great
deal more than he performed. Taking up
his Bible, he opened it and his eyes fell
immediately upon these words penned by
Israel’s wisest king: ‘“Be not rash with
thy mouth, and let not thine heart be
hasty to ntter anything before God : for
God is in heaven and thou upon earth :
therefore let thy words be few.” He
turned over a few pages until he came to

these lines : ** Not every one that saith
unto me, Lord, Lord, shall enter into the
kingdom of heaven : but he that doeth
the will of my Father which is in heaven,”

That was all the information he needed,
and as he closed the book, how mightily
he saw his own deficiency ! He had read
those very words over fifty, yea, hundreds
of times, but he never saw their true
meaning before.  He had deceived him-
self, he had professed attainments which
in reality he had not reached ; and there-
by the cause of the neighbours’ slim faith
was plainly shown to him. There in the
solemn midnight hour he got down on his
knees and pleaded with God in secret, and
as his after life showed he was rewarded
openly.

A few days afterwards the discharged
clerk was back at his post, and numerous
other wrongs Mr. Lane had done formerly,
believing them just, were remedied. In
his religious walk also there was a vast
change. His prayers were shorter and
more tersely expressed ; his word testi-
monies were of 4 more humble character,
and it was said of him that his deeds stood
against his words as two to one. Furra's
citizens reposed faith to the uttermost in
him, and with true admiration pointed
him out as one of the most, if not the
most, pious nen in the community.

Chambers, Ont.

ENGLAND.

Who would trust England, let him lift his eyes
To Nelson, columned o’er Trafalgar Square,
Her hieroglyph of Duty, written where
The roar of traffic hushes to the skies;
Or mark, while Paul’s vast shadow softly lies
On Gordon’s statued sleep, how praise and prayer
Flush through the frank young faces clustering there
To con that kindred rune of Sacrifice.
O England, no bland cloud-ship in the blue,
But rough oak, plunging on o’er perilous jars
Of reef and ice, our faith will follow you
The more for tempest roar that strains your spars
And splits your canvas, be your helm but true,
Your courses shapen by the eternal stars.

—Jay Lincoln, in the April Atlantic.

“ If man aspires to reach the throne of God,
O’er the dull plains of earth must lie the road.
He who best does his lowly dutzl here,

Shall mount the highest in a no

er sphere;

At God’s own feet our spirits seek their rest,
And he is nearest Him who serves Him best.”

31

—Samauel Greg.



( 4

0 )

The World’s Progress.

Ram

EERNESS
R
e

A

—

s
e

—

"

e

THE EMPIRE'S MESSAGE.

T Exrme’: MESsSAGE,

Proud and ereet and ey
She stavds :m her sea-girt shore,
Mother o1 aavdons and righter of wrong 3
And the vei ex that mocked her--the hate-
hixsing thronyg
Are silent and mock no more,

Hushedd is the howl of searn,
As radiant out of the night
She lifts her faec to the golden niorn,
And feels the thrill of the da- new-horn
That heralds her Empire’s might.

Fatient and slow ta wrath,
But keeping her wateh and ward,
A erv eame ringing from South to North,
She heard ; and the flame m her eyes leapt
forth,
And the sunlight glenned on her sword !

Aud 1o ! as her blade she drew,
From her Empire’s uttermost line
The answering swords fiom their seabbards
flew,
And her sons eried “Mother ! to dare and ..
Ouy heart and our arms are thine 1

And swift 1o her side they sprang,
And a circle avound her cast,
And over the hattlefield’s elamour and elung
Her voire theough the world to her enenties
rang —

“ Ye witness my strer., . Jast !

And the mother is proud o1 her own
For hiappy, serene, and great,
She knows thiem her flesh and her blood and
her bone,
Hate vainly asswls her impregnable thrane.
For Love is scronger than Hate.
—Ihmocritns, tn Mawehester Chyonivls .
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THE LATE GENERAL JOUBERT.

BY RUDYARD RIPLING,

With those that bred, with those that loosed the strife,
He had no part, whose hands were clean of gain ;
But subtle, strong and stubborn, gave his life
To a lost cause, and knew the gift was vain.

Later shall rise o people sane and great,
Forged in strong fires, by equal war made one,
lelling old battles over without hate,
Noblest, his name shall pass from sire to son.

—Harper's Weekly (copyright).

By the death of General Joubert the
Boer cause lost its noblest leader, the one
heroic figure of the Transvaal.  Joubert
was French, not Duteh, a man inheriting
much of the old Huguenot character and
traditions. And yet the very epithet ap-
plied to Joubert by the Dutch shows
their low and perverted ideals.  He was
< Slim Pict ” (**Sly Peter.”)aman of the
typi al eraft and cunning which the Boers

The Queen again showed her womanly
tact and sympachy by sending a message
of condolence to his widow.

TRANSPORTING AN ARMY.

One of our engravings gives a view of
the animated scene between decks on a
transport ship during that important
funetion, linner. One of the most strik-

0N BOARD A TRANSPORT SHIP.

so much adinire.  Had he been President
instead of Kruger, a different solution
of the Transvaal question would have
been found.  If. however, Joubert was
responsible, as he seems to have been,
for the cowardly trick of secking to dvown
out the hospitals and woman's laager at
Ladysmith, by using thousands of Kaf-
firs to dam the Klip River, it was not a
very heroie performance.

ing features of this unhappy war is the
case with which Great Britain carried
an army of twe handred thousand men,
with all their stores, artiilery, waggons,
cuns, ammuition, with many thousands
of horses and mules, from the homeland,
srom Canada,  Australia or Tasmania,
aeross wide seas at the stormy season of
the year, and conveyed them into the
beart of a hostile conntry.  This is an
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TROOPS MARCHING PAST TOWN HALL, KIMBERLEY.

achievement which even the grudging ac-
knowledgment of carping foreign critics
can neither minify nor deny. Apart
from the inevitable discomforts of the sea
voyage, these hundreds of thousands of
men were carried with an ease and safety,
with a sanitary protection and physical
comfort, such as were impossible for
princes at the beginning of her Majesty’s
reign.

BriTaiN VINDICATED.

It is highly creditable to the people
of Great Britain and the United States
that they are anxious to be satisfied as
to the righteousness and justice of the
British in this unhappy South African
war. A very necessary and important
education has been going on on this sub-
ject. The testimony of those best quali-
fied to judge, and most impartial in char-
acter, amply vindicates the contention of
Great Britain. One of these testimonies
is that of Bishop Hartzell, missionary
bishop of South Africa, who has just
returned to the United States after a
forty-thousand-mile journey through the
Dark Continent. His report gives strong-
est evidence of the righteousness of Great
Britain’s cause.

The April number of the London
Quarterly Review, edited by the Rev.
T. L. Watkinson, the highest organ of
British Methodism, has two articles on
this subject. One by Geoffrey Drage,
M.A., M.P., Chairman of the Tmperial
South African Association, reviews the

whole situation and quotes from the
clergy, synods, and conferences of the
Anglican, Presbyterian, Methodist, Con-
gregational and Roman Catholic Churches,
and even from the testimony of some
clergymen of the Dutch Reformed (Boer)
Church. These men, who have lived for
years in South Africa, who arefamiliar with
the whole history of the controversy, who
speak with a sense of responsibility and
the authority of full knowledge, strongly
maintain the justice of Great Britain and
the wrongness of the Transvaal. This is
such an important document that we
shall give its substance more fully in our
next number. In addition to this, all the
ministers in Kimberley, many of those in
Natal and elsewhere, add their testimony
in similar vein. Yet Mr. Stead, whose
foible is omniscience, in the safe seclusion
of his editorial chair, is bitterly pro-Boer
in denouncing the attitude and action of
his own country, and asserting the integ-
rity of the forsworn traitors of the
Transvaal and Cape Colony.

Another article in the London Quar-
terly recites at length the history of the
Boers and the natives in South Africa.
The Wesleyan Church, whose missions
began in 1814, have the large number of
109,254 coloured members in South
Africa, more than twice as many as any
other body. But the South African
Reformed Church, or ‘ Doppers,” of
which President Kruger is a shining
light, although it has been in the country
for nearly two hundred years, has not
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MAY OF THE SEAT OF WAR.

one. At the Synod of the Dutch Re-
formed Church, held at Pretoria only two
years ago, a resolution was admitted for-
bidding any of the ministers or officers,
on pain of expulsion, to preach Chris-
tianity to the natives. King Khama, a
converted native chicf, refiects lustre on
Christian character. it If King Khama,”
says the Recicw, ¢ be cnmp.lrt.d with
President Ixru%r the white man will not
appear to adva antage in the eyes of men
who esteem fitness of admmnh ition to
times and circumstances.”

Ax Herore DEFENCE.

According to the latest despatches, the
siege of M.\fckm" is being pressed with
great vigour by thc Bm,r«, and the con-
dmrm of the garrison, who are reduced
tn harse-flesh and bread made from horse
fodder, is almost desperate.  The accom-
panying sketch shows the British lines

of dufence and the Buer lines of invest-
ment. Itis given by the London Graphir,
and is from a drawing by a British officer
in Mafeking, bronnht by runner to Bulu-
wayo. The officer gives the following
summary up to November 15th, of the
siege which has been so «'x]l'mt]y with-
stnnd under the skilful direction of Col.

Baden-Powell:  ““The siege hegan on
(htnlu,r 13th, when = small force of
British irregulars, police, and towns-
people took up the defence under Im-
perial ofticers.  The town and native
town contained about 7,500 native in-
habitants, and 1,000 whites. The enemy’s
force consisted of about 8,000 men, with
nine guns, who surrounded :md bom-
barded the piace.  The garrison made
several vigorous counter- strokes, by which
they dl\C(nul“l"t‘d the enemy from pushing
home any attacks. The Dritish losses up
to November 15th have heen two officers
and seventeen men killed ; four officers,
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thirty-two men, two women, and one
child wounded. The enemy’s losses have
been over 100 killed and 370 wounded.
The accompanying sketch map explains
the relative positions of the forces. The
flags shown are Red Cross flags, which
have been persistently fired upon by the
Boer guns. The convent, in particular,
is now a wreck. The crossed swords
show scenes of engagements up to the
date named—in each of which the gar-
risun came off victorious.”

The isolated condition of the garrison
at Mafeking, holding, with a few hundred
men, that outpost of Empire against be-
leaguering swarms of Boers armed with
the deadliest enginery of war, is one of
the most leroic cepisodes in history.
‘“And ever upon the topmost roof our
banner of England blew.” The above
map indicates the mode of its assault and
defence, and our engraving of the despatch
carrier shows the peril of maintaining com-
munications with the outer world.

—_—

BLOEMFONTEIN, THE
BeavTiFuL.

The capital of the Free State
is one of those happy, idyllic
little towns where it is always
afternoon. There is no bustle
about the streets, no commo-
tion in its highways (it has
only one), and nothing occurs
more exciting than the morn-
ing market or the quarterly
nachtmaal.

One hears a deal of English
in the streets. Probably it is
the native language of nearly
one-half of the white popula-
tion. One also notices a pre-
ponderance of pure Scots
Dorie, for Scotsmen are in the
ascendant in  Bloemfontein.
Many members of the Volks-
raad are of Scottish descent,
as such frequently recurring
names as Fraser, Macfarlane,
Stuart, Macintosh, and Innes
abundantly testify.

CARRYING A DESPATCH FROM MAVFERING.

The public buildings of
Bloemfontein are quite im-
SR : 1 \
posing in their way. The
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PARLIAMENT HOUSE, BLOEMFONTEIN.

Raadzaal, or House of Parliament, is an
important edifice with some architectural
pretension. 1t has a domed tower, and
loaks like something between a govgeous
masonic temple and a palatial musie-hall.
It cost nearly £70,000, and was furnished
by one of the most artistic and enter-
prising houses of Tottenham-Court Road.
Churches are prevalent in every street,
almost at every comer; in fact, Bloem-
fontein is one of the few South African
towns in which there are more churches
and chapels than there are canteens.

The presidency of Mr. Steyn isa rather
large and important building of white
stone, of a somewhat mixed order of
architecture, but exceedingly comfortable,
cool, and commodious in structure. It
cost nearly £20,200 to build, and has »
pretty garden of old English lowers, such
as hollyhocks, clove-pinks, stocks, and
piconies.

Bloemfontein is a great educational
centre, and there is a very fine college,
presented by Sir George Grey, erstwhile
Premier of Cape Colony, and the Grand
Old Man of South Africa. It is known
as the Grey College, and has turned out
some remarkable scholars.

A Dust STORM.
(See next page.)
In a letter to the Lomdon Daily Mail
Julian Ralph, one of that journal’s corre-
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spondents, deseribes the section of coun-
try around Belmont and Gras Pan as
being every whit as bad as the desert of
Sahara, being bare sand and stone.
Speaking of the dust, a correspondent
of the London Morning Post remarks
that even on the stillest days, without
warning, it rises in thin twisting spirals
of yellow sand, which take their own
way, beautiful and abominable, acruss the
camp, befouling everything, upsetting
everything thatstands across their course,
and reaching for hundreds of fect up-
wards into the still blue sky. Tt is not,
though, the dust which comes in dainty
spirals, but that which arrives in over-
whehning clouds, which is most feared 3
for the latter hides, not a tent here and

THE PRESIDENCY.

Now oceupicd by Lord Eoberts and his staff.

there, but an entire camp, the roof of
heaven, all vestige of the world. Such
blinds the eyes, fills the mouth with
gritty foulness, and covers every inch of
the Dody with a film of brown, and which
lasts, not for a few moments, but for
hours.

WAITING.

Some of us can remember when for
months the standing phrase in the Ameri-
can press was, ¢ Allquict on the Potomac. ”
We may be thankful that Lord Roberts
is strong enough not to be stanpeded into
action till he 1s ready.

IHis *“masterly

MARKET SQUARE, BLOEVMFONTEIN.
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A DUST STORM.

inactivity ” seems to be wearing out the
strength of the Boers, who are impelled
to action to keep their forces from melt-
ing away. He may thus save many
valuable lives.

The capture of a few British companies,
as the result of criminal carelessness in
scouting, has given Kruger and Leyds
an opportunity to do some more ‘‘tall
lying” in order to stimulate the flagging
energies of the disheartened Boers and of
the anti-British press. A more potent
cause, however, in the United States, is
the political exigencies which make the
next election pivot upon the relations of
Great Britein and the United States.

The best and most intelligent opinion,
however, is in favour of Britain. Captain
Mahan, of the United States Navy, says:
““T have paid some attention to the mat-
ter, and believe the Boer Government
and administration to be that of a corrupt
and oppressive oligarchy. Is it possible
that there are Americans who, in the face
of the records, really believe that in the
community of contemporary peoples the
Transvaal, rather than Great Britain,
stands for the cause of political liberty
and purity of administration ?2”

MISTAKEN SYMPATHY FOR REPUBLICS.

““There is not a Republic on earth, ex-
cept Switzerland and the United States,”
says Thomas G. Sherman, in the North
American Review, ‘“in which there is
even an approximation to the honesty of
administration found in at least six Euro-
pean monarchies ; nor anything like the
combination of governmental honesty,
judicial impartiality, equality of rights,
personal liberty, and liberality towards
Americans which can be found in those
monarchies and in all of the British
colonies.”

RESPONSIBILITY FOR ASSASSINATION.

For the dastardly attempt at the assas-
sination of the heir to the British throne
we hold Dr. Leyds and the pro-Boer
propaganda of Belgium largely respon-
sible.  Every art of vituperation, fraud
and guile have been employed to em-
bitter the prejudice against Great Britain,
the Queen, and the Royal Family. The
most scurrilous invective and indecent
caricature of the august lady, beloved and
revered throughout the British Empire,
have been freely used. Small wonder
that a crack-brained fanatic thought that
he was serving humanity by the murder
of persons charged with the blood-guilti-
ness of the Boer war.

It was similar denunciations of Lincoln
and Garfield, by an unscrupulous party
press, that led Wilkes Booth and Guiteau
to the cowardly assassination of the
nation’s head. We have small hope,
however, that this exposure of the guilt
of the vitriol press of Paris and Brussels
will have any result in restraining its
virulence.

A SOLDIER'S GRAVE.

The Burial Placc of Licutenant-Colonel Kcith-
Falconcr at the Orange River.

—From a photograph.

¢ 'Tig in loving, not in being loved, the heart is blest;
"Tis in giving, not in sceking gifts, we find our quest.”
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A CHristiaAN Dainy.

The critics have all had their fling at
Mr. Sheldon’s ¢ Christian Daily,” and,
sooth to say, the paper was not beyond
criticism, as what paper is? Yet it pre-
sented a high ideal of what a Christian
paper ought to be, and in the conspicuons
absence of objectionable features and
strong presentation of great moral and
religious, economic and philanthropic
themes, it was a marked contrast to the
sensutional and pernicious papers so
widely current in the United States.
This object-lesson is not so much needed
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REV. CHARLES SHELDON.

in Canada. We believe the Canadian
press, in its attitude to religious and moral
subjects, is the best in the world. We
have been a diligent reader of its issues
for many years, and are more and more
impressed with the cleanness, the pure
and noble aims, and the high average
efficiency, with very few exceptions, of
both the rural and the urban press of
Canada. Compared with the vile sheets
which circulate in France, Belgium and
other continental countries, and even
some of the United States, it is some-
thing to be proud of.

Mr. Sheldon openly avows that his in-
spiration and ideal was suggested by a
Canadian paper, the Montreal Witness,
which for half a century has been edited on
loftiest Christian principles. Many thou-
sands of dollars have been sacriticed by
the refusal of this paper to print the-
atrical or liquor advertisements, and
other things of questionable character.
Its point of criticism and review has been
thoroughly Christian. It has been an
educative force of incomparable value in
thousands of Canadian families. The
weak point of our party press is the
often uncandid and unjust treatment of
party politics and politicians, and in this
the greatest sinners are not the rural
press, but some of the great city dailies.

We do not endorse all of Mr. Sheldon'’s
methods. We question the propriety of
reading a serial story, however excellent
it may be, from the pulpit on Sunday.
But he is a man of conscience and convie-
tions, knows the field in which he works,
and if by these religious parables he can
gain the ears and reach the hearts of the
people, it is not for us to gainsay his
methods. Certainly he has won a con-
stituency of readers for his religious
stories that possibly no writer, except
John Bunyan, has ever had before, and
a thousand-fold greater than Bunyan ever
reached during his life. This success
shows, at least, that the common people
whom, Abraham Lincoln says, the Lord
must love because He made so many of
them, will read gladly pure and simple
tales which are intended to lift them to a
nobler life.

Dr. ST. GEORGE Mivart's CasE.

For several years past it has been cus-
tomary to point to Dr. St. George Mivart,a
well-known English scientist, as an ex-
ample of the large degree of liberty of
thought allowed in the Roman Catholic
Church. Dr. Mivart continued to be a
member of that Chureh, although he
openly avowed his acceptance of the
most advanced and speculative theories
of modern science and criticism. But the
estreme character of his views regarding
the authority of the Scriptures and the
Church, has at last resulted in his expul-
sion from the Roman Catholic Church.
We are not concerned here to dwell on
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the history of the case; but simply to
refer to the position of the parties, and
the finul result. After considerable dis-
cussion and negotiation, a confession of
faith prepared by Cardinal Vaughan was
submitted for Dr. Mivart to subsecribe.
e declined to do this and his excom-
munication was the result. We have not
read the Church side of the case, and
therefore do not know all that has been
said in defence. Dr. Mivart had a long
article in the March number of the Nine-
teenth Century, from which one can get
an idea of the main features of the case.
It is a matter in which we do not agree
with ecither of the parties in the con-
troversy. The representatives of the
Catholic Church maintain the Divine au-
thority and inspiration of the Scriptures
with an’ explicit positiveness that would
surprise many Protestants, who regard
that Church as making the word of God
of no effect with its traditions.

The weak points on the Church side of
the controversy are (1) the inclusion of
the Apocrypha as a part of the canonical
Scriptures, and (2) making deliverances
of popes and councils arbitrarily binding
on the conscience of all its members.
We, of course, do not believe that the
Church of Rome is right. But her ad-
ministrators who believe that she is right
could hardly have avoided excommuni-
cating Dr. Mivart. The weak points on
Dr. Mivart’s side were these: (1) The
dogmatic way in which he assumed that
opinions which he thought fit to call
scientific results should be accepted as
unquestionable verities, before which the
Church and the Bible must give way.
(2) That he should set forth a conception
of the Bible scarcely distinguishable from
that of the late Col. Ingersoll, as offen-
sive to Protestants as to Catholics, and
yet think he should be regarded as a
loyal son of any Christian Church. The
following quotation from his article will
show where Dr. Mivart stands, and also
the kind of teaching that is now set forth
by some as results of scientific biblical
criticism. He says: *‘In very truth, the
Bible is a complex collection of varied
documents. They contain much that is
admirable and valuable ; butalso legends,
myths, contradictory assertions, accounts
expressly falsified to suit later times,
mere human fictions and words spoken in
the name of the Lord, without there being
any authority for attributing to them such
a sacred character. There are writings
which merit most revercnt treatment
and there are stories no more worthy of
respect than the history of ‘Jack and the
Beanstalk.’” E. H. D.

Methodist Mugazine and Review.

The recent death of Dr. St. George
Mivart lends additional interest to this
controversy. Dying outside of the pale
of the Church, and without its sacra-
ment, his body has been refused burial in
consecrated ground. *

Tne Bisnors’ APPEAL.

Few more stirring documents have
been presented to the Christian Chnrch
than the appeal of the Bishops of the
Methodist Episcopal Church for increased
consecration and devotion, for a week of
abstinence and prayer, for a renewed
Pentecost in counnection with the ap-
proaching General Conference. It points
out the great need of the Church, a
revival of pure, undefiled religion. The
conditions of Methodism in Canada and
the United States are so similar, that
these earnest words are as appropriate
for us as for them. We give a few sen-
tences from this apostolic document :

““Let us not deceive ourselves. This
decline in our membership is not an

accident. It comes from a suflicient
cause. That cause is the slipping cog in

our experience—our lack of spiritual
power. . . . We have one dire
disease—spiritual famine-—lack of the
witness of the’ Spirit, lack of personal
experience, lack of spiritual powenr.

. . . We will only enumerate some
of the symptoms.

*“ The gulf between capital and labour
threatens us both sides. On one side,
*not many mighty, not many noble, are
called.” On the other hand. strange
forces are alienating the poor. The
labour unions, organized most compactly,
are much influenced by men hostile to
the Church. Their gatherings are gen-
erally on the Sabbath, thus keeping the
men out of our reach.

“The submerged tenth has been
allowed to pass out to other agencies.
We seem in some places above our busi-
ness.

““One horder of this Church has been
frayed out by the thin speculations and
vagaries of Christian Science.

*“The powerful camp-muetings of our
fathers have been superseded in many
localities.

¢“The literature found in our homes is
too often too light to nourish strong
religious characters. . . .

‘“Amusements are sought after as if
they were a necessity. Like little
children, people of all ages think they
must be amused.

““The moral and spiritual forces of the
Church, necessary for the huilding of
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great and Christlike characters, seem to
be sidetracked. . . .

“The searching of the heart, that
must precede every great work of revival,
is often avoided as the fanaticism of a past
age. . . .

“ Higher criticism attacks the Bible
itself, denying its supernatural character
and divine authority.  While this higher
criticism is limited to a few centres, yet
its influence is filtered down through
much of our literature, taking the au-
thority out of the teaching and the
power out of the preaching.  The Bible
loses its divine authority.  Sin loses its
fatal sting. The law loses its sanction,
and God’s government is reduced to a few
rules concerning wsthetics.

¢ These are among the principal symp-
toms indicating the famine that enervates
our Zion. We are retreating, when we
should advance at double-yuick to keep
abreast of the rushing events of our time.
The trouble is in the slipping cog in our
experience, our lack of power. The old
heroes who fought Calvinism with a short
sword, and scattered the forces of ridi-
cule and social contempt with the light-
ning of an indignant glance, and routed
all enemies with a ¢ Thus saith the Lord,’
would have coveted a contest with these
little difficulties.

** And this, too, just as greatest crises
in the world's history are coufronting us ;
when unparalleled opportunities are ap-
pealing to us.  We must not retreat ; we
must go forward. Down upon our
knees till ‘the Spirit answers to the
Blood, and tells us we are born of God.’
Down upon our knees till priest and
parishioner alike cry out, *Here am I,
send me !’ Nomatter to what danger,
or duty, or sacrilice ; only use me, send
me, let me be an instrument in Thy
hand !’

The Prohibition press expresses sur-
prise that no words should be addressed
to the Church as to its attitude towards
the liquor power. One writer says :

“Now a worse curse than human
slavery, a fearful scourge, physical, social,
moral, political, more destructive than
war, pestilence, and famine, thrives and
Hlourishes and expands, and is carried to
owr most remote possessions under the
flag.  And still the Methodist Episcopal
Church condones the awful crime and
purposes to ratify it with her votes.”

We think this judgment unjust to that
great Church which has formally de-
clared the liquor traflic ** cannut be
licensed without sin,” and some of
whose ministers have died as martyrs in
an anti-liquor crusade. Certainly no
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stronger enemy of the drink exists in
Canada than the Methodist Churel.

Our Methodist exchanges call atten-
tion to & new type of revival conducted
by Bishops Vincent and Warren in
Denver, Colorado.,  There was no signing
of cards, showing of hands, standing up
or coming forward for prayers. There
were strong, cogent appeals to the in-
‘telleet and  judgment  of large audi-
ences of men who met day after day in
these services. Those who were truly
penitent were invited to join in the cele-
bration of the Lord's Supper, whose
conseerated influence as a means of grace
was magnitied by extending it to those
who were seekers after God, and were
ready to consecrate themselves to His
service. Opinion in Methodist cireles is
much divided as to the new method, but
if it will reach some whom other meth-
ods repel, surely we may bid them God-
speed in the spivit of St. Paul, who De-
came all things to all menif by any means
he might save some.

AN UxEXPECTED RESULT OF THE
INpraN FaMINE.

Notwithstanding the vast sums of
money demanded by the war precipitated
by the Boers, over amillion dollars a day,
and the generous outpouring of aid for
the wounded and the families of the slain,
yet generous help has also been given to
starving India. The Mansion House
fund has Dbeen liberally supported, and
generous gifts from the United States
and Canada are alsu being sent to the
famine region. We think the Canadian
Government, with the largest surplus
revenue it ever had in its history, could
well afford to make a grant in aid_of our
famine-smitten fellow-subjeets in India.

It is gratifying to know that out of this
great evil God is bringing good. The
American Board of Commissioners for
Foreign Missions report that ““none of
the cighty-six years of mission work in
Hindustan have witnessed such progress
as have the last three—and this despite
famine and plague of unprecedented
severity. These disasters have served to
break down yet further the walls of caste
and prejudice, have shown the folly of
idolatry, and have furnished practical
lessons of Christian truth and charity.
Scattered by the pestilence, the Chris-
tians, marvellously protected from the
disease, have gone everywhere preaching
the Word.  Never have there heen so
many listeners ; never so many converts.”
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ProumiprrioN 1N MANITOBA.

It seems likely that the Province of
Manitoba will have the honour of show-
ing the Dominion how the prohibition of
the drink trafic may be accomplished.
Repeated votes in Maniteba have been
overwhelmingly in favour of Prohibition.
In no part of the Dominion could the ex-
periment be tried with better promise of
success. The best blood and brain and
brawn of the older colonies have gone to
Manitoba. For a long time the Province
was virtually under Prohibition. We
hope that the Prairie Province will have
an opportunity of showing the rest of the
Dominion how to suppress the pernicious
traflic which is the greatest enemy of our
country.

Mg, J. W. FrLaveLLE’S TRAVELLING
SCHOLARSHIP.

The generous endowment by Mr. J.
W. Flavelle of a travelling scholarship
for Toronto University is the precursor,
we hope, of other similar donations to
this institution. McGill University at
Montreal has been largely built up by the
munificent gifts of public-spirited citizens.
Toronto University has received little
from such sources. Mr. Flavelle’s pur-
pose is to elevate the public life of Canada
by aiving the broadest culture that the
old nistoric university of Oxford can be-
stow to the most brilliant graduates of
our provincial institution. God’s noblest
gift to a nation is its highly gifted sons;
1t is wise to qualify them to the utmost
for the greatest possible usefulness.

We are glad to learn that our old
friend, Rev. Dr. Antliff, takes the place
of Acting Principal of Wesleyan Theo-
logical College, Montreal, in the place of
the retiring principal, the Rev. Dr. W. 1.
Shaw. We wish Dr. Antliff great
success in the administration of the
important interests of the college.

Dr. Hirnis' RESIGNATION.

The violent and sensational language
of Dr. Hillis in resigning his ministerial
standing in the Presbyterian Church,
which he had enjoyed for so many years,
dues not in our judgment reflect much
credit on the man, or his guod taste or
judgment. He does not beast any access
of light on the subject. He had all the
knowledge years ago that he has now.
Godly men, the very salt of the earth,
the men who braved both death and
danger in the Moss Hags in the Killing
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Time, are not men to be sneered at.
The great Presbyterian Church, the
daughter of the Reformation and bulwark
of Protestantism in many lands, has a
record of which any church might be
proud. Men as conscientious as Dr.
Hillis, of much greater learning and of
not less intellectual acumen, are enabled
to give an interpretation of their creed
which makes it tenable to them. The
Cumberland Presbyterian, representing
the most conservative wing of the Pres-
byterian Church, makes this remark:
‘‘ Heretical as Dr. Hillis probably is on
some other doctrines of our common
faith, he has not only spoken the truth
about the awful doctrines of reprobation,
but he is in accord with a vast majority
of the members and ministers of the
Presbyterian Church.” Tt is less creed
and more Christ that all the churches
need. Neither the doctrine of repro-
bation nor the Athanasian Creed nor the
Thirty-nine Articles are necessary to
salvation ; but the simple truths which
our Lord declared to Nicoderaus, and the
simple trust of the thief on the cross.

A NEwW PROTESTANTISM.

Le Chretien Francais, the organ of a
group of priests and ex-priests, recently
published a large number of letters in
which the demitting priests have notified
their ecclesiastical superiors (usually bish-
ops) of their intentions to withdraw from
the priesthood. In their words, says the
Outlook, is the ring of the Reformation of
the sixteenth century and of the sermons
of the apostles in the first century.

Ur oF THE CHALDEES.

American explorers are accomplishing
important results in the excavation of
Ur of the Chaldees, mentioned in the
earliest chapters of the Bible, the home
of Abraham and Sarah, and even then a
great city. The Outlook says: ¢ The
present appearance of Ur is that of three
stories of an ancient temple rising seventy
feet above the plain; surrounding the
temple is a group of mounds half a mile
in diameter.”

THe Rev. Tooyxmas K. BEECBER.

Dr. Beecher was, we believe, the last
surviving son of the famous Lyman
Beecher, who has given so many distin-
guished names to public life in the
United States. He passed away on the
14th of March at his residence in Elmira,
N.Y., in his seventy-seventh year. He
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was the founder of perhaps the first
institutional church in the country. It
had a hospital, a gymmasium, visiting
deacunesses, & restaurant, and a stage for
Sunday-school exhibitions. ¢ Under his
ministry of thirty-six years,” says the
Owtluok, ““this church, weak and strug-
gling when he accepted the pastorate,
grew to be une of the strongest in the
State, with a membership of seven hun-
dred, and a thousand Sunday-school
children. On the day of his death his
half-sister, Mys. Beecher Perkins, of Hart-
ford, also passed away.

Rev. THoMas A. Dorrox.

This brother, well-known in Eastern
Canada, died at his home in Manchester,
N.H., March 30th, the result of a para-
lytic stroke, aged fifty-one years. He
was born at St. Andrew’s, P.Q., and came
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of old Huguenot stock. He took a col-
lege courseat Pointe-aux-Trembles. After
labouring for several years in the M. n-
treal Conference, he joined the New
Hampshive Conference of the Methudist
Episcopal Church, and began missionary
work among his French-Canadian coun-
trymen in New England.  He was a
voluminous writer and, when taken with
his Jast illness, was engaged upon a work
of several volumes—-a cyclupiedia of re-
ligious knowledge. “*During the last
decade,” says Zion's Herddd, “he pub-
lished an average of half a million pages
of tracts a year.” *‘ He was,” adds the
Herald, ““a courteous Christian gentle-
man, and received, as he deserved, the
hearty support of the ministers of his
Conference.” He leaves a wife, one son,
Rev. E. C. E. Dorion, of Ashland, N.H.,
and five daughters.

Book Notiees.

How England Saved Euwrope. By W. H.
Fircrerr, B.A., LL.D. Vol. IIL
New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons.
Toronto: Williamn Briggs. Vols. III.
and IV.; pp. vi-326 and vi-419. Price,
$2.00 per volume.

We had the pleasure of reviewing,
with high approval, the first volume of
this stirring story. It is a noble epic of
empire of accumulative interest. The
most dramatic episode is the story of the
battle of Trafalgar, which, more than any
other, save the defeat of the Armada,
made Britain ‘‘mistress of the seas.”
The strategic genius, the heroic valour,
the high sense of duty of the frail, one-
armed, one-eyed Nelson make him for-
ever the darling of the British nation.

Tt is difficult for us to conceive, even
with the help of Mr. Stead’s vaticination
of the tricolour floating over the Tower of
London, the terror created by the threat-
ened invasion of Britain by the French.

The whispered name of the bogey
Napoleon used to terrify the children in
the dark. Every preparation was made
for flight from the seaside towns. ¢‘Let
us be masters,” said Napoleon, “‘of the
Straits for six hours, and we shall be
masters of the world.” TFor nearly two
years and a half Cornwallis blockaded
Cadiz through all weathers and all sea-
sons. Nelson had a stormy post off

Toulon for twenty-one months, vainly
tempting the French fleet to come out of
the harbour.” ¢* These far-distant, storm-
beaten ships, ” says Mahan, upon which
the Grand Army never looked, stood
between it and the dominion of the
world.” Collingwood, with four ships,
blockaded nearly forty at Cadiz.

Dr. Fitchett thus describes Nelson's
death at Trafalgar: ¢ ‘God be praised,’said
Nelson, as he lay in the cockpit shot
through the spine, ‘God be praised, I
have done my duty.’” As he issued
orders for the fight, Hardy said that
Collingwood would take charge of affairs.
‘Not while I live, I hope, Hardy,” said
the dying man.

‘“Then came that touch of human
feeling that since has made many eyes
then unborn grow moist with its pathos.
‘Kiss me, Hardy.” Hardy knelt down
and kissed his admiral’s cheek. *Now
I am satisfied,” said Nelson; ‘thank
God, I have done my duty !” Hardy had
risen, and stood struggling to keep back
his tears as Le looked at Nelson. Then
he knelt down again and kissed the dying
man’s forehead. The swoon of coming
death was already creeping through
Nelson’s brain, but he asked, ‘Who is
that 7’ ‘It is Hardy,” was the answer.
¢God bless you, Hardy,” was the whis-
pered reply.
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¢“The battle of Trafalgar was fought and
won in the cells of Nelson’s brain before
it was fought on the tossing floor of the

Atlwmtic. A bomely figure, slender,
stooping, boyish still in spite of the

scars of sc many battles—with the care-
less hair lying low on his brow ; muti-
lated, semi-blind; clad in threadbare
and weather-stained uniform, with four
tarnished and lack-lustre stars stitched
on the left breast.  And yet in the most
heroic hour of English history this is the
most heroie tigure.”

The hero of Vol. III. is the great
antagonist of Napoleon on land, as Nel-
son was by sea. The eventful campaign
in the Peninsula, which has given us
those imperishable names—Corunna,
Talavera, Torres Vedras, Badajos and
Salamanca—is recorded in a series of
brilliant chapters.

The fourth volume will describe the
Jast act of this world-drama, the smash-
ing of the power of Napoleon at Water-
loo, and the deliverance of Europe from
the arch-despot, who like a nightmare
had haunted it.

Special interest and importance is
given to Dr. Fitchett's volumes by the
numerous and authentic portraits of the
chief actors in this world-drama, and the
accurate maps and diagrams of its stra-
tegetic scenes.

Mechanieal Draft. A Practical Treatise.
Bdited by WaLter B. Sxow, of the
Engineering Staff of the B. F. Sturte-

ant Co. B. F. Sturtevant Co., Bos-
ton, New York, Philadelphia and
Chi&'lgu.

Our readers will have observed that we
give special prominence in this magazine
to the subject of Popular Science, and
the latest featuves of scientific progress,
invention, and discovery. The hook un-
der notice is of 2 more technical character
than most which we review, but is worthy
of special notice as the amplest and best
treatment that we know on a subject of
special importance to scientific readers.

In few directions has the progress of
the nineteenth century been more marked
than in the growing efliciency of steam-
actuated machinery. To get the most
steam possible out of coal is the mechani-
cal problem of the times. To thisend
the rapid combination with oxygen is
sought, hence the importance of supply-
ing Jarge volumes of air to facilitate com-
bustion. Every pound of carbon requires
for its consumption 23 pounds of oxygen.
It requires 11.3 pounds of air to furnish
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this, hence the nced of supplying an
enormous volume of air.

Sometimes an excess of air causes loss
by reducing the temperature. To avoid
this the air is often heated by the
flue gases and thus its efliciency is in-
creased.

It is to secure strong draft that enor-
mous chimneys are erccted, the general
formula heing that ¢ doubling the height
doubles the draft.” But often, as in
steamships, it is impossible to secure
efticient draft in this way, hence mechani-
cal appliances are used, as steam jets,
rotary fans, and the like. It is calculated
that from thirty to forty per cent. in-
crease of steam power can be procured by
mechanical over natural draft for contin-
uous working. Forced draft also enables
inferior fuel to be used, and sometimes,
when under certain conditions of weather
it would be impossible to maintain steam
with natural draft, the normal power may
with forced draft be insured. The arti-
ficial draft, toc, can be regulated, as that of
a ckimmey cannot.

The enormously tall and costly chim-
neys in Glasgow in chemical factories are
employed chiefly to get rid of noxious
gases which are generated. Moreover,
the rotary fan is usually portable, while
the tall chimney is as fixed as a mountain.
One has only to stand in front of a big
rotary fan to appreciate the enormous
draft, like a small hurricane, which is thus
created. The largest rotary fans we have
seen are those employed for renewing the
air in coal mines.

Sometimes the chimney may be with
advantage omitted altogether, indeed,
in some cases has to be, as in the case of
torpedo and some other small boats. A
decreased size of boiler is also possible,
and from a humanitarian point of view
the greater comfort of the stokers who
feed the furnices of our great steamships
secured by forced draft is of very great
importance. To this may be added the
henetit of preventing smoke and the utili-
zation of the waste heat of gases.  Equal
cthiciency can be sccured with smaller
boilers.  This is a consideration of great
importance amid the contracted spice
limits on shipboard.

This handsome octave volume of nearly
four hundred pages, with over a hundred
illustrations, 1s the most complete and
exhaustive treatment of the subject that
we know.

The Latin Humns in the Wesleyan Hymn-
Bk, Studies in Hymmology. By



Bool: Notices., :

Freperie W. Macvoxanp,  London
Charles H. Kelly. Toronto: William
Briggs.

The indebtedness of the Christian
Church to Latin Christianity is not ade-
quately realized. In no respect is this
more true than of our indebtedness to its
glorious hymmology. The President of
the Wesleyan Conference has rendered
an admirable service to Methodist people
everywhere by this beautiful volu ne on
the Latin hymns from which the Church
for ages has derived such religious inspi-
ration. The first and noblest of these,
which he aunalyzes and describes, and
whose history as far as possible he re-
lates, is the sublime **Te Deum.” The
noble hymns attributed fo Charlemagne
and King Robert of France, ** Creator,
Spirit, by Whose 4id,” and ** Come Holy
Spirit,” bear witness of the flame of de-
votion that glowed even amid the dark-
ness of Middle Ages. The favourite
mediieval hymns are ungestionably those
of the pious monk, St. Bernard of Clair-
vaux,whodied 1153. The hymns, **Jesus,
the Very Thought of Thee,” * Brief Life
is Here Our Portion,” and ** Jerusalem
the Golden,” are the heritage of the
Church universal. Of **Jerusalem the
Golden ” Mr. Macdonald says: * The
heavenly home-sickness, as it has well
been called, here finds expression not to
be surpassed in Christian song. It is
home-sickness, not morbid or melancholy,
but at once childlike in its simplicity,
and manly in itsardour, its elevation, its
exulting anticipations of noble joys and
glorious companionship.”  The  -ubli-
mest of these medireval hymns is unques-
tionably the famous ¢ Dies Ire.” Tt has
made the obscure monk of the thirteenth
century a prophet and a psalmist for all
time.  Dr. Johnson could never read the
words ¢ Quierens me sedisti lassus ” with-
out tears.

“We set the prayer of Thomas of
Celano,” says our author, *“side by side
with that of Taplady, the thirteenth cen-
tury with the eighteenth, the Latin with
the English, and there is no diftference.”

¢ Preces mewe non sunt dignae.”

¢ In my hand no price I bring,
Simply to thy Cross I eling.”

Christ Cume _Agmin. By Wintiav S
Uray, D.D. New York: Eaton &
Mains. Cincinnati: Curts & Jennings,
Torento: William Briggs. Price. 8125,

This book discusses the second coming
of aur Lord, not as a future event, but as

4583

one which did occur about thirty seven
years after our Lord’s ascension, namely,
at the fall of Jerusalem.  This theory 1s
supported by arguments on the expec-
tation of the apostles, upon the teachings
of our Lord, and from the Apoealypse of
St. John. It presents, the author aflirms,
an eschatology consistent itself with the
Scripture and furnishes satisfactory ad-
justment of the great doctrines of the
Pesurrection, the Judgment, the Millen-
nium, and a complete refutation of the
errors of the Adventistsard Millennialists.
The argument is very ingenious, but, to
our mind, not conclusive.

The Soul of Man: Aw Investigetion of
the Facts of Physiological and Earperi-
mental Psychology. ByDr.PatL Cakvs.
Second  edition.  Chicago : The Open
Court Puablishing Co. Toronto: Wil-
linm Briggs. Price, paper, Toe. Pp.
xvili-482.

Dr. Carus Is an original investigator
and philusophical writer of distinguished
reputation.  In this vohune he addresses
himself to some of the most important
problems of psychology and philosophy.
¢ The present book,”™ he says, ** purports
to be a systematic presentation of the
facts of psychology in their relations both
to physiology and religion and ethivs.”
There is no other book in the Ianguage,
he aflirms, in which the facts of the
various branches of science are gathered
and preseated in this connection.  The
hook traces with wuch minuteness the
development of organized life and espee-
ially of the organ of mental activity, the
brain and nervous system, from the low.
est radiates to the highest vertebrates.
It investigates the problems of mental
psychology, and in a final chapter dis.
cusses the ethical and religious aspects of
soul life. Tt is admirably illustrated by
nearly two hundred physiolagical diagrams
and engravings.

Kant ond Spewce . By D Pavn Canrvs.
The Open Court Publishing Company,
Chicngn.

This booklet is a reprint from < The
Open Court ™ in which the articles com-
posing it first appeared.  In the first—
«¢The Ethics of Kant ™" Dr. Carus casily
and clearly convicts Spencer of very
imperfectly  understanding,  aud - very
erroneously representing, Kant’s ethical
theory, and this always with the advan-
tage, as we think, decidedly in favour of
Kant's viewn.  We doubt if a loftier
cthical system than Kant's has ever heen
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conceived. One certainly does not find
it in Spencer’s theory.

The second article is entitled ¢ Kant
on Evolution.” Here, again, in Spen-
cer’s own chosen field, not only was he
anticipated by Kant, but also, on the
most crucial points relative to the theory,
the latter’s views *‘agree better with the
present state of scientific investigation
than does Mr. Spencer’s philosophy.”
Spencer’s theory of evolution was adupted
from Van Baer’s ** Developmental His-
tory of Animals,” published in 1828,
but Kant had then been dead a uarter of
a century, and his adoption of the theory
—not even then a novelty—and his sup-
port of it had been published before his
death.

Spencer’s ‘* Agnosticism,” the title of
the third paper, is but *‘a popularization
of Kant’s view that things in themselves
are unknowable.” It is astonishing that
Spencer, who owes so much to Kant, but
apparently without realizing his indebt-
edness, and who so imperfectly under-
stands him, should seek to become one of
his critics and detractors. In the dis-
cussion Dr. Carus has done the cause of
truth good service. E. L B.

The Development of Doctrine in the Larly
Church. By Joux S. Baxxks, author
of *Manual of Christian Doctrine,”
¢ Scripture and Its Witnesses.” Lon-
don: Charles H. Xelly. Toronto:
William Briggs.

We have had occasion to strongly com-
mend Mr. Banks’ previous volume on
Scripture and Its Witnesses.” This is
a scholarly volume giving the early con-
troversies and errors against which the
carly Christian Apologists contended.
These were partly of Jewish and partly
of heathen origin ; the former had little
influence, the latter had much. It was a
time of intense mental activity. The
Gnostic, Arian, and other heresics had
then wide swayand called forth the great
works of Irenweus, Tertullian, Cyprian,
Origen and St. Augustine. We know not
where so admirable a study of the period
in so concise form may be found as in
Mr. Banks’ volume.

Dozxic Dent: A Clog-Shop Chronicle. By
JorN AcKWoRrTH, author of *¢ Beckside
Lights,” ¢ Clog-Shop Chronicles,” etc.
London : Charles H. Kelly. Toronto:
William Briggs.

Mr. Ackworth's previous books have
been chiefly short sketches of Methodist
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life. This is, we believe, his first attempt
at a serial story. It has found many
deeply interested readers on both & les of
the sea. Its delineation of British Meth-
odism, of life among the lowly, of the
transforming power of divine grace, of the
humour and pathos of its quaint char-
acters, is an evidence of the keen percep-
tion and vivid description of its writer,
Mr. Tresider’s numerous and clever illus-
trations add much to the interest of the
volume.

The Buckblucks' Parson : A Story of Aus-
tralian Life. By Toy BLuecum. Lon-
don : Charles H. Kelly. Toronto:
William Briggs.

This book is in its way an evidence of
the new Imperialism that is binding the
ends of the earth together. History has
not yet done justice to the unifying force
of Methodism in carrying the religious
principles and civil institutions of the
Motherland to the remotest dependencies.
This is shown alike throughout the Cana-
dian Dominion, the Australasian and
South African colonies. The moral hero-
ism of the diminutive Methodist preacher
in the presence of death at the hands of a
vengeful ruflian is a thrilling episode.

Glorious Gospel Trivmphs as Seen in My
Life and Work in Fiji and Austra-
lasic. By JoHN Watsrorp. London:
Charles H. Kelly. Toronto: William
Briggs.

Some of the greatest achievements of
Methodism in the field of missions have
been won in the islands of Fiji. The
memories of John Hunt, James Calvert
and John Watsford arestill ¢‘as ointment
poured forth ” in the farantipodes. Much
of Watsford’s life was spent also in Aus-
tralia and Tasmania in building up the
Greater Britain of those southern seas.
This book derives its chief intexvest from
its naive and simple presentation of the
achievements of Christianity among the
primitive people among whoin thisauthor
was called to labour.

Walking With God: Thoughts on the
Assurance of Salvation. By Jomx
Havpaxg, author of ¢“Is the Sabbath
Binding on the Christian Conscience ?”
Toronto : William Briggs. Price, 25c.

"This is a well-written and neatly printed
booklet on an important truth, once re-
gerded as the special deposit of Meth-
odism, but now accepted in all the
Churches.
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For Lighting Churches, Halls and other Public
Buildings, Dweliings, Etc., are Designed
and Manufactured by us.

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

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

The Keith & Fitzsimons Co.

(LIMITED)

111 King Street West, - -

l—3

TORONTO, ONT.

A FAMOUS WORK AT A POPULAR PRICE.

Missionary Travels
Researches in Soutn Airica.

with Portrait and Full-Page Plates.
CLOTH, POSTPAID, 70c.

[ % ]
For the first time the possession of the
e famous work is placed within the
The public is sure to

abov
means of everybody.
avail itself of this opportunity, for never
was there a time when the subjects touched
and the countries visited by this great
were more full of interest to the
Especially striking is

upon,
traveller,
intelligent reader. ‘
Pr. Livingstoue's terrible indlctmn.-nt of the
Boers —their cruelty, their cunning, un'«l
their deadly hatred of the I“:l‘l;.’sllﬁh. No
student of South African pnh.lu':s .\'hnnl‘d
fail to study carefully Dr. 'Ll\'lllgslunes
remarkable picture of Boer life and Boer
ways.

Christian
Science
Examined

By Rev. S. D. Chown, D.D.

A paper read before the Missionary
and Theological Society of Trinity Uni-
versity; also before the Theological
Conference of Victoria University, To.
ronto.

Price, 10c; per doz. $1.00 ; per hun-

dred, $7.25. Pos age prepaid.

This timely pamphlet is a revised veprint
of anarticle which appeared in the February
number of the Methodist Magazine, and is
republished in this form by request. It is
an exceedingly able trcatise, laying bare
with the keen scalpel of scientitic eriticism
the sophistries, absurdities and contradic-
tions of so-called Christian Seience. It de-
serves wide distribution.

WILLIAM BRIGES, - Wesley buildinss. - TORONTO, 0T,

C. W. COATKS, Montreal, P.Q.

1

N, K. HUKSTIS, Halifax, N.S.
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sit down to rest.

Your Feet Need Rest

When you are not walking your feet should be perfectly at ease.
Il fitting shoes make their discomfort known the minute you

“Hagar Shoes”

fit the feet perfectly, being shaped on the
lines of the natural
stylish, durable.

foot.  Comfortable,

We are Sole Agents in the City.

H. & C. Blachford,

114 YONGE ST,
2+ o# TORONTO.
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“SNAP SHOTS”

LARGE number of engraved views of

H varied scenery in the famous zinc fields of ;
south-western Missouri, mailed free, along

with “‘ Tales of Fortune” telling all about the
zinc industry of Missouri and how a small sum
can be invested to good advantage. Address,

WALTER SAYLER, 171 LA SALLE ST.,
CHICAGO, ILLS,

Border Lines in the Fiela
of Doubtful Practices.

By H. CLay TRUMBULL, author of “ Friend-
agcip the Master Passion,” Cloth, postpaid,

WILLIAN BRIGGS, 20-33 Richmond St. W., TO .ONTO.

BARBARA HECK,

A STORY OF
CANADIAN METHODISM.
By W. H. WITHROW, D.D., F.R.8.C.
Cloth, - 75 cents.

Dr. Withrow's graceful pen in this book gives
us in the form of a story the adventures of the
little band of Methodists who, with others, for-
sook the older scttlements of the United States
on the outbreak of the Revolutionary War and
laid the foundations of empire in" this then
northern wilderness.

WILLIAM BRIGGS.
Methodist Book and Publishing House,
TORONTO.
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Our Specialty ESTABLISHED 1815

SEAL JACKETS OUTSIDE CITY ORDERS

RELIABLY FILLED

STAND ot
OLDCor. King & Church Sts. ROGERS & CO'

TORONTO.

m VSA(AdﬁOVIiQI'V dllAdA A0ffi(é~$llpp|i¢$

Account Books. Full assortment, all descriptions.

Bookbinding. Every style. Moderate prices.

Leather Goods. Great variety, unsurpassed, close prices.

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

THE BROWN BROS., umiteo

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

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

Established 1856

2 Y 2 N LWL R ) B

me BENNETT & WRIGHT CO.

(Limited) OF TORONTO

Feating €ngineers and Sanitary Plumbers

UR SHOW ROOMS are now fitted with the latest and
Sanitary Specialties, showing complete Bathrooms
in various styles. Inspection luvited.

GAS and ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES in Great Variety
72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.
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ﬂO\ éaA T’Y'I’E\V'RI'I'ER is, if it .is a modern macbine, N
d()\ a necessu.ty to every business and professional §§ﬂ
ﬂO\ man, but a machine that can only be operated by a W
N “‘Trained ‘T'ypewriter ” is an expensive luxury. W
g8§ The OLIVER is the only Iree Type-Bar Visible §ﬂ
ﬂo\ Writing Machine. It has a condensed key-board and you \{7
AN see every letter as it is written, so that anyone can learn to

ﬂO\ operate it in a week, and because it is a Canadian it is

§0§ Thirty Dollars cheaper than any other machine on the

p “ market.

Address the manufacturers.........

N Linotype Company

&0\ NCHES OFFICE AND WORKS:
BRA H : .
ﬂ\ 39 Sparks Street, OTTAWA 356 St. Antoine Street

55 Victoria Street, TORONTO MONTREAL, P.Q.
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myetbodist Tdylls. CONFIDENCE

By HARRY LINDSAY.

Paper, 45¢c net: Cloth, 92c net, post-
paid.

A Collection of Interesting Lancashire
Stories.

WILLIAM F. MOULTON

A Memoir.

By W. FIDDIAN MOULTON

With a Chapter on Biblical Work and
Opinions by James Hope Moulton.

with Portrait.  Cloth, postpaid,
$2.50.

JUST OUT.

By Way of the
Wilderness

By Pansy (Mrs. G. R. Alden) and
Mrs. C. M. Livingstone.

Illustrated. Cloth, postpaid, 70c.

ibe Best Lesson Belps

ot’s Select Notes, A Commentary on the

"ﬂ:\‘:l::la\'s chool Lessons for 1900.  Studies in the

Life of Christ. By Rev. F. N. Peloubet, D.D.,
and M. A, Peloubet. Cloth, ¥1.25.

rative Notes. A guide to the study of the
llll}:‘ternmional sSunday-school Lessons ’fur 18900,
By Hurlburt and Doherty. Cloth, ¥1.25.

. A series of sermons on
day Club sermons. / !
“mtlhe gundm's-vhool Lessons for 1900. By eminent

preachers. Cloth, $1,25.

Golden Text Books, 1900, and Bible Facts,
- 3¢, each ; 3be. per doz.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

WESLEY BUILDINGS, TORONTO.

\
|
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A Perfect Pen at a Pop=
ular Price, and the
Best Pen at any Price,

Your Cholce of these

$3.00

Laughlin Fountaln Pens

FOR::
ONLY

Sm—

TRY IT A WEEK

If not suited, we buy It
back and offer you $1.10
for it. A Profitable Propo-
sition any way you figure
it. Don’t miss this Oppor-
tunity of a Lifetime to se-
cure the best Pen made.
Hard Rubber Reservolr
Holder in foursimple parts.
Finest quallty Diamend
Point 14k Gold Pen and the
only Positively Perfect Ink
feeding device known to
the sclence of fountain pen
making.

AF-Any desired flexibility
{n ine, med{um or stub.

One Pen only to one
address on this offer.

LOSS—on the pen you buy—our
SEED-TIME expensa,
BUSINESS—your pen procures—
our HARVEST.
By mall, postpald, upon recelpt
of $1. If you desire pen sent by

registered mall, send 10 cents ad-
ditional,

REFERENCE: Any Bank or Ex.
press Company In Detroit,

Address—
LAUGHLIN MFG. Co.
79 Walker Block,
DETROIT, MICH.
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tFour New Books.s

OF SPECIAL INTEREST TO CANADIAN READERS

A Creasury ofeee
Canadian Uerse

WITH BRIEF BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES.
Selected and edited by Theodore H. Rand, D.C.L.

Cloth, $1.25 net ; half-calf, gilt top, $2.6Q net ;
postpaid.

tllE ¢ Treasury of Canadian Verse” is an anthology
of national importance. It will prove an open
door through which the voices of our best Canadian
singers may vibrate vet more widely on sympathetic
cars, both at home and abroad. Irn acompact volume
of some 40U pages are presented worthy specimens of
English-Canadian verse largely Ivrical,chosenfrom the
entire field of our history, a number of the best here
published for the first time.  The editor has performed
his laborious task with a critical and chastened taste
and in a simple and catholic spirit.  The result is a
volume that will be at once a revelation and a pride
to the Canadian people.

Che Poctical (UOrks of e
Alexander McLachlan

With Introductory Essay by E. H. Dewart,
D.D. ; a Biographical Sketch by Alex, Hamil-
ton, M.A,, M.D.; Notes, Glossary, and Index
to First Lines.

Cloth, 420 pages, $1.25 ; half-calf, gilt edges, $2.50 ;
postpaid.

wE present to the public this first comprehensive
collection of the verse of our distinguished
Canadian poet in the hope that it will have the re-
ception its merits degerve. The work of selecting
and cditing was undertaken by the following friends
of the late bard : Revs. W, P, Begyr, DD, and E. 11,
Dewart, D.D., and Messrs, Alex. Hamilton, M.D.|
David Boyle, Ph.B., and George Kennedy, LL.D.
They have done their work admirably.,

In his ‘ Selections from Canadian Poets,” Dr.
Dewart wrote of McLachlan @ *“ It is no empty lauda-
tion to callhim ‘the Burnsof Canada.’ In racy humor,
in matural pathos, and graphic portraiture of char-
acter, he will compare favorably with the great
peasant bard, In moral grandenr and beauty he
strikes higher notes than ever echoed from the harp
of Burns.”

Che Remarkable History

of theene

Hudson’s Bay Company

Including that of the French Traders of
North-Western Canada, and of the North-
West, XY, and Astor Fur Companies.

By George Bryce, M. AL, LL.D.

Demy 8vo, with 32 full-page Nlustrations and Maps.
Price, $3.00, postpaid.

R. Bryce hashad special opportunities for becoming
acyua nted with the history, position and inner
life of the Hudson's Bay Company. He has lived
nearly thirty years in Winnipeg ; has travelled exten-
sively through the whole western country, surveying
the ruins of old forts, and fixing the localities of
long-forgotten posts  he is acquainted with a large
number of the officers of the Company, and has had
free access to the Company's records and many
valuable unpublished journals. His work will be a
contribution of great interest and value to Canada’s
historical literature.

- ;ﬂ.
2=

By the Marshes of
Minaseeee

By Charles G. D. Roberts,

Author of *“The Forge in the Forest,” “ Around the
Camp-fire,” ete,  Cloth, illustrutgd, $1.00;
paper covers, 50c., postpaid,

NEW book by Prof. Roberts is a noteworthy event,
whether it be in fiction, poetry or history. It is,
however, as a romancist that he is now hecoming hest
known. ¢ By the Marshes of Minas” is a volume of
connected romances of that picturesque period when
Nova Scotia was passing from the French to the
Euglish régimie.  In several of the tales some of the
familiar characters of Mr. Robert’s previous novels
are introduced. They make a grouping of brilliant
and separate literary qualities not easy to find in
literature.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher

29-33 Richmond Street West,

Toronto, Ontario.
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THE AUTHORIZED EDITION

at a price that brings this really great work within the reach of
Preachers, Superintendents, Bible<class Teachers, Bible Readers,
and Bible Students generally.

The Expositor’s Bible

Edited by the REV. ROBERTSON NICOLL, LL.D.

The Old Testament and the New Testament Complete
in 25 Volumes,

Large Crown Octavo Volumes,

About 860 pages each, aggregating 21,546 pages.

This series consists of Expository Lectures on all the Books
of the Bible, by the foremost Preachers and Theologians of the
day. While having regard to the latest results of scholarship,
the volumes are essentially popular and adapted to Bibleclass
teachers as much as to the clergy.

This Set is Incomparable,—** For those who desire a complete expository library on
the Scriptures, this set of volumes is incomparable.”—Christian Inquirer.

They Give the Best Matter Possible,—‘‘ They are valuable to the clergyman in
that they give him the best matter possible on any one book of the Bible. — Christian

World.

Takes Its Place in the Front Rank.—It easily takes its place in the front rank of
works which have for their object the understanding of the Bible and the application of
its teachings to practical life.”— The Outlook.

Always Find Them Helpful.—* We have had occasion to consult these volumes
frequently in the study of the Scriptures, and always find them helpful. The latest
results of scholarship, with all other available helps, are employed.”—Methodist Protestant.

Best Practical Exposition,—* All of the volumes are replete with instruction, and
embody the best aud latest results of biblical criticism and stgldy. As a whole, they are
indeed, the best practical exposition of the Holy Scriptures in the English ]anguage,”_’
Reformed Church Review.

British Weekly.—** The series i8 pla..nued so as to give the reader all the good of a
scientific commentary without the padding, technicality and detail that have made the
commentator’s name a proverb for dreariness in the world of literature. In every book
of the Bible the rich, fertile, and perpetually significant portions are selected, and
continuously analyzed, illustrated and explained by interpreters who are scholarly and
yet interesting.”

The original edition of 49 volumes now issued, unabridged, in 25 volumes,
Furnished im complete sets only. Price $29.00 net.
Special cash price, $25.00 net.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, & Wesley Buildings, Toronto.
C. W. COATES, Montreal. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.
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NEW ENLARGED EDITION.
...The...

Canadian Hymnal

For Sunday-Schools, Epworth Leagues, Prayer
and Praise Meetings, Family Circles, Etc., Etc.

In order that this popular Hymnal may be made yet more acceptable to Sunday-
Schools and Choirs, and more useful in the prayer-meeting and other social services, we
have added to it nearly forty new hymns. Some of these are among the noblest hymns of
the Church,” familiar and beloved by our congregations, such as ** Father Whose Kverlast-
ing Love,” “Jesus, Thou All-Redeeming Lord,” ¢ How Do Thy Mercies Close Me Round,”
‘“God Moves in a Mysterious Way,” “ When All Thy Mercies, O My God,” ** And above
the Rest This Note Shall Swell.” ~ Others ave choice compositions that will do good service
for special occasious and for choir voluntaries, as for example: ** When the Roll is Called,
Brother,” ““Girowing Together, Wheat and Tares,” * There’s a Royal Banner,” ¢ Soul of
Mine in Earthly Temple ” (a beautiful quartette), ‘“ All Hail the Power of Jesus’ Name,”
ete., the latter hymn set to an inspiring tune.  The work has been greatly enriched by the
addition of these hymns, and will be more of a favourite than ever in the church, school
and home,

The enlargement of the book, combined with recent advances in cost of paper and
other material, have made it necessary to slightly advance the prices, which will now be
as follows :

MUSIC EDITION-Paper Boards, Cloth Back, 50c., postpaid; per dozen, $6.00.
prepald,

WORDS ONLY EDITION: Cloth Boards, 17c, postpaid; per dozen, $1.75; (by mail,
$1.95); per hundred, 814,60, carriage extra. Cloth Limp, 12¢, postpaid; per dozen, $1.20; (by
mail, $1.35); per hundred, $10.00, carriage extra.

An Aid to Knowledge of Our Wild Flowers

namm’s Gamﬂl and Thei Insect Visitors

By NELTJE BLANCHAN

Author of ** Bird Neighhors,” and * Birds that Hunt and are Hunted.”

Superb colored portraits of fifty-six familiar lowers in their living tints, and no less
beautiful pictures in black and white of sixty-three others—each blossom PHOTO-
GRAPHED DIRECTLY FROM NATURE--form an unrivalled serics, By their aid
alone, the merest novice can name the flowers met afield.

Intimate life-histories of over five hundred spesies of wild flowers, written in
untechnical, vivid language, emphasize for the first time in a popular book the mar-
vellously interesting and vital relationship existing between these flowers and the special
insect to which each ix adapted.  Inasmuch as science proves that almost all flowers
are everything they are because of their dependence, more or less absolute, on insect
friends, or their fear of insect foes--their form, color, markings, fragrance and nectar
having been developed to please winged pollen-carriers—no one can really know a flower
until its motives of existence and the wonderful m thods employed to further them, are
understood.

The flowers are divided into five color groups, hecause by this arrangement any-
one with no knowledge of botany whatever can readily identify the specimens met
during a walk. The various popufar names by which each species is known, its preferred
dwelling-place, months of blooming and geographical distribution follow its description.
Lists of berry-hearing and other plants most conspicuous after the flowering season, of
such as grow together in ditferent kinds of soil, and, tnally, of family groups arranged by
that method of scientitic classification adopted by the International Botanical Congress
which has now superseded all others, combine to make ** Nature's Garden ” an indispensable
guide.

7% x 105, Cloth, net, $3.00. Postpaid.
WILLIAM BRIGGS, Wesiey Buildings, TORONTO, ONT.
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Library of South Africa

By William Douglas Mackenzie, D.D., and Alfred Stead.
P N Y NN N TV VY LV VR VYV

Dr. Mackenzie is Pastor of New England Congregational Church, and Professor of
8ystematic Theology, Chicago, Associate Author of ‘‘Austral Africa; Losing it or
Ruling It,” the acknowledge étandard History of Africa.
Twenty Years in South Africa, contact with the people and close study of all question:
ing its w:!¥are, enable him to write from personal knowledge and experiegce. q 8 affect.

ED STEAD, Associate Author, is so well known through the REVIEW oF REVIEWS as

to nﬁoﬁo introduction.
Four Complete Books
IN ONE MASSIVE VOLUME

This Volume is composed of four books, the title of the whole is ¢ The Library of
South Africa.” )

H gives an account of the history and races of South Africa. The histo

Th' FITS' B°°k of the Transyaal will be brought down to the mar 1881; it also gescrib?é

the ‘Famous Men, Cities and Industries of South Africa.” Here will found a history of the

leading explorers, politicians, missionaries, hunters, native chiefs and warriors, with some account

of their adventures and work. There will also be found in these pages full information ing

W%ci cities of the land, and of the two great indusiries which have poured we into
ca
Mines

rinﬂng treasures out of it, namely the Diamond Industry of Kimberley and thtohaold
the Transvaal.

is entitled “ President Kruger and the Transvaal.” Be;

Th. Second Bo@k his earlier years and his share in the Great Trek, the stgrixymmttg
his religion and farming life; then it brings us to his activity as a revolutionist in the War of
Independence, his election as President, his sudden accumulation of vast wealth and the policy
which he has pursued during the last fifteen years.

L]
is entitled “ Cecil J. Rhodes, Capitalist and Politician,” and
The Third Book many chapters descriptive of his life and influence. comprises

“ itish-Boer War, 1898-1000,” is divided into t
Th. FNII’“I BOOk, :ﬁg gggt o}‘l:‘v’hli;&lxuggscﬂbes its causes and occasio: woseco 3
deals with the actual progress of the war. ™ and the socon

3 a complete and accurate account of
This Book Presents fo the Reader oty hisenebine oty i oot
nd and people where most flerce and ruthless war , AN
problems that have led to srmed confiich erstand the

In Hiustration the Work may well be
called Picturesque Africa

Native Chiefs and Savage Tribes, Beautiful Scenery and Triumpbs of Skill, Mar] Place
aﬁnd Rﬁsidnence ctt Miningxfinag I(;rgiuct. of F’I?h of Slégpryﬁnd ‘ti)sfi_Mine, g:tlegu toeming vkquh Life,
umble Home of Ranchman and Farmer. e Boer, the Eng| e Outland Kafir
the Hottentot, the Bushman, the Zulu, all pictured from life. ' er, the ’
These superb engravings are made from photographs. All battles truthfull
from the scenepgt action, ma%sy of which have beeng::cured at great personal n&’“’“ﬁ%‘iﬂf:ﬁn‘f
ous expense by the authors’ friends and relatives who are now in the midst of the

Scores confliot,
f beau full-page half-tone illustrations from original photogra)
the book and enhance its value, P Phs add to the beauty of

A New Map of Africa, 15x20 inches, in Five Colors

This book will contain a new map of Africa, 16 x 20 inches, in five colo: 1 .
this 1s included in the book, without extra cost to the purchaser. ALl politioal divigias C,centa:

tion and to hy as they exist to-day are clearly shown. This new ma;
:!:n:}i‘ a.:d eofonize% Ky the Xiﬂ'erent Emy;opean nations. It shows also thepl;‘gr‘zv :ntgomt:;ﬂnm
passes. ]

STYLES AND PRICES

“7HE LIBRARY OF SOUTH AFRICA,” will be published in one
inches in size, profusely illustrated. A, large quarto volume, $x 10

BST SILK CLOTH, emblematic | BOUND IN HALF MOROCCO,
mqu Famous Battle Scene (photo- back s Joather back and

corners, gold and side gtam
et SLTB | BT T “$00RG

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - WESLEY BUILDINGS, - TORONTO, ONT,
O. W. COATHRS, Montreal. 8. ¥. HURSTIS, Halifax.
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“entire confidence.

The Newcombe Piano

The standard piano of Canada—the realized ideal of perfection in piano con-
struction—first in name and reputation—for tone-beauty it is without a peer—

rich, singing, brilliaht, sweet, but capable of unlimited power—durability em-
phasized—and the charm of chaste artistic designs which adds immensely to the
pride of ownership—In selecting a piano for the home, the college, or the public

hall the strong points which cannot be gainsaid in this famous instrument are

the vital points for consideration in a purchase—thirty years’ study and improve-
ment have contributed in making the ‘““NEWCOMBE” the finest made in
Canada—and a jury of experts at the World’s Fair awarded it a first place

’ among the world’s leading makes.

¢

hastaughtushow tomak@the
best Emulsion in the world;
Experience has proved that
this Emulsion is worthy of
There
are many imitations of

Scolle Emulsion.
and all kinds of substitutes for it;
but none equalit. If your doctor
recommends you to take Cod-Liver
Oll, or you know yourself that you
need it, get SCOTT’S EMULSION;
itis 1t:he best Cod-Liver Oil in the

orm.

If we had your address we would send
You a sample and a pamphlet telling
more about it.

scotT £ RownE > W,

> 107-109 Church Street,

L4

TORONTO.

The Perfect Mucilage
and Paste Bottle
» « « MADE OF PURE ALUMINUM

Has a Water Reservoirand Vapour Chamber,
keeping whole interior atmosphere constantly
moist, preventing drying up or ologging. A
groat success. Adopted for use by the Do-
minion Government.

Price, 60 cents, Postpaid.

WILLIAM BRICGS, Wesloy Duildings, TORONTO
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